
    
      YKN4949

      
        	
          Jealousy
        

        	
          New Roommates
        

        	
          Paying the Family Debt
        

        	
          Coming Out by Diving In
        

        	
          Sisters of Upper Priam College
        

        	
          Prescription for Blossoming
        

        	
          Crazy Girls
        

        	
          Paying the Family Debt Ch. 02
        

        	
          Scarlett's Challenge
        

        	
          Biological...Father?
        

        	
          A Big Side Effect
        

        	
          Tranny Slasher Camp
        

        	
          Island for Dickgirls: Miller Family
        

        	
          Never Have I Ever
        

        	
          Island for Dickgirls: Health Class
        

        	
          Island for Dickgirls: Cheer Squad
        

        	
          A New Girl
        

        	
          Nature or Nurture?
        

        	
          The Will and Testament
        

        	
          Never Have I Ever Ch. 02
        

        	
          Island for Dickgirls: Lost Aunt
        

        	
          Awakening the Deluca Family
        

        	
          A Caged Bird Sings
        

        	
          A Caged Bird Sings Ch. 02
        

        	
          Daisy Chain
        

        	
          A Caged Bird Sings Ch. 03
        

        	
          St. Agatha's School for Herms
        

        	
          A Big Side Effect Ch. 02
        

        	
          Kiss Cam
        

        	
          Direct to Video Ch. 01
        

        	
          A Vision of God
        

        	
          Sisters at Play
        

        	
          Call (T)-Girl
        

        	
          A Goddess on Earth
        

        	
          Be Careful What You Wish For
        

        	
          Glory Beyond the Hole
        

        	
          Actual Sorority Sisters
        

        	
          Actual Sorority Sisters Pt. 02
        

        	
          Actual Sorority Sisters Pt. 03
        

        	
          Actual Sorority Sisters Pt. 04
        

        	
          Body Politic
        

        	
          Double Blind Date
        

        	
          Broken Pieces
        

        	
          Call (T)-Girl: Bible (T)humper
        

        	
          A Thousand Words Aren't Enough
        

        	
          The Sultanah Ch. 01
        

        	
          The Sultanah Ch. 02
        

        	
          The Sultanah Ch. 03
        

        	
          The Sultanah Ch. 04
        

        	
          The Sultanah Ch. 05
        

        	
          The Sultanah Ch. 06
        

        	
          The Sultanah Ch. 07
        

        	
          The Sultanah Ch. 08
        

        	
          The Sultanah Ch. 09
        

        	
          The Sultanah Ch. 10
        

        	
          The Sultanah Ch. 11
        

        	
          The Sultanah Ch. 12
        

        	
          The Sultanah Ch. 13
        

        	
          The Sultanah Ch. 14
        

        	
          Redemption's Kiss
        

        	
          The Fappening
        

        	
          Choices Pt. 01 - Coercion
        

        	
          Choices Pt. 02 - Freedom
        

        	
          Secrets of the Suburbs Ch. 01
        

        	
          Secrets of the Suburbs Ch. 02
        

        	
          Secrets of the Suburbs Ch. 03
        

        	
          Secrets of the Suburbs Ch. 04
        

        	
          Secrets of the Suburbs Ch. 05
        

        	
          Famous for Nothing
        

        	
          What It Takes Ch. 01
        

        	
          What It Takes Ch. 02
        

        	
          What It Takes Ch. 03
        

        	
          What It Takes Ch. 04
        

        	
          Reflection
        

        	
          A Pair of Objects Walk into a Bar
        

        	
          Life on Death Row
        

        	
          Marriage Trouble Ch. 01
        

        	
          Marriage Trouble Ch. 02
        

        	
          Marriage Trouble Ch. 03
        

        	
          A Romantic Story
        

        	
          Fake News
        

        	
          Perfect Tens
        

        	
          A Happy Medium Ch. 01
        

        	
          A Happy Medium Ch. 02
        

        	
          A Happy Medium Ch. 03
        

        	
          Filling an Empty Space
        

        	
          Tribal Bonds Ch. 01
        

        	
          Tribal Bonds Ch. 02
        

        	
          Tribal Bonds Ch. 03
        

        	
          Tribal Bonds Ch. 04
        

        	
          Man of the House
        

        	
          Tribal Bonds Ch. 05
        

        	
          Tribal Bonds Ch. 06
        

        	
          To Those Who Wait Ch. 01
        

        	
          To Those Who Wait Ch. 02
        

        	
          To Those Who Wait Ch. 03
        

        	
          Escalating Series of Surprises Ch. 01
        

        	
          Escalating Series of Surprises Ch. 02
        

        	
          Bureaucratic Snafu
        

        	
          Mutually Beneficial Arrangement Ch. 01
        

        	
          Mutually Beneficial Arrangement Ch. 02
        

        	
          Mutually Beneficial Arrangement Ch. 03
        

        	
          Maybe, It Gets Better
        

        	
          Family Freud
        

        	
          Dani in the Green Room
        

        	
          Prom Queens
        

        	
          Gain Through Pain
        

        	
          Domesticity
        

        	
          Power Behind the Throne
        

      

    
  Jealousy

        She tricks identical twin's wife and gets bigger trick.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/jealousy-14

Title: Jealousy

Author: YKN4949

Category: Transgender & Crossdressers

Description: She tricks identical twin's wife and gets bigger trick.

Tags: lesbian transsexual, taboo, anal, threesome, incest




Thurina Quails could see her mother's house up over the hill and she felt that familiar, cold fear in the pit of her stomach. She wished that just once she could find a reasonable excuse to miss a family holiday like this but nothing ever worked. It wasn't as if she could say she was in a relationship. Her mother could fucking sense that she was single and there was nothing she could do about it. Worse, she couldn't feign sick or anything. Even if she could figure out a way to get out of it, she would feel awful thinking about Zoe and Cynthia there, with not buffer zone between themselves and the bitch.
God she hated to think about her mother that way, but there really wasn't any way around it. It was a fact of life, she hated her mother and she had for as long as she could remember. And the tension in the house wasn't getting any better now that Zoe, her twin sister, had gone off and "married" her lesbian lover Cynthia. Agatha Quails was not in the least bit open-minded about sexuality, let alone "alternate" sexuality and her icy demeanor had ruined the last two thanksgivings and three Christmases.
Not, Thurina had to admit, that she was much better with Cynthia. She felt very strange about the idea that her identical twin sister was a lesbian. She tried hard not to imagine Cynthia's hands on her sister's face, her breasts, her pussy... The images were just too strange to accept. But there was a darker part of her feelings as well. She couldn't shake the feeling that part of her was jealous of her happy, unsuccessful twin sister. At least she had love. It wasn't much of a consolation to Thurina that she had money and success. Her sister was...happy.
She pulled her car into her mother's driveway and saw the foreboding house looming over her. It was her childhood home, but it was far from a happy place in her memories. She felt like she could feel her mother's withering gaze shooting out of every window and was embarrassed that her heart was beating more quickly and that she felt like she was having a hard time catching her breath. She felt almost like she was about to panic when another car pulled in next to her in the driveway. She looked over into the passenger's side of the small, Ford Fiesta that pulled up next to her and was unsurprised to see herself staring back at her.
Thurina and Zoe were both gorgeous girls. People always told them they looked like their late father's sisters. They were relatively small at 5'4 105lbs, although the weight was starting to get harder to maintain as they were now 25 years old. They both had long, blonde hair and green cat's eyes. Their bodies were very slender, with small 32-A breasts. Their legs were long and thin, running up from their small toes and tiny feet to large, round asses that were a bit wider than their chests. They had bright cheerful faces but their large, sad eyes gave away an unpleasant childhood. In short, they looked tragically beautiful. Her sister waved to her as they both opened their doors.
Cynthia Quails-Shanahan was also climbing out of Fiesta. She was no high school cheerleader beauty like her wife and her wife's sister but she was gorgeous in a different way. She was both younger and smaller than the twins at 21 years old and 5'1, 95lbs. She had dark, olive colored skin and incredibly long, thick black hair, her ancestry appeared to be Greek. Her build was very petite, but unlike her wife, she was a bit curvy with flaring hips and large, 30-C breasts. She had an easy charm about her that attracted people of all ages and sexes, but her was deeply in love with her wife. Soon all three women were standing in the gravel driveway, feeling awkward.
"Hey Thurina," Zoe said, walking over to her sister and putting her arms around her in a big, honest hug.
"Hey sis," Thurina replied, holding on to her sister. They were both nervous. Of course, as usual Cynthia was completely oblivious to any discomfort that the twins might be feeling.
"Wow Thurina! It is so good to see you," She said, circling around the car and putting her arms around her wife's sister. Thurina felt Cynthia's large, soft breasts against her body and could smell Cynthia's perfume. She felt a head rush and was unsure about what it meant, but she had to act like nothing was wrong.
"Good to see you too Cynthia," she said smiling. They all turned now and looked at the house, "I guess I am as ready as I am going to get."
"I guess so," Zoe said and they all moved up to the front porch. Thurina had hoped to get there before her sister, to warm her mother up a bit but now they were all going to get in at the same time. That was probably a bad omen. By the time they reached the door Agatha was already there.
"Hello," she said coldly, looking out from her screen door. Her mouth was pursed and her dark, black eyes seemed to be staring past the girls. Before anyone could speak, Agatha had already turned around and walked into the house. Thurina turned to her sister and shrugged.
"I guess I will go talk to her for a little, you know how she is," Thurina said and Zoe nodded. Cynthia put her arms around her wife to console her and Thurina felt a sudden wave of desire. She wanted that. She wanted someone to put their arms around her and make her feel better. She was a bit afraid to admit that when she pictured someone doing that, it was Cynthia.
They went into the house and Cynthia and Zoe sat down on the couch. Thurina moved into the kitchen and found her mother there, sitting at the kitchen table sipping coffee. She didn't look up as her daughter entered the room.
"Hey mom," she said.
"Hello Thurina," Agatha said. She was pretty much the only person who had ever been able to tell the girls apart. When they were in school they had often switched classes so they could take turns ditching and no one had ever discovered them, not even their close friends. Only Agatha could tell the difference.
"Come sit with us," Thurina said, trying hard to sound like she wanted it. Thurina looked around and saw that her mother's kitchen was still as dank and unpleasant as ever. She heard yipping and saw her mother's only true love, a small ugly dog running around. It was such a sad place; she could almost understand why her mother was unpleasant.
"I am not in the mood to see your degenerate sister and her slut," Agatha explained coldly. She was staring down into her coffee
"That's not fair mom and you know it," Thurina said, but her heart wasn't in it. She really wasn't in the mood to fight her mother on this. She was thinking about the fact that Christmas was only a month away and she would be back, doing all of this again.
"How about you? Why aren't you dating anyone," Agatha said, looking up from her coffee with a mean spirited smile on her face.
"I don't know mom," she said, sitting down, "I am working on it. Can we not do this ritual today? Can we just have a nice thanksgiving tomorrow and then I'll leave and so will Zoe and her wife."
"Here wife," Agatha said and snorted, "Fine. I will go in and say hello before I get started preparing the turkey." Thurina let out a small sigh. That wasn't as bad as it could have been and she was thankful for that. They walked together into the living room. When they turned the corner they were both shocked to see Zoe and Cynthia kissing deeply on the couch. Thurina noticed Cynthia's hand on her sister's breast, kneading it gently between her fingers and over the shirt.
"Oh for God's Sake!" Agatha screamed. Suddenly Thurina felt angry. There she was, in the kitchen with the beast trying to get her to come in, making a real sacrifice for her sister and here was Zoe, ruining all her hard work because she couldn't keep her hands off of her wife for a few minutes. She felt a deep simmering rage and wondered how much of it was because she wanted Cynthia's hand on her breast.
She looked at her sister's wife, looking dazed and uncomfortable on the couch and she realized that she deeply lusted after the younger woman. She felt so strange. She remembered being shocked and a little disgusted when her sister had come out four years earlier. Now she was beginning to wonder if maybe she just wished she could come out. She looked at the soft outline of Cynthia's face, the way her breasts rested against her sister's arm, and her thin sexy legs and she wanted her. She felt so wrong. It made her even angrier.
"Goddamnit Zoe, why the fuck do I ever try?" Thurina blurted out and inadvertently helped her sister again. Agatha couldn't abide by taking the lord's name in vain nor the "f-word" and Thurina had dropped both in the same sentence.
"Your sister can't help being a degenerate Thurina, but you can certainly help from breaking one of the ten commandments. I cannot believe you..." Agatha was off. All of the rage she was feeling now got dumped onto Thurina. Agatha pushed thoughts of her other daughter out of her heard and just tore into Thurina. Thurina took it, there was nothing else for her to do. Zoe mouthed, "thank you" at her, not realizing that it was not an intentional save.
The entire tirade lasted nearly ten minutes. The entire time, Thurina just stood there and listened and Zoe and Cynthia sat on the couch, watching but not saying anything. Finally, Agatha had run out of venom for a moment and she sat down on the couch, to recharge.
"Sorry mom," Thurina said finally and her mother threw her arms up and rolled her eyes.
"So how are you Zoe...Cynthia?" Agatha said, turning to her other daughter and her wife. They spoke civilly for a few minutes and Thurina steamed. Why did she always tend to catch the worst of these things? She noticed, however, that Cynthia was staring at her with sincere apology in her eyes and she felt a little bit better. Cynthia was a sweet young girl and Thurina had to turn away. She was uncomfortable with the feelings she was having. Even if she was a lesbian (which she hoped she wasn't) this was her sister's girl. It was wrong to think anything like this.
"Hey Zoe, I am going to run upstairs and unpack," Cynthia said, sensing the discomfort in the room and trying to lessen it or at least get away.
"Sure thing Cyn. Hurry back down," Zoe said and squeezed her wife's hand. Cynthia got up and walked to up the stairs to one of the guest rooms. Thurina couldn't help but notice how cute her butt was as she moved up the stairs. She shook her head, trying to will these inappropriate thoughts out of her mind.
"I am going to get to work on the turkey," Agatha spat and without further word was up and out of the room.
"Jesus Zoe," Thurina said once their mother was out of earshot, "I am trying to help you out but you are not even willing to make the attempt."
"I don't want you to help me with...her," Zoe said, "If she doesn't like who I am she can go fuck herself. I am happy for the first time in my life and I am not going to let her bring me down."
"Well could you at least tell me that before you let me go in there to warm her up and I come out here and you are fucking your girlfriend," Thurina said with more heat than she intended. She had to admit, she wished she could not care what her mother thought. But for some reason, she couldn't.
"First of all, she is my wife. Second of all, we weren't fucking, don't be an ass..."Zoe said and she was going to say more but they heard a scream from the kitchen. It was their mother and it was a blood curdling noise. They were both up and running into the kitchen.
"Oh God no!" Agatha was saying. She was standing in front of the sick and there, on the counter was the turkey. It was covered in little holes and they saw the dog, chewing on skin. They realized what had happened. That awful little dog had eaten their thanksgiving dinner.
"I am so sorry," Thurina said, but wanted to laugh. What else could go wrong?
"Dinner is ruined," Agatha said, lifting up the destroyed turkey and then dropping it back into the sink. Zoe moved forward and put her arms around their mother. Why was she so much better at this stuff, so much more comfortable with herself?
"No it isn't mom. Listen, I will drive you back to town and we will get another one," Zoe said and Agatha looked at her gratefully, but then she shook her head.
"They aren't going to have any now," Agatha said.
"Oh come on mom, we will check it out. Even if they don't we'll buy something and It will be nice. It is 20 miles to town, we will have a chance to hang out a bit."
"Okay," Agatha said and Thurina was shocked. She was always surprised by the way that Zoe was able to manipulate their mother and get her to do things that Thurina would never be able to do. Agatha left to get her purse and the twins were alone in the kitchen.
"I just got you an hour without mom, you owe me now," Zoe said and Thurina laughed. She loved her sister and liked when she was reminded of that fact.
"Fine!" she said and made a fake noise of impatience.
"Let my wife know where I am and please be nice to her," Zoe said.
"I am always nice to her!" Thurina said. By then Agatha was back and Zoe and her mother were out the door and Thurina was home alone with Cynthia.
* * * * * *
Thurina stood in the living room of her mother's house, feeling nervous. Here she was, no one in the house but herself and Cynthia. She couldn't help but think about the fact that she had spent the last hour or so lusting after her twin's wife and now they were alone together. She tried to ignore her feelings. She sat down on the couch and looked at the television, which wasn't on. All she could think about was the fact that in two days, she and Zoe and Cynthia would all leave the house. At that time, Cynthia and Zoe would go back to being happy and she would be stuck, a younger version of her unhappy mother. She couldn't take it. She needed to have what her sister had. It was driving her crazy. It was all she had thought of on her entire ride down.
In the reflection of the television she noticed there was still a bag sitting next to the front door. She got up slowly and walked over to it. She saw that it was her sister's bag, packed to the top with clothes. That was the sort of think Zoe would do, pack thirty things for two day trip. She wondered if her sister had any cute clothes. They had always traded clothes when they were younger.
She opened the bag up and started to dig in. She was sort of disappointed. Most of the clothes were boring. Just jeans and t-shirts and the sorts of things that Thurina wore all the time. Nothing particularly fun. She quickly got bored and set the bag back down and walked back to sit on the couch. She thought about Cynthia unpacking upstairs and wondered about her. She was picturing her in her mind, wondering how heavy Cynthia's breasts would feel in her hands, how it would feel to wrap her hair around her wrist.
She tried to think about other things. Her eye caught again the bag; she saw a pair of red and black plaid pajama pants and a pink tank-top. They were comfortable looking pajamas. She got back up and walked over to the bag and picked them up. She wondered, in what she convinced herself was an innocent way, whether or not she could still fool someone into thinking that she was Zoe. They hadn't played that game since high school and she wondered if she still had it.
The idea was just to fun. She had to give it a try. She quickly stripped off her slacks and blouse and folded them gently and set them down on the couch. She was wearing only a black bra with white polka dots and a red thong now. She slipped on her sister's pajama pants and then put on the tank-top. She looked at herself in the reflection of the television. She felt comfortable and knew that she looked the part. She put on a devil-may-care smile and knew that she looked exactly like Zoe.
Of course, she would have to test it out to be sure. It would just be a little bit of a joke. She would go upstairs and walk into Cynthia's room and act like she was Zoe. Once she was absolutely sure that she had fooled Cynthia she would have a little laugh and they were both feel like they were a little bit closer. Heck, if Zoe heard this plan she would probably think it was a good idea. She really had to give it a shot.
She quickly flitted up their stairs, excited by the idea of pulling a really good trick. At least that is what she told herself. She reached the top of the stairs and saw that all the doors were closed. She looked underneath the doors and saw that the guest bedroom light was on. That meant that she was going to have to spend the night in her old bedroom. She didn't like that idea much, but she didn't think about it. All she was thinking about was Cynthia...and how "funny" her trick was going to be.
She opened the guestroom door casually and saw Cynthia bent over, loading clothes into a rickety old chest of drawers. She was bent at the waist and her hair was cascading over her body. Her butt was up in the air and in her red shorts looked like a big, sexy heart. Thurina imagined herself digging her hands into Cynthia's ass, scraping it with her fingernails. She shook her head. She was trust trying to get a laugh, she explained to herself.
"Hey Cyn how are things going," she said casually, hoping her voice sounded correct. She had never called Cynthia by Zoe's little pet shortening before and she hoped that it would have the desired effect. Cynthia stood up straight and turned around with a big smile on her face.
"Hey baby," she said, "Oh good you got your P.J.'s on. You know how I like those tight little pants." She walked forwards and put her arms around Thurina's body. Thurina felt every part of her body begin to tighten, but somehow she was able to control herself. The idea that this was a joke was already out of her mind. She had obviously already fooled Cynthia; any further attempt to deceive would have to be something else. But Thurina kept her body fluid and reached around and put her arms around Cynthia. Cynthia closed her eyes, leaned in and kissed Thurina gently on the lips.
It was not an overly passionate kiss. Their mouths never opened and their hands stayed loose and limp at each other's sides. Their lips meant tentatively, softly. Thurina felt her own lips almost melt into Cynthia's and let out a low moan from deep in her throat. It was such an erotic and lovely kiss for all its repressed sexuality. Cynthia tasted good and leaning down over her sister's wife felt so good to Thurina that any pretense of this being a simple practical joke was dead. She needed to have sex with Cynthia and she didn't care about what would happen afterwards.
"Oh baby, don't make noises like that!" Cynthia said, casually breaking their embrace and turning to put more clothes in the dresser.
"Why not?" Thurina asked.
"Because you know what we talked about on the way down. We can't risk...getting frisky in your mother's house. I know you don't care but I can't stand the way she looks at me," Cynthia said, turning and sticking her tongue out with disgust.
"Well..." Thurina began.
"Speaking of which, you didn't leave your poor sister down there with her all by herself did you? That is pretty low!" Cynthia said, sitting down on the bed and giving Thurina a grim look.
"Actually, Ag...Mother's dog ate the turkey so she and Thurina went to town to get more," She explained. She nearly forgot that Zoe never called their mother by their first name, especially not to anyone besides Thurina. It was good that she caught it.
"So I guess we are alone then," Cynthia said, pulling herself back onto the bed and biting her lower lip.
"I guess so," Thurina said, marveling at how sexy Cynthia looked, propped up on her shoulders and staring at her.
"Want to play?" Cynthia asked but it was obvious that she didn't want to wait for the answer. She quickly slipped her hands down her chest and body and lifted her t-shirt up over her head. She wasn't wearing a bra and her large, dark breasts popped out of her shirt and jiggled against her chest. Both of Cynthia's nipples were pierced with little, gold rings and they shone against her dark nipples. Thurina felt her mouth watering and all thoughts of propriety and trust fled from her mind. She was ready. Cynthia hooked her index finger and beckoned Thurina forward.



Thurina moved across the room as though she were floating. Soon she found herself laying across Cynthia's body, she felt her tits against Cynthia's tits though her thin shirt and bra. Their lips met and this time there was no holding back the passion. Their hands grasped at each other's necks and they pulled each other in tightly and their lips pressed together and then broke, their tongues diving into each other's mouths. It was everything Thurina had thought it would be. For just a moment, she had everything her sister had and she lacked.
Cynthia's hands were all over her even as their kissed deepened. In one fluid motion, Cynthia pulled Thurina's shirt and bra up over her head and threw it in a pile in the corner. As her head popped out from under the shirt, Thurina dove forward, throwing her face into Cynthia's breast. Her mouth clamped over Cynthia's right nipple, feeling the hard skin and gold I her mouth. Her right hand moved up and gently began to knead Cynthia's other breast. The skin was thick, hot and hard in her mouth, but the breast underneath was soft and warm, she felt her chin sinking into it and she heard Cynthia moan.
"You're so good at that baby," Cynthia said as she started to pet Thurina's head. Thurina continued to devour her sister's wife's body, taking more of her breast into her mouth and swirling her tongue over it, tasting her sweet and salty skin.
"Of fuck," Thurina said, she felt her pussy almost dripping. This was even better than she could've imagined, the body underneath were was so hot, so sexy.
"Let me take my bottoms off, Zoe," Cynthia said and Thurina thought it was a fantastic idea. She moved back away from Cynthia and the other girl quickly stood up on the bed and slipped off her red pants. She was not wearing any panties underneath and she kicked them off. Thurina looked down at Cynthia's pussy, but instead she saw something else. A shaved...dick. A 4 inch dick.
Thurina's mind was reeling. What the hell was going on. Cynthia was beautiful, petite, and very much a girl. How was it that she had this...this thing hanging off of her body? It just didn't make any sense. How...her sister was a lesbian. This couldn't be right.
"What's wrong Zoe?" Cynthia asked, "Don't you want to do that thing you like?" she asked, swinging her hard little dick from side to side, "I want you to do it!" she made a pouty face. Thurina was stuck. She didn't know what to say. She couldn't admit who she was now. It would be too embarrassing. At the same time she was shocked by what she was seeing and to make matters worse, she didn't even know what Cynthia was talking about. She tried to keep the shocked look off of her face and spoke, trying to buy time.
"Oh I don't know," she said, and was surprised by the normal, even sound of her voice, "I was thinking we could try something new tonight..."
"Do you mean it? You're ready!" Cynthia said, getting down on her hands and knees and crawling over towards Thurina, a wicked smile on her face and her breasts and dick swinging like pendulums. Thurina had to admit, she sort of found Cynthia sexier now than she did before. She was so dirty and wrong and still so stunningly feminine and beautiful.
"I think so," Thurina said, she'd agree to anything at this point, "But I don't know how. You'll have to show me," she said. She didn't even know what she was asking direction on.
"Of course baby," Cynthia said in such a soft, loving voice that Thurina could hardly contain herself. It was just too sexy. Cynthia reached down and carefully disrobed Thurina. She slipped of her pants and then her panties and commented on Zoë's "new" thong as she did so.
"Now what?"
"We can do this on your stomach, you can be on your back if that is more comfortable," Cynthia explained, "There are a lot of positions we can try, but let's stick with the basics for now."
"I want to stay on my back," Thurina said, she wanted to be able to watch Cynthia while she was fucking her.
"Okay Zoe," Cynthia said and smiled as she leaned down and kissed the woman she thought was her wife. Cynthia carefully began to move Thurina around on the bed so that she was lying with her head on the pillow. She was smiling the whole time and covering Thurina's body with kisses. It was obvious that this was something she had been begging Zoe to do for a while and Thurina wandered what she was getting herself into. She didn't care what it was. She wanted it. Every part of her body ached when Cynthia touched it and she felt like she was one fire. Her eyes kept trailing down to Cynthia's cock, trying to catch a glimpse of it while Cynthia was busy doing something else. She found that it was kind of hot and didn't change the fact that she thought of her sister's wife as a beautiful woman. She just wanted the cock inside of her.
"Okay baby, here we go," Cynthia said, reaching down onto the floor and picking something up. She brought it up and it was lube. She gently squirted it onto her fingertips. Thurina was already very wet and didn't think that lube was necessary, but she didn't feel like saying anything. She was laying on her back, naked, her pussy shaved, and her legs spread. She was in heaven and didn't want to open her mouth and ruin it.
"I am ready," she said and bit her lip and put on a sexy face. Cynthia moaned and brought her lubed fingers between Thurina's legs.
"Okay Zo, I am going to be really gentle," Cynthia said and then Thurina felt the cold lube against her asshole. For a second, it didn't register and then she suddenly realized what was going on, "You're pussy is so wet that it dripped down on your ass."
"That's good," Thurina said, unable to think of anything else. She had never even considered anal before. Now she had sort of promised it without realizing it. She didn't know how to back out now. She had to give it a try, she could always beg to stop if it was as terrible as she feared. What was she getting herself into?
Cynthia took Thurina's right leg in her hand and gently eased her legs back and apart, pushing Thurina's asshole up into the air. With her other hand she positioned the tip of her little, uncircumcised cock against Thurina's anus.
"Okay baby, are you sure you want to do this. I know you said you were afraid of it hurting, but I promise to be gentle," Cynthia explained. Thurina had her out. But she saw the big, lusty smile on Cynthia's face, her hardened nipples and throbbing cock and realized that Cynthia wanted her. Wanted her like no one had ever wanted her before. It didn't matter that she thought she was someone else, Thurina wanted to please Cynthia.
"Oh fuck my ass baby, please," Thurina begged and she noticed the chill that ran up Cynthia's spine. She was loving this. Thurina was giving Cynthia something that Zoe was afraid to give. She was earning her right to fuck Cynthia.
Cynthia slowly and carefully started to press her cock against Thurina's anus. It was a slight amount of pressure at first and it was a little bit unpleasant. For just a moment, Thurina considered begging off. But then, she felt the head of Cynthia's prick break past the initial barrier of her anus and pop into her rectum. She let out a deep growl.
"Are you okay Zoe?" Cynthia said, ceasing her motion staring at Thurina with real concern.
"Oh don't stop!" Thurina moaned. Suddenly she realized the absolute dirty nature of everything that was happening. Anything that could make it dirtier made it better. She wanted that cock all the way up her asshole. She wanted to feel her sister's wife's balls against her body.
"I love you," Cynthia said, leaning forward and kissing Thurina deeply on the lips. Thurina reacted by wrapped her legs around Cynthia's body and quickly tightening her thighs around her. She pulled Cynthia in quickly, driving the other woman's cock deep into her ass all the way to the hilt. There was a blinding second of pain, and then intense pleasure. She couldn't believe it. She had had vaginal sex hundreds of times in her life (though less than she wanted) but this was a completely different thing. She was in heaven.
"UUGH," she grunted from deep in her throat and Cynthia took that for what it was an endorsement to start fucking. Thurina kept her legs wrapped around Cynthia and started pulling her in and out. Cynthia moved in the rhythm and soon her cock was sliding in and out of Thurina's asshole, plunging in deeper and stretching her harder each time around.
"Oh you're so tight Zoe," Cynthia maoned.
"Are you saying my pussy is loose?" Thurina said in mock dismay and Cynthia giggled. She continued to plough away at Thurina's asshole. Suddenly, Thurina began to feel something she had never felt before. Her muscles all started to contract and she began to scream as loud as she could. She couldn't help herself. Then she was suddenly showered in the most intense warmth she had ever experienced, all emanating from her pussy. She grabbed her own breasts and bucked hard into Cynthia's cock, driving it into her. Suddenly, she felt limp and knew she had experienced the first orgasm of her life. It was beautiful relief. Cynthia stopped moving.
"You okay?" she asked.
"Don't stop!" Thurina begged and Cynthia immediately began pounding away at her ass again, harder now that her lover had already cum. Thurina continued to hold Cynthia tight in her legs, allowing the smaller woman to dip into her completely and then pull back out. Thurina stuck her tongue out to lick at Cynthia's nipples as she thrust forward.
"Cum in my ass baby, cum in my ass," Thurina was chanting. Cynthia looked intent and then suddenly, her face became blank and expressionless. She gave one last deep thrust and Thurina felt the cock in her ass expand and contract. This, coupled with the hot liquid now spilling into her asshole, sent her over the edge again. Her vision became black the feeling was so intense. When she awoke, Cynthia was lying next to her panting heavily and she knew only a few seconds hand past.
She didn't miss a second. She wanted to see something. She quickly got up and squatted on the bed. She reached her hand under her asshole and pushed all of the cum out of her body. There was a lot of it and it poured out of her anus and onto her cupped hand. More came out, overflowing her hand and dripping down onto the bed.
"You are so nasty!" Cynthia said, looking up now and seeing the woman she thought was her wife. Thurina gave her a mean grin.
"You haven't seen anything yet!" she said and quickly moved the handful of cum up to her mouth and messily dumped. It was still hot from her body and salty but tasted delicious. She was so excited that while she got most of it into her mouth, much of it rolled down her chin and landed on her chest. She rubbed it into her tits as she swirled the cum around her in mouth.
Cynthia moved forward and wrapped her arms around Thurina, kissing her deeply. Thurina opened her mouth, their lips fusing making a single pool for the cum to swirl around in. They moved their tongue around, batting the cum back in forth. The cum rolled on their cheeks and chins and hung between them when their lips parted. Soon they had swallowed down all the cum.
"I love you too," Thurina said just as the door opened.
"THURINA....CYNTHIA? What the FUCK!" Zoe hissed.
* * * * * *
"Thurina!" Cynthia said in a high shrill voice. She then quickly wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and jumped under the covers on the bed. Zoe slammed the door behind her and walked into the room with her eyes wide with anger and hurt. Thurina stayed in the middle of the bed, sticky with cum and a throbbing asshole. She forgot for a moment who and where she was.
"What the FUCK!" Zoe repeated.
"Zoe..." Thurina began, not knowing what she was going to say, but she was quickly cut off by Cynthia.
"Zo, she told me she was you! I had no idea it was anyone else. She lied to me. I can't tell you apart. I am so sorry. I feel sick..." Cynthia said and Thurina felt her heart break. This was the last thing she wanted but she now realized that it had been the only possible conclusion to their evening together. What else could she have possibly hoped to have achieved?
"You whore!" Zoe said, turning to Thurina.
"She's telling the truth," Thurina heard herself saying, "Sis...I am sorry." It was honest and it was the only thing she could say.
"I know she is telling the truth because she loves ME Thurina. I cannot fucking believe this. How can you put on your little martyr act about mom and scoot me out of the house so you can fuck my wife? You are absolutely disgusting," Zoe said and then her anger boiled over. She was saying things now that she didn't even mean but to which she was entitled as a result of her deep anger. Thurina sat naked on the bed and took it. She soaked in every insult, earned and exaggerated, and just hoped that she could find a place to curl up and die soon.
"Stop Zoe," she heard a voice say and she turned and saw Cynthia looking at her wife pleadingly.
"What!" Zoe said, her entire body shaking now.
"Listen," Cynthia said, leaning forward, "What she did was pathetic and weird and wrong. But we are happy. You can't let her hurt us. Just let her go and we will be happy again and we will forget how badly your sister wronged us." A smile spread across Zoe's face and it was like she wasn't even aware that Thurina was present.
"I love you," she said, looking deeply into Cynthia's eyes, "Are you okay? I know this has to be confusing to you. I am so sorry. I promise I won't ever bring you are my family again. All they do is try to hurt you." She came around the bed and folded her arms around her wife.
Thurina couldn't take it anymore. She felt completely broken and the sight of her sister disowning her and embracing a woman that she now believed that she loved was simply too much. She had to get out. She quickly gathered her underwear and bra, the only clothes that were hers, and rushed out of the room and into her childhood room. The last thing that she heard was her sister and Cynthia kissing gently as she closed the door.
Thurina didn't even bother to put her clothes on. She simply tossed herself onto her bed in a large heap, threw her face into her pillow and started to cry. She couldn't believe what she had just done. It hardly made any sense, but at the time it had felt as natural and right as anything in the world. She knew that her sister could never forgive her and that she probably shouldn't. This was why her life was so miserable. She was a terrible person and how could anyone ever love her? She kept seeing and hearing all of the unpleasant, but true, things that Cynthia said and how she had looked when she found out and she felt disgusted with herself. She had absolutely no will to get up and had no desire to see her mother. She felt like she'd be better if she'd just die.
Somehow, lying flat on her stomach with pillows over her head she fell asleep, naked. It was a black, dream-less sleep like the kind you'd have if you were very sick or very drunk. It was far from pleasant but it was certainly better than consciousness.
Sometime late in the night there was a sound and it startled Thurina out of her sleep. She stayed for a moment, under her pillow until she remembered what had happened that day and where she was. She saw that the lights were on and didn't know who she hoped was in the room. She didn't want to see her mother, but was afraid to see anyone else.
Slowly, she rolled over and pulled the pillow off of her face. Standing at the foot of her bed were her sister and Cynthia. They were wearing nightgowns and they were holding hands. Their faces contained no malice, but Thurina was still scared. Perhaps they had come for revenge. They looked at her with a bit of pity; they saw her red and puffy eyes and the fact that she looked disheveled and unhappy. They knew she was punishing herself quite hard.
"Hello," Thurina said, "I am so sorry..." It was all she could think to say.
"Just listen," Cynthia said and nodded approvingly. She seemed to be telling Thurina to be silent and respectful, simply with her eyes. Thurina took the hint.
"Thurina," Zoe began, "I'd be lying if I said that I wasn't livid with you. I cannot believe what happened today really happened. That was low." Thurina bowed her head.
"But..." Cynthia began, squeezing her wife's hand.
"But I have spent the last three hours discussing what happened with my wife and she has made me realize something. She made me realize that you didn't do this to hurt me. I tell you that it took quite a while for me to believe that. I know you are jealous of me and always have been. But Cynthia made me realize that that was why you did what you did. She convinced me that you were desperate. She convinced me that you were a lesbian too and you just weren't as strong as I am. You couldn't face mom. She convinced me that you have probably convinced yourself that it was an accident or a joke or that she came on to you until the very end. I know you want my life and think you can't have it. Well you can't have mine. But you could be happy too. You just have to start being honest with yourself and you can't blame me and mom for your unhappiness. You bring it on yourself. And...well I guess that is all I have to say..." Zoe said, then she bowed her head. It hadn't been easy, "But if you can just ask for it and promise me you won't try to hurt my family again, I will forgive you. Because I love you."
"I love you too," Thurina said. She was hurt a little by what her sister had said, regardless of the fact that it had been true. But now was not the time for bearing grudges. There was too much she had to learn from this to throw it al out now, "And I promise that I will never hurt you again."
"And..." Cynthia said, her eyes wide as if to say that there was still a chance she could blow this.
"And I am sorry," Thurina blurted quickly, "I have never been more sorry for something I have done in my life."
"I forgive you," Zoe said and she smiled. She had never been one to carry a grudge. If Thurina had been obstinate she probably would have cracked anyway. But it was far better this way, far fewer hurt feelings now. In fact, a euphoric sensation had filled the room. A great cloud had lifted. From all of them. Thurina had been absolved of her crimes and in a way she was now out with herself about what she wanted from life and out with her sister. For Cynthia and Zoe they now knew that at least one member of Zoe's family accepted them. The room was also full of love. It felt good to forgive and to be friends again.
Zoe sat down on the bed next to her sister and put her arms around her. They held each other close in a loving hug, the kind of hug they hadn't given one another in awhile. Then, to Thurina's surprise, her twin kissed her gently on the cheek. It was very loving and felt wonderful. Suddenly, she felt the sensation of her naked breast against her sister's silk nightgown, felt the fabric excite her nipple. There was a strange energy in the room now. Thurina was a bit uncomfortable. She tried to diffuse it.
"But what about your wife? I thought you were a lesbian..." Thurina said and trailed off.
"I am," Zoe said and then paused, "Oh are you talking about my wife's surprise?" she said and then giggled. Thurina and Cynthia giggled too. The energy was all over the place. But felt nice.
"I met her at a gay party on campus at school. I thought she was a lesbian until I got her home, But I was already in love with her. She is amazing. By the time we learned about that, I could've cared less if she was like a Barbie doll between her legs. I was in love," she looked at her wife, whose eyes were tearing a bit and Thurina felt in love too. In love with both of them. She couldn't control herself and again she took a strange action.



She moved her hand to her sister's cheek and moved her head so that they were looking into each other's eyes. She closed her own eyes and leaned forward. Zoe didn't fight it, she closed her eyes as well and their lips met. This was not a sisterly kiss. Soon their mouths were open and the electricity that was just below the surface sprang out into the air. They were biting into each other's mouths and their arms were around one another and they could barely breath. Thurina felt her body rubbing itself against Zoe's silken body.
"I told you that she was just kinky," Cynthia said, sitting down on the other side of the bed and watching them.
"What's going on!" Thurina said, "What is wrong with me today." She broke the kiss and started to move away. Zoe stopped her.
"It's okay sis. This is going to be fine," Zoe said and looked deep into her sister's eyes and then kissed her again. This time it was even deeper and Zoe's hands found her sister's breasts.
"What are you doing," Thurina choked around her sister's tongue.
"I learned a long time ago from my wife that when something fun starts to happen, you just ride it. Now just have a little fun sis. You said you wanted to be happy!" Zoe said and latched her lips onto Thurina's nipples and started to suck. Thurina looked around and saw that Cynthia was undressing as she watched her wife and her sister-in-law locked in a lover's embrace. She saw that Cynthia's cock was already hard.
"You two are so hot!" Cynthia said and Zoe smiled around her sister's nipple. Cynthia moved around the bed and Thurina watched her cock bouncing up and down as she moved. She moved around behind Zoe and quickly slipped Zoe's nightgown up over her head. They were all naked now and the room was hot and energized.
"Suck my wife's dick," Zoe said, looking into her sisters eyes. Thurina wondered for a moment if this was some sort of test.
"I don't think I should," Thurina said, looking down and the other two laughed.
"We aren't setting you up. We aren't you!" Zoe said and started to giggled, "Suck her dick!" It was not a suggestion but an order. Cynthia was on her knees with her hands on her hips and Thurina quickly got on her hands and knees and crawled over to the younger woman. She looked up at her and knew now that Cynthia was looking at her with lust. HER. Not a woman she thought was someone else. It felt good. She kept her hands on the bed and opened her mouth. She took the entire cock into her mouth in one motion, resting her tongue against Cynthia's balls.
"You are so good at that!" Cynthia said and starting moaning and playing in Thurina's hair. Suddenly, Thurina felt Zoe's hot breath against her backside.
"Oh sis, you are a little raw back here," Zoe said, running a finger against Thurina's swollen red asshole, "My wife said you let her fuck you in the ass. I would never let her do that!"
"She did," Cynthia grunted and Thurina made an affirmative noise around Cynthia's dick.
"Well. How about a deal. My wife is not allowed in my asshole, so she can have yours. But my wife is only allowed in my pussy. Because we are married. Is that okay with you sis?" Thurina nodded and made a loud affirmative noise and the two women giggled.
"Does her ass hurt?" Cynthia asked.
"It looks red," Zoe answered. She moved her fingers against her sister's red anus.
"You should kiss it and made it better," Cynthia said. The entire time, Thurina's head continued to bob up and down onto Cynthia's cock. It was hard and salty in her mouth and she could still taste her ass on it from earlier. Suddenly a new sensation flooded her mind. She felt a wet warmth against her anus. She turned her eyes to the side enough to see that her beautiful twin was lapping at her asshole, soothing the reddened places where it hurt. It was amazing, almost as good as earlier with Cynthia. She could tell her sister was enjoying it.
"Is that good?" Cynthia asked and Thurina nodded. In one quick motion Cynthia pulled her dick out of Thurina's mouth and spun around. She thrust her asshole up into Thurina's face, "Show me." Thurina didn't waste any time. She stuck her tongue hard against Cynthia's asshole. It tasted musky and good and she liked the feel of Cynthia's hairless balls against her chin and the way Cynthia's cock flopped around as she moaned.
"My wife can't touch your cunt, but I can," she heard Zoe say. Even as Zoe continued to lick her asshole she thrust two fingers in Thurina's hot, wet cunt. Thurina felt her body go weak and she fell forward, knocking Cynthia flat down onto her stomach and driving her face hard into Cynthia ass, driving her tongue deep into Cynthia's ass. She could barely breath but she kept licking. Zoe was still thrusting away at her pussy and tongue her sore ass. They continued on this way for a while, trying to stay quiet but moaning and enjoying the rhythmic nature of their movements.
"Oh god I want to fuck my wife!" Cynthia said suddenly, pulling away from Cynthia land laying on her back, her cock hard and wet from Thurina's work, "Put your asshole on my mouth!" Cynthia yelled at Thurina who quickly moved and did as she was told. Zoe didn't wait either, she was quickly up, and moved herself over her wife. Soon, Thurina was gently lowering her asshole down onto Cynthia's waiting lips. At the same time Zoe was lowering her pussy onto Cynthia's cock. They were both sopping wet and the cunt quickly slid open and allowed the full cock inside.
They all sat for a few moment and then Cynthia began to tongue Thurina's asshole and thrust up against Zoe's pussy. Soon they were all moving in unison, grinding their bodies against one another. Thurina and Zoe seemed to sense what they needed and they leaned forward, pressing their small tits together and wrapping their arms up. They kissed deeply and passionately for quite a while, loving one another and feeling perfect. All of them moved as one and as a result they all came at once. Cynthia's cock exploded into her wife, showering the inside with thick ropes of cum. At the same time, the stimulation of Thurina's asshole finally made her cum and she squirted for the first time in her life, thick clear liquid all over her sister-in-laws face. And Zoe came too, her cunt contracting around her wife's cock and the thick cum inside of her only making it better. For a few seconds they all stayed frozen there and then collapsed in a heap on the bed.
"You should come visit us before Christmas," Zoe said, "And bring a girlfriend. We know how to a have a wild time."
"I love you," Thurina said.
"I love you too," Zoe and Cynthia replied in unison.
The End
Please Comment and let me know what you think, its my first submission.
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Hey there everyone, my name is Kitt Cartwell and I am a 22 year old white transsexual. Sorry if I got to the point, as it were, too quickly on that, but I have recently resolved to be a bit more honest about my true state. I think you will agree after you read my little story here that this is a good idea.
I guess if I had to put a moment at which this story begins it would be last October when I got fired for my job. I had just graduated from college a few months before and a college friend had gotten me a sweet job at her dad's bank . A job for which most people would need years of experience, but I had connections. I was really good at my job and I know I deserved to keep my job. However, my friend's dad found out I was a transsexual and tried to get me to show him my girlcock and then he asked me to give him a blowjob. I am by no means a slut and I am not entirely enamored of the male sex. I am a transsexual because I loved women and wanted to be more like them. This didn't work for me. I refused and I was fired.
So there I was, no job and all kinds of bills that I could no longer afford to pay. I am cute, I am not going to lie. I am 5'2 and weigh around 100lbs. I have long blonde hair with darks roots and big blue eyes. I have really long eye lashes and a delicate face. My body is soft and girly and I have small, 30-B breasts and somewhat curvy hips. With my looks, I quickly landed a waitressing gig at a classy restaurant.
Now, it was a nice restaurant and I made good money there in tips, but it wasn't any bank job. I was having a hard time paying the bills, especially the mortgage on my rather large condo. So I did what needed to be done. My condo had three bedrooms and I decided that I would put an ad in the paper and get a couple other girls in my house to help should the bills. I live in a great location and the bill wasn't too bad when split up three ways and I quickly have a ton of applicants. I didn't have much time as my bills were going to be due at the end of the month and so I started interviews. I decided to pick two girls who I felt were very compatible with me and who I thought would, if not get along, would at least stay out of each other's way.
The first girl I asked to live with me was named Martina Gould. She was taller than I at 5'6 and she probably weighed in at 125lbs. She was 29 years old and she was absolutely gorgeous. She had the ancestry of Eastern European Jew and had the dark features prominent and sexy features. She had long black hair and beautiful big brown eyes. She had a soft and delicate build that was infinitely feminine without being curvy, with tiny 30-A breasts. She was very put together and was an accountant. She was all adult and I felt she would help me balance out my youthful childishness.
The second girl I asked was Kim Hom and she was to be my party partner. She was a 5'5 130lbs voluptuous Japanese beauty, she was 26 years old. She had short hair that she dyed a pastel pink and had beautiful gray eyes. Her features were so soft that the moment I saw her I wanted to put my hands on her face and feel her soft skin. She was very curvy and had immense 34-C breasts. She was a video store clerk and I could tell right away that she was a partier and I wanted someone to go out with. She was my girl.
Both women agreed and they moved in quickly. I took a room on the first floor of the condo and they each got a room on the top floor. They were there in time to help with that month's bills and I had certainly dodged a bullet. Now I had to find out if I had made a correct decision.
We actually worked out really well. We all liked some of the same shows and enjoyed the same take-out food. We were able to spend two or three hours together a day without any major fights and after two weeks I couldn't imagine life without these two women in my house with me. However, they were both still just roommates and so I decided to try to make them friends.
* * * * *
An average night out with Kim went something like this. We would get home from work on Friday night around six or seven and get dressed up. I usually wore my fishnets, a black skirt, and a tight pink tank top. I liked to wear my hair up in a ponytail. I was also a decent makeup artist and I liked to put it on a little slutty. Kim asked me to do the same for her most times. She would wear a short pleated skirt and a white tank top. She always wore different color bras that were clearly visible through her shirt and I was always in awe of her beauty. She would put her short hair up in pigtails and we would head out to the clubs. It was cold, but we would walk outside in the cold so as not to cover how good we looked.
We lived in the heart of downtown, so it was never a very long walk. We would get in around eleven and take a few shots to get our courage up. We would stick together as a date-rape failsafe and dance. We danced with girls and with guys and often with one another.
Eventually the night would wind on to around one and we would both be pretty hammered. It was usually at this point that we began to make out with one another. It was definitely not a very sexual thing, it was a show. We both just liked the attention of acting like skanky sorority chicks. We would kiss and guys and girls would crowd around and cheer.
Two o'clock was last call and we would usually find some guys or girls who would take us out to a diner and get some food in us before we stumbled home. Neither of us ever went home with anyone, it was never really the plan. We just wanted to tease some people for a little while and then head back home and sleep until noon. This generally is what we did. Then we would go out the next night and do the exact same thing over again. I was quite the party animal...On the weekends.
* * * * *
An average day in with Martina went something like this. We would get home from work around six or seven on a weeknight and Martina would make me dinner. Kim, wilder than I am, would usually go out with other friends and do whatever it was people did at clubs on the weeknights. Martina and I would sit and chat about our days and gossip about the people at our jobs. I felt like I knew everyone down at her office and I sure she felt like she knew everyone at my restaurant. We would do the dishes together and then Martina would commence fussing over me.
She was a bit of a mothering type and she would get nervous about how much Kim and I partied. She would also try to convince me to eat healthier foods and would order me, on occasion, to go to bed early. She was sweet and our relationship had the feel of an older sister who wanted to make sure her younger sister was ready for the real world.
The nights that were really the best together were nights where we would rent a movie and then order in some food (she would order from some vegetarian restaurant known for its healthy fare on her nights, I generally ordered pizza). We would sit on the couch in our pajamas and watch our movies, generally bad horror movies, and we would laugh at them and make snide comments. Usually on those nights we would fall asleep on the couch together. I would wake up at four in the morning and Martina would be back in her room, but she would have draped a blanket over me to ensure that I stayed warm on the couch. She was such a sweetie!
* * * * *
Things began to change in our humble abode one Friday night. The routine began normally with Kim and I getting dressed up in our normal gear to head out to the clubs. We pre-gamed quickly in the kitchen, each of us taking two shots while Martina shook her head. She was heading home to her parent's house (She had wanted to leave on Wednesday I remember, but had been unable to get off of work, at the time that meant nothing to me) for the weekend and she warned us to be safe while she was out. We told her that we could make no promises and giggled when she pulled out of the driveway.
We walked to our normal club and were shocked to see that it was pretty empty. There were usually hundreds of people there but there were only a dozen. We took a few more shots and then headed out to another club. All over town it was the same thing. It wasn't until the next day that I realized that it was the Friday after Thanksgiving and everyone was at home with their families, which is probably why Martina had wanted to leave earlier. My family didn't agree with my "life choices" and we didn't speak. Kim acted as if she had been made in a factory in Japan.
We bummed around the clubs for awhile and drank...a lot. We were completely hammered before it was even midnight. We were making out, trying to gather some attention but nothing was working. We slid into a booth at a diner and decided to tuck in earlier.
"I can't fucking believe how fucking dead tonight was," Kim slurred as she set her head on the table.
"No goddamn kidding," I replied, while I ate. She looked up at me from the table and giggled and I saw in her, in a moment of sober clarity, a beauty I had never seen before. I knotted my eyebrows and stared down at Kim. I leaned forward and kissed her gently on the lips. There was no one in the diner, this wasn't for attention. For the first time I kissed her just for the joy of kissing her and it was beautiful. She kissed back and I could tell that she felt the difference as well. She sat up in her chair and looked at me.
"You are so hot," she said, smiling drunkenly. She leaned in and kissed me again. She put her hands in my hair and her tongue dug deeply into my mouth. I put my hands on her waist and held in close. We kissed for close to a minute before we were interrupted.
"Hey!" the lone waitress, a 50-year old battle axe, yelled, "This is a family establishment. You dykes take it outside." she said. We easily obliged. Soon we were out in the cold street. I leaned against the outside of the diner and Kim leaned into me and kissed me gently. All of the sudden I felt the pedantic drunken state fade and I felt calm. I looked into her beautiful eyes.
"I really want to be with you," I said, and it seemed to make so much sense. I get comfortable when I drink but this was different. I had never felt any of these feelings for Kim before but they attacked me in a flourish. She smiled widely.
"I have wanted you from the first time I saw you," she said, her words barely making it out of her mouth before my tongue entered. We kissed for a while, but soon even the alcohol couldn't cure our chills.
We stumbled back to the condo, our arms wrapped around one another, occasionally kissing. I threw open the door and I giggled as I watched Kim crawl up the stairs on her hands and knees and run into my room. I followed her up slowly and when I got to my room she was sitting with her back against the headrest. Her shirt was off and her big, perky breasts were out in the open in my room.
I pulled my shirt off as well, letting my nipples get hard in the cold air. She smiled drunkenly at me and I giggled. She hooked her finger at me and beckoned me over. I didn't need much convincing. She spread her legs and I jumped up on the bed and crawled between her legs. She wrapped herself around me and kissed me hard on the lips. The feeling of our nipples rubbing together was the most magical sensation I could imagine. We had our arms wrapped around one another and I could believe how soft her skin was. I wanted my hands on every inch of her body. I pushed away from her and gave her a devious smile.
I reached up and grabbed her pleated skirt and yanked it off roughly. She rolled around on the bed and giggled. She gave a smile that made me fall deeply in love with her. I decided to go for it. I hooked my fingers in her panties and slid them off in one quick motion. I looked down to see her pussy and something shocked me. Staring up at me from between Kim's legs was a 5-inch uncircumcised cock, hard.
"Oopsy," she said and giggled. She was too drunk to be nervous and actually stroked it a little. To say I was shocked would be one of the greatest understatements of all time. My mouth was slack so long that she started to get nervous. She covered herself up a little with a small quilt on the bed. I shook myself out of my stupor.
"No it isn't like that," I slurred, "See," I said. I quickly pulled off my own skirt and my own panties. My own hard four inch cock saluted the other girl in my bed. She went into uncontrollable gales of laughter.
"Did you know about little old me?" she asked and flicked her girldick. I felt weak in the knees and realized that I wanted her cock more than anything I had ever wanted in my life before.
"I want to do something fun," she said and started directing me. She lay me on my back and propped my head up with a pillow. She then lady down on her back and slid against me. One of her legs went over my legs and on the other side it was flipped. We were both on our backs with our cocks touching in the middle. She put her hands around both of them and started to stroke the outsides. Our urethras rubbed against on another pleasantly, like being softly jerked off. I was staring at her hands and biting my lip. Before I realized it I was moaning and writhing. Suddenly she stopped. I almost wanted to cry.
She sat up and pushed me back hard on my back. She threw her legs over me and soon my hard cock was in her throat. I gasp. I had never gotten a blowjob before but it was quickly my favorite thing on earth. I was giggling now but soon I felt her soft cock dripping pre-cum onto my nose. I giggled again and took it softly in my hand. I opened my mouth and let her silky soft girlcock into my mouth. I ran my tongue all over it and soon I was more interested in sucking than getting sucked. It felt both like an eternity but also like a second and then I came. A warmth filled my entire body and I felt my girlcock pump load after load into Kim's hot mouth. It apparently was too much for her and she started to cum as well. She was writhing and moaning around my cock. Soon a hot, salty liquid was filling my mouth. It was thick and flavorful and I loved it. I sucked ever last drop out of her until she pulled out of me giggling. She quickly flopped down on top of me and kissed me. Her mouth opened and soon my lips were bulging with combined mass of our cum. I swished the delicious around in my mouth, savoring. I swallowed a small amount then kissed her back, giving half the cum to her. We both swallowed our massive loads and kissed again, the salty taste hot on our tongues. We fell panting onto the bed.
I don't know who blacked out drunk first but the next thing I remembered I awoke the next morning with my arms around my lover. I immediately remembered all of my actions from the night before and felt a cold hard pole in the bottom of my stomach. Then I looked at Kim's beautiful face and any sense of regret washed away from me. I could still taste her cum in my mouth and I kissed her on the nose and went back to sleep, naked in the arms of my lover.
* * * * *
Kim had work the next day and I had to cover for a friend the next evening. I came home and Kim was already asleep. The next day she was headed for a three-day retreat with her therapist and group, which I didn't even know existed. I was sad to be alone and wanted a chance to try some even newer and crazier stuff with my new girlfriend, but alas it wasn't to be. Instead Martina came back on Sunday afternoon and we watched a movie and gossiped. I didn't dare tell her about my adventure. I hoped that I would always be able to keep all of my...eccentricities from my other roommate. However, fate had other plans.
That Monday I was on my way home from work at around midnight. I was walking in the park along the river as it was my favorite route. I knew it was dangerous but it was also beautiful. I was nearly all the way through the park when I heard footsteps coming quickly behind me. I turned quickly and caught a glimpse of a short, stalky white or Indian man with a beard as he ripped my purse from my hand and shoved m. I don't think he realized the precarious position I was in, but it didn't matter. In a few seconds, I was over the handrail. I rolled down the embankment and through the thin ice over the river and into the icy water.
I was in absolute shock and almost tried to take a breath of the stunningly cold water. Suddenly my senses came back to me and I was able to swim towards the shore. I pulled myself out of the water and climbed back up the embankment and threw myself over the handrail. I was shivering so hard I could barely move. I was wearing several layers of clothes all of which were now soaked and weighed several times what they had initially weighed. I was still several blocks from home.
The wind was howling and I have no idea how I was able to trudge home. The water was beginning to freeze in my clothes when I finally pushed my door open and fell inside. I landed with a thud. I heard Martina screech. She rushed out of her room and over to me. I remember that she was wearing a robe and had her hair up. I have never seen her look so concerned.
"Kitt!" she yelled at me. She frantically began to tear my clothes off of me. She had me down to my bra and panties and I stared to feel a bit warmer. Still I couldn't manage to say anything as I was shivering hard. She said she had an idea and ran to my bathroom. I heard her begin to run water in the tub. She then came back to me and lifted me gently to my feet and helped me walk to the bathroom. She sat me on the toilet and looked at me concerned. Soon the tub was filled to the top and she led me over towards it. She unhooked my bra and threw it in the corner. Next she slipped off my panties. I saw her noticed my cold, shriveled girlcock but she acted as though she didn't, she was too concerned. She slide me into the lukewarm water (she told me later she feared hot water would burn me horribly). I slide in and immediately began to feel better.
Martina began to scoop warm water in her hands and rub it on my ears and nose. Occasionally she would add more hot water. After about 30 minutes, I was somewhere in the neighborhood of feeling normal. I closed my eyes and breathed deeply, for the first time not shivering. Suddenly I felt a warmed on my shoulder. I opened my eyes and Martina was smiling down at me. She had a sponge-glove on her hand and she was rubbing it over me, gently washing my cold body.
She rubbed my shoulders and down my arms, rubbing soap onto my body. She cleaned my neck gently and then rubbed each of my legs slowly and lovingly. I felt myself becoming extremely comfortable. Soon her hands were caressing my breasts carefully. I moaned quietly in my mouth and she smiled at me. Slowly her hands moved down my stomach, cleaning my bellybutton. Suddenly I felt a warmth on my girlcock. The entirety of my little dick was inside of the warm soapy sponge-glove. I grunted audibly and opened my eyes. I looked over at Martina and she had a concerned, embarrassed, aroused look on her face. It made me feel wonderful.
"Take care of me Martina," I said. She smiled at me and helped me stand out of the tub. She dried me off with a towel and sent me into my bedroom. She told me to get under the covers and I did as I was told. She came in a few minutes later. I know saw that she wasn't wearing a shirt under her bathrobe. I could see her sexy tits. I lay at my back and stared at her as she slid off her robe. Her body was beautiful. To say I was shocked again would be an even bigger understatement. Martina had a huge hard cock under her bathrobe, seven inches of hard girldick.
"Did you know about me?" I asked. She shook her head.
"Did you know about me?" she asked. I shook my head. I laughed a little and she walked over to me, "Kiss your mama," she said and climbed into bed and gave me a deep sensuous kiss. I was surprised by her forcefulness. I think something about being motherly really gets Martina going. Her hands were all over me. She pulled my legs apart and looked at me. My cold dick was still shriveled and soft and she laughed and rubbed it gently. I almost came at that. She pushed my legs back and exposed my dark asshole. She was like a woman possessed and I loved it. She grabbed some lotion and quickly lubed her girldick. She let a warm drop of lotion drip onto my asshole and then rubbed it in gently, letting her finger gently break my seal. I jumped a little and giggled. I was feeling good.



Martina leaned over me, "Open up for mama," she said to me and kissed me. I felt a pressure on my asshole and slowly Martina worked her cock into my asshole. I grunted a little bit and shrieked near the end, but she was slow and gently and before long she was completely inside of me. She slowly pumped her girlcock in and out of my asshole and the feeling was indescribable. It was at once uncomfortable, naughty, and delightful. She pushed her big dig in deep but lovingly.
I was embarrassed by what a quick fuck I was. In just a few minutes I felt an odd feeling, a different kind of orgasm. My soft little dick began to feel warm and naughty. Suddenly hot jets of cum shot out of me and covered my stomach. I couldn't believe how much there was, dripping down my body and onto my bed. Martina laughed and rubbed a finger in it and put it in my mouth.
"Did you make a mess sweetie," she said and then collected more cum and licked it herself. She began to pump into me again. It was an indescribable feeling and that was unpleasant but I wanted more of it. She started pumping harder and harder and soon she grunted and thrust deeply. I came again and she started cumming hard into my asshole. She slowly pulled out of me and collapsed on top of me.
"Did mama warm you up?" she asked and flicked my nose as she covered us both in a blanket
.
"Thank you Martina," I said and hugged her. I felt for her in a strange way. I felt both a sexual electricity and a daughterly doting. We kissed gently for a long time before I fell asleep in her arms while she sang me a lullaby.
* * * * *
The next few weeks were wild. I snuck around on Kim with Martina and I snuck around with Martina with Kim. I never managed to have sex with either one again, but we exchanged little kisses, nuzzles, and caresses that drove my body wild. Part of me wished that this sort of life could continue forever, but the words and actions of my roommate convinced me I was wrong.
"Kitt," Martina would say, "I am going to get a promotion in a few weeks. I will be able to afford more rent on this place and we can have it all to ourselves."
"Kitt," Kim would say, "Why don't we move into a smaller place? We only need one bedroom. We can tell Martina we are moving and then she can find another place."
As I saw it I have four options. I could try to get rid of Martina and be happy with Kim. I could try to get rid of Kim and be happy with Martina. I could fuck everything up and get nothing. I could go for broke and get everything I could ever want. Both girls seemed very suspicious of the other. I made a fateful decision.
It took two or three weeks to be presented with the perfect opportunity, but once that opportunity came I jumped on it and never looked back. It was a Saturday night and it was a bitterly cold night. As a result I told Kim that I didn't want to go out drinking. Instead I wanted to get in the hot-tub that the previous resident had left on my little balcony. I asked her to join me and she obliged.
I put on my favorite bikini and climbed into the hot water. Kim followed me, wearing a sexy pink bikini bottom and a white tank top that was instantly see-through. We were quietly kissing and sipping on wine when I heard the door open. I moved away from Kim and watched Martina walk out.
"What are you two doing out here?" she asked laughing, "Its freezing out." Kim rolled her eyes as she was now often doing anytime Martina acted motherly.
"Come on Martina," I said, "Slip into a bathing suit and hang out with us." I felt Kim shooting daggers at me and Martina was clearly nervous. However, she didn't trust Kim and so she rushed in to change.
"What are you doing?" Kim asked. I kissed her on the lips and told her to stop being a bitch. She pinched me and I was giggling when Martina came back. I know Kim was stunned by how sexy she looked in her little black bathing suit. She was shivering and she slid into the hot water next to us. We were quiet for a while but I tried to keep the conversation going and the wine flowing. After half an hour, everyone was a little looser. I knew that before the water got cold I had to make my move. I started quickly.
I unhooked my bathing suit top and slipped it off, the bubbles of the rapidly going hot tub tickled my nipples. The other two women stopped talking and watched while I pulled my bathing suit bottom out from under the water and threw it on the deck. Then were both staring at me jaws dropped. The bubbles were obscuring my hard girldick, but the other girls thought my "secret" was nearly exposed.
"What are you doing?" Martina said in a shocked voice. Of course this got Kim going, she wanted to prove how much cooler she was. Quickly she was naked in the water as well and she was staring Martina down. Martina had a pained look on her face but she decided she had to protect me from this harlot. Before I knew it, Martina's pretty little tits were out as well. I had set the trap and now it was time to spring it.
No one had yet spoken but we were all giggling like schoolgirls. I carefully reached behind Kim...and turned off the jets. Suddenly the water was crystal clear. Martina shrieked and Kim quickly looked down. Martina did the same. I knew what they saw. Three hard girldicks staring up at them
.
We sat in silence for a long while. They were looking at me and I was smiling smugly. I stood up and grabbed my towel and started walking towards the living room, "Anybody coming?" I asked. Martina and Kim looked at each other and I saw them appraising one another. They were attracted to one another and I had just offered myself to both of them. Martina reached over and gave Kim a squeeze on the hand. In classic Kim style, she reached over and gave Martina a squeeze on the tit. Soon they were following me inside.
I was dried off and was sitting on the couch with my legs spread. I had never felt so sexy in my life. I was shaved, tanned, and hard. I beckoned Kim over to me. I grabbed some lube that I had hidden in the living room for just such an occasion. I lubed up my girldick and then spun Kim around and lubed her pink asshole. She giggled.
Martina instructed her to face me and then helpfully guided my tiny girldick into the Asian woman's asshole. She moaned a bit and we had to work slowly, but soon I was fucking her carefully in the ass. It was so sexy to feel her hard cock press into my tummy while I fucked her. Kim gyrated hard on my cock and she was constantly moaned. Martina walked over to her and presented her massive girlcock to the younger girls face. Kim licked the tip gently and then started sucking. I knew for a fact that Kim was good and I saw Martina's knees go weak.
I figured that I would cum first but was surprised when suddenly Kim's girlcock erupted. It was a shocking amount. Hot cum landed on my tits, face, and even in my hair. I couldn't help but laugh. I know Martina was impressed. Kim slammed down hard and I felt myself cum, that hot sexy feeling of pumping cum out of my hard girldick. Kim slid off of my dick and started to stand up. Martina sprang into action. She pushed the girl over and put her lips on Kim's asshole and started sucking my cum out. Kim moaned and bucked her hips. She opened her mouth and I grabbed her head and stuck it on my dick. She sucked hungrily. She had to taste her asshole on it and it shocked me and thrilled me and I couldn't believe it, but I came again. I nearly blacked out. When I opened my eyes I was gratified to see Kim and Martina kissing, mixing my cum with the cum from Kim's asshole in their mouths.
While they kissed on got down on my knees in front of them. I grabbed their girldicks and opened my mouth. It was difficult to shove both semi-hard cum-spent girldicks into my mouth. But I got them. I sucked them hard and long and they kissed and fondled one another while they watched. Martina came first, flooding my mouth with her first load of hot cum. She sat down next to me and kissed my breasts while I gave Kim's dick a hot cum bath in my mouth. Cum was running down my cheeks as I sucked on her hard cock. Soon she came again and now my mouth was filled to the breaking point. I sat down on the could and let the cum roll down my body from my mouth. My two girls jumped on the couch and licked every drop from my body.
We lay on the couch for a long time, panting. I had never come that many times in so short a period of time and I needed rest. While I did, the other girls discussed their earlier episodes with me and I smiles wanly as they grew mock angry with my treachery.
"I think Mama is going to have to spank you," Martina said and Kim nodded her head in agreement. I got up and presented my behind. I didn't know how long my own personal utopia would last but I knew at that moment it had started and that nothing would ever be the same.
The End
Please comment, this isn't my first submission, but it was the first story I ever wrote.
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I had been putting it off for a very, very long time. In fact, I had probably been putting it off a lot longer than I should have. I had waited past the point where anything rational could be done about the situation. But when I thought about it, we were screwed the moment that my mother got laid off. We were going to lose absolutely everything.
I was sitting in the kitchen of my mother, Clara's, small home. It was more a cottage than a home. It had a kitchen, a small bathroom with a shower, and then upstairs it had two small bedrooms. She had bought it years ago, but the mortgage was still almost completely unpaid. That was part of the problem I came to talk to her about. She was sitting across from me now, stirring her tea with a very concerned look on her face. I had told her that I had something big to tell her.
"What is it Jayne?" she said, reaching across the table to pat my hand. She looked very young when she was concerned, but I guess that true. Despite the fact that I was 22 years old, my mother was only 40. She was a little shorter than me, being only 5'4. She had long, beautiful blonde hair, thick pink lips, and dazzling blue eyes. She also had a young shapely body (likely because she had me and my brother so young). She was about 110lbs. and had large, C-cup breasts. Her hips were shapely and her legs were delicately tapered.
People always told me that I looked a lot like my mother, but there were a couple of differences. I am 5'6 and about 100lbs. I have smaller, A-Cup breasts, and I keep my blonde hair back in a ponytail. But other than that we are very similar in appearance and in outlook. In fact, we are so alike that despite all of my mother's best efforts, I had a child out of wedlock with a deadbeat who skipped town just like she had. My baby's father didn't even stick around the 5 years my father did. He was gone before my baby was born. That is my roundabout way of saying that I have a 4 year old son, Toddy.
"Well..." I said. Now that I had come to the point where I had to speak, I found that there weren't any words to make. I felt like I had let down my family. I felt like my mother, my 16 year old brother, my little boy, they were all relying on me and I failed.
"Honey," my mother said, smiling now, "What do I always tell you about bad news? Why do you always twist into pretzels about this? Just say the bad news and we will figure it out," suddenly she seemed to realize something, "Oh god, you aren't pregnant again!"
"Mom! No!" I said. I hadn't even had sex since my son was born (not that men don't ask me out constantly, but I just don't have the time). I decided not to try to beat around the bush, but to just throw it all out at once, "Listen mom, I really appreciate the fact that you let me take over the family's finances after my semester in college. But I think I screwed everything up. When I lost my job at the restaurant, everything was still okay. But then I lost my other job at the pet store and things got tight. Then you lost your job, and there was no more money coming in. And I stretched everything as far as I could but we are broke. I paid off this month's bills, except for cable. But I did that by pawning stuff. Next month we aren't going to have enough for your mortgage, my rent, either of the cars, or Toddy's preschool. I don't even know what to pay first, at least two things won't get paid. The whole thing collapsed and it is all my fault."
By the time I was finished with my little speech I was in tears. When the last word dribbled out of my mouth, I collapsed on the table, covering my face with my arm. I didn't want to come out of that little cocoon again. Partially because I knew I had failed and partially because I knew what was coming next. Even before I looked up I could feel my arms around me, from behind. She was holding me close and whispering into my ear.
"It isn't your fault," over and over again. I felt so guilty that I wanted her to blame me, but I knew that she wouldn't do that. She couldn't. She was my mom.
"I am so sorry," I said, looking up now, but she was smiling down at me.
"You lost your jobs, but it was because the places closed. You weren't lazy, you weren't bad. I lost my job for the same reason. We didn't do anything wrong and I don't want you to feel bad about it. We are okay," I could see there were tears in her eyes as well. And for a while, we just sat there, holding each other and trying not to think about the way the world was crumbling around us. But after a few minutes, our eyes were dry and my mother was back across the table, sipping her tea and looking at me with love that was undiminished.
"Thanks mom," I said and she just sipped her tea, pretending she didn't hear. Because she didn't want to be thanked for what she felt she had to do.
"So what are we going to do sweetie?" she asked now. We had both been applying to job all over the place, but nothing was working. We were out of options; no one was hiring a 40 year old woman with a GED or a 22 year old woman with a semester at community college. We were stuck.
"I don't know mom," I said.
"Well you can't let Toddy know anything is wrong, I am going to keep this from your brother as well," she said.
"Don't you think that Greg is old enough to understand this stuff?" I said, feeling like I would have been offended at that age if something that big had been kept for me. My mother seemed to read my mind.
"Your brother isn't as mature now as you were when you were 10. He won't understand. If we can fix this now, I am going to do it without him knowing there was ever a problem," she said. When my mother spoke, all questions stopped. You just had to do it.
"Okay," I said, and then I realized I had to tell her the other bad news. I decided not to string it out anymore, I just had to say it, "Mom, I have to tell you something I am not proud of."
"I think I know what it is," she said, sounding a little disappointed, but understanding.
"I went out to the titty bar the other day to see if I could get a job. They were more than willing to give me a job, but they told me what they expected me to make and it just doesn't make sense. I know, I am sorry," I said all in one breath. The truth was, I couldn't imagine those eyes on my body, it would have had to pay a lot for me to do it.
"It's okay. We just have to think of something," she said, just ignoring the situation. Then we sat in her kitchen, that wouldn't be her kitchen for long. And we were silent. Because there were no ideas left.
* * * * *
Three weeks past and the bills were going to be due in a week. I was starting to realize just how precarious the situation was. I was frantically searching the internet every day at the library, trying to figure something out to fix our money woes. I knew my mom was doing everything in her power. We didn't have any other family to fall back on. And as each lead came up dry, I became more desperate.
I was a Tuesday when I finally went to my mother's house with my last unfinished lead. It was a job that I had heard about on one of my first days of searching. I had just rejected it out of hand. But now there was literally nothing left. The next step was to buy lottery tickets. That is what I was planning on doing. But I just wanted to go tell my mom about this job. Just so she could be as disgusted as I was and tell me that it wasn't worth it.
This time, we were sitting in her living room. She was on the couch that faced a blank and useless television and I was on her favorite chair. She looked nervous and I knew she didn't look forward to my brother getting home from school because it meant that she had to pretend like nothing was wrong. That activity is actually very draining.
"Yeah, same here," my mother said as I listed all of the opportunities that had failed, "I guess we are stuck. I have been looking for more affordable long-term hotels. We can stay a couple of months there before the little bit of equity I will get from selling the house runs out." She said. My mom had never looked so sad in her life. She was so proud of her home. For a moment I thought I couldn't even say the one job I had found that we could definitely do, but I had to say it when I looked at her face. I just had to make sure that she knew.
"Mom," I said, and my voice sounded strange.
"Yes?"
"I did find one job that we can do," I said and she gave me a relieved smile.
"What is it? Can we both do it or is it a young woman's job?" she asked.
"We would work together," I said, but I had to stop hinting, it was making it worse, "I was looking for jobs on the internet for jobs. I was curious because there are lots of women who do like, webcam shows where they do stripteases and I thought maybe I could do that. It is the same as stripping and everything, and then no one would be looking at me, like where I could see them."
"Uh-huh..." My mother said, her brow furrowing.
"But they don't make very much money. It seems like amateur pornographers don't make any real money. But while I was on the sites looking at that, I found something that pays a lot of money that isn't amateur stripteases," I said. My heart was racing now, I felt lightheaded. It was hard to say this.
"Well what is it?" she said, not liking how I was drawing this out.
"There is an underground market for pornographic movies where... a woman and her mother have sex. They need to be actual mothers and daughters; they want you to show your license and birth certificates to the camera first. There can be other people, but the mothers and daughters have to be attractive and they have to...interact."
"Oh my God, that is terrible!" my mother said, her face registered abject horror and I felt relief.
"I know, I just felt like I couldn't keep that in. It paid so well, I had to tell you just so that you could say no too," I said and she nodded solemnly.
"How much did it pay?" she asked after a very long pause. I forgot to tell her.
"Well, they say if you are good you can keep making movies for as long as you want and you can negotiate more prices. But the first time they pay you $10,000. It is like $2000 less if you can't speak English," I explained. She nodded solemnly. At that moment, my brother came home, he gave me a quick wave and headed to his room. That meant I had to go and pick up my son at pre-school. My mother was still just staring at the television when I left.
I came back when I had my son and the four of us ate a family dinner like we did most nights. Little Toddy was captivating, as usual, and made all of us laugh. My brother talked about school and girls and everything else in his life and we let our worries slip away. I didn't think about the fact that this wouldn't be our mother's house in a week for nearly ten minutes one time.
After dinner my brother went up to his room to call one of his girlfriends and my brother fell asleep on the couch in the living room. My mother and I were sitting at the kitchen table again, drinking coffee. It was the first we had been alone since my brother got home from school.
"How is Toddy's school going?" she asked.
"Well," I said, smiling with pride. My boy was so smart, "His teacher said he is above age-level in most of the criteria they evaluated." Toddy's grandmother beamed as well.
"Greg told me that his soccer coach said he can get a college scholarship if he keeps his grades up," my mother said, seemingly to herself.
"He has always been so athletic," I replied. We sat in silence for a long while. My mother stirred her coffee but didn't drink it. We both knew what thoughts were running through our heads.
"If we move into a hotel and take your little man out of preschool he will fall behind," she said suddenly and I could feel tears welling in my eyes as my fears were put into words for the first time. My little Toddy had to have things better than me and better than his grandmother.
"I know."
"Your brother, he is prideful," my mother said slowly, "If we move into a hotel he will be humiliated. He will withdraw from school and friends and he will let his grades drop," she said. I knew that she was right there as well.
"God this is Hell," I said, "I just wish that there was something we could do."
"There is," my mother said. Now her voice was barely above a whisper. She looked deep into my eyes and her fierce love pierced deep into my heart. Her passion for her family was a physical thing, I could feel it leaning into me and demanding something from me, "It is a mother's job to make sacrifices for her children when she has to," my mother told me, "We have to make sacrifices for our sons, and for ourselves. I want you to call up those... people we talked about before. Have then send out a camera," she said. As usual, my mother's word accepted to contradiction. I felt a bizarre feeling of relief. Then our minds completely closed out the idea, or so we pretended.
*****
"The camera will be here tomorrow or the next day," I said to my mother the next day when our sons were at school. We were standing outside in her garden.
"Good," she said, but she didn't sound like she thought it was good.
"They said a check for half the amount will come with it, so we will be good for next month," I said and she just nodded this time, "They had some other stuff they need us to do. I am supposed to tell you about it." My mother bent over and pulled out a weed. I couldn't help but check her out. I mean, I didn't want to. But it was sort of my job now. She was a beautiful woman. But could I...have sex with her? I didn't think so. We didn't want to think of what would happen if we failed.
"What is it?" she asked.
"We are supposed to shave out legs and armpits the morning we shoot. We are supposed to...trim anything else the way we like. They said we should go easy on the make-up because they want us to look natural," I explained. My mother nodded again.
"Let's go inside, I don't think it is appropriate to talk about this out here," she said. I blushed and she wiped the dirt from her hands and we went inside, "what else?" she asked when the door closed behind us.
"They said that we have to do...certain things. I will just let you know what they are when we are going, I don't want to say them to you. They said we should be creative and that the people who watch this like...kinky stuff," I felt like I was going to vomit when I said that but she just washed her hands in the sink and acted like I was describing a recipe for meatloaf.
"Anything else," she asked.
"No," I said, "Oh wait, yes. They gave me a list of questions that we have to answer to the camera before we start. They said we don't have to try to be sexy, just answer the questions honestly and the people would think it was...good."
"Okay," my mother said and she took a beer from her fridge. She offered me one as well and I took it and drank. I didn't drink much, but I needed to calm my nerves. I had never felt so anxious in my life. We finished out beers in silence.
"I have seen you naked since you were a little girl," my mother said and I nodded. I couldn't even remember what she looked like naked. I used to shower with her when I was a very little girl, but that had been a very long time ago. I could very vaguely remember her breast when my brother was still being breastfed a decade and a half ago. I wondered what she looked like.
"Maybe we should go up to my room..." she said, looking out the window, not wanting to look me in the eyes. I felt myself blush, "Not to do...the actual thing without the camera. Just to look at each other so we aren't surprised," she said hastily. She got up and started to walk upstairs. I followed behind her, looking at the gently sway of her hips as I moved up the stairs behind her. She walked into her room and I followed behind her and closed the door. I locked it as well.
"We will film here tomorrow or when the camera comes," my mother said. Even as she was speaking she was walking around the room, closing the blinds and the curtains on her windows so that it was dark and secluded. I turned on the small bedside lamp so that we wouldn't be fumbling in the dark. She walked back around the bed and stood in front of me. We just looked at each other for a long time. She smiled wanly.
"I don't know what to do," I said. She reached across the distance that separated us and patted my hand the way she had all those weeks ago.
"We are saving our family. We have to stop thinking like we are waiting for our own executions. Let's just pretend what we are doing is normal. Let's stop acting nervous before we speak. Let's stop being embarrassed. Why don't we just sort of own it now," she said, trying to convince herself as well as me. But she didn't say anymore. She acted. She crossed her arms around the bottom of her shirt and quickly lifted it up over her head and threw it on the floor. Her blonde hair was tousled and she looked sexy even. Her breasts were large and her cleavage well defined her shiny back bra. She was unzipping her pants while I was unbuttoning my own top. Soon my pink bra was exposed as well, my tiny breasts standing out proudly from my chest. My mother's jeans were in a pile on the floor and she kicked them away. Her panties were black as well, they were boy shorts and I could see the gentle swell of her firm buttocks as she twisted to brush away the jeans.
I quickly dropped my cotton shorts, revealing my own underwear. I was wearing just a basic red pair of cotton underwear. They were new and they looked good on me. I looked down at my flat tummy, thin legs, and tiny feet and knew that I was sexy. But now I looked back up at my mother. Her legs were gorgeous, I could tell she was still working out. Her tummy was very flat and even a little bit defined. She had a very sexy hourglass shape that women half her age would be jealous of. If we could go through with this, we could make a lot of money.
No we were standing in what could be out bathing suits. There was nothing particularly scandalous about where we were now. The next step was what really matters. We both knew it and began to act at the same time. My mother's bra clasped in the front and she quickly started to unhooked it. I reached around my back and did the same. We seemed to do a silent countdown and then we allowed the bras to slide off of our bodies. Both of our eyes moved to each other's chests. My mother's breasts were amazing. They were still quite firm despite the fact that she was 40, they did droop much at all as the bra was removed. They were perky even. Her areola's looked to be about the size of quarters and a light red in color and her nipples were about half an inch long. She looked perfectly proportioned and I found that I really did find her to be a sexy woman. It was a strange feeling. I had never had any lesbian thoughts before, especially not any concerning my mother. But I did respond to her breasts. I saw her looking at me as well, and I looked down at my own breasts. Without the bra to push them up they looked very small, just two little mounds. But they are nicely proportioned, very perky, and I have very nice nipples. They are about the same size as my mothers, they are a lighter, pink color, and my nipples are about three quarters of an inch long when they are hard. She smiled at me as I looked back up, she must've approved as well.
"One last thing," she said. She hooked her thumbs into the elastic of her panties, bent over and started to slide them down. I did the same, looking at my own vagina and not her's.
"Oh honey, that is cute," she said and I looked up blushing. I looked to her eyes and she was pointed at my pussy, "You shaved your hair into a cute little heart," she said. I looked down again. I actually waxed it that way. I was completely bare except for a little patch right above my clit that was a heart, about an inch and a half tall by two inches wide. I blushed even harder. But I kept my legs together. I couldn't bear for my mother to see my labia...until she had to.



"Thanks," I said. I looked up at her now as well. She seemed to feel the same way as I did, keeping her legs together.
"Do you wax bare?" I asked now it was her turn to blush and nod. Her pubis was bare, silky looking, and beautiful. Now we were both completely naked, looking at each other. I giggled a little bit. It was almost a little bit of fun. A little...naughty. Plus, for now it was harmless she giggled as well. It had the feel of a sort of sexy slumber party.
"What do we do now?" she asked finally. I sort of shrugged my shoulders, and felt my bare breasts jiggle slightly. It was oddly sexy. It was so long since I had known I was going to have sex, I didn't even think about it anymore. This sudden heightening of sexual tension was very strange. And good. I think my mother felt the same.
"Maybe, before we get dressed," I said, "we should just hug?" I wanted our skin to touch together, just a little bit. Just to know how it would feel. She nodded. We walked forward until our nipples were almost touching. We looked into each other's eyes. My mother had an awkward smile on her face, which I returned. She put out her arms and we both naturally threw our butts out backwards. Our arms wrapped around each other's shoulders and our cheeks brushed together. I felt my mother's warm breasts against my own, felt the friction of skin on skin and the heat that that produced. I felt my nipples against the top of her breasts and felt her nipples against the bottom of my own breasts. I felt so strange. After a short time, we broke out hug. I looked at my mother.
"I love you momma," I said and she smiled.
"I love you too," she said and it didn't matter that we were naked or what we were going to do. We loved each other, so it couldn't be all bad. We started to get dressed then, walked back downstairs and continued our wait for the camera.
*****
"You be good at school today," I said to my son two days later. He was sitting in the backseat in his booster chair and I was looking at him in the rearview mirror.
"I will Mommy," he said as the teacher's aide opened our back door.
"Hello Ms. Thomas," the woman said and I nodded to her. She started to talk to my son about the day and he got very excited. I smiled at him.
"I love you Momma," he said as he bounced out the door.
"I love you soooo much little one," I said and blew him a kiss. I watched as he bounded up the stairs into his school and then I pulled away from the curb and headed towards my mother's house.
There were several parcels on the passenger seat of my car. Most were letters. They contained checks made out to various banks, lenders, and other debt holders. The check had arrived from my new employer and had been direct deposited. I was keeping all of us in our homes and cars for the next month. But also on the seat was a package which contained a camera, some clothes, and a list of instructions. I hadn't even opened it yet. It felt toxic sitting there on the chair.
I drove very slowly up to my mother's house. I got out and took all of the packages as well. There was a large mail box in front of my mother's house and I just dropped all of the bills in. In a few hours, even the cable would be back on. Now I had to earn the money.
"Hey sis," Greg said as he came out of the house and started towards the bus stop. I just waved at him and headed towards the house. The package felt heavy in my hands, "Mom said to just come up to the room when you got in. She was doing spring cleaning or something today," he said. I nodded.
I went into the living room first and put the box down on the coffee table. I found a butter knife in the kitchen and quickly opened it. The camera the first thing I saw. It was small and had an adapter so it could plug in the wall. I was glad, because I didn't want to have to wait while it charged. I wanted to get this over with. Inside I also found the clothes folded nicely and the directions printed on nice white paper. I separated my clothes from my mother's and went up to her room.
I went to open the door and found that it was locked, "Mom, it's me," I said and it promptly unlocked. I walked into the room and saw the spring cleaning my mother had done. The room looked like a hotel room. All of the personal items had been removed, including my grandmother's quilt which usually sat at the edge of the bed. My mother was looking at me nervously.
"I think it looks alright, right?" she asked and I nodded. My heart was whirring and she looked nervous as well. But she also looked beautiful. She wasn't wearing make-up, but she looked alive. She looked sexy. Suddenly realizing that with the blinds now closed, there was nothing left for her to do, she sat down on her bed and folded her hands in her laps. It was very quiet.
"They sent some clothes we are supposed to wear," I explained and she looked at me, "We are supposed to put on our sexiest underwear and wear this stuff over top of that." I handed her the clothes that had been made for her. She got up and walked to her bathroom without talking. When the door was closed I quickly too k off my clothes and quickly slipped on the big nightgown I had been given. It looked like a little girl's nightgown with long, tight sleeves and a long, shapeless trunk shape all the way to the ankles. I felt silly. But I walked over to the front of the bed and put the camera up on the television stand. I plugged the camera in, turned it on, and then I looked in the viewfinder and found that it covered the entire bed and that if we sat at the headboard, we would be completely in the shot. I hooked it up to the TV, so we could see where we were on screen. I turned the camera off and took the remote control back towards the bed. I sat down on the bed and set the remote control next to me.
A moment later my mother came back into the room. She was wearing a tight grey skirt, a white button-up blouse, and a black cardigan. I suppose she was supposed to look like some sort of old-fashioned housewife, but I giggled when I saw her. She returned the giggle.
"You look silly," she said and I said the same. She came over to the bed and sat down next to me. She took my hand in hers, "Are you ready?"
"Yes," I said. It felt like we shouldn't just start now, like we should say or do something. But there was nothing to do. We had to get this going or it was never going to happen. She nodded once more and I rolled to my side and grabbed the two pages of questions off of my mother's nightstand. I fumbled around in the comforter of the bed next and eventually pulled up the remote control to the camera.
"Go ahead sweetie," she said gently and I pushed the button. I saw the red light on the camera come on and I looked over at my mother and took a deep breath. She rubbed my hand gently and it woke me up to the situation. This was the recording we would be sending in. I had to get started now.
"Umm...Hi, my name is Jayne Thomas and I am 22 years old and a mother of one beautiful little boy. And this is my mom..." As I said this, I took out my drivers license and held it, my mother did the same. I realized we were too far away. I took my license and my mother's license and went up to camera and showed them closely. We had blocked out our addresses and ID numbers, but our names were on there. It wasn't a fake. I went back and sat down.
"I am Clara Thomas, I am 40 years old and I am a mother of the 22 year young woman to my right and a young man as well," she said and she sounded natural, she sounded good. This little camera didn't appear to be intimidating us. I still felt nervous. I looked down at the questions.
"Okay mom, I have heard that there are some boys and girls out there who want a show and we are going to give it to them."
"Let's do it," my mother said, sounding almost excited. But I could see the fear in her eyes.
"Well, before we start, there are some questions the people are curious about from us. Can I ask you some questions mom?" I said. I got up on my knees and turned towards my mother.
"Sure thing baby," she said calmly. She didn't know what I was going to ask, and to be honest I didn't really know all that I was going to ask either. I was actually a little curious. My mother was looking at me expectantly. I felt like a lot of time was passing, so I started to ask the questions.
"Mom, when was the last time you had sex?" I found myself asking. I saw my mother blush, but she wouldn't back down either.
"Ummm...If has been 15 years since I have had sex," she said and I was shocked. She hadn't had sex in that long! It was longer than I had EVER gone without sex, "Close your mouth you jerk!" I actually giggled at that.
"Sorry. It has been five years since I had sex," I said and realized that was a long time as well.
"Mom, do you masturbate? If so, how often?"
"I do play with myself. Usually just once a week," she explained. I couldn't look her in the eye. I never even thought about her doing that.
"I do everyday," I said and felt very awkward. I felt like this was the first really strange thing to know about my mom. For a moment I just couldn't help but picture her, laying on her stomach on her bed, with her face buried in her pillow and her finger deep inside her body. Then I sort of snapped out of it.
"Have you ever fucked a girl momma?" I asked and I didn't have to look at her to know that she recoiled. But I did turn to her. Her distress was bringing out her youthful looks.
"No," she said in a little whisper. Her face was bright red and I felt bad. But I pushed on.
"I haven't either, I haven't even ever kissed a girl have you?" I said. I was trying to sound sexy, but I could hear my voice warbling, I was so nervous. She shook her head.
"No," she said.
"Have you ever fucked...a relative before?" I asked and felt my throat catch on those words. I could hear my mother groan under her breath. I thought that she was going to tell me that she couldn't answer any more questions but she just shook her head slightly and kept going.
"No I haven't," she said.
"Me neither," I said.
"Mom, do you think that I am beautiful?" I asked.
"Of course!" she said, as though she was relieved. She brushed her hair out of her face and her large breasts stood out proudly under her sweater.
"I think you are beautiful too momma," I said and I meant it, "Do you think I am sexy, do you want to fuck me?" I asked. I didn't even think about anymore, I just asked the questions. But I would be lying if I said it wasn't a little fun to say dirty things. And just thinking about sex... it had been so long. I didn't realize I was horny until I realized I was going to have sex. Even if it was with my mom.
"I want to fuck you honey," she said and I felt my blood boil, in a good way. It was so strange, and so naughty. I turned to look at her and her face was still red, but she was looking at me intently. I loved her right then, so much.
"I want to fuck you mommy," I said and I bit my lip. We were getting to the end of the questions, we were going to be doing this soon.
"Did you ever think about me sexually before we started this site?"
"No."
"Me neither, but I am excited."
"Me too," I don't think either of us really meant excited, but we were in our roles now. We were acting and we were a mother and daughter who were desperate to fuck, "I just have one more question. Did you breastfeed me as a baby?" My mother seemed taken aback.
"You know that I breastfed you honey," she said, and then realized that I had to ask the question even though I already knew it to be the case. She blushed a little. We sat for a brief moment on the bed and she looked up nervously at the camera. She leaned over and whispered quickly into my ear.
"What do we do next, you said there were instructions," she said. I looked at her chest.
"I have to suck on your nipples," I whispered back quickly. She nodded. If we kept talking, we were going to break up the flow of the video and the pornographers might not pay us money. Now was the time to get started. She quickly slid off her sweater and let it fall on the bed. She brushed it off. I leaned in towards her again, "I should take your clothes off. They said it is better if the other person does it," I explained. She didn't say anything, but she stopped taking her clothes off. Her breasts looked massive under the tight tank top.
She was sitting with her ankles crossed and her legs bent up under her body. She was smiling uncomfortably at me and her arms were folded in her lap. My heart was pumping quickly and I could feel the adrenaline really starting to mess with my mind. I reached forward furtively and took the bottom of her tank top in my hands. She nervously moved her hands away from her stomach. As I started to pull the tank top up her body, she lifted her arms in the air. I saw her smooth, taut white skin exposed as I rolled up the shirt. Soon the shirt was up over the swell of her breasts, showing a beautiful, lacy black bra. Her large breasts were rising and falling sharply as she breathed in deeply. Then it was up over her head and on the bed. Her hair fell back down over her reddened face, and she looked gorgeous as she shook it out of her eyes.
My hands were trembling as they reached forward. Her bra clasped in the front my fingers inched towards her breastbone. I felt the plastic clasp. My knuckles brushed up against the silk of my mother's bra and I could feel my hands sink ever so slightly into her soft, firm breasts. I heard her gasp as the contact was made. The clasp came free on the bra. I swung the cups backwards and flipped the straps up over her shoulder. Her breasts jiggled gently against her bodies. Her nipples were hardened in the cool air of her room. I looked up at her face. She was biting her lower lip.
I put my hands down so that one was on each of her hips. I lowered my head. I could smell her perfume and feel the heat from her body as I bent forward. I stopped, just a few short inches from her body. I looked at her large, beautiful breasts, staring into them. They quivered as my mother shook and I felt nervous. But I couldn't deny that they were beautiful. I leaned forward further and soon her breast covered my entire field of vision. I opened my mouth and found I was shivering for some reason. I felt my mother's hand on my shoulder, gently pulling me in.
The first thing I noticed was the hard, silkiness of my mother's nipple as it tripped over my lower lip and slid into my mouth. I heard her breath hiss in. I slid the nipple into my mouth as far as I could, then closed my lips around it. I closed my eyes now. The nipple was hot and hard in my mouth. I stuck my tongue against it and flicked it softly. I heard my mother suck in her breath sharply. The nipple rolled evasively around my tongue. I sucked in gently, creating a vacuum around the nipple, sucking it, not too hard, but not soft either. It occurred to me that I had done this hundreds of times in my life, just not for a very long time.
My mother was gently stroking my hair. I slipped my hands now, so that they wrapped around my mother's waist. I slipped my arms around her and linked my fingers together. My face was pressed against her breast and I was still sucking her nipple. I felt her breathing quicken and could hear her shallow, halting breath. At the same time, I felt strangely hot. She tasted so good, salty and silky. I liked her heat against me and I liked the feeling of fucking for the first time in forever. It was hot.
"Baby," My mother whispered into my ear in a husky tone, "rub my other breast. It will play well...I think" she said and then moaned loudly. I didn't need to be told twice. I slipped my right hand out from behind my mother's back. My eyes were still closed, but I moved the hand quickly to my mother's other large, silky breast. I continued to suck her nipple and play with it against my tongue, but my hand cupped her left breast, on the bottom. I massaged it gently, feeling is weight and heat. I squeezed it, felt her reacted against my hand, pushing her chest against me. I moved my thumb and forefinger around her nipple, squeezing it. I continued to rub her breast gently with the palms while I squeezed. My mother was moaning loudly now, and I felt her squirming on the bed, panting. It made me feel sexy.
For a while we just did stayed there. I continued to play with her nipples, my left arm wrapped around her body. She gently stroked my hair and breathed against me. I was shocked to find that this action was making me wet. I wondered if my mother was getting wet as well. I wondered for a moment if it would look sexy on the camera. Then I realized that I had been sucking and stroking my mother for a long time. I opened my eyes and slipped my lips off of my mother's nipples. I saw her nipple glistening with my spit, a small string of which still attached my lower lip to her breast. I licked my lips, breaking the connection. My mother was still stroking my hair, her face was flushed and she was clearly turned on.
"What now?" She whispered to me.
"You have to lick my nipples," I told her, remembering the sequence. She nodded her head. I sat down now on the bed, putting my legs up in front of me, "Say something sexy..." I instructed quietly. She paused for a moment, and then spoke.
"Come on baby, you've sucked my nipples plenty of times. Now it is my turn," she said it like she really meant it. She bent over me now. She took the bottom of my nightgown and started to pull it up my legs. I felt the smooth fingernails slide against my skin as she moved up my shins, over my knees, and up my thighs. I lifted my butt off of the bed so that she could take slide it around. I liked the way her hands felt on the outside of my panties. Soon her hands and my nightgown were up over my flat stomach, her knuckles rubbed against my breasts. My arms were in the air and now the shirt came up over my head. I was sitting in my red panties and red bra now. I smiled sexily at my mother and she threw the nightgown on the floor.
She put her arms around me now. She put her head on my shoulder and looked down at the back of my bra. She was fumbling with the clasp, I could see now that her hands were trembling a bit. I didn't even think, I bent my head down and started to nibble gently on her ear. She squealed audibly and then froze for a moment. Then she seemed to melt against me. It was clear she enjoyed this. It made me ever hotter than before.
I felt the clasp go on my bra and my mother moved away from me, her ear sliding hard between my teeth. She was holding the bra in her hand and she threw it on the floor. My nipples were hard from my arousal and I almost put my hands over them, but I didn't.
"You are so beautiful, my little girl," she said.
"Suck my nipples like I sucked on your mommy," I said and she moved quickly. I don't know if she just wanted to get it over with or if she was excited to try it, but in a moment her mouth was wrapped around one of my long nipples. Her mouth was warm, wet, and her tongue flicked hard. I felt a chill run through my body and I shook. My mother put her arms around me, hugging me tight. She started to suck on the nipple hard. This was so wrong. It felt so good. I heard myself make a slight noise.
"Oh momma, suck my tit," I heard myself say. It just came out. I wanted to say it. She kept sucking, but now she started to rub my breast the same way I had rubbed her. I felt her fingers against my nipples; she was rolling it with a bit of strength. I felt her hand sinking into my small breasts. She was rubbing and sucking with a beautiful, sexy rhythm. I couldn't take it, I squeezed my legs together, feeling the heat between my legs. I wanted to stay there forever, and for a while we almost didn't move. Just my mother's hand on my tit and the sound of her lips sucking on my nipples.



"What now," she said, almost too loud, as my long wet nipple pulled out of her mouth. I looked down at her, her chin against my breast and the nipple hard against her lips. I wanted to touch my pussy so bad. It was such a strange feeling. I felt dirty and wrong, but I was starting to feel too hot to care. I put my hand on my nipple, it was sensitive to the touch. My mother's beautiful face was looking up at me inquisitively.
"We are supposed to rub each other's vaginas through our panties," I said. This was jumping things up a level. My mother unhooked herself from around my waist. I lay on the bed and spread my legs a little, looking into the camera. My mother sat down next to me on the bed. Then she stood up and unzipped her skirt. I wanted to tell her that I was supposed to take off her clothes, but the skirt was on the floor and she was sitting next to me again. It was better not to throw off the flow, now that I thought about it.
My mother sat down next to me again. Now she spread her legs as well, put her right leg over top of my left. The hot weight of her leg pushed down on me. Her skin felt smooth and taut. She looked at me now. I sort of shrugged my shoulders and she knew what I meant. Slowly I moved my hand over her leg, squeezing it as I moved. I was staring at her leg, focusing on it. First I felt just the slightest bit of her panties. Then I felt the softness of her pussy through her panties. It was white hot.
"Oh Jaynie!" my mother said loudly and I looked to see that her eyes were closed and her head was rolled back. It felt good. I felt a wave of pleasure rush over me. This was kind of hot. I slowly started to circle my fingers around her vagina, feeling her lips and clit through the panties. She was breathing quickly now. But suddenly, I felt my own body rocked with pleasure. My mother was now cupping my pussy through my panties. She was gently circling her palm around on my clit. I gasped loudly. I looked over at my mother now, and she was staring into my eyes. We didn't say anything, but we both sensed something had changed. I still don't think either one of us really wanted to fuck, but there were no second thoughts anymore. We were going to take this all the way.
For a few minutes we just sat on the bed, rubbing each other through our panties and moaning softly. Then I dropped my head and once again took my mother's beautiful nipple into my mouth, while we both continued to rub each other's pussies. My mother's panties were very wet now and I could feel her heat strongly. She reached her free hand over and started to play with one of my nipples.
Then, for the first time, my mother took the lead. I didn't have to tell her what was next, she knew. She took both hands and started to tug off my panties. I didn't resist. In fact, I hopped my butt up so that she could get them off. I wasn't touching her pussy anymore. She dropped my soaking panties onto the floor.
"Jaynie you are so wet," she said.
"You did it mom, you make me so wet," I said, as I spread my legs again. The camera would be able to see my little patch of pubic hair. For a moment my mother just let my spread pussy show to that camera. Then, very slowly, her hand went back to my leg. She inched it forward, walking it up my thigh. Each little touch of her finger made me hotter than before. Then it happened, the slightest tip of finger touched my pussy lip. I shuddered.
"Oh god mom!" I said in complete sincerity. I wasn't play acting. It was amazing. Then she was slowly moving her fingers over my pussy lips and occasionally flicking my clit.
"Kiss me Jayne," my mother said. I closed my eyes and leaned into her. My mother's fingers were dancing over my pussy and now we were kissing deeply. Her tongue probed deeply into my mouth and I felt her hair all over my face. Still her fingers worked me over. Then, in a slow but deliberate motion, she inserted her index finger into my pussy. I felt my entire body shaking. My mother held me close, but she was working my pussy hard, curling her finger inside of my body. She was rubbing my clit with her thumb at the same time. I kissed her harder, feeling our skin stick with the moisture from our sweat. It was so powerful. I could barely hold out of a minute. Soon, my entire body was convulsing as wave after orgasmic wave of pleasure ripped through my body.
"Oh momma, oh momma, fuck me," I kept saying over, and over again, as my mother continued to fuck me and kiss my neck. After several minutes, the overwhelming feeling started to subside.
"Forget the list, let's just do what feels right," I whispered quickly into her ear and she nodded, kissing my neck again. I felt so hot, I wanted her to cum as well, as a reward. Now I quickly worked her out of her panties, throwing them in a damp pile on the floor. I kissed her again.
Then I lay down on my stomach, pulling her legs apart and putting my tits on her thigh. I wanted the camera to see her snatch while I ate it. I was going to eat her pussy. I felt her hand on my hair as I started to move closer. Her smell was so strong there, and it was surprisingly good. I looked at her sweet, tight little pussy. She played gently with my hair, but pushed me gently towards it. She hadn't had sex in so long, she knew that she was finally going to get it.
I stuck my tongue out tentatively. I pushed forward, unsure of what I was doing. Suddenly, I felt the slightest taste of saltiness and I felt my mother quiver.
"Jaynie, my baby," she said in a deep, long sigh. I opened my eyes and looked at her pussy again. I gently rubbed my tongue against the ultra-soft skin of her labia. I tasted her wetness. It was at that moment, I remember that my mother had told me that while my younger brother was delivered via a C-section, I had been delivered vaginally. I had come out of this place all those years ago, now I was back. For some reason, this thought really turned me on. I started to lap at my mother's pussy, tasting her juices and flicking her clit with my tongue.
"Oh fuck Jaynie, you are so sexy," she said suddenly and this turned me on even more. I felt the hardness of her clit, sucking it into my mouth and rubbing it gently with my tongue and slurping on it. My mother reached underneath of my to rub my tits. While she did this, she started to thrust her hips in towards my face. I was loving it. So was I. It was so good to have the feeling of getting someone off.
I slide my tongue into her pussy on occasion and I could tell that she loved it. For a very long time I just kept working on her pussy. Tasting it and feeling her reactions. Listening to her moan and gasp. The gasping grew more persistent. Her moans became louder. Suddenly, my mother loudly screamed out my name. She came hard, her entire body shaking. She even came a little bit, splashing my mouth and nose with thick, translucent liquid that tasted delicious.
"Oh baby that was wonderful," she said as I looked up at her from her crotch. She was breathing heavy and her hair was plastered to her face with sweat.
"Do you want to thank me?" I asked. I was going to ask her for something I had always wanted but had been too afraid to ask a boyfriend to do or even to try it myself.
"Sure thing honey," she said, "what can I do?"
"Will you finger my asshole?" I asked and felt myself blush. I wanted it so bad. I felt my mother recoil a bit, as though she had been hit.
"Do you really want that?" she asked and I was turned on a little by the disgust in her voice. It was like the whole situation, she would do it even if she didn't want to. And hell, she might like it.
"I need it mommy," I said, putting on a pouty face.
"I would do anything for my daughter," she said and kissed my nose. With that I quickly got up on my hands and knees with my ass facing the camera. My mother, still shaking from her orgasm got up and moved around in front of me. I felt her hand on my butt, pulling the cheeks apart and looking at my little pink rosebud. Then she quickly inserted a finger into my mouth.
"Get it wet baby, I don't want to hurt you," she explained. Her finger was salty from my pussy and I sucked on it hard, then I covered it in spit and she pulled it out of my mouth. Then next thing I felt was the slightest pressure as the pad of her finger grazed my asshole.
"Oh momma, fuck my asshole," I said and I heard my mother moan a bit. But then I felt the pressure heighten on my asshole. I felt the finger press against the hole and then suddenly it popped in. The feeling was intense. It hurt a bit, but felt good. She kept pressing, getting the finger deeper and deeper into my body. As she did, it hurt less and felt better and better. I felt her lips as they kissed my ass cheeks. Suddenly, I felt her had against my ass, her finger was all the way inside of my anus. She kept pushing hard, curling her finger inside like she was fingering my pussy. The feeling was intense.
"I have my finger all the way up your ass, sweetie. Is that what you wanted?" she asked and I could tell she liked it more now that she tried it by the way she said it.
"So good," was all I could manage to say around my moaning and gasping. I was pushing now, shoving my ass back against her finger. She held it still, fucking my asshole with the finger. The pressure was building, the feeling was incredibly intense. I had never experienced anything like it. Suddenly, the world went half blank and I felt the most intense orgasm I had ever experienced. I fell off of my knees and my mother's finger popped out of my asshole.
I came to a few moments later. I felt my mother's tits on my back; she was kissing my neck and rubbing my butt cheeks. She kept asking if I was okay and I assured her that I was. I couldn't believe what I was feeling. I was completely outside myself now. Lust had completely taken over me. I needed to do more. I needed the camera to fuck me along with my mother. It felt too good. I had a dirty idea.
"Get on your knees like I did momma," I said finally, although I was still breathing hard.
"I don't want my asshole fingered Jaynie," she said, but I shook my head. She looked so sexy now, I wondered what she was thinking of me.
"I won't" I said, but didn't tell her anymore. She nodded her head and was quickly up on her knees, her asshole facing the camera. I got up from the bed now and got on my knees next to her. I started to massage her butt and she moaned gently, she obviously liked it. I spread her butt cheeks open, spreading her wide open for the camera. It looked so pretty. I knew she was going to protest again that she didn't want to get fingered in the ass so I acted quickly. I bent my head down and looked briefly at her cute, pink asshole. I couldn't believe I was about to do this. I needed to do it.
I stuck out my tongue and dove in towards her asshole. I felt her shake before I had the sensation of touching her asshole with my tongue. But then it happened. I felt the salty taste of skin and the crinkled, ridged sensation of her anus. My tongue was hard and it pressed hard against her anus. I loved everything about the way she tasted there. It was almost better than her pussy, because it was wrong. Just like everything else we were doing. It was perfect. I think she felt the same way. She cried out.
"Holy shit!" she said and I felt her knees getting weak. I let my tongue soften now. I kept pulling her cheeks apart with my hands. While I did I lapped at her anus, feeling the ridges move over my tongue. I felt my mother pushing back against me, driving my tongue against my ass. I kept pulling her open, letting her asshole wide open while I tongued it gently for the camera. I looked into the camera lens now.
"Lick my asshole baby, lick your momma's asshole," my mother moaned and she wasn't acting. She needed it. I kept lapping. But she pushed my head in with her hand, driving me deeper into her asshole. I made my tongue rigid again. Now I was shoving it into her asshole, fucking her asshole with my tongue. I felt my tongue penetrating her deeply, felt the metallic taste of her insides. When I pulled the tongue back out it would stay slightly open for a second, and I couldn't believe how much I liked it. And I moved my finger quickly between my legs. I was toying with my clit now, masturbating. My mother arched her back. I knew she was rubbing her tits and she was moaning.
"JAYNE! Oh fuck your momma, Jayne!" she cried out loudly. I shoved my tongue deep inside of her now, her rectum squeezed my tongue and her taste was intense. Suddenly she was bucking hard and she was gasping for air. I knew that she was coming. It was happening so fast, she didn't need much ass play to go over. This sort of put me over the edge and before I knew it, I was cumming as well. My body shook and my tongue slipped quickly out of her asshole. I fell over on the bed and she did the same, quivering with pleasure. I can't even describe what it was like. The orgasm was more intense than anything I have ever felt before. The psychological effect of the strangeness of the day combined with the multiple orgasms broke something loose inside of me. I was just lying on the bed panting. I felt so complete. It was perfect. I was sexually satisfied, the danger to my family had passed, and everything was right, even if it was wrong. Part of me felt so dirty that I couldn't bear it, but that part was overpowered. It seemed to die inside of me, although I suppose it will always be there.
A few moments later I felt my mother's arms around me. I felt her nipples on my skin, her breast against me. Then I felt her tongue in my mouth. Our tongues mashed together. Finally I opened my eyes again. I looked into my mother's eyes and we broke our kiss. She was now just smiling at me. I hugged her closely, entwining us deeper. We kissed quietly and slowly for a long time. We didn't speak, we just expressed our natural love in a most unnatural way. I wondered if she tasted her pussy and her anus on my tongue. At one point I picked up her finger, tasting my own pussy and anus, and loving it. Then we just lay there for a few minutes, holding each other.
"Go turn off the camera baby," she whispered. I untangled myself from her legs and body and got up from the bed. My legs still felt weak. I made it to the camera, blew it a kiss and then turned it off. Then I went back to the bed, took my mother in my arms, and gave her another deep kiss. And there we slept.
*****
"Hey mom," I said about a week later as I walked into her house. She was sitting on the couch, reading a book. she looked up when I came in and gave me a big smile.
"Hey Jaynie, what's up?" she asked in a cheerful voice, putting the book down next to her on the couch. I sat down on the chair.
"Got another check in the mail," I said and I handed her the money that she would need for her bills. She took it quietly. We hadn't spoken about anything since we had awakened in her bed. She had gone to get a shower, I had gone to pick up my child from school, and that was it. Nothing seemed to change. I didn't see her sexually anymore, she was my mother again. But I saw something flash in her eyes when I handed her the money, like she was reliving the filming for a moment.
"And..." I said.
"What?" she said, sitting on the edge of her seat.
"There was an offer to do another video."
"Oh?"
"A $5,000 raise," I explained. I looked up at her now. Her face was a blank slate. I smiled at her and we both shrugged.
The End
Please Comment, I won't get any better until you tell me what I am doing wrong.
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"I love you honey," Mildred said with tears in her eyes. Her daughter wrapped her arms around her and held her tightly in her arms.
"I love you too mom," she said and wiped tears out of her own eyes. She walked her mother to the door of her room and then looked at her again. Ruby Costello gave her mother a hug and then closed the door behind her. Finally.
Ruby had not had what anyone would ever consider to be a difficult life. Her parents were still together and loved each other very much. The only thing that they loved more was her. Furthermore, she had grown up in a little rural town of no more than 2000 people. She had lots of friends and had been junior homecoming queen and runner up for prom queen her senior year. She was absolutely gorgeous, with long, flowing jet black hair and very pale skin. Her face was elegant with an aquiline nose, big grey eyes, and thick, light pink lips. Her eye lashes were very long and made her eyes look even bigger. Her body was impressive as well. She was very small at 5'2 and 95lbs. She had small, 32-A breasts and long thin legs. Her stomach was completely flat and her hip bones showed prominently but not too profoundly. Her build made her look slightly more girlish, less womanly than she felt.
Despite all of these advantages in life, Ruby couldn't help but feel absolutely and positively free. She was completely and utterly free! At 18 years old and a college freshman, Ruby was no longer trapped by forces that no one in her life knew about. Finally, at long last (having known for at least four years) Ruby was in a position where she could be an open lesbian and there was nothing anyone could do or say about it. She hoped that maybe she could find the courage by being at school and being open to someday go home and tell her friends and family. But that wasn't her concern now. She was free and wanted to enjoy it.
She looked around her cramped quarters and realized that they were quite small and none too comfortable, but she wanted them anyway. Her room had two beds in it, both looked cramped and together took up more than half the room. Then there were two desks and two dressers. In the end there was less than a square yard of walking space. There was no carpet and the walls were poorly painted concrete block. It looked like prison but felt like parole. She had set up her side the room, putting a pink comforter on her bed, big green pillows and a few posters for bands she liked. She even had her new computer all set up; all she needed was a roommate. It was Sunday night and classes started the next day, so there was no time to waste. The girl must be there soon.
For a while she just sat and waited. But eventually she felt like that was weird and clicked on her TV. She checked her schedule again and again and again because she was nervous about making it to class on time. She read a little bit from one of her books because it was on the syllabus for the next day and she noticed that it was getting dark outside. She sort of wanted to go out and see campus, or even just the other people on her floor. But she was so nervous! Things would get easier when her roommate got here. She felt very strange, she was never shy. It must have been because she was finally being honest with herself about her sexuality.
Finally, just when she was about to give up on it, a flustered girl walked into the room. Ruby could barely breath the girl was so pretty. She had long, straight blonde hair and beautifully tanned skin. Her hair was messy from trying to carry several bags in at the same time. Had an angelic face with big blue eyes, soft skin, thick red lips and a small pixie nose. Her body was like a model's. She was tall at 5'9 and was very thin at 115lbs. She had large (for her frame) 34-B breasts and long, shapely legs. She was bending over setting down her bags and her body just looked so lithe and sexy as it contorted. Ruby was instantly in love. The girl finally dropped all of her bags and looked up at Ruby, smiling.
"Hey!" the girl said, "you must my roommate. I am Holly!" She had a Valley-Girl accent and it was clear from just hearing her and seeing her clothes, bags, and jewelry that she was a wealthy girl.
"I am Ruby!" Ruby replied, finding it strange that she was sort of taking on the girl's accent already. She just found herself drawn to the girl.
"Can you help me with my stuff?" the girl asked politely and Ruby got up and together they set up Holly's side of the room with a white comforter and black pillows and the rest of her room had tasteful paintings and it looked very homey when she was done. As they worked, they talked. Ruby told Holly about her hometown, her friends, and her family. She learned that Holly was from California and that she lived with her father and his second, much younger wife. She learned that she was very popular, very wealthy, and more than a bit self-absorbed. But she was enamored by her anyway. She had such a commanding personality and she was undeniably gorgeous.
She had a way about her. She didn't ask Ruby to do things for her. Well, she did, but she did so in such a way that made it clear that it was not a request, but she wasn't rude. She would act as though she weren't listening when she was told a story, but would go back and reference some of those stories later and for some reason it would make you feel like you were being rewarded. She gave winning smiles when she was pleased and maddening indifference when she wasn't. Furthermore, she was well aware of her own sexiness and wasn't afraid to use it. And Ruby was able to gather all of this, just in the two hours they spent setting up the room.
"So do you want to go out and introduce ourselves to the other girls on our floor?" Holly asked and Ruby readily agreed. They walked around the dorm together, introducing themselves and getting to make contacts. Ruby got the feeling that she was sort of Holly's sidekick and that she was quickly falling into the girl's shadow. Soon they had introduced themselves to all the girls on their floor and even invited some of them back to their room.
They had fun that night. They got to know about five very pretty girls on their floor. Ruby wanted to somehow feel them out about her lesbianism but suddenly felt shy again. She began to wonder if she would be afraid to do it, even here at school. Maybe things would always be like they were back home. She desperately hoped that wouldn't be the case. But, for now, she focused on the fact that she had the nucleus of a group of friends. It was clear that Holly would be the leader. She just had a pull to her, she was gravitational. Not that Ruby disappeared completely. In fact, one mousy but cute girl name Mary seemed to be very fun and they spent several hours that night just sitting on Ruby's bed, talking and getting to know one another. Ruby was still very excited about school.
Eventually the other girls left and Ruby and Holly were left once again alone in their room. Both were nervous about their next day and couldn't sleep. They lay awake looking at the ceiling and eventually, they started to talk to one another.
"Are you nervous," Ruby asked eventually, turning over on her side so that she was looking at her roommate.
"I guess," Holly said nonchalantly, she wouldn't let her cool break.
"I am," Ruby said. She was always a terrible liar. She had never deceived anyone in her life. She had long since given up on trying.
"Yeah," Holly said, uncomfortable with the conversation so she pretended she was bored, "So what do you think about the other girls?"
"They all seemed really nice. I mean we should all go out together next weekend, so we can get to know them better," Ruby said. She was being serious. She rarely met someone she didn't like.
"I think that Kelly girl was a total bitch am I right!" Holly suddenly said and Ruby was taken aback. She was so confused by Holly's unnecessary cruelty that she just sort of agreed with her. She didn't really want to, but then she did. Holly then went on to tear down all of the other girls they had seen that night, pointing out their faults, exaggerating them, and in some instances creating them entirely. Ruby felt terrible but she agreed, she participated, and she even said things on her own. Things she didn't mean but felt like she had to say. She almost enjoyed it as well. Holly brought out the worst in her, but she liked it.
"And that Mary girl," Holly said rolling her eyes and Ruby looked over at her, she felt nervous. She had really connected with Mary. She wanted to be her friend.
"What about Mary?" Ruby said, trying not to sound too emotionally invested in the answer. For the first time she wondered what Holly would say about her when she wasn't around.
"Let's just say, she was all the fuck over you," Holly said, tossing her hair over her shoulders, which looked beautiful when exposed by her tank top.
"What do you mean," Ruby said, feeling her face get red.
"I am saying she is a total dyke. A lesbian," Holly said, raising her eyebrows and staring at Ruby.
"Gross," Ruby said and she felt like she had betrayed her soul. But part of her wondered if the cute Mary really had been looking at her. She didn't know what to think about her first day, but felt like there was still so much potential to just have fun.
* * * * *
School started the next day they both went to their classes and Ruby loved it. It made her forget all about her discomfort with Holly the night before. They even met up together with some of the girls from class and had lunch. Ruby loved her classes and she loved all of the people. She felt like so many people could be her friends. During the days that followed Ruby, Holly, and the other girls started to fall into a routine together. They would go to class and meet up for lunch. They would talk and have fun. More class, and then back to the dorm to watch TV, do homework and hang out.
That weekend, they all went out together. Holly had an older friend who got them all into a frat party together and they drank, danced, and had fun. Ruby felt like she finally doing what she had come to school to do. She had drank a bit in high school, but she really enjoyed going out with her friends and just getting wasted. It just felt like such a college thing. After a couple of weeks their little party group had come to its full size, with some girls leaving and more girls added until there were five of them (Ruby, Holly, Mary, Jessica, and Andrea) who all went out together, met and had lunch, and generally hung out all the time. They were a fun little clique and Ruby liked them all. And they all deferred to Holly, their leader.
In the evenings, Holly an Ruby continued to talk about the other girls behind their backs and Ruby found herself getting meaner and meaner. She didn't really like it and very, very rarely meant what she said. But still there she was, saying horrible things and giggling at what Holly said. The more that she did this, the more that she began to feel uncomfortable about Holly. She still craved her roommates' approval more than anything in the world, but she didn't even know if she liked the girl. She knew that she loved her and wanted her, but that just made things worse.
A few weeks into the school year and she had not even told a soul that she was a lesbian. That had been half the reason she had been excited to go to school and she was still too timid. Perhaps even more timid. She had gone from being a confident, popular high school girl who was a closeted lesbian to being a shy, hanger-on college girl who was still a closet lesbian. Soon her guilt began to overcome her. One night, while Holly and Ruby were laying in their bed, it came to a head.
"Did you see what Mary did last night?" she asked, referring to a party they had gone to at a house the night before.
"No what?" Ruby said, rolling over. She always got more nervous when Mary was brought up. May with her light brown, short hair and her cute, mousy good-looks and tiny, sexy body. Ruby found her to be so pure and so beautiful, but in some ways she lacked Holly's bitchy allure. But regardless, she was her closest friend and didn't like what Holly thought of her.
"She got totally hammered," which was what they all did, "and on a dare she kissed a girl. I told you she is a total dyke slut. But don't tell her I said anything!"
"I won't," Ruby said almost involuntarily. She thought for a minute about all the straight girls she had seen kiss other girls just to entice boys and wondered why Mary was so different for Holly.
"I mean it is just so gross," Holly explained, "I mean she is okay looking. She could get some guy if she wanted to."
"What is wrong with being a lesbian," Ruby asked before wishing that it was not in her mind to say it. Holly snorted.
"Are you serious?"
"I just mean...like if she doesn't come on to you, why does it matter. I mean I don't think I would like it," Ruby lied, "But what if she isn't bothering anyone."
"She doesn't have to come on to me to disgust me," Holly explained, rolling over on her back and looking at the ceiling, "I am starting to think you're a dyke too!"
"Hahaha. No way," Ruby said, a little too uncomfortably for believability. But Holly seemed not to notice.
"I mean I am just being a bitch, but like if anyone I knew ever was a lesbian, I totally just would stop hanging out with them," Holly explained, "Anyway. Goodnight." She then rolled over and went to sleep. Suddenly, Ruby felt crushed. All her worst fears were confirmed. If she wanted to continue to have friends, she would have to pretend she was straight. It was just like high school all over again. A sudden, deep depression fell over her and she rolled over and put her head in her pillow so Holly wouldn't hear her crying herself to sleep.
* * * * *
The next night the party girls were all in Holly and Ruby's dorm room again getting ready to go out for a night out at parties. It was a Saturday night, which meant that they were all going to go all-out. After all, they would have all Sunday to recuperate and no parties that night because there was class the next morning. They were all dressed up in their nicest party clothes and they were all trying to look as sexy as possible. As usual, Holly was clearly the hottest. Only one girl was dressed up and ready to go, Ruby felt too depressed to go out.
"Come on Ruby, just get dressed, let's go!" Holly said.
"No seriously," she said, trying to sound convincing, "I just don't feel good and I have work due on Monday." Holly rolled her eyes.
"I know when you are lying," she said and put her hands on her hips.
"I am not lying!"
"Whatever, I don't have time for this. Come, let's go," she said to the other girls and they started to leave. Only Mary stayed behind for a moment.
"Seriously Ruby, what's wrong," she asked softly and with compassion. For an instant, Ruby desperately wanted to tell her that she was a lesbian. She wanted to tell her that she was in love with all of her friends. But she just couldn't.
"I am fine. Go have fun!" she said, trying to sound excited. May gave her a disbelieving look, but then slowly walked out the door.
"She is such a drama-queen bitch," Holly said, but she was not completely muffled by the door and Ruby felt horrible. Again she threw herself on the bed and started to cry. Why was this happening?
Eventually she was able to get up and she felt rudderless. She had gone out every weekend night since she had gotten to school over a month ago and was so rarely alone she didn't know what to do. For a while she thought about her friends, but it started to make her feel bad and she was compelled to stop. She changed into pajamas (meaning a white tank-top with no bra and a tiny pair of blue boxer shorts). She watched a little television and just tried to feel normal, tried to keep the depressing thoughts out of her mind. It was harder than she thought it would be. Eventually she got back to thinking about lesbianism. She started to think about girls and started to get hot. She wanted to be with one so bad. She didn't want to stay a virgin forever. She didn't want to pretend she was straight anymore.
She started to feel very, very horny. More so than she had ever felt before. She had felt for sure she would at least be on the road to having a girlfriend by now. The deferred hope for sexual contact must have been increasing her sexual desires. After a while, she couldn't wait any longer. She got on her computer and Googled lesbian porn. She didn't know what she was looking for, but she got hotter and hotter as she looked at images on the computer. She didn't try to masturbate as she had never done so before. But eventually, she started to feel embarrassed by her behavior. She lay down on her bed to go to sleep, trying to sleep off her horniness and confusion
*****
A few hours later, there as a knock at the door that awoke her. She could hear giggling and could tell that it was Andrea. She also heard a loud moaning sound and it was a bit wounded in nature. She heard Andrea swear and then start to giggle again. Then there was another knock and it was much louder. Ruby got up out of bed and opened the door. The first thing she saw was Andrea. Her hair was a complete mess and her eyes were red and she was laughing hysterically. Then she looked over at Holly. Her eyes were completely closed, she could barely stand on her own and she was making strange noises.
"What the hell happened?" Ruby asked, looking at her destroyed friends.
"Oh shit. We are so drunk!" Andrea said, stumbling into the room. The two girls collapsed in a pile in the middle of the floor. Andrea started laughing, but Holly looked like she was passed out.
"What the Hell?" Ruby said. She was nervous. They could get in trouble for being this out of control. She could get in trouble for not turning them in.
"They were giving away jello shooters and shots and stuff. We got soo drunk!" Andrea said again, struggling to get to her feet.
"Is she sick?"
"Nah," Andrea said, waving her hand dismissively, "I just didn't want her to get date raped or something, so I brought her home. How long have we been back?" Ruby rolled her eyes. This was more than a little ridiculous.
"Go back to your room, I will take care of this," she said to Andrea who acted like she was going to say something, but just nodded her head and then stumbled out the door. She and Jessica lived in the room across the hall, so she would make it back alright. She closed the door behind her as she went.
"Are you okay?" Ruby asked her roommate, but she was passed out cold on the floor, she was even snoring a little bit. Ruby sighed. She would have to take care of this. Wherever they had been had been hot and it looked like they had also had a bubble machine, because Holly and her clothes were damp and sticky with sweat and soap. Ruby decided that the first thing would be to get Holly out of her disgusting clothes and then get her into bed. She quickly unbuttoned her roommates blouse and threw it onto the floor. Holly was wearing a sexy black bra with bright pink lace. Next she unzipped Holly's little white skirt and slid it off her hips. She was wearing a thong that perfectly matched her bra. Ruby tapped her friend on the face, trying to get her to wake up, but it was to no avail. For a moment Ruby got up and just looked at Holly laying on the floor. Her body looked so amazing, she had her legs crossed and she was curled up a bit and it was easy to see all of her perfect curves and angles and despite her messy state, Ruby found that her mouth was watering. But she bent over and roused her enough so that she could help her friend into bed. Holly didn't really talk, her eyes remained slits and she grumbled nonsense. Ruby had never seen anyone so drunk in her life.



Eventually she was able to get Holly into the bed and just laid her down on top of the covers on her back. She was breathing hard when she was finished and went back to her own bed and lay down. She wondered how a girl could get so high and mighty about a supposed moral issue like lesbianism and at the same time go out and get completely smashed like that. She looked over at her.
"Shit!" she said to herself. She just realized something she had remembered from a drug and alcohol seminar she had been forced to take upon entering her school. She wasn't supposed to let a drunk person sleep on her back. She could vomit or something and choke. She sighed, very annoyed at being awakened and forced to deal with this, and she hefted herself out of bed and went and stood over Holly's bed. The girl was in a very black sleep now and she was not moving, but Ruby could see her chest moving up and down as she breathed.
Ruby started to look at the girl's breasts, the way they swelled out of her thin stomach and ached and pressed against her beautiful bra. She had tried, unsuccessfully, to see her roommate change on a couple of occasions since school had started and had no luck. For a minute she wandered if it what she was thinking about doing was wrong. But she convinced herself that she was ensuring that Holly didn't vomit all over her nice bra. Besides, with all the work she had done, she had earned a little peak.
She slid her arms underneath of Holly's body. She could smell Holly's shampoos, her perfume, and the smell of alcohol on her skin. Ruby felt her nipples getting hard and her pussy started to get wet as she felt her arms against Holly's soft, supple skin. She found the back of the bra and deftly unhooked it. She drew the straps back and casually removed the bra. She smiled when she looked down at Holly, laying flat on her back now, with her breasts exposed to the air. Her breasts were very round on the bottom with a teardrop shape. Her nipples were pink and around the size of quarters, but her nipples were very long, nearly an inch in length. They were hard right now, probably from the cold air. Holly moaned a bit. Ruby was nervous, but that was the extent of her stirring. She seemed to be completely out of it.
Ruby desperately wanted to know what another girl's breast felt like. She knew how her own felt, but she wanted to feel like it did just in her hand, without feeling the hand against her breast. She looked around the room as though she expected someone to be lurking around and then laughed to herself. She slowly put the palm of her hand down onto Holly's right breast, just laying her hand against it. It felt hot, smooth, and she loved the way the nipple mashed against her finger. She held it there for second, enjoying the sensation, and then she squeezed gently.
"I know what I said..."Holly said but it was clear that she wasn't thinking. Ruby laughed and placed her other hand on Holly's other breast and squeezed. She did this for a while, but then she wanted to feel those long nipples in her mouth.
"What am I doing!" Ruby said, suddenly snapping out of the daze that had convinced her somehow that this was a good idea, "I am like molesting my roommate."
She kept her hands on Holly's breasts and looked down at her. She wasn't moving, she was completely blacked out. She wouldn't remember any of this. Ruby tried to convince herself of at least that face. But even if that was true, it didn't make it okay to touch her! Suddenly, a vindictive part of her mind spoke up. It was the same part of her mind that Holly always seemed to bring out.
"She is trying to keep you down," her mind told her and she didn't know what it meant, "She is the one who is keeping you in the closet. She is the reason you are too nervous to tell anyone you are a lesbian. You need to not let her intimidate you now, when she won't remember anything. Then she won't intimidate you later." For some reason this logic appealed to her. She started to consider the ramifications. She didn't want to be in Holly's shadow forever and she didn't want to stay in the closet for the rest of her college experience. If Holly wouldn't remember anyway, maybe it would help her. Help her to not feel so intimidated.
Now she leaned forward and moved one of her hands off of one of Holly's breasts and looked at it. Her hand was sticky from Holly's skin and the nipple hardened against quickly. She realized that her confidence was short and she had to act now. She quickly moved her head down, feeling her lips against Holly's skin. She felt her mouth melt into Holly's hot breast and felt her nipple against her teeth. Ruby opened her mouth and the nipple slid in. It was a little bumpy, but smooth and hard at the same time. It tasted salty from sweat and bitter from the soap. She flicked her tongue against it and Holly moaned out of habit. For a moment, Ruby didn't move, then she began to suck on the nipple, rubbing the other breast with her hand as she did so. She felt her hips moving, involuntarily, humping against the bed and she giggled at herself. She sucked harder on Holly's tit, feeling the skin suck into her mouth. She looked up at Holly's angelic face, and smiled.
She sucked for a while, feeling her pussy get soaking wet. She moved her hand off of Holly's breasts and started to rub her own through her tank top. She took her mouth off of Holly's hard tit and quickly slipped off her own shirt to better rub her own breast. She quickly started to pinch her own nipples and suck hard on Holly's other breast as she flicked her tongue on the nipple. She heard Holly moan again and looked up. Her eyes were still just slits and her head was lolled a bit to the side. It was then that Ruby noticed a thin stream of droll running out of corner of Holly's mouth and pooling on the top of her right breast.
For some reason, Ruby wanted that liquid in her body. She didn't know what was overcoming her. She had had sexual fantasies about girls for a very long time. But she had never considered anything kinky. Now she had this girl completely in her power and she wanted to do anything and everything she could think of. She got off of her breast slowly slid up Holly's body, feeling her own, purplish-pink nipples against the girl's body, until she was right near the girl's mouth. There was a thin stream of droll coming out of the girls mouth and the pool on her breast and shoulder was thick and about the size of a pair of fifty-cent pieces. She was just inches from Holly's face now and could see how smooth and clear her skin was. She could feel Holly's body rising and falling as she breathed.
The first thing Ruby did was break the stream of saliva coming of Holly's mouth. She stuck her tongue out and felt the spit against her mouth. It was sweet and salty and it was a bit like rum. Ruby felt a chill run through her body as it went into her mouth. Next she bent her head down and started to lap at the puddle on Holly's breast. The flavor was more intense and she let it fill her mouth, not swallowing it. It was thick and viscous and the fact that the taste was intense made it better. She licked up all of the saliva from Holly's body, taking it inside of her. Finally, she licked the last few drops Holly's cheek and lip, feeling the other girls hot, full lips against her wet tongue. Now her mouth was full of the spit and she swirled it around in mouth. Finally, she swallowed it down and felt a sexy warmth in stomach as she did so.
Now her body was completely in control. Any fears or internal qualms that she once had were completely subsumed in her desire to get everything she wanted. The only question was what did she want? Her body answered for her. She wanted everything that Holly would consider nasty and wrong. She didn't want to please Holly anymore and she didn't want to follow. And she wanted to lead Holly where she didn't want to go. She quickly slipped off her own boxers. She took off her tank as well and felt a bit chilly in the cold air. She felt goose bumps rise on her body and wondered how much of it was because of the thrill. It was her first time ever naked in front of another girl. She didn't want to be naked alone. Holly just let her toss her body around like a bag of meat, she didn't even make any noises. In a moment, Holly's thong was laying in a pile on the floor with the other clothes. Holly was laying flat on her back now, completely naked. Ruby could see that the blonde girl was shaved completely bare, like herself. She knew just the nasty, despicable thing that she wanted to do. She took Holly's legs in her hands and gently pushed them up and spread them apart. She rolled Holly back, firmly planting the girl's feet on the pillow behind her head. Her bare pussy with its tiny, pink lips and her blood-swollen red asshole looked straight up in the air. Holly's eyes were open but they weren't registering anything.
Ruby looked for a moment and smelled the delicious smell of pussy pulsing up from her dorm-mates body. She had only ever smelled her own pussy before and the energy she felt from taking in Holly's scent was unbelievable. She moved her face down closer, her smooth skin almost touching Holly's. She breathed in deeply and closed her eyes. She wanted this so bad.
She stuck out her tongue, making it thick and wet, making sure there was lots of spit. She leaned her head forward and felt her hair splash out across Holly's ass and legs. She closed her eyes just as her tongue made its first, tentative contact with the red anus. It tasted salty and hot and Ruby mashed her tongue down against it. She started to gently lap at it, feeling the ridges and the texture of the anus on her mouth and feeling her pussy start to drip against her leg.
She decided to get more serious now. With one hand she started to rub her own left nipple, feeling the rising pressure as she did so. Her other hand moved to Holly's hip, steadying her. She continued to lap at the ass with her tongue, but started to do so with more and more pressure. Soon her tongue was completely rigid. Soon she stopped lapping at the anus and started to push her tongue into it. Ruby started to moan and was gratified to hear that Holly moaned too, even if she didn't really know why. Ruby fucked her tongue harder and harder into Holly's anus. Soon she felt that her tongue couldn't get any longer, it was out as far as it would go and still Holly's ass was trying to suck more and more into her ass. Holly was writhing now and making gurgling noises and Ruby was pulling hard on her own nipple. She moved her hand off of Holly's hip and quickly slammed it into Holly's ass along with her tongue, feeling the tight, hot squeeze of the anus as it was stretched to its limit. Ruby couldn't believe how hot this was. She had never even considered anything like this before.
Suddenly, Holly started to make a strange moaning sound. Ruby opened her eyes just in time to see the first hot spurt of piss shoot out of Holly's pussy. It was golden and looked beautiful against the light. There wasn't even any time to think. Ruby popped her tongue out of Holly's ass, but kept her index finger in. In fact she added her middle finger, pushing them both in to the last knuckle. At the same time she clamped her mouth over Holly's pussy. The piss felt incredibly hot and salty as it splashed into her mouth. In a few moments, the entire stream was caught in her mouth and she started to let it fill her mouth. Soon there was no more room and she started to swallow the oddly tasty liquid down, feeling it pool warmly with the spit in the pit of her stomach. There was so much, Holly really had had quite a bit to drink that night. Just as Ruby's stomach was starting to feel unbelievably full, the stream started to flow and then stopped entirely. Ruby looked around and saw that she had caught most of it. She continued to rub her fingers in and out of the doubled up Holly, letting her fingers dip hard into the girl's anus.
But by now she was very hot. She needed some relief. And she knew how she wanted to get it. She slipped her fingers out of Holly's anus and popped them into her mouth. She tasted the nasty, earthy flavor and loved it. She let go of Holly's legs and the girl flopped down, again laying out full on the bed. With a little effort, she was able to get Holly sitting up straight on the bed again. Ruby looked at her, she was more sexy that ever. Ruby couldn't believe how horny she was.
She carefully pulled Holly up into a sitting position. She had to try something. Sat down next to Holly. She spread both of their legs and overlapped them. Then she took her hand and slowly tapped Holly on the face. For a moment there was no reaction.
"huh?" Holly said finally, her eyes open as slits.
"You are having a dream Holly, you want to fuck," Ruby said. Holly didn't move, "Don't you?"
"Yes mother," Holly said and Ruby wondered where the girl's head was at.
"Masturbate honey," Ruby said, Holly hesitated for a second, or more accurately remained in a stupor, but then she started to move her hand. Ruby moved quickly, taking Holly's hands in her own she moved the hand away from Holly's pussy and gently set them on her own. Holly didn't even seem to notice. Soon her thin, lithe fingers were moving over the soft, white pussy lips of her roommate and Ruby felt as though she were in heaven. Holly seemed to be in a daze, but it was wonderful. Her fingers knew just what to do, they slid over Ruby's clit, rubbing it gently, pinching it and teasing it. Ruby moaned loudly. But Holly was starting to notice something.
"I don't feel anything momma!" She said, pinching the clit hard. Ruby screamed and then quickly moved her hand between her roommates legs and started to rub her. Holly moaned loudly started to grind her hips.
"Better baby?" Ruby asked.
"Yes mother," Holly said.
"Then don't stop," Ruby said, barely above a gasp. As she started to rub against Holly's clit, the other girl now started to dip her fingers into Ruby's pussy. Ruby decided that the best way to keep tricking Holly was to follow her lead. Soon their fingers were deep in each other's pussies. They were both rubbing their own tits at the same time. Ruby's mind was starting to blank. She knew that she was on the verge of the biggest orgasm of her entire life. She was shoving her cunt hard into her drunken roommates fingers but she didn't stop rubbing Holly. For a brief moment she felt a giant flash all over her body and she felt herself shaking. Waves of pleasure rolled out from her body and she shoved her fingers hard into Holly's body. Ruby shook and gasp and finally the powerful orgasm subsided, only to briefly rise again and then leave her feeling completely content. She opened her eyes and saw that Holly was shaking too. The girl was moaning loudly.
"Momma!" She screamed and then collapsed again on her bed. This time Ruby let her fall. She couldn't believe what she had just done. For a moment she just laid on the bed breathing heavy and feeling Holly's hot skin against her own. Then she got up quickly. Who knew how long this stupor would last? She quickly found some of Holly's pajamas and put them on her drunken roommate, slipping her into bed. She put all of their dirty clothes away and then quickly got in her own pajamas and fell into a fast and contented sleep. She didn't even feel the slightest bit of guilt.
* * * * *
"Oh my fucking head!" Holly said, waking Ruby from her slumber. She looked over at her disheveled roommate and smiled.
"Rough night last night?" Ruby asked and almost giggled to herself.
"I don't remember anything, except for this really strange dream..." she said, sitting up and rubbing her head and then falling back down.
"Yeah you were pretty conked out," Ruby said trying to act cool.
"How did I get in these pajamas?" Holly asked looking down at herself. Ruby didn't want to come off as a creeper so she made something up. But just a little.
"Do you really want to know?"
"I think so..."
"You pissed yourself right when you came in. I had to clean you up," Ruby said, blushing at her lie, but it looked authentic.
"Oh god, that is so embarrassing," Holly said, covering her face, "You are such a good friend, Ruby."
"I know," Ruby replied.
* * * * *
A few hours later Ruby was standing outside of Mary's door, holding a picnic basket with giant butterflies in her stomach. She knocked and Mary answered.
"What's up?" Mary asked.
"I am a lesbian," Ruby blurted out. Mary gave her a quizzical smile but didn't say anything, "I was wondering if you wanted to have a picnic with me...As a date?" Mary didn't say anything for a while, just put her hands on her hips and looked at her friend.
"Sure," she said and gave her a smile. They held hands as they walked down the dormitory hallway.
The End
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Chapter 1: A College Girl
Kilee Olenowski stood in front of the dormitory and waved goodbye to her foster mother as she drove away from the school and out of Kilee's life forever. She was a 18-year-old girl, she was just beginning her enrollment at Upper Priam Women's College, and she was completely alone in the world. She had run away from home when she was 13 and ended up in Hawaii when she was 15. There she had ended up in the foster system and now that she was out, she was in college and ready to begin her life as an adult with no ties to her past.
She was simply running to a new place. It was not as though it had always been her dream to go to Upper Priam (or UP as it was called), it was simply a million miles away from everyone she had ever known and it was the only school that had offered her a full academic scholarship. She had never even heard of the school before and had not even thought about going to college when a letter had arrived in the mail at her foster mother's home in Hawaii. She looked around at her options in the islands and realized that UP in Maine was a better place for her. She realized that the only way for her to gain the sort of independence she desperately wanted was to become an educated woman and make some money.
UP was a small school in an even smaller town. The school had only 2000 female students. It was a liberal arts school which was renowned for its psychology department and for its history of philosophy courses. Kilee didn't know what she planned on doing, but being in a new place made her feel fresh in a way she hadn't felt since she climbed out of her bedroom window at the age of 13.
So as she turned around from her foster mother and looked at the three story brick dorm room and where many of the students saw a dank and unfriendly place far from those who loved them, Kilee saw possibility. She walked into the lobby of the dorm with her two suitcases in her hand and tried to check into her room.
The security guard looked up from her crossword puzzle and saw a goddess. Kilee Olenowski was gorgeous enough to be a movie star or a model. She was 5'9 and weighed no more than 115lbs. She had long, straight black hair. Her skin was creamy and white. She had the face of a pixie with a tiny upturned nose, thick pink lips, long eye lashes and big glassy emerald eyes. She considered herself a bit of a punk, but on her own terms. She liked to wear green eyes shadow to accentuate her eyes. She often wore a short, red plaid skirt a black bra underneath of a white, bellybutton exposing tank top and knee high boots, occasionally even with fishnet stalking. Her fingernails were always panted the same color as her eyes. Her breasts were small A-cups but she was proud of their perkiness. Her stomach was flat, which she was also very proud of. She had a bit of an ass for a girl her slim size that went surprisingly well with her slender hips. It was also known for being toned. However, her best feature was her slim, muscular, and perfectly formed legs. She rarely wore pants in an effort to expose these endowments. She had both of her ears pierced as well as her nose (A small diamond stud), her left eyebrow, her lip on the right side, her nipples had small rings, her bellybutton had a two inch, diamond bellybutton ring, and finally she had a ring between her legs. She sort of looked like an angel from hell sent to the earth to entice people.
However, despite her somewhat aggressively sexual exterior she was generally a shy girl and a virgin. She liked to put on a bristly exterior, especially when meeting people so that she could try to avoid getting to know them. She never felt like she was at home or close to anyone and with time she began to think that this meant that she preferred it. She was a bit vain and so she refused to make herself unattractive to repel people. Instead she made herself as beautiful as possible but played the ice queen at times to avoid being hurt.
The security guard checked her in and gave her the key to her room. The woman couldn't keep her eyes off of Kilee as she walked to the elevator and pushed the button. Kilee could tell that the woman was watching her and it made her uncomfortable. She turned around to the woman and winked at her. The security guard quickly went back to her crossword puzzle and left Kilee alone. Kilee smiled to herself as the doors closed in front of her.
She got off on the third floor and fumbled around for a while, looking for her room. Eventually, she walked past the shower and laundry rooms, took a left at the bathroom and then followed the carpet all the way to the emergency exit and took a left. There at the end of a long hallway she saw her room, which was a corner room she could see from the outside. She looked to her right and laughed to herself. There was the elevator, she had walked all over the building to come back almost exactly to the point she had gotten off. She shook her head at herself and then walked to her door. She inserted her key and took a deep breath. When the door opened, she would be a college girl.
Chapter 2: The Wrong Foot
When she opened the door, Kilee found that half of the room was already occupied. She looked around but didn't see anyone in the room. However, the bed on the left side of the room had pink pillows and a pink comforter. The room was strewn with stuffed animals and posters of beefcake movie stars. Kilee rolled her eyes and threw her bags down on the floor. She set about setting up her side of the room. She decorated it in green and blue and put up posters of her favorite band. She admired her side of the room and how it was the exact opposite of her roommate. She sat down on her bed and realized that she had absolutely no idea as to what she was supposed to do next.
Just as she was considering this, a girl whirled into her room with wet hair and a white towel wrapped around her body. The girl didn't initially realize that Kilee was there and she was singing to herself and skipping through the room. Kilee was shocked at the girl's beauty. She was tall like Kilee, 5'10 and thin, probably 120lbs. She had short blonde hair, blue eyes and a severe, angular face which was nonetheless beautiful. Her breasts were small, although a bit larger than Kilee's and she had somewhat wider hips and a smaller butt. Her body was toned and she had slim legs. Kilee was impressed by her new roommate and hoped that they would get along.
"Hey," she said the girl, who jumped a foot and turned around. She looked terrified for a moment and then realized that the other half of the room was decorated and that Kilee was her roommate. She laughed a bit, secured her towel with her left hand and then extended her right.
"Hi, my name is Sarah Whitmore, nice to meet you," the girl said, smiling a cheerleader smile and shaking Kilee's hand vigorously.
"My name is Kilee Olenowski, nice to meet you too," she replied. They settled into a few minutes of awkward silence and then they tried to get to know one another. Kilee learned that Sarah was from Maine and that every woman in her family had gone to UP since the school had opened in 1896. She was a high school cheerleader and she planned to be a vet. Kilee found her to be a bit stuck up and more than a bit overwhelming. Sarah learned about Kilee as well and came out feeling as though Kilee was a bit of cold, distant and more than a bit sarcastic. By the time Sarah stepped into her closet to get dressed, they already disliked one another.
Classes were the next day and so they quickly got prepared for the day, growing more nervous and thereby more irritable. Sarah wanted to go to bed early, but Kilee liked staying up late and watching TV. Sarah liked to keep a night light on, but Kilee preferred to close the blinds and have absolute darkness. Kilee wanted to wake up just before classes began but Sarah wanted to set her alarm early so that she could look her best for the first day of classes. Each little debate added to their animosity.
The first week of classes passed without any major problems. In most of Kilee's classes the professors simply handed out the syllabi and then sent them out again. She usually ate lunch on her own, occasionally in the library and she tried to stay away from her room as much as possible. She was beginning to find Sarah unbearable. On the bright side, she found the wooded campus to be beautiful and went on long walks around the columned, brick buildings on campus and the delightful, century-old homes in town. She especially liked main street, which had quaint little stores and surprisingly good restaurants. She briefly considered getting a job as a waitress for some extra spending money but decided to wait and see if she could handle the work load of classes before doing anything rash.
On Thursday evening of the first week, Kilee came back from one of her walks and was in a particularly good mood. She opened her door with a smile and sat down at her desk to look over her schedule for the next day. She noticed that Sarah was looking at her with a strained smile on her face, as though she felt compelled to smile despite some gnawing internal problem. Kilee had long since given up on being polite to her roommate.
"What's your problem?" she asked and she noticed that the smile faltered for a moment and then rose back onto her face.
"Oh nothing," Sarah said and then got up from her bed and looked around the room a bit. Kilee shrugged her shoulders and then went back to her desk. She turned on her computer and started to play around on the internet. She completely forgot about Sarah.
"Kilee?" Sarah asked. Kilee turned to her roommate, who was still smiling her odd little smile. Kilee raised her eyebrows inquisitively. "Nothing, never mind." Kilee rolled her eyes and turned back and continued to flipped through her e-mail. She was about to power down her computer when she heard Sarah sigh.
"What the fuck do you want," Kilee said, seriously angry now that her roommate seemed intent on ruining her good mood.
"Have you seen my stuffed turtle?" Sarah asked. Kilee found it hard not to laugh.
"Um... I haven't" Kilee replied with a snort.
"Well, it's just that it is my favorite and when I left for class this morning it was sitting on my pillow and you were the only person here. I came back this afternoon and it was gone," Sarah explained, squirming while she made the accusation.
"What exactly are you implying?" Kilee asked indignantly.
"Well I don't know," Sarah said.
"I think you think I stole your damned stuffed animal. Look at me Sarah. Look at my room and look at my stuff. Do I seem like the kind of stupid bimbo who wants to have a stuffed turtle or anything else stuffed shoved under my bed?" Kilee asked, standing up now and staring down her roommate. Now it was Sarah's turn to get indignant.
"Hey, don't call me a bimbo you stupid slut. I am not saying that you want it to hold or anything. God knows you are such a bitch you would probably pop its head off. I just know that you hate me and that you seem like the kind of person who would throw it away just to be a jerk to me," Sarah explained. Kilee was more than a little hurt. She knew that she came off as icy, but she wasn't a bad person and she definitely never stole anything from anyone.
"You listen to me," Kilee said, leaning over Sarah and pointing her finger at her, "I might not be mommy's little rich girl like you and I might not have a fake smile plastered on my face all of the time, but I am not a thief and I don't act like a bitch just for fun. I think you owe me an apology." Sarah stood up as well and gave Kilee a little shove.
"I don't know who you think you are, taking my things, but I am going to tell the R.A. first thing tomorrow and you are going to be out on your ass so fast it will make your head spin," the cheerleader explained. Kilee snorted a little laugh and then shoved Sarah hard so that she fall back on her bed.
"I hope that you do, because I didn't do anything wrong and I will let her know that you shoved me for no reason," Kilee explained and then she lay down on her bed and turned on the TV and ignored Sarah until she fell asleep.
She woke up the next morning and rolled over. She saw that Sarah was still sitting on her bed and then she was clutching a green, stuffed turtle to her chest. She laughed to herself and then sat up. Sarah looked over at her and Kilee pointed at the turtle.
"Uh, yeah I guess Frank got stuck down between my bed and the wall," Sarah said and smiled. She looked very nervous.
"So you were the one being a bitch I guess?" Kilee asked. She was loving every minute of her vindication.
"I guess so," Sarah said, then she sighed, "I know. I am really sorry. I know now that you didn't steal any of my stuff and it was pretty mean of me to accuse you of something that you didn't do. Please don't tell on me." Kilee rolled her eyes.
"Is that all you care about?"
"Oh no!" Sarah said, "No listen, if you want to tell on me, you would be within your rights. It's just... I think we got off on a bad foot."
"Yeah and you put us there," Kilee said, still fuming.
"I guess it was probably mostly me, I don't know. Can we just put this in the past? I want to be friends. Listen, its Friday night and I don't really know anyone here yet except for you. Some guys from town invited me to their house for a party. I want to go but I don't want to go by myself. Let's go out together and have fun and try to be friends," Sarah pleaded. Kilee considered it for a few moments. She didn't want to be mean anymore, Sarah was obviously trying. She figured that she was going to regret her decision, but she decided to go out.
"Sure," She finally said, and the smile returned to Sarah's face.
"Okay, let's go out at like ten," Sarah said, "This is going to be great." Kilee took a deep breath and then got ready for her day.
Chapter 3: The Party
"You're still just going to wear that?" Sarah asked, looking over at Kilee who was wearing her skirt, tank top, and boot combination. She had a little bit of guarded disgust in her voice as though Kilee was somehow demeaning the concept of the college party.
"Yeah, you going out in that," Kilee said, pointing and Sarah. Sarah looked down at herself and shrugged. She was wearing a loose fitting blouse and tight black pants and flats. She looked like she might be going to a club and she felt that she was quite attractive. There was a lot about Kilee that Sarah just didn't understand. She sighed and finished putting on her make-up. Kilee did the same and when they were finished, they locked the door and left.
The party was only a few blocks from the dorm room and they got there without further incident, a minor miracle by Kilee's measure.
The house was an old, white clapboard house and they could hear the music thumping in the basement. Sarah looked excited, but Kilee thought for the first time that she hated parties and briefly considered running away. But by that time the door was open and bright lights and the smell of beer wafted out at her.
"Holy shit, check out these two," a tall guy with a scruffy beard and a backwards hat said.
"Hi, Colin said it would be cool if we dropped by," Sarah said and walked into the living room. Kilee sighed, crossed her arms in front of her chest and then walked in.
"I say it's cool too," the hat guy said and then introduced himself as Rob. There were a good deal of people sitting and drinking on the first floor and most of the guys were staring at the two new arrivals. Sarah seemed to come alive with it, but it made Kilee feel cheap and uncomfortable. She was handed a shot of vodka and took it and asked for another. She then walked over to the keg.
"Can I get a beer," she said to the guy holding the tap.
"Anything you want," he said and winked at her. She rolled her eyes and took the beer. She could feel his eyes on her ass as she walked back to the living room. Sarah was taking shots like they were going to run out and Kilee decided to get away from the exhibition.
She made her way down the stairs and got into the dancing room in the basement. The room was packed with people, some of whom were girls she recognized from her classes. Kilee was not in any mood to dance but she caught sight of a beer pong table in the corner. Just as she arrived, a girl playing splashed her beer in her partners face and stormed off.
"Hey I need a new partner," the guy yelled, laughing and wiping the beer from his face. Kilee walked over towards him and his eyes bugged out of his head.
"I am ready," she said and smiled at him. She was going to try to be friendly, "Just don't pull whatever you did to get your face wet with me."
"I'd never dream of doing anything wet with you," he said and she laughed despite herself. The guy smiled and extended his hand, "Todd."
"Kilee," She said, returning the handshake. Then they started their game. They were an amazing team. They beat the first pair quickly, without losing a cup. They started a run in which they defeated six teams in a row, losing no more than three cups the entire time. Things got a bit tougher after that and they had to win on redemption twice in the next four games, but they won them all. By the time they lost in the 13th straight game, Kilee was more than a little bit drunk. She and Todd were walking away from the table, reminiscing about particularly good shots when Todd took her by the hand. She turned and looked at him and he leaned in for a kiss. She was a bit surprised but she allowed herself to sweep aside any concerns and their lips met. It was the first time she had ever been kissed and it was sloppy and a bit uncomfortable. As her lips broke away, she heard someone yelled towards her.
"Whore!" the voice said and Kilee turned and saw the girl who had splashed beer on Todd's face. She put her hands up in a defensive position and gave a vicious evil eye to Todd. He drunkenly shrugged at her.
"What's up babe?" he asked his girlfriend.
"Oh nothing!" she replied, "Just walking downstairs to say I was sorry and I see my dickhead boyfriend putting his drunken hands all over some fucking cunt. That's all."
"Hey, we just kissed and he never told me he had a girlfriend," Kilee explained.
"Bitch, you don't have a speaking role in this play," the girl said, "Come on Todd. Take me the fuck home," with that she grabbed Todd's hand and took him out a back door and into the yard. Luckily the music had been loud and no one had seemed to notice. Nonetheless, Kilee felt enormously embarrassed and she climbed back up the stairs and into the living room. She heard high pitched laughter and knew that it was Sarah. She turned the corner into the room and saw that Sarah was standing with her shoes off with her arms around a guys neck. Most of the people in the room were watching her. Kilee turned to walk back out, she didn't like to see her cheerleader roommate getting sloppy while she was hammered.
"Oh there she is," Sarah said as Kilee turned her back. Kilee winced and turned back around.
"Hey, what's up?" she asked sheepishly.
"Hey Kilee, this guy Colin said that if I make out with a girl he is going to let me keep this hat," she said and starting giggling. She was holding up a goofy looking cowboy hat.
"Oh, I don't know," Kilee said. She was drunk and so she didn't automatically recoil from the idea, but she was still uncertain as to whether it was a good idea.
"Come on, chick," Colin said.
"Her name is Kilee," Sarah explained, spilling a little bit of beer on the back of her shirt.
"Come on Kilee!" The drunk people in the room began to chant as Kilee's face got red. She felt for a second about bolting from the house entirely but suddenly she thought about the leering glances a bit and it felt good. She liked that everyone wanted to see her.



"Well...Ok," she said and set her cup down on a stereo speaker. The crowd erupted in cheers and Kilee smiled as she walked over to her sloppy roommate. She noticed that while she still had a healthy dislike for Sarah, she didn't hate her and she certainly found her attractive. She put her arms around the girl and put her nose against her. The ground cheered. She closed her eyes and bent her head to the side. She felt her lips meet Sarah's and they were soft and sweet. She put her right hand on the nape of Sarah's neck and her left hand around her waist. She bent Sarah deeper into her kiss and she felt Sarah's thick tongue enter her mouth and play on her teeth. Sarah's left had fell to Kilee's ass and rubbed it gently her other hand reached up and touched Kilee's breast. Kilee almost jumped out of her skin and the crowd laughed and cheered. Slowly, their lips broke and Kilee once again opened her eyes. Sarah was smiling at her and Kilee leaned forward and bit her lip, gently. The crowd went wild.
"Alright," Colin exclaimed, "She gets the hat," He placed the hat on Sarah's head and she laughed. Kilee liked her roommate a little better when they both were drunk.
"There's that whore again, doing what they do," Kilee heard from behind her. She turned and saw the Todd and the girl from the basement had returned. They were looking at her, Todd looking a bit excited and the girl shooting daggers.
"Go fuck yourself you stupid bitch," Kilee said and the crowd erupted again. The girl starting crying and ran up the stairs.
"Fuck," Todd said, "Kristen come back," he whined and then followed her up the stairs. When Kilee turned back around Sarah was kissing Colin. She laughed and walked back downstairs. The dancing had died down and Kilee noticed that a couch by the wall had several people. She sat down with them and surprised herself by joining in their conversation. She felt open and free with these people in a way she generally didn't feel. She wouldn't be able to remember the conversation the next day, but she felt good while it was happening.
Around two in the morning she began to feel quite tired. She looked around and noticed that the crowd had thinned considerably. She decided to find Sarah and go home for the evening. She had had quite a bit more to drink while she had been talking on the couch and she had a bit of a hard time climbing up the stairs. When she made it she noticed that Sarah was nowhere to be found. She asked the few remaining people in the room if they had seen her and no one had.
Kilee decided to check upstairs. She made the arduous trek up the stairs, stumbling the whole way. She looked in all the rooms with unlocked doors and knocked on those with locked doors. No one had seen her. She decided that she would quickly go to the bathroom and then she would go home by herself. She assumed that Sarah had run off without her.
She noticed a room on the second floor with a crescent moon crudely painted on it and correctly assumed it was the bathroom. She could see light from under the door but she simply barged in without knocking. She was shocked by what she saw. Sarah was on the bathroom floor on her knees. A guy was sitting on the toilet with his pants around his ankles. Kilee was surprised by how excited she was when she saw the guy's short, hard cock sliding in and out of Sarah's mouth. She started to laugh uncontrollably when she saw that the guy was in fact Todd and not Colin or some other guy. She wondered what Kristen would think of this.
Sarah popped the cock out of her mouth and looked at Kilee. They stared at each other for a few seconds and then they started laughing together. Todd looked down at his penis embarrassed. "Come on," Kilee said, "Let's get the fuck out of here."
Without hesitation Sarah stood up and started walking out the door with Kilee. Todd was a little bit upset.
"Hey, where the fuck do you think you are going? I am going to get fucking blue balls here," he said and started to get up.
"Go find Kristen," Kilee yelled back at him and Sarah laughed even though she didn't know who Kristen was or what the joke was about.
"Fuck you," Todd said, he started to walk towards them and then tripped over his pants and then landed face and penis first on the dirty bathroom floor. Kilee and Sarah were hysterical and began running down the stairs and out into the front yard. Kilee was basically dragging the drunk Sarah with her and they were laughing and tripping over one another.
They collapsed in a field about halfway between the house and their dorm laughing and panting. They were laying side by side and Kilee turned towards Sarah and saw that the girl was already looking at her. They kissed again, this time a small, delicate kiss, their lips barely touching.
"Come on," Sarah said, "Let's get back to the room." They got back up from the ground and made their way back to the room.
Chapter 4: Roommates
They entered the room a little bit before three in the morning. They stumbled in and Sarah dropped onto her bed. "Can you believe I was giving that guy a blowjob?" she asked, laughing.
"I should be asking you about that," Kilee replied sitting down on her bed in an effort to keep it from spinning around.
"I just get so horny when I drink," Sarah explained, answering her own question. Kilee looked over at her and Sarah was sitting with her arms straight back behind her, her legs were crossed, and she was biting her lower lip. She was staring intently at Kilee. "Alright," she said.
Sarah stood up and Kilee sat back in her bed. Sarah danced a bit, swaying softly to music that only she could hear, the same smile she always had plastered on her face, but now it seemed more natural, less like a costume and more sincere. She unbuttoned her loose blouse and threw it on the floor. She kicked off her flats and she was standing only in her pink bra and slacks. She unbuttoned her pants and shimmied them down to the floor with her dancing and then kicked them off her feet. She was wearing pink panties that perfectly matched her bra, Kilee wasn't surprised. Her eyes were on Sarah and she was certain this was a show meant for her benefit.
Sarah reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. She thrust her arms forward together and then down and the bra rolled of her arms. Kilee smiled. Sarah's breasts were small and perky and she had small, brown nipples that were erect. Sarah winked at Kilee and tweaked her left nipple once. She then got on the bed and lay on her back. She turned her head towards Kilee and winked. She lifted her ass off of the bed and hooked her fingers in her underwear and rolled them down her legs. She took them in her hand and threw them on the floor.
"Come over," she begged Kilee in a breathy whisper. Kilee didn't know what had hit her. She was stunned by Sarah's beauty; but even more by the seductive power of Sarah's movements and voice. Before this evening Kilee had never considered herself a sexual person. She had always figured that she would die one day without ever loving anyone and certainly without having sex. She didn't know if she was gay or straight because she hadn't ever found anyone attractive. However, tonight she had shared a kiss with both a man and a woman. She now knew that she desired the delicate touch of a woman. She wasn't ready to make any bold statements about her sexuality but she now knew that she had sexuality and she knew that there wasn't a force on earth that could keep her out of Sarah's bed.
Kilee stood up from her bed and walked slowly and seductively over to the bed. She looked down on Sarah and caressed the girl's arm. She was surprised by how long Sarah's nipples were up close. She looked at Sarah's pussy for the first time. The girl was completely shaved and she had a small, tight looking pink pussy with a tiny, erect clitoris.
Sarah reached her arms up to Kilee and let out a little whimper. Kilee fell on top of her roommate and put her arms around her. They kissed for third time. Their soft lips met and their tongues danced together. Kilee's soft hair fell on Sarah's face. They kissed for a long time, Kilee feeling Sarah's soft body against her own. Eventually, Kilee rolled to the side of the bed. She slinked herself down a bit on Sarah's body and turned towards it. She took Sarah's right breast in her hand and turned her nipple and put it in her mouth and sucked gently. Sarah arched her back and moaned. Kilee reached her hand across and gently kneaded Sarah's other breast. Sarah nuzzled Kilee's forehead with her nose and Kilee released the breast from her mouth and kissed the other girl.
"Eat my pussy baby," Sarah moaned and Kilee felt a bolt of lightning go through her body. Sarah slid back on the bed until she was in a sitting position. She kissed her fingers and then pressed them to Kilee's lips.
"I really want to," Kilee said, looking up at Sarah, "I mean I am really excited about it, it's just that I have never done it before and I think I will probably be really bad at it."
"Don't sweat it," Sarah explained, closing her eyes, "I have never had it done before. I will probably like it no matter what."
That was all the encouragement that Kilee needed. She climbed in between Sarah's legs and laid flat on her stomach. She leaned her face into Sarah's pussy and opened her eyes. She was smiled at the cute, tight little pussy. She had never really seen one like this before and she stroked it once gently with her hand. She felt a chill run up Sarah's body. Kilee breathed in deeply through her nose and was enchanted by Sarah's musky aroma. She stuck out her tongue and gently licked her lover's slit. She loved the taste and loved Sarah's reaction even more. She began to gently lap at Sarah's pussy. She looked up once and saw that Sarah's eyes were closed and that she was gently biting on her own forefinger. She continued to lap, paying special attention to Sarah's clit. She sucked gently on the clit even as Sarah began to thrust her hips forcefully against her face. Kilee's face was wet with Sarah's juices when suddenly Sarah grabbed the back of Kilee's head and pushed her face deeply into her crotch. She moaned loudly and Kilee could feel electricity shooting through the other girl's body. Sarah became stiff as a board and then, as her orgasm subsided, she slowly became completely limp. Kilee climbed up Sarah's body and kissed her. She collapsed on the girl's body and they panted briefly.
"Way better than masturbating," Sarah said laughing. Kilee couldn't believe this other side of the girl who was her roommate, "Your turn." Sarah said then grabbed Kilee and spun her over so that she was on her back and they were kissing again. Kilee put her arms up and Sarah pulled off Kilee's top. She then unhooked Kilee's bra and threw it to the ground. She kissed Kilee again and then grabbed a hold of Kilee's nipple rings that hooked through her small, puffy, pink nipples and gave them a little tweak. Kilee moaned, she had never felt anything like it.
Sarah didn't waste any time. She pulled off Kilee's boots and threw them across the room. She then unzipped Kilee's plaid skirt and threw it away. Kilee was only in her black thong with red lace when she realized what was about to happen. She tried to cry out to Sarah but she was so stunned and nervous that she did nothing but watch and hold her breath as Sarah pulled down her panties and threw them on the floor.
Sarah sat, stunned for a moment as Kilee's penis, freed from the tight underwear and the tight crack of her ass where she hid it. It quickly filled with the blood it had desired for well over an hour and sprang erect to its full four inches in length. It was smooth and silky and looked like something that somehow belonged on a woman; the tip was pierced with a silver ring that somehow made it all the more feminine. Kilee covered her face with her hand and felt like a million years passed. Then she felt something else. She felt a finger touch her four inch penis.
"Jeez am I glad this is here," Sarah said, "I wouldn't have any idea what to do with a pussy."
Kilee couldn't help but laugh and even cry with relief as Sarah bent her head down and took her cock in her mouth. Sarah was inexperienced and she wasn't very good. She wasn't able to fit the entire cock into her mouth and she was sloppy with her tongue and dangerous with her teeth. Regardless it was the best feeling that Kilee had ever felt in her entire life. She loved the tight, warm feel of the other girl's mouth as it slid over her member. She bucked her hips into Sarah's face and Sarah buried her nose in the clean shaven area above the cock. The silky feel of Sarah's mouth quickly sent Kilee over the edge. She lost all contrl of her thoughts, she just kept fucking her roommates mouth and making little, sexual noises.
Kilee was extremely drunk and extremely horny. She didn't take long to cum. In a matter of minutes a huge spurt of cum filled Sarah's mouth. She had to swallow it quick because more was coming. Sarah hadn't seen many cocks ejaculate but she knew she had never experienced anything like this. The cum ran out of her mouth and onto her tits and bed. It just kept cumming and she loved every second of it. Kilee was moaning loudly and shaking but she was slowly ending her orgasm and she settled down onto the bed. Sarah swallowed the rest of the cum in her mouth and then leaned forward and kissed Kilee on the mouth. She lay down next to Kilee and then put her arms around her and held her close, stroking her hair. They fell into a deep and incredibly content sleep.
Chapter 5: Seemingly Back to Normal
Kilee and Sarah awoke the next morning with their legs intertwined and their bodies sticky with sweat, cum, and pussy juices from the night before. They awoke at the same time when Sarah's alarm went off and they were both initially surprised that their heads didn't hurt. Then they began to remember what had happened the night before. Sarah looked down between Kilee's legs and saw her limp penis leaning gently against her leg.
"Oh my goodness," Sarah said, jumping up and covering herself with her blanket, "What the hell are you?"
"What the hell kind of question is that?" Kilee replied, feeling intensely embarrassed. She quickly got out of bed and ran to her side of the room. She ran to her dresser and quickly put on a pair of pajama pants. She had never felt so naked in her life.
"Sorry, I just mean what kind of person are you and what did we do? I am so embarrassed," Sarah replied, pulling her knees up to her chin.
"Hey, you know I am who I am and I really resent you acting like I am so disgusting. You didn't think I was disgusting last night. You practically begged me to sleep with you," Kilee said and for the first time in years she felt hot tears running down her face.
"Look," Sarah getting over her initial shock slowly . "No you look," Kilee said, sobbing, "You were the one who wanted to blow everybody and their brother. I don't get this little good girl thing you lay on so thick with your cheerleader smile and your professional clothes but you get a little bit of alcohol in you and you turn into a total whore. I can't help the way I am, but you choose to act like a slut when you're drunk." Sarah was about to reply in anger when she realized that they were getting nowhere.
"I can't believe I did all those things last night," She finally said in a more somber mood. Kilee noticed the change in tone and was able to get herself under control. She decided to extend an olive branch.
"Everyone gets out of control sometimes I guess. I wasn't exactly in control either," she said and met Sarah's eyes again. They gave each other wry smiles.
"Seriously, when I drink I always do things that I regret. I am so embarrassed," Sarah said. Kilee shrugged her shoulder and leaned forward.
"I don't know," she said. They sat quietly for a while. The room filled to the ceiling with tension and Kilee could hear every noise in the room. Finally, Sarah spoke.
"Okay, I am going to ask in a more respectful fashion. I want you to know that I don't mean this in any way that is mean. I am just sort of curious and concerned as someone who has...slept...with you. I just want to know..." Sarah began, unable to find a way to say what she wanted to say without justifiably angering her roommate again.
"You want to know why I am a Transwoman?" Kilee finally said, feeling her face become red even as she said it. Sarah was the only person on earth who knew exactly who she was.
"If a transwoman is..."
"A Tranny?"
"Yeah," Sarah said and sighed. She could feel sweat breaking out all over her body. She had no idea what she was getting into and she had never been so embarrassed in her entire life.
"Okay, I haven't ever told anyone about this so just like shut up and listen because I don't know if I can say it more than once. I guess as somewhat who had oral sex with you, you are entitled to some explanation, so I am going to give it," Kilee said and she began her story.
Kilee escaped from her parents' home when she was Kyle and she was 13 years old. She had known forever that she was not exactly right for her body. However, despite the fact that she had a penis, she was generally very feminine, even before she left. Her parents were overbearing, very religious, and incredibly wealthy. On her 13th birthday she had stolen a large number amount of jewelry, artwork, and even a good deal of cash from her parent's home while they were out for the evening. She pawned a good deal of the jewelry and all of the artwork and set off with an incredibly large sum of money for a new life.
Before her fifteenth birthday she and been able to gain the aid of an unethical doctor with a large amount of gambling debt to begin her process of becoming the woman she had always felt she was supposed to be. She took hormones which grew her breasts and helped to form her hips. She had several surgeries which molded her into the gorgeous woman that she now was. When it came time, shortly before her sixteenth birthday for her sexual reassignment surgery, she decided that she was partial to her penis and feared that a complete sex change would be out of order. Instead she pawned the rest of her jewelry and caught a plane to Hawaii. She had decided that this was the place to make a new life. She had underestimated the immense cost of living on an island and soon she was in the child welfare system. She had managed to get a new birth certificate during her time on her own and even a social security number. When she was placed in a foster home, she was officially a girl and there was no evidence which connected her to her past life. Now she was in Maine, she was about to turn 18, and Sarah was the only person who knew about it her.
"Gee," Sarah said and Kilee couldn't help but laugh, "You have had a pretty crazy life."
"I guess so," Kilee said feeling uncomfortable.
"Look," Sarah began and Kilee felt a bit frustrated, she disliked Sarah telling her that she had to look, "I am sorry that I was a jerk. I didn't mean to be an asshole. As a matter of fact, as much as I remember about last night it was...fun. So can we put this in the past?" Kilee smiled to herself. It had been fun.
"I think so, but we have to get a couple of things in order first," Kilee explained, covering her breasts with a t-shirt.
"What?" Sarah said, finally feeling comfortable for the first time.
"First, I had fun too but I don't think we should do that again," Kilee said, she still found that she really didn't like Sarah.
"Agreed," Sarah said without even hesitating.
"Second, I really can't let anyone know about me. I am a woman. I know I am a woman and that is all anyone else needs to know. I have a penis. For me that doesn't in any way change the fact that I am a woman, but for some people it might be a problem. So you need to know that no one on earth besides you knows about me. If I hear even the whiff of a rumor about this or hear from someone that you said a word I am going to tell everyone about Todd and about how you sucked my girlcock and ate my cum. Got it?"



"Woah, settle down," Sarah said, putting her hands up in a defensive position, "I totally agree with you, you don't have to threaten me. I can't believe you weren't born a woman. You are like the hottest girl I have ever seen. It wouldn't do me any good in any way for anyone to know about this and so I promise on my mother's grave that your secret will stay with me forever, okay? But you have to promise me that no one will know about Todd or about us ever." Sarah extended her hand and Kilee quickly took it and shook it.
"Deal!" Kilee said and felt very good about the resolution to the problem.
"No everything can just kind of be like it was before, it's like nothing has changed," Sarah said and they smiled at one another and got ready for the day.
However, she was a bit wrong. Over the next few weeks, things were not as they were before. Sarah and Kilee could not ever be termed "friends" but as the first month of school rolled on, they became friendlier with one another. While they never discussed the events that had transpired between them, they also found a new sensitivity for the other person. Sarah came to understand why Kilee had been icy and unfriendly at times and tended to cut her slack when she was. Kilee knew that Sarah understood her secret and to a certain extent felt a lesser need to put up her walls. Kilee began to see Sarah as a bit insecure and would try to understand her tenseness and her constant need to put on a happy face. Sarah felt as though the huge secrets which she shared with Kilee allowed her to be more open with her emotions and so she felt less of a need to front.
On the academic front, Kilee was excelling at school and was really falling in love with the college experience. She rarely went out or made any friends but she fell in love with the academic process as well as with the campus. She spent her time watching the leaves turn while she lay on her back in the commons and read her intro to psych book. With her tumultuous entrance into college complete, Kilee felt like she had put all of her craziness behind her. When she got her first grades back near the end of September she saw that she was going to do well in college and was already dreaming of a way in which she could make a little bit of money and then go off by herself and live her life in peace. She had no way of knowing that the greatest tests were yet to come and that by the time the school year ended, all of her dreams would have completely changed. And it all started on September 29th at the hotdog cart outside of the library.
Chapter 6: The Girl
It was early in the afternoon on a Saturday and Kilee had just finished getting in a little homework before taking the night off to get some dinner and perhaps take in a movie downtown. She had just left the library and was walking down the stairs when she noticed a girl talking and laughing with the hot dog vendor who stood at the corner, next to the library. She felt like a cold knife had been pushed into her stomach and like her eyes were being deceived. The girl was easily the most beautiful girl she had ever seen in her entire life.
The girl was short, only 5'2 and probably weighed no more than 115lbs. She had long, brown hair and huge, brown doe eyes. She had brown Mediterranean skin and severe, stunningly beautiful facial features. Her lips were large and full and her nose was slightly long, thin, and upturned. Her body was voluptuous. She had large breasts, especially for a girl her size, probably D-cups. She was dressed conservatively but her beautiful body couldn't be contained. She had a little bit of a tummy but it fit the structure of her body. Her hips flared nicely and she had a large, round ass. Her legs were muscular, but feminine and she had the look of a girl who had played sports but still been a prom queen. Kilee had never felt a desire for someone before in her life and the feeling she had was intense. She wanted to hold the girl in her arms and to kiss her and to feel her soft skin against her cheek.
As she was in the middle of her daydream she realized that the girl was walking away. She panicked for a moment and then rushed down the stairs. She didn't have a plan exactly but she knew she wanted to find out who the girl was, but she didn't know what to do after that. She followed at a bit of a distance because she was afraid of looking like a stalker. The girl seemed not to notice that she was even alive. She enjoyed the walk, enjoying the look of the girl's large, tight ass squeezed into jeans and the way her back elegantly met her hips. She could feel her penis trying to gain blood and become erect. Kilee couldn't help but smile. She felt buoyant. It was a feeling of puppy love that she had never experienced before. It was very strange as well. She liked it, but didn't know why.
The girl walked clear off of campus and Kilee realized that they were getting near sorority row. She was surprised. She hadn't expected such a beautiful girl to be involved with a sorority; something that Kilee had always figured was a way for ugly girls to get friends. It was a notion she would eventually learn was quite wrong, but it was the impression she had at the time.
The girl turned in towards one of the sorority houses. Near the sidewalk in front of the house was a table and next to it sat another girl. Kilee's girl waved to this girl and then walked in. Kilee followed her up to the point of the table when this girl stopped her.
"Hello," the girl said.
"Hi," said Kilee, "Who was that girl who just walked into the house?" she didn't realize how forward she was being nor how possibly embarrassing such a question could be. She was too naïve about matters of love and was overcome by her emotions.
"Excuse me?" the girl asked, feeling a bit uncomfortable.
"That short girl with the olive skin and long hair who just turned into this house. She waved at you, what's her name?" Kilee asked again. When she did, she suddenly realized how odd she must have sounded and she began to feel a bit awkward.
"That is Lydia DeCiccio," the girl explained, "She is the vice-president here at Tau Gamma Sigma."
"Lydia," Kilee said to herself quietly under her breath. She then realized she was being odd again and shook her head, "So what are you up to?" She was not very talented at making small talk.
"Umm. Hi, my name is Roxy Miller and I am the resource officer for the Tau Gamma Sigma sorority. We are trying to sign up girls who want to rush this year," she explained. With this, Kilee's ears perked up. She continued to talk about camaraderie and community service but Kilee was only half listening. The concept of a sorority was always strange to her but at the same time, she was both a bit lonely for the first time in her life and she realized that perhaps rushing and maybe even pledging this sorority would provide her with an excellent chance to meet Lydia DeCiccio. Besides, it was apparently a sorority with very attractive girls. First there was Lydia, and Roxy was quite attractive herself.
Roxy was 5'6 and weighed around 105lbs. She had very short blonde hair and blue eyes. She had a classic girl next door face and an incredibly bright smile. She had a tiny, girls voice and a gigglethat was unbelievably endearing. She had B-cup breasts and a flat, athletic stomach. She had been a soccer player in high school and had the muscular buttocks and legs of an athlete. She could best be described as incredibly cute. Not beautiful, not pretty, not sexy, but very, very cute.
"Really?" Kilee said and Roxy smiled at her, "Alright, let's sign me up." Kilee took the clipboard in her hand and signed it. Roxy took it from her and looked at the name. She smiled brightly and pointed to Kilee's name. What was she doing? This wasn't like her? It was like this Lydia girl was a witch or something, drawing her out of her quiet solitary life and making her want to do it. Kilee shook her head, but put her eyes back on Roxy.
"You're Kilee Olenowski?" Roxy asked as though she had been expecting Kilee to come by and fill out the form.
"Yeah, why?" Kilee replied, feeling a bit confused.
"Oh, I realize that sounded weird," Roxy said, blushing a bit and looking incredibly cute while she did it, "The school gives us a list of all the girls in school with a few facts. We had never had a girl from Hawaii in TGS and you are the first girl to come here from that state in a couple of years. We pride ourselves on providing a diverse experience for the girls in our sorority, which can be tough because we only allow a total of 16 girls in at a time, which means only 4 freshmen in year. Being from Hawaii, that gives you a bit of an advantage," Roxy explained and Kilee found herself oddly excited. And suddenly, a bit scared. But she suppressed that, thinking of the pretty girls here. She was thinking of pretty girl! How strange.
"Well that's great," Kilee said and again her thoughts were on Lydia. So much so that she didn't notice that Roxy was checking her out a bit. "So when is the first thing I need to go to?"
"Tomorrow afternoon we are having a dinner at the Lion's Gate on Main Street," Roxy explained, "Be there by six o'clock if you want us to pay for your food."
"Oh I wouldn't be late," Kilee said and she shook hands with Roxy and began to make her way back to her dorm room. She felt light in her steps and was already trying to plan how she was going to act and what she was going to talk about when she met Lydia the next day.
Chapter 7: The Sorority
"You?" Sarah asked, incredulously, "In a sorority?" She was giggling hard and actually rolled off of her bed as she said it. Her boyfriend, Andy, laughed with her, but he kept his eyes on Kilee.
"Yeah...Yeah...I know," Kilee said. She really didn't know what to say. Joining a sorority seemingly went against everything that she stood for in life. However, the idea of getting to be in the same group as Lydia made her entire body feel electric.
"Which sorority is it?" Andy asked. Kilee disliked Andy a good deal more than she disliked Sarah. She had begun to think of Sarah as a decent person, but a decent person with which she had differences with. Andy was a dickhead in Kilee's opinion and she felt sick in thinking that Sarah could surely do better. Regardless, she felt obligated to talk to him when he spoke.
"Tau Gamma Sigma," Kilee explained.
"Oh God, those chicks are so hot. You would be perfect for them. They are like the hottest chicks at this school," Andy explained and Kilee winced. Sarah slapped him hard on the arm and he recoiled.
"You are such a jerk," Sarah whined, "I am sitting right here. But anyway Kilee, I have seen some of those girls. Andy is an idiot, but he is right. They are so pretty. I can honestly say I can't imagine you being in a sorority, but you are definitely the kind of pretty girl who they would want."
"Thanks," Kilee replied and she felt her face get hot and red. He felt very awkward when receiving compliments, especially when Sarah was saying it; given their history.
"So does pledging start soon?" Sarah asked. Kilee had already finished all of her rush activities. She had gotten a few free dinners and had always been disappointed that Lydia hadn't been involved. However, she found the girls to actually be pleasant and had taken an especial liking to Roxy, the girl who had signed her up. For the first time in her life, Kilee felt she had found someone who had the makings of a true friend, and it was in an athletic, outgoing girl who was in many ways her opposite. But, unlike Sarah, she was very open, honest, and real.
"They asked nine girls to pledge with them and they said that there are going to be five events throughout the rest of the semester and at the end of each one they will eliminate one girl until there are only four left, the girls who will get into the sorority. The first event is actually tonight, I am not sure when the other ones will happen, apparently they are at random times. I don't know. It sounds kind of weird," she explained.
"Sounds fun," Sarah said and Kilee could see in her eyes that she was just waiting for Kilee to leave so she could be alone with her new boyfriend. Kilee took the cue and headed out towards the sorority house.
She arrived a few minutes later and was a bit embarrassed to find that in arriving ten minutes early, she was by far the first person there. The president, Cameron Hart, was the only member of the sorority present in the house at the time, as was the tradition. Cameron was a stunning woman, a senior and four year member of the sorority. She was 5'5 and weighed around 110lbs. She had long blonde hair and grey eyes. She had a kind face with small, soft features and elf ears. She had a long, graceful neck and large, C-cup breasts. She had a flat stomach and a small, tight ass. She looked like a cute young elementary school teacher with the kind of gentle nature required for such a pursuit.
Eventually the other eight pledges arrived and Cameron welcomed them all and honestly told them that she wished that all nine could be invited to become permanent members, however, she indicated that tradition dictated that only four members be allowed to enter.
"Alright girls," she said in her high, delicate voice, "The first challenge is simple and incredibly quick. The challenge is that when I say go, you must take off your shirt and your bra and you have to run out of this house, around the block, and come back. The challenge serves to show how dedicated you are to our sorority and also your courage. We want girls who are willing to do anything for this sorority and so we need proof of both loyalty and bravery." Kilee was stunned, but she was also excited. Ever since her kiss with Sarah at the house party, she had a secret desire to have the eyes of other on her body. She didn't know where it came from and she hadn't acted upon it, but now there was a chance to do it and do it in a way that was in some small way sanctioned.
"Ready girls, one, two, three!" Cameron yelled and dropped her hand like she was the starter in a race. Most of the girls stood completely still but Kilee, to her surprise, acted quickly. She pulled her tank top over her head in a split second and then rapidly unhooked her bra and let it fall to the ground. She stood in the middle of the foyer of the sorority house with her hands on her hips wearing only a pleated, plaid mini-skirt and her boots. She felt the other girls, hesitating and looking at her. She could feel the sexual tension rising in the room as the other girls eyes pored over her nipples, her supple breasts, her nipple rings, and her flat stomach with its bellybutton rings. After a few moments of basking in the attention of the girls Kilee broke for the door. She turned once and saw most of the other girls beginning to disrobe.
She ran outside into the cold, October air and felt her nipples grow hard and her skin become covered in goosebumps. She made it to the sidewalk and began to sprint. She had yet to see any people and was enjoying the freeing feeling of having her breasts bounce gently in the cool air as she ran. She rubbed her nipples briefly with one hand and enjoyed the sensation. She got to the corner and turned and looked, a few girls were now bolting out of the house. She put her head down and ran faster. She ran quickly and was made her way around the block. She was only a few hundred yards from the house when a car drove past her. A few high school boys leaned their head out the windows. Kilee felt sexy having them watch, but flicked them off anyway. She laughed when they nearly hit a parked car.
She turned off the street and back towards the sorority house. She opened the door and burst in, panting as the warmth of the house began to soak back into her body. She was still smiling because she could tell that Cameron, who was still standing near the stairs, was taking the opportunity to look at her body. She figured that this could not be a bad sign. If this was the sorority for the hot chicks on campus, then it didn't hurt if the president wanted to have the chance to stare at you. It was very odd. To spend so much time trying to keep people away, then a beautiful girl looks at you and all of the sudden you not only want people to look at you, but need it. Kilee didn't know how to make sense of that feeling, but she couldn't do anything but run with it.
Eventually, the other girls began to stagger in. They came in and immediately began to get dressed again. Kilee took the opportunity to remain naked until all the other girls had arrived and were dressed. The last two girls had arrived neck and neck and they were panting. One of the girls turned to the other.
"Well I might have been the last one to take my shirt off," she said, "But I got back to the house a good ten seconds before you. I guess I win."
"Well," Cameron said, walking down from the stairs and standing next to the two girls, "The actual race was to get your shirt and bra off. The rest was just to test whether or not you would do what I say. Really, Kilee Olenowski here was the winner in the first couple of seconds. Sorry you lose. Thank you for trying out. Maybe next year if a sister transfers schools or something" Cameron said it in a very sweet way, but it was rough for the loser to hear anyway.
The girl became indignant but eventually she was convinced to leave. Kilee felt good as the other girls congratulated her and she slipped her tank top back over her head. She was excited to find out about the next challenge. She felt a change coming over her. She didn't know why, but she wanted to impress these girls in a way she had never desired before.
"Well girls," Cameron said, "Those of you who remain must be prepared at any time for the next challenge. We will be in touch." Kilee was a bit disappointed, she wanted to know now, but she supposed that there would be enough time to figure out the next challenge when it came. She returned to her dorm room and told Sarah about her experience.
For the next few weeks nothing happened. Kilee began to wonder if this was some sort of test and became paranoid that she was supposed to be doing something that she had forgotten to do. While all of this was going on, she was going to classes and enjoying her time studying and getting to know the nuances of life in UP. As Halloween neared, the sorority began to slip from her mind. However, one day a week before Halloween, Kilee got an e-mail which was sent by Lydia. Her heart skipped a beat and she felt her blood pounding in her temple as she read that it was in regards to the second challenge.
"Dear Pledges," the e-mail began, "The second challenge will occur one weekend from tonight on Halloween. Every year the sorority has a Halloween party in which only members and pledges are invited. Drinks and finger foods will be provided. The second challenge is a 'sexiest costume' contest which will be judged by the 12 current members of the sorority. The only rule is that the costume must be homemade and it must be an actual costume. A bikini is not a costume, nor is something which exposes something that a bikini is designed to cover. We hope you have some good ideas. Good Luck and see you soon."
Kilee was excited. She didn't have a definite idea yet, but she was absolutely positive that she could come up with something good and cheap by the time that Halloween rolled around. She spent a lot of her free time thinking about ideas and bouncing them off of Sarah, who couldn't resist explaining how incredulous she was about the whole sorority thing each time they spoke. Kilee ignored her. It was if every feeling of alienation she had ever had evaporated within her when she thought of the sorority. Some of it was the people, they were nice, and some of it was Lydia, who was beautiful, but most of it was the idea that when she was done she would be accepted fully and completely as a member of a female community.



She came up with a lot of ideas like being a sexy nurse, pirate, stripper, and various others. However, she figured that most of the other girls would be considering this sort of thing as well and so she decided that her best bet was to be creative and also to come up with something that was original, memorable, and a bit funny. She spent most of the week just planning.
Finally, the night of the party arrived and Kilee was in a near panic. She took a shower and sat on her bed in her towel and considered what she would do. She caught a glimpse of herself in Sarah's mirror. Sarah herself was out already for the evening as a sexy pirate. She looked at herself for a moment and then smiled. Suddenly, a brilliant idea arose in her mind. She would dress up like she had just gotten out of the shower. She had it all planned out and she rushed around the room, and when it was done, she was impressed.
She let her hair lie wet against her shoulders and back and didn't put on any make-up. She took a dishtowel and folded it into a band about three inches wide. She took this and wrapped it around her naked breasts and then fastened it in the back with two safety pins. She shaved her pubic hair and then taped her dick tight against her asshole and put on a small pair of white panties. She then took a small towel and wrapped it around her waist like a skirt. She rolled it up a bit so that it barely covered her ass. She wore flip-flops so that it would look like she was wearing shower shoes. Finally, She grabbed Sarah's soap on a rope and a loofa, wrapped them around her wrists and hit the road towards the sorority house.
She walked with confidence as she went. She could see guys taking their eyes off of their girlfriends and watching them and she laughed to herself when the girlfriends invariably got angry and hit their boyfriends. She felt like she wasn't walking, but instead slinking towards the house.
She got there as she was the second girl to arrive. Eventually, all of eight of the remaining pledges. Kilee kept her eyes open but she didn't see Lydia anywhere. However, she was impressed with Cameron's sexy cheerleader costume and she even saw Roxy wearing a funny, but sexy, kitten costume. Cameron stood in front of the girls with her pleated skirt and stared at them.
"I can see in your eyes that you girls think that you are going to enjoy the party tonight. Well you all look very slutty and that's what we wanted. However, I am afraid that tradition dictates that I judge you girls right now and then you all leave, one of you forever," there was a collective sigh as the girls realized that they weren't going to be staying and having fun but instead being treated as pieces of meat. Further, she was upset that only Cameron would be doing the judging, she was hoping that she would see Lydia and that Lydia would judge her and give her a good grade. However, she didn't act disappointed, but instead got in a straight line with the other girls for Cameron's judgment.
Kilee was at the end of the line and so all of the other girls would be judged first. The first girl was a pirate, the second was a Catholic schoolgirl, the third was a librarian, the fourth was a pirate, the fifth was a nurse, the sixth was a hooker or stripper, the seventh was an angel clad in black. Cameron inspected each one and made no comments. Finally she came to Kilee and she could feel her heart racing and she didn't dare to look at Cameron in the eye. Then Cameron spoke to her.
"What are you Kilee?" she asked in an accusing voice and Kilee felt her heart sink to her knees.
'I..I uhh," Kilee said and then she shook her heart and gained back a little bit of the edge she prided herself on, "I just got out of the shower. Just trying to get clean, you know?" Cameron laughed a little and Kilee felt a bit lighter. Cameron leaned forward and put her lips near Kilee's ear.
"I think you win sexy," she said and then pulled back, speaking to all of the girls, "Well it seems you girls have given me a bit of an easier choice. I want the two pirates front and center. The rest of you relax. You are in for sure." The two girls with the pirate costumes walked to the center. They were both wearing the same, store bought costume and so Cameron had to make the decision based solely on which of them was better looking. She went with the short, Asian girl. The tall, black pledge walked out of the house with her head hung low.
"Well I guess you girls can go," Cameron said and turned around to walk away. Kilee admired her small, tight butt despite herself. The girls turned and started to walk out. Suddenly, Cameron whirled around and spoke again, "Actually, no. We are going to do another elimination right now, because I said so. Don't worry. This one will be quick."
She called to Roxy, who came in with a box in her hands. She stopped next to Cameron and waited for further instructions, "Here," she said.
"Hand one out to our seven remaining girls," she said. With that Roxy walked down the row of girls in their sexy Halloween costumes and handed them each a peeled banana, "Okay girls, if you want to look like a pack of sluts then you are going to get treated like a pack of sluts. You are all going to deep throat these bananas. The girl who gets the least inside of her throat, losses. I want...Kilee to go first." All eyes turned to Kilee and she felt excitement run through her body. She had never deep throated anything before and had never even thought about it, but now she was a bit excited to try. Why was she excited to try? She didn't think it made any sense, but she did. Desperately.
As she held her banana in her hand she looked around the room. She noticed that Cameron was starting to tap her foot impatiently and so she opened her mouth and put the tip of the banana in her mouth.
"Don't break it Kilee, you lose points for that. I want it to come out looking like it did when it went in," Cameron said devilishly. Kilee nodded in an innocent way and all of the girls felt she looked beautiful. She opened her mouth wider and fed a bit more of the banana down her throat. She relaxed the muscles in her throat and breathed softly and easily through her nose. She had her eyes closed and she fed more and more of the phallic fruit down her throat. She didn't panic as she resisted a slight urge to gag and fed more. All of the sudden she felt her finger hit her lips. She closed her mouth with the entire banana inside of her mouth and throat.
She opened her eyes and looked at the other girls. Their eyes were wide with amazement. She grinned at them and then opened her mouth. She inserted her forefinger and thumb into her mouth and gently removed the entire, pristine banana from her mouth.
"I have a couple of friends who might like to talk to you," was all Cameron said, winking and smiling. Kilee felt exhilarated with her public and extremely sexual exhibition. Kilee stood and enjoyed her knowledge that she would definitely continue as Cameron judged the other girls. Most of them were able to get four or five inches of the banana in their mouth before they gagged and gave up. When Cameron got to the final girl the girl refused to go.
"I know I can't beat any of them, I might as well just quit," the girl explained. Cameron tried to persuade her to give it a chance but she refused. In the end, the girl (who had been dressed up like the nurse) simply refused and walked out of the house.
"Two easy elimination in a row I suppose," Cameron said and then congratulating the remaining six contestants. She told them to leave so that the sorority could enjoy their party. Kilee could've sworn she felt Cameron's eyes on her as she walked away and she began to understand why most people liked to be sexual beings. But for the rest of the party, things were more relaxed. She ate, she drank, she laughed, and actually had fun interacting with other people. The sisters and the pledges were all so nice. They felt familiar, like they really were her sisters. Unfortunately, she never really had the chance to talk to Lydia. The only blemish on a perfect day.
A few weeks later, the fourth competition was announced. Kilee was disappointed to find that she simply was supposed to cook a dish for thanksgiving dinner for all the girls. She had been randomly assigned to mashed potatoes and she dutifully did her job. The girl in charge of the turkey so badly undercooked it that it could not be eaten and she was easily eliminated. There was only one elimination remaining and Kilee could almost taste her spot in the sorority.
Finally, a week before Christmas vacation, the final challenge was announced. Each of the remaining five girls were to buy an erotic Christmas present for the president. It was supposed to be in the tradition of a bachelorette party.
"So have you ever gotten kinky present or anything?" Kilee asked Sarah, desperate to come up with some idea that would be fun and sexy.
"Me?" Sarah asked, a bit offended even, "No. Never."
"Come on have you ever like seen a dildo or anything like that," Kilee said, blushing as the dirty word came out of her mouth. Sarah blushed as well. But sometimes blushing felt good, and they both enjoyed the sensation.
"No, I am not some kind of pervert of something," Sarah explained and Kilee tried not to roll her eyes, "Can you even use toys?"
"What do you mean," Kilee asked, not immediately understanding the nature of the question.
"Well you know. Like a...dildo. It is supposed to go in the vagina. But you don't...you don't have one. So like do you even know what a toy would feel good for?"
"You can put toys in your ass," Kilee explained, being a bit blunt to shock and offend her overly prudish (when sober) friend.
"Ew, Gross," Sarah said, and then her mood changed, "Have you ever done it?"
"No."
"Oh," Sarah said, now sounding a bit disappointed. Kilee shook her head. Someone had done a number on this girl. She didn't have time to think. She hit the internet and started pulling up stuff. Eventually she found what she wanted. It was a set of anal beads. She knew that anal beads were a bit extreme and she also knew that many people didn't like the idea of anal play, but if she was getting a toy for someone it had to be something that she could at least theoretically use.
She had to rush order it for them to arrive and she simply wrapped up the box when it arrived. Her instructions were to set the box on the doorstep and ring the doorbell. Then she was to leave immediately. All of the girls in the sorority would look at the toys and consider the record and then choose which girl to eliminate. The four selected girls would get e-mails at the start of Christmas break. Kilee did as she was told and held her breath. She felt very confident that she was going to get in but that didn't completely eliminate her unease.
One week later there was a message in her inbox. She took deep breaths and tried to remain calm. She opened the email and saw that it was from Lydia. It began, "Dear Kilee, Congratulations." she didn't read the rest. She was too busy crying and feeling more complete than she had ever felt in her entire life.
Chapter 8: New Sister
Kilee spent a lonely Christmas break in her dorm room. However, she was incredibly excited. On January 3rd, she would move into her new room at Tau Gamma Sigma house. It was a large building with four stories counting the basement. The top floor was the smallest, it had only three rooms. One bedroom each for Cameron and Lydia, the president and vice president respectively and a bathroom. The second floor was where most of the girls lived. There were seven bedrooms, each of which housed two girls, and a large bathroom with several showers. The first floor had a large living room with several couches and a huge television screen, a dining room with a large table and enough chairs for sixteen girls, a kitchen, and a bathroom. The basement had a dance floor, a bar, and a ceremonies room where meetings were held and events planned.
Kilee arrived on the third and was told by Cameron that her room was going to be on the second floor, room E with a girl named Talia Cooper. Talia was a senior (as were Cameron and Lydia) and Kilee only knew her from the pledge events. She was a very sweet girl and very beautiful. She was 5'2 and weighed around 100lbs. She was Thai and had long black hair and beautiful tanned skin. Her breasts were very large and Kilee believed that she probably had implants as the small girl had C-cup breasts. She had a small compact body and looked like she would blow over in a stiff breeze.
Kilee went up to the room and began to place her things. It felt much different than it had when, many months before, she had placed her items in the dorm room with Sarah. She felt like she belonged here and rather than being apprehensive, she was excited about getting to know Talia. She even whistled to herself as she placed her things. She was eventually singing loudly to herself and didn't notice the door open.
"Hello!" Tahlia said, giggling as Kilee jumped twenty feet into the air. Kilee laughed as well.
"Tahlia, hey!" she said and turned around. She felt an impulse and ran forward and hugged her roommate. Suddenly she was turning into even more of a girl. The shorter girl hugged her back and then they broke. Kilee just knew that she was going to have fun.
The first couple of days in the sorority were a blur of excitement and fun. Kilee loved eating at the big raucous table and didn't mind having to clean the dishes. She really enjoyed her initiation ceremony and didn't forget a word of the oath. She was starting to get to know the other girls and for the first time in her life she knew that she belonged. She feared to speak about her feelings because they felt cheesy to her, but with these girls, she felt like she was in a family.
One night, Kilee went over to the dorm to visit Sarah (after nine or ten e-mails from Sarah begging her to come over and meet her new roommate) and came back to her room when it was a bit late, close to two in the morning. She opened the front door and saw a couple of girls in the dining room having a late night snack. She waved and then walked quietly upstairs and into her room.
She closed the door quietly behind to avoid waking her roommate. One of the most pleasant surprises of her stay at TGS House was that her roommate Talia quickly became the best friend she had always had. No one who had ever met Kilee before would have called her "goofy" or "fun-loving." However, when she was with Talia she felt different. She told little jokes, giggled, tickled, and made funny faces in a way that she didn't realize was in her. Talia brought out a childish side of her which she liked.
She felt the difference come over her every time she came into the room. That was true even this time, when Talia was asleep. She briefly considered going straight to bed and then decided some sort of prank was in order. She thought about getting some warm water and trying to make Talia pee the bed. This was a funny idea but far to cruel to actual go through with. She decided to creep over to Talia's bed to see if she could get some sort of inspiration.
She looked down at Talia and initially thought something was wrong. Talia had a strained look on her face and she was groaning as though something weren't normal. Kilee quickly became concerned and she furrowed her brow as she looked over her sleeping friend. She was just about to try to wake Talia up when she realized that Talia's pants were inside of her pajama pants and that her fingers were working furiously over her crotch.
Kilee had to cover her mouth to avoid laughing. She couldn't believe that she was afraid that her friend was in distress and actually she was just playing with herself in her sleep. She was about to go back towards her bed and go to sleep when she became curious. She decided instead to stick around the bed and watch for a bit, just to see what happened. Talia took her other hand and began to massage her breast through her thin wife beater. Kilee noticed that she could see the girls large brown nipples through the shirt. She felt herself becoming aroused and was happy that she had taped herself down during the course of the day.
She watched for a few more minutes and enjoyed the show. She was about to turn around when something caught her eye. She was looking at Talia's pink panties and her furious hand and she saw something slip out of the top of the panties. She watched again and it happened again. She leaned forward and held her breath. Then she nearly gasped. Talia, in her sleep, pulled her panties down to below her knees to allow herself better access to her crotch. In between her legs was a penis! Kilee couldn't believe it. Talia was a tranny, just like Kilee. Kilee put her hand over her mouth and then backed away from the bed and sat down on her own. She didn't even know what to think, so many thoughts were running through her head. She had felt a special kinship with Talia the second she had met her and now maybe this was an explanation for why.
She desperately wanted to talk to Talia about it. But how would she bring it up. She couldn't very well say she was watching her masturbating in her sleep and that she was also a tranny. This was going to be very difficult. Kilee thought for maybe an hour, considering all the pros and cons of her various plans. Then, suddenly, the plan hit her. She walked back over to Talia, who had finished playing with herself. She admired Talia's penis and wished that hers was as long as Talia's. She felt this was a weird emotion for someone who felt that she was a girl through and through but that was the way she felt. Regardless, Talia had a seven inch penis growing out of a very small patch of pubic hair and Kilee admired it.
She shook off these thoughts and got to work. She carefully took hold of Talia's panties and carefully, calmly slid them down the rest of her body and threw them on the floor. She now had Talia naked from the waist down. She desperately wanted to wake her friend up or to touch Talia's penis to ensure that it was really there, but she resisted this impulse. Next she went over to the door. To be kept open during the day a wedge needed to be shoved under the door. Kilee took this wedge and shoved it in the other way, ensuring that any attempt to open the door would simply tighten the wedges hold on the door and ensure that it stayed closed. Next she walked over to her bed and took off all of her clothes and removed the soft nurses tape she had used to hold down her penis. Last, she reset her phone alarm for six o'clock in the morning and changed the ring tone. She had a ring tone on her phone that sounded exactly like the sorority houses' fire alarm (she had accidentally set off the alarm while making eggs a few days before). She put the ring on the highest possible level, which she knew to be ear splitting and then hunkered down in bed to go to sleep. It was a bit tough, but eventually she got there.
She awoke at six o'clock the next morning with the unbearable blast of her cell phone. She forgot her entire plan in those first few seconds the alarm went off. She jumped up from her bed yelling, "Talia, the fire alarm is going off let's go!" Talia was already awake and she was sprinting towards the door. She got there first and was desperately pulling on the door, trying to get it to open but it refused. Kilee got there a second later and tried to held her. The harder they pulled, the more jammed the door got. Suddenly Kilee remembered everything and she started to laugh. A full minute had passed and the alarm on her phone went dead.
"It was my phone," Kilee said, giggling and Talia joined in they laughed a few more moments and then suddenly Talia stopped. Kilee looked over at her friend, concerned and saw that her eyes were staring straight down. She looked down as well and saw that her penis was rubbing up against Talia's penis, which was erect from the morning.



"Oh my god," Kilee said, doing her best job at acting. Talia didn't need to act, she was surprised by the situation she now found herself in. She quickly ran back to her bed and jumped under the covers. Kilee, feeling the same sort of nakedness ran to her bed and jumped under the covers. They sat for a moment in complete silence. Then Talia spoke.
"Kilee, what the hell just happened?" she asked, turning towards her friend.
"I don't know," Kilee lied.
"Listen, I..." Talia didn't know what else to say. Kilee felt the tension rising and didn't know what to do, so she started talking. She told Talia about growing up and about her surgeries and about everything else that had led her to be a sorority sister at Upper Priam College. She even told Talia about her night with Sarah, as it was her only sexual experience. The entire time she was closing her eyes.
"So that's it," she said when she got to the point at which she entered the sorority house, "What are the odds of both of us getting into this sorority. I mean, we are both the same. Tell me about you." By this time, any tension had seeped away. Talia was her friend again and they were just two girls talking and giggling early in the morning. Kilee learned that Talia had been born in Thailand and that she had been bred early in life to be a ladyboy prostitute. However, Christian missionaries had rescued her when she was 13 years-old, just before she was to be put out on the street. She came to the United States and a family took her in as she was and raised her as their daughter.
"That's such an interesting story," Kilee said and meant it, "I am so glad that everything worked out for you. It could've been so horrible."
"I don't like to think about that," Talia said, casting her eyes down. Kilee immediately felt guilty.
"I'm sorry," she said and Talia waved her hand as though it didn't bother her. Kilee decided to change the subject, "Okay, I know that this is kind of wrong, but..."
"You want to see it again?" Talia said smiling, "I was thinking the same thing. With that, Talia threw off her blanket and pulled her shirt up over her head and sat naked on the bed. Kilee, still naked from sleep, ran over to Talia's bed and jumped in next to her. They sat Indian style looking at one another and were just quiet for a moment. Kilee was taller and built more like a supermodel, her penis was small and was erect from her discussions with Talia. Talia was smaller but her erect penis was much larger.
"I like your body rings," Talia said moving her hand in a sweeping motion denoting approval of the nipple rings, bellybutton, and penis rings. Kilee blushed and thanked her for the compliment.
"I still can't believe we are both here like this," Kilee gushed, "It is so magical."
"Yeah," Talia said.
"I have never seen anyone's penis except for mine," Kilee explained, her eyes glued to Talia's hard member. She liked that Talia was erect, and liked to think that it was because of her.
"So I guess that means you've never touched one before huh?" Talia asked, "Never played with one or put it in your mouth?"
"No," Kilee whispered. Talia laid on her side with her head about halfway down the bed and her feet dangling over the side. She raised her eyebrows at Kilee who got the message. Kilee slinked over to Talia and laid down the opposite way, head to foot, except she placed her head very close to Talia's penis, "Take your time Kilee, just do what you want to do."
Kilee looked at the penis and smiled to herself. She put forward her hand, slowly and took the shaft gently in her right hand. She could feel Talia's body tense and she liked it, stroking the cock gently with her hand. She moved her hand slowly over Talia's balls and felt their passive weight against her fingers. She mashed the girl's scrotum around with her fingers and giggled when Talia squirmed.
She then moved her hand back to the shaft and felt hefted its weight. She breathed deeply of the surprisingly feminine smell of her friend. She then planted a gently kiss upon the very tip and felt the a thin bit of pre-cum touch her lips. She licked them and taste the salty, warm flavor. She felt a warmth build in her stomach and she opened her mouth. She began to take the cock into her mouth. She remembered the gentle way in which she had taken the banana during her pledge event and she breathed from her nose and smoothly let it slid into her throat. She heard Talia gasp and felt the smaller girl's hips press gently and rhythmically against her face and knew she was doing something right. She could tell that Talia was enjoying the feeling of her tongue stud moving over her cock. She felt fingers on her body, touching her nipple rings and bellybutton rings. She felt electric. Kilee continued to let the cock slide in and out of her mouth. She loved the smooth feel against her tongue and the salty taste of Talia's skin. She liked the way Talia's pubic hair tickled her nose and the way her long, hard cock made her throat feel like it was going to burst. She loved the way Talia's balls felt on her nose, oddly.
"I like that you are shaved bare, it looked so cute," Talia said. Suddenly, the hands which had previously been roaming all over Kilee's body took up her cock. Suddenly she felt the warm, wet feeling of a mouth engulf her private area. She had to concentrate hard to continue her ministrations on Talia. For a few brief minutes they moved as one. Both lay on their sides on the bed, the penises in each other's hungry mouths. They were silent except for muffled groans and the sound of tongues.
Suddenly, Talia's body became stiff as a board. She sucked hard on Kilee's penis and then went completely limp. Kilee felt her mouth fill with a thick, salty liquid and she immediately fell in love with the flavor. She sucked hard on Talia's penis, trying to extract every last precious drop from the girl. Talia giggled around Kilee's cock and then pulled her penis out of Kilee's mouth. Kilee swallowed the cum and breathed deeply. Suddenly, she felt her own orgasm coming on.
"OHHH GOD!" she cried, "Be careful Talia," she tried to warn. Talia tried to calm her by gently stroking her hip. Kilee felt the orgasm hit her hard, much better than when she was by herself or the time she was with Sarah. She felt like stars were exploding all over her body and every hair on her head was standing on end. She felt as though she might black out for a moment and then she felt herself become limp. Her cock was already pumping hot cum into Talia's waiting mouth, filling it. Talia tried to swallow, but more kept coming, it rolled out the side of her mouth and some landed on her bed, more on her large tits. Finally, after nearly a minute and dozens of spurts, Kilee finished her orgasm.
Kilee sat up and looked at Talia. The girl was already looking at her, her mouth closed and her finger extended towards Kilee and hooked it three times in an come hither fashion. Kilee crawled on her hands and knees towards Talia and kissed her gently. Talia opened her mouth and inserted her tongue into Kilee's mouth. Suddenly, a torrent of cum filled Kilee's mouth. She was surprised and some spilled out onto her breasts, coating her erect left nipple. However, she recovered enough to keep most of it in her mouth and she swallowed her own cum and found that she enjoyed it almost as much as she had enjoyed Talia's. They kissed for a few moments longer and then broke. "Didn't see that coming, did ya?" Talia said and giggled.
"You are such a bitch!" Kilee said and kissed her again. She moved her head down and briefly sucked on Talia's nipple. The girl moaned and Kilee smiled. She then sat up again.
"I have never seen anyone cum like that," Talia said with actual amazement in her voice.
"You watched a lot of people cum, you slut?" Kilee said in a playful way. Talia raised her eyebrows and then grabbed a hold of Kilee's nipple ring and then twisted it until Kilee screeched in pain, "Okay, Okay, stop!" she begged and Talia relented.
"Seriously though, that cock ring and the one on your tongue feel fantastic," Talia said and Kilee could feel herself blush. They sat, smiling for a few minutes and then they immediately began to think about the same thing.
"So what does this mean for us..." Kilee asked after a few seconds.
"Well...I don't know," Talia said, staring at the ceiling.
"So I kinda don't think right now that..." Kilee began. Suddenly Talia responded in an excited tone.
"That you don't want a relationship?" she asked, then she became more subdued, "I am sorry, that sounded mean." "No. No. No, that is exactly what I was going to say!" Kilee said. Once again it showed their amazing connection, at least to Kilee.
"Great!" Talia said, "I mean just because we don't want to date or anything, doesn't mean we can't fuck every once in a while right? I mean we are roommates." Kilee laughed at her friends bluntness and then felt herself becoming hard again. This was going to be a fun semester.
Chapter 9: Revelations
For a few weeks Kilee and Talia had a great time. They both rushed home as soon as classes were out and spent as much time as they could, naked in their room. They had to come out every once in a while to avoid suspicion, but more often than not they were sucking each other off. The girls together agreed that they would limit their playtime to hands and mouths because they wanted to wait until they found someone to date before they had intercourse with anyone.
One of Kilee's favorite activities was to wait until Talia fell asleep and then try to start to suck Talia's penis without her noticing first and then waking her up with an orgasm. She was successful more often than not and while Talia pretended to be offended, it was clear that she enjoyed it. Eventually she stopped sleeping with panties on.
Talia loved to watch Kilee masturbate. She couldn't explain it but she felt engrossed when she watched Kilee's elegant fingers slide over her thin, hard cock and she especially loved the way in which Kilee's cum shoot out of her body in huge, thick arcs. Sometimes she would get on her knees in front of Kilee while she played with herself and tried to catch the cum in her mouth or let it slid around on her face. They two thought that they were in heaven.
However, one day, the world rumbled underneath of Kilee. She had just finished classes and was rushing home to see if Talia was off of work yet. She waved to some of the girls as she came in and then skipped up the stairs. When she got to the door she saw a note posted on her door addressed from the president.
It stated that there was a problem which the president had just recently become aware of in regards to the freshmen sorority members and that at four o'clock Kilee and the other three freshmen would have to meet in Cameron's room to discuss the matter. Kilee took the letter off the door and shrugged her shoulders. She had no idea what to expect. She sat on her bed for an hour and waited to see if Talia would come home. However, four o'clock arrived and Kilee was forced to leave.
She walked up the stairs towards Cameron's room. As she was in the hallway in between Cameron and Lydia's room, Lydia came out of her room. She was wearing only a towel wrapped around her body, and she was headed towards the bathroom to get a shower. Her nipples were hard through the towel because of the cold and Kilee was afraid that her eyes were bugging out of her head.
"Hey Kilee," Lydia said in a sweet voice and waved. Kilee couldn't manage to speak back but instead merely waved. She had shared a few words with Lydia over the time she had pledged and then joined the sorority. But she always felt mush mouthed and she was sure that Lydia thought she was a moron. But just hearing Lydia say her name made Kilee's heart beat faster.
She shook her head and then walked into Cameron's room. She had never been in it and was taken aback by its opulence. It was nearly twice as large as the room that Kilee shared with Talia and it was painted pink and had a huge, four post bed and a desk, behind which Cameron sat.
The other three girls were already there and they waved meekly and nervously at Kilee. The other three freshmen were Bethany Lewis, Ebony Darnell, and Kayla Kahn. Bethany was a cute little blonde girl no more than 5 feet tall. She had an almost childish built with slim hips and small breasts but her face was gorgeous. Ebony was the only African American in the sorority. Her head was shaved down very low and she had huge brown eyes. She had a lanky and sensual build and small, perky breasts. Kayla was 5'7 and had a bit of a chunky build, large breasts, a bit of a pudgy stomach and a bit of a flat butt. She was the least attractive girl in the sorority but everyone loved her for her quick wit.
"Thank you for joining us Kilee," Cameron said in an oddly formal fashion. As soon as the pledging had ended, Cameron had returned to her normal bubbly self and had dropped the false formality and aggression with which she had conducted the weeding process. Now it was back, but with more bite, as though this was serious and not just a joke.
"Sorry I am late," Kilee said meekly and took her place standing next to the other girls.
"Don't worry about it," Cameron said in a way that indicated that she should worry about it, "Alright I am going to cut right to it girls. One of you has not been entirely honest with us. One of you does not actually qualify to be a member of this sorority." Kilee felt a cold stabbing feeling in her stomach. Someone had seen her and Talia. They knew her secret. That is why Talia hadn't come home, she was already kicked out. "One of you is an imposter and a pervert. That person knows who she is. Now I got an anonymous tip about one of you, but I don't know which one. So this is how it is going to work. In a minute I am going to turn the light off. When I do that, the guilty party must take off all of their clothes so that you can feel the shame that this sisterhood feels in having a person like you cheat their way into our confidence. Now, if the guilty person disrobes and accepts their shame, then we will call back the last girl eliminated and everything will go on as before, without our shameful current member. If, however, that person decides not to admit her crime then all four of you are out and there simply won't be a freshman class this year. Got it?"
Cameron spoke in a quick, no-nonsense fashion. Kilee could see Cameron's eyes searing into her flesh and she knew that she was the one. She knew that she was going to have to do this. Not only would she be kicked out either way, but if she didn't expose herself in front of everyone then the other girls would get kicked out as well. She liked the other girls and she didn't want them to get kicked out. She decided that she would rather face the shame and embarrassment of being exposed to protect her new friends. It was sad that now that she was a part of something real it was coming back to bite her in the ass. Suddenly she remembered all of the reasons she had secluded herself from society. What sort of madness had convinced her to expose herself in any way to the world? Lydia's face flashed in her mind and she wondered if this was worth the few awkward words she had exchanged with the girl.
"Alright here we go," Cameron said and sighed. She drew all the shades and ensured that all outside light could not leak in. She then walked over to the light switch, "The girl in question now has two minutes," she said and the lights went out. It was very dark in the room, Kilee couldn't see anything in the room.
Kilee took a deep breath and took off her white tank top and then her bra. She slid her pleated skirt down around her ankles and took off her panties and removed her tape. She then quickly removed her boots and stood again. She closed her eyes and continued to hold her breath. She heard the lights click on and then there was silence. She could hold her breath no longer and breathed slightly. She was beginning to grow very nervous.
"Oh God!" a voice called out in a very surprised fashion. Kilee was so embarrassed she felt like she was going to melt, but the voice continued in an elated and relieved way, "I can't believe it!" With that Kilee decided to open her eyes. When she did so she was stunned to see that all four other girls, including Cameron, were standing naked in the room and all of them had limp penises hanging between their legs. Kilee laughed with relief.
"Well it looks like we all had something to hide," Cameron said and the girls laughed awkwardly. Kilee couldn't believe how beautiful all the girls looked naked. Cameron sat down in her chair and put her feet up on the table. She was especially beautiful and Kilee enjoyed the way her six inch dick was squeezed between her legs as she sat in the chair.
"What is this about?" Ebony finally asked.
"Well girls, the easiest way for me to cover this is to explain to you this history and philosophy of Tau Gamma Sigma sorority here at Upper Priam College. We were founded in the 1970s as a haven. A haven for girls like us. Girls who were born in men's bodies and who had made partial transitions but wanted to continue with our penises intact. At first it was difficult, but as the years come and gone we have been able to make contact with doctors and psychologists who put us in contact with the most beautiful trans-girls in the United States and in some cases overseas. All of you were contacted by UP because TGS wanted you. We sought you out, got photos of you, and actively pursued you. We funded the scholarship which all of you are now enjoying. The other girls who pledged here were merely red herrings. Something to throw off other people who might suspect us as well as a chance to have a little somewhat tradition sorority fun with you before the final 'decision' was made.
"Listen, we created this sorority at this campus because we knew that in a small town with a small campus that we would be able to control our environment. We would be able to act as a self-contained community and we would be able to accept ourselves and each other for the imperfect, but not shameful, people that we are. Now just a few minutes ago I put you through a bit of an ordeal. I made you feel ashamed of your body and made you feel that you were going to be thrown out for being the person that you are. This was just an exercise and I am really sorry that it was necessary. But it was necessary. It is a symbol of the end of an age. That is the last time that you will ever be ashamed of yourselves. While you are in the TGS house and when you are TGS alumni, you will always be proud of your body and your soul."
When Cameron was done the girls felt compelled to applaud. Cameron obviously became embarrassed and then she laughed. She invited all the girls together for a big hug and they felt odd but happy as their naked bodies touched one another and they felt good to be around one another.
"Alright, I want you girls to get dressed and go back downstairs. The other girls know why you are here so we are going to be a lot more open in the house now, so I hope you enjoy yourselves in being who you are. I am proud of all you," Cameron said. She sat up in her chair quickly, "Oh, but there is just one more thing. There is a tradition that the president gets to select her favorite of the new girls and for one evening gets to benefit from that girls company." The girls paused in their efforts to get dressed. All of them both wanted to get picked and also feared it.
"Who do you want?" Kayla asked.
"Why don't you stay here Kilee," Cameron said. Kilee dropped her clothes on the floor and waited for the other girls to file out of the room. They all smiled at her and offered little congratulations. In a few moments Kilee was standing naked in the room with Cameron.



"So..." Kilee said, hoping that she would soon know what she was in for. Her head was swimming. She felt like she was in the middle of a wonderful dream. None of this made any sense. But she knew she was awake, it was so real. So real, and so wonderful. She was already feeling the pride that Cameron talked about, she was having trouble controlling her emotions. But she focused on Cameron, and the task at hand.
"So your probably wondering exactly what you are supposed to do right?" Cameron asked, back to her more normal, bubbly self.
"Yeah I am," Kilee replied.
"Well the rules of this event got that you actually are not allowed to touch my body with your own and I cannot touch yours with mine," Cameron said, purposefully being vague.
"So what do you want me to do? Masturbate?" Kilee replied. Cameron smiled devilishly and shook her head. She opened up her desk drawer and started to pull an object. It took a moment for Kilee to realize what it was but then she caught a glimpse of it. Kilee saw her anal beads come out of the desk and lay on the table.
"You are going to watch me use the winning toy from our last challenge. Your toy," Cameron explained. She left the toy on her desk and then walked over to bed and lay down on her stomach. She locked her feet together and kicked them gently in the air, looking back over her shoulder at Kilee and smiling mischievously.
Kilee felt herself becoming aroused. Her dick was hard as she picked up the string of beads and walked over to Cameron. Cameron closed her eyes and ignored her. Apparently this was supposed to be a completely mechanical affair. Kilee was supposed to pleasure the president and that was that. Kilee felt the beads, they had already been lubricated. She looked over at Cameron and saw that the president's asshole was glistening, covered in lube. She was already ready.
Kilee took the first bead and set it gently against Cameron's tight pink asshole. She could hear the president breathing rhythmically, preparing for the event. The beads were steel and felt cold in Kilee's fingers. They ranged in size, but the biggest was about the size of a quarter. There were seven beads on the chain and then a ring on the end to pull is out when finished. Kilee felt their weight in her fingers as she gently pushed the first bead into Cameron's asshole.
Cameron grunted and then moaned loudly. Kilee reached up and tugged on Cameron's hair. She bent forward and kissed Cameron's smooth ass and she felt Cameron purr. Cameron started gently rubbing herself against her bed shaking her ass. Kilee decided that meant she wasn't supposed to stop. She took the next bead and placed it gently inside of Cameron's ass. Cameron squealed with delight and begged Kilee to keep going. Kilee took the strand by its strings and swung it around in a pinwheel motion. Cameron clenched down on the beads and moaned.
Then Kilee began to work faster. She put the third bead in and then immediately inserted the next. More than half of the beads were now in and Cameron's body was shaking. Every movement slid the beads against some sensitive part of the inside of her body and she felt like she was going to explode. Kilee tugged gently on the beads and Cameron clenched hard to keep them in her body. Kilee pushed in two more beads. She was amazed by how many beads Cameron could fit inside of her body. Kilee stopped for a moment and just looked at the president. This pretty girl, with her long flowing hair and her naughty beads, it was such a perfect picture.
Finally, she slid the last bead into Cameron's pink asshole and it closed around the string. Kilee played with the ring, moving it and shaking the beads inside of Cameron's body. Cameron moaned and flailed on the bed. Suddenly, a deliciously nasty idea hit Kilee and she almost laughed to herself. She pushed in on the ring and Cameron moaned. She then took the ring and relatively quickly, but gently, pulled them out of Cameron's body. Cameron screamed in pleasure and pain and rocked gently on the bed. When the last of the beads popped out, she lay panting for a moment. Her penis was hard as a rock and she felt like she was going to cum any second. She was livid with Kilee for taking the beads out before she was finished. When she had finally pulled herself together she rolled over onto her back, holding herself up with her arms, starring daggers into Kilee. But before she had a chance to say anything, she gasped.
Kilee was standing in front of her, her legs were spread and her penis was standing straight out. Her breasts were perky and her nipples long and hard. But what really took Cameron's breath away was her mouth. As she watched, the last of the seven anal beads entered Kilee's mouth and only the ring stuck out from between her lips. Kilee enjoyed the taste of lube and ass on her tongue and the thick weight of the anal beads down her throat.
"Oh god," Cameron finally said, "Get down on your knees." Kilee did as she was told. She got down on her knees in front of the bed. Cameron jumped up from the bed and stood in front of Kilee. She started jacking herself off furiously. Her soft, feminine hands working quickly over her hard cock. It took only a few seconds to send her over the edge, she had been so close to cumming for so long. Cum shot out of her cock in a hot spurt and splashed over Kilee's face. Her eyelashes, eyelids, nose, and lips were covered in cum. Cameron fell back on her bed, panting. Kilee took the cum soaked ring in her finger and slowly eased the beads out of her throat. She breathed deeply and then set the beads down next to Cameron.
"There you go, Cam," Kilee said sweetly, feeling some of the sticky, salty cum drip into her mouth. Cameron giggled.
"That was hot," she said, "I am glad that I picked you." With that she took a towel and wiped off Kilee's face. When she was done, she gave her a quick peck on the nose.
"Thanks," Kilee said, blushing. She was still incredibly horny and hoping for some sort of relief.
"Go ahead back downstairs," Cameron said, "Your initiation is complete."
Chapter 10: The New Normal
The next couple of weeks were very bizarre. Things changed in the house now that everything was out in the open. Girls who had been dating, like Roxy and Cameron, were able to take their relationship back out into the public. Kilee was very surprised the first time she had walked into Dana Walker's to borrow a math book and saw Dana and Faith O'Malley, two sophomores, sitting face to face, their legs intertwined, jacking each other off. They had casually invited her to join in but she had gotten a bit shy and run out of the room.
It wasn't as though the girl pranced around naked, their tits and penises bouncing as they skipped down the halls, but they were more open. Sometimes girls would run out of bathrooms without their towels or make-out with a girl from the house on the living room couch. Kilee felt it was a little strange, but didn't necessarily dislike it. As a matter of fact she tried, without success, to see Lydia naked on several occasions. Unfortunately, now that there was no danger involved, she found that her sexual relationship with Tahlia, nonromantic as it was, was over. Tahlia wanted to find someone to date and Kilee found that while she still found Tahlia sexy, without a shared secret she didn't find her to be anything more than a great friend. After the secret came out, they would remain amongst the closest of friends in the house, but never again would they engage in mutual masturbation. As a matter of fact, Tahlia started dating a lesbian from outside the sorority. She had to resist the urge to have sex with her and had to warn the girls to be on their best behavior when the girl was around, but she had the makings of a real relationship, if she could ever come out with the truth.
Kilee continued going to class, engaging in sorority events, and generally having the best year of her entire life. She was just beginning to enjoy the new feeling of openness in the house when she had a great idea. She decided that she was going to be bold for the first time in her life without being prompted by something outside of her. She was going to try to win Lydia over. She was going to try to make Lydia her girlfriend. One day, when there was about three months left in the semester, Kilee decided to make her move. Lydia was sitting at the kitchen table with a cup of coffee in her hand. She was sitting with her legs crossed and she was disinterestedly reading the newspaper. Kilee couldn't believe how gorgeous she looked.
"Hey Lydia," she said in a voice that was a bit too loud and a bit too cheerful. Lydia finished taking a sip of coffee then set it down gently and looked up. Her long eyelashes fluttering.
"Hey...Kilee," she hesitated and Kilee felt a knife go into her heart, "What's going on?" Lydia was always very nice to everyone, but Kilee felt that she was a bit distant.
"Hey, got any classes this afternoon?" Kilee asked, forgetting all of the things she had intended to say and now winging.
"Nope," Lydia replied, wondering what purpose there was to this inquiry.
"Oh, well I was wondering if you might want to grab something to eat this afternoon," Kilee said, then seizing upon a plot, "I have decided to get dinner with some of the upperclassmen girls to get a feel for what your experiences are. You know, so I can plan my college experience better," she lied. Lydia smiled and nodded her head.
"Oh ok," Lydia said, "Sure I can do that. Want to meet at Antonio's at like 5?" Kilee could barely contain herself. She was so incredibly excited.
"Yeah, sounds great," she said and then began to wonder how she was going to kill four hours before she met with Lydia. She took a shower and got changed into her favorite outfit. She went for a walk and daydreamed about a successful meeting with Lydia that developed into a real relationship. She picture eating dinner with her and watching movies, finally she pictured laying down next to her in bed and kissing her. Eventually, she realized that enough time had passed and she made her way to Antonio's. It was a local pizza place and a campus hangout. It wasn't exactly romantic, but Kilee would take what she could get.
She got there about fifteen minutes early and bought a coke and waited nervously. Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Lydia walked through the door and took her breath away. She was wearing a long, loose skirt, a tight t-shirt and her hair was back in a ponytail. Kilee thought that she looked like a princess. Lydia looked around for a moment and then spotted Kilee and smiled. She waved and started walking over. Kilee wanted to save that smile in her mind forever.
"Hi," Lydia said, sitting down across from her and setting her purse on the table.
"Hey, what's up?" Kilee said. They talked briefly about the weather and upcoming exams and the ordered a pizza.
"So what did you want to ask me about?" Lydia finally said. Kilee had been prepared for this question. She asked a series of questions about school, jobs, and various other things that would interest a college student. However, what really excited Kilee was the fact that they were easily led off topic. They talked about growing up, they talked about music, they talked about movies. Before long, nearly three hours had passed during which time they had told jokes and stories, laughed and felt incredibly close. Lydia herself was feeling the power of their connection and was very disappointed when she informed Kilee that she had to leave. Kilee had gotten distracted from her goal and knew that now was her only chance to get it back.
"Listen Lydia before you go," she didn't have time anymore to be coy about it and she knew that if she screwed this up now, she might not get another chance. She began and Lydia looked at her with her kind eyes, "Look I lied to you." Lydia looked at her surprised.
"About what?"
"I told you that I was talking to all of the older girls and gathering information and stuff," Kilee said.
"Yeah..."Lydia said, confused.
"Well, I am not. I just wanted to do something with you. I saw you one day earlier this year and I followed you to the house. You are the reason I tried to join TGS in the first place. Now I have talked to you and I like you even more. I was wondering if maybe you wanted to go out on a date sometime," Kilee explained. They sat silently for a while. Lydia felt the information go through her but was confused about how to proceed. Finally, she collected her thoughts.
"Listen," she said and Kilee felt her heart sink, "First of all, it was kind of uncool of you not to be up front with me."
"I know," Kilee said and her face got red.
"But I am not really mad about that. I mean, I know how it is when you like someone. But Kilee I don't like you like that. Don't get me wrong. I had a lot of fun and I am glad that we are friends now. But I am seeing someone. Candi Tower, the sophomore. You know her, she lives in the room next to yours, after all," Lydia explained. Kilee felt tears well behind her eyes. Candi was the prettiest girl in the sorority (at least that was the consensus before Kilee had gotten in, now all the girls thought that she was the hot one, which made Candi insanely jealous).
"Oh," Kilee said, controlling herself, "I feel so silly. I am sorry."
"No don't worry about it. Hey, like I said, I am really glad we are friends now. But I have to go... Candi...she's waiting for me," Lydia said, wincing. She felt terrible, but nonetheless she had to go. She grabbed her purse and headed out the door, waving as she reached it. Kilee waved back and then, when Lydia was clearly out of sight, she ran to the bathroom, got in a stall, and cried. She cried for what felt like an hour until she was embarrassed with herself. She left the stall and looked at herself in the mirror. Her eyes were puffy and red and she felt haggard and tired. She splashed water on her face and walked out of the bathroom. She could've sworn that people were staring at her but she realized this was just a figment of her imagination.
She walked out the front door and breathed in the cold air. She felt her nipples harden as the wind whipped against her and she covered herself with her jacket. She put her head down against the cold and walked towards the house. She thought about her situation as she did so. At first she was embarrassed by her forwardness and with her rejection. But then she thought back to the meal itself and felt a warmth. She sensed that there was a connection and she knew that Lydia had felt it as well. Lydia felt loyal to this girlfriend of hers and that was a good thing, but Kilee had to prove that she was the right choice. The only way to do that was to make Lydia jealous. Lydia knew that Kilee liked her and she was probably a little bit proud of this. If Kilee could make Lydia believe that there was a new girl in her life, she could convince Lydia that she was missing out on an opportunity and the Kilee wouldn't be on the market for long. By the time she opened the door to the sorority house, most of her scheme was already prepared. She was actually smiling when she made it to her room.
Chapter 11: A Deceitful Plan
Ever since beginning the Rush process, Kilee had noticed that one of the other freshmen, Ebony, could never keep her eyes off of her. Anytime Kilee happen to notice Ebony, the tall black student was staring at her admiringly. Kilee felt a bit guilty, but she realized that perhaps her best way of getting Lydia could be to take advantage of Ebony. Besides, Ebony was a pretty enough girl and it might be a little bit of fun in the meanwhile. One day after class she approached Ebony as she sat alone in the kitchen, peeling and eating an orange. She felt a tinge of guilt, but suppressed it. The ends would justify the means.
"Hey Ebony, what's up?" she asked and Ebony looked up a bit startled. Ebony was obviously a bit nervous and Kilee felt the guilt rising again. But she refused to turn back now.
"Hey Kilee, nothing much. What are you doing?" The girl finally asked, stumbling a bit and generally acting very cute.
"Nothing. Just finished class. I don't have anything tomorrow until one so I am trying to figure out something to do," She explained. She knew for a fact that on Thursdays Ebony had no classes at all. That meant both of their evenings would be open.
"Oh. Yeah I don't have any class tomorrow either," Ebony said.
"Want to go get something to eat?" Kilee asked. Ebony almost jumped out of her chair. The two girls grabbed their jackets and purses and went to a local Chinese food place. Kilee knew that Ebony liked it and so she dealt with the fact that she didn't like Chinese food and went. They ate and Ebony talked about her family and about school. Kilee found her to be a bit of a bore. She constantly talked about herself and could somehow manage to find a way to make any statement about her. Worse, she had a tendency toward one-upsmanship. Anytime Kilee said anything, Ebony had done it first or better or worse or with more people or simply more in some way. Kilee had to continue to remind herself that she was doing this for Lydia.
Finally the dinner ended and Ebony and Kilee made their way back out into the cold night air. It was already pitch black and now Kilee had to put the second half of her plan into motion. "Hey Ebony," she said, "You said you didn't have class tomorrow right? Want to rent a movie to watch on the big screen?"
Ebony easily agreed and they walked over to the rental place. Kilee didn't really care about what they were watching and so she allowed Ebony to pick out a slasher movie and she talked about her favorite movies all the way back to the house.
It was an unwritten rule in the house that as soon as two girls had claimed the big screen TV on the first floor that the other girls were to leave them alone. Luckily, most of the girls in the house had class early in the morning on Thursdays and so, when Kilee and Ebony arrived back at the house at 7:30 p.m. no one was in the main room. Ebony chattered away, nervously and excitedly as she fed the movie into the DVD player and kicked off her shoes. Kilee took her shoes off as well and grabbed a big blanket and sat down on the couch. The movie started and Ebony settled down next to her and finally became quiet. They pulled the blanket up against their bodies and watched for a half an hour in silence.
It was a pretty terrible movie and Kilee had to work hard to avoid laughing while Ebony cringed and hid her eyes. Kilee was feeling very nervous. She knew what she had to do next. She looked over at Ebony, her eyes were wide open and she was staring at the screen. Her body was cuddled up next to Kilee's and she could feel her warmth. Kilee had to admit that despite the fact that she found Ebony incredibly obnoxious, she was incredibly sexy. She made her move.
Kilee was sitting to Ebony's left. With her left hand she reached across Ebony's face and touched her cheek. She felt Ebony shudder, but she still allowed her face to be turned toward Kilee. Ebony's face was blank and her breathing was shallow. Kilee could tell that Ebony's heart was beating. Kilee felt terrible that her own body was not reacting in the same way. She was physically attracted, but she felt repelled by her own deceit. But she pushed herself forward.
She starred into Ebony's beautiful eyes and she smiled. At least this would be fun. She closed her eyes and leaned forward. Her lips met Ebony's and for a moment, an innocent kiss was shared. But Kilee pushed further, soon her tongue was exploring the inside of Ebony's mouth, massaging the girl's tongue and feeling her teeth. She bit down lightly on Ebony's lips and she heard Ebony squeal.
She moved her hands so that her left arm was around Ebony's waist and her right was around her shoulders. Ebony put her own hands on Kilee's shoulders as Kilee pushed her over so that she was laying down on top of Ebony. They continued to kiss and held each other closely. Kilee felt Ebony's hands under her shirt and felt her bra unclip. She sat up and took off her tank top and bra. She leaned forward again, with her nipples against Ebony's face. Ebony latched onto one of Kilee's pierced nipples and sucked on it gently. Kilee moaned and arched her back. She could feel Ebony's cock against her leg and she felt her own cock straining against her tape.



Finally, Ebony released Kilee's nipple and gently sat up on the couch, "I have dreamed about this for so long," she said, "I had no idea you liked me too. I am so happy." Kilee smiled uncomfortably but didn't say anything in response. Ebony reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. She then removed her shirt and the bra underneath. Her nipples were long and hard and stood out proudly from her small, mocha breasts. Kilee leaned forward and took the hard nipple in her mouth. She sucked hard and rubbed the underside of the breast with her hand. Ebony squealed with delight. With her other hand, Kilee rubbed Ebony's other nipple and the girl squealed so loudly Kilee stopped, afraid that the other girls would hear. Ebony looked at Kilee with a naughty look on her face. Ebony stood up, her breasts jiggling slightly as she stood. She unbuckled her belt and unzipped her jeans, pulled them down. Next she hooked her fingers into her panties and pulled them down around her ankles. She stood naked and exquisite in front of Kilee, her 5 inch penis standing out erect and proud.
"Do you like this," Ebony said and Kilee nodded. She was shocked by how sexy Ebony looked naked. She had not really noticed her in Cameron's room because of her shocked, but now she saw the sensuous and feminine curves as well as her sexy, erect cock.
Kilee reached up inside of her skirt and pulled down her panties. In the same motion she gently removed the tape from her cock and blood quickly filled it, making it hard and erect. She looked up and Ebony and could see the girl staring intently.
"Want to sit on my lap?" Kilee asked suggestively, spreading her legs a bit. She reached over to the table next to her and grabbed her purse she took out a tube of lube and covered her shaved cock with the clear, warm liquid. She handed the tube to Ebony and the girl took it. She put it on her fingers and reached behind herself and lubed her tight, brown asshole. She walked over to Kilee and kissed her once on the lips.
Finally, She turned around and squated down slowly in front of Kilee. Now Kilee was nervous herself. She had never done this before. She was unsure about whether or not she could. But she was also excited. Her cock was straining and she knew that whether her mind was positive or not, her body had already made up its mind. With her right hand she took her cock and with her left she took Ebony's hip. Slowly she eased the girl's body down and lined the tip of her quivering cock up with Ebony's asshole. Eventually she began to feel pressure against the tip as her skin made contact with Ebony's skin.
She heard Ebony gasp as the first bit of Kilee's cock entered the girl's asshole. Kilee couldn't believe the intense feeling it gave her. Ebony's asshole was so tight and so warm. Kilee felt that she was about to burst, she could hardly keep from cumming. Slowly, her cock buried its way deeper and deeper into Ebony's asshole. Finally, Kilee's entire cock was inside of Ebony. Ebony's entire body was shaking as she leaned back against Kilee's body. She turned her head to the side and they kissed. Kilee reached her right hand around and gently massaged Ebony's balls. They kissed for what felt like an eternity. Finally their kiss broke and Ebony began to gently grind against Kilee's cock. Kilee release Ebony's dick and reached both of her hands around and rubbed Ebony's breasts softly.
It was then that Kilee finally remembered the time. She looked at the clock on the wall and realized that it was nearly 8:30. With that she moved her hands to Ebony's waist and slowly ease the girl forward. Ebony was unsure about what Kilee was doing, but she allowed the girl to reach a standing position. In order to keep her balance, Ebony leaned forward and put her hands on the coffee table. Kilee decided to start really enjoying herself.
She began to pump her cock softly in and out of Ebony's asshole. Ebony would hold tightly to Kilee's cock as she tried to pull it out and then open herself wide open as Kilee pushed herself gently back in, burying her cock as deeply as she could. They both moaned loudly Kilee began to increase her pace.
Finally, 8:30 arrived and the door open, as it did every Wednesday at that time. Lydia walked in the front door from her evening class and turned to lock the door behind her. It was only after completing this task that she turned and realized what was going on in front of the couch. She saw Kilee, her breasts glistening and her face angelic, biting her lip, standing behind Ebony, pumping her hard dick in and out of the prostrate girl. She stood for a minute and enjoyed the scene, then shook her head and felt a bit embarrassed, "Oh my god," she exclaimed, "I am so sorry."
With that Lydia began to run up the stairs. Ebony giggle a bit at the absurdity of the situation, but Kilee's eyes were fixed on Lydia as she ran up the stairs. Suddenly, thinking of Lydia, Kilee could wait no longer. She dug her nails deeply into Ebony's ass and pumped her cock one more, hard time. She felt a sudden rush and great warmth fill her body. She felt Ebony shaking as her asshole filled up with spurt after thick hot spurt of cum. Quickly, the other girl filled up and Kilee's cum began to run thick and white down Ebony's legs.
Kilee, unable to stand, gently withdrew herself from Ebony's asshole and fell back on the couch. Ebony stayed, leaning over the coffee table for several seconds panting, then turned around smiling at Kilee.
"That was nice," she said, and Kilee nodded, "Want me to do you now?" she asked. Kilee desperately did not want to have Ebony inside of asshole. She was saving herself for Lydia. She decided to try something else.
"Not now," she said, "Come sit on the couch." With that, Ebony looked a little disappointed but she came and sat on the couch nonetheless. She started to lean over to kiss Kilee but Kilee was on her knees before she had the chance. She leaned forward in front of Ebony and kissed the tip of the other girl's penis. Ebony shook all over and giggled. Without any further delay. Kilee opened her mouth and took Ebony's cock into her mouth. She didn't hold anything back. She soon had Ebony's entire cock in her mouth, gently massaging the cock with her throat. Ebony didn't last very long. Soon she came, shooting hot jizz down Kilee's mouth and down into her stomach. Ebony collapsed onto the couch, breathing and smiling.
"That was wonderful," she said, sighing contentedly, "I think we have the chance to be something special."
"Yeah, maybe..." Kilee said and she realized what she had done. She felt like crying.
Chapter 12: The Plan Develops, Nicely
Later that evening, Kilee was walking from the bathroom back to her room and she was considering the events that had occurred. She wondered if she was doing the right thing. She felt terrible that she was misleading Ebony, but still felt that if she was able to win Lydia, it would be worth it. She was thinking this and didn't notice another person enter the hallway. "Kilee?" that person said, startling Kilee. She looked up and saw Lydia. Her heart swelled.
"Hey Lydia! What's up?" she said.
"Hey, I just wanted to apologize again. I mean you weren't exactly being secretive, but I still feel bad that I kind of walked in on you," Lydia said, staring at her feet, a bit uncomfortable with the conversation.
"It was my fault," Kilee replied.
"Well, I just wanted to say that. I also wanted to say that I am glad you found someone to be with. I felt terrible the last time we talked, but I can tell you are happy now," she said, sounding a bit lighter. Kilee felt her heart drop.
"Yeah," was all she could manage to reply.
"Goodnight," Lydia said, smiling and walked back up the stairs. Kilee made her way back to her bedroom and dropped onto her bed. She cried with her face in the pillow, so that Tahlia wouldn't notice.
For the next few weeks, Kilee spent a lot of time with Ebony. With each passing day she began to find that she couldn't bear her to an even greater degree. They went out on dates and they watched movies together. Occasionally Ebony would try to have sex with her, but Kilee was always able to find a convenient excuse or a fake illness to avoid. Finally, one day Ebony came to Kilee in her room while she was studying. She was fuming mad.
"Listen Kilee," she said. Kilee rolled over on her bed and stared at the other girl.
"Yeah?" she asked, tired of all of the drama. She was more tired than anything else.
"I don't know what the hell you think this is, but I am tired of it," she said, "I don't know if you realize it or not but when I am talking to you, you are never paying attention. You avoid me all the time and act like I annoy you when all I want to do is hang out with you. We had sex one time. One time, on our first date and then you don't want to touch me, but you don't tell me why. You seem to think I am disgusting and that I don't notice. I don't know why you ever asked me out in the first place, but ever since you have been a complete bitch. Oh, by the way, I notice that you are always staring at Lydia. Do you ever for a second think about how that makes me feel? No, because all you think about is you. I don't ever want to see you again. I hate that I have to live here with you for three more years. Goodbye Kilee, thanks for nothing," she said, obviously having practiced the speech several times. She stood in the doorway for a few seconds longer. Kilee realized that she was right, but she felt resentful for the way in which Ebony had attacked her.
"Anything else?" she asked sarcastically. With that Ebony broke into tears and ran from the room. Kilee immediately regretted her words but knew that it would only make things worse if she followed after the other girl. For the rest of the time that Kilee was a member of TGS, she and Ebony had a cold relationship. There were times for years, when Kilee would think back about Ebony and feel a deep tug of guilt. She learned later that Ebony was married and that her wife had borne her three children. The fact that Ebony was happy took the edge off of the shame. But that was more than a decade after they had graduated from college.
As for now, Kilee was alone again, but she felt good about it. Ebony was out of her hair and things were going well. She was enjoying school, but slowly she began to realize that she was struggling in math. At first she tried to ignore the problem and hoped that when she got passed the current section that everything would become clear and she could get passed it. When that didn't work she tried studying harder by herself and spoke with the professor. However, even this wasn't working and Kilee realized that she had to do something drastic if she was going to pass this class. Finally, she decided to ask someone in the sorority for help. She went to Cameron first, she figured that the president would be able to help.
"Cameron?" she asked one day after everyone had finished cleaning up after breakfast. Cameron turned around from the dishwasher.
"Yeah, what's up?" she asked. She had taken a special liking to Cameron, a bit of an older sister ever since their initiation together.
"Hey I have a problem," she explained. Cameron looked concerned and then led her out to the back porch where they would have a bit more privacy. When they got out there Kilee explained to her the problem and was surprised to find that she was crying. She hated failing more than anything in the world and she didn't know what to do. Cameron put her arms around the younger girl and consoled her for a while, then she sprang into action.
"Alright," she said, "There is still plenty of time in the semester to fix this thing. I mean, most of the final grade is going to be the final anyway. Believe me, this is not over yet okay?" Kilee felt a little bit better.
"What you need to do is find someone in the house who will tutor you," Cameron explained, "I wish I could do it but I am really, really bad at math. It has never been my strong suit. But there are girls who are. Are you and Ebony getting along? I know that she is like math major and got a bit grant." Kilee didn't like the idea of working with Ebony and explained that they still weren't really getting along. Cameron though quietly for a few minutes. Suddenly her eyes lit up.
"What?" Kilee said, excited that Cameron had come up with a new plan. She dreaded the idea of spending more than a few minutes with Ebony.
"Lydia!" Cameron exclaimed, "Lydia is a math major too. I had completely forgotten."
"Oh really," Kilee said. She had spoken little to Lydia since the night she had slept with Ebony. No one in the house, not Tahlia and not Cameron, knew about her feelings. Unless they all saw what Ebony saw. But she figured that Ebony only noticed because she was trying to figure out why their relationship was broken.
"Yeah! Do you guys know each other?" she asked.
"Oh yeah. We got lunch one time. She is pretty cool," Kilee said, trying to be smooth about it. Cameron sensed something was odd but she didn't have time to think about any more solutions to Kilee's problems.
"Well just go talk to her tonight or something. She will help you if she can," Cameron explained and then left for class. Kilee stood on the back porch for a while. She thought about what she was going to do and what she was going to say when she went to Lydia's room later. She decided that she would try to be professional and just get help. Regardless of this internal pledge, she couldn't help smiling for the rest of the morning and into the late afternoon.
At around seven o'clock that evening Kilee returned home from her classes and decided that it was time to get into her math mode. She was nervous but she decided to get all of her books and notes together and headed up to Lydia's room. She knocked on the door and she heard Lydia say, "Come on in!"
"Hi," she said as she opened the door and looked at Lydia. She was gorgeous, laying on her stomach on her bed, a pencil clenched between her teeth and a textbook on a pillow under her face. She turned and looked at Kilee and smiled.
"Hey, what's up Ki?" she asked in a friendly fashion.
"Nothing much," Kilee said, suddenly blanking as to the reason for her arrival in the room. They sat in silence for a few moments. Lydia became a bit confused.
"So..." she said, "How's Ebony?"
"Oh, I don't know. We broke up," Kilee explained, suddenly remembering where she was and why.
"Oh. Sorry."
"Yeah, don't be," Kilee said. Wondering how she was going to get out of this mess.
"So what can I do for you?" Lydia finally asked. Kilee was incredibly embarrassed by the situation and hoped that Lydia didn't think that she was some kind of weirdo.
"Oh sorry. Yeah, I have been having a real problem with my math class this semester. Cameron told me to look into either you or to Ebony. Ebony and I really aren't talking right now. So I thought I would ask you if you could help me out a little bit."
"Oh yeah! Sure you know I have a pretty easy semester, so I have some time. When do you want to go over it?" Lydia asked.
"How about now," Kilee suggested.
"Sounds great," Lydia said, sitting up in her bed. Kilee took her books and set them down and sat across from Lydia and began to work. Kilee was amazed by Lydia's ability. Concepts and ideas which earlier that night had been completely alien to her were suddenly clear. By the time they finished that night, Kilee felt like she could've taught it to someone else.
They began meeting three times a week for a couple of hours and Kilee began to notice that she was really gaining some traction. Her quiz scores quickly began to rise until the point she was getting A's. She thought that if she kept going at the current rate she would be able to finish the course with a C+ or maybe even a B-. To that end, she kept going to Lydia's room even after she felt that she understood the concepts. The upside was that she began to have more time just to talk with Lydia. She found that beyond being attracted to Lydia physically, she was also attracted to her on an intellectual and even an emotional level. She had more fun being tutored by Lydia than she had going out with Ebony or talking with Cameron or even masturbating with Tahlia. One day she was talking to Lydia about school work.
"I mean, I know I have to understand this math stuff for this course, but I really don't think I am going to need it in real life, you know?" Kilee explained.
"I guess. I don't think people give math the due it deserves. Why? What were you planning on being?" Lydia asked.
"Not really sure. I really like English and History, but I don't really think there are any jobs out there in that territory. Why, what are you going to do?"
"I am going to be a teacher, I think," Lydia said, smiling widely and looking gorgeous. Kilee became excited.
"Oh my God! You are perfect for that. I mean you completely taught me everything I know about math. I swear I would be completely lost right now if it weren't for you," Kilee said, laughing.
"Really? Thanks. It was really great that you came to me. I mean, I knew that I knew the math, but I was afraid that I wouldn't be able to teach it. But now your grades are way up. I feel pretty confident right now."
"Oh man," Kilee said, "All this time I thought that you were helping me, but really I was helping you. If it weren't for me you would be completely lost. I think that you owe ME!" Kilee was laughing as she finished and Lydia was joining her. Kilee was sitting on the chair at Lydia's desk and Lydia was laying on her stomach on the bed.
"Oh yeah?" Lydia responded, "Well what do you want in exchange for your services?"
"Oh I would have to think," Kilee said, not even thinking, just acting, "I suppose it could be money, I could always use money." She stood up and started walking towards Lydia.
"I don't have any money," Lydia explained. She rolled over onto her back and put her head on the pillow. Kilee kept walking towards her.
"Maybe your stereo?"
"Oh no, I love that stereo," she said. Kilee walked up so that she was standing over Lydia. She started to lean over.
"Maybe a kiss?" she asked as she put her left arm next to Lydia's head. She leaned forward and she could see desire in Lydia's eyes. She had been waiting for this moment for so long and she was excited that Lydia seemed to want it to. Their lips met, softly and their eyes closed. Lydia's lips were thick and soft and their kiss seemed to last forever, or maybe that it just what Kilee wanted. Kilee opened her mouth slightly and then gently licked Lydia's lips. Suddenly, Lydia shook her head and pushed Kilee away. Kilee felt that her heart was being pulled out of her body.
"What's wrong?" she asked, "I am so sorry."
"No," Lydia said, putting her hands over her face, "I wanted it too. It's just...Candi," she explained.
"Oh," Kilee said. She sat down on the bed next to Lydia. She knew that Lydia wanted her, but that she was afraid of her girlfriend. Kilee decided to be bold and maybe, if she was brave, things would work out for the best. She grabbed the bottom of her white tank top and pulled it over her head and threw it on the floor. She reached behind her back and unclasped her bra.
"What are you doing?" Lydia said, moving her hands away from her face. Kilee decided to pretend like she didn't hear her. She threw the bra on the floor and then she slipped in skirt down around her ankles and kicked it off her bare feet. She quickly slid her panties down and pulled her tape off of her cock, it quickly filled and she was hard as a rock. She turned back to Lydia who was staring at her with pure lust in her eyes.
"If you really want to stop, just say the word," Kilee explained and then rolled over on the bed. She positioned herself in between Lydia's legs. Lydia was wearing a tight pink t-shirt, a bra, and pajama pants. Kilee could feel the girl's hard dick rubbing against her own as she put her tits down on Lydia's chest. Her nipples tingled with the contact. She stared into the older girl's eyes and saw nothing but desire. Whatever trepidation that she had was entirely consumed by lust.



Kilee leaned forward and kissed Lydia on her large, full lips. It was a sweet, innocent kiss, their lips locked together for several seconds. Then, Lydia reached behind Kilee and grabbed her by the back of the neck and pull her in deeply. Lydia opened her mouth and dug her tongue, deep and wet into Kilee's mouth. Kilee's entire body shook with excitement. She put her elbows on either side of Lydia's head and kissed back, harder than ever. Their tongues danced and their bodies felt as though they were on fire.
Finally, Lydia broke the kiss by pushing Kilee away. Kilee was about to become very upset. She figured that Lydia had once again gotten cold feet and wanted to stop and re-evaluate the situation. However, when Kilee opened her eyes she saw that Lydia was giving her a mischievous smile.
"Aren't you going to help me get undressed?" The brown-eyed beauty asked, pouting. Kilee's heart jumped and she had to control herself to avoid tearing Lydia's clothes off. She pulled Lydia's shirt up over her head and threw it on the floor. Next she reached around Lydia's body and kissed her gently while she unhooked her bra and helped slide them down her arms. Kilee was stunned by the size of Lydia's breasts. They were huge, but somehow managed to defy gravity. They were perky and they had medium sized, pink nipples. Kilee gave one of them a quick kiss and felt Lydia's body quiver.
Kilee then reached around Lydia's waist and took hold of her pajama waistband. She slid the pajamas quickly down Lydia's legs. Now Lydia' was completely naked and Kilee was stunned. Not only were Lydia's breasts massive, but she had the biggest cock Kilee had ever seen. It was at least 7" long and had impressive girth, it was shaved just like Kilee's. Lydia could tell Kilee was impressed and smiled at the girl.
"So now you've got me where you want me," Lydia explained, "So what was it you were looking for?" Kilee whole body felt like jelly and it took her a few seconds to respond.
"I have been saving myself for you," she tried to explained and Lydia sort of laughed.
"I saw you fucking Ebony on the couch, remember?" she said, gently stroking her own cock. Kilee was mesmerized but still managed to explain.
"No, that's not what I mean," she said, "What I mean is that I have never been fucked myself. No one has ever fucked my ass. From the first time I saw you walking from the library I wanted the first person to do that to me to be you," she explained.
"When did you see me at the library?"
"Earlier this year," Kilee explained. Lydia nodded and then leaned over to her nightstand. She opened the top drawer and pulled out a bottle of lube. She tossed it gently to Kilee.
"Well then get me ready sweetie," she said in a coy voice. Kilee was excited by the way that Lydia seemed to change when she was horny. She became both more direct and more silly, but at the same time Kilee could tell she was just playing and that the sensitive which Kilee loved was still there. Kilee opened the lube and put some on her hand. She gently rubbed some of it onto her asshole and shook from the cold liquid.
She then inched over onto the bed where Lydia was laying on her back. She leaned forward and looked at Lydia's massive cock. She could smell the other girl's sweet pheromones and felt light headed. She gently kissed the cock on the tip and Lydia giggled. Kilee then took the cock in her lubed hands and gently began to stroke it. She could feel Lydia become tense and sensed the older girl's breath quicken. She stroked gently for a few minutes and they sat in silence, enjoying the smells and textures of their first few intimate moments. She watched Lydia's beautiful breasts heave as she breathed.
"If you want to fuck me," Lydia finally said, breathing heavily and speaking in a husky voice, "You better get on that dick pretty soon or I am going to cum baby." Kilee smiled and then stood up on the bed, her hard dick swinging in front of her, "Wow the other girls really are right Kilee, you are the most beautiful girl in this sorority," she said. Kilee blushed.
"Second prettiest," she said and walked forward until she was straddling Lydia and then got down on her knees. She could feel Lydia's cock against her leg. Lydia took her own cock in her hand and gently guided it against Kilee's wet asshole.
"Okay baby," she said, "I want you to gently slid down. You don't have to go all the way, just go as far as it feel good." Kilee nodded and then began to slip down Lydia's hard cock. She felt the tip slowly and gently work its way into her little rosebud of an asshole. She was incredibly tight and they had to move slowly.
"Oh god Lydia!" Kilee moaned as the first two inches of cock began to fill her asshole. Lydia smiled at her and rubbed her legs to support her. Inch by inch the cock went deeper and deeper into Kilee's asshole. When she had five inches of cock in her body she began to rock gently and moan.
"Are you full baby?" Lydia asked, "Don't go any farther than you have to."
"Oh fuck! No I want you to go all the way," Kilee said. She had heard that anal sex was something you had to warm up to first. That it was painful the first time but then it got better. She totally disagreed. This was the best feeling she had ever had in her life. She pushed harder on the cock and felt her insides explode with ecstasy. Suddenly, she felt Lydia's balls against her ass and she knew that she had Lydia's cock completely inside of her.
Kilee looked down and saw Lydia looking at her in a lustful way. She rocked gently against Lydia's cock and felt the other girl shiver with delight. She also saw her own cock, hard and ready to burst. She squeezed Lydia's cock with her asshole and felt Lydia moan. She realized now that she was in control. She leaned over and kissed Lydia on the mouth and they saw that way for a few moments, Lydia deep inside of Kilee's asshole and their tongues together and for a few precious seconds they were a single person and everything that Kilee had ever wanted in since she came to this school was here.. She almost felt like crying but decided on another path. She gently bit on Lydia's lower lip and then sat up. She took Lydia's hands and placed them on her breasts.
While Lydia gently massaged Kilee's tits, Kilee began to gently move up and down on Lydia's girldick. She began to moan loudly and the more she fucked, the more she liked it. She learned that the faster that she moved, the better it felt. Lydia lay mesmerized by Kilee's beauty as she squirmed on her massive dick.
"Oh my GOD!" Kilee suddenly screamed. She felt the most intense orgasm of her life well from inside of her as her prostate was massaged by Lydia's massive cock. Without warning she came hard and she felt like she was going to pass out. Lydia grabbed Kilee by the hips and started fucking her even harder, thrusting her hips quickly into her. Kilee screamed out loudly and fell forward, kissing Kilee. Her cock came, covering both of their stomachs and tits in hot cum.
Suddenly a huge spurt of cum shot out of Kilee's cock and hit Lydia in the lips. This was more than Lydia could handle and then she was cumming too. Thrusting her hips hard into Kilee's body. Kilee could feel the warm cum fill her asshole and it made her cum again, shooting the last of her load onto Lydia's body. Eventually, Lydia's orgasm subsided, as did Kilee's and they lay panting on top of one another, sticky with cum and content.
After a few minutes, Kilee sat up. She gently pulled herself up and off of Lydia's cock. They lay next to each other for a few minutes. Breathing and occasionally kissing. Then Lydia propped her head up with her hand and looked over at Kilee.
"What to clean me up?" she asked and Kilee nodded. Lydia lay back down on the bed and Kilee rolled over on top of her she. Slip down the other girl's body until her face was even with Lydia's tits. She saw the thick, still warm cum all over Lydias body and she leaned forward and began to lick it off. Lydia was completely still but incredibly noisy, moaning and nearly shrieking as Kilee licked her own cum off of Lydia's tits and stomach. Kilee couldn't believe how much she had cum and realized that she absolutely loved the taste of her own cum. Finally, after several minutes of careful and gently licking, she had gotten all that she could.
"You like your cum baby?" Lydia asked and Kilee nodded, "Me too. Lay down on you stomach." Kilee did as she was told and lay down on her stomach. Lydia swatted her playfully on the butt.
"Hey!" Kilee exclaimed, laughing.
"Oh you liked it," Lydia said and Kilee nodded and shrugged her shoulders. Lydia sat up and moved behind Kilee. She pulled Kilee's hugs up so that her tits were on the bed, her head was on the pillow, and her ass was up in the air, "You have such a cute little butt."
Lydia gently massaged Kilee's ass checks and rubbed her legs. Kilee was really enjoying the feeling when she noticed a new and far more wonderful sensation. She felt Lydia's lips kiss her asshole tentatively and Kilee gasped. Then she felt Lydia's mouth clasp over the asshole and felt her lover's tongue gently massage. For nearly five minutes, Lydia slowly massaged Kilee's asshole with her lips. Kilee moaned quietly into the pillow. Then Lydia began to suck on Kilee's asshole, sucking hard and gently pulling her own cum out of Kilee's asshole and into her mouth. Kilee's entire body was shaking shaking and Lydia had to hold onto Kilee's hips to keep her from falling over.
Finally, Lydia had pulled every ounce of cum out of Kilee's asshole and her broke her kiss with it and Kilee fell down on the bed. Lydia gently rolled her over onto her back and then fell forward on top of her, their cocks rubbing together in a most pleasant way. Lydia leaned forward and kissed Kilee. Kilee could smell cum and ass on Lydia's face and found it incredibly exciting. Then Lydia opened her lips and Kilee's mouth was flooded with hot cum from her own asshole. She loved the taste of Lydia's cum and was turned on by the naughtiness of drinking it out of her own hot asshole. She swallowed it quickly and wrapped her arms around Lydia. They lay together for a while, giggling and offering pillow talk. Then Kilee noticed that Lydia's cock was hard again.
"You know," she said, "I won the blowjob challenge for the pledge week."
"Is that so?" Lydia said, rolling over onto her back and spreading her legs. Kilee didn't need any more prompting. She got on her knees in front of Lydia's cock and opened her mouth, tasting the lube and her own asshole on the stiff rod. She took a quick, dirty look up at Lydia through her hair and then took the mushroom tip of the penis into her mouth. Lydia's eyes rolled back in her head and she moaned as inch by inch, the cock worked its way into Kilee's mouth. Soon, Lydia's balls were on Kilee's chin and Kilee was letting her throat fuck Lydia's hard dick. Suddenly a dirty idea came to Kilee's mind. While she continued to get throat-fucked by Lydia she took the ring finger on her right and gently applied pressure to Lydia's asshole. Slowly, she began to work her finger deeper and deeper into Lydia's anus under her third knuckle was halfway inside of Lydia's body. Lydia really seemed to enjoy this and she began to thrust harder into Kilee's mouth and her whole body convulsed. After just a few minutes, Lydia felt her throat fill with cum and she felt Lydia's entire body go limp. Slowly, Kilee took Lydia's cock out of her throat and gave it a quick kiss. Shortly thereafter she slipped her finger out of Lydia's asshole. As Lydia watched, Kilee put the finger into her mouth and sucked on them.
"You are so bad," Lydia said giggling and Kilee started to giggle as well. They held each of their arms for a while, talking about their night and planning another one.
Chapter 13: The Plan is Wrecked, In the Best Way Possible
For a few weeks, Kilee's life was absolutely perfect. She would go to class, hang out with the girls, and then a couple of nights a week while Lydia's girlfriend was at class or at work, Kilee and Lydia would study some math and then have sex in Lydia's bed. Kilee could tell that Lydia was torn. She could tell that Lydia definitely still had strong feelings for Candi and also that lying and fucking behind Candi's back was making her feel guilty. However, Kilee decided that she didn't care about that, as long as she was able to be with Lydia, she would worry about consequences later.
Lydia and Kilee were very adventurous. They were constantly thinking and planning new ways to fuck one another. Of course they did the basics and Kilee eventually got a blowjob from Lydia and was able to fuck Lydia in the ass. However, they wanted to try other things as well. Lydia especially enjoyed drinking her own cum out of Kilee's upturned mouth with a straw. Kilee's favorite was to eat Lydia's asshole while jacking her off.
It was during one of these experimental sessions when their entire world almost collapse. Kilee and Lydia were in a sort of 69 position except for the fact that instead of sucking each other's cocks they were eating each other's assholes while they fucked each other's cocks with their tits. They were moaning loudly and really enjoying themselves and so they didn't notice the door open and they didn't notice as Candi walked in.
Candi was a stunning girl. She was medium height at 5'5 and weighed around 100lbs. She had long, curly blonde hair and blue eyes. She had the classic pin-up look that men find so appealing. She had medium sized, perky breasts and strong, shapely legs. Lydia had confided in Kilee that Candi's cock was tiny, only 2.5", something that Kilee found cute despite herself.
"What in the mother fuck is going on in here!" Candi shrieked after a moment and the entire room went silent and still. Finally, Kilee rolled off of Lydia and pulled the blanket over her body. Lydia quietly began to dress herself, feeling intensely embarrassed, "Well?"
"Listen, Candi," Kilee began and then immediately regretted opening her mouth.
"Shut the fuck up you stupid whore," Candi replied staring daggers into Kilee. Kilee felt hot tears well in her eyes and she looked over to Lydia for support. But Lydia was so embarrassed that she wouldn't meet anyone in the eyes. Kilee felt betrayed and she quickly grabbed her clothes and tried to run from the room, crying. Candi tried to stop her, calling her a bitch and grabbing her hair. Kilee was able to fight her off and ran quickly to the bathroom where she got dressed and ran from the house out into the street.
She ran for a long time, crying and feeling sorry for herself. Eventually, she became tired and started to consider what had happened clearer. She immediately felt sorry for getting angry at Lydia. She had placed Lydia in a very awkward position and she felt bad for the pain she caused. Thinking next of Candi, she realized that she would've been angry too if someone had tried to take Lydia from her. Eventually, as she walked she realized that she had no reason to be upset and she began to feel terrible about her actions. She had never thought about whether or not she was a good person. But this year was bringing out the best and worst in her. But now that she realized that, she needed to act right. Finally, after nearly an hour of wandering and thinking, she made it back to the house and walked in.
As she did, she saw several of the girls sitting in the living room. They looked at her, but no one said anything. It wasn't that they were being rude or choosing sides. They could just sense the tension and wanted to stay out of it before something bad happened. Kilee nodded to them and then she walked up the stairs. She could feel their eyes on her back as she made her way up. She then decided what she was going to do.
She walked over to her door and then walked one door farther down. Candi's door. She stood in front of it for a few minutes, considering her options and wondering if she had the guts to do what she needed to do. Finally, she knocked three times gently on the door. Candi's roommate Heather answered the door, looking both grim and surprised to see Kilee.
"I'll give you guys a minute," she said and then slipped out of the door and back downstairs. Candi was laying on her bed, staring at the ceiling. Kilee entered and then closed the door behind her.
"Hello," Kilee said weakly and took a seat on Heather's bed. Candi was seething and pretended not to notice that Kilee was sitting on the bed. They sat for several long minutes while Kilee gathered inner strength. She thought about Lydia and this seemed to give her power. Finally, she spoke, "I am sorry about what happened. I feel terrible that you had to see that," she explained.
"Fuck you," was the harsh reply. Finally, Kilee was done being afraid of this and realized that she had the right to be happy with Lydia. Obviously this girl had not been giving something to Lydia which Lydia needed and she wasn't going to apologize for loving Lydia with all her heart.
"I just want you to know that I am not done," Kilee explained, "This isn't just fucking or something. I really love Lydia and I am pretty sure that she loves me too."
"You're a whore. She loves me," was Candi's reply, but she was still lying on the bed, tears welling in her eyes as she stared blankly at the ceiling.
"I am going to make her mine whether you like it or not because we are made for one another. If you don't like it you can go to hell," Kilee finally said. She wasn't being bad. She was being good. She was protecting Lydia. This girl had the power to hurt her, and Kilee was going to stop it. This seemed to crack Candi who suddenly sat up, crying. She stared at Kilee with pure rage on her face and then suddenly charged.
She ran straight at Kilee with her fists flying and eyes red with tears. She ran into her on the bed and knocked her over. She was punching Kilee and Kilee used her hands to cover her face. The blows were not as hard as Kilee had expected and she realized that Candi didn't have a chance if she fought back. She shoved Candi hard and she fell on the floor. Kilee jumped down and straddled Candi's waist and pinned the girl's hands to the floor.
"Settle down you psycho bitch, I was just talking to you!" Kilee screamed. At this moment the door opened and Lydia stood in the walkway. She entered quietly and then sat on Candi's bed. Candi and Kilee froze, wondering what this meant for them. They both began to talk but Lydia raised her hand for them to be silent.
"They told me you were both in here," Lydia explained, nodding towards the door, "I needed to talk to you both. First I want to say I am sorry to both of you. This is all my fault and I sort of trapped you both," Kilee and Candi both tried to deny this but she raised her hand again and proceeded, "I want to tell you Candi that I love you very much. You are the first real girlfriend I have ever had and I feel so blessed that I found someone so special on the first try. I can't imagine a life without you."
Kilee felt her heart sink and she could feel Candi smirking. She felt as though she were about to cry and then Lydia spoke again, "Kilee, you are unlike anyone I have ever met before. You are so much fun and I feel like you understand me in every way. I never imagined someone could be my best friend and lover so quickly, but we just seem to click so well," Lydia said and Kilee heart soared, she could feel Candi sink beneath her, "That's why I can't be with either of you. It wouldn't be fair to either one of you because I love you both. I love you both the same."
Kilee and Candi sat silently for a moment and considered this. They were both heartbroken and felt an intense hatred for the other. But as Kilee looked at Candi and saw the passion in the other girl's eyes, the intensity she realized why Lydia loved her and could understand why this was such a difficult decision. Suddenly, Kilee had an amazing idea.



"That isn't the only solution," Kilee said and Candi scoffed.
"What do you mean?" Lydia asked, her voice thick with chocked back tears. Rather than respond Kilee acted. She leaned forward and kissed Candi hard on the mouth, feeling the sexy blonde's passion run through her lips. Candi kissed back for a moment and then shook her head and tried to push Kilee away.
"What the fuck is wrong with you?" she asked and stared at Kilee. Then, she suddenly realized what Kilee was trying to explain. Then she realized why Lydia liked Kilee. The girl was crazy and sexy. Candi even laughed and then leaned up and kissed Kilee too. Their lips met intensely and they felt all the hatred that they had for one another melt into pure, emotionless passion. They kissed long and hard, occasionally biting one another or crying a bit but after a few minutes they were laughing and holding one another. Then they looked up at Lydia. Her mouth was almost on the floor. Candi decided to speak.
"Lydia, Kilee and I love you very much. I think I can speak for her when I say that I am willing to try absolutely anything to keep you. If you love Kilee there must be something absolutely fabulous about her because you couldn't love someone who wasn't special. If you can't choose between us, why choose at all? Why not try us together?"
"I couldn't have said it better myself," Kilee said.
"Thanks," Candi said and then giggled. Kilee couldn't believe how beautiful Candi was when she was laughing and she felt a sudden urge to make Candi laugh all the time. She wanted this girl's approval, not just for Lydia's sake, but for her own. She was surprised to find that she found herself attracted to Candi. She could tell from the look in Candi's eyes that she felt the same. Lust and love were a strange pandora's box and in opening it, Kilee now realized that for the rest of her life she would, to a certain extent, be a slave to her passions.
"You girls would do that for me," Lydia said, her eyes full of tears and her hands clasped in front of her breasts.
"Well we'll probably enjoy it too," Kilee said, "Have you seen this girl?" She said, pointing at Candi and they all laughed. They all knew what was about to happen but they all were feeling a bit bashful. Kilee decided that her role in this new, rather odd relationship would be to act as the take charge person. She released Candi and then stood up. She quickly disrobed and stood naked in the room in front of the other girls.
"You really are beautiful," Candi said and Kilee blushed. Candi decided to follow Kilee's lead and she stood up and pulled her nightgown over her head. She was wearing a bra and panties and she quickly unclasped her bra and realized her small, beautiful breasts. Next she took off her panties, sliding them down to one foot and then kicking them off. Kilee couldn't believe that Lydia had not been exaggerating, Candi's cock was tiny, barely 2.5".
"Oh my God," Kilee said, "You have the cutest, girliest cock I have ever seen in my entire life." Candi blushed. The two girls stood in the room together for a moment and looked at one another. Stripped bare of all else, they found that the love they had could extend to one another and they felt good. They turned and faced Lydia. She was still sitting on Candi's best and her eyes were drinking in both of the other girls' bodies.
"Well Lydia, you have everything that you want, take it," Candi explained. Lydia didn't need to be told more than once. She quickly pulled off her t-shirt and slipped off her bra. She stood up and slid her skirt off and took her panties off. Now all three girls were completely nude.
"You know," Kilee said to Candi, "This girl has put us through a lot. She probably desires a little bit of punishment."
"I think you may be right," Candi giggled. Then walked over to the bed and pushed Lydia down. She giggled and lay down on her back. Candi straddled Lydia around her waist while Kilee did the same on Lydias head. Lydia gently guided her cock against Candi's asshole and slowly she slipped it deeply into the girl's tight ass. As the same time, Kilee sat on Lydia's face. Lydia began to lick and suck on Kilee asshole and Kilee felt like her cock was going to explode. For a few moments they were generally still. Then Kilee had a kinky idea. She leaned forward and beckoned Candi to do the same. Then they kissed, which caused Kilee's hips to push back, shoving her asshole harder into Lydia's mouth. At the same time, Candi was also bending forward, stretching Lydia's cock. Candi's lips and mouth were delicious and Kilee could've spend the rest of the days simply kissing her.
However, Lydia had other plans. She began to suck harder on Kilee's asshole and she grabbed, Candi's hips, thrusting her cock hard into the girl. Suddenly, overcome with the moment, Lydia came. She shot a huge, hot wad into Candi's asshole and then went limp. Candi got a devilish smile on her face and Kilee kissed her. Lydia was basically out at this point, breathing heaving and closing her eyes. Candi slid off of Lydia's dick and got up on her knees on the bed.
"Seriously Candi, your cock is s so cute," Kilee said again and she meant it, she love it, "Can I please suck it?"
"Absolutely," Candi said. She had always been embarrassed by here cock and she knew that it sometimes disappointed Lydia when they were fucking. She was glad that Kilee appeared to really in enjoy it.
Kilee dismounted form Lydia's face and then crawled over to Candi on her hands and knees. She stopped just an inch from Candi's cock. She stuck a tongue out tentatively and licked it. Candi's body shook and she moaned. Kilee giggled to herself. She looked at the tiny, sexy cock and couldn't contain herself. She had to try something. She opened her mouth and took the whole cock in her mouth. Candi gasped and steadied herself on the headboard. Then Kilee opened her mouth wider. She stretched her mouth out and used her tongue and was able to get not only Candi's entire cock in her mouth, but also the girl's soft, shaved balls. Candi nearly came just from the thought of what Kilee was doing.
Kilee simply sucked on Candi's cock for a few moments and began to really enjoy having the girl's entire cock in her mouth. Suddenly, Kilee felt a pressure on her asshole. Couldn't see, but she felt Lydia's massive dick slowly working itself into her asshole. She screamed in pleasure around the cock and she could hear Lydia and Candi laughing.
Soon Lydia's entire cock was in Kilee's ass and she was beginning to fuck Kilee hard. Kilee felt herself sucking harder and harder of Candi's cock. Suddenly, Candi began to convulse. In a moment, she tore her cock from Kilee's mouth and just as it exited Kilee's mouth it came. It shot a surprisingly large amount of cum onto Kilee's face. Covering it completely. Kilee couldn't believe how sexy it felt to be covered in Candi's cum. She licked her lips and enjoyed the salty, warm taste.
Candi got down on her hands and knees and kissed Kilee and then proceeded to clean Kilee's face with her tongue. The entire time, Lydia was watching and enjoying the show. Suddenly, Kilee's asshole contracted around Lydia's cock Lydia came hard. She grabbed Kilee's hips and dug her hands into the other's girls skin, cumming hard and filling Kilee's asshole with sperm. After a moment to catch her breath, she pulled out at the same time that Candi finished cleaning Kilee's face. They all sat panting for a moment.
"You know Lydia, one of us hasn't cum yet," Candi said slyly.
"I just now realized that myself," Lydia replied, "I have been with that one before you know. She is a kinky one. I bet she would cum if you did that little trick you do.
"Probably," Candi said. Kilee looked over at Candi who smiled, "Stay on your hands and knees." Kilee did as she was told and then Candi looked at her and stuck out her tongue. Kilee was amazed. Candi's cock might have only been 2.5" but her tongue, from the tip to the place where her lips touched it was 3.5" long. Candi got behind Kilee and gently began to lick Kilee's asshole. Kilee was in heaven as this was one of her favorite activities. For a brief period of time, Candi sucked the cum out of Kilee's asshole. Then she began to work her long, wet tongue into Kilee's asshole. It was an amazing feeling, unlike anything Kilee had ever experienced.
While Candi was doing this, Lydia laid down underneath of Kilee and began to suck on her cock, running her tongue gently down the bottom. Eventually, Candi got her entire tongue deep inside of Kilee's asshole and swirled it around in a delightful circle. Kilee didn't last very long. Before she knew it her entire body was shaking and she was filling Lydia's hungry mouth with cum. She felt the sexy feeling of Candi's tongue sliding out of her asshole and she fell over weak.
Lydia sat up and gave Candi a kiss and they shared some of Kilee's cum, letting it sloshed around in their mouths and giggling together the whole. Eventually, they all lay down on the bed, talking and giggling and lazily fondling each other's breasts and penises. Eventually, they all simultaneously began sucking each other off. Kilee took Lydia's bit cock in her mouth while Candi began to suck off Kilee. To round it all out Lydia was sucking off Candi. They lay in a rough, quiet triangle, sucking each other's girldicks and lazily enjoying it. Amazingly, they all began to cum at the same time. Suddenly, the room was filled with the moans of orgasming women as each filled the other girl's mouth with their last reserves of cum. They lay quietly together for a while, all entangled in each other's bodies and all agreeing that their ability to orgasm as one was a miracle and they all agreed that it was a sign that this was something that could last forever
Epilogue
A few weeks later, Lydia graduated from Upper Priam College. She took her degree and got a job at a local school. Kilee and Candi would be roommates the following two years until Candi herself graduated with a degree in accounting and became a banker in a small corner bank in Upper Priam. In her senior year, Kilee was the president of the sorority and oversaw the building of a swimming pool in the back yard for girls who stayed during the summer. Upon graduating with a degree in History, Kilee was able to get a loan from the bank, with some help from Candi, and opened up a small restaurant which became a hangout for members of the sorority and eventually made a good deal of money.
Through it all the three girls remained a team and continued their relationship together. Candi and Kilee grew to love one another as deeply as they each loved Lydia and Lydia loved each of them. When Kilee graduated from school the three girls moved in together in a large house not far from campus. They remained active alumni of sorority and boosters for UP.
More importantly they became a family. As tight knit a group as ever existed. Eventually, the three had a small, private commitment ceremony in which each girl promised to remain faithful to the other two girls for as long as they lived. Kilee had gone to UP a complete loner and now, just a few years later she had found not just erotic love, but emotional love as well. She couldn't help but look forward to the rest of her life.
The End
Please Comment and give me ideas or anything else. Even if you don't like it, I truly value your opinions.
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Chapter 1: A Prescription
I was sitting at my desk in Dr. Calloway's office and I could feel the eyes of the men, and a few of the women, on me as I updated patient charts and made notes on my Sudoku puzzle. I hated the feeling of sitting here at the reception desk and knowing that people are fantasizing about me. I want to be completely honest with you. I wish what I was saying was vain and that I was imagining things. But I think I would be happier as an old maid that no one gave a second thought about. Instead, I sit at the front of the office, behind a small desk and I feel a little too much like a piece of meat.
I am very small at 5'1 and weigh no more than 100lbs. I have long black hair and my Indian mother's coffee skin. I have large brown eyes, a small upturned nose, and what Dr. Calloway says is a gorgeous smile. If I am forced to describe my favorite feature I would say it would have to be my thick, full lips which are pink despite my fear of painting them. I have small breasts that looked large on my small frame and I wear a 32-A bra. My stomach is flat and my hips flared out to a decent degree. Like my stomach, my butt is toned from exercise and I absolutely hate it when men look at it. I exercise because Dr. Calloway says that I should. Sometimes I just feel like it would be easier to be gigantically fat. But no such luck. I have fit legs that I often hide behind a long skirt. On this particular day I was wearing a white skirt and a blue t-shirt.
I was deeply regretting my decision on this shirt. It was a gift from Dr. Calloway and it was a bit tighter than the clothes I usually wore. Usually I wear big, roomy sweaters. I also wore an old, worn bra and I was certain that my nipples were poking through my shirt and that the people in the waiting room were staring at them. I crossed my arms in front of me and tried to ignore the world. I couldn't wait until 4:30 rolled around and I could go back to my apartment and be alone for the weekend. I guess I can't explain why I am the way I am, I just know that I can't imagine being like the other people I see. I feel so awkward around new people and I can't imagine the comfort other people so easily project. I mean, I worked in Dr. Calloway's office from the time she performed a procedure on me when I was 18. That was 3 years ago and I just started to feel like she was a friend that I could trust.
Even while I considered this, a young man walked into the office and stopped at the reception desk. He took a moment and looked at me and I could feel my cheeks getting hot. He flashed me a smile and it made my skin crawl.
"Hey there..." he started and then looked at my chest and found my nametag, "Iris Moore. I have an appointment with the doctor for a consultation."
"Oh," I said, feeling anxious, "Um. What is your name sir?"
"Don't call me sir, Iris."
"Sorry,"
"Don't be sorry, just call me J.J."
"J.J. Stempfer?" I asked looking down at my list of appointments.
"That's me," he said, looking down at the list proudly. He certainly thought that he impressed me with his laid back attitude and easy smile, but I felt like screaming. It wasn't particular to him; that's the way I felt when anyone lingered at my desk for more than a couple of minutes . "Okay, you are set," I said and motioned towards the chairs.
"Thanks," he said and turned and looked at the chairs and then turned back at me, "So when I get out of here, want me to take you to lunch?" I felt my stomach drop into my knees.
"Oh...no...I...uh...I am not allowed," I eventually stammered out. He smiled at me and turned to walk back to the chairs.
"If you change your mind, let me know," he said and then coolly grabbed a Sports Illustrated and sat down. I breathed for the first time and looked back to my charts. Before I got too far and voice called to me . "Iris, can you come back here," Dr. Calloway said and I turned and she was right behind me, looking a bit upset and I knew she watched the whole thing unfold. Dr. Calloway was an older woman with a stern demeanor. She was my employer and friend, and in many ways she was my mother. My actual mother and I don't speak and we have not for a very long time. I always felt that distance I felt with others with my mother. Dr. Calloway was the only person who took the time to learn my personality and accept me. Unfortunately, she was always trying to get me to branch out. She would say I had a wonderful personality and that it was wasted by my limited social interactions. I always sort of shrugged. I know she put me at reception to get me to talk to people.
"Yes Dr. Calloway?" I asked as we walked back towards her private office.
"Good Lord Iris, do we have to do this every day? I am Janet. Your friend Janet. Call me Janet," she said and I could tell she was in a particularly foul mood today.
"Sorry," I said, looking down at my shoes. I hated when she was like this, she could be quite cruel, I think because she thought she could shock me out of it.
"Don't be sorry," she said and then flopped down in her chair, "That boy was cute, you should've taken him up on that free lunch."
"There is no free lunch," I said and then immediately felt embarrassed about my boldness.
"Oh relax Iris. He wouldn't make you fuck him," she said rolling her eyes. I hated it when she swore. Most of the time she was very sweet, but sometimes she got in these moods where she was vicious. I know she felt sorry about it later. I began to feel nervous as she looked at me. She just wanted what she thought was best for me. She wanted me to have a full life and I was afraid of that. I felt hot tears coming to my cheeks. Her demeanor softened.
"I am sorry Janet," I stammered, trying to control myself. She sighed deeply and then stood up and put her hand on my shoulder.
"It's alright dear," she said, taking on the motherly tone I liked better. I wiped the tears with the back of my hand and she looked at my eyes and smiled.
"I know what I am supposed to do, but I can't do it."
"No. No. No, don't worry about it now. I have been a little pushy with you lately. I can tell you have been pretty stressed," she said and it was true. She tried to set me up on dates and gotten her niece to invite me out for a night at the clubs but I had turned it all down. I knew I frustrated her and she frustrated me.
"No you haven't," I lied, feeling guilty. Dr. Calloway shook her head.
"It is okay to stand up for yourself you don't have to lie," she said and I began to reply but she lifted her hand to stop me, "Listen, I can tell you have been really stressed out lately and I know you have a lot of stuff on your plate."
"I'm alright," I said, I hated it when Dr. Calloway worried about me.
"Don't interrupt me Iris," she said, with a bit of an edge, "I know what I want to say so just relax and let me talk. What I was trying to say is that you have been working here for 3 years and in that time you have never taken any of your vacation days and you have never used a sick day. You're here every day that this place has been open. Now, I am really happy that you are a great employee, but I think you need a vacation." I'd never even considered this. The last thing I wanted was to put on a bathing suit and got to a beach or something mortifying like that . "Oh I don't know," I said.
"I own a cabin out at Lake Sacagawea State Park. I want you here to take the keys," she said and took a small key off of the desk, "and take my car," she said as she pulled another key out of the pocket of her lab coat, "I want you to go there today after work and I want you to relax. It is just your kind of place. It isn't roughing it or anything. It has cable and a hot tub, but it is completely secluded. You could walk around naked and no one would care. I want you to stay there until a week from Sunday, and only then can you come back to work." I was speechless. This was so sweet and thoughtful.
"Oh my God Janet, thank you so much. It is so perfect," I said and I felt myself getting a bit choked up.
"Honey, honey," she said, laughing and rubbing my arm, "This is a very small thing. You have earned it. You don't always have to be so grateful when someone does something decently to you. You have far too low standards for that sort of thing."
"Sorry," I said and she didn't correct me, she just rolled her eyes.
The rest of the day seemed to drag on into eternity. The only thing that I wanted to do was get into Dr. Calloway's Mercedes and drive the 60 miles to the lake and look at the cabin. I was less nervous about the patients because I wasn't even thinking about them and it felt good. Finally, 4:30 rolled around and I signed out and ran out to the parking lot. Dr. Calloway drove an SUV to the office, but left her Mercedes at her house. I hopped onto my little Vespa and rushed over to her house. She lived very close to the office and before I knew it I was at her house and driving back to my place to pack up. Ten minutes later I was on the road.
My personality while I am driving is the exact opposite of the way I am whenever I am anywhere else. I drive really, really fast. I pass unsafely. I honk my horn. I flip people the bird. I don't know what it is, but it is like I am in a bubble when I am driving. Especially when I am driving Dr. Calloway's Mercedes. I was slowly saving my money so that I could buy one just like it someday, or maybe when she got tired of this one I could buy it from her.
I flew all the way to the state park, following the directions Dr. Calloway had given me before I left. It was 60 miles away but I made it there in about 35 minutes. I had never been pulled over before I figured that the less I worried about it, the less likely it was to happen. Regardless, I made it to the cabin just as the sun was going down behind the mountains.
It was an absolutely beautiful area. The cabin looked small from the outside and it was made to look as though it were constructed from logs. It sat about ten yards from the lake itself and the entire area between the cabin and the lake was a large sandy area. The lake was wide and the thin strip of sandy area around it appeared to be the only non-wooded spot within walking distance. Behind the cabin was a thick forest that climbed slowly up the side of an immense mountain. The road stopped at my cabin and it was at least 7 miles from the nearest other, a similar cabin near the entrance to the park. The water was glassy and calm and it made me feel good just to look at it.
I grabbed my suitcase and walked up the steps onto the front porch. The entire building had a pleasant, rustic smell. There was quaint wicker furniture on the front porch and I was already in love. I went inside and found that it was a bit larger than it looked outside. I walked into a modest sized living room with a large television and a big, comfy looking futon. Behind this room, through a large opening I passed through a mixed kitchen/dining room with newish looking appliances. To the left of the living room I found a bedroom with an attached bathroom and to the right a hallway with a stairway that led to the second floor. I walked up there to check it out and found three more bedrooms and another bathroom. It was a veritable palace and it made my little apartment look like a rats nest.
I didn't even know where to start first so I checked the fridge and found that it was well stocked. Dr. Calloway must've gone up there pretty often. I looked in the freezer and saw that there was a frozen pepperoni pizza. I pre-heated the oven and got ready to eat. Pizza is one of my guilty pleasures. I would eat it and I wouldn't even worry about doing the crunches to make up for it. After all, I was on vacation. I sat down in the futon and watched television for a while. It was nice to sit and relax and know that I was completely alone. I didn't have to feel self-conscious, I could just be alone and be happy.
I eventually cooked and ate my pizza and I noticed that it was now quite dark. I took a lamp out onto the front porch and read a cheap romance novel in the flickering light. I read for a while, but the book was unable to capture my interest. I felt a strange combination of feelings. I felt relaxed and content in being alone and not having to worry, but this left a huge gap in my emotions that was usually filled with anxiety. This thought itself was just starting to make me nervous when I suddenly remembered that there was a hot tub somewhere near here.
I closed my book and walked back into the house. I looked around on the first floor and then checked to see if there was perhaps a basement. When I realized that this wasn't the case, I figured that it must have been outside. I looked around the kitchen and found the backdoor. I went outside and there was a large wooden deck. Sunken into the deck was a beautiful hot tub, covered up to protect the heat. I flipped the cover open and set it to the side. Steam poured out from inside and I stuck my hand into the clear, hot water. It must've been over 105 degrees!
I turned on the jets and then considered going inside to get my bathing suit. However, a thought struck me. Dr. Calloway had said that there was no one around here for miles. I looked around. I am not going to lie. I really am proud of my body. I like the way I look, I just don't like that other people seem to enjoy it so much. I pulled off my blue t-shirt and threw it on the deck. I unhooked my worn black bra and let it slide down my arms. My nipples got hard in the cool fall air and I looked at them. They were small, teardrop shaped breasts. What they lacked in size they made up for in suppleness and shape. My nipples were small and pink. I slowly pulled my skirt down and threw it on the pile of clothes.
I suddenly realized that I was almost naked and outside. I fought and kept that same old anxiety from taking me. It was very difficult for me to be naked most of the time. I had to buy an apartment that had no windows in the bathroom and no windows that could look into the bathroom if I accidentally left the door open, which I never did. Here I was, with my breasts out and I was standing there in my underwear. I would be lying if I said I wasn't proud of myself. This pride allowed me to finish the job. I hooked my thumbs into my panties and slowly slid them down my body until they were on the deck. I slowly kicked them off.
Now the reason for all my anxiety was revealed to the woods around me. Everything in my life seemed to center around a small bit of skin and tissue between my legs. There, waxed and limp, was my penis. I had been born a girl in every way except for one. I naturally had very small breasts (which Dr. Calloway had convinced me to augment all those years ago right before I started to work for her. Convinced is a nice way of saying she berated me two hours a day until I let her do it), a feminine face, feminine hips, and feminine legs, hands, and feet.
Dr. Calloway considered me a pet project of sorts. She was an out-patient plastic surgeon and she had tweaked my already girlish features to make me a beautiful woman. She was more like a mother than anyone could have suspected, in a sense she had made me. However, I would never let her removed the small, 2.5" cock and grape sized testicles from between my legs. Not once in my entire life had I ever achieved an erection and the Dr. Calloway told me I wasn't going to be able to given the hormones she gave me, but I liked my penis. It made me who I am. That is not to say I am not embarrassed by it and terrified that someone will find out. I don't even know how Dr. Calloway had convinced me to confide in her when I was 18, but she was the only person besides my birth mother who knew my secret.
Dr. Calloway was always telling me that I was a woman and that women had vaginas and that it naturally followed that I should allow her to remove my cock. She didn't understand why I always refused and she felt that it was the reason for my social awkwardness. She might have been right, but that didn't change the fact that I wanted to keep it. The main reason I loved my little cock was something completely secret. Something I never told anyone.
Like I said, I never liked to get naked and I rarely was. However, on those rare occasions like my semi-daily shower or when I had to change clothes, I would wax my little cock bare and then I would masturbate. I loved to masturbate. My cock wouldn't get hard, but I would play with it and then cum. I could do it dozens of times when I was in the mood and it was the most wonderful feeling. I had long since realized that I was the only person who would ever give me pleasure and so I relished it. It was one of the few pure pleasures in my life and the only thing that didn't make me anxious.
So here I was, naked in the woods. I slowly slid myself into the hot water. It was almost painfully warm at first, but slowly I began to get used to it. It was most painful on my penis and my nipples, so I covered my penis with my left hand and my nipples with my right arm while I eased in. Eventually, however, I was able to put my arms around the rim and simply relax and enjoy the feeling. I was delighted by the jet which continually massaged my cock. I sat for a long while, just enjoying the jets. However, it slowly started to make me both very hot and also a bit horny. While my cock didn't get hard, it did begin to ache. I could tell that I needed to play with it. The water was so hot.
I put my arms palms down behind me and slowly slid myself back onto the deck. The air was even cooler now and steam rose from my body and chilled me. I lay down on my back and stared at the stars and breathed the cool air. I moved my right hand down my body, touching my hard nipples and my flat stomach. I moved over my waxed lower stomach until my fingers rubbed up against my tiny cock.
I didn't think about anything in particular and I placed the pad of my thumb on the top of my cock and my middle and index finger against my urethra on the bottom. I began to stroke gently on my cock and my breathing was slow. I closed my eyes and focused. With my ring and pinky fingers I softly stroked my testicles. I rubbed my nipple gently with the other hand. I felt the warmth growing in my loins as my work on my cock began to raise my temperate. I slowly moved my left hand down my body and spread my legs.
I continued to slowly tug on my limp cock with my right hand and for a moment I cupped my testicles with my other. Then I slid my hand down to my asshole. It was still wet from the hot tub and the water worked as well as the lube I secretly purchased from the internet. I took the ring finger on my left hand and slowly start to press it against my anus. I continued to stroke my cock while I did this and I writhed and moaned on the deck, my body shivering in the cold and my lust. Carefully, my finger worked itself deeper and deeper into my asshole. I don't know when I discovered this trick, but it really helped my masturbation to gently massage my prostate while I stroked my cock.
I groaned loudly as my ring finger slide all the way to the second knuckle into my ass. I loved the imagery of my left ring finger being surrounded by my anus. I knew that I would never get married, but here was my marriage finger, ringed by my own anus and I liked that idea. It made me feel sexy. I slowly massaged the soft, tight, pillowy insides of my ass. Stroking myself at the same time. I was freezing now, but the pleasure pushed me on.
Suddenly, that familiar feeling came over me. I knew I was on the verge of an orgasm so I plunged my finger deeper into my asshole, hard. I felt my asshole contract tight around my finger and at the same time my little cock began to throb. My nipples tingled as my orgasm suddenly erupted. My cock shot forward a large load of white, hot cum. It steamed as it landed on my flat stomach, tits, and chin. I always came in large amounts, at least an ounce but usually three, each time I came. I slid my finger from my asshole and lay panting and shivering on the deck as I returned to my senses. I used my towel to dry myself off and then quickly rushed into the house to warm myself. I had started a fire earlier and I sat in front of it naked and slowly thawed. I smiled to myself as I sat there in the glow of the fire and felt complete in a way I rarely felt at home. I was looking forward to the rest of this vacation.



Chapter 2: Strange Arrivals
I awoke the next morning naked on the futon. I giggled to myself and then stretched out. I never sleep naked. I went into the main bedroom and quickly hopped into the shower. I cleaned myself quickly, still sexually satiated from the night before. I got out and decided that since I was going to be alone I was going to dress a little sexier than I usually did. I put on a tight, white tank top with a pink bra underneath. I wore a short black skirt (short for me meant knee length) and put on a pair of flip-flops. I made some coffee.
I walked out onto the back porch and noticed that I left the hot tub open all night. I felt the water and it was already chilly. I closed it up and sat down on the bench and looked at the trees in the back of the cabin. I was again overcome by the peacefulness of the entire area and I breathed in the fresh air and tasted the honeysuckle on the air. I sat on the bench for a long while, sipping at my coffee until it started to become cold and then I poured it out onto the ground. I was just about to take a quick walk into the backyard to check for flowers and then I heard a crunching sound.
For a moment I couldn't figure out what it was but then I realized it was the sound of something moving on the gravel road that led up to the house. I felt a bit nervous as I realized that my seclusion was not what it seemed. What if some nearby neighbor who had seen me the night before, masturbating on the very deck I was now standing? I decided that this was unlikely.
I mustered up all of my courage and I walked up to the front on the house. There was a Jeep in the driveway parked right next to Dr. Calloway's car. The driver's door opened and a woman slowly made her way out of the car carrying a suitcase. She was a beautiful woman. She was tall and built like a model. Probably 5'9 and weighing no more than 115lbs. She was very fair skinned and had long red hair. Her eyes were blue and her face was angelic. Her breasts were small and her legs were very long. She wore tight jeans and a small black top and looked like she was posing for a magazine with her hair back in a ponytail and the large sunglasses perched on the top of her head. She looked to be around 25.
"Hello," I finally managed to stammer from the side of the house. She turned towards me with a very surprised look on her face.
"Oh!" She said, jumping a little, "Oh Hello!" Her voice was soft and sweet. She was stunningly beautiful and I felt like I was going to wilt as her eyes fell on me. She smiled.
"Can I help you," I finally asked, falling back on my training as a receptionist.
"Oh..." she said, looking very confused now, "Is this cabin 8?"
"Yes," I said, quite confused.
"Um... I don't know what to do," she said, looking around nervously, "I got the key here from my friend. She is letting me stay here until next Friday." She pulled the key out of her little purse and showed me.
"My friend is actually letting me stay here..." I said, completely lost now, and pulling the key out of my pocket and showing her. I was nervous for a second and then the woman started to laugh. It seemed good natured and it put me at ease.
"Something always happens, you know?" she said and I nodded for the sake of agreeing, "My name is Ella Logan. I think I remember Debby telling me that she shared this place with a few of her friends from medical school. Looks like they don't keep track of who is coming over." Well that settled that. Dr. Calloway hadn't told me anything about it, but the woman had a key that was identical to mine except it had a '3' stamped onto it instead of a '5' like mine. Furthermore it seemed that she knew what she was talking about.
"That's funny," I said, feeling awkward, "My name is Iris Moore."
"Nice to meet you," she said.
"Nice to meet you," I replied. We stood for a few minutes and stared at one another. Something about knowing that she felt awkward made me feel better. It was kind of nice to be on an even playing field. We were both in the same situation and that made it easier. "Well it is a big house. We can share I am sure. Would you like some help with your bags?"
"Oh! That is so sweet!" she said and handed me a suitcase, "Well it might be nice to share with someone." Just as she finished speaking I heard more crunching on the driveway. All of the sudden, a Corvette came to a screeching halt right next to the other car. In an instant another woman jumped out of the car.
She was a fury of beauty and action. She was shorter than Ella but taller than me, probably around 5'7. She had a big wild nest of black hair and dark eyes. She strong features and bones. She had dark skin and looked like she was Hispanic or perhaps was half black & half white. She had large D-cup breasts and was very curvaceous and sensuous. She was wearing a pair of tiny jean shorts and a long sleeved flannel shirt tied at the waist in the front instead of buttoned and I could see her black bra. Her legs were gorgeous and sveltely muscled. She was already smiling when she got out.
"Hey ladies," she said, acting as though she wasn't surprised to see us, "What are you doing here?"
"We got keys from our friends," we said, holding them up.
"Small world," she said and pulled her out. We all talked about our various doctor friends and their apparent inability to coordinate anything.
"I am Iris Moore and this is Ella Logan," I said and pointed to the other girl. I don't know why but I found it easy to talk to both of these girls. I didn't feel the normal tension.
"Morgan Rodriguez," she said and grabbed a bag from the back of her ridiculous car, "Well I have stayed here before. There is plenty of room for three," she said. I grabbed the bag out of Ella's hand and all three of us walked into the house. They noticed that I had taken the big room on the main floor and decided that since I was first I could stay. I helped them take their bags to the second floor and they each took a room. I was a little sad to lose my solitude, but the women were really friendly and because we were all in the same boat I didn't feel like the odd girl out. No one knew me or would ever see me again, so there wasn't anything to get uptight about. Could I have possibly thought that thought? Nothing to be uptight about!
We were walking down the stairs and I looked out the window and I it shocked me to see that there was a fourth car in the driveway. I pointed and the other girls followed me outside. Another girl with another car was sitting in the driveway. She already appeared confused and got out of her car to look at the cars.
"Hey," Morgan said and the girl jumped in the air and turned around. We all giggled at her and she blushed. I felt guilty for laughing.
"Hi, I am Iris," I said and walked over to shake her hand. The other girls introduced themselves. She was also a very pretty girl. She was small like me, probably 5'3 and weighed about 95lbs. She had a small little afro puff of hair and her skin was a milk chocolate color. Her eyes were brown and she had thick, painted lips. Her breasts were medium sized and her stomach was exposed showing a sexy flat stomach. She had shorts on and I could see her legs which were pretty. She had very small feet and looked like she was the star of a 70's blaxploitation movie.
"Hey, I am Cora Anderson," she said, recovering from her embarrassment. Again explained to her the situation and she admitted that her friend, a doctor, had given her a key. We all laughed and then quickly were able to get her stuff into the house and settle her in. She was very friendly but very soft spoken and a bit nervous. It was almost like I had found a bit of a kindred spirit. Morgan was the most gregarious. She tended to shape the conversation and the action to what she wanted. Somehow we all ended up making dinner together and talking about little bits of nothing all afternoon. It was nice and I could tell it was what Morgan wanted. I was happy that she was in charge and that I appeared to be fitting in.
We had just finished eating when there was a knock at the door. Morgan got up from her seat and walked over to the front door. She opened up and there was another girl standing on the front porch looking confused. The girl was cute. She was tall and thin, maybe 5'8 and around 120lbs. She had long blonde hair and tan skin. Her eyes were blue and she had the classic girl next door look. Her breasts were medium sized and she had long, sexy legs. She and Morgan spoke briefly at the door. Then Morgan turned around.
"Hey ladies," she said, "This is Sidra Wisk. Guess what?"
"She's got a key?" we all asked in unison and then we all laughed. Sidra quickly melted in with the rest of us. It was like a little club of nervous women.
"Where is she going to stay?" I asked, realizing that all the rooms were full.
"Oh I will move my stuff down here. I like to watch TV late. I will sleep on the futon," Ella said and Sidra protested. Ella assured her that she was considering the move already and everyone seemed to settle in. We gave Sidra the rest of the food and got her caught up with the conversation. Morgan found some wine in the fridge and poured everyone a glass. I didn't drink at the time, but I made an exception and the wine was very strong and a bit unpleasant, but I liked the way it made me feel. I felt loosened up and relaxed and didn't even have to think about it.
We drank a good deal and I found out about the girls. Ella really was a model. Nothing particularly special, just small, local affairs. Morgan was a radio disc jockey and I could tell she was perfect for the job, it was like she was able to carry on a conversation by herself. Cora was a secretary like me, except that she worked for an insurance company. Finally Sidra was a piano teacher who worked at home. All of them were single and none of them was older than 30.
"So I guess this house is owned by five doctors?" Cora asked in a down moment in the conversation, she seemed so nervous and I wondered if I was staring at myself in a mirror.
"Yes," Ella replied, "I remember my friend Debby telling me about it. I was telling Iris about it when I first moved in. I think it is bizarre that they would all give out keys without having a schedule or some sort of agreement worked out." We all nodded in agreement.
"How did you all meet the doctors who gave them to you?" Morgan asked. I explained that I worked for a doctor and the other girls gave various answers including friends of family and long-time patients. Morgan never answered her own question. I think they she was trying to get someone to ask her. So I did.
"How about you Morgan?" I asked and she turned to look at me. Her wild hair gave her a very seductive look and I suddenly realized that I was attracted in some way to all these women. It was a new feeling and quite alien, but altogether quite pleasant.
"Well I guess I should be honest," she said, obviously relishing the opportunity to talk about herself, "Dr. Blair gave me my breasts and she shaped my body to be what it is. I have had a bit of plastic surgery, you see. I am a tranny. Dr. Blair transformed me in every way except for my dick. I wanted to keep that." As she said this she stood and talked theatrically, obviously hoping for an immense amount of shock in the room. She looked at us coolly and enjoyed our shocked reaction. I myself was a bit shocked and felt maybe I understood why I felt a connection with Morgan.
"Me too," Sidra said suddenly and we all turned to look at her, "I am a transsexual too. Like I said, the doctor I know is a family friend, but she helped in that way too. Made me a woman, except for my penis."
"Same here," Ella said, "Exactly the same." I couldn't believe it. I know that Dr. Calloway was friends with some of the women she went to medical school and I knew that she was a plastic surgeon, of course, and that lots of her friends were. But this was bizarre. It must have been a plan or something. But why...
"Me too," I heard myself saying even before my brain realized my lips were moving. I looked over at Cora, to avoid the eyes on me. She looked nervous but when she looked at me I smiled.
"Same here," she said. We all sat in silence for a while and then we all started laughing. We talked to each other about how we had all sensed a comfort, even before anyone had said anything. I knew Morgan was a little upset that she had lost the shock value of being the only tranny (I had never considered myself one before, but somehow it sounded sexy to me now, maybe it was from the drinking), but we were all excited about being with people. We talked about our experiences and complimented one another about passability. I felt almost numb from the various thoughts and feelings. It was like the exact opposite of every day of my life. Here I was, part of a group and accepted. Further, I knew I was accepted because they knew a secret about me that no one else knew and they accepted it me.
I think this same sort of thing was acting on all the girls. Suddenly, we became a bit quieter and lost in thought. One by one, girls began to excuse themselves to unpack or to check their e-mail until I was alone at the table. Everyone was a feeling a bit introspective so I decided to go for a walk by myself by the lake. I walked outside and noticed that the sun was beginning to set and that the full moon was rising. I walked for a few minutes and listened to the gentle sounds of the lake and forest. I sat down in the sand and watched the sun fall below the mountains. Everything changed. It became night instantly. The stars were out and the moon was bright. It hardly felt like night, but it certainly felt different.
I decided to head back to the house to see what the girls were up to. This thought was a bit strange to me. Going to see the girls. I walked slowly for a few minutes and then, when I was about halfway back to the cabin, I noticed someone walking towards me. She was too far away, but as we closed the gap between on another I realized that it was Cora. I looked over her tiny figure with her little puff of hair and I liked her. I smiled at her and waved and she did the same. We stopped next to one another, sat down in the sand and looked out at the water.
"Weird huh?" she asked. I looked over at her and she was staring out at the water.
"Yeah. Really weird," I agreed. I took a stone in my and tried to skip it along the water. She watched it go and then turned to look at me.
"I don't know," she said, "I was really looking forward to having some time to myself here. No offense." She blushed.
"None taken," I replied, honestly. She gave a weak smile.
"Thanks," she said.
"Listen, I know exactly what you mean," I said and she looked interested, "I was not excited when other girls started to show up. I was looking forward to a week in the woods in absolute seclusion. But, I don't know. I think I am happy everyone showed up now. It is so rare to meet one person who I feel is like me, let alone five."
"Yeah I guess," she said.
"What do you mean," I asked. I felt sympathy for this girl.
"Well you girls are more like me than most people are I guess. But I guess I just know that I am different. I am different from everybody outside of this place and I am still different from you," she said and her voice was quivering.
"What do you mean," I said.
"Nothing, never mind," she replied and she was almost sobbing now. I put my arm around her and she reluctantly leaned into me, "I am so sorry. This is so embarrassing."
"No really, don't worry about it," I said, "Hey think about it. When we leave here we are never going to see each other again. I don't know who you are or where you are from. You can tell me anything because we are never going to have to worry about it." This seemed to cause her pause. It also helped me, I hadn't really thought of the full implications of my thoughts until the moment I tried to explain it to her. It is a lot easier to be comfortable if you aren't always worrying about the consequences.
"Really," she asked reluctantly.
"Really," I replied, "Now would you please tell me what is bothering you? What makes you so different?"
"Okay," she said and then sighed. For a few moments she just looked out at the water, but then she turned and looked at me again, "Okay, so I don't know about you, but I don't ever feel comfortable about going on a date. I mean I know that if I go on dates it means that eventually I am going to have to tell someone about my penis."
"Well that doesn't make you different, I have the same problem," I replied.
"No, I know that. What I mean is that it is more than that. Even if I found a woman or, I guess, a man, who was interested in me I know that I have all these...bizarre feelings. Feelings and urges that no one could ever understand. Even if I found a perfect person I don't think they would be willing to do all the things my body tells me I need to do," she said. I was confused by what she meant.
"What do you mean, you mean like kinky stuff?" I asked, feeling embarrassed by the word. But it helped my embarrassment that I was helping someone else, it let me focus on that instead.
"Yeah I guess you could say that," she replied and her throat clicked.
"Well what is it that you want? I mean there are only so many things out there," I ventured.
"No," she said in a final sort of way that took me aback.
"Oh come on," I said, that was basically the only argument I had left. Luckily it was the one that worked.
"Fine," she said and then paused for a while, "Okay well it's like I want to do things that I know are really dirty. Things people think bad and wrong."
"That wasn't very specific. What is it that you think about more than anything else," I said. Suddenly I realized that I was very turned on. I desperately wanted to find out what sort of sexually kinky thing she was into. I hadn't even had a sexual thought about another person before and here I was, with a person with flesh and blood.
"Okay. If I had to think about something specifically that I think about more than anything else...I guess...okay...I have always sort of wanted...to..."
"Just spit it out!" I said finally, giggling. She was so cute in her nervous little way.
"I want someone to drink my piss," she suddenly blurted out and then covered her face with her hands. I was a bit surprised. I hadn't been expecting this. She was obviously embarrassed for having said it and I kept my arm around her so she would know it was okay. It was very bizarre, she was right. I had never even considered it before. I could've thought of worse things I suppose. I acted without thinking further.
"Okay," I said and it sounded like someone else said it.
"What?" she said and looked over at me and I smiled and shrugged. She hesitated for a minute and searched my face. Then she slowly stood up. She unbuttoned her shorts and slid them down her legs. She wasn't wearing any panties underneath and suddenly, dangling near my head was her 4 inch, shaved, uncircumcised penis.
"It is so cute!" I said and I was serious. It was small, but not too small for me and it was limp which I thought was cute because it made her look even more nervous.
"Thanks," she said blushing, "Ever since I started taking my hormones I can't get an erection anymore." She sounded a bit nervous about it.
"I have never had one," I told her and she relaxed a bit. I turned my head and looked at her penis more closely. I had seen mine of course and one or two other ones accidentally while opening spam on the internet, but I had never seen another person's. If it had been connected to a man I think it would've disgusted me. But here was this cute little woman with her silky black skin and it was sexy to me. I wanted to taste whatever came out of it. I leaned over towards her and gave it a little kiss. It was my first kiss ever.



"Want to try?" she asked. I nodded. I opened my mouth and leaned forward and gently took the tip of her penis into my mouth. Just the very tip. It was spongy and salty and I loved the way it felt in my mouth. I looked up at her breasts and face and she smiled down at me, "Thank you," she said.
Suddenly, a hot burst of liquid filled my mouth. At first I was a bit surprised and almost moved my head back, but I stayed on. The liquid was thick, and very hot and salty. I couldn't believe how much I enjoyed the taste. I had thought that it was going to be grotesque and I was going to have to work hard to keep it in my mouth. However, as I swallowed the first mouthful I couldn't wait for more. She was moaning and playing with my hair as her flaccid cock continued to fill my mouth with hot piss.
She had spent the entire evening drinking wine and she must've had to go really bad. Each time I thought that she was done, I swallowed the piss and more and more of it came into my mouth. I swallowed as much as I could, but a little of it ran down my cheeks and onto my shirt. She kept pissing and I felt like my stomach was completely full. Finally, when I felt I could take no more, she gently slipped her penis out of my mouth and I drank down the last few drops of her piss.
We stayed there like that for a few moments in silence. I had never even considered doing anything like that before in my life. Now that I had, I realized that it was a bit fun. It was especially fun knowing that anyone who met me would never suspect it. It was kind of like a little secret that I had with myself.
"Thank you," Cora said, smiling at me. She sat down next to me. I looked into her eyes and I could see that her entire face was smiling. I had done something really special for her and it made me feel good. I leaned over and put my lips against hers. She was startled for a moment but then she put her hand on my cheek and began to kiss back. We were a little clumsy, but it felt amazing. I felt my tongue touch her tongue. It turned me on to think that she tasted her piss in my mouth. Finally, our kiss broke. We smiled at each other for a moment and then hugged.
"Want to head back to the house?" I asked and she nodded her head. We held hands while we walked along the sand with the full moon illuminating the way. It was a strange and amazing moment.
Chapter 3: Sharing
We let go of each other's hands as we reached the door. It was around 9 in the evening now and all of the lights in the cabin were on and we could hear voices inside. I opened the door and there was the smell of delivered pizza and the noise of a minor party.
"Hey!" Ella said, "You guys got back just in time!" She said and then handed me a piece of pizza. However, I was still a bit full and couldn't put anything more into my stomach.
"Yeah," Morgan said, "I was just asking the girls what the craziest thing they ever did during sex." It seemed that I had walked out of the frying pan and into the fire. But the atmosphere was like what I imagined a sorority get together would be and it was a comfortable place to talk.
"And I was about to tell," Sidra said, "Okay. So as I was saying before you ladies came back and interrupted, it happened when I was in college. I got drunk at this fraternity party. I don't really remember what happened. This is so bad I shouldn't say it. But anyway I ended up in some frat boy's room and I gave like four guys blowjobs while the other's watched. I know they would've died if they knew the truth, but it was actually really hot." Everyone teased her and called her a slut. I thought it was kind of impressive.
"My turn," Ella said, she was obviously quite drunk, "Last year I was an underwear shoot with another model. We were taking all of these sexy shots and he was pretty cute. We were like joking and flirting the whole time and while the photographer was still taking pictures, I popped his dick out of his briefs and sucked him off." The way she said it made it quite clear that she was lying. She was making it up as she went along and the story was a bit off, but we were all in a good mood so we pretended like she was telling the truth.
"How about you Cora?" Morgan said, falling down onto the futon in a relaxed pose.
"I am a virgin," she said uncomfortably.
"That's okay. Done anything sexual," Morgan pressed. I found that Morgan was really sweet but she was sort of self-centered and a bit oblivious. It was obvious she didn't realize the question made Cora uncomfortable. Cora looked at me and I smiled. But in the end she told a different story.
"Well I have a sort of weird masturbation story?" she offered and everyone agreed that they would let it count, "Like two years ago I worked in a cubicle at the insurance agency. The open end of my cubicle was kind of weird because that was the direction my desk face. So I was surrounded on three sides and then there was my desk and a little area next to it where I could walk out. The desk was nice. The sides went all the way down to the floor on three sides and then I sat behind it. So sometimes when I was back there I would just masturbate. I would go through papers with one hand or talk on the phone but I would masturbate. I don't know. I didn't really want to but I couldn't control myself," she said and the girls agreed this was a pretty good story and I noticed that Cora relaxed a bit. I was proud of her.
"How about you Morgan?" I asked, trying to position myself last. She paused for a second. I could tell she was hoping that I would go next.
"Well I don't know. My story might be too hot for you girls," she said and we all laughed and called her names. Everyone was just sort of lounging around the living room. I was drinking a little bit more and I could tell that everyone was very loose. It was really a nice atmosphere and I kind of started to understand why some people seem to like to parties and drinking. "Alright Alright. So I guess the wildest thing I can thing I did was probably earlier this month. I put an ad in the paper for an anonymous meeting with a man. So the guy showed up and I made out with him and stuff and I told him I was afraid of getting pregnant and also that I was very shy. So I asked him to fuck me in the ass in the dark. He did it. He had no idea I was a tranny. It was really good too." We all really went crazy with this. I noticed that all of the stories the girls told indicated that they were scared about their bodies and afraid to show who they really were. Even Ella's fantasy didn't include her penis.
"Okay, how about you?" Sidra said after we had all settled down a little bit. I looked out of the corner of my eye at Cora and she shrugged. It told them in detail what had happened that night with Cora. However, I said it had happened at a different time and I didn't reveal the girls name. They had no idea it was Cora but they were impressed.
"Oh my god!" Sidra said, "That is definitely the nastiest story we have had. You totally win Iris!"
"Yeah really. That is so sick," Ella said in a way that indicated that she approved of the action. Everyone was congratulating me except for Morgan.
"Well," she said, "Okay you win that little contest. But I bet I have the biggest cock." We were all a little taken aback by this claim, but before we knew it, Morgan was unbuttoning her pants and slowly sliding out a massive, semi-erect penis. We were a little shocked, but also intrigued. She was nearly eight inches long and uncut dick, "Can anyone beat that?"
We all stood for a few seconds. Then Sidra quickly opened her pants and pulled out her own hard cock. She was a good deal smaller, around 5 inches long, but her cock was very cute. It was pink and smooth and well kempt. The momentum and now swung and I was caught up in the moment. It was nice, it was like we were all doing the secret handshake of our little club or something. Cora, Ella, and I all started getting our pants or skirts off quickly. Cora's 4 inch cock was the first out and she quickly explained that she couldn't achieve an erection. I was still trying to get my cock out and I said that I had the same condition. Ella's cock was out next and hers was around 4.5" long and looked elegant and feminine as befitted a model. Finally, my tiny, 3 inch cock was freed from my panties.
"Oh my god!" Sidra said, "That is the cutest cock I have ever seen! It is so small and girly," she said and everyone agreed. I felt intensely embarrassed. I could see that Morgan was furious that the noise over my tiny penis was a little bit more involved than the noise over her giant cock. She was shooting daggers at me through the eyes, but I was too caught up in the praise to notice.
We were all standing there with our cocks out. Suddenly, Sidra took her own cock in her hand and started to stroke it gently.
"What are you doing?" Ella asked, shocked.
"This is just so hot, look at us. I am sorry, sometimes I just can't control myself," she explained and continued to stroke her cock. Her elegant fingers were wrapped around her thick penis stroking it slowly. It was cute to see the little tip dart in and out of her palm. We were all mesmerized by her. Watching her play with herself gently. Suddenly, she began to tense. Morgan acted quickly. She took an empty wine glass from the counter next to her and held up next to Sidra's cock. It a moment Sidra moaned deeply and her cock began to spurt thick ropes of cum that Morgan artfully caught in the cup. It was a 8 oz. cup and Sidra's huge load filled a good inch.
By now Morgan was stroking her cock as well, "Come on. We are all going to do this. The person who has the biggest load wins." We were all stimulated by this idea. While Sidra sat down on the floor and watched, the rest of us began to stroke our cocks. I was completely unthinking at this point, I just wanted to stroke my cock. Cora came next, adding a few precious streams to the cup that Morgan was holding. Morgan was next and her load was pretty impressive, filling at least an ounce into the cup. Next was Ella, She came hard and put several big ropes of cum into the filling glass. There was about two and a half inches of the cup still empty and everyone's eyes were on me. I enjoy it and slowed my pace for a few seconds. If I had been thinking at that point I would have considered how crazy this scene would've been to me this morning. There was something strange going on here, but I liked it.
Suddenly, my body began to tense. My soft little cock began to shake in my hand and it soft, spongy flesh felt hot in my hand. I stood up on my tip-toes, feeling the ache as I stretched up. Then, when I couldn't stand it a second longer, my cock exploded. Ream after ream of hot, thick cum shot out of my body and landed in the waiting wine glass. It quickly filled the cup to the brim and a few precious drops even ran down the outside. The girls cheered, except for Morgan, who scowled. I really hadn't intended to make an enemy, but it seemed that I might be.
"Oh man, Iris won again!" Sidra said and carefully took the full glass out of Morgan's hand and looked at the pearly contents, "It looks pretty."
"I won the last one," Morgan said, sounding like a six year old.
"Who cares," Cora said, surprising me, "Iris won two things she is the champion."
"I didn't even know we were in a championship of any kind," I said, feeling a bit like this was getting too confrontational.
"What do you want to be your prize?" Ella asked. I looked around the room. All of the girls were standing around with their now limp cocks rest against their legs. I didn't know what I wanted to do. Suddenly, my eyes fell on Sidra and the glass that was in her hand.
"That," I said and pointed to it. They all looked where my finger was pointing.
"What?" Morgan asked.
"I want the cum," I said matter-of-factly as though I had some plan for it. Sidra smiled and carried the full glass over to me and gently set the bottom of it on my palm and I took the rim with my thumb and forefinger. I looked at it. It was pretty. It was a swirl of white shades and it felt heavy in my hand. I had never seen so much cum in my life. As a matter of fact, I had only ever seen my cum before. I smelled it and it was a thick, satiny smell and it was nice.
As I looked closer I noticed that I could sort of tell who's cum was where. There were little changes between the layers. I gently put the very tip of my right index finger into the cum. Very slowly, I started to mix it up, being extra careful not to lose any of it. I was so closely focused that I didn't notice the girls coming in closer to me, crowding around. Before I noticed there was a little semi-circle around me as I sat on the chair near the door. After a few minutes I was certain that it was well mixed.
I looked up and for the first time notice the girls looking at me and all sensing what I was going to do. Even Morgan was looking at me intently, "bottom's up, I guess," I said and lifted the glass like a toast. I brought the glass up to my lips and breathed in the aroma once again. I touched my lip to the rim of the glass and started to pour it back. My stomach was still full of piss, but all of the sudden I had plenty of room.
The first precious drops flowed into my mouth and onto my tongue. I was instantly sorry. I was sorry that I hadn't tried my own cum earlier! It was delicious. It was thick and salty and had a kind of sweet aftertaste that was intoxicating. I swirled it around it my mouth and felt it get thick and bubbling. I swallowed it down and felt the warm, slimy feeling as it inched its way down my throat. I started to drink more, taking in an entire mouthful, it made my cheeks stretch out. I moved my tongue around in my mouth, inundating it with cum. I started playing with my cock again, masturbating while I drank the cum. Slowly I drank down the mouthful of cum and looked at the glass. It only had a few precious ounces remaining. I opened my mouth and allowed my throat to open and poured it straight down, letting it land in a hot ball in my stomach. I licked the cum clean, savoring the flavors and then set in gently next to my chair.
At almost the exact same instant I came again. My body tensed and I shot a much smaller load of cum onto my bare leg. I scooped the cum up with my index finger and put it in my mouth. It was really hot now and the taste was even better. I was surprised to find my own cum tasted better than everyone's taken together and as I sucked it down I opened my eyes and looked at the girls. They were silent.
"Holy shit," Ella finally said, "That was raunchy." The other girls expressed similar views and they congratulated me. It felt really weird, but really nice to be the center of attention, especially on something so strange. Morgan was obviously pissed.
"I am tired. I am going to bed," she said in a very final way. Other's tried to convince her to stay but she was adamant. She rushed up stairs and closed the door. It seemed to put a damper on the evening and before I knew it, everyone was on their way to their rooms. I was upset, I was having fun. But I grabbed my skirt and headed to my room.
Chapter 4: Learning by Teaching
I decided that good things had happened the night before when I slept nude so I decided to keep going with that strategy. I removed my shirt and bra and pulled down the blankets and slipped inside. My stomach was so full and my body was so weary, I decided not to read or do anything else and I turned off the lights and before I knew it I was deep in sleep.
Several hours later I heard a noise and jolted out of sleep. I looked around and noticed that my door was open. Then, in the corner I saw Ella. She had apparently just walked in and was looking at me. At first I was a bit nervous, I mean it was odd to wake up and have someone watching me. But she spoke quickly.
"Sorry Iris," she said, sounding legitimately apologetic.
"It's alright," I said, stretching my legs under the covers and groaning a little. I wiped the sleep out of my eyes and saw that it was 3 o'clock in the morning, "Something wrong?"
"Oh no," she said and then continued to stand in the room.
"Alright, well why are you here then?" I was annoyed. It was creepy for her to just barge in and I was very tired and I was pretty sure I was getting a preview of what a hangover was like.
"Right. Well it's just. I don't you were so open out there and everything. And your story. I couldn't ever do anything like that. I mean I want to but I can't. I have to be honest. I lied before. I have never given anyone a blowjob. I have never had any sex of any kind," she said in what felt like one long, fast sentence.
"I'm sorry," I said and she continued to stand there and stare at me, "Is there something I can do about that?" I asked finally, hoping she would just slink out.
"Teach me?" she half asked and half begged. I had to work hard not to laugh. If she knew what I was really like most of the time she would have been really embarrassed to have asked me a question like that. But I looked over at her and she just looked so pathetic and also so cute, with her red hair and soft looking skin. I felt my cock getting warm and I knew I was getting horny.
"Okay, sure," I said and immediately drew a blank. I had no idea what to do. She stood and waited for me to say something for a few moments.
"What should I do," she said, standing awkwardly in the corner with her arms down, staring at her feet. Whatever little bit of boldness she had from the alcohol had obviously worn off. I just started talking.
"Well take off those clothes and come get in the bed," I said and threw the covers off of myself. She smiled and then swung into action. She was wearing a big t-shirt and she pulled it up over her head and her bare breasts stood out, small and cute off of her body. She quickly slid her panties off and her cock was hard as a rock already. She rushed over to the bed and sat down. We sat for a minute, "Let's just kiss for a while," I suggested and she smiled.
I lie back on the bed and spread my legs. She looked at my cock for a moment and then slowly lay down between my legs. The warmth from her body felt amazing and I adored the feeling of her hard cock pressing against my balls. I looked into her eyes and they were nervous and excited. She leaned forward and our lips met. She kissed very well and I put my arms around her. She put her elbows on either side of my head. I was making out with a tranny model. It felt so bizarre and so good. Our tongues touched and I tired to grab a hold of if with my teeth and she giggled.
We kissed for a few more minutes and then I had an idea, "I want you to suck on my balls," I said matter-of-factly. She didn't even hesitate. Her cock was incredibly hard and she was willing to do whatever I sad. She slid her body down mine, kissing as she went. As she passed my cock she gave my tiny, uncircumcised cock a small little kiss and my whole body felt like it was going to explode. She opened her mouth and gently took my little balls into her mouth. It was the most wonderful feeling I had ever experienced. It was so warm and it felt like a little massage. I ran my hand through her hair and she moaned while she tasted my balls, "You like that?"
"Yes," she said, her words gurgling around my balls and it made me giggle. I let her keep going for a while until I was again struck my inspiration.
"Lick my asshole," I said. I loved to play with my own asshole, I couldn't imagine what her tongue would feel like on it. Again she was quickly on it. She pushed her soft, warm tongue onto asshole. She lapped at it and it made my whole body shake. It was even better than when she licked my balls. She seemed to enjoy it as well, dipping her tongue deep into my ass and lapping at every inch of it. The feeling was amazing. I wanted to hold back, but I couldn't help myself. I slowly started to stroke my cock. She watched me playing with myself as she made her tongue rigid and shoved it hard into my asshole, as deep as she could.



I didn't have to stroke for very long. My legs tingled and with my free hand I pushed Ella's face into my asshole. I started to cum, hard. I couldn't believe how much cum there was considering the fact that I had already cum twice that day and once the night before. But thick, white reams of cum shot out of my cock and hit Ella's forehead, hair, and face. She moaned loudly as I did this. I went limp as the last few spurts landed on Ella's body.
"You got my hair all messed up!" she said in mock anger. I decided to take care of it.
"Oh let me clean that up for you," I said. I took my cock in my hand. I had had quite a bit to drink that evening, if you will recall, and I had to piss so bad that my bladder hurt. I let go a quick rush of piss onto Ella's face. She was certainly surprised and for a second she tried to pull away. I held her in place with my hand. She quickly became comfortable as a stream of hot piss shot out of my cock and drenched her hair and face, cleaning the cum off of her. She was dripping all over my legs and the bed and I giggled as she struggled to drink some of it, but was overwhelmed. Finally, I couldn't piss anymore and I let my cock fall between my legs.
"Thanks," she said, giggling.
"Come kiss me," I said and she once again crawled between my spread legs and put her still hard cock against me. She was dripping piss on me and I could taste it on her lips and face while we kissed. She kept giggling while we kissed and soon we were both giggling as I licked the piss off of her. I sucked it out of her hair and licked it off the tips of her nipples while she moaned. She was obviously in a good deal of distress, "You want to be finished there baby?"
"Oh god yes!" She said.
"Jack off onto my tits," I said. She quickly got on her knees between my legs and started to stroke her hard cock. It was fun to watch, her cute little nose scrunched up and she bit her lip while she pleasured herself. She was very, very horny and it only took her a few quick minutes of stroking before her face was contorting and she looked like she was about to cum. I thrust my head forward quickly, and took the tip of her penis into my mouth. She came hard as soon as my tongue hit her skin and a thick glob of cum him my teeth and nose.
"Thanks," she said, pantin heavily.
"Don't mention it," I replied, "I want you to do me a favor now."
"Anything," she said.
"I want you to suck all that cum off my body and get it in your mouth," I ordered. She looked a little uncomfortable. Then seemed to figure that she was already covered in piss and had the taste of ass and balls in her mouth. She bent over and put her little, sexy ass in the air. She started right down on top of my cock and sucked a couple small drops of cum from there. She kissed her way around my body, sucking up little bits of cum as she went. I felt like I was going to go crazy as she sucked my nipples, pulling her cum off of them. Finally, she licked the last little bit from my face.
"Give it to me. Put it in my mouth," I said and looked down at her on my throat. She grinned at me and then leaned forward and kissed me. Her mouth open and small mouthful of cum mixed with little bits of sweat and piss filled my mouth. It was so earthy and dirty. I swallowed it quickly and kissed her fully. We lay in the bed for a while and held one another. We said sweet little things to one another and I knew for a moment why people wanted to have intimate relationships.
"I think you wet your bed," she said and I giggled.
"Well get out of it so I can clean it up and go to bed," I said. She laughed and kissed me again. Then started to get up. She put on her clothes slowly, making it a show for me and I giggled.
"Thanks so much," She said and walked over to the bed and gave me a kiss.
"It was my pleasure," I said, "Just remember, just do whatever feels good." And I licked her lips.
Chapter 5: A Long Climb to the Top
I woke up the next morning and felt a bit sticky. The entire day before had been absolutely crazy. I laughed at myself and stretched until I felt completely awake. I looked over at the clock and was relatively shocked to find that I had slept until 11:15 a.m. It had been years since I had slept that late. I quickly jumped out of bed and ran over to my shower. I got a quick shower and then put on a pair of shorts and a tank-top. I decided not to bother with a bra.
I basically skipped over to my door. I couldn't ever remember being in a better mood. I opened the door and was immediately deflated. There was no one there and it was as quiet as a tomb. I looked around the house for a while but then I was certain that no one was home. I even looked in the backyard. Finally figuring out that I was alone I felt a bit dejected. It was odd, I now had what I thought I always wanted but now I didn't want it anymore. I felt like going back to sleep but I decided to force myself to do something.
I put on some boots and decided to go for a hike. I steered clear of the lake and instead I headed back towards the mountains. There was a small path leading from the back of the cabin into the woods so I headed that way. It was easy at first and the scenery was beautiful. The leaves were all getting ready to fall off but they hadn't done it yet. All of the hardwoods were turning red and yellow and it looked wonderful. As I started to climb up the side of the mountain it got more and more difficult. Was a bit tired but I kept pressing. After nearly an hour of walking I stopped to eat a sandwich and drink some water that I had packed. I sat on a rock and looked down on the lake below. I was too tired to even think. I just breathed in the beautiful air and looked.
I was maybe 900 or 1000 feet above the cabin's level and it was an absolutely breathtaking view. I found a nice spot underneath of a tree and watched the birds flying around and listened to the leaves rustle. Eventually, I was unable to keep my eyes opened and I fell into a light sleep.
Sometime later a bird of some kind cried out, possibly on a hunt. I was shaken from my sleep and was thankful that I had been. I had an hour or so walk back to the cabin and I had slept until 4:30. If I took much longer I wouldn't get back until it was dark. I carefully started down the mountain, pulling a stick out of the underbrush to act as my walking stick.
My legs felt rubbery the whole way down, but it didn't take me as long to get back but it was still well past five when I saw the lights from the cabin ahead of me. I assumed that the other girls must've gotten back from wherever they were. Suddenly I realized that maybe they had all been gone because they didn't like me. Perhaps Cora and Ella had talked about what had happened last night and Morgan convinced them I was a pervert. Maybe they waited until I left and then decided to set a trap or something for me.
My old paranoia was coming back to me and I had to fight it hard. I considered the possibilities, really weighed the odds that they hated me with the odds that they had gone out early and had not wanted to wake me and just barely, I was able to control myself. By the time I reached the back porch I was relatively certain that they didn't wish me anything but good things.
I climbed the stairs and opened the back door of the cabin. I walked inside and still there was no one there. I looked in the living room and my room and no one was around. I was starting to get nervous now. All of the cars were still there, I noticed it as I passed the window. I didn't see anyone in the front yard or anything.
"Hello?" I finally yelled out. There was silence for a split second and I felt very nervous that they were lost or something.
"Iris?" I heard a voice call from upstairs. I started to walk to the stairs.
"Yeah!" I called as I headed up.
"Hey we're in Morgan's room come on up," It was Sidra. I headed up the stairs and forgot for a moment which door belonged to Morgan. I walked and looked in one and saw Sidra's stuff, then I saw a door was already open and I walked in. All the girls were there and they were smiling and talking.
"Hey, where have you been all day?" Cora asked, looking happy to see me. I felt an internal relief. No one was angry or didn't want to see me. Even Morgan was smiling when she said hello. A sincere looking smile.
"I went for a hike," I explained, "Where have you girls been all day?" They all laughed.
"Well," Morgan said, after a brief pause, "We went to go for a walk and somehow we got lost. I don't know how we made it back here, but we just got back like an hour and a half ago and we left at like 9." They all laughed again and told stories about what had happened during the day and funny things that could've happened. It was nice, but I felt a little left out. Being all by myself had hurt me. Maybe it had always being hurting me.
"How come you didn't ask me to go," I said, trying not to sound sad, but failing. They fell all over themselves to try and deny avoiding me.
"You were sleeping, we didn't want to wake you up," They said. They seemed very earnest so I decided to believe them. They were just looking out for me.
"Well alright," I said.
"Well we did talk about you quite a bit," Sidra said, biting her lip. I looked around the room and Morgan was smiling. Ella and Cora were looking at their feet and the ceiling respectively. I knew immediately what had happened.
"Oh yeah?" I asked, feeling a bit nervous. What did this mean?
"Cora and Ella had some pretty interesting stories about you," Morgan said, giggling into her hand. She got up from the bed and walked up to me, "Sidra and I were quite offended," she looked at me again and it was the cold jealous look again.
"What do you mean?" I asked, feeling a bit nervous now, then Morgan's face broke into a smile again.
"Well apparently you are quite the little adventure. We kind of wanted to play too," she explained and then she leaned forward and kissed me hard on the lips. Her right hand went to my right breasts and soon she was squeezing and playing with it roughly. I moaned into her mouth. She broke our kiss and whispered into my ear, "I am sorry I got upset last night. I am a jerk sometimes." I whispered back into hers.
"We are friends, it's okay to fight sometimes as long as we don't let it get in the way of our friendship," I replied. She pulled back and smiled at me. I could've sworn there was a tear in her eye, but I can't be certain.
"Come over to the bed," Sidra said and I did as I was told.
"I am going to be in charge of this affair," Morgan said, "You all have to do whatever I say." No one really felt like arguing. Morgan quickly got undressed and ordered everyone else to do the same. In a matter of minutes there was a huge pile of shorts, tank tops, skirts, panties, and bras on the floor and there were five naked girls, with cocks bobbing between our legs.
Morgan lay down on the bed and spread her legs. Her massive cock standing straight up. It really was a work of art. It was amazing that something so big and so hard could be so feminine. "Come sit on this," she said and it was obvious she was looking at me. The other girls stared at me. I think they had all planned this together on their little trip. They wanted to see me take that cock.
My asshole was essentially virgin. Nothing bigger than my thumb had ever been up my ass and I wasn't sure I could take it. I looked up at Morgan and she was smiling at me and slowly working some sort of lubricant over her hard cock. I licked my lips.
"I want it," I said and she beckoned me towards her. I started crawling on my hands and knees on the bed towards her.
"Wait," she said and I stopped, "Girls' she is going to needs a little lube. You want to help her?" I stayed right where I was and the other three girls got behind me. They sat for a moment and then each spat onto my asshole. It made me shiver and it felt wet and good. I felt a hand slowly working the spit onto my anus. I moaned and turned to see Sidra staring intently at my ass while she worked the spit onto me.
"That feels so good Sidra," I said and she gave a quick little smile. But Morgan was apparently feeling a bit impatient.
"Alright Iris," she said and I turned to face her again, "Let' go." I crawled over to Morgan and put my lips gently against the tip of her penis and kissed it. She squirmed and melted against me. I opened my mouth and took the tip of the penis into it. I swirled my tongue around on the spongy top and tickled her balls with my hand. When I felt like she had endured enough I opened my mouth and shoved her penis out with my tongue.
I then got up and turned around. I felt her hands grasp my hips and slowly she pulled me down on my knees. I could feel the tip of her penis against my right ass cheek. Sidra moved forward on the bed and reached between my leg, letting her arm rub against my testicles and making me moan. She took Morgan's cock in her hand and gently guided it against my anus.
I took a deep breath. I couldn't remember being so excited in my entire life and the nervousness I felt was a different kind of nervousness, a happy nervousness. I felt the very tip carefully enter my ass as I slowly lowered my hips. I took one look at the girls, watching intently as the first inch entered my ass and then closed my eyes. It was the most intense feeling I had ever had. I had the sensation of stretching and stretching, but it felt so good. I wanted to move quickly, to take all of it, but I knew that I had to be careful. Slowly, my asshole strained farther and farther as it opened and allowed more and more of Morgan's cock into my ass. I began to rub my breasts with my hands and I was screaming out in pleasure as more and more of the cock entered my body.
I kept pressing down, farther and farther and felt the cock piercing my insides. I could feel it inside of me and it was the most amazing thing in the world as my anus sucked up tight against it. I pushed down harder and was very surprised to find my ass settling gently into Morgan's lap. Her entire cock was inside of me. The other girls cheered. I could tell they were impressed and I felt like blushing. I leaned back, feeling the cock move inside of me and turned my head. I kissed Morgan and she slipped her tongue into my mouth. She ground her hips gently into me and I sat up straight. I pinched my nipples hard and moaned.
"Somebody suck her dick," Morgan said. The other three girls started to move at once but Sidra was there first. She hadn't done anything yet and she was desperate. Morgan was gently fucking my ass while she held onto my hips and Sidra lay down on her stomach. I looked down at her and she looked gorgeous. It was hard to focus, Morgan was churning my insides deliciously. Sidra opened her mouth and took my entire cock into at once. I felt a jolt go through my body. Suddenly, she opened her mouth again, opening it wide, and she scooped my balls up with her tongue. Now, my cock and my balls were in her mouth. I was moaning now, it was the most amazing feeling as Morgan's cock massaged my insides and Sidra's tongue massaged my cock.
"Someone shut her up," Morgan said in a good-natured way and I laughed in between screams, "Ella, put your cock in her mouth." Ella got up like a shot and Cora looked very sad, "Alright Cora, you can put your cock in her mouth too," Morgan replied and like that Cora was standing in front of me with Ella. They were staring down and me with lust in their eyes. I took both of their cocks in one hand, squeezing Cora's flaccid little cock tight against Ella's hard dick. They moaned together and I pulled them in closer. I opened my mouth pushed their cocks in. I took them in as deep as I could, I could feel their testicles on my chin. I felt like choking, but I kept bathing them with my tongue. Ella and Cora were so close together, they decided that they might as well make out. While I sucked their cocks they played with each other's tits and kissed each other lightly.
All this time, Sidra was still sucking on my entire penis and Morgan was still fucking my asshole. We were all quiet for a while, just moving in a rhythm together, all of us moving at the same speed and doing the same thing. It felt magical. But it couldn't last forever. Suddenly my mouth was filled with hot cum. I looked up and Cora's eyes were squeezed shut. She grunted and then carefully pulled her cock out of my mouth and fell to the bed, panting. Ella kept fucking my mouth and I kept Cora's hot cum in my mouth, bathing Ella's dick in it. It tasted so good I can't even describe it. I know that Ella liked it too because before long she was cumming too. She had a good deal more cum than Cora and it filled my mouth. I swallowed it down while her cock was still in my mouth. She pulled out of me and fell to the bed as well.
Suddenly, Morgan began to pull harder on my hips. She was starting to buck harder and it was jostling me and Sidra around like crazy. Suddenly she screamed out loudly and dug her fingernails deep into my skin. I felt her cock expand and I felt her hot cum shooting up into my ass, filling it. She kept fucking for a while, as more and more cum squirted into my ass. It started to ooze out of my asshole and I looked down. Sidra was licking the cum off of my asshole now, but still keeping my cock stuffed in her cheek. The image was more than I could handle. I started cumming in big spurts. Filling her mouth, overflowing it and then making a small puddle on the bed. I collapsed in a heap back onto Morgan.
We all sat panting for a minute and then I slowly started to work Morgan's now limp cock out of my ass. I couldn't believe how good it felt when it was slipping out. I looked at the girls and then I had a kinky idea. Morgan was still almost passed out, panting, so I took the opportunity to make a suggestion.
"Ella, Sidra," I said, and they looked at me, "Come lay on the bed," I said and they did as they were told. I directed them to lay on their backs with their heads facing opposite directions. I had Sidra drape her left leg over Ella's right and had Ella do the same. Then I directed them to scoop together until their cocks were against one another, "Okay," I said.
I directed Cora to hold their cocks together and then I straddled them. I figured that Morgan had done a pretty good job of stretching out my asshole. I crouched down and guided their cocks against my anus. It was a bit more difficult to get it started, but all at once, the tips of both of their cocks were in my ass. I carefully slid down, working as I did before. It was just as good this time, if not better. They stretched me in weird ways and it was harder than when Morgan did it because it couldn't give one way or the other. I asked Cora to suck my cock while I continued to inch my way down the cocks. I closed my eyes for the last few minutes, working the cocks into me. Before long they were completely inside of me.
I opened my eyes and was a bit startled to see Morgan's cock an inch from my face. I looked down and Cora was gently sucking on my cock and Morgan was straddling her back, "Want to suck the ass off of my dick?" she asked and I bit my lip. I opened my mouth and took the tip of her penis into me again. I could taste the thick, savory flavor of my asshole and I opened my throat and started to take more and more of Morgan's cock into my mouth. This was a good deal easier than with my ass and before long I had her whole cock inside of me. I closed my eyes and focused on her cock, massaging it with my tongue trying not to bite it. She came quickly, shooting her cum straight down my throat and into my stomach.
This got me going as well. I happened to cum just as Cora was readjusting my cock in her mouth and I ended up shooting jizz all over her face. As I did this, I started to rock my hips harder. I looked to either side of me and saw Ella and Sidra, rubbing their breasts and slapping their balls together. I pushed down once, very hard and that was all they could take. They both came quickly, filling my asshole yet again with cum. I let them stay there for a moment and then I enjoyed the slick feeling of the cocks sliding out of my body.



Everyone was tired and sticky now. We crawled around on the bed, putting out heads on each other's stomach and breasts, cupping each other cocks and balls. Soon we were in a gigantic, comfortable pile. No one spoke, we were all to sore and tired. We simply fell asleep that way.
The rest of the week followed in roughly the same way. No evening was ever exactly the same, but it was always beautiful. I always felt loved by them and I never felt that I had to hold anything back. When the week ended, we all went our separate ways. I was going back to the world that I was afraid of, but I was a good deal less afraid now. I would see the girls again, I knew. We already had plans for next month's get away.
The End
Hey everyone, hope you liked this as much as I do. I know some of the stuff isn't for everyone, but I have to write what I like. Please comment, because I really like to know what you think, even if you don't like it.



        Crazy Girls

        Video crew unleashes mother-daughter lust.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/crazy-girls

Title: Crazy Girls

Author: YKN4949

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Video crew unleashes mother-daughter lust.

Tags: mother daughter incest, taboo lesbian, fetish lesbian, lesbian incest, mother, lesbian milf, daughter, milf, mother daughter sex




Chapter 1: A Trip
"Come on honey, we want to get something to eat quick before things get crazy out there," my mom said as she came out of the bathroom. We were in a hotel room, the three of us, so things were kind of crowded. There was my mom Alice, there was me (Taylor), and there was my mom's best friend Kara. My mom was drying her long, soft black hair and smiling at herself in the mirror. She had reason to smile, my mother was gorgeous. Beyond her hair, she had this sexy olive skin, big perfect violet eyes with really long eyelashes. Her nose was small and her face was intimidatingly beautiful. She was pretty tall at 5'8 and she was happy because, at long last she had gotten her weight back down to where she was in high school, she weighed 110lbs. Her body was perfect. She had big, 32-C breasts, a flat tummy (with a pierced bellybutton), flared hits, tight butt and long legs. She looked like a model. And she was 36 years old, the prime of her life. She looked even younger, like a college student. That night she was wearing an impossibly tight black tank-top and a short plaid skirt. She was wearing flip-flops.
Few people would believe that I was her daughter. Not because of my looks. If fact, people were always saying that we looked a lot alike. Except they always thought that she was my older sister. See my mom had gotten pregnant with me when she was 18 years old. Now, I was 18 and blossoming into a woman. They couldn't believe such a young woman had such a beautiful young lady for a daughter. And that is what I was. I had my mother's hair, eyes and coloring. My face was as beautiful as hers, but a bit softer, perhaps because of a slightly smaller nose. This somehow made me look less fierce and sexual. At the time, my breasts were still pretty small, 32-A cups. My stomach was flat, the last of my baby fat having melted off during middle school. I have shapely legs and an athlete's butt. I was only 5'2 then and about 98lbs. That night I was wearing a tight pink t-shirt (you could see the black bra I was very proud of through the think material) and short white shorts.
In fact, at the time, the only thing that made me different from my mother, besides the fact that I was smaller and younger, was the fact that I had been born without a left hand. I know, it is kind of weird. My mom didn't know she was pregnant with me until she was 5 months pregnant. As you might have guessed, a girl who gets pregnant in high school is a bit of a party animal and my mom had been drinking pretty regularly up until the time I was born. So my hand was not there. In fact, my arm stopped right at the narrowest part of my arm, right before where my wrist would be in a clean rounded end. It made me very self-conscious and sometimes I think my mom, who cared about the way she looked and how I made her look, was embarrassed about it too. Although she never said anything.
"How do I look?" Kara said. Kara was wearing a white bikini top and jean shorts. I smiled because I liked Kara. She was a lot of the things my mother was not. She was attentive and she was warm and she was funny. My mom was smart and gorgeous but sometimes she was self-centered and intimidating. She didn't want me to make the mistakes she did, so she was tough on me. She demanded that I be smart as well as sexy. It was a lot of pressure. Kara just liked me for what I was and I liked that. And Kara had a softer kind of beauty that I wished (at the time) that I had. She had long blonde hair and blue eyes. She had a 1000-watt smile. Her skin was milky white and she had giant, porn-cheerleader breasts. Her body was very curvy. She was only a little taller than me at 5'5 and she was around 125lbs. My mom had known Kara forever. My mom and Kara's older sister, Pam, had been beast friends in high school. Pam had sort of outgrown my mom and so she started hanging out with Kara. They had sort of matured at the same time, my mom a little behind the curve (except for her sexual maturity). So Kara was only 25 then, just graduated. She had a masters in elementary education now. My mom ran one of my grandpa's pizza shops.
"Hot," my mom said, smiling at her friend. She looked over at me and gave me a weak, but still welcomed smile, "You look very pretty too honey." If she was really happy she'd tell me I looked sexy or hot. But pretty was still good. I would take it.
"Shall we move out?" Kara asked. I nodded and the three of us headed for the door. We were at the beach for the weekend. It was the last weekend of summer and my mom wanted to give me a treat before I went to college. She was also congratulating Kara, who had gotten job at the elementary school that I had attended.
We rode down in the elevator. I was so hungry that all I could think about was eating. My mom and Kara were talking about something, but I wasn't really paying attention. We walked briskly through the lobby and soon we were outside, being hit by the oppressive heat. We always vacationed in Florida, and even though it was late August the humidity was insane.
"Oh my god, its hot as a cunt in here," Kara said and we all laughed. Kara was always vulgar, but it was just a show. She was sweet. But sometimes I wondered if she'd be able to keep it together in an elementary school.
"We don't want to walk too long," my mom said and we all nodded. I already felt sweat making my shirt stick to my back. She turned around in the street, looking for something to eat.
"There," Kara said, pointing. It was a seafood place. It had some sort of clever name and it was sitting right on the bay. My mom nodded and we went. This trip was exciting for me. Lots of times my mom went away on trips with her friends to place. Sometimes she would take me to places. But she always kept those two kinds of trips separate. This was the only time I had ever felt like one of the girls. One of the people my mom wanted to be with. It was exciting. I hated seafood, but I wouldn't say a word. Part of being on the all-girls trip was doing what the leader said.
Soon we were inside and sitting at the table. It was cool inside and there were just a bunch of tall, four person tables with a bar in the middle. The wall was covered in goofy nautical stuff and oldies were blasting from the stereo. It was not the kind of place my mom would usually like, but Kara would and my mom was in a good mood because some guys were checking her out at the bar. So we sat down.
"This is so much fun!" I gushed and my mom and Kara smiled. I think my mom liked me growing up almost as much as I did. We looked at the menus quietly for a while, although I noticed my mom casting glances at the guys at the bar occasionally.
"Hey there everyone," a perky male voice said and we all looked up to see a young man who looked like a waiter. He was probably my age. He looked around to all of us, then he saw me adjust my menu with my left arm and his eyes moved away quickly, embarrassed. He stared at my mom instead, either that or Kara's tits. I felt terrible.
"Well," my mom said, seeing him getting embarrassed and getting pissed herself. She could never stand to see anyone else embarrassed by my arm. Even though I was pretty sure she was mortified by it.
"Oh, my name is Kevin," he said, flustered, "Is there something I can get you to drink?" I looked down at the drinks. Coke products. I preferred Pepsi.
"I we would like two shots of tequila to get us started and then two margaritas and a glass of water," my mom said. I was a bit surprised. I knew my mom and her friends drank, but she was getting off to a hard start. I started to say that I wanted a diet Pepsi but my mom squeezed my leg under the table.
"Can I see your IDs" the boy said. Kara and my mother quickly got out their licenses and showed them to Kevin. I looked around nervously. Kevin inspected each license and then handed them back. Then he looked over at me, abashedly. "Hers?"
"Hers?" Kara asked, looking at me, "she is the oldest one here!" Kevin looked confused. Kara leaned over and sort of nonchalantly let her breast rub up against Kevin's side, but kept it there. Kevin got beet read and stared down at Kara's cleavage. This went on for what felt like a long time, but was probably only a few moments. Suddenly, my mom snapped her fingers. Kevin's head swung around quickly, looking at the source of the sound.
"What?" he said suddenly.
"Kevin, was it?" my mom asked in her icy tone and his eyes got wide and he nodded, "Kevin, first you come in here and you stare at our friend Tyler's arm like there is something wrong with you. Then you refuse to serve her a drink. Then you stand over here and stare and Kara's tits and you try to cop a feel. Have I covered that accurately?"
"But..." Kevin said.
"I don't want to hear your justifications. I think that I need to speak to your manager," my mom said, crossing her arms in front of her breasts, "I don't think he would appreciate this sort of behavior."
"No Ma'am." Kevin stumbled, taking a step back away from Kara and looking down at his order, "I think we have had a bit of a misunderstanding. I will go get your drinks now."
"And..." my mom asked.
"Oh and of course, any dessert you get will be on me," he said, stumbling backwards.
"Of course," my mom said, nodding and letting the terrified boy run away. My eyes must have been as big as saucers. I had no idea what was going on. My mom was smiling and Kara was giggling.
"Little boys are so easy," she said and my mom laughed a little now too. Then she turned to me.
"Taylor, I got you a drink. I bet you are wondering why," she said and I nodded weakly, "Don't get excited. You are drinking the water. I got it in case there is a drink minimum." For a second my heart dropped. I had really thought maybe she was going to treat me like an adult. Instead she was using me to make sure she could get shitfaced. Did she even want me here at all.
A few seconds later Kevin was back. He quickly put the drinks all in the middle of the table. He took our orders as fast as humanly possible and then he was gone again. Then she put one of the big margaritas in front of both herself and Kara, and then they both grabbed one of the dark brown shots. She gave me the water. My mom and Kara got the salt and limes together.
"To our trip" then she lifted her shot glass, Kara lifted her own and I did lifted my pathetic water. We all clinked our glasses together. Then my mom and Kara both licked the salt from their wrists. I rook a little sip of water. Then my mom and Kara lifted their glasses to their lifts and quickly swallowed down the liquid. Then they shoved the limes into their mouths quickly and sucked them dry. I saw their faces contort and they coughed and giggled. I finished the rest of my water and wondered what I would get it eat.
Chapter 2: The Crazy Gurlz Crew
Most of the rest of that night is still a blur. I might not have gotten drunk like my mom and Kara did, but I had to keep up with them. They danced in the seafood place, they hit on guys, and they made me incredibly uncomfortable. When we got kicked out of there we ended up at a club for more of the same stuff. It was so hot in that place I was soon dehydrated, I felt sick and woozy, like I had been drinking or something. I wanted to go back to the room and go to sleep, but my mom was almost in a manic state. My mom and Kara danced together really sexy and there were guys cheering and watching, she would never leave something like that. She kept telling me that she loved but that I was a kill joy I spent the entire time sitting in the darkness in the corner.
Finally, the club closed and my mom, Kara and I ended up back outside. We were only a few blocks from the hotel and so they decided to walk. Getting out into the fresh air and knowing that I would soon be in a warm bed improved my mood immensely.
"Did you have fun," Kara asked in a slurred voice.
"Uh-huh" I lied voice and my mom giggled and stumbled a little, she leaned hard against me and I stumbled into Kara and we all stumbled against the wall of the outside of the club. They were laughing and enjoying it and I was a part of it this time. I started to laugh too. We were laughing and trying to get up when we heard a man's voice behind us.
"Hey girls, how're you doing," the voice said.
"Good," I said in a weirdly assertive voice as we all turned so that our backs were to the club's wall. We were facing the voice, but couldn't see anyone. There was just a bright light shining directly in our faces.
"You girls having a good time?" the man voice asked.
"Who're you?" my mom asked. She had her pissed, icy voice out.
"I'm Dave, I'm with The Crazy Gurlz Crew, you guys ever hear of us?" he asked. My mom responded, but suddenly her attitude had changed. She brought out her sexy girl voice.
"Aren't you that group that goes and finds drunk college girls and takes videos of them taking their clothes off and stuff?" she asked and Dave sort of laughed. I suddenly figured out that the reason I couldn't see anything was because Dave was shining a camera in my face and he was filming up.
"Something like that," he said, "Do you guys want to talk to us for a little while." I was already starting to shake my head. My mom had always made fun of the late nigh commercials about these clowns and she always told me not to trust guys with any sort of camera when I was naked. There was no way I was going to mess with this stuff.
"So you guys just talk to college girls, right?" my mom asked, twirling her hair over her fingers. At the time, I couldn't figure out what her deal was. It was only later that I realized that the guy had flattered her by thinking she was somewhere in the neighborhood as college.
"Yep, so I take it you girls don't mind talking to us," Dave said, "What're your names, how old are you ladies?" He asked. At this time I was staring blankly at the camera, confused, my mom was trying to look sexy and I think that Kara was just sort of in a stupor. She shook out of it though, as though she always knew what was going on.
"I am Alice," my mom said, "I'm 25."
"My name is Kara, I'm 24," she answered truthfully. I saw the camera pan to me. I felt, even at the time, that the Dave was raising the camera so that he wouldn't catch my stumpy left arm. I knew my face was getting red. But before I had a chance to speak, my mom was talking.
"And this is our friend Taylor. She is 18 and a little shy," she said and turned to wink at me. I just shut up, what was she doing?
"So I saw you, Alice, and Kara dancing out there, it was pretty hot. You girls college students, do you know each other?"
"I just graduated," Kara explained.
"We know each other from college," my mom said.
"Were do you go?" he asked.
"Penn State," my mom said, naming Kara's alma mater. I just sort of mildly nodded. I wanted to do what my mom wanted, to make her pleased. We were still standing against the wall of the club. My mom was standing in the middle, I was on her left and Kara was on her right. Kara was just staring at the camera now, but she looked gorgeous. So did my mom.
"You guys were doing a pretty sexy dance. Are you girlfriends up there at Penn State?" My mom gave a demure little giggle and shook her head.
"We were just dancing for the guys," she said and Kara laughed.
"Any of you ever have any lesbian experiences?" Dave asked, moving the camera closer. I felt very uncomfortable. But my mom was eating it up. And she was nodding!
"No," Kara said, "but she has," she pointed over towards my mom and me. I quickly shook my head so that they wouldn't think that Kara was talking about me. But it was clear my mom was reveling in the attention she was getting.
"Oh yeah, what happened?" Dave asked, turning the camera so it was looking only at my mom. She gave a drink smile and sort of nodded. She leaned forward a little when she talked so that the camera would get a good shot of her cleavage inside her black tank top.
"Nothing much," she said, "One time this girl and I from back home, Pam, well we got a little drunk with some guys around and she fingered me." I was shocked, I looked to Kara who was nodding. It must've been true! Kara's sister had fingered my mom! It was so strange.
"That's pretty hot," Dave said, "You seem like a pretty sexual girl. Do you masturbate?"
"Yes," my mom said ad this was a further shocking revelation. I couldn't picture my mom...doing that sort of thing.
"How often?" he asked.
"At least once a day David," she said. She had a way of saying a man's name in way that somehow implied that she wanted the man, even if she couldn't stand him. Even David, who I assume was a jaded pornographer, felt drawn to her. He stumbled on his next words.
"How about you...uh...Kara and Taylor?" he asked, he shifted the camera towards Kara first and she giggled and looked down at her breasts.
"I do a couple time a week," she said and sort of ran her hand over her crotch and I felt even weirder.
"How about you Taylor," he said and the camera was on me. I felt my face getting even redder than it was before. I didn't want to say how much I masturbated in front of my mom. Especially because it was a lot. Also, she had that weird mom ability to know when I was lying so if I said anything I had to tell the truth.
"Stop being a wimp," I heard my mom say and turned to see that she was looking at me, smiling, "tell them Taylor."
"Okay, m..." I started to say mom, but caught myself, "maybe I am just a little nervous. I masturbate four or five times a day." I tried to catch my mom's look out of the corner of my eye, but I couldn't, I felt Kara rub my back. She whispered something in my ear, but I couldn't tell what it was.
"Do you ever think about other girls when you masturbate?" he asked, I didn't know to whom, but I wasn't going to answer. He was on his own.
"Sometime," my mom said and she ran her hand through her hair and pushed it in front of her face. I couldn't tell if she was telling the truth.
"You want to give one of these girls a kiss?" Dave asked. My mom didn't say anything, she just turned and looked at Kara. Their eyes met for a second and then I saw them lean in and kiss. I couldn't see very well, but I could hear their tongues slurping. I saw the back of my mom's head as it shook around, I could see Kara's hand on the back of my mom's neck. Then their kiss broke.
"How about Alice, why don't you give Taylor a kiss?" Dave suggest, but it sounded a bit more like an order than anything else. I was happy. Now my mom would tell the guy what was up and that would be the end of all this weirdness. We would go back to the hotel and the next morning we would laugh about it. Maybe my mom would forget that I admitted the truth that I masturbated five times a day.
While I was thinking all of this over, I felt a hand on my neck. I felt a thumb rub against my chin. It turned my head towards my mom. Her eyes were bright and she was smiling. She slid her arm around my neck and it clamped gently around the back, cupping the back of my head. I didn't resist as she pulled me in, I was too shocked. I closed my eyes, too afraid to look. First, I felt the hot warmth of lips against my own. I had only ever been kissed once at that point, and at first it was a little like that, except my mom's lips were so soft. I leaned into them. I could smell alcohol but also her sexy perfume. She felt so warm against me and I liked it.
Then I felt her mouth open then. I felt her hot tongue against my lips and suddenly my mouth was open too. She was dipping her tongue deep into my mouth. I felt her rough, soft, wet tongue tickling my own, she dug it deep in. She was a little hard with it. It was strange. I felt her one are slide around my back and pull me deeper into her kiss. I was licking back now, trying to put my own tongue in her mouth. I could feel her breasts against mine now; my nipples were hard against her stomach. I gasped around her tongue. Then I put my right hand on her waist and then I put my left arm up to her neck and...



"Okay," Dave said, "So do you girls want to go back to our RV?" David asked. He jerked the camera away quickly. For a half second I was confused, and then I quickly moved my arm away from my mother and put it behind my back. She was already looking back at the camera. I felt so odd. I was aroused. My mother kissed me and I was aroused. At the same time, I felt ashamed. I was a freak. Even perverts thought I was gross. I was disgusting twice over. I was a cripple and I liked the way my mom kissed me. But what was she thinking, why had she kissed me? I didn't know what to think.
"I will if you will," Kara said, looking at my mom. My mom bit her lower lip and them solemnly nodded her head. It wasn't a long walk. Dave and some other guy just sort of led us around the outside of the club. I remember feeling like I was walking through pudding and my head was spinning. My mom was talking to the two guys and Kara was walking. Occasionally she looked back to make sure I was keeping up, but mostly she walked too.
In the back of the club, in the parking lot, was a huge RV. The windows were all tinted and they must've spent a fortune writing "Crazy Gurlz Crew" on the outside. The door was already open and we all walked in. I was last. I closed the door behind me. By the time I walked up the stairs and stood in the big, main room, my mom and Kara were already on the bed. They were sitting on the end, looking into the camera. David was still looking at them. I started to walk to the bed. I felt a hand gently touch my elbow.
"Hey..." he said. He was a grimy looking guy. Very tall, but very thin with a wispy mustache and pimply skin. His breath smelled bad. He was giving me a good natured smile, but it was a shark's smile. I could tell by the way he was talking that he was struggling to remember my name.
"Taylor," I said, annoyed.
"Taylor, you are an absolutely beautiful girl," he said and I could tell he was telling the truth, but it made me feel sick.
"Umm... Thanks," I said. I was looking down at my shoes now.
"I mean, generally I don't do this kind of stuff, the Crazy Gurlz Crew stuff. I mean, usually I am doing regular old porn. You are hot. If you were a...regular girl you could make a lot of money. But as a girl with an arm missing, I mean you could make a fortune. You are the best looking amputee girl I have ever seen," he said and I wanted to cry. My mom and Kara were answering questions.
"I'm not an amputee I was born with only one arm," I mumbled.
"It's sort of a technical term," he explained, "I mean there is a community out there that loves girls with missing limbs. You could be huge and make a shitload of money." He said. He gave me a look like I should be proud or something.
"Thanks," I said in a monotone. I saw that my mom and Kara were kissing again.
"Here is my card if you are ever interested in that. But that gets me to why I stopped you," he said, "I think that even if you were in the video we are going to make people would think it was hot. But we don't like to confuse people. When they buy our videos, they know it is just normal, vanilla lesbian stuff. If we throw in an amputee girl, we are going to screwing up the brand, do you understand?" He put his hand on my shoulder like he was comforting me or something. I looked over at my mom. She seemed to see I was looking at her. She gave me a drunk smile and waved.
"Don't come over here honey," she said. They didn't seem to notice that she said it in a very motherly tone. The guy who was talking to me, smiling like everything was going according to his plan.
"I won't bother you anymore," he said, sensing that I was uncomfortable, "Why don't you take a seat over there on the couch and watch. It should be pretty fun. I won't even sit next to you." For a second I was almost grateful. I looked over at the couch, it was about three feet from the bed, and I would be out of camera shot. I walked over to it slowly and sat down. I wanted to just look out the window, not pay any attention to the bizarre scene going on in front of me. But I was so curious. I wanted to see what would happen. I wanted it because...I thought it would be hot.
I turned now to see what was going on. My mom and Kara were both sitting up on their knees and they were facing one another. Their boobs were sort of mushed together and their faces were only a couple inches apart. They leaned forward and pecked each other. They wrapped their arms around one another and soon they were kissing really passionately. Their eyes were closed and both of their faces were so sexy. Their mouths were opening rhythmically. My mom's tongue dipped into her best friend's mouth, I could see their tongues rubbing each other's teeth and their tongues rubbing together. While they were doing this, their hands were moving up and down their sides. Kara's hands were underneath of my mom's shirt and my mom's hands were on Kara's bare waist.
Then my mom reached up and untied Kara's bikini top. It got loose, but was held to her chest because my mom's boobs were pressed against hers. My mom moved back a little tiny bit and the bikini fell off. There were Kara's breasts. They were gorgeous. Despite their size, they hardly dropped at all when the bikini top came off. The skin was milky white and she had big, pink nipples. They looked like two big handfuls. My mom started to rub them. She started on the outside and just sort of massaged them. They kept kissing. Then my mom started to rub Kara's nipples.
"Oh fuck, uhhhhh," Kara said, arching her back and leaning into my mom's hands. I felt my pussy getting a little bit wet. I felt strange. I shouldn't like this. But there was Kara. I always wondered what she would look like naked. But this was different. This was real.
"Like that baby?" my mom asked, Kara giggled and nodded. Then my mom lifted up her arms. Kara took the cue. she grabbed my mom's shirt and lifted it up over her head. I was shocked. My mom hadn't worn a bra and now my mom was completely topeless! And her tits were gorgeous. They were so perky, she had small, dark red nipples and they just looked like they had been sculpted by a master.
"Holy shit!" I heard Dave say and he was right, my mother's body was perfect. She looked like she was 21. Kara didn't bother to touch my mom's breasts. She leaned forward and took my mom's left nipple in her mouth. I couldn't see very well but my mom breathed in very deeply.
"Oh baby," she said in a sexy voice, coyly opening her eyes and opening her mouth to the camera. Kara was rubbing my mom's other nipple with her fingers while she licked her. I could see one of my mom's nipples and it was so hard. Her skin looked so taut. I felt my own nipples getting hard. I shifted uncomfortably on the couch. Was I jealous?
I saw my mom's legs spread apart a bit. I almost choked. My mom wasn't wearing any panties underneath of her little skirt. It was sort of dark, but I could make out the outline of a bare pussy. My mom's shaved pussy. She closed her legs a little again. She was running her hands through Kara's hair.
Then she leaned forward, and Kara's mouth popped off of her tit. Kara looked confused for a second, and then my mom sexily pushed Kara back a little. Kara fell on her butt, and splayed her arms back behind herself. She spread her legs. My mom leaned forward and started kissing her now. She kissed Kara deeply. But with one hand she started to unbutton and then unzip Kara's jeans. Kara lifted her butt off the bed and my mom quickly slid the shorts off. Kara wasn't wearing any panties underneath. Her pussy lips were pink and very puffy. She had just a little bit of blonde public hair cut in a tiny strip right above her labia. I had never seen another woman's pussy before. It looked beautiful.
My mother leaned back in and started to kiss Kara again. They were more passionate now. Kara's hands were all over my mother's tits and my mom was pumping her tongue into Kara's mouth. They were moaning loudly and they kept telling each other that they loved one another.
Finally, my mom reached down. She started to gently stroke Kara's pussy lips. I saw the lips split open, caught the darker red of the inside of her vagina. My mom had her hand on another girl's pussy!
"Oh rub my slit Alice, oh oh oh!' Kara screamed out loudly. My mom was toying with Kara's clit. Kara had both her arms behind her now, it was the only way she could keep from falling over. My mom kept gently rubbing her pussy. At the same time, she started to suck on one of Kara's nipples. It was unbearably hot. Kara just kept groaning and she tried to grind her pussy against my mom's hand.
But my mom was taking her time, just flicking Kara's clit and tickling her nipples. She was sort of on her hands and knees now and her toned, rounded butt was swaying back and forth and the camera. Very slowly she made her finger more rigged. She pointed the tip of her middle finger and Kara's pussy, her palm was up.
"Do it, oh God Alice, please fuck my pussy," Kara moaned and my mom let out a sexy little giggle. Slowly she pumped her forefinger into Kara's pussy. It looked tight, she hand to push a little to get it to slip in. Kara writhed on the bed and her pussy glistened with her juices. My mom switched the tit she was licking as the last of her finger disappeared into her friend's pussy. My mom kept the finger buried in her friend, but I could see her arm tensing as she slowly rubbed the finger up and down.
Kara was moaning very loudly now, and she was shoving her hips hard into my mom's finger. Now my mom moved up, she wasn't licking Kara's nipples, now they were kissing very passionately again. Kara was moaning around my mother's tongue. I watched my mom's hand. She was fingering her friend, but she was still rubbing the clit with her thumb as well. It looked like it was driving Kara wild. Kara had partially wrapped her legs around my mom, trying to pull her finger even deeper into her.
"Jesus fucking fuck!" Kara screamed and my mom giggled again. Suddenly, Kara started to buck wildly, pushing her cunt hard on my mom. I saw her hands squeeze hard on the blankets. Then she let out a very loud scream and a small, but powerful jet of clear liquid shot from between her pussy lips and onto my mom's hand and arm. My mom was really laughing now.
She pulled her finger out of Kara's pussy and lifted the dripping hand to her beautiful face. She ravenously started to lick the clearish liquid from her fingers like she was dying of thirst and it would save her. Kara was lying on her back now, her breasts rising slowly and beautifully as she caught her breath. I couldn't take my eyes off of my mother, she was so fiery, such a force of nature. The liquid was glistening on her lips and I wished I could kiss them. I desperately wanted to rub my pussy, but I was terrified someone would notice.
Then Kara sat up. She kissed my mom passionately. I couldn't think of anything except for the fact that she was tasting her own pussy juice. My mom stuck her middle finger in Kara's mouth and her friend tasted her own cum and my mother's spit.
Now it was Kara's turn. She gently pushed my mom back on her back. My mom's tits flopped really sexy, spreading out slightly on her chest. My mom spread her legs and lifted her butt. Kara grabbed my mom's skit and slid it quickly off her body. My mom's pussy lips were a little darker than Kara's, her clit was a little bigger and she was completely shaved. It was a perfect pussy. I couldn't believe how much I wanted to touch it.
I expected Kara to do exactly what my mom had done, but she didn't. She got down on her stomach between my mom's legs. I raised myself up just a little bit so that I could see what was going on a little bit better. Her face was just a few fractions of an inch from my mom's pussy and she was looking at it and smiling. My mom was looking down at her with a hungry gaze.
"Oh god baby do it!" My mom said in a voice that was quivering with lust. Kara stuck her tongue out and gave my mom's hard clit a very tiny little flick. My mom's entire body got tense. She started playing with her own breasts, teasing the nipples. Kara shifted so that she was straddling my mom's leg and her pussy was right against my mom's knee. She was grinding her cunt against my mom's leg, I could see it glistening, wet. Kara started to lap at my mom's pussy, tasting her clit and even dipping it in a little deeper. My mom was making short, fierce chirping noises and her eyes were closed.
Kara kept grinding and sucking on my mom. At the same time, my mom was lifting her right boob into her mouth so she could suck on her own nipple! Her breasts were big enough to do much from that angle, but she was licking them gently and moaning. Kara kept sucking, and now she slipped a finger stealthily into my mom's pussy. My mom screamed, literally scream and arched her back up, driving the finger in deeper and Kara's tongue hard into her pussy.
It didn't take long after that. In a few more seconds my mom was backing her hips into Kara's face and she kept screaming Kara's name over and over again, pulling on Kara's hair. Then her body went stiff, following that she tremored several times, and then went limp on her back. Kara climbed up her body, her tits dragging cross every inch of my mom belly and tits. Then she rested on top of her and they kissed passionately, my mom tasting her own pussy juices. They kissed for a long while and my mom panted like she had just run a marathon.
Then they both turned towards the camera and gave big smiles and said, "Thanks Crazy Gurlz Crew, we love you!" and they blew kisses to the camera.
Chapter 3: Hotel Room Crazy Girls
My mom and Kara talked to the guys briefly after that. I wasn't really listening. They had gotten dressed quickly after the video was done and in a few minutes were back outside, stumbling towards the hotel again. I was walking in front of them now. My arms were crossed and I felt like I was going to cry. My feet pounded down on the sidewalk and they hurt. My head was still swimming. I just wanted to be in bed and for it to be the next day. Everything was off. I didn't know what to think of my mother and I didn't know why I felt like I was disgusting, but I did.
Kara and my mom were behind me, their clothes looked disheveled and they were giggling and holding onto one another to keep from falling over. They kept talking about all of the things they had done and the looks on the guys faces when they did it. I couldn't take it. I was completely forgotten.
I was nearly half a mile ahead of them by the time I got to the hotel room. I didn't get a keycard, so I stood outside the door and waited. I know my face was bright red, trying to hold back the tears. They were smiling and laughing as they made it to the door. My mom gave Kara another little kiss on the cheek and I turned away, embarrassed. Finally, I heard the key card slide into the door and I heard it open. Only after they were inside did I walk in. I immediately went to the bathroom. I sat down on the toilet and I cried while I peed. I stayed for a long time in the bathroom. I heard them rustling their sheets and everything, getting ready for bed and then I heard it quiet. Only when I was 100% sure that they were asleep, did I leave and go back to the room.
I saw that they were both in the bed on the right, so I got into the bed on the left. They were facing apart from each other and my mom was closer to me. It was cold in the room. I quickly stripped down to my bra and panties and put on a pair of pajama pants. I didn't bother with a shirt, I just climbed into the bed, pulled up the blankets and turned over and lay on my right side, facing away from the other bed.
I lay there for a second and then I looked down and saw the stump of my left arm. Suddenly all of the feelings was feeling came to a head. I couldn't hold back any longer. I was not just crying, I was nearly wailing. I was holding my head in my hand and I just kept flailing my left arm. I just wanted it to grow. I wanted to be normal. I wanted my mom not to be embarrassed by me. It was her damn fault anyway. And I wanted her to think I was sexy the way she thought Kara was sexy. I didn't like it, but that is what I wanted.
I knew I was being loud, but I didn't care. This trip was something I was looking forward to for weeks. I thought it meant I was a grown up, but it just reinforced all the feelings of inadequacy I had. I cried so hard I shook, my throat felt raw, and I was dizzy.
Suddenly I felt an am on my shoulder. I instantly fell silent. I put my left arm under the blanket and I tried to pretend like I was sleeping. The arm was around my shoulder and it was rubbing me gently. I knew then that it must be Kara. My mom didn't really understand how to go about comforting someone. Then the person lay down behind me. She was spooning me now, sort of holding me close in a hug. Suddenly, I smelled her. I mean, it smelled a little like alcohol, but it smelled even more like my mom's perfume.
"Mom?" I asked in a voice that sounded more like a frightened little girl's voice that I had expected. She let out a low, tired sigh.
"What's wrong with my little girl?" she asked. I was shocked. She would never talk like that. She sounded sweet.
"Don't talk to me like that," I said, angrily. I could feel her breath on the back of my neck. I felt her tense as I spat those angry words out.
"I am sorry," she said, "I am never good at this stuff. I just heard you crying." She started to move away. I used my left arm to hold her back. Maybe she was really trying.
"Sorry mom, don't go," I said. I felt her weight shift back down to the bed. One of her arms was on my waist now and the other was gently rubbing the back of my head. I sighed and sort of snuggled back against her, feeling her tits against my back. We just lay there for a while as she tried to comfort me.
"Do you want to tell me what's wrong," she said, long after I thought she had settled back into a drunken stupor.
"I don't think so," I said.
"Okay, but if you change your mind, your mommy is always here," she said. It was so unlike her. She wasn't being cold or demanding. She was letting me do things my way. That made me want to talk to her, so I sort of sighed again and then I did.
"Why am I ugly?" I asked and even as the words came out I was crying again. My mother gently shushed me as she held me closer.
"Oh baby, don't talk like that! Why would you say that? You are such a pretty girl," she said, her words slurring because she was drunk but she sounded sincere.
"You hate me because of my arm," I accused her, burying my face in the pillow. She pulled me back quickly, wrapping me tightly in her arms.
"Don't you ever say that. I love you more than anything in the world. You are the most important thing in my life," she said and I was crying again. I could feel her tears on my back. She was crying too!
'Why don't you ever say that? Why do you always talk about how I don't look good and stuff? What is so wrong with me?"
"Nothing is wrong with you baby. It is me, nothing is wrong with you," she said, squeezing me so tight I could burst.
"What is it?" I asked, "What is wrong with you?" She sighed again. She let go on her squeeze and rubbed my hair again. She put her other hand back on my waist and rubbed my skin softly. I knew she was thinking, so I let her do it.
"I...I only really understand one way to show my love. I don't know. You are such a good girl, you are sweet and nice. But I'm not like you. The only way I have ever been able to tell someone I love them is something that won't work. I can only show people I love them physically," she said, she was obviously working hard to get the idea out of her mind. It was complicated.
"Why can't you show me love like that?" I asked.



"Baby, I don't think you understand. I was talking about," she said and seemed like she was about to try to mince words and then she shook her head against my back. Her words were slurring worse than before now. I knew she was really drunk. She would never say something this openly. Then she just said it "Sex. I show people I love them with sex. And I also feel sometimes like the only way I know the world loves me is sex. That is all I am really good at it. I only feel like I am loved when I am having sex."
"I love you always momma," I said.
"I love you always too," she said.
"Show me mommy, please I need you to show me you love me," I said. I said the words without even thinking. I just spoke. And then it just happened. The first thing I felt were her lips on the back of my neck. They felt hot and wet and I bent my head forward so she would have more to kiss. She did so, gently touching every part of my neck with her lips, even flicking her tongue against it.
Next I felt her right hand slink itself over my shoulder. She was still kissing me as her hand came to rest gently on my belly, her arm lying languidly over my breast. She tickled my bellybutton and I giggled. Then she did something that made me feel whole. With her left hand she gently cupped the stump on my left arm. She swirled her hand around it gently.
"Oh baby, you have such a sexy arm," she cooed at me. I didn't know if she really thought that, but she loved me. She pulled my arm up off of my body and smiled, "Do you know what my nickname was in high school?" she asked.
"No," I said in a tiny voice, I was so intent on the way she was making me feel, I could barely tell what her words were.
"They called me 'Alice the Anaconda,'" she said. And that made me stop. That was the kind of name that a boy with a big dick would have. Why was it my mom's nickname?
"Why," I asked.
"Boys said I could unhinge my jaw," she said. I didn't have time to think about what she was talking about. She lifted my left arm up to her mouth and gave it a kiss. I looked back over my shoulder to watch what she was doing. She kept rubbing my belly with her other hand, playing with my bellybutton and running her hands over my hip.
Now she opened up her mouth and licked my arm. It felt nice. She started to open her mouth wider. I knew my mom had a big mouth, I mean not like she talked a lot, but a physically large mouth. I did too. It was a family trait. But now she stretched her mouth out as wide as she could. Her teeth were so white and the inside of her mouth was so red. She bent her head down now and the rounded end of my arm entered into her mouth.
She stretched as wide as she could and started to slide my arm into her mouth like it was a giant dick! I could feel her teeth on it. It felt really good, I can't explain it. Her tongue was swirling around on the bottom of my arm and she was pushing it in as far as she could. It was so big. She only got it like three inches into her mouth before it got too wide for her to push it any farther. But she kept it there, licking for a long time. Finally she pulled it out and kissed it again.
"Oh momma," I said as she rubbed my stump again and set it down on my hip. Now she was back behind me kissing my neck again. But her right hand had moved up stomach and was resting on my breast. Her other hand went under my elbow and now she was cupping both of my breasts.
Now one had ever touched either of my breasts besides me. They were small and sensitive and she was squeezing them gently through the thick material of my bra. I felt her sliding down my back as she did. I felt her nose against my back and she unhooked my bra with her teeth! She grabbed the bra and threw it in the corner. Her hands were back on my breasts now. My nipples were hard and she was pulling on them, tickling them, and kneading my breasts. I moaned, but tried to be quiet. Kara was sleeping. I turned my head back now and looked into my mother's beautiful dark eyes. She had that same fiery, passionate look I had seen in her eyes earlier, except it was more intense. She wasn't putting on a show now for attention. She wasn't kissing me or Kara to use us. She was loving me. She pressed her lips against mine. I felt her tongue dip into my mouth and I could smell her smell. She moved one hand off my breast and pushed my head into her mouth. I melted into her, moaning into our tongues. Her ministrations on my tit were getting more intense now. I could tell my pussy was soaking wet.
Then our kiss broke and her hand came off of my breast. She moved away from me and then pulled me over so I was lying on my back. She straddled me quickly, her long beautiful hair down on my face. I looked down at my breasts. My nipples were like bullets and my breasts looked very small splayed out across my chest. She leaned down and kissed me again, more gently now. Then she slid her head down.
She slid one of my nipples into her mouth. I felt her tongue against the bottom of the hard nipple. I moved my hand to brush her hair out of her face and she grabbed my hand and pinned it down. She was sucking on my nipple and it was making beautiful noises. It felt like I was on fire. She took her other hand and quickly worked off my pajama pants. Now I was completely naked in the bed, my hairless pussy being rubbed by my mother's ass as she again straddled me and started to kiss my nipple. She switched nipples after a few seconds. My left arm was still free and I carefully slid it underneath of her tanktop and slid it up off her stomach. She saw what I was doing and quickly flipped the shirt off and threw it in the corner.
"Oh baby, do you remember these?" she asked, "You breastfed until you were four. It made my tits look big and you loved it. Want to suck on them again?"
"Please mommy, let me suck them," I moaned. She smiled and bent over me. Suddenly her huge breasts with the cute little nipples were hanging so close to my face that I could feet their heat. I stuck out my tongue tentatively. I felt my tongue against the salty hardness of her nipple.
"Oh baby," she moaned and leaned in a little bit more. I opened my mouth and took the nipple into my mouth completely. It was warm and tasted so salty and good. I sucked on it hard and she rubbed my mouth gently so I knew to be more careful. I started to lap my tongue against it and I heard my mom moaning and felt her grinding against my leg. She pulled her nipple out of my mouth and quickly stuck the other one into my mouth. I kept licking them, whichever she put into my mouth.
"Just do what I say baby," she said, moving back away from me. I looked up at her and she looked like a goddess.
"Whatever you say momma," I said. She didn't say anything. She leaned forward and put three fingers into my mouth. I licked them gently and she giggled. Then she patted my tongue down with her fingers. Before I knew what was happening, her fingers were deep in my throat. I felt myself gagging and my eyes were watering. Then I felt a large amount of saliva form in my throat. My mom spun her fingers around in my mouth and she pulled them out palm up. There as a big pool of my thick, stick spit. My mom smiled at me because I was looking at her with a confused face.
"I wanted to taste more of you," she explained and then sucked the spit off of her hand, putting it in so I could see long strings of spit and it glistened on her chin. It was...gross and sexy at the same time. It made me so hot. I wanted to taste her spit. It seemed she read my mind because soon she dipped the same fingers into her own throat, gagged and brought out a big wad of sticky spit. She fed it into my mouth, tipping her hand and letting it slide gently down into my mouth. I let it pool there, tasting its salty sweet flavor and letting it swish on my tongue.
While I was focused on this my mom was sliding down my body. She kissed my little tits and my flat stomach as she went. Soon she was kissing my pudenda. I spread my legs as her fingers moved away from my mouth and soon she was just inches away from my pussy with her hands on my legs. I bit my lower lip and looked down at her. She was looking up at me, batting her long pretty eyelashes.
Then I saw her mouth wrap over the top of my pussy. The feeling was so incredibly intense. It was so much stronger than when I masturbated. I was just looking at her pretty face as it latched onto the top of my pussy. I felt her tongue against my clit. She lay it against me, hot, fat and wet. She stroked it gently and my entire world was spinning. My legs flailed and my right had vigorously rubbed my nipples. My mom held me down, keeping her tongue softly on my pussy. I felt her tongue occasionally dip into my.
Then one of her hands moved off my leg. I didn't know where it was and suddenly I felt a gentle pressure on my asshole. I jumped a bit at first and my mom giggled around my pussy and she used her other hand to stroke my stomach, letting me know everything was okay. I felt the pressure increase on my asshole. But at the same time, my mom's tongue was flicking ever more powerfully against my clit. I was rubbing my cunt hard into her face and the end result was that I was also driving her middle finger harder and harder against my asshole. Suddenly I felt it pop in. The discomfort immediately dissipated and suddenly it was adding to the feeling in my pussy.
My mom's hot red tongue was dancing across my clit and at the same time her finger was gently massaging the inside of my asshole.
A feeling started to well inside of me. It was somewhat familiar but somehow different. I could feel the orgasm building inside me and knew it was coming. From all the masturbation I had done, I had no doubt about what it would feel like. But this was a thousand times more powerful. It built more slowly and I don't think I realized I was already cumming until it suddenly reached a powerful crescendo. My entire body felt like it was electric and I was shaking wildy. My mom pumped her finger harder into my ass and kept her beautiful mouth stuck to my clit. Suddenly I felt a powerful realize and I looked down in time to see a mouthful of liquid cum shoot out of my pussy and into my mother's face and hair. I was screaming now. Screaming "Mommy, mommy, mommy," over and over against while I gasped for air and then suddenly I was so incredibly tired. I collapsed on the bed.
My mother gently unattached herself from my pussy. Then she slipped her finger out of my asshole. I was staring at her, dreamy-eyed, as she got up on her knees. She unzipped her skirt and threw it to the side so I was again looking at her gorgeous bare pussy. Then she took her finger, the one that had been buried up to the last knuckle in my asshole, and popped it into her mouth. She sucked on it like it was the tastiest thing she had ever experienced, closing her eyes and rubbing her tits while she did so. It was so hot.
I didn't have a lot of time to think about it though. Soon she was crawling up my body, staring me in the eyes. She had that shark look in her eyes, but now I liked it. She kissed me passionately. Both of her arms were on either side of me, rubbing my breasts as she did so. I could taste my pussy and my asshole on her breath along with the alcohol. I can't describe what it felt like.
"Oh Baby, you are so sexy," she said. Then she suddenly spun around. Her feet were over my head and her face was again down by my pussy. I was suddenly staring at her pussy and asshole. Her pussy lips looked tight and small and they were very pink. Her clit looked bigger than mine and it was hard. I could smell her too. It was such a primal and delicious smell. Then I felt her tongue against my pussy again. I felt her sink down, her tits on my stomach and her pussy closer than ever to my face. Now I stuck my own tongue out and tasted her. Her clit was hard and delicious. I can't describe the flavor, except that it was salty and savory and the instant I tasted it I wanted more. She was dripping on my chin and I could hear and feel her moaning in my pussy as I licked hers.
The reciprocal feeling that was working in that situation was unbearable. The more she licked me, the more I needed to lick her. My pussy was soaking wet and I couldn't help but yelp into my mom's pussy. Then I was struck by an idea. I took my left arm and moved it against my face. I knew I couldn't put it in, but... I started to press my stump against my mother's asshole as I licked her pussy. I felt her shake, but she pushed back against it. I felt my stump pressing against her asshole and she was moaning.
We couldn't last very long. She was so wet and I was so horny. I felt her shaking first. She screamed out my name, "Oh Taylor, my pretty baby oh God!" she yelled at the top of her lungs and pushed back hard against me. Suddenly, my mouth was full of her hot juices, and I swallowed them down as she shook on top of me. For a few moments I kept lapping wildly at her pussy, then I felt the felt myself cumming as well. It was almost as powerful as before. I couldn't believe it. The waves rushed through me and I kept saying "mommy" in a breathy, helpless voice. I collapsed and I felt my mother's weight against me.
We lay that way for a long while. Eventually she pulled herself off of my and body and climbed next to me on the bed. She pulled the covers up and put her arm around my shoulder. I looked up at her and we kissed deeply and slowly. I rested my head on her breast and she played with my hair.
"I am sorry," she said.
"Why?"
"I am not a very good mother," she said. I looked up at her and I saw a sincere tear in her eye. I kissed the tear away and kissed her lips.
"I love my mommy," I said in response.
"And your mommy really loves you," she responded. I felt her hand on me know, spreading my legs. I felt her fingers against my pudenda. I followed her lead. I spread her legs open. I felt her clit against my fingers. I felt her running her fingers gently up and down my little slit and I moaned as she did it. I followed her lead. Then, when I felt her squirming, I gently pushed my finger into her hot box. She pushed her body against me and then followed my lead, pushing her finger into my cunt. I looked and her and we began to kiss. We passionately made out, just me and my mom and gently fingered on another. It took a little longer than before, but our fingers massaged or insides, making us feel amazing. She was so tight, hot, wet, and it felt so exotic inside of her. We both came within seconds of one another and fell asleep with our fingers inside each other.
Occasionally my mom or I would wake up in a half drunken stupor in the night. We would suck each other's nipples, kiss each other's lips, and finger each other's pussies, even if only one of us was awake. It was a very strange night. I can't really describe the rest of it. But I awoke the next morning and my mom was holding me and she I felt perfect.
Epilogue
"Come on you two!" Kara screamed back into the hotel room. She didn't feel any worse for the wear and seemed to be pretending like video night with my mom had never happened. Even better she didn't seem to have seen or at least remembered anything between my mom and I the night before. My mom had monstrous hangover and Kara had been sweet enough to pack up the car for us. Mom and I had quickly gotten dressed when she was carrying out suitcases. We didn't say anything, we just smiled at each other. There was a warmth there that was missing before. For the first time in my life, the first three thoughts in my head in the morning weren't about my arm and my other deficiencies.
"We are on our way out," My mom screamed and then she held her head. She walked over to me and looked like she was going to say something. I looked into her beautiful eyes. She just grinned again and shrugged her shoulders and I giggled. She leaned in and gave me a quick kiss, then we ran out to the car.
We sat in silence for a long time on the way back. We were all thinking. I was wondering what was going to happen next. My life was completely out of whack and I really, really like it. I was in love and I loved my momma and I finally knew that she loved me. Then, suddenly, Kara spoke up.
"So..." she said, "You guys sure were noisy last night. When do I get to play?" My mom and I stared at one another. Things were going to get crazier. But that is a different story.
The End
Hope you all enjoy this one as well. It isn't my best story, but I hope you liked it anyway. Please comment, I really like to know what you think.
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I stood in my mother's bedroom. It was dark outside and the blinds were drawn. The room's décor was completely different from the last time I had been there. My mom had said that she thought it would be a good idea for us to make it look like we went to different locales. I thought that it really didn't matter, people didn't watch this stuff for the upholstery, but I didn't say anything about it to her. I turned from the window and looked at the bed. She lay on it, spread out luxuriously with her hair down on her shoulders. She wore a little white bath robe, like they give you at a nice hotel. I knew that she wasn't wearing anything underneath. Her large breasts pushed up against the white fabric, aching to get out. I felt my heart beating faster. This was going to happen again.
She fussed with her hair in the mirror, trying to get it right. She looked at the TV screen to make sure that she looked good. I was wearing a bathing suit and my hair was wet. It was a cute little pink bikini. This was so much different than the first time. We had been so scared. Now, we worried about looking good and making a video that people wanted to see so that we could get another contract. I think that it is so strange how the bizarre can become commonplace, especially when there is money involved.
When the video company sent us the offer for a second video we had put it in a drawer in my mother's kitchen and not talked about it. I had paid our bills with the money and both my mother and I went back to looking for jobs. It was like nothing had happened. I took Toddy to preschool, visited my mom and Greg, and took care of my apartment. I surprised myself by going days at a time without thinking about what I had done to put food on the table and money in the bank. But sometimes, in my private moments in my bed, a sudden flash of memory would rock me. My mother's lips, her breasts, her body against mine.
I would get the most conflicted feelings when this happened. First, shame would suffocate me. I didn't even know what I was ashamed of. Was it because I had had sex with my mother? Because I had sex for money? Because I had had sex with my mother for money? Because I was a pornographer? But the shame wasn't the only feeling. I also felt hot. The blood would rise in my cheeks and flow into my sex. I wanted so badly to touch myself when I thought of that day, but something held me back. Something told me it was wrong. So instead of giving myself a release, I'd roll over, convince myself I was thinking of something else and fall asleep.
One thing I used to keep my mind off of my sexual problems was my financial situation. $10,000 had seemed like so much money when it was all put into a bank account at once. But running two households on that money drained it quickly. Before I knew it, it really was like nothing had ever happened. In a few weeks, the same money troubles would be at us again.
When I was in my mother's house, I thought about that offer in the drawer. Part of me wanted to run to it, to pull it out and call the company immediately. Another part of me wanted to reach in and tear it up. Like if I got rid of the temptation to make money the shame and sexual temptation would be torn up with it. But I ignored it. Eventually, my mother brought it up.
Our boys were both at school and I didn't have a job interview that day. I was sitting in my mother's kitchen, drinking a cup of coffee and looking out the window. That nagging financial worry was on me again. I thought about my son at school and what it would be like to raise him like this forever, always worrying about money. As I was thinking about it, I turned and saw my mother bending over to put the coffee maker away. Her heart shaped ass was just a few feet from me, straining in her tight jeans. I flashed back to my tongue running over her ass, and my face got very red. This was my mother, nothing had changed that. We had done something shameful, but that didn't mean that I was completely depraved. We had acted because we needed money. Right? She was still just my mom.
"How much is left," she said in a very serious voice, sitting down in the chair across from me. Her beautiful face looked drawn and worried.
"It is almost gone," I told her honestly. I ran my hand through my hair and looked down in my coffee. When I looked back up, I could have sworn that she was staring at my chest.
"Any luck on the job front?" she asked, knowing the answer. I shook my head, "me neither."
"I hate this," I said and I let out a long sigh. I was surprised to find my breath came out in a little hitching noise, like I was about to cry! I didn't hear her move, but I felt her arms around me.
"Honey, you always knew what would happen if we couldn't get jobs this month, didn't you?" she asked.
"What?" I asked, and the question was a lie. There were no mysteries left.
"Come on," she said annoyed, "This is money. And what is better, it is money we know we can get. The people you found were honest the first time. We call them up and do another video."
"I know," I said. I got up and walked over to the drawer. I opened it up. I didn't see the letter. Then I realized that my brother lived in this house. She wouldn't have left it in plain sight. I dug deep into drawer, pulling things out and dropping them on the floor.
"Ahem," I heard my mother say, I turned and looked. She was holding the letter in her hand and giving me a wry smile, "Please clean up my kitchen!' she said and we laughed. Some of the tension went out of the room. I got down on my knees and picked up all of the items I had dropped. I could feel her eyes on me while I did it.
"Let's call them," I said. So we made the phone call and they answered. They told us they had almost given up on us, but that the offer was still on the table. They gave us some direction about what they wanted and we agreed to whatever they said. They told us that $7,500 was already on the way and another check of the same amount was contingent on the video. We hung up and again, we had a contract.
"Can we talk a second before we do this?" she asked. "What do you want to talk about," I asked, feeling my skin crawl. I just wanted to do this, I didn't want to talk about it. I wanted to do it badly, I just didn't want to think about it.
"Listen," she said, I had never seen my mother seem so nervous, "the first time we...produced a movie, we didn't talk about it much beforehand or afterward. I just think that there is a chance we might be doing a few of these movies. I think we should try to do a few of them." She was so clinical, like she wasn't talking about having sex with me. It was sort of reassuring.
"Right," I said.
"We can't be awkward about this if it is going to be our job," she said, "I just want to say, let's be professional when we make the movie. We will talk about this stuff like we are business partners. Then, when we are done, we are mother and daughter again like nothing happened." I felt strange about this idea. Of course, it was the best solution. But it was disappointing too. I really was a pervert. My mother was just trying to get through this and I was having late night fantasies about it. I felt that shame again.
"I think that is for the best," I said.
So that was how we ended up here. My mom was on the bed, looking beautiful. I was dolled up, looking sexy, and we were about to earn another $15,000 for fucking. I checked myself in the mirror and then walked over to the camera and clicked it on. The video company had given us some guidelines on what to do. Not a story, but enough for us to make a story of our own. It made it easier. Made it more professional.
"Jayne," Mom said, "Is it on?"
"Yeah," I said and I saw her breasts heave as she took a deep breath. I giggled a little, maybe it was wrong, but there is no reason not to enjoy your job, especially if everything would just go back to normal when it was over.
"Action," I said. Then I moved away from the window and into frame. From that point on, we were doing the little story we had worked out together.
"Jayne," My mom said in an angry voice. I stopped walking, like I was stunned. She leaned forward on the bed, and I couldn't help but look down her robe, enjoying the view.
"Uhhh, yeah? What's the problem?" I asked, putting my hands over my head and twirling my wet hair around and putting it in a ponytail. The water swirled off of it, some of it landing on my mother's face. She recoiled like she had been hit.
"Did you even dry yourself off when you came into the house?" she asked, jumping up off of the bed. I could smell her perfume now. I was thinking about crushing her skin with my palms. I needed this so bad, I had needed it ever since we had finished the first movie. But I had to be professional.
"I am just coming in to grab something to eat and then I am going back out to the hot tub," I said like I was a bratty teenager. I even rolled my eyes and tried to walk past my mother.
"Listen, I know when you are at your father's house you do whatever you want, but you aren't at your father's house," My mother said, crossing her perfect arms across her breasts. Doing this made the little robe ride up even farther and the hem was only a few short inches from the bottom of her ass, "You are going to wreck my carpets if you track water all through the house. Go outside, dry off, and then come back in. Hell, if you just call me on your cellphone and tell me what you want, then I can come out and give it to you," she said.
"Fuck off mom," I said. And she got a pained look on her face and I realized that my mom was a Hell of an actor. Her hand moved quickly and she slapped me across the face. It actually hurt. I knew it was coming and it still hurt. Naturally, my hand shot up to my face. For a second, my mom looked concerned, but she stayed in character.
"You don't ever talk to me like that!" she said and then she quickly dropped down so she was sitting on the bed again. I was still holding my face and I felt her hand on my wrist. She jerked my arm hard and I fell flat against her lap, lying across her legs.
"What the hell do you think you doing?" I asked.
"Jayne, you might be an adult now, but you are still my little girl and you are still going to treat me with respect. You are a very, very bad girl and I am going to spank you," she said. She reached behind me and grabbed my bikini bottoms and she pulled them quickly down my legs. My ass was up in the air, facing the camera.
"What the fuck do you think you're doing, you old bitch!" I yelled at the top of my lungs. I made like I was trying to stand up and she jerked my arm down hard.
"You can get up when you apologize and say that you were a bad girl," My mother said. Her arm came up and the palm of her hand slammed down hard and flat on the meatiest part of my ass. I jumped, the pain was greater than I thought it could be. I let out a little yip. My ass was warm and it felt like it was vibrating now. And the endorphins started and it felt lovely. I moaned.
"Apologize," she said.
"NO!" I cried and her hand came down again, this time on my other ass cheek. My knees felt weak and I let myself drape over my mother's legs. I closed my eyes and grunted. Now both of my ass cheeks had that delicious vibrating feeling. She demanded again that I apologize and this time I just moaned and shook my head. And then her hand came down on my ass again, harder than ever. I moaned and my whole body was shaking. I had never done this before, but it was amazing. My pussy was already getting wet.
"You are such a bad girl!" My mother said and her hand came down again. I could feel the muscles in her legs tensing. I think she liked it too.
"Oh Mom, please stop it is too much!" I moaned and her hand came down again.
"Apologize!" she said.
"Never," I said in a low guttural moan.
"You are a bad girl!" she yelled again and spanked me again. I was shaking all over, so much so that the camera could probably see it. I wondered if it could see the juices dripping from my pussy down my leg. Then she took her hand and placed it in the cleft of my ass cheeks. She pulled the cheek aside, exposing my asshole to the camera.
"Apologize right now!"
"No!" I said. Then, in a quick motion her other hand flew down and her fingers rapped hard against my asshole. The pain was so much sharper and deeper this time and I grunted.
"Oh shit!' I said. Then her fingers came down again in one, two, three quick motions. And my mind was almost blank with pleasure and pain.
"Say you are a bad girl!" My mother said.
"I am such a bad girl!" I replied, panting heavily.
"Say you are sorry."
"I am so sorry mom," I said sincerely. And I felt her body get less tense. And I felt her hand gently rubbing my ass. Just patting it and soothing it. I moaned lightly, but just let her take care of me. She cooed at me but didn't say anything.
"See honey, was that so hard?" she asked, after a very long time.
"No mom, I am sorry I made you upset. I don't want to ruin your carpet," I said. I heard her laugh, and then she helped me up to a sitting position on the bed. My ass burned on her sheets, but I kind of liked it.
"There you go," she said, "Now that you apologized and admitted you are a bad girl, you deserve a reward." I smiled and nodded my head.
"What do I get?" I asked. She didn't say anything; she just untied her robe and pulled it off of her body. She dropped it on the floor. She reached over and untied my bikini top and let it fall onto the floor. Then we were both naked, sitting on her bed. She leaned forward and kissed me gently on the lips. It was a motherly kiss almost, but she held it far longer than any mother would. My body was on fire; my pussy was still dripping from my spanking. I needed to fuck my mom. I put my arms around her, pushing my little breasts against her big, firm ones. My nipples were hard and I felt them dig into her soft skin. Her arms wrapped me up as well.
Then our kissing became more intense. She opened her mouth and I took her tongue inside of me. I felt her rough tongue against the rough sides of my teeth, felt her warm spit drip off her tongue and I swallowed it down. I felt inflamed. My hands moved all over her body, I squeezed her breasts and her ass, I pulled her in closer. I felt her tongue get rigid in my mouth. I sucked on her tongue. I let it slide out of my mouth, and then I pulled it back in. I bobbed my head. I felt her hands on my breasts, kneading them and making me moan.
Then she moved away from me and jumped back on the bed. She lay down on it, but she kept her hand on my arm. She kept pulling on me, pulling me closer. I collapsed against her. Our faces inches apart and I was sort of draped across her legs and had my arm across her chest. We were kissing again.
"I love you Jayne," My mom said and my heart fluttered. I felt like I might cry.
"I love you too mom," I said.
"So what do you want for your reward?" she asked. Being in character made this even easier than being professional did.
"Eat my pussy mom," I said and she giggled. I rolled over on my back and spread my legs for the camera. I expected my mom to crawl down to the bottom of the bed and flop between my legs. Instead, she quickly straddled my head. I was looking up at my mom's beautiful pussy. I could smell its delicious scent and I could see her juices glistening on it and I wanted it more than anything in the world. I saw her ass as well, a little bigger than mine, but still pretty toned. I wanted to kiss it. I felt her leaning forward now, her breasts against my flat stomach. Her knees slid back and I could almost reach my tongue up and taste her.
But then her warm tongue drug across my pussy. It was such a lovely feeling that I just sort of gurgled. I felt her tongue lapping at my clit; I could feel her spit and my juices starting to spread across my legs. I was looking at her cute pink pussy but I could barely control myself.
"Lick me sweetie," my mother's muffled voice. I didn't need to be asked twice. I lifted my head up; sticking my nose into my mother's wet pussy, putting my tongue against her clit. And then it's sort of a blur in my memory. We just lay there in the 69 position, lapping at each other's pussies. I know I was mewing and making little noises the whole time. I could hear my mother as well. But I was focused on her delicious weight against my body, the way her tits mashed against my skin. I was thinking about the way her legs felt against her my head, and the way her salty skin tasted in my mouth.
Finally, I came. It was an intense, warm feeling all over my body. I buried my head deeper into her pussy, feeling her drip down my face. Then I gave one last hard lick to her clit and I could feel a tremor run through my mother's body. I heard her moan loudly and a few more thick opaque drips of liquid poured out of her pussy and onto my face. And then she collapsed on top of me. We were panting in unison. I hugged her legs with my arm and I just wanted to lay there for a few minutes. But my mom got up first, walked up to the camera and turned it off.
"I'll send it in tomorrow," she said, wiping her face with the back of her arm, "I think we did a good job Jayne." She said and she was so professional.
"Me too mom," I said and I started to get dressed.
* * * * *
The check came about a week after my sent the video in. We were good for a few more weeks. More importantly, they sent an offer to make two more videos for the same amount of money. They didn't specify a time where they wanted to videos back, just whenever we were done. That was $30,000 more dollars. That would put our earnings up to $55,000, we were in great shape financially. I could breathe a sigh of relief.
"Isn't this great!" My mom said when she read the letter and I agreed.
"When do you want to make them?" I asked and I felt a little excited. I had had fun the last time; I wasn't allowed to ask my mom if she did too, because we were professional. So I just felt secretly excited and guilty about what had happened.
"Oh," my mom said like she realized we'd have to do it again, "Let's not rush." She said and I felt my heart sink. Could I keep doing this professionally, when deep down I wanted it to be something...else?
That afternoon I went to the bank and dropped off our latest check. Then I went to the preschool to pick up Toddy. At least the weight of the money was off my shoulder. I decided that I was going to take Toddy out for dinner. I was so excited about it that I got to the school a little bit early.
I sat down in the parents waiting area in the hallway. I could hear the kids in the room doing some little song or something and I smiled. It was strange, you could something in private that was so weird and wrong, but if no one knew about it, then it was like it never happened. You could just go about living your life. I was smiling and thinking about this, when another parent sat down next to me on the chair.
"You're Todd's mother right," the woman said, I turned over and looked at her. She was a bit older than me, probably around 30-32. She had long red hair and light skin. She had bright green eyes and very light freckles on her face. She was wearing a gray suit with a short skirt. Her breasts were large, although she was thin. In fact, they looked fake. Her legs were long and she had elegant little feet. She was shining a big smile as fake as her tits.
"Yes, yes that's right." I didn't recognize her, "you're...I'm sorry, I don't know. Who is your child?"
"Oh I'm sorry," she said in a fake voice and sort of laughed and tossed her head back a little, "Andrea Martin, my daughter is Andrea."
"She is a sweet girl, so well behaved," I said. I had no idea who Andrea Martin was but she nodded.
"Todd is a sweet boy too," she said and I thanked her, "So just picking him up?" she asked. I hated this little 'we are both parents' small talk crap, but there was no way to be polite about it.



"Yeah...uh"
"Helen," she said.
"Yeah, that's what I'm doing," I said in a way that kind of showed that I didn't want to talk anymore. Just then another parent sitting next to Helen got up and walked towards the bathroom.
"So Jayne, what are you doing after you pick up Todd?" Helen asked now. I looked over at her, but the smile was different now. It was lupine and a little bit terrifying. I didn't want to talk to her anymore.
"I don't know," I said. Then I realized something, "How did you know my name?" Her smile grew even more grotesque and she leaned over and whispered into my ear.
"Do you ever remember saying, 'Okay mom, I have heard that there are some boys and girls out there who want a show and we are going to give it to them'?" I felt a cold stab in my stomach. I got dizzy and I put my hands on the arms of my chair.
"I don't know... I don't know what you're talking about," I managed to say, but I knew that there was no color in my face anymore.
"Let's not drag this out. You know that I know you made a little movie with your mommy."
"How do you know about that," I said, and I felt sick. I put my head down between my legs. Then I realized I looked suspicious. So I sat up, looked directly forward, and just stared at the wall. But I kept talking to her.
"Don't be stupid Jayne," she said, "You put a movie of you having sex on the internet and used your real name. People will find out about it." And I realized she was right. Of course people would find out. What could I do about this? More importantly, what did it matter to her?
"I don't see how what I do in my private life is any of your business, can we not talk anymore?" I said desperately. And for a glorious minute there was silence. I kept looking at the clock, waiting for class to get out. I had to talk to my mother about this.
"So what are you doing after you pick up your son?" she asked again, breaking the silence. And now I was more confused than ever. And I was pissed now. The shock had worn off and I hated this woman for talking to me about this stuff. It was none of her damn business.
"What?" I asked sharply.
"I will tell you what you are doing," she said quickly and I turned to look at her, "Unless you want everyone at this school to find out about your little video, along with all of your neighbors and everyone else who you don't want to know about it, you are going to do what I say. You will take your son to your mother's house and drop him off. Then you will come to my house and you will do whatever I say. If you do that, I will never bother you again," she said. Then, without looking at me she handed me a card that had her phone number on it. At that instant, the door to the classroom burst open and a tiny army of children poured out. Todd ran up to me and Andrea ran up to Helen.
"Hi mommy!" Toddy said and threw his arms around me. I held him close, trying to pull his unconditional love into me.
"Don't think about it, just do what I said," Helen said, and she picked up Andrea and walked out the door.
* * * * * *
About half an hour later I was sitting in Helen's driveway, breathing heavily. I had done what she said. I had dropped my son off with my mother and told her I had a quick personal matter to take care of. She is always happy to have Toddy around so I raced home, changed out of my clothes because they were drenched in terror sweat, and then dashed to Helen's house. I was wearing a t-shirt, jeans, and flip-flops. I had no idea what was going to happen next, but I knew that it was not going to be good.
I took a deep breath, got out of the car, and walked to the door. It didn't look like anyone was home. The lights were out, there weren't any cars outside (although there was a garage with the door closed). I knocked tentatively on the door and nothing happened. So I knocked again, louder this time. I waited about two seconds then turned to walk back to the car. I wasn't even thinking about what it meant to leave.
"Jayne?" I heard, and spun back around. Helen was standing in the doorway of her house. She was wearing a sexy silk nightgown the barely covered her hips and had little tiny straps. She was holding a glass of white wine to her lips and giving me a very unpleasant look.
"I didn't think you were here," I said.
"I told you I would be," she said.
"Where is Andrea?"
"She is at her grandmother's house as well. And my husband works very late tonight, he might even stay in town. We are home alone, come on in," she said. With that, she turned around and disappeared into the house. I stood for a moment in the gathering darkness. I looked one way down the empty suburban street and then the other way. Finally, with nothing left to do, I walked towards the house and went in.
I saw immediately, that I had been wrong about the lights in the house. It wasn't that it was completely dark, it was that all the lights were candles. I was standing in a little hallway that was lit gently with flickering red candles. I saw dark rooms to my left and right, but a trail of candles in front of me. I followed them into the kitchen.
Helen was sitting at the kitchen table, again taking a sip of her wine. The bottle was on the table and another glass was poured. She looked up at me and then motioned for me to sit down across from her. I quickly did as I was told, settling in the seat and letting my eyes adjust to the dark light. She slid the glass closer to me.
"It's pretty good," she said, and downed her glass. Then she poured another one. I noticed her hands shaking a bit when she did.
"What do you want with me?" I asked, taking the glass, but not picking it up.
"Just drink some wine," she said very quickly. I looked up at her, and into her eyes. She was still putting on a tough face, but I noticed something different now. Away from the school, in the privacy of her home, she didn't seem as tough. She seemed nervous. What was she planning? Was she poisoning me with this wine or something?
"I'm not thirsty," I said, swirling the wine in the glass. She laughed, but it was a little bit too high pitched, a little bit too involved. She looked at my eyes and I saw my own terror reflected in her face.
"You really had sex with your mother?" she asked. I felt my face get hot and I took a little sip of the wine, hoping it was poison, "Of course you did. I mean, I did research on it after I found the video."
"What do you want?" I asked. She didn't answer, but she finished her second glass of wine and then stood up from the table. She walked around beside me. She was standing over me sort of, looking over my shoulder at my glass of wine. Then she put her hand on my shoulder, her shaking hand. I felt repulsed, I wanted to drop my shoulder and slide out from underneath of her, but I was afraid to move. She knew my secret, I needed to find out what she wanted and then get her out of my life forever.
"I have a younger sister about your age," she said wistfully. I looked over my shoulder at her, but she was looking away. I followed the line of sight for her eyes. I saw a picture on the refrigerator. It was a woman, she looked a lot like Helen, but younger. And her hair was much darker. Her eyes were blue. This was likely the sister. Why was she telling me this?
"That's nice," was all I could think to say. This seemed to snap her out of the little trance she was in. For a moment she looked very embarrassed. Like she was in over her head. I had seen that face before, on the videos I made with my mother. I had made that face.
"She is lovely. She is so beautiful and smart. So... sexy. My sister Denise, sexy," she said and smiled to herself. Then she looked down at me.
"I am sure she is a wonderful girl," I replied.
"Listen, I just want what you have," she said and I furrowed my brow. Now I am not stupid. I could see where this was going. But I desperately fought that knowledge. She held the power of life and death over me, she could ask me to do anything and I would have to do it or she would destroy me. I just didn't want what she was going to ask of me.
"You don't understand," I said, "It isn't like that."
"I saw what it was like," she said, looking down at me. Her face was beautiful in its passion, confusion, and lustful menace. I didn't like that it was beautiful, but it was.
"I mean, it is very professional," I said, adopting my mother's word for what we did, "I think you just don't understand." I felt her hand kneading my back over my shoulder and I could tell she wasn't listening to anything I said. Slowly, her hand reached over my shoulder and rested gently against my breast.
"I love you Denise," she said in a slow voice, looking down over me with a smile.
"I am not Denise," I said and I felt her hand grasp tightly to my breast. She put so much pressure on it that it hurt.
"Don't be a kidder Denise, I am trying to be serious," she said in a girlish, laughing voice, but I screamed out a little in pain. She dropped down, so that her lips were against my ear, "Play along and this is over tonight," she hissed, "fight me on this and I will do...something." Her voice broke a little when she made the threat now. I couldn't see her eyes, but I got the feeling she didn't know if she could keep the threat. But there was enough confidence for me to know that I couldn't risk it. Helen's hand relaxed on my breast, but stayed on it.
"I love you too Helen," I said and I felt sick. Her hand started to rub my breast gently through my shirt and bra. "Uhh... Helen, what are you doing, you are so silly." I was trying to sound like I thought she wanted me to sound. This was so bizarre. What was my life becoming?
"I don't think you understand Denise," Helen said in a deep, sexy voice, "I will always love you as a sister. But right now, I love you like a woman." And I felt her lips against my neck. I let my head loll to the side, her arms wrapped around my chest. Her lips were all over my neck, I could feel her tongue licking my skin. And her hands were moving all over my breasts.
"I want you too sis," I said. And that seemed to drive her mad. She grabbed my shirt and jerked it over my head. She tugged my ears and I called out in pain. She pretended like she didn't notice. She unhooked my bra. She moved around me incredibly quickly. Then she was standing in front of me. She had one hand on either armrest of my chair, bending over. Her face was a half inch from mine, she had a sort of glazed look in her eye. I looked down her gown, her breasts were hanging round and pale. And I liked the way they looked! Why was I even thinking about that? This was too weird.
Then she pulled my bra off in one smooth motion while she pressed her lips against mine. My eyes were opened wide and I was looking at her forehead, her closed eyes. I could taste the wine on her mouth and smell her perfume and her sweat. And her musk. I felt her hand snake around the back of my head and pull me into her lips harder. Then my mouth opened and her tongue danced against my lips. She felt hot and wet and I let my lips get pried open and felt her run her thick tongue over my teeth.
She moved her other hand against my tit. I felt her palm against my nipple. Her hands were a bit sweaty and she moaned into my mouth when she squeezed me. I opened my teeth and let her tongue plunge into my mouth. Then she started to roll my nipple between her thumb and forefinger. Her tongue darted quickly in and out of my mouth. The entire time, I kept my hands clamped in my lap. But I was kissing her back. My lips sealed against hers, my tongue dancing. Then she broke the kiss.
"Denise, there is something I have always wanted to do for you," she said, and then kissed me on the nose.
"What sis?" I asked. Then she smiled. She dropped her head down and took my nipple into her mouth. She sucked on it gently, flicking her tongue over it. Despite myself, I felt my body responding to this touch. I arched my back into her mouth and felt the pleasure wash over me. But she wasn't done. She reached down into my lap and moved my hands. She unbuttoned my jeans. She kept sucking on my nipple while she hooked her fingers into them. She started to shimmy them down my hips and I lifted my butt off the chair and she pulled them harder.
My jeans were sort of tight and my panties got stuck in them and soon they, along with my jeans, were down around my ankle. My nipple popped out of Helen's mouth and she got down low, pulled my jeans and panties all the way off and throwing them across the room. I was sitting nude in this crazy woman's kitchen. I had never felt so naked. I pushed my knees together.
"You look just like your movie," she said and then realized that she had broken the sort of little character thing we were doing. She put her hands on my knees and gently tried to pull them apart. I tried to keep them together, but she gave me a very grave look and I let her pry them apart.
"Sorry," I said, not wanting to piss her off.
"Denise," she said, dropping back into it. I could see she was still shaking though, "Do you remember that time, when I was in college and I came back home for the weekend? And you were a senior in high school I think. And I was masturbating in the shower and you came in?" She asked. I had no idea whether or not Denise remembered that particular event. But as 'Denise,' I felt that I did.
"Yeah sis, sorry about that," I said.
"See, you didn't know I saw you, but I did. And I liked that you stopped for a second to watch me. I had never thought about you like that, you know?" she said. And as she did she started to inch herself closer to me on her knees. I felt her hair against the inside of my thighs and I gripped the armrests.
"I know," I said.
"And ever since then I have wanted you. I have been waiting for the perfect time to bring it up to you, to tell you I love you. And that I want you too," she said and I could feel her breath against my labia.
"I want you too sis, I have been waiting all this time for you. I need you to fuck me," I said and I felt her tongue touch my little pink clit and my hand gripped the wooden chair until it creaked. I felt electricity run through my body. And I knew my body was betraying me even worse than before. I felt myself start to get wet. I moaned as her tongue raked up and down my pussy. Helen lovingly sucked on my clit and dipped her long tongue into my box. I bucked my hips into her face.
I looked down at her. Her face looked sort of pretty, pressed against my clit and her ass was actually pretty nice, sticking out while she was on her hands and knees. She was very hot, actually. She was rubbing my hips with her hand and her hair kept tickling me. It felt so wonderful.
She didn't say anything while she did this. She just kept licking my pussy in a methodical, rhythmic way. And it didn't take long. In a few minutes I screamed as a powerful orgasm built from my pussy and then spread out all over my body. My arms and legs were shaking and my eyes were sealed shut. My mouth was opened but no sounds came out as the pleasure reached an indescribable crescendo. And then, my body stopped responding and I went limp.
The next thing I was able to feel with any actual particularity was a kiss on my mouth. I could taste my pussy and I opened my eyes and saw Helen's eyes staring back at me. She sort of smiled with her eyes; I could tell that she had gotten something she had been wanting for a while. I had hoped that it was enough, but then I found that it wasn't.
"Denise, did that feel good?" she asked.
"It was lovely," I said and it was the truth. The physical feeling was undeniably amazing. But I felt so dirty for liking it. I felt like my body had let me down. I let her know that she gave me pleasure. And there was no way I was acting.
"Don't you want to repay the favor to your big sister?" she asked and I wanted to scream at her, but I nodded.
"What do you want," I said, a little too harshly, "Sis?" I said, to soften it. She stood up and pulled her little nightgown up over her head. She had a lovely body. Her breasts stood up perky and proud, her skin was pale, smooth, and lightly freckled. Her pussy was shaved completely bare and she had an hourglass shape that didn't show that she'd had at least one child.
I expected her to come at me in the chair, but she walked over to the refrigerator. She opened it up, bent over and gave me a gorgeous view of her ass and pussy, and reached into it. She turned around with a large, curved cucumber in her hand. And she walked over to me. She leaned forward and gave me a quick kiss. Then she hopped up onto the kitchen table, spreading her legs, her pussy just a foot or so from my face. She handed me the cucumber. I looked at it.
"Oh come one Denise," she said with a laugh, "Get it wet!" So I took the cucumber into my mouth. It was a pretty big cucumber, and I forced it between my teeth. I felt her eyes one me. I stretched my mouth farther. It was cold against my tongue. Then I felt her hand against mine. She forced it hard into my mouth. My eyes bugged wide open and she giggled.
"Gmmsf" I snorted.
"Come on Denise! Just a little farther," she said. I felt the cucumber tickle the back of my throat. I started to gag, but she kept the vegetable deep in my throat. My eyes were watering and I heaved. And finally, the pressure from her hand dropped and I pulled the glistening cucumber out of my mouth. "You know what to do!" she said.
I turned towards the table. I could smell her glistening pussy. I put the tip of the cucumber against her labia and rubbed gently. She moaned and pinched her own nipples, pulling on them. I kept rubbing for a while and she ground her hips into the cucumber. Then she stopped moving.
"Okay?" I asked.
"I don't want it there," she said coolly. I looked at her face and raised my eyebrow. Then I saw her hand moved between her legs. She gently tapped her asshole with her finger.
"Come on Denise, let's do something extra naughty," she said. I moved the cucumber against her asshole. I saw her fingers grip the sides of the table, "better get it wet too." I knew what she wanted. I set the cucumber down on the table and leaned into her. Her smell was even stronger before. She started to rub a hand through my hair. I was only an inch from her tight, pink asshole now. My stomach churned. I really did not want to do this. But my tongue did.
I stuck my tongue out. I taste salty, earthy skin. I heard Helen moan loudly. I let my tongue spread wide across her entire asshole. Then I began to slowly lap her anus. I felt her squirming and heard her moaning. My rough, wet tongue just kept sliding, up and down, over the little wrinkled folds of her ass. She kept playing with my hair and I buried my head further, digging my tongue into her. Finally, she pulled my head out.
"The cucumber now sis," she said. I grabbed the cucumber and positioned one end of it against her glistening asshole. Then I started to push. She helped, holding the sides of the table and driving her hips against the cucumber. The tip of the cucumber popped into her ass. She screamed loudly and threw her head back. I stopped, but then she put her hand on mine, pushing harder. I kept working the cucumber deeper and deeper into her asshole. Sometimes I would pull it out slightly and jam it back in. She moved her legs wildly.
"Lick my pussy too!" She yelled. I leaned back in quickly. I took her tiny little clit into my mouth. I flicked my tongue over it, letting her juices run over my face. The whole time I kept working the cucumber harder and harder into her ass. She was moaning and screaming the entire time. She squeezed my head with her legs and grabbed her breasts.
Finally, when it seemed was louder than I thought any woman could get, she came. She shook and she pulled my hair and she screamed out her sister's name. The she collapsed in a heap on the table, breathing heavily. I pulled the cucumber out of her ass and she didn't make a sound. I set it down on the table and I quickly got out of the chair and started to put my clothes back on.



I was very nearly dressed, when I saw Helen sit up on the table. She was looking at me, "Hey uh..." she said and her voice was different. She looked a little embarrassed and I could see her skin was very red. She was blushing!
"Don't ever talk to me," I said and she looked taken aback.
"I'm sorry," she said and I didn't know what she was apologizing for, "I just wanted to..." Then she started to cover herself up. It was the strangest thing. Like she had been in a trance and awakened. I needed this to stop.
"Listen to me Helen," I said and then I had a burst of inspiration, "I didn't know what you wanted, but when I came here I put a tape recorder into my purse. I have recorded all of the noises that happened here. If you ever say anything to me or anything about me to anyone else, I will send the tape to your job and to your husband and your sister. I don't want anything to do with you." It was a pretty convincing bluff, I figured. Plus, even if she was pretty sure I didn't have anything on her, she couldn't take the risk, "Your husband will definitely win custody of your kid if the divorce court finds out you are blackmailing other women to do incest role-playing with you!" I said, making sure she understood the full implications of what I was threatening. Her face fell.
"I wasn't ever going to bother you again anyway," she said and she sounded so deflated, "I don't know what came over me," she said.
"I don't care what came over you!" I said, finished getting dressed and walking briskly to the door.
"I am just so jealous of you," she said, "You get to be with the woman you want, even if society says that you shouldn't" she said, and the door closed behind me and I was crying as I ran to the car.
* * * * *
"Hey honey," my mom said when I came into the house. I'd managed to stop crying on the way home, but I knew my eyes were still puffy so I was looking at my feet, "Did you do whatever you needed to do?"
"Uh-huh," I said, "Where is Toddy?" I wanted to get out of the house and go home as fast as possible.
"Your brother took him out for ice cream. They just left," She said and I let out a ragged sigh. Of course they were gone. My mom was cleaning up her kitchen, putting away some dishes and putting all of my brother's stuff in a big pile.
"Ok," I said.
"What's wrong Jaynie," my mom said, looking up. Her hair was in her face and she looked a little flustered. And beautiful.
"Nothing," I said, but she had that otherworldly mother power. She kept looking at me and I started to cry again. She could always do that to me. I sat down at the kitchen table and put my face in my hands. I didn't see my mother run out from behind the island in the kitchen; I didn't see her sit down next to me either. But I did feel her arm go around my shoulder and I heard her pleading into my ear, begging me to tell her what had happened.
"Nothing," I said again.
"Jaynie, I am not stupid, tell your mother what is wrong," she said. And then, for a beautiful moment, all of the weird sex stuff was gone. I was just sitting with my mother and she wanted to help with my problem. I cried even harder. Then, when I got myself together, I told her everything. I told her about going to pick up Toddy, and the conversation at the school, and driving over, and then Helen's sister, and everything she did and made me do. And why. She didn't ask any questions. She just encouraged me to keep talking and she held me close. Finally, I was finished with my story. And I felt incredibly dirty.
"It is okay honey," she said and shushed me. She wrapped her arms tighter around me and I held her as well.
"I am so sorry mom," I said. I didn't even really know why I apologized, I just did.
"Why?" she said, surprised. She pulled my head away from her shoulder and held my head in her hands, looking into my eyes, "You didn't do anything wrong." She took my hand now and stood up from the table. She started to lead me out of the room. I stood and followed.
"Where are we going?" I said and I was confused.
"You need to know something Jayne, I am not too old to teach you a lesson," she said as she led me to the stairs. We started to go up, "Sex is not a weapon. It was wrong of that woman to use your sex against you. You can't let her ruin it for you," she said and my head swam. This didn't sound like something my mother would say to me, we never talked about sex, unless we were talking about the videos.
"I know it was wrong," I said. And she pulled me into her room and sat me down on the bed. I put my hands in my lap.
'But you need to know something else," she said, "Sex isn't business either. Sex should only be about love." She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. It was a gentle, loving kiss and I melted into her. It was like she was sucking all of my cares and worries out through her beautiful lips.
"I don't understand..." I said, "Do you want me to turn on the cameras now?"
"No honey," she said, "This isn't for anyone else to watch. This isn't for sale. I love you. I just want to show you how much I love you. I was afraid by these feeling. I have had them since... since the first time. But I can't deny it anymore. And you need it now. No cameras, my beautiful baby girl, just the two of us." Then she kissed me again and it was electric. It wasn't the soft, loving kiss from before. It was a kiss that screamed sex. I felt her tongue dip into my mouth. She broke the kiss for a half second, but only to quickly pull my shirt off and then she was kissing me again. She smelled so wonderful. She pushed me over onto the bed and she was lying between my legs, kissing me.
We kissed for a very long time. Deep, passionate kisses that filled my mouth. I pulled her shirt over her head while we kissed. Then she stood up and unhooked her bra, letting her beautiful breasts free. She leaned forward and unbuttoned my jeans and deftly pulled them off. She slipped off my panties as well. I took my bra off. She was looking at me and smiling.
"You are the most beautiful woman in the world!" she said and I felt myself blush. I felt the same love I always felt for her. But I allowed myself to feel another kind of love as well. I could see that love in her eyes as well. She slipped off her panties and we were naked. She lay down next to me on the bed. I was on my back and she was on her side, her head propped on her arm. We were staring at each other.
She didn't say anything. She just took her other hand and started to swirl it around my nipple. It tickled and I giggled a little bit. She kissed me again, but kept playing gently with my breast. I turned my head toward her and started to suck on her nipple. She started to knead my breast. I moaned into her breasts as she did so.
Her hand moved down between my legs. She rubbed my pussy with her fingers, swirling her fingers around. I sucked harder on her nipple as the pleasure of her touch rushed through me. I heard her breathing shallowly as she enjoyed my touch. For a long time we stayed like that and I wanted it to last forever. But then she broke away from my pussy. She whispered in my ear.
"I want to do something," she said. Then, she left me lying on my back, but she lifted her leg over me. She was straddling my head again.
"What are we doing?" I said, and I kissed the inside of her leg.
"When we did this in the video before," she said, 'I liked it. But I want to do it right. Be my lover baby, be one with me." She said and I felt like I might cum just from her talking. She stretched her knees back and her pussy was just a fraction of an inch from my nose. Her smell was wonderful and strong. I felt her hair on my legs. I could feel her lungs fill as she sucked in my smell.
We began to lick each other at the same time. It was slower this time. We weren't hamming it up for any cameras. Her taste was just as mind-blowing as before. I felt her tongue on my clit. I felt her driving her tongue into my pussy as well. I gnawed gently on her labia, the soft supple skin and she giggled. She did the same to me. I dug my tongue deep into her pussy, where it tasted coppery and tense. We were moving in a rhythm now, together.
We lay together on that bed. A continuous loop, neither ending nor beginning. We were quiet, except for a few muffled groans and moans. Then a building feeling started, deep inside of our bodies. It swelled and grew and soon we were both having orgasms at the same instant. I cannot even describe that feeling. That sexual harmony and...rightness. It was magical. I felt her body tense and I felt my own body do the same. And then we collapsed on top of one another, panting.
She rolled over and lay next to me now. She was smiling and she looked glorious. Her hair was messed up and her lips shined with my juices. I am sure I looked very much alike. Not just because my face was wet and my hair was mussed, but because we looked so much alike. She was my mother.
My mother was on her back now. I was on my stomach, laying with my head on her bare breasts. I felt tears again, but this time it was because I was so happy.
"What does this mean?" I asked.
"It means that I am yours and you are mine," she said and I felt warm all over.
"What about the videos?" I asked, "Are we out of the business then?" My mother was quiet for a moment and I looked up at her, she looked very contemplative.
"Well," she said finally, "The way I figure it, we are lovers now. We are going to have sex sometimes. If, every once in a while, that happens to make it on a video and that happens to make us a little bit of money, so what? right?"
"We'd be having sex anyway, right?" I asked and she nodded. I squeezed her tightly. We heard the door open and we heard two sets of footsteps coming into the house.
"Let's go downstairs and see our boys," and I kissed her again before we got up to get our clothes.
The End
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Chapter 1: The Gauntlet is Thrown
I had my hand underneath of her shirt and I was rubbing her breast through her bra. She was moaning around my kiss and I could feel her rubbing her hips against mine. Occasionally her hands would brush against my breasts and I would feel my entire body shudder. I decided to go for it one more time. I took the waistband of her panties in my fingers and started to slide them off down her hips. Instantly, her hands were on my wrists and she was rolling her eyes and pushing me away.
"Listen Scarlett," she said, "I have told you before, I don't fuck girls. We can kiss and you can play with my boobs but that's it." I couldn't believe her. How was she able to kiss so passionately and rub me so openly but still claim that she didn't want to go any farther. I was surer than ever that she was just playing games with me. I decided to play along.
"Isn't there anything I can do to change your mind?" I said, biting my lower lip and trying to be as sexy as I could. To my surprise, she seemed to consider it.
"Well..." she said, "Maybe there is something you could do."
I guess I should drop back a minute and catch us up to this point. My name is Scarlett Byrne and I am 25 years old. I have been told, and tend to believe, that I am very beautiful. I am a petite girl, 5'2 and around 90lbs. I have long, straight, brown hair and large brown eyes. I am especially proud of my long eyelashes and upturned pixie nose. I have thick, pink lips and dimples when I smile. I have that sort of All-American girl face. My body is, as I said, petite. But it is very womanly nonetheless. I have small, 30-A breasts and hips that flare out just enough. I am a big exerciser and so my stomach is flat and my belly button is pierced and I have a toned, muscular butt. My legs are long given my height and very shapely. I used to get made fun of for my tiny feet but I have always liked them and now I think people think they are cute and make me look girlish.
I have been living on my own ever since I graduated from high school. My mother and I had never gotten along and when I told her that I was a lesbian she kicked me out and I have been making it on my own since then. I worked a couple of odd jobs and made a little bit of money. I lived in ratty trailers and with some pretty scary people for a while. I tried to figure out what I was going to do with myself.
One day I was walking past a parking lot near my job and I noticed an old used book store with air conditioning tucked into a corner. The hotel I was living in at the time didn't have any air, so I decided to go browse around and try to store up some of the cold for later use. I went inside and loved it immediately. It was overflowing with old books and it was dark and quiet and had that smell of old paper. I walked around for a while and enjoyed the ambiance. Eventually, I decided I had wondered around long enough. I found a book and walked it up to the checkout.
The guy running the place was absolutely ancient. He looked like he was about to keel over at any second and I tried not to talk too loudly and risk knocking him over. I told him how much I admired his store and he seemed genuinely grateful.
"Yeah, she's a good old place," he replied looking around, "It's a shame it's going to be gone in a few days."
"What do you mean?" I asked, honestly dismayed. I had been looking forward to coming back.
"I am retiring on Saturday. I have been at this too long. I am ready for a break. Heading on down to Florida to live with my daughter," he explained to me and I could tell that he was relieved, but the next question I asked seemed to break his heart.
"But why does this place have to close?"
"No one wants it. The interstate took most of the business off of this road and the profit margin has gotten pretty thin," he explained. I asked him how thin, "I just a couple hundred a week after taxes."
"Do you own the building?" I asked and he nodded. He went on to explain that he couldn't unload the place and that he was going to sell it to the bank for next to nothing so that they could tear it down and extend the parking lot.
"I have an idea," I said. With that I set in motion the process of buying the old store. In exchange for $100 a month to the old man, I would run the store and keep whatever profits came after that. I went with him and he changed his will so that when he died the store would be mine. By that Saturday, the store was essentially mine and I actually owned all of the books outright and I was incredibly excited.
I threw myself into the store and fixed it up, I put ads in weird little newspapers where I could get free or cheap space. I made cheap tea and gave it away for free. I also devised ways to get my hands on books cheaply by taking old books from libraries or damaged books from wholesalers. Finally, I catalogued everything that the store had with a computer and even did research and found that some of the older books were quite valuable. Now I had a sort of hippie clientele that came in and read and sometimes bought books. I also occasionally had book dealers and collectors come in and pay good money for some of my rarer pieces. Finally, I got licensing from the local university to buy back and sell some of their text books at an enormous profit. All in all I was able to maintain the cute atmosphere at the store but still make a little more money than the old man had been able to make.
For a year after I opened the store I lived in a little store room in the back. It wasn't exactly glamorous but I didn't mind. I just didn't bring any dates back home. After that year the old man died down in Florida and the deed to the store came in the mail. I decided to move into a real home. A store across the street had an apartment above it and the rent was relatively low and the commute was fantastic so I rented it. It was a cute little place with a kitchen/living room, two bedrooms, and a bathroom. For a while, this worked out very well.
However, one year the economy took a big drop and the demand for some of my more expensive books dropped off. I realized that in order to make money I was going to have to figure out a different revenue stream. I was still making enough money to keep up the store and to pay my rent but at the end of the week I ended up running low on food and I had to cancel luxuries at my home like cable and internet. I decided to rent out my extra room to a college student to make ends meet. The college was huge and they had a severe housing problem. Making it worse was the fact that rent in local apartments was astronomical. I would be doing well by doing good if I rented the room out cheap to a student in need.
The first girl who came in response to the room was Kegan Kelley. She was a 19 year old freshman and quite possibly the most beautiful girl I had ever seen in my life. I rented her the room on the spot. Her parents were quite wealthy and I was actually able to get her to pay a little more than half of my rent. Beyond that, she was 5'9 110lbs, she had long dirty blonde hair and blue eyes. She had the face of a movie star and the most amazing body I had ever seen. She was built like a model with long legs, a thin stomach, elegant features, and small, perky breasts. Beyond that, she was a very sweet girl and we got along very, very well.
She moved in a few days later and disaster was averted. Furthermore, I found that I liked having someone in the house. She was impressed with my cooking ability and she herself was actually quite handy when it came to things like broken light bulbs or dirty sinks; things about which I had no knowledge about. Further, she guided all of her cute friends to my store and they spent money on text books and other little things and my life got better. I also came to have a friend, despite the fact that she was 6 years younger than me. We would sit up late and talk and drink coffee in our pajamas. Despite the fact that I thought I was falling for her, I never told her that I was a lesbian and I decided not to act on it. She occasionally had a boy over, but none of them ever spent the night and I just sort of figured we would both have sort of asexual existences within the apartment. However, one night things changed.
Kegan had gone out with some friends for the evening, to a party of some sort at a frat house. I was in for the night. It was a Thursday night which meant that if I wanted to go do something for the weekend I had to get my books in order and find out what sort of paycheck I would be able to give myself for the week. I had just finished up and was packing my stuff into my backpack when Kegan came home. She was hammered.
"Hey Scarlett," she said, far too loudly, "How're you?" She sort of stumbled into the room and flopped down on the chair.
"Good," I said giggling, "You?"
"Drunk," she said and we both laughed. When that subsided we were both quiet for a while and I figured she had fallen asleep. I got up and put my bag away and then went to my room to get ready for bed. I decided to let her sleep on the couch. I was just taking my shirt off when I looked at the door. She was standing there, with her mouth open, staring at me. I blushed.
"What're you doing Kegan?" I asked, feeling embarrassed but also very excited.
"You are so pretty," she explained, "Do you think I am pretty?"
"Very," I said, feeling my heart trying to burst through my chest.
"You know Scarlett. I am not gay or anything. Really. But sometimes I just like to make out with girls," she said and started walking towards me.
"I am a lesbian," I told her and she stopped for a second and looked at me. Then she smiled and kept coming towards me. I froze but soon she was right next to me. She leaned forward and gave me a kiss. She tasted like vodka but it was still a very sweet kiss. She put her arms around my and kissed me. I help her and kissed back. We fell backwards onto the bed and our tongues explored the inside of each other's mouths. Finally it broke and we looked at one another. I knew that this was wrong but I wanted it so badly. I kissed her again. For a long time we simply lay in bed, our legs and arms interlocked around one another and our lips locked together. My pussy was absolutely dripping but I was nervous to go any farther.
Finally, after what might've been an hour of gently kissing and holding one another, I reached my hand to her breast and rubbed it gently. For several seconds she moaned and really seemed to enjoy herself. Then she put her hand over mine.
"No Scarlett, just making out," she said and I felt so frustrated and angry, but I wanted to kiss her and so I didn't stop. Eventually we fell asleep that way, entangled in one another, our lips touching.
We both woke up the next morning at around the same time and both of us were a bit embarrassed. She got up and went to take some aspirin and get a shower. I made a good hangover breakfast with eggs and bacon. She came into the kitchen and we ate quietly for a few awkward minutes. Eventually she spoke first.
"Sorry I was a mess last night," She said, not taking her eyes off of her food. I felt terrible.
"No, I am sorry I tried to take advantage of you," I said, feeling dirty even as it came out of my mouth. She giggled a little bit.
"I think I threw myself on you more than let you take advantage," she said and I giggled back. Suddenly, things felt a lot lighter and we chatted about her night and how she was. She expressed surprise that I was a lesbian briefly but we didn't talk about much. Finally, she was done eating and decided to head to school, I had to go and open the store.
"I'll talk to you later," I told her and started to walk out the door, but she stopped me.
"You know I wasn't just lying or talking because I was drunk you know," she said as she collected her books.
"What do you mean?"
"I really do like to make-out with girls every once in a while," she said and she gave me a mischievous look as she brushed past me in the door way, "If you're interested."
From that point on we would occasionally have a little date at home where we would eat and rent a scary movie. We would make popcorn and get a little blanket and hunker together and watch, and scream, and then kiss. Eventually we even got to the point where she would let me fondle her breasts with my palms through her bra and she would very occasionally do the same. But anytime I tried to go farther, she quickly stopped me.
I think this brings up back to where we started. Kegan had finally relented a little and had indicated that in fact, there might be some way for me to get into her pants. My heart was racing like it had been that first night and I was desperate to do anything.
"Well what do you want?" I asked, trying to stay calm and cool and sexy.
"What about a challenge?" she said and her eyes lighted up as though it was coming to her suddenly, but I knew her pretty well. She had been planning this for weeks. She was always scheming. I had learned this through the months she had been with me. She had a goal, like that night she kissed me, she had been planning to do that for some time, she just got drunk to cover it. Another time, she had meticulously inched her food in the refrigeration to the left into my area, a bit by bit for weeks until she claimed an entire extra shelf and then feigned ignorance when I confronted her. It was always small little things like that; I really found it more cute than anything else. I found everything about her to be cute in all honesty.
"What do you mean a challenge," I asked, but I was enticed.
"Well you are a lesbian and I am straight and you want to seduce me right?" she asked and I reluctantly nodded in response, "Well prove to me that you are really good at seducing straight women. Give me reason to believe you're worth playing for the other team." I was confused.
"I guess I am still not really getting it," I told her.
"Okay, let me see if I can spell it out," she said, pretending she was annoyed but really loving how much I wanted this, "We will come up with a list of 5 girls or types girls, straight women who, for whatever reason, will be really difficult for you to seduce. If you seduce them all you can have me."
"I like it," I said, my mind racing and unable to comprehend much beyond the last sentence.
"If you get them to do some really kinky stuff, I will let you do anything that you want with me," she said, blushing and staring at me. I could tell that she was going to be rooting for me, in secret, "But if you don't do it, you have to stop trying to fuck me forever."
"Agreed," I said, finally considering what she was offering in a more rational way in my mind, "So what kind of girl do you have in mind?" I had to admit I didn't like my odds. I was 25 years old and had 4 sexual partners in my entire life. I was a bit shy and there weren't many lesbians in my little town. I had to try though; Kegan was the kind of girl I wanted.
"Well the one girl I have in mind already is the girl in charge of the University Campus Baptist Society. She is always protesting abortion and gay marriage and stuff. She would be tough I would imagine. She is the first one," Kegan said and my heart sank. This was supposed to be a challenge, not an impossibility.
"Good lord Kegan. I have to theoretically be able to get this girl. This is impossible," I said. Kegan was pretending she hadn't heard me. She stretched out on the couch and let her hair fall over her face in a very sexy way. She rubbed her body as though she was stretching, but she was really just showing off. It was working.
"Well if you don't even want to try, I guess we can just call it all off," she said, looking at me though her hair and smiling a devil's grin.
"Who else?" I asked and she giggled at me.
"Well you can think of some too. Don't just rely on me. I mean you have to run it past me first, but you can try too," she said.
"Oh, okay," I said. We sat for a while, thinking. I just considered all of the options before me and was almost unable to think.
"I've got one," she said and I turned and I looked at her, "Okay, so girls in college are going to be a little bit open to experimenting. That's not really a challenge. However, girls in high school. That's a different matter. I want you to fuck a girl in high school. But not just any girl, I want you to fuck like the queen bee of a school. The one who has a football player boyfriend and wants to pump out his kids. I want you to go after...the head cheerleader at a high school," she said. I was a little stunned by this suggestion. However, cheerleaders had always been a huge turn-on for me. I just nodded at her while I considered how to do this. Needed to find an 18-year-old high school cheerleader... "I got one," I said suddenly, "I have a friend who is getting married really soon, like in the next month or so. I bet it would be really tough to get to her. I mean she is going to be into her husband and everything. It should be great," I said. Kegan considered it for a while.
"How long have you known her," Kegan asked.
"Oh since we were little kids. We were in the same elementary school growing up," I explained and Kegan seemed to light up.
"Oh that is so dirty. She is on the list," she said. I could tell that this was really exciting her and in turn it excited me as well. She came up with another idea very quickly, "Hey, did you parents have any friends growing up, or like neighbors or anything?" she asked. I considered it for a while. My mother didn't really have many friends.
"Well, there was Mrs. Selber. She lived down the street. She had a giant hairy mole," I said.
"Oh yes her!" Kegan said laughing. Then I realized something.
"Oh you know what? Right next door to my mother was a woman. Mrs. Something... Oh yeah, Mrs. Hoke. She was my mother's friend. They walk to church together and they get together to watch American Idol. She is a little bit younger than my mother though, like 43 or something like that. She was pretty hot the last time I saw her," I said, remembering Mrs. Hoke and feeling very excited by it.
"Perfect," Kegan said. The last one took a long while. We were both thinking but nothing was coming to mind. I started thinking about the other people we had already considered. I was thinking about my friend and being in third-grade with her when I was suddenly struck by something.
"I've got it," I said. Kegan shook her head out of her stupor and looked at me.
"What?' she asked.
"I told you about my friend who is getting married and you were asking about when we met. Well I am just remembering that my third-grade teacher that year. She was very young, it was her first year, she was like 23 or something like that. Third grade was like 16 years ago for me, so she is still pretty young. It would be pretty dirty to go after her, don't you think?" I asked and Kegan's eyes got wide.
"Perfect," she said. She leaned forward and gave me a kiss. I put my arms around her and kissed her deeply. We went to bed a few hours later and as she was closing the door to her room she spoke to me.
"Good luck Scarlett," she said, "You're going to need it."
Chapter 2: The Cheerleader
For about a week I didn't think anything more of it. The store was an absolute disaster as I was trying to clear out space for my annual trip to local schools to pick up unwanted library books. I had rented a truck for that purpose and after a fire sale I was ready to roll. I got in the front seat of the truck and headed first to one of the local middle schools. I managed to a get a good number of decent books there and then I headed over to one of the high schools. It was closing in on the end of the school day and I wanted to slip in and out before there were hundreds of new drivers waiting to crash into my rented van.



I parked in the bus area and walked into the school. It was West Springfield High School which oddly had the exact same architectural layout as my old high school across town and so I knew exactly where the library was located. I realized as I walked in that I was perhaps a bit underdressed for a trip to the high school. I was wearing a some heeled boots I wear when I want to look a little bit taller, my favorite pleated tartan mini-skirt, a pink tank top which was too short to cover my bellybutton ring and too light to completely block out my black bra. I had my hair back in a ponytail and I brought a dolly into the school with me. I noticed some of the office women looking at me disapprovingly while I walked past and I couldn't help but smile to myself. I hadn't intended to dress overly sexy that day but I had wanted to be comfortable. Hey, I am comfortable in weird stuff I guess.
Finally I had made my way to the library and I walked in and set my dolly next to the door. There were a handful of faculty members and students wondering around, looking at books. I walked up to the check-out desk and looked around. No one was there, so I rang the little bell. Almost immediately a girl came out from the little office behind the desk. She was gorgeous and she was smiling. I was immediately smitten.
"Hey," she said, "Can I help you?" she was about 5'5 tall and probably weighed around 100lbs. She had long red hair tied in long pig tails, her eyes were green and her face was innocent and beautiful. She looked like a movie star, the kind who would play the part of most popular girl in school. Squeaky clean and sweet. She had large, C-cup breasts and as she walked up to the desk I noticed her muscular legs. I could tell she was an athlete. Suddenly I thought to myself that "I hope she is a cheerleader," and then I remembered why. I laughed to myself and the girl raised her eyebrows at me. It was so sexy. I had to get myself under control here.
"Sorry, yeah I am Scarlett Byrne. I called yesterday. I am here to pick up any of your extra books," I said and she started nodding.
"Oh yeah," she said, "Mrs. Corliss said that you would be dropping by; there are three boxes over there by the door." She pointed towards the door where my dolly was located. I had walked right past them.
"Thanks sweetheart. I didn't think that you were the librarian," I said to her in an offhand way. I had to be the cool one here. She laughed a little bit.
"No, absolutely not. This is my class instead of study hall. I am a librarian aide," she explained to me as she played with one of her pigtails.
"Oh that's no fun. At least if it were study hall you could hang out with friends or at the very least do your homework," I said. Struggling to find some reason to stay and talk to her without being creepy. Luckily, she seemed to be in the mood to talk.
"I know!" she said, "I didn't even sign up for this. I wanted to have gym in seventh period so that I could just go right from here into practice. But they stuck me here instead."
"Oh," I said, circling like shark now, "You are on a team?"
"Yeah," she said, and then suddenly smiling slyly and blushing a bit, "Actually, this is my senior year and I am actually the head cheerleader." Jackpot.
"Oh my God!" I said, "That is so great! Congratulations."
"Thanks," she said, blushing now and staring at her feet. She was so demure and cute. I was finding myself not just wanting to try this for the challenge, but now I seriously wanted to go for it. I moved in for the kill.
"You know, I was a cheerleader too. I was never head cheerleader of course," I explained, "but I was a flyer. It helps to be tiny I guess." This was the truth of course. In setting up the challenge, I had promised Kegan that I would only lie to the girls I was going a little bit. That would help the challenge to maintain a certain degree of difficulty.
"That's so cool," she said. She was playing with her hair and looking at me. I couldn't be sure, but I was pretty sure she was returning my little compliments, "You definitely have the build for a cheerleader."
"Oh that was like 7 years ago," I said, now it was my turn to blush.
"No I am serious. You look like you could go right back out there and do it," she said.
"Hey, when is your next home game?" I asked her as I started to walk over towards my dolly. Just as I had hoped, she started following me towards the door.
"Actually, we have a game here tomorrow," she explained.
"You mind if I drop by and check you out," I said and paused for a moment, letting that sit for a moment, "I haven't even been to a high school game since senior night."
"Oh sure!" she said. I was a little surprised by how easy it had been to get her excited, but I wasn't going to complain. I loaded the books up onto the dolly and strapped them in. She helped me as well as she could and we made a little more chit-chat.
"Well thanks..." I hadn't gotten her name.
"Cindi," she said, "Cindi Fuller."
"Alright Cindi Fuller, I'll see you tomorrow night," I said. She waved to me once as I left. I rushed the books back to the truck and packed them in. I could hardly concentrate on anything else for the rest of the day. Somehow I managed to get to one last school before the offices closed at 5 and then I went back and unloaded the boxes at the store. By the time I got home I had decided not to talk to Kegan about my experience. I didn't want to jinx anything and besides, I really didn't want to fail and then have to deal with Kegan gloating and making fun of me for striking out. I decided that if by some miracle I was able to seal this deal that I would be able to tell her afterwards.
The next day I woke up and cruised around to other schools and picked up boxes of books but my head was elsewhere. I just kept picturing cute Cindi standing behind the desk in the library and it would give me chills. The days passed so incredibly slowly and I wondered to myself whether Cindi was as excited as I was about the evening. I was pretty sure she wasn't. But then, she didn't know the plan yet.
Finally, 6:00 o'clock rolled around and I made my way over to West Springfield. The game was supposed to start at 6:35 and I wanted to make sure I could get a spot near the lower part of the bleachers. I got there twenty minutes before the game started, bought some nachos, and then went over to find a seat. The team, apparently, was terrible that year and only about seventy people had showed up to see the game. The cheerleaders weren't out yet so I grabbed good seat down in the first row of bleachers. I had forgotten how much I hated football games.
The night air was getting a bit chilly and I put my jacket on to stay warm. I was wearing a pair of flats, a pair of tight jeans, a white t-shirt (with my favorite black bra underneath) and a jacket. It was still a bit cold. But finally, at long last the cheerleaders came running out onto the track in front of the bleachers. I saw Cindi right away. She was obviously the most beautiful girl on the entire squad. She looked gorgeous in her uniform. The shirt was very tight and let her entire arms hang out and just a little bit of her stomach. It was red and white. Her skirt was very short and pleated red and white. Her breasts bounced suggestively when she ran and she had the most gorgeous smile on her face. I couldn't tell for sure but I was pretty positive that she saw me.
She and her squad did their routine perfectly and I was truly impressed. They had lots of aerial work and they were all quite limber and skilled at the various splits and acrobatic maneuvers. It was almost sad when the game started and she was reduced to chanting at the tiny crowd to get excited. I tried to be lead in the cheers but it was a little embarrassing because so few people were into it. The game was over long before half-time and it was absolute murder to sit around and wait for it to end while West Springfield gave up touchdown after touchdown. I was impressed by Cindi's stamina. No matter how bad the game got, she just kept cheering.
Finally, the game was over and I had a chance to make my move. I wasn't really sure what it going to be, but I had to make a move. I walked down from the bleachers and started to head over towards the chain-link fence that separated spectator area from the track. However, before I got there, I noticed that Cindi was talking to one of the boys on the football team. He had jogged off the field and removed his helmet. I am not much in the ranking of boys, but he appeared to be quite handsome and I figured it was her boyfriend. I started to feel a little ridiculous now. Like I had come here just to be a creepy older woman and now she was going to run off with her boyfriend and I would go home and have to explain to Kegan where I had been.
However, just as I was preparing to slink away, I heard her voice begin to raise and then the boy yelled something back at her and then abruptly turned around and walked away. Cindi threw her megaphone across the track and then sat down with her back against the chain-link fence. It was the perfect opportunity.
"Hey Cindi. You looked great out there," I said, pretending I hadn't seen everything. Cindi was startled a bit and then she wiped some tears out of her eyes, smiled and turned to look at me.
"Oh hey," she said, and I was afraid that she had forgotten my name, "Scarlett! I am so glad you came." Her voice was a bit hoarse from crying and I felt a little bit bad.
"Yeah it was really good. Your squad is really good, even if the team is kinda rough. Hey is something wrong?" I asked.
"Nothing," she said.
"Oh I am sorry. I really didn't mean to pry or anything," I said and took a step backwards. She stood up quickly and put her hands out.
"Oh no! It's not like that. I am sorry. Well it's my boyfriend. We were supposed to go out tonight but now he says he is going to his buddy's cabin and I know that he is not going to just go there with a bunch of guys. There are going to be girls there. He's cheated on me before and I just know that he is going to do it again." she explained and then almost started to cry again before catching herself.
"That's terrible," I said and put my hand on her shoulder.
"I just...I just really needed him tonight," she said and I started to feel uncomfortable. I moved my hand from her shoulder, "Look up in the stands," she said and I did as I was told. There was pretty much no one there, "Do you see my mother?"
"I..." I started, but realized that she didn't really want me to say anything.
"No. No you don't. That's because every goddamn game she promises me that she is going to take one Friday off from going to the bar and she is going to come see me cheer. But, as usual she lies every time and now there isn't anyone who wants to be with me tonight," and with that she started to cry again. Now I put my arm around her and gave her a hug over the chain-link fence while she got herself together.
"You okay?" I asked, not really knowing what to say.
"Thank you so much for coming Scarlett," she said, suddenly turning and looking at my eyes, "You know there is no one in my life who ever comes through for me on anything and you promised to come here and then you did. I don't know why you want to be my friend but I am really glad that you do," she said. I felt guilty for a moment and then ignored it. My motives might not have been 100% pure but at the very least I was helping her now that I was here.
"Oh it was my pleasure. I have a bit of a deadbeat mother as well. Not to mention some really unimpressive relationships," I said, "Come on, let me take you out to get something to eat."
She didn't have a car so we took mine. I had bought it several years before and it was a bit of a beater but she didn't seem to mind. She was telling me all kinds of gossip from high school about people who I didn't know and places I had only heard of. She was very sweet and I decided it was better to just let her talk and get in a good mood. I was wearing jeans and she was wearing a cheerleader's uniform and so we decided it was probably better to just go to a casual dining place. We found one of those big chains stores like Applebee's or Ruby Tuesday's or one of those places. They are all pretty much the same anyway. They seated us and we ordered our food and relaxed. Cindi was in a better mood now and we were able to talk about more cheerful subjects.
I asked her about school and where she was thinking of applying to college and she asked me what I did for a living and where I lived. Soon I felt like we had known each other for years. I could tell that she had been serious when she said that she appreciated me coming to her game. She even seemed to look up to me when I told her about my job and about my mom kicking me out. She didn't bat an eye when I told her I was a lesbian (I wanted that seed to germinate, so I said it sort of early). I felt like she looked at me as one might look at a successful older sister or cousin. It felt nice.
"So what's this boyfriend's problem?" I asked. I had to touch this subject if I want to go any farther so I decided to put it in a way that invited bitching rather than crying. She obliged.
"I don't know. He is just kind of a dick sometimes. Can I be honest?" she asked.
"Absolutely," I said.
"I think that he is frustrated with me. I mean I give him hand jobs every once in a while and we make out a lot but I think he wants to have sex and I told him I don't want to get pregnant in high school because I want to go to college and I don't want to be like my mom. So he tells me I should give him a blowjob, but I think that that whole concept is kind of gross," she said in what seemed to be one breath. As though she had been considering this a long time and then took the first opportunity to blurt it out.
"Well I definitely say don't give in. If you have a dream and you think that having sex with him could destroy it, I say you have to stick to what's good for you," I said and I was speaking the truth, "but, with that said, I can understand why he wants you Cindi. You are beautiful. But you are a woman. You shouldn't be messing around with boys anyway," I said. She blushed and thanked me. Our food arrived and we ate quickly and quietly.
"When did you lose your virginity?" she asked me as we finished and I blushed.
"Well I was 18 I guess. I had sex with one guy in my life and that was it. His name was Scott. He is actually engaged to one of my friends right now, which is kind of weird. I didn't enjoy it and I had already known I was a lesbian. I was just fighting it. You know?" I stirred my coke with my straw. She was looking at me intently. Suddenly, she leaned across the table and gave me a quick, sweet kiss on the lips. I was shocked as she sat back down, smiling at me.
"What was that for?" I asked.
"Just... thank you," she said and then looked at me with a seductive look in her eye. I didn't need to see anymore. I knew what she was trying to tell me. I immediately paid the bill and we jogged back out to my car, holding hands and giggling.
I knew that we couldn't go back to my place or Kegan would see and I didn't want to explain Kegan to Cindi or Cindi to Kegan. I drove us quickly over to the Holiday Inn. Cindi was talking nervously about school and about cheerleading and I had to feign interest. I had only one thing on my mind.
I told her to wait in the car while I ran in and rented a room. I got the key and we parked the car and made our way to the room on the third floor. She was really giggling now as I opened the door. She flopped herself down on the bed, we had gotten a king sized room. I closed the door behind us and stood with my back to it.
"So..." I said and she looked up at me.
"Yeah..." she said to me. I knew that it was up to me to make a move because she had never done anything like this before. I lay down next to her on the bed and we both rolled over so that we were leaning next to one another, looking into each other's eyes. She was beautiful. I closed my eyes and kissed her. Not the little peck from the restaurant, but a real kiss. Our lips locked and my arms went around her body. My tongue entered her mouth and tasted her tongue. She moaned into my mouth and I felt my body grow weak.
I rolled over so that I was on top of her and she wrapped her legs around my waist. I leaned forward and kissed her again, my hair draping over her face and I looked into her eyes. I could tell that she wanted this and I let any remaining guilt I had about the situation melt away. I kissed around. I felt her hands on me. One was rubbing my side and the other was clutching the back of my head, pulling me in.
Finally I broke the kiss and got up on my knees. Cindi opened her legs and I was able to slide out and stand in front of her. She was lying on the bed, with her legs spread open, looking at me. I could see her white panties and it thrilled me. I decided to give her a thrill. I pulled my white t-shirt up over my head and threw it on the floor. I then unzipped my pants and slide them down. I was standing in my black bra and my black thong with red lace trim and her eyes were on them. I smiled.
"You like what you see?" I asked and she nodded. I reached behind my back and unhooked my bra. I brought my hands forward and let the bra slide off of my arms and land on the floor. My nipples were little pink bullets. Finally I slid my thong down around my ankles and threw them off. My pussy was waxed completely and I felt good showing off my little pink pussy lips. Cindi gasped when she saw it. By now she had slid back so that she was sitting at the top of the bed with her back against the headrest. I got on the bed on my hands and knees and crawled towards her slowly. She was biting her lip and looked frozen.
I straddled her hips and took my left breast in my hand. I carefully placed it against her mouth. She hesitated for only a second and then she began to suck on it. I moaned loudly and my whole body shook. No one I had ever been with had ever sucked my nipple like that. Her tongue danced across it and she bit on it gently and my entire body threatened to melt. I popped the nipple out and took my other breast in my hand and put it against her mouth. If anything it felt even better this time and I could feel my pussy dripping onto her legs.
I popped that nipple out as well and sat for a minute straddling her. I bent down and kissed her again. I started to lean back and she came with me. I put my arms around her and easily unzipped her cheerleader uniform. It slipped off easily and she lay in her bra. I unhooked that as well and took it off. Her breasts were perfect. They were just the right size and she had medium sized, pink nipples. I took one in my mouth and tried my best to mimic her actions. She moaned and arched her back and then fell back on the bed. I followed, licking her nipple and with my hand, rubbing the other one. She was wiggling and moaning underneath of me and I could feel her hips rubbing against my leg. I knew she was ready.
I moved down her body and pushed up her skirt. I took her little white panties in my hand and pulled them down and removed them. She had shaved her hair into a little landing strip, something that I found to be incredibly sexy. Her little pink pussy lips were glistening they were so wet and her panties felt damp in my hand. I got down on my knees in front of her pussy. I breathed deeply and took in her smell. She smelled clean and sweet and I was intoxicated. I leaned forward and gently kissed her clit. A tremor rushed through her body. I extended my tongue and began to slowly and carefully lap at her pussy. Her skirt fell down over my head but I could feel her rubbing her own breasts and I could hear her moaning deeply.
I loved her taste. It was unlike any pussy I had ever eaten before, it was so pure and it tasted good. She was really enjoying the lapping and I was deciding to kick it up a little bit. I took my right hand palm up and carefully inserted my ring finger into her pussy very slowly, right underneath of my chin as I lapped at her clit. She thrust her hips hard against my finger and she shook a little bit. She screamed so loud I thought that someone was going to come up and knock on the door.



"Fuck me! Fuck me Scarlett!" She screamed at me as she placed a hand on the back of my head. I started to rub deeper, harder and I kept my pace licking her sweet little pussy. She began to squeal and push my face harder into her pussy. I felt like I was hanging on for my life. Suddenly, her entire body became stiff and she shook all over. Her pussy clenched tight over and over again on my finger and then she went limp on the bed. She was panting now and I sat up in front of her.
"How was that Cinid?" I asked and she quickly sat up, despite her panting, and kissed me deeply on the mouth, licking her own pussy off of my face. She was almost crying now.
"Oh my God Scarlett. That was amazing. Thank you so so much. That was so hot," she said and was laughing. She was also absent mindedly rubbing my nipple and driving me crazy. I groaned and kissed her again.
"Want to pay me back?" I asked and she nodded vehemently, "You have to promise to do just this one thing that I ask okay? You have to pay me back?"
"Okay," she said a bit warily, but relaxed when I smiled, "What do you want baby?" I didn't respond directly. Instead I just lay down on the pillow. I spread my legs and then bent them back and hooked them under my elbows so that my pussy was straight up in the air.
"Lick my little asshole while you finger me," I said. She looked stunned. I wanted her to do this for two reasons. The first was that in order to complete the challenge I had to convince the girl I was fucking to do something nasty. The second, and more important reason, was that I loved when girl's played with my asshole. I loved to get my asshole eaten out.
"Really?" she asked and looked at me out of the corner of her eye. I nodded and for a second she looked uncomfortable but then she seemed to warm to the idea. She leaned forward and kissed my pussy once. It was an amazing feeling and I almost changed my mind and asked her to eat me out. But the thought of Kegan kept my mind focused.
She paused for a second and then her tongue touched my asshole and my entire body was on fire. My ass was wet from my pussy and she started lapping the juice out of it. "Finger fuck me too baby," I said while I groaned. She put her middle finger against my pussy and rubbed my clit gently. Next she slowly started to slide it into my pussy. She really knew what she was doing in this case; most girls tended to know how to finger a pussy. I was more surprised by how well she took to ass licking. Soon she had lapped up all of the pussy juice and I could feel her warm tongue gently blanketing my asshole. Then she stuck her tongue out rigid and slowly started to insert it into my asshole. She worked her tongue into my ass at the same pace that her finger worked into my pussy. I grabbed her pigtails with my hands and worked her tongue deeper and deeper into my asshole.
Soon I was completely out of control. I was rubbing my asshole against her tongue and humping her finger hard. She was groaning and I was shrieking. Suddenly my entire body felt warm and my pussy and asshole tingled. My body trembled and I humped harder than ever. Suddenly my orgasm went to an entirely different level. I was shaking and yanking on Cindi's pig tales and then I collapsed on the bed, panting. Cindi slid up my body and planted her lips on mine. I kissed her deeply and tasted my asshole and pussy on her. She was giggling as I wrapped my legs around her. We kissed for a while, she really seemed to enjoy it. She fell asleep with my body wrapped around her's and I fell asleep to the rhythm of her heartbeat.
Chapter 3: Mother's Friend
When I got back to the house the next day I immediately told Kegan. To say the least she was shocked. I gave Cindi's panties as proof which she thought was sufficiently gross but she believed me.
"Well did you do something nasty? That's part of the challenge too?" she explained and I told her about the cheerleader burying her tongue in my asshole. She seemed to accept this as nasty enough although she couldn't believe that I really had enjoyed it. I was doing well so far.
"So what happened after you guys woke up," she asked. I laughed a little.
"She was really happy because she had stayed out all night and hopefully scared the shit out of her mom. So I drove her home. She seemed to be in a good mood. Anyway we got to her house and she gave me a kiss and said that maybe we could see each other again. But she assured me she didn't think that she was a lesbian and that she didn't want to date or anything. It was really hard to not act really relieved by that you know. I was terrified I was going to have this cheerleader following me around. Don't get me wrong, she is really hot, but I don't think I am in the mood for that kind of aggravation," I explained. While I had been talking Kegan had gotten on her computer.
"Damn," she said.
"What?" I asked. She turned the computer around and showed it to me. Cindi was on the screen wearing her cheerleading uniform and smiling.
"You weren't kidding," she said.
"Where'd you get that?"
"It was on the school website," she explained, "Well you got one down now, only four almost impossible missions to go." With that she gave a long, sensuous kiss and I felt my knees get weak. I had thought for a few minutes while I was with Cindi the night before that maybe there were other beautiful girls out there for me. But now, with Kegan kissing me hard on the lips with her hand on my waist, I knew that anyone else would be a mere distraction. I wanted now to quickly get to my next girl. Like Kegan had said, one down four to go.
I made a conscious decision about my next mission. The next person I would go after would be my mom's old friend Meredith Hoke. I hadn't seen her in years. Not since my mother had kicked me out of the house. Not that I hadn't been back home at all during that time, it's just I tended to not stay for very long before my mom kicked me out again. I remember Mrs. Hoke being incredibly beautiful and I found it surprising that someone as beautiful and sweet as Mrs. Hoke would want to spend any time at all with my mother. But that is the way things seem to work. Mrs. Hoke was sweet but demure. My mother was a bitch but she was assertive. As a result of this dichotomy, my mother ended up controlling Mrs. Hoke most of the time.
I had decided to go after Mrs. Hoke next because I knew that my mother was going to be out of town for the week and that her house would be empty. It helped with my plan that my mother wasn't there and it also decreased the odds of my mother getting in my way at some point.
It was the Saturday after my experience with Cindi that I went over to my mother's house. I went over in mid-afternoon. This was a time I figured that Mr. Hoke would likely be at work and that Mrs. Hoke would be sitting around the house, waiting for someone to come over and snatch her up. I pulled my car up into the driveway and got out. I tried my best not to look over at the Hoke's house. I walked up to my mom's door and knocked. I stood there, knowing that no one was going to come to the door.
My heart almost jumped out of my throat when in fact the door did open. Standing in the doorway was Mrs. Hoke.
"Mrs. Hoke?" I exclaimed and almost fell over. She was taken aback a little as well.
"Oh my God!" she said in a pleasant voice, "Scarlett I haven't seen you in ages!" Mrs. Hoke was more beautiful than I remembered. It seemed as though having kids and aging to 43 had caused her to take better care of herself. She had medium length brown hair and brown eyes like before and a kind, delicate face. She didn't look like a mother but instead like a news anchor, older to the point of being distinguished but still sexy. She was tall and elegant, 5'8 and probably around 120lbs. Her breasts were larger, probably as a result of growing older and having children, but they still seemed firm and young. Her legs were graceful looking and she had a beautiful smile on her face. I was immediately glad that Mrs. Hoke had somehow made it on my list.
"I know," I said and threw my arms around her in a big hug, "What're you doing here?"
"Oh your mother wanted me to get the mail while she was out of town," she explained, bending over and picking up the letters on the floor next to the mail slot and giving me a pretty nice view of her cleavage.
"She's out of town?" I said, in mock disappointment.
"Oh yes," she said, "she didn't tell you?" I shook my head. I was breaking Kegan's rule about lying, but in this instance I felt it was necessary.
"Well. Never mind then, I suppose. It was nice seeing you again," I said and then turned and started walking to my car. She ran down next to me and stopped me.
"Hey, why don't you come over to my house and have a cup of coffee or something, no sense in leaving right away. You just got here," she said, putting her hand on my shoulder to get me to stop.
"Oh no, I don't want to impose," I said, but everything was working according to plan up to this point, better than according to plan actually.
"Believe me, you would not be imposing. It will be nice to have the company of someone who is over the age of 8 for a change. Come on over," she said and moved her head towards her house. I smiled and shrugged my shoulders.
"What the heck," I said and she nodded her head and smiled. We walked across my mother's lawn and then across Mrs. Hoke's lawn and climbed up her stairs, "I really appreciate this Mrs. Hoke, it's very nice of you to let me come in."
"Nonsense. Listen to me, I have known you since you were twelve years old. We are old friends. If you can't count on your old friends then who can you count on? Oh, one more thing. Don't call me Mrs. Hoke. You're an adult now. I would appreciate it if you call me Meredith," She said as she opened the door to the sound of little boys running around and making a general racket.
"Sure thing, Meredith," I said, feeling awkward in actually saying it but feeling better. I couldn't imagine moaning out "Mrs. Hoke." This dirty thought made smile and pussy tingled a little bit. I had to control myself. I had to remain cool if I wanted to get this done. There might only be this once chance.
Meredith and two sons, one was 8 and the other was 6. They were cute little boys and it seemed that they spent most of the day running around, knocking things over, and causing their mother to have a massive headache. She seemed genuinely relieved to have an adult to talk with. She fixed us something to drink and we sat in the kitchen and sipped them slowly and spoke a little. She seemed not to notice anything that the children were doing, but occasionally she would yell something and they would quiet down for a moment or so.
She asked me about my job and I asked her how the children were doing. She seemed completely burned out with the kids. I gathered that they were her kids. She had wanted them and she had given birth to them. Her husband seemed to be little more than a sperm donor who came home every night for a free dinner and a place to watch TV.
"So why haven't I seen you in years?" she asked, trying to change the subject away from herself. I noticed now that she was a bit haggard. Not in her skin or in her hair, she was meticulously put together and incredibly beautiful. Her eyes, on the other hand, looked worn out and I actually started to feel bad for her. I decided to lay some of my troubles on her. Maybe they would make her feel better about herself.
"My mom didn't tell you?" I asked.
"No," she said, shaking her head and then leaning back in her chair. She had her legs crossed and she was absent mindedly smoking a cigarette.
"She kicked me out right after high school," I said bluntly. Her eyebrows raised and she leaned forward. She was my mother's close friend, but as in any situation, she always wanted the really good dirt on all of her closest friends.
"No! She hadn't told me. What was it about?" she asked. Leaning forward conspiratorially.
"Well. I guess it was the night I graduated. I came home that night and I was just in the world's best mood you know. I had done something that no one in my family had ever done before. So I decided to tell my mom off about all the stuff she said I would never do and be honest with her. She had said she wasn't going to go to my graduation because she was busy, but when I got home she was sitting in the living room watching TV," I explained and she nodded her head.
"So what happened?"
"Well I sat down and I told her all of the things that she said about me that were lies. Like when she told me that I was too stupid to graduate or called me a whore and said I'd get pregnant before I turned 18. Then, when it was all finished I told her that I was a lesbian," I explained. Meredith simply froze for a few seconds.
"Well..."she said and then paused again for a few seconds. She leaned in even closer, "Was that true?"
"Well yeah I mean I wasn't too stupid to graduate and I didn't get pregnant," I said. She laughed a little and this seemed to relax her.
"No. The other thing," she said, then briefly turned to yell at the boys to keep it down.
"Yeah it's true," I said and she looked at me for a few seconds. I could tell she was thinking something along the lines of 'but she is so pretty' or 'but she is so feminine.' But I was sort of used to this reaction from people a bit older than myself and didn't take any offense or anything.
"Do you have a...partner?"
"Nope. Kind of a small town here, hard to find other girls with similar... interests," I explained and again she laughed, a little more openly this time.
"Well, don't tell your mother I said anything, but I think that it is absolutely rotten of her. You can choose to do whatever you want to do. You are and were an adult," she said. This was actually pretty sweet of her. I had never heard her actually say anything negative about my mother in all the years I knew her, let alone come out and say my mother was wrong about something specific.
"Thanks," I replied. I decided that there was nothing more on this vein so I decided to change tacks, "So how is your husband?"
"Oh he is fine," she said completely reflexively, "It's actually our anniversary tonight."
"Oh that's exciting!" I said and then considered what this meant for my chances and decided to ignore it and press on.
"What are you guys going to do?" I asked.
"Oh well, Jim usually gets home around 6, so I have a sitter coming over at that point to watch the boys. We are going to go downtown and get something to eat at that new French place and then we are going to see a movie," she said and made it sound like the most exciting thing in the world. Sounded like the most unimaginative date in the history of mankind to me, but that was just me.
"Sounds like fun. I have been to that restaurant. It is very good. It's only a couple of blocks from my store," I explained and she seemed very proud of herself. She put out her cigarette and once again yelled at the boys to be quiet, "What did you get him?"
"Oh well..." she said and I realized I had hit something fun, "Can we talk about something?"
"Sure," I replied and knew for a fact that it was going to be good.
"Since the boys were born, my husband and I...we haven't been intimate as much as we had been in the past. I thought at first it was because I was a little out of shape from the pregnancy so I started a little home gym in the basement. I think I have gotten myself back into shape," she said.
"You look great!" I said, cutting her off. She blushed a little bit and then pressed on.
"Well that didn't help anything. So I have been trying to think of other things that I could do. So I decided this year for my anniversary present I would buy my husband a special present. I got some....lingerie. I bought some really sexy lingerie and I am going to wear it tonight and see if I can, I don't, jumpstart the thing. I don't know if it is going to work, I don't even know if I look good in it," she explained.
"I am sure you look great," I said, laying it on thick, but sensing that she liked it that way.
"Oh I don't know. I this that maybe it isn't as flattering for my tummy as it could be," she explained and looked down at her toned stomach and rubbed it through her sweater.
"Go put it on," I said, "I can tell you how it looks. " "Oh no. I don't know if I can do that," she said, shaking her head and taking a nervous sip from her coffee.
"Hey, Meredith. Think about who you are talking to here. I think I would know better than most women how good you look in lingerie. If you know what I mean," I said and winked at her. She relaxed a little and laughed at my joke and I knew she was going to do it.
"Alright!" she said and stood up, she was almost giddy now, "I am actually really excited that I can show it to someone." She beckoned me to stand up and follow her and I did as she said. She yelled something at the children and we walked up the stairs to her bedroom. Her house was generally a mess, as you would imagine a house with two little boys would be, but her room was something different altogether. It was a large, clean, and happy little oasis. Meredith pointed towards the bed and I sat down and smoothed out my skirt. She walked over to the nightstand next to her bed and took out a small package.
"I'll be right back," she said, taking the package and walking into the bathroom. I scooted back on the bed until my shoulders were resting against the headrest. I crossed my legs in front of me and waited for Meredith to return. She was obviously excited because she was back out just a couple of minutes later and she looked absolutely perfect.
Her hair was tied back behind her in a little bun, she was wearing a bra that was just a little bit to small for her large breasts. The bra itself was bright pink on the bottom and pulled her breasts apart. There was black lace on the top of the cups of the bra. The shoulder straps were thin and black but the other straps were pink as well. She was wearing a pink thong from what I could tell and over top of this was a pink and black garter belt. The garter belt was connected to tight black fishnet stockings and she had long, black gloves that came up to her elbows. I could hardly breathe while I looked at her. She spun around once and smiled at me. I couldn't believe how tight her ass was when she spun around.
"What do you think? What does my stomach look like?" She asked, staring at me intently.
"Perfect," I said and I meant it. I decided to go for it now. I uncrossed my legs and spread them apart. While I did this I flipped my little tartan skirt up and revealed that I was wearing no panties. My pussy was already wet with excitement and I started to gently rub my clit with my fingers. Meredith stopped moving and stared at me intently, her eyes glued to my hairless pussy. While she was mesmerized, I reached up and removed my t-shirt. I quickly unhooked my black bra as well and laid it down on her bed next to my shirt. I returned on hand to my dripping pussy and the other one I used to gently tweak my nipples. I moaned a little bit. This seemed to pull Meredith out of her stupor.
"My God Scarlett!," she said, "What the Hell are you doing?"
"Don't you ever masturbate Meredith?" I asked and giggled at her. With that I plunged my middle finger into my pussy and kept rubbing my clit with my thumb. I was clawing at my breasts now and my entire body pulsated in a gentle motion.
"Why are you doing that?" she said and actually pointed at my pussy.
"Oh God! Meredith you are so sexy," I said and I could tell that she was fighting not to act flattered, "Come here baby. I can teach you how to do this. You are so sexy. You don't need someone else to appreciate that to have fun. Come on, I'll show you how to do this and anytime you want to feel sexy you can just do it by yourself." She looked at me for a few seconds and I kept fucking my pussy harder. I couldn't believe how much fun it was to have someone watching me. Finally she acted.



"Okay," she said in a voice barely above a whisper, but she still just stood there next to the bed in her sexy underwear looking at me. I was going to have to guide her.
"Okay Meredith," I said, taking my finger out of my pussy, "I want you to sit down on this bed and pit your feet against my feet facing me." She climbed up onto the bed and put her bare feet against the bottoms of mine, they felt a bit cold like she was nervous.
"The door is open," she said, pointing to the bedroom door which stood a few inches ajar.
"I'll worry about that," I replied and then I took my finger and started rubbing my clit gently again, "Okay Meredith. I want you take you panties and pull them to the side so I can see your pussy," I said. She did as she was told and I saw her shaved pussy with its pink little lips and a large, hard little clit.
"Like this?" She asked in a sweet, innocent way and I nodded at her.
"Okay now. I want you to take your finger and get it nice and wet with your pussy," she did that, "Okay now take the pad of that finger and rub it gently on your little clitoris. Believe me; once you get started you will know what feels good." She started to circle her clitoris and she was letting out little yelps of pleasure. She looked so cute, bent over watching her finger move over her pussy and seeming to enjoy it.
"Oh God Scarlett, this is so wrong," she said and I make a shushing noise and told her to keep going.
"No I want you to take that finger and just nice and easy slide it into your pussy," I told her and slowly she complied, "No don't stop playing with your clit. You can use the other hand if you have to," I said. She did this and I started playing with myself again. I had never done any mutual masturbation, but I found that I enjoyed it. It was so sexy to see someone fucking themselves and it was equally sexy to know that they were seeing the same thing. These sorts of thoughts were rushing through my mind when suddenly my pussy started to tingle and I could hear myself starting to moan. I was fucking my pussy very hard with my finger when the orgasm came. Meredith stopped altogether to watch me. My pussy squeezed tight on my finger and slowly my orgasm subsided.
"That was really pretty," Meredith told me and I smiled. I got up on my hands and knees and crawled over to her.
"Have you really never played with yourself before Meredith," I asked as I put my hand against her pussy lips. She shivered and then smiled at me.
"Oh come on Scarlett. That was fun don't ruin it," she said and I knew the answer. She was pretty good at playing innocent, I had to admit that. I leaned forward and kissed her on lips while I stroked her pussy with the back of my hand. She squirmed a little bit but surrendered completely to the kiss. She put her hands on my shoulder and I leaned farther in, sucking her tongue into my mouth and nibbling on it. She seemed to really enjoy this so I did it more. Suddenly, she started to squirm and then she put her hands on my shoulder and pushed me away.
"Oh God," She said and her eyes looked hurt, "I am sorry Scarlett. This is wrong. I've known you since you were a girl. Your mother and I are good friends. I am married! My kids are downstairs." As she spoke she became more and more hysterical. She tried to get up from the bed, but I grabbed both of her wrists and held her close.
"Meredith," I said and she looked into my eyes, "Relax. I don't want you to run away with me and leave your family and I don't want you to tell my mom about it. I want you to fuck me just one time." She paused for a second and looked at me.
"Just once?" she asked after a long pause. I giggled and then leaned forward and started kissing me again. Once again, I gently stroked her soft pussy lips with the back of my hand, getting it wet with her juices.
"You still want me to fuck you?" I asked. Now it was her turn to giggle. She paused for a long while. She was fighting something, but I knew I was going to win.
"Please," she said and wrapped her arms around me. I had an idea. I put my arms around Meredith and pulled her over onto the bed and rolled her around so that her head was on the pillow. I kissed her again and cupped my hand over her pussy. I then pulled down her bra so that her breasts were exposed and gently began to suck on them. She moaned writhed on the bed and I could feel her pussy dripping onto my hands.
I broke contact with her and she lay on the bed, looking at me with desire. I stood up and turned around and then I lay down on top over her in the 69 position. I found myself face to face with her pussy. I breathed her in but before I could start to lick her, she attacked my pussy. She was licking me hard and grabbed my waist and pulled me in.
"Oh my God Scarlett, this tastes so good!" she said and I smiled. I always love compliments you know. Now I began to repay the favor, gently licking her pussy in contrast to her hard reaming of my pussy. She was incredibly horny at this point. She stopped licking me and started grinding her pussy into my face. I sucked on her clit while she moaned and bucked. Suddenly there was a crash from downstairs.
"You boys be quiet! I am trying to help out Ms. Byrne. If you can't be good then I am going to make you stay at Grandma's tonight when Daddy and I go out!" she yelled at her children. I hadn't stopped sucking her pussy the whole time. Lucky for us the door had been opened.
I took this opportunity to plunge my finger deep into her pussy and she came instantly. I rode her body as she arched her back and screamed. She started licking my pussy again and the entire situation was so hot that I started cumming again, grinding my shaved pussy into my mother's best friend's face. Eventually our orgasms subsided and I collapsed on top of her for a few moments.
After a long time, I caught my breath and rolled over. I crawled on my hands and knees and lay down next to Meredith while she panted on the bed.
"How was that?" I asked her and then gave her a kiss on the cheek.
"That was wonderful Scarlett," She said and turned kissed me on the lips.
"Happy anniversary," I said and she started to laugh. However, this seemed to remind her of the situation we were in and she sat up and then went back to the bathroom to get changed back into her regular clothes. I too got dressed and then sat down on the bed and waited for her to come out.
She walked out still putting earrings back into her ear, suddenly a mother and a wife again and no longer looking like a stripper. I missed the hot stripper. She was all business now too, "Scarlett, I had fun with you this afternoon but I can't ever do this again," she said, suddenly blushing. It was like she had been drunk with lust and was waking up the next morning and realizing the mess she had gotten herself into.
"That's fine," I replied.
"You aren't going to tell your mother are you?" she asked and I laughed loudly.
"No Mrs. Hoke. I got you covered," I said. With that she led me downstairs and to the front door. She told me to feel free to come by anytime and have dinner with her and her husband. It was cute to see her embarrassments and attempts to deal with her actions.
"Thanks for the memories Mrs. Hoke," I said to her as I started to turn to walk back to my car. She put her hand on my shoulder and turned me around. She looked around conspiratorially and then gave me a quick peck on the cheek.
"You too Scarlett," she said and then gave me a quick wink before quickly walking back into her house and closing the door.
Chapter 4: A Friend
"I don't think that counts," Kegan said, plopping down on the couch in our apartment. I sat down next to her and clicked the movie on.
"Oh come on, it was hard enough getting her into bed. I wasn't going to ask her to do anything kinky," I said.
"Well I understand that, but this is going to count against you," she said.
"Come on, her kids were just downstairs and I had sex with her on her husbands bed on her anniversary. She called down to her kids and yelled at them while I was eating her out!" I said. I felt like I had an ironclad argument that I deserved some points for the kinkiness of my actions.
"Oh wait! She yelled at them while you guys were together?" Kegan asked.
"Yeah. I told you that before," I replied.
"Well I didn't hear that," She replied, "It counts."
"That's what I thought," I said and I gave her a kiss. She kissed back and as I leaned over and pushed her down onto the bed the popcorn fell onto the floor. She laughed and then pushed me back up into a sitting position.
"Hey there Scarlett," she said, "You still have three more missions to go before you get paid. Come on, let's watch the movie." I shrugged and then put my arms around her and watched the movie. We went to bed in our separate rooms again that night. She was really starting to drive me crazy. Even as I was fucking other girls, I found that it made me just want her more and more. I felt like we were getting closer as well. She really liked hearing my stories when I came back from a conquest. She was going out less with her friends for movie nights and we even went on a sort of date to the French restaurant that Mrs. Hoke was going to with her husband. I was starting to think that I loved her and that she loved me too. That's why it broke my heart to go my separate ways with her each night. The next day I got a phone call that cheered me up quite a bit. It was a call from my friend Connie Winters.
"Hey Scarlett, how're you!" she said in an excited voice. I was happy to hear from her too.
"Hey Connie, not too bad. How about you, how was the honeymoon?" I asked, trying to be a good sport. We had been best friends since we were little girls, but I hadn't been invited to the wedding. She didn't even have any sisters. I should've been the maid of honor! But I wasn't going to get all bent out of shape about it. I knew it wasn't her decision.
"Oh it was wonderful. I really love the beach!" she said. I knew for a fact that they had gone to a beach in Delaware. For their honeymoon.
"Well great! Your mom told me the ceremony was very nice," I said. At the firehouse.
"Yeah it was. Hey I am sorry that you weren't invited. You know I really wanted you to be there but Todd was afraid that it might be a little awkward if you were there," she explained.
"Why?" I asked, knowing the answer but still not really believing it.
"Well you know, you guys date for a while." she explained, obviously feeling uncomfortable.
"Yes, we did go out three times in high school before I came out," I said. Todd was a dickhead then and he was a dickhead now. Connie had only married him because she had strenuously believed that it was wrong to have sex before marriage. She was 23 years old and wanted to have sex. So now she was married to Todd. Her last name wasn't even really Winters anymore. It was Schlictman. I decided to drop it.
"So do you want to come over and see picture and stuff?" she asked. It was really the last thing on earth I wanted to do, to look at pictures of Todd. However, I had figured I could work on something else so I agreed. I grabbed my big purse and headed for the door.
I arrived at the Schlictman abode, a tiny little cottage with four rooms, a few minutes later. Connie was sitting on the front stoop waiting for me. She looked beautiful. She was a short girl just like me; she was 5'3 and weighed about 105lbs. She had short blonde hair in a pageboy cut. She had big blue eyes and a funny shaped nose that was cute on her but wouldn't work with anyone else. She had a long, elegant neck and small, perky breasts. She was very slim and had long, thin legs. Her skin was very fair and despite the fact that she had just spent a honeymoon at the beach, was neither tanned nor burned. She was wearing a white wife beater tank-top with no bra and a pair of boxer shorts; she was wearing flip flops as well.
She ran up to me and threw her arms around my shoulder and gave me a huge hug. I could feel her breasts against me and I could feel my body tingle. Despite the fact that Connie was gorgeous and had been forever, I had never before consciously considered having sex with her. She was the homecoming queen in high school and the social butterfly, I was a year ahead of her in school, but she was always the cool one and had probably been the reason I had finally made it off of the JV cheerleading squad my junior year. She had always taken care of me. Maybe that was why I was still angry about her wedding.
Anyway, I just hadn't ever thought of her like that. Maybe it was because she was a bit of an airhead. But now I felt the heat from her body against mine and I found myself deeply attracted to her. I could smell her perfume and feel her soft body and I wanted her. But I had to move slowly.
"Oh you look great," I said, speaking honestly as our hug broke.
"Thanks! So do you," she said and I had to admit, I felt like I looked good today, with my favorite little skirt and a white polo shirt on.
"Come on in, look at my new house," she said. And indicated towards the front door with her hand. I followed her as she opened the door. I tried to act excited, but the house was a little wreck. It was in worse shape than my little apartment and at least as small. The living room barely had enough room for a couch and a TV and the kitchen had only a microwave with no real oven. The bedroom was completely filled by the queen sized bed and the wallpaper was peeling. The bathroom had a weird smell that I decided to associate with Todd and the floor was very sticky. I could tell she had tried hard to fix the house up to impress me so I acted impressed. She made some instant coffee and we settled in on the couch.
"So how is your store doing?" she asked. I think the idea of being a housewife was unsavory for Connie, but that is what Todd wanted. She was always wondering how my business was doing. Oddly enough, she probably had a better mind for business than I did. She was also always interested in my love life, but I just pretended like nothing new had occurred.
"So tell me about the honeymoon!" I said finally, I kind of wanted the details about it.
"Oh it was really, really nice. Todd's dad has this little condo near the beach in Delaware and we just went up there and stayed."
"Was it on the beach?"
"No, it was only like two blocks away though," she replied. I think that she honestly had liked it, so I decided not to get on her about it too much.
"So...you waited all this time," I said finally getting obvious for her, "how was the sex?"
"Oh my God Scarlett!" she said and then laughed. She was a bit of a prude and always had been. Not just about having sex, but discussing it as well.
"Come on, I tell you about all of my sexual adventures."
"Yeah against my will," she replied giggling. I just stared at her intently. Eventually she sighed and rolled her eyes, "Fine if you must know. We had sex three times." She said it as though that were the extent of the information that was necessary.
"Three times in a week?" I asked and she nodded naively. I was laughing on the inside, but on the outside I was trying to be positive to protect my friend.
"Well the first night we had sex and then the next night Todd had a little too much to drink..." She droned on, giving excuses for his poor stamina and inability.
"How was it? How big is he? How long did you guys go for?" I said, shifting gears towards performance. Connie was blushing and sipping her disgusting instant coffee. I felt sad. Connie was a very sweet girl and she surely deserved a good deal more than this.
"It was really nice," she said unsurely. She hesitated for a bit. But she knew me, she knew I would press her until she answered the other questions, so she just blurted them out, "He is a little small I guess. Like 3" I guess. He didn't last too long either, probably like two minutes or so. But he says that he will get better with practice." I felt even worse for her now. These were her first sexual experience? Does that even count?
"Oh," I said. If you can't say anything nice and all that.
"It really was nice though Scar," she said and I nodded, "I know you don't like Todd but I love him and I wish you would just get over it!" She was suddenly angry and I was a bit taken by surprise.
"Hey back off, I didn't say anything," I replied, "Besides, I have every reason to be angry. We are best friends. I have known you since you were in second grade. I think I have the right to be angry. Hell, I have the obligation to dislike him at this point. And you know what? It wouldn't have been awkward if I had been at your wedding. We went out on two dates when we were freshman. He fucking whipped his dick out in his dad's car at the drive-in and I made him take me home. It was at the very moment that I saw that little penis that I realized that I was gay. That's why he doesn't like me, because I saw his complete lack of manhood in every sense of that word. I should've been there because I love you." By this time, Connie was crying. I felt terrible, but everything I had said needed to be said. I put my arm around her and she cried for a while.
"That wasn't the reason he didn't want you there," she said and I was a bit surprised.
"What do you mean?" I said. "I said that wasn't why he didn't want you there. It was my fault," she explained. I was entirely confused at this point.
"Hon, you need to explain this to me a little bit better because that doesn't make any sense."
"He told me about that night at the drive-in a long time ago. I wasn't upset about it and I don't think that he is embarrassed about it anymore or anything," she said. I figured that he still should be, but I kept listening to her, "It was just, well...One night we were talking about stuff. Todd and I. So he was talking about how he thinks that lesbians are hot."
"Gross," I said. Usually, I don't mind if guys think two girls together is hot. I tend to agree with them. But not Todd.
"Anyway. He made me tell him what girl I would be with if I was going to be with any girl. Anyway, I couldn't think of anyone because I am not gay. But I said you. I said you because I care about you and it's true. If I had to be with a girl I would be with you because I love you," she said. I was dumbstruck. There was something so incredibly sweet about Connie and I couldn't believe how flattered I felt, "But anyway, he thought that there was more to it than that because you are a lesbian. I think he was afraid that I was like unconsciously into you or something and he didn't want you to be at the wedding. But you see, it was my fault. I should've just said a celebrity or something and then he wouldn't have worried about it."
"Connie, listen I am sorry," I said and put my arms around her in a big hug. We hugged for a while. When we broke the hug I addressed her in a serious voice, "I want you to know three things. First, I am not mad at you for not inviting me. I never ever blamed you and I was never angry at you. Second, it wasn't your fault, Todd was being a dick. He really shouldn't have held what you said against you and he certainly shouldn't have held it against me. Third, Connie I love you and I want to be your best friend forever, so I won't ever let Todd get in between us, okay?" She was crying again, but I think it was because she was happy this. Time, eventually, she got herself under control and she gave me another big hug.
"Thanks Scarlett," she said and I waved it off. We generally didn't have a lot of emotional moments between us and we both felt a little bit uncomfortable. I decided to break the ice.
"So his dick is still tiny?" I asked and she took the opportunity to laugh.
"Yeah I guess so," she said, "I couldn't even tell when it was in." That sent me into a gale of giggles. I was rolling around on the floor and Connie was begging me to be nice. I apologized after I was able to get myself under control.



"Well why does a dick matter anyway?" she asked. I loved to hear her say dirty words, "After all, you're a lesbian. You don't do anything with dicks at all." She thought that this was pretty clever, but it played right into my hands.
"You'd think that, but you'd be wrong." I replied and she looked confused.
"What do you mean?" she asked.
"I'll show you," I went over to the door and found my purse and brought it over. I reached inside and pulled out something I had just purchased a few days before. It was a strap-on dildo. I had a little belt and then also some straps to your legs into and also had an 8inch translucent pink cock attached to it. I had never used one before and never had one used on me either, but I had always been curious. Now that my love life was in a completely different stratosphere, I decided to finally go through with it and buy one. It was really a pretty item and Connie was staring at it intently with a look I had never seen her possess before. Her blue eyes were the size of saucers.
"You use that thing?" she finally asked.
"I can," I said, deciding not to lie but not to tell the truth as well, "Want me to put it on?" She put her hand over her mouth and giggled but she nodded her head. I stepped into the legs hole and then pulled it up and strapped it around my waist. When I was done with that, I fixed my skirt so that it hung down over the cock, allowing just a little bit of pink to poke out, pushing the skirt up. Connie was roaring with laughter at this point. I put my hands on my hips and smiled, my cock was jiggling around a little bit and Connie really seemed to think it was funny.
"It looks...nice," she said as her laughter subsided.
"You are just jealous," I retorted and she nodded in mock agreement. I walked over until I was in front of her and she flicked it with her finger, "Hey!"
"Sorry," she said, but in a serious sort of way. She was really looking at it now. I was surprised. Then I realized that here was Connie. 23-years-old, attached to a man for the rest of her life who couldn't pleasure a fly, and here was a gigantic dick staring her in the face. She was embarrassed, but she was engrossed. I decided not to speak, but just to watch and see how this developed. Connie lifted her right hand and touched the cock again, this time wrapping her hand around it. She looked up at me.
"This was more like what I was expecting I guess," she said in a sorrowful sort of way and I honestly felt for her.
"Yeah, I guess so," I said, unable to come up with something more comforting.
"You know what I always wanted to do?" She asked, I shrugged my shoulders. "I always thought it would be fun to give a blowjob" I was a bit shocked at this. That had the least appeal to me of anything in the known universe and I was under the impression that most straight girls just did it because they felt compelled to. I didn't think that anyone, let alone virginal little Connie wanted to do something like that. "I just like the idea of taking part of someone I loved into my mouth and getting all of those senses in one. You know, taste, touch, smell and stuff."
"Oh, I see," I said.
"Todd doesn't want me to do it though," she explained. I was shocked again; I was starting to think that Todd was some sort of bizarre and sad pervert. "You know everyone thinks I am this good girl you know. Like just because I never had sex meant that I didn't think about it and didn't want it. Like I was a weirdo or something. But it wasn't like that. I thought about it a lot. As much as anyone I guess. I just wanted to wait. I thought it would be better if I waited. I didn't think it would be so...disappointing." Her eyes never left the pink cock as she spoke. There were little tears in her eyes and she was a pathetic sight.
"Go ahead," I said suddenly.
"What?" she said, looking up at me.
"I can always use a blowjob," I replied and she couldn't help but a giggle. She looked at the cock and then shook her head, embarrassed.
"No, I can't," she said.
"Why not? It's just rubber. I am just standing her. If you always wanted to try, give it a try. I know the taste and smell and feel won't be quite right, but it will be something," I said. She seemed to consider it for a moment and then decided to go for it.
Connie took the makeshift cock in her right hand and opened her mouth and took the tip into her mouth. She looked up at me from there and smiled around the cock. She started taking the cock farther and farther into her mouth. I couldn't believe it. The cock was quickly sliding down the length of Connie's throat. Before I knew it, Connie's nose was rubbing against my lower stomach and the entire dildo was in her throat. She moved the cock in and out of throat for a few minutes, really seeming to enjoy it. I knew for a fact that guys would love this sort of thing. Too bad for them Connie was locked up with dumbass Todd.
Finally, Connie took the dildo out of her mouth and giggled as a thin string of saliva connected her lower lip to the cock. She looked up at me, "Thanks Scarlett. I know I am a little weird, but I wanted to see if I could do that," she said.
"It's fine," I said. I sat down on the couch and she sat down next to me. I decided to keep the dildo strapped on, so she didn't stop thinking about it.
"Do you think Todd doesn't like me or something?" she asked. I rolled my eyes. This was not a promising place for this conversation to head.
"Forget Todd. We'll worry about Todd later. Tell me, when you were daydreaming about giving a blowjob, did you ever day dream about feeling the cock when you were having sex? Or were those three events on your honeymoon the fulfillment of a girlhood fantasy?" I asked and to my surprise she neither laughed nor got upset, she answered in a very matter of fact fashion.
"No. That really wasn't what I was expecting," she replied. She was looking at me now in a helpless fashion. She knew that something was wrong but she didn't know how to fix it and I felt bad for her. Luckily for her, I knew just what to do.
"Do you want to know how it was supposed to feel?" I asked.
"What do you mean?" She asked. I sensed that maybe she knew what I was going for but that she was too nervous to believe it.
"Let me show you what sex is supposed to be like. You have waited long enough," I replied. She was silent for a while. She refused to speak for the rest of the time we were together. She kept her eyes and ears and heart open, but her mouth was closed.
She got up from the couch and slinked back towards her bedroom. Dropping her boxers and her tank top as she went. I was standing behind her, looking at her cute butt and slim hips. She turned around once she reached the bedroom. Her breasts were small but cute. Her nipples were pink little points that look sexy perched on top of the tiny little dewdrop shaped tits. Her stomach was as flat as ever and I noticed that she had a small, blonde bush that was well maintained and a little, pink pussy that made my heart flip in my chest. She waved for me to enter.
I followed after her, taking off my polo shirt and dropping it on the floor. I was wearing a pink bra but I decided to leave it on for now. Connie laid down on her marriage bed and I jumped on next to her. We lay next to one another for a minute. Looking into each other's eyes. Her's were so beautiful and so earnest. I closed my eyes and leaned it. I felt my lips graze her and then I felt her tongue against my teeth. She was not in the mood for a slow, sweet start it seemed. I realized that she was essentially a 23-year old virgin and desperate to get laid so I didn't fight her on it. I kissed her again and then rolled over on top of her.
My chest was on her stomach and I started licking her nipples. She moaned a little and arched her back but still she wouldn't speak. I sucked on one nipple and played with the other with my fingers and then I would switch. I carefully took my over hand and touched her pussy lightly. She was absolutely soaked and her body seemed to pulled towards me as my fingers grazed her. I slid up so that I could kiss her. She kissed back hard and ground her body against me. I decided to stop teasing.
"Okay Con. We need to be careful I don't want to hurt you," I said. I positioned the dildo against her tight pink pussy lips and gently guided the first inch or two into her. She squealed a little bit but kept pushing for more. I was surprised by how quickly she was able to take it. She was obviously very tight, but seemed to really need that big cock inside of her. We pushed together, inch my inch my strap-on slid closer and closer to being completely inside of her body. With a low, guttural moan, Connie took the last bit on my dildo into her body.
Despite the fact that I was on top, Connie was doing most of the work. She was pushing her hips hard into the cock and moaning while she worked. With one hand she was balancing herself and with the other one, she was rubbing my tits. I couldn't believe she had never done it before. It was an amazing feeling as she rolled my little nipples between her finger. I was also really enjoying the way the back of the dildo rubbed against my clit through my panties. I found myself moaning a bit while she fucked the dildo hard.
We fucked like this for a long time and I was amazed by her stamina. I was really impressed when she started to suck on my nipples. She was so good at it, like she had been born to do it. Eventually, I took her legs in my hands while I was fucking her. I pushed them high in the air and fucked her hard. She was moaning hard and obviously enjoying it.
Then, to my amazement. She took both of her legs in her on hands, gave me a deep kiss, and then started to pull them back. She had always been an amazing cheerleader and one of the reasons for this was the fact that she was so incredibly limber. Now I saw her put both of her legs behind her head and lock them there. It was so sexy the way it stretched her pussy wide open and it allowed me to push my dildo in harder. She was screaming now in pleasure and still trying her best to thrust her hips against my fake cock.
I couldn't take it any longer. I slowly pulled the cock out of her pussy and she let out a sigh. I slid down her body so that I was lying on my stomach in front of her pussy. I could smell the sweet scent of pussy in her trimmed hair. It was so sexy, thrust forward by her legs. I grabbed her hips and pulled her in, my lips finally making contact with her tight little pussy. Her entire body was shaking now as I slipped two fingers into her cunt while I sucked hard on her clitoris. She rubbed my face in her pussy, using her hands to thrust into me. I kept sucking and fingering her quickly and forcefully. She was screaming now at the top of her lungs.
Suddenly, her entire body tensed up and a huge orgasm surged through her body. At that moment she suddenly ejaculated. I had never seen a female ejaculation before but it was beautiful. Thick, clear liquid shot out of her pussy in this spurts and landed in my face and hair. I opened my mouth and took the salty, delicious liquid into my mouth. I swallowed two mouthfuls before she finally slipped her legs back from behind her head and relaxed on the bed, her orgasm subsiding. She giggled at me. I crawled up her body on my hands and knees letting my nipples gently run along the length of her body. I stopped when my nipples were on top of her and my fake cock was against her leg. We kissed and I let a small amount of her delicious liquid into her mouth and she drank it down. She then helped me clean my face by licking me gently.
When she was done she pointed towards the shower so that I could clean up my hair and face. I took off my dildo and then my skirt and panties and went into the bathroom. I was still so horny, but I decided I would do what Connie wanted. I showered quickly, just passing the soap over my body and face and then washing my hair as quickly as I could. I pushed the shower current away and stepped out of it. Connie was standing in front of me with the dildo strapped to her body and a shy looked on her face. I walked over to her acted like I was going to kiss her, my wet body touching hers. Then I quickly turned around and put my ass against her fake cock. It turned my head and kissed her deeply. I then bent forward and put my hands on toilet lid. I waved my ass in the air at Connie.
She quickly figured out what she was supposed to do. She grabbed my hips on either side and then slowly worked the big dildo into my pussy. I didn't have much experience with objects in my pussy bigger than a finger, so I was tight and it was a bit painful but it felt so incredibly good that I found myself thrusting into her. Soon, the entire cock was inside of me, pushing against my insides and caressing the inner walls of womb. She fucked slowly, but with power and ability. Again, I was impressed by her natural skill. I was already incredibly horny and the entire situation was so hot. I mean I was getting fucked by a girl I had known most of my life, a girl who was essentially a virgin. It was almost like fucking my younger sister or something.
This thought sent me over the edge. I had a powerful orgasm and my legs went weak. I fell onto the bathroom floor, panting hard while the plastic cock popped out of my pussy. Connie got down on her knees next to me and draped her arms over my shoulder and held me. Slowly we stood and walked back over to the bed and plopped down on it. For the first time in a very long time she spoke.
"That was kind of what I was expecting," she said and smiled. I looked over and kissed her.
Chapter 5: The Zealot
"So what was the name of that girl in charge of the campus ministry?" I asked Kegan later that afternoon as we made ourselves dinner. I was making the noodles and the pasta sauce and Kegan was in charge of the garlic bread and the veggies. We worked well as a team, usually finishing preparing for a meal a lot faster than it used to take me before I had a roommate.
"Why?" she asked, "I thought you said you were going for that married friend of your first." She said this as she swore at the garlic bread for burning. She was a bit of a perfectionist, which was good because I was anything but.
"Well maybe I already took care of that," I said. She dropped the garlic bread on the table and then turned and looked at me, raising her eyebrows. I laughed.
"Well?" she said. I told her the whole story. All of the details and movements. I could tell it was exciting her. It seemed to me that the better I did at these little challenges the more excited she became. I knew that when this first started it was about 1/3 a joke, 1/3 her knowing and hoping I couldn't do it, and about 1/3 curiosity about it I could. It seemed to me that each time I told that I was closer, she became more and more excited. I almost felt like she was rooting for me to do it now.
"Well, what happened after you guys laid down on the bed?" she asked.
"So after that we just kind of kissed and stuff for a while, like winding down you know. Then we got dressed and she made me another terrible cup of coffee. I told her once and only once that she should leave Todd because he wasn't ever going to make her happy. She was kind of none committal and then she said that she had to go over to her mother's for a while and invited me to come with her. I told her I had to get home and get ready for a date. I really wanted her to feel bad. I know that sounds awful, but I wanted her to realize that there is more to life out there than Todd. I am going out on a date, why is she just sitting in her crappy house," I explained.
"Are you?" Kegan asked, stirring my spaghetti once.
"Am I what?" I asked.
"On a date tonight?" she said and then looked at me with the spoon against her lips, gently blowing on a noodle and then testing its softness, "Needs a few more minutes."
"I guess I am," I said and I gave her a kiss. She kissed me back. We ate dinner and then went out to a play on campus that she had to see for extra credit and never once did she challenge the contention that we were on a date. That night she slept in my bed. We didn't do anything besides kiss, but from that night on she would sleep there in her cute little pajama pants and tank-tops and I would hold her in my arms while we slept.
The next morning she woke up before me and got to class. I woke up and got a shower. When I went back to get changed for work I noticed that there was a note sitting my dresser. I read it and smiled to myself, "Tori Miller is the girl. Campus Baptist Action Committee meets tonight at 8:00 p.m. in Fipton Hall. Good luck. Love, Kegan." I was very impressed with that last bit.
That night I drove over to the campus. I always felt weird when I was there because part of me felt cheated out of never having a chance to go there and part of me felt a little superior to the people who went there because I was doing so well without the benefits of a college education. It took me a few minutes to find Fipton Hall but when I did I found that it was a single large auditorium. I was there at exactly eight and there were only a few students. The university was a liberal arts college with some colorful 1960's history. I was surprised there was a conservative Christian group at all, but it appeared as though there was a small die hard group. It didn't take me long to figure out who Tori was. That Kegan was a real piece of work setting me up with this mess.
Tori Miller was very, very sexy. She was even prettier by comparison. Most of the girls there were chubby and the ones that weren't were little trolls. She was tall, probably 5'9 and around 115lbs. She had long red hair in a ponytail and brown eyes. She had the natural good looks of a country girl, but with an edge. She had large breasts, probably C-cups on her small frame. She had an intensity about her that was magnet. Even when she began to speak and said things that made my skin crawl, I still wanted her. I sat down near the back and wait. It quickly became apparent that Tori ran the show and everyone else was just there to watch.
"Good evening everyone," she said in a slightly southern drawl which was intoxicating, "Let's start the meeting out with a prayer." We all recited the Lord's Prayer and then the secretary read the minutes from the previous meeting and then some minor budgetary issues were cleared up and I was pretty sure I was going to fall asleep, but then Tori grabbed the podium.
"Alright everyone, I am not going to take up a lot of time tonight. We all want to get home tonight and watch the mayoral debates," she said and I couldn't believe that she was serious, "I just want to say one thing really quick. There currently an ordinance being debated down at city hall. It hasn't gotten a lot of press, but it could have huge consequences for us as citizens and for the world as a whole. The city hall is gearing up to decide whether or not to allow the issuance of civil union licenses to same sex couples." She paused for a moment for emphasis. This was news to me; I thought it sounded like a sweet idea.
"As well I know, no higher authority than the Lord himself has made his position on this issue very clear. Gays are wrong. What they do is disgusting and it is an abomination. I am not going to come out here and say that all gay people are evil or that they are all necessarily bad people. There are some of them who are just confused. They don't know that by fornicating with people of the same sex, they are putting their immortal souls in danger. They don't realize that what they are doing is evil and that it degrades the gifts that God has given to us. Our bodies are not playgrounds. They are temples for the creation of more soldiers of God. I don't want to talk anymore about this, because I know that if I do I am going to either cry or yell. I just...I just had to say something amongst people who understand. I can't say this in class, my liberal professors will mark down my grades for simply stating the proven fact that gay marriage is bad for families and bad for America. Thank you," She said and then sat down. The crowd, small as it was, erupted in applause and Tori stood and waved briefly, offering a winning smile and then sat again. She moved, sounded, and acted like a future congresswoman from Alabama.



The meeting was adjourned and the students began walking back out the back door. Tori was gathering her things at the podium and I saw my chance. I decided on this challenge, I had absolutely no choice but to lie. I would likely get the shit kicked out of me by a group of Christian soldiers if I admitted that I was gay right away. So I approached the podium acting a bit shy and trying to put on the face of a college freshman.
"Hello," I said in a timid voice. Tori looked surprised for a moment and then smiled down at me and extended her hand. She could call me a degenerate any day if she just smiled at me like that. I guess that does say very much about my moral fiber, but I really don't care.
"Hi there," she said, "My name is Tori Miller and I am the president of CBAC. Are you a new member?"
"Well, I was hoping to be," I told her.
"Here is the sign-up sheet," she said, handing me a clipboard and a pen. I signed up and handed it back. I wondered if I was somehow betraying my "people" in some way. I almost laughed to myself, but the thought was a little too close to home to ignore completely.
"So what events are coming up?" I asked. This was not a short-term project. This was going to take time.
"Well we have four events this month. This Sunday we are going to protest at the abortion clinic on Sycamore St. Next week we are going to a rally for Mayor Cantwell's re-election campaign, the week after that we are going to protest the campus women's organizations yearly safe-sex clinic, and then a couple days after that we are going to protest the campus bookstore because some transsexual author in to sign books," she explained. All of those things sounded horrible to me, but I plastered a smile on my face. I also wondered why some controversial author was at the campus bookstore and not at mine. I'd have to make some calls.
"Oh my Go...odness," I said, wondering if I was caught almost using God as a swear, "Can I sign up for all of them?" Tori looked pleasantly surprised.
"Usually I have to twist arms to get someone else to come with me to these things. It is nice to know there is someone else out there who is up to the challenge," she explained.
"Believe, if it weren't for the Challenge I wouldn't be here," I explained, and then felt really weird about telling a joke to myself that no one else on earth would get, "I guess what I mean is that, as a Christian soldier, I can't just pick and choose what stuff I want to do and what I don't want to do. If the Lord asks me to be at an abortion clinic, I will be at an abortion clinic. If he wants me to be at a safe-sex clinic, I'll be there."
"Thank you!" she said, sounding relieved, "Someone else who gets it. You know if God wanted life to be easy he would do it. Life is supposed to be difficult and you are supposed to have to make tough choices, I feel like this secular society has told us that if we just do what feels good everything will work out. Well that isn't the real world and it certainly isn't God's world." I realized now what drew me to her. It wasn't what she said but the passionate way in which said that got through to me. Her ugly words melted because she said it so earnestly. Passion is a single quality, but it can exhibit itself in a million different ways. Someone who is passionate about one thing can shift that passion to something else if they want to. I was hoping that I could guide Tori's undeniable passion in a more pleasant direction.
"Well I have to go over to my boyfriend's house to watch the mayoral debate. But I'll see you Sunday right?" she said and I nodded. A boyfriend. This was really going to be a challenge. But as I walked out to my car, I realized that it was a challenge I could very well achieve.
The rest of the week went by in the general routine. I had a lot of work to catch up on and I found myself in my shop several hours a day after hours going through inventory and doing the books. Kegan came with me a few nights and helped me out. Sometimes she would come over and just do homework while I did my work, like a little study group. It was with Kegan's help that I decided to undertake a major mission I had been putting off for years. The shop was only on the first floor. On the top floor there were four small rooms and they were filled from bottom to top with older degrading books and personal effects of the old man. I had been considering cleaning it out for a long time, but I never had the will to do it. But Kegan said she'd help. So we slowly started combing through the items. Finding some interesting books and saving them and trashing lots of old stuff.
Before I knew the week had passed and it was Sunday. I got up early and headed over to campus. I had arranged to go with Tori because I had absolutely no idea where the abortion clinic was located. I got to her dormitory and she ran out and got in my car. She had the directions and the protest signs and I was going to be the wheelwoman.
"Hey Scarlett!" she said as she bounded into the car. I was surprised by how cheerful she could be while we were heading to yell at young girls with nowhere else to turn and she was shoving hateful signs into the back seat of my car.
"Hey Tori!" I said, "So are you ready to go?"
"Absolutely," she replied, "I made two signs. I am going to carry the one that says 'It's A Child Not A Choice,' and you are going to carry the one that says 'Abortion is Murder.'"
"Great!" I said, "Who else is going to be coming?"
"Well, that's the thing. I couldn't get anyone else to come. All the guys are watching football today and the other girls all say they have homework. So it is just going to be me and you. But that is better. If we are going to just have a small group, it should only be the hardcore members," she said.
"You think I am hardcore?" I asked, stupefied but trying to act flattered.
"Oh yeah, next year you should run for vice-president. Just the stuff you said when we signed up and then what we talked about on the phone this past week lets me know that you are serious," she said, looking at me with her beautiful eyes while I drove. That passion was unbelievable. I couldn't even remember what it was we had talked about on the phone, but apparently my anti-abortion bullshit was really exciting her.
We got to the clinic a few minutes later. It was quiet and looked like the kind of place kids went when they had sore throats. I saw a doctor in a white coat walking up to the front door and I couldn't believe that this was the kind of place that someone would want to protest. It just looked so wholesome.
"Okay Scarlett, let's do this," Tori said like we were about to jump out of a helicopter into a rice paddy in Da Nang. She grabbed the signs and we got out of the car. There was a chalk line near the front of the clinic and it was obvious that they were used to protestors. We were allowed to stand behind that line, but couldn't get any closer. I had wanted to bring lawn chairs because we were going to be there for 6 hours, but Tori said that soldiers had to march on their feet.
We stood in front of the clinic for a long time, just waiting. It gave us the opportunity to talk to one another. I was shocked to find that if you were able to get Tori off the subject of Jesus, she was actually quite pleasant. Something I found very ironic. We talked about her family and her home back in Kentucky. She apparently had a horse back home which she loved. It was nice to see a sweeter side of her. She was also incredibly sympathetic when I told her about getting kicked out of my house, omitting the lesbian stuff. Although, on that subject, just after yelling something at a terrified teen girl, Tori said something that was at least a little promising.
"You know there's that group out there, the 'God Hates Fags' people. I mean, I definitely think that God thinks that gays are doing something wrong, but I don't think God hates anything. I think that we shouldn't ever purposefully hurt other people because that's not the way to convince them not to be gay and to become Christian," she said. It wasn't much, but it was a small sign of moderation on her part. However, when it came to abortion, she was very adament.
We only had three girls go into the clinic the entire day and Tori led the two of us in chants and threw out statistics like a census tabulator trying to convince the girls to turn around and give birth. She was very forceful and overbearing but the girls didn't budge. Each girl went inside and came back out awhile later to face a cold shoulder from Tori. She took each loss very, very personally. When the clinic finally closed she was almost in tears.
"I just don't understand," she said, "How can they do that to those unborn babies?" I was tempted to give a lengthy discussion on the different moral aspects that attached to both sides of the abortion debate and offer some nuanced views on the fact that there was essentially no right answer and that if it was an evil to get an abortion it was also an evil to prevent them and that as a result it was probably something that couldn't be solved in by policy changes but instead only by technological changes that would prevent contraception with 100% efficiency. But I didn't say these things. I went with a simpler approach.
"We can't understand God's plan. He must have a reason for this, maybe he is setting us all up for a big lesson," I offered. It didn't make much sense, but it sounded like the things Tori said.
"Yeah I guess you're right," she said, bucking up a bit, "You know Scarlett, you stayed calm out there today. I think we make a good team. I have the fire and you have the ice. I can't wait for next week. We are make a splash at the rally." With that we were back at the dorm and I almost leaned over to give her a kiss as she opened the door, but caught myself.
Kegan laughed at me all night when I got back home. She figured I was stuck now for sure and she said she couldn't help giggling every time she pictured me yelling about fags and abortions to people passing on the street. I figured I could get the last laugh.
The next few weeks went by in a blur and with a sort of split personality feel. On the one hand I was going to Republican Rally's and protesting free condom giveaways at the local university and getting to know Tori. She had taken to calling me the Vice President regardless of my lack of an actual title and I even had to give a speech at the Campus Women's Organization protest. On the other hand I was quietly running my store and cleaning out the attic with a girl that I was pretty sure I was in love with.
About three days before the protest at the bookstore, Kegan and I finished work on the second story of my store. I had found a number of expensive books and uncovered an unknown bathroom up there. I realized immediately that my attic had the makings of something great.
"So Kegan I have been thinking about something," I said.
"What's that?" she asked as she finished scrubbing the walls of the bathroom with a damp sponge. She had her hair tied back and a bandana wrapped around her head. She was wearing a flannel shirt and old holey jeans. She looked so cute in her cleaning clothes.
"Well this floor here is at least a couple of dozen square feet larger than our little apartment across the way. I was thinking about maybe getting someone to come in here and install some kitchen stuff in that room over there with the tile and making the move over to here. Save a little money and cut my commute in half. What do you think?" I asked.
"Be a home owner huh?" She asked and I giggled.
"Sort of, yeah," I said.
"Would I have a spot in this new home of yours?" she asked. It felt good to know that she wanted to come with me, even if it was just for a place to sleep. Although, I was pretty sure it was more than that.
"Of course," I said, walking over to her. She put her arms around me and gave me a kiss on the lips. It felt good to feel her around me, to feel a little love. I was starting to believe maybe I was a degenerate.
"Let's do it," she said and kissed me again.
I made the arrangements and before long there were a handful of burly carpenters and plumbers swearing and working around my little shop. I wanted to be there to help them plan things out and ensure that it fit my specifications, but I had a protest to go to that night. I left Kegan in charge as the foreman and I am sure the carpenters were pissed, but I like the idea of sweet, skinny Kegan bossing around men twice her age and three times her girth.
The campus bookstore was hosting a book signing the next day in which a transgender author was going to promote her new memoir. The author was going to arrive sometime early in the morning and so Tori had thought it would be best if we camped out in front of the store to ensure that when she (or he as Tori referred to her) arrived, we would be there to let her know that she was not welcome.
I arrived outside of the bookstore just a few minutes before Tori. It was already nine o'clock at night and the campus was sort of dead. Most of the parties were held at the fraternity houses or off-campus and this little corner of the school was completely abandoned.
Tori arrived and pulled asked me to help her get the tent out of her trunk. We managed to get it out and then set it up. It was definitely big enough for the two of us and we laid blankets down inside and threw our pillows inside. Then we set up lawn chairs outside of the tents, ate some chips and dip and talked.
It was actually very pleasant, more like a camp-out and sleepover than a bivouac before battle. We even had a pizza delivered to our little campground and discussed classes. I had to make things up, but she seemed to really enjoy college, despite its liberal bias.
"I have a bunch of really cute professors too," she offered.
"Oh yeah, same here," I said, she then began telling me about the various aspects she enjoyed about several men and I struggled to offer something along the same lines, but was not very successful. She quickly grew bored of this and then looked at her watch.
"Well if this is really going to go down early in the morning, we might as well jump into the tent and get to sleep. I am going to set this little sensor next to the walkway. When someone walks past it will set off a little alarm and then we will know when he gets here," she said and I agreed.
I climbed into the tent while Tori set the alarm and then zipped it closed when she climbed in after me. It was actually pretty cozy inside. We had a thick blanket on the bottom to soften the ground and then a lighter blanket under than which we could both get under. It was nice. We were moving pillows and getting the tent situated when we realized that it was incredibly hot inside of the tent.
"It is only like 78 degrees outside, but its like a sauna in here," I observed.
"Yeah I think this is supposed to be used in winter or something. Like it is specially designed to hold in our body heat to make sure we don't freeze to death. But it's the only tent I have," she explained, waving her hand at her face in a desperate attempt to cool herself down, but probably doing more harm than good.
"Well I am going to get undressed a little then," I said. I slipped my sweatpants off and threw them to the base of the tent. Next I removed my t-shirt and threw it as well. I was sitting in the tent now wearing only my thin white tank-top and red panties. I wasn't wearing a bra and I am sure my nipples were clearly visible through the white shirt. I could tell Tori was curious and looking at me, but she shook her head and looked away when she thought I wasn't looking.
"Does it feel better like that?" she asked and I told that it was. She slowly took off her shorts and then removed her sweatshirt. She too was wearing red panties but she was wearing a tight pink t-shirt under her sweatshirt. She too was not wearing a bra and I was impressed by how perky her little breasts were even without the help of a bra. She too looked more comfortable. But suddenly a horrified looked appeared on her face as she looked over at me
"What is it?" I asked, terrified that there was some sort of gigantic bug on my leg or something.
"You have a tattoo?!" she asked in a horrified voice. I was surprised for a second and then realized that she wasn't joking. I looked down at my left hipbone and there was a ying-yang symbol I had gotten when I turned 16 with a fake ID to piss my mother off. I thought it looked cute, even if it was a stupid tattoo.
"Oh yeah," I said.
"You really shouldn't mark up the body that God gave you. If he had intended for you to have ink and stuff inside of your body he would've put it there. I don't really feel good about the bellybutton ring either, but I guess I have my ears pierced," she replied. I wanted to comment on her obviously waxed legs and inform her that he did intend for her to have leg hair, but I realized that this wouldn't help me out.
"I know, I got this tattoo before I found the Lord," I explained. Which was true, I got the tattoo and I still hadn't found the Lord. If I got a tattoo tomorrow, I would still have been telling the truth.
"Oh I see," she said, relaxing a little bit now.
"I have another one too," I explained.
"Really? Where is it? What is it?" she asked, she was curious now and no longer angry so I decided to show her my other tattoo. I quickly slipped off my tank-top and sat in front of Tori wearing nothing but my panties. Her eyes got huge and she just stared at my tits with her mouth opened.
"See its this rose that is on the underside of my left breast," I explained. I had gotten that one after I had gained full ownership of my store. I remember being a bit drunk at the time.
"Goodness Scarlett, put your shirt on!" Tori finally managed to stammer.
"It is so Hot!" I exclaimed, "Plus, it is just us girls here and I am going to get under the blanket. What do you think of the other tattoo. I mean I wouldn't ever get another one now, but I sort of like this one don't you?"
"I suppose if you had to get a tattoo, that isn't a bad one," she said. My nipples were hard now, just the thought of repressed Tori staring at me was getting me very excited. She was obviously quite uncomfortable with her interest in my body.
"I think so too," I said.
"Let's go to bed," she said abruptly. She quickly got underneath of the covers and put her head on the pillow. She turned away from me and clicked off the flashlight. I smiled to myself and got under the covers as well.
"Good night," I said.
"Good night," she replied in a shaking voice. She then continued a bit stronger, "God Bless." I rolled in the bed so that I was lying facing her back. I scooted up next to her so that we were spooning. She didn't say anything but I felt her get tense.
"Sometimes I have trouble sleeping, even when I am safe in my house. Do you mind if I sleep close to you? For strength?" I said and I felt her relax a little bit.
"Ask God for strength and lay close to me," she said, feeling good about her charitable deed. I scoot in closer and put my arm around her waist. Her skin was hot and I could feel the tension running through her body as she felt my fingers on her stomach. I could tell she was feeling my nipples against her back. For a while I think she thought I had been coming onto her, but the longer we lay there, I think she convinced herself that I was just a little naïve and that we would fall asleep like this and wake up the next morning no worse for the wear.
I lay silently behind her, holding her close for well over and hour before her breathing became deep and even and her body lost all of its pent up tension. I waited still another half hour while her sleep became deeper and more peaceful. Slowly, I moved my hand up from her smooth, flat stomach, gently moving it underneath of her shirt. I felt the mild slope of the bottom of her breasts and rested my palm there, testing her reactions and finding that she was in a deep and complete sleep.



Carefully, I moved my hand farther up her soft, supple breast until my finger grazed her nipple. She didn't stir in the slightest as I touched it. It was small and quickly became very hard. I slowly took my fingertips and circled them around her nipple. With my other fingers I very slightly kneaded her breasts. She moaned in her sleep and pushed herself back against. I opened my palm and engulfed her entire breast within it, carefully. I kneaded it with my whole palm, paying particular attention to her nipples, being soft and caring with them. I wanted my touch to be ever so light. She was still moaning and her body writhed in her sleep. I moved my hand down now, and slowly I began to play with her other breast. I used the same care here as I had before, touching with my palm and fingers and gently kneading but applying as litter pressure as humanly possible. She continued to respond to my touch, squeaking in her sleep and moving her head around. She looked beautiful with her eyes closed and her hair covering her face. I leaned forward and gently kissed her neck. I continued to kiss her neck and gently stroked her breasts for a long time.
I next removed my hand from Tori's shirt and gently rolled her over so that she was laying on her stomach, still deep in sleep. I took her panties in my hand and carefully pulled them down her legs and threw them off. Her ass was absolutely perfect, big but not too big and muscular but not too muscular, with a little pink asshole. I put my hands on either side of her body and gently lowered myself until my face was just a few inches from her asshole. I could smell her pussy and could see than it was dripping onto the blankets we had laid down on the bottom of the tent.
I stuck out my tongue and pressed against her cute little asshole. I loved to eat asshole and her's was amazingly cute. It tasted wonderful as my tongue lapped at it. I didn't put too much pressure on her asshole, just allowed my tongue to rub over her as softly and carefully as possible, bringing her taste in and listening to her moan. Her pussy was getting wetter by the second and I had an idea. I sucked once on her asshole, just a little bit of pressure, and then licked thickly and fully one last time.
I leaned over onto my left hip and left elbow and then I took my right hand and very carefully rubbed it against Tori's pussy. I could hear her breathing shallowly and lustily in her sleep and she was letting out pathetic little moans every few seconds. Once my fingers were soaking wet with her juices, I rubbed my fingers all over Tori's asshole. I repeated this process a few times, enjoying the soft wet feel of her pussy and the little bud of her asshole. When her asshole was as completely soaked as her pussy, I took my middle finger and pressed it against her asshole. I applied the slightest pressure and quickly my finger was sinking into her virgin asshole. It was like her body was trying to suck my finger in. I took my index finger and set it next to my middle finger and soon the tips of both were sinking into her asshole. I worked carefully and lovingly, working my fingers deeper and deeper into her ass. I was surprised both by how tight she was but also by how willing her asshole was to make way for my fingers, to allow me in. After a few careful minutes of gentle work, my last knuckles pressed up against the skin around her asshole and they could go no further. I was just about to start rubbing her pussy as well when she stirred.
"Oh God," she said suddenly, then her head turned and looked down towards me, "Oh shit! Scarlett what are you doing down there," she said, a little disoriented. I decided to take advantage of this. I gently started to rub the inside of her ass with my fingers, careful not to move them around too much, just enough for her to feel the delicate pressure.
"You are so tense all the time baby," I cooed, slowly moving.
"I am tense!" she moaned and put her head in the pillow.
"I was just trying to help you relax. This job of yours, taking care of the Action Committee, it is too tough to do without a little bit of help. I am not a good speaker or a good administrator. I am helping you the way I know best," I said.
"This is very, very wrong Scarlett," She said, coming awake more now, "This is everything that we stand against!" I stopped moving for a moment. My blood was running cold. I had only one option now and it was a huge gamble. The entire Challenge rested on her response. Not to mention the off chance of jail time. I slowly started to pull my fingers out.
"Do you want me to stop," I said, sounding as embarrassed and ashamed as I could.
"No!" she said loudly and quickly and pushed her hips back into me, filling her asshole again with my fingers, "Don't you ever just want to do something because it is wrong?"
"Yeah baby," I said and slowly started to rub her again. She was talking quickly now, although she would occasionally become silent or moan. She was telling me about her inner struggle. Her desire for bodily lust but her purpose in the Lord. She talked about her sexual and spiritual needs and how they always felt like they were in conflict. She said that she had wanted to lose her virginity but hated herself for feeling that way. She was obviously in a lot of emotional strain, but she was taking it out on her little asshole, grinding herself into my fingers while she spoke.
"Tori," I said, "Sex is a gift from God. If sex were just supposed to be about procreation and you were only supposed to do it with certain people at certain times he wouldn't have made it feel so good. He wouldn't have made it work with people of the same sex. He wouldn't have made masturbation possible. He could do all those things if he wanted to, but he doesn't. Do you think God is out to trick you and trip you up," I asked. She moaned loudly and I could see her biting her lip.
"Oh Jesus," she said, "No. God loves us. He wouldn't purposefully try to deceive us," she said and it came to her as a revelation it seemed. She started fucking even harder.
"Do you like have my fingers in your asshole?" I asked. She seemed shocked.
"Is that what you're doing down there?" she asked and I nodded, "I love it," she answered. I continued to work slowly. She surprised me though. Carefully, she threw one leg over my head and spun herself around so that she was laying on her back and watching me. My fingers swirled in her asshole, but they stayed in. She seemed to really enjoy that feeling and she smiled down at me. Her nipples were very hard and soon her pussy was dripping down onto my fingers.
I started fucking her ass with my fingers even harder than before. I looked at her pussy, which was shaved bare just as mine was. It was very cute with slightly brown pussy lips. I leaned forward and kissed her pussy once before starting to lick her. I lapped at her as I had her asshole earlier, running my tongued from my fingers at her anus all the way up to her clit. She started playing with both her nipples while she watched me. She was squirming a bit but her eyes were focused on me, watching and enjoying my actions. She took one of her hands and gently played with my hair.
There was little build-up to her orgasm. One second I was playing with her asshole and gently licking her clit and the next she was shaking and moaning and grabbing my head with both of her hands and pushing my face harder into her cunt. She came hard and for a very long time and I just kept fucking her with my tongue and my fingers and it slowly subsided. She lay panting while I carefully removed my fingers from her asshole and licked her cunt one last time.
"Want to try?" I asked.
"Yes," she said and I could hear that same old passion in her voice, only this time it was directed towards me. She sat up and pushed me down onto the ground. I landed on my elbows and spread my leg. She crawled in between and them and our nipples touched. This drove me crazy and I arched my back into her and moaned. She leaned forward and caught my moan in her mouth, sucking it in and driving her tongue into my mouth. She put her left hand behind my head and with her right hand she started to rub my pussy. Her fingers were so delicate and soft. I felt like I was going to explode.
Slowly she moved her hand down to my anus. I knew she wanted to try to do for me what I did for her. She was very careful and only used her index finger, but she quickly and forcefully inserted her slender finger into my asshole, filling me up and making me moan. She started sucking on my nipples while she continued to fuck my ass with her finger. She started to rub my clit with the back of her thumb, rubbing the nail against it gently. I began to squirm and my pussy was soaking the entire blanket beneath us. I was right about her passion. She was attacking me in a way no woman had done before. Every inch of her seemed to vibrate while she fucked me. She kissed like we were going down on the Titanic and she held me tight in everything that we did.
She didn't even get a chance to eat me out. I started bucking quickly. I had the most intense orgasm I could remember in my life. I shook all over and I was afraid that someone was going to come running over to the tent because I was screaming so loud. It felt like it lasted forever and the pleasure was so intense it almost hurt. To try to quiet me down, Tori placed her lips over mine and again caught my noise. She slowly pulled her fingers out of my ass and put her arms around me. Kissing me and falling down on top of me while my orgasm subsided.
We lay there for a long while. Talking quietly about nothing in particular and kissing. Eventually we fell asleep that way, her lying between my legs and our pussies on top of one another. When the alarm from the author went off in the middle of the night, Tori quickly switched it off, gave me a deep and passionate kiss, and then we again fell asleep in each other's arms.
Chapter 6: The Teacher
"Quick sweetie, come into the new kitchen!" was the first thing I heard when I made it back into my store the next morning. Sweetie. I couldn't believe she had just called me that from upstairs in the new room. The workers had been at it all week and I guess they were finished. I went upstairs and I saw Kegan standing in front of our new oven with a big cute smile on her face.
"Its great!" I said and I meant it. It was much bigger than the kitchen/living room in the apartment and it looked so slick with all of the stainless steel appliances. The entire house looked brand new. There were wood floors in the two side rooms, black and white tile in the bathroom, and slate tile in the kitchen. The walls were freshly covered in paint and it seemed that all we needed to do was to move the stuff over from the old apartment and give my month's notice to the landlord.
"I can't wait to move in!" she said, and then she crossed her arms and raised her eyebrows, "I was hoping that we could celebrate last night by bringing the couch and the TV over here to watch a movie but you were nowhere to be found."
"I told you last week, I had to go protest with your little friend Tori," I said, trying to remember if I had actually told her.
"Oh a protest! How'd it go?" she asked, hoisting herself up and sitting on the kitchen counter.
"Didn't happen," I explained, purposefully leading her to ask more questions.
"Why not? Did you guys scare the abortionist or gay person off?" she asked.
"It was a transgender woman and no we didn't even try to chase her off, it seems that Tori Miller had had a big night with a certain young lady and didn't have the energy to get up and harass anyone," I explained.
"You didn't!" she exclaimed and then slowly drew the entire story out of me. She called me nasty for starting to fuck a girl while she was still asleep and I just shrugged my shoulders. She agreed that this was my kinkiest conquest yet and probably the most unlikely.
"So I am really close now I guess," I said to her and she nodded her head. "You know what that means," she said to me and jumped down from the counter. Simultaneously we ran to one another. Our arms were around each other and our tongues were within each other's mouths in a moment. We lay down on the floor and Kegan wrapped her legs around my waist and I put my arms behind her neck. Her hips ached against my body and her hands soon found their way to my breasts. She was rubbing my nipples through my shirt and our tongues danced together. Suddenly, she stopped.
"No, No, No," she said, unlocking me from her legs and then pushing herself back, "We had a deal and I don't want to change it now. Everything is going so well and I really do not want to screw it up." She stood up and straightened her shirt, "Come on, let's go start moving the stuff."
I sat on the floor, dumbfounded. I loved Kegan and I could tell that she felt the same, but she did some things that I just couldn't understand. She was an enigma. Probably part of the reason I was so into her. So I shrugged my shoulders and headed over to the apartment.
The next week I told the landlord that it was going to be the last month I paid for the apartment. My security deposit covered that month's rent and so, over the course of a weekend, we moved all of the stuff over to our new place, except for one of the beds. So we had a new home with a kitchen, a living room, a bathroom with a claw foot tub, and a small living room. It was great and I couldn't wait for our first night in it together. That was until Kegan through a wrench in that plan.
"Hey Scar," she said to me as we got the last bit of furniture together.
"Yeah?"
"Spring break starts tomorrow. I haven't been home to see my folks since Christmas. I think I had better head home until next Sunday and make sure that they are doing alright," she said. Kegan rarely showed anything vulnerable, but I could tell she wanted to go home. I decided not to make her feel uncomfortable.
"That's fine babe," I said, "We will just have our first night together next week."
"You are so great!" she said and threw her arms around me and gave me a kiss. A few minutes later she was all packed up and heading out the door. I was a little disappointed, but I decided to use the opportunity to its fullest.
I had contacted the local school board recently and explained to them that I had just recently cleaned out my bookstore and had found dozens of unique children's books that were both valuable and edifying to the children. They sent someone over to the store to look through the books and they enthusiastically agreed to buy the books. I then decided that I would donate the books in order to ensure that the school was willing to let me keep other old books when they were finished. Of course I didn't say that, but I felt it was a pretty good chance to do well while doing good.
I asked if I could deliver the books to my old elementary school, Margaret Cantor Primary School. They agreed and on the Thursday of Kegan's spring break I packed up the boxes into my car, put a dolly into the trunk and headed over to the school. It always felt weird walking into one of my old schools, especially the elementary school. Everything looked so tiny by comparison to what it had once been.
I carted the books over to the library and it made me think of Cindi. I almost laughed when a haggard, bald, female library came up to grab the books and warmly thank me for the donation. Not exactly like Cindi, I thought to myself. After she signed for the books and helped me unload them I thanked her and headed out the door. It was around 3:45 and the students had left 45 minutes earlier. I decided to go take a look around my old stomping grounds.
I saw the place where Shirley Whitmore peed her pants in kindergarten right next to the art room, I saw the lunch room where a boy push me out of my chair and chipped one of my baby teeth, and I saw the water fountain where Bobby Franklin gave me my first kiss in the fifth grade. It was a regular trip down memory lane. Finally, I came to my third grade classroom. The sign over the door indicated that Ms. Tapper was still in that classroom. I walked over and looked in the door and saw her working at her desk.
I was stunned. She had been a brand new teacher my third grade year, probably around 23 years old and youthful. Now she was 16 years older but she looked almost exactly the same. She was still very petite and had long, black hair and brown eyes, not a wrinkle or a hint of gray in her hair. Her skin was a beautiful olive color and she had that cute Jewish look that I really enjoyed in a woman, with soft features and a prominent, but perfectly proportionate, nose. Her body was still very toned from what I could see as she sat in her desk grading papers, although her breasts looked larger than I remembered. All in all, she was at least as beautiful as she had been all those years ago when I was her student. I was glad that I had included her on my Challenge.
I opened the door quietly and she walked in. She kept working for a few moments without noticing. She suddenly realized that someone was in her room and she lifted one finger briefly, letting me know that I should hold on for a minute. Finally, she looked up smiling, but didn't seem to recognize me.
"Hello," she said after a moment, "Can I help you?"
"You don't know who I am do you?" I asked. I know that teachers probably hear that constantly but I didn't know how else to do it.
"I am sorry I don't," she said and I respected her for her honesty.
"You were my third grade teacher," I said and her smile brightened up.
"Oh goodness," she said in a very wholesome way, "I have had so many students here but let's see if I can guess. You are a little bit older than most of the former students who still come in here, so you must have been in one of my first two or three classes."
"I was in your first class, actually," I hinted. She put her finger on her chin and tapped it several times, obviously thinking deeply.
"Scarlett Byrne?!" she said suddenly and seemed positive.
"Yes!"
"How're you. Oh my God, I remember when you were just a little girl. I can't believe you are already grown up. It makes me feel like an old woman," she said as she got up from behind her desk and then ran around and gave me a big hug.
"You look great," I said, reacting to her 'old' comment, "You look exactly the same as you did when I was in third grade."
"You always were a sweet girl," she said and gave me another quick hug. She asked me about working and whether I had started a family. I told her about my store and the fact that I was single. She seemed genuinely happy to see me. It reminded me of how sweet she had always been when I was her student. We chatted about little things for a few moments. She looked back at her desk fleetingly as though she had to work but didn't want to say anything.
"Well, I guess I should head back to my store," I said, I had kept it closed longer than my sign had indicated already anyway, "Say. Would you like to get dinner tonight? I am starving and I hate eating in restaurants by myself. My treat." It sounded a bit weird, but I was banking on her being polite. She was more than that, she seemed excited.
"Oh yes! That sounds great. I have to finish grading these papers, would you like to meet at the restaurant in two hours?" she asked. We agreed on a place and I went home to take a shower and get changed. Two hours later I was at her favorite Italian restaurant wearing my favorite dress. I sat down at the table and she arrived a few minutes later.
"Thanks for waiting. I am sorry, I decided to go home and get changed," she said and she looked fabulous. She was wearing a tight black dress. Conservative, but showing her curves, "I just love that a former student wants to talk to me. You know the best thing about being a teacher is knowing that you are impacting someone's life," she explained and I nodded.



We chatted amiably throughout the rest of the evening. If found out that she had been married for six years at one point but was now divorced and living with another female teacher so that they could afford a townhouse. I also learned that she was trying to become a vice-principal as she was hoping that she could steer policy decisions at the school. She was all-consumed with her work and seemed like someone who didn't get out to have dinner with an adult friend nearly often enough. She was very inquisitive about my life and seemed to take some personal satisfaction from the fact that I appeared to be succeeding in life, which I thought was sweet.
Eventually, the meal ended and I paid for the meal and then looked over at Felicity, as I had been instructed to call her. "So would you like to go get some coffee?" I asked. I was desperate to keep this sort of date going, but she quickly put the kibosh on that.
"Oh I wish I could Scarlett, I really do, but I have to get back and prepare my lesson plan for tomorrow and I should really work on my new reading curriculum proposal for the school board," she explained as she stood up from the table. I stood up as well and she gave me a quick hug, thanked me and for looking her up and then headed for the door. I went home alone and depressed. It didn't look like this last Challenge was going to be completed.
The next day I was sitting at the cash register in my shop, reading the newspaper and watching some teenage boys rifling through some antique Playboys. I didn't make it a habit to carry pornography, but these magazines were from 1954 and were valuable collectors' items. I was making sure that they didn't tear any of the pages or, God forbid, take them into the bathroom.
I was just about to fall asleep at the register when the phone rang, "Hello, Byrne's Used Books," I answered.
"Hello...Scarlett?" the female voice on the phone asked.
"Yes this is Scarlett Byrne. How may I help you?"
"Oh Scarlett, this is Felicity. FelicityTapper."
"Oh hi Ms. Tapper. I mean Felicity. How're you? What can I do for you?"
"Well I got home from dinner last night and I just sort of threw my pocketbook onto the table and didn't think anything more about it. Well this morning when I was getting my things together for school I realized that I somehow grabbed your credit card last night after you paid. I guess I am just not used to another person paying for my meals. Anyway, I am really sorry. I was wondering where your store was located so I could drop this off with you this evening," she explained. I hadn't even realized it was missing.
"Oh don't worry about it," I explained, "You know what, I know you are busy. Why don't you let me drop by on my lunch hour and I will pick up the card from you. Does 1:30 work for you?"
"That is actually perfect. The kids will be in lunch and then P.E. from 1:00 to 2:30," she replied, "I mean if you don't mind. It really is no trouble for me to come by your store after work."
"No at all," I replied, "I will see you at 1:30."
"See you then. Sorry again," she said and then hung up. This was the absolute last chance to finish the Challenge before Kegan got back from her parents. I was going to have to play a little dirty to finish this thing.
At 1:15 I cleared out my store and put my 'at lunch' sign up and drove over to the elementary school. The butterflies were really flapping in my stomach and I was intensely nervous. I was more nervous than I had been for any of my other challenges, both because this was in many ways kinkier than my other missions and also because it was the least certain. Ms. Tapper had given me no indication that she was in any way shape or form attracted to anything, let alone me.
I arrived in her classroom at 1:30 and walked in the door. She was sitting at her desk again, still looking beautiful and I knew that, despite my nerves, I had what it took to do this.
"Thanks for coming over," she said, reaching into her desk and pulling out my credit card. She handed it to me, "I really am sorry."
"I'm sure," I said, in a slightly sarcastic voice. She looked a bit confused, "Don't act like that. You know what is going on. Last night, you kept staring at me during dinner and putting your hands on my hands. Then you steal my credit card so that you can see me again. What's next? Are you going to show up at my store? Why do you think I came over here?"
"Oh my goodness Scarlett. Are you joking," she said, sitting back in her chair and looking at me dumbfounded.
"I am not joking," I said.
"We both know that nothing like that is going on," she said, getting a bit angry now, showing me a little bit of fire, which I found very exciting.
"Maybe we both know that and maybe if they did an investigation they'd find out that I was making everything up and that you weren't coming on to a former student. But, in the meantime, I wonder what parents would say about a teacher who wants to fuck her students when they grow up? I wonder if the School Board could justify putting someone in a position such as vice principal while such an investigation was underway?" I said and I could see that she understood what I was getting at.
"What do you want?" she said in a whining, defeated voice, "I don't have any money and it's not like being vice-principal is going to get me anything that you want."
"You already have what I want," I explained. With that I opened up my purse and pulled out my strap-on. Her eyes got huge and she blushed.
"Oh no Scarlett," she begged, "please." As she begged me to stop and quickly pulled my t-shirt off and unhooked my bra and removed it as well. I slipped my skirt down onto the floor and revealed that I wasn't wearing any panties. I strapped the dildo on while I talked to her.
"I want you to strip and then bend over your desk," I demanded. She hesitated for a few second, "Now." With that she got out of her stupor and quietly began to disrobe. She unzipped her long skirt and let it fall onto the floor. She her tight pink sweater over her head and threw it on the heap. She removed a cute pair of white panties and her black bra. Her breasts were even bigger than I had thought, probably D-cups on her small, 5'5 120lbs frame. She had her eyes closed as she turned around and put her hands on her desk. She was being brave but I could tell she wanted to cry. I felt sort of terrible, but I promised myself I wouldn't stop. I justified it by saying that she would enjoy it and hoping that I wasn't lying.
I got down on my knees behind her. Her asshole was at my nose level and I blew on her ass just to watch her squirm a bit. Then I stuck out my tongue and started licking it. I lapped at it softly, letting my warn, wet tongue wash over her asshole. She was as still as a statute while I worked, but her body seemed more relaxed as though she liked it. I let my tongue become more rigid and I started to slowly worked my tongue into her asshole. She grunted as my tongue went an inch or two into her ass. Still she was quiet. After a few minutes of this, I was satisfied that her asshole was well lubricated. As I stood up I touched her pussy briefly with my hand. She was wet. I smiled to myself. It was working.
"When was the last time you got fucked Ms. Tapper?" I asked as I stood. I leaned over her and gave her a kiss on the back of the neck. Unconsciously, she arched her back and pressed into me. She didn't answer, "Come on. Don't be shy. I'd hate to not be done when the children come back," I said.
"Four years ago," she answered. I considered this to be a little bit sad. Luckily it was about to be remedied.
"When was the last time you got fucked in the ass," I asked as I positioned the plastic cock against the little bud of her asshole. Again she paused for a second, but this time she answered without further prompting.
"18 years ago," she said. I was sure she was being honest. I was a little surprised. I figured that she was going to say never. I wanted to know how it happened, but I decided to just go for it.
Slowly, I pushed the tip of the cock into her ass. She moaned in a high pitched voice, but worked hard to be quiet. I was proud of her. Slowly but surely, the cock slid deep and deeper into her ass. She was biting her tongue, but soon she was pushing back into me, driving the cock deeper into her ass. Suddenly, a breakthrough occurred.
"Oh God yes, baby," she said. She seemed a bit embarrassed that she said it, but it was undeniable. She was a little bit into it now. I put my hands on her hips and pulled her in. Suddenly, my hips were against hers and the entire cock was buried in her asshole. She started to bounce up and down a little bit, working the cock around inside of her. I slide the cock in and out of her ass and she breathed in deeply. I started fucking her ass in long, slow strokes. She took one of her hands and started to rub her breasts.
I continued on at a slow pace for quite a while. Fucking her slowly and softly. She started pushing her hips back and I decided to give her what she wanted. I started slamming the cock into her ass. At the same time, I ground her tits around from behind and rubbed her hard, pink nipples. I kissed the middle of her back while I fucked her. Suddenly, her body started to buck hard and I could tell she was having an orgasm. I kept fucking her hard and she had a very hard time staying quiet. Eventually her entire body went limp and she fell to her knees in front of the desk and the cock popped out of her ass.
For a second I let her sit on her knees and breath. Then I got back to business, "Turn around I need you to clean my dildo," I informed her. She turned around and looked at me.
"How?" she asked, genuinely unsure.
"Suck my dildo Ms. Tapper," I said. She remained business like now. Not indicating whether she loved it or loathed it, but she opened her mouth and took my dildo in her hand. She guided it to her lips and took it into her mouth. She seemed to enjoy her own flavor on it because soon she was sucking it for all it was worth.
"Finger me," I said and she didn't miss a beat. While she was sucking the dildo, she took her index finger and gently inserted it into my sopping wet pussy. I felt electricity shoot through my body. Carefully, she inserted another two fingers into my pussy while she continued to suck on the cock, licking her own asshole off of it.
I fell over in an intense orgasm. The entire idea was just so hot and her fingers were so knowing. I moaned loudly and fell to the floor on top of her. She put her hand over my mouth to keep me quiet but continued to work her fingers in my pussy until my orgasm finally subsided. We sat silently for a minute and then I quickly leaned forward and kissed her. I was surprised to find that she kissed back. We kissed more deeply. I started to gently rub her pussy with my hand, manipulating the soft folds of shaved pussy. She moaned into my mouth and again she came, this time very quickly. It was like a flood gate had been opened, the slightest touch of her clit sent her over the edge.
After a series of consecutive orgasms, Felicity went completely limp. I touched her gently but she did not respond. I began to grow a bit nervous. However, a few moments later she stirred and looked at me and smiled again for the first time since I first came into the room, "Thank you," she said.
"My pleasure," I said, kissing her, "you're very good." She blushed.
"I am really sorry," she said, "but the kids are going to be back soon or someone might walk by the door," she warned. I got the hint. Slowly we got dressed together.
"Thanks again Mrs. Tapper," I said.
"You know we can't have a relationship," she said looking serious and forlorn, "All the stuff you said before is true. It would be career suicide."
"I just wanted to fuck you," I said honestly and she giggled.
"Thanks for putting that gently," she said and kissed me again.
"Maybe we'll do it again sometime," I said.
"Don't hold your breath young lady," she said as I walked out the door. I looked back once briefly and she was already in her chair working as though absolutely nothing had happened. She was certainly a strange woman and unlike the other girls I had been with during the Challenge, I didn't feel like I knew her any better now than I did before we had sex.
It was surely the most bizarre little interlude in my Challenge, but as I walked out the front door with my credit card in my pocket, all I was thinking about was Kegan.
Chapter 7: The Reward
"Honey I am Home!" Kegan yelled two days later when she opened the door from the lower level of our building and into the upstairs apartment. I was sitting at the kitchen table drinking coffee and waiting for her. I knew that she was coming home that morning and I felt butterflies in my stomach as I waited.
"Kegan!" I yelled and stood up. She dropped her bags on the tile floor and ran and put her arms around me. I gave her a kiss and she kissed me back, deeply.
"How was your week," she asked as she sat down at the table and I got her a cup of coffee as well.
"Not bad," I replied, not wanting to get too far into it, "How're your parents?"
"They were fine," she said and I could tell she was hiding something as well. We sat silently for a few minutes. I took a deep breath and told her everything about my week and my experience with Ms. Tapper. She listened silently and didn't seem to respond at all. I was very nervous that maybe I had been wrong all along. Maybe she had really just made the bet to get me away from her or for her own bizarre entertainment and that she wasn't really interested in me. It didn't really sound like Kegan, but her silence was deafening.
"Scarlett, we need to talk," she said and sounded very nervous. She was looking into her coffee and refused to look up. My blood was running cold and my heart was in my stomach.
"Okay," I said and felt a bit dizzy.
"I didn't go home this weekend just to hang out with my parents. Like, it was part of the reason, but there was something else that I had to do," she said and then paused.
"Okay."
"I had to tell them something," she said and then looked up, "Scarlett I told my parents I was a lesbian this weekend. It was a little bit intense, but they are supporting me. I had to tell them that so that they wouldn't be surprised you know, at least I am hoping they would've been surprised if I hadn't done it," she said and I was confused.
"What?" I asked.
"Sorry," she said, "Listen, I wanted to ask you something. Scarlett, I want you to be my girlfriend." I was quiet for a minute. My heart was soaring. I was so happy I just didn't know how to express myself. I knew I was torturing her, but I was trying not to.
"Yes, oh my God yes!" I was finally able to stammer out. She looked into my eyes and it was a very magic moment. It felt so incredibly right. I leaned across the table and kissed her. She put her hand on my cheek and kissed back. We sat at the table for a long while, just kissing and holding one another.
"Would you like to got to bed?" she asked and all I did was nod. She took me by the hand and led me to the bedroom. I was in my pajamas at the time and she quickly pulled the shirt over my head. My breasts feel free and she kissed them gently, sucking on my nipples and holding me close.
"I love you," I said and she stopped. She looked into my eyes.
"I love you too," she said and then looked back down, her big blue eyes closing as she started sucking on my nipple again. She put her hands around my waist and pushed my pajama pants down. They fell in a heap on the floor and I kicked them off. She continued to kiss me the entire time.
She slowly pushed my down onto the bed and I spread my legs for her to fall in between them, but she let me fall on my own, laying on my back on the bed. I watched her as she slowly undressed for me. I had dreamed of this moment since the first time I saw her. She bent over me and kissed my bellybutton ring. As she stood she took the bottom of her polo shirt and lifted her arms over her head and threw the shirt on the floor. She danced for me, spinning and showing her body. While she danced, she unhooked her bra and slid it down her arms. She had the cutest little breasts with a teardrop shape and perky little nipples. She kicked off her flip flops and giggled when one hit me in the arm. I kept watching as she unzipped her jeans and slowly worked the tight denim down her legs. She slipped them off carefully and continued her dance. I saw that she was wearing a lacy thong and her ass was very cute, tight and firm. Finally she slipped the thong off as well. Her pussy was very small and looked incredibly tight. I saw that she had a small landing strip of public hair and I wanted to kiss her pussy.
She stood naked in front of me for the first time and I was stunned by how good she looked. Even in my wildest dreams I never thought a girl who looked like Kegan would ever be in front of me. She was like an actress or a supermodel. She slinked herself over towards me, walking in a carefree and seductive way. My legs were still apart and she dropped her body between them. Our breasts were touching and I wrapped my legs around her. She kissed me and I kissed back. We lay like that for a very long time, just kissing and holding onto one another.
After a few minutes of this she moved her body up and put her nipple against my mouth. I opened it up and took her nipple in. I sucked gently on her and swirled my tongue around on it. She arched her back into me and she squeaked a sexy little noise.
"I've never had that done before," she said.
"Liar," I said around her nipple.
"No seriously," she said, pulling her nipple from my mouth and looking at me with her baby blue eyes, "I have never wanted to be with anyone in my entire life. You are my first," she explained. I pulled in for a big hug and held her close.
"I have an idea," I said and she raised her eyebrows. I pulled her over and spread my legs wide, I gently pulled her legs around until we were scissored into each other's legs. We inched our bodies together until, in the most magical moment of my entire life, our pussies touched. We gently rubbed them together at a slow rate and while we did this I watched her play with her tits. I did the same. She was a loud lover, which I greatly enjoyed. She moaned and groaned while we played.
Slowly I pulled myself out from between her legs. I quickly swung myself around put my face between her legs. She started playing with my hair. I breathed in deeply. She smelled unbelievable. She was musty and sweet in just the right way and when I finally tasted her I couldn't believe how delicious she was. I lapped at her for a long time, tasted her tiny pink clit and nibbled on her pink labia. Slowly, I inserted one finger into her pussy. She was incredibly tight and she moaned and squirmed but begged me to keep going. I started licking her clit more intently.
Suddenly, she leaned over my back. While I continued to lick and finger her pussy, I felt her fingers touch my pussy from behind. I grunted into her pussy and licked her more quickly. She stroked my pussy gently, never actually entering it, but rubbing it softly and then putting her fingers into her mouth. She started to rub my little asshole as well. I was surprised by this but I shook my ass into it. I kept licking her while she worked her index finger into my asshole. I started fucking her pussy faster and licking her harder. She, in turn, started to really fuck my ass. After a few seconds of this pace, she came hard. Her pussy squirted hard on me and I tried to drink it all in but it was too much. She fell back on the bed and kept humping her hips into my face and finger until she finally relaxed and laid down. We sat for a while and just breathed.



I moved forward and kissed her on the lips, she tasted her own juices and then put her fingers into her mouth, tasting my asshole on her fingers, "you're so nasty," I said and she giggled.
"Sit on my face baby," she said and I did need to be asked twice. I got up on my knees and straddled her face. I looked down at her closed eyes and beautiful hair. Then I felt her tongue on my pussy. She lapped at it just as I had. I could tell she wasn't experience but it almost felt better because of it. Her hands were on my hips and she drove her tongue into my pussy. She also moved her mouth down and sucked on my asshole. It was too much. I came hard. For the first time in my life I ejaculated. I shot warn girl-cum into her face and hair and she giggled loudly.
I moved off of her face and kissed her. We kissed again and now it was my turn to taste myself on her lips. We lay in the bed for a long while. Just talking about our future and about our little home and I couldn't help myself but to compliment her beauty every few minutes. She was doing the same and we kissed often. After a while I shifted my body, I put my head between her legs with my feet near her head. We quickly shifted into a 69 position. We stayed there for a long time, neither of us cumming, just licking each other and tasting each other. After a long time a minor miracle occurred and we both came at the same time, our legs locking on each other's head and our tongue licking hard on each other's clits. When we finally recovered we lay in bed both lay down with our heads on the pillow, holding each other for a nice afternoon nap. We weren't in any rush, we had our entire lives ahead of us. My future wife and I, that is.
The End
Well everyone, thank you so much for reading this story. Please, please rate the story and comment on it. send me an e-mail through literotica if you want it to be private. I read all the responses and I want to give you all what you want. Also, if you liked this, read my other stories and comment on them as well. If you have a suggestion for another story you'd like to hear and want me to write it I will CONSIDER doing it. Thanks YKN
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I stood on the stoop outside of a small white house with red shutters about a thousand miles from home. The house was in a nice neighborhood in the suburbs. There were rows of identical houses next to it with similar small patches of lawns and plain black mailboxes. All of the houses appeared to be single-story ranch-style houses and the only thing that made them different was the colors. Some were white, some red, and others were blue. They had a wide array of shutters.
I only mention all of this because, if I had driven down this road just a year earlier and passed all of these houses I wouldn't have noticed the one house I was standing at. This little white house with red shutters would have melted passed me in the car and I would never have given it a second thought. It was so much like all the other ones. Of course, a year ago I wouldn't be standing on the door a thousand miles away from home regardless of how unique it was.
I was standing at this particular door because I was on a mission. It had begun over a year ago, on my 18th birthday. My birthday is in June and I had a combined birthday party/graduation party and all of my friends came over. My mom did a fantastic job of setting up decorations and everything. It was a really fun night. We'd only managed to get everyone out of the house at 2 o'clock in the morning. When we finally had some peace, mom and I flopped down on the couch. We were too tired to sleep, so we just sat there. My mom turned and looked at me.
"Kara, I am so proud of you," she said and I blushed.
"You have been saying that all day mom, you are making me self-conscious," I said and she smiled at me in that motherly way.
"You did such a good job in school. I was never very good in school, but you are smart as a whip. And you are so beautiful, so much more attractive than your old mother. I just can't believe how perfect you are. I just wish I could tell you how much I love you," she said and she pulled me tightly into her arms. I was rolling my eyes but laughing.
"Mom, you are so silly. You tell me all the time how much you love me. And hey if I am so smart and so beautiful, it must be because of the way you raised me and your genes, right?" I said, breaking the hug. My mother is always putting down her looks and I guess she isn't what you'd call beautiful, although I have always thought she was pretty, if a little dumpy and motherly.
But it was certainly true that we didn't look alike. She had a matronly, middle-aged looked sure, but even things that weren't the result of age were different. I am much shorter than my mother at only 5'2 (while she is almost 5'8), I have long, straight dark red hair that contrasts with her curly black hair. My mother has small eyes and a thin mouth but I have wide, bright blue eyes and thick, light pink lips. My mother's skin is dark while mine is very fair and lightly freckled. My mother's build is very straight and pictures of her when she was young show a woman with large breasts but very narrow hips. I, on the other hand, have very small breasts, (32-A actually), and hips a bit wider than my chest. I also have muscular legs and the build of an athlete while my mother is a klutz.
"I think you must get your looks and your brains from your father," my mom said at long last. I crinkled my nose and stuck out my tongue. I didn't like when she said stuff like that. I had no reason to want any part of my existence to be in any way connected with my father. I had never met my father. He was long gone before I was born and never made even the slightest attempt to get in contact with me. My mother always tried to rationalize it. She never really told me anything specifically about him, but she always tried to tell me to be easy on him. But I couldn't. I didn't even have a picture of him in my head, but I hated the idea of him.
"Anything good about me is because of you mom," I said and she chuckled and hugged me again. She just held me for a long time and didn't say anything. But then I felt her shoulders start to shake. I pulled back from the hug and she was crying. I was so shocked, it wasn't like "I am so proud of my daughter" tears, she looked miserable.
"What is wrong?" I asked, distraught. I took her hand in mine, stroking it and trying to get her to calm down.
"Honey," she said, "I am so sorry."
"Why?" I asked. She hadn't said or done anything wrong. It was such a great day; we'd had so much fun.
"I have been so selfish," She said, and then she stood up and started pacing the living room. I was very confused.
"Mom, are you feeling okay? You aren't making any sense," I said. She stopped pacing and walked over so that she standing right in front of me.
"Kara, there is something I never told you. I wanted to tell you so many times. I didn't plan on telling you tonight, but I feel like I have to. I can't keep this secret any longer and you are old enough to know. And hopefully you are compassionate enough to forgive me," She said. She looked like she was about to start crying again so I reached out and grabbed her hand.
"Mom, chill out. I can't imagine you could ever do anything that I would be unable to forgive you for," I said and she nodded solemnly. But finally, at long last, she started talking.
"Honey, I have not told you the truth about your father," She said and my mind was reeling. What did that mean?
"Did he want to see me?" I asked and she raised her hand and shook her head. I got the hint. This was hard for her to say, I wasn't allowed to interrupt.
"When I was 28 years old, I had just ended a very long term relationship. I wanted children and the man did not. I realized that, for the time, I was getting a little older and I wanted a family now. I was a single woman, so I didn't think adoption was a viable option. So I went to a sperm bank. I knew that as a single mother with only a high school education I was not going to provide a good future for my child. But I was so... selfish. I just wanted a little girl or a little boy. So I picked out a donor and I had the procedure. Nine months later, you were born.
"I basically pretended that the man I had broken up with before I went to the sperm bank was your father. He did leave before you were born and he wouldn't care you were born. Of course, he'd have no reason to. Anytime we had difficulties, I let you blame your father. When we didn't have money or when you felt like you didn't have a good male presence in your life, I selfishly let you blame your father, an anonymous donor, for something that was my fault. I haven't given you as good a life as you deserve and I have made you hate and resent a man who helped me conceive you but who neither of us has ever met. I am so sorry," she said. Finishing up her speech, she was exhausted and collapsed back onto the couch.
I was shocked. Everything I had ever thought about where I'd come from was thrown out the window. The faceless man who I hated was faceless even to my mother. And in fairness he'd done nothing to warrant my hatred. In fact, he had admirably done the only thing I could have expected of him, provide genes for my birth. But I had more immediate concerns. My mother was still crying.
"Mom, please stop crying, I am not mad at you at all," I said and I meant it, "If you hadn't done what you did I wouldn't even be here today. And sure we never had a ton of money but I always got what everyone else did on Christmas. Being hungry or something worse was never even on our radar. And as for this guy, this sperm donor. I don't know what to think about him. I don't hate him, that's for sure. But I don't want you to feel guilty about this anymore."
"Oh Kara, you are so sweet," My mother said, calming. She put her arms around me again, "I love you honey."
"I love you too Mom." I replied and I meant it.
That summer nothing really changed between my mom and me. I mean, I had this new information that she was terrified would destroy our relationship, but I wasn't angry at her. But I was curious. I would look at myself in the mirror and wonder what my father looked like. He must look more like me than my mother did. I wondered if he was smart and handsome. I wondered if he would like me.
I went off to college the next spring to a small liberal arts college just a few dozen miles from my house. My mother cried and made a big deal about me leaving, but she seemed pretty happy that I wasn't going far away. It was a small school in a small town, but it was also a big party school. I had never been much of a partier in high school and I found that, despite their reputations, I liked college parties even less. People think I am a cute girl so I got invited to lots of parties, but I rarely went. I spent most of my free time studying, trying to make sure that I was in the top 5% of my class, so I could go to medical school.
But in the little free time I had where I wasn't working on chemistry or biology, I spent investigating genetics. Specifically, my own genetics. I was torn inside out by curiosity. I have no idea why it was so important for me to find out details about my father. When I thought he was a deadbeat dad I had never cared to know anything about him. Now that I knew he was a sperm donor, I had to know everything.
I talked to my mom and found the name of the clinic where she'd conceived me and even some of the names of doctors who worked there. I spent a lot of time online, trying to find out ways to get the confidential donor information. I even talked to my professors and ethicists at a nearby medical school to find out if there was any practical way to learn the information I wanted. The general consensus seemed to be that there was no way for me to find out the identity of my father.
Finally, as the year was winding down (I got great grades by the way! Yay!), I decided to go for broke. I took the ancient used car my grandfather purchased for me for graduation and drove to the fertility clinic. I told the receptionist what I was looking for. She sighed and smiled wearily like she'd heard similar futile requests in the past. But she paged a doctor.
He arrived a few seconds later and ushered me into a nicely furnished office. He offered me a seat and then sat opposite me. I told him my entire story. He paid attention to me, mostly. Sometimes he typed on his computer, but I think that he was genuinely interested in what I had to say. I told him about all of the research I'd done and the people I'd talked to in my quest. I told him about my mother and her guilt. I told him about not looking anything like her and wondering who my father was. I kept myself from crying, but some reason in that office, knowing that he was about to say 'no' made me want to cry. Finally I laid it on thick.
"Listen Dr. Farmer, I know everything you are going to say to me. About your liability or whatever. I know you are going to tell me that you wish you could help, but you can't. I know that. All I want to tell you is that a year ago I found out that I was something different that I thought I was. I thought I was the daughter of a single mother who had been abandoned. Now I know that I was never abandoned. I just want to meet my father. I don't want to ask him for money, I don't want to harass him; I just want to thank him for helping my mother. I want to see my features in his features. I want to know where I come from, can't you understand that?" I asked, my throat was dry from talking and I was so, incredibly nervous. The doctor tapped his pen against his chin and gave me a sad look. I felt defeated.
"Kara," he said, "You're right. I can't help you."
"I know," I said. Then he looked directly into my eyes.
"Well, I pulled up your mother's file here while you were talking. It breaks my heart, because right now, on the screen, is the information you are looking for. A name and an address that was updated as recently as 7 years ago. But I can't show that to you. Do you understand?"
"Yes Doctor," I said, wondering what he was getting at.
"Damn," he said, "Did you hear that?"
"No," I said. He picked up a beeper that was attached to his belt.
"I am getting paged. I will be back in a few minutes and I can answer any questions you might have, with the understanding that I will not discuss anything about your father. The man whose information is on the screen right now." And with that he got up and left. I felt giddy. I bolted out of the seat and ran behind the desk. I looked at the screen and I saw a name: Donald O'Houlihan. I wrote down the name and address. I was gone before the doctor got back.
And that, essentially, is how I got on the stood in front of the white house with red shutters. I took the information from the clinic and I did a bunch of research. I found out that my father had lived in the same town as me, all those years, until just five years earlier, and then he'd moved out of state, to this address. I found the address that he'd given in his new state and then he'd disappeared from the records. This was the end of the line. I hoped that the person living in this house would know where my father was next. I hoped even more that he was inside. There was a car in the driveway. Someone was home. Steeling my nerves, I reached up and knocked on the door.
"Hello, can I help you?" A stunningly gorgeous woman said as she opened the front door. She was a little taller than me at 5'6 and probably weighed around 115lbs. She had long platinum blonde hair and the high cheekbones and icy look of a super model. But she was more voluptuous than a super model. She had a cute hourglass shape with large breasts and an even fuller backside. Her stomach was flat. Her legs were thin, spindly. And she had very small feet. She was giving me a warm, slightly bemused look like she was waiting for me to tell her all about Jesus or steak knives. After I got over this woman's immense good looks, I stammered out a response.
"Yes, I am looking for Donald O'Houlihan," I said. Her smile faltered for a minute and she looked very surprised by my request.
"Mr. O'Houlihan no longer lives here," she said woodenly. She seemed so awkward; maybe this was an ex-wife or something. He must've been a pretty handsome or impressive man to grab a catch like her. But I was dejected. He wasn't here.
"Oh, I am sorry to have bothered you," I said. I was clearly making her uncomfortable; I didn't want to take up anymore of her time.
"No... honey you didn't bother me. I am just sorry he isn't here," she said. She looked like she was about to close the door, wrestling with herself, "You know I used to be... pretty close with Donald. Why are you looking for him?" My heart soared. I couldn't believe it.
"Do you know where he lives now?" I asked and she smiled.
"Why don't you come inside and we can talk about it. I am a little nervous about giving out private information when I don't know what you want." That seemed reasonable to me and a few seconds later I was sitting in the woman's living room, drinking coffee. She was doing the same.
"What is your name honey?" She asked me in a southern accent, even though we were a thousand miles from the South.
"Kara Gotlieb," I said and she nodded.
"I am Danica Harlow," she said and I liked that name. It sounded mysterious.
"So why are you looking for Donald?" she asked, taking a sip of her hot coffee. I wondered whether it would be smart to lie to her, but I decided that she seemed nice enough and I didn't want to screw with karma.
"Well, I guess to put it shortly, Mr. O'Houlihan is my father," I said. Danica's eyes got wide and it looked like she was using all of her restraint to avoid spitting out her coffee.
"Father?" she choked, "Someone told you that Donald O'Houlihan is your dad?" She sounded amazed. I felt like this was a strange reaction.
"How do you know Mr. O'Houlihan?" I asked. I felt certain this was his ex-wife now. I didn't want to get him in trouble for some reason before I even met him.
"First, you tell me why you think Donald is your father," she said. I didn't want to, but I was in her house, drinking her coffee. So I told her the whole story. I told her about my mom, my graduation present, my research at college, my trip to the clinic, and my drive out to her house. It took much longer than I thought it would. She sat across from me, nodding occasionally but listening intensely.
"Oh," she said, "well I guess that makes more sense that I was thinking. I should've known that's what you meant." She leaned back in her chair, looking contemplative. The sun shone in through her windows, striking her beautiful pale skin and throwing gently relief on her light freckles. She looked gorgeous. And worried. Why should she have known? Did she know that Donald donated sperm?
"Is something wrong?" I asked, feeling very nervous now, "I don't want to get Mr. O'Houlihan in any trouble. I don't want any money from him or anything. I just want to meet him and see what he is like." I explained. Her expression softened.
"I'm sorry," she said, "I didn't mean to make you nervous. This is just so...unexpected."
"How do you know Mr. O'Houlihan? I mean you clearly didn't just meet him when you bought the house from him or something. You know him better; you seem really worried for him." I said and she stared directly into my soul with her penetrating blue eyes.
"You know, I dye my hair," she said, "I usually have very dark red hair, honey" I was taken aback by that. I realized then that she called me honey, the way my mother calls me honey. The way all the women in my little town call all younger women 'honey.' I noticed her freckles, her build, those eyes. I couldn't believe what I was thinking.
"Wha..." I started, but she cut me off.
"I know Mr. Houlihan very well. I didn't meet him when I bought this house. I finally got to say goodbye to him. I used to be Mr. Houlihan. Now I am Danica." She said. Her face flushed. She looked terrified. My jaw dropped to the floor. This beautiful woman was...my father. And she looked a lot like me.
I felt a little dizzy and I must have looked a little sick because Danica set her coffee down gently and walked over to the love seat I was sitting on and put her arm around me. She was wearing perfume and it was intoxicating, I breathed it in deeply, but it just made my head swim faster.
"I don't understand..." I said and rubbed her hand in a motherly fashion on my shoulder. I turned and looked at her face. I saw my own eyes looking back at me. She had my forehead, and the same nose bridge. And all of the sudden it was so obvious, she looked so much like me. If people saw her next to me they would think she was my mother. Or sister. Even if my actual mother was with us.
"Well, the doctor's at the donor clinic didn't understand either; when I came to donate sperm. I have been living as 'Danica' since I was 13. I was in desperate need of money, so I decided to sell my sperm. It took a lot of convincing to get them to allow me to donate. I was saving up money to move to a state that would allow me to change my birth certificate to 'Danica.' It took years (not just sperm donation, of course, but other considerations) and I moved here, got a house, and then changed my name. That's probably why the trail went cold" she explained. She looked nervous. I think she was afraid I was judging her. I was too cloudy to do anything.
I also found myself strangely drawn to her. I don't think it was just narcissism, I thought she was prettier than me.  At the time, I was a virgin. I'd never had anything close to a serious relationship. I thought boys were cute and everything, I guess. I never thought I was a lesbian. But this woman, she touched some sort of primal live wire inside of me that I'd never felt before. I know now that I wanted her badly. But it was all too mixed up with other swirling emotions to allow me to full understand what I was feeling. I think my confusion heightened my sexuality. I think now, with the benefit of hindsight, that if I had just seen her I would have thought she was gorgeous, but would not have thought anything sexual. But add to that her exotic sexuality, my childhood hatred for an invisible father, and the fact that this woman...was that father, churned up something bizarre.



"I'm sorry Danica," I said, when I could finally figure out how to speak again, "I didn't mean to weird out there. I just. I can't believe this. It is so strange." She gave me a warm smile.
"I wasn't offended," she said, "Is there something I can get you? Tea or something to calm you down?"
"No, I am okay now," I said.
"I am just as surprised to find you," she said, looking blankly ahead, "I wonder how many sons and daughters I have out there." She looked at me with a wry grin. It was a sobering thought.
"I hope I didn't cross a line..." I started and she placed her hand on my knee.
"No honey, it's fine. I am surprised. But it is a pleasant surprise. You are beautiful, you're in college, and you're charming. I am so happy to meet you and know that something good happened for people other than me in my run from my old life," she got a little bit choked up and I could see a tear forming in her eye. She'd called me beautiful, I thought, and a chill ran down my spine.
"I am glad I could make you happy," I said, feeling a little uncomfortable.
"Can I ask you a favor?" Danica asked, wiping her tear away.
"May I give you a hug?" She asked, her voice just a whisper. I felt my throat catch a little and tears welled in my eyes and streamed down my cheeks. I couldn't talk, I just opened my arms. Danica's arms spread around my. She held me close; I felt her breasts against mine. I felt her hair on my neck and her cheek against mine. She squeezed me and I squeezed back. It was my first hug from my father. Then I pulled back.
I don't know what came over me as our faces pulled apart. I still had my hands on her elbows. Our faces were inches apart. Her eyes were closed. And she looked perfect. I leaned forward and pressed my lips against hers. Those lips were soft and she tasted sweet. I opened my mouth and slid my tongue along her lips, feeling her teeth. She was frozen. She didn't kiss back, but she didn't stop me. Finally, I broke the kiss and moved back. My body was almost shaking and my heart was racing. I was also incredibly horny. More horny than I'd ever been in my entire life. I could feel how wet my pussy was between my legs. My nipples were hard, pushing through my bra and t-shirt. I had goose bumps on my legs, I put my hands on my bare thighs just below the hem of my skirt and it felt lovely. I opened my eyes.
Danica was staring at me. Her eyes were wide and she had a look of pure shock. She gave me a sort of half-smile. I felt like I could almost know what she was thinking. It had been a sensual kiss. But this was so totally wrong. In more ways that I could count.
"Kara..." she started, her voice sounding apologetic. Then, I saw in a flash her eyes change. An animal, sexual part of her took over. She sprang forward. Her arms were around me again. Her breasts were pushed up against me. I wrapped my arms around her; I put one hand on the back of her head, running my hands through her full, soft hair. I pushed her mouth into mine. But I didn't need to. She pressed her lips against mine. I felt her tongue against my lips and I opened my mouth. Her tongue penetrated into my mouth, rolling against my tongue. Her spit tasted creamy and sweet and I licked all around her tongue. Our lips were wide open, letting our tongues roam widely.
She kept her lips clamped against mine, but she slowly started to ease me back onto the couch. Her hands moved all over my back, soft but strong, until I was finally on my back. She wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me close and kissing me more. I spread my legs, exposing my sopping wet panties. Danica was wearing a flowing sun dress and she lay down against me. I wrapped my legs around her waist. That's when I first felt it. She might have been living as Danica since she was thirteen, but part of her old life was still there. Her hard cock pressed against my inner thigh. She adjusted herself slightly and I could feel it, rubbing through her dress and against my pussy.
My body shuddered. It wasn't an orgasm, but some sort of intensely pleasurable feeling flowed through me when the hard tip of her cock rubbed my wet panties against my clitoris. I heard a moan escape from my throat and into Danica's mouth. Finally, she broke the kiss. She was looking directly into my eyes and I felt something kind of like love.
She started to grind her cock against me. I moaned now, throwing my head back and letting myself enjoy it. I heard Danica's breathing hasten and she humped me harder. I moved to her rhythm, grinding my pussy against her and squeezing her tighter with my legs. I wanted that cock so bad. I needed it.
"Let me see it," I said while I was moaning.
"Huh?" Danica said, confused. She stopped grinding against me for a moment.
"I want to see your cock," I said. Danica's eyes rolled back and she groaned. But she was smiling. I think she liked to hear me say it. For a brief moment I thought about the utter lunacy of this situation, but that rational thought was thrust aside when Danica got up on her knees. I let go with my legs. She smiled at me with a sexy look on her face.
She took hold of the bottom of her dress and quickly pulled it up over her head. She was wearing a sexy red bra and little black bikini panties. Her breasts looked even bigger with her dress off and her cock pushed out hard against her panties. My mouth was watering. I wanted it all. But I held back, Danica wasn't done yet.
First she reached between her breasts and unhooked her bra. She looked up at me and bit her lip. She tossed her long white gold hair to the side, making her look like an underwear model. I reached down and felt that my pussy was essentially dripping; even my inner thighs were slick with my pussy juice. Danica pulled back her bra and threw it off. Her breasts jiggled slightly as she moved. She had beautiful pink areolas, about the size of nickels and small, hard nipples. They were so feminine, so beautiful.
Then, Danica slipped her fingers into the waistband of her panties. She rolled back into a sitting position, flipping the back of the panties off of her ass in the same motion. She kept her legs largely together, but pulled the panties down her leg. Her dick was sort of tucked between her legs; I strained to see it, but only caught small glimpses. Finally she pulled the panties off here foot and threw it in the corner. She took one of her breasts in her hand, squeezing it slightly and arching her back. Then she spread her legs wide. Her hard cock sprang out from between her legs.
She was completely clean shaven and her skin was milky white. Her cock was smooth and flawless, not veiny or misshapen. It wasn't big, probably a little less than five inches long. But the shaft was a soft white color and the circumcised tip was the same pink color as her lips. Her scrotum was waxed as well and her balls hung heavy. I stared and this incongruous, but sexy, vision and could barely breath.
"Didn't you want to look at this?" she said, taking her cock between her thumb and forefinger and giving it a little wag. My body moved on its own accord. I didn't tell it what to do, it just acted. She was sort of sprawled across the couch; I could up on my hands and knees and crawled between her legs. Close up, I could see that she was trembling. I put my hand on her thigh and she jumped a bit. Her skin felt hot to the touch.
I leaned forward now and looked at the cock close up. It was so sexy. It looked like a woman's cock, somehow. It was so strange. I looked up at her face, seeing it frame by the underside of her large, pert breasts and I couldn't wait any longer. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth.
I popped the hard little tip of Danica's cock into my mouth. My father's cock. She sucked in breath sharply and I felt her body tense. I could taste her salty pre-cum. I'd never done this before. But I went on instinct. I swirled my tongue around the tip of her penis, gently. Then, after a few moments and some soft moans from Danica, I slid the cock into my mouth. I felt it glide over my tongue, hot and hard. I tasted the salty skin and smelled her feminine musk. Then, I felt her soft balls against my chin and I knew that I had her whole cock in my mouth. I bathed cock with my tongue, gently prodding it. Danica moved my hard away from my face, watching my mouth.
Then I pulled the cock out of my mouth and Danica sighed. I pushed her cock against my cheek and my eye. I pushed my tongue against her balls. They felt warm and full. I bounced them on my tongue. Then I started to lick them. I licked Danica's balls the way I'd lick an ice cream cone. My tongue, flat and soft, my strokes wide and slow. I licked her balls for several minutes. The room quiet except for Danica's labored breathing.
I don't know what possessed me next. I was still just acting without thought. I placed one hand on the back of each of Danica's knees and pushed her legs apart and back toward her head. Danica's head slid down on the couch, but her ass went up in the air. I looked down at her asshole. It was a little pink rosebud and it made my mouth water for some reason. I wanted to taste it. I kissed Danica's cock and her balls. Then I kissed the tight little area between her balls and her asshole.
Her smell was earthy and strong. It was smelled like primal sex and I loved it. I leaned forward and kissed her asshole, letting my puckered lips press against her. Danica gripped the couch tightly, but didn't dare speak. I darted my tongue out tentatively. Her asshole felt crinkly and soft and it tasted salty and dirty. Sexy. I started to laps at her asshole, trying to take in all of its flavor and smell. I rubbed my tongue hard over it, probing it gently. I clasped my mouth over it and sucked on it gently.
Then I realized that there was a new taste I wanted. I kissed her asshole against. Then I kissed the area between her asshole and her balls. Then I kissed her balls and cock. I took her cock in one of my hands. My other hand gently stroked her asshole, pushing my fingers against it gently. I popped her cock into my mouth. With my hand I stroked her cock while bobbing my hot little mouth up and down over her dick. Danica's hands were in my hair again, but her fingers were squeezing me stronger.
I had pushed Danica too far. She didn't take very long after that. Finally, I pushed Danica's cock as far as I could into my mouth. I felt her hands push me down hard, keeping her cock buried inside of my head. She screamed loudly and her entire body shook. I felt the hot, sticky cum against my cheeks before I tasted it. It was thick and salty. I pulled her cock out a bit, letting the delicious liquid fill my mouth. My entire tongue was soaking in Danica's cum and she kept coming. When the last pearly glob of sperm landed in my mouth, I had a mouthful of hot jizz. I slowly pulled Danica's cock out of my mouth.
I was careful, I didn't want to swallow it. I looked at Danica. Her eyes were closed and she looked gorgeous. I swished her cum in my mouth but leaned forward. I fell against her breasts. I kept swishing her cum, but I wrapped my arms around her and put my head against her breast. She put her arms around me held me close.
"I love you," she said and somehow I knew that she really did. We'd just met, but we had this connection. This amazing connection.
"I love you too," I gargled around her cum, spilling a little on her breast. It looked lovely, mixed with my spit on her taut skin. I moved my head back and spit more of her cum onto her nipple. She looked down at me but didn't say anything. The cum ran down her breast and onto her stomach. Soon I'd spit all of her cum out and her breasts and tummy glistened with the white liquid. There was a little pool of it in her bellybutton. I took her breast in my mouth and sucked on her hard nipple. I sucked up her cum as well.
"Clean that cum up baby," she said and make a sexy little squeaking sound. I moved all over her big soft tit and her stomach, sucking up her cum. Finally, I dipped my tongue into her little bellybutton, scooping out the last of it. Her body shined with my spit. My mouth was fully and felt sticky. I lay down on top of Danica and looked at her. She opened her mouth and I kissed her. I let her hot cum and my spit fill her mouth and she involuntarily mad e a sound that showed her appreciation for the salty thick taste. I spit every last drop into her mouth. I watched a she swished it between her teeth. Then she grabbed me and kissed me again, pouring the liquid back into my mouth. I finally swallowed it down, letting it slide down my throat and feeling it sit warm in my stomach.
All of this seemed to turn Danica on even more. I could feel she was hard again. She grabbed my shirt and pulled it off. My small breasts were encased in my little green bra, but she pulled me forward and kissed the tops of them. While she was doing that, she reached around and deftly unhooked my bra. She pulled it off, exposing my hard little pink nipples. She looked up at me and arched her sexy eyebrows. And I nodded, I begged through nodding.
She popped one of my nipples into her mouth, running her tongue all over it, flicking it and teasing it. I moaned and pushed my breast against her harder. I was so focused on that amazing feeling that I barely noticed her hands reaching under my skirt. I felt her hands on my sopping wet panties and I felt as she pulled them off from under my skirt.
She moved her mouth to my other breast now, providing the same loving care to it. But now I was focused on something else. Danica's delicate, thin fingers were pressed against my pussy. I felt hot and I was sucking in air like there wasn't enough oxygen in the world. Her fingers rubbed against my wet slit and my clitoris and I felt the reverberations of her touch rocket through me. She rubbed my pussy in a way that was so knowing. It was even better than my clumsy attempts at masturbation. She knew every spot to touch, just how much pressure to apply, and when to hold back.
But she wanted more. She pushed me back onto the couch again and spread my legs. My skirt rode up, exposing my pink pussy lips. She leaned forward and gave my clit a little kiss and I had to stifle an explosive moan by biting my lip.
Danica sat back up and took her cock in her hand. She gave me a glowing, motherly smile and put the tip of her cock against my opening. She didn't say anything, but her slow deliberate motions put me at ease. I breathed heavily, but easily. I felt her skin against my pussy lips and breathed it sharply. It was wonderful. Then she cautiously began to feed her hard cock into my pussy. The sensation was incredible. My pussy was so wet that she slipped easily, inch by inch into me. There was only the slightest amount of pain.
Then I felt her hips against mine and realized that Danica had taken my virginity. This almost made me cum, just thinking. But then Danica began to slowly move her hips, thrusting her cock in and out of me at a slow, sensual pace. I moaned in rhythm with her motions. I tried to thrust back into her, driving the delicious cock as far as it would go inside of me. Danica lay against my breasts. Her nipple dug into me. She kissed me gently and lovingly.
When Danica realized that I was comfortable she grabbed my leg and got up on my knees. I watched her big, sexy breasts shake as she thrust her dick into my cunt. She started fucking me harder and harder, thrusting for all she was worth. And I felt the orgasm build inside of me. First, there was sudden and relentless build in tension. Then, just as rapidly, that tension exploded and I felt warmth and pleasure emanating from my pussy and moving out in waves all over my body. I know I screamed and I know that I pulled Danica into me, hard. I can't remember too much more, the pleasure was unbearable. But I do know that my pussy contacted hard around Danica's cock and she came again. She filled my pussy with that life granting cum. Then she collapsed on top of me, panting.
We lay on the couch for a long while. I didn't even try to think about what had happened. I just enjoyed the warmth of Danica's body and the knowledge that, far from rejecting me, my biological farther loved and accepted me. I curled into her breast and she held me tight.
"I don't understand what just happened," she said after a long silence during which she again played absent-mindedly with my hair, "I can't believe how strong this attraction was. I couldn't stop it."
"I know," I said contentedly.
"I am sorry," she said, sounding so sincere it nearly broke my heart, "I shouldn't have taken advantage of you." Involuntarily, I grabbed her close.
"Don't say that Danica, that was so incredible. I don't know what happened either. But something that felt that lovely can't be all wrong," I said. and she hugged me back. Then I looked at her face again and felt that same animal desire for her. I think she felt it too. She kissed me passionately. I placed my hand on her breast and then... There was the sound of a door slamming somewhere in the house.
"Shit!" Danica said, sitting up sharply and tumbling me down to her lap, on top of her cock.
"What?" I asked, startled.
"It's my wife!" she said, "She must be home early!" And I knew that my crazy adventure was far from over.
The End
Everyone: thank you so much for reading this story. Please, please rate the story and comment on it. Send me an e-mail through literotica or through the Forum if you want it to be private. I read all the responses and I want to give you all what you want. If you like this story and want it to continue, let me know where it should go. Also, if you liked this, read my other stories and comment on them as well (If you like the mash-up of transsexuals and incest, read my story "Jealousy"). If you have a suggestion for another story you'd like to hear and want me to write it I will CONSIDER doing it.
Also, I want to note that as to the various medical and legal issues that go into sperm donation I am completely without knowledge. I just made stuff up to make the story dramatic. If you have questions about finding a missing parent (or anything) consult an attorney. Or a doctor. Anyone except an erotic story writer, like me. Thanks YKN
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Chapter 1: A Terrifying Discovery
I woke feeling the same as I had every morning for months, ecstatic. There is no other way to describe the way I feel when I wake up in the morning. I popped up off of my pillow, slapped off the alarm and was out of bed in a matter of seconds. I wanted nothing more than to get to school, go to class, see my friends, go to cheerleading practice, and just do everything an 18 year girl was supposed to do. I mean, I don't like to brag or anything but I had the perfect life. I was popular (but with real, deeply held friendships) and had a cute boyfriend who liked me a lot.
Further, I was very pretty. I don't mean to say this like I am awesome or anything, I just mean that about a year ago I, Mina Hayes, didn't quite look the way I did that morning. No one would have thought at that time that I would be able to grow to my full size 5'2 95lbs with full, round 32-C breasts. No one would have thought I'd be able to grow my very long dirty blonde hair that or that my green, almond-shaped eyes would have a youthful glow. No one would imagine that my straight, white chompers with slightly rotated eye-teeth would be in a constant smile. Further no one would believe that I would fill out into a slim, long-legged young woman with a vaguely hour-glass shaped body and slim, but healthy tummy. No a year ago, I looked like I was on about to die.
Shortly before I turned 17 I had been diagnosed with a very rare and deadly form of ovarian cancer. At the time the doctors gave me no chance of survival. It was so rare that very little money was invested in curing it and no treatment had ever been proven to be more than minimally effective. I had stopped going to school, I had lost most of my weight and had remained looking like a little girl even while my friends blossomed. I thought I would die like that. Then, a year into my disease, when the doctors were saying I had mere weeks to live, a guardian angel came to me.
Her name was Dr. Marta Morales and she had lost a sister to the same disease when she was very young. She came to me when I was in the hospital and my mother was deciding whether or not to sign a document allowing the doctors to pull the plug on me if I were to slip into a coma. Dr. Marta, as she like me to call her, was an oncologist and she explained to me that she worked in my hospital and had learned about my disease. She said she had connections at the FDA and a small pharmaceutical company in Philadelphia that had accidentally stumbled onto a something that might work as a treatment for my disease. She explained that she might be able to get me into an experimental test for the drug. She didn't know if it would work at all and further they had no idea if it would make me worse or have horrible side effects. But I was dying and my mother quickly signed the consent form. It was a shot in the dark.
There were two other girls in my trial, two twin sisters who were two years older than me who hadn't yet reached the point where they were on death's door. But we all started taking the drugs immediately. At first we noticed nothing, but then again I didn't die. But it in a few weeks, I started to feel better. In two months I was out of the bed and then, 6 months after starting the medicine, I was discharged from the hospital. The cancer was in remission and there was no evidence of it in my body. I stayed on the medicine for a few more weeks and then, all of the sudden I was a teenage girl again. The other two girls in my trial bounced back as well. It was clearly a miracle drug. When I woke up that morning, I had been back at school for months, I was on the JV cheerleading squad and everything seemed perfect.
That brings me back to the morning in question. I had been wearing a tank-top and a pair of my brother's boxer shorts to bed and I looked at myself in the mirror as I headed towards the bathroom to get a shower. My brother was in college and my mother went to work very early so when I got up in the morning I was always home alone. I looked good in the mirror and smiled to myself. I walked into the bathroom, rubbed the sleep from my eyes. I pulled down my boxers and sat down on the toilet and started to pee. Suddenly, my breasts were covered in hot liquid. I shook my head and looked down.
There, between my legs...was a small 3 and a half inch penis looking up at me from between my legs. It was pissing all over my breasts! I stopped peeing immediately and stood up. The penis fell limply between my legs but stayed attached to me! I was in a state of complete shock. What was this this and why was it stuck to me? I reached down to pull it off but I could feel my hand against it and it hurt when I tried to tug it off. I quickly threw on my boxers and rushed into my room. I could feel is slapping against my leg inside of my boxers.
I didn't know why and I still don't really know, but I called Dr. Marta. It wasn't as though I knew then...Well you'll find out. It's just, I had to talk to someone and I really trusted Dr. Marta. She had saved my life. Plus this was obviously something medical and she would sit me down, calm me, and let me know that there was nothing to be worried about and that she could take care of it completely. I had her cellphone number so I knew I would get her. After a couple of rings, she picked up.
"Hey Mina. What's up?" She said casually. We talked a lot and she wouldn't be worried about me calling.
"I..." I started and I could hear the tears in my own voice. This was so confusing.
"What is it? Are you feeling sick again?" she asked, sensing immediately that something was very, very wrong.
"No it isn't the cancer. It's...something else. I can't really explain. I don't know," I said and then I was balling.
"Honey, honey, honey," the doctor said soothingly into the phone. She sounded relieved that it wasn't the cancer but I could tell she was still very concerned.
"I woke up this morning and went into the bathroom to get a shower and I noticed something. I mean, how could I not notice? This is absolutely insane," I said, trying to remain calm. But with each passing second I felt myself breathing heavier and I knew that I was going to start crying again. I was curled up in a ball on my bed, hating the feeling of that thing against the insides of my thighs.
"Listen," Dr. Marta said, suddenly getting stern, "You have to tell me what is up. You know enough about doctors to know how this works. You tell me what is wrong and I make it better. I can't do my job before you do yours." That was enough for me, I got control of myself.
"Well I was on the toilet and I noticed," I said and it got caught in my throat. How could I tell someone. But I picked Dr. Marta, sitting patiently in her office and I knew I could trust her, "I...grew a penis. I know that is impossible. I know you think am either totally gross or totally crazy but that is what happened." I actually felt better having said it. There was silence on the other end. I started to get nervous, "Doctor..."
"I was hoping it wouldn't happen with you," She said, cutting me off. She sounded somber.
"What?"
"Listen honey," she said in an apologetic way, "We started your cancer trial with five hundred girls across the country. It seems that, after taking the medicine for about a year about 95% of the girls have grown penises. We have absolutely no idea what is going on. It doesn't seem to be possible. The gender doesn't really change in the sense that hormones remain the same and the ovaries remain intact but the penis just sort grow out of the clitoris. Worse, when girls stopped taking the medicine the penis did not go away and some of them suffered relapses in their cancer.
"I don't understand," I said.
"Honey, I don't understand either. Listen, I am going to speak with some of the people I know at the drug company right now. I want you to come by my office this afternoon and we will talk about it," she said.
"I..." I started.
"I am at the security desk there now sweetheart. I have to go. I want you to know that I am really sorry about this and I am going to do everything in my power to fix this. I promise I am going to give it everything that I have," she said and then the line went dead. There I was. Sitting on my bed. With a penis.
I felt sort of hazy. I wanted to call my mother and tell her I wasn't feeling well. But I have never been a very good liar. She would know it was something else and she would badger me until I told her the truth and I couldn't imagine that. I wasn't really thinking straight, but I decided that the best course of action would be just to go to school and pretend like everything was normal.
I couldn't imagine going into the shower and cleaning myself. All of myself. I had just showered the last afternoon after cheer practice so I decided I would just get dressed quickly and leave. I put on a white tank top, something tight where you could see my pink bra through it. That way it would keep people's eyes on my chest and away from my...penis. I also found a knee length, pleated pink skirt so that there was no chance of anyone seeing anything that could be taken as a bulge. I looked at myself in the mirror and felt okay. But not really.
Chapter 2: Keeping Things Under Wraps
I got to school about twenty minutes later and I definitely felt strange. It seemed like no matter how I moved I could feel it touching me. Worse, I felt like everyone who looked at me could tell that there was something wrong with me. Of course that was crazy. People came up and said hello to me just like normal and no one stared at me in any way that was out of the ordinary.
When you get to my school, they don't let you just walk over to your first class, especially for people like me who get there like twenty minutes before class. Instead, they let you go to your locker and then you have to go to the cafeteria and sit with your friends while you wait for them to open up the doors to the rest of the school so you can go to class. I walked really, really slowly to my locker. I didn't even know if I would be able to talk to my friends. I just didn't feel like I was me right then.
I put my backpack in the locker and then looked at the clock. There were still ten minutes to go. Suddenly I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned and saw Lucy Turner. She was the captain of the cheerleading squad and the most beautiful girl that I had ever met. We were friendly with one another, mostly because we had been on the squad together for years (She was also a senior and like me she was 18). She was so elegant and effortless cool. We were friendly with one another, but in my heart I really wanted us to be close friends.
Like I said, she was gorgeous. She was a little bit taller than me at 5'6 and she was thin at 115lbs. She had this amazing, long, dark red hair with blondish highlights. Her skin was flawlessly white (not a single freckle, which is odd of a natural redhead). She had gorgeous, huge round blue eyes and a severe, sexy face. Her body was slim and she had small, 32-B breasts and a flat stomach. She had a super models build with slightly flared hips and a long legs. In short, she was the prettiest girl in school.
"Hey Mina, what's up? Why aren't you at the table? I never beat you there," she said smiling a thousand watt smile. For a second my mind went completely blank and I could tell my mouth was open. She giggled, "Everything cool?" I felt like such a doofus.
"Oh jeez. Sorry I was just sort of in my own world there," I said, trying too hard to match her giggled, "No. Umm. I was just running a little late today," I explained.
"That's an acceptable excuse," she said, indicating towards the cafeteria, "Shall we walk?"
"Ok," I said. Trying to sound calm.
"So the school year is winding down," she said, her hands crossed in front of her chest, clutching a binder and walking. She was wearing a tight black t-shirt and a skin tight pair of cloth shorts that accentuated her stunning ass.
"I guess so," I said. I kept trying to think of more things to say, to seem natural but my entire game was off today. I just felt like she knew that there was something wrong with me.
"Well," she said, not noticing my twitchiness, "We are going to need a new captain when I graduate this year. It is a tradition for the old captain to pick a new captain," she explained. I was barely listening.
"Uh-huh," I said.
"There is a lot of pressure on me to pick a junior. Usually we pick rising seniors. But I think it is more important to pick the right person. You know? Like, I am not just going to pick Julie because she is popular. She doesn't even show up everyday," She explained.
"No," I said. We were in the cafeteria now.
"So I want to pick Beth. But I know that no on else is going to support me. I need you to have my back on this. I would really appreciate it. If you can help me with that, I still have to pick an assistant captain for this year, and I have been thinking about you" she explained and suddenly it hit me. What she was saying. I had imagined this happening a thousand times in my mind and now it was happening and I was too worried about my...dick to enjoy it, "Would you like to do it?"
"Umm..." I said, unable to speak. What an unbelievably strange day.
"If you don't want to..."
"NO!" I said, getting it together, "I definitely want to. I have wanted to do this forever. I just find the words. I am so happy. I want it. Please let me have it. I will back you up on anything you need" I said. I was a little too strong, but she took it in stride.
"Okay, I am going to make the announcement this afternoon," she said and put her arm around me and gave me a little hug. We were standing at our table now. All of the other cheerleaders and their boyfriends were sitting at the table talking.
"Hey guys," I said, and then sat down quietly.
"Why are you late babe? Everything okay," Chad asked. He was my new boyfriend. We had just starting dating about a month ago. Things were going really well. He was sweet and kind and handsome. He was perfect. But looking at him now, I could sense how disgusted he would be by me if he knew about my problem. I knew he wouldn't understand. I gave the revulsion he would have for me if he knew right back at him.
"Chad," I said angrily, "Don't worry about it okay?"
"Hey I told you, I would pick you up but I can't. You live on the other side of the county. We'd both be late everyday," he said. Good, he thought I was angry again about a fight we'd had two weeks ago.
"Listen I don't want to fight," I said, then I turned and started talking to one of the other girls. He rolled his eyes and went back to his friends. I tried to just talk to them, but mostly I just listened to everyone talking and zoned out. Finally, the bell rang and it was time for first class.
The entire first period was just a blur. I sat in my normal seat. Second row from the back, right next to the window. I just found myself staring out the window, looking at a tree and trying to ignore the world. I think my teacher called on me once and I vaguely remember speaking. She didn't seem offended by the answer, so it must have been good. By the end of the period, I found that I was starting to think more and more about the thing between my legs. I was trying to remember exactly what it looked like. I was trying to remember if it was huge or not. I could feel it there, vaguely. But I was too nervous about it to touch it. I went to second class, but the thoughts just started getting more and more persistent. Soon the wall I had been trying to build all morning collapsed and it was absolutely all I could think about.
"Ms. Hayes," Mr. Johnson said, "In what year was the Magna Carta signed?"
"1215," I said, then quickly followed it with, "May I please go to the bathroom?"
"Good answer. Of course you can go," he said. I was up like a shot and out of the room. I tried not to go too fast, I didn't want anyone to think anything was wrong. I made it to the bathroom and quickly climbed into one of the stalls and sat down on the toilet. I didn't really have any idea what I wanted to do and for a moment I just sat there, looking at my feet. Finally, I decided I would take off my skirt and panties and hang them on the door. I needed to have a look at this thing.
I slid my skirt off quietly, I wasn't sure if there was anyone else in the bathroom, I had rushed in so quickly. I hung it on the peg. I looked at my black, boy shorts underwear and I could see the little bulge in them. I quickly slid them down my legs and hung them up as well. I pushed my knees together and the dick sat up between my legs, the balls resting on my thighs.
I had had expected my legs and crotch to spontaneously grow thick, manly hair or something my legs but my pubes were still waxed completely bare from the night before. It was very small for a dick I suppose. I had only ever seen one in my life, it belonged to my boyfriend. He had taken it out one night and I had giggled and told him that I didn't want to give him a hand job. I was very uncomfortable about touching it the, but I had been curious. His penis was probably 6 inches long. I had talked to other girls and it seemed that was relatively normal.
On the other hand there was my dick. It was only about 3.5" long and was pretty thin actually, only about an inch or so in diameter. My testicles were actually bigger than my boyfriend's had been. They appeared to each almost be the size of a golf ball. The skin on the shaft and balls looked just like the rest of my skin, light and white. I put my hands on the shaft and pulled the skin down and saw the tip, it was a bright pink color and was surprisingly feminine. It was actually the same color as my clit, I realized. I had always had a somewhat large clit and it seemed like this thing had grown out of it. The penis itself was spongy and heavier than I had expected. When I lifted my balls up I was really surprised by the weight. I saw that my vagina had closed up entirely.
Suddenly, all of this touching was making something strange happen. I could feel the spongy cock getting harder in my hands and I realized I was starting to get an erection. All of the thinking about my clit had me thinking about orgasms and masturbating and the touching hadn't made anything any better. I couldn't believe it, but my tiny dick was getting hard. It didn't take long. In a few seconds it was hard as a rock. It didn't get much bigger, but it sort of bulged a little bit. It got even more sensitive to the touch.
I felt my cheeks getting hot even though there was no one else to see it. I also felt a little light headed; which I guess made sense because my body wasn't designed to have blood diverted from my brain. Suddenly I had an uncontrollable urge. I wanted to feel what an orgasm would feel like from a cock. I was still intensely embarrassed, but this new feeling sort of covered it. It's hard to explain. It was like the cock was controlling my mind somehow.
I had never given a hand job before, but I had to admit I had seen a boy masturbating before. Okay, it was on the internet. I was just sort of curious as to how they did it and I went on a website. It's not like I am some giant pervert or anything. I don't look at porn all the time, but I did it once, and so I knew how it worked.
I put my hand around the shaft of my penis and felt its hard warmth against my soft palm. I squeezed it, but I squeezed a little too tight and I loosened my grip. I started to rock my hand back and forth across my dick. I could feel the thick vein that ran across the bottom. It was an amazing feeling. The best part was when my fingers drifted up and over the tip and then back down again. I found myself squirming on the toilet and biting my lip to avoid making noise. I can't even describe how it felt. It was different than when I masturbated before. Not better or worse just different.



It didn't take me very long. All the sudden I felt a seizing feeling in my balls. I couldn't help it, I opened my mouth and let out a croaking sound. I was suddenly filled with a warm feeling that emanated from my penis all over my body and my vision went blank for a second. Suddenly a thick, hot warm liquid squirted between my fingers. I looked down and another hot spurt shot right into my mouth, leaving a little bit on my lips. More kept coming. The taste was salty and sticky but delicious. I couldn't believe how much I like it. I was completely surprised. I swished it around in my mouth and drank it down. A few more spurts and I looked down again. My thighs and hands were covered in thick, white cum. It looked like liquid pearl. I splayed my fingers and looked at it glisten on my fingers. Without thinking I sucked the cum off my fingers. I scooped more off of my thighs and shoved it into my mouth. Finally, I got the last few drips off the tip of my dick and put it in my mouth. There had been a ton of it. Probably 6 ounces. Far more than the boy had produced in the video I had seen on the internet.
Suddenly my mind cleared and I realized what had happened. I couldn't believe what I had done. I could still taste the cum on my lips and tongue and I was disgusted with myself for wanting more. Something more was wrong with me than just this thing. I got up quickly and threw on my clothes. I had to stop this. I ran back to class, hoping no one would smell the sex on my breath.
Chapter 3: A Friend Can Tell
I managed to make it through the rest of the school day. The worst part was lunch. Sitting with my friends and trying to act normal. I did a lot better than I had in the morning and I started to feel a little better. I was starting to come to terms with what was going on. While I was far from comfortable with the situation, there really wasn't anything else to do but accept it until Dr. Marta could help me out. I participated some in class near the end of the day when it became pretty clear that I was going to make it to the doctor's office before anyone noticed what was going on.
It was the end of the day before I realized something. I was supposed to go to cheer practice. Not only that, I was supposed to be named assistant captain at cheer practice. This was going to be a really tough decision. I really, really wanted to go. It was my dream to be captain, but I would settle for the next position down, and I wanted to be at practice. But when I thought about going into the locker-room I realized that I really didn't have an option.
I got my stuff out of my locker slowly and then headed towards the door. I knew that if I drove quickly I could be at the doctor's office before 3:00. I headed for the door, but just before I got there I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned around quickly and saw Lucy standing behind me smiling.
"Where are you going? We have practice..." she said, she looked concerned.
"Oh...yeah. I don't know I just don't feel well," I said unconvincingly.
"I knew that you didn't want to support me on the next captain when I told you this morning. Look I understand if you don't want to or if you can't for some reason. I can always pick someone else..."
"No it isn't that. I do want to help you," I said, rubbing my elbows self-consciously.
"Well then what is wrong. And don't say you feel sick. I can tell when you're lying," she said. I looked into her big eyes and realized she was sincerely concerned about me. I hung my head and tried to keep from crying.
"I'm sorry," I said.
"What? Why are you sorry," she said, putting her hand on my shoulder. I looked back up at her. She was biting her lip and furrowing her brow and somehow it made her look both gorgeous and honest. I grabbed her hand and starting pulling her. She followed behind me without saying anything. I don't know now why I didn't just say I was experiencing side effects from my medication and I had to go to the doctor. When people know you have cancer they don't really ask questions. I don't know, I guess I just needed to confide in someone. I guess I thought Lucy might understand. I guess I wanted to find out if she was really my friend.
I pulled her towards the school theater. I found the back door and pulled her into the green room. It was near the end of the school year, so there was no one around practicing or anything. The green room was just a dank, cinderblock room with a dirty old couch. She sat down and looked up at me expectantly. For a second I froze. The I figured out what needed to be said first.
"Listen, I need you to swear to absolute secrecy about this," I said and she leaned forward and bit her lower lip. She looked so sexy and I was concerned as I could tell I was about to get an erection. This was absolutely crazy. Was I sexually attracted to women now?
"Sure," she said.
"This isn't like the normal sort of 'don't tell anyone' where I sort of hope or expect you will tell someone I mean this has to go to your grave or I will probably end up killing myself. And that isn't a joke," I explained in the most serious tone I could muster. She nodded her head solemnly.
"I swear to God, Mina. Whatever happens here in the green room will be between us until the day I die," she said with equal gravity. I looked into her eyes and I could see she was telling the truth. She wasn't taking this lightly.
"Okay. Please don't like...laugh or scream or run out of the room or anything okay?"
"Jesus Mina, there aren't a lot of things that can make someone do all of those things. Are you sick again?" She said, patting the couch next to her for me to sit down. I shook my head and stayed standing.
"Okay," I said and then quickly outlined for her my cancer story. I told her about the near death experiences and the final, miraculous medicine that saved my life and brought it up to that morning to, when I woke up in the morning feeling great and knowing that all that was behind me.
"Right," she said, smiling sweetly at me, "I mean I knew all that. That is so awesome. I mean I don't even know the words I could use to explain how great that is. But that doesn't explain why you're running out on practice and why you have me hiding in this dank hole of a room," she said, fairly.
"Well. Like I said, there were never any side effects for the medicine," I said, "Until this morning." Then I couldn't talk anymore. My mouth got dry and I heard my throat click.
"Well what side effect do you have now. Sounds like dry mouth," she said and giggled. I was still frozen. I wanted to say the words. I just couldn't get them out for some reason. "Damn it Mina, stop being so mysterious and just tell me what is going on!"
"I grew a dick!" I said, more loudly than I had intended. I squeezed my eyes shut as I said it. The room was silent now and I felt like my entire body was vibrating. My heart was beating in my throat.
"Like..." she said finally, I opened my eyes and she was still there. Her mouth was slightly agape and she seemed as though she weren't comprehending what I was saying.
"Like a dick. A penis," I said in a more controlled fashion now.
"How?"
"I don't know. I am getting ready to go to my doctor's office. She says that there may be something she can do but that I can't stop taking the medicine and that it won't go away on its own," I explained to her and I felt tears welling up in my eyes. In half a second Lucy was up off of the couch and she had her arms around me, holding me closely in a hug. I wrapped my arms around her back and started to sob. I couldn't control myself. I felt weak in the knees and soon Lucy was the only thing keeping me from hitting the ground.
"Shhh...Shhhhh....Shhhhh," she hushed into my ear, squeezing me close and stroking my hair, "It's okay Mina. You didn't do anything wrong. It isn't a punishment it isn't anything bad. Your doctor is going to fix you up and it will just be a story me and you tell when we are hanging out alone. Okay?" She said. I felt a weight come off of my shoulders. Of course, I had been thinking those things. But I was just so relieved that she wasn't running out of the room. She didn't think any less of me. Maybe everything would be okay.
"Better?" she asked as I opened my eyes and looked up at her. She brushed my hair out of my eyes and wiped my tears off of my cheeks. She was smiling at me and I was filled with an undeniable feeling of love, "Don't worry about crying. I think you are entitled. But you've had things so much worse. This is nothing."
'I know," I said, my voice choked and teary sounding, "It is just so weird."
"I know," she said, stroking my hair. She was still holding me around the waist, looking at me closely. Her breasts were on top of my breasts and I could feel the friction between our shirts. I could almost sense that she was noticing it to. I definitely noticed that she never let me go. I started to notice something very unnerving. I noticed that my cock was slowly filling. I could tell that there was an erection coming on. I didn't know what to do. If I pulled away from her she would sense something was wrong. If I stayed here, she would definitely know something was up. I was still struggling to figure out what to do what she put an end to it.
"Well Hello! Is that a spontaneous penis in your pants or are you just happy to see me?" she said and I blushed hard.
"I...I..." I said.
"Don't sweat it," she said smiling, "You aren't the first person to rub your dick on my leg."
"No...I," I tried again.
"Mina. I am joking. I know you can't control this thing. I was just trying to make you not feel bad about it. We have a special bond now. I want you to be comfortable," she said and then finally let go of her hug and stepped back. My little dick was poking out now against my skirt.
"I'm sorry," I said.
"The whole point of what I said was so you wouldn't have to be sorry Mina," she said, crossing her arms across her chest and giving me a crooked grin.
"Sorry I didn't get it," I said and then smiled back at her and she laughed. We stood there, awkwardly for a minute and then we giggled again. We didn't know what else to do. I noticed her eyeing me now, in a nonchalant way, like she didn't want me to notice what she was doing.
"Can I...see it?" she said, twisting her upper body back and forth childishly, trying to make her little question seem innocent.
"No!" I said. I wanted as few people as possible to know what it looked like.
"Come on!" she said, flopping back down on the couch, "Tell me if we were flipped and I had just told you what you told me that you wouldn't want to check it out." She made a compelling point.
"I know but..." I said, wavering and she could tell. I was sort of excited too. I was horny and my head was a little light and I was completely overwhelmed by how beautiful and sweet Lucy was.
"I mean I can always offer the assistant captaincy to someone else..." she said, raising her eyebrows at me.
"Fine..." I said, sighing deeply, but actually quite excited. She leaned forward on the couch while I quickly slipped my skirt down around my ankles and kicked it off. I was wearing a little lime green pair of boy shorts and my cock was straining out against it and there was a small spot of pre-cum where the tip was pressing against the cotton. Lucy's eyes were on it and she licked her lips without noticing what she was doing. She was turned on too!
I was a little bit nervous, but like earlier in the bathroom I was past the point where my fears and concerns were in control. I was just going to act and I might regret it later but it really wasn't a choice. I slowly slipped down my underwear, revealing my small, hard, shaved cock for Lucy to see. She let out a little gasp and leaned back a little in the couch. I felt my cheeks getting hot. Now that she could see it, maybe she didn't think it was okay anymore. Maybe she realized it was gross.
"It's so strange," she said thoughtfully.
"I know, its disgusting..."
"No, let me finish," she said cutting me off quickly, "I was going to say, it's strange that it looks so feminine. I mean I have seen...four? Yeah four penises in my life. They looked like that but not like that. I mean that is totally a dick, but it is a girl dick. I know that sounds strange," she said, looking at it with her head cocked to the side.
"Thanks, I think," I said feeling awkward standing there in my tank top with my dick hanging there. I wondered if anyone was milling around in the theater. I was a little nervous.
"Can I...touch it?" she asked, getting up from the couch and walking towards me. I took a little step back.
"I don't think that is a good idea," I said, but I wanted her to touch it.
"I won't hurt you," she said and her voice had changed now. It was sort of husky and when she walked towards me she sort of slinked. She had a little grin on her face and her big, beautiful eyes were shining. She stopped me dead in my tracks and kept moving towards me. Soon she was standing a few inches from me.
"Promise?" I asked coyly.
"Cross my heart," she said and took one more half-step in. She leaned forward and kissed me lightly, just a whisper of her lips against my own. At the same instant the palm of her hand found the tip of my penis. She sort of swirling her palm around the tip gently, not causing any painful friction, but instead just giving me the slightest bit of a sensation. I moaned into her mouth.
"Oh shit!" I said and my knees buckled a bit. Lucy snaked her other arm under my arm, across my back, and grabbed the back of my neck with her hand. She held me up and at the same time, pushed her lips deeper into my own. Her thick, pink lips parted and her tongue slipped gently into my mouth, tasting the spit out of my mouth, tickling my tongue. While she was doing this, she slowly started to stroked my cock with her hand. I felt her long fingernail tickle it gently and she move her hands down and gently mashed my balls in her hand, tugging on them gently.
I slipped one of my hands around her back and squeezed her athletic butt in my hand and she gave a little jump and bit down on my tongue. With my other hand I gently started to rub the side of her breast, feeling its weight and she moaned. She started to push her tongue in farther. I opened my mouth wider and flattened my tongue, letting her gently snake her thick, long tongue down my throat. I was pushing my hips against her hands now and moaning around tongue. Our teeth clattered together, her tongue was so deep inside of me. My entire body felt rigid. I just wanted to stay like this forever.
But suddenly, she pulled her tongue out of my mouth, licking the spit from her lips. She gave me a quick kiss and then started to squat down in front of me. Her arm slithered down my back, wrapping around my ass and holding me tight. Her other hand was still working my dick, but I looked down at her red hair and saw her mouth open in front of my dick, jacking it into her mouth. She looked up at me for a few seconds. Then she dipped her head forward and engulfed the tip of my dick in her mouth.
For a second she held it just there, swirling her tongue slowly around the tip, sucking down the pre-cum and making little noises. I felt weak but she kept holding me up. It was a crazy feeling. A little like when I used to rub my clit, but different. I played in her thick, red hair, running my fingers through it and focusing on that so I wouldn't cum right away, the waiting was delicious agony.
Slowly, she began to move her head back and forth. Each time she moved forward she took a little bit more of my cock into her mouth than the time before. Her tongue still swirled around the tip and she was rubbing my balls gently with one of her hands. In a few moments all three and a half inches of my dick was inside of her mouth, getting rubbed and bathed with her tongue. Occasionally she'd dart her tongue out, licking my balls. I was moaning loudly now and leaning over her slightly, my stomach rubbing against the top of her head. I was rubbing my tits with one of my hands.
Suddenly, I felt an orgasm welling up inside of me. I could tell even before it happened that it was going to be more intense that the one that morning. I dropped my hands to her head, holding it gently but firmly in my hands, pushing her head into my cock until her chin was pushing in my balls and her nose was pushing into my stomach. I let out a low moan and then it happened. I first felt my balls constrict and then I felt an intense sensation all over my body. I felt my asshole tighten up and then I felt the hot, thick ropes of cum splash out of my dick in huge spurts. I heard Lucy make a strange gurgling sound. The feeling was so amazing I lost my balance.
Lucy kept my cock in her mouth as she gently helped my down onto the floor, laying my down on the ground. Even while she was doing this, more and more cum was shooting into her mouth from my dick. Her cheeks were bulging with sperm and it was coursing out of her lips and down onto her chin even as she was swallowing it. Finally, the last few drops spilled into her mouth and I leaned back hard against the floor. Panting.
I was laying there and suddenly her weight was on top of me, sitting on my chest. Her cheeks were still bulging and my cum was dripping off her chin onto my shirt. She leaned forward and grabbed my tank top and bra with her hand and pulled me up. She leaned forward and kissed me deeply, opening her mouth and letting my cum flow into my mouth. It was hot and salty and tasted a little bit like her spit. We both swallowed down half the remaining cum, but kept kissing. She leaned down so that she was lying completely against me, my flaccid dick on her stomach. We kissed leisurely, our arms tied in pretzels and her hair forming a halo around our faces.
Finally, she spoke, "Sorry. I couldn't help it."
"I am not complaining," I said and kissed her nose. She scrunched it up and smiled.
"Should you be going to the doctor?" she asked and I realized where I was and what time it was. But I really didn't want to go.
"I guess I probably should. You are way late for practice," I said and she looked up at the clock and smiled.
"Yeah I guess so," she said, then she put her hands on either side of my body and pulled herself. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and then licked her hand clean, "You taste so much better than boys."
"Thanks," I said.
"Now go. I will see you tomorrow," she said and the way her eyes scanned my body I could tell that she wanted to see all of me.
Chapter 4: Not Alone Anymore
It only took me a few minutes to make it to the doctor's office. I parked and walked in but I already knew that the doctor wasn't there yet. Her car wasn't into the parking lot and neither was the nurse's. When I made it inside I saw that the only person there was the receptionist. She was a 90 year old woman who thought she was everyone's grandmother.
"Oh Mina!" she said smiling widely, "The doctor said you were going to be coming by today."
"Hi Mrs. Napier," I said.
"I'm sorry dear, the doctor isn't back yet. She told me she would be in by five," she said to me, offering my hard candy. I shook my head.
"Okay. I can wait," I said, finding a comfortable seat and picking up a Cosmo. For a few minutes it was quiet, then Mrs. Napier coughed and I looked up to see her with a coat and hat on.
"Dear,' she said, "I am so sorry." She looked very concerned and I was terrified that the doctor had told her what had happened.
"No..."
"I have to go home now. My grandson is coming to visit and I want to get home before he gets there. I am so sorry to leave you here by yourself. I know I can trust you here but I wish I could keep you company," she said and she was obviously very upset.
"Oh no Mrs. Napier," I said and patted her hand, "I will be fine. Dr. Marta will be here soon and I will get my problem taken care of. You go home. Tell your grandson I said hello."



"Oh you are such a sweetheart!" Mrs. Napier said, "Goodbye dear."
"Bye," I said. And then I was alone in the waiting room. For a while I just sat and read, wondering where the doctor was. I could have still been in the green room with Lucy. My mind kept going back to that. What did it mean? It couldn't possibly be a bad thing. She had totally turned my day around. I was almost excited to be alive again.
After about twenty minutes of waiting the door opened. I set down my magazine and looked up, expecting to see Dr. Marta walking into the room. It was almost time for this situation to be resolved. I was surprised to see the other two girls from my pharmaceutical trial walk in, the Otis twins.
Dara and Elise Otis were two gorgeous young twin sisters. They were two years older than me at 20 but they were almost more childish than me , probably because of their brush with death. They were very sweet, quiet girls but very fun and adventurous when you got to know them. They were identical. They were short and thin at 5'1 and 95lbs. They both had dark black hair but Dara had hers cut into a short bob and Elise had hers in long, loose pigtails. They had glistening blue eyes and angular faces. Their bodies had gentle curves and small 32-A breasts. They were both soccer players and were athletic and very cute. But they didn't look too happy today, they were frowning and had their arms crossed in front of their chests.
"Hey guys," I said in a friendly voice and they both winced. I knew then that they had the same problem as me. The 'guys' had hurt.
"Hey Mina, how're you?" Dara asked. Elise just nodded. I could tell when they were upset. When they were, Dara was the only one who talked and Elise just sort of nodded and looked at her shoes. They sat down in the chairs opposite me and sat there for a while, just quietly looking at the door, waiting for Dr. Marta to arrive. After a while I decided not to sit around and wait any more.
"You too?" I asked.
"What?" Dara said and Elise still just stared at the floor.
"Come on. Don't lie. You have it too. The side effect," I hinted. Dara looked at me. I didn't want to come out and say it if I was wrong and I sensed she was in the same situation.
"Yeah it's a side effect," she said, nodding slowly. Elise nodded with her.
"A...growth?" I asked, raising my eyebrows and trying to be as clear as possible. If this was the problem for them, there was no way they could confuse what I was saying.
"I think we are talking about the same thing," Elise said, looking up from her shoes. Her eyes were a little bleary and I could tell that they'd had a rough day too.
"Seriously...What the fuck?" I said.
"I know. It happened so fast. One morning there's nothing and the next I look like...I don't know," Dara said and she spread her leg's disgustedly. She was wearing a pair of jeans and I could see her little bulge in them. She was also wearing a pink t-shirt. Her sister was wearing a floor length red skirt and a white tank top. We all squirmed uncomfortably, knowing we were all thinking about each other's dicks.
"Did you play with it?" I asked. I was feeling saucy. Something about hanging out with Lucy had given me a little bit of confidence. I wanted to be a little naughty. I remember when I had cancer and everyone wanted to sit around and cry and I just wanted to play games and have fun. You take what you get and you might as well have fun with it. I had forgotten that for a few hours, but I wouldn't forget it forever.
"NO!" Dara said, but she said it so suddenly and in such a strange voice that I doubted her sincerity.
"Well I did," I admitted, "I had to find out what the big deal was all about."
"How was it," Dara said, I looked over at Elise and she was blushing intensely.
"Ask your sister, I can tell that she knows. I suspect you do as well," I said and looked at them with a withering stare. They started to l.augh
"Well I mean I don't think there was really a choice," Elise said, coming even farther out of her shell, "I mean it was just sitting there. Plus I have been really...horny....today. I couldn't really help myself."
"You're preaching to the choir," I said.
"How big is yours?" Dara asked. It felt comfortable now that we all knew we were in the same boat and we were talking about it.
"Not very big, like 3 and a half inches," I explained, "You guys?"
"Why do you assume they are the same size?" Elise said with mock disgust.
"I'm sorry. I know you're both individuals. What size for each of your penises respectively," I said graciously and they giggled.
"Both are about 3 inches," Dara said.
"Should we take a look at them?" I asked. We might as well see what we were working with. The waiting room had no windows and if anyone came in we could quickly get dressed again because we were back around the corner from the door. Still they looked a little bit nervous. I decided to just act. I stood up and for the third time that day slid my skirt down onto the floor, I quickly pulled off my boy shorts and got a whiff of cum and Lucy's perfume. My dig hung flaccid between my thighs. The girls were looking at me. Suddenly I felt absurd with my shirt on and so I quickly slipped off my tank-top and then unhooked my bra. My nipples were puffy and pink and my breasts felt swollen and I desperately wanted to squeeze them, but I resisted.
"Wow," Elise said, looking at me. Their attention was turning me on, "You have a hot body, Mina."
"Thanks," I said and blushed. Even as I did I felt what was becoming a familiar feeling and I noticed that, once again, I was hard.
"Not just your penis, I mean it doesn't look gross on you or anything, but you are very pretty," Dara said, staring at me with her eyes on fire.
"Well let me see you guys too," I said, "Fair is fair." The girls looked at one another and shrugged their shoulders and quickly began pulled their clothes off and leaving them in near piles on the floor. They had small, 32-A breasts. Their curves were clearly defined and they had had cute puffy little nipples. Their pubic region was shaved and their tiny, hard penises looked absolutely cute. In only a few seconds we were all standing around naked.
"You guys are hot!" I said and they smiled at me. We all got a little bit bashful then. What were we doing? This day was too weird for words.
"Did you...taste the stuff that comes out?" Elise said, pushing her thumb down on the tip of her penis and then letting it bounce back up.
"Yeah."
"I think it tastes really good. So does Dara," she explained.
"She thinks your cum tastes good?" I asked laughing.
"Gross. No she thinks hers tastes good," She said crinkling up her nose. Suddenly, I was struck by a very naughty thought.
"Well why don't you find out if Elise's cum tastes good," I said, turning to Dara. My cock was straining now. It felt like it was going to burst. I couldn't believe how horny I was. How could it be happening again so soon? They just stared at me blankly.
"What?" Elise said after a few second. I walked over to them and gently pushed Dara down onto the ground until she was laying on her back. She didn't resist. She wanted to do this as bad as I did. Next I took Elise by the hand and flipped her around and gently lowered her down onto her twin sister so that they were in a 69 position. Their breasts looked sexy mashed up against one another's identical stomachs and they didn't hesitate in jamming each other's straining dicks into their mouths. It was like they had just been waiting for me to suggest it.
I stood there and watched them for a few minutes. It was so incredibly hot. Their identical bodies writhing over one another with Elise's long ponytails draped over her sister's legs. They made tiny little moaning noises as they gently bobbed their heads back and forth, slurping at each other's dicks. With their hands they massaged each other's balls. I couldn't stay out of it forever.
I moved around so that I was by Dara's head and Elise's ass. I watched as Elise thrust her hips down hard, driving her cock into her sister's waiting mouth. I got down on my knees and crawled towards them. I reached my hands in between their bodies feeling Dara's shoulders and then her small, supple breasts. I started to knead her skin and feet her hard little nipples rubbing against my hands. She opened her mouth wide to moan, but Elise jammed her cock in even farther.
I looked up at Elise's back, seeing it rise and fall as she writhed on top of her sister. I realized that I was about eye level now with Elise's asshole. Her butt was up in the air and it was just sort of a little, pink crinkle that was staring right into my mouth. I felt my tongue get wet and I had to taste it. I was so horny. My cock was on fire and I needed to touch her asshole with my tongue.
I leaned forward slowly, continuing to rub Dara's tits as I did. Soon my face was between her ass cheeks and I tentatively stuck out my tongue. I felt the tip of my tongue run against the soft ripples of her asshole and tasted the musky flavor or her anus. I stuck my tongue out farther, flattening it against Elise's asshole, feeling the softness against it. It tasted like sweat and girl. I don't know how to explain it any better. I had to keep bobbing my head to keep it up with Elise's writhing body, but I didn't have too much of a problem. I sucked my lips up against her asshole and licked and sucked. I could feel her balls against my chin. Soon I was darting my tongue as deep as I could into her ass. I could tell she liked it because she arched her back and thrust her ass into my mouth. She let out a little moan and was in love.
Suddenly, I felt Elise's balls tense against me. I looked down and saw her cock shooting a big load of cum into her sister's mouth. I watched as Dara's throat moved up and down as she swallowed the cum down. I looked around and could tell that Dara was cumming in her sister's mouth as well. Soon they had swallowed it all down and they were laying in a pile on the floor. I kept licking Elise's asshole while they lay panting, it just tasted so good.
But by now I was insanely horny and I wanted my chance to go. I think that the twins sensed that I was in dire need and they got up together. They were standing in front of me, looking gorgeous, identical, and hard. They were smiling at me. Dara turned and whispered something briefly in her sister's ear and Elise giggled and nodded emphatically.
Dara went and sat down on the chair facing me and spread her legs, her little cock springing up, looking gorgeous. I wanted to put it in my mouth so bad. But while I was thinking this I watched as Dara spit in her own hand and started to rub it all over the tip of her cock. At the same time, Elise had dropped to her knees behind me. She spread my ass cheeks apart with her hands and was voraciously licking my asshole. I felt weak. No one had ever done that to me and it was a crazy-good feeling.
But she didn't stay at it for very long. Soon she was standing next to me, leading me by the hand over to her sister. Elise spun me around and I felt Dara hands on my hips. I was looking into Elise's eyes now and she was so pretty.
"We have a sexy idea," She said, and then gently started to push me down. After a few seconds I felt the tip of Dara's cock against my anus and I moaned loudly. I had never even thought about anal sex before, other than that I thought it was gross. But I was so incredibly horny, I wanted to do anything and everything I could possibly think of, especially nasty things.
Elise was on her knees in front of me, She had her hands on her sister's cock and was gently lowering me down onto it. I started to rub my swollen breasts with my hands. I felt Dara's dick penetrate my anus and it hurt a little, but all of the spit lubricated it. Soon she was inching into me until I felt Dara's thighs and I realized that all three inches of her dick was in my ass.
"Holy Shit!" I yelled and fell backwards, against Dara's feeling her tits against my back. I turned over my shoulder. Dara was looking at me with fire in her eyes and kissed her deeply on the mouth. I felt her tongue enter my mouth and pat my teeth gently. Slowly she started to thrust her hips into my asshole and I felt an incredible tightness and sexy friction as she moved her cock in and out of my asshole.
After a few moments she was fucking my ass pretty hard and my eyes were closed tight. I was screaming into her mouth and her tongue was deep inside of my mouth. I felt Elise's hands on my knees and she gently pulled my legs apart. I could feel my cock stand up straight and I opened my eyes. She was turned away from me and I could see her asshole, glistening with spit. Her hands were on my cock, holding it behind her back.
Gently, she guided my dick against her anus and she screamed in a sexy sort of way as it started to push into her. She just kept pushing back against me. I can't even describe how good it felt. I had an cock deep into my as, rubbing inside of me. At the same time, I could feel Elise's incredible tightness as she rested her ass against me and my entire cock was buried in her ass.
Now we were all moving in unison. Dara would thrust her cock up into my asshole and I would in turn thrust my cock forward into Elise's. It was an unbelievable feeling and it was incredible to be in the middle of it. But it was far too hot to last for long. "Oh Shit! I am going to cum," I screamed.
Elise didn't wait. She wanted to suck it down, so she quickly hopped off of my dick (which, in itself, felt amazing). She got down on her knees and turned quickly, but not quick enough. Dara thrust once more, hard into my ass and I started to cum. Thick blobs of cum started to burst hot out of my dick and land in big, thick puddles on Elise's face. She giggled as more and more started to pour onto her face. While this was going on, I heard Dara grunt and I felt her thrust once very hard and then a warm stickiness inside of my asshole. I felt Dara go limp.
I stood up slowly after a few second, feeling Dara's cock slide out of my asshole. I sat down on the floor, Indian style. I lifted up my balls and saw my red, cum covered asshole. Dara got down on the floor too and started to lick my sperm off of her sister's face. I had a naughty idea. I put my hand under my ass and started to push Dara's cum out into my palm. I pulled it up to my face and looked at it. It was so pearly, white, and beautiful. And it had been in my ass. I started to licked it up quickly. It was so good. Slightly sweeter than my own, but not quite as strong. I put my hand back down and got more cum and then again. Soon I had scooped out all the sperm and shoveled it into my mouth. Finally, I was done and the twins were looking at me, amazed.
"That was hot!" Elise said and giggled.
Chapter 5: The Doctor is Sick
I came out of the bathroom about fifteen minutes later, having washed myself off a little bit and getting back into my clothes. The other girls had gone first and we all looked prim and proper again. You could hardly notice the smell of sex in the room anymore and we were all calmly reading magazines quietly. We weren't ashamed of what we had done, it had been awesome. We just needed to sit for a while and relax. That's how we were when Dr. Marta Morales arrived a few minutes later.
She walked in looking a little bit flustered and apologetic. However, she also looked beautiful. Dr. Marta is 34 years old. She was a little taller than me at 5'6 and 127lbs. She was of Puerto Rican descent and had light, coffee brown skin and big, brown eyes. Her facial features were delicate and pretty, with large lips and straight teeth. Her hair was medium length, just down her to neck and black and her body was incredibly voluptuous with large, 36-D breasts. She even looked good with the cares of a bad day hanging all over her.
"Hello girls," she said, dropping some books and binders onto a table next to the reception desk. We all said hello, "I am sorry I am so late. It has been a...strange day. I was wondering who got here first?"
"Mina," Dara said honestly.
"Okay Mina, head on back," she said, grabbing her stethoscope and putting on her lab coat. I looked back at the girls on my way to the examination room and they each gave me a little wink. I didn't know what that was supposed to mean. I went into the exam room and sat down on the weird little exam bed. Dr. Marta came in and sat down on the stool and smiled at me.
"Hey Mina. How are you doing," she said with real concern in her eyes. I just sort of shrugged, "I know it has been a hard day, I just feel so bad."
"No, don't feel bad. It isn't like it is your fault," I replied. I didn't want her be responsible for this.
"Well you're sweet, but I gave you this medicine," she said, leaning in closer to me, and putting her stethoscope against my chest. When she was done, I replied.
"I'd be dead without you and you know it. Let's just figure this out," I said helpfully and she gave me her beautiful smile and I felt good.
"Okay," she said, "You want to strip down so I can have a look?" she asked. She pointed to the gynecological exam stirrups and I blushed.
"Really?" I asked.
"It's the only way I can think to do this," she replied, "I have been talking to some colleagues, and they had a suggestion for me as to how to proceed, so we might as well give this a shot."
"Okay," I said. I got up from the table and quickly slipped off my skirt. There were my slightly stained boy shorts again and I took them off quick before she could see the old cum stains. I was nervous and my cock was small and flaccid. The doctor pretended like she didn't even notice anything.
I climbed back onto the table and gently set my feet in the stirrups. It was a bit chilly in the room and I felt strange with my cock dangling there and my asshole partially exposed. But the doctor just made a few marks in her book and pretended like nothing was amiss. I respected her for that. It was all business now, no sympathy or anything else that could embarrass me now that I was naked.
"Okay, let's have a look," she said, putting down her notes and sliding her stool over between my legs. I was looking down over my tits now, seeing my flat stomach, my tiny little dick and the doctor's face. She looked up at me and gave me a reassuring smile, "Everything is going to be fine."
"Thanks Dr. Marta," I said and I meant it. She reached over and put on a pair of latex gloves and I felt her warm hands on my thighs. I watched her closely to see what she was doing. I was more comfortable now and I was looking at the doctor. I had a sudden moment of panic as I realized something. I was starting to get hard. She looked up at it for a moment.
"Don't worry about it," she said and then went back to gently touching my thighs. I could feel her breath against my thigh and I could feel my heart starting to race and my breath was getting faster. I was completely hard now my face was flushed. This was so embarrassing. At least the doctor didn't seem to notice.
"You know Mina, I am going to be honest with you," she said and her hands moved over to my balls. She cupped them gently in her hand. My voice came out as a whisper.
"Yes Doctor?"
"I don't know if there is anything I can do for you about this. It is so strange. We can't even begin to explain how this has happened," she explained, I could see tears welling in her eyes.
"Don't," I said.
"No listen," she said, her hands moving around my cock. Feeling it and testing it, "All of your internal organs are completely unaffected. At least everyone else who has ever had this problem since we started the trial has been that way."
"I understand," I said, my cock straining again. How could I be horny again already? Her hair brushed against my leg and I couldn't believe how good it felt.



"Some of the girls have opted for the same surgery which transgendered people get. The penis doesn't appear to grow back, but it is too early to tell for sure," she explained but I could hardly think about it. She was so professional; I doubt she knew what she was doing to me.
"Ok," I said in a breathy voice, my nipples were hard now and I felt rigid in my body.
"There are risks associated though," she said, "Several of the girls who have had this done have completely ceased to have sensation in their restructured vaginas afterwards. Furthermore, there is no longer a clitoris. Do you know what that is?"
"Yes," I nearly moaned.
"Well if you get it removed, it can seriously impair the pleasurable aspects of sex. Now I know this is hard to hear, but... that's strange," she said. I looked down. Her hands were frozen, one near my anus and the other on my balls. My hands were firmly gripping the sides of the bed.
"What's wrong?" I asked.
"There appears to be some irritation around your anus," she said, "It looks a bit red and inflamed. That isn't normal. Have you been experiencing any discomfort?"
"No," I said, biting my lip. Soon her fingers were gently probing and touching my anus, her wrist brushing against the shaft of my penis and my balls. I felt her finger rub against the soft ridges of my anus, touching it. I had to struggle to remain silent; I wanted to moan so incredibly badly. She kept touching me, commenting on me, and breathing against me. I couldn't believe how hot it was making me. I had had a little crush on Dr. Marta for a long time, nothing sexual but she was my savior. Now it was developing into something sexual. I wanted her so badly.
Suddenly, she leaned forward a bit and her beautiful black hair brushed against my dick. The reaction was instant and uncontrollable. My balls seized up and suddenly I was cumming hard. Big gobs of sperm shot out of my dick and landed on the Doctor's hair and face. She pushed back quickly.
"Oh my God!" She said, standing quickly, touching the cum on her hair.
"I am so sorry. It was totally an accident!" I tried to explain, I was so embarrassed. I jumped up quickly from the bed and ran around to Dr. Marta. She was regaining her composure.
"No, it's okay honey. I know you weren't trying to," she said. She looked up and there was sperm all over her face, dripping on her lips and hanging in stark contrast on her dark hair. I couldn't help it. I started to giggle.
"I'm sorry," I said, clamping my hand over my mouth,
"Oh you think it's funny eh?" she said, scooping some of the cum off of her face and wiping it on the paper covering on the bed. She didn't seem mad at all and I was quite relieved.
"Don't act like it is the first time someone's done that to you," I said, giggling. We had a close relationship and we joked a lot. It was nice that our discomfort was gone, even if it was in a strange sort of way. It was good to feel normal with her.
"No one has ever ejaculated directly onto my face thank you very much," she said, wiping the last bits of it off.
"Dr. Marta?" I said, suddenly realizing something.
"Yes?"
"Have the other girls been like this? Like hair trigger and really, really horny. I keep thinking and doing strange things today. Things I wouldn't have ever thought about doing before," I said, getting serious.
"Yes," she said sighing, "We don't know why either, but it looks like it really kick starts the libido."
"I don't dislike it...I just think it's strange," I said.
"You're getting hard again," she said, pointing to my penis.
"I'm sorry," I said.
"Don't be," She said, staring at me dick. Like something I had said had given her an idea, "Do you think I am pretty? Do you think that I could get a boyfriend if I wanted to?" It was a very strange and personal question from her.
"You are so pretty."
"I work so much you know. Do you know the last time I had sex?" she asked.
"No," I said.
"Four years ago," she admitted, "You know, they said there was some hormone in the sperm you girls produce that makes people horny. I thought they just meant you, but I think it might get you on contact." she admitted, her breasts heaving as she started to breath heavy. She was standing with her hand on her hip, biting her lip and staring at me. I decided to act. I quickly slipped off my tank top and bra. Standing naked in the room.
I walked over to her and she didn't move. It was like she was frozen all of the sudden. She as just standing there staring at me. I walked up right next to her and put my arms around her. I wanted to show her gratitude for all the hard works she had done for me throughout the years. I really did appreciate her and everything she did for me. Now, when she was sort of under my control I could pay her back.
She sort of helped me while I slipped off her lab coat. She was wearing a pair of jeans and a blouse. I slowly started to unbutton her blouse. While I did, I looked up into her eyes. She was looking at me in sort of a daze, her eyes were cloudy but her body felt white hot. I leaned forward and pressed my lips gently against hers. She didn't move, but kissed back. It was a gentle, loving kiss, our mouths and eyes closed. Soon I had her blouse off on the floor.
Her breasts were heaving up and down as she breathed deeply, but she was still just staring through me, licking her lips now. She was wearing a gorgeous, black lacy bra and I almost felt bad reaching behind her and unhooking it. I let it slide to the ground. Her breasts were very large; she had big, dark brown nipples. I moved my head down and slowly started to suck on her right nipple. The skin around it was so soft and the nipple itself was so smooth and hard it felt amazing. I lapped at it and I sucked it and with my hand I kneaded and pulled on her other breast. She moaned loudly and moved her hands around me, playing with my hair. My cock was hard again, rubbing against her leg.
I kept doing this for quite a while, but I couldn't wait any longer. I was still sucking her nipples when I reached down and unbuttoned her pants and unzipped them. She carefully helped me take them off, still not saying anything. I moved her over to the bed and set her down in the stirrups. She was smiling now and she looked gorgeous. She was out of her daze and enjoying this.
I reached down and carefully removed her panties revealing a beautiful pussy. She was shaved closely, just a little landing strip, and had little pink pussy lips, a big, throbbing clit, and she was dripping. I wanted her so bad and she beckoned me in. I stepped up in front of her and took my dick in my hand. Her legs were up in the air in the stirrups and her pussy looked so inviting. I put my tip right up against her pussy lips and she took a quick breath in.
"Fuck me Mina," she said in a low growling noise. I couldn't say no to that. I started to push my dick into her. It was so much easier than with Elise's asshole. I just sort of slid into her. She moaned loudly and I breathed out. It was so amazing. She was so hot, wet, and tight. I started to slowly move my hips in and out of her, watching as my dick dipped deep into her. She braced herself against the table, feeling me drive my cock into her body and watching me. She started rubbing her breasts and I started to do the same.
I fucked her hard, but very, very slow. She was moaning loudly and begging me to fuck her harder and faster. I kept fucking but I wouldn't go faster. The feeling was too amazing. I was sweating hard and she was pushing hard. Suddenly, she started moaning and writhing quickly. Her face was flushed and she looked absolutely beautiful. I could tell she was having an orgasm. She screeched loudly and then, surprisingly, she squirted. I had heard it was possible, but I'd never seen it. A huge amount of largely clear liquid shot out of my doctor and hit me in my stomach and dick.
That was enough to put me over the edge. I thrust once more hard into her pussy, giving it everything that I had. I felt my asshole and balls tighten and then the now familiar feeling of cum pouring out of my cock. Dr. Marta moaned slightly and I looked down and saw that I had filled her up and some of the cum was rolling out of her. I quickly got down on my knees.
I started licking her pussy quickly. I tried to suck up all of my cum, and even suck it out of her pussy. I also tried to lick up all of her cum. The two mixed together were amazing. Soon she was moaning again and I just kept licking her. It didn't take her very long this time. She had another orgasm and soon my face was bathed in her cum. I licked it off of my lips and stood up. We sat panting for a few minutes. It had all happened so quickly, and so unexpectedly.
"Got you back I guess," she said and then started giggling.
"I guess we're even now?" I asked and she nodded.
"Come let me clean you up," she said and I moved around the side of the table and got down next to her face. She started to lick my face clean. It was amazing to watch. Her tongue felt so rough and wet against my face. And soft. Finally, we just sat there. I have never been so tired in my entire life.
I reflected on the day. It was such a strange experience; I don't think anything could ever top it. I experienced some of the lowest lows and the highest highs but now that it was late and I was tired, I wouldn't have had it any other way. I knew what I wanted, I wanted to make the best of the world as it was, rather than trying to change it. Usually, things work out better when you do that.
"Dr. Marta?" I said.
"Yes?"
"I want to keep it."
"Good choice," she said, turning to me and giving me a deep, loving kiss.
The End
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Chapter 1: Opening Credits/Introductions
"Alright girls, or should I say 'Campers,' welcome to Camp Butterfly!" Brenda Walker said. She was standing up on stage in the cafetorium, with a plastic smile on her face. Her khaki shorts looked like they had been ironed repeatedly and her brown button-up shirt appeared to have had the tags cut off just a few. She looked like she had never slept in a hammock in her back yard, let alone roughed it at a camp. She was a pretty woman though. She was about 5'4 and weighed around 130lbs. She had short brown hair, brown eyes, a freckled face and pale skin. Her face was nicely proportioned and she had large breasts, thin legs, and a bubble butt.
"My name is Ms. Walker and I am the Owner and Director here at Camp Butterfly. I want to welcome you all here. Let's all welcome each other. On the count of ten, let's all say 'Welcome!'"
"Oh Jesus Christ," Ashlyn Carmichael said under her breath, rolling her eyes. She and three of her fellow camp counselors were standing in the back of the room together. All the counselors were wearing the uniform; tight yellow shorts and tight white t-shirts. Ashlyn was standing with her arms crossed in front of her breasts. She was the oldest of the counselors from Luna Moth Bunk at 20. She had been a counselor at Camp Butterfly for three years and she no longer cared about Brenda Walker's 'camp mom' act. Ashlyn shook her straight, waist-length blonde hair on side and stared at Brenda. Ashlyn was about 5'1 and weighed no more than 100lbs. She had an angular, severely beautiful face, a small nose, bright teeth and big eyes. She had an athlete's build with small 32-B breasts, a flat tummy, a toned butt, and sleekly muscular legs. She had been a cheerleader in high school and had kept up her exercises to avoid getting big in college.
"She talks a good game about this shit at the beginning, I mean Gianna, you were here last year, you know. But by the end of the first week it's all 'Ashlyn can you take care of this?' 'Gianna I have a giant headache today, would you mind teaching the arts class?'"
"She isn't so bad," Gianna Esposito replied. She was looking out over the crowd of little girls. There were even more than there were last year. Didn't Brenda say there were going to be 200 girls this year? It sure looked like more. Gianna felt Ashlyn staring at her incredulously, "But yeah I guess she is kind of annoying," she said, shrugging. Ashlyn's eyes stayed on her for a moment before turning back to Brenda's countdown. The view she got was of a 19 year old, 5'2 115lbs girl with long black hair, dark (almost black) eyes. Her face round with large eyes, wide lips, and tiny pierced ears. She had dark, olive colored skin, big, 36-C breasts, a curvy build, and very thin legs.
The other two counselors from Luna Moth Bunk, Ami Phillips and Nadia Ivanov looked at one another. They were both 18 years old and had both gone to Butterfly camp together five years earlier. This was their first summer job in college. They were nervous enough without this apparent friction between labor and management.
"She's new since we went here," Nadia said, jutting her chin towards the stage. Nadia was the tallest of the Luna Moth counselors at 5'7. She had long black hair in a braided ponytail. She had pale white skin, thin pink lips and large round blue eyes. Her breasts were very large, 36-D. Her body was voluptuous. She had the look of a sort of hot chick that computer nerds would fall in love with. She wore a lot of make-up and looked unnaturally beautiful.
"Yeah," Ami said distractedly. She was 5'3 and around 95lbs. She had shoulder length dyed pink hair. She had small, but full red lips with dark lipstick. She had big violet eyes, a pixie nose with a stud in it. Her tongue was pierced (as were her nipples). She had a spindly, waifish model build with small 32-A breasts and thin legs with very tiny feet. She was not the sort of girl that usually got a job at Camp Butterfly, but she was an alumnus so Brenda had hired her anyway.
"One!" Brenda screamed.
"Welcome!" the group of children called out. Brenda started clapping, apparently for the welcome, and all of the kids took up the applause. Ashlyn sighed audibly.
"Take it easy," Gianna said. Ashlyn stuck her tongue out and the other two girls giggled. Some of the campers turned back and looked at them with interest. Their parents looked back as well with more than a little annoyance.
"Sorry," Gianna whispered, "Turn around and pay attention." Ashlyn was giggling louder now and Gianna swatted her arm. Brenda, at the other end of the room, looked towards the back, trying to figure out what the commotion was about, but then she jumped right back into her welcome.
"I want to give all of you a little bit of history about Camp Butterfly. I think most of you probably know something about it, but I find that it is helpful to know where we come from, what we are doing, and where we are going." She talked with her hands; Nadia began to sarcastically mock her motions. As she did so her eyes stayed on Ashlyn. Ami saw her friend trying to impress the cheerleader and rolled her eyes. But it had the desired effect, Ashlyn and Gianna were laughing.
"Will you be quiet!" Delilah Holt, a counselor from Swallowtail Bunk hissed at the Luna Moth counselors. That, of course, made them giggle louder.
"This camp was founded in 1989 by my cousin Janelle Walker. It was formed as one of the nation's first summer camps for transgendered girls. That first summer Janelle was the only counselor and there were just five girls, all from this state. The camp grew steadily through her hard work and effort. In 1999 Janelle died and the camp went outside of the family. It was run by that owner until three years ago, when I was able to re-acquire it for the Walker family. Today, Janelle's little camp with five girls has grown into one of the nation's premiere summer camps for pre-teen and early teen transgendered girls. I myself am a proud transgendered woman, as was my cousin; all twenty of our counselors are transgendered women in college. This is a place for transgendered girls to be themselves and have a traditional summer camp experience without fear of being considered different. And I was to welcome you all again!" Brenda finished her speech and beamed proudly.
For a moment some of the parent's eyes shifted back to the camp counselors standing in the back of the room. They seemed to be appraising them as if to say, "We didn't know you were transgendered and it's sort of surprising." Ashlyn took their stares for a compliment, but the other girls squirmed uncomfortably. Then the parents seemed to realize what they were doing and their eyes furtively moved back to the camp director.
"Now there is going to be a little bit of orientation for the girls, but you parents are free to go. We look forward to seeing you in a month for the first parents' weekend!" Brenda said.
"Thank god that is over," Ami said and the other girls nodded.
"Now let's have some fun!" Gianna said.
* * * * *
The rest of the day was a sort of blur of activity. The first step was to assign each of the girls in the camp to one of the five "bunks." The bunks were Monarch, Swallowtail, Gossamer Wing, Metalmarks, and Luna Moth. Each bunk consisted of five buildings. Four buildings in each bunk housed 10 girls each under the supervision of one counselor. The final building housed those four counselors. During the time at camp the various bunks would compete against each other in sports and trivia contests and everything else. So immediately after the parents shuffled out to their minivans, the girls were assigned to a counselor. But they didn't go to their bunks right away. First they ate some lunch, Brenda talked some more. Then they did a bunch of mind-numbing "get to know each other" games, and some dinner. And then finally, they went back to their bunks for the first night.
Luna Moth bunk was the farthest from the entrance to camp. Each bunk was set just a few hundred yards from the Lake Buttlerfly (more of a pond, but enough of a lake for the camp's purposes) in a line. Ami, Ashlyn, Gianna, and Nadia helped their forty campers carry their bags, fans, and other items the several hundred yards from the cafetorium. The little girls chattered excitedly, some meeting up with friends they had made the year before. The counselors brought up the rear to make sure that everyone went to the right place.
"So you guys know what to do?" Gianna asked, looking at the two new counselors. Ami and Nadia nodded, and kept their eyes on Luna Moth bunk as it rose up in front of them.
"Yeah, it isn't hard. Just try not to take anything that bitch Brenda says too seriously," Ashlyn said. One of the little girls swung around and Gianna gave Ashlyn a hard look.
"Don't swear in front of the girls," she whispered, but loud enough for Ami and Nadia to hear. Soon they were in the bunk. The little girls swarmed to their assigned bunks. All of the counselor's broke up and went into the buildings they were responsible for to sort out the inevitable fights.
Ami was in Luna Moth Bunk D. She was the last one inside. The girls were loud and they were throwing clothes into footlockers, stretching sheets out over beds, and generally making a gigantic mess. She could hear Gianna in the building next door, yelling at the kids trying to keep order and she smiled. She stood back and let the girls in her bunk settle their own problems. When it was certain that they were going to figure everything out, she walked to Luna Moth Bunk A, the counselor's bunk.
She and the other counselors had arrived three days earlier and everything was already set up. Ami smiled because she could tell who slept where based solely on what the bed looked like. Ashlyn's bed was closest to the door and it was covered in pink and light red blankets, sheets, pillows, and stuffed animals. A teen romance novel about vampires was opened up on the bedspread. Next to her bed was Nadia's bed. It was messy and appeared to be a hodgepodge of mixed sheets, pillow covers, and everything else. Her laptop was sitting on the pillow, precariously leaning to the side. Across the room from Nadia's bed was Gianna's bed. It had a plain blue bed spread and was meticulously neat; as though she was afraid a drill instructor was coming. Finally, Ami's own bed, right next to Gianna's. It had a dark purple blanket on it and she walked over to it, clicked on her radio, and bobbed her head to some Swedish death metal.
"God that shit is terrible," Ashlyn said when she came in.
"You just don't get it," Ami said and Ashlyn laughed. The other two counselors came in as well.
"I definitely don't get it," Ashlyn said, jumping on her bed and grabbing her vampire book.
"Nice book," Nadia grunted when she went passed, but her eyes lingered on Ashlyn, as though she was only teasing so she would have something to say. Ashlyn seemed oblivious to the sarcasm and she smiled broadly.
"I know, don't you just love it!" she said. Nadia rolled her eyes and flopped down on her bed. The computer fell off her pillow and clattered onto the wood floor. She leaned over, picked it up, and then started clicking away at it.
"Did you all tell the girls about lights out and breakfast tomorrow?" Gianna asked and Ami shrugged.
"Nope," Ashlyn said. Nadia didn't say anything, she was already deep into her computer. She hadn't even heard Gianna.
"Oh come on you guys!" Gianna said and then she was outside again, walking around and telling all of the girls that lights out was at 9 and that breakfast was at 8.
"That chick has a bug up her ass like you wouldn't believe," Ashlyn said to no one in particular.
"She is really nice though," Ami said. She sort of admired Gianna, sort of wished she was as efficient and in-control as her. Ami rolled over on the side of her bed and turned the radio down.
"Oh she's great, she is just crazy," Ashlyn said, picking up her book to read. Then Gianna was back in the room.
"Sorry guys," she said, "I just wanted to make sure they were all set to go, you know?" Then she lay down in her bed as well, reached underneath and pulled out her book. Then everyone was sort of in a world of their own.
"So Nadia, we haven't really had a chance to catch up with all the prep stuff. When was the last time we saw each other, like three years ago?" Ami asked. Nadia grunted a little bit, "Or was it less?"
"Hey, sorry to be rude and everything," Nadia said, looking up briefly, "But I am in the middle of something," she said.
"What? World of Warcraft?" Ashlyn asked.
"Yeah," Nadia said, now her chance to misread some sarcasm. Ashlyn and Nadia went back to their separate pursuits. Ami was still in the mood to hang out a bit, but Gianna looked like she was doing school work. Ami remembered that Gianna was getting school credit for doing something this summer. So she remained quiet. She looked out the window and saw that it was starting to get dark.
"I'm going to go for a walk," she said and no one acknowledged her. She got up and walked out of the door. She walked down by the lake and looked across. It was incredibly peaceful, the water barely moved in the humid early summer air and the birds were even quiet. Ami looked around the lake, at the land surrounding the camp and it looked completely secluded. The woods were thick and dense and she saw the mountains in the distance. She watched as the sun finally fell below the horizon and the reflection of the moon rose in the water. When the last vestige of the sun's light was gone and the trees appeared impenetrably dark, Ami started to walk around the lake. She kept just out of the mud, listening to the water and the crickets.
She always found walks at night helped her think. She crossed her arms in front of her chest and thought about her new job. She was thinking about the upcoming summer and wondering if she could possibly have fun doing this stuff. Being back at camp reminded me how difficult it had been to be a camper here and...
"Who's there," she said. She had heard a crack in the woods. It sounded far away. She looked into the trees, straining her eyes. She could only see a few feet in front of her. All she saw were trees and underbrush. An owl hooted behind her. Her head jerked around quickly. She felt her heart beating quickly and her breathing quickened. She felt her hair rise on her head and feel prickly. Then another crack in the woods. She turned slowly, terrified about what she would see. She had no idea what was there, or if anything was there. But her mouth was dry and she felt her scrotum tighten.
She looked towards the woods. Again, she saw nothing. Or did she... off in the distance she thought she might see something move. Then she turned and sprinted back to Luna Moth Bunk.
Chapter 2: Learning the Legend
Things got off to a pretty good start at Camp Butterfly. The girls of Luna Moth Bunk were mostly good girls and they all seemed to get along well enough. The first couple of weeks were filled with lots of swimming, hiking, arts and crafts, and sports. Brenda was not quite as bad as Ashlyn had claimed but she was a little bit annoying. She spent most of her time in her office. Gianna ran the camp most of the time, but she seemed to enjoy it.
After a few weeks the weather began to get hotter and the days became a little lazier. The girls had more time to just be by themselves. Often times they went into the woods to play, the weather being cooler there. The counselors generally spent the time swimming and doing their various chores. The first few weeks of camp had made them closer. They would wake up together in the morning, herd their girls over to the cafetorium, eat their breakfast together, and take everyone swimming. When they were finished with that there would be lunch, followed by free time for the girls where the counselors would clean up and prepare for whatever the evening activity was. Then there would be an evening activity, like a talent show or a baseball game, then more free time before bed. There was literally no time during the day when they were not together.
Two weeks into camp, Gianna was inside Brenda's cabin. The other Luna Moth counselors were standing outside the front door. Brenda was under the illusion that no one could hear her talking when she was inside her cabin, so the all of the girls were close to the door, listening in.
"So we are going tonight then?" Gianna said, she sounded incredulous.
"Yes. I think after lunch I will tell the girls to just get there stuff and we'll go," Brenda said. Her voice was more muffled; she was farther from the door.
"I just think we should wait until tomorrow, I mean it is going to take them awhile to walk out to the campsite and they should have more time to pick out all the clothes and stuff they'll need, plus the counselors need to find all the tents..."
"Listen Gianna, you know that I appreciate everything you do. I know that you think you are the camp director. But I am the camp director. I usually use a light hand, but this time I am going to put my foot down and you are going to listen. We are doing the camping trip tonight and that is what is going to happen." Brenda's voice was far more certain that it usually was. She sounded like she had been drinking a little and the girls were giggling.
Then the door flung open and Gianna walked out. But the door was flung wide and it smacked Nadia directly in the forehead. She let out a little yelp and fell backwards onto the ground. Then Ami and Ashlyn were rolling on the floor, giggling hysterically. Gianna looked around, figured out what'd happened and the scowl lifted from her face and she was laughing too. She looked back in at Brenda, but the director was already collecting her items.
"When everyone regains their composure," Gianna said smiling, "We need to get everything ready for the camping trip. Our bunk has about two miles to hike and...Brenda is coming with us." The other girls gradually got themselves together and got to work.
It was a little bit passed five o'clock and all of the bunks were ready to move out. It was a nice night and the girls were excited. Gianna walked in the front with Brenda, talking. Ashlyn was somewhere near the middle of the pack and Nadia was following behind her, listening to her complaints and validating them. Ami was in the back, making sure that none of the girls fell behind.
The little troop headed off into the woods. The other bunks were hiking to other places, most of them closer. But it was going to be a fun night. There was a tight little path, no wider than two girls abreast, that wound its way up a small hill and then down it. Ami relaxed on the walk as the pace was nice and slow. She gazed into the woods and felt surprised by how far she could see in the day time. So much more open and inviting than in the night.
The path veered hard, away from the lake and deep into the woods. Finally, when the light was almost completely out of the sky, they approached a large clearing in the forest. It was almost circular with tall oak trees all around it, save for the little hole where the path entered. Above the trees was an absolutely breathtaking canopy of dark blue sky with the first of the stars shining out of it.



There were five little campfire areas and the girls ran to claim spots in the clearing while the counselors started fires. In about half an hour all of the tents were up and all of the girls were sitting around the campfires, roasting hot dogs and talking. The counselors ate with their girls and Brenda walked around talking to the girls and shaking the stagnant summer air with her false laugh.
Finally, all of the excitement settled down for the night and the moon was high in the sky. All of the girls gathered around the largest fire along with the counselor. For a while they all just talked. Brenda tried to organize a sing-a-long but no one was buying it.
"Hey, I have an idea," Ashlyn said, interrupting Brenda singing "101 Bottles of Beer on the Wall" loudly by herself. "A Ghost Story!" and Brenda stopped singing.
"Oh I don't know about that," Brenda said, "Let's just think of another song," but the girls quickly overrode her.
"No come on Brenda, we want to hear a ghost story," A girl begged.
"Yeah Ashlyn tells great stories!" Another explained. Brenda didn't say anything, but she sat quietly. When everyone realized that this meant the story was good to go, Ashlyn began. Everyone hunkered closer to her. The woods seemed to move in closer and the moon moved behind a cloud.
"So, when you guys arrived at camp Brenda told you about the camp history, right?" Nadia made a snoring noise and all of the girls giggled. Brenda shot her a look.
"Let's all just listen respectfully to Ashlyn's story," Brenda said, "go ahead."
"As I was saying," She began and shot a look at Nadia that was identical to Brenda's withering glare and everyone giggled again, "Brenda told you the history of Camp Butterfly. But she didn't tell you everything. You see before the camp was bought by Janelle Walker in 1989, long before something very terrible happened here. When settlers started moving west here after the American Revolution a small town was started here. Well not here, back at the clearing where our camp is located. It was sort of a trading post. People would stop there and get water from the lake on their way west.
"About ten years after it was founded there were like 200 people living there. And it was spreading out into the woods and they were tearing down trees. Now, everyone in the little town knew that there were Indians living in the woods. They traded with them a little and knew a few of them, but mostly they just sort of kept to themselves. But when the town started to expand there was like... friction between the settlers and the Indians. Sometimes they had fights and lots of times they had arguments about boundary lines and stuff. It was nothing really big, just a general uneasiness.
"So anyway, one day a little girl, her name was Deborah Goodwin, she was playing down by the lake while he mother was doing the wash. She was like 9 years old or something. Her mom went back to her house to grab more clothes and when she came back the little girl was gone. So everyone from town went around they looked for her. They searched the water and the roads and everything. They went into the woods and searched. They found some of the Indians and asked if they had seen her. No one found anything and the Indians said they hadn't seen her.
"After a couple of days, they found the girl's body in the woods. It was halfway between the town and the Indian camp. She was naked and it was pretty clear that she had..." Brenda made a noise and stared at Ashlyn, "Been killed in a really unpleasant way.
"So that night the town had a meeting and everyone was yelling and shouting and they were all very angry. No one had any idea of what had actually happened. But they were already edgy about the Indians and the girl had been found in the woods were the Indians were located. No one knows what was said, but that night several of the men in the village got drunk and they wandered into the woods.
"They made their way into the Indian village in the middle of the night. They were very quiet and they snuck in. All of the Indians were asleep. The men from the town had knives and guns. While the Indians were sleeping they snuck up and slit their throats so they wouldn't scream. Men, women, and children. Stabbed to death in their sleep. In their homes.
"Finally, one of the murderers was clumsy and he cut a little boy and he woke up screaming. Everyone who was in the Indian village and still alive woke up. The men from the town took out their guns and started shooting the Indians. They shot women and children. Indian men went to go get their weapons, but they were groggy and shocked and the men from the town shot them and stabbed them. Finally they had killed everyone in town. Some people say 100 Indians were killed that night.
"When everything was quiet the men from the town walked around and made sure that everyone was dead. When they finally came to the village's chief they saw that he was still alive. He was shot in the back and he was going to die soon and he just kept asking them 'why?'
"So finally one of the men said, 'This is what you get when you murder little girls. You Indians came to our town, you stole one of our girls and you will pay the price.'
"And the chief said, 'We have always tried to be friends with your town by the lake. We had no secrets here. No one touched that little girl. You have committed a great evil here.' And the men from town were afraid because he no longer had any reason to lie.
"And the men said, 'You got what you deserved.'
"And the chief said, 'We deserved none of this. You were possessed by devils today and I swear by the blood of my wife and children that from now until the end of your days, you will be haunted by new devils. You and your people will never find peace.' And then he died. The men were superstitious and very nervous and so the quickly went home.
"They got back at dawn and other people from the town were awake. They told the men that another girl had gone missing during the night, but that her mother had heard her scream. They had gotten a posse together and taken off down the road in the direction the mother had heard. They had caught up with the girl and her kidnapper just a mile from town. She was unhurt, but the men caught a trader from New York. He had kidnapped the girl. He admitted to killing Deborah Goodwin and they had hanged him by a tree over the river.
"The men who had destroyed the Indian village were sober now and they were terrified. The Chief had been telling the truth. They had committed great evil. But they didn't say anything. And after a while memories started to fade. Everyone knew what had happened but they pretended like it didn't. But there was a cloud over the town.
"Then, one year after the massacre, all of the men who had been involved in the massacre awoke and found a note on their doors. They said that they needed to meet in the woods, where the massacre had occurred. The note was unsigned and when they met up, none of the others admitted to writing the letter. So they got all of their guns and knives and went out into the woods. When they arrived at the clearing no one was there. They stood around for a while and they were very nervous. But then they decided it must have been like a bad joke or something and they turned to go home.
"And when they turned to go back to the village there was a girl in the path. And at the same moment they realized it was Deborah Goodwin. And she was decayed. Her nose was gone and her skin was drooping off her face and body. And the men screamed because they knew who it was. And she spoke. And it was the voice of the chief. The ghost said, 'You have committed a great evil here. And now you will pay. As long as people live in your town, I will come and I will punish you.'
"And people all the way back at the village heard a terrible screeching sound. No one knows for sure what happened but when they rushed to the woods they found the bodies of all of the men. HERE. In this clearing. This spot is the site of the Indian village. The men's bodies were twisted and their eyes were open wide and their faces were contorted in fear and pain and they were so horrible to look at that no one wanted to touch them. And they built five big bonfires and burned the men and ran back to the village as fast as they could. And those five locations are still here, we cooked our food over top of the ashes of those murderers.
"They say that the girl walks through the village. Transformed into some sort of monster created by hate. They say that in the woods she can't be seen but when she can be heard walking through the branches, crushes sticks under her feet. And back in the village, on the anniversary of the massacre, there would be reports of a little girl laughing. And every year one or two men would be found I the village, their faces twisted and their bodies decaying quickly. And so the people left the village, abandoned it. Until the camp moved in. But the girl is still here, in the woods. Moving and waiting for the anniversary of the massacre, to take vengeance once again."
And just as she finished the story, a loud crack was heard in the woods. The girls all screamed. Ami felt her heart beating and all of their eyes were boring into the woods. Even Brenda looked terrified, but no one moved. There was another noise in the woods but no one made a sound now. Then suddenly, from behind, the opposite side from the noises, there was a blood curdling scream. Everyone screamed and turned quickly and Nadia was standing behind them. Laughing hysterically. Ami felt confused. She looked back at the woods and saw Gianna walking sheepishly out of the woods with a couple of broken sticks in her hand.
"We got you all sooo good!" Ashlyn said and laughed even louder. The girls groaned and chattered in unison.
"Why wasn't I let in on it?" Ami asked as Gianna came back to the campfire. Gianna shrugged.
"Nothing personal. We just thought that it'd be better if at least one of the counselors looked scared while we sneaked off. Anyway, you look cute when you're terrified." Gianna explained. Ami blushed.
"Alright," Brenda said, "That is enough. Everyone go to your tents. Its lights out." The girls moaned and complained, but slowly they filtered to their tents and complied. Soon it was just the counselors sitting by the fire, recounting all of their roles and making fun of Ami.
"You jumped like ten feet," Gianna said.
"It was hilarious," Nadia said, "You really got them going Ashlyn."
"Yeah well, I am a master storyteller," Ashlyn said and giggled. But after a while they were just sitting around the fire, looking into it as the camp became quiet. The tents were all around them and it seemed everything had gone well.
"Alright, I am going to go to bed," Gianna said.
"Oh come on, don't be a pussy," Ashlyn replied. Gianna shrugged.
"Not going to work this time, I am exhausted."
"Me too," Ami replied. She still felt embarrassed. But she was also nervous about the woods. The tension and the fear were still there. Even if she knew that at least tonight, she hadn't heard anything strange.
"You guys suck,"Ashlyn said.
"I'll stay out with you," Nadia said and Ashlyn looked at her gratefully.
"Yeah you old ladies go to bed, Nadia and I will think of something fun to do," she said and in a few moments Nadia and Ashlyn were the only girls outside and awake. They were sitting on opposite sides of the bonfire now, staring into the flames. It was very quiet. The only sound was the crackling of logs and the crickets out in the woods.
Ashlyn appeared to be deep in concentration. Nadia was staring at the older girl. She felt the familiar thrill she felt every time she saw her. Having her alone like this, it was sort of Nadia's dream. Now she had it and she had no idea what she was going to do. Suddenly Ashlyn gazed up from the fire and she caught Nadia staring at her. She smiled.
"Thanks for the help," Ashlyn said. She stood up from the fire and stretched. She arched her back. Thrusting her breasts out and enjoying the longing she saw in Nadia's eyes. She didn't really have any strong feelings about Nadia, but she liked the way the younger girl followed her around and stared at her.
"Help?" Nadia said, looking at Ashlyn in a daze.
"Uh, with the prank, silly," Ashlyn said and let out a little giggle. She was pouring it on pretty thick, but Nadia didn't notice.
"Oh, I don't mind. I mean, it was a lot of fun," Nadia said. She was blushing. This felt so real. What was going to happen? She wanted to believe she wasn't misreading signals from Ashlyn, but she was afraid of making a fool of herself. Ashlyn saw the discomfort and excitement she was causing the girl to have. "What the Hell?" she thought, "Let's give this girl the thrill of her life." And with that she sat down next to Nadia on her log.
"Well you were great," Ashlyn said, she looked over at Nadia, who averted her gaze from Ashlyn's penetrating eyes.
"Thanks," she mumbled.
"Hey, throw another log on the fire huh?" Ashlyn asked. Nadia was confused for a second, but she shook herself out of her stupor and walked over to the pile of logs. She grabbed one, came back over to the fire and bent over to put it in. Ashlyn looked at the girl's ass; it was nicer than she'd thought. Her mouth watered a little. This might be more fun than just the thrill of having someone worship her.
"It wasn't very nice of us to trick everyone I guess," Ashlyn said, "Someone is probably going to try to get us back." Nadia stood up and turned around. She was smiling and her face was flushed from the heat of the fire.
"Yeah, I guess so," she said, "We sort of deserve it though." She said, putting her hands on her hips. She was right in front of Ashlyn now.
"You think so?" Ashlyn said. Then she quickly reached up and grabbed Nadia's little yellow shorts. She yanked down hard and let them fall them between Nadia's ankles. She looked between Nadia's legs and saw her tightly shaved, 5-inch, uncircumcised cock. It was about half erect and right at chin level with the seated Ashlyn. Then Nadia realized what had happened. Her face got red and she bent over to pull up her pants.
"Oh god!" she said.
"You said we deserved it!" Ashlyn said. Nadia, in trying to pull up her shorts, tripped over her panties. She pitched forward. Her head caught Ashlyn squarely in the chest and the two girls tumbled backwards, over the log. Ashlyn was laughing hysterically as their legs and arms became enmeshed. Nadia was laughing now too.
"I guess I got you too," she said and they giggled louder. Then they realized that all the girls were sleeping around them and Ashlyn shushed Nadia until they were both silent. They were lying in the dirt together, their faces just inches apart. Nadia's pants were still around her ankles. Her cock was against Ashlyn's bare leg and soon it was hard, digging into the tanned, taut skin.
"Is that your flashlight or are you just happy to see me," Ashlyn asked, looking into Nadia's eyes. Nadia laughed. Then she acted impulsively. She leaned forward and pressed her lips against Ashlyn's. She closed her eyes and felt the soft skin against her own. For a brief second Ashlyn did nothing and Nadia almost began to panic. Then she felt Ashlyn's soft hand against her cheek. Ashlyn's lips parted and her tongue slid gently against Nadia's lips. Nadia parted her lips and let Ashlyn's tongue into her mouth. Her own tongue met Ashlyn's. Ashyln's saliva tasted sweet and thick and Nadia sucked it greedily.
Then her mouth opened suddenly and she let out a deep moan. She felt Ashlyn's delicate fingers on her hard cock. She opened her eyes and Ashlyn biting her lower lip lustily. Her hand moved over Nadia's cock, squeezing it tightly but gingerly. She liked the hard heat in her palm and the way the skin glided over the flesh inside. Nadia moaned again.
"If you promise me two things, I will give you a present," Ashlyn said, her grip on Nadia's cock getting a little bit tighter.
"Oh god!" Nadia moaned, "What?"
"First, you have to be quiet, if anyone comes out of their tents we are in deep shit." She said, squeezing the cock harder still.
"Sorry," Nadia said and the pressure relaxed on her cock. But Ashlyn kept stroking her and now briefly kissed her neck. The kisses warmed her neck and she arched her back, "What's the other promise?" she asked in a breathy whisper.
"Take your shirt off," Ashlyn said. Nadia acted quickly. She pulled her little white shirt off and her bra came off quickly as well. Her massive breasts stood up on her chest. Her nipples were small, pink and her nipples were hard. Ashlyn slid down Nadia's body and took one of Nadia's nipples into her mouth. She kept stroking Nadia's cock while she flicked the nipple gently with her tongue. Nadia clenched her teeth hard, attempting to stay quiet. A quiet moan stifled in her throat, but she was able to keep it together. She ran her hand through Ashlyn's beautiful blonde hair, trying to just enjoy the sensations exploding all over her body without making a single noise. However, she suddenly realized that she was owed something.
"What is my surprise?" She said in a noise barely above a hiss.
"I thought you'd never ask," Ashlyn said around Nadia's nipple. She planted a gently kiss on Nadia's breast. Then she began to kiss down Nadia's body. The underside of the breast, the ribs, the flat white stomach, the bellybutton. She felt Nadia's cock rub against her cheek as she kiss right above it. She kissed Nadia's little patched of public hair. She was still stroking the dick. Nadia's body was completely rigid now and her eyes were closed.
Ashlyn stopped stroking Nadia's cock. She moved around and planted herself between Nadia's legs. She leaned forward. She could smell Nadia's cock now, it smelled like sexual excitement and her gentle perfume. She pressed her lips against Nadia's small, hairless balls. She felt the smooth scrotum against her chin and lips. She furtively licked it. Nadia shuddered. She started to kiss her way up Nadia's cock. She kissed lightly, but let her tongue linger, massaging the girl's urethra. Finally, she reached the tip of Nadia's penis. She cupped the girl's balls with her hand and kissed the tip.
At that instant, Nadia let out the tiniest little grunt. But as she did she felt a warmth spreading from her penis. It was sudden building with the crashing pleasure of an orgasm. Her whole body felt like it was vibrating and her eyes rolled back in her head. She felt her penis convulsing and she opened her eyes and looked down. She saw thick, white globs of hot cum spurting from her penis. She saw the big splashes of cum splashing into Ashlyn's face, getting her hair and covering her entire face. The view of the perky cheerleaders face, covered in white spunk just made Nadia cum harder. She saw that Ashlyn's mouth was open, catching the cum and drinking it down. Finally, the Ashlyn squeezed the last bits of sperm out of Nadia's cock, sucking it up. Nadia fell back, breathing hard.
"You bitch!" Ashlyn giggled, "You came all over my face and hair before I even had a chance to put your dick in my mouth. You are going to pay!" Nadia looked and saw Ashlyn scooping the cum off of her face and shoveling it into her mouth. She even ran her fingers through her hair, pulling out the cum and hungrily getting it into her mouth. Ashlyn smiled when she saw Nadia looking at her, showing off the cum on her tongue and teeth. Finally, she had eaten all of the salty, tasty sperm.
"How do I have to pay?" Nadia said saucily. She sat up now, leaning against the log she had fallen off of earlier. Her cock was still half hard and her long black ponytail lay over her enormous breasts. Ashlyn realized that this girl was actually gorgeous. Ashlyn stood up in front of Nadia. She pulled off her shirt, letting her perky, tear-drop shaped breasts out into the warm night air. Her pink nipples were hard. She threw off her pants quickly as well. Her little, 3-inch cock stood out hard from her body. Nadia drank the other girl's body in, loving every inch of it. Ashlyn's cock was shaved bare and it looked so feminine. The circumcised tip was a light pink color and the skin on the shaft was browned and tanned, but it was there were no veins. It was smooth. Girly. Nadia wanted it inside of her.



"You have to suck my dick," Ashlyn said. She stepped forward. She placed her feet on either side of Nadia's legs. Her cock was just a few inches from Nadia's face. She put her hands on her hips and looked down at Nadia. Nadia had never sucked a dick before. She started to reached up, to pull the dick towards her mouth.
"I didn't say touch it," Ashlyn said harshly, "I said suck it." Nadia's eyes looked up. She saw Ashlyn's breasts and firm, gorgeous face looking down at her. She leaned forward and opened her mouth. As she did so, she gazed up quickly. She saw Ashlyn's smooth stomach and tiny little bellybutton, the underswell of her breast, and her stern but happy face looking down at her. Nadia leaned forward and closed her eyes.
The first thing she felt was the soft tip of Ashlyn's cock against her lips. She let them spread and liked the way the cock felt against her teeth. She flicked out her tongue and she tasted the salty skin of Ashlyn's cock. It felt hard but smooth and silky as it started to slide into her mouth. Nadia's tongue probed Ashlyn's urethra and she felt the tip start to rub against the back of her tongue. And she felt like she was in heaven.
Nadia began to bob her head up and down on Ashlyn's cock. Nadia's enthusiasm more than made up for her lack of experience. Ashlyn bit her lower lip and had to put one hand on Nadia's shoulder to stay up. The wet, ticklish feeling of Nadia's tongue ran from her cock, up her spine and she moaned loudly. For a moment she thought she heard someone stir in a nearby tent and she clasped her hand over her mouth.
She started to thrust her cock harder into Nadia's mouth. She heard the girl choking on the little dick and she smiled. Ashlyn took her hand off of Nadia's shoulder and put it on the back of Nadia's head. She shoved Nadia's head deeper into her crotch. Nadia gagged slightly and choked the cock down deep into her throat.
The sudden tightening of Nadia's mouth around her cock buckled Ashlyn's knees. A powerful orgasm spread out from her cock. She moaned again and she began to cum. Big globs of cum spurted out of Ashlyn's cock and dripped down Nadia's throat. She started to fall backwards, her body vibrating. The last big spurt of cum dropped on Nadia's tongue and then Ashlyn's cock popped out of her mouth with an audible plop. Ashlyn sat naked on the ground, panting.
Nadia savored the cum in her mouth. She felt the thickness in her throat and avoided swallowing. She swirled the cum between her teeth and under her tongue. She thought about the fact that Ashlyn's essence, her sexual energy was coating her mouth and she felt electric. She swallowed it down and felt complete. She looked at Ashlyn, sitting on the ground and was overcome by how sexy the girl looked, her chest heaving in the dirt. She sat down next to her.
"That was fun!" Nadia said.
"Agreed," Ashlyn said. Nadia leaned forward and they kissed. Their mouths were hungry for one another. Their tongues were wrestling and the salty taste of cum and spit swirled between them. Then, once again, they heard a rustling in the tents. They realized what they had just done, surrounded by dozens of people. And they rapidly started getting dressed, giggling the entire time. Just as they were finished getting ready, a girl was standing next to the fire. For a brief moment, they both thought of the story they'd told around the fire.
"Nadia, where do I go if I have to go the bathroom," the girl asked and the counselors giggled again.
"Follow me," Nadia said. She gave one more glance at Ashlyn and then took the girl by the hand and led her towards the woods.
Chapter 3: Waking the Beast and the First Strike
The next day Brenda, the counselors, and the campers made an uneventful trip back to camp. For a while Nadia and Ashlyn were nervous that someone had heard them or seen them in the woods. But after the hike back to camp, they realized that they had gotten away with it. Nadia stared at Ashlyn more than ever. Whenever she looked at her, she would see her covered in cum and she'd get hard again. She kept waiting for the next opportunity.
When they got back to camp, Brenda had one of her characteristic headaches and she shut herself in her camp for the evening. So Gianna took charge. She got everyone to lunch and she organized all of the afternoon activities. In the late afternoon she was struck by inspiration. They Luna Moth Counselors were in their bunk, their campers were having some free time.
"Hey Ashlyn, do you think it would be fun to make s'mores tonight for the Luna Moth girls?" She asked the technically senior counselor.
"Yeah, sure. It sounds good to me," she said, "but we don't have any of the stuff."
"I know," Gianna said, standing up from her bed, "I'd go get the stuff." She said. Ami sat up from her bed, taking her headphones out of her ears.
"If it's cool with Brenda, fucking do it. I can handle the little shits while you're out," she said. Gianna smiled and started walking to the door.
"Where you going?" Ami asked her. She turned and smiled. It was a very bright and cheerful look, a look she got when she thought of something fun.
"If Brenda's cool with it, I am going to walk over to town and grab some s'more supplies." She said and turned again.
"Hey uh..." Ami said and she stopped.
"Yeah?" Gianna said, no less pleasantly.
"Can I come?" Ami asked. She didn't know why, but she wanted to get out. She wanted to talk to Gianna. Pick her brain. And she was SO tired of Nadia and Ashlyn making eyes at one another.
"Sure," Gianna said. They walked together over to Brenda's building. The door was closed and the blinds were drawn. Gianna knocked gently. "Hey Brenda you awake."
"Yes, please talk quietly. I am having a monster migraine right now," Brenda in a choked whisper. Gianna whispered back.
"Sorry. Is it okay if Ami and I go to town and get some stuff to make s'mores for our bunk?" she asked.
"I tell you girls every year, you are not allowed to borrow my car. You are not on my insurance or anything," she said.
"No...No... not like that," Ami said, "We are going to walk."
"Oh... well do whatever you want," Brenda said and the girls shrugged and walked away from the building. They headed out towards the road to town. It was only about a mile away to the gas station on the outskirts of town where they could buy the s'more stuff. There was still two hours before dark and the air was slightly cooler than it had been for the last few weeks. It was perfect weather for a walk.
They hit the road and started to walk. At first they were quiet, just enjoying the dying end of the day. Then Gianna asked Ami about school and soon they were just chatting about college, friends, and camp. It was fun. Ami got a chance to ask about essentially running the camp, trying to find the secret to the girl's scary amount of competence. About halfway between the camp and town Gianna stopped.
"Hey do you see that little path right there?" Gianna asked, pointing to a small break in the woods. There really wasn't a path; it was just a small opening, about shoulder width, where there were less trees.
"Yeah," Ami said, she felt cold all of the sudden. The woods were dense and the tiny, dark opening looked sinister. She looked back at the road and felt her heart sink as Gianna started moving towards the forest.
"You know that story that Ashlyn told last night?" Gianna aked.
"Yeah."
"Down that path, that is where the pioneer village was. I have heard that there are still ruins out there," she said, creeping closer to the path. Ami glanced once more, reluctantly in the direction of town, and then walked next to Gianna.
"That was just a stupid story to scare the girls," Ami said, wanting to believe that was the case.
"No," Gianna said, turning and looking at Ami in the eyes, "I mean I don't believe in ghosts or anything. But there really is a town out there, abandoned."
"I thought that Ashlyn said that it was where the camp is," Ami said.
"That was just added to scare the girls," Gianna explained, "It was on the pond, but it was out this way." She was even closer to the opening now. Ami looked down into the darkness. She saw that the path winded greatly and she lost its course in the brambles. The sun was still crimson in the sky, but the forest dark. Ami rubbed her arms with her hands.
Gianna turned and looked at Ami, her eyes bright with excitement, "Let's go check it out!" she said. Ami felt a panicky feeling in her stomach. She remembered that feeling she'd had the first night with campers during her walk. The woods here were... wrong. But Gianna was already bounding off into the woods. Ami was more afraid of being alone than going into the woods so she quickly followed after her.
The path was ancient and not well traveled. There were tons of exposed roots, spider webs, and branches that swung out and hit Ami in the face. But Gianna was just a few yards in front of her so she kept moving. Then Gianna pushed through a branch and it swung back quickly, striking Ami in the thigh. She let out a quick squeak and then looked at her leg. She had a shallow, but blood cut just below the hem of her shorts and it hurt immensely. But Gianna hadn't seen and she was already far ahead. Ami thought for a moment that she heard something. Something that sounded distressingly like a little girl whispering. She took off like a shot.
She ran a hundred yards and kept to an abrupt halt when she almost ran into Gianna. The older girl was standing in a small clearing in the woods with her hands on her hips. Ami was behind her and for a moment the fear left her as she saw Gianna's perfect hourglass shape. Then she stopped to look around the clearing. It was roughly a circle, about 100 yards across at its widest point. The grass was tall but the sky was clearly visible because of the lack of trees. There weren't any structures.
"I think this is it," Gianna said, awe in her voice. Ami shrugged.
"There aren't any buildings or streets or anything," she said and Gianna rolled her eyes. Ami felt stupid and looked down at her feet. She noticed that her right thigh was covered in blood but that it had started to coagulate.
"The place was abandoned liked 160 years ago. The buildings are long gone," Gianna said. But she started to walked around, inspecting the ground closely. Ami looked towards the woods that now surrounded her. She couldn't see more than a few feet into the woods in any direction. The sun was still falling and she shivered.
"Well then we saw it," Ami said, and looked back towards the path. The road was just a little way in that direction...
"I remember hearing from Brenda that there was a stone church at this town," Gianna explained, "I would imagine there could still be ruins from that." She explained. Ami followed behind her, very carefully. She was constantly on the lookout for danger.
"Oh my God!" Gianna called and suddenly she sprinted to the farthest corner of the clearing, "There are tombstones over here! This must've been the church yard!" she said. She crouched down next to one and tried to read it. Ami heard a branch snap far off in the woods and she sprinted next to Gianna and crouched down next to her. The smell of Gianna's perfume calmed her. She looked at the stone, it was definitely a tombstone but she couldn't make it out.
"Isn't this amazing?" Gianna asked, and she turned and smiled at Ami. Ami smiled back but she didn't feel it.
"Yeah, it's really cool," she said. Gianna's eyes caught the blood on Ami's thigh. She looked back up at Ami with concern in her eyes.
"Are you okay?" she asked, "What happened."
"Oh, nothing. Just a branch," Ami said, and blushed. Gianna went into camp counselor mode, and leaned forward to look at it. It was on the inside of Ami's thigh and about four inches long. But the way Ami was squatting put pressure on the scab and more blood oozed from the scrape. A single drop fell onto the dirt in front of the tombstone.
"Oh thank looks painful," Gianna said but Ami just smiled. She could feel Gianna's hot breath on her the inside of her leg and her cock. At the same time Gianna could smell Ami's girlcock, the musky smell of her pheromones. She glanced out of the corner of her eye at Ami's dick. In the squatting position, Ami's cock was tight against her pants. Gianna watched as the four inch cock got hard and quickly slide up the pant leg towards her face. She smiled. She had a naughty idea.
She moved one of her hands up to the cut on Ami's leg as though she were trying to inspect it. She grabbed the hem of Ami's pants, pulling it away from the cut. Ami looked down at her. She was nervous, Gianna's hand was so close to her hard cock. She hoped the older girl hadn't noticed.
Then, in one quick motion Gianna pulled the pant leg back quickly from Ami's leg and slid it up to her waist. Just as Ami's hard cock flopped out of the pant leg Gianna opened her mouth and quickly and plunged the dick into her mouth. It was only half hard at first from being constricted in Ami's pants. Gianna wrapped her lips tightly against the dick, squeezing her tongue against Ami's urethra.
Ami couldn't move. She looked down between her legs and saw Gianna's head between her legs and felt the hot warmth of the girl's mouth on her hard cock. She felt Gianna's tongue start to rub the underside of her cock. She moaned loudly and lost control. She rolled backwards onto the ground, falling on her back. Ami's cock popped out of her Gianna's mouth and Gianna began to giggle. Ami was laying on the ground, her hard cock in the air. She started to get up, but Gianna grabbed her leg and kept her down.
Gianna got on her hands and knees in front of Ami. She crawled forward and spread Ami's legs farther apart. She stared and her cock and thought it looked beautiful. She kept crawling. She grabbed Ami's pants at the waist. Ami froze. Gianna looked up at her lustily and then then carefully pulled down the pants, navigating the tights leg over Ami's cock. She pulled them down around Ami's ankle and threw them on the ground. She looked up again at Ami's cock. She laughed a little.
"What?" Ami said, feeling self-conscious. This was all so disorienting.
"No you have a very cute little cock Ami, I was just admiring your hair!" she said. Ami looked down between her legs and giggled too. She had a small, well-kempt patch of public hair above her cock, but she had dyed it the same bright pink as the hair on her head. She had done it on a whim and liked it. Gianna may have laughed when she first saw it, but it turned her on.
Still on her hands and knees she started crawling forward again. Soon her arms were in Ami's armpits and she was looking down into Ami's eyes. She leaned forward and her lips touched Ami's. She leaned forward against Ami, feeling the girls hard cock against her stomach. Her own cock started to get hard as well. This seemed to break whatever spell had frozen Ami. She opened her mouth, probing her tongue against Gianna's lips and teeth. Gianna let her in, feeling Ami's tongue stud rattling against her teeth and rubbing her tongue. Their tongues met thick, pushing in and out of each other's mouths. The spit frothed thickly on their lips and Ami moaned into Gianna's mouth. Ami pulled her tongue out of Gianna's mouth and ran her tongue stud against Gianna's lips. Now it was Gianna's turn to moan. Then she was struck by an idea.
She kissed Ami quickly on the lips and the stood up in front of her. Ami stayed lying on her back. Sexily, Gianna started to disrobe. She pulled her shirt over her head, thrashing her hair as it came over her head. Gianna unhooked her bra and slide it off her body. Her large breasts jiggled as they popped out, her hard nipples pointing towards the sky. She saw Ami's dick twitch and she giggled to herself.
Finally, she slipped off her shorts and panties in one motion and kicked them at Ami. Ami giggled when the shorts hit her face, but then she gasped. Swinging between Gianna's leg was a massive, eight inch dick. The tip was massive and glistened with her pre-cum. Gianna blushed.
"You cock is hot!" Ami said and they both laughed. But Gianna wouldn't let this get in the way of her plan. She walked over towards Ami, her cock swaying femininely with her hips as she walked. When she was straddling Ami she turned around quickly. Ami looked up at Gianna's sexy round ass and her mouths watered. Gianna lowered herself down into a 69 position with Ami.
Gianna could smell Ami's cock again and she licked her lips. She opened her mouth and took Ami's entire cock into her mouth in one gulp, feeling the younger girls pink pubes tickle her chin and her hairless balls against her nose. One the other side, Ami felt Gianna's hard cock sitting between her little tits. Gianna's balls were in her face and she leaned forward and kissed them. The wet sandpaper feel of Gianna's tongue made her moan into Gianna's balls. She moved her hand forward, trying to pull Gianna's cock forward so she could put it in her mouth. Suddenly she felt the cold evening air on her cock as Gianna pulled her cock out of her mouth.
"No honey, not that," she said, thrusting her cock hard between Ami's tits and shaking her heard. Ami moved her hand back.
"What do you want me to do," she said. She felt little butterfly kisses on the tip of her cock and squirmed underneath of Gianna.
"I want that little tongue stud against my asshole, I want you to lick it Ami. Please," She said and then took Ami's entire cock into her mouth again. Rubbing it all over with her tongue and squeeze it gently between her tongue and the roof of her mouth. Ami moaned again and writhed. But she wanted more than anything else to make Gianna happy now.
She took Gianna's round asscheeks in her hand and spread them apart gently. She looked at Gianna's tiny pink asshole and suddenly wanted her tongue against it. She closed her eyes and breathed deeply of Gianna's musk. Then she pushed her face between Gianna's cheeks, feeling the soft skin against her face. She stuck out her tongue. She instantly connected with the soft, crinkled skin of Gianna's asshole. It tasted earthy and felt warm. She felt Gianna moan around her cock. Ami loved the vibrations of Gianna moan. She wanted more. She flattened her tongue against Gianna's asshole. She lapped it forward and backward. She rubbed the tongue stud all over the tight rosebud of Gianna's asshole. She just kept lapping gently, focusing on her tongue, trying not to cum too quickly.
Gianna rocked her entire body to the rhythm of Ami's tongue. Her mouth was full of hot spit and she was really enjoying Ami's delicate taste and velvety skin. She bobbed her head up and down on Ami's dick, driving it as deep as she could. Suddenly, Ami couldn't take it anymore. She drove her tongue hard into Gianna's asshole and at the same time, she felt the familiar warmth of an orgasm building between her thighs. But this was a thousand times more powerful than anything she'd ever felt before. Her legs shook and every part of her felt electric. She moaned loudly and then she felt a sudden burst of tension.
Gianna felt Ami's cock expand and contract in her mouth and suddenly her mouth was full of hot, salty cum. She was surprised by the amount, some of it rolling out the corner of her mouth. But she swallowed some of it down, keeping Ami's cock in her mouth. But Ami's cock was very sensitive, and she pulled it out quickly. A thick strip of cum connected Gianna's lip to Ami's dick. Ami was shaking all over now. And then finally, collapsed on the ground breathing hard.
Gianna got up quickly. She spun around and quickly pulled Ami's shirt off. Ami wasn't wearing a bra and her tits were exposed to the evening air, her tiny pink pierced nipple looked cut and enticing. Gianna leaned forward. Ami was looking at her with glazed eyes. Gianna kissed Ami, she could taste her own ass on Ami's lips. She opened her mouth and let the hot cum she had been saving pour into Ami's mouth. Ami was surprised and some of it dripped down her chin, landing on her tits. But soon she realized what was happening and took her own cum into her mouth. She loved the flavor and kicked herself for wasting her cum in the past when she masturbated. Then she swallowed the thick sperm down. She looked and saw Gianna was sucking her cum off of her nipples and she shook all over. Gianna looked up and smiled with cum on her tits. Gianna didn't stop though. She still hadn't cum and she wanted to, badly.



"You lubed up asshole pretty well with your tongue," Gianna said and Ami just nodded. Gianna kissed her again. Then she reached back behind herself. Her fingers played in Ami's pubic hair and rubbed against her cock. Ami tensed, but in a few seconds her cock was hard again. Gianna was impressed, pretty good recover time. She looked into Ami's eyes when she carefully positioned the girl's four inch cock against the wet opening of her ass. Ami was looking at her intensely and biting her lip. She wanted to be inside of Gianna so badly it hurt.
Gianna started to slowly lower herself onto Ami's cock. She felt the hard little tip of Ami's cock force open her asshole and pop inside. She stopped for a moment, moaning. Her breasts felt tingly and she moved her hands away from the cock. One she used to rub her breasts and the other she put next to Ami's head, holding herself up and moaning. Ami leaned forward, kissed her on the mouth, sucking the moan into her mouth. Gianna kept pushing Ami's hard cock deeper and deeper into her ass. She was so tight that it pinched Ami's cock, but Ami wanted to go as deep as she could. The envelopment was amazing, even better than Gianna's mouth. In a few short minutes, Ami was completely inside of Gianna's asshole. Gianna leaned back, driving the cock as hard as she could into her ass.
Ami started to rock her hips, driving her cock in and out of Gianna's ass. Gianna moaned and threw her head back. She started to grind into Ami's hips, trying to pull the cum out of Ami's cock. As they writhed on the ground Gianna's breasts bounced on her chest. Ami reached her hands forward and grabbed Gianna's breasts. She felt Gianna's hard nipples against the palm of her hand and squeezed the soft, dense flesh in her fingers. Gianna smiled, reached down and tweaked Ami's nipple.
Now they were in a solid rhythm. Gianna loved the sweet ache Ami's cock as it rubbed against her prostate. For a few seconds she felt the tension building in her asshole and between her legs. She couldn't help but moan loudly. Suddenly she felt an explosion of tension from inside of her ass as Ami tickled her insides. She made a soft croaking sound and then her whole body shook as she began to cum. Thick white blobs of cum shot out of her hard cock while she kept rocking up and down on Ami's cock. Ami giggled as cum landed on her stomach, tits, neck, and face. There were even little globs of cum in her hair. Ami opened her mouth, catching a little bit of the hot, salty liquid in her mouth. Gianna was panting hard as the last little bits of cum spurted out of her cock and onto Ami's body. Gianna slid off of Ami's hard cock and lay, breathing heavily on the ground next to her.
Ami liked the taste of Gianna's cum even more than she'd liked her own. She licked the little bits of cum off of her arms and even sucked it out of her hair. She scooped big globs of it off of her stomach and cheeks. She shoved all of it greedily in her mouth. She wanted to savor it, but she wanted it inside of her stomach even more. She swallowed it down.
"Hey, don't hog it!" Gianna said, getting up off the ground. She leaned over Ami and started to suck her own cum off of Ami's nipples. Ami grunted, looking down and Gianna's beautiful tongue and it lapped the cum off of her nipples and breasts and swallowed it down. Gianna savored her cum, swishing it between her teeth and rubbing it against her lips. She kept licking down Ami's body, sucking the last bits of cum off her stomach and out of her belly button. Ami rubbed her hand through Gianna's hair, just watching and enjoying.
Finally, Gianna noticed that there was a little cum on Ami's cock. She didn't know whose cum it was, but she needed it inside of her. Once again, she took Ami's entire cock into her mouth. The taste was even better than before, her own ass mixing with the musky cock taste. The fact that tasting her own ass was so dirty turned Gianna on even more. Ami hadn't been expecting Gianna to put her ass-covered cock back in her mouth. The thought of it, mixed with the amazing feeling of Gianna's mouth put Ami over the edge. She came hard. She bucked her hips up hard. Her dick was in Gianna's throat and her cum shot right down to Gianna's stomach. She fell back, breathing heavily. Gianna took Ami's cock out of her mouth, then lay down next to her lover.
"That was really nice," Ami said after a long time.
"Agreed," Gianna said, then she looked over at Ami and kissed her gently on the lips. The smell of sex hung between them. Then they broke the kiss. And Gianna got up, "We better get going, the store might close," she said. Getting her clothes on.
"Oh gross!" Ami said, Gianna looked back at her
"What?"
"There is this little puddle of cum and blood from my leg here on the ground, I put my hand in it," she said, lifting her hand up as the liquid seeped into the ground.
"Yeah, gross." Gianna said, "Get dressed."
Suddenly, from out in the woods a loud, piercing scream cut through the dying light. Both girls froze. The voice eventually faded into a maniacal, witch-like laugh, until finally fading out like a gentle giggle from a small child. They both felt the blood in their veins run cold. Ami looked around, and suddenly remembered where she was. She god up quickly and put on her clothing. Gianna was still frozen.
"Let's get the hell out of here!" Ami said and Gianna shook herself out of her stupor. She threw on her clothes and soon they were sprinting together out of the woods, holding each other's hands. The woods were more sinister than before. It was very dark, and Ami had a hard time seeing more than four of five inches in front of her face. Gianna took the lead, trying to stay on the tiny, winding path. They tripped over brambles and roots, but managed to keep their feet. For a moment Ami thought they were lost, but Gianna pulled her hard once more and they were standing out by the road. They collapsed in the grass next to the road, panting and holding each other.
"Did we really hear that?" Ami asked.
"I don't know," Gianna said. Suddenly they felt ridiculous. They had little scratches all over their faces and there were branches in their hair. They laughed a little.
"Let's go get this stuff I guess," Ami said and they kept heading towards the town. They held hands tried to focus on the fun they'd had in the clearing, tried to forget what they saw. By the time they headed back to the camp, they were largely feeling better. They didn't notice the woods next to the road. And they certainly didn't notice that something was following them.
* * * * *
"Did you have any trouble sneaking out?" Erin Burton asked later that same night. She was the senior camp counselor in the Monarch Bunk. She was also one of the older counselors at 22. She was a tall girl, around 5'8 and weighed about 135lbs. She had small breasts, a thin stomach, and long legs. She had very pale skin, long blonde hair, and lots of freckles.
"No, everyone else was asleep," Trish Sanders explained. Trish was a counselor in the Swallowtail bunk. She was in her second year at the camp and she was 19 years old. She was 5'4 and weighed 130lbs. She was mixed race white and black with coffee colored skin. Her breasts were large but her voluptuous hips were slightly wider, giving her a slightly off-hourglass shape. She had a flat tummy and a harshly beautiful face.
"Good," Erin said, "Follow me," She grabbed Trish's hand. They were standing near the cafetorium and Erin guided Trish towards the lake. When they were out near the water Erin took a hard right.
"No one will be down by the dock," Erin explained. In a few minutes they were standing on the dock in the moonless summer night. They took of their shoes and gently walked out to the end of the dock. They sat on the edge, dangling their legs off the end. Erin's toes just touched the water, but Trish's dangled a few inches from the placid surface.
"I have been waiting all day for this!" Trish said as they got themselves comfortable, "I was so excited when you asked me to go out with you tonight."
"Me too, I am so glad you said yes," Erin said shyly. She looked awkwardly down towards the water. Trish looked over at her, started to feel shy and looked away as well. They spent the next few minutes just staring around the lake, pretending to be interested in the water. Both were waiting for the other to make the move. They knew they didn't have much time. If anyone woke up at either of their bunks they would notice that something was amiss.
Finally, Trish couldn't take it anymore. She turned and looked at Erin. She saw the way that Erin's hair was pushed behind her ears, the way her throat sloped gently to her small chin and her thick lips and she needed her. She gently placed her thumb and forefinger on Erin's chin. Erin jumped a little but let Trish turn her face. They gazed into each other's eyes. Now it was Erin's turn to make the first move. She leaned down, closing her eyes as she did so. She breathed in Trish's perfume and felt intoxicated.
Then she felt her lips press against the corner of Trish's mouth. Her lips were soft and tasted sweet. She ran her tongue across the crack of Trish's lip. This broke the tension. Trish wrapped her arms around Erin and Erin reciprocated. Their tongues plunged deeply into one another's mouths. Their hands moved all over one another's bodies, running their hands across one another's thighs, stomachs, backs, and breasts. Their passion rolled them back, and they lay flat on the dock, holding one another, kissing. Erin grabbed Trish's shirt and in a fluid motion pulled the girls shirt off. Trish was not wearing breasts and her nipples stood out hard on her c-cup breasts.
"You have beautiful breasts," Erin said and Trish felt self-conscious. Trish had long nipples and small, reddish areolas. Erin took one breast in her hand and lifted it, liking the soft feel of Trish's skin and the breasts weight. She opened her mouth and popped Trish's nipple. She ran her tongue over the rough, soft skin of the nipple, flicking and feeling it bounce back.
Now Trish grabbed Erin's shirt and started to pull it up over her head. For a moment, Erin let go of Trish's nipple. Trish pulled her shirt off and now her breasts were exposed to the air as well. But Erin quickly latched back onto Trish's breast, licking it and sucking it. She grasped Trish's other breast with her hand, kneading the soft flesh and feeling its weight.
Trish groaned and arched her back into Erin's mouth. She looked down at Erin's lap and grinned when she saw Erin's hard cock poking out against her yellow shorts. Trish placed her hand on Erin's knee and slid her fingers up Erin's creamy thigh. Her fingernails poked underneath of the hem of Erin's shorts. Erin jumped a little but didn't stop playing with Trish's breasts. Trish felt the back of her fingers brush against Erin's cock. Her skin felt silky and white hot.
Trish pulled Erin's shorts back, exposing her hard 5 inch cock to the night air. Erin looked down, keeping Trish's nipple in her mouth and watched as Trish's soft palm and strong fingers wrapped around her cock. She gasped. Trish began to gently stroke Erin's cock. Her hand moved up and down Erin's shaft, tickling her balls at one end and thrilling her dripping tip at the other. Erin's entire body shook and Trish's nipple popped out of her mouth.
"You have a cute little cock Erin," Trish said and Erin moaned. But she wanted to play to. She sat up slowly. Trish almost stopped stroking, but saw the firing look in Erin's eye and kept going. She sat up. They sitting across from one another, Erin's legs were spread and Trish's finger moved all over Erin's cock. Erin gently pulled Trish's legs apart as well. She pulled Trish's pants to the side, and Trish's 6 inch black cock popped out from her pants, hard as a rock. Now Erin wrapped her hand around Trish's cock and began to stroke. They were facing each other now. Erin was staring at Trish's large breasts as they bounced to the rhythm of her stroke. Trish watched Erin's fingers as they moved over her cock. After a few seconds they were moving in unison.
"Oh god, stroke my dick!" Erin moaned. Trish squeezed her dick harder, stroking faster. Erin mimicked her lover's actions. Then Erin began to writhe on the dock. She moaned very loudly, shaking all over. Then a burst of white light burst in front of her eyes and all her muscles contracted. Trish looked and watched as Erin's cock erupted and hot jets of white cum shot from it. Erin's cum splattered on Trish's hand and up her arm. She took her hand off Erin's cock and looked at the pearly cum on her dark skin. She was smiling at it and admiring it. She did not even notice Erin moving.
Erin got up on her hands and knees and moved towards Trish. Trish's cock was still hard and was coating in a thin sheen of clear pre-cum. Trish felt Erin's hair tickling her legs and looked down just in time to watch her hard cock disappear into Erin's mouth. The hot warmth of Erin's mouth made Trish feel weak. She groaned and put her hand to her face.
Inadvertently, Trish put some of the cum that Erin had shot all over her arm against her lips. Trish licked the salty liquid off her lips and her body shuddered. Erin kept bobbing her head up and down on Trish's cock and Trish hungrily licked all of Erin's cum off her body and sucked it down. Then Erin opened her throat and drove Trish's cock hard into her mouth. Trish's entire body vibrated and she felt the powerful orgasm build from her cock and spread all over her body, leaving her warm and blissfully relaxed.
But her cock was still cumming. Erin was choking on the cock and she pulled it from her mouth. She tasted some of Trish's cum on her tongue, but the cock was on its way out. The biggest globs of cum shot from Trish's cock just as Trish pulled it from Erin's lips. Hot cum dripped onto Erin's face. More and more cum burst from the cock, coating Erin's lips and chin it frothy white liquid. They both sat on the dock, sweating in the heat and panting.
"Oh my god, you look hilarious," Trish said, looking at the cum on Erin's face. She giggled. Erin giggled as well.
"Shut up!" Erin said and they giggled louder. Erin was about to wipe the cum from her face, but she heard a soft giggling from the front of the dock. It sounded like a little girl. Her blood turned to ice water. One of the campers? "Who is that?" She asked.
"What?" Trish whispered. Erin in looked in the direction of the end of the dock. It was very dock. Everything was completely silent not. Erin stood up. She moved her cock back into her shorts as she did so and crossed her arms over her breasts. Trish slowly did the same. They both sensed that there was something in the darkness in front of them.
"Is anyone there?" Trish said and was surprised by how high and terrified her voice sounded. She sensed something sinister. Not one of the campers. Erin started to walk towards the shore. Trish reached out and grabbed her.
"What are you doing?" she said nervously, "This could be bad."
"Just relax," Erin said, sounding calmer than she felt. Trish watched from the end of the dock as Erin moved towards the shore. She saw the gently flare of Erin's hips and her straight, white back wreathed in golden hair. Her strong calves and bare feet. Erin looked beautiful.
"Ok, whoever that is go back to camp!" Erin said forcefully. But she was moving into the darkness. Trish could only make out the barest shadow of Erin's outline. She heard that creepy laughter again. It sounded like it was right in front of Erin.
"Okay who is..."Erin let out the first piercing note of a horrible scream and then suddenly fell silent. Trish gazed into the foggy darkness in front of her but saw nothing. Her heart was pounding viciously and she was gripped by terror.
"Erin?" she croaked in a barely audible voice. Despite the heat she felt cold. The pond was completely silent. "Erin," she said again a little louder. Somehow she made her legs work. She started to walk slowly down the dock, towards the shore. She felt tears of fear running down her cheeks.
She had only moved a few feet closer to shore when she heard a strange clunking sound on the dock. She looked down. Suddenly, out of the darkness some sort of ball was rolling unevenly towards her. It was moving quickly and bumped into her legs. Trish jumped backwards. Then she looked down. She tried to scream, but no noise came out. Her hand went to her mouth. She felt lightheaded and stumbled backwards. At her feet was Erin's head, severed from the body. The eyes were wide open in a vision of horror and Trish's cum was still on the mouth.
Trish fell backwards onto the dock. Then, she managed a small scream, but she knew it was not loud enough for help to come. She was hundreds of yards from anyone else at the camp. She looked back towards the shore. She heard that giggling again from out in the darkness and heard footsteps coming towards her then she turned to run. She didn't think, she just ran. When she reached the end of the dock she didn't so much jump in as keep walking in a panic. She slipped into the water. It was cold and she came out sputtering. She started swimming. She had no idea where she was going, she just swam.
She turned back towards the dock and saw something splash into the water. She could hear something swimming towards her. Something malevolent. She was exhausted from sex and from her panic, but she tried to swim on. She was no more than forty yards from the dock when she felt something grab her foot. She turned and looked, but she was kicking and churning so much water that she couldn't see anything.
The thing grabbed her again and pulled her under the water. She kicked hard and came in contact with something. She came out of the water, coughing up water and spitting. But she started swimming again. But by now she could barely tread water. Tears were pouring down her face and she couldn't stop coughing. She treaded water for a while and caught her breath. It took her some time to realize everything was quiet. Then she felt a wave of euphoria and started to take her over. She treaded water towards the shore. She could see the lights of camp and started to believe she was going to make it. Any second she expected to feel the bottom of the lake under her feet and she could run to Brenda's office and... Then the thing grabbed her one last time and pulled under the water. She tried to scream, but no sound came out before her head plunged beneath the water. Her head never came out again.
Chapter 4: Disorientation
"What's up?" Ami asked Gianna the next morning as she stepped out of the bunk. The entire camp was buzzing about something. Ami looked off into the distance and saw police lights flashing in the parking lot. She began to feel nervous.
"I'm not sure," Gianna said. At that same moment, Nadia stepped out of the bunk, they were all dressed already. It was time for the day to begin.
"What the fuck is this about?" she asked and the other two just shrugged their shoulders. Nadia turned back to the bunk, "Hey Ashlyn something is up, let's go check it out." The four counselors set off towards Brenda's office. The campers looked nervous but Gianna skillfully guided them to where they needed to be. In a few moments they were standing outside of Brenda's bunk. They saw Brenda talking to two police officers on the little porch outside.
"Thank you officers," Brenda said, running her hand through her hair. The police officer closed his notebook.
"Thank you Ms. Walker. We are going to have a look around," he said. And Brenda nodded.
"Okay, just let me know whatever you can when you're done," she said.
"Of course," the officer said and then turned from the deck and headed off towards the pond. He nodded to the Luna Moth counselors as he passed.



"Brenda, what is going on?" Gianna asked. Brenda stared off into the distance. She brought her hands to her mouth and started to bite her tongue.
"Brenda?" Ashlyn asked. Brenda seemed to notice them standing there now.
"Oh, I'm sorry," She said, "Have any of you seen Erin or Trish?" she asked as though it were an unimportant request. They all shook their heads, "Well that's fine."
"Why are the police here?" Ami asked and Brenda just smiled.
"Gianna, I am not feeling well, I want you to run things this morning," Brenda said. She didn't wait for a response. She turned and went into her office. For a moment the counselors just stood in silence. Ami looked back to the cop and then decided.
"No, that isn't going to work for me this time," Ami said, "I am going to find out what's up." And with that she walked up to Brenda's door and opened it.
"Me too," Ashlyn said and followed Ami in closely. Nadia shrugged and started to follow.
"Please," Gianna said, "I need some help. There are still campers here." Nadia turned and watched the kids streaming towards the cafetorium. She rolled her eyes but followed.
Inside the office, Brenda was sitting at her desk with her head in her hands. She didn't seem to notice the two girls standing in front of her. Ami looked over at Ashlyn and shrugged. Ashlyn raised her eyebrows but didn't know what to do either. Finally, Brenda noticed them.
"Oh, I told Gianna to take over," she said in a dazed voice, "Why don't you girls go help. I don't feel well."
"Uh no Brenda," Ashlyn said taking as seat in front of Brenda's desk. Ami did the same. "We need to know what's up. Did something happen to Erin and Trish?" Brenda looked out the window.
"Damnit Brenda, tell us what's going on," Ami said. Her voice sounded nervous. She just kept thinking of her experience in woods. She sensed that something horrible happened. Brenda breathed deeply.
"No one has seen either of them since yesterday night. They haven't been in their bunks all night. I called the police. No one has seen them. I am worried sick," Brenda said. Ami felt nervous. But Ashlyn just laughed.
"Seriously?" Ashlyn said, "Those two have been all over each other since the start of camp!" she said. Ashlyn, of course, knew all of the gossip.
"So?" Brenda said.
"So, remember two years ago when Carla ran off with her boyfriend in the middle of camp? They probably just ran off someplace where it would be easier to fuck," She said and started to giggle, "And the police are looking for them. How funny would it be if they found them?" She was doubled over laughing now. Ami had heard the gossip as well. Ashlyn's explanation was as likely an anything else. She felt a little better. Brenda looked like she felt a little better too. Nonetheless, she reached into her desk, grabbed some antacids and popped them.
"I hope so, this could be a real disaster for the camp. I can't afford to have anything go wrong," she said. She still looked tense. Ashlyn didn't like her, but she felt for her. She looked at the desk. It was covered in migraine medication, antacids, and muscle relaxers. Brenda was clearly stressed out. For the first time, Ashlyn realized that Brenda wasn't faking it when she acted sick.
Ashlyn got up from her chair and walked around behind Brenda's desk. Brenda didn't seem to notice. But Ashlyn put her hands on Brenda's shoulders. She started to gently knead Brenda's tense muscles. Brenda moaned and then sighed and seemed to sink into her chair. Ashlyn smiled at Ami. Ami decided to help out a well. She walked around to the back of the desk. She got down on her knees and took one of Brenda's feet in her hand. She slipped off Brenda's shoes and started to rub them slowly, digging her thumb into Brenda's tied arches.
"Oh god!" Brenda said, "Thank you so much." And the girls kept rubbing. Ami didn't really know what was going on, she was just following Ashlyn's lead. She figured that this was some sort of scam to get more information and she played along. For her part, Ashlyn realized that it might be fun to seduce the camp director and so she was going to give it a try.
Ami kept rubbing Brenda's feet and she watched Ashlyn. Ashlyn kept rubbing, digging her soft palms deeper into Brenda's shoulder. Slowly, she moved her hands so they were caressing Brenda's cheeks and neck. Brenda's eyes were closed and she was moaning quietly, enjoying the girls' nimble fingers. Ami took Ashlyn's hint. She moved from Brenda's knees and began to rub her milky white calves. For a moment, there was a look in Brenda's eyes, like she didn't know or want to know where this was going. Like she realized that she was crossing a line. Then, she let the tension slip from her. She was clearly over her head running the camp. The stress was killing her. She leaned back heavily in the chair and let whatever happened, happen.
Ashlyn got bolder now. She reached over Brenda's shoulder, rubbing her palms over Brenda's breasts. Brenda's eyes shot opened, but she didn't say anything she just moaned. Brenda turned her head to the side and started to kiss Ashyln's cheek and neck. Ashlyn nuzzled in, enjoying Brenda's gentle kisses. Ami worked her way up past Brenda's knees and gently dug her fingers in Brenda's thigh. Brenda moaned in pleasure.
Brenda was wearing a blouse with only five buttons on it. Ashlyn reached up and unbuttoned the top two buttons. Ami looked up and saw Ashlyn's hand snaking into Brenda's shirt, saw Ashlyn's small, soft hands begin to knead Brenda's big tits. Brenda moaned as Ashlyn flipped down her bra, exposing Brenda's nipples to the air. They were big, hard, and pink. Ashlyn stayed behind Brenda, massaging Brenda's breasts.
Ami moved her hands up to Brenda's waist. She quickly unbuttoned Brenda's khaki pants and unzipped them. She didn't know what she was doing, or why, she just had to do it. Brenda lifted her hips up off the chair and Ami slipped the shorts down and pulled them off of Brenda's feet. She moved back and again began to massage Brenda's inner thigh.
Brenda turned her head, pushing her face into Ashlyn's breasts. Ashlyn laughed and quickly pulled off her white t-shirt and threw it onto the floor. Brenda tried to put her face back between Ashlyn's breasts and Ashlyn laughed louder and pushed Brenda away. Ashlyn quickly unhooked her bra and threw it on the floor. Then she looked and Brenda and nodded her head. Now Brenda pushed her head back into Ashyln's breasts, taking the girl's nipple into her mouth. Ashlyn moaned and arched her back into Brenda's face.
Between Brenda's legs, Ami watched as Brenda's cock began to get hard, pressing against the soft white fabric of her panties. Ami watched it grow to an erect four inches. A little thin cock. She smiled, it looked cute. She slipped both of her hands inside of Brenda's panties through the leg holes and felt Brenda's cock twitch. She heard Brenda suck in air quickly around Ashlyn's nipple. Brenda's cock was smooth and hot against Ami's fingers. She didn't have any pubic hair, Ami could feel it. Ami started to bend over to give a kiss to the top of Brenda's cock through her panties, and... a loud knocked at the door.
"Well Ms. Walker," a man's voice began. It was the police officer. He was opening the door. Ashlyn dropped to the floor, her nipple popping out of Brenda's mouth. She moved quickly so that she was under the desk with Ami. Brenda pulled her shirt together and pushed her chair in a little. She tried to look calm.
"Yes?" Brenda asked. Ami and Ashlyn could hear the police officer walk over to the desk and sit down in the chair.
"We searched the perimeter of the camp and the various areas you told us to check," he began. Underneath the desk, Ashlyn nudged Ami and pointed to Brenda's still hard cock. Ami smiled and shrugged her shoulders. Ashlyn reached forward and grabbed the fabric of the panties and gently pulled it aside, exposing Brenda's hard pink cock.
"Oh god," Brenda said.
"Pardon me?" the officer asked.
"I said, 'oh good,' what did you find?" Brenda asked and Ami and Ashlyn had to stifle giggles. Ami leaned forward and licked Brenda's cock. She heard Brenda sigh, but she did a good job of playing it off. There was a considerable amount of precum. Ami took the tip of Brenda's cock into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it.
"Nothing much," the police officer said, "we found some foot prints down by the lake, but they could have been from anyone at any time." Ami continued to suck Brenda's little cock, but she could see Ashlyn moving next to her. She looked out of the corner of her eye and saw that Ashlyn had two fingers in her mouth. Ashlyn leaned forward and kissed Brenda's balls once quickly and Brenda shuffled.
"Is there anything more that you need from me? Brenda asked, "Something more you need here at camp?" She was barely talking above a whisper. The police officer must have just thought she was nervous.
"No ma'am not now," she said calmly. At that moment, Ashlyn pushed her fingers hard into Brenda's asshole. Ami could feel Brenda tense in her mouth. She let out a grunt and the police officer cleared his throat. He thought she was getting emotional and it was making him uncomfortable.
"Listen ma'am, we are going to go back to the department and try to follow up some other leads, we will give you a call if we need anything else. I want you to know, I am going to do my absolute best to find those girls," she said a Brenda nodded. Underneath the desk, Ami and Ashlyn were working in unison. Ami's head bounced up and down on Brenda's cock while Ashlyn's wet fingers plunged in and out of Brenda's asshole. They didn't notice as the police officer stood up and moved towards the door. Brenda was barely keeping her composure. Her fingers were digging deep into the arms of her chair.
"Have a good afternoon ma'am," the police officer said as he opened the door
.
"The same to you officer," Brenda said in gasp. The police officer closed the door and at that same instant, Brenda came, hard. Ashlyn could feel the muscles in Brenda's asshole tighten as she came. Brenda thrust her hips up, driving her little cock hard into Ami's mouth. Soon Ami felt the cock contract and hot spurts of cum splashed against her teeth and landed salty on her tongue. Brenda breathed very heavily and seemed to collapse in the chair.
Ami pulled the cock out of her mouth. She didn't miss a beat, but turned quickly and grabbed Ashlyn's face. She looked into the cheerleader's gorgeous, bright eyes. The she leaned in and kissed her deeply. She waited for Ashlyn to open her mouth and stick her tongue in. Then Ami unloaded Brenda's hot load into Ashlyn's mouth. For a moment Ashlyn seemed surprised but then she seemed electrified. She put one hand on either side of Ami's face and basically sucked the cum out of Ami's mouth. She swallowed it down. Then went back to kissing Ami. They kissed for a few moments until they heard Brenda clear her throat. They realized what had happened and looked up at her sheepishly.
"Thank you for helping me... relax. This is a very stressful time for me," Brenda said. Ashlyn and Ami shrugged. The enormity of what had happened dawned on Brenda and now she was more stressed than before. She needed these girls gone.
"Anything you need boss," Ashlyn said and Ami smiled. Brenda didn't.
"I am not feeling well, as you might guess," Brenda said calmly, "This business with Trish and Erin is really draining me. Would you girls mind leaving me alone until tomorrow? I think I am going to try to get some sleep." Suddenly Ami and Ashlyn felt very awkward. They nodded their heads and got up. Ashlyn slipped her shirt back on and the girls slunk out, their cocks aching.
Then Brenda was alone. She sprawled out in her chair. She looked down at her spent cock and blushed deeply. She hadn't intended for any of that to happen. The girls had taken advantage of her when she was vulnerable. Of course, they wouldn't say anything. Brenda sighed and grabbed for a prescription bottle. She shook out a few pills and took them dry. She started to feel a little better.
Just as she was starting to drift off to sleep in her chair she heard a muffled noise coming from her closet. She looked over at it. She couldn't make out exactly what the noise was. She rose from her chair and walked over to the closet. She heard the noise again. It was a gentle thumping sound and then a strangled whisper. She had no idea what could be in her closet. She leaned her ear against it and the noise stopped for a moment. She moved back towards her desk and the noise started again.
For some reason her heart was pounding in her chest and her skin prickled nervously. She moved towards the closet again. She put her hand on the doorknob, opening it very slowly. She couldn't hear the noise anymore. She was breathing heavily. Finally, the door was all the way open. She took a deep breath and looked inside.
Empty.
The only thing in the closet was her unused purse. She felt very strange and wondered if maybe it was some side-effect from the medicine. Then, right behind her, right in her ear, there was a childish giggle. Brenda jumped. She was too scared to scream but she spun around quickly. She only made out the slightest bit of a blackened figure before the blade cut across her eyes, blinding her. She tried to scream out in pain and anger, but she felt something against her mouth. She tried to bite it. But even as her lips moved, the knife cut across her throat. Silencing the scream before it could escape her lips.
* * * * *
That night back at Luna Moth bunk, Ami and Ashlyn tactfully told the other two counselors what little they had learned about the disappearance of Erin and Trish without getting into any of the extracurriculars. The rest of the day had gone well, Gianna had mostly been in charge. There were several wild rumors floating around, but no one knew for sure what was going on.
"I wonder if they did run off to get married or something," Gianna asked. Nadia shrugged.
"If they did, that is absolutely unforgiveable. These girls are depending on us," Ami said. Not to mention Brenda, whom she suddenly felt more sympathy for.
"I bet they are hiding somewhere around camp now, making out," Nadia said flippantly.
"You better watch out Nadia. I see the way Delilah Holt looks at you, she wants to take you out by the garbage cans and smooch with you," Ashlyn said.
"Oh yuck," Nadia replied, making a face.
"What? She is pretty," Gianna said, "Or are you just not into other T-girls?"
"I don't know, she is just a total bitch," Nadia explained, her eyes darted for a second to Ashlyn but then she looked down. As if everyone didn't know she was madly in love with Ashlyn.
"Oh God," Ami said, trying to change the subject, "It is so fucking hot tonight." And it was true. They had two ceiling fans and four oscillating fans running in their room but it was still sweltering. To combat the heat, Ashlyn and Ami were both wearing nothing but a long t-shirts and panties. Gianna was wearing a sports bra and shorts and Nadia was wearing a bra and long, loose pants. Their hair was stuck to their faces and they were panting while they gossiped. The other girls readily agreed to Ami's observation.
"I have an idea!" Ashlyn said. They all groaned, then laughed, "No come on, seriously."
"What is it?" Nadia asked while she stood up. She stretched her arms above her head and groaned. The rest of the girl's eyes rested on her massive breasts. She acted like she didn't even know how well-endowed she was, but they were all a little bit jealous.
"Well it's lights out. We haven't had any girls sneak out on us or anything right?" she asked. And they all nodded.
"So?" Gianna asked.
"So," Ashlynn replied, "Why don't we go down to the lake for a quick dip? The water is going to be like 80 degrees right now. It is going to feel great. Come on." With that she started to get up and find her towel. She was already moving out the door. Ami felt a little bit nervous. They were supposed to stay here and keep an eye on the girls. Plus, there were the strange occurrences that seemed to be occurring with greater frequency. She thought about the scare she and Gianna had received at the pioneer village. She still remembered those strange noises from her first night in camp, and now the missing counselors.
"I think it is a bad idea," Ami said and looked at Gianna for support. But the older girl was biting her lip. Nadia was already getting her things together.
"It is really hot, we did this once last year and it was fine," Gianna said. Ami wanted to scream that she was scared of the lake and woods at night and wanted to stay in where it was safe. But she was more afraid of looking like a fool than whatever monsters lurked in the forest.
"I don't know..." she started, then she felt Gianna's hand on her knee.
"Seriously, Brenda is zonked out on sleeping pills now anyway," she explained. Ami felt the heat of Gianna's hand on her leg and she felt strange. If Gianna was okay with it, Ami figured she should be okay with it.
"If you say so," she said and then the final two counselors for Luna Moth Bunk gathered their stuff and ran out after Ashlyn and Nadia. They were about twenty yards away and Gianna and Ami ran to catch up with them.
"I know a little beachy area like three hundred yards down that way," Gianna said, pointing down the side of the lake. She led the way and the other girls followed her in a single file. Ami had managed to get stuck in the back. Her eyes kept darting into the darkness. She looked at the dark brambles and knots in the dark. She imagined she saw things. She imagined she heard things. But she knew she didn't. Nonetheless she shivered and crossed her arms in front of her. She felt jumpy and wanted to be back in her room, sweating.
"Here we are!" Gianna said from the front of the line. They kept moving forward and Ami saw that the woods receded a little ways from the water and there was a small sandy area. The water was lapping against the shore and Ami forgot about her fears for a second. A breeze came off the water that felt wonderful.
"Do we have to go into the woods to put our bathing suits on?" Nadia asked and Ami felt a stab of terror in her stomach. She didn't want to think about walking into those woods at night.
"Yeah,"Ashlyn said and then snorted, "We snuck out at night to put on our bathing suits in the woods." She said and then in one quick motion she pulled her shirt up over her head and threw it in the sand. Her perky cheerleader tits bounced out of the shirt and all eyes were on them. Then in another half second her panties were down around her ankles and she threw them on her shirt. Now their eyes were on her cock. It was smooth, pink, and completely vein-less. She turned and ran towards the water. Her ass looked perfect and formed a nice heart-shape to complement her hourglass figure.
Nadia's was the only one who'd seen Ashlyn naked before, but she liked the look more than anyone else. Ashlyn splashed into the water, giggling. When she was up to her waist she spun around quickly, smiling at the other girls and moaning in pleasure.
"Oh my God!" she said, "It is like the perfect temperature. You all have to come in" Suddenly, Nadia was moving. It was like she wasn't even in control of her body. She just had to get out in that water with Ashlyn.
"Why don't we just put our bathing suits on," Gianna said, looking back. She was thinking about what would happen if any of the girls from camp had followed them. But she knew they hadn't. Nadia either didn't hear or didn't care to. She unhooked her bra and threw it on the ground. Her massive breasts stayed perky and she had large pink nipples. In the moonlight her beautiful pale skin looked almost silver. She pulled off her loose pants and kicked them off as well. Her 5 inch cock was half erect and her eyes were still on Ashlyn.



Ami looked at Gianna and shrugged. Already out late, might as well go all out, she thought. Ami took off her shirt, exposing her erect, pierced nipples and slim stomach. She pulled off her panties as well and threw them away. Her cock hung limp and nervous between her legs and she felt it slapping against her leg as she run. The other girls were giggling and pointing at the small landing strip above her cock. And then the warm water was all over her body and it was lovely. She swam out slowly to be with the other girls. They turned and looked at Gianna, standing nervously on the beach.
"I am just going to put on my bathing suit," Gianna said. Ami couldn't figure out why she wouldn't want to show off her magnificent cock.
"Boo! Hiss!" Ashlyn yelled and the other girls, treading water, giggled.
"Don't be a giant pussy!" Ami called out good-naturedly and the other girls laughed. Gianna looked down then she giggled too. She brushed her hair out of her eyes in a coy, sexy way and Ami thought about the way her hand had felt on her leg. Then Gianna pulled off her sports bra and her large breasts tumbled out, standing up proudly on her chest. Ami almost gasped. Her olive skin and dark nipples looked lovely, something seemed to stir between her legs. Then Gianna slipped off her shorts and Nadia gasped. Her 8 inch, shaved dick hung between her legs. When she ran towards the water they all wondered how she could even walk with it. Then she was in the water with them and they were congratulating her.
They stayed in the water a long time. They splashed and the dunked one another. They raced and wrestled. Their hands touched each other's breasts and brushed each other's penises. Finally when they were cool and exhausted they made their way back to the beach. For a moment Ami started to collect her clothes and get ready to walk back. But she saw Ashlyn plop down on the beach, naked and breathing comfortably. Nadia sat down next to her and sort of copied everything Ashlyn had done. Gianna sat down right at the edge of the water and let the tiny little waves lap at her legs and balls. Ami put down her stuff and sat down in the warm water with Gianna. And for a while there was silence. Just the noise of the crickets and the still summer air.
Ami looked over at Gianna and the girl looked gorgeous. The silence of the night and the beauty of the moonlight made her forget where she was. She just felt love for the world and it spilled over onto Gianna as well. Gianna turned and looked at her, shaking the hair out of her eyes. She was clearly experiencing the same feeling. Without thinking, Ami started to act. She started to lean over to kiss her. She closed her eyes and Gianna did the same. Their lips met... or did they? Gianna's lips felt ropey and hot. Ami opened her eyes. Instead of staring at Gianna's face, she was staring at Nadia's cock! The girl had silently inched forward while Ami and Gianna were making eyes at each other and carefully placed her cock between them from over their shoulders just as their eyes closed. She was laughing hysterically as both Ami and Gianna turned to look at her. They looked back and saw Ashyln rolling on the sand, laughing as well.
Ami felt mad. Then she felt ridiculous. Then she felt like getting revenge. This entire roller coaster of emotion took about ten second. Then, in a flash she was up. Nadia giggled even harder and turned to run away. But slipped. Ami grabbed Nadia's shoulder and spun her over so she was laying on her back. She put her left hand on Nadia's chest and with the other she pulled back a fist. Nadia opened her eyes and saw she was about to get punched. Ami let her squirm uncomfortably for a moment.
Then she had a bizarre feeling. Her rage and her embarrassment were causing an unintended consequence. She was still naked and she felt herself starting to get horny. She had gotten hard once while they were playing in the water, but in the murky pond no one could tell. Now they would all see how horny she was. She found that she didn't mind that feeling. She smiled. Then, in a quick motion, she swung her hips around, dropping her knees on either side of Nadia's head. She moved too fast for Nadia to even think. She was not going to hold back. She decided to let the chips fall where they may.
"You are going to pay for that you slut!" Ami said loudly. Nadia was looking up now at Ami's balls and her tiny pink asshole. "You are going to eat my ass!" Ami said. Then she quickly lowered her asshole down against Nadia's mouth. For a moment, Nadia seemed paralyzed. The woods were deadly silent. Gianna was looking over her shoulder at Ami and Nadia, her face still beet red from embarrassment. Ashlyn had stopped laughing and she was staring, gap-mouthed at Ami, the hint of admiration in her eyes. Then Ami felt Nadia's tongue slowly start to lap at her asshole. She moaned and arched her back, driving her asshole harder into Nadia's mouth.
Ami felt Gianna and Ashlyn's eyes on her as she rocked against Nadia's face. She looked down and saw that Nadia had grown just as hard as she had, her cock almost vibrating, the flesh straining against the skin. Nadia's tongue felt hot and wet against her, the millions of little nerves in her anus tingled at each touch. For a moment she thought that the other girls were just going to watch. But she was surprised when Gianna moved first.
"That bitch owes me too," Gianna said as she stood and turned around. She planted herself on her knees by Nadia's feet. She took Nadia's knees in her hand and spread the legs apart. Gianna took her massive cock in her hand and placed the tip against Nadia's asshole. Nadia jumped. Ami felt Nadia's tongue burrow deep into her asshole and she grunt. Ami moved her hands to her breasts and started to rub her nipples. But she kept her eyes on Gianna's cock.
"She is still wet from the lake," Gianna said, licking her lips. She started to press her into Nadia's asshole. Nadia's entire body tensed. Her hands shot up and grabbed Ami's ass, her fingernails bit into Ami's cheeks. Her tongue pushed hard. Gianna felt the very tip of her cock push past Nadia's anus, she felt Nadia's insides squeezing her. She kept pushing harder. Inch by inch her cock slipped into Nadia's body. Then she felt her hips press up against Nadia's body and she was completely inside. Then in one fluid motion she pulled her cock all the way out to the tip and slammed it back in. Nadia moaned around Ami's asshole and Gianna smiled. Then she started to thrust her long cock in and out of Gianna's asshole at a nice, regular pace. Nadia's insides squeezed her tight and she moaned as she thrust.
"I want to play too!" Ashlyn said finally, standing up from the ground and wiping the sand off her bare ass. Her cock was hard and the moonlight glistened against her precum. Ami looked at her, took one hand from her breast, and used one finger to encourage Ashlyn forward. Ashlyn almost ran until she was standing next to Ami. Ami looked up at Ashlyn, put on an innocent face, and opened her mouth. Ashlyn didn't need any more encouragement. She stepped another half-foot forward and slipped the tip of her perfect little cock into Ami's mouth. Ami swirled her tongue around the tip and bounced it on her tongue, smiling. Then she dipped her head forward, plunging her head up and down on the cock. She tasted the salty skin and felt Ashlyn's scrotum on her chin, soft and smooth.
For a few minutes they moved as one. Gianna rhythmically thrust her cock into Gianna's asshole, moving softly but forcefully. Gianna's legs were spread wide, taking the cock and squeezing it as hard as she could, trying to milk the cock. At the same time, she was swirling her tongue around on Ami's asshole, feeling the soft wrinkles in Ami's anus and tasting her earthy flavor. Ami rocked her hips into Nadia's face. Her balls bounced on Nadia's nose and her asshole felt electric. At the same time her lips were parted, filling taking Ashlyn's hot little cock in her mouth, savoring the flavor and soft skin. Ashlyn stood with her hands on her hips, thrusting her cock in and out of Ami's mouth. And while she did, she watched the entire endeavor, getting hotter and harder as she watched it move.
But it wasn't meant to last forever. Surprisingly, the last person in was the first person out. Ami felt Ashlyn's body grow rigid. She opened her eyes and looked up at Ashlyn's classically beautiful face. Her mouth was open and her eyes were closed. She was up on her toes and she made a small noise in the back her throat, then a high grunt. She breathed out harshly. Then Ami felt Ashlyn's cock pulsate. Then her tongue was bathed in hot, salty sperm. Ami felt a shiver run through her body as Ashlyn pulled her cock out of her mouth and she ground her asshole harder onto Nadia's face.
She turned and looked at Gianna and sort of lifted her chin. Then both she and Gianna leaned forward. Gianna's cock pushed harder into Nadia's asshole and Ami's asshole pushed into Nadia's mouth and nose. Right above Nadia's stomach, Gianna and Ami met in the kiss that Nadia had interrupted. First their lips pressed together lightly. Then Ami parted her lips. Cum and saliva rolled down her chin. Gianna stuck her tongue out and licked it up and then planted her mouth firmly in Ami's mouth. Their rough tongues rolled together, soaked in sultry cum and spit. Ami felt Gianna moan into her mouth. Soon they had swallowed all of the sperm.
They were still kissing and Ami felt Gianna's body moving faster, she could hear her breathing getting more ragged. Suddenly she screamed into Ami's mouth, shaking all over. Gianna broke their kiss abruptly, fall back on her knees, kneading her own breasts as she shoved her cock into Nadia's mouth a few more time. Gianna's hot seed filled Nadia's tight asshole. Gianna backed out and collapsed on the ground.
Ashlyn had been sitting nearby, catching her breath and watching. Now she saw her chance and she moved quickly. She slid between Nadia's legs, laying on her bare stomach. She put her hands on Nadia's thighs, holding her in place. She looked forward, seeing Nadia's tight pink asshole and her balls and hard cock above it. She could see Gianna's cum glistening as it leaked slowly out of Nadia's ass. She leaned forward, sticking her tongue out. Her rough tongue made contact with Nadia's wrinkled little rosebud of an asshole, licking up the loose cum. Then she stuck her mouth against Nadia's asshole and started to suck, pulling out Gianna's hot cum and drinking it down.
Ami watched, fascinated. But she could tell that Nadia was somewhere between agony and ecstasy. Nadia's cock was hard and throbbing, and Ami wanted to help her out. She moved off of Nadia's lips, her asshole wet. She moved down Nadia's body and looked at Ashlyn eating the girl's asshole. It was a surprisingly pretty sight and Ami looked at Nadia's cock hungrily. She squatted down over Nadia's cock and took it in her hand. It was hot and hard and it felt like it was vibrating. She positioned the cock against her wet asshole and then started to lower herself onto it. She let out a little gasp as the tip of the penis pushed through her anus. But slowly and carefully, she lowered herself onto the cock. She felt filled and content. She ran her hands through her hair and then began to play with her nipple rings. She looked back to see what Nadia thought of it. She was surprised by what she saw.
When Ashlyn had pushed her out of the way, Gianna had just experienced an orgasm, but she was still horny. While Ami was positioning herself over Nadia's cock, Gianna moved around the other three girls and knelt next to Nadia's head. She took Nadia's head and put her cock against Nadia's lips. For a moment Nadia looked reluctant, after all that cock had just been buried in her ass. But as Ami's tight asshole took Nadia's entire cock, Nadia became insatiable. She opened her mouth, taking Gianna's nasty cock into her mouth. It was big and getting hard, but Nadia let the cock slide in and out of her throat. She choked and her eyes watered, but she kept taking the cock.
But Nadia's body had taken all it could handle. Ami rocked hard on Nadia's cock. Then she felt Nadia's hand grab her waist and pull her down hard. They all heard Nadia scream around Gianna's cock. Then Ami felt Gianna's cock expand inside her ass. Then she felt her insides get coated with Nadia's cum. Ami moaned and rubbed her breasts harder and arched her back. Nadia's scream vibrated around Gianna's cock, and soon she was cumming as well, filling Nadia's mouth with a load of cum. Nadia didn't want to share, she swallowed it down.
Ami slid off of Nadia's cock and Ashlyn pulled her face away from Nadia's asshole. Ami was the only person who hadn't cum yet and she pounced. Ami pushed Ashlyn back onto her back. Ami got on her hands and knees above Ashlyn's face, her hard cock dangling above her lips. Ashlyn did need to be told what to do. She opened her mouth and took Ami's cock into her mouth. With her hands she started to gently massage Ami's balls. Ami was focused so completely on Ashlyn's soft, warm mouth that she didn't notice Gianna's hands on her hips or Gianna's feet plant on either side of her body. She didn't feel Gianna begin to squat, pushing her penis down. But she did notice as Gianna cock pressed against her anus. She felt Gianna's hard cock start to slide into her asshole. She looked up, torn between pushing her cock down into Ashlyn's mouth or back into Gianna's cock.
While they were moving in unison. Nadia got up off the ground. She saw Ashlyn on her back with Ami's cock in her mouth. Ami was on her hands and knees with Ashlyn's head between her legs. She saw Gianna with her legs spread, her feet wide as she dipped her cock in and out of Ami's asshole. And she saw Ashlyn's cock, hard and open to the cold air. She scrambled over to the other girls, dropped onto her stomach and took Ashlyn's cock into her mouth.
Once again, the girls were moving in unison. They were quieter now, concentrating on the intense physical attraction that was binding them all. Finally, just as it felt like it would last forever, Ami broke. She screeched loudly and then let out a low grunt. She felt warmth and insensibility spreading out from her cock all over her body, from her toes to the crown of her head. She filled Ashlyn's mouth with her dirty cum and Ashlyn drank it down, drinking her second load of the day. Ami fell forward, laying panting in the sand. Gianna's cock popped out of her asshole and Gianna collapsed next to her. At that same moment, Ashlyn came again, placing a small amount go cum in Nadia's mouth.
Then all of the girls were physically wiped out. They lay in the sand, tangled together. The air smelled like cock, and cum, and ass. They held each other and listened to the sounds of silence out over the lake and they felt content. When they finally got their thoughts together, they looked at each other sheepishly, giggling and smiling as they put their clothes back on. It would be amongst the last happy moments of most of their lives.
Chapter 5:Helter Skelter
About five minutes after they had all gotten dressed again, they were on their way back to the camp. They were marching through the woods, talking softly. All four had goofy smiles plastered to their faces; they felt so content and loved. About a hundred yards from Luna Moth Camp, they heard something. They were standing near the edge of the woods, on the path. They saw a black figure, standing near the edge of the water. The figure could not have seen them; its back was to them. For a moment Ami became terrified. She thought of the noises she'd heard the first night of camp, Ashlyn's story, and what she and Gianna had seen in the woods. Then she heard Ashlyn giggling.
"Oh my God!" she whispered.
"What?" Gianna asked, straining to see.
"Quiet!" Ashlyn warned and then she giggled some more, "Can't you see who that is?" she asked. They strained to see again. Ami still couldn't make the figure out.
"Oh Christ!" Nadia said and rolled her eyes, "It's Delilah Holt." She said. It was the girl who allegedly had a crush on Nadia. Ami looked closer and at that moment, Delilah turned. The girl had a bath robe on, but it was wide open. Her small, pink nipples stood out on her chest and her 4 inch cock was hard. Delilah was up on her toes. Ami saw her hand frantically moving up and down the thin shaft. Delilah was biting her lips. Ami smiled now too and she saw Gianna putting her hand over her mouth to keep from laughing. Suddenly, Delilah opened her mouth.
"Oh God! Nadia!" she screamed. At that instant the four girls in the woods watched as a thick load of cum shot out of the girls cock. Then another. Then another. The gobs of cum shot out of Delilah's cock and then landed in the sand.
"Holy shit she said your name!" Ashlyn said and then she started to laugh. The other girls tried to keep quiet, but it was too funny. Soon they were laughing loudly. So loudly that Delilah noticed. She quickly threw her robe around her and strained to see into the woods.
"Who is that?" she called, sounding nervous, "If that is a camper, you are in big trouble girl!" And that just made the Luna Moth counselors laugh louder. Delilah started to walk to them.
"Oh shit, she is coming this way!" Nadia called and they froze. Trying to stay quiet. Delilah was walking right toward them. Her arms were wrapped around her breasts and she looked very nervous. The girls tried to be quiet, but they were still giggling. Their eyes were on Delilah and she kept coming towards them. When she was only about ten feet in front of them, she put her hands on her hips and peered into the dark woods. She looked annoyed.
"Ashlyn is that..."she said and then suddenly her voice stopped. The girls looked at her, confusedly. Delilah's mouth opened and closed a few times and then she felt to her knees. It was then the Luna Moth counselors saw that there was someone behind Delilah. It was a person, it was hard to tell how tall. It was clad all in black, including a black hood. They could see tiny red eyes burning inside the hood, but they couldn't make out the features. The figure was holding a large serrated knife in its hand. The knife was red. Ami looked back at Delilah, and saw that blood was now pouring out of her mouth. Delilah never made another sound, she just collapsed forward. Ami saw blood on the back of Delilah's robe. Her head was swimming.
"Holy fuck!" Ashlyn screamed, it was the loudest thing Ami had ever heard. Suddenly Ashlyn was running. She was clearly panicked. Gianna tried to grab for her, but it was too late. Ashlyn ran towards the lake, passing within a few feet of the black figure. "Holy shit! Holy Shit!" she kept yelling. The black figure turned and looked at her, then turned back to the woods.
"Oh my God," Gianna said, "It sees us too! split up!" she said. And then she was up and running as well, running the opposite direction of Ashlyn, off towards Brenda's office. Nadia ran next, and finally Ami. They ran as fast as they could, in opposite directions. Not knowing or understanding what happened.
Off by the pond, Ashlyn was running in ankle deep water. She didn't know why, but she was crying. She heard the other girls running, but didn't understand what it meant. She was just moving as fast as she could. She didn't even have any idea where she was going. She looked behind her a few times and saw nothing.
Her lungs burned from running and she was tired from sex and fear. She slowed to a walk, now realizing that running in the water had been loud. She tried to think about what was going on. Had she really seen what she thought she'd seen? Was Delilah dead? Ashlyn turned and looked out at the pond. She took a deep breath to calm herself. When she turned back, she didn't see the fist, she just felt it.



A black fist crashed into her turning head. Ashlyn let out a muffled cry and then dropped onto her back. She landed in the water, getting liquid in her noses and throat. She came out of the water, sputtering. She saw the black figure standing above her and she began to scream. She looked into the red eyes and tried to control her fear, she had to fight back.
But before she could do anything, she felt a sharp sting, behind her knee, and then the other. She looked down and saw the black figure, knife in hand, grabbing her legs and slicing through her tendons. Before she could try to move, the hands were on her feet and the knife was cutting through her Achilles tendons. The pain was terrible, but she tried to lean forward. She couldn't thrash her legs, but she tried to grab at the figures black cloak. The figure lifted the knife up, and Ashlyn lifted her hands to block the blows. But the knife cut into her palms and she felt the bite of pain and she screamed and moved her hands back. She felt the knife cutting other tendons now. Her elbows, near her shoulders. Finally, she felt the knife bury in her neck.
And then she felt nothing. She was still conscious but she couldn't move. She was still able to scream. And that she did. But the black figure grabbed her by the hair and flipped her over. Suddenly, Ashlyn was screaming into a couple of inches of warm water. The hand moved from her head and Ashlyn could hear the figure walking away. Leaving her. For a moment she felt euphoria. And then she realized she couldn't move. She thrashed her head, but nothing else. And, in a few moments, Ashlyn couldn't hold her breath any longer. And she took a breath anyway, and then even her head would no longer move.
* * * * *
Gianna was hiding in the kitchen. She had tried to go to Brenda's office, to call the police. But she'd heard screaming and thrashing down by the river and she was afraid. She'd darted into the nearest building to catch her breath. The camp was quiet again. Gianna wondered if there was a phone anywhere in the kitchen. She was sitting on the floor, next to some cabinets. She was about to stand up and look around, when she heard the door open.
She wanted to call out, or stand up and see who it was. But she was terrified that it was that black figure. She held her breath. She could hear footfalls going through the door. She felt her heard pounding in her chest. Then, she had an idea. She lay down flat on the ground and looked under the tables, towards the door. She saw someone, wearing black boots. No one wore boots at the camp. It was the black figure.
Gianna was vaguely familiar with the setup of the kitchen. She knew there were two doors out. She got up on her hands and knees. She started to move towards the back door. She was quiet as could be. She tried to listen for the black figure, but she didn't hear anything. She moved quickly. In a few moments she could see the back door. She was just a few feet from the door, and she got up on her knees to grab the doorknob.
Just at that moment, the black figure slid in between her and the door. In its hand was a bloodied knife. Gianna felt dizzy. This could not be happening. She fell backwards, staring into the black eyes. She turned away from the figure and got to her feet and started to run. She slipped once, tumbling all over the floor and skinning her knees. But she knew the figure was just behind her. She got back up and saw a doorknob. She was so disoriented, she didn't know where she was. She grabbed the handle and opened the door. She ran in.
She immediately knew her mistake instantly. She was standing in the freezer. She turned, panicked, to run back out of the door. But there, blocking the only way out was the black figure. Gianna fell to her knees. The cold bit her skin. She was crying now, begging the figure to allow her to go. The figure grabbed her arm and wrenched her to her feet. Now she tried to struggle, but the figure had a vice grip. The figure led her deeper into the freezer. The floor was slippery with eyes. Gianna tried to resist, but she just slid across the floor. The figures feet, encased in boots, were surefooted.
They reached the back wall. Gianna's eyes grew large and her mouth opened and closed like a drowning fish as looked at the frozen meat hooks hanging from the wall. She tried to struggle more, but she slipped. Suddenly, the figures hands gripped her head and spun her around. Now she was facing the figure, with her back to wall.
"Don't kill me!" she said. The figure grabbed squeezed her head tightly. Then, with tremendous strength she lifted Gianna up off of the icy floor. She kicked her legs, trying to hit the figure, but soon the figure's thumbs were in her eyes, blinding her and making her scream in pain. Then there was no more pain, as the icy spike punched through the back of her head. The figure left her hanging from the wall.
* * * * *
Nadia was creeping quietly. She was moving behind the kitchen. She'd run through the woods for a while, and now she was heading back towards the parking lot, to see if the bus had the keys in the ignition. She was moving slowly, silently. She hadn't heard anything in a while. Then she heard a crash coming from the kitchen. She turned and looked. She saw the door of the kitchen swing open. There was the figure, brandishing a knife. Nadia screamed and then began to run.
She was fast, she had always been a fast runner. She didn't think, she just ran. She knew that she was leaving the figure in the dust, but she didn't look back. Looking back could kill her. She passed quiet buildings, heading towards the road. She ran next to Brenda's bunk, she turned as she reached the end of the building and ran passed the front door. And she struck something. A figure! How?
Then she heard the figure screaming as well. She realized that she'd run into Ami. They both jumped to their feet and wrapped their arms around one another. Crying.
"Oh my god Ami! What is going on?" Nadia asked.
"I am so scared," Ami said. They both turned and looked at Brenda's door, "Let's get Brenda. She might have a phone." They opened the door and ran inside. The lights were off and they flicked the switch. Nothing happened. Nadia saw the phone on the desk and ran to it. She picked it up and placed it against her ear.
"It's dead," she said.
"Where is Brenda?" Ami asked. Nadia shrugged. Nadia walked around the back of the desk. And ran into Brenda. She was lying on the floor, in a pool of dried blood. Nadia felt nauseated, looking at the destroyed body of the camp director.
"Oh god," she said, "I found her!" Ami ran around the side of the desk, and saw Brenda. She put her hand over mouth.
"We need to get to the parking lot. There might be keys in the bus," Nadia said. Ami nodded. They walked from behind the desk and towards the door. Ami followed closely behind Nadia. Nadia threw open the front door. And the figure was standing there. Nadia screamed and tried to take a step backwards. She ran into Ami. Ami tumbled to the ground. In that same instance, the figures knife dropped. It wedged in Nadia's chest. Nadia grunted and stumbled backward. The figure pulled out the knife and buried it again, in Nadia's shoulder. Blood poured from her wounds and she fell on top of Ami.
Ami screamed and looked into her friends eyes as the spark extinguished from them. She knew that Nadia was dead. She felt Nadia's body jerk and she knew that the killer was pulling the knife from Nadia's body. But Nadia was lifted just enough for Ami to squeeze out from Nadia's body. The killer was kneeling. Ami kicked the killer's arm, knocking the knife into the corner of the room. Ami got up quickly. Nadia's blood covered her arm. She ran to window and threw it open. She heard the figure moving behind her as she slipped towards the window. Then she was sprinting. Sprinting into the woods.
* * * * *
She was no longer running when she walked into the clearing. She had no idea how long she had been moving. She had gone in a zig-zag pattern through the woods, trying to lose the figure. She could tell the sun was going to come up soon. She was exhausted. Almost too exhausted to be scared. Almost
She stopped, finally, falling into a heap on the ground. For a long time she was silent. Then Ami began to think about the other girls she had known. Was it possible that all her friends were gone. That all her friends for the summer were...dead.
Then she heard a twig snap in the woods. Immediately, every hair on her head stood on end and her heart started pounding. She thought about the figure. She could see its knife slamming into Nadia's body. And she wanted desperately to run. But she was so tired and so scared. She found that she was frozen to the ground. Her eyes were wide and she was staring in the direction of the cracked twig.
And then, out of the woods, stepped a woman. She was an attractive woman in her early forties with short brown hair and long legs. She was wearing khaki shorts and a black t-shirt. She had a backpack slung over her shoulders and her face was a little flushed, like she'd been hiking. When she saw Ami, she gave her a smile.
"Well hello there, I..." she said and then saw that Ami was covered in blood. She put her hand to her mouth. Ami felt relief wash over her. She got up from the ground and ran to the woman. She fell to her knees in front of her and put her arms around the woman's legs.
"Oh God," she said, tears rolling down her face, "They are all dead. Thank god you're here. Get me out of here!"
"Dear, you need to settle down. Everything is okay now," the woman said, running her hands through Ami's pink hair, trying to sooth her, "just tell me what happened. It's over now." So Ami told her everything she had seen. The woman listened patiently.
"And that is why we need to get out of here," Ami said when she'd finally finished.
"You were over at Camp Butterfly then?" she said.
"Yes, that's what I said," Ami replied.
"How did you end up here?" the woman asked. Ami looked around and for the first time, she realized that the clearing she was standing in was the old pioneer village. The place that she'd first had sex with Gianna. The place where her blood and cum had mixed in the ground. Maybe that had awakened something, evil. The Indians had claimed they would always come back, as long as people lived in the village. Ami, more than ever, wanted to get away. But the woman's feet were set, she wasn't going anywhere fast.
"I don't..."
"Do you know the story about this place?" the woman asked.
"I heard a story," she said, confused.
"Do you believe that history can repeat itself?" the woman asked in a dreamy voice. Ami knitted her brow and looked up at the woman. The woman's eyes were closed. And suddenly, she looked familiar. Ami knew she had seen this woman somewhere before. And then it dawned on her. She had been the camp director when Ami was a camper.
"Ms. Smyth?" she asked, the woman looked down at her and smiled.
"Yes," she said, "I am Ms. Smyth, Ami. I was the camp director at Camp Butterfly. I had been with a camp counselor at the camp since the second summer. Janelle Walker and I had been friends. And lovers."
"I want to go home," Ami said. Suddenly she felt very nervous. The woman was acting strange.
"And when Claudia died," Ms. Smyth said, her voice cracking, "I took over for her. But her disgusting cousin, Brenda; she never wanted me to take over. She knew that Camp Butterfly would make a tidy sum of money and she wanted it. But Claudia's will have given the camp to me. And for a few years, I ran the camp. And it was great. You were here when I ran the camp. We had fun. Right?" There were tears in her eyes.
"Yes," Ami said, looking towards the path, the way out of the forest.
"But then Brenda had found a girl. A young camper. One whose parents were broke. She got this girl to accuse me... to accuse me of something terrible. They couldn't prove I'd done anything to this girl. They couldn't prove it because there was nothing to the accusations. But it destroyed my reputation. People were refusing to send children to my camp. I was going to lose everything. Then Brenda came and offered me a pittance for the camp. I knew she was behind everything, but what could I do? I sold to her. I sold her my camp, Janelle's dream. I saw her take in more campers than she could entertain. I saw her push off duties to college students. She didn't care about camp, she only cared about herself. About money."
"Please Ms. Smyth, you need to take me out of here. I am so sorry about Brenda and everything. Please, let's go."
"But I vowed that I would get revenge on Brenda for her lies. I promised myself that someday I would make her pay. And I have," she said and it sounded like she was laughing. Ami looked up. The woman had a crazed look in her eyes. She lifted up her arm and reached into her backpack. She pulled out a long black robe and threw it on the ground. Ami looked into the hood and saw tiny red lights shining back at her. Her head swam and she felt nauseated. The woman dug deeper in her bag and pulled out a long, bloody knife. Ami backed away from the woman, scooting on her butt. The woman walked towards her, brandishing the knife.
"Please don't" Ami said as the woman got closer to her.
"No one will ever go to Brenda's camp, ever again," Ms. Smyth said, inching towards Ami, "And no one will ever know what happened. I'm sorry Ami. You need to go as much as Ashlyn did. As much as Gianna. As much as Nadia. It's time to go." She said. She was standing just a few feet from Ami. Holding the knife over her head. Then Ami remember something from Brenda's speech at the beginning of camp. All of the counselors were transgendered girls and always had been.
In one quick motion Ami scooted forward and kicked the woman hard. Right between the legs. She heard air come out of the woman's lungs. Ami knew she'd struck pay dirt. Ami heard the knife clatter onto the ground and she lunged for it. Ms. Smyth was in pain, but she knew what was going on. She jumped for the knife as well. The two woman landed on top of one another, grappling, strangling, and fighting. Ami could feel the woman's hands in her hair and teeth on her arms. But Ami could feel the handle of the knife. Finally, she grasped it. Ms. Smyth was lying on top of her. Ami threw her elbow back, catching Ms. Smyth in the forehead. She fell backwards. Ami jumped on top of her.
"You don't understand, I am owed this," Ms. Smyth said.
"I know," Ami said, and brought the knife down hard into the wmoan's throat. Ms. Smyth made a strange gurgling sound as blood shot from her throat. Ami was splattered with more blood. She rolled off of the woman. She took one look at the woman, then turned and ran for the road. She was crying as she rolled through the brambles. Finally, she saw the road. Just as she stepped out of the woods, she heard a soft, childish giggling sound behind her. And she wondered if maybe she'd unleashed something far more dangerous than the thing she'd killed.
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Introduction
San Clemente is a small island off the coast of California in an archipelago known as the Channel Islands. It is about 55 miles out to sea and is the property of the United States government. The island is around 57 square miles (twice the size of Manhattan). It is a very long and narrow island shaped a bit like an old fashioned straight razor blade. The coast line is craggily and the interior is relatively flat and grassy. The island was in the custody of the U.S. Navy from 1934 until 1958. It was taken over that year by NASA, around the same time the Administration was created. Initially it was a small research facility but it quickly grew and the government's plans for the island also expanded. A small town was built just north of the center of the island and an airport was put on the northern tip of the island.
NASA acquired the island from the Navy with plans to initiate a massive full-scale. Since the outset, NASA began planning for eventual interstellar travel. The distances between stars, even at unbelievable speeds, is daunting. It would take a human built craft several generations to travel to the Sun's nearest neighbor. The stresses that would be placed on human beings, spending their entire lives inside of small spaceships, would be intense. NASA decided to genetically engineer the perfect specimen for long term space travel. Through the decades they perfected their new specimen.
By 1985, they had created what would be the final design. They named the creatures Hish (Human Inter-Stellar Hybrids) and their characteristics were alarming. For all intents and purposes they appeared to be exactly like normal human women. They had the ability to become pregnant, they had breasts, and appeared to be woman in face and body shaped (most, in fact, were beautiful as the genes of only the best and brightest were engineered into the Hishes). However, these women also had something different. The NASA engineers who had worked on the first generation of Hishes in the 1960's had nicknamed them "dickgirls." Notwithstanding their vaginas, breasts, and generally feminine physique, the Hishes had penises and testicles.
The theory for creating such creatures were quite sound. Women, in general, are more passive and better able to cope with the stresses of space travel. Their bodies are smaller and therefore more efficient. Further, if all of the Hishes were both able to become pregnant and impregnate others, they doubled the productive output of the species. They were further engineered to be unable to impregnate themselves through some accident or other. The Hishes had been engineered all over the country but in 1986, they were moved to San Clemente Island and a new colony was created to test the ability of the Hishes to cope with life on their own and wait for at time when other technology necessary for space travel caught up.
Through an accident of rapid evolution in the test tube, three distinct classes of Hish were created. They were given class names A, B, and C. A-class Hishes ar born with full sized, often very large penises and large testicles. A-Class Hishes are around 40% of the population. B-class Hishes generally have medium sized penises which retract into the body and only became fully visible and erect during stages of arousal. B-class Hishes are around 50% of the population. C-class Hishes have small penises that are constantly visible but hardly ever erect. They are around 10% of the population.
The Navy patrolled the island and ensured that no unwanted guests ever stepped foot on the island. Very quickly, the intelligent and industrious Hish population grew and began to thrive. Aside from their general isolation, the women (as they called themselves) lived relatively peaceful and prosperous lives on the island. They were given jobs as government contractors and produced many of the new and exciting innovations which helped the United States gain technological dominance in the last decade of the twentieth century.
By 2020, the island was a thriving community with a population of over 52,000 Hishes. 30,000 of these women lived in the city of Camelot in the center of the island, another 10,000 lived in Athens near the airport, and 5,000 lived in Caroline of the Southern Coast of the island. The remaining 7,000 were scattered throughout the island in isolated homes and small towns. The style of life on the island was remarkably American and if not for the fact that the entire island was occupied by beautiful women, it could be confused for many small counties in the United States. However, looks can often be deceiving and things are not always what they seem. This is the story of life on that island.
The Miller Family
Devi Miller was a power player in what San Clemente called, "The Big City" of Camelot in the center of the island. She was an executive vice president of a defense contractor that sold various polymers to the U.S. Government. She was young to be in such a position, 35, but she had graduated first in her class at San Clemente University and had worked very hard to get where she was. While she had been busy getting educated and working her way up through the organization, she had also managed to have one child. Her daughter Skye, was 18 years old and absolutely adored her mother. This was quite reasonable. Beyond her intelligence, Devi was beautiful.
Devi Miller was 5'7 and weighed around 120lbs. She had long blonde hair and blue eyes. Her genetic make-up was largely European and she worked hard to bronze her white skin. She wore wire rim glasses around her large eyes and she had a pixie nose. She often wore conservative white shirts, a jacket, and a miniskirt to work (and more often than not when home). This attire accentuated her lithe frame. Her hips were somewhat narrow but her butt was muscular athletic-looking. Her breasts were medium sized and she wore a 34B bra. She was a Class-A Hish and her penis was very large, even by Class-A standards at 8.5 inches.
Her daughter Skye desired to look and act like her mother above all else. She would absentmindedly daydream about being her mother or growing up and outdoing her mother and then become embarrassed when she realized what she was doing. Skye was 18 years old and blossoming into a lady at least as smart and beautiful as her mother but she didn't realize it.
Skye was 5'2 and weighed 100lbs. She had long strawberry blonde hair cut to look like her mother's and she had violet eyes. She was an athlete at school, a member of the varsity soccer team and her body reflected her training. She was thin and taut. Her legs and buttocks were muscular and she had a flat stomach. Her hips were a big wider and more sensual than her mothers and her breasts were of comparable size, she wore a 30B bra. Her skin was very white, a bit pale as she was unable to tan like her mother. She often wore cloth shorts and tank tops befitting a high school athlete. She was a Class-B Hish and her penis was around 5.5 inches.
One morning, early in the school year, Skye had decided to ask her mother some advice, "Hey mom," she began, "I was wondering what you would think about me trying out for softball in the spring? Like I wouldn't quit soccer at school, but maybe a rec league softball team? Do you think it would be a good idea to do two sports? Kara does." Kara was the captain of the soccer team and Skye had an intense crush on her, but she was unable to bring herself to talk to the girl about it. Skye was sitting at the kitchen table eating breakfast. Her mother was rushing around the kitchen, searching for her briefcase so she could head to the office.
"What was that hon?" Devi asked, taking a big bite out of a bagel. Skye sighed and repeated herself; she had to do this often.
"Oh I don't know," Devi said after Skye finished again, "Do you really need me to make this decision? I am late for work and I can't find my..." Devi reached behind the refrigerator, "Ah-ha, my briefcase," she said, pulling it out from the dark crevice.
"Well, not I don't need you to make the decision for me. I was just wondering what you would do. I will decide I just wanted to talk to you about it," Skye explained as she got up from the table and dumped the milk in the sink.
"Honey I don't know. I am sorry I have to get to the office. I am putting the finishing touches on a presentation. This could be really big for me sweetie. Okay?" Devi explained as she ran and grabbed her keys and ran out of the house. Skye looked out the window and rolled her eyes as her mom jumped into her car and sped off down the street. This was a normal morning in the Miller household. Skye couldn't remember a time when her mom was really there for her and it was only getting worse. Devi was becoming a more and more important person on the island and as she gained more prestige she became more convinced of her own legend. Skye sometimes felt like she didn't have a mother at all, if it weren't for the fact that she was very demanding.
* * * * *
"A C- in Calculus?" Her mother asked that evening when they sat down to have dinner. It had been report card day and Skye hadn't really put forth her best effort.
"I don't know," Skye explained, fidgeting in her chair.
"Look, you only have one job. That is to get good grades and get San Clemente U. for college. I cannot believe that you think that this is okay," she said, "Do you think I had these kinds of grades when I was growing up? Do you think we would be living in this house in this neighborhood if I slacked at school?"
"I don't know," Skye said, looking at her feet and waiting for the whole mess to be over. It was always like this when she disappointed her mother in some way. Soccer, which Skye loved above almost all else, could be hellish if she had a bad game. The entire ride home would consist of Devi explaining to Skye how she could have done better and the ways in which she could've been more like Devi herself on the soccer field. Skye always knew that her mother just wanted her to be successful but something it was tough to keep that in mind. Grades were arguably worse than soccer. Yet Skye was somehow excited when she brought home bad grades, at least it meant she would have Devi's undivided attention for a few hours.
Most nights, Devi was a bit of a party animal. She would often go out with friends and drink and Skye was always a little embarrassed when one the women Devi slept with stumbled out of the bedroom in the morning looking a little bit disheveled (but satisfied). Skye was far too shy to even think about having sex and it was a bit unnerving to have her mother constantly throw her virginity in her face. It was the night of the bad report card that Skye made a plan. She knew that she would never be able to top her mother in most things, but if she focused on one thing she would be able to beat her mother at one of her own games and maybe then she would get whatever it was that she wanted out of her mom. Of course, none of these thoughts were that clear, it was just a feeling she had.
Every Wednesday Devi would go to the gym after work for a few hours to stay in shape. Once a month she would take Skye with her as well. They would start jogging on the treadmill and then move to some light weight work. They would wrap up their time in the gym on the elliptical machines and then go outside to the pool. It was an Olympic sized pool with a huge white plastic dome around it so that it could be kept warm and open late. They would do a few laps and then finish up with a 100 meter race. Devi always won this race by a wide margin. They would then get out, dry off and then split up. Devi would give Skye five bucks to get a milkshake next door to the gym and then Devi would take a steam in the sauna. When they were both done Devi would drive Skye back home and that would be the basic extent of their social interaction for the month.
The day after the bad report card Skye started going to the gym every day. It was three weeks until her next trip with Devi so she had plenty of time to practice. She would go after soccer practice and get up early on the weekends and spent two hours in the pool doing laps. She would time herself and race her old times. When she could, she would cajole another swimmer into racing with her.
Finally the day arrived when Devi and Skye were to go together to the gym. Devi got home from work a little late, but Skye was already sitting on the front porch, ready to go. Devi was a bit surprised; usually she had to drag her daughter out of the house talking on the phone anytime she needed her to do anything. But she didn't spend much time thinking about it. She had a date that night after the gym.
"Hop in, I got my stuff in the car," Devi said through the rolled down window. Skye got into the passenger seat and buckled up. Devi started talking about her day and about her new assignment and Skye sort of zoned out. She was planning and strategizing.
They got to the gym and did their normal routine. They ran on the treadmill, lifted, and went on the elliptical machines. They went into the locker room and quickly changed into their bathing suits. Even now, with her goal in sight, Skye was shocked by how beautiful she found her mother to be as the older woman walked out of her stall wearing a small bikini that accentuated all of her curves and athletic features. If Devi were paying attention, she would've notice what a beautiful sight her daughter was in her equally revealing bikini.
The girls did their laps for a while, as was usual. Finally it came time for the big race. It was all Skye could do to keep from smiling. She was ready, her body felt electric and as her toes curled around the edge of the pool she knew she would win.
"Ready...Set...Go," Devi yelled, jumping a half second early as she always did. Devi took an early lead and Skye pushed hard to catch up. She knew her strength would be on the turn. When they got to the very end of the pool Skye flipped quickly and got a good push off of the wall. She closed her eyes and kicked as hard as she could. If felt like forever but just when she thought she couldn't go any farther her finger tips hit the end of the pool. She turned around and opened her eyes. five or ten yards behind her, Devi was still swimming.
Devi pulled her head out of the water and looked up. She looked a little more than shocked to see Skye sitting on the edge of the pool with her feet dangling in the warm water, "I won," Skye said and smiled at her mom. It was not a malicious smile; she wasn't rubbing in the fact that she won, she was just proud.
Devi felt a little upset. She couldn't explain why but she felt embarrassed that she had lost to her daughter. She was about to say something she was going to regret but then stopped herself. When she looked at the obvious pride in her daughters eyes she felt ashamed. She knew without having to ask that Skye had practiced. In her heart she knew that Skye idolized her and she also knew that she didn't do nearly enough to deserve it. She was an inattentive mother and she felt ashamed that Skye thought that she needed to top her to impress her. She looked into her daughters eyes and smiled.
"You sure did," Devi said, "That is amazing, you must have really crushed me." Skye beamed like a 60 watt bulb.
"It wasn't by THAT much," she said, trying not to hurt her mother's feelings, something that truly touched Devi. She gave her daughter a kiss on the cheek and pulled herself out of the water. Skye was in heaven. She didn't know what she was feeling but she knew that she was beyond happy. They pair got up and dried off and then walked back towards the sauna.
Skye put her hand out for her five bucks and Devi smiled. She wanted to make a gesture in the same way Skye had made a gesture for her. "Well I can give you some cash," Devi said slyly, "Or you could come in the sauna with me and a get a little sweat going." Skye had just been upgraded to an adult. She had impressed Devi far beyond anything she had ever expected to get. She readily agreed to go into the sauna. It felt like St. Peter had pushed the automatic door opening on the pearly gates. Skye was in Heaven.
The women went back to the locker room and grabbed towels. Skye got out of her wet bathing suit and wrapped the towel around her body. Devi was already out and waiting for her. Devi extended her hand in the way she had done when Skye was a little girl and they held hands and walked over to the sauna. Skye was trying to play it cool but she kept talking and talking about everything. Devi was intensely embarrassed, how could she have ignored her child for so long? Something you just get caught up in things, she supposed and tried to forgive herself for the time being for Skye's sake.
They opened the sauna and the heat hit them instantly along with the smell of hot cedar. They were the only ones in the tiny room and they closed the door quickly behind them. Devi dumped a little bit of water on the heater and they sat down and for a moment they were quiet and they started sweating. Devi looked over at her daughter, she looked beautiful with the sweat glistening on her body and Devi was proud to have her as her daughter.
Slowly they began to talk. Actually Devi began to ask questions. She started to learn about her daughter and found that she liked her. They laughed and Devi began to feel like she knew her daughters friends. She quickly figured out that Skye had a bit of a crush on Kara. It was cute. After a while, the heat got to them and again they were silent.
Devi absentmindedly removed her towel and she sat naked in the sauna with her arms outstretched. Skye was shocked by the emotions that's swirled around her head. She knew above all else she was attracted to her mother. She saw the glistening sweat on Devi's body and was mesmerized by her mother's large nipples and tight breasts. Most of all she was enticed by her mother's massive penis. She had never seen it before although she had known for a while that her mother was a Class-A Hish. It was large and lolled gently and limply against her mother's leg.
Devi turned her head to her daughter and squinted her eyes open slowly. She saw her daughter staring mouth agape at her body and she smiled to herself. She noticed the girls shifting uncomfortably. Devi had to try hard not chuckle to her self. She knew that her daughter was a Class-B, it was something the doctor could tell in the ultrasounds. She could tell that Skye's cock and balls were engorged and visible from excitement. She also knew her daughter was doing her best to keep her erection in check. Finally Skye pulled her towel forcefully across her waist, then crossed her legs and closed her eyes. Devi didn't think it was particularly strange, it was hard to control your hormones at that age.
Devi began to take notice of her daughter. The girl was obviously gorgeous. Skye's eyes in particular, while closed now, were beautiful. Devi stared at her daughter's perky breasts and noticed that the bulge in her towel was relatively large for a Class-B. Skye's face was angelic and Devi felt her heart melt when she looked at her daughter, sweating in the heat and the tension. Suddenly a devlish thought crossed her mind. Class-A's were well known for their insatiable lust and Devi was maybe the worst of the bunch. The more she looked at Skye, the more she loved her, and the more she loved her the more she desired her.



Devi slid off the bench silently and crept across the sauna on the balls of her feet. She could feel her own girldick getting hard with anticipation and taboo. Slowly she got down on her knees in front of her daughter, who still had her eyes closed and was breathing deeply and sweating profusely. Skye shifted a bit on the bench and her towel opened at the bottom. She had tucked her towel in a synch at her left armpit and now it flapped open, keeping her breasts concealed but exposing her fully erect 5.5" girlcock. Devi struggled not to gasp, her daughter's body was so beautiful. Her stomach was smooth and taut and she was clean shaven around her private area. Her penis was small, cute, and pink. Her testicles were small and smooth and hung down a bit over her pink, wet pussy.
It was the moment of truth. Devi put her hands on the hot cedar bench on either side of her daughter. She leaned forward and opened her mouth. She slid her mouth down over the tip, careful not to let the penis actually touch the inside of her mouth. She allowed her throat to open and soon she was nearly to the base. Then, all at once, she closed around it, letting tongue wetly caress Skye's urethra. At the same time, she brought her hand up and massaged her daughter's testicles. Skye moaned deeply and her eyes flew open. She looked down between her legs and her violet eyes opened widely. She couldn't believe what she was seeing.
"Oh my god Mom!" She cried, "What are you doing," Devi smiled around the girlcock in her mouth and put one of her fingers up to her daughter's lips. They had to be quiet if they wanted to get away with this sort of thing. Devi's head began to bob deeply as she sucked Skye's dick in and out of her mouth. She felt her own dick growing completely hard now and she had to resist the urge to jack herself off. She continued to lick her daughter sensuously.
Skye was in ecstasy. She had no idea how her mother had ended up where she was or what had possessed her to do this act, but one of her dark, secret dreams was coming true and she was overwhelmed. Skye was so excited that she knew that she wasn't going to be able to hold out very long. Suddenly she felt that familiar tingle in her legs. She felt the first hot spurt of cum shoot out into her mom's mouth. Soon Devi felt her daughter bucking her fact hard and she struggled to keep every drop of cum her mouth. She adored the salty thick taste of cum and her daughter's tasted better than most, probably because it was so wrong. After a few seconds, Skye was spent and Devi swallowed the very last of the cum and licked her lips.
"That feel nice hon?" she asked her daughter and patted her on the leg. Skye's jaw dropped. She didn't know what to say. Devi reached up and slid her daughter's towel off so she could see her small, perky breasts with her small pink nipples. She pinched them lightly and her daughter giggled, "You are such a pretty girl," she said.
"You too Mom," Skye said, as her mother stood up. Skye was shocked by her mother's beautiful body. Her perky breasts and slim figure and massive dick were unbelievable. Devi felt flattered, feeling her daughter's eyes all over her.
"You want to help you Mommy out?" she asked in a naughty voice. Skye laughed. She bit her lower lip and lowered her head in a sexy sort of way.
"Okay," she said.
"Remind me, have I put you on the pill yet?" Devi asked and Skye felt a jolt go through her body. First with excitement, then with disappointment.
"No, you said we should wait til next year," Skye explained. Devi was almost as disappointed as her daughter and then she got an idea. She looked at her daughter's glistening skin and leaned forward and kissed her on the lips. It was a passionate kiss and Skye loved the taste of her own cum on her mother's tongue. Gently, Devi began to move her daughter around. Soon Skye was turned around, facing the wall with her hands palm down on the bench and her feet flat on the floor. Devi kissed her gently on the back and nibbled her ear.
"Be very still Skye," Devi whispered in her ear. Devi slid down on her knees and spread her daughter's ass cheeks apart. She gave a gentle kiss to her daughter's sweet little rosebud of an asshole and she felt her daughter's body shiver. Devi stood up quickly. Another interesting feature of the Hish anatomy was the fact that, by some accident of evolution they had mucus membranes inside of their assholes, the same way a mouth or a pussy had them. As a result, their assholes were self-lubricating. Further, they had a second g-spot deep inside of their assholes that was different than a man's prostate or a woman's vaginal g-spot.
She positioned the tip of her massive dick against her daughter' sweaty asshole. She gently pushed against it and she heard Skye grunt. "You okay baby?" She asked, pausing.
"Oh god, don't stop," was all Skye could manage to croak out. Devi was happy to oblige. Slowly but surely she slid her dick deeper and deeper into her daughter's asshole. Skye moaned and shook as she went but begged every time her mother stopped. Finally, Devi slid the last of her thick dick into her daughter's ass. Skye screeched in pleasure. "Fuck me mom,"
Devi began to pump her dick in and out of Skye's asshole. At first she fucked slowly and shallowly, but soon she was fucking fast and driving in deep. She felt the sweat coursing down her body and she could see it dripping off her daughter's tits as they pointed down towards the ground. She felt Skye pushing back into her and Devi began to moan and she felt her finger nails digging into Skye's ass. The orgasm came quickly she felt the force of her cum filling her daughter's ass. She felt wave after wave as she spurted. Suddenly Devi felt weak and she slid out of her daughter's ass quickly.
Skye shivered as her mother slid out of her, it was possibly the best feeling of them all. Skye was panting heavily and Devi dropped to her knees behind her daughter. She saw her cum dripping out of the ass and smiled. Her favorite part. She put her lips to her daughter's asshole and began to suck her cum out. She dipped her tongue deep into the younger girl's anus and soon she had a mouthful of her own, hot cum. She stood up and helped her daughter to sit down. She kissed Skye on the lips and spit half the cum into her mouth.
Skye was shocked but found that the taste was delicious. She swallowed every last drop and then grabbed her mother's softening dick and licked the tip clean to get a few more drops. Devi smiled and spanked her daughter's ass, "You are bad," she said.
"You're the mature adult," Skye retorted and they both laughed. Devi leaned forward and kissed her daughter again. This was a sweeter and more meaningful kiss than they had shared to that point and neither one of them wanted to stop. Suddenly Devi realized where they were.
"We better get dressed and get out of here," She said suddenly and they both giggled.
"I'll race you home," Skye said, knowing that her running shoes were in the locker room. Devi licked her lips.
"You better hope I don't win," Devi warned, "I have big ideas for tonight," and soon they were on their way.
The End
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Don't get me wrong, I have always loved my little brother Sammy. He was always just sort of, I don't know, a dork. I think that she came out of the womb with a certain social awkwardness and a unique ability to make himself invisible in plain sight. Sammy is a total nerd and always has been. I am not saying that to put him down. Like I said, I really do love my little brother. We never had that sort of torturous older sister/younger brother thing that you see on television and movies. I just want you to know what we are dealing with here.
So, this story I am going to tell you about my brother and I happened about two years ago. At the time I was 20 years old and a sophomore in college. My brother was 18 and a senior in high school. Not that he looked it. He was always painfully shrimpy and reaching the age of adulthood hadn't changed that. I am not a tall girl, only around 5'5, but I was still taller than my brother at 5'3. On top of that he was string bean thin, probably only 110lbs. He had short brown hair and dark brown eyes. He had a handsome face, but it was a bit childish and he couldn't even begin to grow facial hair. His skin was always very pale and he was incapable of tanning. Worst of all, he always wore really baggy clothes and slouched. He looked like a pouty kid more than a man just a few months short of college.
If you just looked at us, you'd never know that we are related. As I already stated, I am taller than my brother. I have very long light blonde hair and bright, wide blue eyes. I have thick pink lips and a pretty, oval face. The only thing I don't like about my face is that I have slightly rotated eyeteeth, but some people tell me they look cute. Whatever. I have small, round breasts (34-B) and a flat stomach. I have hips slightly wider than my breasts, a toned butt, and shapely legs. On top of all that, I take after our mother and tan very easily. You wouldn't think we were cousins, let alone brother and sister.
It all started on a Friday morning. It was in December, near the end of the first semester. I would be going home for Christmas break in a few weeks and classes were just starting to wind down before exams started. As I said, my brother was a senior in high school so he was deciding where he wanted to go to college. His applications were all due in early January, so he was really running out of time.
I went to a big public university. Very much a party school. Also very affordable. My brother was always much smarter than me and he wanted to go to some small liberal arts school in the middle of nowhere. It was prestigious and quiet, which suited my brother's personality perfectly. Unfortunately it was also wildly expensive. My dad had called me on Thursday to tell me that he was sending my brother to my school. He wanted me to show my brother around and try to convince him that my school, or a similar school, would be a better fit for him. I knew that meant my dad didn't want to pay for my brother's prestigious choice.
I was not really excited about showing my brother around on a Friday night. I had plans, I'd been invited to a party and I wanted to dance (things that I would not be able to do with my sulking brother lingering around). But, when the man who is paying for your education (and giving you money for food and gas) asks you to do something, you have to suck it up and agree to it. So on Friday morning (a day I don't have classes) I was at the train station in town, picking up my brother.
"What's up nerd?" I asked when he sat down in the passenger seat next to me. He gave me a sad little smile and threw his duffel bag in the backseat.
"Hey Lynn," he said, "Sorry dad is making you do this." He looked almost embarrassed, like he knew that I had been bitching about him the entire drive to the train station. I smiled at him.
"Don't be a doofus," I said, "It'd be an honor to show you around." And with that I kicked the car into gear and headed back towards campus. While we drove I asked my brother about school and about his extracurricular activities (he was president of a thousand socially suicidal clubs, but I tried not to give him a hard time about it). He gave me short, embarrassed answers, so I mostly let things dropped.
"New girlfriend or anything?" I asked finally, trying to make him talk. My brother has a hard time warming up to conversation, even with my parents or me. He gets shy around people he's known his entire life. You have get him started, then he can almost manage a normal human conversation.
"No," he said and he looked over at me with the most pathetic face I'd ever seen, "I have pretty much realized that that is never going to happen." He sounded sad, but not in an acute way. He seemed...resigned. Like he really had given up on the opposite sex. My heart broke for him. He was so smart and he could be funny when he allowed himself to be. He could be cute if he dressed himself properly. There was no reason for him to give up. I felt like I was going to cry. I reached over and gave his hand a squeeze.
"Don't think like that Sammy, you will have a beautiful girlfriend someday very soon. I know it. And someday you will get married and have an army of cute little nerdy children with glasses and pocket protectors," I said. He laughed a little and I felt better, even though I was pretty sure I hadn't convinced him of anything.
It was around ten in the morning when I parked my car outside of my dorm. I had begged my dad to let me move off campus for my sophomore year. I knew a bunch of people and could have stayed at any number of houses. But he said he didn't like the things that happened at off-campus housing and said I would be in the dorms at least through my junior year. Like you can't get drunk in a dorm or something! Sometimes, my dad is kind of dense.
Luckily, two girls that I knew, Adrienne and Carrie, were both on full-ride academic scholarships. Because they were on scholarship, they received a grant to pay for their student housing. They'd lose the grant if they moved off campus so they stayed in the dorms as well. Since we were friendly (if not friends) we got a suite together. The suite was on the fifth floor of a large brick building and it had four rooms. There was a living room with a small kitchen essentially in one corner, a bathroom with a slim shower stall, and then two bedrooms. We'd had a coin flip to start the year and I'd won. So I had a private room and Adrienne and Carrie shared the other.
We took Sammy's duffel bag up to the dorm and dropped it in the living room. I'd already discussed it with Adrienne and Carrie, and they were cool with Sammy sleeping on the couch. When we came up, Adrienne and Carrie were sitting on the couch watching television.
"Hey Lynn" Adrienne said, "Is this the rug rat?" she pointed to my brother. He almost flinched away from her finger and Adrienne laughed. She was the boisterous and friendly roommate. She was very pretty with long black hair, grey eyes, and olive skin. She was tall and lithe with small breasts and pretty legs that she poured into tight jeans to show off her small, muscled butt.
"You're giving him a complex," Carrie said. She was the sweet and shy roommate. Not shy by my brother's standard, but by normal human standards. Carrie was short and curvy with long auburn hair and green eyes. She was almost as pale as my brother, but she pulled it off better, like a Victorian-era lady or something.
"Yeah this is Sammy," I said, throwing his bag on the floor, "Sammy this is Adrienne and this is Carrie." He stared at them blankly. His lips moved a little, but he didn't say anything.
"Nice to meet you," Carrie said, finally. Adrienne smiled and nodded.
"Same to you," My brother said in a squeaky little voice. Adrienne looked like she was about to make a joke, but I shook my head. She would think it was funny and wouldn't mean to hurt, but any little teasing would crush Sammy. We stood awkwardly and quietly for a few moments. It was like Sammy was capable of bringing discomfort with him.
"So what are you guys doing today?" Adrienne asked finally.
"Oh you know, doing the tour thing. Taking him out to Florentine's for lunch, not really sure exactly," I said.
"What are you kids doing tonight?" Adrienne asked, "Are the Sampson children going to go wild on a Friday night at the state college?"
"No," Sammy said and I was surprised, "I don't much like parties." Well that was the end of that. I was hoping to take him out, to loosen him up and make him see the opportunities that were available in college. No dice.
"Well Adrienne and I are staying in tonight. Habitat for Humanity in the morning. If you guys want to hang out with us this evening, that's cool," Carrie said. I thanked them and then dragged my brother out of the dorm. We might not be able to go to a party tonight, but I wasn't going to let him hang out in his room all day. It wasn't like he was at home.
As I promised I took my brother out to Florentine's. It's a surprisingly good, and inexpensive, Italian restaurant that is sort of a hangout for the students at my school. He looked sullen most of the time, but that was normal. He seemed to like the food. When we were done eating we checked out the things I knew he'd like. I showed him the library and the computer labs. We walked around the gardens (though they didn't look great in the winter) and the portrait gallery. We even looked in some of the darkened classrooms and dining facilities. I kept him away from the things most people would want to see, the bars and the frat houses.
But it was nice. During the day he started to warm up a bit. We had a conversation, an honest to god talk, about college. What he was looking and everything else. I knew from what he was saying that my school could be a decent fit for him. That's the nice thing about a big college; there is plenty of space for everyone.
"I told dad I wanted to go to that little school we took you to in Springfield," he explained as the sun was starting to go down, "The little liberal arts college. I did it just to get a rise out of him." He explained and I laughed. My dad was paranoid.
"Where do you want to go? Here?" I asked and he shook his head.
"I want to go to an urban school somewhere, like New York or Boston or something. I just, I like being anonymous. I want to go somewhere where no one would notice me," he explained. I guess I knew that feeling. But I felt bad for him. Part of his problem was that he was already too anonymous. He needed to branch out.
"Don't go trying to disappear on me little brother," I said, "I love you and if you try to become completely anonymous, I will hunt you down and find you." Then he did something very strange. He reached over and grabbed my hand and held it.
"I love you too sis," he said, "Sometimes you're the only person I love, but I do love you." I was touched. I mean, I really felt lovely when he said that. And we walked the rest of the way back to the dorm, hand in hand.
We arrived back at the dorm around 5:30 and the sun was almost completely out of the sky. Carrie was still sitting on the couch watching television, but I didn't see Adrienne anywhere. Carrie didn't look like she'd moved all day and she stretched and yawned when she saw us.
"How was the tour?" she asked. Sammy shrugged.
"It was fine," I said, "We ran into that mouth-breather guy who likes you at the library."
"Oh God!" Carrie said and we both started giggling. Then I heard Adrienne's voice.
"Hey Carrie, are we taking your care to Habitat tomorrow? I was just...Oh!" I turned and looked Adrienne was walking out of the bathroom. She had clearly just showered. She had a towel wrapped around the top of her breasts but it was incredibly short. A triangle of flesh was exposed on the open side and one entire ass cheek was in the open air. If she moved slightly, she vagina would have been clearly visible. Normally this wouldn't have been a huge issue. I, and to a greater extent Carrie, would have liked Adrienne to be more discreet, but if it was just us girls, who care? The problem was Sammy.
I looked over at him and he was staring at Adrienne's hip. His eyes were wide as saucer's and I swear his mouth was actually hanging open. This was probably the closest he'd ever come to a naked woman and I think I could feel his heart beating.
"What are you doing?" I said, laughing, "You knew my brother was going to be here, you pervert." Adrienne put on a shocked face.
"How was I supposed to know you'd be back? You're the pervert, staring at me!' she said and I saw Sammy look away quickly, even though Adrienne was talking to me.
"Whatever," I said, "Go get changed." And Adrienne went into her bedroom. She came out a few minutes later in soft pajama pants and a tank top. He outfit was almost identical to what Carrie was wearing, except Carrie had a t-shirt on instead of a tank top. They looked comfortable.
"I am going to put my pajamas on too," I said, "I will get changed in my room. You can get more comfortable if you'd like Sammy. Just use the bathroom. Please don't come out half naked, that is Adrienne's job." Adrienne stuck her tongue out at me as I went to my room. I came back out a few minutes later wearing a pair of tight gym shorts and a long-sleeved t-shirt. Sammy was already back, wearing sweat pants and a t-shirt. Both black, as fit his sense of style (if you could call it that).
We sat around for a while and watched television. I ordered a pizza and we all ate dinner. For a while the girls tried to get Sammy to talk. I did as well. But it was no use, he was too shy. Eventually, even Adrienne started to give up.
I was thinking about my brother's eyes when Adrienne walked out of the shower. He clearly found her attractive. He hadn't given up on girls because he didn't think they were sexy, he did it because talking to girls stressed him out too much. If there was just some way I could show him that talking to girls didn't have to be difficult, that it could be fun, I'd maybe make his trip here worthwhile. But how did I do that? Then I thought of something.
"Let's play a game!" I said. Sammy would be forced to talk, and maybe even attempt to flirt, if we played a board game or something.
"Yeah, this show sucks," Carrie said and clicked it off, "What do you want to play?"
"I don't know. We have Risk, Monopoly, and Scrabble. But I am not in the mood for Scrabble," I said. Scrabble is a quiet game; we needed something that required talking.
"Ah! No Board games let's play something else. How about Kings!" Adrienne said. I shook my head.
"Even if we wanted to we don't have any alcohol. How do you play a boring drinking game sober?" I asked. I looked at Sammy out of the corner of my eye. He was watching everything happen, but didn't seem to be taking much of a rooting interest in anything.
"Well I won't play if we play a board game," Adrienne said.
"How about Poker?" I asked. Everyone else groaned at once.
"You always win, that's no fun," Carrie said and I laughed. It was true, but I still would have liked to play.
"I know!" Adrienne said, "I played this game with some people last week. You know that game 'never have I ever?' well it's like that, except you have dares mixed in!" I was just about to decline to play that game when my brother spoke up.
"I don't know that game," Sammy said and I was shocked to hear him talk. Adrienne was so excited about her idea that she didn't even notice that Sammy was awkward, she just engaged him, which is what I was looking for.
"Oh I'm sorry," she said, "Okay so like everyone will put up a hand and then whoever's turn it is will say something like 'never have I ever eaten a peach pie,' and if you ate a peach pie then you have to put your hand down. You can play it with beer, so like if you put your hand down you have to drink."
"We aren't drinking," I said. Adrienne turned to me and rolled her eyes.
"I know that Lynn!" she said in an exaggerated tone, "That's why I said it can be played with dares. If you play it that way, anytime you play a round everyone who puts their hands down it 'out.' Whoever is out, they have to do a dare that the people are 'in' make up together. So like on that last thing. If Carrie and I put our hands down because we both have eaten peach pie and the Sampson Siblings kept their hands up because they are sociopaths who've never had peach pie, the brother and sister team has to come up with a dare for Carrie and me to do." She said it all in one breath; it was exhausting just to hear her.
"I don't know," Carrie said, she looked a little nervous about the room this game had for potential dangers. I was about to add my voice to the chorus, when I saw that Sammy looked a little bit excited. He was staring at Adrienne in the same way he had when she was nearly naked. Like she'd accidentally forgotten he existed and he was going to get to take advantage of it. I wasn't happy about this game, but I'd do it for my brother.
"Come on Carrie, it's this or more Jersey Shore," I said. And now it was Carrie's turn to roll her eyes.
"Fine, let's play," she said. I didn't ask Sammy, I just assumed he was on board and figured he didn't want me to point out his presence to the girls.
"I will go first since it was my idea," Adrienne said and we all booed. She laughed and said, "hands up everybody. Okay, never have I ever... slept in Lynn's dorm room when she was out of town!" Adrienne said and the laughed. Carrie blushed as her hand slowly went to her side.
"You bitch!" I said, "I can't believe you slept in my bed!" I was trying not to giggle, I could care less if she took a nap in my bed.
"I cleaned the sheets! It was because Adrienne had a boy over. It was her fault," Carrie said. I shot a look at Adrienne and she just shrugged.
"Carrie is the only one out, so we have to make a dare for her," Adrienne explained. So Adrienne, Sammy and I huddled up and decided on a dare. Since my bed was defiled, I got to announce it.
"Carrie, we dare you to take off your tank-top and play the rest of the game in your bra!" I said. It was harmless, and I knew that Sammy would get a kick out of it. Carrie's fair skin turned a deep crimson.
"I don't know..." Carrie said, and I saw her eye dark to Sammy.
"He's seen way more of Adrienne than he will see of you," I said. Carrie saw that we weren't going to budge. Deftly she slipped her tank top up over her head and threw it onto the floor. She was wearing a pretty pink demi-bra with white lace. Her breasts looked large and round in it. Sammy noticed as well, but did a decent job of hiding his interest.
"I think we should let Carrie go next, she is half-nude," Adrienne said.
"Fine," Carrie said looking right at Adrienne, "Never have I ever had sex in Lynn's bed when she was out of town." Now I was actually pretty angry.
"I assume you didn't wash the sheets," I said to Adrienne and she gave me a devilish smile. I looked around and saw, thankfully, Adrienne's hand was the only one down.
"Shouldn't you have a hand down, Lynn? I am sure you've fucked in your bed. I mean three weeks ago..." Adrienne started but I cut her off.
"She said while I was out of town. It is impossible for me to have sex in my bed when I am not in it," I said. I didn't really want to talk about my sex life in front of Sammy. I was a little nervous about where this was going.
"Fine, come up with a dare then," Adrienne said. We huddled together. Sammy didn't do much talking, but Carrie and I came up with one. Carrie announced it.
"Adrienne, we dare you to moon out our window for thirty second! Pull the window down too, the December weather is good for your ass!" Carrie said and we all giggled. Even Sammy laughed a bit.
Adrienne moved like she wanted to prove she was stronger than Carrie had been. When she reached our window, she pulled it down quickly and turned. The freezing air poured in and I wrapped my arms around my chest. Adrienne pulled down the back of her pajama pants and pushed her ass out the window. It was darkening outside, but there were lights on the side of the building. Our dorm faced into the middle of the quad and we heard someone laugh and we hoped it was because of Adrienne's ass. I noticed that Sammy wasn't watching Adrienne, his eyes were on Carrie's chest, where the cold breeze from the window had made Carrie's nipples hard. She didn't notice.



After 30 seconds, Adrienne hiked up her pants and slipped the window closed. We gave her a hearty round of applause and I threw her a blanket. She was clearly freezing, but pretending she wasn't. She wrapped herself up and then looked at me.
"You're turn," she said around chattering teeth.
"Never have I ever...stuck my ass out the window in December," I said and then quickly waved my hands and giggled, "just kidding. No. Never have I ever... kissed a girl." I said. This was true. I wasn't the kind of girl who makes out with girls just to get a rise out of guys. But I knew that my roommates had once made out when they were drunk (to Carrie's sober mortification) to impress one of Adrienne's boyfriends. I also had a supposition about my brother. And I saw that Carrie and Adrienne's hand drop and they looked embarrassed, but my brother's hand was still up (his face was SO RED).
"Really? Never?" Adrienne asked, clearly for my brother.
"No I haven't," I said quickly, I wasn't out to embarrass him. I didn't confer with Sammy, I just let them know the dare, "I dare you, Adrienne and Carrie, to both kiss my brother once." I said. It had worked out just like I'd planned. If he wasn't going to talk to the girls during this game, I was going to jump him ahead a step.
I think Sammy was pleasantly surprised that Adrienne didn't balk. She walked right over to the couch where he was sitting, sat down next to him and grabbed his head. She turned my brother's face towards her own, closed her eyes and leaned forward. Their lips met and I saw that Sammy trying to give her a little smooch. But Adrienne was forceful. She ran her tongue along his lip until he opened his mouth and then Adrienne dipped her tongue into his mouth. They kissed for about ten seconds, then Adrienne moved back to where she'd come from. Sammy looked more than a little dazed and I smiled.
Just as Adrienne moved away Carrie moved forward. She sat in the same spot as Adrienne had sat and blushed. Neither wanted to make the first move, but I knew my brother better than Carrie did. Finally, she turned and put her lips against his. It was the smooch that Sammy had tried to get from Adrienne, their pursed lips pressed together for a few seconds and then they parted. It was sweet. When Carrie moved back to her chair, Sammy had a dreamy little smile on his face.
"Sammy, it's your turn," Adrienne said. For a minute, he didn't seem to realize that she was talking to him. Then he started to blush.
"Oh, I don't know, I don't have any good ideas," Sammy said, staring down at his feet.
"Don't be a wimp!" Adrienne said. Carrie shot her a look. I was happy because she saved me the effort of scolding.
"It doesn't have to be really good or anything, it just has to be something," Carrie explained, "We are all just going to answer it. So don't worry." Sammy seemed to actually consider what she said.
"Okay," he said and then paused for a few seconds while he thought. I think it was while he was thinking that he realized the huge advantage he had by being male and also being younger than everyone else, "never have I ever... sucked a cock."
I was sort of shocked to hear him say that. But he was clearly horny from the kisses I had asked Adrienne and Carrie to give him and it was a logical progression in the game. Anyway, all three of our hands went down. I know I was blushing then. I knew my brother was thinking about me giving someone a blowjob. He had a little smile on his face; he was enjoying this at least.
"Now the dare," Adrienne said, "It's all on you." Sammy took another few moments to think about his options. He looked at the three of us.
"Okay," he said and he looked bolder somehow, like he was engaged. I wondered if it had to do with the fact that he was turned on. I had to admit to myself I was a little turned on, with all this talk of sex, "I dare you three to... flash me." And I heard Carrie groan. It took me a second to realize what he'd requested.
"Even me?" I asked. That was kind of weird.
"I want to be fair," he said. I looked at Carrie and Adrienne. Of course, Adrienne just shrugged, grabbed the bottom of her shirt and lifted it up. She wasn't wearing a bra and her small, teardrop breasts dropped out of her shirt. Her nipples were small and hard and she looked quite beautiful. She put her shirt back down. My brother turned to look at Carrie. For a second she just sat and blushed. Then, she slipped her fingers into the cups of her bra and pulled down quickly. Her breasts popped out, exposing big pink nipples and large round breasts. The she quickly stuffed her breasts back into the bra.
Then all eyes were on me. Sammy was staring at me and he had a strange look in his eye. I think that it might have been lust. I have to admit, that I felt a sexy chill run through my body when his eyes fell on me. I felt the same about the two girls looking at me. I wanted them to want to look at my body. I quickly pulled off my long-sleeve t-shirt. I was wearing a black bra with a front clasp. My heart was beating now and I felt a sort of sick excitement mixed with fear. But I reached up and unclasped the bra. I grabbed the two cups and pulled them away from my breasts. I looked down and saw my round pink areolas and longish nipples, my small but perky breasts and felt proud of my body. I felt Adrienne, Carrie, and Sammy's eyes on me and I looked up at them. They all looked at me hungrily. I close my bra back up, but felt strange. I could feel the moisture between my legs and realized I was very turned on! In front of my brother!
"You all have pretty bodies," Sammy said and he blushed.
"He is so cute!" Adrienne said and he just blushed harder. I was sort of proud of him for making the compliment. And I actually felt glad he liked how my body looked. That was a weird thought. Suddenly I realized the room felt very hot (all the cold from Adrienne's mooning had dissipated). It felt muggy in the room and smelled a little like arousal. This was getting weird. But I didn't want it to stop.
"Ok Adrienne, your turn," I said. I turned to hear and her cheeks looked flushed. Carrie was the same. I realized we were all getting turned on with our naughty little game. This had gotten sexy so quickly; I didn't even realize how odd it was. This was not the sort of thing I did with my roommates! But I'd wanted something like this for my brother, so I had to keep going.
"Never have I ever," Adrienne said, "masturbated in my sibling's room," I looked around and saw that Sammy's hand was down! He was my only sibling. He had masturbated in my room?
"What?" I asked.
"I knew it!" Adrienne said, "I totally can tell that dudes like to do stuff like that. They crank it in weird places!" I was looking at my brother and he was blushing, but he was giving a sly little smile too. I felt a little grossed out. But also a little intrigued. Why had he masturbated there? What did he think about?
"Sorry sis," he mumbled, "I just want to do it in a room that smelled like a girl." He explained and Carrie and Adrienne giggled. I was dumbfounded. My brother, masturbating with my smell in his nose. I was a little disgusted that it turned me on even more.
"Come on, huddle up for the dare," Adrienne said. This was Sammy's first dare, so we discussed it for a while. I will have you know that I fought against the dare; I said it was gross and a bad idea and begged them not to do it. I was shocked by how quickly I felt this was spinning out of control. But they took a vote and I lost. Finally, Adrienne got to deliver the challenge.
"Sammy, we dare you," Carrie said, "to show us your dick." Sammy's eyes got very wide and he made a small choking sound in the back of his throat.
"I...uh..." he managed to say. He looked at me for a moment, then his eyes darted away, mortified.
"Come on, you made us show you our tits, even Lynn had to show her tits. This is really the least you can do," Adrienne said, putting her hands on her hips.
"Lynn..." Sammy started and I looked at him and shrugged.
"This is so embarrassing," Sammy said and then he hooked his thumbs into his sweatpants. He was actually going to do it. I don't even know how to describe the feeling I had when I saw that. I was happy he was into it, but I didn't want to embarrass him. And I didn't want to see his cock. I didn't think I wanted to see his cock. I kept looking at my feet.
"Holy shit!" Adrienne said and I looked over at her. Her eyes were wide and her mouth was a little slack. Carrie had the same look on her face.
"What?" I asked.
"He's got a huge dick," Adrienne said. I turned quickly and looked. My brother was on the couch with his sweat pants and boxer shorts pulled down to about mid-thigh. His cock was hard and standing straight up out of his lap. Adrienne wasn't kidding. My tiny, nerdy little brother had a huge dick. I am no virgin (nor a slut), I've seen my share of dicks. And his was the biggest. It was around 8.5 to 9 inches long. Not only that, but it was thick, maybe 2.5 inches in diameter at its thickest point. The circumcised tip was red and glistening with pre-cum. Sammy looked incredulous.
"I have a big dick?" he asked. I realized that he was probably the only person to see it since he was a baby.
"It's one of the biggest dicks I've ever seen," Adrienne said, "And I've seen quite a few." Carrie just nodded her head. Suddenly I didn't like these two girls staring at my brother. He was smiling and looking proud of himself as he slid his big dick back into his boxers. I saw it straining against his sweatpants now; I still couldn't believe how big it was compared to how tiny he is. I wanted to move on.
"Carrie, it's your turn," I said, and my voice sounded thicker that I'd expected.
"Right," Carrie said, "Sorry. Umm... Never have I ever... masturbated while thinking of a family member." It was a shocking question. I didn't know what Carrie was thinking. Then Adrienne spoke.
"You rat! I told you about that in confidence!" she said, but she was smiling. But her hand was down, "My cousin Ricky is really cute okay." I giggled at that. So naughty. Then I looked; Sammy's hand was down as well. One of our relatives? I couldn't believe it. It could even be...
"Who was it for you?" Carrie asked, also looking at Sammy. For a moment, Sammy's eyes darted to me, then down at his feet.
"I don't have to answer, I mean that wasn't part of the rules," he said. I felt my stomach churning. He didn't have to say it. We all knew what happened.
"No, its cool," Adrienne said slyly and smiled at me. Then Carrie and I huddled up to come up with a dare for Sammy and Adrienne. My stomach was all butterflies and my panties were soaked through. What was wrong with me? I mean, I know sex talk turns me on, but this was not okay. Carrie and I were both a little timid at this point, so we came up with a dare we thought might slow things down. I delivered it.
"Okay, Sammy and Adrienne, I dare the two of you," I said, "to switch clothes!" We thought it would be funny to see Adrienne Sammy's baggy, but short, sweats and Sammy in Adrienne's girly shirt. We didn't expect what happened. We didn't expect them to get naked in the living room. In a quick motion, Adrienne's shirt was on the floor, and then she quickly shimmied out of her pajama pants. Finally, she threw a tiny red thong onto the floor. She was standing in front of us completely naked. I'd seen little bits and pieces of her naked, but never seen her completely nude. She was gorgeous, with slim body lines and a tiny, pink shaved pussy. My head was swimming. Sammy was staring at her as well.
"Hey I am naked here, want to give me those clothes," she said to Sammy after a few moments. He shook his head like he was waking from a dream, smiled sheepishly, and pulled off his shirt. He was bright red all over from blushing. Next he took off his sweatpants and boxers in one motion and set them on the floor. He was thin and pale and completely devoid of chest hair. His monstrously large cock was still hard and looked even more absurdly huge now that he was standing.
Adrienne picked his clothes up and quickly put them on. She looked absurd with the cuffs of the pants falling just below her knees, but billowing out around the waist. Sammy bent over and picked up Adrienne's t-shirt and threw it on. It was a little loose in the chest area and a little long on him. He bent over to pick up the pajama pants and threw the panties to the side.
"No way, you have to put those on too. I put on your boxers and they are damp!" Adrienne said and we all giggled nervously.
"Tough luck," Sammy said and slipped on the long pajama pants. I was sort of proud of him for standing up for himself. But I was too busy laughing at how absurd they looked to say anything else.
"Come on Lynn," Sammy said, pushing the action for once, "It's your turn."
"Uh, never have I ever," I said. And I wanted this to be a good one. I was so horny at this point that I was no longer thinking straight. The room was downright humid and the sexual tension was thick. My tummy felt light and I felt like I was spinning. "Watched porn." I was a little surprised when Adrienne's hand stayed up, from what I was seeing of her today, she was very sexual. But I was more surprised when Carrie's hand went down. Along with my brother (which I kind of expected).
"Woah! Carrie, you watched porn?" Adrienne asked.
"She didn't say watched porn regularly, she just said watch porn. I've watched porn before, so what?" Carrie said defensively.
"What's the dare?" Sammy asked, ignoring the controversy. Adrienne and I huddled up and made a decision. By this time I was completely past the point of self-control. I let Adrienne pick whatever she wanted.
"Okay," she said, "Carrie I dare you to stroke Sammy's cock for ten seconds!" She said. No one made a sound. Carrie and Sammy looked at one another and then looked away. They clearly didn't want to do it. But Adrienne crossed her arms in front of her chest. I didn't say a word, although I couldn't make eye contact with Sammy.
"Okay..." Carrie said. She moved over to the couch next to Sammy. Sammy didn't move a muscle. He seemed completely frozen by fear. Adrienne's pajama pants (the ones that Sammy was now wearing) had a fly in the front (they must've been boys pajama pants, I don't know). Carrie furtively stuck her hand into the hole of the pajama pants and fished around for a second. I saw Sammy tense. In a few seconds, Sammy's cock was out of his pants through the fly. Carrie's hand was wrapped around the base. Slowly she started to slide her hand up and down on my brother's cock. His eyes were closed and he let out a soft sigh. The cock looked big in Carrie's delicate little hands. I wondered how the cock would feel sliding between my own fingers or into my...
"Ten seconds," Carrie said and released my brother's cock. For a moment Sammy seemed too stunned to move. Then he quickly shifted his cock back into his pants.
"Wow, that was kind of hot," Adrienne said, "Now I know why you watch porn." Sammy adjusted himself, and then quickly got back into the game.
"Never have I ever had sex," Sammy said. It was kind of a startling confession (though everyone could have guessed as much). I think he just wanted to give us all a dare. And he got to do it, as Adrienne, Carrie, and I dropped our hands.
"Carrie and Adrienne," he said almost immediately, "I dare you to suck on my sister's nipples for twenty seconds." He said. I almost moaned. I was so horny, my clothes felt like they were too hot on my body. And I have incredibly sensitive nipples. This was going to be tough.
"Oh you are going to pay for this little man," Adrienne said, but she didn't sound angry. She had a wicked little grin on her face. I lifted my shirt up over my head and threw it in the corner. I unhooked my bra again and threw it off. Then my breasts were just open in the middle of the room. I felt Sammy's eyes on them, part of me wanted his eyes there. I thought about his cock sliding up between them. Then I tried to shake out of it. This was my brother; I'd never had feelings like this before. I was some kind of horny drunk I'd never experienced before, its power was overwhelming.
While I was thinking about this, I felt hot warmth on my left nipple. I looked down and saw Adrienne's beautiful eyes looking up at me. Her mouth was closed around my nipple and I could feel her tongue flicking it. My entire body vibrated along with that nipple. Then, a few seconds later, I felt that same feeling on my other nipple and turned to see Carrie, eyes closed, with her pretty little mouth on my chest. I closed my eyes and arched my back. I just luxuriated in the warmth and wetness of their tongues. Then, suddenly, the cool air was on my nipples. I opened my eyes.
"Twenty seconds," Adrienne said. I quickly put my bra back on, but left the shirt off. I didn't think it was worth it at this point.
"Is that what you wanted?" I asked my brother and he just gave me a sheepish grin.
"Never mind, I told your little brother he was going to pay, now he is," Adrienne said, "Never have I ever been named Sampson."
"Oh come on, that is so lame!" I said. But when I saw Sammy put his hand down, I did as well.
"That's what I thought!" Adrienne said. Carrie moved over towards her to huddle up for a conference on the dare, but before she had a chance, Adrienne spoke, "Lynn I dare you to make out with your brother for 25 seconds," she said. Somehow I had almost sensed that was what she was going to say. And I was terrified. This was already out of hand, now I had to make out with my brother. I considered balking at it, but I remembered what everyone else had already done. If I backed out now, it would be truly unfair.
"You guys don't have to," Carrie said, sensing my discomfort.
"No come on, I had to put my ass out the window, flash everyone, take off my clothes, and lick Lynn's nipples. They are going to make out," Adrienne said and she said it so definitively that I knew there was no alternative.
I moved to sit next to my brother. For a moment we just sat there. My heart was pounding and my palms were sweating. I hadn't been this nervous to kiss someone since the moments before my first kiss. Finally, I turned my head towards his and closed my eyes. A few moments later I felt his soft lips graze mine. I opened my mouth and let instinct take over. I rubbed my tongue against his lips and when he parted them, against his teeth. Then his tongue was against mine and I felt the sandpapery feel of his taste buds. I felt his hand on my waist and I put a hand on his shoulder. I dug my tongue deep into his mouth and let him do the same for me. I pulled him close, I want to eat up all of his kiss. And... a hand was on my shoulder, shaking me.
"Yo," Adrienne's voice was saying, "25 seconds is long over, didn't you hear me?" She asked. I opened my eyes and moved away from my brother. I looked at him and saw embarrassment. I looked at my roommates and saw Adrienne giving me a naughty look and Carrie looked embarrassed to have seen anything. Suddenly, the realization of what was happening hit me. I was seducing my brother, or allowing other people to seduce him for me. Or something. The room was almost moving with sexual electricity. This was terribly wrong. Everything I was feeling was wrong and evil. I felt hot tears start to run down my cheeks.
"I am sorry," I choked, " I don't feel so well. I am not behaving like myself. It is almost 11, I am going to go to bed." Then in a shot I was up and running into my bedroom. I closed the door behind me and threw my face in the pillow. What was going on? I cried until there were no more tears.
For a long time it was quiet in the living room. I heard the three of them talking softly. Then I heard the door to Adrienne and Claire's bedroom open. I heard them both say goodnight and heard the door close behind them. I heard my brother getting his bedding and everything ready. I saw the light go out under the door and everything was silent. And the worst part was I was still unimaginably horny. Nothing had changed that. It just deepened my shame.



For a long while I just tried to sleep. I though that maybe if I fell asleep I'd wake up in the morning and it would be like nothing happened. My roommates would remember what happened. I'd forgive myself for acting foolishly. And I would stop thinking about my brother's cock and daydreaming about it sliding in and out of my wet pussy. But it was no use.
I'd tossed and turned for well over an hour when I heard a soft knock on the door. Then it opened and I saw my brother slink in. I turned my bedside light on and sat up in bed, pulling the covers up over my chest even though I was still wearing my bra and gym shorts. Sammy was back in his own pajamas. For a long while we just stood there awkwardly.
"I'm sorry about everything," he said. I was confused. I was clearly in the wrong, he hadn't done anything wrong.
"Why are you sorry, I was the one being a creep," I said.
"No, I made you... well we both know what I made you do. I shouldn't have. It was wrong. And I am sorry. Don't tell me I shouldn't be sorry, just accept the apology or reject it," he said and I smiled.
"I accept your apology if you accept mine," I said and he nodded, "So are we back to normal now? Like can we put this behind us?"
"Yeah," he said, "I think so." He turned and started to walk back to the living room to go to sleep. I still felt strange, but I think we could have stopped it then. But I couldn't.
"Hey, wait a second," I said. There was a question I wanted to ask, I needed to ask, while I was still sort of in a fog, "You said you masturbated while you thought about a family member. Who was it?" He blushed; I could even see it in the low light of my bedside lamp. He didn't say anything for a long time.
"You," he said finally, in a voice barely above a whisper. I had suspected as much, but I needed to hear him say it for some reason.
"Why me?" I asked.
"Why not you?" he responded quickly, "You are the most beautiful girl in the world. I love you and you love me back." He said, catching himself and becoming quiet. I don't think I've ever enjoyed a compliment more than that one. I felt positively radiant.
"Most beautiful?" I asked.
"And you're smart and funny and sensitive and everything else. You are perfect," he said, finally finishing his thought.
"And you are wonderful too," I said, "Some girl really is going to be lucky to have you someday."
"I don't want some girl," he said, "I only want you." And that's when I realized something was going to happen. My heart rate shot up and all of the shame and embarrassment I'd been feeling drained away. Just the animal sexuality remained.
I let the blanket drop from my chest, exposing my bra and the tops of my breasts. My brother was standing at the end of my bed. I got up on my hands and knees and started to crawl towards him. My brother froze.
"Lynn, what are you doing," he said, but his eyes were following my ass as moved left and right as I crawled towards him. When I reached the end of the bed, I slipped my hands into the top of his sweat pants. I pulled them down quickly and his hard cock stood out proud from his body.
"Nothing you don't want baby brother," I said in my sexiest voice, "the instant you want this to stop, just say the word." I looked up at him with my widest-eye look, trying to put on a sexy, doe-eyed face. It must've worked, he didn't say a word, or move.
I looked at his cock now. It was just as long and thick as I remembered it. It veins stood out strongly against his pale white skin. His balls hung down low, heavy with cum. The tip was a light pink color and I saw a single thick drip of pre-cum boiling over the top. I wanted to taste it.
I reached forward and grasped his cock at the base. I felt his whole body shudder, but still he didn't stop me. His balls felt soft and hot again my hand and his shaft was rigid and smooth between my fingers. I looked at the top of his cock and licked the messy tip. He shook and breathed in sharply. He tasted salty and dirty. I loved it.
"Sis, please suck my cock!" he begged. An electric thrill ran through my body. Those were perhaps the nastiest words I'd ever heard strung together. And I wanted to give him what he wanted. I opened my mouth put the tip of his cock inside. I swirled my tongue around on it, lapping up the rest of his cum. I closed my eyes, and slowly started to slide my mouth down over his bulging shaft.
I felt my brother's hands jump up and rest on my shoulder. Inch my inch his smooth cock slid into my mouth. I ran my tongue along it, feeling its heat and loving the sensation as it grazed the roof of my mouth and finally plunged into my throat. I gagged and pulled the cock out. I heard my brother groaning. Then, faster, I began to move the cock in and out of my throat. I ran my tongue against the base of his cock, feeling the urethra on my tongue.
That's where I felt his orgasm first. I had his cock deep in my throat, my eyes running from being gagged. I felt his urethra pulsate. Then I felt his balls seize up on my chin. I slid the cock back so that the tip was resting in my mouth and the first hot spurt of cum splashed onto my tongue and painted the insides of my cheeks. The cum kept going, spurt after spurt. Big, thick streams of cum with lots of pressure, some even shot straight down my throat. My brother's hands tightened on my shoulders and I could hear him groaning. Finally, the last few drops of cum dripped out of my brother's cock and into my mouth.
My mouth was full of cum when Sammy's cock finally popped out of it. The cum was thick and salty and still tasted hot. I looked up at my brother, who was absolutely dazed and showed him the cum pooled in his sister's mouth. His eyes widened. Then I closed my mouth and swallowed it all down. I opened my mouth again, to show my brother that his seed was in my belly.
"Sis, that was the best thing ever," he said. I smiled and pulled him down onto the bed. We moved so that we were lying up on my pillows, next to one another.
"You tell me when you are ready to go again, and we can do something else," I said. I was so horny still; I needed his cock inside of me.
"What do you mean?" he asked, and I sighed. Typical guy, he got what he wanted.
"I mean once you know, you've recovered we can do something else. We don't have to..."
"Oh you mean you aren't ready to go again?" he asked confused, "But I didn't even touch you yet."
"No, I mean guys usually need some time to recover," I explained.
"I don't," he said, "What did you want to do?" he asked. Now this was a fun development.
"Fuck me baby brother," I said and I turned and kissed him on the mouth. At the same time I reached between my breasts and unhooked my bra. I felt my brother's tongue all over my mouth and melted into him. I threw off my bra. I pushed him over onto his back, breaking our kiss. I leaned over him, letting my nipple dangle just above his face. He took the invitation, taking my left nipple into his mouth and sucking it gently. He reached over with his left hand and started to knead my other breasts and play with my nipple.
"Oh god yes!" I moaned and arched my back. I started to grind my pussy against Sammy's leg, I needed him bad. When I couldn't take it any longer, I sat up, I heard my nipple pop out of Sammy' mouth.
"Take your shirt off," I demanded. At the same time I pulled his sweat pants and boxers back down off of his cock and threw them on the floor. Then I slipped out of my gym shorts. My brother's eyes went immediately to my little pussy. I have a tiny little clit and dark red lips. The lips are tight and my clit was hard. I was waxed bare. I needed to fuck.
My brother started to move but I put a hand on his thin chest and straddled his hips. My pussy was hovering over his cock now. I knew he wanted it, but I wasn't going to rush this. I felt my pussy drip on his cock and he knew how bad I wanted him. Finally, I started to lower myself onto him. I shuddered when his cock first brushed against my aching pussy.
"Holy shit!" I moaned. Then the big, hard, bulbous head of my brother's cock first entered me. It was an indescribable feeling. First, his cock was big and it stretched me to the limit. Then, the entire situation was just so dirty and wrong; it made me want it more.
"Lynn this feels so good!" My brother yelled and I put my hand over his mouth. There were still other people in the dorm. Slowly I moved down, letting my brother's cock slide deeper and deeper into my cunt. He kept stretching me out, going farther than any man ever hand into me. Finally, I felt my ass rest on his legs and I knew he was completely inside of me.
I leaned forward and gave me brother a sweet, sisterly kiss on the cheek. Then I started to grind into his cock. I sat up, driving the cock deeper into me. It felt amazing. My clit pushed down hard, rubbing into the skin and hair above his dick. Each touch sent waves of pleasure throughout my body. Then I started sliding so his entire dick, except for the tip, stayed inside of my body, then I'd bring it all down at once. He grunted with pleasure when I did it. I grabbed his and placed them on my breasts and he played with them while we rocked together.
Finally, that familiar feeling came over me. It started with a sudden tightening of tension. The pleasurable shocks of lighting burst out from inside my pussy, pulsating all over my body and I moaned loudly in pleasure. I felt my pussy convulse, wrapping hard around my brother's cock, milking him. That was all he needed. I felt his palms squeeze around my breasts. Then he grunted. And I felt the hot warmth of his cum spray inside of me. I felt him filling me up with his seed, painting my insides. Then, the last of my orgasm faded. I rolled over and his cock popped out of me.
We lay panting on the bed for a while. I felt his cum dripping out of my cunt and thought it was such a delicious feeling. It was so bad and naughty. I loved my brother more in that instant that any sister had ever loved her brother before. And I needed more.
"Are you ready to go again baby brother?" I asked in a sexy baby voice. I looked at his cock and it was hard against his leg.
"Anything for you sis," he said.
"Good," I replied, "Fuck me in the ass." I don't know why I said that. I'd never done it before and never even really thought about it before. But I wanted it now from my brother. I wanted to do everything dirty and wrong with him. To make him know that I, a woman (a beautiful woman according to him) needed him and wanted him. Everywhere. In every hole.
"Really?" he asked.
"Yes, give it to me baby brother," I moaned. I was got up on my hands and knees and reached behind me. I slide my fingers into my cunt. I pulled out my brother cum and my own juices and then slathered them all over my tight pink asshole. I saw my brother getting up and moving behind me. Now his fingers were inside of me, then they were on my asshole and I moaned as he rubbed our juices into me, lubricating me for his cock.
The next thing I felt were his hands on my ass cheeks, spreading me apart. Then I felt the hard tip of his cock against my wet asshole. He was gentle, but in a few seconds the big tip of his cock was bursting into my asshole, tearing me in half. I moaned, half in pleasure and half in pain. But I didn't want him to stop.
"Oh fuck sis, you are so tight," he said. Then, he took a hand off of my hip and slapped my ass, hard. I moaned and my knees felt like they were going to buckle. That slap had been amazing. I pressed back hard, finally driving his cock into my asshole.
My brother fucked me hard this time. He pulled his cock out and then slammed it in. The sensation was so intense I couldn't tell if it was pleasure or pain. I just knew there was a lot of it. I was screaming and my arms gave out. I fell forward on the bed, my ass still sticking in the air. My brother kept pumping his cock into my asshole.
At long last something happened. I don't know if it was an orgasm, but it was some sort of amazing feeling. Then I felt his fingers digging into my ass cheeks and I could hear him groaning. Then that hot feeling as his cum splashed inside of a third hole in my body. I had taken him everywhere and I felt amazing as I pushed myself back up onto all fours. I was breathing heavy, feeling light-headed.
"That was awesome," I said. My brother's cock was still buried in my asshole and he was leaning over me panting.
"I am good at it?" he asked earnestly. I looked over my shoulder and his face and kissed his chin.
"You're great you nerd," I said and he blushed again.
"I don't know sis, maybe Dad is right, maybe this is the school for me!" he said and I laughed. Then, I heard something. My eyes shot up and Adrienne was standing in the doorway, with that wicked grin on her face again.
"I thought I'd heard something," she said and she walked in and closed the door behind her. "This is not over yet!"
The End
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Introduction
San Clemente is a small island off the coast of California in an archipelago known as the Channel Islands. It is about 55 miles out to sea and is the property of the United States government. The island is around 57 square miles (twice the size of Manhattan). It is a very long and narrow island shaped a bit like an old fashioned straight razor blade. The coast line is craggily and the interior is relatively flat and grassy. The island was in the custody of the U.S. Navy from 1934 until 1958. It was taken over that year by NASA, around the same time the Administration was created. Initially it was a small research facility but it quickly grew and the government's plans for the island also expanded. A small town was built just north of the center of the island and an airport was put on the northern tip of the island.
NASA acquired the island from the Navy with plans to initiate a massive full-scale. Since the outset, NASA began planning for eventual interstellar travel. The distances between stars, even at unbelievable speeds, is daunting. It would take a human built craft several generations to travel to the Sun's nearest neighbor. The stresses that would be placed on human beings, spending their entire lives inside of small spaceships, would be intense. NASA decided to genetically engineer the perfect specimen for long term space travel. Through the decades they perfected their new specimen.
By 1985, they had created what would be the final design. They named the creatures Hish (Human Inter-Stellar Hybrids) and their characteristics were alarming. For all intents and purposes they appeared to be exactly like normal human women. They had the ability to become pregnant, they had breasts, and appeared to be woman in face and body shaped (most, in fact, were beautiful as the genes of only the best and brightest were engineered into the Hishes). However, these women also had something different. The NASA engineers who had worked on the first generation of Hishes in the 1960's had nicknamed them "dickgirls." Notwithstanding their vaginas, breasts, and generally feminine physique, the Hishes had penises and testicles.
The theory for creating such creatures were quite sound. Women, in general, are more passive and better able to cope with the stresses of space travel. Their bodies are smaller and therefore more efficient. Further, if all of the Hishes were both able to become pregnant and impregnate others, they doubled the productive output of the species. They were further engineered to be unable to impregnate themselves through some accident or other. The Hishes had been engineered all over the country but in 1986, they were moved to San Clemente Island and a new colony was created to test the ability of the Hishes to cope with life on their own and wait for at time when other technology necessary for space travel caught up.
Through an accident of rapid evolution in the test tube, three distinct classes of Hish were created. They were given class names A, B, and C. A-class Hishes ar born with full sized, often very large penises and large testicles. A-Class Hishes are around 40% of the population. B-class Hishes generally have medium sized penises which retract into the body and only became fully visible and erect during stages of arousal. B-class Hishes are around 50% of the population. C-class Hishes have small penises that are constantly visible but hardly ever erect. They are around 10% of the population.
The Navy patrolled the island and ensured that no unwanted guests ever stepped foot on the island. Very quickly, the intelligent and industrious Hish population grew and began to thrive. Aside from their general isolation, the women (as they called themselves) lived relatively peaceful and prosperous lives on the island. They were given jobs as government contractors and produced many of the new and exciting innovations which helped the United States gain technological dominance in the last decade of the twentieth century.
By 2020, the island was a thriving community with a population of over 52,000 Hishes. 30,000 of these women lived in the city of Camelot in the center of the island, another 10,000 lived in Athens near the airport, and 5,000 lived in Caroline of the Southern Coast of the island. The remaining 7,000 were scattered throughout the island in isolated homes and small towns. The style of life on the island was remarkably American and if not for the fact that the entire island was occupied by beautiful women, it could be confused for many small counties in the United States. However, looks can often be deceiving and things are not always what they seem. This is the story of life on that island.
Health Class
Andalee Winthrop was more than a little bit nervous. She didn't know how she had managed to start work on a day like today but she knew that there was nothing she could do to get out of it; it was hard enough to get a job without being picky. Andalee was 22 years old and as she walked into Mara Woods High School, she officially became what she had always wanted to be, a school teacher.
She knew a lot of people who thought she was weird for wanting to teach high school kids. They told her kids were dangerous and that they had raging hormones. She just shrugged it off most of the time. It was hard for her to articulate that it was such an awkward age and that teens were the ones who needed to most help. She was very excited about being there for kids when they first became adults.
Another piece of criticism, if you could call it that, was that she was far too young and pretty to be a teacher (especially since she was taking a position as a health and gym teacher). People told her that she should have been in Camelot making movies or anchoring the news, not stuck in the tiny town of Lindor on the south west coast of the island. Andalee was often very embarrassed by the idea that she was beautiful, but it was the truth. She was 5'10 and weighed around 135lbs. She had small, perky breasts (32-A) and a slim, athletic body. Despite her lanky physique, she was incredibly feminine and even managed to have widely flared hips and a sexy silhouette. She had wide, blue eyes and long jet black hair. Her lips were pouty and large and her skin was slightly olive. She had a cute, pixie nose and tiny, pierced ears. She was a C-class hish and her penis was usually 3.5 inches, but would grow to 4 when erect, though that had only happened a few times in her life.
She was worried because she had somehow managed to start work on sexual education day. This, in and of itself, was not particularly scary to her. The problem was that she was a C-class Hish, and today she would be teaching A-Class Hishes about their bodies. Traditionally, this was not done. Usually, C-class Hishes taught C-class girls, B-class Hishes taught B-class girls, and A-class Hishes taught A-class girls. However, this was a very small school district and they were desperate. She was getting paid a bit extra today, and so she was prepared to do her best. Andalee had never even seen an A-class Hish's penis before, but now she had to answer questions about it.
Despite the fact that she was a gym teacher, she had decided to dress up for the day. It seemed like an important event in these 12th grade girls' lives and so she would look as though she were taking it seriously as well. She wore a white blouse with short, puffy sleeves. It had a tight collar that looked appropriately conservative. This blouse was tucked into a tight black skirt that fell to her knees and she was wearing high heeled black shoes. She considered it a very nice business ensemble and thought the girls would appreciate her seriousness.
She walked quickly down the hall, all of the children were out of it, in home room. She hurried and found classroom G. It was a small room, no more than ten desks with attached chairs. There was a large desk with a removable lectern at the front of the room with a small wooden chair. There was a large blackboard at the front of the room with an American flag hanging over it. The solid wood door crashed behind her, sealing her into the yellow painted cinderblock room. She felt her heart beating a hundred miles an hour and she felt a bit faint. She sat in the chair and waited for the bell to ring, trying to get her emotions under control.
The first bell rang and Andalee could hear the girls moving through the hallways, but she could not see them. The school was rather small, only around 100 total students scattered throughout three grades. The 12th grade had 15A-class Hish girls. She would see five of these girls at a time in 1st, 3rd, and 5th period. Although today, for this purpose, they were double periods. A total of 1.5 hours for each period. The second bell rang and quickly five girls rushed into the room, carrying notebooks and wearing their uniforms.
M.W. High School had a similar dress code to other schools on the island. All girls were expected to wear a pleated, plaid skirt, knee socks, a white blouse, and a black beret while at school. The girls came in and they looked almost exactly like Andalee. They were almost her contemporaries, after all only 18-year-olds could take the class. It felt strange to teach them about sex. if it was anything like her high school on the other side of the island, some of these girls already had sex.
Slowly the girls got settled and Andalee began, "Hello everyone, my name is Andalee Winthrop and I am the new Health and Gym teacher. Usually, I would ask that you call me Ms. Winthrop, however today is not a usual day," she began, "Today we are going to be talking about your bodies and about sex in general. Because this is such a personal subject, if you would like to call me Andalee today that is fine. I am going to talk to you just very briefly. Today is going to be mostly about your questions in regards to your bodies, sex, and relationships. I want you all to know that everything we say in this room stays here. As a matter of fact, you are not even to discuss your Hish class with other girls. I make the same promise to you, complete confidentiality. If any of you cannot abide by this one rule, then you can go to the principal's office and wait quietly. Anyone wish to take that option?" There was a bit of giggling when she talked about sex, but in general the girls didn't react. She waited a few more moments.
The girls remained passive in their seat, "Wonderful," Andalee continued, "Then let's begin first with introductions. Again, my name is Andalee and I am 22 years old. I just graduated from Camelot Teacher's Academy and today is my first day. I want each of you to stand up in turn, tell me you name and something interesting about yourselves." There was a moment of shear panic in which no one moved. Finally, the girl sitting closest to the door stood up next to her seat and introduced herself.
"My name is Jasmine Dahl," the girl said, "and something interesting about me is that I am captain of the volleyball team." Andalee smiled at the girl. She was very pretty. Jasmine was around 5'5 and weighed about 120lbs. She had cropped blonde hair and brown eyes. She had a somewhat chubby but pretty face and had perfect teeth. Her body was that of an athlete, it was a bit round but also muscular. Her legs were her best feature and she had medium sized breasts, probably 36-C. She had a 6.5" girlcock. Andalee smiled at her and nodded her approval. She then turned to the next girl and beckoned her to stand up.
"My name is Kassandra Wen and something interesting about me is that I am Island High School League 100 yard dash champion," she said and Kassandra looked like a sprinter. She was tall at 5'9 and weighed only 115lbs. She had tiny breasts, barely needing the sports bra she wore. She had the build of a supermodel, with slender arms, thin stomach, and athletic legs. Her skin was black like chocolate and her hair was black and tied back in a bun on the back of her head. Her eyes were brown and she had delicate, beautifully feminine features. She had a 6.5" girlcock.
"My name is Kylin Farr," the next girl said as Kassandra sat down, "and something interesting about me is that I am going to be in the school play next week." Kylin was a very cute young woman. She was 5'2 and weighed no more than 95lbs. She had long straight hair which she now had dyed a sort of deep, crayon red color. Her face was sweet, angelic, and incredibly innocent. Her body, on the other hand, had everyone who looked at her drooling. Her breasts were medium sized, B-cups, but they were in perfect proportion to her hips. Her skin was milky white and her entire body screamed sex in a very subtle sort of way. Everyone would have been surprised to find that such a delicate young girl had an 8" girlcock tucked between her legs. Andalee couldn't help but think that THIS was the kind of girl who would eventually be a sex symbol making movies in Camelot, not her.
"My name is Jade Anders and something interesting about me is that I get to take classes at the community college in the afternoon," Jade was one of the smartest girls in the class, and she would probably end up graduating from college before she turned 20. However, she wasn't some sort of shy nerd, she was beautiful and outgoing as well. She was 5'4 and weighed 120lbs. She had short hair which she had dyed pink. Her blue eyes were covered by glasses and her face was angular and intelligent. Her body was soft and curvaceous. She had large, D-cup breasts and hips were rounded and soft. She had the body look of a classic pin-up girl rather than a modern supermodel. She had a 5.5" girlcock.
"My name is Nikoletta Lawn," the final girl explained, "and I can suck my own cock," she explained. The other girls giggled. Nikoletta was in her second year of 12th grade and she had skipped this seminar the year before. She considered herself to be a bit of a punk and a rebel. She was 5'6 and weighed a mere 100lbs. She was scrawny, on purpose. She had B-cup breasts, one of which had a tattoo of a rose. Her face was gorgeous and looked deceptively innocent with its upturned nose, soft pink lips, and elfish ears. Her innocence was marred only by her nose and tongue rings as well as her hair that was dyed to look like fire, both red and yellow and was cut short and spiked. It turned out that she was lying about her ability to suck her girlcock, as it was 6" long.
"Nikoletta," Andalee began, she decided to be stern but wanted to build trust, "Please don't joke. I don't think that is very funny and this is a serious situation." Nikoletta thought that Andalee was cute so she shrugged and decided to give her a bit of slack. "Thank you."
The girls sat for a few moments, wondering what was going to happen next. Even Nikoletta was uncharacteristically quiet. Andalee was very nervous and she didn't know if she was ever going to be able to do this, but she took a deep breath and began.
"Okay. Like I said, I just have a few minutes of remarks that I want to make first then I am going to open the floor to questions," Andalee said as she began with the information she had studied up on the night before, "So all of you girls in this room are class-A Hishes. This means that your penises are generally larger than average. This also means that you have slightly different experiences when compared to you class-B and class-C friends and relatives. First and foremost, you probably came of age sexually a bit later than other girls, although you might not have realized it," She could see that they had all reached puberty long before, but she had memorized her speech and didn't want to risk changing anything. Classic American prudishness ensured that these girls were learning lessons about their bodies long after they needed to.
"You have now, for several years, been dealing with sexual urges. Some you may be thinking about starting sexual relationships. However choosing to do so entails huge responsibilities. Class-A Hishes, on average, have much stronger libido's than the other classes and as a result you may experience urges which are far greater than your classmates. Again this is normal, but it means that you have to show restraint. It is important to realize that while you are now capable of sexual relations in a physical sense, in an emotional sense you are still young."
Sexually transmitted diseases did not exist on the island of San Clemente. The Hishes had been made using only the healthiest of genetic samples and as a result there was little serious sickness on the isolated island. The rest of Andalee speech dealt mainly with the dangers of youth pregnancy as well as the emotional consequences of sexual relations. Finally she wrapped up by telling the girls that class-A Hishes were as likely to get pregnant as other classes (a common misconception) and that they had to take care to protect themselves. Most of this was unnecessary as most parents put their daughters on birth control as soon as they reached puberty. This was not because they believed that there was a large amount of promiscuity in the schools, but because it was an affluent island and the parents knew that children made mistakes and that pregnant teens did not go to college or make good livings most of the time.
"Alright girls," Andalee finished as she sat down on the desk at the front of the classroom, crossing her legs and feeling comfortable, "That is all I have for the prepared remarks, I now open up the floor to any and all questions."
The group was completely silent. Occasionally a girl would shuffle her legs or flip through the health book that was placed near the desks. Andalee began to feel uncomfortable. She leaned forward in toward the students, raised her eyebrows and titled her head to the side. Finally she said, "Anyone?" Still silence.
"Okay girls, well if that is all then you are to go to the gym and dress out. We are going to practice for the presidential physical fitness test," she explained, feeling relieved. The girls all groaned in disappointment. The only thing worse than an awkward sex talk was more than 60 minutes of flexed arm hangs and shuttle runs. There were a few more moments of silence and then Kassandra finally spoke up. She decided it was up to her to save them.
"Andalee, I was wondering, is there a chance that I can masturbate too much?" she asked, "Like either my cock or my pussy." Andalee felt a chill run up her back. She was kind of hoping this wouldn't happen, but part of her wanted to talk sex with these girls, to help them with this most awkward of subjects. The other girls giggled at the question, but they were interested as well.
"No dear," she explained, "Masturbating is very healthy. There is really no amount of masturbating that can hurt you. I mean as long as you are enjoying it you should feel free to explore. However, if you experience any discomfort you should stop." Kassandra nodded in what was apparent relief. In reality she would sometimes spend hours in her bed, masturbating one set of genitals and then the other until she was too tired to move. She always had a vague fear in the back of her mind that there was something wrong with what she was doing but now she felt relieved. Before Andalee could reflect upon her answer, another hand went up and she called on Kylin.
"This is kind of a weird thing," The tiny girl explained and the other girls looked at her curious, "Sometimes, like if I don't pay attention to myself my dick goes into my pussy when it is soft. You know, it just kind of slips and inch or two in and then I take it back out. It kind of feels nice, but I am worried it might hurt me or something," Nikoletta laughed (despite having experienced this herself and was also worried) and Andalee gave her an angry stare. She could tell this one would be trouble. The other girls looked at her expectantly, some even nodding as the question was posed.



"You shouldn't be too concerned about that," Andalee explained. She had read about this phenomenon, one which she didn't have to worry about. It was a rather common occurrence which some women incorporated into their masturbation and sex lives. Obviously, she couldn't say this to the girls, but she want to let them know that they didn't have to worry, "Our bodies are designed to be unable to impregnate themselves. Even if a large amount of sperm were to get into your vagina from your own girldick, there would be no negative affects whatsoever," Kylin sighed to herself. She often purposefully inserted her dick into her pussy because it felt nice when she walked, she fearing that she was causing herself harm and was now very much relieved. Now two hands came up, both Jade and Jasmine had questions. Andalee thought that Jasmine's hand had come up first, so she chose to call on her.
"Yeah, I was just wondering if it was weird or something if you like to masturbate your butt more than your pussy or your cock," she stated. As the words came out of her mouth she blushed and looked at her shoes. She knew she was a pervert and just wanted someone to tell her that she was. Nikoletta opened her mouth to say something to that effect but Andalee shot her a look which indicated that this was not appropriate.
"Absolutely not," she said to the girl who looked up surprised, "Statistical studies have shown that 25% of A-class Hishes, 35% of B-class Hishes, and nearly 95% of C-class Hishes prefer anal stimulation to all else," Andalee knew that she was among that 95% of C-class Hishes, "Some girls have larger glands in their anuses which are stimulated from contact. There is nothing wrong with that preference. You must simply be careful when stimulating your anus because it is more easily torn when compared to the vagina," she felt confident about her performance as she called on Jade.
"I only like to masturbate my cock," Jade explained, "Then when I am really excited I like to save the cum and then drink it. Is that normal?" Andalee was surprised, both by this particular question and by the fact that they were now getting even deeper into the specific fetishes of the girls. However, the books she had read indicated that she should try to answer any questions posed as honestly as possible and she took that responsibility seriously. The other girls were silent. None of the other girls had either of those problems and even Nikoletta was shocked into reverent silence based on the question. She promised herself to try that later.
"Okay, first of all, lots of girls have a dominant feeling about their genitals. There is nothing wrong with your preference for your penis, it is fine. Secondly, consumption of sperm, especially your own, is completely harmless. I am not saying that it is good for you or that it is bad for you, simply put it is harmless and I don't know really anything more you can say about it. But Jade, on a personal level if it makes you feel good and it doesn't harm you then there is no reason to worry about it," Jade already knew this. She just took a certain dirty thrill is having everyone this she was some sort of genius and a good girl but exposing a little something naughty here in the group which they could not reveal once they left. Kylin was raising her hand again and Andalee called on her.
"I know you can't like tell a girl's class by looking at her, but when I think about being with someone...sexually, I always picture them as a B or C-class. Is that normal, like to like some more than others?" All of the girls, including Nikoletta, were nodding as well. This was the question the booklet had told Andalee was most common. The fact that they were all nodding should've told the girls the answer already. As a matter of fact, Andalee only ever considered herself with class-B hishes. She had had sex with only two girls in her life and both had been class-B girls. She just loved the way their hard cocks looked, not intimidating like a Class-A
"The literature shows that almost all girls have some preference. Some people choose to be with only one class, other choose to be with two or all but prefer one, other people have no preferences at all. As long as you respect all classes equally, it is totally up to you to decide who you want to be with," there was almost a palpable sigh of relief when she said this as the girls realized their preferences were natural and not strange fetishes. Finally, Nikoletta had a question.
"Andalee," she began, "what about you?" Andalee was a bit confused.
"What do you mean?" she asked back. Nikoletta put her elbows together on the table and leaned forward, squeezing her breasts together and exposing her cleavage.
"Well, you keep giving us statistics and telling us what it is like for average girls like us. Each of us different though. So does your dick ever go into your pussy? Do you drink your own cum? Do you like it in the tailpipe? Who do you like to fuck?" Nikoletta asked in quick succession. Andalee was taken aback.
"Nikoletta, I know we are in a confidential place here but that language is inappropriate and those questions are personal," she explained.
"Come on," Nikoletta urged, biting her lip, "You think you can tell us about our cocks but you won't tell us about yours."
"That's inappropriate," Anadalee explained, starting to feel a little bit flustered. This was not how this was supposed to be going. All of the confidence she had built up in the last half hour drained out of her like water down the drain. She didn't know what to do. Technically, Nikoletta wasn't crossing any lines, she didn't want to kick the girl out.
"Andalee," Jade said, raising her hand. Andalee called on her, hoping the girl would save her, "I know that Nikoletta has a really weird way of getting at things, but I think she might be a little bit right. I mean I realize certain questions are probably unacceptable, but at the same time it would really help to know what it is like to be an adult class-A woman like you. I mean you know the kinds of experiences we are going to have in the future, that kind of perspective can really help."
Andalee knew that she was now beat. She looked around and saw that all of the girls were nodding in agreement, except for Nikoletta. She was trying hard not to laugh. She had just been trying to get under Andalee's skin, she didn't think that anyone else would think it was a good idea. Now the teacher was on the spot for something that she was obviously uncomfortable with.
So the teacher realized that she had two options. She could try to bluff her way through and tell the girls as little as possible. The risk was that she made up something that was untrue and the girls would never trust her again and she would fail in her ultimate goal as a teacher. Her other option was to tell the truth and risk breaking their trust because she hadn't been honest in the first place. She hung her head and decided to do the right thing.
"Alright girls," she began, "I haven't been honest with you from the beginning. I was just hired yesterday and that was because Mrs. Walther retired. She was supposed to be giving you this lecture today. They needed someone with a teaching degree who was ready to start work immediately. That meant me. Unfortunately for you girls I am not a class-A Hish. I am a class-C. I studied up so I could talk to you today, but I cannot share my experiences because I am not Class-A. I have never even seen a Class-A person without their clothes on. I am sorry, if there is anything I can do beyond going into my own experience I would love to help and I am sorry I lied to you, I just didn't know what else to do."
The girls were silent for a moment. They were more than a little surprised, and if they were honest with themselves they found that they were a bit turned on. Class-C girls were a bit rare and there was something exotic about them. Beyond that they were talking about their penises when they knew that she really didn't have the same kind of experience as them, it was enticing.
"I have a cousin who is a Class-C," Jasmine explained, "When she is ovulating she gets really, really horny. Like she gets embarrassed sometimes later by the things she ovulates. Is that just her or does that happen to you?"
Andalee was a bit surprised, but she shouldn't have been. Their parents had already discussed sex with them generally and they already knew a bit about their bodies from exploration. Obviously, they would be more interested in hearing the details of the life of a rare and exotic class-C girl. As for any sort of betrayal they felt, they realized she was just doing her job. She was so happy that she hadn't offended them, that she decided to answer their questions. She felt an instant attachment to these girls. She felt now that they were really good girls and were just honestly interested in learning.
"Well yes that is kind of a feature of being a class-C," she explained, "Usually for I ovulate at the end of the month, so like a week from now, and when that happens my hormones are completely out of control. As your cousin gets older she will start to get a better control of her actions during this time, but she won't even get over the feelings," she explained, feeling freed up by her ability to speak the truth.
"My cousin got caught skinny dipping in the neighbor's pool a few weeks ago. What's the craziest thing you ever did?" Jasmine pressed. Andalee thought this was probably crossing the line; it was more gossip than anything of value. However, she was more than a little flattered by the girl's interest and she found that she was actually quite horny as these five beautiful girls stared at her, leaning forward and hanging on her words. She would have been lying if she said she didn't notice the way their blouses exposed just a little bit of cleavage, or the way they all crossed their legs to hide their sexual excitement (that is, except for Nikoletta who spread her legs under her chair and showed off her bulge.).
"Well I probably shouldn't be saying this," she prefaced it and the girls leaned further, "When I was your age, I wouldn't wear panties at school and when I was sitting in the lunch room I would spread my legs apart so that if anyone happened to be looking over at me they would see me. No one ever did, thank God. You girls had better not do anything like that either. I could've gotten in a lot of trouble. But that's what I did."
The girls were excited by this and more questions sprung to their mind, "How many people have you had sex with? Have you ever had sex with a class-A Hish?" Kylin asked. She knew she was crossing the line but she was unbearably horny now, talking about sex for half an hour. Luckily for her, the teacher was more than a bit horny as well.
"I have had two sexual partners in my life. Both were class-B girls," she explained to them, starting to feel really loose, "the first was when I was a senior in high school. She was a girl in my art class and we dated most of that year and we had sex shortly before graduation. The other one was in the second year of at the teacher's academy, we met at a bar and had sex once," she realized as she said the last one that it was probably highly inappropriate but she was now able to completely censor these feelings, not to be bothered by them again. The girls were giggling and by now they were squirming in their seats.
"You said earlier that 95% of class-C girls liked anal stimulation the best," Kassandra noted, "Does that include you?"
"Yes," Andalee replied without hesitation, "I have had vaginal sex and I have had my girlcock manipulated and I like them both, but I prefer anal sex and anal masturbation."
"Your cock is smaller than ours right?" Kylin asked, proud of her own enormous dick which she was trying her best to hide now.
"Probably," Andalee explained, "My girlcock is very small most of the time and doesn't get much larger when I am hard."
"Can we see it?" Nikoletta asked. Andalee turned to the girl who had her arms crossed in front of her chest and a smirk on her face. She was unbearably horny and when she got horny she got even bitchier than normal. Andalee found the idea of exposing herself to the group was exciting.
"I don't think I should," she said, in less than convincing tones.
"It would help us get a sense of anatomy," Jade explained, once again coming to the aid of Nikoletta when she was just trying to be a bitch. This was a less automatic decision for Andalee. She seriously considered all of her options. She walked over to the door and locked it. After all, it was a confidential room.
"Alright girls, stand up and come over to the desk," she commanded. She removed the lectern and the girls stood around the front of the desk. Andalee went behind it and unzipped her skirt. She let it fall in a puddle around her ankles. She was standing with her blouse and panties in front of the girl. She felt ridiculous wearing the puffy blouse without the skirt so she unbuttoned it and removed it as well. For a shadow of a second she felt dirty, standing in her black, lacy underwear in front of a classroom of girls, but it passed quickly and she sat down in the chair.
"Okay girls, please pay attention, because I will not be able to do this again," she explained. She hooked her thumbs into her panties and pulled them down over her butt and then slid them down her legs and set them on the floor with her skirt. The girls gasped as her shaved body and small, 3.5" uncircumcised penis was revealed. Her member was flaccid.
Andalee put her feet up on the edge of the desk, placing them relatively widely apart and leaning back. This caused her penis flop down against the very top of her vagina, which was also visible. Finally, her incredibly wet asshole could also be seen when she leaned back. She brought her left hand up and touched her penis. Rubbing it gently and then massaging her balls gently. Unable to control herself, she reached behind herself with her other hand and unhooked her bra, allowing it to slide of her arms and exposing her small, pink nipples.
"There you go girls," she said in a husky voice. They were all a bit shocked. They thought her tiny, pink dick was cute and they all wanted her. No one moved.
Finally after a few minutes of watching Andalee masturbating herself softly, someone acted. Nikoletta walked swiftly behind the desk and ducked under Andalee's left leg. She was now in between the teacher's legs and didn't hesitate in popping the tiny, limp cock into her mouth. She loved the sensation of the small, doughy penis in her mouth. For Andalee's part, she was shocked. She had her eyes closed during the entire event and was more than surprised when she opened her eyes and saw the fire colored hair between her legs sucking deliciously on her girlcock. She felt Nikoletta grab her by the waist, pulling her to her feet and then flipping over so that her hands were on the desk.
The other girls swung into action. It was almost as if they had planned, though they had done nothing of the sort. They all slipped their panties off and hiked their skirts up a bit. Jade acted first and climbed up onto the desk and spread her legs, her hard cock sticking up at her teacher's face. Andalee didn't miss a beat; she quickly took the 5.5" cock, wreathed in pink hair, into her mouth. She adored the taste of cock and the feeling of pre-cum dancing on her teeth. She closed her eyes, moaning around the cock. She felt Nikoletta tugging harder on her tiny dick as the other girls moved about. Kassandra stood on Andalee's left and Kassandra on her right. They each set their cock's against Andalee's hands. Spreading her legs she was able to take each cock in her hands and maintain Jade's cock in her mouth without falling over.
Now the final piece came into place. Kylin walked around behind Andalee. She took the teacher by the hips and squeezed her. She was about to lose her virginity, and she was very excited. She took her massive dick and set it gently against Andalee's pink asshole. She pushed slightly and steadily. She could hear Andalee grunting around the dick in her mouth, but they sounded like sounds of encouragement. Soon the 8 inch dick was completely balls deep inside of Andalee's ass.
Andalee didn't know who it was that was behind her or how much dick there was in her ass but she did know it was the largest object that had ever been inserted into her asshole. She squeezed her anus around the cock, loving the feel of the pressure. The entire mass of horny girl writhed against the desk, moaning quietly, all realizing that they couldn't get caught.
Andalee was the first to cum. C-class Hishes were infamous for the amount of cum they produced and Andalee was exceptional even by her class' standard. She bucked hard as the cum began shooting out of her flaccid cock. Nikoletta swallowed two entire mouthfuls and then the cock popped out of her mouth. The cum kept flying, landing in her hair and on her face and down the front of her shirt. She was soaking wet nearly a minutes later when Andalee stopped cumming.
The other girls didn't stop their work on their teacher. Kylin continued to pound on her ass and Jade continued to thrust her hips against the teacher's face. However, when they saw Nikoletta climb out from under the table they began to lose control. She looked extremely sexy, covered in her teacher's cum. Nikoletta walked over to Kassandra, a girl she secretly had a crush on, "Clean me," she said in a throaty voice. Kassandra started to cum the same second she started to lick the cum off of Nikoletta's face, splattering Nikoletta's legs with cum. Jasmine watched them and came too, hers landing on Jade on the table. Jade scooped the cum off her arms and tasted it. Devine.
Jade bucked her hips hard and came furiously into Andalee's mouth. Her cum was barely a mouthful Andalee sucked it down quickly, loving the taste of the hot cum and feeling it created when it slid gently down her throat and filled her stomach. She clenched her anus again, this time milking the cum out of Kylin's girlcock. She felt the cock swell and spill its warm juice into her bowels and she felt weak. Kylin came for a few seconds and then fell back in the chair, her cock pulling out of Andalee's asshole with a "pop."
Jasmine decided to act. She walked around behind Andalee and pushed the nearly passed out Kylin to the side. She got down on her knees behind the panting teacher and put her lips to her teacher's ass. She began to suck Kylin's cum out of Andalee's asshole, tasting the warm cum and ass juice as it filled her mouth. She ran her tongue around the inside of her teacher's ass and then reached her hand around and began to jack the teacher's little pink cock. Andalee grunted and screamed out the name of her student's one by one. She didn't last long, soon she was cumming again, her sperm landing with a splash on the floor.
The girls lay panting all about the desk. They all had smiles on their face and delicious tastes in their mouths and smells in their noses. Slowly they began to put their clothes back on and they giggled at one another but no one said anything. Even Nikoletta, changing into dry clothes from her backpack, seemed soft and gentle.
Andalee was still in shock by what had happened. She wasn't sure if she had done the right thing but she was not ashamed. She kissed each girl on the cheek as they left the room, and discreetly pinched Kylin on the rump. But she had to get ready. She had two more classes to teach before her first day was over.
The End
Everyone: thank you so much for reading this story. Please, please rate the story and comment on it. Send me an e-mail through literotica or through the Forum if you want it to be private. I read all the responses and I want to give you all what you want. I have more ideas for different scenarios on San Clemente, but I want ideas from you. Also, if you liked this, read my other stories and comment on them as well (If you like futanari stuff, read "A Big Side Effect"). If you have a suggestion for another story you'd like to hear and want me to write it I will CONSIDER doing it.
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Introduction
San Clemente is a small island off the coast of California in an archipelago known as the Channel Islands. It is about 55 miles out to sea and is the property of the United States government. The island is around 57 square miles (twice the size of Manhattan). It is a very long and narrow island shaped a bit like an old fashioned straight razor blade. The coast line is craggily and the interior is relatively flat and grassy. The island was in the custody of the U.S. Navy from 1934 until 1958. It was taken over that year by NASA, around the same time the Administration was created. Initially it was a small research facility but it quickly grew and the government's plans for the island also expanded. A small town was built just north of the center of the island and an airport was put on the northern tip of the island.
NASA acquired the island from the Navy with plans to initiate a massive full-scale. Since the outset, NASA began planning for eventual interstellar travel. The distances between stars, even at unbelievable speeds, is daunting. It would take a human built craft several generations to travel to the Sun's nearest neighbor. The stresses that would be placed on human beings, spending their entire lives inside of small spaceships, would be intense. NASA decided to genetically engineer the perfect specimen for long term space travel. Through the decades they perfected their new specimen.
By 1985, they had created what would be the final design. They named the creatures Hish (Human Inter-Stellar Hybrids) and their characteristics were alarming. For all intents and purposes they appeared to be exactly like normal human women. They had the ability to become pregnant, they had breasts, and appeared to be woman in face and body shaped (most, in fact, were beautiful as the genes of only the best and brightest were engineered into the Hishes). However, these women also had something different. The NASA engineers who had worked on the first generation of Hishes in the 1960's had nicknamed them "dickgirls." Notwithstanding their vaginas, breasts, and generally feminine physique, the Hishes had penises and testicles. The theory for creating such creatures were quite sound. Women, in general, are more passive and better able to cope with the stresses of space travel. Their bodies are smaller and therefore more efficient. Further, if all of the Hishes were both able to become pregnant and impregnate others, they doubled the productive output of the species. They were further engineered to be unable to impregnate themselves through some accident or other. The Hishes had been engineered all over the country but in 1986, they were moved to San Clemente Island and a new colony was created to test the ability of the Hishes to cope with life on their own and wait for at time when other technology necessary for space travel caught up.
Through an accident of rapid evolution in the test tube, three distinct classes of Hish were created. They were given class names A, B, and C. A-class Hishes ar born with full sized, often very large penises and large testicles. A-Class Hishes are around 40% of the population. B-class Hishes generally have medium sized penises which retract into the body and only became fully visible and erect during stages of arousal. B-class Hishes are around 50% of the population. C-class Hishes have small penises that are constantly visible but hardly ever erect. They are around 10% of the population.
The Navy patrolled the island and ensured that no unwanted guests ever stepped foot on the island. Very quickly, the intelligent and industrious Hish population grew and began to thrive. Aside from their general isolation, the women (as they called themselves) lived relatively peaceful and prosperous lives on the island. They were given jobs as government contractors and produced many of the new and exciting innovations which helped the United States gain technological dominance in the last decade of the twentieth century.
By 2020, the island was a thriving community with a population of over 52,000 Hishes. 30,000 of these women lived in the city of Camelot in the center of the island, another 10,000 lived in Athens near the airport, and 5,000 lived in Caroline of the Southern Coast of the island. The remaining 7,000 were scattered throughout the island in isolated homes and small towns. The style of life on the island was remarkably American and if not for the fact that the entire island was occupied by beautiful women, it could be confused for many small counties in the United States. However, looks can often be deceiving and things are not always what they seem. This is the story of life on that island.
Cheerleaders
Kimber Dawes threw her duffle bag down on the bed closest to the television and ran into the hotel room bathroom. It had been a long drive (by San Clemente standards) south from Athens. Traffic had been horrible and Kimber had needed to go for the last hour and a half as they tried to snake their way through the crowded streets of Camelot to get to Caroline. Kimber always liked driving through Camelot, it was by no means a large city but to people like her who had never been in a larger city, it was a metropolis. It was the only city on the island with a building over five stories tall (The First Clemente Bank Building, at 12 stories and 200 feet tall), on top of that it was laid out in pleasant blocks with wide boulevards. Kimber's hometown of Athens was more like a pretty large town, the tallest building being the eighty-foot clock tower and the houses spread out over a relatively wide area with winding suburban roads. However, anything seemed better than this, Kimber detested Caroline and always had, it was a postage stamp-sized town hanging off the edge of the island. Kimber was staying in the only hotel in the town, which was across the street from one of only two grocery stores and most of the stores. It was like being in a different century.
Kimber was down in Caroline for the weekend for the big Island Cheerleading competition. The basketball season had just ended, which meant that the cheerleaders could stop pepping up crowds and start getting down to real competition, Kimber's favorite part of the activity.
She was the head cheerleader this year and she was excited about West Athens High School's chances at the title this year. They have gotten fifth her freshman year (when she had been the only freshman on the varsity squad). fourth her sophomore year and had slipped up a little and gotten sixth last year. This year, with a new high school in the competition bringing the total number up to 14, Kimber really thought that she could lead her squad to the championship.
Beyond being a head cheerleader, Kimber was beautiful. She was 5'4 and weighed no more than 110lbs. She had long black hair, which she pulled back in a ponytail and brown eyes. She had an angular face that was fiercely beautiful. She had large, 32C breasts, she was very thin and had athletic legs. She was a class-A Hish with a 7.5" penis. She was also the most popular girl in school and more than a little bit of a taskmaster. Her two roommates for the evening in the hotel room were also seniors, but surprisingly, they were new students. Girls who'd moved to Athens during the last summer. They were both more than a little intimidated to be staying with her. They followed her into the room and dropped their stuff next to the bed.
Cameron Fuller and Jaiden Howe were close. They were basically forced to be close, being the new girls on the squad. Beyond that, they genuinely liked one another and they were relieved that if they were going to stay with Kimber, they would do it together. It wasn't as if they didn't like Kimber. On the contrary, they respected her and thought she was a very nice person. However, she was incredibly intense and sometimes she would say or do something rude without realizing that she was being unpleasant.
Cameron was the more assertive of the two new girls. She was 5'9 and weighed 115lbs. She had medium length hair which she dyed cotton candy blue and her eyes were also blue. Dying hair zany colors was a bit of a fad on the island and Cameron did a good job of pulling it off. She had the build of a super model. She was very thin and had small, perky breasts, A-cups. Her stomach was flat and her legs were thin, but toned. She was a class-B Hish with a 5" penis. Jaiden was a very shy and withdrawn girl. She was 5'0 and weighed about 95lbs. She had long blonde hair and brown eyes. She was incredibly petite and many people didn't believe that she was actually 18 years old. (Cameron had the opposite problem, people often thought she was 25 instead of 18). She had small A-cup breasts and had a coy, sexy face that was at once alluring and unattainable. She was also a class-B Hish with a 4.5" penis.
Cameron threw herself down on the bed and stretched her legs. Jaiden dropped into the chair and searched for the remote control. Cameron found it first and turned the TV on and immediately tuned it to PBS. Jaiden groaned loudly, "Are you serious with that?" she asked. Cameron turned to her and stuck out her tongue.
"What are you going to do about it?" she said. Jaiden giggled and then turned back towards the TV. Then, without warning she pounced on Cameron. They rolled on the bed, Cameron holding the remote above her head and turning the volume up. Jaiden was giggling and batting at the remote. Cameron quickly rolled off the bed and onto her feet and Jaiden's stomach bounced on the bed. Cameron held the remote by the tips of her fingers, almost grazing the ceiling and giggled while tiny Jaiden attempted to jump up and grab it.
"What the Hell are you guys doing?" Kimber asked, coming out of the bathroom, hands on hips, "Turn that damn TV down they are going to kick us out," Jaiden quickly sat down on the bed and looked at her feet, intimidated. Cameron mumbled an apology and turned the TV off.
Kimber's demeanor softened and she even smiled at the less experienced girls. She genuinely liked both of them, but she they were much sillier than her, and she had a hard time dealing with it. She was trying to work towards toughening them up. She sat down on her bed and pointed to the chair, "So who is sleeping on that bed and who is sleeping on the chairs pushed together?"
"I am sleeping on the bed," Jaiden said, happy the subject had been changed. Cameron gave her a look.
"Are you kidding me?" she asked, "You could fit in my pocket. There is absolutely no way that I am sleeping on those chairs when you could quite comfortably fit on one of them," Cameron explained.
"Paper, scissors, rock," Jaiden declared. They instantly started the game. This was their usual method of making decisions and they didn't need prompting to know the rules. Best of three, on "rock." The first game Jaiden won, paper over rock. Cameron won the second (after two straight all rocks) with rock over scissors. The final game Cameron won with a second straight rock over scissor. She would get the bed.
While they were doing this, Kimber was watching. She felt a bit of a pang in her mind. She realized that she was in her fourth year on the squad and she was captain, but at this point she didn't have a friend that was as close to her as the other two girls were to one another. She shook this thought out of her mind as the game wound up.
"Well girls, everything in Caroline closes by six o'clock. My mom gave me some money to go out to eat, but she gave me way too much. Want to go out with me?" she asked. She always felt awkward when she was trying to be generous. But the two girls didn't seem to notice, they were excited about free food.
They walked back outside and down into the parking lot. Jaiden looked to the left and the right and was not surprised to see that there was only one restaurant on the block. She had lived outside of Caroline a few years before and knew it was a sleepy town. It looked like they were going to be eating at the Pancake House.
The girls went inside and sat down. They ordered food and generally had a good time. Occasionally Kimber felt like she was on the outside of a clique, but usually the girls seemed to warm up with her. They probably would have agreed with her. They didn't usually see Kimber in a more relaxed manner and they started to feel the tension melt away. By the time they signed the check, they were all getting along better than ever before.
They walked out of the restaurant and looked down either side of the street. It was just barely getting dark but there was no one out. The street lights were on and all of the store fronts in the area were closed down. There was a movie theater on the corner, but it was only open on Friday and Saturday night, which meant that it was back to the hotel for the girls. They walked casually across the street and up to their room and walked in.
They flopped down in their respective beds ("bed" being the chair for Jaiden). They sat quietly for a few minutes and then Kimber laughed a little bit, "You guys want to do something?" she asked. It was now only 6 o'clock. They didn't have to wake up until 10 the next morning, so there was no pressing need to get to sleep. They needed to figure out a way to kill a few hours. Despite the early hour, they all prepared for bed then settled down on their beds.
"Watch a movie?" Jaiden suggested. Kimber shrugged her shoulders and turned on the TV. Television in San Clemente was very limited. The US government limited the kinds of satellites dishes which could be installed and as a result, all television programs besides some of the more bland documentaries produced by PBS were made on the island. They flipped around for a short period of time.
"Aaah, this sucks," Kimber groaned, turning the TV off and throwing the remote onto the floor. They sat quietly again for a few minutes, "Okay seriously, let's figure out something fun to do." For once, it was a good thing that Kimber was in the mood to take charge. Beyond being bored, Kimber realized she was feeling a little bit horny. She always got turned on for sleepover situations. She thought that it might be fun to play something a little bit naughty before going to bed. Besides, there was something about more demure girls that Kimber always liked; they were so easy to control.
"Well you guys have any ideas?" she asked. She didn't want anyone to be able to say that she didn't give people chances to make decisions.
"I got nothing, my best idea is to try TV again," Jaiden admitted, yawning a bit.
"Same," Cameron added.
"Want to play a game?" Kimber asked in a somewhat naughty voice that got the attention of the other girls. She was lying on her stomach on the bed and they both turned and looked at her.
"You bring a game?" Cameron asked, she could feel something in Kimber, even across the room. She was a bit of a predator.
"No, I thought we would play some truth or dare," Kimber explained, rolling over on the bed and sitting up at the head board.
"Ok," Jaiden said, surprised by how quickly she had answered. It was as if the word wanted to jump out of her mouth before she had a chance to change her mind. She hopped off of her makeshift bed and sat down on the foot of Kimber's. She was wearing a large t-shirt, bra, and panties and look quite innocent sitting Indian style on the edge of the bed. Kimber, on the other hand, looked a bit more grown up. She was wearing a spaghetti strap night gown which accentuated her breasts and flared out from there, covering only to her upper thighs. They both looked over at Cameron expectedly. She was wearing a short tight t-shirt with no bra and tight boxer shorts, her pierced navel was exposed and drew Kimber's attention. She didn't know what was happening to her, but the excitement of several hours alone with these girls was starting to entice her.
Cameron hesitated for a minute. She was an outgoing girl, but only in the most superficial way. She was nervous about her privacy and was nervous about saying or doing too much. But she saw Jaiden looking at her and smiling gently. She knew she could trust her friend, and so she said, "sure," and trotted over to the bed and sat down next to her friend.
"Okay, it was my idea, so I get to ask someone first," Kimber said, skipping any preliminaries and jumping into the game, "and, since Jaiden signed up first I am going to ask her first. Jaiden, truth or dare?"
"Truth," Jaiden said without hesitation. She didn't feel as though she had anything to be embarrassed about. Anything she had ever done or thought, she was open to explore. It was the possibility of doing one of those things in a dare she feared. She knew she would eventually be guilted into doing a dare, but felt it was best to avoid doing so until it was absolutely necessary. Kimber, for her part, was neither excited nor disappointed. She was ready for any situation.
"Okay Jaiden," she began, "why didn't you show up to practice three days last week?" the key was to get people in the mood to answer easy questions and do simple tasks first. Then you could really find out interesting things about them later.
"Oh, yeah," Jaiden said, surprised by the mundane question, "My grandma was in from Athens. She is real old and so when she comes in my mom likes me to see her in case she can't come back again." There wasn't a hint of sadness in her voice and in reality she didn't particularly care for her grandma. "Okay, Cameron. Truth or Dare?"
"Dare," Cameron said quickly. Jaiden was a bit disappointed; she prided herself on her probing "truths" while playing this game.
"Fine," she said, her disappointment a bit obvious in her voice, "I dare you to moon the window for ten seconds," it was a sudden burst of inspiration. The girls all giggled.
It was a matter of honor to commit to your dare, regardless of it zaniness and there was no thought in Cameron's mind of avoiding her duty. She hopped off of the bed and walked over to the window. She pulled the shades opened and looked outside. It was dark now and Caroline was completely dead. She really didn't have anything to fear. She turned her back to the window and slid her thumbs into her pants and pulled them down below her ass. She pushed her cheeks against the glass while Jaiden howled with laughter. Kimber was a bit more reserved, but she still thought it was pretty funny. Finally, she shouted "ten" and pulled her pants up and walked back to the bed. She sat down and looked at Kimber.
"Truth or dare?" she asked without another word.
"Hmmm," Kimber thought, she was always indecisive on this issue because she wanted to do both, "truth."
"Okay," Cameron said, running her hand through her blue hair, "What class of Hish are you?" she asked. Jaiden stifled a giggle. This was a slightly rude question to ask as it was considered to not be the business of people who were not very close to you. Further, Kimber was a very strong person and a natural born leader. This made people assume she was an A-class Hish. If she was it would confirm the stereotype and if she was not it would make her look like she was acting like someone she was not. Fortunately, Kimber was proud of who she was.
"I am an A-class," she explained. Jaiden's eyes flashed, she had never seen an A-class Hish naked before, and there was something enticing about knowing for an absolute fact that she was talking to one right now. Cameron just felt that she had confirmed all of her beliefs.



"Okay then Cameron," Kimber said, turning it around, "Truth or dare?" she said.
"Dare," she said again.
"I dare you," Kimber said in a sing-song fashion, "to show us whether or not you pubes match you hair," Cameron's eyes got wide, this was a bit strong. Kimber loved these sorts of dares because they sort of mixed a truth and a dare together. She tilted her head and raised her eyebrows at Cameron. Clearly she would be the tougher nut to crack. Jaiden looked at her friend as well, but with compassion. She knew that Cameron was easily embarrassed at felt for her. At the same time, she was a bit curious about this question herself. She felt herself becoming excited and knew that her girlcock would be hard soon, a thought that excited her even greater.
Finally, Cameron realized that there was no way out and again she slid her thumbs into her pants. This time she pulled the front down just a bit, a few inches below her bellybutton to expose her pubes. Kimber was surprised to find that Cameron had in fact dyed her pubes the same color of cotton candy blue as the hair on her head. She thought that it looked a bit sexy. After she was sure that everyone had a look, Cameron pulled her pants back up. She decided to get the game away from Kimber for a moment and turned to Jaiden, "Truth or dare?" she asked.
"Truth," Jaiden responded. She knew that if she continued to get excited she would soon almost want to get a dare, but for now she wanted her friend to ask her a question. "Have you ever kissed another girl before?" Cameron asked. It was a mundane question, but not one so boring as to make everyone lost interest in the game. Plus she didn't know the answer.
"Yeah," Jaiden said, her freckled cheeks turning a bit red, "Over last summer, I kissed my cousin Dara. We both realized that we should probably kiss someone before we went to college so we kissed each other. It wasn't really a romantic kiss or anything, even though we did use tongue. We just kind of wanted to check it out." Kimber and Cameron were surprised. Although, Cameron didn't believe that sweet, innocent Jaiden fully understood how naughty it was to kiss your blood cousin in any situation. She was just being her usual, somewhat bubbly self. She turned to Kimber and asked, "Truth or Dare?"
"Truth," She replied. It was becoming a theme, Cameron thought, she was the only one doing any dares. But Jaiden was excited. She absolutely loved asking truth questions. Trying to find something that the other person might not want to answer, but getting them to do it in a way that didn't embarrass them. It was an art.
"Okay Kimber, I was wondering, have you ever kissed an older woman?" she asked. There was a rumor floating around school that Kimber and the cheerleading coach, Ms. Wilmore had been seen kissing underneath the bleachers late after a basketball game. Cameron was surprised by Jaiden's boldness. Kimber was also surprised, but she liked the fact that the game was quickly pushing past borders.
"Yes," she said, "I have. But not what you think. That rumor about me and Ms. Wilmore is completely fake. But one time over the summer, I was babysitting and the mom came home. I don't want to tell you her name, but she came home and she was really drunk. I kept asking for my money and she kept telling me how pretty I was. Finally she said she would pay me double and leave me alone if I would give her a kiss. So I did it. She tasted like bourbon, but she was a really good kisser. And she really did pay me extra. Jaiden truth or dare?"
"Dare," Jaiden said. She finally broke. She felt her girlcock hard against her leg and she realized now that she was entirely controlled by her hormones now. She tried to hide it, but in her heart of hearts, Jaiden knew few girls were as horny as she was. Cameron, on the other hand, was still feeling as cold as ice. She was embarrassed by her exhibition and wanted the game to end. But she didn't want to be embarrassed in front of Kimber and she could tell that Jaiden was having fun, so she watched.
"I dare you," Kimber said, "To take that night shirt off and play the rest of the game with whatever it is you have on underneath." Jaiden felt a cold bomb drop in her stomach. She was embarrassed by her body, despite its beauty and she was sure the other girls would see her hard on. However, she had no choice and she pulled the large t-shirt over her head and sat her sexy black bra and polka dot panties. Kimber was surprised. Despite the girl's petite size and small breasts, she was hardly child-like. Her curves were pronounced and she had a delicious build. She had made the right dare.
"Truth or Dare?" Jaiden asked to her friend Cameron. Cameron was shocked out of her reverie. She had been staring at Jaiden's body and feeling quite pleasantly surprised. She hadn't known what a little sex goddess her friend was and was feeling more into this game all of the sudden. So much so that she simply repeated the first word Jaiden had said.
"Truth," she said in a wistful fashion. Jaiden was completely at the mercy of her hormones now and she asked a question that she had been curious about for quite some time.
"How many girls have you had sex with?" she asked, "If you have had sex with any you have to tell us how it happened." Cameron was shocked by this but was also a bit relieved.
"I am a virgin," she explained, "Never done anything more than make out with someone." She glanced down at Jaiden's crotch and saw the hint of a hard on between her legs. She now knew where the last question had come from and she began to feel a bit horny herself. Still a bit intimidated by Kimber, and enticed by her friend, she turned back to her. "Jaiden, truth or dare?" she asked.
"Dare," she said again. She was laying down on her stomach now and the other two girls were enjoying the view of her plump, round ass.
"I dare you to," Cameron said as she thought of a good one, "Kiss Kimber." Jaiden was deathly nervous. She was surprised that her friend had done this to her, but she wasn't disappointed. For her part, Kimber was excited and at the same time she respected Cameron for getting to this point first. She also liked that it was two dares in one. Jaiden got up on her hands and knees and crawled over the bed to where Kimber sat Indian style. She looked at the beautiful face before her, staring into the brown eyes. She closed her own and leaned forward. She felt Kimber's hand reach the back of her head and pull her in. She felt lips touch the head cheerleader's beautiful pouty lips and melted into them. She felt Kimber's tongue rub against her lips. She opened her mouth and felt Kimber's tongue gently rub her own. She brought her own hand up and placed it on the back of Kimber's head. Their tongues danced against one another and Jaiden felt as though she were in heaven. Finally, she broke the kiss. She slunk back to her own side of the bed before she opened her eyes.
Cameron felt the atmosphere in the room change as the beautiful and passionate kiss she had just witnessed came to an end. The game they had been playing before that kiss was certainly racy and not a small amount sexually charged. However, this new game was going to be explicitly erotic and she found that this idea excited her more than it scared her. She felt her heart skip a beat when Jaiden broke the long silence that had begun with the kiss and she said to Kimber, "Truth or Dare?"
"Truth."
"How often do you masturbate? And which do you prefer to masturbate, you girlcock or you pussy?" Jaiden asked. It was one of her secret fetishes, she was obsessed with the masturbatory habits of other girls.
"Well," Kimber started, it was one of her fetishes too and she was excited, "I usually masturbate twice a day, and I usually do one first then the other, so I guess I don't have a preference. I like to jack off in the morning when I first wake up, then I rub my pussy at night before I go to sleep."
"Me too!" Jaiden exclaimed, "That's like exactly what I do," she said. She leaned forward and her legs uncrossed and Cameron was now positive the other girl's cock was hard. She didn't have much time to consider this, Kimber looked over at her.
"Ok Cameron, truth or dare?" she asked.
"Truth," Cameron answered.
"Do you ever masturbate your ass?" Kimber asked. Cameron determined that she had better answer honestly.
"Yes," she answered. The other girls raised their eyebrows expectantly, "I started doing it last summer, I do it like once a week with my mom's dildo." Kimber's cock was rock hard now and she was desperate to play with it. All these sexy secrets were driving her nuts. She was excited when Cameron looked at her and said, "Truth or dare."
"Dare," Kimber said in what was more of a moan than an actual voice. Cameron decided it was time to take the plunge.
"I have never seen a class-A cock before, but I have always been curious. I want you to play the rest of the game naked. I dare you to get naked," Cameron said, looking over at the head cheerleader with a devilish smile on her face. Kimber knew that now the seduction was over. The last reluctant member was completely in now, although she was surprised by how far the game had gone already. She gently grasped the bottom of her nightgown and pulled it quickly over her head. She was completely naked underneath and her erect, 7.5" cock was sticking out regally and uncircumcised from her shaved body. Jaiden literally gasped as the older girl leaned back against the headrest, crossed her arms over her beautiful pink nipples and crossed her legs. Her girldick was sticking straight up in the air and Cameron found that her mouth was literally watering.
"Jaiden, Truth or Dare," Kimber said in a soft, sexy voice. Jaiden continued to stare at the older girl with her eyes wide and her mouth open for a few seconds.
"Dare," she finally managed to sputter out. Kimber tried to conceal her excitement, she had the perfect dare.
"I dare you to masturbate your cock into that empty bottle so we can see how much you cum, I have always wanted to see a class-B cum," she explained. It was a well-known fact that class-C girls came the most, but that class-B girls were able to cum in almost literal buckets in their own right.
Jaiden was almost relieved. Her cock was aching and any feeling of embarrassment she felt with masturbating in public was more that covered by her desired to feel some sexual relief. Jaiden got up off of the bed and picked up the dry, empty 16 ounce water bottle off the dresser. She sat down on the opposite bed with her legs facing the other girls. She lifted her ass up slightly and pulled the polka dotted panties down, revealing her cute little 4.5" shaved penis.
Jaiden looked up at the other girls. Kimber was staring at her with a smile on her face and her hand gently rested on her giant cock. Cameron was looking at her in a shy way. She was a bit ashamed by how completely overwhelmed she was by her friend's beauty. Seeing this, Jaiden relaxed a bit. She knew that she wasn't weird looking (a secret fear) and could tell the girls wanted to see her play.
She took her cock in her right hand and stroked it gently. While she played, she moaned and played with her tit with her other hand. The other girls were spellbound, watching the petite young girl's ass gently rocking as she stroked her hardened cock up and down. Jaiden threw her head back and closed her eyes. She bit her lip so hard that Cameron thought she would cut through to blood.
Jaiden didn't take very long, she was far too excited. She let out a high pitched noise and then dropped her tit and grabbed the bottle. She barely got the lip to her cock before she was shooting out hot gobs of cum. The first few bursts of white cream were amazingly large. Kimber would not have believe so much cum could come out of such a tiny girl but she was seeing the bottle quickly fill before her very eyes. Jaiden bucked her hips hard and milked her cock for all it was worth. Eventually she began to slow and finally she finished coming entirely. She breathed a sigh of relief and fell back on the bed. She gingerly set the bottle on the nightstand, so full that it was running down the side.
"Oh my god," Cameron said, unable to stop herself, "That was amazing." The only thing that Kimber could do was nod. Suddenly, the smallest girl in the room was in charge. She didn't know how it had happened, but the other girl's would've done anything she asked at that point. She decided to try something naughty.
She sat up on the bed, her cock still hard between her legs and her tits still covered by her bra. She could feel the other girls' eyes on her and she kept eye contact with them as she reached over and once again picked up the bottle, the side sticky with her cum. She held it in front of her and looked at the other girls. In one quick motion she brought it to her lips and gulped down 8 hot, salty ounces of her own cum, half of the bottle gone down her throat. She rested the bottle between her legs, loving the feel of its pressure against her cock. For Cameron, it was somehow unbearably and deliciously naughty. Kimber thought that she might be in love.
"I want each of you to drink half of the rest of my cum, okay?" she asked sweetly. They could hardly say no. Kimber was up first. She walked the three steps separating them, he cock swinging like a pendulum. Her fingers grazed Jaiden's tiny cock as she lifted the bottle. She put it to her nose and smelled the sweet nectar. She smiled and put it to her lips. She took almost all of it into her mouth and swished the hot, sexy cum around in her mouth. Her cheeks were bulging with cum and it was trying to slide out of her mouth.
Cameron stood up to express her anger and Jaiden was preparing to do the same when Kimber turned to Cameron and grabbed both sides of her head. She brought the taller girls' lips to her face and kissed her. She opened her mouth and allowed half of the hot, sticky cum to slide out of her mouth and into Camerons' waiting lips. Cameron was shocked quickly swallowed the tasty cum. Kimber did the same, but their kiss held. Kimber was licking as much of the cum out of Cameron's mouth and off of her teeth as she could. Cameron was doing her best to do the same. Eventually their kiss broke. Kimber took the last couple ounces of cum and splashed it on Cameron's face.
"Hey you bitch!" Cameron said, laughing and they both giggled. While Jaiden watched this spectacle she removed her bra and lay back on her bed. She beckoned Cameron over and then licked the last of the cum off her friend's face. Cameron realized that she was now the only girl wearing clothes and decided to remedy that situation. She pulled her tank top over her head and then quickly slipped her boxers off, exposing her 5" dick, surround by blue hair, and her modest breasts.
Impulsively, Cameron got down between Jaiden's legs and stopped with her face a mere inch from her friend's cute little cock. She hesitated only a second and then took the entire thing into her mouth. Jaiden's body shook all over. Cameron began to bob her head up and down over her friend's cock. Jaiden was in ecstasy, her hands buried in her friend's blue hair.
Kimber was more than turned on by this. She walked around behind Cameron and watched Jaiden's face as her friend sucked her cock. Kimber decided to join in. She climbed up onto the bed and took a position behind Cameron. She now knew that Cameron liked to masturbate her ass so she decided to take advantage of that particular wet part of Cameron's anatomy. She positioned her cock gently against Cameron's tiny brown asshole and then gently pushed into the hot wetness. Cameron had not been lying about masturbating her ass with her mother's dildo. She came almost uncontrollably anytime something went into her tight, but willing ass. Kimber felt as though it was trying to suck her in and before she knew it, all 7.5" were inside of the taller girl.
Cameron was out of her head at this point. She was fucking hard with her ass and at the same time sucking on Jaiden's tiny penis with the intensity of a hurricane. Suddenly she felt an uncontrollable surge in her core. She felt white hot bands of pleasure emanating out of every tiny pore in her body. She sat up suddenly, popping the cock out of her mouth and driving Kimber's cock even harder into her ass. She experienced the most intense orgasm of her life as reams of cum shot out of her cock. The first few spurts hit a surprised Jaiden in the face, the rest landed on the small girl's neck, tits, and stomach. Thick ropes of cum lay on the girl's body and she giggled with pleasure and licked the salty cum off her lips.
Cameron pulled herself off of Kimber's raging dick and rolled over panting on the bed. Kimber was stunned by how beautiful Jaiden looked with cum all over her. Jaiden curled her middle finger at Kimber and licked her lips in a provocative way. Kimber had to avoid running up the bed. She slowly slinked her way up to Jaiden.
Jaiden took the standing Kimber's cock in her right hand and stroked it once. It felt good on her hand and she giggled. She then lifted the cock up gently to her lips and kissed it once, a mere peck. She looked up at Kimber using only her eyes and Kimber was then certain she was in love. Jaiden then opened her mouth and took Kimber's cock into her mouth. She worked slowly, sucking Cameron's ass off of it, taking it a few inches deeper at a time. Kimber had a hard time keeping her balance and keeping her eyes from rolling back in her head.
By now, Cameron was revived and she was again aroused by the sight of Jaiden covered in her cum sucking on Kimber's large cock. Kimber was standing with her legs spread in front of Jaiden. Cameron saw an opportunity. She crawled over to the other girls and crouched over Jaiden's waist, her face looking directly at Kimber's ass. She gently scrunched her body up until she felt Jaiden's cock against her leg. She gently took Jaiden's cock in her hand and guided it into her pussy. She moaned as the tiny cock entered her tight, sensitive pussy. Once Jaiden was inside of her, Cameron made her move. She reached above her body and pulled Kimber down onto her own cock, letting in slide gently into Kimber's pussy. Kimber was able to take all of Cameron's girlcock into her pussy while staying on her knees. Her cock was so big that Jaiden was still able to suck on it even while she fucked Cameron and Cameron fucked Kimber.
They moved in unison, a writhing ball of sex. They moaned loudly and the bed groaned with their every movement. When Jaiden thrust her hips into Cameron, Cameron would thrust her hips into Kimber, who would then thrust her cock into Jaiden's mouth. They were a sexual perpetual motion machine and none of them wanted it ever to end.
However, when it did, it was the most intense experience any of them had ever had. Kimber's cock came first, shooting a few hot ounces of thick, sticky cum into Jaiden's mouth. Then everything happened at once. Jaiden came in Cameron's pussy, shooting hot cum deep into her tight cunt. At that precise moment, both Kimber pussy and cock came at the exact same time, her pussy contracting hard on Jaiden's cock and her girldock shooting cum into Kimber's pussy. Kimber, pussy then came as well, dripping juice down onto Cameron's cum covered cock. The entire bed was covered in cum, sweat, and pussy juice as the three girls collapsed onto the bed, arms and legs and heads and cocks intertwined. They fell asleep that way, as one person.
The next day Kimber led the girls to the island championship. No one else was even close. Many of the judges noted that it seemed as if many of the girls from West Athens High School were able to move as a single person almost. They won by the widest score margin of any champion in the history of the competition and Kimber was given a medal. She invited her two best friends over to her house that weekend to celebrate. Her mother going to be out of town.



The End
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Chapter 1: The New School
I was pretty excited that first day. If I had known what the next few weeks were going to be like I might have been a bit more reticent, but everything is easier when you looking back on it. Anyway, it was my first day at a new school and I couldn't wait. I was a little bit sad because I had left my big, suburban school last summer as the most popular junior in school. I was the underclassman captain of the cheerleading squad and I was dating the senior quarterback of the football team. He had a scholarship to Notre Dame. Anyway, now I had moved with my mom and dad to a small town when my dad got transferred and it was going to be different. Not that I hadn't gotten anything out the deal, I'd finally gotten my parents to pay for me to take a year off after high school and travel. I wasn't nervous about my first day, I had always been popular and I had no doubt that this factor at least would be no different.
I think now that maybe I had a false sense of security because I was pretty and I knew it. I was a short girl, 5'2 and weighed around 100lbs at 18 years old. I had long platinum blonde hair and big violet eyes with long eyelashes. I had a little upturned pixie nose and thick, full lips. My skin was a bit pale, but not in a ghostly or unpleasant way. My breasts were small, but they fit my small frame. As an athlete, I was in pretty good shape with a flat stomach, a tight little butt, and shapely legs. I was impressed with myself, but I wouldn't say I was vain. Just a little too confident.
My parents had bought me a car for my 18th birthday and I remember feeling very happy as I pulled into the student parking lot about twenty minutes before class started on that first day. I parked and got out. I thought that I was dressed very cutely in my tight, dark straight leg jeans and my tight little striped sweater. I walked up to the front entrance and I was immediately struck by how different this school was. My old school was big and modern and looked like it was a place for the best and the brightest. This building was old and the colors were all faded. It looked like it had been built in the fifties or something. It was also a lot tinier than my old school and it was a little weird. There were relatively few students. I found out later that each class had around 50 students, so around 200 students. My old school had over 1500 students total.
There were only few people outside and I walked in the front door and made my way down the hallway. At the end of this first hallway was a big, open lunchroom with other little hallways shooting off the sides where the classes were located. It looked like everyone just spent his or her mornings hanging out in the lunchroom talking. There was a pleasant little chatter going on and I started to feel comfortable. The school might've been old and ugly, but the kids looked just like all the kids everywhere. There was a little group of nerds sitting in one corner talking about whatever little Japanese card game was getting big, there was another group of stoner kids, and all the various social groups you expect in high school, just smaller groups.
I looked around and saw a group of football players wearing their letterman's jackets. I figured this was the place for me to go. Their girlfriends would be around soon and I would be in with the group I belonged with. Everything started out well.
"Hey, you new here?" one of the football players asked as I walked past the table. Boys were so easy. I had to work not to smile at myself.
"Yeah, I just moved here over the summer from Westdale," I explained and the guy, who was kind of big and kind of ugly nodded and smiled at me.
"Well, welcome to Lexington High School," he said in a friendly way and all the other football players greeted me. I could feel them looking at me and I would be lying if I said I didn't like it. Suddenly, I heard a voice from behind me.
"Umm...hello?" the voice said in a way that was kind of sweet but in a way that indicated she was trying to be a bitch. I turned around and there was a crowd of girls standing behind me. The one who had spoken to me was in the front and she had her arms crossed.
"Hi," I said, feeling suddenly intimidated.
"Are you looking for someone or something?" she asked as though she were really trying to be helpful.
"No, just saying hello. I am new here," I said. I was better looking than her and I could tell it was eating her up inside. This kind of stuff happens all the time in high school, but it was a lot scarier to do this without any friends around me.
"Oh," she said and then just looked at me. She looked at one of the football players who had been talking to me and gave him a look like he had been cheating on her with me, "Well I am Crystal Kimble."
"Shae Sullivan," I replied. The four or five other girls curtly introduced themselves.
"Well I guess you got to say hi to everyone," Crystal said and then she sat down at the table with the football players. The other girls followed suit and there wasn't a seat left at the table, "So I guess we'll see you later," she said in her sweetest voice possible.
I felt like I had been slapped in the face. I mean these were the kinds of girls that I hung out with back at my old school. I had known right away that they were going to be my friends. I felt embarrassed to have just stood there and taken it but at the same time I was completely impotent by myself. I walked away from the table and just as I was out of earshot I heard a whisper and then they let out a little catty laugh. My cheeks were hot and I felt like everyone in the gym was staring at me. I walked off into a hallway and desperately searched for my locker. I wanted to stick my head into it so that no one could see me.
I eventually found it and put my bag inside. The rest of the day didn't get much better. I sat by myself in homeroom and only the sorts of people I felt uncomfortable around would talk to me. It seemed like all the boys who were even remotely good looking were already dating someone and as a result they were terrified of talking to me. The classrooms were smaller and dingier than at my old school. Things got really bad during third period when my cell phone went off in class and the teacher yelled at me and then took it away. She said I could get it back at the end of the day. Crystal was in that class if I remember correctly. She was laughing at me.
I felt so stupid. I had been on the giving end of these little games before but no one at my old school would've dared acted like this around me. No one snickered behind my back and no one refused to talk to me. I felt like crying the entire day. However, after eating a lunch by myself in a little table near the back of the room I came up with a plan. I would go and talk to the cheerleading coach after my last period. If I could get onto the squad I could start to make friends and everything would get better. I actually felt happy again by the end of the day.
When the final bell rang I rushed towards the gym. I got lost a little bit on the way, but eventually I was able to find it. I opened up the door and stepped in. I came in at the same time the cheerleading squad was coming out of the girl's locker room. I could tell they were the cheerleaders. They had great hair and they walked with so much confidence. It was like they knew that they ran the place. I saw Crystal walking in the front. She wasn't even good-looking! She had a horse face and her legs were chunky.
They saw me standing in the middle of the gym and I saw Crystal whisper something into one of the other girl's ears and the girl laughed. They walked up together and stood in front of me. They didn't say anything for a minute, they just looked at me.
"Hey Thae," she said in a friendly and syrupy manner.
"It's Shae, actually," I said, feeling a little bit nervous for some reason. I never felt like this before. This social pressure. It was incredibly unpleasant.
"Oh yeah," she said, "I'm sorry. What are you doing here? This is cheerleading practice."
"Yeah, I know," I said.
"Well, you aren't a cheerleader," she replied and I felt like spitting on her. She was standing there with her hands on her hips and I wanted to spit on her and then maybe kill her. This was the exact opposite of how life should be!
"I know, I was going to talk to the coach. I was a cheerleader at my old school. I was thinking about joining here," I replied. Finding some confidence for my voice.
"Oh I'm sorry," Crystal said and she said it like she meant it and that made it all the more maddening, "We have our try-outs in the summer. There aren't anymore spots."
"School only started a couple weeks ago, I just want to talk to the coach," I said, trying to push past her to get to the locker-room. He put her hands out and stopped me.
"Listen," she said, getting a little angry now. I looked into her beady little eyes and she stared right back at me, "We are already complete. I am the captain of this team. If I tell the coach you are causing problems, she won't just keep you off the team, she'll get you banned from the football games," she threatened.
"You can't do that," I said, but I wasn't sure. I stopped pushing against her.
"You shouldn't be so sure. I can't imagine you want to get into any more trouble. After all, you already got your phone confiscated. You did remember to get that back before Mrs. Fuller left didn't you?" she asked. I realized that I had left the phone there. I didn't care if I looked like an idiot. I turned and ran back to the classroom and I could hear them laughing at me long after I was out the door. I tried to sprint towards the classroom but I couldn't remember where it was. The building was such a little maze of hallways and lockers and they all looked dingy and the same. Eventually, I thought that I was on the right track.
I made it to the classroom just as she was getting ready to lock up. She gave me a sour look but let me in to get my phone. I grabbed it and quickly ran out to my car. I sat down in the front seat and flipped my phone open. There was a text message from Meghan my best friend from Westdale, "Have a good first day! Luv ya!" It said. I put my head against the steer wheel and cried. I don't know how long I cried there but I remember it was the single most lonesome moment of my entire life.
Chapter 2: A Clique
For the rest of the week I begged my parents everyday to go back. I begged them to get new jobs and go back to the suburbs and away from this hellish little town. I said I'd give up my trip and go right to college like they wanted. I wanted to see my friends and I wanted to be the queen bee again. I couldn't stand sitting at the lunch table by myself anymore. I couldn't stand the feeling of sitting in the middle of the classroom and having no one to pass notes to. It was getting to be horrible. The worst thing was that Crystal and her friends weren't even making fun of me anymore. They were pretending like I didn't even exist. I cried in between classes sometimes and by the end of the first week I was slinking around the hallways, trying to act invisible and hoping that no one noticed me.
It was weird to see the world from the other side. I saw other people who were like me at my old school. The day must've just zipped by for them. Every class was like a little date with your boyfriend or a chance to hang out with your friends. Then there was me and couple of other cretins who just took the 400 or 500 hours it took to get through the day, feeling ugly and dirty.
The Wednesday of the first week of school was the absolute worst day of my entire life. I walked in the front door and for the first time there were people looking at me. I didn't know what they were looking at, I checked my clothes for stains and my hair for objects but there was nothing. I could hear people whispering about me behind their hands and I could feel their eyes burning into me.
I went to my first class and I could still hear the whispering. I nearly made it to lunch but I started getting more and more paranoid. I had to know what was going on but at the same time I was terrified. In my fourth period class I asked to be excused. I didn't know what I planned to do but I had to get away from people. I ran into the girl's bathroom and got into one of the stalls. I sat there for a few minutes and just breathed deeply, feeling a bit sick to my stomach. I didn't know what was going on, but I knew that it was bad. I heard someone else walk into the room, then another.
"Hey Jill," one voice said.
"Hey," was the reply.
"So did you hear about the new girl?" the girl asked. I sat up straight on the toilet and listened.
"No," Jill said, sounding interested, "What happened?"
"Well," the girl said, talking like she had a big, juicy piece of gossip to tell, "I heard she was at that party at Morgan's house last weekend and Crystal went upstairs to get her coat to leave. At she opened the door and that new chick Shae, she was in there totally hooking up with Matt Miller!" They laughed really hard.
"No way!" she said.
"I heard from Cindy and she heard it directly from Crystal."
"That is so nasty. Matt Miller is so gross. That chick is a total skank." I was already crying by this point. I had no idea who Matt Miller was but I didn't want anyone thinking I was having sex with anyone. I didn't want anyone talking about me at all. I wanted to be away from this place and I never wanted to come back. The girls finished putting on their make-up or whatever they were doing. I slowly opened the door and walked out of the stall. I was surprised to see someone at the sink washing her face. She was some punk looking chick with dyed hair and thick eye shadow and she stared at me with a sort of blank stare and noticed my puffy eyes.
"Chill out there new chick," she said with a little bit of a laugh in her voice, "They'll find out somebody hooked up with somebody else next week and you'll but old news."
"But I didn't..." I started indignantly, then I simply ran out of the bathroom. At least if she laughed I didn't hear her as I was leaving. I considered just getting in my car and driving home but my mom didn't work and she would make me come back. She kept telling me that it would be tough at first but it would get better. But she didn't have to come here and the ladies who lived on our block weren't quite as bitchy as their daughters.
Finally, I decided to just go to lunch. I would put up with all of the horrible stares and the rumors because I really didn't have a choice. I bought myself a lunch and sat down in my little corner table all by myself. Occasionally someone would stare at me, but they had mostly gotten that out of their system. Now they were all discussing me at their tables. I felt like a leper.
"Alright Barbie, come sit with us," Someone said. I shook my head out of my little daze and looked over at the source of the voice. There were three girls standing next to my little table and they were looking at me with a weird mixture of contempt, sympathy, and genuine kindness. However, these were not the girls that I would usually have hung out with.
The girl who had spoken to me was someone I had heard of before. I knew her name was Julie and that she was sort of the leader of a little clique of punk/goth chicks who were very pretty but very weird. The rumor going around school was that they were lesbians. I didn't care what they were; I wanted to sit with someone at lunch. I stood up without saying anything.
Julie was a lot taller than me, probably 5'7 and very, very thin maybe 100lbs. She had sort of spiky, shoulder length hair that was dyed jet black and kind of puff in some way, but not nappy. She had thick, emerald eye shadow and had put her eyeliner on very thick and black. It accentuated her green eyes and actually looked very nice. She had a naturally innocent face with large eyes and soft features, but she wore a smirk on her face that indicated that she was anything but. She had a little nose stud and a metal ball right under her lip on the right side of her face. Her body was lithe, like a model and she had very small, perky breasts. She had a necklace that looked like a dog collar on and her arms had dozens of little bracelets that overlaps and clinked whenever she moved. Her arms were thin and elegant. She was wearing combat boots with black fishnet stockings running up to a short, black skirt. Lastly she had a skintight dark blue tank top with a white skull on the front. Her skin was milky. I couldn't believe how beautiful she was and why a girl so pretty wouldn't be on the cheerleading squad.
The other two girls were obviously her little minions, but they were surprisingly pretty as well. The one on the right was the girl I had seen in the bathroom earlier. She was medium height, probably 5'5 and no more than 105lbs. She had long hair that was black on the bottom where it was sort of growing out but with light blonde hair on top. I say growing out, but it was obviously an intentional look. She had a warm and open face and was actually smiling at me. She had thick lips and, I would later learn, a tongue stud. Her breasts were quite large, probably C-cups and she had light colored skin. She was also wearing a black skirt, but she was also wearing a tight pink t-shirt. Her thick eye shadow was pink and she also had the thick eyeliner. As I stood up Julie introduced this girl as Tara.
The other girl she introduced as Misty. She was not as slim as the other girls, but not chubby by any standard. She was probably 5'4 and about 125lbs. She had short, jet black hair with little deep purple highlights. Not surprisingly, her eye shadow was purple. She had a bit of a severe look on her face, pretty but angry. She had C-cup breasts and a curvy body. Her black tank-top was short and I could see a bellybutton ring. She too was wearing a skirt, although hers was plaid and she too was wearing combat boots. They were all so bizarrely appealing.
"Um...Okay," I said, unable to come up with a way to agree to go with them that wasn't lame. They didn't say anything; they just turned and started walking. I decided that there was no point in waiting and quickly grabbed my lunch and jogged after them.
They sat at a table in a different corner of the room. They sat down, all on one side of the table. It was clear I was supposed to sit on the opposite side. It was like it was an interview for the opportunity to sit with them. A month ago I wouldn't have dreamed of degrading myself like that, but at this point I didn't really have any options. I was too lonely to care.
We sat at the table and ate quietly for a hile. I looked up at them out of the corner of my eye but they didn't seem to say anything. I could see that some of the people around the cafeteria were looking at us. To this day I believe that Julie only asked me to sit with them that day to get her name all over school. She just wanted to make a splash. The fact that we all became friends was just a happy little bonus to her initial plan. Finally, when there was ten minutes left in lunch, one of them spoke.
"So are you going to say anything or are you just going to eat that nasty food?" Misty asked in a snotty sort of way. I instantly knew that she was not really happy that I was there.
"I don't know," I said.
"We just wanted to get to know you is all. There aren't new girls here that often," Tara said. I realized now that she was seriously trying to be nice to be in the bathroom earlier. I felt bad for running away.
"I don't know why you'd want to get to know me. It seems like everyone in this school hates me," I replied dryly.
"That's pretty much the only reason we like you at this point," Julie said. I would learn that Julie didn't say anything just to say it. If she had something to say it was going to be direct, brutal, and truthful. It was the exact opposite of cheerleader speak and it took me a while to realize it wasn't mean. I hung on to the fact that Tara was being nice to me at this point.



"Well I moved here from Westdale a couple weeks into this school year. I was the junior captain of my cheerleading squad back home and I just wanted to try and join the squad and then everyone here said I was a slut and I just want to go back to where I come from," I hadn't intended to let out a long running sentence, or nearly break into tears when I was talking about myself, but that was basically what happened. They weren't exactly supportive of me, but they weren't cold either. Tara even patted my hand on the table.
"Fuck 'em," Misty said. Misty seemed to only tolerate me to the point that it allowed her to show a little bit of hatred for the other people at the school.
"Well Shae," Julie said, ending this little interview that was going absolutely nowhere, "If you want to hang out with us in the morning and eat lunch with us for the rest of the week, I think that'd be okay. If it doesn't work out I won't feel bad about kicking you out. In fact it will help me look like bitch in front of the other idiots at this school. But I figure you haven't really done anything to deserve to be treated like shit. I think Crystal's boyfriend wants in your pants and that is about the long and the short of it. So hang out with us if you don't think you're better than us," she said, phrasing the last question as an accusation. Its implications were clear. Give up the cheerleader Shae and have friends or be deluded.
"I don't think that," I said, trying to choose my words carefully, "I'd be happy to sit at the lunch table with you and everything. I am not Goth or Punk or anything though." Julie sort of laughed.
"We don't want you to be an anything. Just hang out with us if you want to and don't if you don't," she said matter-of-factly.
"Oh," I said, feeling like I had said the wrong thing, "Well I think it would be fun to sit with you guys."
"Great!" Tara said and then looked at the other girls for confirmation. They seemed a little bit annoyed by her cheerfulness but they nodded at me. Tara was definitely a junior partner here and I could tell she went out on a limb to ask if I could sit with them. I was immediately touched by that and furthermore I was ecstatic to have someone in this school who would at least talk to me.
I was still sitting with the girls and talking to them, trying to get to know them but they weren't really in the mood to give anything away. I was just about to tell Julie that I liked her hair when Crystal and her friends walked by.
"Oh my God!" she said, acting like she was talking to her friends, "it smells more and more like skanky trash in here all the time." Her friends giggle. She then looked me dead in the eyes.
"Hey Crystal, your tampon string is showing," Misty said and it was true! There was a cheerleading competition that evening and she was wearing her little skirt and it was clearly and grossly visible against her leg. Crystal struggled to come up with something to say, but she just turned and walked away. The other girls laughed and I joined them. It felt good.
"Don't let her bother you. Seriously," Misty said, which surprised me. It must have just been the spite she felt for Crystal. The bell rang and I said goodbye to my friends. My possible friends.
The rest of the day was a little bit easier. I went to my classes and things were still weird but at least I had some hope. There hadn't really been any girls like Julie, Misty, and Tara at my old school, at least not any that I knew anything about. They seemed a little bit bizarre, but I couldn't be picky.
Finally the last bell for the day rang and I walked out of my class. I felt an intense freedom that school was out and I didn't have to look at the drab walls or angry students anymore. I was considering this and sort of walking with my head in the clouds when I felt a tug on my elbow. I turned and looked and it was Tara smiling at me. I smiled back.
"Hey Tara!" I said, trying not to sound too excited, after all I was a trying to get in good with these girls and didn't want to seem desperate.
"Hey Shae," she said and then started to walk with me. It was heaven to walk in the hallway with someone by my side, "I really like your name."
"Oh that's so sweet," I said and she giggled.
"What?"
"Nothing, you just talk like a cheerleader," she said and I felt silly. I guess I would have to learn to walk the walk and talk the talk.
"Sorry," I said, not sure exactly what I was supposed to say.
"Don't worry about it, its just funny," she said.
"Oh okay," I said. I wanted to ask questions but I didn't really know what it was that I wanted to say. So I talked about music. I was into all the girly pop stuff and I just started talking about it because I assumed she would know what I was talking about.
"Hey Shae," she said, politely.
"Yeah," I said.
"Hey you can listen to whatever you like and you can talk about it with me when it's just the two of us even though I don't know about it. But do not talk about it in front of Misty and Julie. They will make fun of you so bad! Julie will just do it to be funny but Misty doesn't really want anyone else to sit with us so just try be cool about it," she said. I was surprised, but grateful. There were a lot of rules I supposed I had to learn.
By this time we were outside standing in front of the building. I heard a car backfire and then Misty pulled up in a beat up Ford Festiva. I saw Julie sitting in the passenger seat trying to paint her toenail black. Tara waved goodbye to me and then got in the car.
"See you tomorrow Shae," Julie said to me as Misty put her foot on the gas and they sped out of the parking lot.
Chapter 3: Blending In
The next day I got to school a little earlier and went over and sat with my new friends. They acknowledged me like I was supposed to be there but I sort of sat to the side and just listened. I had to get used to the rhythm of their interactions so I could figure out where I fit in without acting like a cheerleader or doing something that would make them dislike me. I noticed a few things.
First is that they were all a lot more direct that the cheerleaders. They didn't say anything passive aggressively. If they thought someone was doing something stupid, they just came out and said it. Secondly, they were a lot gruffer and more sexually explicit in their language, almost like they were boys or something. They made sexual jokes and talked about their breasts or vaginas in a way that I never would've dreamed of before. They weren't really talking about having sex or anything like that; they would just say vulgar things as parts of jokes. Finally, they were really sweet when you got down to it. They talk to each other in an intimate and real way that definitely wouldn't be matched on a cheerleading squad.
They didn't bother me or try to force me to talk in the morning and before long, I was in class going through the motions of another day. I was looking forward to lunch. I didn't know what would happen, but I was going to make my best effort before the end of the week. It was my only hope. I didn't pay attention in class but it didn't seem that anyone noticed.
Lunch rolled around and I moved with purpose. I had tried to look the part that day so I was wearing a skirt and a t-shirt, but the only skirt I had that looked anything like the ones my new friends wore as it was white and my shirt was just a plain black t-shirt I found in my mom's closet. I didn't really look like them, but it was better than nothing. They were already sitting and talking when I got there.
"Hey," Tara said and the other girls nodded when I sat down.
"Hey guys," I said, trying to sound casual.
"Who you calling a guy?" Julie asked, but not in a mean spirited way. I decided to try to give a little back.
"I don't know, I just saw this bulge in Misty's skirt when I walked up so I figured this was the boys track team table or something," I said, feeling my heart pounding in my chest as I gauged their reactions. They sat silently for a minute then Tara and Julie started howling with laughter.
"Fuck you!" Misty said, scowling. I was more than willing to piss her off to get the other two on my side, especially Julie. The lunch settled down after that I talked to them. I was actually a part of the conversation. It was like I had said some magic words and I was in. I found myself saying the sorts of vulgar things they said, they came out of my mouth without me even having to think. It was wonderful in a weird way.
"Oh man, so I was in Mr. Franklin's class this morning and he was going on and on about polynomials or something and I realized something," Tara said.
"What?" I asked.
"His head is shaped almost exactly like an ass. I mean look at him sometimes. Like her cheeks are all big and fleshy and he has this liked crushed in face that looks like a crack. Its totally gross," she said.
"Yeah and everything that comes out of his mouth is shit," I said, not having ever met Mr. Franklin and feeling a little guilty, but again the girls were impressed. To go through everything we said during lunch would be the height of tedium. Suffice it say, we bullshitted the entire lunch away and I felt really good for the first time since entering the school. I was sincerely sad when I left for class. I had had fun.
After school Tara came up to me in the hallway again and walked with me out to the parking lot. It was nice to have someone and I assumed that this was going to be a part of my routine from now on. We got to the front of the school again and this time Julie and Misty were standing in front of the school.
"Hey," Julie said.
"What's up?" I asked and they smiled at me.
"The Festiva died on the way home from school yesterday. We wanted to know if you could give us rides to our houses," Misty said, acting as though I was somehow asking her for a favor. In a way I guess I was. I was happy to give them a ride.
"Sure, follow me," I said and I led them to my car. I got in and Tara took the front seat. She smartly turned the volume all the way down on the radio before I started the engine and then smiled at me. I smiled to myself; it could've gotten ugly there. I drove Misty home first as she was only about a quarter mile from the school. She lived in a big house on Miller drive where all of the local bigwigs lived. Her dad owned the grocery store in town and was the mayor. She even thanked me when she got out. Next I took Tara home. She lived in a little trailer out by the railroad with her dad. Her mom had died when she was born and her dad was a bit of an alcoholic, but was very sweet to her. When she got out, Julie moved to the front seat and I went to take her home.
"Thanks again for the ride," she said and I nodded, "You really pissed Misty off today you know?"
"Oh yeah? Is that bad?" I asked, a little bit nervous.
"If Misty isn't pissed off at you she doesn't recognize that you are alive, I wouldn't worry about it," she said and then turned on the radio. It was worse than I had expected. Not only was it teeny bopper music but it was really, really old, bad teeny bopper music. Julie started laughing. For a second I felt really nervous, but then I realized that it was hilarious that somehow Hanson had made it onto my radio and I started laughing too.
We were still laughing when we pulled into Julie's house and she wiped a tear from her eye, careful not to mess out her make-up as she did. She was smiling a sweet little smirk and I smiled back at her. She didn't say anything she just waved to me as she left. I laughed the whole way home.
The next day was basically the same thing. I talked to my friends in the morning and then struggled to stay awake in class. I was a part of the conversation during lunch and even managed to make my new friends laugh. I found that Tara liked to walk with me to classes and I found that I liked her a lot. She was a bit of a follower and I don't know how into the whole alternative chick thing that she was but she was just happy to be a part of a group. I guess I was in the same boat. She was always giving me little bits of advice like what to say and wear to fit in well. I took what advice I liked and left the rest, but it was sweet of her to offer.
At the end of the day Tara and I walked over to the front of the building and we again saw Misty and Julie standing in front. Apparently I was now the ride. I didn't even say anything, I just smiled and they followed me to the car. We all piled in and then Julie spoke.
"Alright so your little trial period is over," Julie said as she lit a cigarette and cracked the window on my car, "So something has to give." I felt very upset. Everything had been going well; at least I thought it had. What did she mean?
"What?" I asked.
"Well we all think its cool if you want to hang out with us at school and maybe even on the weekends, but you gotta change your look. I mean I don't know if your panties come with a stick to put up your ass, but you have too much of an uptight sorority girl look going on," she said and they all laughed. I was relieved.
"Well, I guess its time for a change," I said and they directed me to the mall. It was sort of a blur as they took me around to various stores and put a whole bunch of charges on Misty's dad's credit card. They handed me clothes and shoved them in bags. They took me to a salon and got my hair dyed, telling me that my blonde hair would look great because it would take dye very easily. They begged, cajoled, and mocked me for two hours until I was somehow convinced to get three new piercing. I didn't even know what I looked like and they refused to let me look in a mirror. We drove back to Julie's house and went down to the basement where her room was located and they stripped me down to my bra and panties and then got me dressed into all of my new clothes.
When we were all finished, Julie took me over to a mirror and I was shocked by my transformation. My hair was the first thing. I had suggested some colors but what they had picked looked so much better. I had let Tara's two-tone long hair inspire my style, but where Tara had dark hair underneath of blonde hair I had dark purple hair underneath of bright pink hair. My platinum blonde hair had taken the hair superbly and I loved how it looked. I had violet eye shadow and thick eyeliner on that really accentuated my violet eyes. My Monroe piercing and the two studs on either side of my lower lip looked great with my new look face. Furthermore, my clothing looked great on me. I had a black, short, pleated skirt on that really showed off my legs. I had a pair of combat boots on that were comfortable and made me feel kind of tough. Finally I had a very tight white dress shirt with short sleeves and little purple tie. You could see my black bra through my shirt. I just loved how different it was. For the first time I looked like I belonged with my new friends.
"Well?" Julie asked as I stared at this new, alien girl in the mirror.
"I look sexy!" I said and then giggled. They giggled too.
"You look really, really good Shae," Tara added and I thanked her. Even Misty admitted that the transformation was complete. We all stood together looking in the mirror with our dyed hair and our piercings and make-up and we looked damn good. I wanted to stay and hang out but I looked at my watch and it was already 6:30. I realized that I was going to have to show my parents my new hair! My new piercings! This was going to be bad.
I got home just as my mom was finishing up with dinner. She had her head in the fridge and she heard me come into the room. I had been thinking the whole drive home about what I was going to say, but the more I thought about it the less I cared what I was going to say. I had been telling them that I was miserable for weeks and they hadn't done anything. If they didn't like my new look they had no one to blame but themselves.
"Shae honey, where have you..." she started and then took her head out of the fridge and looked at me.
"What?" I asked.
"What have you done to your hair? What are you wearing? Those had better not be real piercings?" she said. When my dad heard her yelling he came in from the living room and was equally shocked.
"What is going on?" he said, "are you doing drugs?" Classic response from my dad. He was so completely out of it that he thought hair dye must mean ecstasy. I actually started to laugh.
"Relax," I said, "I went shopping with my new friends."
"Are those real piercings?" my mother asked again.
"Yeah," I said, "I don't need your permission to get piercings. I am 18."
"I don't like this," My mother said. It was at this point that I started to feel a little bit bad. I decided to take it easy on them.
"Sorry mom. Listen. I am not doing drugs or anything. It's just my new friends sort of dress like this and they have studs and stuff too. I just wanted to fit in with my friends. But they are all good girls. Julie and Tara are both on the honor roll. Julie and Misty are both going to college, and Tara is going to got to Community College" I explained and she seemed to relax a little bit.
"You are such a sweet girl. You shouldn't have to change the way you look to have friends," she said. It was sweet of her, even if it wasn't really true. Everyone has to look and fit her part. Why else did dad wear a silk phallus around his neck at work?
"It's not like that. I wanted to do this," I explained. My mother smiled wistfully at me. She really was understanding in her own way most of the time.
"Alright honey," she said, "I trust you." With that my dad sat down at the table. He wasn't really concerned. As long as my mom was happy he was happy. Just as we sat down the phone rang. I got up and answered it. It was Tara.
"Hey Shae its Tara," she said.
"What's up?" I asked.
"Julie's parents are out of town and we are all going to stay over at her house tonight. You want to come?" She asked. I was excited. I hadn't been to a sleepover in months.
"Hold on," I said and put my hand over the mouthpiece, "Hey mom, can I go over to stay at Julie's house tonight?" She looked at my dad for a minute but he was a blank slate. She seemed to consider things and then she looked over her shoulder at me.
"Okay, but please behave," she said finally.
"Yeah sounds great! What time?" I asked and she told me to be there at 8:00. I hung up and sat back down and ate a relatively quiet dinner with my family and waited for the clock to change.
Chapter 4: The Sleepover
At around five after 8 I pulled my car into Julie's driveway. She had a pretty nice house; it was a sort of split-level house on one side and a big garage on the other where her dad rebuilt classic cars. The basement side of the split-level had four rooms; there was a small laundry room, a sort of billiards room, a bathroom, and Julie's bedroom. I had been told by Tara to just walk in the door and go down to Julie's bedroom. It felt weird, but I did it. As I opened the door I saw the other three were already there.
"Still looking good," Julie said and I smiled. They were playing the Wii, some sort of bowling game and they made room for me. They said that a pizza was on the way and I was glad that I hadn't eaten very much for dinner.
"So do you guys do this often?" I asked.
"Wii? Sure all the time," Misty said as she picked up a spare.
"No. I mean do you guys have sleepovers?" I asked.
"Sleepovers?" Misty asked as she sad down next to me on Julie's bed, "This isn't a sleepover. This is a full raging party. Can't you tell the difference?"
"Fuck off," Julie said, getting a strike, "She's just pissed because I only have a twelve pack of beer."
"Oh you guys are drinking?" I asked as Tara got up and bowled.
"No," Julie said, "We're drinking. I am going to drink, Misty will drink, Tara will drink, and unless you want to be totally lame, you will drink." she explained. She looked into my eyes when she said it. There was something charismatic in the way she conveyed herself and I wanted to do whatever she asked of me. It was about time I got drunk, I realized. I was nearly an adult, after all.



When the pizza arrived I was given the money and sent to go pick it up. I took the money from a guy I recognized from school and he seemed shocked to see me there and also with my new looked. But he gave me this sort of lusty look that I took as a compliment. I decided I wouldn't tip him. I had already given him enough, being the first guy to see my new look. He didn't act disappointed.
I went back downstairs and we all sat around and ate. It was a pepperoni pizza and it was incredibly good. I asked where it was from and they said some little local place. Maybe this little town wasn't so bad at all. As we were eating, Julie pulled out a case of Milwaukee's Best from behind her bed and took it open.
"Oh gross, the Beast," Misty said and made a gagging noise. Julie pretended like she didn't hear and handed each of us a can. I held it in my hand for a moment; long after the other girls had popped theirs open and taken a drink. I saw Misty looking at me around the rim of her can. She was putting it down and I could tell she was about to say something. I popped open the can and put it to my lips. I took a quick sip of the murky liquid and it tasted terrible. I felt like gagging, but I drank a full mouthful. I felt my eyes watering.
"Holy shit!" I heard Tara say, "Look, that half bottle of vodka we lost last time! It was behind the TV!" She pulled a bottle of clear liquid in a big plastic bottle with a red top from behind the TV. The other girls cheered.
"This is way better than beer," Julie said to me and I thanked god for that. Misty got up and ran out of the room.
"I'll get the shot glasses," she said as she went. A few minutes later she was back in the room holding four little shot glasses in her hand. Julie turned the video game off and we all sat in a circle with the bottle and the case of beer in the middle of us. Julie carefully filled each little glass with the liquid and then handed them out. I looked at it and smelled it. I thought I was going to vomit.
"To bullshit!" Misty said, lifting her glass. The other girls lifted their glasses so I did the same. The other girl's put the glass to their mouths, put their heads back and sucked down the liquid. So I did the same. The liquid felt hot as it oozed down my stomach and it tasted like rubbing alcohol. My eyes were really watering now and I felt sick to my stomach.
"Blaw," I said, unable to contain myself. The other girls laughed.
"Lightweight," Misty said derisively.
"You'll get used to it," Tara said, "It tastes better when it's mixed with something anyway." I seriously doubted that anything could cover that taste but I nodded my head. We took three more shots right in a row. I didn't at that time realize how much that was, but fifteen minutes later I was feeling quite bizarre. More than bizarre. I was already hammered at that point. Two shots later the bottle was gone and I was three sheets to the wind.
"Hey you guys," I said, "I am really glad we are friends now." I don't know what that was supposed to add to the conversation, but they seemed to be entertained with my antics. They giggled at me.
"I don't think you should have anything else to drink," Tara said, trying to be helpful. I should've listened to her, but instead I had two more beers before the night was over.
"I have an idea," I said and the girl's all listened, "Let's play truth or dare. Then we can get to know one another." It seemed like a good idea at the time. Misty and Julie seemed to think it was a good idea. Tara was nervous, but she didn't object too loudly. We moved the empty beer cans and vodka bottle out of the middle of our circle.
"Well it was your idea Shae, you should ask someone first," Julie said and I agreed.
"Okay," I agreed, "Well then Julie: Truth or Dare?" I asked. I could tell I was slurring my speech and I was acting in a bizarre fashion, but it seemed so normal while I was doing it.
"Truth," she said. I decided to go for the jugular. Everyone knew that truth or dare has to become sexual to be any fun, so I skipped the middleman of lame truths and bad dares.
"Alright," I said, "Are you a virgin?" I knew it was a sort of weird question, but I didn't have anything else. The other girls sort of laughed.
"Uh..No. No I am not," she said as though it was a sort of lame question and I was embarrassed. Now it was on Julie to ask questions.
"Tara, truth or dare?" she asked. I think they had played before; they skipped any warm up questions and got into deeper, dirtier stuff.
"Truth," Tara said instantly.
"I know you are a masturbation freak," Julie explained, "You ever play with your ass when you are messing with yourself?" I was shocked. It was so clearly across the line. But the other girls just giggled and kept going like it was part of the plan.
"Well," Tara said, taking a sip of her beer, "If you must know I sometimes do. I don't use any toys or anything, but I like to rub myself there when the mood really strikes." She said it without blushing or acting as though the question embarrassed her in anyway. I was shocked.
"Shae: Truth or Dare," Tara asked me. I should've known I was getting myself into something bad, they knew one another and I was the only mystery. They were going to ask me every time. I decided I didn't want to do a truth.
"Dare," I said, after thinking for quite awhile.
"Alright," Tara said, tapping her index finger against her chin as though she was thinking quite deeply, "I want you...to give me a kiss," she said. The other girls rolled their eyes. Apparently, Tara liked to ask girls to kiss her. My heart was beating rapidly. If I hadn't been drinking the entire time I might've balked at such a request. But I knew that I didn't have a choice. Tara was sitting across from me and I looked at her. She was a gorgeous girl. There were far worse people on earth that I could be asked to kiss. I decided that I might as well do it. I had never kissed a girl, but I wasn't grossed out by it.
Tara got on her hands and knees and crawled over to me. I looked into her eyes and I could see them smiling at me. I was sort of flattered that she even wanted to do this. I closed my eyes. A few seconds later I felt a hot, warm feeling against my lips. It was a simple kiss; she just pressed her lips against mine. But it felt wonderful. I couldn't believe it. I had made out with my ex-boyfriend many times, I had even let him get to second base, but Tara's lips were so soft and she tasted so sweet. I really liked it. Eventually she was finished and she backed away from me. I was surprised by how much I wanted her to keep going. It was my turn again.
I knew that I couldn't ask Misty. I didn't want her to have control over the game. At the same time, I couldn't go back to Julie, I had already asked her. I decided to go with Tara, even though it had just been her turn.
"Tara: truth or dare?" I asked. She seemed pleased that I went this way.
"Dare," she said in a sultry way. I saw a look in her eyes that surprised me. It was the kind of look I would've given a boy if I were playing this game. It threw me off for a moment, but I went ahead and asked a dare.
"Alright," I said, "I dare you to take your skirt off," I didn't even think when I said it. I just did it. The other girls cheered. This was a apparently a better choice than my first truth. Tara shrugged and carefully removed her black skirt. She was wearing a pair of black bikini cut panties and she looked very cute. She sat back down in an Indian style fashion. I looked at her panties for a moment then shook my head. What was I doing?
"Okay Julie: truth or dare?" Tara asked.
"Truth," Julie said. Misty was obviously angry that she had been completely shut out thus far, but that it exactly what I wanted.
"When was the last time you had sex and who was it with?" She asked. This was technically a breach of the rules. It was two truths. But Julie didn't complain. She just answered.
"It was a week ago today actually. I don't even know the guys name. It was in the bathroom of that concert we went to in Easton. I was so drunk. I mean he wore a condom, but it was still stupid," she said and I was shocked. What kind of girls had I gotten myself into?
"You are such a whore," Misty said and the other girls laughed. I joined in but in a self-conscious sort of way.
"Alright then Misty: truth or dare?" Julie asked as though it were a response to the jab. I felt my blood run cold.
"Dare," She said after a moment of hesitation.
"Okay. Since Tara is in her panties, I dare you to take off your shirt and sit in your bra," she said. I applauded with everyone else. Misty did as she had been dared and she was quickly sitting in the room with only a little pink bra on. She had a large amount of cleavage and I was surprised by how appealing it looked. Misty looked at me as soon as her shirt was off.
"Shae," she said in an almost accusatory fashion, "Truth or dare?" I wasn't in the least bit surprised. I considered the options. I didn't really want to know what she wanted to know about me or what she wanted me to do. I was going to lose either way I went.
"Truth," I said. At least truth was past action usually; I wouldn't do anything embarrassing in front of everyone.
"Okay," she said, thinking, "how often do you masturbate?" she asked. I felt like a weight had been lifted off of my shoulders. I even smiled.
"Oh I don't do that," I said, telling the truth. I had just never had the desire to do it.
"Liar."
"I swear to God," I said and looked at her solemnly. She looked disgusted but didn't say anything. I decided to go after her.
"Fine," I said, "Misty: truth or dare?"
"Dare," she said, almost before the words were out of my mouth. I didn't really have anything ready.
"Well," I said, taking my time to think, "I dare you to take off your skirt also. I want you in your bra and panties," I said. The other girls seemed to accept this as a worthwhile dare. I swear to God, Misty actually blushed as she removed her skirt. She was wearing big, white, granny panties and everyone, including me, made fun of her. She decided to go somewhere else.
"Tara," she said, "Truth or dare?"
"Truth."
"Who is the weirdest person you have ever had a sexual fantasy about?" she asked.
"Fantasy means like a person I could control having a daydream about right? Not like a dream where shit happens and I am out of control?" Tara asked.
"Yeah,"
"I fantasized about my cousin one time," She said in a less than embarrassed fashion. She decided not to elaborate and as that was all the dare called for, no one could ask her to do any more.
"Okay Julie," she said, "It has been awhile for you: truth or dare?" she asked.
"Dare."
"I dare you to..."Tara said, thinking deeply, "I dare you to kiss me." Everyone sighed again, but Tara didn't seem to mind. Julie was sitting directly next to her so they turned and kissed. It was more than my sweet little kiss with Tara. Julie put her hand against Tara's cheek and their lips met. They pressed their lips together and their mouths opened. Their tongues met and I watched closely as they rubbed together. I was amazed to find that I was truly aroused. I was embarrassed that I found myself becoming wet as I watched them. Eventually, their kiss broke and Julie turned to me.
"Truth or dare?" she asked without saying whom it was directed towards. It was obviously intended for me. I had done a truth the last time, so I decided to switch it up.
"Dare you to take off your shirt and bra and show us your tits," Julie said and the other girls whooped it up. The alcohol was deep into my blood now and this seemed like a great idea. I didn't even think twice. I quickly unbuttoned my shirt and threw off my tie. I reached behind my back and unhooked my bra. I slid my bra down my arms and threw it on the ground.
I had always been very, although secretly, proud of my breasts. They aren't very large but they are teardrop shaped with a nice, round bottom and a sloping top with small, erect nipples. Sometimes when I got out of the shower, I would look at them in the mirror and feel their weight in my hands. I could feel the other girl's eyes on my pink little nipples but they didn't say anything. I took my right hand and gently rubbed my right breast once.
'There you go," I said. The other girls were stunned. I don't think they thought I had it in me.
"You are gorgeous," Tara said, almost as though she didn't realize she was saying it. I felt like I was blushing, but I couldn't be sure.
"Never seen a cheerleaders tits," Misty said. I could tell she was trying to be a bitch about my cheerleader past, but she was so in to ogling my breasts that it sounded more reverent than anything. I decided to let it roll off my shoulders. I decided to keep things moving, even as I felt my nipples getting hard in the brisk air.
"Tara: Truth or Dare baby?" I asked and giggled. I don't know why I said 'baby' but it seemed hilarious at the time. Tara seemed to shake her head out of a daydream. But then Julie interrupted me. She had been looking at me oddly ever since I had taken my shirt off. I now think that she asked the dare just to throw me off and knew I wasn't the kind of person to do that. Now that I had, I think she realized what a lightweight I was and that I was completely out of my head at this point.
"I think that Shae maybe had a little too much to drink," She said. Despite my disagreement, she decided to put the game to and end. She told me that I would thank her in the morning for keeping me from going any farther. I said that I would not, but she put a movie on her TV and I got underneath of my blanket and, shirtless, watched the movie and then fell asleep almost immediately.
When I woke up the next morning I realized that my breasts were exposed and I was intensely embarrassed. Luckily, I was awake before anyone else and I quickly put my shirt and bra back on. When Misty woke up she was relentless. She made fun of me for kissing Tara and for taking my shirt off. She called me a slut and tried to get the other girls to laugh at me. She took to calling me "lightweight" instead of by my name, which I found intensely annoying.
Luckily, the other girls were a little bit sweeter than she was and they simply made some breakfast and we ate. While I was a little bit embarrassed by what had happened during the night, I was thought about two things. The first was that I had exposed myself to my friends, both physically and emotionally. I was a part of them now and I made no excuses for that even if I was a bit embarrassed by how I had done that. The second was the fact that my female friends had aroused me. Furthermore, when I thought back upon it was I was still aroused. I didn't want to dwell too much on these thoughts. I don't want to say that I was disturbed by them, because I wasn't but I would say that it was something I felt I wasn't ready to deal with. I tried to simply ignore that thought, but it seemed to be nagging at the back of my mind. When eventually I went home for the day, I didn't know what to make of this feeling, but in the future it would change my life.
Chapter 5: Stress Reduction
The next week and the weeks after went well. I ate with my friends at lunch and hung out with them after school. I even generally got along with Misty and had a good time whenever we hung out. By Early November, I felt like I was really a part of the group and not a junior member. I didn't even really think about it anymore. It was just natural now.
The other people at school had stopped messing with me now. I came to realize that in a way Julie was a very powerful and popular girl at school. She didn't hang out with people besides our group or do anything, but she acted as a counterpoint to Crystal. Anyone who had a problem with Crystal knew that Julie was a willing ally. Furthermore, Julie was constantly trying to get under Crystal's skin, to crack her façade.
One day in November, there was a sort of odd day. I saw all my friends in the morning and we told little jokes and did all of those things that came with the morning routine, but just before the bell rang, Julie stood up and said something to Misty, "Hey did you get your dad's car?"
"Yeah," Misty said, pulling car keys out of her pocket and jingling them, "I think we should leave around noon."
"Where you guys going?" I asked. It wasn't a normal thing to leave school in the middle of the day and it was even a rarer thing for Misty's dad to trust her with the car.
"Oh we are going to visit State this afternoon. We are going to stay with Misty's sister and then drive back tomorrow afternoon," Julie said, collecting her books for class.
"Sounds fun," I said, feeling dejected. Most Friday nights were spent hanging out at Julie or Misty's house and I was disappointed that that wasn't going to happen this weekend. For the first time I regretted my decision not to go to college right away, I wanted to visit State with them.
"Yeah I guess," Misty said, "I kind of don't want to go there, but my dad wants me to look at it."
"It's the only place my family is going to be able to afford," Julie said dryly. The bell rang and Tara and I wished them a safe and exciting trip. Tara warned them against frat boys and I giggled at her almost motherly concern for the other girls.
So at the end of the school day, Tara and I were walking to the parking lot alone. We didn't even really know what to do with ourselves. We just sort of wandered out to my car aimlessly and made chit-chat. It was amazing how important Julie was to our little group. I wasn't really happy about that fact. Not that I didn't like Julie, I just wanted to be friends with each girl individually. I was happy that Tara and I had a chance to maybe bond separately, outside of the group.
"So what do you want to do?" I asked as I buckled up my seatbelt.
"Want to go to the mall?" she asked.
"I'm broke. I mean if you really want to we can, but I can't even afford food," I explained.
"Me too," She said. We all sort of relied on Misty's dad, "How about your place?"
"Nah, my Mom is going to be there and she is so annoying when someone is over," I said. She hadn't always been that way, but she disliked my new friends. They had gone over there once about a month ago and she scolded me because they were loud and crude and disrespectful. I didn't see it, but that's what she said. So I didn't take anyone back to my house anymore.
"Well we can go to the trailer," she said, referring to her house, "My dad is at work until 7 a.m. tomorrow morning. I mean if you don't mind hanging out in a trailer." She always seemed to be a little embarrassed by her financial situation.
"Sounds good to me. We can watch TV or something," I said and we drove over to her trailer. It was actually a very nice trailer. A double wide. Her room was only slightly smaller than mine and because it was just her and her dad, it was more than enough space. I parked in front of it and we walked in the front door. Immediately inside the trailer was a living room and to the right was the kitchen. We walked through the living room to the left and down a thin hallway. Her father's room was next, then there was the bathroom, and finally Tara's room. Her room was the largest in the trailer and she had a double bed, a little desk with a chair, and a dresser that had a TV and a DVD player. She sat down on her bed and clicked on the TV.
I plopped down on the bed next to her and smoothed out my skirt. We sat in silence for a while and watched TV. It was a little strange, just the two of us. It felt like we were missing too much. I decided to just talk to Tara a bit. I found I liked her the most of all my friends and I wanted to be close with her, like I had been with my best friend back in Westdale.



"So what are you doing this weekend," I asked.
'I don't know," she said, sort of blankly as she stared at the TV. I still don't understand how someone can watch a 22 year old man tell Maury that he is 150% sure he is not the father of a child that looks just like him over and over again, but this was Tara's favorite show.
"I have a terrible weekend lined up," I said, honestly. This got Tara's attention. She turned and looked at me.
"Oh yeah? How so?" she asked.
"I have like three tests next Monday that I haven't even started to study for plus I have to finish 'Great Expectations' for English by Tuesday. On top of that my aunt is supposed to stop by on Sunday so my family wants me to go to church with them. Worst, I have a group project for Statistics and I have to go to the library for like three hours tomorrow," I explained and I found myself getting tense just talking about it.
"That sucks," Tara said, "You should relax though. It won't be that bad."
"I know, its just...It's like it never stops you know? I'll finish this and then next week they'll be like thirty new things I have to do."
"Do you mind if I say something?" Tara said, muting her television and looking at me in the eyes.
"What?" I asked.
"You are entirely too high strung. Don't get me wrong. I love you. I think you are like the coolest girl in the entire school, but you are way to high strung for your own health. You need to know how to relax," she said and I considered it. She was definitely right, I mean my entire experience since I went to this school has just been so tense and even now that I was starting to feel right I still found that I was often very nervous, sometimes even to the point where I got a headache. I felt touched that she cared enough to notice.
"I know you're right," I said, sighing, "But I don't know how."
"You just got to figure something to do when you feel stressed that relieves you a little bit. Like I know that Julie plays Wii anytime that she is upset. She plays that stupid boxing game," she said. I knew that Wii was not what I needed.
"What do you do?" I asked, wanting a better example.
"I masturbate," she said, matter-of-factly. I was surprised. I vaguely remembered a mention that Tara liked to masturbate a lot from that first night I was drinking, but I didn't remember it very well. It was also strange to have her just come out and say it. I didn't do it, but if I did I wouldn't have gone around blabbing to everyone about it.
"Really?" I asked, unable to believe that it was a valid coping mechanism.
"Sure!" she said and then got up from the bed. She got on her hands and knees and reached under her bed. She dug around for a few moments and then set a Rubbermaid box up on the bed and then climbed back up and sat down with me. She opened up the lid and inside there was about six or seven multi-colored, penis shaped devices.
"What are those?" I asked, feeling a bit strange.
"They're my dildos," she said matter of factly. She dug around and pulled out a small, pink one. It was probably three quarters of an inch thick and about four or five inches long. She set it down on the bed. She reached around and pulled out a large, purple one. It was an inch and a half thick at the base and about seven or eight inches long. She put this one down on the bed as well. She closed up the Rubbermaid box and set it back on the floor.
"What are you doing?" I asked warily.
"I am going to teach you how to do this," she said. She said it as though it weren't in any way sexual. Like she was teaching me to braid hair or something.
"Oh I don't think so," I said, standing up from the bed.
"Don't be a dick, Shae," she said giggling, "You need to get laid. You don't have a boyfriend, so you have to do it yourself. It doesn't make you weird. Everyone needs to masturbate every once in awhile. I do it all the time, I am really good. If I teach you how to do it, you are really going to like it." I considered it for a moment. I looked at the dildos on the table and I had to admit to myself that I was curious. Sex was something I had always been curious about, but I had always been afraid to do it or talk to someone about it.
"Can I use the little one?" I asked and she laughed.
"That was the idea," she said and then lifted the little pink dildo off of the bed and put it in my head. It was heavier than I had expected and very hard. It was plastic but somehow felt sort of velvety. It was very nice. Tara picked up her larger dildo.
"What do I do?" I asked.
"Well I usually do this naked," she said and bit her lip, "Do you want to get naked?" This was going a little far. I didn't really know what sort of line it would be crossing. It was making me nervous. However, that was exactly what I wanted to cure. Besides, this was the sort of thing that could really bond me with Tara. I know that sounds weird, but it made sense at the time. I took a deep breath.
"Okay," I said eventually, "If you get naked first." I didn't want to end up getting naked and then have this turn into some sort of big joke on me. She smiled.
"Okay," she said. She stood up next to the bed. She grabbed the bottom of her tank top and pulled it up over her head. She was wearing a red bra and her breasts looked massive. She unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the ground. She kicked the skirt off of her boots. She unhooked her bra and slid it off her arms. I almost gasped. Her breasts were beautiful. They looked so big on her thin little body and they were very nicely shaped. I felt an odd tingling all over my body. She did take long to hook her fingers into her black thong and slid it down her body. She had a beautiful pink pussy with a small, well-kempt patch of dark hair on the top. She sat back down on the bed and then looked at me like it was my turn. She looked so incredibly hot, still wearing her black combat boots.
"Okay," I said and stood up, "by the way, you look...gorgeous."
"Thanks," she said and blushed deeply. I stood up and carefully removed my little tie and then unbuttoned my shirt and let it fall on the ground. I unzipped my skirt and removed it as well. I took a deep breath and unhooked my bra and let it fall. I heard a little squeal come out of Tara, but pretended I didn't noticed. I was a bit embarrassed that my nipples were hard little bullets. I then slipped off my panties and let them fall to the floor too. I kicked off my flip flops and looked down at my vagina. I have a pink labia and my clit always seems to be hard. I was clean-shaven.
"You are so hot!" Tara said and now it was my turn to blush. I climbed back up on the bed. We just looked at each other for a minute and then laughed nervously.
"Well what do we do?" I asked after a few moments.
"Okay, let sit with our legs spread facing each other. Yeah like that, but put your feet against mine," she said. I saw the lips of her pussy open up and I could see her clit and her pink inner lips. It was amazingly beautiful and I found myself staring at her. Her entire thin little body was so beautiful and her nipples were now hard as well. I have never even found a guy as appealing as I found Tara right now.
"What now?" I said in a sort of hollow, far away voice.
"I want you just to do what I do," she said sweetly. She licked the tips of her finger and then slowly started to circle her clitoris with her fingers. I did the same. It was amazing. I felt a tingle all over my body and my hips sort of moved on their own a little. I even moaned.
"Oh God!" I said, "That is amazing!"
"We're just starting," Tara said and gave me a devlish smile. We continued to rub ourselves for a while and I felt like my entire body was out of control. I pressed my feet hard against Tara's and, without even thinking, took one of my hands and gently started to knead my breast, tweaking my nipple as I went. I looked at Tara and she seemed to be enjoying herself as well. She was biting her lower lip and looking down at my pussy while we played.
"How wet are you," She asked me after a few more minutes. I held my finger down underneath of my hard little clit and felt my vagina. It was dripping onto Tara's bed.
"Very," I said.
"Taste your fingers," she said and then she dipped her fingers into her juices and put them into her mouth. I didn't event think twice, I just stuck my fingers in my mouth and taste my sweet, salty juices. I loved it! It tasted wonderful and was just so bad.
Tara picked up her dildo and gently set it next to her pussy lips then looked at me. Reluctantly, I picked up the other dildo and held it in the same way and same spot as Tara. Carefully, she started to work the dildo gently into her pussy, spinning it and coating it with her juices to get it nice and lubricated. I did the same. I was so tight, but slowly I started to feel it slide into me. I can't even describe the way it felt to have my pussy filled up. I felt like my entire body was full, like there had been a part of me missing that was now there.
"Holy shit!" I moaned as I felt my fingers touch my labia; the entire dildo was inside of me.
"Good job!" Tara said and then moaned herself. She had the even larger dildo completely inside of herself, "Now just kind of move it around or in an out in anyway that feels good, but don't stop touching your clit," She tutored and then started to grind her hips into her dildo. She was rubbing her beautiful, big tits while she did this. Watching her made me want to masturbate more. I couldn't understand what my body was doing while I started to grind my hips into my dildo while I watched Tara. At the same time I rubbed my clit with my thumb and with my other hand I pinched my nipples. I groaned loudly and arched my back. My eyes were closed now and I just kept pounding my hips into the dildo. Suddenly I felt an intense buzz come over me. I felt something stirring in my pussy. I fucked the dildo harder and moaned even louder, screaming as I suddenly came. I wish I could tell you what my orgasm felt like, but to put it in words would be completely impossible. It was simply heavenly.
Suddenly, while I was cumming, a thick jet of hot liquid squirted out of my pussy. I didn't know at the time that women could ejaculate. It was an intense feeling. I grunted as it came out of me and splashed across Tara's tits. I was so embarrassed.
"Oh shit, I love it!" Tara moaned and then she too came. It was so hot to watch, her whole body shook and she screamed loudly and pinched her breasts as hard as she could and then her body went limp. I let her lay there for a few moments before I spoke.
"I am sorry," I said, mortified by whatever had come out of my body.
"Oh no Shae, don't be. That happens sometimes. I am glad it was good," she said and I smiled. She was a good friend.
"It was, thank you," I said. Acting completely on instinct, I got up on my knees and moved towards her. I leaned forward and kissed her gently on the lips. I put my hand against her cheek and pulled her head into my lips. I felt her tongue against my lips and I opened my mouth and allowed it to enter me. Our tongues danced and I tasted the sweet flavor of her mouth. After a moment our kiss broke.
"I have to get a shower," she said, "Want to help?" I simply nodded. We stood up and held hands and she led me to her bathroom. It was just a shower stall, not a bathtub and as we climb inside it was tight. I was standing behind her and I felt my breasts against her back and my hips against her butt. She turned the water on and it was cold at first but quickly got warm. The entire shower filled with steam.
"Hand me the soap," I said and she complied. I took the soap in my hands and gently rubbed it against her back. She dropped her head and let me massage it into her back. Soaping her gently all the way down her back. I moved the soap up and down her arms and in her little armpits. She giggled because it tickled. I slowly soaped her tight little butt, feeling her muscles in my hands. Then I reached around in front of her and carefully soaping her stomach and under her breasts. I took a deep breath and carefully moved the soap over her breasts. I heard her breathing deeply and moaning under her breath. I moved the soap down and carefully cleaned her pubic hair, feeling its softy, curly texture against my fingers. She spread her legs and I carefully moved my soap over her pussy lips. I gently brushed it with the back of my hand. She groaned. She was so amazingly soft.
"Tara! You home honey?" We heard a voice say and froze. She turned and our breasts touched, her eyes as big as saucers.
"Yeah dad," she said, "Hey Shae and I got caught out in the rain and we had to get a shower. Be out in a minute." I was shocked, she had basically admitted she was in the shower with a girl.
"Okay. You want to go out to eat tonight?" he asked.
"Sure," she said to him, then more quietly to me, "He doesn't know anything about girls. He probably thinks it is normal for a girl to take a shower with her friends," she explained. I felt a little bit better. We finished quickly, Tara cleaned the soap off of herself and I simply got out and go dried. We wrapped ourselves in towels and went back in her room and got dressed. I watched her dressed, getting one last chance to look at her body. I was surprised at myself, but not embarrassed.
"Feeling less tense?" she asked, smiling cutely. I got up and walked over to her. I put my arms around her and gave her a kiss.
"Much less," I said. Then I grabbed my stuff and went to my car.
Chapter 6: Self-Exploration
The next week, everything was back to normal. Tara didn't say anything about our encounter and I was more than happy to allow it to stay at that. Julie and Misty had both really liked State and they were now talking about going to college there together and signing up to be roommates. Everything with my friends was going really well.
However, there was one thing that I had talk to Tara about that had come true and was messing with me. The next week offered no let-up. Even after all of my tests and books, I still had more work. I found myself getting stressed out to an incredible degree. I got short with my friends and family and found that I didn't like the way I was acting. Occasionally Tara would give me a looked that seemed to say, "You know how to take care of this."
That Friday I went home after I dropped my friends off and decided that I did know what I had to do to take care of this situation. I opened the door to my house and stealth fully looked around. I was happy to see that my mom was out and I looked on the kitchen table and saw that she had driven to Westdale to visit my grandmother and wasn't going to be back until dinnertime. That meant I was completely alone and that no one would disturb me for at least two or three hours.
I quickly disrobed right there in the kitchen, gently stacking my clothes on the kitchen table. It felt so sexy to be walking around naked in a place where, all during the day, I was fully dressed and talking to people and doing chores. My nipples got hard just thinking about that fact.
I decided to climb up onto the kitchen table. I spread my legs wide, very wide (I was a cheerleader after all) and wetted my fingers with my tongue. I was already a bit damp from the excitement of knowing what I was going to do and as I gently began to rub my clit with my fingers I felt my entire body tremor. I decided to be as loud as I wanted to be. I moaned loudly and screeched whenever the mood struck me. It fell so good. It felt so primal.
Carefully I dipped one of my fingers into my pussy. I had never done it before, but it felt amazing. It felt pillowy, wet, and warm. My fingers seem to know what they wanted to do and I just let them, rubbing the inside of my body and making me sweat and moan. I rubbed my small breasts with my other hand, squeezing them to relieve the intensity of my ministrations.
It was an amazing feeling, but more than relief it made me feel horny. It made me want to do something bad. I slowly pulled my fingers from pussy and inserted them into my mouth, tasting my alluring flavor and sucking it down. It was a feminine flavor but was somehow still strong and incredibly distinctive.
I didn't know what I wanted, but I got up and walked around the kitchen, looking. I liked the way my breasts bounced when I walked. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror over the oven and I was happy with how I looked. I opened up drawers and closed them, I looked under the sink, and over top of the trash compactor. I had no idea what it was I was looking for but I knew that I would get it when I saw it.
I opened up the fridge and looked inside. The cold air felt delicious against my skin and I rubbed my nipples. Looking around the cans of soda and milk I found something interesting. It was a small cucumber. It was probably about seven inches long and about an inch and a half wide at its widest point. I picked it up and felt its weight and my pussy got wet. I knew that this was what I wanted.
I left the kitchen and sat down on my couch and spread my legs. I took the tip of the cucumber and gently rubbed it against my pussy lips like Tara had taught me with the dildo. It felt so nasty. I slowly started to work the cucumber into my pussy. It stretched me out and I groaned as I went. Slowly I managed to get it the whole way into my body, just a little tip poking out. I just sort of tensed the muscles inside my body around it and it was an amazing feeling.
While I was rubbing I finger accidentally grazed my asshole. I was amazed by the sexy little jolt it sent through my body. I moaned and then rubbed it gently with my fingers, holding the cucumber inside of my pussy and rotating it a little with my palm. My asshole was very wet now from my dripping pussy. I bit my lip and gently started to work my index finger into my asshole.
I was amazed by how good it felt in connection with my pussy. It was so good; I had to be careful not to move to fast. Slowly, I lower my hips down against my palm until my finger was finally all the way inside of my asshole. I didn't move the finger much, it felt good but too much motion would cause it pain. I kept my finger there, apply pressure to my asshole while I started to play with the cucumber more.
I just sort of moved my whole body at once, enjoying the feeling of all the alien objects in my holes. I was moaning gently. Suddenly the full thought of what I was doing and where hit me and it made me feel so good and so naughty. I started to cum. It was only the second time I had cum in my life, but it was way better than last time. My entire body seemed to flash and I shook all over. I let the cucumber drop out of my body and squirted and leaked in large amounts onto the hardwood floor. After a long time, I finally relaxed and let my finger slide gently out of my asshole. I took my finger to my face and in an instant I stuck it in my mouth, tasting my asshole. It was so nasty, I mean it tasted okay, but it just felt so nasty, I loved it.
I got down on my hands and knees and looked at the stuff I had ejaculated. I scooped a little bit up with my fingers and smelled it. It was sweet and nice. I put it to my lips and tasted it. It was heavenly. I quickly scooped as much of it up as I could and shoveled it into my mouth, moaning as I did it.
Eventually I had cleaned up the entire mess. I picked the cucumber up and went back into the kitchen. I carefully put my clothes back on and then I went back to the fridge. I took out some lettuce, a tomato, and some other salad fixings. I mixed a little salad up for myself. Lastly, I cut up the cucumber and put it in the salad. It was the most delicious salad I ever ate. I still wonder if my mom noticed when she ate the leftovers.
Chapter 7: A True Friend, but More
The next few months are kind of a blur. Not because of anything bad, just because my life sort of settled into a routine. I hung out with my friends almost all the time, I didn't get along with my parents, and I masturbated almost constantly to keep my tension in check. It was a very, very happy time in my life.



I could honestly say that Tara was my absolute best friend. Whenever we weren't with the group we were together. She taught me about all the different music groups she liked and in time I no longer heard it as noise but really enjoyed it. I taught her how to eat well and exercise and she became incredibly fit and could beat me in races and in tennis. While Tara was my best friend, I still felt like I had to impress Julie more than anyone else, she just had this draw about her. But I think that Julie liked that I was best friends with Tara. It put less pressure on her and let her hang out with Misty, her best friend, a little more often.
Everything was going well until that day in mid-January when the whole world I had built over the last few months tore itself apart. It started on a Saturday evening. I had gotten home from hanging out with Tara a little bit late and both of my parents were home and sitting in the living room. I walked in and said hello. My parents had been fighting a lot recently and I figured they were having one of their "discussions." However, my mother called to me when she heard the door open.
"Shae," she said, "Get in here." Her voice was shrill like she was about to lose control. I thought maybe she was going to tell me they were going to get a divorce. I set my backpack down by the front door and then made my way to the living room.
"Yeah?" I asked in an annoyed voice. My mother stood up and slapped me across the face. I staggered for a second and sat down on the chair. It hadn't hurt that much, it was just surprising.
"You don't talk to me like that," she said. I looked to my father and he was no help, he was staring out the window.
"What the fuck is wrong with you?" I asked, feeling a bit like the roles were reversed. She made a step towards me and I put my chin out. This was so bizarre. This was not how my mother acted; she must've been really pissed about something.
"How do you explain this?" she asked and she took a pack of cigarettes and an empty fifth of vodka from the end table.
"I don't know," I said. She was so obviously overreacting. This is what kids did; I couldn't believe she'd flipped out like this.
"I knew that you were going to end up like this. You dyed your hair to look like a drug addict and I didn't say anything. You spend all your time away from home and I didn't say anything. You swear like a truck driver and I just laughed it off. Your best friend is that piece of trailer trash..." Now it was my turn to absolutely flip out. I stood up and screamed at my mother.
"Don't call her that!" I yelled and she actually flinched. She seemed scared of me.
"Get out of my house. If you want to be a whore and hang out with trash you can't stay here," she said, her entire body shaking. My dad just kept looking out the window, following a squirrel as it darted across my yard. The real problem was that the squirrel was smarter.
"Fine," I said to her, "You realize that if I leave I may not ever come back."
"It's a risk I am willing to take," my mom said. That really hurt. I didn't understand what her problem was. I knew she didn't like my friends and drinking is like a big-time mom no-no for everyone, but she was being psychotic.
"See you in Hell," I said and then I reached into my purse and took out a little piece of paper, "By the way. Today was report card day. These are my grades. All A's including three A+'s. So there is your horrible daughter for you." I threw the paper at her face and then turned around and walked out of the house. I was crying by the time I got in my car and sped away from the house. She had obviously been boiling over a whole bunch of little things for a long time and not talking to me like an adult. Then she just comes out of nowhere and acts like a psycho. I was happy to be out of there, but I really had no idea where I was going.
I wiped the tears from my eyes as I drove away from the house and decided right away that I wouldn't cry about it again. I would be a grown-up from now on and that would be it. I thought about my options. I knew that I could go to Tara's house, but she was already a little bit cramped and I felt too upset to see her now. I would be really afraid of saying something that hurt her. She was a slightly fragile girl. I could go to Misty's, but she would only let me stay to piss her parents off. She wouldn't really want me there. So that left Julie's house. I decided that was the best bet and drove over to her house as fast as I could.
I got out of my car and pounded on the door until Julie answered it. Her hair was wet and she had a towel wrapped around her body. She had a concerned looked on her face. I had obviously driven her out of the shower with my pounding and I felt a bit guilty.
"What, what is it?" she asked, concerned and a bit annoyed.
"My mom kicked me out of the house," I said and then explained the whole situation to her. She was very understanding.
"I think it was cool of you to stand up for Tara and me and stuff like that. You could've caved and no one would've known," she said and I felt very good.
"Thanks," I said and blushed.
"Come on in, I have to finish getting dried off and changed, but you can crash here tonight. My parents are gone again. I think they are swingers or something equally creepy," I laughed at this and then followed her into the house. I walked to her room and sat down. She went back into her bathroom and came out twenty minutes later looking more like Julie than before. Her hair was dry and she had her make-up on. She was wearing pink pajama pants and a black tank-top with no bra. She looked beautiful.
"Nice pants," I said. She always said pink was gay, but she wore it a lot anyway.
"Shut up!" she said and threw her wet towel onto my head and laughed, "I am vegging for the evening. I don't have to looked good."
"Well you do look good," I said.
"Thanks," she sort of snorted. But I had meant it. We ordered some Chinese food and we watched television and basically just hung out. After awhile I forgot about my problems and was just having a good time. It felt good to have Julie's respect. Eventually it started to become late and Julie said that she was feeling pretty tired. I agreed.
"Where do you want me to sleep?" I asked, looking out the door towards the billiard room. She considered it for a moment.
"If you promise not to piss the bed, you can stay here with me," she said.
"Thanks!" I said. Her bed was so big and comfortable; I had no problem staying there. She handed me a pair of pajama pants and I quickly removed my skirt and put them on. I also did the bra trick and so I was essentially wearing the same thing as Julie. I climbed into bed next to her and she turned out her sidelight and we pulled the covers up and prepared for sleep.
"Thanks again," I said. I was truly touched by the way she opened her home to me.
"Not a problem," she said. She was often uncomfortable with gratitude. Slowly, but surely, I was able to fall asleep.
I awoke several hours later. I don't know what exactly had caused me to wake up but I felt strange. I was able to find my bearings quickly. I could feel Julie's body tight against mine, in a sort of spooning position. What was really surprising though, was that her left hand was draped over my body. Her hand was underneath of my shirt and her fingers were carefully playing with my nipples. It was an amazing feeling. I didn't even realize how strange it was for a moment. Suddenly, it occurred to me that my friend was feeling me up.
"Julie," I whispered in a very low voice, "Julie?"
"What?" she whispered back, showing at once that she was awake and that she knew what she was doing.
"What are you doing?" I said, talking a little bit louder.
"Don't you like it?" she asked and squeezed my nipple very hard. I moaned.
"I don't know," I said, my mind racing a mile a minute. But that didn't stop her. I felt the flat of her palm now against my left nipple. She was rubbing her hand in a tight circle, but her hand touched only lightly against my skin. It was the shadow of a sensation and it was amazing. I groaned uncontrollably and I could hear Julie giggle.
"I knew you would," she said.
"Why are you doing this?" I asked, hoping I wouldn't offend her. My eyes were closed now and the only thing in the world that I could feel was Julie's hand on my body.
"I don't know. You are hot. I am always sort of horny. I like to play," she said. It was very matter-of-fact and she just kept rubbing me. Now her right hand was playing in my hair and it felt wonderful.
"Have you ever done this with a girl before?" I asked, wondering what she meant by 'play.'
"Maybe?" she said in a way that meant 'yes.'
"Who?"
"I don't kiss and tell," she said and then gently moved her body back so that I slid down onto my back. She moved her hand out from under my shirt and I moaned a little in disappointment. This made her laugh a little and she patted my stomach, "Hold on, I am not going anywhere," she said.
Julie moved around on the bed and positioned herself on her knees in front of me. She put her hands on my knees and carefully pulled them apart. She slid in between them and grabbed onto my shirt. She beckoned me to sit up and I did as I was told. She took the bottom of my shirt in her fingers and lifted it up over my head. I flopped back on the bed and my tits jiggled.
"You have perfect tits Shae," Julie said and I felt myself blushing. I wasn't even thinking anymore. It was all emotion and hormones now and I surrendered myself to it. I watched as Julie lifted her own shirt and threw it to the floor, exposing her beautiful breasts. They were small, but her nipples were very long, sexy, and pierced. I put my hands up and gently felt her breasts. It felt amazing, like my one but different. I let the piercings splay through my finger. Julie arched her back and groaned as I felt her breasts. I squeezed them gently and felt the bullet like nipples in my palms.
After a short while, Julie's hand's grasped my own and put them down by my sides. She smiled at me and made a kissy face and giggled. Then she leaned forward with her arms on either side of me. She had such a beautiful face and she looked down at me, her breasts hanging tautly beneath her and I felt pure lust for the first time in my entire life.
"Tell me to stop anytime you can't handle it," she said and I nodded warily. I couldn't imagine at this point that there was anything I couldn't handle. She leaned forward closer and I could smell the mixed scent of her perfume, her body, and her pheromones. It was intoxicating. Her lips met mine and I closed my eyes. For a time, it was just our lips, pressed against one another. Then I felt Julie's tongue against my lips. I opened my mouth to accept her and her thick, sexy tongue flooded my mouth. She stayed there, for a long while. Her breasts hovering a few inches from mine. Her flat, thin stomach looked beautiful. Finally, at long last our lips broke.
"That was really nice," I said after a long while and she laughed out loud, "What?"
"You are so corny," she said dismissively and I made a pouty face. She rolled her eyes, "In a cute way." That was enough to placate me. She slid her body back now and lowered herself against my body. Her breasts were against my hips and she felt warm and sexy. She put her hands on either side of my body and then looked up at me. I smiled down and her and then her head went down. She placed her mouth over my little, pink, right nipple. The feeling was electric. I felt my entire body shiver. Her tongue lapped at my nipple for a long while and I just enjoyed the rough feel against the sensitive skin. She rubbed my other nipple with her fingers, twisting it gently. After a few moments she switched nipples and the electricity struck again.
After a few moments she sat back. I moaned a little and she laughed. Without asking, she hooked her hands into my pajama pants. My body felt cold now with her no longer draped against me and I felt paralyzed, knowing what she would do next. She slowly pulled my pajama pants down, leaving me completely naked.
"I think it is so hot that you shave your cunt," she said and I blushed. That word was so gruff. So nakedly sexual. I liked it.
She leaned forward now. I was confused by what she was doing but then I realized. Soon her left nipple was against my lips and I opened my mouth and accepted it. The piercing was cold but her long, hard nipples were warm. They were very long, almost an inch, and it felt so nice in my mouth. She groaned deeply as I sucked on them. I closed my eyes and sucked on her gently.
A few minutes later I experienced a shock. I felt a small prick against my clit. My eyes flew open and Julie was smiling down at me. I could tell it was her finger. She started to gently rub my clit with the tip of her finger. It was such an unbelievable feeling. My entire body was rigid as I took Julie's nipple back into my mouth. She continued to make slow, gentle circles around my clit and I could feel something building inside of me.
Suddenly, Julie moved back and her nipples audibly popped out of my mouth. I opened my eyes and she was looking down at me, her breasts moving gently. She pushed her hair out of her face and she looked beautiful and innocent in a way I couldn't have imagined before. Both of her hands were down in her lap. One finger was still working my clit.
Then I began to feel something else. Her other hand was working on my pussy, her fingers gently circling the hole. I groaned so loud she had to shush me while she giggled. After a few moments of these ministrations, she started to insert her finger into my sopping cunt. She continued to work my clit as a few inches of finger entered into my body. I pushed myself up onto my hands with my fingers facing backwards and started to shove my hips into her finger.
She struggled to stay on top of the situation, but she did an admirable job. She pushed her finger in harder, curling it inside of me. I was moaning now without ceasing. I felt fire all over my body. I wanted her fingers all over me; I wanted her tongue inside of my mouth. I leaned hard on my right hand, continuing to thrust. With my left hand I pulled Julie in, kissing her hard on the mouth. She kissed back deeply. She kissed with such soft, sweet lips, that the fire was soothed. It was as though it had mellowed into a different, even more pleasurable feeling. It happened so suddenly that I didn't realize I was cumming until it built to a bone rattling crescendo. When it finally hit its peak I was squirming and moaning and I was completely unable to think. I screamed one last time and then fell back on the bed, panting.
"You are fucking nuts in the sack," Julie said, flopping down next to me. She turned towards me and we kissed again, "Let's do something fun."
"I thought that was fun!" I said and she laughed. She stood up on the bed. She danced around a bit and her tits bounced around. It was a sort of funny dance, but oddly sexy. She started to shake her hips and slowly, she slid her pajama pants down until they fell in a pile on the floor. Her pussy was gorgeous. It had a very small, well-kempt patch of dark hair shaved into the shape of a heart above her pussy. My mouth literally watered when I saw it. I wondered what she was going to do.
She moved up so that she was standing with a foot on either side of me. She stopped with her hands on her hips and looked down at me. She was grinning. She bent down and made a kissy face again and then suddenly spun around and faced away from me. Her butt was so cute. It was so incredibly small and tight and just fit her body so well. The bent down so that she was on her knees, straddling me. Julie inched back and I saw her pink pussy sliding up my body, over my tits and neck. Before I knew it, it was in my face. She was sopping wet and I could smell her juices. It was intoxicating. She moved back a little more and before I knew it, her clit was just an inch from my face.
Suddenly I felt her hair cascade around my legs and thighs and I knew that she had put her head down as well. I spread my legs wider to give her access and I quickly felt her breath on my pussy. I looked at her most secret place and was shocked by how beautiful it was. I always thought of my pussy was sort of ugly, but her sweet pink labia was gorgeous. It was at this time that I felt a hot dampness on my own pussy. I squealed quickly and then breathed out slowly. I heard Julie giggling at me but she continued to lap at my pussy.
I felt warmth all over and felt an uncontrollable urge to thrust my hips upward. I decided to return the favor. I breathed in the smell of Julie and then carefully kissed her pussy. Her whole body shook and I knew that she liked it. I didn't really know what I was doing and so I tentatively stuck out my tongue and lapped at her pussy. She seemed to like it so I continued to just lick at her pussy with a soft, gentle tongue at a slow, normal rhythm.
The taste was amazing. It was both salty and a bit sweet. It tasted like you expected girl sex to taste. Tasty and a little bit dirty. I wrapped my arms around her waste and continue to lick. She started to grind her pussy against my face and I made my tongue more rigid. I stuck my tongue into her pussy, letting it slide into her tight body. She continued to shove her hips down, driving my tongue into her tight, hot little hole. She was moaning loudly as she continued to lick my pussy as well.
Our pace continued to speed up, but we both moved at the same speed. We were moving towards the same event and we both knew it. At long last the dam burst and we both came. Hard. It was a feeling unlike anything I had experienced before. I felt my entire body become liquid. The only thing on earth I could feel was the warmth from my body and the heavy thrust of Julie's hips against my face as she moaned and came. We held each other together for several minutes until the last spasms of our orgasm settled down. Finally, she rolled off of me and we lay panting next to one another.
After a few minutes she swung herself around and lay down next to me. She put her arm across my chest and kissed me on the cheek. It was only then that my sense flooded back to me and I realized what had happened. I had never even thought about girls in such an explicitly sexual way and just then I had lost my virginity to a girl. A friend of mine. I felt so incredibly strange. It wasn't as if I regretted it. I was just shocked by what had happened. I felt dirty, but in a way that I liked. Julie kissed me on the lips and I could taste my pussy on her mouth. She stroked my breast gently with her hand. I fell asleep that way, smiling.
Chapter 8: A Love Triangle?
"What the fuck!" I heard someone yell in an indignant voice. This was how I was awakened the next morning. Even before I opened my eyes I could feel Julie's naked body against my own and knew that someone was not happy to find us in such a condition.
"Misty!" I heard Julie's voice say, "Baby I can explain." This woke me up completely. My eyes flew open and there was Misty looking down at us from the foot of the bed, her arms crossed in front of her body and a vengeful look on her face.
"I always knew that was going to happen!" she yelled now and I saw a tear roll down her cheek, "I hope you liked fucking that whore, because you are never going to be with me ever again!" With that Misty turned and ran out of the room, slamming the door behind her. The room was silent for a long while.
Then I heard a soft noise and looked over at Julie. She was sobbing gently. It was the most unnatural thing for Julie to do. She was so much stronger than anyone else I had ever known. The fact that she was shocked by this broke my heart. At the same time I felt entirely betrayed. Why was Julie calling Misty "baby"? What had just happened the night before between us?



"Julie?" I asked and she cried louder. I decided to wait a few moments.
"Listen Shae," she said finally, "This isn't your fault or anything."
"What is going on,"
"Well," she began and then broke down sobbing. I put my hand on her bare shoulder and tried to comfort her. Eventually she was able to control herself and she stopped crying, "Misty is my girlfriend."
"What!?" I said, taken aback.
"We have been dating for a year now. We are going to go to college together and then we are going to get married and live together. At least that is what we were going to do until I fucked it all up," she said. I felt like I had been punched in the gut. I still didn't know what I felt about the night before, but I certainly didn't want to think of it as being part of an affair. I was indignant.
"What was last night then?" I asked.
"No. Listen, don't be upset too. It wasn't like that. It was...beautiful. It was just what needed to happen last night. I don't know. It was everything I wanted in my heart but never told myself. I mean...I love Misty in a way that makes me want to spend the rest of my life with her, and..." she said, staring into my eyes now.
"And?"
"And you I loved in a way that I want to be your friend forever and I needed to be with you last night. I mean...We don't want to date do we?" she asked, I could hear the indecision in her words, the discomfort. For a moment I was offended, but then I considered what she was saying and realized that she was speaking the truth. I loved Julie, but not in that sort of way. My face softened, I'm sure.
"You're right," I said softly. I put my arms around her and she cried again. I held her close and kissed her cheek. She kissed me back.
"I am so sorry," she said and there was real pain in her voice.
"No," I said, "Don't be. Listen. I am going to fix this. I promise." She gave me a hug and smiled weakly.
"I don't think you can," she said with real despair.
"If anyone can do it, I will do it," I said resolutely. I got up and quickly jumped in the shower. I had no idea what I was going to do, but I knew that I had to do it immediately. I got out of the shower and Julie was still lying naked in the bed, her eyes were puffy and red. I decided not to talk to her; I could only make things worse at this point. I put my pleated skirt, my collar shirt with the purple tie, and my combat boots on. I put on my make-up and felt like I looked presentable. I don't know why I felt the need to look good, but I knew that I had to.
A few minutes later I was at Misty's house. I knocked on the door and was surprised when her father answered. He rarely got out of his chair. It was obvious that he was completely unaware of what was going on, "Oh hello Shae," he said in a cheerful voice, "Misty is up in her room. Go ahead on up."
I did as he said and within a few moments I was knocking on her bedroom door. She didn't say anything, but I could see the light on under her door. I knocked again and I heard her mumble something inside. Finally, on the third knock she yelled for me to come in.
I opened the door and she was lying in her bed, naked. Her eyes were puffed up from crying, her hair was wild, and she was scowling. Somehow this made her more beautiful than ever and I was stunned by how beautiful her body was. He breasts were exposed and they were large and her nipples were little pink nipples. Her legs were crossed over one another and I could see a small, closely shaven patch of pubic hair over her pussy. When she saw me come into the room her eyes shot wide open.
"What the fuck do you think you are doing here?" she asked, leaning forward, "I want you to die. I never want to see you again." I was suddenly terrified. I had come over here to fix everything, but I still had absolutely no plan about how I was going to do this.
"Misty, I know you are mad at me..." I started. I was wringing my hands behind my back so hard that my fingers hurt. My heart was beating hard in my chest and I could barely breathe. I didn't know what Misty would do, but I would be lying if I said that I wasn't a little bit afraid of her.
"Fuck you. I am not mad. You don't get to explain to me how I am feeling. I can tell you how I am feeling. I feel like I want to jump up from this bed and rip your eyeballs out of your head," she said, and then she broke down crying. It was bizarre. She was always so gruff and unshakable, I knew that I had hurt her now in a deep way. In a way that made her intensely uncomfortable.
"I am sorry," I said, "Not just for that, but for everything. I didn't know I was going to hurt you. If I could take it back I promise that I would. I know we don't always get along, but you really are my friend. I just want everything to be okay and I promise I won't hurt you again," I said. I was babbling now and Misty flopped back on the bed, staring at the ceiling.
"I don't know what you expect me to do. I could tell Julie wanted to fuck you that first time you hung out with us. I should've known that this was going to happen. It isn't fair. I loved Julie since the fifth grade. It took me forever to convince her that we could be more than friends. The last ten months where we have been dating has been the best time of my life and you just slid in her and tore it all apart." Misty crashed her fists against her eyes and started to sob. I felt uncomfortable. I wanted to run.
"I didn't know," I said after a few moments. It was the truth, after all.
"So I guess Julie just came onto you? She just made you have sex with her? She didn't say anything about me?" she asked. I didn't know what the right thing to do was. The truth was that I didn't know about their relationship. The truth was that Julie came onto me. The truth was she was horny and she wanted to fuck me and I didn't stop it, but it was Julie who had started it. But Misty was hurting. I wasn't going to make her feel any better by telling the truth. I decided to avoid the question altogether.
"What can I do to make this better?" I asked desperately. Misty sat up and stared at me.
"I don't know Shae," she said in a very vitriolic fashion, "Can you put my life back together?"
"I guess not," I said. I felt like I was going to cry now. Everything was falling apart. The life I had built fell apart for the same reason Misty's had. I was tearing the little group apart and there was nothing I could do about it. I was going to be alone again and it would be worse because it was my fault now. I sat down on a chair next to Misty's bed and put my head in my hands. I wanted to leave, but I felt like that would be worse than staying. After a few moments of extreme silence, Misty spoke.
"I am so mad at Julie," she said suddenly, "I don't know what happened last night between you too, but she should've stopped it. If she loved me she would've stopped it." She said it in a tired voice, not crying anymore.
"She loves you. She told me that this morning after you left. She doesn't love me," I said.
"But how can I go back to her?" Misty asked, forgetting that she was angry with me for a moment.
"If you want to be with her I guess you are going to have to forgive her," I said. It was the truth. If they really loved one another, they could get over this. I would help. I would leave their group forever and stay away.
"I can't just forgive her," she said.
"I will go away. I will leave you guys alone," I said, trying to be helpful.
"No! Then she will be angry with me for driving you away. I can't do that either. I just need to do something to make this okay in my mind. I need to forgive her but I can't just do it," she explained, but I didn't really understand what she was trying to say.
"What do you need to do?" I asked, sitting forward in my chair.
"I have to get even. I need to make her feel like I feel. She needs to know that that isn't okay. She can't just treat me like this," she explained. I was starting to get nervous now. This did not sound like a healthy solution to the problem.
"I don't know if that is a good idea," I said.
"I don't think it was a good idea for you to fuck my girlfriend Shae. I don't think it is a good idea for you to be a whore, but I don't get in your face about it," she said with sudden force. I was stuck.
"I'm so sorry," I said and tears were welling in my eyes now. There was nothing I could do.
"We have to fuck," Misty said a few moments later and it almost knocked me out of the chair.
"What?" I asked, "You hate me." It was the first thing I thought of but there were literally dozens of reasons why it was a bad idea.
"Haven't you ever fucked someone you hated. It's better that way," she said now, warming the idea, "Yeah, this will work. We will fuck each other and it will teach Julie a lesson and it will even us out and also there won't be anything weird because now we both will have been with you." She was excited now. She had convinced herself that this was a good idea.
"I don't like this idea," I said.
"Hey you said you wanted to make it better," she said, turning to me coolly, "This is what it is going to take to make things okay between us," she explained. I sighed deeply. I considered this. Just yesterday I was a virgin. Now I was about to sleep with my second sexual partner in as many days and I was terrified.
"What do you want me to do?" I asked finally ands he smiled devilishly.
"Well we are going to fuck, but I am going to punish you a little too," she explained and I felt a cold twist in my gut. I wanted to tell her to fuck herself and to run away. I just remembered my promise to Julie. My promise to make everything better. I don't know why I wanted to protect Julie. This was all her fault, after all. But I had made a promise. There was a chance I could fix all of this, make it better.
Misty stood got up out of her bed and then turned to face it. She was sort of in profile from the point, her hard nipples sticking out from her chest and her ass poked out. She turned and looked at me, "Take off your clothes and get over here," she said. I could see lust in her eyes. She had let go of everything else, except for her desire for me. I gave up on anything else. I would do this for Julie. And Tara. For the sake of my friends.
I stood up from my chair and took off my little purple tie. I unbuttoned my shirt and let it slide to the floor. I had been in a hurry that morning when I left Julie's and I was not wearing a bra now. My nipples got hard in the cold air. I could still smell the sex from the night before on my body. I blushed thinking about this. I looked at Misty and she stared back at me blankly. I worked my skirt down my hips as well. I had also been unable to find my panties and now here I was, clean shaven and naked except for my boots.
"Leave the boots," Misty said, "Get over here." I left the pile of clothes and walked over to the bed and stood next to Misty and looked over at here.
"What do you want?" I asked.
"Get down on your knees behind me," she said coolly. I felt my heart in my throat, "I want you to eat my ass. Julie does it when she drinks. I love it."
I felt very nervous, but not in any way disgusted. I don't know why, but I didn't consider it odd or disgusting. It was just scary. I didn't say another word. I got behind her and got down on my knees. The fleshy globes of her ass were staring me in the face. I took the cheeks in my hand and squeezed them and she purred delightedly.
I took a deep breath and spread her cheeks apart. I was surprised by what I saw. I expected something unpleasant for some reason, but I was faced with something else entirely. Her asshole was a small, pink little flower in the middle of her white little ass. It was very cute actually and it even smelled pleasant. It had the same musky smell of a pussy, but intensified.
I leaned in a bit and stuck out my tongue. The tip just barely made contact with her skin and she shivered. I flattened my tongue slowly against the asshole. I was surprised that I found the taste agreeable. I stopped holding my breath, breathing in her asshole. I grabbed her hips and slowly started to lap at her ass. She pushed her hips back into my face. She was moaning loudly and I have to admit I was enjoying this. I licked her ass hard and took in all of the taste. She put her hand on the back of my head and pushed.
I made my tongue rigid. I started to push it into her. Sinking it deeper into her ass. She groaned and pushed me harder. She never slowed. Soon I had two inches of tongue, buried in her ass. Tasting the coppery flavor of the inside of her body. I pushed my tongue in and pulled it back out. Over and over again. I fucked her ass as hard as I could with my tongue. My jaw hurt and my knees ached, but I kept fucking her asshole. I kept loving it.
She spread her legs farther apart and I took my right hand off of her hip. I brought it up under her body and tickled her pussy. She giggled a bit and then pushed my head into her ass harder. I kept fucking her asshole as I slowly worked my finger into her pussy. She was soaking wet and it was dripping onto her carpet. My fingers slipped in easily and her knees seemed to get weak.
She was almost screeching now and I was terrified someone was going to walk in. I think she wanted someone to notice us. I started a gentle rhythm. I worked my fingers into her pussy at the same speed I worked my tongue into her asshole. She moved her body in the same rhythm. I had control over her now. Suddenly her whole body began to shake and her screaming became shaky. Her asshole contracted around my tongue and her pussy squeezed my fingers tight. She grunted once and then fell forward against the bed, panting.
I licked my lips and tasted her asshole on it again. I cleaned my fingers with my tongue. Tasting the thick juice and honestly enjoying it. I was outside of all my troubles now. I was completely within the moment. I knew I was enjoying the naughtiness of sex and the issues with Julie and Misty were completely out of my mind.
After a moment, Misty stirred, "I want you to get on the bed. Lay on your back." I did as I was told. I climbed up onto her bed and lay down. When I was on she climbed on with me and took my feet in her hands, pulling them apart. She looked down at my pussy and she smiled. I wanted to say something, but I didn't know what it should be. I bit my lower lip and massaged my right breast with my hand.
Misty leaned over so that her head was between my legs. She said something, but I couldn't hear it because she was muffled by her hair and my legs. I shuddered when I felt her tongue dip against my pussy. She was lapping at me, roughly. Dragging her tongue over me. She lifted her hand up and tweaked my nipples while she worked. She started to lap in bigger swaths. She started licking all the way from my asshole to my clit. It was heavenly, despite the heavy-handed way in which she went about it.
She took her hand on of my nipple and brought it back down between my legs. I felt a slight pressure against my asshole. It was already wet from my dripping pussy and from Misty's spit and she started to work her index finger into me. She was rough, but I liked it. She continued to lick my pussy, but before I knew it I felt the slight discomfort and extreme pleasure of having Misty's whole index finger inside of my asshole. She started curling it gently inside of me. She had obviously done this before.
I started to feel more pressure. Suddenly I realized that she was trying to slide another finger, her middle finger inside of me. She was persistent, but it was so painful. I was moaning loudly now. She licked me more softly now, being careful to massage my clit. But her finger kept pounding into me. Before I knew it there were two fingers inside of my asshole, rubbing my insides and making me feel strange, hurt, and wonderful.
I could barely stand it when I realized that there was still more pressure. She was pressing her ring finger in as well. I grunted and started to beg her not to do it. I was terrified that she was going to rip me in half. She kept working and didn't say a word. Finally, she had three fingers inside of my asshole and she was still licking me.
It was the most intense feeling I had ever experienced in my life. It wasn't all bad, by any stretch of the imagination. It was the kind of thing that you can't describe. Pain and pleasure mixed together in a big ball of emotion. I couldn't even moan at this point, my whole body just shook and I made a small, clicking sound in the back of my throat.
Suddenly all three fingers were pulled out of my asshole. It felt like the air had come out of my lungs and I grunted. I didn't even have time to think before the three fingers were suddenly buried in my mouth. I licked them. It wasn't even a conscious decision, but the Misty put her fingers in my mouth and I licked my asshole off of them. I liked it. I knew she was trying to punish me, but I loved it. She licked me one more time and I went over the edge. I came so hard I thought I was going to pass out. I shot juice all over Misty's face. Covering her in my pussy liquid.
She got up from between my legs and her face was damp. She crawled forward on top of me and put her face by mine. I started to lick her face gently. Pulling my juices off of her face with my tongue and swallowing them down. I loved the way I tasted, it was becoming one of my favorite things to do while having sex.
"I knew you were a fucking whore," Misty said with real hatred in her voice, "I knew I could get you to do anything I wanted. You are a slut. I knew it. You threw yourself at Julie. She must be so embarrassed." I was confused. She was looking at me and it was like she was convincing herself that everything was my fault.
"What are you talking about?"
"Get the fuck out of my house and don't ever talk to me or my girlfriend again," she said and then walked over to her bathroom and slammed the door. I was sitting on the bed, smelling of sex and completely confused. I felt so dirty all of the sudden, like I had just done something despicable. The full emotion of the last two days hit me and I started to cry. I could hear Misty laughing behind the bathroom door. I was sobbing even as I put on my clothes and walked out the door. I had to cover my face when Misty's father said goodbye as I ran out the door.
Chapter 9: The Schism
I went home now with my tail between my legs. My mother pretended like nothing had happened and didn't ask me a question about it. As a matter of fact, she didn't say a word to me about anything. My father followed her lead and we all sort of spent the rest of the day pretending like nothing was wrong but also that we were completely alone. I was alone. Completely lost in my thoughts and unable to focus on anything. My mind kept reminding me that I was going to have to go to school the next day. I had no idea what was going to happen. I hoped that Misty would forgive me. I hoped we could put it all in the past. I hoped that I wasn't a whore like Misty said I was.
The next morning I woke up and headed to school. My heart was in my throat the whole time and I decided to go slowly. I didn't want to be there on time. I didn't want to have to sit with my friends in the morning. I wanted to give them space. I could barely breath.
I made it to school with no time to spare. I kept my head down all day and avoided everyone and everything. I knew that I needed to talk to everyone, but at the same time I was terrified. If I didn't talk to them, they couldn't tell me off. I had just convinced myself that this plan was going to work when I felt a tap on my shoulder as I got dressed for gym.
"We are going to sneak out behind the gym," Tara said, her face solemn, "Everyone needs to talk. They are already out there." I felt crushed. Tara had not looked happy. If she was worried, then I was worried. She was my closest ally. I put on my gym clothes and went out into the gym. I pretended to play basketball for a few minutes and then I slipped out the back and around the corner where Julie and Misty smoked. They were already standing there, with Tara standing to their right.



"Hey," I said in a friendly, but surprisingly squeaky voice. I was very nervous.
"Hey," Tara said and Julie nodded. Misty rolled her eyes and looked away, tapping her foot.
"Okay," Julie said after a minute of silence, "I want everyone to know this. Misty and I are engaged." Tara smiled and clapped her hands; she was obviously at least somewhat unaware and being a sweet girl, was just happy for her friends. But Tara wasn't done talking, "Shae, whatever happened between us the other day is in the past," I felt relief. In the past. That is what I really wanted.
"What happened," Tara said, her face sinking.
"But Misty and I aren't comfortable hanging out with you anymore," Julie said, she wasn't looking me in the eye and it was clear that someone else was pulling the strings. I could see Misty trying to hide her grin. My heart sank, "We just don't know if we can trust you," she explained. It felt like someone had stabbed me in the back. This wasn't all my fault. It was at least as much Julie and Misty's fault as mine. I felt hot tears in my eyes but I fought hard and kept them from falling.
"Sorry," Misty said in a snotty sort of way.
"What happened?" Tara asked again, her eyebrows furrowed.
"I really am sorry," Julie said and she looked me in the eyes. There was a plea in her eyes there. It was almost like she was asking me to forgive her. But I was too hurt to even think about it now.
"What happened? Goddamnit, someone answer me!" Tara said, throwing her arms in the air.
"She fucked us," Misty said, giddily, "She fucked both of us and she was trying to tear us apart," I felt like I was going to vomit. I looked at Tara and I saw tears welling in her eyes. Misty and Julie started to walk away, back towards the school. Tara sat still for a moment.
"Oh," she said, the tears starting to fall now, "I thought...Well I thought we..."
"What?" I asked, my heart breaking for her.
"Nothing," she said. Then she turned, crying, and ran back to the other girls. It was only then that I realized what was going on. Tara liked me. She was in love with me and I hadn't even noticed it. I felt terrible. I fell to my knees in the mud behind the gym. I couldn't even stand if I wanted to. I thought about Misty and her hate. I thought about how Julie was so much weaker than I thought she had been. I thought about Tara. Sweet Tara. My best friend and I had broken her heart. I felt like a victim and a villain at the same time. I sat in the mud for the rest of the period. The rain poured down on me and I shivered. But I felt numb.
The rest of that week was worse than the first week at school. There were rumors swirling around the school as to why our little maligned clique was split up. Some of the rumors were crazy. Some of them were true but people dismissed them as being crazy. I wanted to crawl up into a ball and die. But I couldn't. I just kept going through the motions. Then, on Friday, something crazy happened.
I was sitting in the lunchroom, eating quietly by myself. I was at one end of the table and some of the forensics team kids were sitting on the other and they wouldn't even look at me. I was trying not to cry, which was basically my entire life at this point and I was just hoping for the bell to ring so I could go to class. I felt someone tap on my shoulder.
"Hey Shae, come sit with us!" The voice said, I turned and saw that it was Crystal! It was her and all of the cheerleaders, smiling and holding their trays.
"What?" I asked.
"Come on! Don't be a joker. Just come sit with us. It'll be fun!" she said. She smiled that same fake smile. I thought for a minute. They didn't want me to sit with them because they suddenly liked me. I had been a cheerleader. I knew. They wanted me for some reason. I looked around and saw my old friends, sitting at their table and staring at me. Julie looked absolutely pissed and Misty was angrier still. I realized why they wanted me. I was going to be there personal "Fuck You" to Julie. I didn't want to do it at first, but then I thought about it for a minute. I hadn't done anything wrong. Julie and Misty had sacrificed me for their relationship. I had trusted them.
"Sure," I said and got up. I even waved over at Julie as I walked over to the popular girl's table and sat down. Cheerleading season was over, but that was still what they were talking about. I have to admit, it didn't take me long to slip back into the old dodge and duck world of cheerleader talk. Before I knew it I was complimenting girls left and right and making safe little jokes. A couple of weeks later I was Crystal's right hand girl and I was dating a boy on the football team. Julie and that whole gang hated me and I loved every second of it.
Sometimes I would think about my old friends and I would tell myself that I was better off now. I was with better people. People my mother liked and people who acted the way we were supposed to act. There was always something in the back of my mind though. Something that reminded me that I had really enjoyed my old friends. Something told me I hadn't been pretending back then. When I was with my boyfriend, Jack, and he would hold me and kiss me; I would know that I was pretending then. But I ignore those feelings and the rest of the year started to ease along and before long I was able to just ignore those things and get along.
Chapter 10: A New Beginning
It was about three weeks before the end of school when my new, new life unraveled on me again. I wasn't even upset this time. I think, subconsciously, I was hoping that it would happen. It began at lunch. I was sitting with Crystal and her boyfriend, waiting for some of the other girls to show up. She was talking on and on about how we should be roommates in college and I was smiling, nodding, and giggling.
"I really think we could be like sisters," she explained, I was acting as though I was interested, but I was in a particularly bad mood.
"Yeah, maybe we can," I said.
"You can be just like me!" she said as though it were a light-hearted joke. I could tell she was serious. She thought it was a great compliment. Like people would inject themselves with bleach to have a chance to be just like her. I started thinking back on the last few months. Something inside of me snapped. Everything that had been bottled up burst out of me. The time I spent with Crystal and the cheerleaders and all the goofy shit we had done. I realized all the faking I had done and how unhappy I was. I missed my real friends. I missed Julie and Misty (I couldn't believe it). More than anything else I missed Tara. I was thinking about her more and more all the time, without realizing it. It was like a missed opportunity. Something I would regret my entire life. I couldn't keep doing this.
"I don't know if I could live up to being like you," I said smiling.
"Oh I am sure you could," she said, acting like we were playing a game.
"Well I don't know," I said, "If I was like you I would have to do all kinds of stuff differently."
"Don't be silly," she said, then she turned and looked at me more seriously, with her eyebrows knit, "Like what?"
"Well for one thing I'd have to wear a lot more make-up. I'd have to hump this big block of meat and shit you call a boyfriend. I'd have to have halitosis. I'd have to have once drunkenly given my boyfriend's cousin a blow job at a family Christmas party. I'd have to think I was better than everyone else. I'd have to have everyone hating me behind my back but afraid to say anything because I am such an unholy bitch," I said. By the time I was done spilling the truth in the middle of the cafeteria I was standing, screaming, and shaking all over. Crystal's eyes were big and her mouth kept opening and closing as if she was struggling to find an answer, but she was done.
"Fuck you," was all she managed to sputter out. I stood up from the table and walked away. Everyone in the cafeteria was looking at me. They were all covering their mouths with their hands. Whispering to each other what I had said and giggling. They looked at me in an odd new way. I swear to God it was something close to respect. Respect for putting Crystal in her place. Respect for using the dirty mouth my old friends had taught me about. I didn't even turn around. I just walked out to the cafeteria, straight out to my car, and away to my house.
I felt numb the whole way home, but I knew I had done what I needed to do. When I got home I went up to my room and started to think about what had happened. My parents were both out of the house and I was alone with my thoughts. The numb feeling began to wear off and I felt my whole body becoming emotionally charged. All of the things I had ignored in my conscious mind for all this time flooded back into me. I felt the resentment for Misty I had been ignoring, I felt the disappointment and betrayed feeling I had towards Julie, and I felt the longing, yes that was it, for Tara. I wanted her. I loved her. I realized it then.
It was Friday. That meant they were going to be at Misty or Julie's house that night to get drunk. It was the last Friday of the month so Misty's mom and dad would be out for the night, getting drunk and then staying at a friends house. That is where they would be. I decided I was going to do what I was too shocked to do that day behind the gym. I was going to go over there that night and tell them all off. I was going to let them know that they were missing out on me, not the other way around.
There were still several hours before night fell so I got to work. I went to my closet and dug through all of my clothes, finding the little skirt and my little shirt and tie. Thing I had put away forever. Things I had decided to put away forever. I put them on and looked at myself in the mirror. It wasn't quite right yet. I put on my make-up, coating it on thick so I looked like I used to. Then I went out to my car and drove to the mall. I got there just as the person who had dyed my hair before was getting settled in. She remembered dying my hair and told me she could do it again. I gave her a big tip when I left a little while later with my hair back the way it was supposed to be. I felt so sexy as I walked back to my car.
It was dark now and I knew that the girls would be at Misty's house. I got into my car and drove as fast I could towards Misty's house. I was on a mission now. The same venom I had felt for Crystal now was swelling up in my body and I was going to explode. I got to Misty's house and walked up to the door.
I knew they would be in the basement and the last thing that I wanted to do was knock on the door and wait for them to come to it and let me in. I decided to do something else instead. I walked around to the back of the house. There were three little windows, only about twelve inches high and two feet wide that lined the back of Misty's house that looked down into the basement. I went to the first window and looked in and it was completely black inside, I didn't even know what room it was. The next one was the one with the girls. I saw all three of them playing video games. They were obviously already drinking. They appeared to be laughing and having a good time. It made my blood boil. But Tara looked gorgeous. I forgot how pretty she looked late at night, when she was tired. Her blonde and black hair was tied up behind her and eyes looked so bright.
Finally I went to the last window and looked in on the laundry room. The light was on but no one was in the room. I put my hands against the glass and gently started to lift it. I was happy to find that it was unlocked. I lifted it very carefully. I was doing my best to avoid making a lot of noise and alerting them to my little break in attempt.
After a little work I opened the window. I got down on my stomach and then gently slithered in through the window. It was only a couple of feet from the window and the washing machine. I was very careful when I put my hands on the top, to keep the sheet metal from crumpling. With a few minutes of careful work I was down on the floor. I stood in the laundry room and considered what I was doing for a minute. I felt a little bit like I was going crazy. Like I was doing something completely irrational and possibly wrong. But I was too into what I was doing now. I decided to just walk in without thinking about what I was going to say.
I walked out the door and made a left turn and then another. With that I was standing in the doorway, looking in to see my old friends. They didn't notice me for a minute, but then Misty looked over and nearly jumped a mile into the air. I laughed slyly and leaned against the doorframe.
"How's it going guys?" I asked and they now all turned and looked at me and were quite surprised.
"Get the fuck out of my house! How in the Hell did you get in here?" Misty asked. I shrugged my shoulders.
"I am not going to be here for very long," I said.
"Damn right you aren't. I am going to call the cops," Misty said. Julie looked a bit confused, but I could sense she was a bit impressed. I'd be lying if I didn't say that flattered me. Tara was looking at me too, but I couldn't read her emotions.
"Don't be a melodramatic cunt," I said. Misty recoiled like she'd been hit. I decided not to wait any longer, "I just came to tell you all something that you need to know. I already talked to that bitch Crystal today and now it's your turn."
"I heard about that," Tara said and smiled a little, until Misty shot her an angry glare.
"I just came to tell you that you all are a bunch of assholes. You act like you are so much different than the other girls. Like you are the polar opposite of everything they stand for. But you really aren't. You just paint over with your make-up and funny music. So you can go fuck yourselves. You told me I could hang out with you and then you two, Julie and Misty, you took advantage of me and then when it threatened your happiness, you threw me away. You called me the kinds of names other people called you. I don't care why what happened between us happened. I still don't think any of it was my fault. Julie came on to me. But that doesn't matter. Friends wouldn't have let that tear them apart," I was fuming now. The words came out so fast that sometimes that tripped over themselves as they poured out of my mouth. When I was finished they were silent.
"The only thing I regret," I said now, "Is how things turned out with you, Tara. I am sorry that I hurt you. You were my best friend and I wouldn't ever do anything to hurt you. I have been thinking about you all the time. I want you to know that you have always been my best friend. The more I knew you and the more I think about you, the more I love you. I love you Tara. With all my heart."
This was all I could manage now. I felt like I was going to cry. Tara was looking at me blankly now and the others looked upset. I could tell that Julie was ashamed and I even think that Misty was as well. I turned to walk out the door. I wasn't going to slink out; I was headed for the front door.
"Come on you guys," Misty said and she turned back to the TV, "I don't think we need to even respond to her bullshit. Fuck her." I kept walking, I heard someone behind me, I turned and looked. Tara was right behind me. She was smiling at me. I can't even describe the way I felt. It was single greatest moment of my entire life. She reached out here hand and I took it.
"Get the fuck back here!" Misty said. Julie looked concerned as well.
"She is right," Tara said back to them, "and I love her. I would rather be with her. If you guys don't want her then you can't have me." I felt like crying again. This time, because I was happy.
"Well let's just..." Julie began, but Misty cut her off.
"No. Tara if you want to go then you can get the fuck out of my house too. Just remember you can't ever come back," Misty said. She was in a blind rage now. Her face was red and she looked as though she were going to pass out. Tara and I had had enough. We were still holding hands as we ran up the stairs and out the front door.
We were running to my car but I pulled her back for a moment. She spun around and looked at me. Even her eyes were smiling and I wanted to say something to her. But I couldn't think of anything to say. I just looked into her eyes for a moment. Then I closed mine. I leaned in gently and I could feel her body press against mine. My heart was beating a mile a minute and as our breasts touched, I could feel her heart as well. Our lips touched. Just a light touch, her soft, supple lips against my own. My arms went around her and her's did the same. We just stood there for several minutes, just holding each other and kissing very gently.
After several minutes our lips broke. My eyes flooded open and she was looking at me. Smiling the same as I was. I felt love in a new way. I pulled her in again in a big hug. I felt her hold me too.
"I am so sorry," I said.
"What?"
"That we missed out on so much time. We should've been together a long time ago," I said.
"I forgive you Shae. I am not angry at all. I love you too," she said. We kissed again. Quickly.
"Let's go," I said and we got into my car.
"We can go over to my trailer. I don' think my dad is awake and it takes an earthquake to bother him. We can hang out," Tara said and smiled at me in the passenger seat. I just nodded and jetted off towards her trailer.
It didn't take us long to get there, it was relatively close. I parked in her driveway and we made our way up to the front door. My entire body felt electric. It had been such an emotionally draining day, but I was still a live wire. We headed up to the door and she carefully unlocked it and let us in. All of the lights were out and the door to her father's room was closed. We moved carefully until we were in her room with the door closed behind us. She turned on the lights and looked at me.
"I do love you," she said suddenly, as though it had been killing her not to say it.
"I love you too," I said. I wanted to say so much more. It was so complicated.
"I think about you all the time. I wanted you to know that I was sad because I loved you and you weren't around. I wasn't ever angry with you or anything like that. I was always saying to the other girls that we should just bring you back in, but they always fought me on it. Especially Misty," she blurted it all out at once as though she was asking me to forgive her!
"Tara, Tara. Let's not talk about the past. We have our whole future together and I know that I am happy now," I said. She smiled and then leaned forward and kissed me softly. I took her hand and kissed her back. Together we sat down on the bed, our lips still together. I could smell her perfume and taste her sweet lips and it was more wonderful than any feeling I had ever felt before.
I put my arm around her side and she set her hands in my lap. I looked into her eyes and they were sparkling. I didn't realize what love could be until this moment. It was soft but powerful. I pulled her in with my other arm and we kissed again. We kissed for a time that felt like a beautiful eternity. Our tongues danced in each other's mouths and it was like all of my senses came together in a single point.
After what felt like hours our kiss broke. We giggled and looked at each other for a moment. I put my hand on her shoulder and guided her down on the bed. We wrapped our legs together, our arms were intertwined and we continued to kiss. I felt my body get hot now. I felt her grinding against me as well. Our kisses became more passionate and my hands moved over her body.
We rolled over and I was on my back and Tara was straddling me. She sat up, smiling. She bit her lip and then reached down with her arms crossed. She lifted her arms up and removed her black t-shirt revealing a black bra. Her breasts looked amazing in them. Her hips were beautiful. I leaned up and kissed her bellybutton and she giggled.



She leaned forward and kissed me and her hair cascaded around my face and covered me. I reached around her and stealthily unhooked her bra. She sat up giggling and playfully smacked my arm. She let the bra slide down her arms and drop onto the bed. Her breasts were gorgeous with her small pink nipples and teardrop shape.
Now it was my turned to roll her over. I was on top of her now with my head against her breasts. I kissed her nipple and she moaned. I started to suck gently on her nipple while I massaged the other with my hand. I felt her kiss the top of my hand. I worked slowly and carefully, never taking too much time or allowing her any sort of release. Her whole body felt hot and she was writhing now and saying my name in hot, breathy tones.
Suddenly I stopped. I sat up and quickly removed my shirt, revealing that I was wearing no bra underneath. It felt cold in her room and my nipples were already hard from being aroused. I leaned forward on the bed, putting my elbows on either side of her head so that my breasts hung down. I felt her tongue touched my nipple and I let out an uncontrollable squeal.
Her rough, wet tongue worked over my nipples gradually. I was uncontrollably grinding my hips against her body as she did. We were both out of control now. I quickly got up and stood on the bed on top of Tara. She was biting her finger and looking and me with lust in her eyes. I shook my hips a little and she giggled at me. I unzipped my skirt and let it slide down my body and into a pile on her legs. I was naked underneath. My pussy was dripping wet. Tara was staring at me now and the room was silent.
She got up on her knees and crawled over to me. She took my leg in her hand and kissed my calf. She continued to kiss, working her way up my knee and over my thighs. I could feel the imprint of each kiss as it marked my leg and burned into my memory. I leaned forward slightly and took her headboard with my hands. My knees felt weak and I needed it to hold myself up.
She kissed her way inside of my thigh and stopped just short of my wet pussy. I looked down at her and she winked at me. Slowly she grasped my foot with her hand. She let her hand go loose and she slid it up my leg. I moved my leg apart and my pussy felt like it was gaping open. Finally, her fingers reached my pussy. They just barely grazed my pussy lips and my whole body was electric. I moaned loudly and moved one hand to massage my breast.
Tara began to rub my clit very slowly with one of her fingers. She used all the skill she had from a life dedicated to the art of masturbation. She circled my clit with her fingers. It was more of a whisper of her finger. I felt so hot. Finally, when I felt like I was going to explode, She dipped her finger, ever so slightly into my pussy. I arched my back into her.
Then she started to work her finger in deeper. I felt weak. I fell down on my knees on the bed, but I kept my hands on the headboard. She stayed to the side of me and continued to slowly work her finger into my pussy. I moaned loudly and her last knuckle pressed up against my pussy. She moved her finger gently and rhythmically inside of me. I moved with her rhythm, breathed to it, and ached with it. She was lying beside me, kissing my hip while she worked. I pinched my nipples.
Suddenly, I felt my body seeming to fill with pleasure. I felt it run from my pussy, down my legs and out my toes. It was a warm, sexy feeling and I knew that I was cumming hard. It came in waves and my lover continued to work through them. My body moved in fits and starts as I felt the orgasm rip through me. Nothing in my mind worked. I was completely consumed by it. I fell backwards, but Tara stayed with me. She kept fucking me with her finger even as the last little wave of my orgasm crashed through me.
I finally stopped. She was damn good at that. I was lying on her bed staring at her ceiling and breathing hard. Suddenly, her leg swung across my field of vision. Then I was staring at her pussy as her skirt covered my face. She didn't speak a word as she gently lowered her pussy lips to my mouth. I breathed in her scent and sighed. She even smelled beautiful.
I was a slave to my hormones now. I couldn't have planned what I was going to do next if I tried. I moved my hands up and grabbed her hips, pulling her down against my lips. I opened my mouth and licked her pussy. Her body was shaking in my hands as I began to lap at her clit and pussy lips. I kept my tongue thick and soft as I started to lap at her. I could hear her gasping and I pictured her in my mind, grabbing her breasts and rocking against my face.
I decided to change tactics. I lapped her pussy one last time. Then I made my tongue hard and long, sticking it out and flexing the muscle. I pushed it inside of her pussy. She tasted strong, very nice. I kept pushing it in farther and I felt her arms clamp on my wrists. She shoved her hips down, impaling herself on my tongue. I kept working the tongue in. Pulling it in and out and making her squeal.
She started to grind her pussy against my face, hard. She worked at it for a long time and she kept squeezing my wrists harder and harder. Finally, she came. It was explosive. Her whole body was shaking around me and I felt she was cutting off circulation to my hands. She squirted on me too, covering my face mouth and hair with her juices. I swallowed as much as I could, let the thick warm liquid slide down my throat. Finally, she stopped moving and fell forward, still on top of me.
We must have fallen asleep like that, because I woke up in the middle of the night still under her skirt. I gently moved her around so that her head was on the pillow and I lay behind her and held her close. She awoke me in the morning by kissing me deeply. It was the first time in my life I ever felt truly and completely in love.
Chapter 11: Reconciliation
The rest of the school year just sort of cruised along from there. It was very strange. Tara and I spent all our time together. We went to school together in the morning, we ate lunch together, and we drove home together in the afternoon. We would hang out together, sometimes we would have sex, and then I would take her home. I found that my infatuation with Tara grew with time rather than waned. By the time the end of the school year rolled around, I felt that I could spend the rest of my life with her.
It was probably the same for Misty and Julie. We would see them occasionally in school or at the mall and we would all walk past one another as though we didn't see one another. Sometimes it got to Tara. She had known them far longer and felt that they were shunning her for no reason. I tried to make her feel better, and usually she didn't mind, but it broke my heart that occasionally, they were able to make her cry.
I figured that this sort of thing would continue until Misty and Julie went to college and they would sort of fade for my memory. As a matter of fact, by the last week of school I felt as though it already had. I vividly remember the day my whole theory was shot to hell because it was the first day in months I didn't see or even think of Julie or Misty for the entire day.
I walked up to my locker and I was smiling to myself. I couldn't believe that there was only three days left until the summer. Time to lay around the house with Tara and just hang out. Maybe go to a concert or event try to plan a trip to the beach. I had the distinct feeling that Tara would look incredibly hot in a little itsy bitsy bikini and I already had my eye out for one that would fit her personality.
I wasn't even thinking as I opened my locker and something flitted out of it and landed against my boot. I bent over and picked it up and it was a small, purple envelope. My name was scrawled across it in very careful script. I put my bag down and set my books on the shelf and quickly opened it up. It said:
Shae,
Hey. I am having a graduation party on the last day of school. It isn't really a party with two. I want you to show up. I don't think I would ever be able to just leave if we don't say goodbye. Be there at 9.
Julie
I was a little shocked, to say the least. It was the last thing in the world that I expected. I didn't even know what to think. I decided I would take the note to Tara and see what she said. I would let her make the decision. If she wanted to go and say goodbye to her old friends, I would support her. If she just wanted to let this stuff all pass, I would be alright with that too.
When I showed Tara she was very confused at first. I think she was unhappy that I was leaving the decision entirely up to her, even though she knew that it was probably the right thing to do. Finally, she decided that even if we didn't really want to go, we didn't want to give them the satisfaction of ever looking like the good guys. Our group had broken up because they were selfish and we wouldn't allow them to turn it around on us now. I agreed whole-heartedly with this sentiment and we made plans to go.
The rest of the week sort of flew by. It was crazy that my first and last year at my new school was already over. It was strange because when I thought about the entire school year as a whole it felt like it had just flown by, but when I thought about specific instances in the past, it felt like a million years ago. It felt like my first day of school was a million years ago, it felt like a lifetime since I had made my friends, and the even the big fight felt like it was well over a year ago. Now it was all coming to an end. I didn't really even know what I felt about everything, but I knew I felt changed. I was not the same person I had been at the start of the year. I wasn't a cheerleader anymore. I wasn't cool or popular. But I was happy. Really and truly happy. That was better.
The night finally came and I went over to Tara's house to get changed. We wanted to make sure that we looked stunning when we were at Julie's house. We didn't really know what the rules were for the night, but we knew that we wanted to win. When we were done, we looked hot. I was wearing a very small black t-shirt with no bra. My midrift was showing. I was also wearing my favorite new pink plaid, pleated, mini-skirt and my combat boots. Tara looked even better. She was wearing a dark purple corset and a tight little skirt that showed off her butt. I wanted to just stay in her room and fuck her, but she was able to convince me to go to Julie's and finally finish this thing.
We got there about ten minutes after nine and rang the doorbell. I couldn't believe how nervous I felt. I didn't know what to expect, but I was afraid that it could be anything. We stood there on the stoop for a little while, just looking at one another. Tara looked nervous too. I reached over and squeezed her hand and she gave me a grateful smile.
Finally, the door swung open and Julie was standing in front of us. She was obviously trying to look good as well. She did a fantastic job. She was wearing a tight fitting sleeveless black dress. She was showing a lot of cleavage and the hem was well up on her hips. She was even smiling her beautiful smile when she opened the door.
I peered in and saw Misty standing at the other side of the room. She had a drink in her hand and she looked incredibly pretty. She had put on her make-up more artfully than usual and she was wearing a form fitting t-shirt, tight black jeans, and flats. As Julie led us into the room, we all looked much better than we had at any other time.
Julie moved quickly and got al of us drinks. A few moments later we were all standing in the kitchen, staring at our feet. No one dared say a word for the longest time. For awhile it was merely unbearable, but when it started to feel like I had been standing with my arms crossed for nearly twenty minutes, it entered a new stage. It was unbelievably terrible.
Finally, Julie did what I had been desperate for her to do since the whole mess had started months ago, she took charge, like a good leader is supposed to. She spoke, "Thanks for making it you guys, seriously this is really important to me," she said, then corrected herself, "Us. Important to us." Misty even nodded. I shrugged my shoulders and Tara mumbled something along the lines of "don't mention it."
We stood for another moment or so, but now Julie was back in gear. She was acting like the Julie who brought me into the group and taught me the ropes, not the timid Julie who let Misty walk all over me. "I really mean it you guys," she said, not letting up, "Misty and I have been talking about it a lot lately. We realize that something went wrong along the way. Misty and I disagree on what exactly went wrong, but we are both not happy that it did. For what it is worth, I am sorry guys. I never meant for this to happen." She said it from the heart and looked at Tara and me earnestly. My heart lightened a bit. I wanted an apology from Misty as well, but it was so nice for someone to finally acknowledge that this was not all my fault. I was not some slut who just showed up from out of town and trashed their group. I needed other people to realize that.
"Oh Hell," Misty said and I got nervous, "I just want to forget any of this ever happened. I still don't think that this was my fault," she looked at Julie harshly and I knew that they had been fighting about that very point, "but I am sorry I didn't let it go. I really am." That was as good as it was going to get from her, but it wasn't bad. It was far more than I had ever expected.
"I agree," I said. I wasn't going to give any more than Misty, but I meant what I said.
"I am sorry," Tara said, despite the fact that she was by far the most blameless person in the room. I smiled at her. All she ever wanted was to make peace. I think we were all touched by her gesture.
"Friends?" Julie asked.
"Friends," Tara and I said in unison and everyone laughed.
"Friends," Misty said, and she was smiling. I felt like I was going to cry. It was the best moment I could remember with my friends. They were my friends again.
"Then let's have some fun," Julie said and downed her drink. We all followed suit. Most of the rest of the night was a blur. We did a good deal of joking and we played video games, we make prank phone calls, and we talked. We had so much to talk about. We had to catch each other up on all of the things that had happened since we stopped hanging out. It was the most fun I had ever had in my entire life.
Around two o'clock, the party started to settle down a little bit. We were all just sitting in Julie's room watching TV. Julie and Misty were lying on the bed next to one another and Tara and I were sharing a sleeping bag on the floor.
I looked over at her; she was staring at the TV. The screen flickered blue across her face and brought out the shadows and the light of her face and made her more beautiful than she had ever been before. My heart filled with love and my body with lust. I wanted her so bad then.
"Tara," I whispered into her ear and she turned her head closer to me, "Follow my lead." I said and she turned to me. I winked at her and she got the gist of what I was suggesting. She smiled and nodded her head. I stood up from the sleeping bag and walked over next to the bed. I didn't even have to look to know that Tara was standing right next to me. Misty and Julie looked over at us, puzzled.
I tapped Tara on the shoulder and she gently leaned forward and put her face near Misty's. She closed her eyes and leaned in. Misty only reacted by closing her eyes. In no other way did she move. I watched as their mouths touched. Misty moved her hand and put it around the back of my girlfriend's neck and pulled her in closer to the kiss. I tapped Tara on the shoulder again and she broke the kiss. She slinked her body off of Misty and moved across the bed until she was straddling Julie.
It was my turn now. I crept onto the bed. I felt myself completely in control of my body. I knew were each inch of it was and moved it in just the right way to make the maximum effect. I saw Misty staring up at me with a look in her eye I had never seen before. I think it might have been respect. I leaned forward and kissed her gently on the lips. She kissed back. I felt her hands reach up and grab my hips. She rubbed my sides while we continued to kiss. She was so soft and sensual. I knew why Julie loved her.
I sat back for a moment and reached looked down at Misty. I looked over and Tara did the same. Then I quickly removed my shirt and allowed my breasts to fall free. Tara quickly untied her corset and did the same. We leaned forward in unison. I felt Misty's soft, warm mouth close over my right nipple and I moaned quietly. I heard a similar sound to my left and I looked over in time to see Tara's nipple disappear into Julie's mouth,
I leaned over a bit towards Tara and turned my head towards her. As I did, I felt Misty's mouth begin to suck hard on my nipple. On of her hands was gently playing with the other one. Tara turned towards me and we kissed. It was the most passionate kiss we had ever shared. Our tongues swirled around one another and it felt so dirty to be doing it. Tara bit my lip so hard my eyes began to tear, but it felt so incredibly good.
Our kiss broke and I turned away. I put my hands on either side of Misty's head and she continued to suck on my nipples and play with my breast. She played for what felt like a delicious eternity. I closed my eyes and arched my back into her. I heart rustling next to my and I turned and looked. Tara and Julie were carefully removing what remained of their clothes. In just a few short seconds, they were sitting naked and beautiful on the bed. I agreed with the idea and I quickly stood up on the bed and removed my skirt. I hadn't worn panties that night so I was now also completely naked. I moved over to the other to girls and I took Tara's right breast in my hand and started to knead it. She reached over and started to rub my right breast. I then leaned over and had to get up on my hands and knees and took Julie's beautiful breast into my mouth, sucking on it gently. Tara did the same with Julie's other breast and we were soon sucking away at her as she moaned.
We continued for a while and I could hear Misty disrobing behind me. Suddenly, she was very quiet. For a few moments the room was very quiet. Then I made a quiet chirping noise in my throat and jumped a bit. I had felt something. Something dirty and sexy. I felt a soft, wet tongue caress my asshole. The feel of Misty's tongue on my asshole, coupled with the surprise, was unbelievable. I felt my pussy dripping onto the bed.
We continued to lick for a while. I noticed that Tara was gently rubbing both her own pussy and Julie's as we continued to suck. The room was surprisingly quiet, but we were all working hard on the wonderful task at hand. I noticed that Tara was now fingering her pussy hard, but still just gently rubbing Julie. Misty's tongue was digging deeper and deeper into my asshole. I felt like I was getting split in half and I loved every second of it. Suddenly, Tara screamed loudly and we all realized that she had artfully been able to make herself cum and we giggled at her. We all stopped for a moment and I groaned as Misty pulled her delicate tongue out of my asshole.
I decided to act boldly. I turned around gently pushed Misty down onto the floor. She leaned back carefully. Her eyes were on fire and I felt them bringing into me. Her whole body screamed sex. When she was on her back on the floor, I quickly straddled her head and put my sopping wet pussy, freshly shaved, down on her lips. She didn't waste a second. Before a few seconds had passed, she was sucking on my hard little clit. She was even using her finger, playing with my pussy.
The other two girls didn't want to be left out. They climbed off of the bed and onto the floor. Tara acted more quickly. She was soon prone, on all fours. With her body perpendicular to Misty with her head in the girls lap, licking and sucking on Misty's desperate body. Julie was down in a half second. She lay down of the ground and put her hands on Tara's legs, pulling them apart. She lay underneath my girlfriends and pulled her hips down to meet her face. Shortly thereafter, Julie was licking Tara's pussy and slamming two fingers into her hungry cunt.



I decided that I needed to do a little bit of work myself. I shifted my weight so that my legs were still around Misty's head, but I got her to turn it a bit. I leaned over carefully, balancing myself gently and slid my hands underneath of Julie's tight little ass. I pushed her up a bit, just so that I could reach. I pushed my head down and began to suck on Julie's soft pussy. I worked my hands around and soon I was able to gently rub her asshole as well. She was so close to cumming already that her body was bucking and shaking while she continued to fuck Tara.
We licked each other for a very short time. We were all twisted and in a delicious amount of pain. Suddenly a feeling shook through all of us. It was the strangest of feelings. It was like we were all connected as one and then a similar tremor rushed through all of us. Suddenly I was cumming so hard that I couldn't even think about what was happening. My mind was in a complete haze, but I know that my body was continuing to work. Continuing to finger and to lick. Suddenly, the orgasm burst through me and I shook all over. I heard the other girl's moaning as well. We all fell together, in a large heap on the floor. We were covered in each other's juices and we were all panting with the exertion.
Not another word was spoken. No one even questioned. We knew what to do. There on the floor we moved in closer. We draped arms and legs around and underneath of one another, we put our heads against the breasts of our friends and pussies against one another's legs. Before long we were a giant comfortable ball. We awoke that way in the morning and it was if everything and nothing had changed. I felt so much love that night that to explain it in words would do it an immense disservice. All I know is that I felt right and I didn't even need to wonder about why or how or how long it would last. Everything could go to hell the next day and I would be all right. I was truly happy.
The rest of the summer was wonderful. We had many more sleepovers and we did many more exciting and different things, but nothing was ever as magical as that night. It was a once in a lifetime experience for four friends. The next August, Misty and Julie went off to school. Tara and I stayed in town, it took a lot of convincing but I got my parents to front Tara the money to go on my trip (the cost was the removal of my face piercings. It was fine, I just got my labia pierced instead). When we returned home a few months later, I saw that a car was parked at the house across the street and a big moving van was in the driveway.
"What's going on there?" I asked my father.
"Oh, some new people moving into the building across the street, they have a daughter about your age," he said. Well I had six more months before I started college, and a new girl! What a wonderful opportunity.
The End
Well everyone, thank you so much for reading this story. Please, please rate the story and comment on it. send me an e-mail through literotica if you want it to be private. I read all the responses and I want to give you all what you want. Also, if you liked this, read my other stories and comment on them as well. If you have a suggestion for another story you'd like to hear and want me to write it I will CONSIDER doing it. Thanks YKN
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It was the Monday before the Tuesday that my senior year of high school was supposed to begin. It was just two weeks after my eighteenth birthday. I was in my room, lying on my bed and playing with my iPad. It was drizzling outside and I felt cozy, curled up on my bed with the covers wrapped around my waist. I could smell dinner wafting up through the vents. And I was smiling to myself. There was no way I could know at that moment, while I was so absolutely content with my life, that everything was about to change. First, everything was going to fall apart, and then it was going to get put back together, even better than before. But I had no conception of that now, flipping through a magazine and considering what to wear at school the next day.
I heard the doorbell ring but didn't stir. I knew my mom was downstairs, cooking dinner, so there was no reason for me to get up. I heard her open the door and I could hear muffled conversation at the door. I couldn't make anything out, although I wasn't really trying. I thought for a moment that I heard my mother's voice rise a little bit. Then the talking became faster and finally I heard the door shut emphatically. It wasn't a slam, but it was pretty loud. I shrugged and kept reading.
"Ella!" I heard her call up the stairs, her voice sounding strange and nervous, "Can you come down here for a second."
"I am just finishing this article!" I called down.
"Please... now!" she said, almost sounding like she was begging. I felt a cold stab in my stomach. I got up quickly and started to move down the stairs.
This reminded me of another Monday, ten years earlier. I was 8 years old. My mother had called me out of my room where I was watching television. I'd crept down the stairs and she was sitting on the couch, clutching a pillow. Her eyes were watery and red, but she wasn't crying. Her normally tanned skin looked bleached and her lips were so thin. I had felt so much fear when I saw her that I sat down on the floor and stared at her.
"Ella, I have some bad news," she'd said and her voice cracked and she seemed to be fighting not to cry.
"What?" I'd begged. I always hated bad news, I wanted it out where I could see it and fight it.
"Today, on his way home from work you daddy got sick in his car. He had a problem with his heart. He got sick so bad... that he couldn't control his car. He crashed. Honey, your Daddy died. I am so sorry," she said and threw open her arms. I don't even remember how I made it from sitting on the floor up into her arms, but I did it. I remember her holding me there. On that same couch she still owns. She kept herself from crying; she let me take all the crying and all the sympathy.
I loved my mom so much for that day. But I didn't want to repeat it. But she had that same edge in her voice now. I crept down the stairs, my legs feeling like jelly. She was sitting on the couch again. She didn't look like she was about to cry, but she did look dazed. She looked up when she saw me, but didn't say anything.
I felt sick as I sat next to her. I couldn't think of what the news could be. Was she sick? How did tie in to the fact that someone had rung our doorbell? Did someone else we loved die? I couldn't take it. I had to know.
"Mom, what's wrong?" I almost screamed. She reached over and put her delicate hand with its long, thin fingers on my knee.
"Honey," she said, the pet name she used, "There is someone outside who wants to see you. I told her that I had to talk to you before she did." I was more confused than ever. Who wanted to see me?
"Ok," I said, a little bit too much like a bratty teenager, "who is it."
"Your biological mother," she said and I felt like I'd been kicked. I dropped back against the couch and crossed my arms over my chest. I'd known all my life that my mom hadn't been the person who gave birth to me. My dad said that he'd married a girl who was 18, just out of high school, because she got pregnant. I was born and she immediately ran off. Apparently, when I was two, my dad had met Linda. Mom. Linda couldn't have kids, but she always felt like my mom. I always called her mom. When my dad died, no one even talked about me going to live with my aunt or my grandparents. Linda was Mom. I can remember getting almost violently angry as a child (especially after my father died) when people would ask about my "real" mom. Linda was my real mom. That other woman was just an incubator. I didn't even know, or care to know, my biological mother's name. But I always knew in the back of my mind that she was out there. And I always sort of worried that maybe she was my "real mom" and everyone else was right.
I looked at my mom. No one looking at us would ever think that she was related to me. She was much younger than my father when they married, only 21 years older than me. She has long dirty blonde hair and dazzling blue eyes. Her face is angular and striking with a small nose, high cheekbones and wide eyes. Her skin is tanned and she is in very good shape. She had 36-B breasts, a slim stomach, and very small, toned butt and long thin legs. She is around 5'6 and 130lbs.
Unlike my white mother I am half-black (my father) and half Korean (my "biological" mother). I have very long hair that must come from my mother because it is very straight and a very black. I have high cheekbones and almond shaped eyes, a small nose, thick pink lips, and embarrassingly tiny ears. My skin is the color of coffee (much different than my father, who'd been very dark). Even at 18 I had a voluptuous build with 34-C breasts, a very thin waist, hips as wide as my breasts, and a large but toned butt. I am 5'3 and weigh around 125lbs.
"Oh," I managed to say. I wasn't sure exactly what I was supposed to say, or think for that matter. My mom looked nervous.
"What do you want me to do honey?" she asked, "Send her away?" And now the onus was on me and I was terrified. We just sat there for a few seconds. I looked out the front window. The blinds were drawn, but I could make the outline of a person standing on the front porch. My birth mother.
"What's her name?" I asked for the very first time in my life.
"Tiffany."
"What should I do?" I asked, "What would dad want me to do?" She gave me a wry smile. It was the smile she gave when I said something about my dad. But I think she was happy that I was thinking about him.
"Your dad never ever talked about your...Tiffany," she explained, "I don't know what he thought about her. I don't know if he hated her or loved her. I didn't ask. I don't know what he'd want. But, for what its worth, that woman on the front porch is desperate to see you. Your dad taught you to be a good person. Just do what you think is right." I sighed. That was the kind of answer you start to get when you're an adult. Not very satisfying.
"I guess I should meet her," I said and I stood up. My mom stayed on the couch. I looked at her, asking her with my body language to come with me. She shook her head.
"I will be right here if you need me," she said. I walked towards the front door. My heart was really pounding. I didn't know what to expect. I think part of me was terrified that I was scream at this person on the front porch. Make a giant scene. Demand to know why I wasn't good enough for her. Rub the fact that my stepmother was a thousand times better than her right in her face. Or that I would cry, make her think I cared about her. I opened the door and stepped out onto the front porch.
The woman was standing on the far side of the porch. Her back was to me and I could see that her arms were crossed in front of her chest. She was short, only around 5'2 and very, very thin. Her hips barely flared. Her hair was very long, going most of the way down her back. It was jet black and straight. She was wearing shorts and I could see the smooth skin of her calves. She heard the door close behind me and she turned.
She was a beautiful woman. Her eyes were a deep shade of brown (like my own) and her face was broad, smooth and welcoming. She had a cute nose, a wide smile with glittering white teeth and a perfectly formed chin. She was wearing make-up and it was clear she spent a lot of time on her appearance. Her bangs hung down just so, the rest of her hair framing her face perfectly. She was just as thin in the front as in the back, with a flat stomach and narrow legs. But it looked like she'd had some work done. Specifically, she had very large 32-D breasts that looked strange attached to her small frame. They didn't look natural, I mean they were clearly fakes, but they did look attractive. Her whole appearance was alluring. My dad apparently had a knack for picking up good-looking women.
"Hello Ella," she said. Her voice was soft and playful. She put out a hand to shake mine.
"Hello Tiffany," I said coldly, crossing my arms across my breasts. I was under no obligation to make this easy or pleasant for her. She slowly crossed her arms back in front of her ample breasts, pretending she didn't notice I was rude.
"You are so beautiful," she gushed and it sounded sincere. I was flattered despite myself. Even if she was just buttering me up, it was nice to have a gorgeous woman other than my mother...well other than my real mother... say I looked good.
"Thanks," I said noncommittally. For a long while we stood awkwardly on the front porch, not saying anything, looking at each other out of the corners of our eyes. After an eternity she spoke.
"I picked your name you know?" she said as if it were no big thing, "Your father wanted to name you after his mother. Doris."
"Thanks," I said and she laughed. She had a musical laugh, I loved it instantly. And hated it. Then there was another long silence. I saw her looking me over, but I pretended I didn't notice, I had important things to watch on my shoes. I heard her begin to speak a few times and then think better of it. Then I heard her say something lightly under her breath.
"Cinderella and her evil stepmother?" she said and I felt my blood boil.
"What the fuck did you just say," I screamed. I could hear my mother bolt off of the couch inside. But I heard her pause at the door. Tiffany looked embarrassed.
"I'm sorry, I am so sorry," she said, "That was a very inelegant way of asking how you are doing. I just know teenage girls fight with their... with their mothers. I am sorry." She looked shocked. I was surprised myself. I very rarely swear. But how dare she question my mother? Where did she get the right? But I controlled myself.
"I guess it was a misunderstanding," I said and sat down on the porch swing. She walked over next to me. I could smell her perfume as she sat down.
"I really didn't mean to offend you. I always seem to do and say the wrong thing, you know?" she said. I decided to twist the knife.
"Like abandoning your baby and your husband?" I said. But she didn't even wince.
"Exactly," she said, "Ella. I thought about you every day. Leaving you and your father was the biggest mistake of my life. There isn't a day that goes by that I don't wish I had made a different choice."
"Well I am glad you did," I said, letting the venom drip off my tongue, "I am so glad my mother raised me instead of you." I meant it, but the main reason I said it was to hurt her.
"You're probably right," she said and then she sighed. She leaned back heavily in the swing. I was sort of relieved that she'd admitted I was better off without her. I could respect her for that at least. A very little bit of respect.
"If you missed us so much why didn't you ever come? Why didn't you come for dad's funeral?" I asked. I hadn't realized that I wanted to ask her that question until it was out of my mouth. Now I needed to know.
"Would you have wanted me?" she asked, "You were better off without me. I am not a good woman Ella. I've done some terrible things in my life. I am not nearly as bad as I used to be, though. If I came before... it would've been bad. Plus, at the time, I was married and I don't think my husband would have been very happy to know I had an ex-husband and a daughter."
"You're re-married?" I asked. It seemed strange to me. For all these years I sort of pictured my birth mother as disappearing from Earth the instant she disappeared from my life. It made sense that she continued to have a life after she was gone, but it was weird to think about.
"Not anymore," she explained, "I got a divorce two years ago. It was a bad marriage... we hurt each other. He wasn't a good man like your father. And I have spent the last two years thinking about my life and the mistakes I've made. I am not a smart woman Ella, I do stupid things all the time. But I have been trying to figure out why I worry about things like this," she said point to her breasts, "When I should be worried about this," and she put her hand on my knee. Involuntarily I jerked back. I didn't want her hands near me.
"Well I am not something you have to worry about. A better woman than you has worried about me my entire life," I said. And I realized I didn't want to say anything else to her right now. I stood up from the swing and started to walk towards the door.
"Ella," Tiffany said and I turned and looked at her, "I came by today mostly to tell you that I moved back in town. I have an apartment on Fisher Street. I want you to come see me sometime, if you want. Here is my number and address." She extended a small card between her fingers. I walked over to her and snatched the card away, then turned quickly and walked into the house.
My mother was standing in the hallway when I came inside. Suddenly, emotions welled inside of me that I hadn't realized I was holding back. Tears came quickly and I felt indescribably tired. I ran to my mother and she held me in her arms, crying with me and telling me that everything was all right.
Chapter 2: Requesting a ride and getting one
"But mom!" I almost screamed, "I told you about the game like two weeks ago and you said I could take the car!"
"I know that Ella," my mother said in an exasperated voice, "And I have already apologized. Twice. I really wish you could take my car to the game. But the hospital called. They are short on nurses and I need to take an extra shift. There is nothing I can do about it." My mother was wearing her scrubs already and she was collecting her keys and other items on her way out the door. I was following behind her. My mom worked at a hospital an hour and a half away. Her shift started at 6 p.m. and she worked for 12 hours. She wouldn't be home until at least 8 o'clock the next morning.
"Mom you have like a million vacation days. Can't you take one of them today?" I was desperate to go to the game. My boyfriend, David, was normally the back-up fullback for the football team. But the starter had twisted his ankle and was out for a week, so David had the chance to actually play! I needed to be there to support him.
"Honey, I can't take a vacation day when they call me in because too many people have taken vacation days. Can't one of your friends take you? Or David's parents" she asked as she opened the door to the garage.
"The game is 80 miles away, my friends aren't going to want to go. And David's parents never go to the games," I explained with the intensity that only a high school girl can conjure.
"Why don't his parents go? That is terrible, especially since he is starting today," my mother said and I rolled my eyes. This was really beside the point.
"It will be really terrible if his girlfriend doesn't show up," I said. I knew David. He would want to find me before the game to get a kiss for good luck. If I wasn't there, he'd be very upset and I knew he wouldn't care that I tried. I needed to get there.
"Dear, I am really sorry, but there is nothing I can do. Here," she said and she handed me a twenty, "buy yourself some pizza or something for dinner and I will make this up to you later." And with that the door to the garage closed behind her and she was on her way to work.
I slouched over to the living room and threw myself on the couch. I was absolutely miserable. I looked at the clock. It was 4:30. The game started at 7:00. I resigned myself to the fact that I wouldn't be going to the game. I turned on the television but couldn't focus so I turned it off. Finally, I decided to take my mother's advice and order a pizza.
I opened up the drawer on the end table next to the couch and pulled out all of the pizza fliers and phone numbers. As I did so, I saw a little white card fall out of a menu and land on the floor. When I picked it up I saw that it was Tiffany's number. Suddenly inspiration struck. I shoved the pizza menus back into the drawer and grabbed my phone. I dialed Tiffany's number.
"Hello?" A woman's voice said after two rings.
"Hello," I said, "May I please speak to Tiffany?"
"Oh sure," the voice said and then, away from the phone, "Hey Tiffany, there is some girl on the phone for you." I heard more muffled talking and then finally, Tiffany's voice.
"Hello, who is this?" Tiffany said in a cheerful voice. Suddenly I couldn't believe that I had called her. But it was too late now.
"Hey, this is Ella," I said and she made an excited sort of noise her throat, but I talked over her, "who was that?" I asked.
"Oh, my roommate Beth," she explained, "We used to know each other back when I was with your dad and I were together. I am staying with her. What's up?"
"Well," I started and then didn't know what to say. How could I ask her for a favor now? She'd come over to meet me over a month before and I had completely ignored her since. I didn't want a relationship with her. I could be opening the door for something more than I wanted.
"If you need anything from me Ella, just ask. Are you having some sort of problem?" she asked and she sounded understanding. Warm and almost motherly. And I did need help. Suddenly the whole story poured out of me. I needed the car, my mom was at work, I wanted to support David, and every other little feeling I had about the game. The whole time Tiffany listened patiently and expressed understanding.
"So I was wondering if...maybe you could..." I said, stumbling now that I actually had to make the request.
"You want a ride to the game?" she asked, saving me the trouble.
"Yes," I said, relieved.
"Of course Ella, I'd be happy to go to your game. And meet this David character, he sounds cute," she said and I blushed.
"Thank you so much Tiffany," I said and I meant it, "Remember the game is a ways away and it starts at seven, so get here as fast as you can!"
"Of course, I am on my way," Tiffany said and then we hung up.
I ran up to my room and quickly got changed into a little powder blue skirt and a pink polo shirt. I slipped on a pair of rubber flip-flops and went back down to the couch. My purse was already there and I was ready to go. I clicked on the television and waited. And waited. And waited.
Occasionally my eyes would dart out towards the street, looking to see if a car was pulling into the driveway. But time just kept crawling along while the television blared. Soon it was 5:00, then 5:30, then 6:30. I called over to Tiffany's apartment again but her roommate said she'd left just minutes after she got off the phone with me. Then the game started and I was still at home. By that time I started crying. I figured it was about halftime when lights poured into my living room from the driveway. I saw Tiffany sitting in the driver's seat. She honked the horn once.
"Yeah right," I said to myself and crossed my arms over my chest. She honked again and I still refused to budge. Finally I heard her car door slam and her feet crunching in the gravel. A few moments later there was a knock at the door. I got up from the couch and went to answer it.
"Hey Ella," she slurred, "You ready to go?" She was wearing a skintight black dress that exposed her ample cleavage and she was standing over me on 4-inch heels. She seemed to be having a little bit of trouble keeping her balance and I could tell she was drunk.



"Where have you been?" I asked, tears welling in my eyes again. I couldn't believe I had been stupid enough to trust the woman who'd abandoned me.
"Oh honey," she said stepping towards me. I backed up into my house, "I am sorry. Are we going to miss the start of your game?"
"We already missed half the game. By the time we get there is will be almost over," I said and then she was standing in my house, "where were you? Your roommate said you left right after we talked." I walked into the living room and she followed. I didn't really want her in my house, but I didn't know how to get rid of her. Plus I wanted answers. I sat down on the couch and was little unnerved that she sat down next to me.
"No, I know," she explained, "You're right. I was on my way here right away. And this guy that I have been talking to, well this guy I slept with last week, he finally called me back. And he wanted to get a quick drink so I met up with him. And I just had a couple of drinks and then I came over."
"How many drinks did you have? You shouldn't have driven over here," I said. She looked glassy eyed and slow. I knew she was hammered and it made me angry.
"Well it depends on what you mean by drink," she giggled, "I think I had a couple of martini's at the bar, but I got a drink of something else in the men's room." I didn't understand what that meant. What the hell did she drink in the men's room?
"What?" I asked. She leaned forward and blew into my face. It smelled like cheap alcohol and cigarettes.
"Does my breath smell like spunk Ella? I drank a big load of Carl's cum in the bathroom right before I left," she said and then she started to giggle again. I was repulsed. What the hell had I done, inviting this animal to drive me to a game? I thought about how disappointed my mother would be, to know I was talking to a person like this. And I realize I had half of this woman's genes and I shuddered.
"I am going to call you a cab," I said. "You need to leave."
"No, let's go to this game!" she said, "I want to meet David. Does he have a big cock like Carl?" She asked and I felt my face get hot. I had never seen David naked and had no intention of talking about it with Tiffany anyway.
"It's too late for the game and you can't drive," I said. I walked over to the kitchen and found the phonebook. I flipped through the pages until I found some cab companies. I walked back into the living room to grab my cell phone.
When I walked in I heard Tiffany snoring loudly on the couch. I rolled my eyes and walked over to her. I put my hand on her shoulder and shook her. She made a weird gurgling sound but didn't move. I shook her again and she just smacked her lips. I felt like crying, but I realized that I couldn't move her. And I couldn't ask a cab driver to take her to her home. I called her roommate, but she was apparently out of the apartment because the phone just rang and rang.
Finally, I gave up. I rolled Tiffany onto her side so that if she vomited she wouldn't choke on it and die (I actually considered not rolling her over, but I couldn't bring myself to risk it) and the put a blanket over her shoulders. I went into the kitchen and grabbed some aspirin and a glass of water and set it on the coffee table in case she woke up.
I didn't want to be around her, so I went to my room. I changed into my pajamas (a large t-shirt and a pair of panties) and tried to relax. I watched television for a while and tried not to think about the drunk on the couch. I checked a website for a local newspaper and saw when the game was over. My school lost, but David had 32 yards on 8 carries. I really wished I'd been there to see it. Finally, I was too tired to worry anymore. I set an alarm for 6:00 a.m. so I could get Tiffany out of the house before my mom got home. Then I fell asleep.
* * * * *
A noise at my bedroom door woke me up with a start. I rubbed the sleep out of my eyes and looked at my alarm clock. It was 3:30 in the morning. Then I remembered Tiffany, she was still in my house. I looked up and saw her standing in my doorway, looking disheveled. I sat up and turned the light on beside my bed and squinted in the light.
"Ella?" she said, "When did I get here?" Her voice was a croaking little sound and she put her hand on her head like it was trying to split in half.
"You drove here," I said haughtily. "Remember you were supposed to take me to my game?"
"I remember I was on the way here and that awful Carl called and asked me out. And I was so angry at him for blowing me off last week that I decided to go down to his bar and tell him off. The next thing I know I woke up on the couch downstairs," she said.
"You got drunk, forgot about me for a few hours, then came over here and said some terrible things and fell asleep," I said. I saw her face get red and her shoulders dropped. She looked crushed. Good.
"Oh god, I must've had a drink for courage and then not stopped. Why am I such an idiot?" she asked and then walked over and sat on the edge of my bed.
"You just are," I said. I felt tears in my eyes but didn't dare let them drop. She wasn't allowed to know that she could hurt me.
"What kind of terrible things did I say?" she asked, "Do I want to know?"
"I don't care if you want to know!" I screamed, "You told me you gave Carl a blowjob in the men's room and then your breathed in my face so I could smell his cum. You are disgusting!" I didn't want her on my bed or in my house or a part of my life. I felt a deep rage building inside of me.
"No!" she said, "Oh God. I am a fucking pig. What the fuck is wrong with me? I promise myself I wouldn't do these things anymore."
"I don't care," I said and crossed my arms in front of my chest.
"Ella let me give you some advice," she said and I snorted. Yeah, right. She was the kind of person to give me advice. "Don't ever drink. All of my problems are from my inability to control myself when I drink. And as much as you may hate it, and as much as I may hate that I passed it to you, those are your genes. Fuck!" she screamed and pounded her knees with her fists. I saw that she was crying now and I felt strange. It didn't sound like she'd consented to do anything with Carl; in fact it sounded like she had been taken advantage of. Despite myself, I felt sympathy for her.
"Uh," I started, "Did you take that aspirin I left?"
"Yes, thank you. You are a sweet girl," she said, "I am so sorry that I made you miss your game."
"I saw on the internet that David did well at his game. I wish I could've been there for him," I said. She looked over at me with big red eyes. And I felt angry that she looked beautiful that way. I wanted her to be ugly.
"Well good for him. You should've been there. Make sure he knows that it was all my fault," she said. She seemed like a different person when she was sober.
"Did you drink when you and my dad were together?" I asked.
"Yes," she said, "That's why I left. He was always trying to get me to clean up, especially once we got pregnant. And I didn't drink when I was pregnant. But I knew that I would start again. I didn't want you around that. Then, when I'd get drunk I'd blame your father for 'making' me leave and call him and yell at him. He didn't deserve that; I'd decided to go. He just wanted me to clean up. I think he did a good job of protecting you from me."
"Why do you drink so much?" I asked. I knew my father. He had been such a wonderful guy. I had always wondered why he'd wanted to be with some woman who would abandon us. I wondered if maybe Tiffany was just a good sober person and a terrible drunk. Maybe, if she stopped drinking, she could be a good person. Maybe that was what my father had seen in her. I had to believe that, I had to believe that I had the genes to be a good person, and maybe all I'd have to do was stay sober. I could handle that.
"I don't know. A lot of reasons I guess," she said, "None of them particularly good. I guess I just feel so ashamed about the things I do when I am drunk that I drink to forget them. And while I am drunk I do it again. Then a whole new wave of things to be ashamed of occur. So I have to drink to forget again. A cycle like that."
"You need to forgive yourself, so you can stop doing these things," I told her. It sounded corny, but I think it was true.
"Yeah well, I have done too much wrong to start forgiving myself now," she said and her head drooped again.
"I forgive you for being late tonight," I said and even I was shocked when I said it, "I don't forgive you for leaving me yet. But tonight was a little mistake. And everyone makes mistakes. But I can't give you anymore second chances Tiffany. I just, I don't have it in me to do it again. And if you ever want me to forgive you for your big mistakes, then I will need you to never make me disappointed in you again." I was trying to think of where that speech came from. It didn't sound like me, it sounded like...
"Your mother is a remarkable woman," Tiffany said, looking at me with her mouth agape, "She raised you far better than I would have. Thank you," she said. And then she opened her arms. I didn't really know what to do. But she looked so contrite. I moved forward and put my arms around her. I felt her large breasts pressed against mine. I smelled her stale perfume and the smell of alcohol. But I felt warmth too. Honest warmth. She held me for a long time before breaking the hug. Then we sat on the bed, both sitting cross-legged, looking at one another. She had this glowing smile on her face. And for a long time we just sat in silence, basking in the warmth of our new understanding.
"So tell me about this David character, is he handsome?" she asked coyly and gave me a little smile. I blushed. To be honest, David was only average in looks, but he was sweet.
"He isn't bad..." I said and she laughed.
"How long have you all been dating?" she asked.
"Three months," I said, "It's getting pretty serious." It was the longest relationship I'd ever had.
"Serious eh?" she asked, "have you two...you know... done the deed?" she asked and then gave me a playful punch on the shoulder. I know I blushed. But I was still feeling so good about everything; I decided to answer her honestly.
"No. We've never gotten passed second base," I said, thinking about David's awkward fumblings with my bra, "But he wants to do more."
"Do you want to do more?" she asked seriously. I looked into her eyes and wondered if boy trouble wasn't something that maybe she was more qualified to speak about than my mother.
"I don't know. I mean I know his ex-girlfriend gave him a blowjob before. And I don't want to lose him but I am not sure that it is something I want to do. I mean... what is it like?" I asked and I felt ashamed even to ask it. But Tiffany understood.
"Giving a blowjob?" she asked, "It isn't too bad. I mean boys really love it so there's that. But it is just a matter of getting the thing into your throat without gagging too much." She shrugged her shoulders like it wasn't a big deal.
"What about the... stuff?" I asked and then wrinkled my nose. I'd Googled oral sex before, and watched video clips. I'd seen the weird looking white stuff come out of the man's privates and into the woman's mouth. It seemed kind of gross?
"Sperm isn't too bad," she admitted, "I mean I wouldn't want to drink it regularly, but it is just hot and salty and sticky. And it can depend on what the guy eats. I doesn't taste as good as a woman's juices." My eyes shot wide open. What was this?
"You've tasted a girl?" I asked.
"Haven't you ever tasted your fingers after you've masturbated?" she asked in an almost shocked voice. My head was swimming now. This was not the conversation I'd expected to have. I gulped deeply.
"I've never... I don't do that?" I explained.
"Taste your fingers?" Tiffany said.
"No. I mean yes, but I don't do any of that. I don't masturbate," I said and the last word was barely above a whisper. Of course, I knew was masturbation was, but I didn't think it was the sort of thing that a lady did.
"Wow!" Tiffany said, "I can't believe it. So your 18 and you've never had sex and you've never masturbated. You've never had an orgasm?"
"No," I said quietly and shook my head. I felt a little silly. Like I was doing something wrong or something. Was it weird that I didn't play with myself?
"Don't look like that!" she said smiling, "It's not a big deal. And I can help you." And suddenly she was standing on my bed in front of me. Then she reached down at the hem of her dress and in one smooth motion she pulled her tight black dress up over her head and threw it on the floor. She was wearing a tight, lacy black bra and a pair of matching panties. Her stomach looked flat and sexy and her massive breasts looked incredible squeezed into her bra. Her tiny butt looked cute packed into the tight panties. I couldn't believe how beautiful this woman was. I might not have liked her personality, but I hoped that I had some of the raw magnetic power I felt flowing out of her body.
"What are you doing?" I asked suddenly. This was very weird.
"I am doing what a mother is supposed to do," she said, "I am going to teach you something." With that she slipped her thumbs into her panties and quickly shimmied the panties off as well. I know my eyes bulged out of my head and I immediately glanced between her legs. She was waxed completely bare and the skin above her pussy looked smooth. She quickly sat down on the bed across from me and spread her legs wide, opening her vaginal lips. Her vagina had thick pink lips and it looked very small. It was beautiful, like a delicate flower. Her clit was long and appeared to be quite hard and the skin around her pussy glistened like it was wet. I wondered if just talking to me about sex had turned her on.
"You... have a beautiful body," I said and she smiled. I didn't know what else to say.
"Want to see my tits?" she asked in a straight-forward manner, "I paid enough for them, I might as well show them off." She didn't wait for me to respond. She just reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. She threw it on the floor with her dress and panties. Then my birth mother was sitting in front of me, naked. Her breasts were somehow bigger out of the bra. She had small brownish nipples that pointed upwards and they looked round and soft. They hung perkily from her body; she'd had a very good plastic surgeon.
"What are you going to do?" I asked. I was so confused and embarrassed that I felt almost paralyzed. I couldn't move.
"I am going to show you how to masturbate," she said matter-of-factly. Then she brought her hand forward and rested it gently on the inside of her thigh. I watched all of her movements, fascinated and terrified at the same time.
"You don't need anything else like a toy or anything?" I asked and she shook her head.
"You can use toys, but all you need is your hand," she explained, "now I will take my middle and index finger and give them a little lick to get them wet. You can use the juice from your pussy if you want, but I usually just use spit. When you finger are wet, you just place your fingers on your clit," as she said this she put her fingers there, between her legs. She took in a sharp breath and when she spoke again her voice was softer and higher, "And you just sort of swirl them around on your clit. Some people like to stroke their clit like it's a little cock, but I think just rubbing the little clit around feel nicest."
Then she was quiet for a few moments. I watched her fingers deftly run over her clit, swirling around on her clitoris. Her eyes were closed and she was moaning slightly. After a few moments her other hand shot up and started to knead her own breast. She played careful attention to her nipples, pinching them and rolling them. The whole time she kept rubbing her clit. I saw her hand shoot up to her mouth briefly and she licked her fingers again, tasting her pussy and getting her fingers wetter. Then her fingers were on her clit again.
I was acutely aware of the scent that was blanketing the room. Whereas my room usually smelled like fresh laundry and my shampoo, it now smelled of woman. A thick, humid smell of arousal. And it was a contagious smell. I could my own pussy getting wet between my legs and the heady atmosphere in my room was threatening to take me away. And I wanted to know what that pleasure was, what feelings my biological mother was experiencing that I'd never known.
"If you'd like," Tiffany said around a sigh, "Ohh God! You can dip your fingers into your pussy a little like this." She said and then she plunged her middle finger deep into her body. She let out a croaking sound and then smiled, "Fuck yes! But don't stop playing with your clit."
Tiffany's middle finger moved in and out of her pussy. I could see the juices glistening on her finger. At the same time her thumb kept circling her clit, bouncing off of it and giving her pleasure. Her eyes were closed and she was biting her lip. Her other hand clutched her breast hard, but not longer moved. Finally, her entire body seemed to shake and she let out a loud scream. All at once, the tension broke and she made a small "eek" sound and her finger moved away from her pussy. She was panting on the bed panting and slipped her index finger into her mouth, and then her middle finger, tasting her juices. I was so aroused by the sight, but disgusted by arousal, that I didn't know what to do.
"Want to try?" Tiffany said and I just stared at her dumbly. She laughed, sitting back up. She threw her hair over her shoulder, she looked gorgeous, "Come on, it won't hurt. In fact, it is the opposite of hurting." I wasn't so much in control of my body as my body was in control of me. I was horny and the smell in the room so powerful. I wanted to feel what I had witnessed.
I slipped the big t-shirt up over my head quickly and tossed it onto the floor. I wasn't wearing a bra under my shirt and my 34-C breasts looked perky and my nipples hard as they bounced out of my shirt. I saw my biological mother's eyes on me. She was staring at my caramel-colored breasts and chocolate-colored nipples and Her eyes were sparkling.
"You have a lovely body," she said, "If I'd looked like you I wouldn't have had to get work done." The compliment made my heart beat faster. I knew the last thing I had to do was take off my panties, but that seemed so... final. I was afraid, but when I looked over at Tiffany she was smiling and nodding, and I wanted it. I lifted my butt off the bed and pulled my panties down. Just like my biological mother, spread my legs.
"What a cute little pussy!" she said and I blushed and looked down. My pussy had a little landing strip of dark hair above my small, hard clit. My pussy lips were a reddish brown color on the outside with a deep pink inside where it opened. Despite the color differences, my pussy was shaped a lot like my biological mother's it was sort of strange to see. How many people know that?
I took my fingers and rubbed them into my mouth, just like Tiffany had taught me. Then, I moved my fingers against my clit. The feeling was electric and I moaned loudly. Tiffany gave me a little giggle as she watched, "Oh god!" I said.
"That's good honey," she said lovingly, "Now just circle those finger around on your clit, give it some love." She said and I did as I was told. I could feel the tension building inside of me. My fingers slid over my clit. Almost involuntarily, my fingers popped out of my mouth. The tasty was salty and slick and I took my wet fingers back out of my mouth and put them on my clit.
"Jesus that is nice!" I said, my face flushed, smiling. I moved my other hand to my nipple, pinching it. The feeling was indescribable. I'd never noticed my nipples being sensitive before, but now, in the middle of this play, they felt hot to the touch, like they were connected to live wires. I pinched them hard.



"So pretty baby," my biological mother cooed and I looked into her eyes while I played. She looked like she was crying.
"Oh fuck," I grunted, "What is it?" I asked, moving my hand away from my clit.
"Don't stop," she said and I kept moving. I couldn't stop now. I was no longer in control of myself, "All I have ever been good at in my life, is fucking and playing. I am just so happy I could teach my daughter something like this." She said. It felt strange. This was somehow almost maternal to her. And to me, I felt so close to her right now.
"Thank you, mother," I said. Even as I said it I felt like I betrayed my actual mother, but I needed to say, it felt so right. "Can I put my finger in now?" I asked. But she was so moved or something by me calling her mother than she seemed almost frozen.
"No baby, I want to do something for you," she said. Then she leaned forward on the bed, until she was lying on her stomach. Her cute little butt was up in the air and I admired it. Her tits mashed against my bed and her face was now only a foot from my pussy. I didn't know what she was doing.
She reached up and took my hand away from my pussy. I whimpered. I still wanted it there. But she looked up at me from the bed with sexy eyes and a wicked smirk and inched forward. I felt her hot breath on my pussy. I was frozen. I had an idea about what she was going to do, but I didn't know if I wanted it. She didn't wait to find out.
I felt the hot wet stab of her tongue on my clit and my fists rolled into balls. I looked down between my legs and saw my biological mother's thick black hair cascading over my legs, I saw her beautiful eyes looking up at the under side of my breasts, and I saw her ass sticking up into the air. And the whole time and felt the soft, sexy stroke of her rough wet tongue against my clit. She swirled her tongue around my clit, and stuck her tongue hard up under my clitoral hood. The whole while she gently massaged my thighs with her small, elegant fingers.
I felt the tension building suddenly. I couldn't even make noise, all I could do was open my mouth and close my eyes. I put my hands onto her head, running my hands through her long hair. I heard a croaking sound and then the most intense feeling of my life. It had that crazy vibrating feeling that a sneeze gives you, and that same disorientation, but 10,000 times more powerful. And it somehow felt wet and hot at the same time. And it radiated out from my pussy in waves all over my body until I felt weak. As soon as the feeling stopped, I fell back against my bed, panting.
For a few moments it was quiet in my room. Then I noticed that Tiffany was lying next to me, holding me in her arms. I hadn't even noticed her moving. I felt her sweaty skin against mine, I could smell my pussy on her breath, and I could feel her large fake breasts huddled against my body. She was cooing wordlessly at me and I felt tired and satisfied. A little voice deep inside of me was warning me that this was wrong, but I was too content in that moment to really listen to it.
"Thanks Tiffany," I said, "That was incredible."
"Want to return the favor?" she asked hopefully. I was a little afraid. I didn't know what to do. She seemed to sense my unease, "just do what I did. Believe me, there is no way for this not to feel at least a little nice. You can't fuck it up."
"Ok," I said shyly. My biological mother rolled over on my bed so that she was lying on her back and spread her legs. I could still smell her arousal and it weakened any resolve I had to stop myself. I got between Tiffany's legs and looked down at her pussy. I looked up at her and she was smiling and nodding. I was about to bend over and get between her legs like she'd done with me. Instead, she lifted her legs up and hooked knees over my shoulder. Her pussy was just inches from my face. I could see her reddened pussy lips and smell her intoxicating aroma.
"Lick your mother's pussy," Tiffany moaned, almost begging.
"Whatever you want mother," I said and leaned my head forward. My nose touched her hot skin just above her clitoris. I opened my mouth and my tongue rubbed against the soft, sticky skin of her pussy lips. Her juices were hot, salty, and delicate. It tasted like the essence of woman, and I wanted it inside of me. I began to lap at her pussy, running my tongue up from the bottom of her slit to the top. I could hear her moaning even as her legs tightened on my head.
Then I remembered what she had done for me. With my tongue I found the hard little nub of her clitoris. I popped it into my mouth, swirling my tongue over it. I felt her body get rigid against mine. I kept her clit in my mouth, moving my tongue over it, making my tongue hard then soft. I slipped my tongue under the hood of her clitoris, rubbing it gently. I felt her wet pussy dripping onto my chin as her body rocked back and forth. Finally, she let out a loud screech and I felt her entire body tense.
"Oh fuck me Ella!" my biological mother moaned and a surprisingly large amount of liquid shot from her pussy, drenching my face and covering my breasts. Then her body went limp. I carefully slid her legs off of my shoulders and she lay in a panting heap on the bed, looking gorgeous.
I got down on the bed next to her and sort of curled up around her, with my leg draped over hers and my head resting against her massive breasts. I felt her hand stroking my hair and I could feel her heart beating in my ear. I felt her shift slightly and when I opened my eyes her nipple was near my face. I opened my mouth and took the erect teat into my mouth. I sucked on it, like a baby would. I was suckling at my birth mother's breast, while she stroked my back and hair and moaned softly.
My pussy was lying against Tiffany's leg. I didn't even realize that I was doing anything, but I started to grind my clit against her leg while I sucked. I could feel the tension building again and that was the first instance that I realized what I was doing.
"Good girl," Tiffany whispered and I started to rub against her harder. Her leg felt so smooth and warm. And her nipple tasted dense and warm. Her breast was soft again my face.
Then the feeling came again. I moaned loudly around Tiffany's breast, but I kept the nipple in my mouth. And that world stopping pulsation was on me again. It burst like an electric shock from my pussy, almost stronger before. I felt Tiffany's arms around me, holding me tight while my body shook and my voice screamed into her breast. And then finally, I stopped. And Tiffany and I just lay in bed, breathing heavily.
For the first time since Tiffany took her clothes off, I thought about what was going on. The sudden realization of the gravity of the situation shocked me. But not as much as I felt it should have. I knew that I'd just had sex. I knew that I'd lost my virginity to the woman who'd birthed me. But it didn't feel entirely sexual. It felt like I was finally getting love from the woman who'd made me. I guess I didn't feel as dirty as maybe I should have.
"I love you Ella," Tiffany said, "I've always loved you and I am sorry. I wish I knew an easier way to say that, but I don't. Sex is all I am really good for."
"It's okay Tiffany," I said, "I love you too." I said and I think that I actually meant it. And then we wrapped our arms tightly around one another and fell asleep. When the alarm went off the next morning, Tiffany slipped out of the house before my mother got home from work.
My mother came to my room that morning. I was still naked but luxuriating under the covers, I'd never felt so good in my life. She saw me and smiled.
"I am sorry again honey, I didn't mean for you to miss your game. I want to make it up to you," she said.
"Don't worry about it mom," I said, "I found other ways to occupy myself."
Chapter 3: Real Motherly Love
I was sitting on the couch in my living room, looking out at the driveway. Waiting. There were tears in my eyes and I felt like they were about to start running down my cheeks at any moment, so I carefully dabbed them away with a napkin. I could almost feel my mother's eyes burrowing into me from the kitchen. She was concerned; she didn't know what was wrong.
But I did. Tiffany had broken a promise to me. After she promised never to do it again. She'd called me on the day after we'd made love to make sure I was okay. She told me that she loved me again and that she was sorry for everything. And then she said, she said twice, that she was done letting me down. And that I could count on a promise from her like I'd count on a promise from my mom.
And for a while that'd been true. Tiffany and I began to spend a little bit of time together. We'd never had sex again. That was more like an icebreaker or something, I don't know. It showed us that we had a connection, and allowed us to be comfortable with one another. Instead, we went shopping together and she took me out for dinner. She went to a football game with me. In general, we had a sort of big sister-little sister relationship. I told her secrets I couldn't tell my mom and she filled in the gaps in her life story.
More importantly, she'd kept her promise by stopping, or at least seriously cutting back, on her self-destructive behavior. She stopped talking to this Carl character and she stopped drinking (except on the weekends). And while I would occasionally get drunken phone calls from her early on Sunday mornings, she would always apologize and she would never miss anything we planned.
My mom didn't say a lot about it. I didn't know what she thought of the situation. I didn't know if she was happy that I was connecting with Tiffany or upset that I was forgiving someone who'd betrayed my father. But she didn't get in the way. She let me go with Tiffany and was supportive. But I could always sense that she was nervous, that she didn't believe it would last. And now she was right.
In high school I was a pretty accomplished cello player. There was a small liberal arts college about three hours from my house that had an excellent orchestra program. I desperately wanted to go to that school and be a member of the orchestra. My mother had worked very hard to get me a try-out. If I did well I might even get a partial scholarship.
The only day available for the try-out was a Thursday, so I'd taken off of school. My mother offered to call into work to so that she could drive me there. I called Tiffany and she said that she didn't have any plans for Thursday and would be happy to drive me. Knowing that my mother was saving up personal days to go on a vacation with me, I decided to go with Tiffany and let my mom go to work. I think my mom was a little hurt that I went with Tiffany instead of her, but I knew I'd make it up to her on our vacation.
Then Thursday arrived and my mother went to work. And I sat down in the living room and waited for Tiffany to swing by. And then I waited some more. Then more. Then more. Finally, when my try-out was just two hours away, I called my mom at work. But she was in surgery and they couldn't reach her. So I left a message and kept waiting. Then the time for my recital passed. An hour later my mom returned my message and rushed home. But it was too late. I'd missed my recital. Tiffany had disappeared again.
And I was looking out the window, waiting for her to show up so I could tell her off. My mom was in the kitchen, angry with me for allowing this woman to do this to me again. I knew what she was thinking; she'd been willing to take off of work to get me to college. I'd rejected her. Now I'd missed an opportunity and it was my fault and Tiffany's fault. When the sun went down behind the trees in my front yard, I started to cry. Not just cry, but completely fall apart. I dropped onto the couch and just let go to my frustration. How could I be so stupid? For a long time I heard and felt nothing but my own embarrassment and anger. Then I noticed my mother's hand on my back. She was gently rubbing my back and making soothing noises.
"It's okay honey, we will call the school tomorrow and explain," she said softly and then cooed at me. But I wasn't even really upset about that. I was upset about getting betrayed again.
"I'm so sorry mommy," I said and my breath hitched as I spoke. I rolled over and sat down on the couch next to my mother. She put her arm around me.
"You didn't do anything wrong," she said and grabbed my hand with her, holding me tight, "I am proud of you for who you are. You are such a smart and beautiful girl. And the best thing about you, the absolute best thing, is how loving you are. Tiffany came back into your life and where I, or most people, would have told her off and never spoken to her again, you let her back into your heart. You don't deserve to be punished for that. I am so sorry honey." And then she wrapped me up in a big hug and kissed me on the top of the head. And I felt sick. She didn't know the half of it.
"I shouldn't have trusted her," I said, rubbing my eyes with my balled up fists, "I am an idiot."
"Don't say that. We can fix this. People understand. I will call tomorrow and explain. And if you don't get into this school, we will get you into another one. You are so smart, you will get in somewhere great," she said. Any anger she had at me was completely gone. She was just soothing me now, doing what a good mother could do.
I felt ashamed. I don't know if I'd ever consciously thought about it, but on some level I'd been excited by Tiffany not just because of her attractive body and her outgoing personality, but because she was everything my mother was not. She was exciting, where my mother was boring. She was passionate where my mother was soft. But now I'd learned she was inconsistent where my mother was steadfast. My mother, my actual mother, the woman who'd raised me, deserved all of the love I had. Any love I'd given to Tiffany was a lie and I hated it. I owed my mother the truth.
"It isn't just that," I said, my shoulders shuddering. I really didn't want to tell her this, but I had to let her know the depths of Tiffany's betrayal, so she'd know why I'd acted the way I had.
"What do you mean honey?" She asked and I looked over at her. She had a look of grave concern in her eyes. Now I needed to tell her. I needed my mother to make it all better.
"It isn't just this. It isn't just that she forgot about this. It's that she betrayed me again, in the most personal way," I tried to explain and she nodded her head.
"I know that Ella. She did, but it isn't your fault. She..." She started, but I cut her off.
"No Mom, you don't know. It isn't just that she abandoned me as a friend. Or that she betrayed me again as my birth mother. It's that..." I started and my voice faltered.
"What is it Ella? You can tell me anything," my mother said and she sounded almost scared.
"Mom I lost my virginity to Tiffany. I had sex with her!" I said. I felt light-headed as the words came out of my mouth. I looked over at my mother and she looked dazed. Like she'd been hit. Then she shook her head, like she couldn't believe what she'd heard.
"Wait, what happened? Ella I don't understand," she said and then her voice trailed off. I felt her hand release mine and her arm fell off my shoulders. It was then that I realized what I'd done with Tiffany. She wasn't just some person she was my biological mother. I'd committed incest. I'd had an incestuous lesbian affair with my birth mother. My stomach turned. I was disgusting. I was like Tiffany.
"Oh god!" I said and the tears came hard again. How could my mother love me now? Now that she knew how unworthy I was of her love, "I'm so sorry mom. I'm sorry!" I said. And before she could say or do anything I was up off the couch. I ran to my room in a blur of tears. I threw my door closed and locked it behind me. Then I threw myself on the bed and wondered if I'd ever be able to feel clean again.
* * * * *
It was about an hour and a half later when I heard the knock on my door. I ignored it; I didn't want to see anyone or anything. I was angry with myself and I was angry with Tiffany and I was scared about my mother. But the knocking persisted. Every ten minutes or so there would be a few gentle raps on the door followed by silence. Then, ten minutes later, another knock. Finally, I couldn't take it anymore. Just as the knocking started, I shot up from my bed and threw open the door.
"What?" I screamed, "Can't you figure it out that I want to be alone." My mother didn't even say anything. She just walked through the door and put her arms around me. For a long moment we stood there and cried while she held me. I was so confused. I was dealing with problems no one is supposed to deal with, let alone an 18-year-old girl.
"Shhh..." she said finally, "I love you Ella. Nothing changes that. Any problems you have, we are going to fix together." And slowly she walked me over to my bed and we sat down. My mother's arms were around me again and she squeezed me tight.
"I am so disgusting," I said finally and she shook her head. She looked at me sternly.
"You are still the most wonderful daughter in the world," she said. Then I knew what it felt to experience unconditional love. I couldn't even love myself and my mother forgave me all of my faults.
"I'm so sorry," I said and looked into her deep blue eyes. She smiled and I could see the smile in her eyes.
"No. Let's not talk about sorry now," she said, "And it's Tiffany who should be sorry." I could sense disgust in my mother's voice when she talked about Tiffany.
"I...I wanted it as much as she did," I said and I blushed. My mother didn't say anything she just nodded. Then she stood up from the bed and stood in front of me. She grabbed my feet that were dangling from the bed and swung them up. She pulled the covers back and gently tucked me in to bed.
"I am sorry that this happened to you," she said, leaning over and smoothing my hair. I noticed the way her hand felt against my skin, warm and smooth. She leaned over and kissed me on the forehead, "Today has been a stressful day. I need to think about what we should do next. I want you to go to sleep and we can talk about anything you want in the morning." As she finished she stood up to leave. I reached out and grabbed her hand.
"Mom," I said, "Please don't go." I scooted back in the bed and pulled her. For a second she looked like she was going to try to pull away, it was still early and she had things to do. But I must have given her some pathetic look because she smiled and lay down in bed with me.
For a while I lay on my back, staring at the ceiling. I saw my mother doing the same. Finally, she rolled over onto her side, facing away from me. I rolled over too, so that I was lying against her back in a spooning position. I reached around her and squeezed her around the stomach. She reached back and patted my thigh and then held my wrist lovingly. It was a comfortable position and in a few minutes we were asleep.
I awoke about two hours later. The lights were out in my room and the last drips of light from the sun had dissipated while I'd slept. It was dark in my room. I felt my mother's chest rising and falling evenly against my arm and I knew she was still fast asleep. I couldn't believe this woman. She wasn't even related to me, at least not by blood, but she loved me so much more completely than my birth mother. She was kind, and she was giving, and she forgave me when I was wrong. While I was thinking about this I nuzzled up to her neck and breathed in, smelling her fruity shampoo and flowery perfume.
And I thought about the love I'd wasted in this bed. Tiffany didn't deserve to be loved. Anything I'd given to her belonged by rights to my actual mother. I squeezed my mother tight in my arms and she felt reassuring somehow. Warm. She didn't stir, however. She was fast asleep.



I thought for a minute about the last time a woman had been in this bed with me. The way that Tiffany's breasts looked when she'd pulled off her dress, the smell she'd exuded that filled my room and lightened my head, the way her rough tongue felt on my pussy, and the way she'd tasted. And now there was another beautiful woman in my bed. With those memories and smells in my mind, I realized for the first time in my life that my mother wasn't just the person who'd raised me, but a woman as well. A sexy woman.
I looked over my mother with fresh eyes. I'd never really thought I was a lesbian before. Even that day with Tiffany, she'd just been teaching me how to masturbate and it got out of hand. Now I wondered, as my eyes glanced at my mother's glossy hair, the gentle swell as her hips pushed out from her thin stomach, and her long toned legs. Maybe I was a lesbian. Maybe that hadn't been a one-time thing. And if I could be sexually attracted to the woman that gave birth to me, why couldn't I be attracted to the woman that raised me?
She was wearing a tank top and I leaned against her back, pressing my breast against her. And I kissed her shoulder. Her skin was hot and soft and she smelled sweet and tasted sweeter. My kiss was so soft that she didn't even stir. She just kept on sleeping. It felt good to kiss her, even if it was just on her shoulder and even if she didn't know. It felt right. I took the arm that I hand draped over her waist and slid it underneath of the tank top, feeling the soft warmth of her stomach as it rose and fell with her breath. I toyed with her skin and ran my finger around her bellybutton and still she didn't stir. I kept kissing her as well, kissing my way up her shoulder and onto her neck. My nose brushed her chin as I kissed.
Then she moaned. And for a second I froze. I wondered if she was waking up. And if she woke up, what would she think? For a moment I froze, too terrified to move. Then I felt her breathing return to the same measured rise and fall and realized that she'd moaned in her sleep. For a moment I considered abandoning this all together. It had been a pretty substantial scare my mother had given me when she tried to wake up. But I was too ashamed to stop. I'd given some unworthy person my love. I didn't want my mother to think that I loved Tiffany more, just because Tiffany was my birth mother. I had to show my mom I loved her. I just needed to have this happen with someone I knew loved me and that I knew I could trust. So I kept going.
I started to kiss her neck again, nuzzling into her and feeling the warmth of our bodies grow. At the same time my hand started to rub wider on her stomach under her shirt. I rubbed from the waistband of her pants up to the under wire of her bra, feeling her. My kisses kept working their way up her neck. I kissed her ear lobe and then opened my mouth and licked around the rim of her ear. She moaned again, but this time I didn't stop. Instead, I plunged deeper, sucking on her ear lobe.
Then I grew bolder. I moved my hand up from her stomach, under her tank top. I felt the silky fabric of her bra as my hand moved on top of her. Her breasts heaved up and down in her sleep as my hand rested on her bra. The fabric was thick but I could feel the weight and the heat of my mother's tit in my hand. I squeeze it gently through the bra and my mother moaned softly. My hand moved farther and now I was touching the exposed skin on the topside of her breast, where the bra wasn't covering. Her skin was hot, sweating. She felt smooth and electric. I couldn't stop now.
My hand slipped into the top of her bra. I felt my fingers brush against one of her nipples. It was hard and dense and felt sensuous as my palm slid over it. I rotated my hand over the nipple, feeling it grow harder. Then I squeezed my mother's breast in my hand. She shuddered in her sleep, but I didn't stop. I took her nipple in my thumb and forefinger and rolled it around, pinching it gently. My mother' breathing was getting faster.
I moved my hand out of my mother's bra and shirt. Quickly, I pulled her thank top up so that it bunch above her breasts, I did it very carefully so that she wouldn't wake. Her bra was a light pink color and I was excited when I saw that it unhooked in the front. I carefully got out of my bed and walked around so that I was in front of my mother. She was laying right on the edge of the bed. I got down on my knees on the floor in front of her and reached between her breasts. I carefully unhooked her bra and splayed it open, exposing my mother beautiful breasts. Her areolas were about the size of fifty-cent pieces and her nipples were short and pink. My mother shifted slightly but stayed asleep.
I moved my hands up carefully and put both of my palms flat on my mother's breasts. I squeezed them slowly and gently. I luxuriated in their warmth and ached with the way her nipples pressed into my soft flesh. Then I moved my hands away and leaned forward. I could smell my mother's skin and I closed my eyes. She smelled like our love, the ways she always smelled when we hugged. But it was tinged with sex now; I could smell that she was aroused in her sleep. My cheeks brushed against her skin and I opened my mouth and took her nipple inside of my lips.
I sucked on her hard little bullet of a nipple, running my tongue over it playfully. I even bit it lightly with my teeth. Her skin was soft and tasted salty and hot. I swirled my tongue on the smooth skin of her breast. Then I moved my mouth to her other nipple, straining to reached it because it was lying on my bed. I gave it the same treatment, rubbing it with my tongue and pinch it gently with my teeth. The whole time my mother kept moaning. After a while her hips started to move in her sleep, thrusting gently while she groaned. I wondered if maybe, somehow she was dreaming about me.
I kept suckling on my mother's nipple, but I wasn't done. I moved my hand down my mother's body, letting my palm slide across her flat stomach. I felt my fingers brush up against her waistband. She was wearing a pair of soft short pants and I lifted them up with the tops of my fingers and slide my hand inside. I could feel the hem of her panties, but I moved my hand over top of them. Her panties were silky and smooth and as my fingers slipped down the panties started to feel hot, then wet, then soaked. Through the panties I could feel a little bit of pubic hair, but it was pretty short. She was so wet that her panties stuck to her. My fingers brushed past her clitoris and in her sleep my mother's back arched and she sucked in breath quickly.
I slipped my hand back a bit and then plunged it inside of my mother's panties. She was soaking wet and it was so humid inside of her panties I felt like my hand was in a sauna. I felt short, well-kempt pubic hair under my fingers. And then I felt her clit. My mother was breathing more shallowly in her sleep and I popped my lip off of her nipple so I could watch her face, make sure she didn't wake.
I remembered what Tiffany taught me. I felt my mother's clit and started to massage it with the balls of my fingers. I swirled my fingers around it, gently but firmly. I felt my mother's body tensing, moving in time with my movement. I dipped my finger down into her hot wetness, sticking my fingers inside of her hot cunt. Then, when my fingers were sopping wet I brought them back to her clit and started to circle it again with my fingers. She was moaning loudly now, but her eyes stayed closed, still dreaming. I rubbed her for a long time; just feeling her body move under me. Her face looked so beautiful, so relaxed and at peace. Her lips quivered in ecstasy and I needed to taste them.
I kept my fingers swirling around my mother's clit, but I moved my face closer to her. I could feel her hot, sweet-smelling breath on my face as she moaned and groaned around my finger. I looked at her full, pink lips and wanted them. I licked my lips, closed my eyes and leaned forward. I felt my lips connected with hers, the feeling was indescribably naughty. I melted into her lips and she kissed back, her tongue rolled along my lips, played under my teeth, and finally dipped into my mouth, swirling her tongue around mine. Suddenly, my mother's body tensed and for a moment I thought she was having an orgasm. But when I opened my eyes I saw her pretty blue eyes staring at me with a mixture of lust and horror. I broke our kiss, but I didn't stop playing with her clit
"Ella?" She asked, "Oh god, what are you doing?" Even as she asked she moaned again.
"I am sorry I have sex with Tiffany," I explained. I really meant it too, "I love you mom. I don't want you to ever think that someone could replace you. I knew that if I gave you pleasure; I'd make up for it. I'd fix it. I'd show you that I really only ever loved you." I said. It made sense to me; it was just so hard to explain. This was the only way to undo the hurt I'd done my stepmother by fucking my biological mother. "Do you want me to stop?" I asked, fearing what she'd say.
"Yes," she said and she sounded like my mother. I started to move my hand away, ashamed. But her hand grasped my wrist, "Fuck, you can't stop now," he said and her voice was like a wanton slut. She needed it badly, I'd gotten her too far along while she was sleeping. I put my hand back between my mother's legs and touched my wet fingertips to her clit once again. She wouldn't make eye contact with me while I moved my fingers over her clit, I think she was ashamed by how good it felt and by how hard she held my arm and how wildly she wiggled on the bed.
She was so close when she woke up that it didn't take very long. I just kept my fingers on her clit and I kept kissing her neck. Finally, her body started to shake and she got very stiff. She squeezed my arm so hard I thought she was going to give me a bruise and screamed. Not the low moans and grunts that she'd been giving in her sleep but an all-out scream. Just as the orgasm seemed to reach its peak she looked me straight in the eyes and kissed me deeply on the mouth. She pushed through my lips and teeth and shoved her tongue hard into my mouth. It was all I could do to breath.
Then, just as I thought her orgasm was going to last forever, my mother collapsed in a heap on my bed. For a while she just lay there on the bed, breathing heavily with her eyes closed. I stayed on my knees in front of the bed. Now that she'd come I was more nervous than ever before. What if she was angry now? All of the sudden I realized what I'd done. This could be a huge mistake.
"What just happened?" my mother asked finally, her eyes opening she sounded generally confused for a moment, then she looked down at me, "Honey what were you thinking?" she sounded disappointed.
"You said not to stop," I replied, even though I knew that was a less than fair response.
"That was only after... No that isn't... Honey we can't do what you just did. I know why you did it. But you don't have to...do things like that. I know you love me because you treat me with love all the time. You are 18, you know that isn't something that mothers and daughters do," she said in a slow halting voice. She looked down and covered her breasts and then brushed my hair out of my face and smiled.
"I feel so confused mom. This is just so strange," I said and then I felt like crying. But my mother shushed me. She got down on the floor next to me and put her arms around me.
"You didn't mean to do anything bad honey. This is Tiffany's fault. She has really confused you," she said and I shook my head violently.
"No!" I said, "No she didn't confuse me, she made me understand. I always thought of you as my 'real' mother and I knew I had a biological mother out there. But I learned that I only have one mother. You are my mom. There is no one else out there to love or resent. It's just you and me. I just wanted to give you everything I gave her."
"Honey, I will always love you. You don't have to show me like that," she said and she was blushing. I wondered what that meant.
"Did you like it though?" I asked. She blushed even deeper and looked away.
"I can't have liked it. It was not okay," she said, "Let me go get dressed." She started to get up, but I grabbed her wrist.
"It is okay that you liked it," I said, "I mean that is one thing that Tiffany taught me that is right. It is okay to have pleasure. There is nothing wrong with that. You just had to teach me giving love is best when it is with someone you love." And my mother got back down on her knees next to me.
"Is that what you've learned?" she asked and I nodded, "Well I guess there are far worse lessons." She said.
"So be honest," I said. For a long while she was quiet, then she finally looked me in the eye.
"Yes," she said, "I liked it. It felt wonderful. I haven't had...anything like that in a very long time. Thank you." She said and then seemed to think that ended it. But suddenly I knew what had to happen. I leaned forward and kissed my mother gently on the lips. For a second I thought she'd pull back, but she let me kiss her. She didn't kiss back, but she let it wash over her.
"See it is just like saying 'I love you.'" I explained.
"I love you too," she said and then she leaned forward and gave me a kiss, just a quick one on the mouth. And when she backed away I leaned forward and kissed her back. Then she kissed me back. She was smiling. And I realized that she HAD been jealous of Tiffany. Maybe not the sex, at least not consciously, but she was jealous of the time I'd spent with her and the love I'd let stray elsewhere. She was happy to have her little girl back, in any way she could get her.
"Mommy, please show me that you love me too," I said. And my mother closed her eyes tightly. Then, when she opened them, her eyes were sparkling like never before. I'd convinced her to act. I was still on my knees and she reached over and pulled off my shirt. I wasn't wearing a bra and my big breasts and hard nipples were exposed to the cold night air. My mother leaned forward tentatively and then she took my breast in her hand and lifted it. She opened her mouth and plunged the nipple into it.
It was a strange sensation, so backward and naughty, to see my mother licking my nipple. Her mouth was wet and warm and I arched my back so that the nipple would dive deeper into her mouth. She looked up at me from there, her eyes glowing. Then she carefully moved to my other breast. While she did this, she carefully grabbed my pants and I help her slide them off of my hips. I lifted my butt off of the ground and in a second I was completely naked in front of my mother.
"I love you Ella, no one can ever come between a mother and a daughter," she said as she moved away from my breast. Then we kissed deeply, our tongues dancing and our spit flowing between each other's mouths. And then she broke the kiss. It had been so intense I felt a little bit light headed and I knew I had a stupid grin on my face. But when I opened my eyes she was gone. But I felt her soft blonde hair on my thighs.
I looked down and saw the crown of my mother's head between my legs and she was laid out flat on the floor, her breasts squished against my carpet. Her hair tickled me everywhere, including my hard, hot clit. Then I felt her tongue. I threw my arms backwards and flattened my palms on the floor. I had to keep from falling over, the pleasure was so intense.
She moved slowly and methodically. Her tongue raked up and down on my clitoris. I felt her nose buried in my little patch of pubic hair and my eyes rolled back in my head. She licked my clit mostly, but there were times where she would run her tongue along my slit, tasting my juices. Suddenly that same mysterious feeling I'd had with Tiffany was on me. I opened my mouth and a low moan came out. I shot my hands forward and grabbed my mother's head, and she kept licking. And then a wave of pleasure crashed onto the shores of my consciousness, covering everything in a heady foam, leaving me blank and oh so satisfied.
My mother's had rose out of my lap and her lips were glistening with saliva and my juices. Her eyes sparkled and I leaned forward and kissed her deeply, tasting my own juices and this thick saliva in my mouth. She wrapped her arms around me and kissed back. I leaned back and we fell so that my mother was lying on top of me, our breasts mashed together. I could feel her bare nipples on my breasts and moaned.
"Was it nice honey?" she asked when we were settled on the floor, her on top of me.
"It was great," I replied.
"Better than...with Tiffany?" she asked and I smiled.
"A thousand times better," I said and she kissed me gently on the nose and held me close. And we lay there for a long time, the heat from our bodies keeping us warm. And we talked and we kissed and then, at last, we fell asleep on my floor holding each other.
Chapter 4: One Big Happy Family
I awoke the next morning tangled in my mother's legs. My room was cold but it smelled like sex. My mother was still asleep and I gently disentangled myself from her. I didn't wake her (I was getting good at that) and I walked over to the bathroom and got a shower. When I got out of the shower I saw that my mother had gotten up from my room. She'd even made the bed before leaving. My door was open and I almost closed it because I was naked and then realized how silly that thought was.
I walked over to my dresser and put on a pair of black panties and a black bra. When I was done I threw on a little pink dress that fell about hallways to my calves. I looked at myself in the mirror and smiled, I felt great. I was just doing my hair when I heard the doorbell ring. I honestly didn't think anything of it. I heard my mother answer the door and I heard muffled talking.
Just as I was finishing up with my hair I heard my mother's voice suddenly get loud. I still couldn't understand what she was saying, but I could tell that she was very angry. In an instant I knew what was happening. Tiffany had finally showed up. I didn't bother finding shoes or getting jewelry, I just sprinted down the stairs.
My mother was standing by the front door with her hands on her hips. She was wearing a bathrobe that was synched tightly around her waist. Through the doorway I could see Tiffany. She was wearing a mini-skirt and a cut-off t-shirt exposing her smooth stomach and bellybutton. It was clearly the outfit she'd worn the night before and her eyes were a little red. She was stopping at my house on her walk of shame. I was about to be angry, but she just looked so pathetic. I felt bad for her.
My mother didn't suffer from the same weakness. She had her arms crossed in front of her chest and she was staring Tiffany down like she hoped that if she narrowed her eyelids enough laser beams would shoot out of her pupils and catch Tiffany on fire. I walked closer and could heard them talking.
"I don't care if you have a drinking problem. I don't think that is a mitigating factor do you? In fact it is worse! You should not promise...your daughter...something and then not do it. Do you realize how much it hurt her to wait for you?" My mother was saying and I was proud that she was my mother; she was taking care of me.
"No, I wasn't trying to make an excuse," Tiffany said. She put her hand on her head and I wondered if she had a headache from her hangover. She looked like she was sweating a little bit. I went to the kitchen and grabbed a glass of water. I could still heard them talking.
"What were you doing then?" My mother asked.
"I was explaining why it happened. I know that isn't an excuse for forgetting about Ella. I just... I have really been trying lately to get myself together. But it's so hard..."
"Is Ella not a good enough reason to keep you shit together?" my mother asked, "There are time when I don't want to work or I want to go get drunk. But I don't, because that girls love is more important that that. It feels better than that. If you don't feel the same way, then you don't deserve to come back into her life and pretend to be her mother."



"No it is," Tiffany said and I felt that she was telling the truth. This was really something she couldn't control. But that wasn't something my mother would be willing to understand, "Before last night I hadn't had a drink in weeks. I am trying, but I am weak. Ella is the only thing that keeps me trying." And I looked at her from the kitchen. She didn't see me, but I could tell from her eyes that she meant it. How could I cut her off if that was her only chance to get better?
"Why so you can have s..." my mother started to say and I knew where that sentence was going, she was going to ask about sex. I called loudly, interrupting.
"Here you go Tiffany, you look rough," I said walking up to the door and handing her the glass of water. My mother gave me an annoyed look.
"I didn't know you were up yet," she said and she sounded like my mother again, not that woman from the night before, the slut.
"Thank you," Tiffany said and she gulped the water quickly and then she turned to my mother, "You've done such a wonderful job raising her. Look, I wronged her yesterday, but today she is taking care of me. That's what you did." Tiffany said. And I realized something.
"Don't..." my mother started, but I interrupted her again.
"Hey mom, I was thinking about something," I said, "You know how I have like half of Tiffany's genes? If means that like half of my nature I got from her."
"Right, listen I want to talk to you about this, but let me take care of Tiffany first," my mother said and Tiffany shrank back like she'd been hit.
"No just listen mom," I said, "I have like the genetic background to do the things that Tiffany does. Like I could inherit being drunk from her or being inconsiderate." I looked at Tiffany and I saw tears in her eyes. I wasn't trying to hurt her, but it was true, "But I am not."
"That's true," My mother said.
"I get that from you. You taught me to treat other people the way I want to be treated and to treat others with respect," I said, "But I get good things from Tiffany too. Remember that stuff we... talked about... last night? You said you hadn't...had that kind of a conversation in a long time." I hoped she was getting the hint.
"So?" she said and she blushed.
"So maybe all Tiffany needs is someone like you to tell her what to do. Someone to be a good mother for her," I said and Tiffany shook her head, "Like a mentor maybe, not a mother."
"I see what you mean," My mother said, and then I leaned over and whispered into my mother's ear.
"And maybe it would be good for you to let loose a little bit. You liked letting it all hang out last night," I said in a hush and my mother blushed harder.
"What do you want me to do?" my mother asked, looking over at Tiffany with ill-concealed disgust. I knew that I had to go about this the right way.
"What would you do if it were me?" I asked, "What would happen if I'd made a promise to you that I didn't keep?"
"I'd punish you," My mother said and I almost smiled, this was exactly what I was hoping for. I reached for my mother's robe and put my hands in her front pockets. She shot a glance at Tiffany and then looked back at me, trying to pull away.
"Tiffany has been a very, very bad girl momma," I said, "And she needs to be punished." Suddenly a little light flickered in my mother's eyes. That same fire I'd seen the night before. She looked over at Tiffany and I saw that she was appreciating how lovely Tiffany's body looked. And also her maternal anger. She could punish this woman.
"Get in the house Tiffany," my mother said after a long pause, "my daughter and I are going to teach you a lesson in respect." She said. Tiffany looked back at her car, as though she was going to run away. I knew I had to be strong.
"You have to let us teach you a lesson," I said, "Or I have to cut ties with you. I have to know this won't happen again." Tiffany seemed to accept that.
"Okay," she said in a hushed voice and then quickly hustled into the house. I had never punished anyone before, so I decided to just follow my mother's lead. She had that fiery look again and I knew that something good was going to happen.
My mother started to walk to the living room and I followed her. I could hear Tiffany following me. My mother entered the living room and sat down on the couch. When I came in she patted the couch next to her and I sat down. Tiffany started to walk to a chair and my mother shook her head.
"Listen, you guys both know I am sorry. I don't know what you are going to do, but I am just sorry," Tiffany said and it looked like she might cry.
"We aren't going to injure you or anything," my mother said with a little discomfort about Tiffany's weakness, "just stand in the middle of the room there while I decide what your punishment will be." Tiffany didn't speak, just nodded her head and kept standing.
"What are we going to do?" I asked my mother.
"Just let me do the work honey. She is not going to hurt you again," my mother said and she squeezed my hand. I nodded.
"What did you do last night?" my mother asked, "When you were supposed to be here?"
"I told you, I went out and got drunk," Tiffany said, shifting her weight and looking uncomfortably at her shoes. They were pretty shoes, high heels that looked heinous.
"I didn't ask for an unsatisfying summary of what you did. I asked you what you did. Start with when you decided not to come pick up my daughter," my mom said, taking particular relish in saying the words 'my daughter.' Tiffany lifted her eyes to the ceiling and sighed audibly.
"Ok. So I was getting dressed to come here and my boyfriend Carl..."
"You are still dating Carl?" I asked, shocked. She'd been lying to me about that too.
"No," she said quickly, "Well... I was but not really. It's complicated." She said. My mother gave a little snort.
"Whatever, just continue," she said.
"So Carl called and said that he wanted to make up with me because he's been acting like an asshole. So I got changed into nicer close," she said, point to her current ensemble, "And I decided I would go over there, just real quick to hear him out before I went to pick up Ella. And when I got there he was real sweet and bought me some drinks. And I admit, I got a little drunk. Then I had to go to the bathroom and when I came back out I saw Carl pinch the waitresses ass. So I went over to him and yelled at him and he laughed and left. Then I was really upset, so I drank some more to calm my nerves."
"Is that it? You just got drunk then went home?" my mother asked and Tiffany blushed.
"No," she said and I saw tears in her eyes, "I saw one of Carl's friends at the bar and I decided to get back at him. So I convinced Carl's friend to... to let me give him a blowjob." I was disgusted. Tiffany was such a terrible person when she drank.
"Did you go home with him? Is that why you didn't change?" My mother asked. Tiffany shook her head.
"I blew him in the bathroom," she said and she was sobbing now.
"Then why didn't you change clothes before you came here?"
"I didn't go home. I felt so disgusted after Carl's friend came in me that I went and got even drunker. I woke up this morning in a stranger's bed. My roommate had to come find me." Even my mother's angry face almost fell for a moment. It was clear this woman had issues.
"So you missed taking my daughter to her try out because you got drunk and had sex with two different men, one an acquaintance and one a complete stranger. Is that about the long and the short of it?" My mother asked coolly.
"Yes," Tiffany mumbled. She crossed her arms tight across her breasts and desperately looked like she wanted to sit down.
"Take your clothes off, they stink," my mother said. Tiffany gaped at her for a moment, "Do it or leave." My mother said. Tiffany let out a little warble. But she started to disrobe. She quickly pulled her shirt up over her head and threw it on the floor. She was wearing a tight black bra with red lace over her massive breasts. She reached around behind her back and unhooked her bar. When she slipped the bra off her big fake breasts flopped out and her nipples looked hard in the cool air of our living room. She bent down to remove a shoe.
"No, leave the shoes on, I don't want you getting too comfortable," my mother said. I'd never seen this side of my mother before. She never had boyfriends (or girlfriends for that matter) and I wondered if maybe she'd allowed motherhood to overcome some kinky or dominant sexual tendencies. Tendencies that she was deciding to indulge in for the first time in a long time.
"I don't know if I can balance when I take my skirt off," Tiffany said in a whisper. My mother didn't respond and it was clear that she didn't care about Tiffany's difficulties. Tiffany huffed, but she unzipped her skirt and let it fall in a heap between her legs. Finally she precariously balanced herself, holding onto the back of a chair, while she slipped first one leg, then the other out of her little pink panties. Then she was standing naked in my living room. She was just as beautiful as I remembered and my eyes devoured her. Suddenly she felt modest and placed one arm across her nipples and one between her legs.
"Get over here," my mother said and Tiffany walked towards us. When she got next to us my mother quickly grabbed Tiffany's hair and pulled her down. Then Tiffany was lying across my mother's lap. Her head was actually resting on my leg, but she was face down. Her ass was up in the air.
"What the hell are you doing?" Tiffany said and squirmed a little. My mother applied some pressure to Tiffany's back and held her down.
"Stop moving," my mother said and Tiffany got very still, "Are you sorry for breaking your promise?" my mother asked.
"Yes," Tiffany said, her voice muffled against my skin. Suddenly there was a loud crack and I heard Tiffany scream into my leg. I turned and looked. My mother's hand was resting on Tiffany's bare ass. My mother had just spanked my biological mother!
"Are you sorry that you made her cry?"
"Yes!" And then another loud smack that seemed to reverberate through the house. Tiffany seemed to try to crawl into my lap to get away from her beating. I could feel her hot, soft breasts brushing against my leg. But my mother pulled her back.
"Are you sorry for possibly costing her an opportunity to go to her preferred college?"
"Yes!" and then another more vicious smack. But Tiffany wasn't trying to move away anymore. She was taking her spanking now, accepting that she'd earned it.
"Are you sorry for treating my daughter like she is less important than your own petty and disgusting desires?" My mother said.
"Oh god yes!" Tiffany moaned and I wondered if she liked the punishment more than she hated it.
"Are you sorry that you tried to get between me and my daughter?" my mother asked and I was surprised. I'd never really thought of it like that.
"I am," Tiffany said, confirming my mother's fears. This time the smack was very, very hard. My mother brought her hand back and it looked red and swollen, I couldn't imagine what Tiffany's ass looked like. Tiffany looked up from the couch, and her eyes were red and she was clearly in pain. I smoothed her hair out of her face and gave her a tentative smile. She was taking her punishment; I had to give her credit for that.
"Get up," my mother said and Tiffany stood. Her chest rose and fell at odd, hitching intervals and I wondered if she was about to cry, "Now pleasure my daughter." My mother said and my eyes got wide.
"What?" Tiffany said.
"Apparently the only thing you are good at is having sex. So, since you gave the worst of yourself to my daughter yesterday, you are going to give her your best today," she said as though it were completely off the wall. But I was so horny, I wanted it so bad.
Right there on the couch I spread my legs and quickly worked my underwear out from under my dress. I could smell my pussy and I could see that the other women in the room could as well. Tiffany looked once at my mother to see if she was serious. Then she got down on her knees and crawled between my legs. She took the hem of my dress and slid it back, exposing my pussy. She looked up at me from between my legs, her big beautiful eyes full of fear and lust. Then she closed them and leaned it.
I felt her tongue rub against my pussy lips and they felt hot and wet. I moaned. I looked over at my mother and she was watching the action between my legs intently. I leaned over and kissed my mother on the cheek. She looked stunned for a moment, then turned and looked at me and smiled. She took my face in her hands and leaned forward and kissed me passionately. I slipped my hand into her bathrobe and felt the little nub of her nipple against my palm. Her tit was hot and heavy and I squeezed it. My mother moaned into my mouth.
All along, Tiffany kept right at work between my legs. Her tongue moved up and down my slit, tasting my juices. She spent most of her time sucking and prodding my clitoris. My body grew tight and rigid as she worked. Finally, after working me up as hot as she could, she slipped one little finger into my pussy. The feeling was a rush. She kept her lips smack on my clit.
My kisses grew more intense with my mother; I kept pushing my tongue deeper and deeper into her mouth. As the orgasm I sensed building inside of me reached a shattering climax I bit down hard on my mother's lip and I cried out from behind my teeth. "OH FUCK" I screamed. And then the orgasm broke in a torrent of pleasure and release. My legs shook around Tiffany's head as the violent orgasm finally subsided. I released my bite on my mother's lip and she pulled it back, smiling.
"Good one baby?" she asked lovingly and I nodded. We both looked down at Tiffany. Her face was covered in my juices and her own saliva. Her hair was disheveled. She looked gorgeous. She started to get up.
"You aren't done yet," my mother said and she spread her legs. Tiffany looked up at me; I don't know what she was expecting. She crawled over between my mother's legs. She started to lean forward but as she did so, my mother rolled back a bit on her hips.
"What are you doing?" Tiffany asked.
"Eat my asshole you slut," my mother said and I felt my pussy getting wet all over again. This was going to be so hot and nasty and I was going to be allowed to watch. Tiffany didn't bat an eye, she was being trained to behave and she knew it. She leaned forward. I bent forward to get a better look. My mother's asshole was a little pink rosebud with soft white skin all around it. I saw Tiffany's hot red tongue lean towards it and then, finally, come in contact with it. My mother moaned softly. Tiffany began to gently lick my mother's asshole.
I still had a hand on my mother's tit. I kept kneading it while my biological mother ate her asshole. My mother ground her ass into Tiffany's face, and Tiffany just kept on licking. I saw her tongue get rigid as she tried to worm her tongue deep into my mother's ass. My mother's breathing got more intense. She moaned loudly and I felt her becoming tense. I wanted to give her some release.
I turned her head towards mine and I kissed her gently on my mouth. Her tongue instantly plunged into my mouth and I tasted her thick, sweet saliva. I moved my hand down my mother's body, across the bottom of her breasts, then over her bellybutton, through her pubic mound, until I reached her pussy. I could feel Tiffany's hair between my mother's legs. I put my finger on the little button of my mother's clit. Her tongue grew hard in my mouth. I sucked on it and she moaned.
I broke our kiss and slid down on the couch so that I could get close to the action. Lying on my stomach on the couch, I kept playing with my mother's clitoris. The smell was delightful. My mother started to play with her own breasts, rubbing her nipples. I looked down and saw Tiffany, still tonguing my mother' asshole, licking it and driving her tongue deep inside. I kept my fingers on her clit the whole time. Finally, my mother let out a loud scream and I felt her hand grab my arm in a vice-like grip as she moaned. Then she flopped down on the couch, winded.
Tiffany crawled out from between my mother's legs and sat down on the floor. She looked up at us expectantly. Her legs where apart and I could see that her pussy was soaked. She must've been so horny, but she was waiting to see what my mother told her to do. I moved so that I was sitting next to my mother on the couch. She was panting with her eyes closed. I got up to her ear and whispered.
"Hey mom, I think that we have punished her enough." I said.
"No," my mom whispered, holding onto the grudge.
"If she doesn't learn that if she takes responsibility for her actions that we will forgive her, then she will stop taking responsibility for her actions," I said. My mother's eyes opened and she smiled at me.
"Sometimes you are a very wise girl," she said and I blushed, "what do you have in mind?" I didn't say anything. I just stood up and flipped my dress up over my head. I quickly unhooked my bra and let my breasts free. I walked over to Tiffany and got down on my knees next to her. I could smell pussy and ass on her face and she was still sticky from pleasuring my mother and me. I leaned forward and kissed her. Our lips met and our tongues danced together. I could taste my cum, my mom's ass, and Tiffany's spit in my mouth and I loved it. But I broke the kiss.
"Are you really sorry," I asked and she nodded, "I forgive you, but you have to start learning from your mistakes." I said and then I reached between her legs and put my hand on her clit. Her whole body went hard. She didn't say anything, but she smiled at me, "Unless you don't think you can handle that..." I said and moved my fingers away from her clit.
'NO!" Tiffany said, "No you are right, I am sorry," she said. And then my fingers were back between her legs. I looked over at the couch. My mother nodded. Then she stood and took off her messy bathrobe and threw it on the floor. She walked over to my biological mother and got down on her knees on the other side of her. She took Tiffany's head in her hand.
"You are important to my daughter, so you are important to me. But know now that I am the boss. When you are here, or when it concerns my daughter you will do what I say when I say it," my mother said. Tiffany nodded nervously. Then my mother leaned into her and kissed her passionately on the lips. I stopped what I was doing and watched. Here they were, the woman who'd given birth to me and given me my genes and the woman that raised me and taught me how to live, kissing one another. And I had brought them together.
After a long while, my mother broke the kiss. Gently she eased Tiffany onto her back. Then she looked at me, "Ella honey come up here," she said. And I did as I was told. She pulled me on top of Tiffany so that my legs were straddling her head. My pussy was just a few short inches from Tiffany's face. Then my mom moved away. I looked down at Tiffany's eyes and she looked shocked. But even though I couldn't see her mouth, I sensed that she was smiling.
I looked back at my mother, to figure out exactly what she was doing. And to my surprise (and delight) I saw that her head was in between my biological mother's legs. I could see her tongue out as she gently lapped at the Tiffany's clit. I sagged down now, putting my cunt right on Tiffany's nose. Tiffany felt hot and excited, and her tongue raced over me. She licked all the way from my asshole up to my clit, her tongue wide and broad and hot. Sometimes her nose tickled my clit. I kneaded my breasts with my hands, and arched my back, moaning. I could feel Tiffany quickly reaching an orgasm. My mother was giving Tiffany's clitoris no rest.
Suddenly, Tiffany's hands reached up and grabbed my hips, pulling me hard. I could hear her moaning around my cunt. The vibrations of her moan felt incredible, and suddenly I felt myself cumming as well. The orgasm came quickly but it receded slowly and my entire body felt sensitive and vibrated. Finally, I slumped to the side, satisfied. Tiffany lay panting on the ground as well. My mother knelt in front of both of us, her face slick with cum. She was looking at us with a kind of strange glint in her eye. I wonder if maybe she noticed some sort of family resemblance then, or maybe she just realized how vulnerable Tiffany was when she was splayed out in that position. Whatever the reason, she came to a sudden decision.



"Alright you girls," she said solemnly, "up to the shower with you. I want you both cleaned for breakfast," she said.
"Yes mother," I said getting up.
"Yes...Ma'am," Tiffany said and got up as well. And I walked up the stairs naked, hand in hand with my biological mother, I wondered about this fantastic, strange new mixed family we'd created. And where it would go from there.
The End
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Chapter 1: A Job
Lalana Sukha stepped out of the van a looked up at the mansion that towered over her menacingly. It was a huge, gothic building that was dripping with ornate stone and unforgiving iron fixtures. The windows looked like tiny slits that didn't appear as though they would allow enough light to fill a small bathroom. To Lalana the mansion and its grounds looked like an ominous castle from a fairy tale. A place where an ogre or witch might live. It was further exacerbated by the fact the leaves of the oak trees surrounding the building had dropped for fall and the flowers were all dead. Lalana felt a chill go through her as she considered the fact that this place was her new home. The driver from the airport brought her only bag from the back of the van, tipped his hat, and then got back in the van and drove away. Lalana was now completely alone in a new country with a new job and no new friends. If she weren't so tough, she'd probably be terrified.
But she was tough. It came from her upbringing. Lalana had been born in rural Thailand to farmers but had run away from home when she was merely 12 years old to go to Bangkok. It should be noted at the time that Lalana was not a girl. She was a little boy who went to Bangkok. But even then she'd known she was destined to be a ladyboy. She'd always known she was supposed to be a woman and pursued her goal doggedly. During her childhood years she worked many odd jobs and saved money. She used that money to begin her transition into womanhood. Because she started early, her transition was nearly flawless. And her beauty did not go unnoticed. Shortly after her 18th birthday, Lalana was recruited by a pimp. The pimp taught her how to pleasure men and women and she learned English and Japanese to appeal to sex tourists.
Lalana enjoyed her life. She loved sex and also loved the wild life of a prostitute. While many would find it hard to believe, it was the life she had intended and she felt no qualms about it. She considered her life as a whore as payment for becoming the woman she wanted to be.
As a result of her intense beauty, she was much in demand. She had long black hair and violet eyes. Her body was thin and wispy as befitted a poor woman, but it was healthy and her breasts were large for tiny body at 32-B. She was 5'3 and 110lbs. Her eyes were large and her lips were thick and pink. She had skin that was a deep olive color and she had high, feminine cheekbones that gave her face a warm, carefree appearance. Her legs were thin but athletic and looked long despite her short stature. She was especially proud of her long nipples and tight, round butt. She felt that she had turned out exactly as she had always desired. However, after nearly six years as a prostitute, her pimp wanted her to transition farther. To remove her penis. The pimp informed her that he wanted her to change and then become his wife. Despite everything, this was one request that Lalana would never allow. She flatly refused.
As a result, her pimp had given her a vicious beating. She had been left for dead in an alley in one of the roughest parts of town. Through luck or fate, one of Lalana's former clients had been in the area and had seen her. Leaving his new prostitute he collected Lalana in his arms and took her to a hospital. When she had adequately recovered he offered to use some of his connections and help her get out of Bangkok and out of the country. He claimed he could get her a green card to go to America. She had consented and the man had been as good as his word. Now, at the age of 24, she was standing in front of a house where her former client had gotten her a job as a housekeeper. It was the start of a new, safer life. The best part was that here she was a woman and everyone who looked at her knew it. Despite her fear of the house, she was excited.
Lalana picked up her only bag and headed to the door. She had always had the things she needed when she was in Thailand. Plenty of clothes and food to make sure that the pimp's investment in her body yielded dividends. When she left, she took next to nothing. She was wearing a pair of jeans and a white tank top. She had no bra and no underwear. Her bag contained another tank-top and a pair of sweatpants. This was all she had in the world. She reached the door and nervously raised her hand to knock. She paused for a minute. When she knocked on the door a new life would begin immediately. She raised her delicate hand to the door and knocked twice.
A few minutes later the door opened ominously. There was no one at the door. Lalana leaned into the house and took a look around. She would later learn that the house was wired for just about everything. There were automatic doors, showers, washing machines; everything was run on a central system that she would never understand. She took a tentative step into the house and looked around. As ancient as the mansion had looked from the outside, it looked modern on the inside. There were beautiful hardwood floors, expensive overstuffed furniture, and the most expensive electronics that Lalana had ever seen. She was standing in the foyer and it was larger than the lobby of some of the hotels she had worked in. There was a large, marble staircase directly ahead of her with beautiful, ornate handrails. She could see a kitchen with tile floors through a door to the right of the stairs. She looked to the right and saw through another door, a large dining room with works of art of the wall and a gigantic china hutch filled with delicate plates and saucers. Finally, she looked to the right and saw a living room with large, white couches and a big screen TV.
It was here that she finally saw people. There were a handful of people sitting in the living room watching television. They didn't even seem to notice that Lalana was there. She was very confused. It seemed both rude and strange that they didn't come to greet her and show her where she was going to work and live. She considered calling to them but decided it would be better if she walked into the room.
She set her bag down next to the door and walked into the living room. When she entered she could better see the four women who were sitting on various couches, eating, and relaxing. They didn't take any notice of her at first. She stood uncomfortably and then walked in front of the television. It was as if she had broken a spell, suddenly they were standing up, embarrassed and prepared to introduce themselves.
"I am so sorry," a blonde woman said, "my name is Tessa Crone we were sort of caught up in the television and didn't hear you come in. You must be Lalana." All of the women in the room were beautiful. Despite the fact that she was the oldest at 40, Tessa was no exception. She was one of the taller and fuller women in the room but still very petite at 5'5 140lbs. She looked like the kind of beautiful, voluptuous women that Lalana always pictured when she thought of Americans. She had medium length light blonde hair and large blue eyes. She had a perfect hourglass build and milky white skin. Her breasts were large 34-Cs and still looked taut and young under her sweater. Her smile was broad and her teeth were absolutely perfect behind her thick, deep red lips. Her face was gorgeous; she looked like she was a movie star who was just outside of the pin-up stage and entering her cougar stage. "This is my daughter, Andrea"
Andrea looked a good deal like her mother. Lalana would always think of Andrea as the quintessential American cheerleader. She was a the shortest girl in the room, a mere 5'1, 98lbs pixie at the age of 18. Surprisingly, despite her size she had relatively large 30-B breasts, making her look even more like a small version of her mother. She had a bubbly look and attitude that shone through her bright green eyes and winning smile. She had soft, light skin and a slightly upturned nose. It was clear that she was going to develop the same hourglass shape as her mother, but she was still young and a bit thin in the hips. Her stomach was flat and her legs looked athletic in her short shorts.
"It is a pleasure to meet you ma'am," Lalana said, first taking Tessa's hand and then her daughter's.
"Oh my goodness, your English is absolutely flawless," The other adult woman in the room said with sincere regard, "My name is Cindy Walker and this is my daughter Felicity."
Cindy Walker was a bit younger than Tessa at 35 years old. She was also a bit smaller at 5'4 and 120lbs. She had the body of a yoga instructor and a bit of a terse look that made such a profession likely for her. She had beautiful light red hair and deep almond colored eyes. She did not appear to smile, but instead gave a sly grin with her thick, pink lips. She had a few freckles on her face that gave her the appearance of being a bit younger than she was and her body completed the illusion. She had small 32-A breasts and thin, lithe legs. Her build was closer to that of a super model, with small breasts and a very skinny, delicate build. It was a look that Lalana had always wanted to capture and hoped that she, in some way, managed.
Again the mother looked remarkably like her daughter. Felicity Walker held the distinction of being both the youngest and the tallest girl in the room. She was also 18 years old, 5'7 and a mere 115lbs. While her mother was too short to completely get the supermodel look down, Felicity almost completely pulled it off with her thin, wiry frame and her perfectly sized 32-B breasts. Her face was also gorgeous. She had long, blood red hair and deep brown eyes. She too had a few freckles on her face but appeared more willing to smile than her mother. She had braces on her teeth but it somehow accentuated her youthful beauty and her face exuded a warmth and calm.
Lalana felt intimidated by all of these beautiful women but was excited that she was apparently passing beautifully as a woman here. They suspected nothing it seemed and were impressed with her English. Things were going well. But there was something she was a bit confused about.
"It is very nice to meet all of you," she said when she had finished shaking all of their hands, "My name is Lalana and..."
"Oh that is such a pretty name," Andrea said in her bubbly fashion. Her mother gave her a stern look for interrupting and Lalana blushed at the compliment.
"Thank you very much," she said, for a moment taken off guard for what she had intended to ask, "May I ask you all a question?"
"Of course!" Tessa replied. Lalana was already sensing a tension between the two different families. When Tessa spoke it was almost like Cindy was angry that she hadn't thought to speak faster.
"I was just wondering...Well I was supposed to be getting a job with a Mr. Joseph Horne and I am just a bit confused," she felt embarrassed as she said this, she wasn't used to such surrounding and formality. Cindy nearly jumped to get a chance to reply.
"You're talking about my father," she explained, "we call him 'grandpa' and he is upstairs in his room."
"He is actually both our father. We are sisters you see," Tessa explained, giving her sister a very unpleasant look. Cindy acted as though she didn't notice, but she surely must have.
"Our father," Cindy said, admitting what Tessa had claimed, "Is a very sick man. He stays up in his room all of the time and it is a very difficult process to go and see him. You would be required to take a shower and then put on sterile clothing. I am afraid my father is not long for this world."
"I am very sorry to hear that," Lalana said and she was telling the truth for both selfish and unselfish reasons. For one she was truly thankful to this man she had never met for helping her get to America and giving her a job where she could be safe and warm and happy. She didn't want anything bad to happen to him. More cynically, she knew that if he died she would be out of work and there would be a chance she could get deported.
"Well that is why my daughter and I came here," Tessa explained, "To take care of him and make sure he lasts a very long time."
"We came here to take care of him as well," Cindy said, putting her arm around Felicity. The two young girls looked a bit uncomfortable. It was clear that neither one of them was particularly thrilled about whatever sort of rivalries existed between their respective mothers.
"Well I am very glad that Mr. Horne is in the hands of those who love him," Lalana said, trying to pick her words carefully. Apparently she did a good job.
"I just can't get over how well you speak. It is uncanny," Cindy said.
"I have been speaking English for many years ma'am," Lalana replied. She was amazed by the transformation she felt in herself. She was never timid in Thailand and would never call someone 'ma'am' but she felt so much under the power of these people that she sensed a new, somewhat submissive side coming out of her and didn't know whether or not she liked it.
"I suppose you would like to know what you are going to be doing?" Tessa asked and Lalana was relieved, they were finally getting down to brass tacks.
"Yes I am very anxious to get started."
"Well it is a pretty basic live-in housekeeping job," Cindy said.
"Yes, it is very simple and we are positive you will be just fantastic at it," Tessa said.
"Oh I am sure she will, she looks like a hard worker," Cindy said. Lalana felt like her neck was going to wrench off from looking back and forth between the two. It was like neither one of them wanted to back down for even a second in some sort of competition that Lalana couldn't possibly understand. They seemed to sense that this was happening and suddenly Felicity seemed to find a solution.
"Why don't we go make dinner for everyone, Mom?" she asked. Tessa looked as though she were about to protest, "That way Aunt Tessa can explain to Ms. Lalana what she needs to do in her job."
"That is a fantastic idea. You are such a smart girl," Tessa said, praising her niece and drawing the ire of her sister for her kindness. Felicity took her mother by the hand and led her out of the room towards the kitchen. Tessa looked relieved and actually seemed to relax now. Things felt less tense and less wooden. Lalana would learn that it was a rare event indeed when Cindy and Tessa could be found in the same room together.
"Where were we?" Tessa asked when her relatives had left the room.
"You were going to tell her what her job was about," Andrea said and winked at Lalana as if to apologize for the adults. Lalana was struck by the fact that she was only a couple of years older than this girl. In a different world, they could be friends.
"Right," Tessa said, gaining some composure, "Okay. As I said it is a relatively simple job. You are to clean the house each day. Nothing more, nothing less. However, it is a quite large house as you can see. This floor has this living room, the dining room, the kitchen, a half bath, a solarium, another living room for my sister and her daughter, the foyer, and the sitting room (where the fireplace is located). There are six rooms in the basement including your suite. You will have a bedroom, a bath, and a full kitchen down there. In addition there is a guest room, a rumpus room, and a bar. Upstairs there are several bedrooms and two bathrooms and in the attic is my father's suite. You won't be responsible for those rooms. In all you will be responsible for the cleaning and maintenance of 21 rooms in the house. You will probably want to do a certain number in a day, I suggest three and then you can switch off every day. When you finish on third you can go back to the first seven rooms on the fourth day and so on. I know it might notw sound like a lot, but as a result of my father's illness each room must be made immaculate during each cleaning. In addition my sister or I may occasionally need to you do other chores or run other errands. If the girls ask you do something, it is totally within your discretion. You don't work for them. You will get Sunday off. We aren't religious here, but we believe in having fun every once in a while and you are free to go to Church if that is what you enjoy. And I think that is it. Would you like to see your room?"
Lalana felt pretty satisfied. It didn't sound like difficult work and she had never had a day off before in her life except when recovering from surgery. She shook her head emphatically. Tessa told her daughter to grab Lalana's bag and they walked to the side of the staircase. There was a doorway there and Lalana saw more stairs hidden behind the drywall underneath the stairs.
She had been a bit disappointed about getting a basement room but she had been wholly wrong. They walked down the basement stairs and they had plush carpet and beautiful white walls. When they reached the bottom of the stairs there were two doors on either side and another directly ahead.
"The door to the left leads to the bar and the rumpus room, to the left is the guest room and straight ahead is your suite. We will leave you here," she said and Andrea gave a cute smile and handed Lalana her bag. Lalana walked ahead and opened the door.
She almost fell over. She walked into a full kitchen with tile floors and stainless steel appliances. It appeared that, although she was in the basement, the back side of the house was on a lower level than the front of the house. As a result, while she had walked to the front door at ground level, by the time you got to the backyard, the basement floor was at ground level. Taking advantage of this, her kitchen had a sliding glass window that allowed her out into the backyard. She passed through a door near her fridge...HER FRIDGE, and came to her bedroom. It was all too much. There was a giant, four post queen sized bed in the middle of the bedroom. There were several large windows in the room and the light flooded her room and made it bright and cheerful. The room was very large and on one side there was the beautiful bed and on the other was a large overstuffed couch and a large screen television. Her bedroom was more like two rooms, a sleeping chamber and a living room. She saw another door and correctly guessed it was the bathroom. It had a large Jacuzzi tub and the other fixtures were stunning.
Lalana went back out into her bedroom and flopped down on her bed and looked at the perfect sheetrock ceiling and breathed in the clean smell of her home and sighed deeply. Maybe being a maid was going to be a lot better than she had expected, she thought carefully. Little did she know that she was just beginning to learn the strange wonders of her new life.
Chapter 2: Learning Some Secrets
Slowly Lalana started to get used to the way in which things worked in the Horne household. It was like four separate households. There was her house in the basement, the Walker's house, the Crone's house, and the mysterious Horne residence in the attic. Everyone seemed to keep to themselves. There was a delicate dance in the kitchen in which the Crone's took turns cooking meals so that the other family wouldn't be there with them. They each made "grandpa" a meal three times a day and took it up, thinking the other wasn't paying attention. The daughter, Andrea and Felicity, kept up a good front when their mothers were around but Lalana noticed that when they didn't think anyone was listening they would talk to one another or go outside in the hedge maze and hang out. They even rode to school together in Andrea's car. Neither of the mother's knew this, they thought Felicity took the bus.
But that wasn't really much of Lalana's concern. Her primary goal each day was to clean seven rooms. She liked the fact that her three rooms were included in the 21 rooms she had to clean and she saved them all up for each third day so that she only had to clean four. She especially liked it when it worked out that it was Saturday and then next day she had off. She usually never cleaned her rooms as no one was ever in there anyway. The cleaning itself was not very difficult. She vacuumed, dusted, cleaned windows, and basically gave a top to bottom scrubbing of each room every day. As time when on she got better and better at her work and that meant that she got faster. After only a couple of months she was usually able to finish all her work for the day in just under seven hours. She had never had so much free time in her life, especially when she had Sundays off.



She started to get to know all the women in the house as she worked. She found that the two mothers were a bit overbearing with their daughters and absolutely poisonous when they saw one another, but were generally quite nice. She also began to notice that the two teenagers were very sweet with no sign of the traditional teenage rebellion that movies had taught Lalana were part of what it meant to be a young girl in America.
Felicity was Lalana's favorite in the house. When Felicity got home from school in the afternoon she would go and find Lalana, wherever she was in the house. She had to take the bus home from school because Andrea was on the varsity cheer squad and it seemed that Felicity got a little bit lonely in the afternoons when her mother was teaching yoga at a nearby gym and her cousin was still at school. But she had no desire to be a cheerleader; she was a little bit too shy for that. But not shy with Lalana.
"Can I help?" was her normal question when she got home from school and Lalana would explain that she didn't feel comfortable allowing her to help but she could hang out and talk to her while she worked. Lalana found Felicity to be naïve, sweet, and innocent and didn't mind that the girl slowed her down. She even let Felicity sit in her private quarters on those days when she was scheduled to clean her own room. They were almost like friends, even if Lalana was a woman and Felicity was but a girl.
"So what was it like in Thailand?" Felicity asked one afternoon while Lalana was making Felicity's bed and cleaning her room.
"It was much different than here," Lalana explained, smoothing out the sheets.
"Do you ever miss your family?"
"I haven't seen my family in many, many years. I didn't really like them and I don't ever miss them," Lalana explained. She felt odd sometimes, talking to this young girl. She felt like when she was blunt and honest it might somehow hurt the girl, even if it didn't have anything to do with her. But Felicity never seemed to mind. Felicity would just go and ask another question. It was like she didn't even listen to Lalana's answers, but Lalana knew that wasn't the case. Sometime in the future, Felicity would ask her why she didn't like her family or something else about Thailand and she would always remember everything that Lalana had said before.
"Are all Thai women as pretty as you?" Felicity asked. Lalana looked up with a wry smile and then realized that it wasn't a joking question, Felicity was really telling her she was beautiful and it made her blush.
"Thank you," she said. She didn't know how to actually answer the question. Felicity smiled at her, her beautiful smile. Her dark red hair was hanging in her eyes and Lalana was shocked by how beautiful the girl looked, "But you are far more beautiful than I am." Now it was Felicity's turn to blush. Lalana looked a little more deeply at the girl. She had such a beautiful face and an amazing body! Lalana also noticed that Felicity and all the other women in the house tended dress very revealingly while they were at home. As they spoke, Felicity was wearing a skin tight t-shirt with no bra that exposed her midriff. Her little nipples were poking through the shirt in the cold air. She was also wearing a pair of tight, light blue work out shorts that hugged her buttocks and accentuated her small, feminine curves. Lalana had to admit to herself that she was aroused by Felicity. In fact, she was attracted to all the women in the house. She'd only rarely had female clients as a prostitute, but she'd always enjoyed the experience. She wondered if maybe without the pressures of money if she'd prefer women.
"Do you really think I am pretty?" Felicity asked, looking at Lalana and biting her lip. She looked so cute.
"You're gorgeous," Lalana said, honestly. Felicity giggled and jumped on her bed, messing up all of Lalana's work. Sometimes Felicity did this, undid the work that Lalana had just finished. She wasn't malicious, she just didn't think about what she was doing. She didn't even realize she did it.
"Did you have any boyfriends when you were in Thailand?" the girl asked and Lalana almost burst out laughing. She had had more boyfriends than just about anyone else on earth.
"A few," she said, trying not to feel dirty as she lied through her teeth. It wasn't that she was ashamed, she wasn't. She just didn't want to say more than was polite.
"Did you ever have sex?" Felicity asked, laying on her stomach on her bed with her legs crooked at the knees, her ankles crossed and her head resting on the palm of her hand. Now Lalana was in an awkward position. She looked at the girl squarely in the eye and shrugged her shoulders.
"I don't think your mother would want us talking about this kind of stuff," Lalana said.
"I want a boyfriend," Felicity said wistfully.
"You're smart and sweet and pretty," Lalana said, "if you want a boyfriend you can get one." This was how their conversations generally went. Little segments of ideas and a sort of jerky flow while Lalana was working.
"So did you have sex?" Felicity said. It was obvious that this was something that was really bothering her. Lalana felt like she was some sort of older sister figure to this girl all of the sudden and decided to just throw her a bone.
"A couple of times," she said. Felicity looked both excited and a bit wistful.
"But not until I was a bit older than you," Lalana said. It was exactly what the younger girl seemed to want to hear. She wanted to hear that it was okay to have sex but that she wasn't weird for still never having had a boyfriend. Still Lalana was a bit uncomfortable with the conversation and decided to change things up.
"So..."she said, being careful not to antagonize, "Do your mother and your aunt not get along?" Felicity rolled her eyes and nodded her head.
"I guess I hoped you wouldn't notice but I guess it's impossible. They are ridiculous," she explained.
"What is it about...if you don't mind me asking?" Lalana said while spraying Windex on Felicity's beautiful bay windows.
"No I don't care. It's about grandpa. He hasn't shown my mom or Aunt Tessa his will but he told them that he is going to give only one of them the money when he dies. So they both came here to try to get on his good side and they fight all the time," she explained. It made sense to her now, they were being greedy. That she could understand.
"Why do they act like that when he isn't even around?" she asked.
"Grandpa has cameras all over the house. He stays up in his room and watches us all the time so he can decide who he is going to give the money to. I don't get it. If he died we could just split it and live in the house here. I mean he is really rich and the house is really big. I said that to my mom. But you know how it is," Felicity explained. Suddenly, Lalana felt very odd. She was a bit uncomfortable knowing she had lived the last few weeks in the house and been watched at least part of the time. She felt so naked. She hoped there weren't any in her room.
"So how many boys have you slept with?" Felicity asked. This girl certainly had a one track mind all of the sudden.
"We are done talking, I am sorry. I get paid to work," Lalana said smiling at the girl and walked out of the room. After all, she had a lot of work to do.
If Felicity was Lalana's favorite person in the house then surely the person she saw most often was Tessa. Unlike the girls she didn't go to school and unlike Cindy (who had a part-time job as a yoga instructor) she didn't leave the house on any sort of regular occasion. Sometimes it made Lalana wonder why they had hired her in the first place. It didn't seem that it would be that difficult for Tessa to clean up a bit when she was home. But in all fairness Tessa did do a lot of cleaning and appeared to take a special delight in maintaining the yard.
Unlike Felicity, Tessa wouldn't talk to Lalana while she was working. Instead she would wait until Lalana was finished and then ask the maid if she would like to sit in the solarium and have a cup of coffee. While Tessa seemed a bit cold when she was around her sister, her beautiful smile was refreshingly sincere when it was just the two of them. Lalana got the feeling that Tessa was a bit lonely and really enjoyed have someone around during the day, even if they didn't talk much of the time. But their conversations were light and comfortable on those afternoons in the sunlight.
"So are you making yourself comfortable here?" Tessa asked her maid one day a few weeks into the course of employment.
"Oh absolutely," Lalana said, "I mean this place is wonderful. I am really enjoying everything about this place," she explained, taking a sip of coffee. Tessa made the best coffee in the world.
"That's good. We want you to know that you should feel at home here. Not just in your suite. You can go anywhere in the house when you aren't working. You should feel like a member of the family," she said and it truly touched Lalana because she could tell that it was sincere.
Tessa's favorite activity was gossip. It was tough on Lalana at first because Tessa would talk about women in the neighborhood or other mothers from Andrea's school and Lalana wouldn't know who they were. Eventually she began to know these women by the reputation that Tessa described although she could only imagine what they looked like. The best part about listening to Tessa's gossip was that when it was particularly juicy, Tessa would get very animated. She would stand up from her chair with her big, bright smile and pace around the room. She would talk with her hands and her arms. She would laugh lightly and toss her golden hair around in her face. She looked so young and vibrant it was hard to believe she was 40 and had a daughter who was a senior in high school. Lalana fed on her energy and began to feel like they were friends, despite the age difference. It was like Tessa treated her as another adult even though she was a few years older than Andrea.
"So did I tell you about Rebecca Miller?" Tessa asked.
"No," Lalana said. She had heard of Rebecca Miller before. According to Tessa she was a bit of a slut around town and there were rumors that she was sleeping with the junior high school gym teacher. Of course, Tessa believed every single bit of the gossip she heard.
"Well I heard this morning at the grocery store, from Mary Stewart that she is finally going to leave her husband. They say that she is running off with some college boy she met on a cruise last summer. I didn't believe it at first, by I drove home past her house and her car was gone and I could see her husband, home from work, talking to their kids in the living room! I think she just pulled up stakes and left!"
"That is terrible," Lalana said, but she really didn't care one way or the other. She had done just fine without a mother or a father and wasn't likely to feel bad for those who were missing one. But part of Tessa's gossip procedure was to be titillated by bad action and then pretend like she felt bad about it.
"Oh I know," she said with a horrified look on her face, but a twinkle in her eye that said it was exciting to her. But the conversation raised an issue with Lalana that she had been wondering since she had arrived at the house. Where were the Andrea and Felicity's fathers? They had never spoken about them but she didn't feel comfortable asking.
"It is just like the opposite of what happened to Cindy," Tessa said, leaning forward conspiratorially. It was as if she had been reading her maid's mind or something. Lalana leaned forward to, to find out what had happened to the other woman in the house.
"How is that?" she asked.
"Oh you don't know," she said, her eyes flashing. Of course she knew that Lalana didn't know. But it was all part of the dance of the gossip, "Well, about eight years ago when Felicity was still in elementary school Cindy and her husband had a big fight about middle school. Cindy wanted the girl to go to a private school and her husband said that they couldn't afford it. The fight was huge because it wasn't really about that; you know it was just what started it. They were really fighting because they were both cheating on one another. So they got in this big fight and Cindy broke a glass over her husband's head. The next day she got home from yoga and he was gone. All of his stuff was packed up and he was out of there. She got a postcard two months later from him; there was a picture of him and some hot little thing he had picked up in the Caribbean. He hasn't been back to see his ex-wife or his daughter since," she explained. Lelana was a bit shocked. She couldn't believe Tessa had been able to wait this long to tell her. But it was just one more piece of gossip and before Lelana knew it they were talking, drinking coffee, and laughing again about the women in the neighborhood.
Lalana's relationship with Cindy was much different. Despite the fact that they were slightly closer in age than Lalana and Tessa, they didn't act like friends when they were together. Instead Cindy thought of Lalana as another young girl in the house who needed her advice and attention. Her favorite thing to do was call up Lalana on her day off to teach her about yoga. It was good natured even if Lalana found it a bit annoying. She just thought it was such an important thing that everyone should learn about it. She considered it a favor to do it for free.
"Did you bring your mat?" she asked Lalana one day when she had called Lalana up for a lesson.
"Yes," Lalana said. She tried to sound excited. She found that the attitude that Cindy brought to the table made her want to please her. She had never had an older woman who demanded anything out of her except for sex. She wanted Cindy to be proud of her and it was a very strange and exciting feeling for her.
"Okay, we are just going to do our normal stretches today, I am a bit tired," she said. They were both wearing tight fitting t-shirts and short shorts. They were barefoot. Cindy had her hair tied back in a little ponytail and Lalana did the same when they were working out. They had already worked out a little yoga regimen together and Lalana was starting to understand how it worked. She sort of wished she had known this stuff back when she was a hooker because she could tell that she was becoming more flexible all the time. It seemed that Cindy considered that element of yoga as well.
"I bet there aren't a lot of women out there who can stretch like I can," she said matter-of-factly as she looked at herself in the mirror during a particularly difficult stretch.
"Probably not," Lalana said, looking at Cindy's round, tight butt stretching through her shorts.
"That's sweet of you dear," Lalana said, before giving her the signal to change positions, "It is important to stay in shape as you get older. Lots of women just sort of let themselves go. Believe me if you want men to keep asking you out as you get older then you just have to stay thin and limber."
"Do lots of men ask you out," Lalana asked, then immediately felt embarrassed. She hoped that the older woman wasn't going to be upset with her for saying that, she hadn't meant it in the way that it sounded.
"You would not believe how many of my students come up to me after class," she said, not missing a beat. Cindy seemed a bit insecure about her obvious beauty and sometimes it came on a bit strong. Not that Lalana cared, she thought Cindy deserved to be proud of her looks, "How about you, I bet the boys are all over you when you go into town on your day off." Lalana blushed a deep crimson.
"Oh I haven't been in town yet," she explained, but enjoyed the compliment.
"Oh honey, you need to go and let your hair down! It is important to get out and have fun sometimes. I mean unless you want to end up like my sister," she said with a laugh. Lalana gave her a puzzled look, "You don't know?"
"No, what do you mean?" Lalana asked, she was always desperate for information about the family and the nature of family dynamics in America. She just wanted to fit in.
"Well, I don't know if I should be telling you something like that. It is sort of an adult subject," she explained raising her eyebrows. Lalana knew more about adult subject than about twelve adults put together.
"Oh I am an adult Ms. Walker," she said. Tessa let her call her Tessa, but Cindy required Ms. Walker.
"Well...Okay," she said, opening her wide, pretty eyes and whispering, "A few years ago Tessa got into a sort of funk. She stopped going out and spent all of her time at home working in her garden. She used to be a real party animal and I think that is why her ex-husband loved her. He started going out without her and after a while they grew so far apart that she just put an end to it. Wouldn't talk to him anymore or deal with him until he ran away. It is important to have fun sometimes; she turned into this sort of sour person who no one can stand besides her daughter." Lalana didn't feel that that was an accurate description of Tessa, she liked Tessa. But she also didn't think that Tessa was right that Cindy was mean spirited and slutty. It just seemed as though the two sisters saw each other on a weird level that Lalana couldn't see.
"Sometime you should go into town with people your own age and just have a little bit of fun. And it is always easier to have some fun when there are boys buying you drinks and drooling over you. You are a pretty girl and this yoga won't hurt," she explained. She always had such good advice and Lalana got back to her stretches.
The person that Lalana knew the least was probably Andrea, although when they were together they tended to get along. The only time they ever spent any considerable time together was when Andrea was grounded for some reason and Lalana was pressed into service driving Andrea and her friends around town.
The best part about this sort of service was that for a few hours at a time Lalana wasn't a maid and she certainly wasn't a t-girl hooker. She was just a college age girl driving around in a car with a bunch of girls roughly her age having a good time. For just a small period of time she wouldn't be treated in any way like a servant by anyone, not even Andrea, she was just another one of the girls. Not just any girls either, popular cheerleader girls. She sort of considered Andrea and her friends as her friends. They would go to restaurants together, they'd go into stores, and they'd talk about boys. She sensed that the girls liked her too, in fact Andrea broached that subject one time when they had dropped all the other girls off after a trip to the mall and they were on their way back home.
"I am really glad that grandpa hired you," Andrea said. Lalana looked over at her in the passenger seat, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders and her large breasts. She was looking beautiful that day wearing a tight cheerleader camp t-shirt and tight jeans. It felt good that the all-American girl wanted her around, despite the fact that she looked and felt so different.
"Why?" she asked.
"I don't know. It's sort of like you are another adult in the house because you can drive and you have a job and everything. But at the same time you aren't always fighting with someone like my mom and my aunt. And you can come and hang out with my friends and I and it is fun," she said.
"Do your friends mind when I am around?" Lalana asked. She didn't think that they did, but it would be nice to hear it.
"Not at all!" Andrea said, giving Lalana a playful bat on the arm with the back of her hand, "They think you are so cool. Plus you are a total dude magnet."
"What!?" Lalana said, shocked.
"You haven't noticed?"
"Noticed what?"
"Oh my God! You like totally have to be blind. Any time we are out there are all these guys staring at you and stuff. I mean they look at all of us, but now we have the guys who like cheerleaders starring at us and all the guys who are into Asian chicks," she explained.



"There are guys who are into just Asian women?" Lalana asked. It was such an alien feeling to think of a sort of traditional courtship swirling around her. She was just used to a sweaty old man coming up and dropping some money on the table.
"Guys are so gross. I mean not that it's gross to be into Asian chicks. You guys are hot. I just mean dudes are gross because they have all these weird fetishes and stuff," she explained and they both had a laugh about it, "I mean some dudes are into really weird stuff."
"Like what?" Lalana asked.
"Oh man, like anything you can think of. Like feet and big butts and like anything you can possibly think of," Andrea replied. Lalana decided to test something she had been wondering.
"I hear some guys are even into girls that were born as men you know, like shemales," she explained, hoping to find out what a young, pretty cheerleader would think about something like that. Andrea's eyes got very wide like she was very surprised. It took her a few seconds to shake her head.
"Nasty," she said, shaking her head as they pulled into the driveway of the mansions.
"Yeah," Lalana said, trying not to sound disappointed.
Chapter 3: Sexual Harassments
About three months into her employment, things started to get even weirder in the house. One thing she immediately noticed was that despite that it was now the middle of winter, the women continued to dress very revealingly. Sometimes wearing little more than a bra and panties while they walked around the house. It wasn't as if Lalana minded this, (it had been five or six months since she had had sex and it was the longest dry stretch for her in years) she just knew that it wasn't normal.
Further they started to ask her to dress a little bit more revealingly. They bought Lalana a very revealing French maids uniform. Lalana had to wear stockings now and she tended to work barefoot because she looked ridiculous when she wore sneakers and was in pain when she wore flats. She liked walking around with her very short skirt and tight top, but didn't see how it really applied to her job.
A couple of days after that, things really started to get weird. It was a Friday afternoon and Lalana had already finished all her work. She was considering going to the local high school basketball game to see Andrea cheer. She had started doing more things in town and was trying to get to know local people and she thought it was fun to go see Andrea do her cheerleading thing. She looked so cute in her uniform.
As if sensing that Lalana was thinking about Andrea, there was a knock on the door and the cheerleader was standing in front of her with a sort of embarrassed smile on her face.
"Hey Lalana, what's up?" she asked. Lalana still didn't understand some little bits of colloquial teenage English, but "what's up" had finally been hammered into her memory.
"Getting ready to go to your cheerleading competition," she explained. Lalana noticed that Andrea was already wearing her cute little uniform that made her body look incredible. They stood silently in the room for a minute and Lalana felt a bit confused. "Can I help you with something?" she asked and Andrea blushed.
"It's nothing," she said and Lalana stopped messing with her hair and looked at the girl.
"It can't be nothing," she said. She had no interest in little games. She was a woman of the world after all.
"Okay," Andrea said, sitting down on Lalana's bed and straightening out her pleated skirt. She looked truly nervous, "So I have a date tonight for after the game."
"That's great!" Lalana said. She had learned during her time with Andrea and her friends that Andrea had never had a steady boyfriend despite the fact that she was both beautiful and boy crazy, "Who is it?"
"A basketball player. He is really tall, and strong, and handsome," Andrea explained with real excitement.
"So what does that have to do with me," Lalana said, and then realized that it sounded a bit harsh, "I mean, what do you need my help with?"
"Well, it's sort of awkward," she explained. Lalana was getting a bit tired of this. She was no nonsense, and felt like Andrea should trust her.
"Are we friends?" Lalana asked, and Andrea nodded emphatically, "Then we can talk about anything and it just stays between us. So tell me what's wrong before you drive me crazy."
"I have never been kissed before," Andrea said in a rapid torrent, blushing deeply.
"Really?" Lalana asked, surprised.
"See, it's so embarrassing," Andrea said, burying her face in her hands.
"Not at all!" Lalana exclaimed, "It is fine. It just shows you are a classy young lady. Are you planning on kissing this boy?"
"I don't know. I don't really even know if I want to, but I guess I should be prepared in case it happens. You never know and I don't want to be like some sort of idiot who does it wrong or something. You know what I mean?"
"It isn't difficult. I don't think it is very easy to do it wrong," Lalana explained. She thought it was sort of cute, this naïve young girl.
"Can you show me?" Andrea asked suddenly, her eyes lighting up. Lalana felt a thrill run through her body. She really wanted to help this girl and she definitely wanted to kiss someone. Anyone. Besides, Andrea was gorgeous and Lalana was very attracted to her. But her sense of self-preservation was stronger than her attraction.
"I don't think that would be a good idea," she said. Andrea's face fell; she stared at her feet and looked absolutely distraught.
"Why not? It isn't like I am asking you out on a date. This is purely a teaching exercise," Andrea explained, still staring at her feet, "I mean if you think I am gross or something..."
"It isn't that! It's just you are the daughter of my boss and a very proper young lady. I don't want you to do something you will feel uncomfortable about."
"Girls kiss each other all the time in the United States," Andrea said, her demeanor changing. She could sense a small break in Lalana's defenses.
"Really?" Lalana asked, not believing a word of this.
"Yeah. It is about...like...sex. It is to impress boys or just because it's fun. We can kiss and it won't mean anything. It will just help me out," Andrea said, looking deep into Lalana's eyes now, trying to convey her sincerity with her green orbs.
"Okay," Lalana said, "If it will just be a short lesson." She was justifying her actions more to herself than explaining anything to Andrea. She wanted this at least as bad as the girl in the cheerleader uniform in front of her wanted it.
Lalana sat down on the bed next to Andrea and they sat there for a second, staring at the wall. They giggled a bit. Lalana wasn't nervous about sex. It was something that she had done most of her life. But kissing was different. She only very, very rarely kissed anyone. This was as exciting to her as it was to Andrea, who was about to get her first kiss.
Lalana was sitting to Andrea's left and she reached her right hand over and placed it on Andrea's left knee. Andrea turned toward her maid, biting her lip and looking innocent and sexy. Lalana knew that she was going to have to do this now; she wouldn't be able to hold her body back. It had been so long since she had had a kiss...
They leaned into one another slowly. Lalana looked into Andrea's eyes and they were sparkling and beautiful. She could tell that this was more than just a lesson to Andrea as well. She was excited too. Lalana closed her eyes and closed the last few inches to Andrea's lips. Lalana felt Andrea's hot, soft lips press against her own. It was warm and sweet and Lalana felt like she was melting.
Andrea opened her mouth slightly and licked Lalana's lips. Lalana opened her mouth and let the cheerleader's tongue into her mouth. Their tongues wrestled together and Lalana moved her hand from Andrea's knee and put it on the back of her partner's neck. She pulled Andrea in, their kiss was very deep now, incredibly passionate. Andrea tasted delicious and her tongue was very thick and wet. Lalana luxuriated in Andrea's saliva, sucking it down her throat. Lalana reached her left hand across Andrea's body and put her hand on the girl's hip. Suddenly Andrea stopped kissing and pulled back,
"Thanks Lalana," she said with a quick smile. She seductively wiped the saliva off of her lower lip and got up to walk out of the room. Lalana was shocked.
"Did I help you learn how to do this correctly?" she asked, a bit dejected.
"You were great. I can't wait for my date," she said and walked out of the room.
But Andrea wasn't the only one who started to act weird around that time. The whole house seemed charged with a sexual energy that Lalana was comfortable with and found very exciting. Her next somewhat bizarre encounter with one of the women in the house was with Tessa just a few days later. Lalana was in the kitchen wiping down the counters and thinking about what she wanted to make for herself for dinner when Tessa walked in. She was carrying two large bags from the mall and had a big smile on her face.
"Hello Lalana," she said brightly and the maid smiled back at her boss.
"Hello Tessa. Did you go shopping this morning?" she asked, pointing towards the bags with her soapy sponge.
"Yes. Angela Jackson told me that there was a sale down at Victoria's Secret so I decided to go down there and get a couple of things," she explained. Lalana was intensely jealous. She loved getting new, sexy underwear.
"That sounds like fun."
"It was," Tessa said, sitting down at the kitchen table. Lalana went back to her work, wiping down the counter and placing things where they went. Tessa continued to sit at the table silently. After a few moments Lalana realized her boss was still looking at her.
"Can I ask you a favor Lalana?" Tessa asked.
"Of course."
"Now this is a favor from a friend and not from a boss. If you aren't interested you can always just say 'no' and I promise that you won't get into any trouble," she explained.
"Well just ask," Lalana said, sitting down at the table across from Tessa.
"I want to try on my new bras. I bought like six of them. But I can't ever tell if they look good. I was hoping you could take a look when I try them on and tell me what you think," she explained. This seemed a bit odd to Lalana, but she knew that it would be fun to play dress up a bit. Plus, it was fun to do something for a friend.
"I would like that," Lalana said and Tessa squeezed the girl's hand.
"Thank you!" she said and then held onto Lalana's hand and started to pull her up the stairs, heading towards Tessa's bedroom. She was practically jogging up the stairs and into her bedroom, she seemed excited and Lalana was excited as well. Tessa had a beautiful body and she wanted to see her in her lingerie.
Tessa had a large four post bed in her room and she indicated that Lalana should have a seat on top of it. Lalana sank in a bit before she realized that it was a waterbed. It felt so comfortable, but she was flailing about in it because she hadn't expected it. Tessa laughed at her.
"Watch out for that bed," she said and pulled her t-shirt up over her head. She was wearing a sort of ragged looking white bra underneath that didn't flatter her gorgeous body and Lalana knew why the woman had decided to change it up. Her stomach looked very good for a 40 year old woman, hell it looked good for a 28 year old woman. Lalana found herself wondering how much money Tessa could make if she got into the world's oldest profession.
"You have a very pretty body," she said and Tessa smiled brightly.
"Thank you honey. I am afraid I am getting a little big in the hips." Lalana shook her head vigorously and Tessa's smile got bigger. Tessa reached behind her body and unhooked her bra. She turned her arms over and let it slide down her body, revealing her large, 34-C breasts. They were gorgeous. Perfectly round with only a slight hint of sagging. Her nipples were large and someone long and looked hard in the cold of Tessa's bedroom. Lalana was a bit surprised, she hadn't expected Tessa to change there in the middle of the room, but she was glad that she did. So Tessa was standing in front of Lalana wearing nothing but a smile and a short black skirt.
Tessa started to walk towards her, coming very close. Her breasts bounced gently as she walked and Lalana felt her mouth watering. Tessa was standing directly in front of her now. She leaned forward and Lalana could smell the woman's perfume and even her shampoo. She was bracing herself for something. Then Tessa lifted the bags and brought them back over to her dresser and set them down.
She reached into the bag and pulled out a large black bra and explained that this was her new comfortable bra. She slipped it on quickly and reached behind and snapped it shut. She looked gorgeous, making the boring supportive bra look sexy she walked around the room, posing and spinning while Lalana expressed her admiration. She continued the procedures with three other bras, all of them supportive but sexy and Lalana felt heat between her legs. She was really enjoying the show.
"This last one is not going to be comfortable. I am afraid it is a little bit small, 32-B, but it is so perfect. I just had to grab it and take it home," Tessa explained. She pulled a tiny red bra with not shoulder straps out of the bag. It was red with sexy white lace and was delicious.
Tessa took the bra and pulled it around her back. It obviously hooked in the front between her breasts and as she positioned herself it was quite clear that it wasn't going to fit. She kept trying to pull it closed, but it continued to stay a half inch apart even when she stretched it.
"Lalana, can you please give me a hand," she said and Lalana quickly got up from the bed and walked over to her friend. Tessa pushed the two cups of the bra out to Lalana and the younger woman took them. Tessa nodded her head and breathed out, trying to make her chest as thin as possible. Lalana pushed the two sides of the bra together, feeling her knuckles rub against Tessa soft, warm breasts. She was straining to push, her hands shaking, sweating against Tessa's skin. But finally, her strength collapsed and she stopped.
"I am sorry," she said, "Your breasts are too large."
"It's a good problem to have I guess," Tessa said laughing. She took the bra in her hand and looked at it, "You know, it may fit you."
"Oh I don't know," Lalana said. She coveted the bra, but didn't want to overstep her boundaries.
"I can't use it and I can't bring it back because I got it on sale. If it fits you, you can have it," Tessa said. Lalana giggled and quickly tore off her shirt. She was wearing a comfortable sports bra for work and was able to slip it off quickly.
"My God!" Tessa said, "Your body is so sexy girl. I cannot believe it," Lalana looked down at her long, hardened nipples, soft skin and flat stomach and found that she agreed.
"Thanks," she said. Tessa didn't waste any time. She quickly moved around so that she was behind Lalana. She took the bra in both her hands. Lalana looked forward and saw herself in the mirror. She watched as Tessa's hands wrapped themselves around her body and the cups of the bra gently covering her breasts. Slowly Tessa brought the hooks of the bra together. It was a little bit tight on Lalana, but it hooked together easily. It felt sexy just being on her body. Tessa took her hands and sensually cupped Lalana's breasts. Lalana couldn't believe that her friend was doing this and felt her cock growing hard, despite the fact that it was taped back against her ass.
Suddenly, Tessa's hands moved away from Lalana's body and she spun the girl around. Lalana wanted her boss to kiss her, wanted to fuck this woman with every fiber of her being. But when she looked into Tessa's big blue eyes, she could see that this wasn't going to happen.
"It looks great!" she said, looking Lalana up and down. Lalana had to struggle to continue to look excited and happy.
"Thank you," Lalana said.
"Go ahead and get back to work. I am sorry I kept you so long. But think of me when you wear that bra," Tessa said and Lalana knew that she would. She put on her shirt and went back down to the kitchen.
However, it wasn't only the Crone's who began to act even more sexual and bizarre. If anything they were tamer than the two Walker women. While there are countless little examples of strange behavior that could be described, the most glaring example occurred the same day that Lalana had tried on bras with Tessa. It was late in the evening and Lalana was lying in her bed, naked except for her bra, quietly stroking her erect, 4.5" penis. Suddenly, as she was just starting to get deep into it, the phone rang. Lalana swore to herself and lifted it up.
"Lalana?" the voice on the phone said.
"Yes," she explained.
"This is Cindy. I need you upstairs in my bathroom please," she explained.
"Yes Ms. Walker," she said. She hung up the phone and swore even louder. She rapidly tied her penis back and got dressed and headed upstairs. She was railing in her mind the entire time. She wanted to tell Ms. Walker that it was evening time and that she didn't work for anyone in the family at this time. She was starting to enjoy downtime and didn't like that it was being disrupted. But Lalana had been a "professional" her entire life. When she got to the bathroom in the Walker room, she merely asked what needed to be done.
"Well," Cindy said, crossing her arms and looking towards the closed shower curtain. She was obviously angry, her brown hair looked a bit disheveled, but in a sort of sexy way, and there was passion in her face, "My daughter seems to believe that water is absolutely free for my father."
Lalana had no idea what Cindy was talking about, but she was sort of glad that she had been called up. She had to see where this was going. Cindy grabbed the shower curtain and in one brisk motion flung it open. Sitting in the bathtub was Felicity. She was naked, but leaning over against her knees, shivering. Her breasts were covered as was the area between her legs. She was just a little ball.
"Ms. Walker..." Lalana said, feeling a bit uncomfortable and aroused.
"Felicity has decided the last few weeks to take forty minute showers. Sometimes she is in there for an hour. As a result, she has been wasting money and also leaving me with nothing but cold water for my own shower. Felicity needs to be taught a lesson so tonight she is taking a nice, icy cold bath."
"I see," Lalana said.
"However. I don't think that she understanding how to clean herself quickly. I have decided that she needs some instruction. I want you to give her a bath and show her how to clean herself."
"If that is what you want," Lalana said. She was a bit intimidated by this woman and felt compassion for the young girl.
"I will be back in ten minutes," Cindy said, handing Lalana a bar of soap and heading for the door. Lalana looked down at the shivering girl in the water as the door closed behind Cindy.
"I am so sorry Lalana," she said, and looked like she was about to cry.
"No sweetie," Lalana said, her heart breaking, "It really isn't a big deal. I will do this for you. I don't want you to get into any trouble."
"Thank you so much!" she said and looked like she was going to say more. Lalana lifted her hands to her lips. Indicating that they had no time to waste. She walked over to the tub and got down on her knees in front of it. The water was full of bubbles and she couldn't see the girl's body. Felicity leaned back now against the back of the tub. Her skin was covered in goose bumps and she was shivering. Her small pink nipples were hard and looked like little bullets on Felicity's small breasts.
Lalana didn't want the girl to suffer any more. She dipped the soap into the water and was shocked by how cold it was. She felt ice-cubes in the water! Cindy had added ice to make it even colder. Lalana moved with real purpose now. She took Felicity's arm in her hand and scrubbed her quickly and efficiently. The skin was very cold and Felicity looked at her maid with sad, brown eyes. She grabbed the other arm and did the same. Felicity let her arms slide back into the water and rinse off. Now Lalana moved to Felicity's chest. She felt the girl's cold, soft breasts with hard nipples underneath of the hard bar of soap. It felt exhilarating and she heard the girl's breath race. She didn't dawdle, however, but continued to move, rubbing underneath the girls breasts and putting her hand on the girl's stomach under the water.



Lalana decided not to touch between the girl's legs, she wanted to with all of her heart and her cock was aching, but she knew that it was bad. Instead she carefully drew Felicities muscular, thin legs out of the water and rubbed the bar of soap against them. She felt the girl's soft, slippery skin and held her small toes in her fingers. She felt herself breathing hard and her thoughts racing. She looked at Felicity, who looked more comfortable now, her eyes closed and her shivering slowing.
"I think you are done," Lalana said, putting the soap in the soap dish.
"Thank you Lalana," Felicity said and then quickly sat up and gave her maid a quick peck on the cheek. Lalana was touched and could feel the deepening admiration from the other girl. At that moment the door swung open and Cindy came in.
"Thank you very much Lalana," she said warmly to her maid, "I am so sorry that Felicity as decided to inconvenience you in this way. I assure you there will be a bonus in your check on your next payday. Please allow me to have a word with my daughter," Cindy said.
"Of course Ms. Walker. It was no trouble," she said, squeezing Felicity's hand and getting up to leave the room. She heard a bit of yelling as she made her way back down the stairs.
This wasn't Lalana's last strange experience with Cindy during that week, however. The final jarring event was by far the most disturbing and the most exciting. It began innocently enough. Cindy had just gotten home from Yoga and was heading up to the shower. She asked Lalana to come with her so that Lalana could wipe down the shower before she got in. Cindy was a bit finicky about being in a clean shower and liked to have Lalana prove it was really clean.
They got up to the bathroom and Cindy sat down on the bed. Lalana went into the bathroom and opened the curtain into the tub. She scrubbed it with her sponge vigorously; she didn't want to have to do this again. She had been made to do it again in the past. When she was finished she picked up the sponge and went back into the bedroom.
Cindy was sitting on the bed with an 8 inch, fire-engine red dildo in her hand. Lalana was pretty sure her eyeballs were going to pop out of her head. It was the last thing she had expected. Cindy's legs were crossed and her arms and looked at her maid.
"I know something about you. A little secret that I wasn't supposed to find out," she said and Lalana felt her stomach knot up. She was terrified. Part of her new beginning was that people wouldn't know that she was a t-girl. She didn't want Cindy to know, she needed to be able to gain this woman's respect.
"Ms. Walker...I," she said.
"You were a hooker," Cindy cut her off. It was almost a relief. So that was all she knew.
"I...don't know."
"You don't know if you were a hooker?" Cindy asked, "Am I supposed to allow a hooker spend time in my family's house? With my daughter?"
"I did what I had to do. I am an American now. I don't do that," Lalana tried to explain. She couldn't lose this job, "This is my only job now."
"Look, I want this to stay between you and me," Cindy said now, uncrossing her arms and leaning forward. Lalana let out a sigh of relief.
"Thank you."
"But you have to do something for me," She said.
"Anything."
"I have a date in a few days," she said, "I really like this man. I want to really please him. I want you to show me how a hooker gives a blowjob." She handed Lalana the dildo. Lalana held it in her hand. It was the correct weight and shape. It wasn't too hard or too soft. She could probably do this.
"Whatever it takes, I just don't want to leave here," Lalana said. Once again, she wanted Cindy's approval.
"Then show me," Cindy replied. Lalana took the dildo in her hands and put the tip against her mouth. She didn't really know how to teach anyone what to do. She also really didn't have any special tips. She just knew how to make a dick cum. She slipped the dildo up into her mouth, sucking on it. It felt good, it felt like something she was comfortable with. This was not washing dishes; this was what she was made to do. Her entire body was electric as the shaft moved deeper and deeper into her throat. She moved her head and throat in unison, talking the cock and moving in a rhythmic fashion. She continued her ministrations, doing this the only way she knew how. It felt so good in her throat. She pretended that it had that old familiar taste. She was moving her body in unison now; her entire soul was in it.
"Thank you," Cindy said suddenly, "I think I get the picture." Unfortunately for Lalana, she most certainly didn't get the picture.
Chapter 4: Greater Secrets
It was a month later that everything began to come into focus. It happened on a very cold night. Lalana was in her basement room watching her television and wishing that the heat did a better job of reaching her room. She had all of the covers piled up thickly on the bed but she still felt cold. It never got anywhere near this cold back home and it was the first time she had ever felt even the slightest bit homesick.
She decided to go upstairs to one of the main kitchen, get something warm to eat and go over to the Crone's living room and watch television near the space heater. She knew that Tessa wouldn't mind if she made herself at home there. However, she definitely wouldn't have tried something like that on the Walker side. She was too intimidated by Cindy.
She went into the kitchen, searched around for some food and finally decided that a hot cup of coffee would be enough. She put some grounds in the maker and waited for the pot to fill. She could drink a couple of cups of de-caffeinated coffee and then go to bed and maybe have the illusion of being warm.
When there was finally enough for an entire cup, she filled one up and headed to the living room, setting the pot back in the maker on her way out. She walked quietly on the balls of her feet. She didn't want to wake anyone and enjoyed her privacy as well.
She was about to reach the living room when she hear voices. She realized that someone was already there and got a bit disappointed. But what she heard was strange. It wasn't normal talking, it was hushed and husky. Lalana's natural curiosity got the better of her. She bounced up to her tiptoes and continued in. She reached the doorway and decided to get down on her hands and knees. She gently looked around the corner and saw that it was Tessa and Andrea sitting on the couch together. Lalana was crouching about ten feet away, directly in front of the couch but hidden in the shadows. By contrast, the Crone's were illuminated by the televisions that flashed in front of their faces.
Tessa was wearing a tight, white tank-top with no bra underneath and a pair of red pajama pants. Andrea was wearing a white nightgown with no sleeves. Her legs were exposed as the nightgown only went halfway down her thighs to her knees. They were sitting on the couch facing one another. Their hands were folded together between one another in Tessa's lap. They weren't speaking now; they were just looking into each other's eyes.
Lalana felt her entire body get weak as Tessa leaned forward slowly and Andrea closed her eyes. Tessa's mouth gently touched her daughter's mouth and her hand wrapped around grabbing the nape of Andrea's neck. She pulled her daughter in closer and moaned quietly. Their chests were heaving and it was almost like Lalana could hear their hearts beating rapidly in their chests. Andrea sort of melted into her mother, her arms wrapping around.
"Take off Mommy's shirt," Tessa said in a low, sensual voice. Andrea did as her mother had bade, pulled her mother's shirt up over her head and down the front of her arms. Tessa wrapped her arms around her daughter, pulling her into her chest; Andrea took her mother's erect nipple into her mouth, sucking hard.
"Oh Mommy!" she moaned in a muffled voice around her mother's nipple.
"You are still Momma's baby, I want you to suck on her nipple," Tessa said, stroking Andrea's hair. They held each other like that for a while, Andrea sucking her mother's nipple and Tessa moaning loudly and stroking her daughter's hair. Finally, Tessa spoke.
"Honey stand up," she said.
"Okay Momma," Andrea said, standing up and facing away from her mother. She was looking in the direction of Lalana but didn't notice the maid. Tessa stood up behind her daughter and began to kiss her gently on the neck. Andrea giggled and leaned into it. Tessa reached and grabbed the sides of her daughter's nightgown and carefully lifted it up over her head. Andrea was now only wearing panties, her nipples were hard in the cold air. Tessa continued to kiss Andrea's neck and ran her hands up and down her cheerleader daughter's body. She felt along the curves of Andrea's hips and up the sides of her back. Finally, she moved her hands over her daughter's breasts, feeling them with her fingers and squeezing them with her palms. Andrea giggled and closed her eyes.
"Can I take you pants off Mommy?" she begged and turned towards her mother. Tessa didn't speak but nodded her head sagely. Andrea jumped up and down and kissed her mother on the lips. She then got down on her knees in front of her mother. She slipped her hands into the waist band of the pajama pants and pulled them down quickly. Tessa clearly naked and she was shaved bare. But those weren't the things that shocked Lalana.
Tessa Crone was standing naked in front of her daughter and she had a 5.5" cock hard as a rock. Andrea didn't seemed fazed by it, but Lalana was absolutely stunned. Tessa was a t-girl too! She wanted to figure out what was going on, but things were going too fast.
"Can I suck your dick Momma!" Andrea said in a baby doll voice.
"Please do!" Tessa said. Andrea took the root of Tessa's cock in her hand and Lalana didn't have a good angle, but she could see Andrea's head moving back and forth. She moved her hands and put them on her mother's bare hips. Tessa's eyes were closed and her hands were kneading her breasts as she thrust her hips, slipping her cock in and out of her daughter's mouth.
Lalana sat mesmerized as Tessa fucked hard and harder, but Andrea kept her mouth opened and continued to move her head in perfect rhythm with her mother's thrusts. Andrea was moaning around the cock. It was then that Lalana took her own cock out of her panties and slowly started to stroke herself as she watched. Suddenly, Tessa's entire body convulsed and she moaned deeply. Andrea's body shook a bit and it was clear a hot load of cum had shot down her throat.
"Andrea, give me some of that cum, baby," she said.
"Okay Mommy," Andrea warbled with a mouthful of jizz. She stood up carefully and kissed her mother deeply. Tessa wrapped her arms around her daughter and accepted her own cum in her mouth. As their kiss broke Lalana could see a thick rope of cum between their mouths. They were looking into each other's eyes.
"Want to fuck?" Tessa asked her daughter and Lalana felt thrilled.
"Oh God Mommy, yes!" Andrea said and kissed her mother passionately again. Tessa sat down on the couch, spreading her legs. Her cock was still hard and it bounced slightly as she sat. Andrea turned so that she was again facing Lalana. She still did not see her. Now it was her turn to completely disrobe. She quickly slipped her panties around her ankles and kicked them off. If Lalana had thought she was shocked before she was nearly catatonic now. Not only did Andrea, the 18 year old girl, had an 8 inch dick, un-taped from her panties, bouncing in front of Lalana's eyes. Lalana wanted to ask what was going on but stayed quiet and watched what happened.
Andrea walked backwards until she got close enough for her mother grab her hips. Tessa guided her daughter down so that the tip of her penis was against Andrea's anus. They paused there a minute and Tessa kissed her daughter's back. Carefully, Andrea began to ease herself onto her mother's dick.
"Oh Mommy, it feels so good," Andrea said, squeezing her own breasts with her right hand and balancing herself with her left. Slowly but surely the cock dug itself deeper and deeper into Andrea's tight ass. Lalana could hear Tessa moaning and groaning as Andrea rocked harder and hard on her cock.
"Oh baby, take your Momma's cock," Tessa grunted, putting her hands on her daughter's tits and pulling herself the rest of the way in. Andrea was moaning loudly now and Tessa put one hand over Andrea's mouth to keep from waking people. Now Tessa started to thrust her cock into Andrea's ass. Lalana heard the familiar and sexy thumping sound of a cock slamming into an asshole. She started to playing with her own asshole now, inserting one thin finger deeper into her ass and grinding into it.
"Fuck me," Andrea said deep in her throat. It was so amazing how sexy their cocks looked. Lalana loved the way Tessa's big dick would pull far out of Andrea's tight pink anus and then slam back into it. At the same time, Andrea's own cock was hard and red and seemed like it was going to burst. Her balls hopped up and down as her mother's cock slammed harder and harder into her body.
"Cum baby cum," Tessa moaned at her daughter. Andrea turned her head backwards and kissed her mother, tasting the words coming out of her mother's mouth. Then she did just as her mother said. She came hard. Her whole body shook and Tessa had to hold her close to keep her from falling. Thick, hot ropes of cum shot out of Andrea's big, but delicate and shaved, dick. It splashed onto her stomach, tits, and even up to her face. Some landed on her lip and she rapidly licked it off.
"Oh Momma it's so good!" Andrea moaned in a shaky voice. But Tessa wasn't about to stop now. She clamped down hard on Andrea's hips, the skin around turned a pale white from the force. She continued to slam her dick into Andrea's tight pink asshole. Andrea was screaming now, in a sexy, innocent voice. Tessa's face was flushed with lust and she was moaning loudly. Suddenly her body went rigid and she thrust once more. Andrea's anus stretched even wider and thick, slick sperm dripped deep into her asshole.
The two women collapsed backwards onto the couch, panting. Tessa's cock was still buried in her daughter's ass and Lalana thought it looked cute, stuck inside of the girl, but slowly softening. Lalana couldn't take it anymore. She came too, shoving her finger deep into her ass and cumming all over the hardwood floor. Lalana did what she always did when she came, she got down on her hands and knees and lick the thick, salty syrup off of the floor and swallowed it down. She worked quickly; she didn't know what was happening in the living room.
When she had finally swallowed it all up, she looked back to the living. She saw Andrea carefully ease herself off of her mother's cock and then lay across her mother's lap on her back. Tessa started to scooped Andrea's cum off of her tits and stomach and shoveled it into her daughter's mouth. Andrea ate down her own cum and smiled up at her mother.
"I love you Mommy," she said coyly.
"I love you too baby," Tessa said, "Let's go get you into the bath." Lalana knew it was time to make her escape. She checked to make she the floor was dry and made her way down to the basement, sucking on the finger she had just pulled from her ass.
Chapter 5: The Biggest Secret of All
It occurred to Lalana the next day when she woke up that she saw a lot of very crazy shit in her life as a prostitute, but she had certainly never seen anything as fucked up or hot as what she had seen the Crone's involved in. She had no idea what she had seen the night before and also had no idea how to find out what exactly it was. The next day was a blur. She cleaned and worked and did all the things she was supposed to do but her mind was certainly somewhere else.
It wasn't until the next day that an opportunity arose in which she was able to get to the bottom of the situation. To figure out what was going on, not just with the Crone's, but with the entire bizarre atmosphere of the house. She would even learn about the true nature of the man known to her only as "grandpa."
It all started with a rare perfect storm. Both mothers, Cindy and Tessa, were out of the house at the same time. That left only grandpa, Andrea, Felicity, and Lalana in the house. It was Lalana's light day and she was just finishing up with her second to last room when she saw Andrea sneakily open the door to the basement and scurry into basement and scurry down the stairs. She didn't think much of it until ten minutes later as she packed up her vacuum cleaner, she caught Felicity doing the same out of the corner of her eye.
She wondered what the two girls were doing in the basement and knew that if their mothers found out they would certainly be pissed. She knew that if she could talk to them alone; lay out what she knew, that they would tell her what they knew. The danger was that they might run to their mothers and tell them that they had tattled. But her curiosity was so high that she couldn't imagine doing anything else.
She waited a couple of minutes and then walked to the basement door and opened it slowly. She moved down the stairs as quietly as a cat. She knew they were in the rumpus room because she could see the light on under the door. She crept up to the door as silently as possible and opened the door the slightest crack and peeked into the room. The two girls were sitting on top of the pool table. Their shirts were off and their tits were exposed. They looked so young, vibrant, and beautiful. But now Lalana had them where she wanted them.
She threw the door open wide now at the two girls jumped about twenty feet into the air. They turned and looked at her. They seemed a bit relieved it was Lalana and not someone else, but still were on edge. They had no way of knowing what she would do when she saw them like this.
"It isn't what it looks like," Felicity said quickly.
"It looks like you are sitting in the rumpus room with your tits hanging out," Lalana said and they both winced when she said "tits."
"What are you going to do Lalana?" Felicity asked. Andrea was just staring down at her tits now and looked like she was about to cry. Lalana felt bad, but she needed this information. She would push on despite hard feelings.
"You know our mother's don't even want us to talk," Andrea said without looking up.
"I know that," Lalana said, "And I won't say anything to her..."
"Oh thank you Lalana," Felicity said.
"If..."
"If what?"
"If you answer all of my questions," she said. Andrea looked at Felicity and it seemed they both knew that Lalana wasn't going to ask them about how school was going.
"Okay," Felicity said finally, "What do you want to know?"
"First, I want you both to get naked," Lalana said and they both shrugged their shoulders. They would do anything to keep their mothers from finding out they were hanging out in the basement. Hanging out and getting naked no less. They stood up on the billiards table and unbuttoned their jeans and threw them onto the floor in a pile. Next they slipped down their panties and toss them as well. They were now both completely naked. Andrea's penis was as large as Lalana remembers, although it was not erect now because she was nervous. Lalana was still a little shocked when she saw that Felicity also had a shaved penis, although her's was smaller at 5". What was going on in this house?
"Why do you both have penises?" she asked when they were both naked and they giggled a bit into their hands.
"We just do," Felicity said.
"Girl's usually don't have penises," Lalana explained, although she felt odd saying it. It seemed all the women in this house had penises.
"It is kind of a long story," Andrea said with a sigh, then she sat down on the edge of the billiards table. Felicity followed suit.



"I have a lot of time," Lalana said, sitting down on a chair across from them. She noticed that Felicity had started to stroke her cock, "What are you doing there?"
"I masturbate when I am nervous," the girl explained.
"Well I guess that is okay," Lalana said, not wanting to admit that it turned her on, "Now tell me this damn story about this damn house and all of these crazy transsexuals who live here!"
"My mom came to the orphanage when we were 10," Andrea began, "She said she was a Christian woman and was afraid of children in foster care becoming homosexuals. She said that she wanted two little boys she had heard about who were saying they wanted to become little girls. That was us. She had all the proper identification and everything and she adopted us. Then she gave Felicity to her sister. They bought all the hormones and stuff and made us into what we wanted to be."
"Why?"
"Well isn't it wonderful no matter what the reason?" Andrea asked, "This was what I wanted and my Mom made me into it."
"Of course it's a good thing," Lalana said, not wanting to offend the girl. It really was a good thing, "But why did they want to do it?"
"I know that one," Felicity said, feeling a bit more comfortable now, "It's because of grandpa."
"Why?"
"Grandpa likes girls like us. He lets Mom and Aunt Tessa live here for free because it is a big family with nothing but t-girls. And he has cameras and can watch us," Felicity explained. Lalana looked around, feeling uncomfortable, "He never talks about what he sees though. So don't worry." Lalana decided to move in for the kill.
"Why did I see you fucking your mother the night before last," she asked pointedly at Andrea. Felicity giggled but said nothing
"Grandpa," was the only response.
"I don't understand," Lalana said. Everything in the world seemed to revolve around some sick man in the attic.
"Grandpa is going to give all his money to his favorite family," Andrea began.
"I already heard about that."
"Well," Andrea continued, "What grandpa likes is kinky stuff. He has a fetish for t-girls and for incest and so mom and Aunt Cindy try to give him what he likes. They hope that if they are nasty enough he will pick them and they will be rich."
"How long have you been sleeping with your mom?"
"Since I turned 18," Andrea said, "I had no idea about any of this until then. Neither did Felicity. Now I guess they figure we are grown-ups and can help."
"Do you sleep with your mother?" Lalana asked, turning towards Felicity.
"Yep," she said, nodding her head.
"So all that first kiss stuff and bath stuff was all just games your moms are playing to try to get your grandpa's money?" Lalana asked.
"Pretty much," Felicity said.
"Do you guys like it? You know, having sex with your mothers?"
"I know I do," Andrea replied.
"Me too," Felicity chimed in. Lalana noticed that they were both hard now, sitting in front of her on the billiards table. Her mind was absolutely racing with all the information she had just gotten. But she couldn't focus on any of that. What she was really concerned with was the face that she had a perfect opportunity here to do something she sorely missed. She hadn't had sex in months. It was the longest drought since she lost her virginity. She wanted it to end.
She walked forward towards the girls. She took Andrea's right hand and Felicity's left and crossed their arms over one another. She placed each girl's hand on the other girls cock and slowly used her own hands to show them that she wanted them to stroke one another. A shiver ran up Andrea's spine as Felicity's hand started to glide up and down her hard, aching shaft. Felicity's eyes closed as Andrea squeezed her member tightly.
Lalana stepped back now, away from the girls. They continued to stroke each other slowly, methodically, and in unison. They made little sounds in the backs of their throats that showed Lalana that they were really enjoying themselves. Lalana pulled her shirt up over her head and threw it on the pile of clothes. She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra and threw it as well. At the same time she slinked her hips out of her skirt and then kicked it off her ankle across the room. She was moving quickly now. She needed to be naked. She tore her panties off and ripped the tape off of her cock. Her little penis quickly filled with blood and she was hard in front of the girls.
"You're one too!" Felicity said and they both stared at her little cock. Lalana felt like a whore again, with the eyes on her naked body, the smell of sex in the air, and the excitement of doing something dirty. It felt wonderful and she didn't want it to end.
She walked forward towards the girls and they continued to stroke one another. She came first to Andrea and put her hand behind the cheerleaders head. She pulled her in and kissed her deeply. She drove her tongue down the girl's throat. At the same time she placed her palm over the tip of Andrea's cock and rotated it quickly but softly. Andrea moaned into her mouth and felt weak in her arms. Lalana broke the kiss and moved over to the other girl. She kissed her as well and swirled her hand around on the top of the girl's dick. She giggled and moaned and Lalana felt sexy again.
She continued to swirl her hands for several minutes, letting them fidget with pleasure and discomfort and moaning. They thrust their hips forwards, into her waiting palms and she could feel the hot muscle of their cocks against her hands. Then she thought of something. In her normal encounters, she had been the one with something over her head. She had been getting paid and so she was expected to perform. She didn't have to perform for these girls. The onus was on them.
She released the girls' cocks and jumped up on top of the pool table she pushed their shoulder and they slide apart so she could stand in between them. She looked down on them and they looked up at her. They were so pretty with their long hair and delicate faces. Their breasts heaved and she knew what she wanted.
"Andrea, I want you to suck my dick," she said. She turned away from Felicity so that her cock was above Andrea's head. Andrea got up on her knees and Lalana felt white hot as the girl's hands rested on her hips. The girl looked up at her with her bright, sparkling green eyes stared up then plunged down quickly. Lalana felt the intense, soft warmth of the girl's mouth covering the tip of her hard cock. She moaned and arched her back into the girl. Andrea flattened her tongue and let it softly swirl around the tip of Lalana's cock. She tasted every little bit of the tip before slowly and methodically sliding her mouth down Lalana's shaft.
"Pull my ass open," she said to Andrea sharply. The girl didn't stop driving Lalana's cock into her mouth, but merely moved her hands back around and spread Lalana's ass wide open. It felt cool and sexy to be completely exposed.
"Felicity, I want you to eat out my asshole," Lalana said, without turning to look at the girl. It didn't take Felicity long to get up on her knees behind Lalana. She placed her palms over her cousin's hands and leaned forward into Lalana's ass. She stuck her tongue out loosely and pensively and drug the tip against the little brown rosebud in the middle of Lalana's ass. Lalana felt the warm, sticky feeling of Felicities tongue running up and down the length of her asshole as well as the feeling of the girl's giant cock running against the inside of her leg.
The two girls continued to work. Andrea's blonde head moved back and forth as she plunged the maid's dick deep into her mouth and then let it slide out so that only the tip remained, and then she would suck it back in again. Felicity was getting deeper now, spreading her whole tongue out and lapping at Lalana's ass, tasting the salty skin and feeling the wrinkles around her asshole slide around the contours of her tongue.
"Harder!" Lalana begged. Simultaneously, Andrea and Felicity became more intense. It was fun to fuck somebody new and they wanted to impress her. Andrea slid the cock even deeper into her mouth; she pulled into herself until she felt it knocking against the back of her throat. But she didn't stop there, she opened her mouth as wide as she could and tried to get her tongue underneath of Lalana's balls. She rolled them around on her tongue, tasting the musky flavor and letter the aroma of Lalana's sex fill her nose. At the same time, Felicity began to make her tongue rigid. She pushed her tongue hard into Lalana's asshole, digging it in deeply and rubbing her nose hard into the crack of Lalana's ass.
It was too intense for Lalana. The probed her like this for quite a while and the intensity was unbelievable. Suddenly, Lalana felt weak in her knees and leaned forward against Andrea's shoulders. Felicity leaned forward so she could continue to tongue fuck Lalana's asshole. In a matter of seconds Lalana felt that familiar, intense feeling build in her cock and then spread out through her stomach and legs, washing over her brain and making her feel numb for just a few seconds. Her cock began to pump slick, sticky sperm into Andrea's throat. The girl gently pulled the cock into her mouth and let it fill her mouth with the warm, white liquid.
Lalana fell to her ass, sitting in between the two girls and panting hard. Above her, Felicity and Andrea leaned forward and shared a wet kiss. Their hands ran into each other's hair and their tongues met furiously. Andrea dumped Lalana's cum into her cousin's mouth, dripping much of it onto Lalana's tits. Lalana scooped the cum and spit up with her fingers and drank it down as fast as she could. The two girls continued to swap and kiss above her, their eyes closed and their movements passionate. Finally, the last of the cum was either swallowed up or dripping from the girls' hair and their kiss broke.
"That was good," Lalana said and the two young ladies laughed. But Lalana didn't want them to get comfortable. She stood up on the table, her cock now soft and dripping, and took a set back towards the center of the table. She started to bark orders at the girls. She had them sit on the table facing on another. She had Andrea drape her right leg over the top of Felicity's left and then had Felicity place her right leg over Andrea's left. She had them scoot forward on the table until their cocks were touching. They were both throbbing now with excitement and Lalana wanted to help.
She got down on her hands and knees and started to crawl forward towards the girls. They were slowly grinding against one another as she reached them.
"Please fuck us!" Andrea begged, "We can't take it any longer!"
"Patience," Lalana said and patted them each on the head. She got down on her elbows and wrapped both of her hands out their cocks. She squeezed them together and the girl's moaned and squirmed. The pool table was now slick with sweat and cum and the smell was intoxicating. Lalana leaned forward and opened her mouth as wide as she could. She had had some practice with this sort of thing and was quite good. She opened her mouth and plunged the cocks into her mouth. Andrea's cock was bigger and so it was the first to enter, but Lalana was quick. Soon they were both in her mouth up to the balls and she felt the two, thick cocks in her throat. She contracted her throat around them and ran her tongue in the tight space between them.
The girls were leaning back now, their arms propping them up and their eyes closed. Their minds weren't even capable of rational thought at this point and Lalana could feel them like putty in her hands. She moved her fingers away from their cocks now and started to gently rub one of each girls' breasts. She worked gently, circling their nipples and squeezing the breasts lightly. The girls continued to moan and grunt as she pleasured their tits and their cocks.
Finally, Lalana let the cocks slide out of her mouth. The girls' eyes flew open and they looked scared, as though they feared she would stop. Instead, Lalana climbed in between the girls, straddling them and facing Felicity. She slowly started to crouch down and now the girls knew what she was up to. It didn't take long for Lalana's hot, brown asshole to be touching the tip of Andrea's 8 inch cock. It was sort of thin and Lalana knew they she could fit both.
She started to work her hips into it and soon the tip of Andrea's cock popped gently into her asshole. Lalana let out a groan. It had been such a long time since a real cock had been in her asshole and she wanted to savor the feeling. She started to rock back and forth. To keep her balance she shot her hands forward and grabbed Felicity's tits and rubbed them softly as she moved.
Soon she had worked Andrea's cock into her body to the point that Felicity's shorter but thicker cock was rubbing against the bottom of Lalana's ass. Lalana reached down under her body and squeezed the two girls' cocks tightly together. She deftly used her fingers to guide the tip of Andrea's dick into her asshole. Soon that was inside of her and Lalana was starting to move more quickly. One of her hands returned to Felicity's tits and the other massaged her own breast. The two girls were thrusting their hips up now and their eyes were staring at Lalana's gorgeous body. No one spoke, their moaned deeply but were too caught up in the spiritual aspect of the moment to do more.
Suddenly, Lalana felt her ass touch skin and she knew that she was against the two girls' bodies. The cocks were both stuffed up her asshole, filling her completely and stretching her little brown anus to the point that it ached. She had once fit three cocks in her ass, but that was a long time ago and she was out of practice. Now it hurt, but it in a fantastic way.
She started to slide the cocks in and out of her asshole. The two girls simultaneous froze with looks of pleasure and pain on their faces. Still, Lalana' stroked the cocks with the inside of her bowels, tightening them around the girls' hard members. Suddenly, both girls cried out in unison, their hands grasping the sides of the table and their own skin and they came hard in Lalana's asshole. Lalana felt the cock swell in her body and then throb, shooting dirty cum into her asshole. She loved the feeling, it was like having a full stomach after nearly starving to death, and she hadn't realized how much she had needed this.
Lalana then stood and gently eased the two cocks out of her asshole. She dripped their cum all over their cocks and stomachs. She got down on her hands and knees and suck the cum off their soft dicks and flat stomachs, tasting the erotic mixture of their cum and her asshole. The two girls were lying on their backs, not moving, and breathing deeply.
"Was it good for you?" Lalana said and wished she had a cigarette.
"Oh. My. God!" Andrea said and all three laughed.
"You are so good!" Felicity said, "It's like you're a pro!"
"Yeah, kinda like that," Lalana replied.
Chapter 6: Not Just Kid Stuff
The girls quickly got dressed and left after the sexual interlude Lalana quickly cleaned the pool table. They had all agreed not to say anything. They knew if word got out that Lalana would likely be fired and to two girls would be in intense trouble for even looking at their cousins and so it was clear they needed to keep things under wraps.
Lalana still could not believe what had happened. After she had finished cumming and then helping the girls, the adrenaline high had worn off. First, she could not believe the events that were swirling around this house. But worse than that she had fucked the teenage daughters of the two women who had almost complete control over her life. But it had been so hot and so needed that she hardly felt guilty about it. She knew that she hadn't done anything really wrong in her heart, but feared someone else finding out.
The next week passed slowly at first, as she was intensely nervous, but started to speed up as she started to gain confidence that the girls were keeping their mouths shut and that the problem was going to disappear without further disruption. The only thing that was making Lalana uneasy was the thought of the cameras. If the girls were telling the truth, then grandpa had seen them fuck. She didn't know enough about him to know what that meant for her but she didn't want to find out. The less she knew about Grandpa, the better she would feel.
Then, just as everything was fading into the back of her mind, something bad happened. It was night time and Lalana was watching television while she was cooking in her home. She was wearing a pair of short gym shorts and a white tank-top. Her hair was in a ponytail and she was barefoot. She was burning her food because she was so interested in her movie, but she didn't care. Suddenly the phone rang.
"Lalana, this is Cindy Walker. I need you in my bedroom. Now." the voice said sternly over the phone and then Lalana heard a click as Ms. Walker hung up the phone. Lalana's eyes grew wide and she knew exactly what this conversation was going to be about. She had fucked Felicity and, in the process, fucked herself. She quickly threw away the burnt remains of her food and rushed up the stairs.
A few moments later she was at the Cindy's bedroom door. Her heart was pounding in her chest but she could feel it all over her body and she felt her bowels tighten to an uncomfortable degree. The only thing she could think about was being deported, and that was not something she was the least bit interested in. She took a couple of very deep breaths and then raise her hand and knocked on the door.
"Lalana?" the voice behind the door asked.
"Yes Ms. Walker," Lalana said, her voice sounded shaky and uncertain.
"Come in and close the door behind you," she was instructed and she did just that. She came in and was surprised to see Cindy standing in front of her, completely naked. Her cock was limp and hung between her legs. It would be 4" when hard and her balls were large. Her arms were crossed in front of her chest and she had a sour look on her face that was somehow beautiful when framed by her light red hair. Lalana looked down at her feet.
"Don't act coy," Cindy said in a disgusted voice, "My daughter already told me that she told you so don't try to play dumb with me." Lalana looked up and saw that Felicity was sitting naked on the bed, looking down at her own hard cock and acting very nervous.
"Sorry Ms. Walker," Lalana said.
"Shut up whore," Cindy said and Lalana felt like she had been slapped in the face. Cindy had always been terse, but this went beyond that. Her words came out like venom and they actually hurt. Lalana struggled not to cry, she couldn't show weakness now.
"Mommy, be nice," Felicity said and Cindy turned to her and gave her an angry look. She then turned back to Lalana.
"Take off those clothes," she said. Lalana did as she was told; acting quickly until she was standing naked in front of the door, "get on your knees," Cindy said and Lalana did as she was told. Cindy walked around from behind the bed and got right in front of Lalana.
The woman was absolutely gorgeous and while Lalana was very nervous and a bit angry at Cindy, she found that the woman's smell was intoxicating. She looked so beautiful and her anger made her look so passionate that Lalana wanted to get fucked by this woman. Cindy took Lalana's chin in her hand and turned her face up. They looked into each other's eyes and Lalana could feel the fire.
Cindy dropped Lalana's face and then put one hand on either side of the maid's head. She pulled Lalana quickly and roughly and Lalana felt Cindy's soft cock smoosh against her lips. Cindy pushed harder and Lalana opened her mouth. The soft cock felt strange and wonderful in her mouth. It tasted like cock, which Lalana loved, but she was able to flip it around with her tongue and gently play with it against her teeth. Cindy squeezed Lalana's head harder and her head rolled back on her shoulders.



Suddenly, Lalana's mouth began to fill with hot, salty liquid. She could feel it pulsing out of Cindy's soft cock and she knew that Ms. Walker was pissing in her mouth. She had done a lot of crazy stuff back when she was a prostitute, but this was a completely different thing. She had never experienced anything like it.
"Don't you dare let a drop of that hit my good carpet!" Cindy said gruffly. But Lalana had no desire to do so. She couldn't believe it, but she loved the taste of piss! She took her first big gulp and the hot liquid slid down her throat. More poured into her mouth and she drank that down as well. Cindy squeezed her head harder and seemed to be enjoying the feeling. But it was clear that she was angry that Lalana wasn't dripping. She wanted something to punish her for. Finally, the last few drips fell into Lalana's mouth and she swallowed them down greedily. She was going to have to start drinking piss more often!
"Felicity, get over here!" Cindy growled and the girl jumped up off of the bed and ran to her mother's side. It looked like Cindy was planning something, "Lay down on your back and spread your legs." The girl did as she was told.
"Like this mommy?" she asked but her mother didn't respond. Instead she yelled to Lalana.
"Eat her asshole," she said. Lalana got down on her hands and knees and crawled towards the girl. She looked so beautiful and scared. Her long, dark, red hair was cascading over her shoulders and breasts and her nipples her hard. Her stomach looked so flat and healthy, her skin was so pale and delicate, and her dick was so hard and erect that Lalana was practically begging to eat the girl's asshole.
She crawled forward until she was directly in between the girl's leg. She rolled her back a bit and Felicity's tiny pink asshole stared up at her. Lalana leaned forward and start put her face between the girls as cheeks. She felt closed her eyes and felt the girl's scrotum and balls rest gently on the bridge of her nose. She stuck her tongue out, tentatively and she felt Felicity's body shake with anticipation.
"Do you like that?" she asked and she felt Cindy's hand come down hard on her ass.
"Eat it and keep your mouth occupied with that!" the mother said and Lalana got back to business. She started to lap gently at the girl's ass, letting her tongue remain thick and soft, pouring her piss laced spit all over the girl's ass. Felicity moaned and gently rubbed her right breast with her hand. Lalana slide her hands up so that she was lying on her stomach on the floor with her hands on the girl's hips. She kept licking, going faster and making her tongue more rigid as she went.
Felicity began to buck her hips into Lalana's face and this just made the maid lick harder. Soon she had her tongue completely rigid and she was poking it into Felicity's bowels. She pushed harder, using her hands to pull Felicity into her tongue. The girl was moaning loudly now and was shaking wildly on the floor. Her mother stood above them, with her arms crossed acting as though she didn't notice, but her dick was getting hard.
Lalana pushed two more hard pumps of her tongue into Felicity's ass and the girl let out a high pitched squeal. Felicity went limp and Lalana opened her eyes as she felt cum splashing on her face and in her hair. It was a large amount and is dripped down Lalana's face and made her hair slick.
"Clean up the maid," Cindy said to her daughter, giving her no time to rest. Felicity was up like a shot, running her fingers and her tongue over Lalana's hair and face, sucking her own cum off of the maid and drinking it down. Lalana couldn't believe how hot it was.
"Is that good Mommy?" she asked.
"Go get a shower," was the only response. Felicity got up quickly and basically ran out of the room. Cindy turned and looked at Lalana and raised her eyebrows but didn't say a word. She then walked over to the bed and laid down on it on her back. She had crossed her legs at the ankles and had her hands at her side.
"May I leave?" Lalana asked, nervous about what to expect.
"Get over here," Ms. Walker replied, "I am going to fuck you." Lalana walked around the bed and crawled up on top of it. She looked at the beautiful and ferocious form of Ms. Walker and wanted to do whatever the woman asked. Cindy didn't speak, but took Lalana's arm and pulled her on top of her. Lalana was now straddling Ms. Walker's legs and looking down at her dripping, twitching cock.
Cindy pulled her again and Lalana knew what the woman wanted. She got up on her knees and inched forward. She shuddered with delight as Cindy's penis rubbed against the inside of her leg. She reached back, under her own ass and felt her hand rub against the hard shaft of Cindy's dick, she felt her fingers sink into the woman's scrotum. Cindy arched her back and moaned loudly and deeply. Lalana didn't want Cindy to yell at her again, so she gently set the tip of Cindy's shaved cock against her tight, brown asshole.
She worked quickly, because she was pro and she wanted to impress and surprise Cindy. She squatted down on the cock, letting it drive dry and hard into her asshole. It was small and before more than a couple of seconds, Lalana could feel Cindy's balls resting against her ass. Cindy gasped and her entire body convulsed. Lalana didn't wait. She started grinding the dick hard into her bowels, feeling it push into her and rocking her hips against it.
Cindy put her hands on Lalana's hips and thrashed wildly in her bed. Lalana felt Cindy's short, sharp nails digging into her side and she felt a wave of pleasure rush over her that was almost like a mini-orgasm. She thrust very hard three times and Cindy screeched loudly and fell limp on the bed. Lalana felt thick, hot gobs of cum filling her bowels and she felt warm all over. It was a wonderful feeling and she had a chill run through her.
"Get up!" Cindy said suddenly. Lalana jumped and then slid her ass off of Cindy's dick. Cindy groaned as sit popped out with an audible plop, "clean my dick." Lalana quickly got down on her knees and licked the cum and ass off of Cindy's penis, hungrily letting it slide down warmly into her stomach.
"It's clean," she said, and looked at the little pink dick, slick with spit, and even now falling limp again.
"Push my cum out of your ass and onto your hand," Cindy ordered and Lalana blushed but then squatted on the bed, bracing herself against the post with one hand and letting the other hand hover under her anus. She pushed hard and the cum slid out of her ass and onto her hand. It looked to be about an ounce of dirty white splooge.
"What do you want me to do with it?" Lalana asked.
"Eat it and then leave my room," Cindy said. Lalana quickly lapped up the cum and it tasted wonderful. She licked her fingers clean and then quickly grabbed her clothes and ran out of the room. She was rock hard still, even as she made it back down to her room. She knew her worst punishment was to have to endure all of that sexual intensity without any relief.
She threw herself onto her bed and rolled back so that her legs her over her head and her ass was in the air. Her cock was pointed directly at her mouth and she began to jack her cock off hard. She didn't have to wait very long, she was so incredibly horny. Before she knew it a thick stream of cum shot out of her dick and into her waiting mouth. The intense warming vibration feeling of an orgasm shot through her body and she collapsed, limp on her bed and unable to move for a very long time.
Chapter 7: The Estate
The next day everyone acted as though absolutely nothing had happened. It was bizarre. All Lalana could figure was that this was something that Grandpa must like, that they do what they have to and then get back to acting like a normal, dysfunctional family as soon as possible. Lalana really enjoyed having sex with the family and she was happy to at least be partially involved in the big secret of the house. Still, she had spent most of her life being a fuck toy for people who didn't really care for her and she was more than a little bit tired of it. She was happy to have sex with these women, but she wanted it on her terms. She had to figure out a way to get the upper hand. One day, about a week after she had been fucked by Cindy, a plan developed in her mind while she was cleaning the Crone's family room. She put it into place two days later, on her day off.
Both the Crones and the Walkers awoke that morning and found, taped to their bedroom doors a letter. There was nothing writing on the outside of the envelope and the letter contained therein stated:
Dear Daughter,
The time has come for me to make a very important decision regarding the disposal of my vast estate. As you know, I have decided that my money and possessions can only go to one of my daughters. I have been very impressed with your dedication to my pleasure these past few years and I want to thank you personally. However, I have also been very impressed with your sister and I am not quite ready to make my decision.
To that end, I procured the help of a maid who I hired from Thailand. Her name is Lalana and you have been interacting with her now for several months. Unbeknownst to you, Lalana has been my agent. She has been evaluating your behavior and has prepared a report for me to supplement my own observations via the close circuit television. I trust her judgment. To that end, I would ask that you and your daughter meet in the foyer this afternoon at two. Lalana will have the rest of the details for you then. Good luck.
Grandpa
Lalana had spent a lot of time working on the letter and it had taken all of her recently acquired skills in English to ensure that the letter sounded like she imagined a rich American man would write regarding his will. She was very proud of the finished product.
When she had posted the letter she went down to her room in the basement to get prepared. She would need all the available time to get everything set. She went into her closet and tried to find her sexiest, least maid-like clothes. She ended up finding a skin tight, button-up white blouse with little ivory buttons and a small, condom sized pocket on the left breast. She found a red, cloth skirt that hugged her legs and fell just above her knees. She wore fishnet stockings underneath of this and black boots that climbed halfway up her calves. She put her hair up in a bun and stuck chopsticks in it to keep it up. She wore thick, dark red lipstick and red eye shadow caked the way the men liked it when she was a whore. When she looked in the mirror she was enticed by what she saw. By the time she was finished, it was nearly two.
She walked up the stairs and felt her heart racing. She was taking a huge gamble in doing this. If everything didn't work out perfectly then she was going to be in a lot of trouble. By the time she got to the top of the stairs she was breathing heavily and felt like she might faint. She stopped moving, took a deeper breath and calmed herself. She was ready.
She made her way in the foyer and the two families were already there and it appeared as though they were dressed to impress. The Crones wore matching black evening gowns and black stiletto heels. Their hair was meticulously straightened and their breasts were pushed up in uncomfortable bras. The Walkers went a different route with Cindy wearing a short black skirt and a red top and her daughter wearing very short gym shorts, tennis shoes, and a skin tight white tank top with no bra underneath. The two girls seemed uncomfortable and squirmed a bit. It was clear that their mothers had dressed then and told them to be ready.
"Good afternoon," Lalana said, trying to speak with as much gravity as possible.
"Good afternoon," the others said in unison. She could hear the respect in their voices and could tell that they believed the letter. She almost laughed, but was able to keep control over herself.
"I guess I don't need to go into too much detail. Grandpa assured me that he had informed you about my task here and that you all know why he has called this meeting. Now, to get down to business. I must assure you that grandpa already has a favorite in mind. He is almost positive that he knows who he is going to pick. However, he wants everyone to get one last shot on something that is so obviously important. So he has asked me to test your resolve today and that is what we are going to do. Strip!"
The women acted quickly and nervously. Cindy and Tessa both looked like they believed that they were the one who had in fact won the contest, but something in the back of each woman's eyes seemed to show that they had more than a little fear that perhaps they were on the outside looking in and that they would have to be extra-special obedient in order to curry favor with grandpa. In a matter of seconds they were naked and soon they were helping their daughters disrobe as well. Their penises were all limp and they looked nervous, shriveled.
"Thank you," Lalana said. Then she carefully began to disrobe as well. It seemed ridiculous after all the time she had spent dressing and preparing, but she had to do it. She had to do what she thought the women would expect Grandpa to do, it was very complicated.
Soon she too was standing naked in the room. She decided that she was going to be meanest to Cindy, a little nicer to Tessa, and as nice as she could be to the girls. It seemed appropriate. She started to bark out orders to the women and they complied. First, she told Cindy to lay down on the stairs on her back. She told her to lay so that her head was on the first step and her head was facing down towards the front door. Cindy's cock was getting hard now; maybe she liked to get bossed around as much as she liked to be the boss.
Next, Lalana instructed Tessa to climb up the stairs, over her sister so that their legs were the only parts overlapping. Tessa was hard now too as her soft body ran against that of her sister, their nipples sliding against one another and their cocks pressing into one another as they moved. Then came the difficult part. Cindy was lying face up while Tessa was lying face down and their heads were pointing in opposite directions. Lalana instructed then to align their penises against their sister's anus. It was slightly difficult work, but they were lying in the only position in which such an action would be possible.
Finally, Cindy's penis was touching Tessa's asshole and vice versa. They were both so greedy for the money that they didn't care that they hated one another and that usually they would rather kill the other person than think about providing pleasure. But as Lalana instructed them to slowly slide their penises into each other's anuses, they did as they were told.
They were uncomfortable on the stairs and their asses were tight and halting. At first they each tried to plunge their own dick into the other girl, but they ended up just hurting one another. Finally, they realized they would have to plan it out together and move slowly. Soon they were talking to each other and moaning at one another as their cute, shaved dicks slid into place. Within fifteen minutes they were locked inside of one another and they were moaning.
"Andrea," Lalana said, "Get down on your knees and put that big dick in your Aunt Cindy's mouth." Andrea smiled and rushed over to the stairs. Her cock was hard and quivering and it seemed like she was about to burst already. Cindy was laying in such a way that her niece's ass and scrotum were on her eyes and nose and the big, salty cock was ramming into her. She hungrily took in her niece's beautiful member. Lalana looked at Felicity, but didn't need to say a word. The girl crawled over the other women until she was sitting on the step on top of her Aunt Tessa. She pressed her cock against her aunt's mouth and she eagerly opened it and allowed Felicity's cute cock into her mouth.
The room was silent now except for the squishing, popping sounds of sex, the throaty moans of the two older woman and the high pitched squeals of their daughters. They moaned and jerks in unison, their bodies writhing on the floor. It was incredibly beautiful and Lalana's only hope was the Cindy was the most uncomfortable, laying on her back with a massive cock slamming down her throat with her sister's weigh on top of her.
It didn't take long for the women to begin to cum and it ripped through them like a chain reaction. The first to cum was Andrea. She slammed her massive cock into her aunt's mouth once with authority and suddenly she froze and started to make a strange hitching sound in her mouth Cindy made a gurgling sound in her throat and soon Andrea pulled her cock out of Cindy and thick cum spilled from Cindy's mouth. This seemed to excite Cindy and she thrust upwards with all of her might. She began to cum as well, pushing hot cum into her sister's gaping asshole. A split second later Tessa was cumming in Cindy's asshole. While she came, Tessa gave one more hard suck to Felicity's cock and then she too came in a hard torrent in her aunt's mouth.
The four women lay on the stairs panting. Lalana let them have a few minutes to relax. They all stayed inside of one another, tasting and feeling each other's smell. She hoped that they had learned a lesson in all of this, but expected that the mothers at least were a bit too pig headed to have gained any insight. Finally, they all seemed to have caught their breath.
"Now get over here," Lalana said and she had an idea, "Each of you have five minutes to make me cum. I want to see some creativity. We are going to go in the following random order. Cindy, Tessa, Felicity, and Andrea." Cindy seemed crushed. It was clear that everyone going after would have a better chance. They all pulled themselves up from the stairs and walked over and stood in a loose circle around Lalana.
Cindy decided to go for broke. She dropped down onto her knees in front of Lalana and quickly took her entire, tiny cock into her mouth. She sucked it all the way in till Lalana's balls were dancing on her tongue. At the same time she reached around and insert to fingers into Lalana's asshole and massaged it gently. She worked hard, fast, and efficiently and Lalana had to admit that she was good. She continued to move in a brisk rhythm and Lalana could hear her begging the cum to leave her body. However, after five minutes, nothing had happened. Lalana demanded that she pull out and she did so dejectedly.
Next it was Tessa's turn. She gave her warm Tessa smile to Lalana and then gently pulled her down onto the floor and helped her to spread her legs. She quickly took Lalana's dick into her mouth and sucked it in long, hard, slow strokes. At the same time she started to insert a finger into Lalana's ass. Then she inserted a second, and a third, and a fourth, and finally her entire fist was buried in Lalana's ass. It was something Lalana had always wanted to do but her pimp had been afraid of stretching her out. She felt the fist burrow deep into her and shake her inside and she wanted to cum, but held on. She had to hold on. Finally, another five minutes was up and Lalana just barely avoided cumming as Tessa pulled out of her ass.
Felicity was up next. She told Lalana to stay where she was. She got down on her hands and knees on top of Lalana and decided to try being gentle for a change. Lalana had seen Cindy whispering to her and she didn't want Felicity to win, even if the girl herself was sweet. Felicity slowly licked Lalana nipples and rubbed them with her fingers. While she did this she performed a slow and sexy hand job. She tickled Lalana's balls and kissed her lips. Lalana bit her lip and prayed that she would not cum. It seemed like hours, but finally, the five minutes was up.
Finally it was Andrea's turn and the girl knew her advantage. She had Lalana roll over and get in the doggie-style position. She didn't waste time, but quickly and efficiently inserted her penis into the maid's anus. She pounded away at her with all her cheerleading passion and agility. It was a hard, extreme fucking and Lalana loved it. She missed the feeling of just being fucked and it was hard to hold on. She didn't know how she managed to keep from cumming as the five minutes past. But it did. None of them had won, she had managed to keep control and keep them all on edge.



Andrea pulled out of her and it looked like Cindy was getting ready to dive back in for a second chance when a loud clicking sound occurred. They all looked around but couldn't surmise where the noise was coming from. Finally a voice spoke.
"Lalana Sukha, please make your way to my room at once!" the voice said with authority. It was clearly grandpa. The other women looked scared as if this was the final confirmation that what Lalana had told them was true and that they were going to find out who won the contest. Lalana gulped and tried to look calm. She couldn't let them see her nerves.
She declined to get dressed, wanting to find out what the old man wanted right away. It was a scary and exciting proposition. She had never expected this. She had hoped to string the women on for a few weeks and maybe scratch up some blackmail dirt. Now she had aroused the curiosity of grandpa and she didn't really know what that meant.
She made it to the attic stairway and quickly and quietly made her way up the stairs. In all the time she had been living there she had never seen this area. Her heart was beating worse now that it had when she had come up to start this event and it was made worse by the fact that she had been engaged in sexual activity for well over an hour without cumming and she was incredibly horny.
Finally, she made it to the top of the stairs. She was just about to knock on the door and it opened quietly. She stood for a second and then walked in. It was as strange sight indeed. There was a single piece of furniture in the room, a large four post bed. It was draped with a sort of plastic curtain that Lalana assumed was to protect grandpa from dangerous pathogens. The old man was lying naked on the bed. He must have been ninety and was a tiny, shriveled speck of a man. Standing next to him were two men in business suits.
"Ms. Sukha?' one of the men said.
"Yes," Lalana said.
"Hello, my name is Mike Greene and this is George Jackson. This is...grandpa," the man said with discomfort. He walked around the bed and shook Lalana hand and tried to ignore her massive erection.
"Am I in trouble?" Lalana thought. Now she knew what was up. She was going to be deported.
"Lalana," the old man croaked from the bed. She walked over to him. She looked down at a raisin of a man with bright, blue eyes that had a lot of vitality left in them.
"Yes grandpa?" she asked and it felt natural. She felt less nervous now; there was a softness about him.
"I gather from this letter that my daughters both brought to me that you are on to our little secret here," Grandpa held up two letters, "You can't trust those bitches for anything." he cackled.
"I am so sorry!" Lalana said and she felt so foolish. Of course grandpa would know what was going on.
"On the contrary. I have been trying to get those two women and their daughters to show a spark like this for a long time," he said with obvious pride, "I am so glad you made it to me dear."
"Thank you!" Lalana said.
"I am so inspired by this letter that I am going to take it's advice and make my decision about my will today," he said and Lalana sort of hoped it would be Tessa, "When I die, Lalana, you will take over my estate. The only condition is that you let my daughters stay here with their children. Of course, you can do with them as you wish as well. You will control the purse." Lalana's knees felt weak. Suddenly, she felt intense warmth wash over her and she realized that the orgasm she had been denying downstairs and had shot out in a torrent, soaking the old man's plastic curtain.
"Oh my God!" she said, "I am so sorry!" The old man just laughed and waved his hand.
"Enjoy it in good health dear. I am so proud of you. My attorney Mr. Greene is holding the will. I have already signed it and Mr. Jackson is acting as a witness. I would like you to sign it as well," Grandpa said. The lawyer walked over and Lalana quickly signed the document, she could only see zeroes and knew she was set for life.
"Thank you," she said again.
"You earned. Now continue to deserve it," he said and fell asleep. The two lawyers nodded and headed down the stairs. Lalana followed a few minutes later, floating on the air. She walked downstairs a wealthy woman and she couldn't wait to tell the other women the verdict. In two weeks the old man would die and Lalana, an illegal immigrant, transsexual whore would be the queen of the house. She would rule with wisdom. And with lust.
The End
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I pulled my car into the driveway and turned the engine off. I looked up at the house. The Christmas lights were all hung up and about half an inch of snow sat perfectly white and even on the roof. It looked like it always did at Christmas-time, the same as it looked every single Christmas of my life. It was the day before Christmas Eve and everything should've felt great. But it was different now. My stomach was tied in knots and I felt a little bit light-headed. I had never been so nervous to come home in my life. But I had good reason.
It was just three weeks earlier that Adrienne had barged into my room and found my brother Sammy with his softening cock still buried in my ass. She'd walked into the room like she'd belonged there and torn apart my relationship with my brother. Okay, so that relationship was in flux anyway. I mean, you don't have to be a genius to realize that if my brother's cock was in my ass that things had taken a sort of strange turn.
"I thought I'd heard something," she'd said when she'd seen us, "This is not over yet!" I knew at that moment that she was still really hot and bothered from our little game. I'd been in that position before. I knew that being really horny was a lot like being really drunk. That all of the sudden, things that seemed unthinkable when in a normal state of mind all of the sudden seemed possible. So here she was, looking on at a site that was absolutely shocking and at that moment she wanted in. But I also knew that eventually she would come down from her little high and she would be less certain about what was going. She might be disgusted by me. She might use this against me.
"Holy shit Adrienne, don't you knock?" I asked, sliding forward so that my brother's dick fell out of my ass. I pulled the covers up around me to cover my nudity.
"You guys are fucking nuts!" she said, ignoring my protest and walking into the room. I looked back at Sammy. He was sitting on his ass now, his legs spread a bit. His big cock was soft and lying against his leg. And that is when I realized what I'd done. I'd just fucked my little brother.
"Adrienne, please just go back to your room. I don't think this is a good idea," I said. She looked at me but her face was blank, like she wasn't registering it.
"So Sammy, I guess if we played the game again, things would turn out differently. There are a whole bunch of things that you've done that most guys haven't, huh?" she said. Sammy was just staring down and his feet. His eyes were glazed. I wanted to move to cover him, but I was too nervous.
Adrienne walked over to my brother and got down on her knees next to the bed. She moved her hand up over my brother's thigh. I saw him jump a little and his eyes opened slightly. He was whispering something to himself but I couldn't hear it. He looked so anguished. I wanted to protect him, but I had no idea what to do. Adrienne's hand touched my brother's soft cock. I looked at her face and her eyes were glittering and her tongue was poking out of her mouth slightly. And then her fingers wrapped all the way around his dick. And suddenly I felt insanely jealous. It was the most bizarre feeling ever. I had the right and obligation to have about ten thousand weird emotions at that moment, but the only one I felt was jealousy.
Adrienne's hand started to gently stroke my brother's cock. My brother didn't move. His chest was moving slightly or I wouldn't have known he was alive. Adrienne squeezed him tight, her hand moved down and brushed his balls and then gently stroked up to the tip. But Sammy stayed soft. Adrienne leaned forward and darted her tongue against the tip of my brother's dick. The tip that had been in my asshole. I was burning now; the only thing that I could was sit there and take it.
"You seemed to have worn him out," she said looking at me. She was smiling, but she actually sounded a bit angry.
"I don't know," I said, seething.
"Sammy, think you're up to go again?" she asked him. He just sort of shrugged his shoulders. She looked back at me and rolled his eyes.
"Did you actually fuck him?" she asked, "Or were you just trying to show him what the positions are?" I was so angry. How dare she mock Sammy? She had no idea what he was capable of, maybe he just didn't want her skanky ass! (Where were these thoughts coming from? I never felt this jealous about any guy and this wasn't a guy, it was my brother).
"Adrienne, I think you should go," I said as evenly as I could.
"I think so too," she said, "I am like, so disappointed. I thought we were going to get into trouble tonight!" she said and she dropped my brother's dick and walked out of my room in a huff.
"I am so sorry," I said when the door closed after her, "I should have locked the door," Sammy just nodded. Then he got out of bed, quickly put on his clothes and went out to the living room. I tried to talk to him, but each thing I said he'd just nod at. He didn't say anything to me. And when he went out to the living room, he lay down facing the wall and refused to acknowledge me. And I knew that I'd let down my little brother. I was supposed to take care of him. And I'd fucked him and let him be humiliated. I spent most of that night crying.
The next morning I woke up very early. I woke up my brother and got him out of my dorm room. I wanted to get out of there before my roommates woke up. I didn't think I could deal with that conversation. I took Sammy out for breakfast. I tried to talk to him, but he just ignored me the entire time. I don't know if ignore is the right word. He legitimately didn't hear me.
I gave up and just took him to the train station. We had all his stuff; I just figured it would be better for him not to be here. I was clearly making him uncomfortable. I stopped in front of the station and pulled into a spot. I looked over at Sammy. He looked exhausted. But he looked... hot too. I don't know, I thought he looked sexy. How weird is that.
"So..." I said and I considered saying so many things. But I was a coward, so I said, "I guess I will see you for Christmas break." And he nodded again. He opened the door. And as he was climbing out, he turned and looked at me.
"Sis," he said, "I am so sorry that Adrienne saw that. I am sorry we did that, it was wrong. I think I ruined your life. I am sorry." Before I could call out to tell him that he was wrong he'd closed the door. I rolled down the window.
"Sammy!" I called. Then I realized that I couldn't very well yell out that he was the best lay of my life, that I thought he was sexy, and that any problems I had as a result of what happened paled in comparison to the joy I'd felt being with him. So I said, "You're wrong. It's not like that." Sammy didn't even turn; he just nodded his head and walked into the train station.
I'd gone back to the room after that. My roommates were doing Habitat for Humanity, so I had nothing but time to think. But I spent the whole time with my mind just reeling. The entire day passed and it felt like I didn't have a concrete thought all day.
Adrienne came back first.
"Hey," she said and she looked a little shy. I think she'd come down from her little horn-dog high, "Where's your brother."
"Home," I said.
"Cool," she said and then she came over and sat next to me.
"Yeah," I said. I was so nervous.
"So I had a weird dream last night," she said, turning to look at me. I waited her to finish but she didn't so I asked.
"What was it?" She smiled.
"I dreamed I walked in on you having sex with your brother!" she said and I felt a cold stab in my stomach. She raised her eyebrows though, and I realized what she was getting at.
"Crazy!" I said, "Totally gross!"
"Yeah, then I tried to join in. In the dream," she said. I nodded.
"What a weird dream," I said.
"Listen Lynn," she said, suddenly sounding more serious, "I don't really know what to think about this dream. I can't conceive of what it means. But I think it'd be best if I don't say anything about it to anyone. Do you agree?"
"Oh god yes!" I said and I felt so grateful. I hadn't even stopped to think about the damage this could do to my life. How could I be so reckless? "What can I do to thank you?"
"We are friends," she said and she looked at me with soft eyes, "And I was an ass last night. In that dream." She said. I tried to protest but she shook her head, "Hey, if you ever get a chance to do me a favor, do it and we will call it even." She said, "And tell Sammy I am sorry." I nodded.
Adrienne never said anything about it again. I think she was just so embarrassed. Both by what she'd said and what she'd seen. Whatever, I was grateful. And for about three weeks I just pretended that nothing had ever happened. For the second week there, it almost felt like I had. And Adrienne kept her word; she didn't even act like anything strange had happened.
But now I was sitting in my car in the driveway of my house. I could see the light on in Sammy's bedroom and I knew he was in there, playing on his computer or reading a book. And I was going to have to interact with him. I'd convinced myself by then that I didn't lust after my brother. That it had been a one-time thing. But I still had to see him and talk to him. Around our parents. I sighed deeply and got out of the car.
I got all of my bags and things out of my car but I had so much junk I couldn't open the door. I had to knock on the door. My dad answered the door scowling. Not that that was a surprise. My dad tended to scowl most of the time. I think his problem was that he was just too old to start a family. Taking care of little kids in his late fifties was tough on him. Now that he was closing in on seventy, he was completely burnt out. I hadn't had a non-business relationship with my dad in about four years.
"Your drive okay?" he asked awkwardly, grabbing my bag and helping me into the house.
"It was fine," I said. I was still struck when I came home from college how weird it felt to be back. I spent everyday of my childhood in this house, but it wasn't my house anymore. It was sad. My dad shuffled off to the living room to watch a basketball game and I stood in the foyer, looking around.
"Hey honey!" I heard a voice say. I looked towards the kitchen and saw my mom standing in the doorway. My mom was my dad's second wife. His much younger wife. In fact, I learned about the same time I went off the college that my mom was something of a home wrecker. My dad had been married to a woman his own age for ten years and my mom was his secretary. I guess it was one of those things. Anyway, while my dad was visibly deteriorating at 70, my looked as young and vibrant at 42.
People have always said my mom and I look very much the same. She also has long light blonde hair and big blue eyes. We have the same thick pink lips and oval face. We even have the same rotated eye teeth. My mom's stomach isn't quite as flat as mine but she has bigger, 36-C breasts. Her hips are wide and butt it still pretty firm (I guess that is a trophy wife's job or something). And even now, right before Christmas, my mom looked incredibly tanned and pretty standing in the doorway.
I walked down into the kitchen and my mom wrapped me up in her arms. She smelled just like she always did, like perfume and flour. I loved that smell. She pushed me back like she always did, so she could admire me or something. She might look young and hot, but she was still a mom. Whatever.
"You look prettier every time I see you honey," she said and hugged me again, "I've missed you so much." I rolled my eyes.
"I missed you too mom," I said and I meant it. My mom and I were close friends. I sat down at the kitchen table and she took my bags of dirty clothes to the laundry room and dropped them on the floor. For a while we just talked about school and everything else. She wanted to know about my friends and everything. I tried to play it cool, but I was thinking about Sammy. Finally, I couldn't take it any longer.
"So where is my brother?" I asked and my mom bit her lower lip the way she always did when we talked about my brother. She worried about him. Now I did too, another thing that my mother and I had in common.
"He is up in his room..." she said and looked up the stairs.
"Is he okay?" I asked. My heart was in my throat. My mother seemed even more concerned that she usually did. My mom is a bit of an airhead and she was always a social butterfly, she was always confused by my shy, introverted, intelligent brother. But some of her concerns now might be legitimate.
"He's fine," she said wistfully, "I don't know. He has been even quieter than usual lately, staying up in his room more than ever. Since... well pretty much since he got back from school with you." My stomach did a little backflip. I was afraid of that.
"Oh," I said, trying to sound cool.
"Did anything happen while he was there, something... I don't know," she said, crossing her arms in front of her breasts. I shook my head vigorously.
"No, absolutely not," I said, a little bit too earnestly. But my mom didn't seem to notice. She looked around the corner conspiratorially to check for my father.
"I have been thinking lately about your brother. You know he doesn't fit in well at school and he seems very unhappy." She said.
"No he's just..." I started to say, but my mother raised her hand.
"And he is sort of small and...I don't know, is feminine the right word," and that took me by surprise, I didn't get a female vibe from my brother at all. I got a totally different vibe, I am sure you remember, "I think your brother is gay." I almost laughed right there. I knew for a fact he wasn't, "And I was just wondering if something happened to your brother at school. Something with a boy maybe?" She said and I smiled.
"Mom, Sammy isn't gay. You aren't describing a gay boy, your describing a nerd. Your son is a nerd. He isn't gay. Trust me," I said. Well, at least my parents were as oblivious as ever.
"No, just listen..." my mother started.
"Seriously mom, Sammy and I...talk. I know he isn't gay. Please trust me," I said. She just shrugged her shoulders like she had other fears she was worried about, but she didn't say anything else. I decided to change subjects. I looked into the living room.
"How's dad been?" I asked.
"Oh him?" she asked like I'd asked about George Washington or Napoleon, "He is... your father. I don't know. Since he retired, we barely talk. I don't know." I'd known my parents' marriage wasn't great for a long time. This was the sort of thing she always said.
"Sorry," I said.
"No, don't be," she said, "You know your father and I. We never get along, but we'd never know what to do without one another. Anyway, I guess I have some laundry to do. Why don't you go say hi to dad, or Sammy." She said and I knew the conversation was over. She walked over to the laundry room and disappeared inside.
I walked out and looked at the living room and saw my dad staring at the TV. He started yelling at the basketball game. I rolled my eyes and decided that talking to my dad was probably not the way to go. So I headed upstairs. I was going to talk to my brother. I was terrified.
I knocked on his door and at first I heard nothing. I knocked again and I heard a sort of inquisitive grunt. I decided that this meant it was okay for me to open the door. So I pushed it open. My brother's room was almost completely dark except for the glow of his computer screen. There were clothes and stuff all over the floor and it felt stuffy and uncomfortable. I saw him sitting in his chair, his back was too me.
"What do you need mom?" he asked impatiently. I saw he was playing some sort of video game. I didn't say anything at first. I didn't know what to say. It felt so awkward now. It wasn't like being with my brother anymore. It was like running into an ex-boyfriend. I cleared my throat.
"Oh shit! Lynn, I thought you were getting home tomorrow," he said and he turned and looked at me. His eyes were a little bloodshot from playing video games too long. He looked tired. His shirt was dirty and his boxers looked like they were threadbare. I could see his massive penis hanging limply against his legs through them, but I forced myself not to look at it. God help me, even if that bedraggled looking state, I still found him attractive. I fought down that feeling, that wasn't a feeling that a sister had for her brother.
"No, today," I said casually. I didn't know what else to say. I walked over to the bed and sat down, "So how have you been?" It didn't feel like the right thing to say but at least it didn't feel like the wrong thing.
"I'm...fine," he said. He refused to look me in the eye when he spoke to me. I could tell that he was ashamed. I wanted to get passed this. I wanted my brother back.
"Mom thinks you're gay," I said and smiled. My brother's eyes got wide and then he laughed. He laughed harder than he had to; I think it was just the sense of relief. Things were normal again; I was giving him information about my mother's most recent paranoia.
"What makes her think that?" he asked finally, and he looked at me when he spoke. His eyes looked so intelligent, so beautiful even tinged in red.
"Who knows," I said, "You know how she is. She is always worried about something. I get the feeling there is more than the usual bullshit between her and dad lately." My brother grimaced and then rolled his eyes. He got up furtively from the chair and closed the door to his bedroom. He returned to his chair and sat down.
"Yeah, I wanted to talk to you about it but," he started. He wanted to say something about how things were weird because we'd fucked each other, but he decided against it, "I haven't had the chance. They are really weird lately. I mean more so than usual. They aren't just arguing and stuff. Dad sleeps on the couch every night now." I winced. My parents' marriage had been on a slow decline for a while now. It was a topic of regular conversation between my brother and me. I didn't know what I felt, relief because I was talking to my brother normally, or sadness because the decline of my parent's marriage had apparently reached its nadir.
"You think they are finally going to get a divorce?" I asked.
"I don't know," Sammy said and shrugged. And then we were quiet again. His room felt even stuffier than before and I felt like I wanted to get out of here. I mean the house. I wanted to go back to school and just get on with my life. I stood up and moved towards the door.
"Hey Lynn," my brother said and I turned and looked at him. His eyes were cast down and he was clearly pained, "I am so sorry about what happened. I don't know what got into me. I know I apologized before, but I want to say that I am sorry I took advantage of you. Things got out of hand and I should have stopped it. You're my sister and I am supposed to take care of you, not hurt you." He said all of this is one fast breath. He was shaking slightly while he talked, not like he was crying but like he was scared. I felt a wave of compassion race over me. I had spent all this time thinking about my own guilt and confusion, it never occurred to me that my brother would feel guilty. Why should he? The entire situation was my fault. I'd started everything. I moved over to my brother and got down on my knees next to his chair. I put my hand over his. It felt cold.



"Sammy is that really what you think happened there?" I asked. He looked over at me. His lips were tight and he shrugged.
"Yes," he said in a terribly soft voice.
"No Sammy, it wasn't like that at all. You never took advantage of me. Hell I practically threw myself at you. You didn't do anything wrong. It was all me. I am the one who messed things up," I said.
"That can't be true," he said, moving his hand out from under mine.
"Why not?"
"Because you are beautiful girl! Guys would take years off of their lives to do with you... what I did. I am a little troll and you only did that with me because I am your little brother and I made you feel guilty about what a loser I am. Now you are going to fall on your sword again to make me feel better. I don't want that," he said. I felt so flattered. I thought some about that night, the way my brother's eyes had moved over me with desire. I knew he thought I was sexy, and it made me feel sexy. But I shook my head. I gathered my thoughts every carefully, I wanted to say this right. I wanted to tell the truth, even if I'd been denying the truth to myself since it happened.
"Sammy," I said, "Listen. I know that I said I regretted what happened, but I want to explain to you why I regret what happened. I am sorry that we... had sex because I am afraid of losing you as my brother and my friend. I regret it because I think we've forced ourselves farther apart by acting the way we did. If I could be 100% sure that nothing between us had changed that night, I wouldn't have a regret in the world. I don't regret showing you how much I love you, I don't regret that you saw my body or that I saw yours, and I don't regret the pleasure that I felt that night. And I did, I loved the way you made me feel. That was the best sex I'd ever had. But mind-blowing sex isn't worth losing my baby brother."
"Mind-blowing?" he said, sounding half like he was impressed with himself and half like I was putting him on. But I wasn't ready to stop talking yet.
"And don't even give me that bullshit about the fact that I am beautiful and you aren't. You are not a big meatheaded jock and you aren't a pretty boy or anything, but you are attractive. You are a handsome kid and the reason you don't get laid isn't because of your looks, it's because of your attitude. Most girls want a guy who knows what he wants and has confidence in himself. I like the nerdy, quiet you. But it wouldn't hurt to be a little assertive," I said and I was sort of amazed by my little speech. I said exactly what I wanted to say. Sammy was looking at me with a sort of confused, half-smile on his face. I was also feeling a bit hot, talking about the sex, thinking about it. It was making me horny! I was a complete basket case. But in my mind's eye I kept playing that night in my mind, over and over again. I felt like I must be sweating. My pussy felt damp in my panties. This was strange.
"What are you afraid of changing?" he asked.
"That things will be like the way they've been for the last few weeks. That we won't talk, that we will always be awkward around one another," I said.
"I don't want that either," he said, "I understand what you are saying Lynn. And I think you are right. It doesn't do us any good to feel guilty about this. Let's just put it behind us and forget it happened. Let's just stop." He said. And I was glad I'd put his mind at ease, but I wasn't so certain anymore.
"I don't know," I said. "I don't know if we can..." I was thinking about how awkward it had been when I'd first walked into my brother's room. I was thinking about how much tension we'd felt, trying not to talk about sex. And then, when we just talked about it, it was better. And my brother thought I was beautiful and that wasn't going to change. And I was going to think about his big, hard cock in my ass and that wasn't going to change. If we just ignored it and pretended like it didn't happen, we'd both know that it did. The memory would be this big thing sitting in the middle of the room. It would drive us farther apart. I knew that maybe there was a way to make us even closer. And I have to admit I was feeling incredibly horny at that point, thinking about sex, so maybe it clouded my judgment.
"What do you mean?" he asked. He looked concerned now.
"I think I have been going about this all the wrong way," I said. I stood up quickly in front of my brother. I was wearing a thick red sweater and a pair of jeans. I quickly reached down and pulled my sweater over my head and threw it on the floor. Then I started to unbutton my jeans. The solution was so obvious, if a little scary; I couldn't believe I had to wait until I was horny to realize it. Something had changed between my brother and me. I couldn't be in the same room with him without wanting to fuck him.
"What are you doing?!" my brother asked, clearly he hadn't come to a realization yet.
"Little brother," I said condescendingly, "If we let this grow into something huge it will tear us apart. But, what if it is just something we do every once in a while? What if sex is just a part of our relationship? Then it wouldn't be weird or anything." While I was saying this, I started to realize why I'd felt guilty before. I mean, I was afraid I'd hurt my brother and afraid I'd screw things up, but most I was guilty because I liked it. But he liked it too. Who were we hurting if it was just the two of us?
"Lynn, I don't know..." he started. He was just nervous; I could see in his eyes (and stiffening between his legs) that he liked the idea.
"Unless you didn't have fun playing with me," I said, pouting, "I liked playing with you." I felt that same heady rush I'd felt that night, back in my room.
"I loved it," he said.
"Then stay sitting and let me take the lead here," I said. He nodded and didn't move. I finished unbuttoning my jeans and slinked them off my body. I walked over to my brother's door and made sure it was locked. Then I walked over to my brother's bed and shoved a bunch of his junk off of it, leaving a nice open area on the bed. I flopped down on it. My brother started to get up, "stay where you are." I said and he followed directions nicely.
I was lying with my head on the pillow and my brother was in his chair, near my feet to my right, looking at me. I smiled at him. It felt good, I felt kind of like we got to get back to that point where my roommate had interrupted us, like we were getting a chance to finish something.
"Tell me little brother," I said, enjoying being lusted after, "how many times have you imagined me in this bed like this?" He squirmed a little. But I just kept looking at him.
"Like every day since I was twelve," he said and blushed. I smiled. Well, I might as well give my fan club here what it wanted. I reached under my back and unhooked my bra. I slid it off myself and threw it on my brother's floor. I saw his eyes glue themselves to my nipples. And I watched as his big cock pushed up the fabric of his boxer shorts. I didn't really have a plan here; I was just sort of doing what my body wanted. I wanted to make him want me as badly as he had that night.
I put my finger to my lips and licked it lightly. Then I moved it down to my nipple, rubbing the tip very gently. My skin was taut from arousal and the cold and my finger felt electric on my tit. I put my finger back in my mouth and rubbed my other nipples. My hips moved slowly and seductively as I did this, rocking and moving but without any input from my brain. It just sort of happened. I watched my brother. He looked crazed, like he couldn't control himself. I saw his hand move, he wanted to touch himself.
"Don't touch yourself until I tell you to," I said and he quickly moved his hand firmly against the arm rest on his chair. I lifted my hips off the bed, putting my feet flat on the mattress, thrusting my pussy up in the air. Then I slid my fingers into my panties and slowly moved them down. I had completely shaved my pubes that morning and I was bare and my skin glistened from my wetness. I could tell from the look on this face that my brother had stopped breathing.
After I kicked the panties off I slowly lowered myself down onto the bed. I ran my hand down over my breasts and against my stomach. My fingers ran across my clit and sent a shiver down my spine. Then they were enmeshed in the soft, hot, wet folds of my pussy lips. I moaned quietly (the parents were just downstairs) and spread my legs wide. I played with my pussy lips, opening them and touching them gently, letting Sammy get a good look. My fingers were dripping wet. When I slide them across my clit again my whole body felt warm. Then I took my wet fingers up to my mouth and plunged them in, tasting the salty sexiness of my cunt.
I opened my eyes and looked at my brother. His mouth was hanging open and his eyes were wide, but he made no sound. I could see a spot on his boxers where his pre-cum was soaking through his boxers. For some reason that turned me on even more, and I knew what I had to do.
I looked around the bed frantically, desperately searching for the right kind of item. Finally, my eyes rested on a tennis racket that my mother must have bought Sammy to try to keep him active. It was old, but it was still covered in cardboard because it had never been used. Most importantly, the handle of the racket was long, about two inches in width, and rounded at the bottom.
I tore off the cardboard and brought the black rubber handle up to my lips. I looked over at Sammy, stuck my tongue out and licked it. Then I popped the end of it into my mouth. It tasted bad (you know, like rubber), but I liked the way it made me feel. Naughty. I opened my mouth wider, letting the handle of the racket slide into my mouth. I used my tongue, swirling around and making sure the thing was wet. Farther and farther the handle pushed into my mouth until it was rubbing the back of my throat, my eyes were watering, and I gagged. When I gagged, my mouth filled with thick, wet spit. I took the racket out of my mouth and used my hand to cover the whole shaft of the racket in my spit.
I moved the racket down between my legs and placed it against my pussy. I moaned a little as I rubbed it around on my pussy lips, letting my juices mix with my spit. The end of the racket touched my clit briefly and I thought I was going to cry it felt so good. Finally, I put the end of the racket against my pussy and pushed. It was cool and hard and it made me breathe in deeply as the very tip of it thrust itself into my pussy. I groaned as I slowly worked the handle of the racket into my pussy. I twisted it, getting it wet, feeling it stretch me out. It wasn't as big as my brother, but it felt good. I looked over at him and saw him, trance-like, staring between my legs.
I pushed the racket farther, feeling my pussy close around it. While I plunged the racket into myself, I spit in my other hand, getting my fingers wet, and then started to gently rub my clitoris. The feeling was incredible. The racket moving in and out of me while the absolute center of my pleasure zone was stimulated. And the whole time, my brother was watching me. That's when I decided I was done torturing him.
"Come over here," I moaned while I played with myself, "I want to see you while I fuck myself." I said. He was off the chair like he was shot out of a cannon. In a micro-second he was standing in front of me, his dick poking through his boxers. I bit my lip while I looked at him, staring into those intelligent, beautiful eyes and just wanting him to want me.
"I love you sis," he said in a husky tone and I almost came, I loved to hear him say that.
"I love you too Sammy," I said, "take out that cock. I want you to jack off onto my face." I said. I don't know where that request came from. It had never been a fetish of mine, but something about fucking your brother makes you want to do kinky stuff I guess. He pulled his dick out of his boxers as fast as he could, wrapping his hand around his meaty member. But he didn't start to stroke.
"Oh fuck yes!" I moaned, moving the racket faster inside of my body, "What's wrong Sammy? Don't you want to cover my face in your cum?" I asked and he looked weak.
"Yeah but..." he started.
"Oh God, fuck me!" I groaned, "honey I don't have the time or inclination to get you to talk tell me what's wrong." I said, I knew I was nearing an orgasm. A very powerful one.
"I have masturbated since we had sex, I was trying to control my urges," he said and that seemed silly to me, "But the problem is now, I am real backed up..."
"What does that mean," I said in a whisper as the five or six wet inches of tennis racket handle plunged into my pussy.
"There is going to be a lot, like a ton of cum. Is that okay?" he asked sheepishly, but his cock was almost quivering. I looked at his balls, they were hanging low, they looked full and hot.
"Oh god, I need all your cum on my face baby brother," I said, rubbing harder on my clit. That seemed to be all the motivation my brother needed. He started to move his hand up and down on his long shaft. I watched him bite his lip and close his eyes as he did. And when he did, oh my God! He sort of changed from my nerdy, but sexy, little brother into an absolute stud. I can't explain, it was just part of that moment. I felt my orgasm building.
But I guess not masturbating for a month and then watching me fuck myself with his tennis racket had just about put my brother over the edge as well. After only about a minute of stroking his cock, I heard a little croaking sound spill out from my brother's lips and then a long sigh. I opened my eyes and turned towards him just as the first big spurt of his hot cum shot out of his dick. I opened my mouth but the first bit came out so hard it landed in my hair. But he wasn't done. The second spurt landed squarely in my mouth and the salty taste was overwhelming. It was so much better than I'd remembered with anyone else. It was enough to push me over the edge.
I thrust my racket deep into my pussy and rubbed hard on my clit. It felt like every single nerve in my body all of the sudden was flooded with pleasure, and it rippled around my body over and over again. I moaned loudly (maybe too loudly). All the while my eyes were open and I kept watching as more and more cum shot out of my little brother's cock and splashed against my forehead, cheeks, teeth, hair, and neck. My orgasm was subsiding as the last little bits of cum pushed out of his cock and landed on my neck.
I reached up and felt my face, the entire thing felt like it was coated in cum. The hollow in my neck was filled like a little cup of cum. I giggled to myself and the cum from my lips slipped into my mouth. I looked at my brother and he smiled at me. Everything felt rights.
"Kids!" I heard a voice call from downstairs, "dinner is ready." And then I remembered where I was. And what I was covered in.
"Shit!" I said and then giggled some more.
"Don't worry," my brother said, "I will go downstairs and stall, you just... get cleaned up," he said and he grinned at me. He quickly threw on some clothes and walked to the door. I was sitting up in his bed when he turned back to me, "hey sis," he said.
"Huh?" I sighed contentedly.
"You look so hot like that," he said and then, blushing, he rushed out the door. I giggled again. My face was still covered in his splooge as I removed the tennis racket from my pussy and collected all my clothes. I opened the door to his room, checked both ways and saw that it was clear and then darted into the bathroom. I felt his cum streaming down my body, onto my tits and even a little onto my belly. When I looked at myself in the mirror I smiled, I looked like glazed donut!
I quickly scooped a little bit of the cum into my mouth, I wanted to wait and get it all. I wanted every little bit of my brothers delicious love inside of me, but I didn't have time. Eventually I just had to clean the rest off with a towel and go downstairs. But even as I walked, and sat down to eat in front of my whole family, I could still smell the scent of his cum on me, he'd made me his.
* * * * *
Dinner that night was pretty typical. My dad was a little bit drunk, but at least he was quiet. My mom talked to me about school and tried desperately to include my brother in conversation. She tried to talk about Christmas but no one was interested. My brother was very quiet and uncomfortable, and for a few minutes I was nervous it was about us again, and then I realized he could sense the tension between my parents and it was causing him some distress. I felt for him and I had a crazy little idea about how to make him feel better after dinner...
But once the dishes were cleared and my dad lumbered back into the living room, my brother went up to his room. I was going to follow him, but my mom grabbed me. It was clear that staying in the house alone with two nearly non-verbal men was driving her nuts. She kept me up until almost 1:00 a.m. gossiping about the neighborhood, talking about some of my old friends from high school, and generally just annoying the hell out of me. But she meant well and she could be pretty good company.
The only down side was that when she finally decided to go to bed, I walked past my brothers bedroom and saw that he was passed out on his bed. I figured, based on his generally nervous disposition, that he hadn't slept a lot the last few weeks. So I let him sleep. I figured I would get him the next day. It was such a strange feeling. Like the way I felt when I just started dating someone, infatuated with them. I wanted to be around Sammy all the time. But it felt deeper than that, because on top of that romantic and sexual infatuation was a deep love for my brother and the knowledge that passion can cool but real love stays.
Unfortunately, Christmas Eve turned out to be a particularly awful day, at least at first. I was planning on sleeping in but my mother woke me up around six and told me that she hadn't bought anything for Christmas, because she wanted to go with me. I don't know what she was thinking. We were at the store when the place opened up, but there were already like ten thousand people there. So for several hours we fought and kicked and punched our way through a sea of consumers, trying to grab the last remaining electronic gizmos and books and other shit we didn't really need. The whole time, my mind was back at the house, thinking about my brother.
Finally, around six in the evening we made it back to the house. My dad was watching television and my brother was not visible. I assumed he was up in his room. I considered going up there, but my mom had stopped on the way home and bought food so I knew we'd be eating in a few minutes. I didn't want to go upstairs and maybe start something I couldn't finish.
Anyway, my mom called us all down to eat whatever it was she'd bought from Boston Market. This passes for traditional Christmas Eve fare at my house. At least it tasted okay. The next day my mom would cook a turkey and it would not be as pleasant.
My father was a little bit drunk at dinner, but he was at least in a good mood. He spent a lot of time talking to me about school and everything. I don't dislike my dad the way my mom does or feel repulsed by him like my brother. I love him a lot and just wish that he could get his act together. He once had a family that loved him, now he was driving them away with his miserly attitude and drinking. But tonight that was forgotten and I sort of basked in the attention he gave me. I noticed my brother and my mom talking a little during dinner, but for the most part they were both quiet. Occasionally, when my dad wasn't monopolizing conversation with me I would see my brother staring at me and I would smile at him. He would blush and look back at my mom. He was so cute! But finally, when he was finished eating, my brother slipped back up to his room and my mom started cleaning up.



My dad kept me around, talking for a little while about nothing in particular, but finally around 9:00 he got tired and walked back to the living room to fall asleep on the recliner. My mom had been totally monopolizing my time, so I snuck out before she could talk to me again. I walked up the stairs and went to my brother's door. My heart was beating with a driving pace. I didn't know what we were going to do, but I wanted badly to do it.
His door was closed and I decided I would surprise him. The door was unlocked so I pushed it forward gently, trying not to make noise. I got it open just enough to look into the room. As soon I could see and hear, I knew what my brother was doing. I looked at my brother's computer screen and saw a cartoon of a man having sex with a cartoon woman with an incredibly giant bust. It was anime porn! My brother is such a dork. I could hear the squeals that the woman in the video was making. I looked at my brother and saw that his hand was moving up and down in front of him. It didn't take a sex expert to figure out what he was doing. I guess after the night before he decided to give up on attempt not to touch himself anymore. I was just about to go into his room, when I heard a voice.
"Lynn honey, can you come downstairs for a minute, I need to talk to you!" My mother said. I quickly closed my brother's door and stood out in the hallway. I don't think that he noticed I'd opened the door. I desperately did not want to have another talk with my mom, but I didn't see a way out of it. So I headed back downstairs and went into the kitchen.
My mom was sitting at the kitchen table. There was a glass of coca in front of her and one in front of the other seat. I took that seat and a sip of the cocoa. I looked up at my mom and gave her an inquisitive smile. What did she want?
"Honey," she said slowly, carefully measuring her words, "Do you remember what we talked about the other day?"
"I am going to need more information than that mom," I said, taking another sip of cocoa. She was clearly nervous, and I wondered what was up.
"About your brother?"
"What about Sammy," I said, suddenly feeling defensive. She needed to stop worrying about him. He was fine. Well...maybe not. I don't know if what we were doing is wrong, but at least the problems he had had nothing to do with what she was afraid of.
"About..." she said then she looked around to make sure that my dad wasn't around, "about him possibly being gay." I rolled my eyes and shook my head.
"Mom..." I started, but she put her hand up.
"I know you don't think he is gay, but I do. And I am worried. You know your father; if your brother is gay he won't pay for Sammy's college. He will kick him out of the house," she said. I don't know if I believed that, sometimes my mom just assumes the worst about my dad.
"I don't think daddy would do that. Plus it isn't even an issue because Sammy isn't gay," I said definitively.
"How can you be sure?" she asked and I wanted to tell her I knew because I'd licked his cum off my lips the day before, but I couldn't.
"We talk, I know," I said. That should've ended. But of course, it didn't.
"I am worried," she said, "And I love Sammy. And I want to be able to take care of him and love him forever and I can't do that if your father pushes him away. So, I signed him up for a program."
"What kind of program?" I asked as my eyes narrowed and I pushed back from the table. My mom's smile faltered a little, but she kept trying.
"It is a gay reformation therapy course," she said and I stood up. I was ready to leave the room, "It is a medical thing. They just suppress homosexual urges and replace them with heterosexual ones. Here look, this is the brochure," she said. She handed me a brochure, but I wouldn't take it.
"Mom. Sammy isn't gay. Even if he was, you should love him the way he is. And even if you can't do that, you have to at least know that these therapies are bullshit and that if someone is gay you can't bully them into being straight," I said. My mom looked defeated. She dropped the pamphlet on the table. I saw tears welling in her eyes.
"I just want my boy to be okay," she said and she cried. I sat back down at the table.
"He is 18, you can't make him go," I said, putting my arm around her.
"I want him to go, I know I can't make him."
"He is straight mom," I said.
"I want to believe you're right, but I can't. I just want to be sure," she said. And somehow, that clicked with something in my brain. All of the sudden, I knew exactly what I had to do. It wasn't going to be pretty, but I had to show her.
"Mom," I said, "I can prove it. Follow me," I said. I was taking her upstairs. I was hoping and praying that Sammy was still watching porn on his computer. If I could just show mom that he was watching straight (albeit cartoon) porn, then she would at least give up on this ludicrous plan. It might be embarrassing for Sammy, but it was less embarrassing having your mom tell you you're gay and that you need to go to therapy. Yuck. I was worried about my mother too, she was clearly high strung and tension with my dad was freaking her out. I thought maybe having one less thing to worry about would be good for her.
"Where are we going?" she asked.
"Just follow me and be quiet," I said. I started up the stairs and she followed. We reached the hallway upstairs and I walked to my brother's room. Just like before I started the process of slowly and carefully cracking the door so I could look inside. When I got it about five inches open I could see the screen. Sammy was still pounding away at his dick and there were cartoons having sex on screen. One had giant boobs, so I was pretty sure my mother would be satisfied.
"What are you doing?" my mother whispered. But then we both heard the sound of a woman's moan coming from the computer. My mother pushed past me and looked at the crack. I looked at her face as she registered what she was looking at. She blushed and looked embarrassed to see my brother masturbating, but I could sense that she was relieved as well.
"See!" I said carefully. My mom pulled away from the door, embarrassed but grinning.
"I do feel better," she said and then started to turn to leave.
"Oh fuck mom, suck my dick!" a voice said from my brother's room. It wasn't my brother's voice, it was the video.
"Oh son, I love you so much, I want to taste you!" A woman's voice said. My mother's eyes grew wide. Then she rushed to the door and looked inside again. I tried to get in her way, but I couldn't. What kind of weirdo porn was Sammy watching?
"Momma, I want you to taste my cum!" the voice said.
"I want to eat it up!" the mother replied. I realized then that I might have made things a thousand times worse. But how was I to know?
"Come on mom," I said, "Let's get out of here." But my mother wanted none of that. Instead she pushed past the door. Into my brother's room.
"What it the hell is going on in here!" she hissed, obviously not wanting to scream and wake my father. I heard my brother give out a terrified yell and then I came into the room behind my mother. Sammy turned quickly, his dick still out and hard. When he realized this, he took a pillow from the foot of his bed and covered himself.
"Jesus Christ, what are you two doing here?" he said, his voice almost squealing with discomfort.
"What are we doing here?" my mother asked, "What are you doing here. What is that filth?"
"It's just porn mom, all guys look at porn," Sammy said, hanging his head and looking absolutely dreadful. I wanted to run over to him and put my arms around him. I wanted to expel this embarrassment. But for the time at least, I was trapped.
"It wasn't just porn!" My mother said and she looked absolutely terrified when she said it. I realized she wasn't angry, like I thought, she was scared. "It was porn where... where a mother was... having sex with her... with her son!" she said and she could barely get it out.
"No it wasn't!"
"I heard it!"
"It's a joke!" he said.
"Your erection wasn't a joke," my mother said and my brother recoiled as though he were hit. "I saw what you were doing. Oh god! What is wrong with this family! What did I do wrong?"
"Mom, you need to relax," I said, trying to calm what was happening. But she didn't seem to hear me.
"Is that what you want? You want me to have sex with you?" My mother said and Sammy's eyes got wide. He was clearly terrified.
"No, it was just a fantasy mom, I am sorry," he said
"Fantasies you have about me?" my mother said.
"No... Just...No!" My brother said, trying to slink back into the chair. And then I realized something. I looked at my mother and she was so passionate at that moment. She was so alive at that moment, I realized what was happening. I'd been there before. She was flattered. And curious. And a little aroused. And she was terrified of those feelings. She wanted to make sure they were not legitimate. She wanted them out root and branch. But she liked it. She was trapped in a loveless marriage, god knew when the last time she'd had sex. She felt sexy. That was what was swirling in her head; it was what was making her scared. And this was her little boy, she loved him. I had to convince her that the only way to keep him was to accept him... any maybe her own urges.
"Mom," I said, "Mom stop...:" Finally my mother seemed to hear me and she turned and looked at me. Her eyes were red and she looked like she was about to start bawling. Her whole body was shaking.
"What is happening Lynn, this can't be happening!" My mother said. Then she sat down on the bed and buried her face in her hands. I let her cry for a while. My brother looked at me, terrified and embarrassed. I just nodded reassuringly to him, in way that let him know I would take care of it. He seemed to relax. But just a very little bit.
"Mom," I said, picking my words with extreme care, "I knew about this. I talked to Sammy about this when he came to visit me at school. He told me he had sexual fantasies about you." My brother's eyes widened and he looked like he was about to protest, so I pursed my lips and shook my head. He fell silent.
"Oh god honey, why did you tell me?" she begged through her fingers.
"Can I be very, very honest with you mom?" I asked and she looked up and nodded. "Sammy told me that he was terrified. He was terrified to tell you. He thinks you are a beautiful and sexy woman. And he wanted you. But he was afraid that if he told you that not only you would say no (and believe me, he knew that you would say no), but he was more afraid that you'd hate him. That you'd stop loving him. I told him that there was no way he could ever do anything that would make you stop loving him. Didn't I Sammy?"
"Yeah, you did," Sammy said and he sounded like his throat was dry. My mother looked up. Her eyes were red, and so were her cheeks. But she looked somehow beautiful, I can't explain it. Seeing the intensity of her concern for my brother, so genuine. The passion was palpable and beautiful.
"How could he ever think that?" my mother said, "Of course I worry about him. But I love him and I will always love him. We can work through this."
"I think Sammy needs for you to hug him and tell him everything is okay," I explained. My mother looked over at my brother who gave her a sheepish look. I saw her eyes melt. She only ever wanted what was best for him. She threw open her arms. Sammy stood and held the pillow up against his crotch and looked at me. I made a motion, like he should throw it aside and he complied. His penis was flaccid now and bounced against his leg as he moved over to our mother. If she noticed, she pretended that she did not. He fell reluctantly into her arms and she held him close.
"I will always love you Sammy, you can't ever lose your mother," she cooed at him. As she held him, his penis rubbed against her side. Again, she pretended she didn't notice. But Sammy couldn't. As I said earlier, my mother is an attractive lady, she smells lovely, and it is clear my brother has a taste for family treats. As she gyrated and cooed at him while she hugged, I watched as his cock started to get hard, to press against my mother's side. She still pretended she didn't notice. But I did.
"Mom, I just thought of something," I said and then I moved next to her, so that I Sammy was on her left and I was on her right. "I think you need to show Sammy that you will accept him no matter what."
"How can I do that," my mother said, smiling at me. She was euphoric right now. The wildly shift emotions had left her open and vulnerable. I felt bad having to attack, but... I had to attack.
"Show him that you accept him mom. Take him into your heart, and soul... and body," I said. My mother's brow furrowed. But I didn't let her think or say anything. Instead I reached across her body. I could feel her warmth. I reached over to my brother and wrapped my hand around the base of his penis. His body shuddered. But I slowly started to stroke it. My brother gasped but didn't move.
I looked over at my mother. She was staring at me wide-eyed, almost too confused for words. Today had been too much of a shock to her she was like putty; I could shape her into whatever I wanted. Not that I knew necessarily what I wanted. I wasn't out to get anything here, I was just trying to fix a problem, and it was such a messy, sexy problem that I didn't know what else to do but double down. I didn't feel like I had a choice, I was stuck. Maybe I just wanted to be stuck. I leaned over into her ear and whispered so quietly that Sammy couldn't hear.
"Mom, I know that Daddy doesn't come to your bed anymore. I know that you don't feel like a beautiful woman anymore. But you are. Daddy doesn't accept you as a beautiful woman. Sammy does. He loves you and wants you. We both love you. Why don't you show Sammy that you appreciate how much he loves you? Take Sammy's cock in your mouth. Give your son pleasure and he will be devoted to you forever. You won't lose him like daddy." I didn't know if I was telling the truth, I was just saying what I needed to say. But I hoped it was true. I prayed it was true.
My mother looked down at my hand as I stroked my brother's hard cock. For a second she just watched. Then, slowly, she lifted her hand and placed it on my arm, arresting my ability to stroke. Carefully she lifted my hand away from Sammy's dick. For a terrifying moment, I thought it was all over. I'd just compounded our already horrible problem. Sammy was gaping at me, wide-eyed. My mom looked at Sammy.
"I love you Sammy," she said, and then she bent over at her waist. I watched as she took Sammy's big, hard dick in her hand and then slowly guided it towards her mouth. I saw the bright pink tip of his cock slide into her mouth and I watched him shake. For a second he looked at me with a combined look of surprise, admiration, and lust. Then, my mom started to work his cock deeper into his mouth and he closed his eyes and enjoyed it.
I'd be lying if I said I wasn't conflicted by what I was watching. First of all, just watching an older woman, a beautiful older woman, suck a younger man's cock was kind of a turn on for me. They way her lips rested against his taut skin and the way the shaft of the cock plunged in and out of her mouth was undeniably sexy. However, I was a little jealous! Of my mom! I wanted to be sucking that cock, it belonged to me. Worse than that, I blamed my mom for this. If she hadn't been so damn weird about thinking Sammy was gay and if she had just looked at Sammy watching porn and walked away, I wouldn't have had to do this.
Suddenly I was struck by an idea. I would have to punish mom for this, but I couldn't ruin the sex. So I took one last look at them, mom looking almost surprised, but also aroused, to be sucking Sammy's dick. And Sammy, with his eyes closed, looking euphoric. I hoped I was better than mom. Then, after my glance, I went over to Sammy and whispered into his ear.
"Go sit down on the bed," I said. He nodded but didn't open his eyes. Carefully, he slid over so that he was sitting on the bed with his legs spread. My mom followed him, keeping his cock in her mouth. I saw her move her hand between his legs and gently start to massage his balls while she sucked. He moaned as she did this and I could see her smile. She was just happy to be having sex again.
Now they were positioned so that Sammy was sitting on the bed, legs apart and leaning back against the foot of his bed. My mom was on her hands and knees between his legs, her mouth on his dick and her ass in the air, just the way I wanted. I climbed up on the bed behind my mom. I looked over her and saw her big, round ass in the air and the way her body tapered to her narrow hips, I saw her elegantly arched back and the way her blonde head bobbed up and down on my brother's cock.
She was wearing sweater and a pair of yoga pants. I quickly grabbed her yoga pants and her panties and in one quick motion I thrust them down to the bed around her knees. I noticed my mother's head stopped bobbing, clearly she was wondering what I was doing. Sammy saved me this time.
"Mom, oh God don't stop!" he said and in a moment his cock was sliding between her lips again, getting drenched spit.
Now I was looking at my mother from behind. Her ass was up in the air and her legs were spread slightly. I could see a sparse amount of pubic hair over her vagina, her vaginal lips looked pink and puffy and they glistened with her juices. I also saw her asshole, a crinkled little purple star in the sea of her white skin. And I prepared to go through with my plan.
Before I go any farther, I know some of you are thinking, "I read Lynn's first story and it seemed impossible, but this one is even crazier and harder to believe." And I know that. But all I can say is that it happened and that, at the time, it didn't feel like there was any choice. I feel trapped by these strange incestuous events that keep happening in my life. I am trapped, but I love it. I don't know, if you can't understand it now, I guess I will never be able to explain it.
Anyway, I put one of my hands on either one of my mom's ass cheeks and spread them apart. Her asshole contracted a little when I did it. I leaned forward, looking at it. I'd never been this close to anyone's asshole before; I expected to be a little repulsed by it. Especially because it belonged to someone I was related to. But it looked cute. I leaned forward until I was just about half an inch away from it. My mother's body had a thick, earthy smell that was intoxicating.
Slowly, I stuck out my tongue. I felt her asshole before I tasted it, it was hot and wrinkled and supple. It tasted like her skin, but more metallic somehow. When I pressed my tongue hard against her asshole I felt her whole body tremble. It felt for a minute like she would look around to see what I was doing, but I could feel her body continue to rise and fall as my brother's cock pounded into her mouth. I heard her moan around the cock and I wondered if she liked the feeling.
I began to lap at her asshole, spreading my tongue wide and moving it all over her. I felt her push back against the tongue. Sometimes I would make my tongue rigid, dip into the soft, tight, salty recesses of her asshole, getting it wet and slippery. I dug my fingers into her supple ass cheeks as I did this, keeping balance and being overwhelmed by how hot I found this.
And we were like that for a while, my brother on his butt, thrusting his cock up into my mother's hungry mouth, eyes closed and in heaven. My mother, in an almost trance, letting that cock slide into her, tasting his skin and licking her pre-cum, choking and letting her spit down his cock. At the same time, she thrust back at me, holding her asshole open and feeling the warmth and wetness of my tongue. Finally, there was me, on my knees behind my mother, my hands buried in her skin, my tongue fondling her dirtiest place and the whole time I felt so horny that my pajama pants were wet outside of my panties. My nipples were erect and they ached to be touched. It was incredible.



I was still lapping at my mother's asshole when I heard my brother give a stifled groan. I felt, through my mother, as he bucked his hips into her face. And I knew he'd had an orgasm. I could tell that my mother's mouth was filling up with her son's hot cum, sliding between her teeth and the hollow below her tongue. The salty taste, the taste I wanted. Finally, my brother's cock slid out of my mother's mouth. I pulled my tongue from my mother's asshole.
"Mother, turn and look at me," For a moment she didn't move, I assume she was swallowing her prize, but she turned and looked at me. Her hair was disheveled and she looked dazed, but not unhappy. There was a thin line of spit and cum that ran from her lower lip to her chin. I couldn't control myself; I leaned forward and licked her chin. The cum was hot, salty, and delicious, and I wanted more. I opened my mouth and kissed my mother deeply, driving my tongue into her mouth and tasting her. For a moment she was stunned, but then she put her hand on the side of my face and kissed me back. Mixing the spit and cum with her own ass. For a moment, the kiss was almost sensual and melted into my mother's lips. But there was something else I needed to do, I broke the kiss.
"Sammy," I said, "mom thought you were gay and she was going to send you to a reform camp."
"What..." he started.
"No don't bother with that!" my mother said.
"It seems she thinks you wanted to get fucked in the ass. Why don't you show her how wrong she was, show her that getting fucked in the ass is the lady's job," I said. I looked back at my brother and he blushed but smiled. I saw him put his hands on my mother's hips. I'd made her asshole nice and wet, she was lubed up. Not to mention, my brother's cock was covered in her spit.
"Honey I've never done this before," she said and started to turn, but I grabbed her head.
"But mommy, I want to see it," I said in a baby girl voice, "And I want you to eat my pussy while I watch." I said. Hey, I was the only one who wasn't getting an opportunity to get off. I wanted mine. I quickly slipped off my pajama pants and panties. I sat in front of my mom, my t-shirt on (but no bra) and my cunt staring up at her face.
I saw Sammy behind my mom, I saw him toss her pants and panties to the side. I decided to help too. I reached forward and grabbed my mother's shirt and took it off. My brother reached up her back and unhooked her bra, and I slid it off. Soon my mother was naked. She looked gorgeous. And scared. I think she was just realizing what she had done, and what was left to do.
I decided to wait to make my mom eat my pussy until I saw my brother start to fuck her in the ass. When she was finally naked, he spread her ass cheeks with his hands. I watched as he lined his big dick up with her wet purple asshole. I heard her grunt and almost fall forward as the big, bulbous head of his cock broke through her anus. She moaned loudly, her legs shaking and her hips moving as the cock slowly slid into place. Her face looked pained, but also ravenous.
"Oh fuck Lynn, it hurts so good!" she panted.
"I know mommy," I said. When I saw Sammy was completely inside of our mother, I decided not to wait any longer. I was dripping on Sammy's bed and there were a big spot where I was sitting. I put my hand behind my mother's head and slowly lowered her head down between my legs.
I looked down at her, I saw her big mane of blonde hair and the way it cascaded over my legs. Then I felt the hot warmth of her tongue on my clit and my body went rigid. I moaned loudly and my hand involuntarily flew to my breast, kneading it through my t-shirt and pinching my nipple. While my mother licked I felt the steady rhythm of her body moving into me as my brother fucked her hard with his cock, driving her forward and into my cunt.
My mother didn't appear to know what she was doing between my legs, but it didn't matter. I was so horny, her actions were so naughty, and everything was just so hot that it felt wonderful. Her tongue rolled over my clit and darted into my pussy. I felt her nose on my pubis and her cheeks on my thighs. I ran my hands through her beautiful hair. Finally, when I thought I couldn't take it anymore, she moved her hands up, slid them under my shirt and began to pinch my nipples and gently stroke my breasts.
The entire time my brother was standing behind her. He looked so strong and not the least bit timid with one leg cocked up, his hair sticking to his face with sweat, as he pounded his cock in and out of our mother's tight purple asshole. I noticed that my brother was fucking my mother at a steady rhythm and that she was licking my pussy to that same rhythm, and I was most surprised to find that I was moaning in tandem with their motions.
My mother came first. I felt her tongue go rigid against my clit and her arms fell from my breasts and wrapped around my waist. I felt the vibrations of the deep moan that she released into my pussy. Her whole body shook and she called out first my brother's name and then, in something I found incredibly sexy, she yelled out my name. I think my brother came next, but we were overlapping one another now. I think that my mother's asshole tightened as she came and I heard my brother grunt and then thrust once more, harder. I knew at that moment, his thick white sperm was filling up our mother's ass, splashing her inside and warming her. These thoughts, and my mother's actions, pushed me over the edge. I grunted (I hate to say that's what I did, but that's what I did) as she lipped down on my clit. And that released me. I didn't even so much feel the orgasm as survive it, my entire body whipped around on its own accord and I fell as swelling sensation all over my body.
In a few minutes we were laying on the bed together, panting. Arms and legs draped all over one another. I was exhausted, but my brother wasn't done yet. He pulled his cock out of my mother's asshole (and she gave a little gasp while she lay on the floor. He got off the bed and walked up towards the top, where I was still laying, playing with my mother's hair while she sort of dozed on my thigh.
"Lynn," he said, "you are incredible," I looked down and saw that his cock was hard again.
"I think you're the one who's incredible," I said and smiled. I moved my mother's head so that she was off my thigh and turned towards my brother and spread my legs. I was sitting on the bed, my legs in the air, and he was standing in front of me. He gently took my ankles in his hands. He started to try to put his dick in my dripping wet cunt, but he was too erect, he could get low enough. He was just about to let go of my ankle and guide his dick in, when a hand reached out and took his cock. I looked over and my mother was smiling at me lazily. She took my brother's cock and slowly guided it against my pussy lips. The same cock that had just been pulled from her tight asshole.
"My beautiful, dirty children," she said, "I can't believe what is happening." But she didn't see shocked, she seemed satisfied. Then, she rested her head on my chest and took my nipple in her mouth, sucking it gently with her tongue. I ran my hand through her hair and looked up at Sammy. He started to push his big cock inside of me and I'd forgotten how big he was. I moaned and my mother patted my shoulder and cooed into my ear. Soon my brother was completely inside of me.
He moved steadily, pushing his cock in and out of me. I tried to hold him in, flexing my muscles inside. The entire time my mother watched us, and played with my breasts and kissed my neck. As the feeling of my brother fucking me grew more and more intense, my mother pulled my head to the side and kissed me passionate. Our lips locked, our tongues running over one another's teeth the feeling was intense. And the whole time, Sammy watched us, fucking harder.
I remember cumming, just barely. The feeling was so intense, and my mother didn't stop kissing me and my brother didn't stop fucking me. It was just a warm blanket of sensation that tore through me, but didn't let me stop feeling all the sensations, or smelling our sex, or tasting my mother and the cum that still lingered in her mouth.
Finally, my brother came. He started inside of me, I could feel the hot warmth showering my insides and I could feel his cock contracting and expanding inside of me. But then he pulled his cock out of me and big globs of cum arched across my body, splashing against my tits and hitting my mother and me in the face. I giggled and my mother did as well. But soon she was licking me all over, collecting the cum in her mouth. I licked her face, trying to get some for me. My brother was on his knees, panting and exhausted. And my mother kissed me again, and flooded my mouth with my brother's sperm. We passed his load back and forth between us, until it was a giant ball of saliva and cum and then we split it and swallowed it down.
By that time, we were all quite tired. Sammy climbed back into the bed and we pulled the disheveled covers around us. And, very rapidly, we fell asleep. We awoke the next morning when we heard my dad yelling from downstairs, asking if anyone wanted to get up to look at presents. For a minute we stared at each other sheepishly, but then we laughed and ran to our separate areas to get ready for what turned out to be a surprisingly normal Christmas morning.
* * * * *
If you're hoping that there are a lot more sexy stories from this Christmas Break, I am sorry to disappoint you. We had a normal Christmas, and that night my dad and Sammy went on their annual Christmas hunting trip. Sammy wouldn't be back until after I returned to school. Without Sammy there, my mother and I had the chance to talk (but sorry, we didn't lez out on our own). We talked out what had happened, but didn't come to any definite ideas on what to do. I didn't tell her I'd fucked Sammy before; I decided that was probably not a good idea. Regardless of that, she seemed calmer now. I wonder if her nerves were fried from lack of sex. I was a little nervous about her having sex with Sammy while I was at school (jealous might be the right word) but if I was going to share him with anyone, it would be Mom.
Just before New Year's I returned to school. I was the first of my roommates to make it back to school. Adrienne arrived around three hours after me. She looked absolutely frantic and she threw her stuff into the door then raced to the couch, where I was sitting, and sat down next to me.
"Are we alone," she asked very closely, I looked around.
"We are the only two in the dorm room," I said, wondering what was up. I really hoped this didn't have anything else to do with me and Sammy. I hoped she'd keep her end of the bargain.
"Okay, so remember how you owe me one?" she asked and my stomach turned.
"Yeah..." I said uneasily.
"Okay, well something happened over Christmas break and I want to talk to you about it. And you can't tell anyone. Then we will be even. Okay?" she asked. I felt incredibly nervous.
"Fine," I said, she looked around the room conspiratorially.
"So I was thinking about that dream I had when I was here, you know the one," she said raising her eyebrows, "And when I got home I thought about it a lot. And..." I was terrified now.
"And what?" I asked
"I fucked both of my brothers!" she said suddenly and I couldn't believe it. Then she settled into the couch to tell me the story...
The End of Part 2
Everyone: thank you so much for reading this story. Never Have I Ever was by far the most popular story I ever wrote. And I tried to take all of your suggestions into account. Please, please rate the story and comment on it. I absolutely love feedback. Send me an e-mail through literotica or through the Forum if you want it to be private. I read all the responses and I want to give you all what you want. If you like this story and want it to continue, let me know where it should go. Also, if you liked this, read my other stories and comment on them as well. If you have a suggestion for another story you'd like to hear and want me to write it I will CONSIDER doing it
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Introduction
San Clemente is a small island off the coast of California in an archipelago known as the Channel Islands. It is about 55 miles out to sea and is the property of the United States government. The island is around 57 square miles (twice the size of Manhattan). It is a very long and narrow island shaped a bit like an old fashioned straight razor blade. The coast line is craggily and the interior is relatively flat and grassy. The island was in the custody of the U.S. Navy from 1934 until 1958. It was taken over that year by NASA, around the same time the Administration was created. Initially it was a small research facility but it quickly grew and the government's plans for the island also expanded. A small town was built just north of the center of the island and an airport was put on the northern tip of the island.
NASA acquired the island from the Navy with plans to initiate a massive full-scale. Since the outset, NASA began planning for eventual interstellar travel. The distances between stars, even at unbelievable speeds, is daunting. It would take a human built craft several generations to travel to the Sun's nearest neighbor. The stresses that would be placed on human beings, spending their entire lives inside of small spaceships, would be intense. NASA decided to genetically engineer the perfect specimen for long term space travel. Through the decades they perfected their new specimen.
By 1985, they had created what would be the final design. They named the creatures Hish (Human Inter-Stellar Hybrids) and their characteristics were alarming. For all intents and purposes they appeared to be exactly like normal human women. They had the ability to become pregnant, they had breasts, and appeared to be woman in face and body shaped (most, in fact, were beautiful as the genes of only the best and brightest were engineered into the Hishes). However, these women also had something different. The NASA engineers who had worked on the first generation of Hishes in the 1960's had nicknamed them "dickgirls." Notwithstanding their vaginas, breasts, and generally feminine physique, the Hishes had penises and testicles.
The theory for creating such creatures were quite sound. Women, in general, are more passive and better able to cope with the stresses of space travel. Their bodies are smaller and therefore more efficient. Further, if all of the Hishes were both able to become pregnant and impregnate others, they doubled the productive output of the species. They were further engineered to be unable to impregnate themselves through some accident or other. The Hishes had been engineered all over the country but in 1986, they were moved to San Clemente Island and a new colony was created to test the ability of the Hishes to cope with life on their own and wait for at time when other technology necessary for space travel caught up.
Through an accident of rapid evolution in the test tube, three distinct classes of Hish were created. They were given class names A, B, and C. A-class Hishes ar born with full sized, often very large penises and large testicles. A-Class Hishes are around 40% of the population. B-class Hishes generally have medium sized penises which retract into the body and only became fully visible and erect during stages of arousal. B-class Hishes are around 50% of the population. C-class Hishes have small penises that are constantly visible but hardly ever erect. They are around 10% of the population.
The Navy patrolled the island and ensured that no unwanted guests ever stepped foot on the island. Very quickly, the intelligent and industrious Hish population grew and began to thrive. Aside from their general isolation, the women (as they called themselves) lived relatively peaceful and prosperous lives on the island. They were given jobs as government contractors and produced many of the new and exciting innovations which helped the United States gain technological dominance in the last decade of the twentieth century.
By 2020, the island was a thriving community with a population of over 52,000 Hishes. 30,000 of these women lived in the city of Camelot in the center of the island, another 10,000 lived in Athens near the airport, and 5,000 lived in Caroline of the Southern Coast of the island. The remaining 7,000 were scattered throughout the island in isolated homes and small towns. The style of life on the island was remarkably American and if not for the fact that the entire island was occupied by beautiful women, it could be confused for many small counties in the United States. However, looks can often be deceiving and things are not always what they seem. This is the story of life on that island.
Long Lost Aunt
Eileen Fuller awoke with a shot. The heard the bell ringing over and over again at her front door and she was not amused. She fumbled for her glasses and noticed that it was nearly 3 o'clock in the morning. She groaned and realized she probably wouldn't be able to fall back asleep before she had to wake up for work at 5 a.m. Whoever was at the door had better have a good excuse, she thought, or I am going to tear their arms off.
She got up out of her bed and quickly slipped her bathrobe on. She saw her tired face in the mirror but smiled. She still looked young and sexy even as a 42 year old mother. She was 5'9 and weighed about 140lbs. She had medium length red hair and brown eyes. She had a somewhat large nose, but one that fit her delicate face. Her breasts were small, but remained perky despite her middle age. She exercised often and was proud of her muscular butt and legs. She was a class-B Hish with a 5" inch girlcock.
She tied the drawstring around her body and headed downstairs to the first floor of her little split level home on the outskirts of Caroline. She turned on the porch light and opened the door. She blinked a couple of times when the door opened. She couldn't believe she was seeing the beautiful woman in front of her. She was 29 years old and had long, straight black hair with bangs hanging down in her eyes which were large and violet. She had thick full lips which were crimson and she had a tongue stud. Her breasts were large and she had a thin, flat stomach. She had a bit of a bubble butt, but it was in good shape. Her legs were long and shapely. She was around 5'4 and around 100lbs. She was a C-Class Hish with a 3.5" girlcock.
"Aynsley?" Eileen asked, sincerely shocked, "Is that you?"
"Hey sis," Aynsley said, taking a drag from her cigarette, "Can I crash here?" Suddenly Eileen's hand shot out quickly and strongly slapped Aynsley's face, knocking the cigarette out of her mouth and into the yard.
"How dare you?"
"Christ Eileen, what the fuck was that for?' Aynsley said, putting her hand up against her white-hot cheek.
"I haven't seen you in 10 years Aynsley. I thought you were dead when you didn't show up for mom's funeral. Now you show up at my house in the middle of the fucking night, no explanation, and want a place to stay? Fuck you!" Eileen felt her whole body shaking. She knew that if she looked at her sister again she would hit her. However, when Aynsley spoke again, it was with a softer voice.
"Hey Eileen, I am sorry. I didn't mean it to come out like that," she said, feeling tears welling in her eyes. All of the sudden, she was Eileen's little sister again and Eileen felt her heart softening, "I wasn't demanding anything. I am begging. I need help."
"What's wrong Aynsley?" Eileen asked, this time softer. She opened the door and let her sister walk in. They both headed to the kitchen. Eileen began preparing tea and Aynsley sat down at the head of the table. Eileen returned a few minutes later and handed her sister a cup of green tea. She sat next to her for a minute and didn't speak.
"Okay listen," Aynsley said, measuring her words and be particularly careful, "You know why I left all those years ago. Mom was not an easy person to live with. You got out and I spent all those years alone with her and I just needed to get away. I spent a lot of time in Camelot, in some of the shady places you hear about in the news. I have not had a very good life, but I couldn't come home. I didn't even know mom was dead until you just told me now. But listen sis, I just got myself cleaned up. I haven't had a drink in a month, nothing harder than that for almost 6." Aynsley was sobbing now and Eileen put her arm around her little sister. She didn't even think about her much anymore. She was shocked by how much she missed her.
"Well I am glad to hear that," Eileen said.
"Listen, I can't be with those people up in Camelot anymore. I am not strong like you are. If I am around them I am going to use," she said, baring her soul and being honest.
"Well I am glad you are doing what needs to be done. Finally acting like a grownup," Eileen said. It was all Aynsley could do to keep from getting angry. She hadn't said it before, but she hated Eileen's judgmental attitude and the fact that she thought she was her second mother. It was at least part of the reason she had left in the first place.
"I can get a job," she said, ignoring Eileen, "I am ready to turn my life around. I just need a place to stay for a while while I get on my feet. I thought maybe I could stay here?" she said.
"You have a 18 year old niece in this house who can't even remember you," Eileen said, crossing her arms in front of her chest and taking a sip of her tea. She saw the shock in Aynsley's eyes.
"Kendal is 18? Well I guess that's right," she said, shaking her head, "I want to be her aunt. I think it would be fun. I can help you, it must be hard. I assume Cara is still out of the picture?" Cara was the person who had sired Kendal, what the Hish's called a Donor. She had disappeared shortly before the girl's birth. While it was normal for Donor's not to be involved in their daughters' day-to-day lives, it was not common for them to disappear forever.
"I am sure she would like to meet you," Eileen said, finally, "Listen. The guest room is right there to the right. I am going to go upstairs and go to bed. I have work tomorrow. You can stay here for a few weeks if you need to, but if you backslide, you're gone. I have to think about Kendal."
"It won't be a problem," Aynsley said as Eileen got up from the table, "Honestly sis, I've changed." Eileen nodded and went upstairs.
The next morning a commotion in the kitchen awoke Aynsley. She looked and the clock and remembered where she was and saw that it was 8 a.m. She slipped on some boxers and a wife beater and rubbed her eyes. She opened the door and saw her niece sitting at the kitchen table eating a bowl of cereal. She was shocked by what she saw. This was not the toddler she had left all those years before, it was an actual teenager.
Kendal had long black hair with bangs, just like her aunt. She had big, blue eyes and thick lips. She had a small beauty mark right over her lip on the right side of her face. She had small breasts, and a flat stomach. She was wearing a skirt which showed off her thin, delicate ballerina legs. She was 5'0 and around 95lbs. She was a class-A Hish with a bizarrely large (even for a Hish) 10" girlcock. The girl looked up from the cereal with an inquisitive look and Aynsley was terrified that this girl thought some random woman had broken into her house.
"Mom is right," Kendal said in a soft, sweet voice, "I do look a lot like you." Aynsley laughed a little bit and then opened the fridge.
"I was hoping she told you I was going to be here, I am your Aunt, Aynsley," she said and grabbed a grapefruit from inside.
"It is nice to meet you Aunt Aynsley," Kendal said sweetly and finished up her bowl of cereal.
"Oh please just call me Aynsley," She said, feeling older each second she talked to this strangely polite little girl.
"Mom told me to call you Aunt Aynsley," the girl said as she drank the remaining milk from her bowl and got up from the table to put it in the dishwasher. Aynsley wanted to ask the girl if she always did everything her mother told her, but decided that it was probably none of her business and decided to change the subject.
"So do you need a ride to school?" she asked. The girl grabbed her back pack and her eyes looked up towards the sky and she pursed her lips. Aynsley was amazed by what a beautiful young woman she had become. She felt a little vain thinking about it. Her niece did look a lot like her.
"Sure," she said and they walked out to Aynsley's little car and crammed in.
"Sorry it is so tight, I can't afford much more," She said and the girl laughed a little. She seemed like a sweet girl. Perhaps a little too reserved, but sweet. They talked about classes and friends the whole way to Seaside High School. Aynsley learned that her niece was, despite her good looks, a little bit nerdy and shy, but generally a good kid. She found that she liked the girl and looked forward to helping her out of that shell.
Aynsley returned to Eileen's house, got a shower, got dressed, and headed out to apply for jobs. She spent most of the day applying to waitressing positions and other jobs where she would not need a lot of experience or schooling. By the time 6 o'clock rolled around, she was tired and disheartened. There were very few places hiring and she didn't know if she would ever get a job, but she felt good about going out and trying. Even Eileen said she was proud when Aynsley arrived for dinner.
Dinner was nice and Eileen was in a better mood now that it was not the middle of the night. They had a nice quiet dinner and talked about their days. Eileen was a pharmacist and talked about the various people she had seen during the day and described bizarre diseases which unnamed patients possessed. Aynsley talked about her job search and her concern about the poor job market. Kendal talked a small amount about school and friends, but Aynsley could tell the girl was a bit intimidated by Eileen. She felt a lot of sympathy for the girl. She too had been a bit nervous around her own mother and couldn't describe why. She assumed that Kendal felt the same way.
"Oh hey guys," Eileen said after dinner while she was cleaning up the dishes, "I have to get up very early tomorrow for work, so I hope you can both keep it down tonight," she said. Shortly after dinner she went upstairs and fell asleep. Kendal sat down at the kitchen table and started to do some homework. Aynsley decided to try to get to know Kendal a bit. She sat down next to her and decided just get on with it.
"I used to be so scared of your grandmother," she explained and Kendal stopped writing, "Your mother could handle her easily but I just couldn't. It wasn't like she was violent with me or that she threatened me. It was just like she was so in control of everything that I couldn't take care of anything. I felt like she was crowding me out you know? I think that might have been part of my problem growing up. I am only now starting to figure out how to take care of thing."
Kendal sat silently for a moment and fidgeted in her chair. Her beautiful face was wrinkled with concern and Aynsley could tell she had struck a nerve, "I am sorry that happened," the sweet girl said and Aynsley felt her heart warm, "Mom said that you and grandma didn't get along. I am sorry she died while you guys were still fighting."
"Do you ever feel like that sweetie?" Aynsley asked, trying to keep the pressure on but in a gentle way. She felt like she was trying to both justify her own feelings as well as help this sad, sweet little girl. She was convinced that she wasn't trying to drive this girl away from her mother, but maybe somewhere deep inside, there was a little bit of that going on.
"I don't know," The girl said, twitching in her seat. She was obviously uncomfortable and Aynsley felt a bit guilty.
"Never mind honey," she said, backing off now, "I am sorry I kept you from doing your homework. Why don't you go back to work? I have to get a good night's sleep too. Got to get back to the job trail tomorrow." Aynsley felt a bit defeated. She knew that there was something to this, but she couldn't push herself to finish it and talk to the girl. Kendal would thank her later if she could. But she couldn't tonight. She headed to her room and fell asleep a few hours later, watching the TV.
The next day she got up early and hit the streets. However, it was barely lunch when she exhausted the last of the places in town that she hadn't yet applied to. She headed home, feeling a bit defeated. She couldn't do anything now but sit and pray that she got an interview somewhere. Anywhere.
She made it back to the house and made herself a little bit of lunch and then sat down to watch TV. At around 8:00 p.m. the front door opened and she heard someone come in. She looked and saw Eileen in the kitchen. She looked tired from her long day.
"Get a job?" she asked rudely.
"I applied at a bunch of places," Aynsley replied honestly.
"Well you'd better get one soon. This is a home, not a half-way house," Eileen said. Aynsley didn't care for her sister's attitude when she was tired, but she didn't have any place else to go so she apologized. Eileen half-snorted and half-nodded, "I know. Hey I am beat. I am going to bed. Can you take care of Kendal tonight? Get her something to eat?"
"Sure," Aynsley said and her sister's attitude softened. Eileen headed upstairs to her room and the door slammed. Aynsley felt the old tension in her chest she always felt when she was with her mother or her sister. Like she was a giant disappointment. She sat without moving for nearly half an hour, just feeling the tension wash over her body. She wanted badly now to have a drink and considered checking the fridge for beer or cheap boxed wine. However, as she got up to check the door opened again.
This time it was Kendal, home from after school SAT practice that her mother had signed her up for. She rushed into the house, sobbing, but trying to do so quietly. She walked straight into the kitchen and then she noticed Aynsley standing in front of her and a look of absolute horror covered her face. She turned to walk away.
"Whoa there honey, what's wrong?"
"Nothing Aunt Aynsley," the girl said and wiped the tears away, "I knew my mom would be asleep now I didn't think you'd be home. I didn't mean to bother anyone."
"Kendal you didn't bother me," Aynsley said, feeling guilty that the girl had even considered this.
"Don't worry, I am fine."
"Come to my room sweetheart," Aynsley said in a soft, welcoming voice, "It is a safe place. Anything you say there to me absolutely stays in that room." The girl considered it for a moment, the tears still fresh in her eyes. Aynsley could see that Kendal both needed to talk but desperately didn't want to. It was a feeling she knew all too well. Finally, the girl nodded and they both walked over to the guest room. Kendal sat down on the bed and sat silently for a few moments. Aynsley decided to wait and let the girl begin when she felt comfortable.
Aynsley sat down on a chair next to the bed and leaned forward in an earnest fashion. She felt a bit ridiculous herself. It wasn't her nature to provide advice to anyone. Yet, from the moment she had seen her the day before, Aynsley had felt a special connection with this girl and felt that if anyone could help her, it was her aunt. Finally, after a few minutes, Kendal spoke.



"It's just sort of everything Aunt Aynsley," she said, sighing deeply.
"What do you mean sweetie?" Aynsley asked, brushing the hair out of her own face and smiling sweetly to the girl.
"Well first its school you know? I just go there and I feel like everyone sees right through me. I go into classes and it isn't like anyone is mean to me or teases me or anything. It's worse. I can't get anyone to talk to me or anything. I mean I know that most of it is my fault..."
"No. No it isn't your fault," Aynsley said, feeling her heart breaking.
"Yes it is Aunt Aynsley," Kendal said in an earnest and powerful voice, "I think that if I talked to people they wouldn't hate me. I might not be the most popular girl in school but I think I could make friends." Aynsley was confused.
"Then why not talk to people?"
"When I walk up to people I just sort of freeze up. I can't think of a word to say. I just sort of stammer a bit and then the people walk away. I could do it, but I can't get myself to do it," she said and then she began sobbing again. Aynsley put her arm around the girls shoulder and Kendal leaned into her, crying onto the sleeve of her aunt's black t-shirt.
"It's okay Kendal," she said, smoothing the girl's hair, "It isn't as easy as people think. I understand."
"Then I come home and it's like the same thing. My mother just sort of looks through me. The only time she talks to me is when she is yelling. It's like you were saying yesterday about your mom," Kendal said, real bitterness entering her voice now. The source of the girl's lack of confidence was quite clear to Aynsley now.
"Your mother loves you," she said, trying to come up with something, anything, to cheer her niece.
"I know," Kendal said, stopping her crying now, "She just doesn't have any clue how a girl like me needs to know about it." That hit Aynsley in the gut. She knew exactly what Kendal was talking about. She pulled the girl tighter in a hug. She just held her for a long while, letting the girl feel the love. She sensed the tension leave the girl's body and knew she was on the right track. She wanted to continue this path of relaxation and decided to change the subject.
"But you are so beautiful Kendal. I can't believe their aren't girls knocking down your door," she said smiling. Kendal giggled a little bit and then bit her lip.
"Lots of girls have asked me out on dates. Especially girls who haven't heard me bumble and sputter when I am talking," she explained, "But mom won't let me date." Aynsley winced. She wanted to keep conversation away from Eileen and anything negative. She changed her tone to a bit more conspiratorial clip. "Not until college."
"What class are you?" she asked. The young girl blushed and turned away, "Oh come on. You can tell me, I am your aunt!" Aynsley poked the girl playfully on the shoulder and she heard Kendal giggle.
"I don't know. Mom told me not to talk about that from the time I was a little girl," Kendal replied. Aynsley almost pulled her hair out of her head. She was tired of hearing about Eileen. She made an executive decision.
"It can't be any more embarrassing than me," she explained, "I am a C-Class. It's only like three and a half incheslong." Aynsley was very sensitive about her girldick. She often made lovers wait a dozen dates before she would show it to them. Most Hish's enjoyed a big cock for getting fuck with and a little one for sucking, but Aynsley took no solace from the fact that some people found it very sexy to have a small cock. She had always wanted a big one. She had thought it would give her confidence.
"I am an A-Class," Kendal said, with a little bit of confidence. She stopped there for a moment. Her aunt raised her eyebrows at her inquisitively, "Fine. It is about ten inches long." Aynsley couldn't believe what she was hearing. She thought that maybe the girl was pulling her leg, but she didn't even flinch.
"That is crazy!" she said finally and her jaw dropped. Kendal blushed and turned away, "No honey. Don't feel bad, believe me. I have never been with a girl that big. I have never heard of a girl that big. But it is a major fantasy of every girl I have ever met. If you want to be the most popular girl in school, you should stop wearing panties when you change in gym class," she said.
Aynsley couldn't believe that this delicate little girl had such a huge cock. She found herself fantasizing about what it would look like and feel like. She had to shake her head to get herself back into the moment.
"Are you serious?" the girl asked. She was surprised too. She figured she was a freak and that no one would ever want her except for maybe large, unattractive girls.
"Believe me," she said. She could almost feel Kendal smiling. They both were sitting on the bed now and considering this new information. Aynsley was more confused than she had ever been in her life and Kendal felt more confident. Suddenly the young girl was struck by an idea.
"Aunt Aysnley?" she asked in a soft, nervous voice.
"Yes dear," her aunt replied.
"What is the biggest person you have ever...been with?" she asked. Aynsley felt a chill run through her body. She loved to talk about sex and she was incredibly excited.
"Well I guess that is like two questions," she explained without pause. She didn't want the girl to think that it was in any way an inappropriate question, "You see there are two different ways I guess to have sex. Well I mean, more than two ways, but two main categories when you are considering size. There is vaginal sex and there is anal sex."
"Anal sex?" Kendal asked.
"Jesus Kendal," Aynsley said incredulously, "Your mother needs to back off a little bit and let you live. Vaginal sex, obviously, is when the girlcock goes in your pussy. Anal sex is when it goes up your ass."
"People like that?" Aynsley said, now it was her turn to be incredulous.
"It is an amazing feeling. Both of them. I really like it in my ass though. Don't knock it til you try it sweetie," Aynsley said, a bit defensively.
"Well how big?!" Kendal asked, bouncing on the bed with anticipation.
"I once took an 8 inch dick in my pussy. I took a 7 inch cock in my ass one time. I felt like that one was going to split me in half but it was amazing," she explained. She felt her asshole tingle even as she explained it. Suddenly she felt a bit nervous and looked at the clock. It was getting late.
"You mean I am way bigger?" Kendal asked, feeling excited now.
"Yes honey," Aynsley said, feeling like her whole body was on fire, "But it is late now and I need to get some sleep. Why don't we talk more when you get home from school tomorrow?" she suggested. She needed to get to bed. She didn't know where these sexual feelings were coming from, but they felt wrong on many different levels. Kendal looked a bit disappointed but she nodded her head.
"But Aunt Aynsley," she said suddenly, "I don't have school tomorrow. It is a teacher workday."
"Well then we can spend the whole day together," Aynsley said and found that she was already looking forward to it. Kendal was in a better mood now and she skipped out of the room.
"Good night. I am going to go right to sleep because I want it to be tomorrow. Love you Aunt Aynsley," Kendal said in a light hearted voice. Aynsley had a tough time falling asleep, but finally, she managed to do it.
The next morning she was awoken by a gentle knock on her door. She shook her head and realized that it was probably Kendal. "Come on in!" she said. Eileen walked in through the door. She looked flustered and unhappy.
"Watch Kendal for me," she ordered, "She didn't tell me she didn't have school and I don't want her home alone." Aynsley didn't care for Eileen's tone and she was still angry at her for making Kendal upset. She crossed her arms.
"I don't know," she said haughtily, "I was planning on going out of town to look for a job today." Eileen rolled her eyes but she knew she was caught. If she had to bring Kendal to work with her it would be a disaster. That girl was always so mopey and unhappy; it just made the day crawl by.
"Here is fifty bucks. Take her to the movies or, better yet, take her down to the beach and get a swim in or something," she suggested.
"And?"
"And I'll pay for you to go out to dinner or out on a date or something later this week after I get paid," she said desperately.
"Deal," Aynsley said and Eileen quickly dropped the cash on the table and left for work. Aynsley laughed to herself. She would've gladly done it for free. She went back to sleep for a few hours and then Kendal knocked on the door and woke her for good.
"Aunt Aynsley, are you up?" the girl asked, inching the door open slightly.
"Yes Kendal," She said, wiping the sleep from her eyes, "Want to go down to the beach?" she asked. Kendal smiled and laughed happily.
"I have to go get a bathing suit on," she said and rushed out. Aynsley got up and went to get her bathing suit as well. Within a few minutes they were cruising in Aynsley's tiny car on their way out to the beach. Kendal was wearing a pair of tight white shorts and a yellow tank-top over her bathing suit. Aynsley was wearing a black t-shirt and a red skirt. They listened to music and chatted sweetly for the five mile ride out to the ocean.
It was a bit of a chilly day and most people were at school or work for the day. When they closed the door to their cars and looked down at the ocean, there were only a few people down into the water. They trudged through the thick sand and made their way near the water.
"I used to swim down here in high school," Aynsley explained, "Follow me. I know a good spot." Kendal nodded and the two walked along the beach for a while towards a large cliff that jutted out into the water. Aynsley waded out into the water ankle deep and they both shivered as they walked out around the outside of the cliff. Finally, they rounded the corner.
There, they saw was Aynsley remembered from her wild high school days. Behind them was the cliff jutting out into the ocean that they had seen before. In front of them was a similar cliff. The two cliffs angled back from the water into a tight corner. There was essentially a small triangular shaped, smooth rocky area that was sunk deep into the cliffs and bounded by the ocean. It was supremely secluded, sunny, and quiet.
"This place is beautiful!" Kendal said as she spread her blanket out on the warm rock. Aynsley did the same. Aynsley slipped off her t-shirt and skirt and reveal a tight, black bikini underneath, also revealing her bellybutton stud. She felt the young girl's eyes on her body. Then Kendal started to slip out of her own clothes. She was wearing a red bikini that she had bought a year before but never worn. It was a bit small for her and her small breasts were pouring out the sides. Aynsley could clearly see the outline of the girl's massive cock inside the bottoms. She was shocked. The girl had not been lying.
They both lay down on their towels with their sunglasses on and soaked in the rays. They both fell asleep for a while and then Aynsley awoke when she felt the water rise to the point where it tickled her feet. She quickly stood and moved her towel back to the point where it would not be wet. She looked over at Kendal who was still sleeping, having placed her towel a little ways back.
Aynsley looked the girl all over and was surprised by how beautiful the girl looked. She noticed that something was strange and the almost immediately realized what it was. She looked over at her niece and saw that the tip of the girl's massive dick had slipped out of the ill-fitting bathing suit bottom. Aynsley was mesmerized. It was as though it had its own life force and was staring her down. It was circumcised and it had a big, pink tip, probably the size of a golf-ball. Only about two inches were poking out, but it was more than Aynsley could handle.
She got down on her hands and knees and started to crawl towards her young niece who remained completely asleep. Aynsley was right next to Kendal now and she could smell her light perfume. Her skin was so creamy and looked so soft. Aynsley wanted so badly to touch her. She looked at the penis. It was so gorgeous. Aynsley loved big cocks. She had a bit of a reputation as an easy chick if you were an A-class around Camelot. People knew that she would blow just about anyone.
Something caught her eye. A bit of string. She realized that the corners of Kendal's bikini were held together with drawstrings. She thought for a moment about what she was going to do. She had two conflicting feelings. She knew what her body wanted. Her mouth was watering, her pussy was tingling, and her asshole was trying to gape open to accept the tight little package into her body. On the other hand, she was related to this girl. Even with a massive cock, Kendal was still just a teen girl, just barely a woman. She agonized over her emotions for several minutes, but in the end, she was a slave to her body.
Aynsley took hold of the drawstrings on either side of Kendal's bikini and gently pulled. They untied easily and the material lay only loosely over Kendal's body. Aynsley paused now for a moment. Her heart was beating a million times a minute and her entire body felt tight and claustrophobic. Her hands were shaking as she gently lifted the fabric up and exposed her niece's massive cock.
The aunt gasped as she saw it. Kendal had clearly not been exaggerating. Coiled against the girl's body was a massive cock. Aynsley was very surprised by its obvious soft texture and uniform pink color. Aynsley wanted the cock so bad. She loved the way A-class cock's looked when they were limp. She had always wanted to suck off an impotent A-class Hish, just to feel the thick, soft flesh enter into her mouth and feel the cum shoot out of it like a fire hose into her throat.
Aynsley got down on her stomach between Kendal's legs, moving carefully so as not to disturb the girl. She placed her head on her hands and set her elbows on the rock beneath her body. Her face was just a few inches from Kendal's cock and she could smell the girl's musk. She breathed it in and tried not to moan out loud. Tentatively she moved her hand out and with two fingers, lifted the limp cock away from Kendal's body. She felt its weight in her hand and tried to control it as it immense weight flopped in her hand. Eventually she moved her two fingers up to just below the tip.
She was moving faster now, her body moving knowingly and skillfully. She always remembered why she loved being a slut when she was around a big dick. She opened her mouth now and took the massive head into her mouth. She loved the smooth feeling of the dome against her tongue. She turned her eyes upward and saw the small swell of her niece's breast and her angelic face, still sleeping deeply.
Aynsley started to feed the cock into her mouth, going deeper and deeper. Feeling the silky skin slide into her throat. Her body felt electric and all her senses were severely heightened. She closed her eyes and kept moving her head farther and farther down. She was uncontrollably rubbing her own cock against the flat rock she was laying on. She was so excited. She was grinding her hard cock on something hard and there was a dick in her mouth, she was in heaven.
Suddenly, the cock seemed to swell in Aynsley's mouth. She knew what was about to happen and she smiled to herself. This was her favorite part. Suddenly a thick load of hot sperm shot down into Aynsley throat. She was amazed by the amount. She started to inch the cock out of her mouth to avoid choking and the thick liquid filled her mouth. It was the consistency of honey and tasted salty and sweet. It was the most delicious thing Aynsley had ever tasted. She allowed it to fill her mouth and she swallowed it down quickly. It started to fill again and overflowed from her mouth and covered her bikini and breasts. Finally, at long last, the orgasm stopped and Aynsley swallowed again.
She sat for a moment and took in what had occurred. Suddenly, the gravity of what she had done hit her and her eyes flew open. The large, mournful eyes of her niece were staring at her in dumfounded disbelief. The girl was propped up on her shoulders and her chest was heaving from the exertions in her sleep.
"Aunt Aynsley?" The girl asked tentatively in a shaking voice. Aynsley decided not to look back for a second. Aynsley took the cock in her hand and finally took the tip out of her mouth.
"Just do what feels natural my beautiful girl," She said and the girl smiled nervously. Aynsley decided to act. She got up on her knees and reached behind her back an unhooked her bikini top. Next she flopped back on her butt and gently worked her bikini bottom off of her body. Her cock was hard and erect and she could see Kendal staring at it, "You want this?" she asked.
"Okay," Kendal said, biting her lip and giggling. The cock was tiny and Aynsley probably would've laughed if another girl wanted to fuck her with it, but Kendal was a virgin and it was just perfect for her. Aynsley inched forward on her knees and then draped herself over her niece. She felt the girl's massive, soft dick against her body. She leaned forward now, her breasts against Kendal's breasts. She looked deeply into the girl's eyes and kissed her on the lips. Kendal could taste her own cum on her aunt's mouth, and found that she liked it.
Aynsley continued to kiss the girl and they both were silent. Only the gentle crash of the surf against their tiny rock upset the total silence. Aynsley put her hands against the girl's hips. She carefully found her bearings and felt the tip of her tiny cock rub against Kendal's pussy. The girl shivered and was completely still.
"Breathe," Aynsley said and then slowly slid her cock in the girl. She felt the intense warmth on the inside of the girl's body. She felt the cum on her tits rub against the girl's bikini top, and mostly she felt with intense desire the large cock coiled against her stomach. Slowly she began to thrust her hips into Kendal's body. The girl moaned in a high pitched voice and Aynsley felt love. The girl was so cute, squirming on her back and enjoying the tiny cock spearing her insides.
They moved together in a slow, loving rhythm for several minutes. Kendal had her legs spread wide and her head rolled back against the rock with her eyes closed. Her hands were on Aynsley's wrists and her Aunt's hands were on Kendal's hips. Suddenly, Aynsley began to pump harder. She knew that she was about to cum and she could tell it was going to be intense. She closed her eyes and her whole body shook. She began to cum hard. Her entire body ached from it, her pussy and her asshole tightened as she shot her hot cum into Kendal's pussy.
"Put some in my mouth," Kendal said, surprising even herself, as she moaned loudly as the cock continued to slam into her. Aynsley felt a rush deep inside of her and liked this nasty side of her niece. It reminded her of herself in high school. Aynsley pulled the still cumming dick out of Kendal's body. It shot cum all over the girl's stomach and even as Aynsley stood and walked to Kendal's mouth, it shot cum on the girl's tits and face. Desperately, Kendal took the cock in her hand and guided it into her mouth. She sucked the last few drops of cum out of her Aunt's body, Enjoying the sweet flavor. Finally, Aynsley collapsed next to her niece, exhausted.
They lay there for a few moments, panting next to one another. They both felt a bit embarrassed now and neither wanted to break the silence. But they were still both very horny. They both knew what they wanted and after a few moments of recuperation, they began to move together as though there had been a plan. Kendal's cock was hard now and it was an amazing sight. It was now about as wide around as a Red Bull can. The girl sat down with her back against a rock.



Her aunt squatted on top of her and Kendal started to place the tip of her cock against her aunt's asshole. As a Hish, Aynsley's asshole was self-lubricating as a result of an extra gland. She was slippery wet as the tip touched her asshole. She tried to move quickly, to get the full brunt of the force. However, it was much larger than anything she had ever dealt with before. She grunted and groaned, stretched and ached in a way that she had not done since she was in high school. She felt her niece's hands on her hips, guiding her down so that the cock shoved deeper and deeper into her body. Aynsley felt like her whole body was being ripped in two. Kendal couldn't believe how amazing the inside of her Aunt's asshole felt. It was so smooth, warm, and soft. She knew that she wouldn't last for very long.
In only a few moments, Aynsley came first. She felt a ripple through her body and her small, erect cock was spurting more hot cum. Turning her Aunt into a sperm fountain sent Kendal over the edge. She thrust her cock up hard and Aynsley screamed so loud her voice cracked and she fell backwards in a faint. At this same moment, Kendal came, shooting hot thick ropes of cum into her aunt's ass.
They lay there for a long while. They were both very confused. It was as if the entire urge had come out of nowhere. But it wasn't leaving. They still desired one another, but it was different. They felt content now, as though something had been glued together permanently when they had been with one another. Neither could've articulated it in any fashion, but both understood it.
"Come away with me," Aynsley said, "don't go back home to your mother. Be mine"
"Okay," Kendal said quietly but with conviction. They packed up their things and dove into the ocean to clean themselves. When they got back to their car they headed for the opposite side of the island and never looked back.
The End
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Chapter 1: The De Luca Family
Janine De Luca was awakened by the horrible buzzing of her alarm clock and after a moment of disorientation she brought her hand down on the level with a crash and turned it off. She shook her head once or twice and then rubbed the sleep out of her eyes. She stretched her arms out and locked out all of her muscles and groaned. With her morning ritual over, she was able to hop out of bed and head to the shower. Janine passed herself in the mirror as she went and was, as usual, content with what she saw. She was 5'4, 125lbs and an absolute stunner. She had long, straight black hair that cascades over the Mediterranean olive skin of her shoulders. She had solemn gray eyes that flashed with intelligence. Her face was fiery and beautiful with large lips and a pixie nose. Her body was stellar, especially considering the fact that she was nearly 40 years old. She had perfectly proportions 36C breasts, well-built legs, and tight muscles on her butt and stomach. She judged success by the fact that her red rose tattoo on her hip was still the same shape it had been when she got it at age 15. All in all, she was quite proud of the way she looked and credited the fact that she was a nutritionist for her healthy, youthful look.
She finished her shower quickly and then got dressed for work and ran down the stairs. She was almost as proud of her home as she was of her body. It was a cute little Tudor house with five bedrooms and two and a half baths. She was so proud of herself for working hard being able to afford it on her own. She was especially proud of her little garden in the backyard and her meticulously cared for pool and Jacuzzi. She had everything she had ever wanted in her life. No things less than her four most precious objects which were in the kitchen now.
Janine was the mother of four and they were all sitting at the kitchen table with their places already set, just waiting for their mother to make some pancakes or French toast. She smiled when she came into the room. She was so proud of her girls. Young women really. They were all beautiful, smart, well-behaved, and yet independent and original. She still woke up some mornings and didn't believe that she had raised them herself from the very moment her youngest daughter was born.
"Hey mom! What are we having," her eldest daughter Jackie asked. Jackie was 22 years old and a junior in college. She was the vice president of her class and also the editor of the school paper. Despite this, she lived at home and commuted to school. She had dreams of being a big city news reporter and Janine didn't have the heart to tell her that there were going to be any city newspapers. Jackie didn't have the heart to tell her mother that she really wanted to be a political blogger. She was a stunningly beautiful girl and Janine was surprised that she went on so few dates. The truth was that Jackie was a little bit intimidating. She was taller than her mother at 5'6 and she was slim at 125lbs. She had blonde hair that was cut into a little pixie cut and blue eyes. Her skin was dark like her mother's but people still did not believe the platinum haired girl belonged to Janine. Jackie had a models body with small, 32-A breasts and slight, but definite curves. Jackie was very proud of her pierced ears and the small, diamond stud in her nose.
"I am thinking...Eggs and toast?" Janine offered and Jackie smiled. Janine and Jackie were a lot alike in many ways and they fought more than any of the others. But Janine would always have a special place in her heart for her first child.
"I hate eggs," Roseanna said and stuck out her tongue. Roseanna was one of Janine's twin daughters. Janine looked at her and couldn't do anything but shake her head and grin. Sometimes she just didn't understand the slightly older of her identical twins. Roseanna was, as Janine had been told by Jackie, "scene." This meant that she wore her long hair in a sort of large, well kempt pile that looked beautiful but was a bit scary. The roots were dark and the top was dyed blonde with baby blue highlights. It also meant that she was a bit morbid, wasn't involved in after school activities, and spend most of her time at rock shows fawning over the bass players. Janine sensed that this was a little bit of a rebellion, but she was willing to accept this over an early pregnancy any day. Roseanna was very short at 5'2 and slim at 115lbs. She had a compact, and curvy Italian body with 34-B breasts and big, muscular ass. She also had many piercings. She had one on her lip, one in her tongue, three in each ear, and one in each nipple that Janine didn't know about. She was 19 years old and at community college.
"Oh my god you aren't doing the vegan thing again!" her twin said, rolling her eyes. Rachel was the most buttoned down of all the De Luca women. Janine was constantly amazed by how different her two twins were but how they somehow managed to stay closer than any two people on earth. Rachel was everything that Roseanna wasn't. She was conservative, preppy, and had been a cheerleader in school. She had loved to go to football games and had been deeply involved in school activities and wanted desperately to date the quarterback. Now she was taking a little time off before going to college, she'd already been accepted to a prestigious out of state university. She had the exact same height and build as her twin, but her hair was cut in a long angled bob and was as black as Janine's. She refused to even have her ears pierced and called her twin, "pincushion." Like her twin she had a cute, angelic face and deep brown eyes.
The last girl was Tera, she was Janine's baby and everyone knew it. She had just reached adulthood and Janine was ecstatic that she had grown into possible her most beautiful daughter. She was a born athlete and was a member of the high school soccer team. She had long, straight black hair like her mother's but her skin was very fair. She now had the body of a woman and was actually taller than her two twin sisters despite the fact that she was 18. She was 5'3 and weighed 110 pounds. She had a slim body like her oldest sister with 30-A breasts and muscular, but beautiful legs. Janine had been worried for years about boys coming around for her, but felt relieved that Tera didn't seem to have a lot of interest.
"You are all just going to have to accept it," Janine explained as she got down on her knees and shuffled through her messy collection of pots and pans and finally found the griddle. She listened to the cheerful sound of her children talking to one another about their plans for the day. She was amazed every day by how well all of her girls got along. She had been terrified when they were growing up that got to be around this age, her house would be a pit of vipers, but that was hardly the case. It was a surprisingly happy and prosperous home, if everyone was a little too old to still be living there.
"Hey mom, don't forget that Jackie can't pick me up from practice," Tera said, pulling her hair back in a sporty ponytail, "I need you to get me at five." Janine kicked herself for not just breaking down and buying her youngest a car.
"Ok..." Janine said, running through the dozens of things she had to do in her mind, "I might be a couple of minutes late. No more than fifteen minutes,"
"Fine" Tera said and rolled her eyes. Her shoulders slumped as Janine placed an egg on the table in front of her. It wasn't all jolly, I guess. Eventually, all of the food was out of the table and everyone ate quickly and then wiped their mouths. Janine wished her girls happy days and then grabbed the keys to her car and headed out. Jackie, Rosanna, and Tera headed off to their respective schools, and Rachel went to her new temporary job. Janine took a few minutes for herself and sat in at the kitchen table amongst the pile of dirty dishes and drank a cup of coffee.
She eventually sighed and hoisted herself up from her chair and headed to the door. It was a quick ride to work and Janine liked the way it made her feel like she was easing her way out of her homework and into the work world. She was a little bit early that day, but she knew it was going to be hectic. Janine worked for a major insurance company and sometimes it made her feel guilty. She didn't like some of the things that her company did, but she felt like the work that she did was admirable. When a patient went in for any sort of medical procedure they would invariably be weighed. If the insurance company found out that they were morbidly obese, they would hand the file to Janine. It was her job to contact the customer and try to convince them to change their ways. It saved the insurance company money if Janine could design a program to keep the patient on track and it could help save the patient's life. So while Janine felt queasy when she had to tell people who she worked for, she was proud when she got to tell them what she did.
Janine had been right about that day. It was incredibly hectic. The company had recently been reorganized due to a merger with a rival insurance company and she now found that she had twice as many patients and twice as many bosses. It had been what Janine lovingly referred to as a "gigantic pissing contest" ever since the merger as the rival managers tried to stake out territory in the company (or hide from responsibility) and Janine felt lost in the shuffle. Every day felt like she was being told a hundred different things to do and some of the things contradicting other things which she was required to do. The only thing that kept her going was the knowledge that if she did her job right, she was really making a difference in someone's life.
The nature of Janine's job was such that she worked primarily alone each day. There weren't any other nutritionists at her location and she didn't have a secretary. She was usually too busy to feel lonely, but sometimes at life that realization would strike home and she would remember that if it weren't for her girls there would be no one in her life. She hadn't dated in years and while her life felt complete in many ways, she would sometimes think about love and romance and feel a little bit defeated. Soon they'd all be gone and she'd be alone.
After work Janine almost forgot that she had to pick her daughter up from practice and nearly made it all the way back to her home before she turned around and headed towards the school. Tera looked angry when she got there. She had her soccer ball propped saucily on her hip and she was staring at her mother.
"You're late," Tera said, whipping her ponytail around as she flopped into the car with her dirty cleats.
"I know honey," Janine said, "I am sorry. I told you that I might be late."
"You forgot, Rachel or Roseanna told you about it when you got home or something huh?" Tera asked and stared out the window, pointedly not looking at her mother.
"I can honestly say that is not the case, why didn't you just get a ride with a friend?" Janine said, realizing she had missed this prediction by only a few short seconds.
"Because you said you'd be here, and I am not rude. If I said I'd be here, I'd be here," Tera said. Janine didn't feel like fighting.
"Come on, its Taco night. I know it's your favorite. No one else likes it as much as you," Janine said, attempting to change the subject.
"Okay," Tera said and smiled, she wasn't a little girl anymore, she got over these little things faster, not like a teen. She was a woman. That was one thing that Janine knew for a fact, there was little that could really get to her youngest daughter and when it did she was able to get over it quickly and smile.
They both walked into the house a few minutes later and the twins were already getting dinner together. Jackie arrived a few minutes later and Janine's favorite part of the day commenced. The whole family would prepare the dinner together and then they would sit down at the table and talk and eat and Janine would feel whole in a way that she never imagined that she would have in her life.
Finally, the girls would go their separate ways to do homework, watch TV, hang out with friends, or talk on the phone. Generally Janine would finish up any of her work on her laptop and try to convince at least one of her daughters to watch TV with her or go for a run. Generally she was successful with the former, but less so with the latter. As the sun finally fell behind the trees in the De Luca family backyard, everyone would make their way up to their various rooms (Only Rachel and Roseanna had ever shared space but once they got to high school, Roseanna had moved to a room in the attic to gain privacy) and go to bed for the night. Little did Janine know that the peace that settled on her home that night would be short lived and something new, wild, and perhaps more wonderful would be rising with the sun.
Chapter 2: An Old Secret, Nearly Revealed
The next day began largely the same, with the same morning routine and the trip into work. However, things changed from there. It was one of the most stressful days at work Janine could remember. It just seemed like the work had piled up behind her back and she now found herself surrounded by tasks that she hadn't even remembered starting, but which now needed to be finished. She spent most of the morning on the phone with customers who seemed either distracted or angry, all the while fighting off constant memos from her various bosses regarding new issues. Further, she had forgotten to schedule a yearly performance review session and she was now in a good deal of trouble and was probably going to have to come in on a weekend to begin the process. She felt downright tired by the end of the day and felt like she was already sleeping as she drove towards home.
Janine felt the stress of the day gnawing at her as she ate her dinner with the girls. She heard them talking and enjoying themselves, but couldn't manage to get into it herself. She didn't think that the girls noticed, but they were so in-tuned with her behavior that they could tell she had a bad day and that another one was on the way. They pretended like nothing was wrong because this was what their mother would prefer that they do. Minimize the stress and help her to relax.
That night, after dinner, Janine went up to her room immediately and had a plan to relax. She was generally a shower person as she was very busy and because she liked to do it early in the morning, before she went to work. However, sometimes she felt that the best way to relax was to fill the tub up almost all the way to the brim and lay back in the water for a while. She had been imagining it almost from the moment she got to work that day and it was basically the only thing keeping her going.
Because Janine never worked outside of the office on Tuesdays, she was allowed to dress very casually on those days. She removed her t-shirt, bra, and blue jeans and then slipped off her panties while the water slowly inched its way up to the top of her claw foot tub. The water was steaming up the mirror and Janine was starting to feel better already. She was surveying the bath when she noticed a box of bubble bath that one of her daughters had gotten her for Mother's Day. She usually just like a normal bath, but on a whim today she decided to pour in a large batch of the bubble bath. Quickly, the water got frothy and white and before she knew it she was ready.
She eased herself into the water and gasped at how good it felt. She heard herself humming contentedly without even realizing she was doing it. She sat in the tub for five minutes without even moving, just breathing in the smell of the bubble bath and the steam. She had by now completely forgotten all of her problems from the day and was even looking forward to getting to work the next day and setting everything straight.
She was thinking about the trip she needed to make that week. She had to go to her daughter's father's house, to drop off her twins. Neither of them had a car yet, and Jackie wasn't going to drive them. They wanted to see him before Rachel went away for college and things got more complicated.
It was just when she was about to fall asleep that the door to her bathroom was flung open and Rachel stomped into the bathroom with an angry look on her face. Rachel was a very sweet girl but sometimes she was very self-absorbed. She had already forgotten her mother's earlier unease was completely caught up in her new problem. Janine felt her blood run cold as her daughter barged into the bathroom.
"Rachel! What are you doing in here?" Janine said, shaken. She was thanking God a hundred times a minute that she had put the bubble bath into the tub.
"Jackie," Rachel said, dramatically flinging herself down onto the toilet lid and putting her hands in her face. Janine slouched down in the bathtub and tried to get her thoughts in order.
"What about her?" she finally managed to blurt out.
"Her friend Dennis, you know him," Rachel said, sitting up and talking with her hands. Janine nodded, "Well he asked me out, and I think he is really cute."
"Okay," Janine said without moving.
"Well," Rachel said, standing up and pacing around the room, "Jackie says that she doesn't want me to go out with him and she also said that she doesn't want me to go out with her and her friends all the time at her school. She doesn't have any reason. He is a really nice guy. She is just being a bitch to me and I really don't like it."
"What do you want me to do sweetie?" Janine said, "You girls are adults, you have to figure your own things out now."
"MOM!" Rachel said and flung herself down on the toilet again.
"What?" Janine said, feeling claustrophobic and annoyed.
"I just want you to talk to her and get her to change her mind about this. It isn't fair, like you said we're adults I can choose to date whoever I want to date," Rachel said, suddenly realizing how uncomfortable her mother was.
"Okay sweetie. I promise I will talk to her. I will do it tomorrow after work or something. I just...had a bad day today. Would you mind just letting me sit in the tub for a while?" Rachel was feeling a bit embarrassed now and she was placated by her mother's promise.
"Sorry mom. Thanks," she said sheepishly.
"I am not upset," Janine said, feeling a bit guilty now, "I am just tired."
"It's okay," Rachel said, standing up and heading for the door, "Just don't forget to talk to Jackie for me okay?" she asked and Janine nodded her head once more. Rachel closed the bathroom door and Janine heard the bedroom door close as well and Janine was certain she was alone again. She sat for a while and then let out a sigh of relief. That had been much too close.
Janine shivered as the water had lost its intense warmth and she wasn't really in the mood for a soak anymore. She pulled herself up out of the tub. The water dripped off of her chin and down her thin, elegant neck. She stood up and stepped out of the shower and looked at herself in the mirror. She smiled at her pretty face, her perky breasts, and her flat stomach. She ran her hands along her tanned legs. Then she stopped and looked concerned. There, between her legs was her five inch cock. The little secret in her life that she had barely kept from Rachel. She sighed with relief, but it was a short-lived relief. Within 24 hours her secret would be out.
Chapter 3: Janine's Cock
Janine got dressed and went downstairs. She felt more in control now that she had her clothes on. She even felt good. She had come face to face with one of her greatest fears and had managed to avoid a disaster. She walked into the kitchen and saw Tera and Jackie playing cards at the table. She smiled to herself. Her twin daughters Rachel and Roseanna were easily very close as is the nature of twins. Often times they were so close that the other two felt left out. As a result, Jackie and Tera had developed a very close and special bond despite the fact that they were separated in age by four years. When the twins went to go do something and Tera felt left out, Jackie would go to her youngest sister and get her out of the house. It worked out very well and it made Janine very proud of her eldest daughter. Jackie had just won a hand when Janine went into the kitchen. She was smiling and looked beautiful.



"Jackie," Janine said and the girl turned to her and looked expectedly, "I need to talk to you about two things."
"Sure mom, what's up?" Jackie asked. She was the most helpful of all of Janine's daughters, despite their conflicts.
"First, the easy thing, you sure you can't take your sisters to your dad's place?"
"No, please no," Jackie groaned.
"Okay, then can you watch the house on Friday when I am driving them up? Your dad will be bringing them back on Sunday and I will be back late of Friday night probably. It will just be a couple of hours really."
"Sure," Jackie said, "We can figure out something to do," she said and then dealt another hand out to Tera.
"Hey, it was my turn to deal," Tera said. Tera was a born competitor. And a win isn't as sweet if it isn't done by the book. Jackie was the only person who could put up with the stickler in her sister.
"What was the other thing," Jackie said, silently collecting the cards back together and handing the whole deck to Jackie.
"Rachel," Janine said, raising her eyebrows. Jackie rolled her eyes and stared blankly and angrily at her mother. This had the potential to be a knock down drag out and Janine wasn't in the mood, "Alright listen, I didn't ever tell anyone who they could date. I think I was pretty good about that with you wasn't I? I was never the overbearing mother who said 'no you can't date' was I?"
"No," Jackie said, softening a little.
"With that said, I am not going to tell you that you have to let your sister date your friend. I just think that maybe you should think about it," Janine said and let it go at that. Jackie didn't say anything, but Janine could tell that she had had the desired result on her daughter. She was thinking about it at least.
With that, Janine felt back in control. She largely forgot about the incident that had occurred earlier. She felt clean from her bath and relaxed as she watched TV and rapidly fell asleep. The next day went better as well. She was able to schedule her performance review during the week and smoothed things over with her supervisor. She was able to finish up a few small jobs and managed to avoid getting anything new. She even got the chance to go for a run during her lunch hour.
She got back home and all of her children were home. She wanted to ask about the date situation, but decided that it was probably best to ignore it unless it reared its ugly head and forced her to act. She was excited because the twins had decided to cook dinner that night. The only thing they knew how to cook was pizza, but they were very good at it and Janine was excited. They made a healthy pizza with vegetables and olive oil. Janine went for a swim after dinner and felt a hundred percent better than she had after work the day before. She stayed up late that night to watch a movie, long after the girls had gone to bed and she felt very relaxed as she jumped into bed for the night.
She was feeling so good that night that she started to feel something that she didn't experience that often. She started to feel a bit excited and felt blood rushing to certain parts of her anatomy. A myriad of ill-defined and transient fantasies flitted through her mind and finally she realized that she wanted and needed some relief. As the idea of sex was so foreign to her now as to be completely absent from her brain, the first thing she thought of was to get naked in her bed and play with herself.
She was wearing a pair of pajama pants, a thong, and a small black tank top, as was her normal bed time clothing choice. She quickly slipped off her pajama pants and threw them onto the floor. She stood up from her bed and turned the lights out. This was not a completely abnormal behavior for Janine and she had myriad of candles placed around the room and as she walked around the bed she light each one of them and breathed in their smell. She slinked back to her bed, catching a glimpse of herself in the mirror and feeling quite sexy.
She sat down on her bed and quickly removed her tank top. She felt her breasts bounce as they were freed from the shirt and she looked down on them. She was immensely proud of her breasts. She had medium sized, pink areolas and long nipples. The breasts themselves were teardrop shaped and completely perfect in every way. Janine slowly took her breasts in either hand and squeezed them gently. She felt a tingle go through her body, the excitement of contact. She continued to gently knead her breasts, while leaving her nipples alone. After teasing herself for a long period of time in this way, she gently took each nipple between her thumbs and forefingers and gently twisted them. She moaned and arched her back into the feeling, closing her eyes and smiling. She started to pull and tug on the nipples harder.
She felt her cock getting harder, filling with blood and she felt her hips moving in rhythmic fashion completely on their own accord. She was moaning louder now and she knew that she was reaching a peak of excitement. She took her hands from her breasts and frantically removed her panties. Her cock was a full, hard 5-inches now. It was a small, cute thing, completely waxed and delicate even when hard. She rubbed her breasts a few more times, feeling the exquisite naughtiness of feeling her breasts while staring at her cock. Finally, she snaked her right hand down her body and cupped her hairless testicles. She rubbed them softly, feeling the delicious pain of her balls tightened in her hand. After a few moments and moved her hand up, sliding it over her shaft. She held it loosely, letting her hand glide over the cock, without tugging it hard.
She started to move her other hand now, spreading her legs and releasing her breasts. She brought her left hand down now and started to slowly and softly stroke her cock with it. She turned now and reached into the bureau next to her bed. She reached inside and pulled out a small object. In her hand was a small vial of lube. She squirted some of it into her right hand.
With her left hand she again began to stroke her cock. Her right hand she placed against her anus. Her legs were spread now and she rubbed the lube gently against her asshole. It felt cool against her body and she felt a sexy shiver. Touched her balls with her lubed hands and giggled to herself. She continued to stroke her cock and circled her anus with the fingers on her right hand. Slowly she began to work the fingers into her anus. She groaned deeply as her index finger carefully poked its way into her asshole. She stroked more softly now, focusing her attention on her asshole. She pushed the finger farther and deeper, moving it in and out to keep it well lubed. Slowly, but surely, she was able to insert her index finger completely into her asshole. She worked it back and forth. Janine moaned and thrust her hips forward as she did.
A small drip of pre-cum swelled out of the tip of her cock. Janine swiped it up with her index finger and plunged the salty liquid into her mouth, moaning and sucking on the finger. She always loved the taste of her own cum. It turned her on just to taste it. As she did this, she felt a wild streak run through her. The taste of her cum always excited her and made her wild. She decided to act boldly. She moved down and started to stroke her cock again and as she did this she shoved another finger, her middle finger, deep into her ass. The abrupt action was a bit painful and Janine bit her lip and moaned as she started to stroke the slick, wet inside of her asshole. She was stroking hard now and she felt like she was about to cum. She opened her mouth, hoping she was horny enough to shoot her cum all the way to her mouth.
"Mom, I forgot to ask what time we were going to Dad's..." She heard a voice say and Janine quickly turned and looked at the door. Roseanna was standing in front of her in her pajama pants and band t-shirt, staring wide-eyed as her mother stroked her cock and push her fingers into her ass, "Nevermind," the girl said after a minute and then quickly ran out of the room. Janine felt her cock quickly go limp and she pulled her fingers out of her asshole. She lay on her bed for a moment and her mind was reeling. She had no idea what she needed to do. Her mind was jumbled from the pleasure she had been feeling and her daughter's sudden appearance had only increased it. All she knew was that her greatest fear had been realized. One of her daughters and learned her greatest secret. She was terrified she had lost one or all of her children's affections forever.
Suddenly, she sprang into action. She felt like crying but she wouldn't let herself do it. There was too much to do. She quickly picked her pajama pants up off of the floor and slipped them on. She frantically searched around her bed until she found her tank top. She put it on quickly, realized that it was on backwards and fixed it, and then rushed barefoot out of her room. The hallway was quiet and all of the doors were closed and the lights behind them were off. This was a good sign. It meant that Roseanna had run to her room in the attic, rather than to one of her sister's rooms. Janine walked down the hall and up the stairs to the attic.
She was not surprised to find that the door was closed and that the light behind the door was on. Janine stood outside of the door for a moment and tried to think. She didn't know what she was supposed to do. This was not the sort of thing that happened in a normal family and she had no guide as to what she was going to say to her daughter. She decided she would just knock on the door and do what she could as the moments passed. She knocked on the door. And nothing happened. She stood for a few moments and then she knocked again, a little harder this time.
"Who is it?" a voice asked which was high and nervous, not the voice that Roseanna normally used, instead the voice she used when she was a scared little girl.
"It's your mother," Janine said through the door, putting her face almost against the wood.
"Really?" Roseanna said sarcastically and angrily from behind the door and Janine winced as though she had been punched in the gut. "Sorry," the voice said shortly thereafter.
"It's okay. It's very confusing. Can I come in?" Janine asked, holding tears back with a Herculean effort. Roseanna didn't answer, but suddenly the door opened and a thin sliver of light leaks out of the room and splashed across Janine's face. She sighed a bit, it is a start. She heard a patter and when she opened the door fully, she saw that Roseanna has quickly run back to her bed and pulled her covers up to her chin.
Roseanna's room was a strange place, even to Janine. The girl liked to keep the room very dark and despite the fact that the little attic room had four windows on three different walls, she kept them closed. There were red and black curtains hung all over the room and the floor was hardwood and stained a dark brown color. The only furniture was a large, queen sized bed, a desk, a set of drawers, an end table, a wooden chair, and a floor lamp with a yellow bulb. The overheard lamp with the ceiling fan had only a black light in the socket.
The floor lamp was on as Janine entered. Roseanna was framed by the posts of her elegant bed and covered by her blood red comforter. The girl's eyes looked huge and confused. Janine walked carefully over to the bed and she felt Roseanna looking at her and it made her blush. She felt like she was still naked with her cock hard and her fingers in her ass. She could tell that Roseanna was thinking the same thing. Janine moved more quickly and grabbed the chair from the corner and set it next to Roseanna's bed and sat down and looked at her daughter.
They were silent for a while and they both felt the tension mounting. Janine didn't know what to say but she felt it was up to her to begin, "I want you to know that I love you and your sister's more than anything in the world," she said and felt a tear roll down her cheek and onto the red comforter.
"I love you too...Mom," the girl said. Janine looked up and smiled. She saw her daughter's smiling face looking at her and they hugged. Janine knew that this was not over, but she knew that her daughter still loved her and she knew she could deal with whatever else came.
"I am sorry if I scared you," Janine said, feeling guilty about the trauma she had put her child through.
"No...I don't know," Roseanna said, "I am not really scared. I guess. Just confused. I mean..."
"I am your mother, I am a woman, I was born a boy with all boy parts but I have been a woman since I was born. I have looked like this since I was sixteen years old," she said, throwing the words out so fast that they felt like they were falling over themselves. She didn't realize how much tension her secret caused her until they came falling out of her mouth.
"But you can't be..." Roseanna started.
"I am really and truly your parent," Janine explained and Roseanna seemed to instantly grasp what this means.
"Who is Dad?" She asked next. Janine hadn't expected this question next, but realized that it naturally led to where they were going.
"He is the brother of your birth mother," Janine explained. It was so hard to talk about. Janine had only ever loved one person in her life, "she died when Tera was being born. Her name was Ella. I loved her very much." Janine said and she wanted to cry. It was horrible to have loved someone the way she loved Ella and then been compelled to keep her entire existence a secret for 18 year.
"Who was she?"
"She was a beautiful girl, a girl I met at college. We were sorority sisters together and she found out about my secret and loved me anyway. We wanted to live together and have children and so we started down that road. Then she died. I knew that with her I had the strength to raise you as I was, but without her I was alone. Her brother, your 'dad' and I decided that I would raise you as a single mother and we would pretend that we had been married and divorced. He was the only person who still supported Ella when she chose to be with me. He is an incredible and decent man and you will continue to call him your father if you have any love for either of us." Janine felt strange now, unburdening herself. She couldn't even meet her daughter's eyes.
"You are such a beautiful woman though," Roseanna said, "all the boys I know always say how hot my mom is. It's just strange. You are like my model of what it means to be feminine. You are just such a perfect woman I can't imagine that you were born differently"
"I am still your mother," Janine explained and then smiled, "And I am still hot." Roseanna laughed and smiled too. The room felt considerably lighter now that the secret was out in the open. She felt touched by her daughter's words and felt that maybe they were even closer than before.
"I don't care about anything else mom. I know you are a woman and I know you are my mom. I know why you lied to me. I am not angry or anything. I was just confused. Now I know so I am not upset anymore," Roseanna said, almost to herself rather than to Janine. She was proud of her daughter, it felt good to see her grappling with issues and coming to her own conclusions. She was becoming quite a woman.
"So you like women?" Roseanna said and Janine almost laughed, it was such a strange question. She had never even considered romance since the death of Ella. She didn't know if she liked anyone.
"I have been with both men and women. I only ever loved Ella, but I have been with anyone since she died. I don't think I could ever be with a man again," she explained, feeling strange with her frankness.
"I don't know what I like. Sometimes I think I only like girls. Honestly. Sometimes I think I like both. I don't know," Roseanna said matter-of-factly. Janine was surprised by the girl's frankness.
"Are you..." She said, suddenly realizing that she might have a small problem on her hands.
"Sexually Active? No," Roseanna explained, "I have never seen anyone naked in real life in a sexual way. I am just talking about what I feel. Like that guy Dennis or Dale or whatever that Rachel wants to date. He does nothing for me. But the lady at the 7-11, she makes me excited. I can't explain it." It was like a wall had broken down between them and this gave them the ability to talk to one another.
"I don't know dear," Janine said, "I can't make this any easier for you. All I can say is that anything you do is fine by me. I love you and always will." The girls sat quietly for awhile and smiled at one another. They giggled uneasily and they knew that they were going to be alright, but didn't know where to go from there.
"Well, I guess I am going to go to bed," Janine said, "but I want you to do me a favor and not tell your sisters or anyone else about this. I know it isn't really fair, but I want to keep my secret to as few people as possible."
"Well I won't tell anyone Mom," Roseanna said, "But don't go yet." Roseanna was shifting uncomfortably in her bed and Janine was concerned. She sat back down in her chair and crossed her legs. She looked at her daughter with concern.
"What is it honey?" she asked.
"Can I see it," she says abruptly. Roseanna is blushing even as she asks it, but she is intensely curious. So curious that she can't bear not to ask, even if it means intense embarrassment and rejection. Janine was shocked and a bit confused. However, she was surprised to find herself a bit excited. She looked at her daughter and was ashamed to say that she felt a bit of desire in her body for Roseanna. She was a gorgeous girl and she was obviously interested. It was a horrible and shameful feeling for a mother to feel for her daughter, but Janine couldn't deny it. Nor could she ignore the obvious sexually curiosity in her daughter's eyes.
"I don't think that is a good idea," Janine said in a quiet, choked voice. She was staring into her daughter's eyes and they both felt something changing. And both of them liked it.
"I look at transsexual porn on the internet," Roseanna said abruptly, looking at her mother without moving. Janine was shocked, "I am not lying. It is everything that I want. It has the softness and the beauty of a woman. The breasts and the lips, but it has the cock that I think I want too." the open way she was talking excited Janine more. She wanted her daughter now. Wanted her badly.
"Are you serious?" was all she could manage to say. She stood up from the seat and felt like she was floating above her body. She was looking at her daughter's hair and her breasts as they heaved against the tank top she was wearing.
"Yeah," Roseanna breathed.
"Okay," Janine said, almost panting now. She quickly threw off her tank top although she could not explain why. The air was cold on her nipples and she felt them harden. Her daughter's eyes were on them. She carefully pulled down her pajama pants. Her cock was still soft and it flopped easily out of her pants and bounced against her legs. Roseanna looked at her mother's cock and smiled. She leaned in so that her face was only a few inches from it.
"It's very pretty," she said, lifting her eyes to see her mother.
"Thanks," Janine said. She could smell her daughter's perfume now. She found it quite sexy and she felt a bit of a rush in her head. She could see her daughter's cleavage now and it aroused her. She knew that before long she was going to have an erection. When her daughter breathed out and she felt the warm air of Roseanna's exhalation on her cock, it started to harden. Slowly, but surely, it filled and became quite erect. In a few moments, Janine was rock hard.
"Oh my God," Roseanna said, peering closer, "It is so hot," she said and Janine felt her knees get weak. Roseanna knew she was in charge now. She knew the effect she was having on her mother. She also knew she had her greatest fantasy turning into butter in front of her. She had always been attracted to her mother, she had known it was wrong but she thought Janine was gorgeous and feminine. She was also highly attracted to transsexual women. She hadn't been lying to her mother, she spent hours on the internet, combing through erotic pictures of gorgeous women with big dicks. She couldn't believe that her two taboo fantasies had so perfectly dovetailed together.



Janine's eyes were closed and she was gently biting her own fingers. Roseanna decided to act now, while the opportunity still existed. She closed her own eyes and opened her mouth. She stuck her tongue out quickly and licked the tip of her mother's cock. Janine shook all over and wished to yell out in protest but her throat locked up and she needed all her strength to stay on her feet. Roseanna opened her mouth and started to gently take the cock into her mouth. The skin was smooth and salty and she loved the taste. She started to gently bob her head onto the cock, sucking it gently and tasting and smelling the full experience of her mother. She let the cock slide out of her mouth slowly, bouncing the cock on her tongue as she did so.
She moved her mouth down along the bottom of the penis, sucking gently on the urethra and swirling her tongue. She was soon at the base of the cock and she started to carefully suck on her mother's balls. Janine was breathing heavily and had begun to knead her breasts. Her mind was completely blank at this time. Later she would remember the rest of the evening completely but she was not in control of her faculties from that point forward.
Roseanna stopped sucking on the balls and gave them a quick kiss and then squeezed them lovingly. She knew what she needed now. She sat back on the bed and pulled her shirt up over her head, letting her breasts fall out and free. She had small, pink nipples and perfectly shaped breasts. Janine was amazed at how beautiful her daughter was. She climbed onto the bed to watch her daughter disrobe, sitting with her knees and shins on the bed and her hard cock facing her daughter. Roseanna hooked her fingers into her pajama pants and quickly slipped them off. Janine gasped. Her daughter was gorgeous. She had soft, white skin, and she was completely clean shaven, just like her mother. Janine would be upset the next day when she realized that her daughter's nipples were pierced, but she was too aroused at this point to this it was anything but beautiful.
Roseanna leaned back on the bed against her pillow. She spread her legs wide and exposed her pink pussy. Janine could see that her daughter was dripping wet and she could also tell that she had a hard, pink clit. She felt like she was being drawn into her.
"Fuck me," Roseanna said in sexy, husky voice. It was all that Janine needed. Roseanna didn't even know where the word had come from. She knew that she had wanted it, she was positive. But it wasn't really a conscious thought that she needed to lose her virginity to her transsexual mother. But here she was, growling out her desire. And as she saw her mother inching towards her on the bed, she knew that she hadn't been mistaken.
Janine crawled forward on the bed on her hands and knees. She could smell Roseanna as she got closer, a mixture of teenage perfume and pussy that made the mother's head swim. Slowly she reached the point where her hands were next to Roseanna's hips and Janine leaned forward and gave her daughter a kiss on the lips. It was unlike any kiss they had ever shared before. Janine felt the moisture of her daughter's mouth and opened her own to allow Roseanna's tongue into her own mouth. She bit it playfully and then heard Roseanna giggle. Janine broke the kiss and moved her mouth down her daughter's body, kissing as she went. Finally she reached the girl's nipples and hungrily took them into her mouth. She sucked on Roseanna's nipples gently, playing with them with her tongue and nibbling them with her teeth. The girl writhed and moaned under her.
Janine was aware that her cock was aching to cum. She had been near cumming earlier in the night when she had been masturbating and now here she was again, more horny than she had been before and with a willing pussy under her body. She put her hands on Roseanna's hips and moved her own down. She felt her penis rub against the skin above Roseanna's pussy and heard the girl moan. Slowly she guided the cock until it was at the opening of Roseanna's pussy. She opened her eyes now and saw Roseanna staring at her. The girl was biting her lip and staring lecherously at her mother. She nodded her head at Janine.
Slowly, Janine began to press her rock hard cock into Roseanna's body. Janine had nearly forgotten how amazing it felt as she slowly dipped her dick into her daughter's tight, wet hole. The girl stared intently at Janine as she labored but she did not say a word. Janine was moaning softly, enjoying the way the cunt slipped over her and hugged her cock tightly, she felt the girl's muscle involuntarily trying to milk the cum out of her balls. She pushed harder and farther and she heard Roseanna give a little shrieked, but she pressed further.
Roseanna's mouth was open and she was moaning loudly now, she looked like she had a mixture of pain and pleasure mixed all over her face. Finally, Janine's cock was completely in her daughter. They were panting now and staring into each other's eyes. Roseanna moaned and Janine giggled. Slowly, Roseanna began to rock her hips into her mother's cock. Janine decided not to move. The pleasure was too intense. Roseanna slowly rocked from her back, pushing the cock in and out of her pussy. She hooked her legs behind her mother's back and pulled her in tighter. Their breasts pressed together and they were both impressed with the pleasure they felt as their nipples rubbed together.
Janine started to work with Roseanna's rhythm now, pushing her cock in as her daughter thrust up. They quickly built their speed, fucking hard and faster. They kissed. The action was getting feverish now. Roseanna and Janine were bouncing around the bed and they were both secretly thankful that their loud cries were muffled by the attic's thick walls and floor. Suddenly, Roseanna felt a warmth grow inside of her. She had masturbated to an orgasm many times in her life, but nothing she had ever done compared to this. As her mother continued to thrust her hot cock into her daughter's dripping cunt, Roseanna burst into orgasm, moaning and shaking all over. The pleasure moved as a wave from her hips, rippling out all over her body. She thrust several more time and then fell limp.
Janine fell on top of her, both panting. Roseanna was numb with pleasure and confusion and she laughed as she kissed her mother. She felt a kind of contentment she would learn came with sex, but which she had never felt before. They lay for awhile, tangled up in each other, Janine's still horny cock buried in her daughter's body.
Janine began to feel that her erection was unbearable. She slowly started to thrust her hips again. Her daughter, though tired, was not uninterested. She moved her hips as well, more slowly and sensually now. They moved in a slow, steady pace. They kissed each other and held it for long periods of times, their arms around one another. It was a calmer, more tranquil kind of lovemaking.
"Are you on any birth control?" Janine asked as she felt something building in her loins. Roseanna paused for a moment.
"You know we all are," she said and kissed her mother, "But I forgot to take mine the last couple of days." Janine kissed back, but felt that something as imminent. She suddenly, pulled her cock from her daughter's body. She had done so just in time. She felt a sudden rush move through her. It was warm and it was intense and it was magical. Completely different from 18 years of masturbation and abstinence.
Janine had always ejaculated large amounts. However, the bizarre nature of the evening exacerbated the situation. She suddenly came in a gigantic torrent. Large, thick, rope-like shots of cum burst out of her cock and she felt her balls seize. It was so intense that she felt her anus clench on it own. The cum shot out of her cock and landed on her daughter. It hit her stomach, tits, neck, and some even hit Roseanna on the chin.
Roseanna giggled at first while her mother slumped into a stupor. Roseanna was excited. With her forefinger she carefully scooped the hot, thick cum of her neck and chin and carefully lifted it. It was pearly and thick on her finger and she fastidiously placed it into her mouth. It was salty and coated her tongue, she liked the way it felt when she swirled it around in her mouth. She closed her eyes and breathed in, aerating the cum so she could taste it better. She was really enjoying herself when she felt a warm, wet feeling on her stomach. Her eyes fluttered open and she saw Janine, lapping at her stomach, sucking the warm cum into her mouth. She felt like she was going to cum again as her mother slowly and easily collected all of the cum from her body. Taking it in from her stomach, and drinking it out of her bellybutton. She was especially impressed with the way it felt when her mother ate her own cum off of her nipples. Her whole body was electric.
Finally Janine moved her way to Roseanna's mouth and they kissed again. They could taste Janine's cum on their breath and lips and they sucked each other in. Janine put her arms around her daughter and they held each other closely. Janine felt an odd sense of relief and a refreshing closeness to the daughter who she always found to be the most mysterious. They pulled each other under the covers, but continued to hold each other and kissed intermittently. Slowly, the realization of what happened began to dawn on Janine and she was both excited and terrified.
"Remember, this is our secret," Janine said, feeling a bit nervous now.
"I know," Roseanna said and yawned. They kissed again and shortly, they were asleep. Janine awoke early and slipped out of her daughter's room without the girl noticing.
Chapter 4: Aftermath
The next morning after sneaking out of her daughter's room, Janine went to her own room and fell asleep. She was weary from the emotional and physical exertion from the night before. As it was a Thursday, she knew that she was going to have to go into work. She didn't even think as she set her alarm and fell asleep. Just a few short hours later she awoke and stumbled into the shower. She was cleaning herself and considering what she had to do that day when suddenly it hit her.
She had been up late the night before fucking her daughter.
She felt her knees buckle as the memories suddenly flooded into her mind. She saw the images of what had happened and was both horrified and aroused. It was like remembering a dream. Or a nightmare. Janine felt nauseated and her eyes felt like they were going black. A few moments later, she found herself lying on her shower floor, crying, while cold water flooded over her body.
She felt intensely embarrassed as she slowly stood up, wiped her eyes, and finished her shower. She had always known what was happening the night before, but it felt way different to her in the light of day. She was ashamed of her actions and was terrified that her daughter now hated her.
She got dressed quickly and then started to make her way downstairs. At the base of the stairs she paused. She realized that all of her daughters, including Roseanna, would be sitting at her kitchen table, eating. She didn't know if she could handle it. However, she also knew that she truly had no choice. If she didn't go to the kitchen now, the girls would think something was wrong and come to her. She took a deep breath, straightened her shirt, and went in.
The girls were sitting around the table, eating. Roseanna was looking at the back of her cereal box, eating the Foot Loops slowly. She moved her eyes above the box and nodded to her mother and then went back to her reading. Janine breathed deeply, at least the secret was safe now.
"Oh my God Mom!" Rachel said loudly and Janine felt her blood run cold. She was wrong. Everything was going to go to Hell.
"What?" Janine asked. She didn't like the sound of hysteria that she sensed in her own voice.
"Your shirt is on inside out!" Rachel said and started laughing. The other girls started to laugh too. Janine smiled. She looked at Roseanna, who smiled and shook her head. Janine quickly went to the bathroom and put her shirt on correctly. She looked at herself in the mirror. She looked like a scared rabbit and felt like one. She had to get herself under control of this was going to be the worst day of her life. She resolved then to put the action out of her mind.
She went out and finished breakfast, speaking softly with her children and trying to act normally. It was a hectic morning and none of the girls, save Roseanna, seemed to sense that anything was amiss. After the girls had left in Jackie's car, Janine went to work. She felt a bit relieved at work. She was able to focus on her tasks and the gnawing guilt that had developed in her stomach. By the end of the day she was almost feeling normal. However, occasionally a sudden image of the previous night would ignite a near hallucination. The sights, sounds, smells, and tastes of the night were very real and they caused her to feel amazing and awful at the same time.
She drove home slowly after work, picked up Tera and went home. She wasn't in the mood to cook so she ordered a pizza. She noticed that Roseanna didn't appear to be affected at all. She talked to her sisters like she always did. She ate pizza with gusto and generally acted like the same girl as always. In reality, she too was feeling very confused, but she was felt there was no moral fault in what she had done. She didn't want to act strange, because she wanted her mother to do it again. She had spent the whole day resisting the urge to beg her mother to fuck her again. She knew that she was going to have to be patient. She was willing to wait.
To that end, that night, after dinner and as the family went to sleep, Roseanna went to her mother's room. She knocked softly on the door and at first there was no reply. She knocked louder and she heard her mother tell her to come in. She looked at Janine on the bed and noticed the almost pained look in her mother's eyes. Roseanna winced, she knew she needed to be delicate.
"Hey mom," she said cheerily.
"Hello," Janine said, fearing her daughter wanted something that, tonight, she could definitely not give.
"Hey, I just sort of noticed you acting a little weird today."
"How so?" Janine asked, feeling silly even as she said it. She was really just too confused to admit that she was in a bizarre mood that day.
"Come on mom!" Roseanna said, laughing and sitting down on her mother's bed.
"Okay," Janine said, sighing and grasping her daughter's hand, "I have been feeling a little off today."
"Well don't," Roseanna said and she could tell she had her mother's full attention, "Whatever happens between us, you are my mom. I love you." Janine felt hot tears forming in her eyes, she wiped them away quickly. She felt a small sense of relief.
"I love you too. You know how much that means to me," Janine said.
"I know," she said and they leaned together, hugging each other tightly. Janine now felt safe. She didn't know why, but she needed her daughter then and Roseanna had been there for her. To reassure her. It was truly a blessing that she had this daughter. As she was thinking this, Roseanna turned to face her mother and gave her a quick, but romantic kiss on the lips. Janine was a bit stunned.
"Goodnight mother. Just know I will always keep your secret until you don't need it anymore," Roseanna said in a sexy, sultry voice. She stood up from the bed and walked out of the room.
"Thanks," Janine said, putting her hand to her mouth.
Chapter 5: An Accidental Show
On Thursday and Friday everything was back to normal. The girls did their various activities, Janine went to work and felt comfortable in her skin again. On Friday afternoon, when Janine arrived home from work she prepared to take the twins to their "father" in the city. She helped Roseanna and Rachel to pack their things into the car and the two were excited. They really enjoyed their father's home and it was always a treat to drive them there as they chattered and giggled like they were little girls again. She knew they could drive themselves, but she wanted to be there with them, capture them for a few hours of time.
Before Janine left she gave Jackie money so that she could buy herself and Tera something to eat for dinner and generally did all of the fussy mom things that sort of annoyed Jackie now that she was a college aged girl. Hell, Tera was 18, she could rent an apartment by herself if she watned, let alone Jackie. But Tera and Jackie sat out on the front porch and waved goodbye to their family and then rushed back into the house, smiling at their evening of pure freedom.
"So what do you want for dinner?" Jackie asked as they plopped down next to one another on the couch.
"I am not picky, you are," Tera explained and she picked up the remote and turned on some reality TV. Jackie rolled her eyes. Making food decisions was not really something that she relished.
"Fine, Chinese," she said and Tera smiled. Her favorite.
The girls ordered food. The rest of the early evening was pretty normal for the two in their alone time. They got along surprisingly well and, despite the fact that Jackie was older, when it was just the two of them they interacted more as close friends rather than bitchy older sister and annoying little sister. They made popcorn, watched bad movies, and generally just had a good time.
They played horseshoes in the backyard and chess at the kitchen table. They were both in a fantastic mood as the sun went down and the weather began to get a little stormy. They turned on the TV again, this time only to find static. Their cable was horrible and tended to go out whenever there was the slightest bad weather. They sighed and considered DVDs but decided they were really in the mood. They also realized that they had played far too many games of chess to even consider another board game. So they sat on the couches and began to get quite bored. Finally, Jackie could take it no longer and decided to start a conversation. Any conversation.
"So, you have a boyfriend?" Jackie asked her younger sister, stretching out on the couch and looking at her sister intently. Jackie was always more and more surprised by what she saw. Tera was a beautiful woman now and she her older sister was starting to see her as an equal, rather than a silly little girl.
"No," the girl said matter-of-factly. Jackie noticed that Tera blushed as she said this. Tera was very quiet on matters like boys and relationships. Jackie thought it was quite cute.
"Nobody?" Jackie probed, getting off of the loveseat and sitting next to her sister on the couch, she leaned her shoulder into her sister and laughed.
"I don't really like any guys," Tera finally said without much emotion. Jackie sensed something strange in the way her sister had responded to that question. She decided to dig a little deeper.
"Not even any cute boys you don't want to date?" she asked.
"Nope," Tera said, now turning to her sister with a look of slight annoyance on her face. Jackie decided to back off a minute. Tera was a strange nut. She rarely spoke about what she was feeling and you generally had to glean it from her attitude. Also, she rarely got upset but when she did it would last for days at a time. Jackie knew she was playing with fire any time she teased her sister and she had become cautious over the years.
"Want to hear about my most recent boyfriend?" Jackie asked, standing up from the couch and heading over towards the kitchen to grab a drink.
"Okay" Tera said, perking up a bit. Any shadow of an attitude slipped away. She was intensely interested in all parts of Jackie's personal life, which was both flattering and annoying to her older sister.
"It was a girl," Jackie said matter-of-factly, as she unscrewed the cap of her coke and sat down on the couch again. Tera's eyes bugged open and she stared at her sister. Jackie took a big, casual sip of her drink and then reclined back in the couch, avoiding any eye contact with her sister. Finally it was too much for Tera to manage.



"What?" she asked incredulously.
"Yeah, you know Cindy Holmes, one of my reporters from the university paper?" Jackie asked and Tera nodded. Tera had met her when they visited the school printing press with Jackie and she happened to be gorgeous, "Well, she asked me out on a date so we went out to dinner, saw a movie, and then took a drive."
"So what happened?" Tera asked, her interest piqued.
"I just told you."
"No come on, I want some details. I can't even believe you did that," Tera said. She rarely got this excited and it tickled Jackie to no end.
"Fine. I don't know why it's so crazy to you. She is really cool. We had a good time."
"Yeah, but you aren't a lesbian" Tera explained. Jackie shrugged her shoulders but didn't say anything about this most recent observation.
"Well she paid when we went out to eat. We just went to that pizza place that's like a mile from school. You know the one, it has the vines growing up the side of the dumpster. Anyway, we just ate a pizza and talked about the newspaper. She was telling me about this internship she had for the summer and it seemed very interesting. So we finished and went over and saw some movie. It was really bad so we left early and she told me that her parents bought her a mustang for her birthday and asked if I wanted a ride. So we went for a cruise and it was really nice."
"That's what happened?" Tera asked, staring at her sister's eyes.
"Yeah. Also we went back to her dorm and made out a little," Jackie said quickly with a sly smile and stood up to throw away her bottle. She turned back when she was done and saw that Tera's jaw was still dropped, "What?"
"You're kidding," Tera said.
"No I am serious, a real Mustang," Jackie said. Tera giggled and threw a pillow at Jackie.
"Come on, you didn't make out with her," Tera said, but she didn't saw too convinced herself.
"No I am totally serious. She is a really good kisser too. A little handsy though."
"Do you do...that often?" Tera asked, leaning forward. Jackie noticed that her sister's eyes were glittering. She was absolutely excited by the prospect.
"Nope, that was the first time," Jackie explained. She was always honest with her younger sister, "I have made out with a couple of guys. But I have only ever made out with Cindy as far as girls go."
"Have you ever done...more than make out with a guy?"
"I have had sex a couple of times. I have given a couple of blowjobs. Umm... I don't know. I guess no more than most girls," Jackie said. As a matter of fact, Jackie, despite a quiet reputation at school, had sex quite often and was a bit adventurous, but she decided not to go into it. Unless Tera asked about it.
"Wow," Tera said. She looked like she was in a little bit of shock.
"Come on, you aren't going to go all prude on me," Jackie said, slapping her little sister on the shoulder. Tera blushed a little bit and ran her hands through hair.
"No..." she said.
"How about you? You never done anything with anyone."
"No," Tera said and shook her head vehemently.
"Never kissed a boy?" Jackie asked.
"No,"
"A girl?"
"No!"
"You are so boring!" Jackie said giggling. Tera's head dropped and she looked a little bit embarrassed. Jackie felt bad. It wasn't as though Tera couldn't kiss someone if she wanted to. She was a gorgeous girl, much better looking than Cindy Holmes. Jackie wanted to make her sister feel better. She placed her hand on Tera's chin and lifted her head up so that Tera could look her in the eye. She wanted to say something. Something that would let her know there was nothing wrong with her. However, a new idea took hold. She looked at Tera's beautiful, soft face. She looked at the girls jet black hair, the thick lips, and large eyes. Jackie shook her head, then leaned in and kissed her sister on the lips.
It was not a sisterly peck on the lip. It was a sensual kiss. Jackie let loose completely with it. She felt lust, the way she had felt in Cindy's basement, when the other girl had put her hand under her shirt and felt her nipples. Only it was stronger now. Jackie had always found that she was deeply attracted to things that were wrong. She wanted to do things that she knew she wasn't supposed to want to do. As her lips pressed against Tera's she felt this desire boiling over. For a few moments Tera's body and lips were stiff. She was completely taken by surprise. She had no idea what Jackie was thinking. However, after a moment, she stopped thinking. She kissed back. Their mouths opened and their tongues fell on top of one another. Tera tasted the sweet flavor of her sister's mouth and instinct helped her to kiss deep and long.
After a very long kiss, their mouth separated and the two sisters sat for a few moments with their eyes closed, in complete silence. When they opened their eyes they looked at one another for a moment. They both laughed uncomfortably and Tera rubbed her elbow self-consciously.
"What was that?" Tera asked finally.
"Did you like it," Jackie asked. She was incredibly aroused now. The idea of incest was boiling her mind. It was a new taboo that she had to break.
"Kinda," Tera said coyly. In fact she had found it to be wonderful. It had felt so natural and sexy.
"Kind of? What was wrong with it?" Jackie asked with faux hurt in her voice.
"Nothing. It was perfect," Tera said in such a raw and honest voice that the emotion instantly stopped their giggling mood and the girls both sensed that something had profoundly changed.
Jackie lunged at her sister. She put her arms around Tera and pulled her in close and at the same time fell over on her so that she was lying on top of her on the couch. Their lips met again. It was more fiery this time. Their tongues moved quickly and their bodies writhed against one another. In no time Tera's legs were spread and wrapped around her older sister. Jackie enjoyed the feel of their small breasts rubbing against one another. She bit her sister's eyebrow ring and giggled when Tera squealed.
Tera ran her hands through Jackie's short, blonde hair and stared into her sister's blue eyes. She felt warmth in her mid section and uncontrollably moved her hips rhythmically up into her older sister. They were both wearing nothing but tank tops and pajama pants and Tera could feel Jackie's heat through the thin cotton material. Jackie could feel it too and she wanted to feel more.
Jackie straddled her sister's hips and sat up and quickly removed her t-shirt. Her small breasts dropped out of her shirt and bounced gently against her body. Tera was amazed by how beautiful she found her sister's breasts. They were small, but they were perfectly formed with small nipples, toned skin, and a delightful teardrop shape. Jackie could see the affect her body was having on her sister.
"You like this?" she asked, but before Tera could answer, Jackie took her sister's hand and placed it gently on her breast, "You can squeeze it if you like," she said. Tera just held the soft, warm flesh in her hand for a few seconds. They felt like her own breasts and they were basically the exact same size and appearance, but it was so much different. She looked into Jackie's eyes and Jackie smiled invitingly.
Slowly, Tera began to knead Jackie's breasts. Jackie closed her eyes and arched her back into her sister's hands, moaning as she did so. Tera's hands were so soft, gentle, and skilled. Jackie couldn't believe how deftly her sister manipulated her breasts and nipples. She felt her whole body aching as she continued to grind her hips into Tera. Tera herself found that she enjoyed the feel of her sister and the way Jackie responded to her movements.
After a few minutes of careful play, Jackie stood up from her sister. Tera pinched Jackie's nipples as she stood and Jackie squealed as they slipped between Tera's tight fingers. Tera stared at her sister as Jackie stood next to the couch and slipped off her pajama bottoms. Tera now had a view of her sister completely naked. She was impressed. Jackie had a beautiful hourglass shape to her body, a flat stomach, and a small patch of blonde hair above her pink pussy lips.
Jackie started to move back to her sister but rather than straddle her again she reached for the girl tank-top. Before Tera could say anything, Jackie had pulled the tank-top over the girls head and threw it on the floor. While Tera was still shocked, Jackie grabbed onto Tera'a pajama pants and ripped them off as well. Tera looked amazing naked. Jackie couldn't believe how much better her sister looked than she had expected. She had small, toned breasts with small, puffy nipples. Her body was lithe and athletic and she had a meticulously styled brown bush over a small, pink pussy. Tera felt very strange laying naked on her couch with her sister standing over her.
Jackie didn't pause to let her sister consider what was happening. She straddled her sister again and bent over and kissed her. They lips parted and their tongues dove into each other's mouths. As they kissed, Jackie slid her legs down on the outsides of Tera's legs and slowly her body lowered onto Tera's. Their breasts pressed together and Jackie could feel her bush rubbing against her sister's.
Jackie moved her hands onto Tera's body. She felt the heat of Tera's body and enjoyed the shiver that ripped through Tera's body as she placed her hands on her sister's breasts. She rubbed Tera's nipples and gently squeezed her nipples. All the while they continued to passionately and madly kiss.
Finally, Jackie decided to take the affair to a new level. She broke the kiss and sat up, on her knees between her sister's body. She took her right hand and placed it on Tera's left breasts and kneaded it. Tera closed her eyes and moaned. Jackie took her left hand and moved it towards Tera's pussy. She could feel the heat coming off of Tera's body and she was aware that her sister was very wet. Tentatively at first, she touched the tip of one of her fingers to Tera's small, hard clit. Tera's entire body jumped and her eyes flew open.
"Trust me," was all Jackie would say. She carefully used the pad of her finger to circle her sister's clit while she continued to rub the girl's small breasts and bullet hard nipple. Tera was moving her hips in the rhythm of Jackie's movements. Jackie could see Tera's pussy dripping wet onto the couch and knew that her sister was ready.
She moved her hand so that it was palm up. She continued to massage her sister's clit with her thumb, but she moved her index finger against' the pink lips of Tera's pussy. She knew that her sister was sopping wet and so she decided to take a risk. Rather than carefully moved into Tera's pussy, she quickly pressed her slim, delicate finger into her sister sopping cunt.
Tera's eyes flew open and her hips thrust up suddenly. She moaned deeply and then fell back, sweating, onto the couch. She was staring at her sister but was completely unable to speak. She groaned loudly when she tried but all of her thoughts were tied up with the intense and amazing feeling that was shooting around her body.
Eventually, the initial shock wore off and Tera was aware that her sister was slowly massaging the inside of her pussy. Tera was unconsciously thrusting her hips into Jackie's finger, pushing it harder and farther into her cunt. They continued in this deliberate motion for a long time. They were silent except for the wet, sexy sound of their motions and Tera's low moans.
Suddenly, Jackie stopped her movement. She was incredibly horny. Her entire body seemed to ache. She needed some attention as well. She carefully removed her finger from her sister's pussy. Tera moaned pathetically and lifted her head to see what had caused her pleasure to be interrupted.
"Do you want to help me too?" Jackie asked. Tera shook her head.
At this same time, on the other side of the house the knob on the front door was turning. Janine had returned home, tired from her trip. The twins were with their father and it was now quite late. However, she had gotten home earlier than usual because the girl's had not insisted that she get dinner with them as was the normal course of action. She set her purse down on the table next to the door.
She was tired in her body, but not in her mind. She was still mulling her actions from earlier in the week, although it usually happened deep in her subconscious where she could not access. She decided that she would go to the living room and watch television. She hoped that this would distract her and help her sleep. The lights were off in the foyer and the kitchen and so Janine assumed that her other two daughters were asleep. She quietly walked into the kitchen to avoid waking them upstairs.
However, as she turned the corner into the kitchen, she noticed the light was on the living room. The girls must have been up after all. She walked towards the light and began to say hello to the girls and then was shocked into silence.
She saw her youngest and oldest daughter naked on the couch. Just as she was coming in she saw Jackie stand up on the couch and turn around so that she was facing her sister's feet. She then lowered herself back down. Jackie placed her head between her sister's legs and lowered her own pussy down until it was near Tera's face.
Jackie began first. She was so excited her movements came more quickly than her thoughts could follow. She was quickly lapping at her sister's clit and pussy lips, tasting her sister's thick, salty juice. Tera squirmed at squealed at first with delight, but she was excited to pay her sister back for the pleasure she had felt. She too dipped her tongue into her sister's pussy. Jackie's body shuddered when she did this; some small amount of relief finally came.
The two laid on top of one another, carefully licking and tasting one another. Their tongues rounded each other's clits and dipped into each other's pussies. It felt like they had been doing it for a long time and at the same time like they had just began when suddenly, they both began to feel and intense, warm feeling in their pussies. The feeling got more intense and spread throughout their entire bodies. Suddenly, they were both wracked with the most amazing orgasms. It was the first that Tera had ever had and she was shocked and delighted as she screamed and shoved her tongue deeper into her sister's pussy. Jackie was also fucking her sister harder with her tongue as she came harder. She felt a moaned vibrating in her throat even as her mouth was full of her sister's soft, wet pussy. Finally, after several minutes, they both collapsed on top of one another.
Janine could not believe what she had just seen. For a moment she felt as though she were dreaming and that she should be ashamed about such fantasies. But she quickly realized that she had actually seen this sexual act between her children. She noticed that after a few minutes of rest of the couch, they seemed to be stirring. She had no idea of how to handle such a situation and instead decided to run away. She very carefully and quietly backed out of the room and back out towards the front door.
She stood by the front door for a minute and then decided what to do. She opened he door wide and then closed it as loudly as she could without it seeming to be a slam and then loudly spoke, "hello?" she said, "Anyone home?" she heard rapid whispering from the living room but could not make it out. She heard the shuffling of clothes and then she heard the television click on.
"We're in the living room," She heard Jackie say. She walked into the kitchen and stood exactly where she had been just a minute before, watching her daughter's fuck. Now she stood watching them as they sat in their pajamas, staring and the television, with sly smiles on their faces.
Chapter 6: An Unplanned Seduction
The next day Janine got up early and woke her youngest daughter up. Tera was going to a soccer clinic in a town on the other side of the state with her team. Janine had to get her to the school so that the bus could pick her up and ship her there. She would not be back until the next afternoon. Tera was quite sleepy on the drive over to the school and didn't say much. Janine looked at her young daughter sitting next to her and each time she did images of the night before flitted into her mind. She could see her daughters on top of one another, writhing and moaning. These images brought still further memories of her own sins. Janine felt jittery and she was glad that Tera seemed too tired to notice.
Janine dropped her daughter off at the bus and saw that she safely made it aboard with her teammates before she turned and headed back to her house. She felt like there were a dozen different voices in her head yelling at her to do a hundred different things. She felt that she was hyperventilating and that she was going to scream. Suddenly, she slammed on the breaks and sat for a moment in the middle of the road and just considered her options. She knew that she had to do something; silence and ignorance were not available. She decided the best course of action would be to confront Jackie. Perhaps it would help her confront her own demons as well.
She arrived back home just a few minutes later, still feeling nervous but less out of control. Jackie had not yet awakened so Janine went up to her room and took a quick shower. She took her time preparing for the day, getting dressed, and putting on her make-up. She took meticulous care in what she was doing because she found that it helped her to ignore the other, more pressing issues she faced.
When she finally left her bedroom she saw that Jackie's door was opened which meant that her daughter was up and about. She heard the shower running and knew her daughter was getting ready for the day. She decided to act now, before Jackie had a chance to plan anything else for the day. She walked over to the girls' bathroom and knocked once lightly on the door. She waited a moment but Jackie had not heard her over the din of the shower.
Janine opened the door quietly and stuck her head in. The shower curtain was closed and the room was full of steam. Janine was relieved that she hadn't walked in and saw her daughter naked, preparing to get in the shower. She didn't think that she would be capable of dealing with yet another shock.
"Jackie?" She asked, surprised by the calmness in her own voice.
"Yeah Mom?" a voice yelled from behind the shower curtain.
"I was just..." She began.
"I can't hear you," Jackie said, sounding a bit annoyed.
"I said," Janine began, almost yelling now, "I was thinking about going out today. Maybe to the mall or something. I was just wondering if you wanted to go with me."
"Ummm," Jackie said.
"I'll buy you lunch..." Janine said.
"Oh no it wasn't that I didn't want to go. I was just trying to remember what day this weekend I was supposed to meet with someone from the city paper about a story. But I think it was tomorrow. I would love to come. You can still buy me lunch though," Jackie said. Janine felt bad. Jackie wanted to hang out with her and didn't realize that there was a very heavy conversation on the way.
Janine went down to the kitchen and nervously drank three cups of coffee while she waited for hr eldest daughter to get prepared for the day. She was surprised by how fast her daughter was able to get ready. However, in house with five women, the luxury of being the stereotypical slow to prepare girl did not exist. They both grabbed their purses and headed for the door.
While they were driving, Janine nearly brought up the subject that was gnawing at her mind. She wanted to just say what needed to be said now, but she was held back by her nervousness and discomfort. Beyond the feeling that she was in some way unjust in springing this on her daughter, the closer she got to actually discussing it, the more heavily her own hypocrisy weighed on her. Jackie could tell something was bothering her mother, but she was excited by the idea of spending some time at the mall and pushed any thoughts of her mother out of her mind.



They arrived at the mall and spent a few hours perusing the stores and Jackie bought quite a few items. Janine walked around lazily and had a hard time focusing on shopping. By the time Jackie was hungry for lunch, Janine had purchased absolutely nothing and had barely looked at anything. Jackie was more than a little concerned about her mother now, but she knew her mother's character. If Janine had wanted to talk about something, she would have said it. Jackie figured the best thing to do was ignore it. They shared a relatively quiet lunch, with Jackie doing the lion's share of the sparse conversation. It was late in the afternoon and they were both tired as they made it back to the house. Janine felt nearly sick from her inner torment but still she could not manage to broach the subject with her daughter.
The evening passed slowly and Jackie became more and more concerned over her mother's fidgeting and half-finished sentences. By the time Janine excused herself to go to bed Jackie was positive that something was terribly wrong. In fact, she figured that something was so wrong that she had to do act. She struggled against her initial intuition to wait for Janine to come to her, and finally decided to go up and confront her about half an hour after she had gone to bed.
Jackie knocked on the door and Janine nervously told her to enter. Janine herself had been unable to sleep. She sat in her bed and stared at the mirror across from her. When the knock had come she nearly jumped out of her skin. A moment later Jackie was standing in front of her with a long t-shirt on and with real concern in her eyes.
"What's wrong?" Jackie said earnestly and without preface.
"Nothing dear," Janine said completely on instinct.
"Are you sick? Did a relative die? Did I do something wrong?" Jackie said. She was more upset than she had realized. She hadn't considered the possibilities of what was bothering Janine until they started to spill out of her mouth. Now she was terrified.
"Oh no honey!"Janine said, intensely guilty for the fear she had engendered in her daughter. She felt foolish for thinking that her daughter hadn't recognized her unease during the day. She felt even worse considering she now had no choice but to tell her the truth.
"Well what is it?" Jackie said, breathing a little easier now.
"Well," Janine began, she paused for a moment then she decided that it was truly best to just make it like a band-aid, "I came home earlier than you think last night. I walked into the kitchen and I saw you and...your sister..." Janine said. Jackie's eyes got wide and her face flushed. She started stammering and tears welled in her eyes.
"Oh my God!" she said, "I am so embarrassed. I promise Mom. I know it was weird and wrong and everything, but I didn't mean to hurt you and I certainly didn't mean to hurt Tera. It just sort of happened." Janine felt a rush of relief in having spoken and felt remorse upsetting Jackie. It was probably harmless. They were just young girls. They were experimenting with their bodies and learning about who they were. Certainly society would view what they did as morally wrong, but Janine knew that society didn't always get things right. Sometimes there is a need inside of you that is stronger than society.
"Don't apologize," she said, "I am sorry. I didn't mean to frighten you today. I don't want you to feel guilty now. What you did is in the past and I am sure that no one was hurt." Jackie took her eyes off of her feet and looked at her mother with relief.
"I am sorry though," she said, rubbing her eyes with the back of her hand. She was in a rather severe state of shock, but she felt comforted now.
"Shhhh," Janine said, her maternal instincts kicking in now. She turned so that she was sitting on the edge of her bed in her pajama pants and t-shirt. She stretched her arms out and invited her daughter in for a hug. Jackie rushed forward and fell onto her knees. She placed her head on her mothers lap and put her arms around Janine's waist.
Janine ran her hand through her daughter's hair, shushing her and trying to prevent her from crying. Slowly, she felt Jackie's shoulder's relax as she realized that the danger was over. They both felt more relaxed now, as though they had dodged some sort of emotional bullet. Jackie continued to hug her mother tightly, but in a less panicked fashion. Janine breathed in deeply, trying to calm herself.
As she did so, she breathed in the delicate aroma of her daughter's perfume. She apparently wore the same perfume that Roseanna wore. Janine found herself driven back to a few nights before. Thinking of the last time she was so close to one of her daughters. She tried to fight the feeling, but suddenly she was realizing the feel of her daughter's body against her own. In a few minutes she felt the blood rush into her penis against her will. In a very short time, her dick was hard and pressing into Jackie's breast. For a split second the room was completely silent.
Janine was shocked when Jackie looked up from her lap with a big, knowing grin on her face. Janine felt her face get hot and wanted to jump out of her skin. She stood up quickly, but was embarrassed to find that her erection was sticking in Jackie's face as the girl had fallen back on her hips when Janine had stood up.
"Oh my god!" Janine groaned and then sat back down and put her pillow over herself.
"Don't worry Mom," Jackie said, "I have know about that for a long time. I haven't figured out what it means, but I saw it like six years ago when you were shower. I came in and you didn't see me and I noticed and then I ran out." Janine was shocked. Jackie had never given any inclination that she had knew about her secret.
"You knew," She finally managed to sputter.
"Uh-huh, it really isn't a big deal. It doesn't change who you are," Jackie said, unknowingly mirroring the language of her younger sister, Roseanna. Janine took a deep breath and told her daughter everything she had told Roseanna. She was surprised that she was on such a roll that she even told Jackie about her night with Roseanna. It all just sort of came out in a long flourish and when she was done, Janine couldn't look her daughter in the eye.
Jackie was also quite shocked. She had seen her mother's penis years ago, but had no idea that her mother had sex at all, let alone with her sister. But Jackie was intrigued. She was jealous that, once again, one of the twins had gotten something that she hadn't gotten. She was upset about being the oldest and having only responsibilities but no disclosures or special rights. She built her anger up inside until she decided to act.
Without another word, Jackie carefully pulled the pillow out of Janine's hands and threw it off the bed. Janine was laying on her back now and put her hands over her eyes. She still had an erection, but was too emotionally exhausted to do anything to cover herself. She barely felt it as Jackie slipped her pajama pants off, revealing her hard, pink 5 inch cock.
Jackie stared at it. She had seen a few penises in her day, but this one was strange. It was oddly feminine, it felt like it belonged on a woman. It was clean shaven and looked neat and compact in a way that no boy's penis did. Jackie slowly and carefully moved her hand up to her mother's member. She paused for a minute and then touched Janine's testicles. They felt warm and soft. Janine did not react. Jackie loved balls. She couldn't explain why, but she loved them. Her mother didn't seem to noticed so she gently began to knead her balls, to play with them with her fingertips and bounce them on her palm.
Janine began to take notice. She didn't know felt the same way she had with Roseanna. There was an internal part of her mind that knew it was wrong to keep going, but the more powerful, animal part of her couldn't resist. It was easier to give in this time, because she had done it before. She moaned loudly and rubbed her breasts through her t-shirt. Jackie leaned forward and tentatively licked her mother's balls and felt her mother's entire body shudder. Janine quickly pulled off her she and tweaked her nipples while she felt her daughter manipulate her scrotum.
Jackie was very hot now. She was lapping at her mother's balls and with her hands she reached under her t-shirt and slipped her panties down onto the floor. She moved her head back for a moment and was able to quickly tear off her own shirt, so she was naked in front of her mother. She leaned forward again and took her mother's left testicle into her mouth completely. She sucked on it, tasting the warm salty flavor of Janine's scrotum. Janine was blind with pleasure. All she could focus on was rubbing her own breasts and the intense pleasure that Jackie's mouth was providing for her balls.
Finally, after a few minutes, Jackie let the ball fall out of her mouth and she kissed them one more time. Janine gasped. Suddenly she was able to think again. But all she could think about was sex. She looked at Jackie, who'd disrobed, with her short blonde hair, taut breasts, and cute pink pussy and wanted her badly. She would do anything to have her.
"What can mommy do for you sweetheart," she said in a baby doll voice she didn't know that she had. She could tell that her tone excited Jackie who answered.
"I want you to take me," Jackie said in a husky voice. She still had the taste of her mother's balls on her tongue and she needed sex like she never had before.
"Well then come to momma baby," Janine said, patting the bed next to her.
"It's just..." Jackie said and Janine felt something fall into her stomach. Maybe she was forcing herself on her daughter.
"What?" Janine said in her more traditional voice now. Jackie smiled. She leaned forward and took her mother's dick into her hand. Janine felt her body relax.
"It is just the perfect size for something I want to try," Jackie explained and kissed the tip.
"What do you want baby?" Janine asked biting her lip. Jackie kissed the penis once more. She was feeling nervous now. She knew what she wanted but was afraid of how her mother would react.
"Can you put it in my ass mom," she said it bluntly and then winced when it came out of her mouth. Janine was relieved. She didn't know what she was expecting.
"I'd love to baby," Janine said, "I have some lube in the night table right there. Get it out," she said. Jackie reached into her mother's night table and pulled out a small tube of lubricant that her mother used when she masturbated. She squirted some into her hand and moved over to her mother. She ran her hands over Janine's shaft, covering it in lube. She handed the tube to her mother.
Jackie hopped up onto the bed and lay down at the foot. She spread her legs wide. Janine was impressed by her daughter's fully developed body and dripping pussy. Janine poured some of the lube onto her fingers and leaned over to her daughter. Jackie lifted her hips up slightly and Janine pushed her fingertips against her daughter's tiny pink asshole. She rubbed the lube deeply and she felt her finger tips slipping into it.
Jackie rolled over onto her stomach and then got up on her knees with her hands on the footboard. Her ass was in the air, stretched wide and she shook it as she looked back at her mother. Jackie had always had a bizarre desire to have anal sex. At first she had ignored the feeling, then she had accepted the fantasy but come to the conclusion that she could never ask someone to do it for her, and now here she was, with an opportunity to try it now, and with her mother no less.
Janine got up on her knees and moved in behind Jackie. She could smell her daughter's sex and she wanted it. She pressed the tip of her penis against her daughter's puckered asshole. She set it there for a moment. Jackie could feel it and she pressed back into it, begging her mother not to stop. Janine was happy to oblige. She took the tip of her penis in her hand and carefully guided it into Jackie's asshole. She pushed it and the tip slowly popped into Jackie's asshole, sliding easily in with the lube. Jackie was groaning loudly. Her body had never felt so full. She loved the way it felt.
"Don't stop Momma," she managed to groan out in between deep gasps of breath. Janine put her hands on both of Jackie's hips. She kept slowly, but forcefully pushing her dick into her daughter's asshole. Janine had never felt anything so tight; it fit like a leather glove. In a few minutes she felt her balls hit her daughter's pussy and she knew she was in as deep as she could go.
She started to gently pull the dick back out until only the tip remained in. She then slammed her dick back in as hard and fast as she could. Janine groaned and Jackie screeched in a loud, passionate voice. It was even better than she imagined. Even as her mother pulled in and out of her ass, slamming her hard, Jackie stayed on her knees and bit her lip. She was blinded by pleasure and was amazed when only a few seconds later, she was cumming. She had had so few orgasms in her life that the pleasure was almost unidentifiable and unbearable. As it wracked her ass and her entire body she pushed back hard into her mother's body.
Janine kept fucking her daughter. She could tell that Jackie was almost out of her body. The girl was nearly in a black out as a series of powerful orgasms tore through her body. It was beautiful to watch and Janine was grateful that she was able to provide it for her daughter. Finally, one last strong orgasm grasped Jackie and her asshole squeezed shut as tightly as possible. Janine kept trying to pump her cock into her daughter, but suddenly she felt her own orgasm hit. She came hard, pushing her dick into Jackie to the hilt and flailing her body forward over Jackie's body. She felt the cum pumping into her daughter's asshole. She felt the asshole fill and could feel the extra leeching out of Jackie's asshole and down the girls leg.
Jackie was breathing hard but not moving. Janine pulled her dick out of Jackie's asshole and they both enjoyed the odd feeling of the dick pulled out completely. Janine quickly fell down on her knees and put her tongue against her daughter's ass. She sucked on the girls ass, pulling out lube and sperm and drinking it down. She felt she had got al she could manage, she licked the little bits of cum off of Jackie's legs.
Finally, she felt full and put her arms around her daughter. She pulled the girl back onto the pillows at the head of the bed, sitting with her daughter sitting facing away from her between her legs. She hugged her daughter around her chest, feeling the girls breasts. Jackie turned her head and kissed her mother gently on the lips.
"That was amazing mom," she said, still breathing hard.
"Thank you so much baby," Janine said. They kissed again, their tongues meeting. When their kiss broke, they lay down on the bed and held each other for the rest of the night.
Chapter 7: The Twins
In the next few days all of the rest of the girls arrived home and Janine felt very strange. She didn't feel guilty like she had the first time. It was like something that had been inside of her had broken. She wanted her daughters again. Moreover she wanted her other daughters, the two she hadn't been with yet. All that remained with her was the desire to have sex. It was all she thought about when she was at work and when she was with the girls. Roseanna and Jackie could tell what was going on and they were excited. They wanted to help.
Finally, Janine couldn't take it any longer. She was finding that she was unable to do any constructive action in her life. She was afraid she was going to get a formal reprimand at work and she broke down and decided to ask one of her daughter's for help. She knew that it would probably be a bigger challenge to seduce her other twin daughter Rachel than her youngest Tera and she decided to go for the challenge first. She was going to need help for such a task.
One morning, as the girls were getting ready, Janine went to Roseanna's room and knocked on the door. Roseanna could tell by the look in her mother's eye what it was about and she was relieved. She was horny as well and was desperate for her mother. When Janine came into her room she agreed to do whatever was needed of her. In just a few minutes, they had a very good plan.
It began the next night, which was a Friday night. Jackie was at a friend's house for the night, preparing for a special edition of the school paper, which generally took an entire weekend. Tera went to bed early because she had a soccer game early the next day. Roseanna had convinced Rachel that they should sleepover in sleeping bags in the backyard. The De Luca's had a large backyard that was heavily wooded and very secluded. The family had often camped together and they all seemed to enjoy it. Even Rachel loved it, despite her natural prissiness. Rachel had readily agreed to the suggestion and the first step in Janine's new plan was in action.
During the early evening while the girls were setting up, Janine watched television and ruminated on her growing perversion. Rather than repulsing her, this time of reflection excited her. It was like she had sexually hibernated for years and now that she had returned all of her sexual desire from those years had built up to the point that it now completely controlled not only her subconscious mind, but her conscious mind as well. As she waited for the plan to spring into effect, she felt this desire rising even more.
Out in the backyard, it was now nearly dark and the tent was up. Roseanna was trying to start a fire while Rachel collected the food for the small cookout they had planned. Within a few minutes it was pitch dark, the fire was roaring, and the two girls had hot dogs on their sticks.
"So is there some sort of cheerleader thing you are missing out on right now?" Roseanna asked derisively while rolling her eyes. One of Rachel's weaknesses was that she thought everyone was intensely interested in everything in her life and was completely tone deaf to sarcasm about the mundane features of cheerleader life.
"Well it is funny you should say that, because I was going to go over to Carla Silvers' house tonight for this party, but then she got in a fight with Deb Chu because..." Rachel's story went on for quite awhile and no matter how much Roseanna rolled her eyes or acted like she wasn't paying attention there was no stopping it.
"Weird," Roseanna said when the story was finally over.
"I know, right?" Rachel said laughing.
"So anyway, Let's eat these and get into the tent it is starting to get cold," Roseanna said, trying to keep her plan on schedule. She was very nervous but was impressed with herself to find that she could stay focused even when supremely excited.
"Good idea," Rachel said. They put their hot dogs on buns and started eating. They chatted a bit but Rachel had told her interesting story already and Roseanna wanted to get into the tent. In a few minutes they were inside the tent with the flap closed.
Rachel and Roseanna had an odd relationship. They didn't need to speak to one another or anything to feel close, when they were together they were just happy. Neither could explain it, especially as they grew older and their interests diverged. They remained close and still had jokes that no one else understood and could sense the kindred spirit they had in their sister.
As such, they were very comfortable with one another. When Rachel and Roseanna slept outside in the tent, Rachel would often sleep naked and Roseanna would sleep with only a pair of boxer shorts on and they didn't even consider the fact that with anyone else, even their other sisters, they would feel very uncomfortable. This night, as soon as they were in the tent they disrobed in their normal fashion without even thinking. They were a little warm now with food in their bellies, packed tight in their little tent, so they lay around comfortably.



"I am glad we did this," Rachel said, breathing deeply. There was something about Rachel when she was naked. It was like the stick up her ass came out when she took her pants off. Roseanna felt good now.
"Me too," she said, "This is nice." They lay for awhile quietly. Roseanna actually felt herself dozing off but then caught herself when her alarm on her phone went off. That meant she had twenty minutes. She felt confident.
"What was that?" Rachel asked, also waking from a light doze.
"Sorry, I had that alarm on for yesterday and forgot to turn it off," Roseanna explained. They both sat up and laughed, "We are so lame, we were about to fall asleep at 9:30 on a Friday night"
"Speak for your self, I was up late last night," Rachel explained, throwing her pillow at her sister.
"Oh yeah," Roseanna asked, "Why?"
"I was talking to someone," Rachel said mysteriously.
"Who was it?" Roseanna asked, this was promising.
"You don't know him," Rachel explained. Roseanna rolled her eyes. Her sister had a new temporary boyfriend every ten minutes.
"Were you on the phone?" Roseanna asked.
"No, we were online," Rachel explained.
"You were totally having cyber sex," Roseanna giggled and then flopped over onto her back.
"Ugh. You are such a pervert. If I had said I had been on the phone you would have been like 'you were totally having phone sex.'"
"No I would, I just know that if you wanted to do something dirty you were do it online so that you could blame on me later or something. Or so the dude couldn't hear your voice."
"I don't want to do dirty things so I don't think about it," Rachel said matter-of-factly, but with a little bit of real anger in her voice. It really annoyed her when her sister acted like this.
"Oh come on. I don't buy your saint act. I heard that you made out with Jake Fisher and then Dale Herschel on the same day. At the same party. You are totally a slut," Roseanna said laughing. That was not a lie, she had heard that rumor and was inclined to believe it. When she saw Rachel's face she was certain about it.
"Who told you that?" She said coolly.
"A little birdy," Roseanna said. Rachel knew better than to beg or threaten. If Roseanna wanted to tell her she would and if she didn't there was no torture on earth that could get it out of her.
"You are the slut," she replied, "I heard you made out with a chick on a dare." This was a rumor that Rachel had heard, but she didn't really believe it.
"It was your old buddy Deb Chu actually, we made ten bucks," Roseanna said. She was telling the truth. It was the easiest money she had ever made.
"That makes you a whore," Rachel said. She seemed really upset now.
"Whatever," Roseanna said, "I think you are jealous."
"Oh what?" Rachel said, taken aback.
"You're jealous because you want to make out with Deb Chu. You talk about her all the time. I think you are big dyke and you just don't want to admit it."
"Fuck you," Rachel said. Roseanna could tell by her sister's red face that she had struck a nerve. She decided to act impulsively, to try to seal the deal quickly. She leaned over to her pouting sister and quickly planted a kiss on Rachel's lips. They didn't move.
"Well, now you have kissed her, through me," Roseanna said. She kissed Rachel again. Rachel didn't move, she sat there, cold and unmoving.
"What did you do?" Rachel said finally.
"Don't act like you didn't like it," Roseanna said giggling and giving a knowing stare. Rachel couldn't help but laugh. While her mouth was open, Roseanna leaned forward again and kissed her sister. This time her open mouth met her sister's open mouth. She put her tongue into Rachel's mouth and swirled it around. For a moment it felt like Rachel would remain stiff again, but then Roseanna felt Rachel's hand on her cheek and felt her sister's tongue moving around in her mouth.
They lay down on the bottom of the tent; their hands caressed each other's faces and arms while they kissed deeply. They both noticed that their breasts were touching but neither drew attention to the fact. They felt their hard nipples running together. Roseanna was hoping that Janine would spring the trap soon and Rachel was trying to rationalize her actions by saying to herself they were like the same person and it didn't make her a lesbian or a pervert or anything like that. They lay together, kissing for a long time. Neither said a word.
Suddenly, the flap on the tent flew open. The girls jumped (Even Roseanna was a bit surprised; she had been so focused on her beautiful kiss). "Hey girls, thought you might like....Oh my God!" Janine said, doing her best at acting as she looked in at her beautiful twins, both nearly naked and their lips and breasts pressed together.
"Holy shit!" Roseanna said, more in excitement than fear.
"Oh my God!" Rachel said, feeling intensely embarrassed and ashamed.
"What in the Fuck is going on in here?"
"Nothing mom, we were just screwing around," Roseanna said, trying to put a little fear in her voice. She was pretty convinced by her mother's performance and it was not too difficult to play along.
"I can see that," Janine said, stepping into the tent. She was wearing a bathrobe but she looked gorgeous and fiery to her girls.
"I am so sorry mom." Rachel said, staring at her own breasts. She wanted desperately to cover up but she didn't to draw any more attention to her nudity.
"Me too," Roseanna said.
"Well what am I supposed to do now?" she said, "I mean how do I teach you a lesson for something like this? I can't even believe this. It is crazy."
"I don't know," Rachel said. Then it was time for Janine to act. They had to go quickly, they had to surprise her if this was going to work.
"I know what needs to be done. Roseanna, get over here," she said. Janine stood tall in the tent and Roseanna crawled over on her knees, "You suck your mother's dick," she said and threw open her robe. She was fully erect even as let the robe fall in a pile on the floor. Roseanna was hungry and she knew there was no time to lose. She opened her mouth and took her mother's penis with her right hand. She put her tongue against the bottom of the penis and started to drink it in. She moved quickly and dipped it deeper and deeper into my mouth. She had been practicing with a dildo. She wanted to be able to deep throat her mother's dick without even thinking about it. Her practice had worked.
She felt her mother's balls on her chin and the thick, salty warm taste on her tongue. Janine could not believe how skilled her daughter was. For a moment her whole plan was out the window and she just wanted to fuck her dick into her daughter's mouth as hard and as long as she could. Then a gasp brought her out of her daze.
She looked over at Rachel. The girl was watching in disbelief. She didn't appear to be completely repulsed, but she just looked more confused than anything else. There was something crazy going on and she didn't understand it. Janine hoped that that would be enough. She knew she was going to cum quickly if Roseanna kept working so smartly on her cock. She carefully pulled it out. Roseanna was disappointed, but she knew there were bigger fish to fry.
"Get over here Rachel," Janine said. It was not a question. It was an absolute demand and Rachel was in such a daze that she got on her knees and moved over to her mother. Roseanna moved out of the way and Rachel got down on her knees in front of her mother's cock. She felt like she was in a dream or something, but her mother had such a stern look in her eyes that Rachel knew better than not to obey.
She had never done this before and so she followed from Roseanna's example. She took her mothers...penis with her right hand. She felt the weight and could see Roseanna's spit and her mother's cum glistening on Janine's dick. She decided not to think. She opened her mouth and tried to jam the whole cock down her throat as her sister had done. She gagged loudly and pulled out.
"Take it easy baby, you don't have to do it like that, just fit in as much as you can comfortably," Janine said soothingly. In a trance Rachel started to work on the cock again. She took the tip into her mouth. She could taste the juices on it and found that she liked it. It was like her tongue and mouth knew what had to be done without her thinking. She bobbed her head gently and took as much of the dick as she could.
Janine was impressed. The girl was a natural. The pleasure was unbelievable. In some ways it was better than Roseanna's skillful deep throat. She pushed her cock in rhythm with her daughter's motions. It didn't take her long. The entire situation was so amazing. Janine took Rachel's head in her hands and suddenly her body got rigid. The orgasm ripped through her body and made her knees feel weak. Hot cum shot into her daughter's mouth. Load and after load dripped into Rachel's gaping lips.
"Don't lose any of that baby. Keep it in your mouth," Janine managed to say while moaning and trying not to fall over. In a few moments, the last few drops collecting in Rachel's mouth and Janine pulled out and fell to the ground, exhausted, "Share that with your sister. But don't you drink it either Roseanna."
Rachel was transformed. Whatever gene Janine had that made her crave cum had been passed down to Rachel. With that one taste of cum, she was hooked. It was all the will she had in the world to turn to Roseanna and kiss her. She wanted to suck her mother's dick again. She was already thinking about it as her mouth opened and hot, thick cum splurted out of her mouth and into Roseanna's. They kissed deeply and their tongues played and bathed in the cum. Janine watched and was amazed by how beautiful they looked as little stray drips of cum drooled out of their mouths and they ate into each other's mouths. Finally, Rachel closed her mouth and pulled away. All the cum was in Roseanna's mouth now. Janine beckoned her over.
Now it was their turn to kiss and it was equally messy. Janine was surprised when, as they continued kissing, Rachel moved back to her half-soft cock and started sucking it again. She kept kissing Roseanna, tasting her own cum as Rachel sucked her dick again. She couldn't believe how talented Rachel was as she found herself cumming again. Just as she did so, Roseanna spit the last of the cum into her mouth. That beautiful taste, mixed with her daughters' spit was in her mouth. She drank it down slowly, letting the flavors dance on her tongue and in her nose. Rachel was doing the same with the second, only slightly smaller load of cum in her own mouth.
"I think you girls have learned your lesson," Janine said, standing again and putting on her robe, "Roseanna, would you please fill your sister in on the details. I am sure she is a bit confused. Why don't you too talk and...have fun out here tonight."
"Okay mom," Roseanna said and kissed her mother. When their lips broke, Janine turned to Rachel and kissed her as well. Their tongues met for the first time ever and they tasted the cum in each other's mouth. Janine knew that if she didn't leave now, she would not give the girls a chance to have fun together.
"I love you both," she said, breaking the kiss and slipping out of the tent. Roseanna and Rachel sat silently for a minute. Then they were on each other. There would be plenty of time for explanation later, when they were holding each other in the afterglow soul shaking orgasms.
Chapter 8: Gangbang
Janine had been right about work. Things had been falling apart and Janine spent the next few weeks fixing things there. However, it didn't improve her relationship with co-workers. It was going to take time to rebuild the trust they once had in them. While her body still cried out for her girls, her mind was able to focus once again. She spent many nights at work until midnight catching up. She just managed to avoid a formal reprimand at her monthly evaluation. She was starting to get tired and grumpy while at work and took her attitude home.
About three weeks after her experience with the twins in the backyard, Janine began to feel that she was back in control at work. She knew that if she kept at it, she would regain the trust of her employers. But it was starting to take a toll. That day, everything sort of came to a head. She had the most busy work day she could remember for years, even given her long few weeks. She had been given new responsibilities that week and her presentation was very difficult. Afterwards, she had found that she had forgotten to pack a lunch and was starving throughout most of the day. Towards the end of the day she found that she might have to come in on the weekends for a few weeks. Finally, on her way home from work her car had broken down and she had to pay nearly seventy dollars for a long taxi ride home.
When she finally made it home, she was tired, angry, and starting to think that her entire life had fallen apart. She was hoping her girls were asleep; she didn't want to yell at them because she was angry at something else. The lights appeared to be off as she walked in the front door. She was relieved by that.
She unlocked the front door and walked in. She saw a banner hanging in the foyer. She strained to see what it said but finally had to turn a light on, "Happy Birthday, Mom!" Janine was embarrassed and shocked. She had forgotten her own birthday. Her girls had not and they had set up a party for her and she had been too late to see it. She felt terrible. She turned off the lights and trudged up the stairs. Trying to think of a way to make it up to them.
She checked under their doors and saw that the lights were out as she made her way to her room. She pushed open the door and waked in. There was soft light in the room, from a dozen candles strewn about the room. There were rose petals all over the floor and soft music was playing. Janine smiled, she looked to her bed. Lying in all positions over the bed were her daughters. All four of them. They were all naked and smiling at her.
"Surprise!" They yelled together.
"Oh my goodness girls what is this?" She asked, deeply touched by the gesture.
"What does it look like? Its your birthday did you forget?" Roseanna asked.
"Tera, what are you doing here," Janine asked. She didn't realize that her youngest daughter knew her secret or what had been going on the last few weeks.
"They told me everything mom. I just want to make you happy," she said. Good old Tera, nothing would ever faze her or keep her from pleasing others.
"You girls are so wonderful," Janine said, her eyes filling with tears. She had always known she had a special family and this merely confirmed those intuitions.
"Well come on and join us Mom," Rachel said, stretching out onto the bed. Janine didn't need to be asked more than once. She dropped her bag onto the floor and almost ran over to the bed. She jumped in between all of her girls and they were on her in a flash. She didn't know that her clothes were capable of being removed that quickly. In less than ten seconds she was completely naked.
She felt hands and lips all over her body and very quickly her penis was hard. The girls were all giggling as they played. Janine looked down and saw Jackie sucking on her balls. She didn't have a chance to watch long as Roseanna and Rachel carefully helped Tera onto their mother's dick. Tera groaned loudly as the hard dick slide into her sopping wet pussy. The girls had been lying on Janine's bed for hours, playing with themselves and they were all soaking wet. Jackie kept licking Janine's balls as Tera rocked back on forth on her mother's dick.
Rachel moved quickly, she straddled her mother's head and rubbed her breasts while Janine began to lick her daughter's pussy and suck on her clit. While the worked, Roseanna moved to the bottom of the bed and began to finger herself while she licked Jackie's pussy. Everyone had their spot now. They were working, moaning, groaning, and cumming as a family.
Tera was the first to cum, her tiny pussy was stretched to the limit by her mother's hard dick and she came hard. She continued to rock on the dick, feeling it push deeper into her body as the orgasm engulfed her entire body.
"Lick my ass now," Jackie suddenly said, before going back to licking Tera's juices off their mother's scrotum. Roseanna did as she was told, dipping her tongue into her oldest sister's asshole. Jackie had never felt a tongue on her ass before and she too was quickly cumming. She sucked hard on Janine's balls as she did so.
Janine was feeling the pleasurable pain of having her balls sucked deep into Jackie's mouth as she put her hands on Rachel's hips and forced her tongue deeper and deeper into the girl's pussy. Rachel was soon cumming as well, spilling juices all over her mother's face. While this was happening, Tera was pulling herself off of her mother's cock so that Roseanna could get on. Jackie was back to licking her mother, but as she did so she moved south. She was lapping at her mother's asshole and breathing in her mother's balls through her nose. She loved the hot scent of full balls.
And Janine's balls were full. She couldn't ever remember wanting to cum so bad, but even as Roseanna lowered herself onto the cock, she couldn't do it for some reason. Tera and Rachel moved to either side of Janine and began to suck and stroke her nipples. Janine felt electric, but still she could not cum. They moved in unison for a long time and Janine felt her body filling even more with cum.
Even Roseanna, who had a late start, began cumming before Janine. Her entire body rocked on top of Janine's body and hot, thick girl cum sprayed out of her cunt and wet Janine's body and Jackie's face. It wasn't until Roseanna pulled her body off of Janine that suddenly, Janine's body burst forth. Big, thick, hot ropes of cum shot out of Janine's cock. It covered her stomach in hot liquid, it shot up onto her tits and her face. She couldn't believe how much cum there was. Her daughter's didn't wait around to admire. They were on her body quickly, sucking the cum off of their mother's body, drinking it down and kissing each other and their mother to share it.
The night continued on in that way, as it did most of the next day. It would take too long to explain all of the things that went on in the De Lucca family over the next decades, but it is clear that that one month was an awakening for them. And as Janine lay with her family in her arms, naked and sticky with cum, she knew she would never try to keep a secret from them ever again.
Everyone: thank you so much for reading this story. Please, please rate the story and comment on it. Send me an e-mail through literotica or through the Forum if you want it to be private. I read all the responses and I want to give you all what you want. If you like this story and want it to continue, let me know where it should go. Also, if you liked this, read my other stories and comment on them as well (If you like the mash-up of transsexuals and incest, read my stories "Jealousy," "Biological...Father," "A Big Side Effect" and the Island for Dickgirls Series). If you have a suggestion for another story you'd like to hear and want me to write it I will CONSIDER doing it.
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Part 1: Entering the Criminal Justice System
The gavel came down hard; the cracking sound was so loud that it made me jump. But I was in a sort of haze, I didn't really understand what was going on. I looked over at my public defender, his lips were pursed and he was quietly collecting his papers on his desk.
"What does that mean?" I asked and he looked over at me but didn't speak, "I don't understand, what did the judge decide?" My attorney sighed and put his hand on my shoulder.
"He sentenced you to 15 years without the possibility of parole," he said glumly and the commenced collecting his papers again, "I am really sorry Odessa."
"But I confessed," I said, "You said that would get me leniency."
"You could have gotten twice that," he said and finished packing up. He lifted his brief case and slung his jacket over it. He looked down at me, "You should be happy you will get out in your mid-thirties, still young enough to have a life." And then he walked down the center of the courtroom and out of my life forever. It was completely alone now, just me and 15 years of incarceration at a California State Correctional Facility.
And alright, I deserved to go to prison. That's why I confessed, that's why I threw myself on the mercy of the court. But I didn't deserve this. I mean, none of this so-called hearing passed anything approached the sniff test. I was totally railroaded here.
Ok, let me step back a second and explain. My name is Odessa Ko, you might have heard about me. I had a hit song ("Love Me Now, Not Forever") that briefly went into the charts (and was a minor viral hit on YouTube). That was about ten months before my arrest, right around my 18th Birthday. See, I've wanted to be a singer since I was little, and I was going after that dream tenaciously. When the song started to get some radio play, it was like a dream come true. I even got to buy my own song on iTunes! The critics didn't really like my song. They said I was trying to get famous for being a sexy Asian girl with less than stellar talent. But I wrote all my own music, I was trying to be legit. And what Asian girl doesn't want to be a sexy Asian girl? I didn't think that was much of a put down.
Anyway, even if you never heard of me for my singing career, you probably heard about me on all those awful cable news shows. Yes, I am the "T-Girl Terror" or the "Shamed Shemale" that Nancy Grace and all those other assholes followed around for six months. I don't deny I broke the law, but I am not the monster they made me out to be. See, I have always known I was a girl, always. It didn't matter that I'd been born with a penis. My adoptive parents (I was born in Korea, but I was half Japanese, so I was not wanted), were very supportive of me and they paid for hormones and the surgery and stuff. They died in a car accident when I was 17, and I promised that I would make them proud of me. And at 18, when my song went into the charts, I looked great and felt better. I mean, I was a sexy Asian girl, you'd never know I had a cock. I mean I am only 5'1 and no more than 95lbs. I have long, straight black hair, soft Korean features and dark brown eyes. My body is girly (not quite womanly, I guess) with small 32-B breasts, a round bottom, and a very narrow waist. You'd never guess I have a cock (I never considered getting rid of it, I kind of liked it for some reason, just the rest of me was supposed to be girly).
All that was fine. I just wanted to pass as a girl and sing songs and be famous. Guys would claim to have sex with me (because everyone always claims to have banged the hot chick) and I would lie and say they did and everyone would just think I was a normal girl. Except, there was this one reporter. I guess he was kind of obsessed with me, and he started to research me. Somehow, he figured out that I'd been born a boy and was brought over from Korea as a boy. So one day he came to my house, he told me what he'd found out and said he was going to publish the story the next day, he just wanted my reaction. And he fucking got it.
I can't really tell you what I was feeling at that time. It was like, you know, he'd torn into my life and was going to blow it up. For what? I wasn't famous really. It wasn't really pertinent to whether I could sing. It was just going to make people think I was some sort of freak. So I kind of snapped. I was living in my parent's old house still, my dad had played for a company softball team, and his bat was next to the door. I grabbed it and just sort of went nuts. I hit the reporter in the face, and kept hitting him until I couldn't lift my arms anymore. But I need to remind you, I am a little girl, 5'1 and 95lbs. This guy was 6'3 240. I mean, a pretty big dude. I couldn't really hurt him. I broke his nose and he was pretty bloodied. But when the police came later, they said I was charged with attempted murder! I swear to God, I did not intend to kill that guy, just to kick his ass. He was trying to kill my career and reputation. And he is fine! His nose is healed by now! I think it was because, by that time, everyone knew I was transgender. I was a pariah, and I had to be punished. Not for hurting some reporter, but for giving boys a boner even though I had a dick. That was what made me sensational, and it's why I got 15 years in prison without the possibility of parole.
* * * * *
"Welcome to San Sebastian State Correctional Facility," the warden said after I'd been taken off the bus. It had been a very long ride from the county jail in L.A. to this prison in the desert. It was miserably hot outside, but it felt like the air conditioning worked fine in the warden's office. I was the only new inmate that day, so she was greeting me solo. I was wearing my county lock-up uniform and sitting at a chair. My feet and ankles were shackled. A blonde, female guard was standing at the door. I felt terrified. I was about to be dropped into prison. And I had a dick. So I'd be in men's prison. I was about to get raped. Repeatedly. And here I was, getting a calm welcome from the warden like I was applying for a job.
I was squirming and the warden was just rambling on about the rules. About when I could exercise, about what I could wear, about when I'd be out of my cell, about when I'd eat, sleep, and everything else. There were so many rules that I couldn't bear it anymore. I just zoned out. But then she asked me a question that brought me back to the world.
"Do you know anything about San Sebastian?" she asked. I looked up at her though my hair and just shook my head.
"Few have," she said, "Well I want you to know it is a relatively new facility. And the first of its kind. You see, California incarcerates more people than just about any other political entity on earth. We have 164,490 prisoners here in the Golden State. Now, about 0.3% of the U.S. population is transgender. That means that in a population of 164,490, there are going to be about 493 transgender people. Now, for a long time, the state of California would simply put women like you in jail with men, and put female-to-male transgender people in the female prisons. This was done for a lot of reasons, but the point is that now; the population is big enough for it to make sense to make an all-transgender prison. And that is what San Sebastian is."
I looked around, the place looked very new. Suddenly, I realized what she was saying. I wasn't going to be thrown into prison with a bunch of brutal men that hadn't seen a woman in years; I was going to be with my people. Sure, the kinds of people I'd always pretended not to be, out transgender girls, but still it was better than nothing. "you mean..." I began.
"Yes. The prison is broken into two spheres; you will be in the MTF wing with around 350 other girls like you. Then FTM wing has around 150 inmates, but you will not be permitted there. All of our guards are female, to decrease the chances of confrontation. Do you have any questions?" She asked. And I wanted to hug that ugly old bitch! I mean, I was still in prison, but I wasn't going to be killed my first night. I knew some other t-girls, I could live with them.
"No, I am just..." I said, but I couldn't finish.
"Relieved?" The Warden asked and I nodded, "Good. You are here to pay your debt to society, this will not be easy. But I never subscribed to the belief that violence or rape was part of your sentence."
"I understand," I said, and boy did I understand.
"Bethany?" The warden said, looking behind me to the guard standing by the door. The Guard stepped forward, "Please take Ms. Ko to the showers, get her cleaned and then find her clothes, and taken her to her cell." The Warden then looked down at her papers and started to write. It was clear she was done with me. I felt so good; I stood up quickly, looked at the guard, and smiled. She smiled back at me.
She was a pretty woman in her early 40s. She was much taller than me, around 5'9 and very slim. She had large breasts and a big butt, and a youthful face. She kind of looked like the woman who would be your best friend's hot mom when you were growing up. Like you were surprised that someone could look that sexy while being a mom. Well it was twice as weird with a prison guard.
"Let's go to the shower," Bethany said and I nodded. She pointed to the door and followed me out as I left. I followed the various signs until I reached a shower room. It was just sort of a big room with a bunch of shower heads. It kind of freaked me out because it looked like the shower rooms in like a Holocaust movie. But I walked in anyway. Bethany the guard walked in after me.
"Okay honey," she said sweetly, "take off your clothes." Now I felt awkward. Like my entire life was based on, you know, trying to keep people from seeing me naked. My parents had both seen me naked, but I didn't let people see me naked. But, when you're in prison, they don't so much ask you things as tell you things. So I unzipped my baggy county lock-up jumpsuit and threw it off. I kicked off my shoes as well, and I was in my bra and panties in the shower room, the guard with her arms crossed watching me. I noticed a little glint in her eye at that moment, like she might be enjoying this. But I was too scared to think about it. A lifetime of covering my body was about to end now. Someone was going to see me naked.
"Come on, we ain't got all day," the Guard said disinterestedly. So I reached behind myself and unhooked my bra, letting it slide off my arms. Like I said, my breasts are small but they are perky and have that nice teardrop shape I like. My skin is sort of a light color but my areolas are dark and about the size of nickels. My nipples are sort of long, but not bizarrely. I crossed my arm across my tits for a second, and then realized that I was being absurd and reached down to my panties. This is where the real scare was. Someone was going to see my dick.
I shimmied out of my panties and looked down. There it was, the little lump of flesh that caused all my problems. Given my small stature, the hormones I took for most of my life, and my Asian ancestry I have like zero body hair, so it looked even more stark there. It isn't really big or small, kind of small-ish at like 5 inches. My balls are kind of big (I guess it would have to take big balls to think I could get away with pretending I was a girl forever...sorry, bad joke). I looked up. The guard was staring at my cock. I put my hands over it and turned around and faced the shower head.
I waited a second and then cold water rained down on me. It hit my head like a shock, I even screamed out. Hey, remember when I said what my nipples look like? Did I mention that ultra cold water makes them razor blades? Remember when I said my dick was smallish and my balls are big? When 45 degree water cascades on my package it all shrivels up into something even less impressive.
Finally, after gasping a few times, I managed to grab some soap and quickly wash my body and hair (no shampoo, it seemed). The worst part was sticking myself back under the water to rinse off the suds. But, finally, I was completely clean and the water shut off. Then I was just standing and shivering in the shower, my arms wrapped around my chest and my balls in my throat.
I was waiting for Bethany the guard to hand me a towel or something. But then, instead, I felt her hand on my shoulder. Then a shove. I started to fall forward, so I put my hands out, catching myself on the wall. I was sort of leaned over now, my butt sticking out. And her hand was on my shoulder. For a second I was totally confused, was she getting me in a good position to dry off or something? Then she leaned over and breathed into my ear.
"I don't give a shit what the warden says," she said, "You animals are absolute degenerates and I make it my personal quest to make sure you know you're in prison." I turned back to look at her, but she shoved my head forward with her hand. I didn't move, I just stared at the wall. My heart was beating a mile a minute.
"What are you doing," I managed to whisper and she laughed. Her voice echoed around the empty shower and I never felt so alone in my life.
"Don't worry about that," she said, and I heard her slide her Billy club out of its holster. She rubbed the hard wooden object against my back, then let it slide down my leg. She pried my legs a part a little with the club, and then tapped my balls with it. It wasn't a very hard tap, but it hurt like hell. My stomach ached and I wanted to throw up.
"Fuck," I groaned, on hand moving down to gently massage my balls. She wracked my hand and I moved it away.
"You little fags hate your cocks, but you always take such good care of them," she said, "Okay, you don't want to play with your dick? You want to pretend you're a girl? Well girl's get fucked, that's what we do. I am going to show you how a girl takes a cock." It doesn't take much imagination to figure out what she was suggesting.
She slid her baton up my balls and planted it between my ass cheeks. She put just a little bit of pressure at first, spreading my cheeks and rubbing against my asshole. I was still wet from the shower and it slid there easily. But it felt huge, like it had a diameter of about two and a half inches. It was going to tear me apart.
"Tell me you want my cock," she said and I was crying now. But it was so strange, I still, to this day, don't really remember this like it happened. It is sort of an out-of-body thing, where I see this stuff happening to me outside my body. And the next thing I see is her slap me in the face about as hard as she can, "say it!"
"I want your cock," I said, the pain hot on my face, the raise red area burning harder for my tears. This was exactly what I'd been afraid of in prison, but it was coming from such an unexpected source.
"I knew you were a little slut the first time I laid eyes on you. I saw you on TV, you are disgusting," she said, and for some reason it hurt almost as much as her slap. But not as much as what happened next. She leaned in and started to push that big baton into my ass.
If you hadn't gathered already, I was a virgin at this point. No one had ever put anything into my ass. It wasn't even a part of my masturbation ritual. It was totally new and totally horrible. I remember screaming, until she hit me. The pain was so blinding. The cock slid, inch by inch into my asshole. It felt like it was completely filling me up, like it was going to come out of my mouth. After a few inches, I was actively thrusting into it, just trying to get it all in my body so it would stop.
And the guard was relentless, she just kept pushing the baton into me harder and harder. I was moaning lowly and she kept telling me to be quiet. My cock got hard. I can't explain that, it was so strange, but it was involuntary. And then, something even stranger happened. I mean, it isn't strange, it is mechanical, but it felt strange. She must've hit my prostate in just the right way. I didn't know that's what she did, I learned that later. But suddenly, mixed with all this humiliation and pain was the most powerful orgasm I'd ever felt in my life.
It built from inside my asshole, it felt like the most unholy pressure, all over my body. Then, it just sort of broke; it broke so hard that I thought I'd died to something. And when the tension released, the pleasure poured out of me. And so did the cum. Big, thick strands of cum shot out of my dick, spraying the wall in front of me. The whole time the guard kept plugging away at my asshole, she was even reaching around and grabbing my nipples now. But for a few seconds of transcendent bliss, all I could feel was the orgasm. And that was enough. Finally, the orgasm subsided and she appeared to get bored. She cruelly yanked the baton out of my ass.
"Clean this off," she said and she shoved the baton into my throat. I didn't really have time to react, it pushed through my teeth (not knocking any out, but hurting nonetheless) and against my tongue. It was covered in my ass, but I licked it off, hoping I could get it her stop.
"There," I said in a shaky voice. My knees felt weak.
"What's this?" she said, pointing to the cum on the wall, "you've made a mess all over my shower. Clean it up!" And as she finished she wracked the back of my knees with the baton and I feel into a kneeling position, like I was about to pray. There looked to be about two or three ounces of sperm sliming down the wall. I looked at it for a second, having never tasted the stuff. I knew what she wanted from me. I was powerless to resist.
I leaned forward and opened my mouth. I wondered for a moment about how dirty the wall was, but I couldn't do anything about it. I sniffed the cum, but I couldn't really smell anything. Then I stuck out my tongue and pressed it flat against the wall. The taste was salty and slimy and...pleasant. I sucked the sperm into my mouth and let it roll around on my teeth and tongue. The flavor was strong, but not bad. It was kind of sexy. I knew why people gave blowjobs. I leaned back in and licked up more of the cum, savoring its taste. By the time I lapped the rest of it up, I loved it. I wouldn't waste another drop of it in a tissue when I masturbated, I wanted the cum. My tormentor must've sensed I wasn't averse to eating sperm. She yanked me to my feet.
"You're disgusting," she said. Then she walked away and turned the shower back on, "clean up again." She said. I was being punished for liking parts of my punishment. The water was just as cold and terrible as the last time. I was shivering, and now my asshole hurt. But at least I hadn't given her the satisfaction of hating every second of it. She'd made me harder somehow, more ready for prison. As the water shut off again, I heard the door to the shower room open.
"Bethany, you finished with this chick? I need this room," a voice said, I looked back and saw another guard. Bethany rolled her eyes, but she grabbed a towel and threw it at me.
"Hurry up, we're done here," she said and I wanted to run over to the other guard and give her a big cummy kiss. But I didn't. I just wiped myself down and then walked over to Bethany. She handed me a pair of blue sweat pants and a white t-shirt. There was a pair of white panties and a pink bra as well. A uniform I guess. I got dressed quickly and we went outside. The other guard went into the shower room and Bethany led me away.
"You are lucky," she said, "that was about to get a lot worse." I felt my blood run cold. I didn't want to think about the inventive torments this person could invent for me. But then we were just walking, making our way through the prison. Guards were everywhere, but there weren't any prisoners, that I could see.
Then I could hear noise. A lot of noise. It was just talking and stuff, but it sounded terrifying. I realized that it was lunch. There was a large group in the lunchroom, talking and I was about to be thrown into the middle of it. It was like the first day of junior high all over again. I was in a narrow hallway, and I was walking towards the noise. Bethany kept pushing me further. Finally, we passed a door on our left; I looked inside, and saw the lunch room. Bethany handed me a folder, pushed me into the lunchroom and turned away. I was alone.



Bizarrely, I wanted Bethany back. She was horrible, but at least she was familiar. I'd seen her face before. I stepped a half step into the lunch room and looked around. There were like a hundred girls sitting at a handful of tables, eating and talking. I'd never seen so many t-girls in one place. They ran the gamut from gorgeous girls who could pass as super models, to girls who were barely more than cross dressers. But I was surprised that most just looked like girls, like me. You'd never think we were t-girls. And there bunches of them.
A couple of girls turned and looked at me, but most didn't seem to take any notice. There was still a line for food, so I fell in. The girl in front of me looked back at me, but didn't seem to care, then looked forward. I waited for a long while, the line moved little by little. Finally, I got to the food. The people scooping the food out of the trays were other prisoners with glazed looks on their face. They scooped this horrible looking sludge onto my plate. I walked to the end of the line, collecting red sludge and blue sludge and green sludge. Then I moved out of the line.
I looked around the tables. There were empty seats in places, but they were all scattered about at largely occupied tables. I was still woozy from my experience in the showers. My elation in the warden's room had long since passed. I was now really aware of the danger around me and I totally couldn't just sit down next to anyone. They might not have been big strong men, but they could still be threats.
Finally, I gave up on finding a seat. I lurched over to the side of the room and sat down on the floor. I tried to shovel some of the garbage into my mouth, but I couldn't. The food was too disgusting and I was too shocked by my experiences in the day. So I just sat there. Finally, someone announced that lunch was over. Everyone started filing out of the lunch room, talking.
I hid myself in the corner. Waiting. I didn't know where I was supposed to go. Then I remembered the folder. I opened it up and it said my cell number, my cell block (it was B) and had a map that showed me where to walk from the lunch room. There wasn't anything else in it. I waited until everyone else was gone. Then I stood up and threw away my lunch.
"Hey you," a voice said near the door, I saw a guard. Not Bethany, a different guard, "You need to leave now. I know you are new so I won't report you, but move your ass." She said and I ran out of the cafeteria. I was back in the hallway that Bethany had taken me down. I looked down at my map and tried to figure out where I was supposed to go. Most of the people had filtered out of the hallways and I was sort of all alone.
Finally, I got my bearings and headed in the right direction. I looked around; the hallways were wide and antiseptic. The feet in my white prison shoes clacked on the new floor. There were some locked doors in the hallway, but they didn't have windows and didn't look like cells. Finally, I made a left turn and walked into a large, octagonal room. It was three stories tall. Around the outside of the room, on every floor, were cell doors that were opened. On the first floor, in the middle of the room, were a bunch of tables and stuff. I walked into the room, and looked up to see a large glass ceiling. It was almost a pleasant room. There was a television in one corner and chairs everywhere.
Girls were milling about and everything. Some were sitting at the tables and talking, others were filtering up stairs to their bunks. I saw that all the bunks on the first floor were numbers that started with 1. I had cell 208 so I figured I was on the second floor. I moved around the edge of the room, trying to avoid eye contact and everything. No one seemed to notice me. There were like 75 girls in my cell-block, so there was a lot of action. There were guards standing around, but they appeared to be pretty relaxed. I made my way up the stairs and saw that room 200 was in front of me. I looked into the cell. There was a bunk bed and a toilet and nothing else. I mean, there were like personal items, but that was all the furniture. I looked to the left and saw room 223 so I started to walk to the right. Finally, I was standing outside of cell 208. Home.
And I looked into the room and saw the bunk bed up against the back wall, so that it opened facing me. But it wasn't empty. There was a naked girl on the lower bunk. She was gorgeous. About 5'7 and around 135lbs. She had very long blonde hair and blue eyes. Her skin was very white, like a Disney princess or something. Her face was a princess' face too long eye lashes, big almond shaped eyes, a small nose, thick pink lips, and even perfect features. Her breasts were big, like 36-D. Her stomach was flat, her legs muscular. I could see she had a toned butt. But what was most shocking was that she was sort of lying on her side with her legs spread. And her cock was big. It must've been around seven and a half inches long. She was clean shaven, I could see.
But my vision was sort of blocked. Because, on her knees, in front of the blonde, was another girl. She was fully clothed so I couldn't make out her features. She was sort of plain, with short brown hair and tanned skin. Her eyes were closed. And she was blocking my view because she was sucking the blonde's dick!
The brunette sort of flicked her hair out of her face and I could see the tip of the blonde's cock in the girl's mouth. Just the mushroom tip of the blonde's flawless cock was in the brunette's mouth and the brunette was swirling her tongue around underneath. At the same time, the brunette's hand was cupping the blonde's balls. She was squeezing them gently, all the while her tongue was swirling. For her part, the blonde was moaning loudly and squeezing her left breast with her hand. I watched as the blonde bit her lip and thrust her hips seductively forward. She pinched her nipple and it look so hard and pink I wanted it in my mouth!
Let me note for a second that for my entire life I'd always considered myself asexual. I looked at boys and thought they looked so bulgy and gross. But I'd look at girls and think, "I am a girl, how can she fuck me?" But here I was, looking at this girl get her dick sucked. And I realized that I was incredibly attracted to what I was looking at.
But back to the action. I watched as the blonde slowly put her long-nailed fingers on top of the brunette's head. She didn't so much push as guide the brunette's head farther down onto her cock. I watched the thick, white cock slide into the brunette's mouth, her lips parting farther and farther and the veiny prick slipped deeper and deeper into her throat. The brunette gagged a little, but kept the cock in her throat, until she finally slipped it all the way out of her mouth. The blonde's cock was coated in thick saliva, and a dribble of spit connected the brunette's mouth to the blonde's cock.
Then the brunette moved down, running her tongue along the blonde's balls, bouncing the balls gently with her tongue. Then she licked up the shaft, keeping her tongue soft and moving it along the blonde's urethra. The blonde was apparently in heaven, she was moaning loudly and hugging her big breasts tightly. Then the brunette's mouth moved back over the pink tip of the blonde's cock and she plunged it again into her mouth. She continued to swirl her tongue around of the blonde's cock.
"Oh fuck me!" the blonde suddenly screamed out. Her entire body went rigid and her eyes squeezed even tighter shut. I looked down at the brunette and saw her mouth wasn't moving. I saw the cock in her mouth quivering as it shot a big load into her mouth. She kept gently rubbing the blonde's balls while the sperm filled her mouth. Finally the blonde's body relaxed, and she fell down gently onto the bed.
"Give it back," the blonde said tersely. The brunette got up off her knees and leaned over the blonde on the bed. I thought she was about to lean in for a kiss but instead, the blonde opened her mouth. The brunette started to spit the thick, white cum out, letting it fall from her mouth in a long, stringy drop of cum and spit. The first bit landed on the blonde's lip and teeth, she giggled and readjusted herself, letting the rest of the liquid pour into her mouth. When the last of the cum was out of her mouth, the brunette stuck out her tongue to show that it was all gone and turned towards the door.
That was the first anyone noticed me. The brunette girl wiped her hand across her lips and just sort of gave me a look. I wondered if she was looking down at my blue pants and seeing the raging boner I was sporting. That was, like, the hottest thing I'd ever seen. Even with all the weird stuff that had happened to me that day, this was the strangest. I was aroused... you know by people. Maybe I wasn't just transgender, maybe I was transsexual (and hey, is that a better way to use that word? It makes more sense, like heterosexual like opposite sex, homosexuals like the same sex, and transsexuals like someone with transitioned sex, think about it).
Anyway, the brunette went to walk passed me and I moved to get out of her way, "sorry," I said but she just kept moving like she didn't hear me.
"You don't have to be polite to her," the blonde said from her bed. She was still naked, and lounging comfortably in the bed. Her cock was soft now and it was coiled neatly against her leg. Somehow, she looked even sexier. She must've seen me blushing and staring because she quickly started to get dressed.
"What do you mean?" I said, trying to sputter out something approaching a conversational tone.
"That chick," the blonde said, slipping her pants on, "she ain't my girlfriend or anything. She just owed me twenty bucks." And then she slipped her shirt over her head and walked over to me.
"What?" I started but she extended her hand and smiled at me. I took her hand.
"My name is McKenzie Harper," she said, shaking my hand twice, then sitting back down on the bed.
"That girl was...sucking your dick because she owed you twenty dollars?" I said and she blushed and laughed.
"Well she owed me 20 bucks, she didn't have it, so we cut a deal," she explained. What the hell kind of place had I gotten myself into?
"Oh..." I said, taking a seat on the toilet. Had to keep my head straight, this was like some sort of weird sex dream.
"You are..." she began for me, and I realized that despite the fact that she just told me she'd forced a girl to fellate her in exchange for forgiving debt, she was trying to be polite.
"Oh, I am Odessa..." I started.
"Ko! I knew it!" she said and she smiled wide, "We all watched your trial on TV. You look shorter in person." She said. I didn't know what to think. Was this going to make me a celebrity or a pariah in this place. I didn't know if I wanted to be either.
"Yeah, that's me," I said weakly.
"They told me I was getting a new roommate today, but I didn't realize I'd be getting YOU!" she said and I didn't know if I liked how excited she got, "I can't wait to show you around!"
After being introduced to my beautiful new roommate McKenzie by watching her get her dick sucked in exchange for forgiving a debt, I kind of wanted to crawl into my bed and sleep away the rest of the day. This was a completely alien world, and hostile. But she was too damned friendly.
"Come on, they won't lock us in the cells for a few more hours, lets go meet everyone," she said helpfully. I thought for a minute that it would be nice to know everyone else. Maybe McKenzie could tell me the people to avoid. Unless, maybe, she was one of those people.
McKenzie was dressed again and she somehow made the blue pants, white shirt thing look sexy. She tied her shirt up under her breasts and slung her pants low, exposing her flat stomach and wide hips. I looked down at myself, the one time semi-famous singer, and saw how shabby I looked in my baggy pants and loose shirt. I wished I had McKenzie's sense of style with this. Maybe it was something you learned.
We walked out of our cell and I just sort of followed behind McKenzie. She shouted to people across the way, worked the room like a politician or something. I tried not to get in the way. Finally, we made our way down the stairs and took a seat at one of the tables closest to the television. I sat down across from her. I was about to try to come up with some sort of conversation when two other girls came and sat down at our table with us.
The girl who sat down next to McKenzie was very pretty. She was a light-skinned black girl with big brown eyes and dreamy pink lips. Her face was angular, fierce, and sexy. She had long black hair, straightened, and small 32-B breasts. She was probably only 5'3, so much shorter than McKenzie, but taller than me. She had a narrow build, but big hips and a big butt.
The girl who sat down next to me was spectacularly beautiful. She wasn't just the prettiest t-girl I'd ever seen, she was the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen. She was Indian, with long black hair and smooth, dusky skin. Her eyes were large and brown but they seemed to shimmer when she looked at you. Her eye lashes were very long and her features were perfect. Her nose was small and upturned; her lips were pouty and pink. Her breasts were quite large, 36-C and her body was stunning. Even in her prison uniform I could see she had the build of an underwear model, with a round butt, toned stomach, long legs, the whole nine yards. I'd never seen anyone so attractive in my life. She was around 5'4 and 120lbs. I knew I was staring at her, and she sort of blushed shyly and looked away.
"Well everyone," McKenzie said, clearly this was her clique, "I'd like you all to meet Odessa..."
"Ko!" the black girl said. I was a celebrity, "I recognize you from Nancy Grace. You're shorter than you looked on television."
"Everyone says that," I said nervously, and then it took her hand and shook it.
"That's Clara," McKenzie said, "She is lucky she is my girlfriend, or I wouldn't let her get away with interrupting me and being rude to my new roommate," McKenzie was laughing as she said this and she turned, smiling to Clara, and kissed her deeply on the mouth. I wondered if the girl could taste the cum the brunette girl had spit back in McKenzie's mouth. When their kiss broke, McKenzie looked over at me, must've seen what I was thinking about, and smiled and laughed.
"Odessa here thinks I am a slut," she said and crossed her arms over her big breasts. She smiled at me, no hint of anger or accusation. But I put my hands up.
"No I..." I started.
"Why is that?" Clara asked.
"Well, my beloved Clara, I met my new roommate when she walked in on me getting a blowjob and now she sees me kissing you," McKenzie said, coming right to the heart of the matter. I felt my eyes like, bug out of my head. What was going to happen? But Clara laughed.
"Was it Beth?" she asked and McKenzie just nodded, "Odessa, lighten up. Some things are currency here and some things are love. Just keep it separate. Besides, Beth's given me a blowjob before, she's good," and she pecked McKenzie one the lip again. I didn't really have a response to that. Each second in this place was weirder than the last.
"I'm Prisha," the sexy Indian girl next to me said while McKenzie and Clara finished their lip lock. I turned to her and she was giving me a faint, shy smile, "I think your trial was a travesty." She said. It was, somehow, the nicest thing anyone could say to me at that moment. I felt like tearing up.
"Odessa," I said, shaking her dainty hand. I could smell her perfume as we touched and I looked deeply into her eyes.
"So I saw Bethany Barber push you into the lunch room a little earlier," Clara said, knocking me out of the reverie Prisha put me in. I wondered if this was the kind of head over heels feeling people in movies talk about what they, like, fall in love. I don't know, I was getting ahead of myself.
"Yeah..." I said now, sullenly, thinking back to my experience earlier in the day. In the shower. The baton. My face felt hot and I got nauseous again. McKenzie reached forward and put her hand on mine.
"I can tell that she gave you her special treatment," McKenzie said sympathetically. I looked up at her. The other girls at my table actually looked concerned. They knew what had happened.
"She just..." I started.
"Oh we know what she did. She got Prisha too," McKenzie said. I looked over at Prisha, but she was staring at her feet, pretending not to notice, "she gets like a third of the girls who come in. Luckily I got here before she started working here and Clara avoided her. She spends like 90% of her time over on the FTM side of the prison, so we don't see her much. Just watch out, because once she gets you, she won't stop." I didn't know if I felt relieved that other people had been through what I went through, or terrified that it might happen again. But I looked over at Prisha and I was happy I at least knew someone I could talk to about it. If I needed to. But now I wanted to change topics.
"So, what are you in for?" I said, feeling weird. The other girls laughed.
"I know you were a singer, but were you an actor too?" McKenzie asked, "That is a movie question."
"Don't tease her too bad, look she is all red again," Clara said, and I knew I was blushing. But the good natured teasing was okay, way better than what I would have expected in a male prison. "I have 12 years left on 15 for fraud. I made up fake number for my boss at the strip club I used to work to help him trigger relief portions of his mortgage." Clara said matter-of-factly.
"30 years for selling drugs," McKenzie said, and I was surprised. She didn't look at all scary, or what I thought of when I thought of drug dealers that got lots of time, "I sold high end weed that I grew hydroponically in my garage." I guess that explained it. I looked over at Prisha.
"Life for murder," was all she said. She didn't elaborate. She didn't say anything else. The other girls pretended they didn't notice. They seemed used to giving Prisha her space. But I was feeling, all of the sudden, like I needed less space. These girls all seemed great. They could totally be my friends. But I was still wary; I'd seen too many movies to know whether or not I was being put on.
We spent the rest of our free time that day getting to know one another. I learned that McKenzie was a born and bred in California, she was older than I thought at 32, and she'd done a little work in the t-girl porn industry when she first turned 18 (don't try to look her up, she used a fake name). I learned that Clara was from Mississippi and moved to California when she was 18 to try to become an actress. She worked at a strip club (as an accountant) while she searched for roles. She was the oldest in our group at 33. Finally, I learned that Prisha was the daughter (not that they recognized her as that) of a wealthy Indian industrialist family and that she'd come to America to transition and go to school when she got in trouble. She stood to inherit her family's entire fortune because she was the only living relative of both her mother and father. She was the closest in age to me at 25.
When we'd all met, the girls took me around and showed me all of the other cliques, pointing them out from afar. I was told the groups that I could talk to, the people to avoid, and the little bits of gossip that always show up when this many girls are together. What I was most surprised by, though, was the fact that as I walked around the prison, I would occasionally see girls kissing each other. Rarer, but not that rare, I would look into cells and see girls performing sex acts in the bunks. I didn't know if these girls were exchanging "currency" like Clara said or dating, but it was strange to see. The guards either didn't notice or, more likely, pretended not to notice. But it was all very surreal.



Anyway, eventually time ran out and the guards started to herd us all back to our cells. It was getting dark outside, I could see through the skylight, but it was hard to tell what time it was. The stress from the day was wearing me out. I stood behind McKenzie as we went up the stairs, so I wouldn't get lost. Eventually we, and all the other girls on the block, were shuffled into our cells and the door slammed behind us.
"I usually sleep on the top bunk," McKenzie said, letting her hair out its ponytail and shaking it out, "If you don't mind."
"No, I'll take the bottom," I said. McKenzie nodded and then quickly took off her shirt and pants. She was just wearing her bra and panties now. I'd seen her wearing less, as you probably remember, but it was sort of embarrassing to see her again. But she didn't wait around for me to be embarrassed. She just jumped up onto the top bunk, grabbed a book, and shimmied under the covered.
"Goodnight," I said, awkwardly. She looked down at me and gave me a knowing smile.
"You get used to routines and everything. This is always what I do when lock-up first happens. I read, then I fall asleep. I'm not trying to be rude."
"No, I didn't think so," I said, I felt like I was rude. Like I was intruding on her space or something.
"Just try to take it easy, the first day is the hardest. This place isn't as bad as you think it is," she said soothingly and then went back to reading. I took off my pants and shirt, now only wearing my bra and panties. I thought I saw McKenzie catch a glimpse of me out of the corner of her eye. Then I climbed into bed.
I sat there, staring at the spot in the bed above me where McKenzie's ass was pushing down the mattress, for a long time. I tried to process everything that happened that day and tried to imagine what 15 years of this was going to be like. I felt like crying, but I didn't let myself. After an hour or two (not sure how long) the lights clicked off and I heard McKenzie close her book.
Then I lay there, in the dark, even longer. All of my fears sort of rolled around in my head, getting bigger and scarier with each passing second. Each new thought heightened my tension, and I got farther and farther from sleep. I tried tossing and turning, but I couldn't get comfortable. I thought about my parents, how disappointed they'd be in me, and I thought about Bethany Barber. I was in hell.
I was so distressed I didn't hear McKenzie climbed down from the top bunk. I didn't notice her until her hand was on my forehead. I sort of went rigid; not knowing what I was feeling at first, then I opened my eyes and saw her smiling at me. She stroked my forehead again, and I felt a bit better.
"I told you the first night was the worst," she said in a hushed voice, barely above a whisper, "But I promise it will get better. And I will help."
"Thank you McKenzie," I said, "I have no idea how I got lucky enough to meet you here."
"Most people are nice here, it is just that we've all made mistakes. There aren't many really mean or violent people. In this prison," she said, "Before this place opened I was in a regular prison. That was scary. This is a vacation by comparison. Now what is bothering you so bad? You're rolling around like a crazy person down here," she said, sitting down on the bed near my legs. I smiled.
"Just can't sleep," I replied. She nodded knowingly.
"Yeah, I almost didn't sleep my first night either," she said. "But I found a little trick that helps me fall asleep every time."
"What?" I asked.
"I could just show you..." she said and I nodded emphatically. She smiled brightly then stood up from the bed. She got down on her knees on the floor. First, she reached behind her back and quickly unbuttoned her bra. She let the bra slide off and her large breasts sort of tumbled out. I'd seen them from a distance, but they were so much prettier close up. I didn't know what she was doing, but I felt a stirring between my legs. She was so pretty. But I wanted to stop her. I mean, I thought she was gorgeous and everything, but like I was way out of my depth here. I was scared and I was confused. But I was too mesmerized to move. I just sort of opened and closed my mouth like a fish and stared at her beautiful body.
She leaned into me; I could feel the heat of her body. First, he face was directly in front of mine. My eyes were wide open; I was sort of in shock. She didn't say a word she just closed her eyes, leaned into me, and kissed me on the lips. Her lips were soft and soon my eyes closed as I melted into her pillowy flesh. I felt her tongue run against my own lips, and I opened my mouth, letting her tongue dip into my mouth. She kissed me softly, but aggressively, pushed her warm tongue into my mouth. She probed my teeth and ran her tongue all over mine. Her saliva was thick and sweet and I didn't want the kiss to end. I could feel my cock harden in my panties, and for some reason I was afraid she'd notice.
Then, just when our kiss reached it most perfect moment, she broke it. I let out a small whimper and she laughed. I opened my eyes and she was smiling at me. Then she started to moved forward. Before I knew it, her big breasts were directly in my face. I didn't move for a second, but the breasts were so warm and inviting. The skin looked so smooth, her nipples so dense and sexy. I couldn't take it any longer. I reached up and grabbed her breasts. The skin was soft and my fingers sort of sank into her flesh. She moaned a little as my hands started to knead. Her nipple was so close to my face, pink and round and perfect. I closed my eyes and leaned it. Her nipple slid between my lips and into my mouth. It was hot and hard and salty and I loved the way it tasted. I sucked on it gently, rubbing my tongue around on it and savoring it. I kept my hand on her other breasts. McKenzie arched her back, pressing her breast harder in my face.
At the same time, she began doing something else, something I didn't see and would have been uncomfortable about if I'd noticed. She reached back and gently moved my covers off of my body. I first noticed when her hand grazed my stomach. I didn't think anything of it at first, but then I felt the tips of her fingers, with her long fingernails, slide just under the waist band of my panties. I started to move a little.
"Shhhh," McKenzie hushed me, pushing her soothing breast even harder into my mouth. I thought about struggling for a moment, but her breasts felt so good in my mouth and against my face. I just kept sucking. Then her fingers brushed the tip of my cock. I shook all over. No one had ever touched my cock before. This was uncharted territory.
I stopped sucking on her breast, but her nipple stayed planted in my mouth. I was breathing heavily and my heart was beating a mile a minute. Despite her long fingernails, she was very gentle with the tip of my penis, swirling her nails smoothly on top of it. Then I felt the pad of one of her fingers press against my skin and I moaned loudly. McKenzie's hand slide farther into my panties, her palm running over the tip of my penis and then down my shaft until her fingers gripped my balls.
She grasped my shaft gently but firmly and then, using her wrist, she sort of peeled back my panties and let my hard cock spring free. I couldn't even believe any of this was happening. I had expected a lot of things about prison, but not this. But it felt so right. I couldn't explain it. In any other time or place this would terrify me, but here, in this bed, it felt perfect. Prison was like a different world where the wrong felt right. So I breathed in McKenzie's perfume and just enjoyed the feeling as her hand gently stroked up and down on my cock.
Finally, she pulled her breast back from my face. I looked up at her, whimpering as she continued to stroke my cock. She shook her hair out of her face and looked down at me, she was absolutely beautiful. Then she leaned forward and kissed me gently on the lips. I tried to lean up into her, to kiss her harder, but she stopped me, putting her hand on my chest and gently pushing me down into the bed.
Then she turned down to look at my dick. Her hand was still wrapped around it, but she'd pulled her hand all the way down so that her pinky finger was nestled in my balls. The hot, hard tip of my cock was sticking up, exposed. She was squeezing my cock kind of hard and I was squirming a bit in ecstasy. I knew what she was about to do, I wanted it badly, but I was also scared. But no words came from my lips, just more ragged breathing. In fact, I moved my hands up to my breasts and started to knead them through my bra. My body had completely taken over and it wanted this, my conscious mind be damned.
She leaned over my cock and looked up at me, smiling, "I promise you will sleep after this," she said. Then she bent over. I can't even describe for you the feeling as the hard tip of my cock passed through her lips and into her mouth. Her tongue was hot and wet, and the roof of her mouth was hard but velvety. And she swirled her tongue around on the bottom of my tip. Then she took her hand off of my cock and slowly worked the cock into her throat. Soon, my cock was in her throat, my balls her on her chin, and I was in heaven. I kept rubbing my breasts through my bra, squeezing my nipples and feeling the pressure.
While my cock was in her throat, she rubbed my balls with her finger. She kept rubbing her tongue on the underside of my cock, playing with my urethra. Then, I felt her throat tighten around my cock and I heard her gag. I cannot tell you why this was so hot to me, but it was. I mean, I can't explain how hot it was that this beautiful girl was choking on my dick. She pulled my dick out of her mouth and a long, wet string of spit connected my cock to her mouth. It was so sexy!
"When you cum, do you want it back?" she asked. I was breathing heavy and I felt light headed, I didn't even begin to understand the question.
"What?" I asked.
"Do you want your cum back in your mouth?' she said, and I thought back to the end of the shower earlier, when I'd eaten my cum off the shower wall.
"Oh god yes!" I said. She didn't wait around. She plunged my dick back into her mouth. I watched as her pretty blonde head bobbed up and down on my cock, I felt the warm wet insides of her mouth, and I felt my entire body growing tense. I was moaning a lot now and I put my hands on top of her head, to steady myself. I moved her hair out of her face, so I could see my cock pushing through her lips and pulling back out again.
I made a sort of grunting noise and I knew what was coming. Suddenly, the tension in my body built to this unbelievable crescendo. I felt so tense that I thought maybe I'd tear my hair out. And then suddenly in broke, like water overcoming a dam. And a surge of absolute, white-hot pleasure spread out from my cock, tightening my balls, and then pouring over me in wave after wave. And all the while, my cock was spurting hot cum into McKenzie's mouth. I was too overcome to think anything about that; I just sort of bucked my cock up into her mouth, hard. And then, slowly the pleasure receded and the last few spurts of cum shot into McKenzie's mouth. Then I collapsed onto the bed.
My mind was running about a mile a minute as soon as my head hit the pillow. What did this mean? I'd never even really thought about sex before today and now I'd had something shoved up my ass, I'd watched people have sex, and then I'd gotten my first blowjob. And it was from another tranny. And she was gorgeous and I was attracted to her, I mean she was totally hot. And I never thought that way before. And it was scary because I was in prison. And...
But before my thoughts could spin completely out of control, I felt warm lips against mine. I opened my eyes and I saw McKenzie kissing me. I forgot about all of my worries and just let her lips press against mine. I felt her mouth start to open and I opened mine as well. And then my own thick, salty cum poured into my mouth, in a long thing dribble. McKenzie let it slide out of her mouth and into mine. Mixed with her sweet saliva, it was delicious. And then, my mouth was full of my own cum. McKenzie broke the kiss and then sat on my bed. I swished the cum around in my mouth a second, enjoying the texture and flavor and then I swallowed it down. Then I just lay there panting on the bed, giving McKenzie a goofy grin and feeling content.
"You like that?" she said. And I nodded. And then I remembered back earlier in the day, in this very same bed, where McKenzie had gotten a blowjob. I thought for a second.
"Hey do I... owe you anything for this?" I asked, my stomach felt like it was full of butterflies, I didn't think that I might be getting myself in too deep until it was too late. McKenzie just smiled at me.
"Yeah," she said, "You need to stop moving around down here and let me sleep." She gave me a playful swat on the arm, "Don't worry about that stuff, I just wanted to welcome you here. Just try to get some sleep." And then she gathered up her stuff and got back on the top bunk. I lay for a few minutes, but then I drifted off to a very contented slumber.
*
Chapter 2 is on its way!
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Chapter 2: Initiation
I awoke the next morning with my dick still hanging out of my panties and the covers still around my ankles. I must've really conked out after that blowjob. I quickly stuffed myself back in my panties and put my tank-top and shorts back on. I remembered from my orientation that I'd only get a shower twice a week, so I put some new clothes on quickly. McKenzie was already awake and she was lying in her bed reading. After the last night, I felt a little nervous around her for some reason, but I quickly fixed my hair and got ready for breakfast, pretending like it all felt totally normal.
"Finally up there sleepyhead," she finally said, putting her book down and jumping off the top bunk. She looked beautiful and I just smiled at her, "Come on, they unlocked the door ten minutes ago, let's get breakfast," she said. And as I was walking out the door she gave me a pinch on the butt. I jumped like ten feet in the air and turned around to watch her giggle, "Don't be awkward, we're just buddies," she said. And we headed to breakfast.
It was strange, it felt 1000% more natural to be there on the second day. Don't get me wrong, it was still very terrifying and everything. But it wasn't AS terrifying. I sort of knew where everything was and I knew sort of what the routine would be. So I walked a little more easily with McKenzie to the lunch room. I got food and sat down at the same table with McKenzie, Prisha, and Clara. We talked a little bit and ate our food. I was finally hungry and ate the disgusting slop despite my gross-out. McKenzie didn't say anything about sucking my dick, so I didn't say anything either. Prisha and Clara just talked about their night, in their cell; listening to the couple in the room next to them have sex. It was a funny story, but I wondered who'd heard me getting my first blowjob.
Breakfast was actually kind of fun. It was like those high school lunches where you lucked out and got some friends with the same period. Then you'd all sit together and talk and gossip and everything. I felt sort of comfortable in this little clique. I don't know why they wanted to hang out with me. Maybe it was only because I was roommates with McKenzie so they tried to be friends with me just because it was easier that way. Maybe it was because I was sort of famous (or infamous I guess). Whatever the reason, I felt like I was sort of hitting it off with them.
After lunch I was taken aside by a guard and told about my new job. It seemed that while I was required to go and clean up after breakfast and then help with the preparation of lunch. After that, I'd be allowed to eat lunch and then have free time in the afternoon as I had the day before. McKenzie, Clara, and Prisha all had their jobs at the same time as me, but none of them worked in the kitchen.
Now, I am not much of a cleaner or cook, but I did what I had to do. I scrubbed pans, I washed floors, I took stuff out of the freezer and dumped it into the microwave. I did all the things I was asked to do. The other girls I worked with seemed nice enough. There really weren't any problems. After work, I ate lunch with my friends (yes, I was already sort of thinking of them that way) and I hung out before going to bed. It was a boring day, but it wasn't horrible. Plus, I now knew exactly what my routine would be like, and that was comforting. My next three days were like this, nothing out of the ordinary.
As far as sex goes, McKenzie never mentioned the blowjob and no one else seemed to know. As far as everyone else went, I could still occasionally see and hear people having sex in their cells, but as I got used to it the place seemed way less sexualized than it appeared on the first day. I just figured it was like the outside world, you know, sex happens sometimes and it isn't that big of a deal. It wasn't until my first communal shower day that I learned exactly how wrong I was to think that.
Like I said, we only got showers every couple of days. I was supposed to get a shower after lunch, during my free time. I had a specific time and everything and it was with eight other girls. I was a little nervous. I mean, it was one thing for McKenzie to see me naked occasionally in the room, we were passed that now. But I was going to be in a shower with a bunch of girls I didn't know. Plus I still had bad memories about the shower from my first day in prison. But I tried not to worry about it. I was going to have to do this twice a week for a decade and a half, I had to get used to it.
At the appointed time I lined up outside the common room. The nine of us stood quietly until the guard came and told us to follow her. We went out in the hallway and followed the route back towards the shower. I looked to see if I recognized any of the girls I'd be showering with. I knew some to look at them, but I'd never met any of them. In a couple of minutes we were at the shower.
This was a different shower than the incoming shower. This was bigger. It was a big, rectangular room with a smaller, rectangular pillar in the center. The center pillar had several showerheads poking out of it. Around the perimeter of the room was a long bench. I saw the girls walking over to the bench to get undressed and put their clothes up. I walked around the pillar to the back of the room, I wanted to try to find some privacy, especially away from the guard (still didn't trust the guards, not after Bethany).
I walked over to the bench on the opposite side of the room from the entrance. I looked around. I could see some girls starting to get undressed. I saw breasts, I saw asses, I saw cocks. I looked down. I took my shirt and my bra off and set them on the bench. Then, I took off my pants and finally my panties. I was completely naked. I stood up from the bench, walked over to the shower (staring directly at the showerhead) and started to clean myself. I don't know what I thought; maybe I was thinking that if I respected everyone's privacy they would respect mine. Whatever.
I had a soap on a rope I'd been issued and I quickly started to scrub my body. We had like 25 minutes to clean, but I was making record time. I covered my breasts and my stomach in suds and then rinsed it off. I soaped up my cock and my legs and scrubbing them well. I was just starting to feel like I was almost done when I heard it.
It wasn't a loud sound. In any other situation, you might not even notice. It was more like a breathy whisper than anything else. But I was in the shower, so I knew something was weird. The acoustics in the shower can be weird, so first I turned to my left. There was a particularly large white girl with a tiny little cock scrubbing her pubes. Her eyes were closed but she didn't appear to be making any noise. Instead I turned to my right, and saw it. Two girls were making out.
One was a small black girl. She was very short, probably my height (5'1) and around 110lbs. She had massive brown eyes, a small button nose, a very big mouth, and a dark black complexion. Her breasts were small, probably just A-cups, her stomach was not flat but it wasn't fat, it was girlish. She had wide hips, muscular legs, and a 6 inch cock that was hard as a rock. The other girl was a tall, slim redhead. She had bright green eyes and a small spattering of freckles across her small nose. Her lips were very pink and her skin was incredibly white. Her hair was long and a dark red. She was around 5'8 and her breasts were large and alabaster, her hips narrow, and her feet dainty. She had a 5.5 inch cock that was just as hard as her girlfriend's.
The two women were facing once another, their arms entwined. The redhead was looking down at the black girl, kissing her deeply on the mouth. The redhead's breasts were sort of lying on top of the black girls breasts. They bodies were so close, their cocks were pressed together, with the black girl's hard cock nestled in her lovers balls.
"We have to hurry Madeline, we only have 15 minutes," the black girl whispered softly.
"Ellen, you are such a worrier!" Madeline said to the black girl and then kissed her deeply again. By this time I had forgotten what was going on. I was just standing; my soap on a rope in hand, watching what was going down.
I watched as Madeline and Ellen's cocks rubbed together, the way their breasts rubbed together, when they kissed. I saw the way Madeline's tongue dug into her lover's mouth and the way Ellen's hands moved over Madeline's breasts. I loved the contrast in their skin colors, Ellen so dark and Madeline so pale. I loved the way the water beaded on their bodies and cascaded around them as they kissed. I couldn't believe how hot it was. But I was vaguely aware that everyone else was just finishing up their showers, not paying attention. But my cock was getting hard, and I couldn't help but keep watching.
Then Madeline did something I didn't expect. She broke the kiss she was in and walked over and sat down on the bench next to her clothes. I turned and faced her, but kept my head in the shower, pretending like I was rinsing my hair. I half expected her to keep getting dressed, but she didn't. Instead, she curled her index finger at Ellen, calling her forward.
Ellen walked over to Madeline and put her hands on her lover's knees. Then she bent over and kissed Madeline deeply on the mouth. I was standing behind them, I looked at Ellen's tight little ass when she bent over, saw the small brown picker of her asshole and saw her balls dangling between her legs. Somehow, this view was incredibly sexy to me. I wanted to put those balls in my mouth, I wanted to kiss that asshole. These were thoughts I'd never had before, but my cock was so hard, I wasn't even really thinking anymore. I felt electric.
Ellen broke her kiss and then turned around. For a moment, I didn't know what was going to happen, then I saw Madeline spread her legs wide. Around Ellen, I could see Madeline's cock sitting up hard from her body, it was almost twitching in anticipation. Then I knew what would happen. I saw Madeline's delicate white hands grab around Ellen's dark skin at the swell of her waist. I watched as she carefully started to lower Ellen down.
My soap was still attached to my arm by the rope, but it was just lying by my hip now. My cock was aching as I watched the tip of Madeline's pink dick press against Ellen's asshole. Ellen had a look of extreme concentration on her face.
"Oh Christ Maddy!" Ellen moaned loudly and I saw that the tip of Madeline's cock was in Ellen's asshole. They were both so wet from the shower, Ellen's body started to easily slide down Madeline's cock. I watched as Madeline's white dick slowly slipped into Ellen's black body. Soon, Ellen was resting with her ass on Madeline's balls. Madeline's entire cock was buried in her lover's asshole.
"Oh honey you are so tight," Madeline said as she reached around Ellen's body and rubbed her breasts. Ellen didn't respond, she just moaned. Then she started to rock her body back and forth, milking Madeline's cock with her body. She looked back over her shoulder and kissed Madeline deeply. Even as she did so, Madeline kept rubbing Ellen's breasts, squeezing her nipples.
While she moved, Ellen's cock bounced back and forth slapping her body. Her balls moved up and down on Madeline's balls and the entire visual experience was undeniably sexy. I couldn't help myself. I put my hand on my cock and started to gently stroke my dick. I didn't squeeze too hard, the look was too sexy, I was almost ready to cum before I touched myself.
"Fuck my asshole baby, please!" Ellen moaned, grinding her hips into Madeline's cock. At the same time her hands fell onto Madeline's knees and I saw her nails digging into her lover's skin. Ellen's eyes were closed and her mouth was open as she moaned loudly. I hear Madeline's grunting as she shoved her cock harder and harder in Ellen's asshole. I saw Madeline's breasts mashed against her lovers back as he leaned into her.
"Oh shit!" I hear Madeline groan and I watched her grip Ellen's breasts tight. I watched as her cock slammed hard into to Ellen's asshole and then I heard her moan loudly. Her entire body going limp. I knew she'd cum. But her cock was still buried in Ellen's ass and Ellen was still grinding on it. Just then, Ellen's eyes shot open and I saw she saw me. I quickly dropped my dick and grabbed my soap, but it didn't fool her.
"Well Maddy, looks like we have an audience," she said and then moaned as she grinded harder. Madeline didn't seem to notice, she was gripping Ellen's breasts and cooing gently, clearly enjoying a post-sexual buzz. I tried to turn away, but I knew I was caught. What was going to happen?
"Sorry," I started.
"Don't stop," Ellen said, running her hands all over her body. It was clear from the look in her eye that she was about to cum, "get over her, I want you to keep jacking. I want you to cum on me while I have my baby's cock in my ass." She said in a low groan. For a moment I was frozen. Had she really just asked me that? I looked around. Everyone was finishing up their showers, pretending they didn't see. The guard was out of sight and definitely out of mind.
I thought about turning and going towards my clothes, just getting dressed and leaving. But I looked over at Madeline and Ellen. I saw Ellen's pretty face, watched her tongue roll across her lips, I saw Madeline's white hands on Ellen's black breasts, and I saw Madeline's cock still buried deep in Ellen's asshole. I needed to cum. I dropped my soap and starting rubbing my cock again.
"Good girl," Ellen said, "come closer." I was still about ten feet away from the lovers. For a moment, I just kept jacking myself off looking, but I started to move closer. I saw that Madeline's cock was still hard in Ellen's ass and that she was still grinding on it. I kept moving closer, all the while stroking my dick, feeling its heat and warmth and getting my fingers sticky from my roiling pre-cum.
I stopped walking when I was about two feet in front of Madeline and Ellen. I heard low moans and Madeline's labored breathing. I could smell their sex and I could almost feel the heat coming off of their bodies. My eyes locked on Ellen's. Her brown eyes seemed smoldering, they showed her internal sexual need. I was so horny when I saw them; I mean I can't describe it.
Just looking at her put me over the edge. I squeezed my little cock hard and stroked it one last time. I arched my feet, standing up straight on my toes. I let out an involuntary grunt and then I felt the whole world go white in a storm of pleasure. My entire body felt warm and I felt like I was vibrating. My cock was so sensitive, I took my hand from it and it quivered as it shot load after load of hot white cum. I opened my eyes as I was cumming and I watched as thick white ropes of sperm shot through the air and splattered on Ellen's thigh and stomach. My white cum contrasted so nicely with Ellen's dark skin, I could see every drop.
Ellen seemed to move as though struck as each little drip of cum splattered against her skin. She when the last of my seed splashed against her cock, she finally let out a loud scream. It wasn't a word, it was just a raw sexual noise. And then suddenly, even though it had never been touched, Ellen's cock exploded. A giant surge of white liquid shot from her cock and arched across the shower. It splashed against my tits with a wet sound. It was warm and slimy and I could feel it running down my body. More cum came, some against my feet, most hitting the shower floor.
I looked down at the cum on my breasts. It was the first time someone else's cum touched me. I scooped a little bit of it up with my finger and looked at it closely. It was pearly and beautiful. I could smell it, and my mouth watered. I looked at Ellen and she was looking at me with a sort of dazed air. I scooped the cum into my mouth quickly. It was salty and familiar. I let it roll over my tongue, squishing it between my teeth and savoring the flavor, the texture, of Ellen's seed.
I loved the taste. Soon, I was scouring my body, scooping up Ellen's sperm and shoveling it into my mouth. I saw Ellen and Madeline watching me but I didn't care. Finally, when I was certain that I'd gotten all the cum, I stepped back under the shower to rinse myself clean. Just as I finished, the showers shut off. My time was up. I walked back over to the bench and saw that Ellen and Madeline were already dressed.
"You're a kinky one," Ellen said smiling. I saw her eyes work over my body.
"Hey I recognize you," Madeline said, "You're that famous tranny from CNN."
"I guess so," I said, collecting my things. I didn't know if I wanted to be remembered as the CNN tranny or the kinky girl. I don't know what had come over me there. As soon as I'd finished eating the cum, I felt like I was back to normal. The person who did those things was not me. Not that I didn't enjoy it. Oh I don't know, it so weird and complicated.
"Well we...get together every shower. If you're interested in watching,," Ellen said and then she and Madeline got up, hand in hand, and walked out of the shower together.
And I was naked and alone in the shower. I was still a little stunned by all of this and I still had the taste of cum in my mouth and the visions of sex in my brain. Everything was just as weird as I feared it would be on the first day. But I didn't have any choice, I quickly got dressed and left.
* * * * *
The next few days were pretty routine, but I was more wary. I can't explain it really. It wasn't like jacking off on those girls in the shower had been bad in any way. I mean, it was so sexy to see them together and cumming... hell who doesn't love cumming? But I realized that I could slip into this illusion of sexual safety. Like, I am having enough fun watching people have sex and masturbating, I forgot how dangerous this place can be. So I still hung out with my friends and everything, but I tried not to talk or think about sex. Better to just deal with the awful routine of prison. I'd spent my entire life ignoring sex and ignoring my sex drive, I needed to keep that together here in prison. Just like on the outside, that was safer. Pat Robertson was right... Sex is bad.
Ignoring your thoughts is tough in prison. I mean waking up early, eating the terrible food, doing my job, killing time trying not to be bored, going to sleep when I wasn't tired. The whole thing had a tendency to make you so numb and bored. And. Each. Day. Passed. So. Slowly. I mean, I was there for like two weeks and it felt like two years. My new friends could tell I was bummed, but what could they do? I just had to deal with it.
But my subconscious wouldn't let me forget. Once the genie is out of the bottle, I guess it is hard to put it back in. I hadn't dreamed since I'd first been arrested for assault. Night was just a long blank that I woke up from. When I was out of prison, when I was chasing my career, I had the same dream every night. I was the biggest fucking deal in the world. I would sell out stadiums and I would sing my music and people would sing along. I'd hear my shit on the radio and I'd have more money than God. And I loved that dream. I was just the pretty girl who could sing. Not the homicidal tranny.
But my new dreams were different, darker, and somehow more real and satisfying. I was having sex dreams every night. The dreams were different, but the result was the same. I was getting fucked by girls in the prison with me. I know, shocker right, but there I was and it would be different girls all the time. I'd see their cocks buried in my ass and I'd see their lips wrapped around my balls. And I'd wake up with a massive hard-on. I didn't know what to think about my sudden change in dreams, but it scared me. And excited me.



But like I said, my friends noticed I was being kind of weird. I mean, they didn't know me well, but there was a difference in the way I acted the first few days and the way I acted later. I was more nervous and I was less open. I think it must've been McKenzie who finally decided to do something about it. Anyway, she was the one who talked to me about it. It was in the afternoon, after lunch, we were at our normal seats in the common area talking. Most people were watching television or reading in their bunks, but we were talking.
"Alright Odessa," McKenzie finally said after a long pause, "What's up?"
"What do you mean?" I asked, although I had an inkling we'd be talking about serious stuff, since everyone at the table was sort of looking at me. Clara reached out and put her hand on mine, but I sort of rudely pulled it back. Not trying to be an ass, just not sure what to think of this.
"You are like a coiled spring," McKenzie said, "You need to tell us what is wrong. Did Bethany get at you again?" she asked. I shook my head. If only it was something that simple. How do you tell people, people you barely know, that a persona you created for yourself, a sexy chick who doesn't think about sex, was unraveling and you didn't know who the real person was? How do you tell people that you spent so long locked up, pretending to be something your not that you don't know how to be yourself. That your real self is scary.
"What then?" Prisha said. She looked particularly concerned. She was the kind of girl who cries when earth worms bake in the sun, her concern for me was palpable.
"It's nothing, just getting used to the place," I explained, then I turned to look at the television, hoping they would get the hint and leave me alone. No such luck. Clara reached forward and grabbed my chin, pulled me back so I was looking at the girls again.
"Tell us what is wrong," she said. I looked at them. These three pretty girls who'd befriended me for no apparent reason. Except maybe that I was famous, that I was sexy. They were using me for something. Suddenly, I felt anger rising up inside of me. Deep in my heart I knew I was angry about other things, angry about what had become of my life, but in this moment, it was all directed at THEM. My erstwhile friends.
"Fuck you!" I said loudly, pulling my head away from Clara's grasp, "I don't owe you anything. I don't have to entertain you by explaining to you how miserable I am in prison." Clara looked like she'd been smacked.
"No honey, it isn't like that..." Prisha began.
"Fuck your 'honey' I didn't ask for you to mother me," I hissed and Prisha began to cry, just like I'd intended.
"That's enough!" Clara said, but McKenzie put her hand on her lover's shoulder.
"Let her go," McKenzie said.
"Fuck you too," I said to McKenzie, what was her angle, "You think you are my fucking leader because you sucked my dick? I didn't ask to be a part of your group."
"Why is she saying these things," Prisha cried, "We were just trying to help." No one answered. I just got up and ran to my cell. There, I'd pushed everyone away. I was free to be completely alone and miserable and I got to tell everyone off for their imagined sleights. I didn't want to let anyone in and now I didn't have to. But I felt totally miserable. I lay on my bunk and just sort of spaced out. All my past actions swirled through my head, my many failures. Now I'd even been robbed of the idea I was a good person. I felt like shit.
I wondered what McKenzie would do when she returned to the cell. Yell at me for talking about the blowjob, or just yell at me for being an ass. Hit me. Cry. I had absolutely no idea. I was thinking about it but I fell asleep before I had a chance to find out.
That night I didn't dream, it was mercilessly black. When I woke up, McKenzie was already gone. I was about to go to breakfast, but when I stood up, a small piece of paper rolled off of my blanket and landed on the floor. I bent over and picked it up. It was folded over and I opened it to find a short note:
Odessa,
We have the distinct feeling that you are going to wake-up today regretting acting like an asshole. Don't get pissed, you know you were acting like an asshole. And we know that you are in a rough place right now, so we aren't going to hold it against you. If you want to accept that you are in prison, and accept what you are, then sneak out of work and meet us in the laundry room. If you want to stay in prison while you're in prison, keep working and don't sit with us anymore.
McKenzie
And that was it. I folded up the letter and set it back on my bed. I was absolutely not ready to make a decision about this. I walked down to the lunch room and didn't think about it. I grabbed some disgusting looking food from the breakfast line and didn't think about it. I found a quiet spot, away from other people, to eat and I didn't think about it. I didn't like ultimatums. I guess you could say, looking at my anatomy, that I liked things to be up in the air. So they could go either way. Now I didn't have that luxury. But I pretended like I did.
Finally, it was time for me to start working before lunch. This was the time that I was supposed to be sneaking off. You might think that that would be impossible in prison; that guards are around all the time and everything else. But in our prison at least, it wasn't like that. There wasn't a lot of serious violence in our prison, but guards were only posted in places where fights were likely. And you generally had freedom to move around when you were supposed to be working. I could've walked off it if I wanted to, and someone would have covered for me til I got back. But at first I didn't go.
I was sweeping up some stuff that was on the floor from breakfast preparation. It was just the kind of mindless work that basically forces you to think. So I got to thinking, why was I upset, what did I want? Why was easier than I expected. I'd lost everything in my life. First my parents, then my dream, and my freedom. Finally, all the sex in this place, all the desire I felt, I'd finally lost my self-discipline. If I decided to be a part of this place, I'd have to accept the sex and my desire for it.
So what did I want? It wasn't like I didn't have options. I was a disciplined person, I had to be. If I wanted to, I could spend the next decade and a half in this place completely inside of myself. I could watch TV, read, work, and get an education. I could speak when spoken to. I could give up on being a famous but not give up on being the sweet, sexless girl that was my persona. Or I could accept who I am, I could be a tranny and I could be attracted to other t-girls. I could have friends. I could fuck. I could give up on pretending to be a "normal" girl even in my private time. So what did I want?
I didn't so much come to a conscious decision as I just acted. I dropped the broom and started heading out the door. I slipped out of the kitchen and moved through the lunchroom. There was a guard in the lunchroom, but I walked with purpose and she didn't seem to take any notice of me. I got out in the hallway, moved through the corridors and moved past guards, and kept my head down.
Finally, I was standing outside the laundry room. It was then I realized what I was doing. I was done running, I was done hiding, I was who I was and I had to accept that. And if there were girls in the room who were willing to accept me as well, I was happy to see them.
I was standing outside the door, there was no window or anything. And I started to feel nervous. Maybe they weren't in there anymore. Maybe they were and this was just some sort of clever long-game to trick me into coming her and then kicking my ass or raping me or something. I put my ear to the door. I heard some muffled talking but I couldn't make anything out. They were here at least. I couldn't stand in the hallway with my ear pressed to the door long, someone would notice. So I opened the door and slipped in.
Clara and McKenzie were sitting down on top of huge piles of clean laundry, talking to one another. Prisha was leaning against one of the massive laundry machines, looking nervous. They were apparently talking so adamantly when I opened the door that they didn't notice me.
"I don't think she's coming," Clara said, "And maybe its better if she doesn't. That bitch has some shit she needs to figure out on her own."
"Stop saying things like that," Prisha pleaded, "it wasn't easy for me at first either." The only one who noticed me was McKenzie, and she looked at me and smiled slyly.
"No need to wonder anymore ladies, the lovely Odessa has decided to grace us with her presence," she said in a way that didn't come off nearly as snarky as it should have. I walked into the room. I could hear my footfalls pounding of the floor and my blood was beating in my ears. I hadn't been this nervous since Bethany had come at me in the shower.
"I got you letter," I said meekly. My voice sound so small, like a little girl's voice. But I didn't know what else to do.
"So you've decided to come clean with us?" Clara asked, crossing her arms in front of her chest. But she had every right to be pissed at me, so I just nodded.
"Take it easy on her," McKenzie said, "She is here to admit she was a dick. Right?" she asked. Here was the chance, humble myself and accept friendship.
"Yeah," I said, "I was a dick yesterday. I guess. I am just having a hard time," I said, "With all this."
"Well," Clara said, "We tried to be your friends. That is what friends are for, you talk to them when you have a problem and they make it easier."
"I've never really had friends before," I admitted, "I don't really know how it works. I was so busy in my old life, making sure that no one found out about my secret that I never let anyone get close. And I never let myself get aroused. And I came to this place and first I saw all these girls and they stirred up all these... sexual feelings I'd never had before. And you were all here and trying to be my friends and..."
"And you thought if you got rid of your friends you could get rid of your uncomfortable sexuality?" Prisha said, cutting right to the core of the problem, stating it in a way I never could have figured out.
"Yes," I said.
And then I felt sort of weird. I don't know, like a weight had been lifted off of me. If made me a little weak in the knees. I walked over to a chair and sat down. The girls were all sort of on the other side of the room from me.
"Well," Clara said, sounding a little less harsh than before, "We all have horror stories about growing up and I guess you are only 18, going on 19." I mean, its true. I was just like a little girl at the time; Clara was like 15 years older than me.
"So I am really sorry guys," I said. And I really meant it, I felt tears welling in my eyes, "I spent my whole life being suspicious and hiding and hating my true self. And you accepted me and you...aroused me. But I am sorry I was mean. To all of you, and I want to be a better friend, if you'll have me back." I said. And even Clara smiled. I breathed a sigh of relief. I felt better.
For a long minute there was just an awkward silence. We all just sort of stood around and stared at our shoes. This kind of emotional honesty didn't come naturally to me and I have the feeling it didn't come naturally in prison either. I looked at them sheepishly and sort of giggled. Then McKenzie laughed. Then we were all laughing.
"I have to admit," I said after a second, "I was a little worried when I came here that you were going to kick my ass!" They laughed some more.
Then, after a few minutes, we were quiet again. I looked around at these girls, McKenzie with her bombshell body, Clara with her luscious ass, and Prisha with her movie star's face and I realized I'd been talking about being aroused by them. And I was. And we were all here alone together. For a moment, I thought about the shower, seeing two t-girls, one inside of the other. I imagined instead that it was McKenzie and Clara. I pictured Prisha, on her back in her bunk, stroking her own cock. I felt my little cock getting hard. I was suddenly aware that the room was filled floor to ceiling with sexual tension, they felt it to.
"So should we do what we talked about," Clara asked McKenzie. McKenzie looked at me and smiled, then she turned to Clara and shrugged. I wondered what they talked about.
"Sure," she said and both she and Clara stood up. Prisha looked a little nervous, be she got up and stood with them.
The three of them were standing in front of me, just about five feet in front of my chair. For a half second I had that crazy fear that they were going to rape me again, but then I realized that if they tried to take anything from me I'd give it willingly. I needed this. The sexual tension I'd been feeling in this place, this prison, since I got here needed to be released.
"Honey," McKenzie said, "We've talked about this. We think that part of your discomfort in this situation is that no one laid out the rules. Now you know the rules, we are friends, we support each other. We thought maybe some of the other problem was that you'd never been initiated into our little clique here, maybe you didn't feel like a full member of the group." She said. And I had sudden images of getting beaten into a gang or something like I'd seen on TV shows about prison. But that didn't seem like what was going on here.
"Maybe," I said uneasily.
"Get off the chair and get naked," McKenzie said and I know my face instantly got completely red. I was so embarrassed to even think about being naked in front of these girls, regardless of what had already happened to me since I'd gotten here.
"Come on," Clara said, "We are going to get naked too!" and I smiled. McKenzie shot Clara a look, like maybe she was ruining the whole atmosphere that McKenzie was trying to create. But it did the trick. I stood up front the chair and pushed it back. I slipped my shirt, shoes, socks, and pants off quickly. I was standing in the cold laundry room in nothing but my bra and panties. I felt there eyes on me. I felt a little like I used to feel when I performed, everyone watching me expectantly, it was a good feeling, a warm and comfortable feeling. I liked being wanted, I liked being desired. Even sweet Prisha had a little bit of wolfishness in her eyes.
They didn't make any moves to get naked. I realized that I was going to have to do this first. I reached behind my back and unhooked my bra, letting it fall to the ground in front of me. I felt their eyes on my small breasts, running across my hard nipples. I rubbed my hands across my breasts, feeling the taut skin, the soft breasts, and the tough skin of my nipples. I liked the way their eyes got big when I did it. To perform again!
I didn't wait around though, I kept moving. I slipped my fingers into the waistband of my panties and then slowly slid them down. My shaved pink cock poked out from under the fabric. It was hard and it felt hot to the touch as I slowly moved the panties down around my ankles and kicked them off. Now they were staring between my legs. My cock was so hard, the domed top looked shiny, like it was about to burst. They all seemed pretty entranced by it. But now I was naked, they needed to tell me what else to do. For a moment, they didn't, they just looked at me. Then McKenzie seemed to realize she was supposed to do something and she spoke.
"Oh, um..." she said, "yeah, now you need to have a seat on the floor there." I looked at the floor. It was just cold concrete. I knew my little ass was going to get numb on that floor, but I sat down. I decided to give them a little show, so I sat down flat on my butt and spread my legs wide. Their eyes were drawn to my tight little package, the cold making my balls shrivel up tight against my body. I gave them a sexy look, daring them to do whatever they planned on doing. McKenzie looked at Clara and then Prisha and nodded at each. They started to disrobe.
McKenzie was the fastest, maybe because I'd seen her naked before. She pulled her pants and panties off in one smooth movement, revealing that 7.5 inch cock I'd seen before, hard, pressing against her belly as she bent over to pull off her socks. Then she slipped off her shirt and unhooked her bra, letting her big breasts spill out, slapping gently against her chest. She looked like a goddess, standing with her hands on her hips and her shaved cock standing out proudly.
Clara started to disrobe around the same time, just a few seconds after McKenzie. She took off her shirt, then her bra, revealing her small breast, with large chocolate colored nipples. She rubbed her breasts gently, like she as trying to warm them from the cold. Then she bent over and took off her pants. Her legs looked sleek and sexy. She looked over at McKenzie, saw that she was completely naked, and then quickly started to remove her panties as well. Unlike McKenzie and I, she wasn't completely clean shaven. She had a small tuft of black pubic hair over her 6 inch long, uncut cock. Her dick was hard as well, her balls were very large and round and her hand was resting gently on her shaft.
Even as the other two girls were naked, along with me, Prisha was still fully clothed. She was staring at us all hungrily, but she had her arms wrapped around her chest and she looked incredibly uncomfortable. McKenzie was looking at her expectantly, but she didn't move. I noticed that Prisha looked at me more than anyone else, her eyes wandering over my cock and balls, glancing over my tits. I decided to give her a little show, entice her into getting naked.
I did something I'd never done before. I don't know where the impulse came from, but I didn't hesitate. I just acted. I took one of my fingers and placed it up to my mouth. I gave Prisha a little sexy eye contact between my long bangs, and slipped the finger into my mouth. I covered the finger in spit, making sure that it was sopping wet, then I pulled it out. I moved my finger down my body, rolling it over my nipple and across my flat belly. I rolled it up my cock (sending a shiver through my body) and then down over my balls. Finally, my still wet finger pushed against my asshole.
I leaned back a little bit, so that my asshole was easier to see. I saw Prisha's eyes follow my finger, I felt her looking at my little pink rosebud of an asshole. I didn't really know what I was doing, I just knew that it looked sexy. So I pushed a little. My wet finger slid, easily at first, into my asshole. First just the tip of my finger was inside, there was a little bit of discomfort, some pressure, but it felt good also, naughty. I kept pushing, throwing my hair back and thrusting out my chest in ecstasy. My finger kept pushing deeper into my pillowy insides, my hand brushing hard against my shaft. It felt so bad and so good. And the whole time, Prisha and the other girls were just watching me.
Then McKenzie put her hand on her long, hard cock and started to stroke herself slowly. I pushed my finger the rest of the way inside of me, gasping in pain and pleasure as I watched. Her hand gripped her cock tightly, moving up and down her long shaft, bumping her balls and squeezing right up to her bulbous tip. It was the sexiest thing I'd ever seen. Clara followed her lead, stroking her cock forcefully, her balls slapping against her leg. She bit her upper lip, looking sexy as she worked.
Finally, Prisha seemed to sense that this was going to happen regardless of what she did. So, she quickly slipped off her shirt and then her pants. She looked absolutely stunning in her underwear. Her breasts looked pert and her stomach looked flat (muscled but not obviously muscled, you know?) her legs looks smooth and her skin was coppery and delicious. She looked nervous still, but I could make out her erection straining against her panties. She wanted it as bad as the rest of us. I thrust my finger hard into my asshole, feeling the pleasure and the pressure, moving my fingers around inside of my bottom. I knew she was watching.



Finally, Prisha unhooked her bra and her big, 36-C breasts sprung free. Her breasts were perfect teardrop shapes, her areolas a dark red color and her nipples short and perfect for nibbling. I was in love with her breasts and I thrust my finger harder, grinding my cock into my hand. Then Prisha quickly pulled off her panties and threw them into her pile of clothing on the ground. Her cock was just as bare as mine and McKenzie's but infinitely more attractive. Her skin was a dusky red, but smooth as silk. Her bulbous tip was dark, smooth and lovely. Even the skin around her egg-sized balls was smooth and even. Her cock was small, smaller than mine, probably around 4.5 inches and hard as a diamond. As she stood awkwardly in her nudity, she looked so attractive I wanted to run up and kiss her. But instead I thrust my fingers in and out of my asshole again, harder than before.
"Okay ladies," McKenzie said, rubbing her cock and one of her breasts salaciously, "We talked about this. You know what to do." And with that the girls walked forward so that they were sort of standing all around me. McKenzie stood over one of my legs, Clara over the other, and Prisha was standing behind me. I could feel the heat from their bodies. Their hard cocks were only a few precious inches from my head.
Then they started to stroke their cocks. They'd been holding them and playing a little already, but now they were stroking in earnest. I looked at McKenzie first. She moaned quietly, rubbing her nipple while her other hand pounded hard on her cock. I liked the way her pinky finger smooshed into her scrotum as she wanked. It was so sexy. Clara's technique was different, stroking faster and harder, but only up just below the tip, stroking hard. Her eyes were closed and she was grunting. I could hear Prisha behind me, moaning softly and I could hear the tell-tale smack of her hand slapping against her own balls. Their cocks were all dripping with pre-cum and I looked down at mine and saw that it was glistening wet as well.
McKenzie was first. She sort of gestured for Clara to move over and she did so. Then McKenzie stood so that she was between my legs. Her bare feet were touching my fingering hand, rubbing against my scrotum. McKenzie was still stroking vigorously as she took my chin in her hand and lifted it up so she was looking at me. She smiled and she looked gorgeous. I opened my mouth, I knew what she wanted. She inched forward, so that the tip of her cock rested against my lips. Her cock was so hot and it was sticky, and wet. I wanted her to cum so badly. And then she did. She made a little moaning sound in the back of her throat and saw her entire body go stiff. Then I saw her cock begin to bulge and shake. The first thick drops of cum shot through my mouth and landed directly on my tongue. It was warm and hot and I savored the flavor, rolling it under my tongue and feeling its stickiness.
"Don't swallow that, baby," McKenzie moaned as more cum shot out of her cock and pooled in my mouth. I didn't swallow, I just let it fill me up. Squirt of squirt of McKenzie's hot juice filled my mouth, mixing with my spit, and filling me up.
"Oh god, move!" Clara moaned, McKenzie splashed the last little bit of her sperm on my cheek and then moved aside. Now Clara was standing in front of me, still stroking hard, fast and close to the tip. She was biting her lip and chanting "Come on baby" over and over again. Then, she let out a monstrous scream, so loud I was afraid that it would bring in the guards. But before I could think anything else, she thrust her hips forward, placing the tip of her cock against my teeth. She came hard, a huge wad of sperm splashed against my teeth, most spilling into my mouth, but some rolling down my lips and onto my chin. All her cum came in two big spurts, my mouth was almost half full with sperm, and I swished the cum in my mouth, mixing Clara's cum with McKenzie's.
Clara and McKenzie moved off to the side. Then Prisha moved from behind me, and stood between my legs. I looked up at her, my face wet with sperm, my cheeks holding the precious liquid, and she looked down at me with raw animal lust. She wasn't the sweet Prisha I knew, she was engorged and she needed relief. I opened my mouth and she stepped forward and shoved her little dick into my mouth. Her cock was soft and hot in my mouth, the first cock that had ever been there. I bathed her cock in Clara and McKenzie's sperm and my own spit. She fucked my mouth hard, pushed her soft, hot balls against my chin, placing her hand on top of my head. Finally, she let out a little, sexy squeal and I felt her body tense, then release, as her cum poured into my mouth with the rest, adding heat and a less salty flavor, she tasted the best.
My cheeks were now bulging, some cum dribbling down my chin. My finger was still buried in my ass and my cock felt like it was about to explode. I needed some sort of relief. What happened instead, I didn't expect. McKenzie snapped her fingers at Clara as Prisha bashfully pulled her cock out of my mouth and sat down to catch her breath. McKenzie moved forward and grabbed one of my ankles, at the same time, Clara grabbed the other. Before I even had a chance to figure out what was going on, I was getting rolled backwards. My finger popped out of my ass. Now my ass was straight up in the air, I was lying on my shoulders, and my feet were over my head on the floor. Most importantly, my cock was staring me straight in the face.
"Come on Odessa," McKenzie said, "open your mouth," she said to me. I did what I was told, exposing a big pool of cum that glistened on my teeth and over my tongue. I looked up and saw Prisha standing over top of me, her face obscured by my cock. I felt one of her hands gently rest of my asshole, stroking it lovingly, but not moving inside. She smiled at me, but she looked embarrassed, it was so hot. Then she reached between my legs and sort of overhand grasped my cock. Then she started stroking it. Her fingers were soft, her grip was relatively gentle, but firm. I moaned, the cum gurgling in my mouth. It didn't take long. All of the sudden my entire body started to shake, there was so much sensation in my cock that it sort of went numb and I felt a sort of ripple of pleasure rip through my body. Then I felt the cum pour out of my cock, some splashing against my face, on my nose, most landing in my mouth. When the last few drops of sperm came out of my cock, my friends let go of my feet. I sat up, the cum still stretching my mouth, now with mine mixed in as well. My cheeks bulged with all of our sperm.
As I was sitting, McKenzie squatted down next to me. I couldn't help but notice her now flaccid cock was resting gently on my thigh. Her eyes were glittering and she looked beautiful. She closed her eyes, and leaned in. I didn't need to be told what to do. I leaned in as well. Our lips met, her's were so soft and so warm, mine quivering and covered in sperm. I felt her tongue glide along the outside of my lips, then poke into my mouth, against my teeth. I knew what she wanted. I opened my mouth and used my tongue to shovel the cum into McKenzie's mouth. I felt her tongue against mine. The thick, hot liquid I held in my mouth now sloshed back and forth between us, mixing with our spit. Some poured out of our mouths and rolled down our cheeks, but in the end we held onto most of it. Finally, I pushed all of the cum and spit into McKenzie's mouth and broke our kiss.
Now McKenzie was the one with the swollen cheeks. She looked pretty cute, I have to admit. There was sperm and spit hanging from her chin and even a little dangling from her left tit. But her face was as beautiful as ever. She walked over to Clara and put one hand on either of her cheeks and kissed her deeply. They held each other close, their lips locked together and their breasts pressed. Their flaccid cocks were rubbing and they looked beautiful, absolutely perfect for one another.
When they finally broke their kiss, all of the cum was in Clara's mouth. Both McKenzie and Clara walked over to Prisha. "Prisha, remember what we talked about," McKenzie said. Prisha looked very nervous, but she nodded. Her cock was hard again, it was clear she was highly aroused.
I expected Prisha to kiss Clara, to take the roiling mixture of sperm and cum into her mouth. But she didn't. Instead, Prisha got down on her hands and knees, facing away from me. She put her head and chest down on the floor so her ass was up in the air. I saw Prisha's beautiful, light brown rosebud of an asshole staring me in the face. At the same time, I saw her cock dangling between her legs. She looked gorgeous.
Then McKenzie got in between me and Prisha. I saw McKenzie's head move forward, planting between Prisha's ass cheeks. I saw her head bobbing up and down, as she was licking Prisha's asshole. Prisha moaned and I saw her push back into McKenzie's face. I watched, sort of confused while this continued. Clara stood off to the side, her cheeks bulging, while she watched as well. Finally, McKenzie moved out of the way, Prisha's asshole glistened with spit. Just as McKenzie moved, Clara slid into the same spot, putting her head in Prisha's now-lubed asshole. Prisha moaned even louder than before, bucking her hips.
Then Clara moved out of the way and went and stood with McKenzie. She smiled broadly, and then opened her mouth to show McKenzie that there was nothing left in her mouth. I looked back at Prisha. A small dribble of cum was leaking from her asshole. I realized what had been going on. Prisha stood up uneasily and walked over towards me. I knew that her ass was full of cum and spit. But I didn't know what she wanted.
"Lay back," Prisha said in her gentle voice. I didn't hesitate, I just did what I was told, lying on my back. Prisha padded over to me and that stood so she was straddling my body. I looked up, saw her legs and ass above my head. Then she squatted down over top of me, the pressure from doing this squeeze a little bit of the cum out of her ass and it landed on my forehead. Now, she was completely down. I was staring into her little brown asshole, it was just a few inches from my lip.
"Open your mouth," I heard McKenzie say and I did what I was told. I heard it before I felt it or tasted it, like a hissing noise. Then I saw the pearly, white liquid of spit and cum push out of Prisha's asshole. I closed my eyes. The thick, salty liquid poured into my mouth, with more flavors than before. The added spit meant there was way more than before, it filled my mouth almost to the point of overflowing. Finally, the last few drops fell from Prisha's asshole into my waiting mouth.
When she was done, she swung around quickly. She saw the cum that had squirted on my forehead, she bent over and licked it up quickly, her tongue hot and wet on my skin. Then she looked into my eyes. She was so incredibly beautiful, I was so happy that I had some of her in my mouth. She bent forward and kissed me, dipping her tongue inside of me. She spit the last bit of cum she'd collected into my mouth and broke our kiss. She stood up. And I sat up, my cheeks again bulging with liquid. The other girls were looking at me, and they were beautiful. I felt euphoric.
"Now swallow!" McKenzie ordered. I was hoping she would say that. In one big gulp I let the thick liquid pour down my throat. It was so thick it coated my esophagus the whole way down. It landed, warm and solid in my belly. I had all of my friends as a part of me now. I opened my mouth, to show it was all gone and my friends came over, cheering. They pulled me up and hugged me close, all of us together as one mass, our breast and cocks rubbing together. I'd never felt so a part of something.
I was so happy, I didn't hear the door open, but I heard someone speak, "Hey, McKenzie, you better get that chick back to work, the guards aren't going to let her be gone forever." I turned and saw another inmate, a girl who was supposed to mop the hallways, peeking through the door and tipping us off.
"Thanks Claire," McKenzie said. And then we all ran and grabbed our clothes. I was back at work before lunch. But when the meal was served, I was strangely not hungry, I was already full.
Chapter 3 is on its way!
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Chapter 1: Runaway
Krista Radziwicz looked up the darkening sky and bit her lower lip. Her windshield wipers were shot and any serious rain made her car completely unusable. She was driving the speed limit in her hand-me-down Chevy Cavalier and decided to put the pedal to the metal. She was only five miles from her destination: school. Krista was nearing the end of her first semester as a graduate student at a prestigious (and expensive) college. She'd graduated from college two years earlier with no idea what to do with the rest of her life. With the job market terrible, she decided to return to school and get an MBA, something that she might be able to get a job with later. Driving the same beat up car at 25 that she'd driven at 16 convinced her that while money couldn't buy happiness, it didn't hurt either.
Her rattling shaking little car was just starting to ratchet up to 75 when the downpour started. First there were a couple of thick rain drops that spattered onto the windshield. But it didn't take long for the rate to pick up. Krista turned on her windshield wipers and watched as they slid ineffectively through the rain. In a few seconds, the rain was so intense that she couldn't see more than a few feet ahead of her. She slowed now, trying to keep from losing control. Her heart was pounding in her chest and she cursed herself for being so cheap that she refused to buy windshield wiper blades.
Just when she was starting to think that she was going to have to come to a complete stop in the middle of the road, Krista suddenly realized that she was no longer being rained on. She noticed that it was darker as she came to a stop. She rolled down her windows and looked out of her car and was delighted to see that she had accidentally, but luckily, come to a stop underneath of a highway overpass. 8 lanes of traffic above her head preventing her from getting wet. She was relieved that she had a place to wait out the storm, even if it meant that she would be late for class. Professor Kincaide would understand, she knew what it was like to be a poor student.
Krista looked out at the rain on the far side of the bridge and saw it was still coming down hard, maybe even harder than before. She decided to get out of the middle of the road. She pulled the car over to the side of the road, where the concrete started to slope up to the top the embankment where it would meet the upper road bed. She pulled over and turned her car off.
For a few minutes she just sat and looked forward, waiting impatiently for the rain to stop. Then, she though she saw something moving out of the corner of her eye. She turned and looked, but the passenger side window was still covered in rain. Curious, she leaned across the car and rolled down the window. She looked up the embankment, at the very top, near just below the bridge, she saw a young girl sitting. Her arms were wrapped around her knees and she was staring down at the Cavalier. Krista a bit surprised, this wasn't a bridge in a city, and no one would be living underneath. She thought about it for a moment and realized that it was probably a hitchhiker that had been caught out in the rain and was hiding, like she was, under the bridge.
It was dark under the bridge but Krista could make the girl out. She looked to be a teenager with long, wet brown hair and pale skin. In her curled up position it was hard to tell how tall the girl was but her knees were a bit knobby and her legs were very thin. She looked very skinny. Even from the distance Krista could make out that the girl had very big brown eyes and pale, white skin. She was very pretty, but looked tired and wrung out. For a moment, Krista considered just ignoring the girl, it really wasn't her business. But then she heard the girl sneeze loudly and her heart wouldn't let her ignore her. Besides, this girl was obviously harmless.
"Excuse me...miss?!" Krista called loudly. She didn't know what else to say. The girls eyes flickered, but she seemed to be pretending she didn't hear Krista. Krista wondered if maybe the girl was scared of her, but she looked at herself in the rear view mirror and laughed at the idea of a street kid being afraid of her. Even at 25 she was very short at 5'1 and thin at 110lbs. She had short brown hair and a round face. Her Eastern European heritage was clear in her cheekbones and knowing brown eyes. Her body was compact, her breasts small but taut, her stomach flat and her legs thin and short. She looked like a teenage girl herself, not a master's student. And she was most assuredly not scary. Krista decided to try again, she leaned out the window, "hey, girl are you okay?" she asked. It sounded even weirder than miss but she was out of ideas. This time, the girl looked down at her.
"What?" the girl said. Her voice echoed under the bridge and it was clear the little runaway was trying to sound tougher than she was. At least that is what Krista could hear in her voice.
"It is cold and wet out here, I am going some place warm and dry. Do you need a lift?" she asked. She knew this was about the dumbest thing she'd ever offered, but her heart went out to this lonely, scared looking girl. The girl considered it for a moment. Then she got up and started to walk down the embankment towards Krista's car. The girl was taller than Krista, maybe 5'6 and was very slim, her breasts barely making a tent in her billowy t-shirt and her hips point angles.
"Why did you stop here? Did you see me go under here? Are you following me?" the girl said, Krista put her hands up and shook her head.
"No, no no," she said, "I was just stopping because my windshield wipers are bad." Krista didn't like feeling like a predator or anything.
"Yeah, well if that is true, I think I am safer here," the girl said, looking out at the rain. Krista realized there was a little wisdom to what the girl said. The girl was now just about four feet from the passenger side of Krista's car. She was clearly a beautiful girl, but she had the look of someone who had been on the road a long time.
"Are you hungry?" she asked, looking at the girls lithe frame. This seemed to be the wrong question, the girl back up.
"Hey chick, I am 18," the girl said, "I am not going to get lured into a bad situation with a promise of candy." Once again, Krista was on the defensive.
"No, I am sorry, I really just want to help. I don't mean... I sound worse than I am right now," she said, flustered. Was helping down and out people always this hard? She figured she should just give up and drive away. The girl seemed to agree.
"The rain is dying down, you can go," the girl said and then she turned and started walking back up the embankment. For a moment, Krista watched her walk, and then shrugged her shoulders. The rain had nearly stopped and she was already late. She put her car into gear and headed to class.
* * * * *
Four hours and two classes later, Krista was on her way home. It was almost dark now and the thermometer on her iphone said it was 15 degrees. Her little Cavalier could barely defrost the thick ice that had formed on her windshield. She had to burn gas in the parking lot for fifteen minutes before she could defrost and head home. If she hadn't been in a bad mood as a result of getting in trouble for being late to class and then getting dressed down for not knowing the answer to a cold call question in her second class, being freezing in her little car would have done it. At least it had stopped raining.
As she started moving down the highway towards home, her mood brightened a little. Warmth was starting to seep into her skin and a song she liked came on the radio. She was singing along quietly when she slid underneath of the bridge she'd stopped at earlier. It was still freezing cold and suddenly her thoughts went back to the young girl she'd seen huddled in the cold earlier. She wanted to shake off the concern, but something about the pitiful aspect of the girl made her unable to shake it. She felt responsible for some reason.
Krista pulled her car over again, this time on the far side of the road from the embankment she'd seen the girl at before. She turned off her car and opened her door. It was late now and there were few cars in the road. It was bitterly cold as Krista closed her car door behind her. The wind was really whistling under the bridge and Krista hunched her shoulders and pulled her arms across her chest. She started to look up towards the top of the bridge where the girl had been sitting before, but her eyes burned. She put her head down and worked her way to the other side. Finally, she was standing where her car had parked earlier. The wind was a little lower here and she looked the embankment. For a moment her tears from the cold blinded her, but the she saw the girl, huddled up, shivering. For a moment, she felt awkward, didn't know what to say. But then she figured she was just trying to help.
"Hey, Girl!" she yelled. She saw the frozen girl move and look down, "Hey come down here. You need to get out of the cold!" The girl didn't budge. For a moment Krista was afraid the girl was frozen, but then the girl stirred and yelled down.
"Who are you? What do you want?" The girl's voice sounded like she was shivering.
"It's... I stopped earlier. Asked if you needed a ride..."
"Are you my guardian angel or something?" the girl asked, but there was a tinge of fear behind the snide comment.
"It is 15 degrees out and the wind chill must be like 5. You are going to die if you stay out here. I just want to help you," Krista said. She didn't know why she needed to help this girl, but it just felt right. It was around the holidays after all.
"Will you call the cops if I don't come?" the girl asked and Krista was perplexed, it wasn't the response she expected.
"You didn't do anything wrong that I know of. If you want to die out here you can... just...don't. Don't die out here. Come to my apartment and get dinner and sleep on my couch," Krista said. The girl looked at her and then slowly got up. She walked down the embankment and soon she was standing and shivering in front of Krista, towering over her a bit. The girl's lips were almost blue and she was chattering fiercely. But she was smiling slightly. Apparently taking the cops of the table had really changed the girl's outlook.
"I am sorry, I don't mean to be a bitch. You roll around on your own as long as I have and you learn not to trust people. But I think I could kick your ass," the girl said and then started walking towards Krista's car. For a moment, Krista wondered if maybe she was in for trouble. But she figured it was too late now, and she rushed back to her car to get in the warmth.
She got into the driver's side and unlocked the door. In a moment the girl was sitting next to her in the passenger seat, leaning forward and putting her palms on the heating vent. Krista ratcheted the heat all the way up and then started heading home.
"What's your name?" Krista asked.
"Allie," the girl said. Allie didn't take her eyes off the heater. Krista decided not to push the girl too much to talk, she let her focus all her energy on heating up. In a few moments they were at Krista's apartment building, walking up the stairs and opening her door.
"You have a real nice place," Allie said as she stepped into the three-room apartment and threw her coat onto the couch. They walked into the living room/kitchen. There were two doors directly ahead of them, one leading to a bathroom and another to a bedroom. Krista turned on the lights. Allie looked around, as though waiting for someone or something to jump out and attack her. When she didn't see anyone, it seemed that she relaxed a little bit more and finally accepted that Krista really was just trying to help.
"It's a little small, but it gets the job done," Krista said. Allie was warmer now, her face now having a little more color. For a moment they stood awkwardly in the room, not really sure what to say. Krista looked at the 18 year old. She was undeniably pretty, but her face was a little dirty and her hair was a bit tangled. Krista became aware, as the girl started to warm up, that she didn't smell that pleasant, kind of like gasoline and dirt.
"Why don't you run into the bathroom and get a shower while I get dinner ready," Krista said, finally coming to a decision about what needed to be done. Allie's eyes got wide.
"I didn't even think of that! It's cool if I shower? I haven't had a chance to in a while," she said, looking down at her dingy clothes. Krista smiled at her runaway.
"Of course! I insisted didn't I?" Krista said. Allie didn't say another word; instead she quickly grabbed the bottom of her t-shirt and pulled it up over her head. She let the shirt drop onto the floor and revealed that she was not wearing a bra. Her body was very thin and her breasts were small but perky. She looked like she'd missed a few meals. Krista was too shocked to move. Allie was getting naked in her living room. Before she had time to process this Krista was unzipping her jeans and slinking them down her bony hips. Her panties came down with her jeans and Krista stood dumbfounded as Allie exposed her bare vagina with a couple of days growth of public hair. After kicking off her shoes and socks, Allie stood naked in Krista's living room. Krista's eyes wondered over the girls body, more in shock than lust (although part of her could not resist noting that the girl looked sexy, a little skinny, but sexy).
"Are there towels and stuff in the bathroom?" Allie asked innocently.
"Uh...yeah," was all Krista could manage. Then Allie bounded off towards the bathroom. Krista couldn't help but stare at the girl's tight butt as she walked away. Then she shook her head. She was straight. This sort of stuff didn't turn her on. What was she thinking? Maybe she was just getting off on taking care of someone. That was it, or she was just looking at the girl because her behavior was so bizarre. She ignored the deeper voice inside that said she was curious. She picked up Allie's dirty clothes and took them into the kitchen. She dumped them into the washing machine and then looked around for something to cook. She decided that grilled cheese sandwiches and tomato soup were the order of the day. As she cooked she completely forgot about Allie's bizarre behavior. She was just happy to be doing something good for someone else. It made her feel less poor and less helpless to have someone depending on her who was poorer and more helpless.
It didn't take Krista long to cook dinner and it didn't take Allie long to shower (although it was a little longer, as Krista heard the girl using the hair dryer). Krista was putting to food on her little kitchen table when Allie walked in. The transformation was amazing.
"I hope you don't mind I wore your robe," Allie said. She looked stunning. Her hair was long, straight and silky now. Her skin was a little red from the hot water and probably from windburn. But she looked dazzling, like she could be a television star. She wasn't a ragged homeless girl with potential, she was hot! Krista was shocked, but tried to ignore the attraction she felt to this girl. It was too weird.
"No, not at all," Krista said, finally noticing that Allie was wearing her short white bathrobe. It was even shorter on Allie, barely covering her butt. Allie looked down at the food and smiled.
"You are so nice," she said, "why are you doing this for me?" she asked. It seemed like a good question.
"I don't know," Krista answered honestly, "I guess I just thought you looked like you could use a break." Allie nodded thankfully. Then they both sat down and started to eat. Allie was ravenously, she ate all of her soup and both of her sandwiches in a matter of minutes. Krista poured her a bowl of cereal and then another before the girl was sated. Then, finally satisfied in her needs, the girl was able to relax for the first time; she slunk down in her chair and smiled contentedly. For awhile they talked. Krista learned that Allie had run away from home because her mother and stepfather were drunks that fought all the time. She learned that she rode all over the country bumming rides with truck drivers and anyone else that would take her. She also learned that Allie was smart, capable, and genuinely pleasant to have a conversation with. By the time the late evening news would be on, they were chatting like old friends, even the minor age gap between them forgotten.
"I can't even begin to thank you," Allie said, "No one ever does stuff like this for me," she explained.
"How long have you been on the road?" Krista asked, the first time she'd considered the issue.
"Like two years now, they can't make me go back to school anymore; I turned 18 like eight months ago, so I think I will probably stop running here in awhile. Just settle down, try to figure out something for money besides giving handjobs to truck drivers like I have been the last few months since my money ran out," Allie said. She must've noticed the look of horror on Krista's face, because she put her hands up defensively, "Hey I didn't meant to offend."
"No, I am sorry," Krista said, suddenly realizing that she didn't have any right to judge the girl for surviving, "You do what you have to do. I don't mean to judge. Hell, I am an MBA student. I know how markets work." Krista said and then blushed. She couldn't get the image of this beautiful girl, touching random people, getting cum on fingers, out of her mind. Krista decided to change the subject.
"So do you want to move over to the couch, watch some television or something?" she asked. Allie sort of shrugged.
"Sure," she said, "I haven't watched television in a long time." They got up from the table and went to the living room area (it was the same room, but Krista thought of it as a separate place).
Krista flopped down onto the couch and Allie sat down next to her. Allie curled up onto the couch and sat Indian-style. Krista looked over at her young guest and was surprised to see that she could tell Allie had borrowed her razor. Allie's legs were shiny and smooth and the short robe had ridden up when Allie sat, exposing her bare vagina. She was shaved bare, her skin looked smooth and her lips were pink and contrasted sharply with her pale skin. Krista couldn't even think what to say, she just kept looking between Allie's legs. Finally, Allie seemed to realize what happened.
"Oh Jesus!" Allie said, putting her legs together and setting her feet on the floor, "I didn't even realize I was doing that. Not used to not having my pants on. Where are they, by the way?" Allie said. She didn't appear to be the least bit upset that she'd exposed herself to Krista, and she looked around the floor for her pants. Krista felt her face hot and red, but she ignored it.
"Oh, I put them in the washing machine, they will be ready in the morning," she explained, her voice sounding a bit odd in her ears. Krista knew some girls were like that, just comfortable with their bodies. But she couldn't get over how free this girl seemed to be.
"You don't have a Wii or an X-Box hooked up to you television," Allie said, suddenly changing the subject. Krista looked at her fat, ancient television and the bare three prong front hanging out of the front.
"No, I don't."
"You don't have a boyfriend," Allie said. She wasn't asking a question, she was openly declaring that she knew that Krista didn't have a boyfriend. Krista was surprised but the girl guessed right.
"I don't," Krista said.
"If you had a boyfriend you would have video games," she explained, "I bet it has been about... seven months since you've had a boyfriend." It had been exactly 7 actually, how did this girl guess?
"How did you figure that out?" she asked. Allie pointed to an Avenger's daily calendar that was set on a book case. The last date to be peeled off was seven months earlier.



"That was your boyfriend's calendar," Allie explained, "You stopped using it when he left because...seriously what chick is going to use an Avengers calendar?"
"You are like a Sherlock Holmes of my sad love life," Krista said and then laughed. This girl was very observant it seemed. Krista wondered if she was noticing other things about her, maybe things that Krista didn't even notice. At that moment, Krista heard the alarm go off on her washer.
"Your clothes are clean, I am going to go put them in the dryer," she said and went and did it. When she got back, Allie was smiling up at her.
"Washing my clothes! You are so nice, I don't know if I told you this before when I was dirty and starving, but thanks for helping me out. It was really cool of you to do that," Allie said and her voice was unquestionably sincere. Krista looked at her and smiled.
"You have already thanked me, several times, I am glad I could help," she said.
"I wish there was a way I could make it up to you," Allie said shyly. She was looking down at her knees and then glanced at Krista out of the corner of her eye. Krista didn't need any help from Allie, she was really just happy to have gotten to do something good.
"You gave me a pleasant evening of conversation, which is more than I've had for awhile. You don't have to do anything else," Krista said. She was standing above the girl, and Allie leaned forward and tilted her head back. The robe was tied loosely and Krista could see down into it, could see the outline of Allie's small breasts. She felt her heart beating quickly, but couldn't really explain why.
"That really isn't enough," Allie said, and then she rubbed the couch next to her. Krista didn't know what to do, so she sat down. But she sat on the edge of the couch, far from Allie. This girl had admitted to having sex to pay debts before. What was she suggesting? And why did Krista find it intriguing? Or maybe she was reading WAY too much into this.
"What did you have in mind?" Krista asked, trying to sound breezy.
"I don't know," Allie said coyly and inched a little closer to Krista, "tell me what you'd like from me." There was no misreading this now; Allie had said she had sex for money in the past. Maybe that was the only way she knew how to give back to people who helped her. Krista was sort of frozen. She felt Allie's hand on the small of her back.
"I told you," she said, her head feeling light, "I don't need anything."
"No body ever helps me for nothing Krista," Allie said, but not in the least bit sad, "Even the nice truckers who say they don't want anything, I make sure they are happy before I go. I don't like to owe anyone anything."
"What do you mean?" Krista asked, feeling Allie's hand rub up her back.
"You know what I mean," Allie explained and then her other hand was suddenly on Krista's knee.
"Your offer is... very sweet. But I am not into girls," Krista said, finally accepting that Allie was offering to have sex with her and that she couldn't make this stop unless she stopped playing dumb. But Allie just sort of snorted like she didn't believe her.
'Would you have picked me up if I was a homeless dude?"
"No, men can be dangerous. What if a homeless man was mentally unstable, he could kill me."
"Uh Krista, cute chicks can be (and often are) mentally unstable. The fact that I am not means you dodged a bullet, but a bullet you knew was a possibility?" Allie explained and Krista knew she was right, 'Would you have picked me up if I was 60 and fat?" Allie asked. Krista knew the answer to that question as well.
"I don't know," she lied.
"You picked me up because you think I am cute. That is why I get picked up most of the time. I don't mind if you don't mind," Allie said. Krista felt her face getting red hot and Allie's tone softened, "hey that doesn't make helping me out any less awesome. It just means that I can help you out in a way I only know how. You are probably horny, it's been seven months since you last got laid. Let me pay you back, clear my conscience. I know what I am doing, not ALL truck drivers are men." Allie winked a little.
"I don't..." Krista began.
"I didn't know for sure, but then when you came back over here and I leaned forward I saw you look down my shirt. Not much to see I guess, but you wanted to see," Allie explained. This girl was certainly experienced. Krista thought about all the weird feelings she'd been having. Allie relied on being able to read people to stay alive; she must be picking up on something.
Suddenly, Krista felt something touch her cheek. She felt Allie's hand on her chin, slowing turning her face towards her. Now she was looking into Allie's eyes. Allie's eyes looked so deep, her face so smooth, beautiful. Krista could not lie to herself any longer. She didn't just appreciate Allie's attractiveness, she was aroused by it.
"Would it make you feel any better if I said I wanted it too? Most of the people I get in this sort of situation aren't gorgeous and sexy and smart," Allie said and Krista almost swooned.
"I don't know," Krista said and maybe her mind didn't but her body did. She leaned forward slowly and her eyes closed. She felt her lips press against Allie's soft lips. She tilted her head back a little to accommodate the taller girl. Allie smelled lovely and her skin was so soft against Krista's face. She felt Krista's warm, soft hand on her left and shivered and she felt Allie's breath against her cheek. Krista moved her own hand, placing it on Allie's hip, felt the delicate swell and heat from Allie's body. Then she felt Allie's mouth open and she opened her as well. She felt Allie's soft, warm tongue splash across her lips. She moaned into Allie's mouth and felt the younger girl's tongue plunge into her teeth. She tasted Allie's tongue and felt its velvety texture. She felt Allie's tongue push past her teeth and...
"I am sorry," she said, almost into Allie's mouth, "I have work tomorrow morning. I need to go to sleep." She stood awkwardly, smoothing out her clothing. Allie looked stunned on the couch.
"Work?"
"I tutor high school kids to get them ready for the ACT," she explained.
"You are a master's student, you can do that in your sleep, come back," Allie said, putting on a pouty face. But Krista wasn't listening anymore. Her mind had shut down her body. She walked quickly over to the closet and pulled out a blanket and couple of pillows and threw them on the floor.
"The bed pulls out in a couch," she said and then shook her head, "the couch pulls out into a bed. I am sorry, I wish I could stay up longer, but I really need to go to bed. I have to tutor two people tomorrow." Her voice sounded bizarrely cheerful and strained. Allie looked at her like she had lost her mind.
"It is like 9:15," Allie said but she got no response. In that same moment, Krista walked through the door to her bedroom and shut it behind her. Suddenly she let out a gasp of air and slid down onto the floor, her back against the door.
"What the fuck was that?" she thought. She didn't kiss people she didn't know. She didn't fantasize about having sex with women. She didn't want to have sex with vulnerable girls seven years younger than her. All of these thoughts were just too much. She shook her head. And she convinced herself that nothing had happened and she ignored the longing to taste Allie's lips again.
She focused on the things that were normal and ignored the confusion. She quickly disrobed and then slipped on a large t-shirt. She combed her hair and did all of her normal evening rituals, even though it was much earlier than she was used to. She pretended like she didn't hear Allie pulling out the couch bed or turning on the television.
Finally, she lay down in her bed and told herself that it was time to sleep. She closed her eyes tightly and willed herself to sleep. And her thoughts sort of melted into a blur because she refused to allow herself to think. And the more she blurred, the more tense she became. But for what felt like hours she just kept bearing down, trying to convince her body that it was okay to sleep and that it needed to let go. But her body ached to be touched. To be kissed. Her eyes fluttered open and she was staring at the ceiling. Her whole body felt strange and she looked at her door. The light was out in the living room. She looked at the clock, it was 11:00. She'd only been trying to sleep for a little over an hour. Her head ached and she let out a frustrated moan.
Now she couldn't avoid it any longer. She was going to have to deal with this or she wasn't going to sleep. She could masturbate. She didn't do it that often, but she did it. But what would that mean? What would she think about? What if Allie heard her? She could take a cold shower. But to do that, she'd have to go into the living room for a moment and that would mean walking past Allie. Ditto with going to the kitchen to get a drink to steady her nerves. There was no way out of it. Thoughts of Allie were now allowed back into her head. She thought about the girl's lips, the way her tongue taste, the firm warmth of her hip. She moaned again in frustration. She thanked God she had the strength to resist Allie on the couch. She didn't think she'd ever be able to do that again, not in a million...
"Krista," a voice said, and Krista's eyes shot towards the door. Allie was standing backlit in the doorway. Her robe was tied loosely and her breasts were almost hanging out. She looked more gorgeous than ever, her hair hung loose over her shoulders, her lips thick and her legs silky and toned. She looked like pure sex and it pulsated from her eyes as well.
"What are you doing?" Krista squeaked.
"I heard noises, I was checking to make sure you were okay," Allie said, walking into the room. She strolled confidently, like she belonged there. She sat down on the bed next to Krista's arm.
"I am alright, you can leave if you want," Krista said. She didn't know what else to say, her heard was beating and her chest rose and fell quickly, her nipples rubbed deliciously against her shirt. Allie leaned across Krista's body and put one hand next to her neck on the pillow. Her breasts were against Krista's face and their eyes burned together.
"Say the word 'Go' and I will leave. Say any other word and I won't," Allie said simply. Her smell was intoxicating and the fact that Krista could almost feel the girl's body made her entire body quake.
"I need it," was all she could say. Allie bent forward slowly, Krista's head was pounding and it felt like Allie was moving impossibly slowly. Krista closed her eyes and waited. The first thing she felt was Allie's small breasts touch through the fabric against her own. Allie's breasts were sort of sitting on top of Krista's breasts. They felt hot and soft through the cloth. Krista felt her nipples grow hard as Allie's lips grazed hers. This time, there was no thinking about the kiss, she just let Allie's kiss wash over her. She felt the softness of Allie's lips, the way her tongue slid against her lips and pushed into her mouth. She smelled Allie's skin and felt her warmth and smoothness. It was a gentle, loving kiss and Krista brought her arms up and put them around Allie, pulling her completely onto the bed and on top of her own body.
She felt Allie's slight weight on top of her, felt her breasts press harder against her and then the kiss broke and Krista opened her eyes. She saw Allie smiling down on top of her. Allie brushed some hair out of Krista's eyes. Krista spread her legs a bit, letting Allie fall between them, their hips together and their breasts pressing wonderfully together. Allie giggled a little.
"Well, I am paying you back for your hospitality. What do you want? The truck drivers are never shy about asking what they want," Allie said playfully and then she leaned forward and kissed Allie gently on her neck. Krista moaned and her mind raced. She had no idea what she wanted. Her mind and her body were completely at odds about what they wanted. But she couldn't stop now, her body was in charge.
"You said some of those truck drivers were women right?" Krista panted. Allie nodded softly, her hair falling all around her face and tickling Krista's skin. "What do they like? What do the dirtiest, nastiest women make you do to them in the sleeping compartments of their trucks? What makes you squirm?" Krista said, suddenly wanting to turn this around on Allie. Allie had popped into her life and upset all of these carefully constructed rules about who Krista thought she was. Allie would have to pay. Krista smiled naughtily as she bit her lip and stared at the skinny whore between her legs.
"A woman truck driver made me do something real dirty to her just a week ago," Allie said and it looked like she was blushing! Krista felt a sense of power and sexual excitement she'd never had before. She'd never been so excited to have sex in her life. She needed this. Allie looked unsure.
"Well, you see it is..." Allie began, but Krista cut her off.
"Do it," she said, "Don't tell me what it is, just do it." Allie's eyes pleaded for a chance to explain, but she was stuck. This was the game they were playing. Allie first got up on her knees in between Krista's leg. Her eyes were cast down and her hair hung over her face. Allie carefully untied her robe and let it slip off her shoulders. Krista's body ached when she saw Allie, naked and vulnerable, in front of her. She'd seen the girl naked before, but this was different, this was dripping with sexuality. Not to mention the fact that Allie had shaved, her pussy was completely bare.
Allie leaned forward again, now completely naked. This time, she put her hands on the headboard and hung her head low. Her breasts were directly in Krista's face. Her breasts were shaped like small teardrops, her nipples puffy, pink and inviting. Krista didn't need to wait; she knew exactly what she wanted. She arched her back slightly and buried her face in Allie's small, soft tits. She felt Allie's nipples against her lips and opened them to let it in. The nipple felt hard and hot on Krista's tongue and she moaned around it as she flicked it gently. Krista heard Allie gasp as she started to carefully move her tongue around on the puffy nipple; pressing it gently and feeling it give. She sucked on it gently, feeling its give and tasting its warmth. At the same time, she reached over with her hand and grasped Allie's other breast. It was a small handful and felt hot and heavy in her hand. Allie arched her back, pressing her nipple hard into Krista's mouth and her breast deeper into Krista's palm. Krista circled her hand over Allie's nipple, feeling it grow harder.
Finally, Allie pulled back. But as she did so, Krista came to the realization that Allie had grabbed hold of her t-shirt. As Allie moved back, her nipple popped wet and cold out of Krista's mouth but at the same time, Krista's shirt came up over her head. She was in the habit of wearing nothing but panties under her night shirts and tonight had been no exception. Allie threw the shirt on the floor. Krista was topless! In front of a naked girl!
Now Allie was leaning forward again. She got down on her hands and knees and crawled between Krista's legs. Her knees touched the inside of Krista's thighs. Her hands went on either side of Krista's hips. Krista looked down at the girl's beautiful face, her hair a sexy mess. Allie leaned forward and took one of Krista's nipples in her mouth. Krista moaned loudly and her arms felt weak. Krista looked over the girls shoulder, saw the girl's slender shoulders taper back to the small of her back and then flair out at her hips and saw Allie's ass swaying in the air. She felt Allie's tongue roll around on her nipple and felt her teeth nibble on it gently. Her pussy was aching; she could sense Allie's hot body on a few short inches from it. If this was the worst the dirty ladies Allie usually fucked were into, Krista figured she could get used to it
But just when the thought of Allie licking her nipple became too intense, Allie started to move back again. But again, she was pulling back far from empty-handed. Krista hadn't realized that the girl had surreptitiously slipped her hands into the waistband of her panties. Now that Allie was pulling back, she was slowly pulling Krista's panties off as well. Krista looked down and saw her own shaven pussy, dripping wet. Her lips were darkened, almost red in color and even the feeling of the soft air in the apartment running against her clit made her feel sexy and dangerous.
"Remember, you said you wanted this," Allie said, but there was no more trepidation in her voice. Krista figured that much like herself, Allie was now a slave to her impulses. She just needed to do what her body told her to do. Allie grabbed around Krista's knees so that her palms were on Krista's knee caps and her fingers were on the backs of her knees. Krista figured that Allie was going to spread her legs apart and eat her pussy. She needed Krista to do that, needed it more than anything in the world.
Allie carefully spread Krista's legs. Krista looked down over her breasts, across her stomach and even her hard clit and saw Allie kneeling between her legs, her nipples erect and her stomach flat. She could see Allie's pussy glistening as well. She seemed to be liking this as much as Krista was. But instead of leaning forward and planting her lips on Krista's clit, Allie started to push Krista back. Krista was a bit surprised, she started to slide backwards, her back against the bed.
"What?" she started to ask.
"You said not to say," Allie's voice replied. Then Krista's knees were on the bed next to her head and her ass was up in the air. She saw Allie's face hovering above her and the girl smiled and then her head bent. For a moment, Krista didn't know what was going to happen. Then she felt an intense warmth and wetness pressing against her asshole. For a second she was disoriented, and then she realized what was happening. Allie was licking her asshole! For a moment she was about to protest, but she felt the rough, soft, wet tongue lick down from the very bottom of her pussy to the crack of her ass and she moaned loudly instead. She was a bit disgusted, but at the same time insanely aroused. The feeling was indescribable. Allie continued to lap at her ass and Krista fell completely silent and just let the warmth wash over her. She could see Allie's eyes, open and watching, between her legs as the younger girl licked her ass.
Suddenly, she felt Allie reach around her hip. Allie's fingers moved against Krista's cheek and then suddenly, Allie's index finger was in Krista's mouth. Krista didn't know what to think but she sucked on the finger gently. Allie's skin was salty and Krista closed her eyes and enjoyed the feeling of her ass getting licked while she sucked on Allie's finger.
As the same moment, Allie's finger pulled out of Krista's mouth and her tongue moved off of Krista's asshole. Krista whimpered a bit but saw laughter in Allie's eyes. So she stopped. Slowly, and carefully, Allie allowed Krista's hips to fall down slightly. But at the same time, Allie was rising up. Krista's knees were now slung over Allie's shoulder. Krista's pussy was near Allie's face and she wondered if Allie could smell her arousal. Now Krista was on her shoulders her back and ass off the ground, but even as she settled down she realized that everything wasn't back to normal. She felt a pressure against her asshole. She looked down and could see that Allie's finger, the one that had just been in her mouth, was pressing against her anus. Krista's asshole was wet from Allie's tongue and the finger was wet from her own mouth.
Krista let out a high pitched squeak as she felt the pressure on her asshole increasing. Allie was slowly worming her finger against Krista's anus. For a moment the pressure was very intense, and then Krista felt the tip of Allie's finger slid into her anus. Krista screamed a little, and felt uncomfortable. It felt alien and she wriggled against it. But Allie kept the pressure on and the wriggling just drove the finger deeper and deeper into Krista's anus. Krista felt Allie's first knuckle and then the next slide into her asshole. Then, she felt the rest of Allie's hand against her butt and she realized that Allie had buried her entire finger in her ass. She tried to wiggle away further, but suddenly the intense pressure, the discomfort, was starting to feel...good. The more Krista wriggled, the deeper the finger worked and the better if felt. Suddenly, Krista was moaning in pleasure as much as pain. She rocked her hips as best she could, pushing the finger into her asshole.



Allie wasn't done yet. When she had her entire finger in Krista's asshole she bent over. Krista watched as Allie's mouth opened and it closed over her hard, red, throbbing clit. Krista's entire body felt electric as Allie's tongue stroked against her erect clit. She shook from head to toe. Allie started to work her tongue and her buggering finger in slow, steady unison. Krista, looking for some sort of relief, clasped her hands over her nipples, desperately trying to squeeze them or pull them in some way that offered relief. Krista squeezed her breasts and pushed her cunt into Allie's mouth. That same delicate tongue that had so delighted her asshole now swirled over her clit. For a moment, Krista thought that she'd never get relief. Then, she felt it growing inside of her. An orgasm like she'd never felt before. First it burst out of her loins, sending shock waves throughout her body, it felt like every fiber of her body was vibrating in a sweet harmony and every sense was overcome with pleasure. She moaned loudly and her entire body shook as she reached a stunning plateau.
A moment later, she began to be conscious of the world around her. She was lying on her back now, her legs now off of Allie's shoulders. Allie was lying beside her and Krista was aware that was sucking on something. She looked down and saw that Allie's finger was poking out of her mouth. The same finger that had been up Krista's ass was now in Krista's mouth. She didn't know how it got there but the tangy, earthy flavor drove home the intensity and the raunchiness of what had just happened. For a few moments she just lay in the bed, panting and sucking on Allie's ass-covered finger.
"That was amazing," she finally. Actually, she said, "Thawathamaming," before taking the finger out of her mouth and trying again. Allie looked over at her and smiled. But Krista could see the need in her eyes. Krista might have just had the most amazing orgasm of her life, but Allie was still waiting.
"Sit on my face Allie," Krista said suddenly. She didn't even really know what to do, but she wanted that. For a moment Allie just looked at her. Apparently girls who sell their bodies for rides aren't used to johns offering them a chance to get even. But Krista looked at her with longing as well, she wanted to taste Allie's cunt.
Allie got over her sudden confusion and swung her leg quickly over Krista's body. Krista was lying on her back and Allie put her knees on either side of Krista's head. Krista looked up and saw Allie's shaking, puffy, pink pussy lips and wanted to taste them. Allie was so we that a single drop of her juices fell from Allie's pussy and landed on Krista's lower lip. Krista felt the heat and warmth and was surprised. She licked her lip and tasted pussy for the first time. Just a little appetizer of salty, heady flavor. She needed more.
Krista reached around Allie's body and grabbed her ass. The girl was slim and her ass was small, but Krista sunk her fingers into the girl's hot skin and pulled her down. Then, Allie's pussy lips were resting gently on Krista's mouth. Allie's smell filled Krista's nose, a primal smell. And as Krista opened her mouth, so did Allie's taste. Allie's pussy taste salty, earthy, and coppery. It was a strange and delightful combination. Krista didn't know what she was doing, but her tongue took over. She lapped at Allie's slit and lips, but focused mainly on her lover's clit. Her tongue was rigid and flicked at Allie's clit, make the girl moan and shake. Krista's nose was buried in the area recently shaved and her eyes were open, looking at the underside of Allie's breasts as the girl rocks against her lips.
Allie began to paw at her own breasts and arch her back. Krista moaned as Allie let out a low groan. Suddenly, Allie's motions became more erratic and her moan became higher. Krista felt Allie's entire body start to shake and she grabbed a hold of both of Allie's hips, holding her tightly against her tongue as Allie came hard. The liquid got thicker in Allie's pussy, the taste more intense. And then suddenly, Krista couldn't hold Allie anymore and the girl tumbled contentedly onto her stomach.
But Krista wasn't done with her. While Allie was still panting, trying to recover from her orgasm, Krista knelt over her. She put her hands on the girl's creamy white ass cheeks and pulled them apart. She could see where her own spit and Allie's cum had dripped onto Allie's asshole, making it shine. She wanted to taste it. Krista bent over, noticing that Allie was looking over her shoulder at her. She winked as her face moved closer to Allie's asshole. She could smell Allie's body, the smell of sex, and she wanted it inside of her.
When her body was a few small inches from Allie's body, she stuck out her tongue. She immediately made contact with Allie's hot, wet anus. She didn't know what she'd been expecting, but this was different. Allie's asshole was crinkled and soft, and tasted amazing. Krista lapped at it, loving the way that it felt against her tongue. She made her tongue hard and pushed into Allie's asshole a little bit, loving the feeling of having her tongue squeezed and tasting Allie's coppery insides. Allie was watching her and moaning loudly.
Then sat up, pulling her head away from Allie's asshole. Krista popped her right index finger into her mouth, coating it with spit and getting it nice and wet. She moved the finger down between Allie's ass cheeks. She found the little rosebud of Allie's asshole and started to press. Krista heard Allie grunt as the first little bit of her finger went into Allie's body. Allie was biting down on a pillow against the pain, but she never said to stop. Krista felt Allie's asshole squeeze her finger and if felt like it was sucking her in farther. Krista pushed again, moving her knuckle into Allie's asshole. The pressure was greater, and the soft inside walls of Allie's body was so inviting. She kept pushing in until she reached her last knuckle. Allie groaned as Krista fit her whole finger inside.
Krista straddled Allie's leg, placing her wet cunt on the back of Allie's knees. She bent forward, pressing her clit against Allie's soft skin. Krista began to rock back and forth, drawing her clit over Allie's skin and feeling the electrical whir as it moved through her body. She was still moving her finger inside of Allie's asshole. At the same time she extended her middle finger. While her index finger wiggled inside of Allie's asshole her middle finger pushed against Allie's hot wet lips and the tip of her middle finger rubbed against Allie's wet clit. Allie groaned loudly and her body became rigid. But Krista kept humping against Allie's leg and pushing against Allie's asshole and clit. They moved in a ragged, tired, but gorgeous unison. Krista felt that feeling build within her again. She felt her fingers go rigid against Allie's body and suddenly she they were both moaning loudly and in unison. The sensation tore through their bodies, seemed to jump between them, and carrying their consciousnesses away. Their orgasms seemed to build together, to crest together, and then leave them both exhausted, lying on the bed. The feeling was so powerful; Krista did not know how to think. The two lovers just lay in the bed together, their arms and legs intertwined, trying to make sense of what had happened. Krista had never felt so content in her life.
"Are we even?" Allie asked, panting after a long while. Krista reached down towards the foot of the bed and grabbed her thick comforter, and pulled it over both of them. The cuddled together under the blanker, enjoying some post-coital bliss.
"I think I owe you!" Krista said, "Let me finish making it up to you in the morning," she said. And Allie nodded and then yawned. Krista looked at this girl and wondered what this meant. How had this evening changed her? And what would happen in the morning? But these thoughts slowly faded while Allie nodded off in her arms. They fell asleep together and Krista dreamed about the future.
Krista awoke in the morning feeling more relaxed than she'd felt in months. She wiped the sleep from her eyes and looked around her room. It was empty. Krista walked around the apartment, searching for Allie. But she quickly realized that she was alone, with only a brief note on the fridge thanking her for her hospitality as proof that her world had changed.
Chapter 2: The Tutor
Callista Walsh sat at the table in a quiet corner of the library, far from the children's section and computer lab, bouncing the eraser of her pencil off of her book. Her tutor was already twenty minutes late for what was only supposed to be an hour and a half long lesson. And Callista totally had things to do today beyond just sit around and wait. Tutoring was supposed to last from 9:30-11:00, at 11:30 she was going to meet her boyfriend near the mall for lunch, at 1:00 she was going to go to the mall with some of her friends, at 5:00 she was going to get dinner with her dad, and at 8:00 p.m. she was going to baby sit for Ms. Gupta. This bullshit was like seriously throwing off her entire day.
Hell, she wouldn't even be here in the first place if her mother was a complete psycho. Callista got really good grades, like all A's with an occasional B in math. She totally did not need to get tutoring to take some stupid test. She was going to nail the ACT and there was nothing that any tutor was going to do to increase or decrease her odds. Besides, she'd already been offered a partial scholarship to Morehouse College in Atlanta, maybe the best Historically Black College in America, and she'd already spoken with the cheerleading coach about tryouts. She was essentially in.
What was her mother's problem? She knew that some people judged her for the way she dressed and acted. She was a total ditz and she like totally knew it. And she dressed sexy. But she was sexy. She was 5'3 and around 120lbs. She had long, straightened black hair, deep brown eyes that were wide and innocent. Her nose was small, a gentle curve and her lips were thick and luscious. Her breasts were the perfect size for a cheerleader, her body taut, her ass round and full, and her legs slim and sexy. She liked to wear short skirts, tight tops, and no bra (unless she was cheering). So she could like totally see why other people would think she was a goof or something, but why her mom? She'd never done anything wrong in her life. Hell, she had been a virgin until her 18th birthday, keeping the captain of the football team waiting for her for 8 months until she was ready.
Callista shifted uncomfortably in her seat, being careful that the current short skirt she was wearing, a little pink tartan-pleated number, didn't ride up too far on her hips. She looked down at her B-Cup breasts tightly concealed under a tight white t-shirt, her dark nipples hardened and almost visible through the fabric and sighed. She slipped a little yellow cardigan over her shoulders and covered herself up. Best not to give anyone more ammunition to doubt her than they already had.
It might not be so bad, you know, sitting here in the library waiting, if her usual study buddy was there. Callista supposed her illustrious tutor didn't find in financially viable to tutor one student at a time. So Callista would usually get her lessons in stuff that she already knows with another girl from her school, Megan McLain. They weren't like friends, really. They weren't enemies, more like acquaintances. But they ran in different circles and it seemed that Megan really needed these classes, even if Callista did not. But at least there would be someone to talk to you know?
Callista looked at her watch again. She sighed deeply. Twenty-five minutes of her life was completely gone and it wasn't ever going to go back. But she knew that if she didn't wait at least half an hour that her mother would never let her hear the end of it. She'd have to hear about the various perils of quitting, the disappointment she'd sew in the lives of friends and family, and the embarrassment she'd cause. Callista might've been hot shit at school, but at home she knew who the boss was. So she flipped through her book for a few more minutes, pretending she was interested.
Finally, when she was very nearly finished with waiting, she looked up and was totally pissed to see Krista walking into the back of the library. She was carrying her books and looked a little bit rushed, but that made sense since she was late. Her short brown hair was disheveled and was not dressed like usual. Callista definitely thought that Krista was pretty, there is no doubt about that. But she usually dressed super conservative, like long black pants and thick, baggy white sweaters. But even though it was cold outside, Krista was dressed in a more playful fashion. She was wearing a pair of skin tight blue running shorts that barely covered the bottom of her ass. She must've been codl! She was wearing a pair of furry brown boots with them that almost didn't work, but somehow did. And she had on tight zip-up hooded sweatshirt with no bra. On top of all that, it looked like she was wearing a little bit of make-up (some tasteful lipstick and maybe ever some eyeliner). For the first time ever Callista saw that Krista didn't just have some potential, she was like totally cute!
Krista looked around the librarian for a minute, which was strange because the girls studied at the same place every time. For a minute Callista thought it was joke, but then she saw Krista looking annoyed. Callista started to wonder if maybe Krista was sick or something. But she just put up her hand and waved. After a moment, Krista looked over, visibly relieved, and then walked over.
"Sorry I am late," Krista said flustered, "I had a guest over last night... a friend from college." It sounded strange when she said that.
"Oh?" Callista said.
"Yeah," Krista replied, "And she sort of left without warning, I was trying to make sure she was okay."
"Did you get in a fight or something?"
"I don't think so," Krista said, biting her lip. It was pretty clear that Krista was preoccupied or something, so Callista thought she'd be nice and change the subject.
"You totally look cute this morning!" she said sincerely. For a moment that didn't seem to register, Krista just kept staring forward with a blank look on her face. Then it suddenly seemed to dawn on her that something had been said and then it soaked in and she smiled. She looked over at Callista, and for a moment saw something strange in her tutor's eyes. She couldn't put a finger on it, but it felt like, well like the way it felt when a guy was checking her out. A little weird and somehow alluring. And then Krista blushed, looked away, and smiled.
"I didn't even think about what I was putting on," Krista explained, "But I am glad you like it."
"No problem Krista," Callista said, it felt like somehow Krista had read like...more into that compliment than maybe had been intended.
"So," Krista said, putting her items down on the desk and then sitting down, "Sorry about that. Where is Megan? She run to the bathroom?" Krista looked around. They were in a back corner of the library, near the stacks. It was almost completely silent and no one was near them. Callista shook her head.
"She didn't show up either," she said and for a brief instant she saw that wolfishness in Krista's eyes again. But it was only a brief shadow this time and then it was gone.
"Well I guess we need to get to work then," Krista said, "Get out your work book. I think we were on page 112 when we went off last time." Callista dutifully bent over from her chair and grabbed her backpack. Her ACT book was still in there. But as she bent over she could have sworn she saw Callista trying to stare down her shirt to look at her cleavage. But when she got back up with her book, Krista was carefully taking a note in her spiral notebook.
"We were finishing up that unit on trigonometry, right?" Krista asked, opening her book to the same page. Callista nodded.
"Yeah, I remember because Megan was having an issue with Question 24 and you said that we would address it first thing this session," Callista said. She had totally already figured out Question 24 like two minutes after they'd started talking about it. Megan was nice enough, but she was always slowing them down.
"Oh shit!" Krista said and Callista was shocked. Krista never talked like that. For a moment, Krista didn't say anything. She just looked down at her papers with her brow furrowed. Then she just threw up her hands and slammed her book shut. She crossed her arms in front of her breasts and looked at Callista.
"What is it?" Callista asked, concerned. Krista was usually organized, laid back, boring, and sullen. Today she was confused, high strung, bizarre, and angry. It was like she was a different person. Callista never really, like, cared for Krista, but it was still disturbing to see her so different.
"You are already so far ahead of Megan," Krista explained, "And now she is going to miss this lesson too. We will get hopelessly split." Suddenly Callista didn't care about Krista's mood or anything else. This was totally a chance to get out of this early. She could meet up with her boyfriend and do all the things she wanted to do!
"Yeah, and plus, half our time is already over, we'd get through like half a lesson and it would be extra hard to get Megan caught up to the right place," she explained. She didn't even know if that made sense, but she was going to try anything and everything to get out of this. Krista nodded her head.
"Well, I promised your mother that we'd finish one of these lessons every day, we are going to have to stay here the whole time, until 11:30," Krista explained. Callista's stomach dropped into her shoes. That would totally ruin her entire plan for the day.
"No but you said yourself that we'd totally mess up Megan's progress," Callista said, but it didn't look like Krista was buying it. She picked her book back up.
"I am just a little rattled today," Krista explained, "We have to get the whole hour done."
"But I have things to do today!" Callista said. It didn't look like her touching concern for Megan's well-being was getting anywhere, so she decided to just jump straight to the honesty.
"So you just want to do an hour of work and go?" Krista asked, looking down at the thick workbook that they'd only gotten about halfway through. Callista looked at it too and her mind like totally started to whir. She was so sick of this stuff.
"Just let me go now," she begged, "You know I am like, light years ahead of this stuff. We can, like, save ourselves some annoyance and just go our separate ways." But even as she said it, Krista was shaking her head.
"No, no, no. I spoke too soon. I can't take your mom's money and not keep you here the whole time. Plus, I don't know if you know this, but she doesn't trust me. She comes by once every half hour to make sure you are here. Callista's eyes darted to the nearest window. She tried to see, but it was far away. There was no way of knowing if her mom was there. But it was exactly the kind of shit her mom would pull!
"So you are going to keep me here until 11:30! This is like, totally stupid and shit Krista! Give me a break, we both know this is stupid. Can't we... I don't know, make a deal or something." Callista asked in frustration. She didn't even really know what that meant, she was just so fed up with her mother's bizarre insecurity. And she wanted this bitch, this person who worked for her, to just help her out. And as she said it, she noticed that Krista was looking at the window, like she was thinking about something. For a long while, Krista didn't say anything and the tension mounted.
"Okay, I guess it doesn't make a whole lot of sense for me to keep you the whole time," Krista said and Callista smiled and clapped her hands, putting her first towards her mouth. Krista put up a hand, "And maybe if we aren't going to do the whole lesson and I am going to break my promise to your mother anyway, then I might as well let you off without having to do any work at all." Callista couldn't believe it, she was about to get everything she wanted.



"Awesome! Like, Krista, thank you so much. I..." she started, but Krista spoke quickly cutting her off.
"But, you can't leave now," she said, and Callista thought of her mother and felt a familiar, bitter feeling, "You have to stay for the rest of the hour. And I think, since I am being so friendly and you wanted to make a deal, that you owe me."
"What?"
"You just have to accept that you owe me, you have to do what I want for this extra hour I am giving you. That's what you get in exchange for a free half hour and an hour of not doing work."
"Oh come on Krista, you said yourself that it just makes sense, why should I have to do anything for you?" Callista whined.
"Okay, so open your book to..." Krista started, arching her eyebrows and looking at Callista. Callista sighed and rolled her eyes.
"Fine, I owe you..." she said unconvincingly, "but just for the hour!" she said, as though she were holding something back and not conceding the entire issue to Krista. Krista gave Callista an almost sinister smile and then sat back in her seat for a while. The intense silence of the library was strange. Krista was just staring at her, not saying anything. At last she asked the ultimate question, "Well what did you want?"
"Well, how about this, I will ask you questions, and you answer honestly," Krista said.
"Questions? Like what? Not math right?" Callista said and Krista laughed.
"That would be reneging on our agreement wouldn't it? No, I just want to ask you about your life if you don't mind, unless you want to go back to math..."
"No!" Callista said quickly, "But...why do you want to ask me questions about my life? I mean, I am just a client for you, what difference does it make?" For a moment, Krista looked away, and bit her lip. Callista sensed that there was something Krista wasn't telling her.
"Okay, so I was going to make you do the work today anyway, even without Megan. Then I remembered this project I have to do for business school. We are supposed to be making a business plan for a company. The company I got assigned is a store that sells clothing and cheap jewelry to teen girls. I don't really have any sort of idea about how I'd do marketing for that. But you are a teen girl, I think that maybe I could ask you some questions, and get some ideas," Krista explained. Krista realized she'd been had! Krista didn't want to do any work today either! She was like, just looking for someone to help her do her homework. And now, she'd maneuvered Callista into a corner so that she was asking to help Krista. Krista made it look like she was doing Callista a favor to do her homework.
"Alright Tom Sawyer, I guess I can help you out," Callista said bitterly. Krista gave her a little smile, like she appreciated the fact that Callista was smart enough to figure out what was going on.
"Well, let's get started," Krista said, reaching into her bag and taking out a different notebook, "First, are you dating someone and if so, for how long?"
"Yeah, 8 months," Callista explained.
"Is that your longest relationship ever?" Krista asked. Callista didn't know what this had to do with clothes or cheap jewelry, but she figured there was no harm.
"Yeah, the only other long relationship I had was in lasted 6 months."
"Were both relationships with boys? Or was one or both with a girl?" Krista asked very matter-of-factly. Callista was taken aback. Both her relationships were with boys, she had absolutely no feelings towards girls. But it still didn't feel right for Krista to be asking this. Callista squirmed a little, but Krista stared at her impassively. For a moment, Krista's eyes glossed over the math book. Callista spoke up quickly, resolving that she would answer any silly little questions to make sure she didn't have to worry about that threat again.
"Yes, both were with boys," she murmured. Krista behaved like it was a normal question, moving on impassively to the next questions.
"Are you a virgin?"
"Krista!" Callista said, her eyes getting wide, "That is like, totally not any of your business." Krista sighed and rolled her eyes.
"Callista, I know these questions feel strange. But sex sells, I am going to need to know about this, figure out what sort of... experiences girls in your generation have had. So I can sell jewelry. Your name will not be included in the report. It is totally anonymous," Krista spoke like all of this stuff was self-evident and she shouldn't have to say it. Callista didn't think a generalization like that could be made, but she figured if it was anonymous, then there was no difference.
"No."
"How many partners?" Krista asked and Callista winced.
"Just one," Callista said, her voice catching in her throat. She was different than most girls, she hadn't even told her friends that she'd had sex. She was always afraid it would get back to her mother. Only the fact that she could get Krista fired for skipping the lesson allowed her the confidence to say it.
"What positions?" Krista said, her eyes didn't even come up from her notebook.
"Krista!" Callista said, "What could you possibly need to know about... sex positions that could help you sell a necklace?"
"Are you the MBA student or am I? Answer the questions," Krista said disinterestedly. Callista realized she'd reneged on her promise to herself to just answer the questions, so she sucked it up and just answered it.
"Missionary and... doggy style," she said, almost dying. Krista smirked a little and Callista knew that her tutor was picturing her on her hands and knees, her tits swinging underneath her body like pendulums, moaning while a cock was shoved into her pussy. Callista looked down at her book, not wanting to make eye contact with Krista. Her mother had instilled a healthy sense of shame in sex, and while she resented it, she still had it.
"Which was better?"
"Doggy," Callista said, her mouth feeling dry. This was still better than studying on a Saturday, she kept telling herself. And a little part of her, deep inside her, was sort of thrilled by this. Krista, a woman, cared about her sex life.
"How often do you masturbate?" Krista asked suddenly. She said it in a whisper, but Callista's first instinct was to look around the library quickly to see if anyone heard. Her cheeks felt hot and her eyes were wide. This was beyond sex; somehow this was worse, "Well?"
"I don't know, like twice a week I guess," Callista said. Callista thought about lying on her stomach on her bed, her arm pressed down by the weight of her body while her fingers moved delicately and knowingly over her clitoris. And now Callista was sure that Krista was thinking about it as well. "Does your store sell dildos or something." If Krista noticed Callista's sarcasm, she pretended she didn't.
"I guess maybe I should, if all the girls your age are as... active as you," Krista said, she didn't say it maliciously but Callista felt dirty. What was going on here? Everything felt totally weird, like this was some sort of dream that occurred inside of funhouse mirror. "But that is a good point, do you use a dildo?"
"No!" Krista said and she heard a librarian somewhere far off in the library shush her. Krista clucked her tongue and shook her head.
"Seriously Krista, you need to lighten up. You are almost as high strung as your mother. We are just a couple of girls talking about sex," Krista said, adding, "Do you ever finger your asshole when you masturbate?" Callista was, like, completely floored by this. Who the hell was this person and what had she done with dour, boring, and decidedly non-sexual Krista?
"That question cannot possibly have any relevance..." Callista began and then Krista suddenly stood up from the table. Callista stopped talking. Krista started to walk slowly around the table, speaking as she did so.
"Look, I am not trying to make you uncomfortable," Krista said, "Maybe those questions got a little too personal a little too quick. Just know that whatever you do, I am not judging. I just wanted to know. " Krista moved around the table. Callista felt very tense, she didn't know what was going to happen. Krista moved behind her, standing behind the chair. Callista could sense that Krista was very close, her breasts less than an inch from the back of her head.
"What are you doing?" Callista asked pensively, trying to turn her head and see Krista.
"I am trying to teach you a trick I've learned about relaxation. You are far too tense, and it is bad for you. Being tense might even cause you to under-perform on the ACT. So let me do my job and improve you chances of passing the test," Krista said cryptically.
"Umm... Ok," Callista said, feeling uncomfortable. The next thing she felt was Krista's hands on her shoulder. Callista tensed up even more, why was her tutor touching her? Krista carefully slipped the sweater off of Callista's shoulders and it slinked off Callista's arms onto the chair. Krista began to knead the flesh on Callista's shoulders, digging her fingers in firmly but gently. Callista had to admit that it felt nice. Krista's fingers moved against Callista's neck, her fingers were warm and soft. For a moment, Callista forgot how odd the situation was, and just let Krista massage her shoulder and neck. She closed her eyes and melted into her chair. Krista leaned in close while she worked, occasionally her breast would bump Callista's back. Her perfume was delicate and smelled nice. Callista unconsciously began to respond to Krista's touch. She stifled a moan (and was confused by where it came from) and was conscious that she was becoming aroused! Her pussy was getting wet. What was going on? As Callista was thinking about this situation, she suddenly became aware that Krista's right hand was no longer on her neck. Instead it had slinked down over her shoulder, skidded across her sternum, and was now reaching for her breast. Just at the instant that Krista's hand cupped her left breast, Callista squealed.
"Krista! What the hell are you doing?" Callista asked, her eyes darting around the library. She heard someone shush, far off in the library.
"Quiet honey," Krista said, leaving her hand on Callista's breast, 'This is a library. You'd hate to have someone come back here and see what you are doing." Krista explained. Then, she took Callista's nipple between her thumb and forefinger, through the shirt, and squeezed it gently. Callista felt a chill go through her body. It was not entirely unpleasant...but she didn't want this. She was in public! This was a girl? What would her mother think if she saw her, silently accepting this sort of behavior? She knew that all she had to do, in a library, was call out and someone would come over. But she wasn't doing that and for some reason she didn't want to.
Now Krista's right hand moved over to Callista's right breast, pinching at Callista's other nipple, sinking into the flesh. Now her left hand went over Callista's shoulder as well and she was carefully kneading both of Krista's breasts. Callista's nipples grew hard, poking out proudly and visibly through her white shirt. Krista was so much better at this than Callista's boyfriend. She was gentle, and took her time. For a moment, Callista forgot about her worries and just enjoyed the sensual feeling.
She was so transfixed that she didn't notice Krista's right hand move off of her breast. She didn't feel as it reached down and grabbed the bottom of her t-shirt. She didn't notice as Krista started to slowly pull the shirt up. The first Callista noticed anything was when she felt cold air against the bottom of her breasts. She looked down and saw that her shirt was being pulled up! Her bellybutton was exposed and even the rounded bottoms of her breasts! She squirmed a little, trying to get away from Krista, but it only served to pull her shirt up farther. Suddenly, Callista's shirt was scrunched up under her arms pits and her breasts were exposed in the library! She tried to grab the shirt, but Krista was clutching it closely. Callista wanted to yell out but were afraid of people seeing her. Her nipples grew even harder in the cold, their milk chocolate color looking darker as the skin contracted.
Krista jerked hard on the shirt, pulling Callista's arms up. And in a flash the shirt was sitting on the table and Callista was topless in the public library. Krista's hands moved back to Krista's breasts, kneading them and pinching Callista's nipples. Callista felt frozen, her heart was beating a mile a minute. She did not know what was bothering her more, her horror at being exposed or the undeniable pleasure she felt from having Krista's hands on her body. She moaned and looked down at her breasts. She liked the way Krista's pale skin looked cupping her brown breasts had to bite her lip to avoid louder noises.
Krista's hand came off of one of Callista's breasts and grabbed her chin. Krista turned Callista's head to the side so that she was looking over one of her shoulders. And then Krista bent forward and placed her mouth on top of Callista's. Callista was shocked. For a moment she didn't do anything. But she felt Krista's soft, warm lips against her own and Krista kept kneading her breast with her hand. Krista's breast pressed farther against her head. Callista was powerless to resist. She opened her mouth, letting Krista's tongue into her mouth. Krista's tongue felt hot at warm against Callista's own, her saliva tasted sweet, and her passion was contagious. Krista squeezed Callista's breast harder and bit Callista's lip. Callista kissed back, giving more passion than she'd ever been able to muster for her boyfriend.
After a long white, the kiss was broken and Callista's mouth was thick with the taste of her tutor's mouth. Callista felt like she was in shock. Her entire body felt like it was shaking and everything felt surreal. As a result, she did not resist when Krista took her by the arm and carefully helped her to stand. She complied easily when Callista spun her around and sat her back down on the table. Now the two women were facing one another. Callista looked into Krista's eyes and saw that wolfish glare again. It thrilled her. But still, she slowly realized where she was again and looked around to see if anyone was near. She didn't notice anyone. She put her hands back on the table behind herself, sort of reclining back. She had no idea what was going to happen next, but she no longer had the will to resist. Whatever happened from now on, she wanted it.
Krista licked her lip and then leaned forward. She put her hands on either side of Callista's hips. Krista sighed contentedly and then leaned forward. Callista watched as one of her hot, brown nipples disappeared into Krista's mouth. Callista was entranced by Krista's pink lips and white skin against her own nubile brown body. Without conscious thought, Callista's hand went to Krista's head and she began to gently stroke the older woman's hair. Krista cooed playfully, her tongue dancing generously and sensuously over Callista's tit. After a few minutes, Krista moved to Callista's other breast. The newly exposed nipple felt cold and wet but Krita quickly put her hand on that breast, massaging it while her tongue prodded and stroked the other. Callista leaned her head back, just allowing the sensation to wash over her.
After a few more minutes of sucking and slurping at Callista's warm breast, Krista sat down fully in her chair. Callista's nipple popped out of her mouth. Callista was almost panting with desire. She'd never felt so aroused in her life. Krista seemed to sense that. She placed a finger on Callista's nipple, and then slowly traced her finger down Callista's body, over her breast, her stomach, and down her leg to the knee. The Krista put carefully grasped Callista's other knee and spread her legs apart. Callista looked down between her knees and saw Krista looking between them. She stifled a groan and bit her index finger at the knuckle.
Gingerly, Krista reached in between Callista's legs, her hands disappearing into the girl's pink skirt. Callista could feel Krista's fingers against the insides of her thighs. She spread her legs wider, trying to provide her tutor with access. Krista pulled one hand out from Callista's skirt and put her finger against her lips, indicating quiet. This was the first Callista realized she'd been whimpering with desire.
Suddenly, Callista felt a finger graze her pussy. She jumped a little and felt a chill throughout her body. She felt as Krista carefully worked her finger into the tiny spot of fabric just covering her pussy. She felt Krista's nail against her labia, it grazed her clit and she bit harder on her finger. She lifted her butt off the table, and she felt Krista hook her finger into the panties and carefully pull on them. Her panties slid off her ass and Krista pulled them down her legs and took them her feet. Callista was panting noisily.
"I need to keep you quiet," Krista whispered naughtily. She took Callista's tiny pair of underwear (it was a skimpy black thong) and rolled it into a ball. She pushed it up in front of Callista's face, almost touching her lips. For a moment, Callista didn't know what her tutor wanted. Then, it dawned on her and she felt like jelly. But she knew she needed to stay quiet as well. She opened her mouth and Krista popped the panties into her mouth. They were wet and warm and Callista could taste her own pussy juices. It was a flavor she'd never experienced before, salty and sweet and she loved it, her tongue prodded the fabric, searching for more of her syrupy nectar.
While she did this, her eyes stayed glued to Krista. Krista slowly flipped back Callista's skirt, exposing her narrow strip of well-kempt pubic hair and her juicy, dripping red cunt. A small puddle had even formed on the table, Callista had never been so aroused in her life. She could even smell her pussy, and she liked it. Krista winked at her and then put her head between her pupil's legs. Callista could feel Krista's breath on her cunt and bit down hard on her panties.
When Krista's tongue first came in contact with her clitoris, Callista shuddered visibly. The excruciating anticipation had been totally worth it! She felt her pussy, and all of her other muscles, contract. She felt Krista's tongue fan out and begin lapping generously at her pussy. It felt hot, warm, and wet. Heavenly. Krista's tongue moved in a slow, rhythmic fashion over Callista's pussy. With one hand, Callista grabbed her breast and started to knead her flesh, pulling hard on her sore nipples. She wanted to moan, but her mouth was stuffed with her own panties.
Callista opened her eyes to look down at her lover. She saw the crest of Krista's head and could see the gentle movements of Krista's body as she licked her pussy. She looked beautiful. Suddenly, out of the corner of her eye, Callista saw movement. Her entire body tensed and she froze, feeling completely terrified. She turned slowly to see what was moving. Krista appeared not to notice and continued to lick her pussy forcefully. Callista saw a woman! She was standing only ten feet away, her eyes opened, looking directly at them. For a moment, Callista almost cried out, but the pleasure between her legs was building. She couldn't stop now. The woman's face looked impassive, like she didn't notice what was going on or that it was normal to see a couple of women fucking in the library. Then, Callista realized that the woman was holding a cane, the woman tapped it gently on the ground, then turned towards a book shelf. She reached up at grabbed...a book in Braille. The woman was blind! The woman took her book and walked away.
Suddenly, the relief and the tension built as one. Callista grunted (almost) noiselessly in her throat. All of her muscles tightened and her mind went completely blank. And then a torrent of pleasure like she'd never experienced before tore through here body. Rocketing up from her clitoris, through her chest and into her brain. Callista was shaking all over. She suddenly came to realize that something strange was happening. She looked down between her legs to see a large, sudden blast of thick, clear liquid pour out of her cunt! She was squirting! She'd, like, heard about that happening before but totally didn't think that it could happen. Especially not to her. But she felt intense relief as around three cups of hot liquid poured out of her body, splashing against Krista's face and dripping onto the floor.



Callista leaned forward and ran her hands through Krista's hair lovingly. But Krista stood up quickly, her cheeks bulging, but a smile in her eyes. She stuck her hand under Callista's mouth and Callista quickly spit her panties out. Krista leaned forward quickly and kissed Callista. As soon as their lips met, Callista felt Krista's tongue probing hastily at her lips. She parted her mouth and felt hot, thick liquid pour into her mouth. That same delectable flavor that she'd tasted in her panties was there again, except more powerful. Krista poured all of her juices into her mouth, before breaking the kiss. Now Callista's mouth ached, full to the top with her own hot cum. Callista swished the womanly liquid in her mouth, letting it coat ever surface. Then, in a single gulp, she swallowed it down, savoring the warmth that emanated from her stomach, coating it fully.
She looked over at Krista now that her bearings were about her again. She saw that Krista was unzipping her sweat shirt. It was immediately clear that Krista wasn't wearing anything underneath. Krista finished unzipping the shirt and then pulled it off her body, exposing her own supple breasts. Callista stared at the other girl. She'd never been sexually attracted to a woman before, but now she had an almost uncontrollable urge to feel those breasts, to kiss them, to taste Krista. Krista used her sweatshirt to gently wipe Callista's excess cum off her face. Callista giggled as she did this and Krista gave a wry smile.
Callista jumped off the table and wrapped her arms around Krista. It was sort of a spur of the moment thing, a thank-you for the orgasm. She felt naughty as their naked breasts rubbed together. She looked down at her smaller tutor and then bent her neck and passionately kissed Krista. Their mouths still tasted like Callista's cum and their hands roamed over one another's bodies. Callista felt Krista's breast and squeezed her nipple, enjoying its heat and velvety softness. While they were kissing, Callista felt Krista slip off her tight little shorts. Now the only clothing the two women were wearing were Krista's boots and Callista's skirt.
Callista became aware that Krista was gently guiding them both downwards, onto their knees. They stopped there on the floor for a few moments, kissing and fondling one another. But then, Krista gently rocked Callista back, onto her back. Krista was leaning over her, her breasts hanging in Callista's face. Callista slipped one of Krista's tight pink nipples into her mouth, sucking it gently. She loved the way it hardened, got dense in her mouth. With her other hands she stroked Krista's other breast.
But Krista was a woman on a mission. She got up quickly, turned around so that she was facing Callista's feet, and then knelt down over Callista's face, her knees on either side of the younger woman's head. In an instant, Callista went from having Krista's tit in her mouth to have a close-up view of her tutor's shaved pussy. The smell was intoxicating and Callista could see that Krista's pussy was dripping wet as well.
Krista squatted down some, essentially sitting on Callista's face. Callista was surprised to find that her nose was pressed against Krista's anus and her lips were against Callista's labia. She would have thought she'd be disgusted by this location, but she was exhilarated. She kissed Krista's weeping slit and felt her tutor's body shake all over. Callista reached around and put her hands on Krista's hips, pulling her down harder on her face, driving her nose deeper into her anus. And while she didn't know 100% what she was supposed to do, she was a smart girl. She stuck out her tongue and quickly found Krista's clitoris. Krista's pussy tasted delicious, and her juices ran down Callista's cheeks. Callista hungrily licked Krista's pussy. She could hear Krista, moaning under her breath, trying not to alert anyone. Callista's body felt transcendent, just being this close to another woman, tasting her, it made her more aroused than before.
Her tongue worked faster, prodding and poking at the hot little nub of Krista's clitoris. Krista rocked in motion with her as they slowly began to build towards something. They moved faster, the rhythm getting lost and being replaced with wild, animalist motions. Finally, Krista made a choking sound as she apparently held back a scream, her knees tightened around Callista's head. Krista shook all over and Callista knew she'd done her job. Suddenly, Callista felt something hot and wet on her lips. She opened her mouth just in time for a sexy squirt of Krista's cum to pour into her mouth. It was much less than Callista's had been, just a mouthful, but it tasted heavenly. Perhaps even better than her own.
Krista rolled off of Callista, flopping onto her back on the library floor. Callista got up on her hands and knees and crawled over to her tutor. She hovered over her, grinning with cum in her mouth. Krista smiled and grabbed Callista's head, pulling her down into a tight kiss. Callista' opened her mouth wide, letting cum pour into Krista's mouth and also over her cheeks and into her hair. When all of the cum was with Krista, Krista sat up on the floor. She smiled at Callista and let the cum drip in big, string globs out of her mouth. It poured over her chin and down onto her breast, into her bellybutton. It was so dirty and sexy.
"Clean me up," Krista whispered. Callista didn't need to be told twice. She climbed between Krista's legs and put her face into Krista's body. Callista desperately started to lick the combined cum and spit off of Krista's body, starting by sucking it out of her bellybutton and drinking it down. She tasted the strange earthy flavor of cum on Krista's hot, salty skin and it was better than before. She licked Krista's stomach, her tits, her neck, and even her chin. When she finished, they were sloppily kissing, strings of spit and cum connecting their dirty mouths.
Krista broke the kiss and then lay down on the ground on her side and she spread her legs open. Callista got a beautiful view of Krista, her breasts hanging tightly from her body, her stomach flat, and her pussy dripping and inviting. She looked like a classical painting. But apparently, Krista did not want to merely be viewed. She hooked her finer at Callista, beckoning her forward.
Krista silently directed Callista where to move. In a few moments, Callista realized that Krista wanted her to slide their bodies together so that their pussies were together, in a scissoring position. Callista felt naughty as one of her legs slide up between Krista's breasts and the other slide up her tutor's back. She took one of Krista's legs in her arms, pressing it against her tits, as she slid her clit against Krista's.
Their wet pussies kissed together, Callista felt her hard clit press against Krista's and her entire body shivered. Gently, Krista began to rock, pressing her clit into Callista's body. Callista began to mimic her tutor's lead, moving her clit forcefully and enjoying the sensation it gave.
As their wet pussies moved over one another, Callista began to kiss Krista's foot, and leg. Planting passionate, wet kisses against her tutor's skin, enjoying the taste and the added oral sensation to accompany her titillated pussy. Krista followed Callista's lead, sucking on Callista's toes and kissing the bridge of her foot. And they continued to grind into one other. Their motions became faster, their kisses to one another's legs more passionate. Callista felt that indescribable feeling building again. She looked across at Krista and saw her tutor's beautiful face, scrunched in tension and anticipation.
The both reached the moment of ecstasy at the same moment. Noiselessly, the tension in their bodies reached crescendo. Callista felt the warmth and electricity pulsate through her body, making her limp and rigid somehow at once. She felt Krista's body moving the same way. And in a few moments after their orgasms subsided they collapsed onto the library floor, panting.
After a few moments they both came to their senses. They couldn't lay here naked forever, the odds were good that someone would come by this way soon. Without speaking the two smiling, giggling girls grabbed their clothes and quickly slipped them back on. They prayed that no one saw them, that no one heard the noise. Just as Callista was slipping her cardigan back on, she saw the librarian walk back to their desk.
"Are you ladies alright?" she asked, perhaps noticing their flushed faces.
"Of course," Krista said, picking up her bags, "We were just finishing up our...studying." Callista looked at her watch and saw she was late for lunch with her boyfriend and shrugged.
"Yeah, I guess so," she said. The librarian briefly looked at the wet spot on the floor but shrugged her shoulders and walked away. The girls collected their stuff and walked towards the door to leave, both feeling strange but incredibly satisfied.
"I sure hope Megan isn't here next week either," Krista said smiling as they reached the door. But now it was Callista's turn to offer a wolfish grin.
"I hope she does," she said and winked and then slinked with her best sexy walk to her car.
Chapter 3: The Babysitter
Madri Gupta waved to the cab as it drove away and then laughed a little to herself. The only person in the cab was the cab driver, who was she waving at? She turned and looked at her house and sighed. Well, she was home. She looked at the house with a mixture of satisfaction and dread. With a little bit of drunken giddiness thrown in. And why not? She was a little drunk and she happy to be home with her two young sons. But she also dreaded what coming home alone meant. Another disastrous first date and at least a few more weeks of being alone. As she walked (or stumbled a bit) up the walkway towards her front door, she dissected her most recent romantic flop.
He was 45 years old (making him six years older than Madri), but he had lived with his mother since his divorce three years earlier. He was overweight, in between jobs, and ate with his hands at the restaurant. Madri had tried to be kind. It had taken her a long time to get over her divorce as well. But not only was he fat, stunted, and slobbish, he was rude. He made strange comments about her Indian heritage and asked her why she didn't have a dot on her forehead. In the end, she'd abandoned him halfway through the date, met up with some other women she knew, and had a couple of drinks to try and forget it. Ten first dates in the last six months and not a single second date to show for it. And even with her standards slipping every day.
Madri shook her head and decided to put this night behind her like she'd done nine other times (with the magician, the fantasy football guru, the nosebleed guy, the guy who wanted a pre-date kiss, the guy who called his ex on the date, the guy who told her she was eating too much, the guy who wore a gun on his belt, the guy who hated kids, and the guy who sipped her drink without asking). As she got up the stairs she realized she was a little bit drunker than she thought. The babysitter was inside and Madri needed to keep it together long enough to get the girl out of her house. It was past midnight, so she'd have to pay a little extra. She giggled drunkenly, then put on a straight face and opened the door.
"I'm home," she said and immediately realized that she was speaking too loud and that she was slurring a bit. She set down her keys and looked at herself in the mirror next to the door. Why was she having so much trouble? She was pretty. She was 5'8 and only 135lbs. She had long black hair, a small nose, big almond eyes, thick dark lips, and a clear complexion. Despite being almost forty and having two kids, her breasts were high and her stomach was flat. Her butt was toned from exercise and her legs were long and slim. 30-year-olds wished they looked like her! She looked particularly good in her first date clothes, thin black skirt that showed off her legs, a white blouse that showed a little cleavage, and a pair of black heels to pull it all together. Whatever, it wasn't worth it.
"Hello Mrs...Ms...Dr. Gupta," a voice said, and Madri turned to look at her perky young babysitter Callista. For just a moment Madri thought that the short cheerleader looked kind of sexy. The girl was wearing a skin tight t-shirt with no bra. It was a little short and some of Callista's silky black skin was exposed at the midrift. She was also wearing a relatively short skirt. Madri figured her 10 and 8 year old sons were probably too young to enjoy the view. Callista smiled openly as Madri looked at her for a moment.
"I told you before, call me Madri," she said, setting down her purse. The young girl sort of smiled and shrugged.
"Sorry... Madri, just one of those things my mom taught me. A hard habit to break," she explained. Madri walked into the kitchen where Callista was standing. She couldn't kick the girl out without a debriefing, so she gestured to a chair at the table and sat down. Madri followed, sitting down next to her. She felt light-headed as she sat and hoped that her breath didn't give away that she was drunk. If she noticed, Callista pretended that she did not.
"Did you have a good night here?" Madri said, she looked over into the living room and saw that the television was off, "I know I told you that you could watch television or watch any of my blue rays while I was away right?"
"Oh yeah, I just turned it off when I heard you coming in. I had a good night. It was quiet here, nothing much going on."
"How were the boys?" Madri asked.
"They were great, like usual," Callista explained. She then went on to describe the whole night. They ate macaroni and cheese and watched Spongebob. Neither gave her trouble when it was time to go to bed. It was the kind of report that any mother would be happy to get. But, apparently, her face didn't show the exuberance that Callista was expecting, "Is something wrong... Madri?" she asked. Madri had been staring down at the table while Callista spoke, and now she looked up and saw the girl's big, brown eyes staring at her intently and with concern. Madri sighed and then forced a smile.
"Oh no honey," Madri said, "I'm sorry. I am just a little tired. I am glad the boys were good. I guess I owe you an extra twenty for staying out late." She started to rise to get her pocket book but Callista gently put her hand on her wrist and Madri, for some reason, sat back down and looked at her young babysitter.
"Did something bad happen on your date?" Callista asked, leaning in close. Madri could smell the girl's perfume, it was lovely. She almost giggled, but realized that she still had to keep it together. The problem was, trying to remain serious ran the risk of making her a maudlin drunk.
"It was just a bad date," Madri said, seeing no need to lie, "So I guess I won't need you again until my next first date." She said and she felt sadness pour over her as she said it.
"That's too bad," Callista said shaking her head. Madri couldn't help but notice the way the girl's breasts bounced gently as she moved. Callista really was a pretty girl, "You are so cool and so hot! You should be scooping up all of those suave older guys!" Callista smiled broadly when she spoke, her teeth white and straight. Her hair fell across her eyes. Madri was unexpectedly touched that such a pretty and vivacious girl would think that she was attractive.
"That's so sweet," Madri slurred a bit. She almost felt tears in her eyes but knew it was just because she was drunk. She fought that down, "I thought I'd have better luck too," she explained.
"I like you Madri, guys will like you too," Callista said, and Madri almost laughed, this conversation felt a little bit too much like she was in high school.
"Oh I don't that they don't like me. But I sure as...hell don't like them. Every guy has been a loser," Madri said bitterly and then hiccupped. She hoped Callsita didn't notice, or realize that it meant she was drunk.
"How are you meeting guys?" Callista asked. For a moment, Madri thought that maybe this was not an appropriate conversation to have with her babysitter, but hell she was drunk and her inhibitions were a bit low. It might be nice to talk this stuff out.
"Online mostly," she explained, "I don't really have time to do anything else. With work and the kids..."
"Yeah, that makes sense," Callista said. Callista had started this conversation now Madri felt like maybe the girl had some advice for her or something. Madri consciously knew that was absurd, what could an 18 year old tell her? But in her state, dejected and drunk, she as ready to grasp at anything. Maybe Callista just needed a little more information to get her advisory juices flowing.
"I don't know what I am doing wrong. I am up front about being divorced, about having kids, and everything else. But other than that, I just tell people I want to have fun and get to know them. You'd think I could attract better guys," Madri said, spilling her heart to her babysitter. Callista nodded understandingly but didn't say anything. All of the frustrations that Madri had decided to avoid all these months boiled over. She needed to get this stuff out.
"I mean I am not dressed like a whore," Madri said, surprising herself. She stood up and swept her hands across her body, "But I am not a nun either. I don't think I am throwing off an ice-queen vibe that would scare away good guys do you?" Callista just shook her head, but didn't speak. She had a little smile on her face, like she knew the answer to all of Madri's problems but refused to tell. It was driving Madri insane! Why wouldn't Callista just tell her what was wrong with her so she could fix it. A cute teenage cheerleader obviously knew what guys wanted even if a 40-year old divorcee did not.
"I mean do I have to apologize for being a successful woman? Is that the problem? Do I only get dates from losers because men who are successful don't want competition from their girlfriends? I know that was my ex-husband's problem. But I thought that was just his problem. Not a general man problem." She said, she began pacing in her kitchen now. She looked up at Callista who looked sympathetic, but still did not speak.
"Is it a race thing? Are white men or black men or Asian men afraid that an Indian woman won't suit their needs? I don't make those rules and it isn't fair," Madri said. She felt tears on her cheeks now. Oh god, she was way drunker than she'd thought. And Callista was here. Seeing all of this. She wanted to stop, but her self-pity was too far. She was stuck.
"And you know what Callista," she said and the girl looked up at her. Madri's heart was pounding, her mind knew that she shouldn't say what she was going to say next, but she couldn't stop, "I am not very sexually experienced. I only ever had sex with my husband and I don't want one-night stands. So here I am, long since divorced and trying. But these men don't know that. Can they sense my sexual naiveté? I doubt it. But I feel like they can."
"You've only ever had sex with one person?" Callista said, finally breaking her silence. All Madri could do was nod her head, "And you haven't had sex in a year?"
"Two. That last year, my husband and I... Oh god!" Suddenly Madri realized what she was saying and who she was speaking to. A wave of self-hatred swept over her and she fell down on her knees on the kitchen floor, the tears coming hot and fast now. What was she doing? What did she expect Callista to do? Put her love life in order. This was too embarrassing. She was acting like a drunken asshole and she had to stop.
Just as the self-loathing was reaching its peak, Madri felt a hand on her shoulder. She looked up and saw Callista, smiling sympathetically at her. Madri reached up and patted Callista's hand. Somehow, the girl's touch soothed her. Her chest hitched once more and then she stopped crying. But she slumped down onto the kitchen floor, mentally and physically exhausted.



"You are way too high strung," Callista said, "And I should know. My mom is too high strung. Heck, I have a tendency to get too high strung." Madri laughed, the girl was right about that at least.
"I know, it's tough," Madri said. Callista sat down on the kitchen floor across from Madri. Madri saw the girl's eyes flash, surprised, as she looked at her. For a moment, Madri didn't realize that what Callista saw. Then she realized she'd sat down on the kitchen floor with her legs splayed apart even though she was wearing a skirt. And she also remembered that she'd been so hopeful about her date that she'd decided not to wear panties. She quickly snapped her legs together, not wanted Callista to see more of her vagina than she already had. Her cheeks felt hot, but she pretended like she hadn't noticed Callsita looking. For a moment she wondered what the girl thought when she saw her pussy. Did it look good? Old?
"You were really excited about the date huh?" Callista asked and Madri looked down between her legs and felt shamed again. But she nodded, "Maybe you are like... to excited. Too eager."
"What do you mean?"
"Maybe you are rushing into these dates with guys you can probably kind of already tell are going to be losers," Callista said delicately. That sort of struck home to Madri, it wasn't like any of the guys she had dated recently had stellar online dating profiles.
"Yeah, you are right. But what do I do? I mean... I am kind of getting desperate," Madri said and it pained her to say it. She hated what an honest drunk she was.
"Madri, can I be honest with you," Callista said and Madri smiled and nodded vigorously, "You need to get laid."
"What?!" Madri said, a little shocked that her sweet babysitter was talking like that. Callista put up her hands in a defensive posture.
"Look, you are high strung and you're making mistakes. You need to get laid, get it out of you, and then you can make better decisions," Callista said and Madri realized that it sounded a little bit like wisdom.
"I know but..."
"Do you masturbate?"
"No...I," Madri said, suddenly her head was swimming. But before she could say anything else, Callista was up like a shot. Madri twirled around to see what Callista was doing. Callista was digging into the refrigerator. Madri was confused. But in a moment, Callista was back.
"Let me help you with something," Callista said, sitting back down in front of her employer. Madri looked and saw that Callista was holding a produce bag from the grocery store. Her drunk mind could not conceive of what was going on. Callista dumped out the contents of the bag and two big carrots and a small cucumber fell out. Did Madri buy those? She couldn't remember going to the grocery store. And she couldn't figure out what Callista was doing. Making her a salad?
"Oh they're cold!" Callista said and she gingerly picked up the cucumber. It was around six inches long and no wider than two inches at its thickest point. Callista put the cucumber to her lips and pushed one bulbous end into her mouth. Madri figured the girl wanted a sort of odd snack. But after inserting the cucumber into her mouth about four inches, Callista slid it back out again. Slowly and methodically, Callista pushed the cucumber into her mouth and then pull it back out again. Madri watched, stunned, as the green vegetable slid in and out of the girl mouth. Watched the girl's dark lips spread over the cucumber, and watched the girl's cheeks stretch to accommodate. Callista was performing fellatio on a cucumber, and Madri was awestruck.
"What are you doing," Madri asked finally. She had to admit, watching the nubile 18 year old, her large breasts shaking as she moved, sucking on the cucumber was erotic. Callista held up her free hand and continued to lick the cucumber for a few more seconds.
"Warming it up," She said as she slid the cucumber out of her mouth, "And getting it wet." It glistened with saliva. Callista got up on her knees and moved so that she was kneeling beside Madri, who was sitting on her butt on the kitchen floor. They were facing one another, but Callista was on Madri's left side. Callista reached down and put her hand on Madri's knee. Madri felt a shock run through her body. This was not normal. Slowly, Callista tried to pry Madri's knees apart. But Madri would not let her.
"What is going on?" Madri slurred. She looked over at Callista. The girl's breasts were at her eye level. She saw Callista's hard nipples poking out from her t-shirt. She watched they way they rose and fell as the girl breathed. She turned and looked up into Callista's eyes and saw a strange hunger there. Her babysitter had a odd, but passionate, look on her face. Callista took her hand off of Madri's knee and grabbed Madri's chin, tilting her face up. Callista looked down at her.
"Madri, I am going to fix your problem," Callista said soothingly. Madri suddenly became aware of the last, subtle power shift in her relationship with her babysitter. Madri stared up at Callista and the girl's beauty was stronger than ever before. She no longer had an abstract admiration for the girl's looks, she wanted her. This cool, confident girl who seemed to have all of the answers that she lacked. There was something so...sexy about that.
But Madri didn't have a lot of time to think about it. Callista leaned forward and closed her eyes. Madri did the same. Madri felt the young woman's thick, hot lips on her own. It had been more than two years since her first romantic kiss and Madri melted into it. She felt Callista's hand grasp the back of her head, pulling her in tighter. Callista's lips were so warm, so velvety. And then Madri felt them split open and Callista's thick, wet tongue slipped across her lips. Madri darted her own tongue out, tasting Callista's saliva and brushing her babysitter's tongue. Then Callista's tongue plunged into her mouth. Callista's saliva was thick and sweet and Madri sucked on her tongue. She moaned into Callista's mouth.
Madri was so engrossed by the kiss that she didn't notice Callista's hands go back to her knee. But she felt it when it landed them. She expected Callista to try and spread her legs apart again. In fact, she wanted that. She was more than willing now to stop resisting. But the hand just sat there. But Callista was right, she needed to get this out of her system. So Madri decided it was her job to push the action. Without breaking their kiss (in fact, she kissed deep, pushing her own tongue into Callista's mouth, feeling the ridged roof of the girl's mouth) she lifted her hand. She didn't open her eyes, but she opened her palm. She felt it push up against the bottom of Callista's breast. She felt the girl shudder all over.
"Oh god!" Callista moaned. Madri was surprised by the weight and density of Callitsa's breast. She'd felt her breasts before, but the alien feeling of touching a breast and getting only sensation from her hand was wonderful and strange. She squeezed the breast tightly, letting her finger sink into her babysitter's breast. Callista arched her back, pushing her breast harder into Madri's hand. Madri moved her hand up along Callista's breast, rubbing it gently. She could feel Callista's nipple against her palm, hard and taut. She rubbed her palm over it, and felt Callista's body shake.
Apparently, that was what Callista needed to act. She slipped her hands between Madri's knees again and gently pushed them apart. Madri wasn't being coy anymore, and her legs flew open quickly. Callista carefully rolled Madri's skirt back so that it was almost up to her hips. Madri could smell the musky aroma of her pussy wafting up from between her own legs. She couldn't remember the last time she'd been so wet. Excited, Madri slipped her hand off of Callista's breast. But only for a moment. She reached underneath of Callista's shirt, sliding her palm over Callista's bare breast. It felt warmer, more substantial even than over the shirt. Callista's nipple was hard and felt rubbery in Madri's hand. Madri tweaked her babysitter's nipple, gratified by the way her actions made Callista shiver. Callista kissed Madri again. This time, hard and deep, shoving her tongue roughly into Madri's mouth. Madri met the girl's tongue, tasted her spit and tried to continue to squeeze Callista's breast while she did so.
Madri's eyes were closed, so she didn't see Callista move. But she felt motion between her legs. Then she felt something cool and hard press against her pussy. Her eyes flew open and she looked down between her knees. She saw Callista's delicate, sensual hands grasping the cucumber. She had it placed hard against Madri's clit. Madri felt a swooning feeling in the pit of her stomach. Callista was looking at her with an insatiable glare. Madri whimpered but didn't speak. Her hand slipped off of Callista's breast. She needed both hands propped up behind her back to keep from falling.
The cucumber was still very cold, but it was wet from saliva. Callista started to slowing move the cucumber up and down on Madri's slit, almost all the way from her asshole up to her clitoris. Madri's entire body became unbelievably sensitive. Madri watched as the cucumber slide up and down. The pleasure was intense as it touched her clit, making her legs feel weak. But she wanted to cucumber inside of her. Her entire body was aching for it, begging to be fucked. She knew she was whimpering and she looked to Callista, who was smiling devilishly.
"Do you want me to put this in?" she asked and Madri nodded. She wanted to grab the cucumber from Callista and fuck herself, "beg me to do it."
"Please Callista," she said, her voice rising and falling in unison with the bulbous vegetable dancing across her slit.
"Please what?" Callista asked innocently. She tossed her hair over her shoulder, bending down close to Madri's face, "You can whisper it, but you have to beg for it." Madri could smell Callista's hair and feel the girl's breasts resting gently on top of her own. She would do anything for release now.
"Fuck me Callista, fuck me you little slut!" Madri squealed into Callista's ear. Callista didn't wait a second longer. Madri grunted as she felt the cold, round tip of the cucumber push through her pussy lips. Her entire body shook as the first trembling inch entered her vagina. She lifted her butt off the ground and started rocking her hips. Callista kept pushing, driving the vegetable deeper and deeper into Madri's pussy. Madri moaned as she rocked, feeling the cucumber fill her up. And, when she felt like she couldn't be any fuller, she felt Callista's warm fingers touch the lips of her pussy. The entire cucumber was in her body.
Callista eased the cucumber a few inches out of Madri's pussy and Madri took in a sharp breath of air, going out felt almost better than going in. And then Callista pushed the cucumber in again, hard and fast. Madri moaned loudly and arched her back. Callista kept sliding the cucumber in and out of Madri's pussy using her middle and forefinger to grasp it like a thick cigar. At the same time she moved her thumb, wet and soft, over Madri's clitoris. She swirled her finger gently and knowingly on Madri's button, putting just the right amount of pressure on. Madri's legs flailed, she just couldn't contemplate the level of sensation she was dealing with.
To make matters worse (or better), Callista took her free hand and reached into Madri's shirt. Her fingers slid into Madri's bra and her nails rubbed deliciously against Madri's nipples. Then Callista yanked down, freeing one of Madri's big, round breasts. The skin was taut and her light brown nipples were hard. Callista looked once more into Madri's eyes. Then she opened her mouth and took Madri's nipple into it. Madri's eyes fluttered, Callista's mouth felt so warm, wet, and inviting. Her nipples were so sensitive and Callista's tongue so deliciously inflaming. And the whole time, Callista kept fucking Madri with the cucumber and rubbing her clitoris with her thumb. In fact, Madri noticed that Callista moved her tongue and her thumb in unison, flicking her clit with the same sexy rhythm as her tongue flicker her nipple. Madri's head lolled forward, resting her cheek against her babysitter's head, too overcome to do more than moan and move her hips to that rhythm.
The orgasm came abruptly and it was powerful. All of Madri's erogenous zones were piqued at the exact same instant. Madri screamed out her babysitter's name, her voice a harsh shriek. She felt the warming, cascading sensation wash over her. It burst out from her vagina, throughout her stomach, into her breasts, and finally overwhelmed her brain, eradicating anything approaching rational thought. Her muscles seized and finally, she went limp. The most powerful orgasm of her life.
Then Madri opened her eyes. She saw that Callista's head was up, she was no long sucking on Madri's nipple. Instead she was looking into Madri's eyes. The cucumber was still between her legs, but it was just sitting against her leg. Callista's hand was now resting comfortably on the inside of her thigh. The babysitter was smiling a million watt grin.
"Was it good?" she asked breathlessly. Madri didn't speak. Instead she clasped Callista around her ears and pulled her face in. Their lips met, and this time the kissing was more passionate, less cautious. Madri drove her tongue into Callista's mouth, tasting the girl, and let Callista drive slide her tongue into her throat.
"Your turn," Madri said, grabbing the girl's t-shirt and quickly whipping it over her head. She put her palm on Callista's right breast, letting her fingers sink into the flesh. She pushed the girl back, first onto her butt, and then onto her back on the cold tile of the kitchen floor. Madri unbuttoned her own shirt and threw it off. She unhooked her bra and removed it as well. Now both women were topless in their skirts. Madri bent over Callista, putting both hands on either side of her head. Her breasts hung down, her warm brown nipples hovering just inches above Callista's. She bent down a little, like a push-up, their nipples brushed. She bent down more, and their breasts mashed together, their hard nipples digging into one another. And they kissed again, Callista essentially just opened her mouth and let Madri lick her tongue and teeth deeply. Then the kiss broke.
Callista stayed laying on the floor, now Madri slinked down her babysitter's body. She planted a kiss on Callista's lips, then her chin, then her neck, then between here breasts. Then she kissed each of Callista's breasts, tasting the softness of the girl's nipples, feeling her lips melt into them. Then she kissed Callista's stomach. Finally, though Callista's skirt, Madri kissed the girl's pussy. Callista moaned and squirmed.
Madri took Callista's legs and spread them apart. She looked down between her babysitter's legs and saw that Callista hadn't been wearing any panties either! If she was in her normal state of mind she'd probably be pretty upset with her babysitter watching her young children in that state. But now it made her mouth water. She could see the girl's juices dripping out of her pussy and sliding down the crack of her ass.
Madri searched around of the floor, looking for the cucumber. She found it on the floor, still damp from her pussy. She saw the two carrots and grabbed one of them as well. She took the cucumber and promptly popped it into her mouth. She could taste her own musky juices on it and she moaned. She pushed the cucumber into her throat, until she gagged. Thick, vicious spit filled her mouth and spit it out, slathering it all over the vegetable. She looked down at Callista's tight little pussy and bit her lip. She looked at Callista'seyes, the girl was staring wantonly at the cucumber.
Now Madri slipped it between Callista's legs. She heard the girl suck in breath harshly when the cucumber pushed past her outer labia. Madri watched, not believing her own fingers were acting, as she carefully pushed the cucumber deeper and deeper into her babysitter's pussy. The big green vegetable looked so sexy slipping into the girl's tight, brown pussy. Madri worked the cucumber in, listening to Callista's squeal with delight. As she did so, she looked at Callista and saw the girl's eyes were closed and that she was moaning in rhythm to with Madri's fingers on the cucumber. She reached forward, and felt the girls hard nipples as they pointed tighter towards the ceiling.
Then she looked down and saw the carrots. Suddenly, she had a flash of inspiration. She didn't stop sliding the cucumber in and out of Callista's pussy, but reached down and grabbed the carrot. It was about seven inches long, tapering from about an inch wide down to a soft rounded nub. Madri slipped the carrot down into her throat, just like she'd done with the cucumber. She gagged heavily on it, and she coated it in thick saliva. Then she put her plan into action.
Callista's eyes were still closed and she apparently did not notice Madri's actions. Madri kept fucking Callista hard with the cucumber, shaking the girl body as she did. But she put the carrot between Callista's legs as well. She had seen Callista's juices pouring of her pussy, she could smell them too. Madri knew that Callista was wet, and that her wetness was soaking down to her asshole. Then Madri pushed the carrot into Callista's asshole. Callista's eyes flashed open. She looked at Madri but Madri just smiled. She looked down at the little crinkled brown hole as it spread, slowly widening to allow more and more of the carrot inside. For an instant, Callista looked uncomfortable, but as the carrot pushed deeper and deeper into her asshole, she started to push into it with her hips. All the while Madri kept fucking her with the cucumber.
Now the carrot was completely inside Callista's asshole, just enough let out for Madri to hold into. Callista's asshole was so wet, it slid in and out with no problem. Madri started to piston the cucumber and the carrot like they were a boxer engine. When one was inside of Callista's body, the other was outside. She moved with both hands, driving the vegetables in and out of Callista's asshole. Callista moaned and her voice sounded staccato from the constant vibrations. Madri watched as the girl rubbed her own breasts and fingered her nipples as Madri continued to fuck her.
Madri kept her hands moving, kept the vegetables pounding inside of Callista's body. But the smells and sights to were too much to stay away from. Madri leaned forward. Callista's arousal and the pressure from the cucumber had hardened and pushed up the girl's clit. Madri opened her mouth and took Callista's clit into it. The smell and taste of Callista's pussy was unbelievable. It was salty and savory and Madri's tongue swam all over Callista's hard clit. Callista grunted. Madri felt Callista's hands suddenly grab her head. Callista streamed her fingers through Madri's hair, and pulled her in tighter. Now Madri's nose was buried in Callista's strip of pubic hair, the smell was otherworldly good. Madri was working to the point of exhaustion. Both hands were moving quickly with the vegetables and her tongue was slurping hard on Callista's clit.
Callista's hands on her head started to squeeze tighter. Then, Madri heard Callista screamed loudly, her voice hitting high notes and then ending in a harsh grunt. At the same time, the girl's body tightened all over and then, Madri felt the girl let out a long, uneven breath. Then the girl was completely still. Madri pulled the cucumber and the carrot out of the girl's body and moved her lips from the girl's pussy. The girl's eyes were open and she had a dreamy look on her face.
"You are bad!" Callista said finally and the two women giggled, "putting things in my asshole!" And then they laughed louder. Madri stood up and then reached down and helped the girl to her feet. Then she wrapped her babysitter in a tight hug, their bodies pressing together. They kissed gently now, breathing heavily.



"That was lovely," Madri said releasing the hug. She turn away now, looking for her blouse, feeling a bit embarrassed.
"Oh no you don't" Callista giggled. Suddenly, Madri felt Callista shove her hard. She let out a surprised yelp and then started to fall forward. She threw out her hands and they landed hard with her palms on the table. She was bent over now, her ass high in the air. She was surprised, and about to stand up, but she felt Callista's hand on her back, giving her a little bit of pressure. Suddenly, she felt more aroused than she'd felt all night, this wasn't over yet.
Madri looked over her shoulder, and saw Callista unzip her date-night skirt. Callista' pulled it down and Madri lifted her feet, letting her babysitter pull the skirt off her feet. Now Callista was kneeling behind Madri. Madri tried to see was the girl was doing but she could not. The next thing she was able to know for she was that she felt Callista's hands on her ass. She could feet the girls fingers pushing into her pillowy flesh. She moaned, liking the way the girl's massaging fingers felt.
She then felt the girl spread her ass cheeks, and she moaned as the pressure from doing so cause a little delicious pain. The next thing she felt made her eyes roll back in her head and her knees go weak. She felt hot warmth on her asshole. For a moment, she didn't know what it was. Then she realized that the feeling was wet, and it dawned on her that Callista was licking her asshole. Her knees buckled a little, but she felt Callista wrap her arms around her legs, pulling them into her breasts. And her tongue kept probing. The feeling was wonderful, Madri had no idea her asshole was so sensitive, each little touch was increasingly intense. Madri pushed her ass back, trying to get more of that feeling.
Then, she felt cold air on her asshole. She tried to look back, to see what was happening, but all she knew was that Callista was no longer eating her asshole. For a few moments, Madri did not know what was going on. Then, she felt pressure on her anus. She squealed a little in surprise and heard Callista giggle. She looked behind her, she could see Callista's beautiful face but whatever was going on at her asshole was obscured from view. She felt the pressure building as something was pushing its way into her asshole. It was tight, uncomfortable, but raw and real as well. And the deeper it went, the better it felt.
Suddenly, Madri realized what it was. The last carrot. Callista was shoving the last remaining carrot up her ass. She giggled to herself, it felt so naughty. And it was starting to feel better too. Callista started to move the carrot in and out of Madri's asshole. It was tight, and occasionally pinched, but the friction felt amazing. Callista increased the speed of the carrot, pushing it harder and deeper. Madri leaned forward hard on her hands, trying to keep her balance.
Callista playing with her asshole felt amazing, but it was about to get better. Madri felt the same warmth and wetness she'd felt on her ass before, but now it was on her pussy. She looked behind herself again and saw Callista leaning into her. She knew that Callista was eating her pussy. She felt a thrill run up her spine and her body responded instantly to the tongue. Her pussy ached and felt alive. Her nipples were hard. She took one hand from the table to run her breasts, kneading the skin and letting the hard nipple play against her fingers.
Callista worked patiently, moving the carrot in and out of Madri's wet asshole. At the same time, Madri felt Callista's tongue get more and more insistent, flicking at her clit and dipping into her slit. Madri could feel the tension building inside of her. She moved her hand off of her breast. She was panting and she slammed her hand down hard on the table to ensure that she didn't fall over. Then, it happened. One last delicious pinch from the carrot in her asshole and Madri let out a loud shriek. Every muscle in her body shook and she slumped down over the kitchen table, letting the warmth and disorientation wash over her.
She returned to reality as Callista slipped the carrot out of her asshole. Madri grunted lightly and then turned and sat down on the kitchen floor. Callista sat down next to her and she put her arms around the girl. They looked into each other's eyes and giggled. Madri still felt drunk, maybe more drunk than she had when she got in. She leaned over and kissed the girl again. They sat for awhile, holding each other and trying to catch their breath. The house seemed incredibly still and peaceful.
"That was a lot of fun and you know, I think you are right. I am way less tense about...everything" Madri said and Callista nodded.
"Yeah, I think we both kind of needed that," Callista explained. Madri looked around the kitchen and saw discarded clothes and vegetables and she smelled the scent of sex. She sighed contentedly.
"Oh god, I don't ever want to go that long without sex again," Madri replied.
"Madri?" Callista said.
"Yes love?" she asked.Madri felt the moment was pregnant with anticipation.
"Could you drive me home, my mother is going to be worried?" The girl bit her lower lip, looking very concerned.
"Oh," Madri said, suddenly realizing what had just transpired, "I actually had a little too much to drink tonight. Let me call you a cab...and find my skirt."
Chapter 4: The Doctor
Erika Collins hated the feeling of the sanitary paper cover on the examination table in the doctor's office. This was especially true because her examination gown was a little short and she could feel her legs sticking to the paper. She looked at the clock on the wall and sighed. She hoped her mother didn't mind watching little Steven an extra half hour, because it didn't look like she was going to be getting out of here any time soon. She'd arrived at the doctor's office at 1:00 p.m., she'd sat in the waiting room until 2:30, and now it was well past three and the doctor still hadn't seen her. Steven got home from pre-school at 2:45 and Erika knew that her mother had a dinner date at 5:00. She hoped she'd get home in time. And for the 10 millionth time she thought about how difficult it was to be a single mother, even if she was 28 years old, had a decent job, and had planned on being a single mother.
Not being able to stand sitting on the paper any longer, Erika jumped off the table and walked over to the sink in the corner of the room. She looked into the mirror and rolled her big, brown eyes at her herself. She felt like she looked like a mess, but some of it was the nature of these stupid gowns. But she ruffled her hand through her long, straight brown hair, trying to give it a little life. It worked a little, and she smiled a bit, showing off her thick pink lips and tiny white teeth. Her skin looked good, slightly tanned and unblemished. She reached around to the back of her gown, squeezing it tightly. Instantly, the gown hugged around her curves and Erika nodded in appreciation of her large, 32-D breasts, tight waist, flared hips, and tight butt, looking all the more voluptuous on her short, 5'4 frame. She even took a look down at her legs, seeing them shine a little because she'd just shaved that morning.
She was still admiring herself in the mirror when she heard the door opening behind her. For some reason, she felt like she was in the wrong place, and scuttled quickly back to the exam table and sat down. The doctor came into the room looking harried. She was holding a plastic container in her left hand and a cell phone in her right. She was talking loudly on the telephone.
"I know that," she said, "listen: I can't talk right now I am with a patient. Please call my office manager, like I told you last week, if there is a problem with payment then she is the person to talk to." And with that she hung up the phone and turned and smiled at Erika, she looked exhausted, but pretty. Erika had always thought Dr. Gupta was an attractive woman, and she had been visiting her for years. Dr. Gupta looked stylish in her long black skirt, red blouse, and long white coat.
"Sorry about that," Dr. Gupta said setting her phone down. She also picked up her plastic container and shoveled a few bites of food into her mouth, "And about this. I haven't had a chance to eat today; I just want to get a couple of bites of salad in." Erika nodded and looked into the container.
"Kind of boring, just carrots and cucumbers," Erika said. She almost thought she noticed Dr. Gupta blush.
"They were the only veggies I had to cut up this morning," Madri explained, putting the container down. She reached over to the desk and grabbed a stool with no back and sat down. She scooted the stool close to the exam table, pulled out a clipboard, and clicked her pen. For a moment Erika watched as the doctor reviewed the notes the nurse had left. Then Madri looked up and smiled.
"So Erika, how are you doing today?" Madri asked.
"Oh, generally I feel great. I had a bit of a cold a week ago, so I didn't come in. I just wanted to make sure that no little thing could, I don't know, throw off your check-up," Erika explained. She'd had a brief cancer scare three years before and she was required to come in for these harrowing little check ups every six months for awhile. While she liked Madri and the offices was very nice, she hated these appointments. They reminded her about how fragile her life really was. How in an instant she might be gone from this world.
"Believe me, there is nothing to be worried about," Madri said, "Let's just do a normal health check-up, then I will do your breast exam, and you can get out of here." The doctor took her stethoscope off from around her neck and put the buds in her ear. Erika jumped a little as the cold instrument touched her back. Madri apologized but encouraged Erika to breathe deeply. After a few minutes she stopped.
"Everything okay?" Erika asked nervously.
"Oh there is a little residual effect from that cold in your lungs, a little bronchial wheezing. But I am not concerned," Madri said. Erika started to relax a bit. The doctor put away the stethoscope. From there, Erika waited patiently while Madri did all of the various things the doctor normally does on a basic check-up. She hit her knee with the little hammer, she checked the ears, nose, and throat, and she checked blood pressure. As she worked, the two women talked.
"So how is your son doing?" Madri asked, Erika couldn't help but beam. Her son was her pride and joy.
"Oh he is doing so well Dr. Gupta..."
"Madri..."
"Madri. He started pre-school two weeks ago," Erika explained. She almost teared up, again, thinking of her little man going off to school and making friends.
"They grow up so quickly," Madri said and Erika nodded.
"It gave me quite a scare you know, when I thought that maybe I wouldn't be able to see him grow up," Erika said. Being in this office always made her think of her scare. For a moment, Madri stopped what she was doing.
"Look, we are on top of this. You didn't have cancer. There isn't an extensive history of breast cancer in your family. We aren't going to let anything happen to you," Madri said and Erika smiled at her doctor. It was nice to have someone who really cared about you care for you.
"Yeah," Erika said, "And you know it wasn't all bad. My cancer scare. I mean, I know if sounds cliché but I decided when it happened that I was really going to live every day to the fullest. And I think I have done that. I took my first trip out of the country, I spend as much time as I can with little Steven, and I even started dating again." Erika explained. When she got nervous, she talked. About personal stuff. That was the way she always was. But at least Madri was a sympathetic ear.
"Any luck in the dating world?" Madri asked.
"No much, but it is fun to try!" Erika said, realizing only afterwards that it made her sound a bit like a slut. But Madri did not seem to notice, "I just try to live with no regrets." She said, although sometimes trying was much easier than succeeding. Finally, it seemed that Madri's basic check up was over. She put the blood pressure cuff back on the rack.
"Well, everything was normal. Your blood pressure is a bit low actually and I didn't see anything else that would cause any concern," Madri said, making some notations on her papers, "Would you please just pull the gown down around your waist?" Erika reached behind her back and untied the knot around her neck. She let the gown slide off of her arms and into her lap. Her breasts were now exposed to the cold office air and her nipples were getting hard. She noticed that for a moment Madri's eyes seemed to linger on her body, but then the doctor looked back down at her forms.
Finally, Madri put the clipboard aside and started to inch closer.
"Your nipples look a little red, are they sensitive right now?" Madri asked. Erika shook her head.
"No, they are fine," Erika lifted her arm to give Madri better access and her large breast hung low. Erika felt Madri's hands against her breast, he fingers feeling warm and soft. And she felt the pressure as Madri carefully and professionally felt for lumps. She was hoping and praying that the doctor would not find anything. She was so concerned, her heart beating so quickly, that at first she didn't notice a familiar tingling feeling. In fact, the first that she noticed something was when Madri spoke.
"Oh my!" the doctor said. Erika looked down at the doctor. She saw the doctor looking at her hand and then suddenly the complete realization came to her. Madri's hand was covered in milk! Erika looked at the clock on the wall. It was 3:15 now. By this time Steven would have already eaten half an hour before! She was overflowing! Oh God, this was so embarrassing.
"Oh my goodness, Dr. Gupta... Madri, I am so sorry," Erika said. She felt her face getting white hot. Her weird little secret was now exposed.
"Steven is...four?" Madri asked, still looking down at the milk on her hand.
"Five," Erika said, dying inside. So much for no regrets. Why didn't she pump at home? Madri looked up, but she didn't appear to be disgusted or anything else.
"Don't look so mortified Erika! I have had far worse things on my skin than mother's milk in this office," She said.
"I...Uh, well." Erika began, but she didn't know what to say.
"Late breastfeeding doesn't cause any medical side effects for the mother or child, you know? In fact, some research suggests that breast feeding decreases the chances for breast cancer" Madri said evenly. Erika felt a sudden wave of relief was over her. She'd expected the doctor, or anyone else who knew she breastfed her 5-year old, to think she was insane. But Madri seemed to be taking it in stride.
"I was actually worried about that," Erika said softly, "I just never though to wean him until he was already older than the other kids. I don't know, I was going to breast feed him until he was 2 and then there was the cancer scare and I... well I just liked that they," she pointed to her still-exposed breasts, "were still giving life rather than taking them away. And I just love taking care of my little boy. Does that make sense?" Erika looked down at her swollen, smooth breasts. One thing she decided not to share with the doctor was that one of the reasons she enjoyed breast feeding so much was that it kept her breasts larger. She had a small frame and she didn't want to go back to barely C-Cup days from before her pregnancy.
"I completely understand," Madri said, "I think you should consider weaning sometime in the near future, but there is no danger to you. I guess that explains why your nipples look a little irritated." Madri reached forward and brushed one of Erika's nipples briefly. It was almost a caress and if felt nice on Erika's hard, sensitive nipples. For a moment, Erika felt uncomfortable. But this was a doctor; a touch from her was not something to be concerned about.
"I think it helps keep weight off too, although I've been exercising more, so it could be that," Erika said, trying to change the subject.
"Are you past due on a feeding? Is that why you expressed when I was giving your breast exam?" Madri asked. The doctor's voice sounded a bit strange now. Now weirded out or disgusted like Erika feared, but far away and detached.
"Yeah, I am like... overflowing," Erika said, then she laughed. But it was a tinny, uncomfortable laugh and she hoped Madri didn't notice. But Madri was still staring at Erika's breasts, and didn't seem to notice anything. Then, Erika watched as Madri looked her directly in the eye, raised her hand to her mouth and licked the milk off of her fingers!
"Mmmmm," Madri said, "I had always liked the taste of breast milk. I used to taste a little when I breastfed my kids." She spoke as if she was behaving normally. She smiled and acted like a doctor again. Erika was shocked. She was just looking at Madri's mouth, she could see a little drip of white milk on the Doctor's pink lips. She was stunned. Madri didn't seem to notice. Erika had tasted her breast milk, and liked it too, but she never would drink another woman's milk. Had the doctor crossed some sort of line?
Erika didn't have much time to think. In a moment, Madri's hands were on her other breast, carefully performing the breast exam as though nothing had happened. Except, it wasn't like nothing had happened. Madri's touch was softer now. Her fingers brushed Erika's nipples and, while she completed the exam, she was much slower than she'd been before. Her fingers sunk deep into Erika's flesh. Erika squirmed a little on the table. Her nipples grew harder, even though they were arguably warmer. Madri's touch was sensual, lovely. No more milk erupted, so at least Erika could be thankful for that. Finally, Madri was finished with the breast exam.
The whole time she was working, it felt like Madri was appraising her. Erika couldn't put her finger on it, but it felt like the doctor was trying to detect how she was reacting to all of her rather bizarre behaviors. But, to be honest, Erika didn't know what to think. She knew that Madri's hands on her body felt nice, even if she felt a little strange about it. And she really didn't know what to think about Madri drinking her milk, except that she inexplicably found it... arousing. To have an adult drink her milk was somehow a turn on. Oh god, she thought, and then dried to bury those feelings. They were dirty and wrong.
"Both of your breasts are free of lumps. Of course, next time you come in you'll have to have a full mammogram, but I don't think there is anything to worry about," Madri said. Oddly, Madri kept her hand on the underside of Erika's breast. Erika's body tingled from the doctor's touch.
"How long is your drive home," Madri said in a very professional voice. Her eyes were locked on Erika's eyes, but her hand was still on the underside of one of Erika's breasts. In fact, she was rubbing it lightly with her palm. Erika paused for a moment, her mind to jostled to think.
"Um... It's like...I don't, about 25 minutes," Erika said, her eyes stayed on Madri's fingers. She watched as the doctor's fingers swirled around on her skin.
"Your breasts will absolutely be aching by the time you get home," Madri said, swiveling her chair. She put her other palm underneath of Erika's other breast. Erika felt Madri carefully lift each breast, their weight sinking into the doctor's hands. It felt lovely.
"Yeah, it might be a little rough," Erika sighed; her voice rising a bit as Madri gamely squeezed one of the breasts lightly. Madri didn't release the breasts, but kept talking to Erika. Erika didn't even know what she was thinking. Part of her wanted to quickly get dressed and leave, to go see her son. But part of her was fascinated by what was happening, even if she was a little scared of that interest.



"Erika, you said that since your cancer scare you like to live life to the fullest right?" Madri asked.
"Yes..." Erika replied, not exactly sure where this line of questioning was going.
"Did you mean that? Did you mean that you live your life with no regrets?" Madri's fingers kept massaging the underside of Erika's breasts. Her thumbs even occasionally swept up and over Erika's nipples. Erika was too confused to move or object. And even if she'd been able to, she didn't know if she wanted to. She looked at Madri's eyes and saw desire burning in them. She knew that her eyes, behind a shade of fear and concern, were showing the same thing.
"I try..." she said, looking down from Madri's gaze. She looked at her big, swollen nipples. She wanted some release, Madri's hands were making her feel even more full of milk than she'd already felt.
"You try?" Madri asked and Erika nodded, "How does trying work out for you?" As she spoke, Madri continued to carefully manipulated Erika's breasts.
"What do you mean?"
"I mean when you first found out you had cancer, and then when you first found out you didn't, did you do anything exciting? Life affirming?" As she spoke, Madri looked deep in Erika's eyes. She must've seen something, "I am asking out of professional interest in the subject." But the way her hands gently cupped Erika's breasts suggested otherwise. Still, Erika responded.
"Well, when I found out I might have cancer, I didn't. I was in a panic. I just spent as much time with Steven as possible, so he'd remember me... if I was gone," Erika said, and then she felt a hitch almost, it was such a hard time to remember, "But then, when I found out I wasn't sick I did do some fun stuff. I mean I went bungee jumping and I took a vacation. I did all kinds of stuff I'd been putting off." Those memories flooded back to Erika, the exhilaration and excitement that had come just with being alive.
"Do you still do those things? Still feel that way," The doctor asked in a clinical voice.
"Not really," Erika said, feeling a little bit sad, "I mean first, I've sort of run out of firsts that I want to do, or feel safe doing. And I, I don't know, I started worrying about everything again."
"Do you think you've lost a little of the zest for life you picked up with your bout with cancer?"
"Yeah," Erika said, "maybe I did."
"Do you think that still having milk, still having a reminder that you not only live but produce life is part of a way of saving that?"
"I'd never thought of that..." Erika began, but the doctor cut her off.
"Like I said before, there is no danger in what you're doing. You can breast feed as long as you can produce milk. But I think that maybe you need to reconsider not letting go of that lust for life. You need new experiences all the time, you need to feel alive. All the time," The way that Madri spoke, it sounded like she was speaking for both of them, and it sounded like she was right. Erika stared at Madri, and saw a beautiful woman. A woman who was concerned for her and apparently cared for her. A woman who was sensually rubbing her body. And she felt alive. She wanted more of it.
"I think you're right," Erika said in a soft voice. She wanted to make sure that Madri knew she was saying more than she was verbalizing. She arched her back a bit, pushing her breasts into Madri's hands. This felt fun, it reminded her bungee jumping. Doing something crazy and fun and not caring about anything else.
"I want to try something," Madri explained, "I think that you will like it, I don't think that you are going to regret it. But I can't guarantee anything. All I can guarantee is that you've never done it in your life and you may not get another chance." Erika felt her heart flutter. She looked back to Madri and the last of her fears were gone, her confusion was completely gone. Something about this felt right, felt sexy, felt like it might be fun. She'd promised herself that she wasn't going to hold back anymore, that she was going to live her life to the fullest. Why was she questioning this now? Because it was strange and different? That is the definition of living life to the fullest.
"I want you to try," she said boldly. Madri smiled, grabbed the gown from Erika's lap and threw it on the floor. Now Erika was completely naked. Her small landing strip of pubic hair, her pink vulva, and her rapidly hardening clit now exposed to the air in the doctor's office. Madri rushed over to the office door and locked it closed. She walked casually back over to her stool and sat down.
"Erika, would you please lay down on the examination table?" Madri asked. Erika, feeling giddy, giggled a bit. But Madri crossed her arms in front of her chest. Erika lay back on the crinkling paper, completely naked. Madri scooted her stool over and she was right next to Erika's face. Erika's head was tilted to the side, looking at the doctor.
"Open your mouth and say 'ahhh'," Madri said, Erika giggled again, but complied by opening her mouth. But before she had a chance to say 'ahhh' Madri leaned in close and inserted her tongue into Erika's mouth. Erika's eyes shot opened, shocked by the sudden intrusion into her mouth. But she saw Madri's eyes closed and her beautiful face just inches from her own. Erika could smell Madri's delightful perfume and taste Madri's tongue. Their tongues mingled together in Erika's mouth, their saliva meshing, their bodies fused as one. Erika liked the way Madri's tongue played against her teeth, the soft warmth of it against her gums, and the roughness of their taste buds rubbing together. She moaned into Madri's mouth, wanted more of her doctor's tongue inside of her. But finally, the kiss broke.
"Everything looks fine," Madri said in all seriousness. Erika giggled again.
"That's good to hear, doctor," Erika replied.
"Now," Madri said, sitting back in her chair, "I know you are having some trouble with your breasts. I have an experimental treatment that might solve your problem. Do you consent to this experimental treatment?" Madri asked. Erika looked down at her breasts, the skin was taut, her nipples were red and they ached. Even if Madri hadn't been kidding, she would have said yes.
"I consent," Erika said coyly. Madri placed her hand on Erika's nearest breast. She started to knead it gently. As she did so, she leaned in and kissed Erika again. Erika groaned, the feeling was too delicious. Madri's tongue was in her mouth and her fingers were kneading her breast. Madri's fingers were strong, but gentle. Erika liked the way they placed just the right amount of pressure of her taut skin. And the way they felt when they flittered gently across her nipple was divine. Erika was almost gasping for air.
Then, Madri's hand stopped moving and broke the kiss. Erika opened her eyes and looked to see Madri smiling at her. Madri looked down at Erika's breast and Erika followed her eyes. And then she saw why Madri had stopped. Apparently, Madri's ministrations had squeezed Erika's breast more tightly than she'd realized. A long, thin squirt of milk lay on Erika's body. It stretched from just below her nipple, down the underside of her breast, and across her stomach all the way to her bellybutton. A small pool of milk had filled her bellybutton. Her breast tingled from the expression and Erika felt lovely. She'd used her big, milk-filled breasts erotically before, but never the milk itself. This was fun!
Madri seemed to think it was fun too. She slid the stool down the examination table so that she was sitting next to Erika's bellybutton. Erika watched as her doctor bent over her body and planted her mouth over her bellybutton. Erika heard a gentle slurping sound and could feel Madri's tongue digging into her bellybutton. It tickled at Erika giggled and squirmed. She reached down and ran her hands through Madri's silky hair.
Once she'd apparently sucked Erika's bellybutton dry of milk, Madri began to lick up Erika's body. She turned her head and opened her eyes. Erika could watch Madri move from between her breasts. She saw Madri flatten her tongue out of her tummy. She watched as Madri slowly slid her tongue up, keeping the thin line of milk right in the center of her tongue. Up from the bellybutton and across the stomach. Erika felt Madri's tongue glide over her ribs and then over against the bottom of her breast. Madri's tongue was warm and wet as it gently slid across the sexy orb that was the bottom of Erika's tit, sucking up milk. Erika's entire body was tingling and she felt her pussy dripping onto the paper lining of the examination table.
At last, Madri had licked all the way up Erika's torso. Her tongue was pressed gently against Erika's nipple. She flicked it once and Erika felt a wave of pleasure rush through her body. She moaned and her hands clenched down on the sides of the table. Madri looked so incredibly sexy with her tongue placed against Erika's tit. And then Madri opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around the nipple.
For a few moments, Erika just felt Madri's thick wet tongue circling her nipple and poking it gently. Then, she started to feel a gentle suction. She watched while Madri's caramel cheeks sucked in noticeably. Erika moaned deeply when she felt the familiar tingle. Madri was sucking her milk. She could feel it pouring out of her body. She watched Madri's face and saw the joy cross it as the sweet liquid splashed warm against her tongue. Madri sucked gently, slowing, pulling just a few precious globs of milk out of Madri's body at a time. For Erika, the pleasure was intense. Unlike a kid looking for a meal, Madri was gentle. There was something so erotic about providing nourishment to a beautiful woman. Erika could not think of a more beautiful way to give of her body to a lover. Erika watched Madri's lips, and was almost overcome by arousal when a small bead of milk dripped out of Madri's mouth and dripped down the side of her breast.
Erika was so focused on Madri's mouth that at first she did not notice the doctor's hand slinking down her body. But she felt it as it slid over her thigh and between her legs. Erika grew tense, this was about to go to that last step. But she just ran her hand through Madri's hair and enjoyed the feeling of having her breast sucked. Madri's hand gently pushed Erika's leg's apart. Madri could smell her arousal and her milk and it was a heady aroma. When he legs were split apart, Madri seemed to hesitate for a second. Her eyes were still closed and Erika could see and feel that she was still slowly drinking her milk, but she didn't move her hand. Erika wanted Madri's hand on her pussy. She needed it. She moaned a little and she saw Madri's lips smile around her breast as though she had been waiting for that noise.
Erika moaned loudly as Madri's fingers found her wet slit. Erika looked down over her breasts and between her legs. She could Madri's slender brown arm lying across her thigh and she could see the doctor's delicate fingers tickling between her legs. The feeling was electric. Madri's fingers played gently in Erika's pubic hair, on her wet vulva, and occasionally (and deliciously) against her clitoris. Erika could see her own juices shimmering on Madri's fingers. And all the while, Madri's lips stayed locked on her breast, sipping milk and swallowing it down.
Just when the teasing was getting so intense that Erika didn't think she would be able to take it anymore, she felt Madri's index finger suddenly push into her slippery cunt. Erika's entire body shuddered, the feeling was incredible. She'd wanted this so bad, when she finally had the sensation was almost too intense. She almost sat up, driving her breast harder into Madri's mouth. But the doctor took her one free hand and carefully eased Erika back down onto the examination table. Erika wrapped her arm around Madri's neck, pulling the doctor into her breast, driving the nipple into Madri's teeth.
At the same time, Madri was carefully curling her finger inside of Erika's vagina. She was hooking her finger up, rubbing against the ridges on the inside of Erika's pussy. She moved in a careful rhythm, and Erika felt all of the muscles and joints in her body aching to move in that same rhythm. She grasped hard on the exam table, and tried to keep her moaning as quiet as possible. There were other people in the office, after all.
After a few moments of soft, slow movement, Madri added her thumb to the equation. While Madri continued to curl her finger, but she was also swirling her thumb on Erika's clit. The feeling was intense. Erika's leg's shook as Madri's damp finger slid over her aching, rigid clit. And Madri started sucking harder on Erika's breast at the same time, sucking more and more milk out of Erika's tit. And she kept moving faster and faster. Erika's head was swimming and she no longer cared if she was moaning loudly.
Suddenly, Madri stopped sucking on Erika's nipple. Erika looked over at the doctor, but as she did so, Madri leaned in and kissed her. Erika's eyes closed as she felt Madri's soft lips, warmed from her breast, pressed against her own. At first it was a gentle, chaste kiss, even as Madri's fingers kept relentless and agonizingly wonderful pressure on her pussy. Then Erika felt Madri's hot tongue press against her lips and she opened her mouth accommodate it. When her mouth opened, Madri's did the same. Erika was surprised when a mouthful of warm breast milk poured into her mouth, thick with saliva. The taste was all the more delicious because of the way it had been conveyed.
This, combined with Madri's even more frantic motions on her pussy, pushed Erika over the edge. As the warm milk coat her throat and also down her cheeks and into her hair, Erika felt an intense vibrating pleasure emanate out from her pussy. It felt like every muscle in her body had suddenly turned to electrical jelly and an infinite number of chills ran up and down her spine. Erika let out a loud shriek, almost too loud, and then collapsed, panting on the table.
When she became aware of her surroundings again (she hadn't exactly black out, but she was not interested in the rest of the world for about a minute after her orgasm passed), she looked at saw the doctor standing in the door. Madri had the door cracked and was speaking to someone, blocking that person's view of the room. Then she closed the door and walked back.
"You're going to get us in trouble, being so loud," Madri said, but she didn't sound angry. Erika giggled and shrugged her shoulders.
"What can I do to make it up to you?" she asked coyly, Madri walked back over towards the examination table, smiling.
"I can think of something," Madri said, "Stand up!" And Erika didn't hesitate. She got up quickly from the examination table. She giggled when she saw the wet spots from the milk and from her pussy. But she got up quickly and stood next to Madri. Madri moved her stood to the foot of the examination table. She pointed to the stool and Erika quickly walked over and sat down.
Madri didn't say anything, she just started to rapidly disrobe. In a manner of seconds she, like Erika, was completely naked in the examination room. Erika admired Madri's body. She was tall, slim, and her breasts were so perky. Her pussy looked so tight and well-groomed. And when Madri walked naked, she looked so powerful. It was like Erika would be able to tell Madri was a doctor, even if she wasn't wearing clothes and had never spoken to her before.
Madri walked to the examination table. She stood next to it and looked at Erika. She reached over and briefly played with Erika's hair. Erika sighed contentedly. Then Madri grabbed for a part of the table and pulled it up. Suddenly, a let stirrup sprouted out of the table. Madri walked around behind Erika and lifted the other stirrup. Then she climbed up onto the examination table. She lay down on the damp paper and then thrust her legs into the stirrups, scooting her body to the very end of the table.
Now Erika had an incredible view of Madri's body. She saw Madri's small feet, slender legs, and delicate knees rise up to the stirrups, she saw Madri's muscular, but still trim thighs go down the other side. She could see Madri's toned ass, and even her tight brown asshole looking straight at her. Madri's pink pussy looked tight and dripping wet. From her pussy, Madri's body stretched back languidly on the exam table. Her stomach was flat for a woman her age, and her breasts looked small but perky, splayed out across her body as she lay down. And her hair flared out all of the table, sitting in Erika's milk. It was an appetizing sight and Erika didn't need any prompting to dig in. But she felt the meal needed on thing extra.
Madri had basically drained one of Erika's breasts of milk, but the other still ached for relief. Erika scooted the stool in closer to Madri's body. She could smell Madri's pussy and the alluring scent pushed her onward. When she was just a few inches from Madri's pussy, she took her swollen breast into her hand. She saw Madri watching her and she winked alluringly. Then she aimed her nipple as best she could and squeezed it knowingly. A warm jet of milk shot from her nipple and struck Madri's leg. Madri moaned and her body writhed. But Erika took better aim and squeezed again. This time, the jet of warm milk landed squarely on Madri's pink clitoris. Madri squealed with delight and Erika grinned. She squeezed her breast a few more time. Soon, Madri's pussy was coated in thick white liquid, and the meal was prepared.
Erika bent forward and she could see Madri's leg's trembling. She could smell Madri's pussy and the way the scent of her juices mingled with the milk. It made Erika's mouth water. She leaned forward and then gently kissed Madri's clit. Madri's body felt hot and she noticed that Madri's entire body shuddered from the contact. Erika's tongue slid out of her mouth and against Madri's pussy. Her taste, mingled with the milk and was delicious. Erika lapped at the liquid, her tongue touching every delicious inch of Madri's pussy. Madri moaned and writhed on the examination table.
Even as she lapped hungrily at Madri's body, Erika made certain to keep coming back to Madri's clitoris. She also licked the pad of her thumb and placed it against Madri's asshole. She didn't press it in, but she knew from experience how sensitive that spot could be. She simply circled her wet finger around on the tight cluster of nerves at Madri's asshole. And she occasionally licked at Madri's ass cheeks, searching for lost droplets of milk or pussy juice that might have gotten away.
Finally, when all of the milk was lapped up, Erika's lips latched onto Madri's clitoris. She raked Madri's hard little clit with her tongue, rolling it in between her teeth. Madri seemed to be losing control. Erika watched as the doctor bit down on her finger to keep from screaming. Erika made her tongue flat, soft, and moist and rubbed against Madri's clit lovingly. And she brought her hands up, grasping Madri's legs and pulling her in close, making sure that as the doctor bucked and gyrated that the seal she had on her pussy didn't break.
Suddenly Madri sat up and put her hands on Erika's head. She pushed Erika's face hard into her clitoris, but Erika kept sucking. Madri's grip was strong but Erika could feel her doctor's arms shaking. Suddenly, a low moan built from inside of Madri and then she let out a slightly muffled shriek and then flung herself back onto the examination table. Erika felt Madri's entire body go limp and she moved her now soaked mouth away from Madri's pussy and looked as her doctor grinned and panted on the examination table.
Erika stood up slowly. She gently moved Madri's legs out of the stirrups and set them on the examination table. Then she put the stirrups down (after struggling for a moment to figure out how to put them down). When she was finished she leaned over the doctor's face. Her hair hung over Madri's face, and the doctor giggled and leaned up. They kissed lightly for several seconds, their lips just brushing one each other slowly.



"Well doctor, have I cured what ails you?" Erika said with mock seriousness. Madri laughed and threw her head back. Then she wrapped her arms around Erika's neck, leaning out over the examination table.
"Never felt better," Madri said and then kissed Erika again. But she was leaning too far over and the woman screamed and then fell laughing onto the floor. Their legs and arms and hair landing in a tangle on the floor. They were trying to contain their laughter. Their arms were still around one another and they kissed more deeply. Finally, Erika broke the kiss.
"I have an idea," Erika said, kissing the doctor's nose. She had been laying on top of Madri, with the doctor on her back on the floor. Erika pushed back so that she was sitting on her butt. Madri sat up as well. The two women were now sitting so that they were facing one another. Erika reached over and grabbed Madri's leg. She lifted the doctor's leg. Then Erika spread her own legs. Madri seemed to see where Erika was going. The two women started to scoot into one another.
"I've always wondered if this would work," Madri said. Their legs slid over one another, Erika enjoyed the feel of Madri's weight on her leg. Their skin looked so beautiful together. In a moment, their pussies were pressed together. Erika liked the heat and warmth of Madri's pussy against her own. Madri pushed her hips into Erika's. Erika felt the doctor's hard clitoris press against her own. She groaned and then began to push back. The two women began to push back and forth against one another. They started to move in a steady rhythm. As they moved, Erika moved her hand over her own legs and Madri's. Madri began to rub her breasts. Their pussies became wetter, their skin gleamed under the fluorescent lights.
Erika realized that her second breast was still almost completely filled with milk. She had a naughty idea. As Madri rubbed her own breast and arched her back Erika reached up to her tit. Erika licked her lips seductively and then began to squeeze her nipple. She watched as the white milk squirted from her breast. It splashed against Madri's stomach. Madri's eyes shot opened, she looked at the white milk against her brown skin and smiled. She bit her lip and beckoned towards Erika. Eriks squeezed her breast again, spray milk over her own legs.
The two women continued to move in unison. Their pussies pressed together, their hard clits and wet slits grinding. At the same time, Erika drained her breast, covering both women in a few thick cups of warm milk. Madri's speed increased each time a drop of milk touched her skin and Erika struggled to keep up. Erika felt the orgasm building inside of her. She finally ran dry of milk and she put her hands on the floor, bracing herself as she fucked Madri's pussy. They were moving faster and faster, and Erika stared into Madri's eyes with absolute lust in her eyes. The doctor's hands were balled into fists that looked like they were about to bleed. They were panting and their breasts undulated. The room was filled with the smell of pussy and the sound of skin slapping and grinding together.
The orgasms struck both women at the same time. Their legs squeezed together. Their muscles contracted tightly. Both women involuntarily closed their eyes. Erika's mind went black and then everything in the world felt like pleasure and she wished she could live in that moment of delicious agony forever. Their pussies pressed together so tightly that it almost hurt. And they both groaned, almost in unison. Then the women collapsed onto the floor, panting and satiated. Erika felt sticky with sweat and milk and she felt satisfied like she'd never felt in her life. Even as she was panting, she yawned with absolute satisfaction.
For a moment, they just lay on the floor, their bodies entangled. But Erika had one last idea. She got up on her hands and knees and crawled over to Madri on the floor. She lay down next to her lover. She saw a splash of milk on Madri's breast. She leaned over to Madri's body and licked it up slowly, savoring the sweet taste. Then she began to search the rest of Madri's body for milk. Madri noticed what Erika was doing and she started to search Erika's body, licking her as well. They rolled around on the floor, giggling and sucking milk from one another's bodies. Touching one another, and holding one another, the two women felt completely content.
Finally, they had licked every last drop of milk from one another's bodies and lay on the floor holding one another. They did not speak, but Madri played with Erika's hair and Erika circled her finger around Madri's nipple languidly. Then there was a knock on the door and both women jumped.
"Dr. Gupta, is everything alright in there?" a nurses voice called. The two women giggled.
"Debbie, yes. Everything is fine, Ms. Collins' exam took a little longer than I expected. We were discussing some... treatment options."
"Oh, okay...Just wanted you to know that Mr. Walsh has been in Exam 3 for almost an hour," the voice said and then they heard the woman walk away.
"Well, I better get to work," Madri said.
"Sorry I made you late," Erika said, rolling over on the floor and searching for her clothes.
"I don't regret it," Madri said with a smile and a shrug.
"Neither do I," Erika said, "I live my life with no regrets, after all," and she kissed Madri once lightly on the cheek before she started to put on her clothes.
Chapter 5: The Manager
Allie Dubois pushed her empty shopping cart nonchalantly through the grocery store. Her stomach rumbled fiercely as she stared at row upon row of food. But she only had six bucks in her pocket so she was going to have find things that would fit discreetly into her jacket pockets. She was wearing an over-sized man's coat that had several pockets on the inside and the outside. It was great because it was naturally lumpy looking, so she could put stuff in the coat and no one would be the wiser. She was searching around the store now, trying to scope out where all the clerks and managers were located, so that when she started grabbing stuff, no one would see.
For a moment, as she passed through the pharmacy section and noted on stock boy doing inventory, that you can get used to anything if you do it long enough. She'd run away two years before when she was 16-years-old with $2,000.00 saved up over a lifetime. She'd had a plan of getting away from home, renting a shitty apartment somewhere, and starting a new life. It turns out that people don't rent apartments to teenagers with a couple of bucks to their names. And she'd burned through her money faster than she'd thought possible. $2,000.00 sounded like so much money. And now, at 18 she had basically forgotten what it was like to have friends and go to school and do all those things she'd couldn't have conceived of life without just a few years before. Now turning tricks for truck drivers or stealing from a grocery store were second nature. She knew exactly what she needed to do to get by and she didn't think twice about it.
She sighed a little to herself and considered for the 10 millionth time that maybe she'd overreacted to her stepfather. It wasn't like he'd done anything illegal to her. He was just a dick to live with and her mother was so weak and obnoxious. But it might have been better to stick it out two years and go to college. She had the grades for it, maybe even good enough to get into college. But that was a dead dream now. It wasn't ever going to happen. This, stealing and eating cold spagehetti-o's was her present and her future.
She felt that she'd scoped the place out pretty well. There was a stockboy, two cashiers, a guy at the deli counter, a lady fall asleep at the butcher's table, and a manager cycling around somewhere. Everyone seemed to be pretty still and there were plenty of customers walking around (and trying not to pay any attention to the poor girl from out of town), to keep everybody busy.
Now, some people might have been less cautious about their shop lifting, but Allie prided herself on being professional. She'd started stealing when she was a minor, when she knew that getting caught for doing anything once meant that she'd be going back home. So, even though that was no longer a danger, she still cased places and made very certain that she wouldn't be caught. Who knows, maybe someday she'd want to be a legitimate member of society again and she couldn't have a long criminal arrest record following her around forever.
Allie wended her way back to the produce section in the front of the store. No scurvy for her, she grabbed a couple of oranges and stuffed the in her pockets. She walked casually out of that area, snagging a green pepper on her way. Next she walked around the corner, past the butcher and into the canned foods section. She grabbed a couple of cans of beans, a can of fruit, and some canned pasta. This was the stuff that would last a while. She stopped in the snack food aisle and grabbed a small bag of chips and a small bottle of soda. She was starting to feel heavy, almost done. She skipped the frozen food section, grabbed a little bit of cheese and made her way towards the exit. The she walked towards the register.
She needed to buy something to avoid raising suspicion. As she reached the cash register she decided she would buy a magazine. Cosmo or something. She had no interest in learning how to please her man, but it seemed like the kind of thing a normal, non-felonious teenager would buy. She threw the separator down on the conveyor belt and dropped the magazine down.
The man standing in front of her was arguing with the cashier about an expired coupon. Allie sighed, but felt nervous. It was time to get out of this place. She tried to act nonchalant and started to browse through the impulse item. She laughed at the various Enquirer headlines and tried to figure out what "mechanically separate chicken" meant on the Slim Jim wrappers. Finally, her gaze fell on the rows and rows of candy bars.
She stared at them and her stomach growled. She was starving. And most of the stuff she'd stolen were the essentials for life, nothing particularly exciting. The thought of biting into chocolate was unbearable. She'd had a chocolate bar about a week before, but it felt like ages since she'd had her favorite food. She looked over at the register. The fight appeared to be over; the cashier was still just scanning items. She was clearly not paying attention. The man was eyeing the cashier cautiously, making sure that she didn't try to pull one over on him again. Allie decided to be bold. She reached forward quickly and grabbed two Hershey bars and then rapidly stuffed them into her front pocket. But, just as her wrists slid into her pockets, a hand came down hard on her shoulder.
"Excuse me miss, what is in your pockets?" a woman's voice said. Allie's blood ran cold. How could she be so stupid? This was a worst case scenario. She turned and saw a short young woman with brown hair and large breasts. The woman was wearing a black shirt and a short, blue skirt. The woman's face was pretty but scrunched into a scowl of disapproval. Allie could probably knocked her over, she was small, but if she tried to run, the cart boy was by the front door. There was no way she'd get out. But Allie had prepared for this, she was going to play the "poor little ol me," routine and see where it got her. Damn, she'd always expected to get caught by a man; it would work better that way. But she had to try. She looked at the woman's name-tag. "Erika Collins"
"Oh Ms. Collins, please I am so sorry," she said, figuring there was no point in denying anything. She worked up some tears and in a moment she was balling, "I just, I couldn't afford them I... I am homeless. I just wanted something to eat." She looked over briefly. The man at the register regarded her coolly and the cashier pretended she wasn't seeing anything. She looked back at Erika, who did not appear to be buying it. Erika crossed her arms in front of her ample chest. Allie slowly removed the candy bars from her jacket and placed them back on the shelf. She looked at Erika as if to say, "We even now?"
"What else have you got in that coat?" Erika asked coldly. Allie started to feel a little panicked now. This was going absolutely nowhere. When Erika started to reach for the coach, Allie decided to get indignant.
"Hey you can't touch me!" she yelled, 'it's in the Constitution." Allie seriously doubted the constitution had anything to say about protecting shoplifters from the shop-keep, but she also knew that no one knew a damn thing about the Constitution but everyone was afraid of doing something against it. For a moment, Erika stopped. Allie figured that the manager was afraid that she was crossing some sort of legal line by trying to search her.
"Fine," Erika said and it was clear that she wasn't intimidated by appeals to national charters, "I won't reach into your coat, but you have to come with me." And she pointed back towards the back of the store. For a moment, Allie hesitated. She knew she couldn't run and she also knew that assaulting this bitch would get her in way bigger trouble than she was already in. She only had about $20 in food. Maybe if she cooperated, she'd get let off easy. She started to walk towards the back of the store.
She desperately sought to figure out a way to drop at least some of the food before they got to wherever they were going. But Erika was right behind her, and would see anything she tried. They walked down an aisle, back to the deli counter. When she reached the wall, she stopped. There was a gray swinging door next to a cheese display. Erika pointed to the door and Allie grudgingly walked inside.
It was cold in the back and Allie was thankful for her large coat. It was a large storage room with row upon row of food. There appeared to be a little office in the corner of the room, just a square of Sheetrock with a door. Erika pointed Allie in that direction and she went. When she reached the door, she opened it. It was a small office, just a desk with three chairs (a nice one with arms rests behind the desk, two uncomfortable chairs in front). There were a couple of pictures and things on the walls and Allie saw Erika's name on the plate by the computer. Allie sat down on one of the uncomfortable chairs. Behind her, Erika closed and locked the door. Then she walked around the desk and sat in her chair.
For a moment the two women sat and stared at one another. Allie knew what Erika was trying to do. She was trying to make her uncomfortable enough that she would crack and admit to stealing things. That would make her life a whole lot easier before she called the cops. But Allie wasn't going to bite on that. There was no way that was going to happen. So they both just sat. Allie squirmed a little, but didn't speak.
Apparently, Erika felt she had to change tactics. She picked up a framed picture on the table and looked at it. Allie leaned in to try to see what it was. It was Erika holding a pre-school aged boy. Erika looked at the picture, thumbed the frame and then sighed. She looked back at Allie and said nothing. But Allie still refused to crack. She knew that talking first would mean capitulation.
"Do you know," Erika said, and Allie suppressed a little triumphant smile, "that as manager I am held responsible for loss prevention?"
"I..." Allie began, but Erika cut her off quickly.
"I am not saying that every time something is stolen from the store that they take it out of my paycheck. But store security is one of my areas of responsibility. If I don't protect the store, then the company will take away my job." With each passing work, Erika appeared more and more angry. She seemed to be boiling up, and she talked faster and angrier. Part of Allie wished she'd just talked earlier.
"Well..."Allie said. She hadn't wanted to hurt anyone. She wasn't stealing anything that she didn't need. For a moment she felt a stab of guilt. But Erika was talking again.
"And do you know how hard it is? As a single mother, to ensure that I take care of my son? I have a 2-year degree from a community college. This is a really good job for me. If I get fired, it would be very difficult to get this kind of position again. I would be flipping burgers," Erika said. Allie stared at the woman, trying to figure out what her game was. But the woman looked legitimately fearful. And the guilt grew heavier on Allie's shoulders.
"I'm..." Allie started, but again she was cut off.
"Is it more important for you to eat than for my son to eat?" Erika asked. There was a new sound in the woman's voice now. Primal and protective. Allie felt a little nervous about where this would go next.
"I just needed food," Allie finally sputtered.
"There are places that give away food to people in need. Soup kitchens, my church has one. This is not a soup kitchen, it is a business. You are stealing," Erika said. And of course she was right, but Allie wanted to explain that it wasn't as simple as that.
"No, I mean..."
"No you weren't stealing? Really?" Erika yelled and then stood and walked around the desk. Allie shook her head, trying to explain, but Erika looked enraged now. Her eyes were wide, her cheeks flushed. Allie was surprised by how beautiful the woman looked, even if she appeared to be in the middle of an all-out rage. "Stand up!"
"Why?" Allie asked, scared. She grabbed onto the armrests of the chair, not wanting to stand up. But Erika grabbed her by a wrist and yanked her up to a standing position. Allie was too disoriented to move as Erika pushed the chair out from behind her, and then quickly ripped off her big coat. Cans and vegetables flew all over the floor.
"You are a fucking liar too!" Erika yelled. Allie turned to look at this woman. For the first time in her life, she wished she'd been arrested. The police had to follow rules. This woman was unhinged.
"I just needed food," Allie said, looking down at the pitiful amount of foot strewn about the floor. Surely this wasn't enough to get anyone fired. But Erika wasn't done yet. She spun Allie around.
"What else do you have?" She demanded. Allie looked down at her clothes. She was wearing a pair of slim blue jeans and a skin tight t-shirt. She wasn't even wearing a bra. There was no place where she could have hid anything if she wanted to.
"That's everything," she said in a defeated voice, gesturing to the food on the ground.
"Why should I believe you?" she asked and then quickly grabbed Allie's shirt at the collar and pulled hard. Allie almost lost her footing, slipping some. But she heard her shirt tear. Erika yanked again and the shirt ripped entirely and fell onto the floor. Allie moved her hands up and covered her now bare breasts with her hands. She was a prostitute at times, she was used to showing her body, but this was terrible.
"Stop!" she yelled. But putting her hands over her breasts had been a mistaken. Erika quickly dropped to her knees and in one swift movement unbuttoned Allie's jeans and then yanked down on them hard. Erika pulled so hard that it slipped her panties down as well. The clothes pooled around her ankle. Allie felt her cheeks get incredibly hot. She bent down, trying to pull her pants back up. But as she bent over, Erika grabbed her ankles and she instead fell back onto the floor, knocking her head roughly on the linoleum. For a moment, her vision was foggy, but then she saw Erika standing over her as she lay on her back on the floor.
Allie couldn't figure out what was happening. None of this made any sense. She might have expected a man to try something like this, being on the road gave her a pretty clear picture into the lowest levels of male aggression. But what was this woman doing? The woman's movements seemed so...animalistic. They were almost sexual in their force and speed. And Allie's mind was whirring.



"If you are so hungry, I will give you something to eat," Erika said. And with that Erika knelt down on top of Allie. She put her knees tightly on either side of Allie's head. Allie could smell Erika's pussy even as the hem of Erika's skirt was just touching her face. In a moment, Erika's pussy was just an inch from Allie's nose. Despite the fact that her entire head was now covered by Erika's skirt, it was not so dark that Allie couldn't see that Erika was wearing no panties. This was about the last thing that Allie had expected when the petite manager had demanded that she follow her to the back room. Allie was almost dazed by her inability to comprehend what was occurring.
Allie tried to squirm away from Erika, but the manager's knees held her tight. At the same time, Erika bent forward, putting her hands on Allie's knees. Doing so pushed Erika's pussy hard into Allie's face. Allie could feel the woman's heat and her juices smeared on Allie's nose. Allie squirmed harder, but could move. And something else was happening as well. Her heart was beating faster, her breath was coming sharp, and while she was unquestionable afraid and uncomfortable, she had to admit that she was aroused! Then smell and feel of Erika's hot pussy along with that fear was disturbingly sexy. Oh god, all this time on the road had turned her into a weirdo pervert!
"You need to be taught a lesson," Allie could hear Erika's muffled voice saying, "So if you want to eat, then you eat this first." There was no getting out. And, as Allie breathed in Erika's sensual musk, she found that she almost wanted to eat Erika's pussy. And it wasn't like she had a choice. Allie moved her head, trying to position herself given Erika's pressure on her body. She moved so that her nose was buried in Erika's asshole and her mouth was just was Erika's pussy. Erika's grinding made it hard to breath.
Allie tentative stuck out her tongue. She felt the tip press against Erika's hot, slippery outer labia. She felt Erika's legs tremble as she licked. Erika's juices were, Allie had to admit, delicious. They were thick, vicious, salty and tasted so womanly. And she was absolutely soaked. It was clear that Erika was enjoying her ability to dominate Allie. Her pussy actually dripped onto Allie's chin.
This unleashed something in Allie as well. She was used to having sex in exchange for something. If fucking this (cute) woman would get her out of her ordeal, she'd do it. And god damn it, there was no use in not having a little fun with it. She stopped struggling. She reached her arms around Erika's body and grabbed on hard to Erika's ass cheeks, sinking her fingers into her assailants flesh. She couldn't make it too easy, it was pretty clear that Erika wanted to dominate, so she had to let the manager get what she wanted.
Erika pushed back again, driving Allie's nose hard into her asshole and her pussy hard into her mouth. Allie choked on Erika's pussy. She tried to cough, but there was no room. She had to just lick and hope that Erika would give her a little bit of breathing room. She started to run her tongue up and down Erika's hot slit. She could hear Erika breathe in quickly and then moan. She kept licking and eventually, Erika eased up slightly, giving Allie some room to breathe. Allie gasped in air, but did it through her nose, smelling Erika's ass (soap smell, mostly). She kept licking with her tongue. Erika's flavor was delightful, and her pussy was pouring more and more liquid.
Finally, Allie's tongue was able to find Erika's hard little clit. Erika jumped when Allie's taste buds first slipped across it. Allie started to rub her tongue against the clit, circling around it over and over again. She could breathe now, but she kept pushing her nose into Erika's asshole, hoping that the pressure would help get her off. Erika's hand grasped Allie's knees more tightly, and it was clear that she was enjoying it. Allie started to rock back and forth lightly, pushing her clit hard into Allie's tongue.
They moved in unison for a long time. Erika's knees squeezed Allie's ears hard, her hips rocked against Allie's face. Allie's tongue roamed all over Erika's clit, her lips pressed against Erika's labia. Her entire face was coated in thick, clear liquid. Allie felt Erika's fingers burrowing into her legs. Then she began to notice Erika's entire body starting to shake. Erika squeezed her head so tight that she could not hear much, but she suddenly heard a loud grunting sound and Erika trembled. Then all of the weight came off of Allie's legs. Erika's legs flopped, freeing Allie's ears. Just in time for Allie to hear the crescendo of Erika's orgasm. She heard the manager screaming loudly, moaning passionately. Then Erika flopped over to the side, lying on the ground panting. Allie could see again and she looked over and saw Erika on the floor, moaning and rubbing her breasts. She'd apparently opened her shirt and bra (a front clasp) while Allie had licked her pussy, and her breasts were massive. Erika seemed to be in ecstasy.
Allie was nervous. She wanted to try and escape, to get past the woman and make her way out. But also didn't want to stop. She was having fun. But just as she was having that thought, Erika's eyes opened. The woman smiled, but it was a devilish smile. She sat up slowly. Allie had sort of rolled over onto her side to look at Erika. Now Erika grabbed Allie by the hip and pulled her so that she was face down on the floor. Erika had grabbed her so quickly and threw her over so roughly that Allie tried to get back up. But Erika moved quicker. She threw her leg over Allie's back. She was straddling Allie, facing down towards Allie's feet, her shins pressing down on Allie's shoulders, her toes nails down next to Allie's face. She was leaned forward so that her hands were on the backs of Allie's knees and her knees were on the floor. Allie moved, but could not get free. She was completely pinned down.
"You aren't finished yet you little thief!" Erika said loudly. Allie tried to squirm, but she could barely move.
"Let me go you pervert!" Allie yelled. But being pinned down was making her so hot. Allie felt a chill run through her body as Erika reached between her legs and ran a finger through her pussy lips.
"You are so wet you fucking whore, I don't think you really want to go," Allie knew that Erika was right, but she couldn't say that.
"Please, just stop!" Suddenly, a hand fell hard on Allie's ass. There was loud slapping sound and Allie's ass felt both hot and cold at the same time. She screamed loudly in surprise and pain. Then the hand came down again on the other ass cheek.
"Someone should have spanking you a lot time ago!" Erika screamed and then spanked again. Allie screamed loudly. This really hurt. There was one last spank and Allie got quiet. That seemed to be what Erika was looking for. Allie's ass burned, throbbed and felt like it was probably red. Erika's hand went back to Allie's pussy. She was actually kind of gentle. She swirled her fingers around Allie's slit, and pulled the juices up into Allie's asshole. Her finger rubbed the sensitive ridges of Allie's asshole, rubbing the liquid into it.
In one quick motion, Erika buried two of her fingers in Allie's pussy. Allie grunted and squirmed. It was so unexpected, she was so horny, and it felt so good that Allie almost came right then. Erika's fingers moved around inside of her for a moment and then quickly pulled out. Allie whimpered, she wanted more. Erika laughed in a cackling kind of way.
"I am going to put them back in," she said derisively. Then Allie realized what Erika meant. She felt one of Erika's wet fingers against her asshole. She squirmed a little, she didn't know if she was wet enough for anal. But Erika didn't hesitate. Allie felt the pad of Erika's finger push into her anus. She felt it slip, wet inside of her. The finger was absolutely wet enough, but Allie still felt the uncomfortable pressure of the first knuckle push inside of her sphincter. She groaned and squirmed. With her free hand, Erika spanked Allie, much harder than before. Allie yelped and then sat still.
Erika kept the pressure up, slipping here finger deeper and deeper into Allie's asshole. She kept her finger rigid, pushing through the middle knuckle. Allie's entire body was shaking. And then she felt Erika's hand against her ass. Allie realized that Erika's entire finger was inside of her asshole. Once it was in, Erika started to gently curl her finger in Allie's asshole, massaging the inside of her ass. Allie moaned, trying to push her ass up, driving the finger in deeper.
Erika pulled the finger partially out and Allie gasped. The pain was delicious. Then Allie could feel more pressure. And the object going into her ass was thicker. She couldn't turn her head, but she could tell from the feeling that an additional finger was going into her anus. The two fingers were wrapped together, like Erika was crossing her fingers for good luck. Allie felt the fingers pressing into her. She was a little stretched out from the last finger, but this was so much tighter. She groaned as the fingers worked their way into her asshole.
Erika worked faster, but no less gently with two fingers. Allie felt her anus stretching, but in no time, the fingers were completely inside of her, feeling tight and hard. Then Erika began to rub the inside of Allie's asshole, curling her fingers in a steady rhythm. At the same time, she reached between Allie's legs with her other hand. She gently rubbed Allie's clitoris. The sensation was intense. Allie bucked, shoving the fingers harder into her asshole. Pain mixed with pleasure and Allie squirmed around on the floor. Her nipples pressed against the linoleum floor, her breasts pressed hard. That added to the delight she felt. Allie needed something else; she needed something in her mouth. She turned to the side and saw Erika's big toe staring her in the face. She opened her mouth and took the toe into her mouth. She sucked on it hard and felt the manager squeal in pleasure. She smiled around the toe.
This seemed to give the manager a new desire to act. Erika moved quickly now, her fingers curling fast inside of Allie's asshole and her fingers flying over Allie's clit. Allie moved in unison with Erika, pressing her nipples on the cold floor. She felt the orgasm building a long way out. She grunted and begged Erika not to stop. Erika pushed harder. Allie felt her legs flopping on the floor. Then, it felt like Allie's body was coming apart at the seams. It felt like she was ceasing to exist but that felt like a good thing. Her eyes closed. She had no idea what sort of noises she was making. Her entire world was transcendent pleasure. She was pleasure, and that meant it could not be described. And the next thing she knew, Erika was off her back and she was panting heavily. She looked over and saw Erika quietly licking the fingers that had just come out of her asshole.
"Have I learned my lesson?" Allie asked innocently. They both knew what was happening now. No one was unhappy to be here anymore.
"I don't know," Erika said, "come here and show me if you are a good girl." Allie scrambled over to Erika on her hands and knees. Erika wrapped her arms around the girl, their breasts mashing together. Allie kissed Erika's cheek, then her nose, and then her chin. Erika's mouth searched out Allie and kissed her deeply. Their mouths poured together. Allie's face was still coated in Erika's juices and the manager's touched licked Allie's lips and cheeks, tasting her own flavor. Their saliva mixed, thick and viscous. They passed the lump of spit back and forth.
They fell back onto the floor, Allie lay on top of the manager. Erika opened her mouth and Allie just dipped her tongue in, feeling spit at teeth against her tongue. She looked down and saw their breasts mashed together and was aroused by the vision. She looked into Erika's eyes and saw that all of the anger was gone. They were making love now. She kissed the woman's eyes lids.
Then Allie started to feel Erika's hand sliding against her stomach. Erika was sliding her arm between their bellies. Allie felt Erika's finger tips crawl on her stomach, down towards her pussy. She felt Erika's fingers push through her pubic hair. And she gasped as Erika's fingers pressed against her clit. Allie wasn't going to let Erika have all the fun. She took her own arms and slid it against their pressed bellies. Her own hand climbed over Erika's stomach, through her thin pubic hair, and against Erika's sopping wet pussy. She heard Erika gasp herself. And the whole while the women kissed passionately and wetly.
They continued to kiss. Neither could move their arms, but their fingers flew. Allie felt Erika's wet slit, her fingers dipping inside, to feel Erika's soft insides. But mostly she focused on Erika's clit, pressing it and running the pads of her fingers against it. Erika was breathing hot in her ear. And Allie was doing the same. Erika moved her finger inside of Allie's pussy, curling like she had in Allie's asshole. At the same time, she moved her thumb on Allie's clit.
The women started to move together, breathing into each other's mouths, moaning in unison, and sweating on one another. They screamed loudly, but each fed on the other's noise. Allie felt her orgasm building, and she looked into Erika's eyes and saw that the manager was close to coming as well. Their hips bounced off of one another, and there was pleasure mixed with pain. Finally, Erika's breath became more ragged. And she grunted. And she came. Allie's fingers got wet with Erika's cum and she came as well. Waves of pure sensation emanated out from her pussy, shaking her body and making every muscle and joint instantly ease. Then they collapsed on top of one another, breathing heavily. They lay on the cold floor for several minutes. Finally, Erika got up and started to get dressed. Allie rolled over naked on the floor.
"You going to call the police on me?" she asked, turning so her breast looked seductively at Erika. Erika giggled and then shook her head.
"I'd say we are even," she explained, "I am only held responsible for thefts of $100.00 or more." Allie's eyes got big and she got up and swatted Erika on the arm.
"You held me here all this time for no reason?"
"There was a reason, you're cute. I wanted to see what I could get out you," she explained, adjusting her shift. she was now completely clothed.
"You are evil!" Allie said.
"And you like it," Erika said, and kissed the girl once lightly on the lips. Then the manager started to move towards the door. Allie turned.
"Hey," she said.
"What?" Erika said, turning as she reached for the door.
"Can I keep the food?" Allie asked and Erika thought for a minute and then nodded her head, "and how about a shirt." Allie lifted up the tattered remains of her t-shirt and Erika giggled. She walked back behind her desk and rummaged around in the drawers. She grabbed t-shirt and threw to Allie. Allie slipped it on quickly and then put her jeans back on. Erika moved towards the door. Then she stopped and turned back.
"Probably won't see you again huh?" Erika asked.
"Probably not," Allie said, putting her big coat back on.
"Take care of yourself," Erika said and then slipped out the door. Allie grabbed up the food and then found a back door out of the grocery store. It was still early, but the sky was overcast. She made her way out towards the highway, looking for a ride somewhere else. She was out on the berm when the rain started. It cold out and the rain made it unbearable. She saw an overpass a hundred yards in the distance and she ran up to it. She climbed up the embankment under the overpass, got out of the rain and wind, and waited for someone to come by.
The End
The End
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Chapter 3: Paying Debts
It was only about a week after my "initiation" into my clique that I got a rather rude reminder of how rough and dangerous a prison could be. I'd spent the rest of the week after that initiation in sort of a euphoric state. I was no longer holding back from my friends and I was actually happier. Happier than I'd been in a very long time. Which, you know, people don't generally say when they are in prison.
So one day I was walking to lunch after I finished working. I was already thinking about after lunch when my friends and I were going to meet up and watch television. Apparently, some police procedural show had made a "ripped from the headlines" episode about my trial. I guess they changed enough stuff about it that they didn't have to worry about giving me any money or anything. Before, this would have filled me with dread. But with McKenzie, Clara, and Prisha I didn't have all those old fears. I was going to watch with them and we'd make fun of the bad acting and everything. It went from being terrifying to something I looked forward to.
I was thinking about all of this stuff as I went to get in line for food at lunch. I grabbed my try and walked forward into the line. I guess I wasn't really paying attention to what I was doing, because I accidentally bumped into the girl standing in front of me. Honestly, I didn't even realize I did it at first, but I heard a high pitched squeal. The girl in front of me turned around.
She was a pretty girl, tall around 5'8 and very thin. She had long blonde hair, a very thin, long nose, and green eyes. Her skin was very pale and freckled. Her body was slim, her breasts small, and her hips sort of narrow. And she had the most enraged look on her face. I looked at her white tank-top and saw that it was covered in some sort of gross looking green food.
"What the fuck are you trying to do bitch?" she asked. It was only then that I realized that I'd caused the green slime on her shirt.
"Oh...Uh," I stumbled, trying to get myself out of my head. I looked at the girls clearly ruined shirt, "sorry," I said.
"Sorry, you fucking ruined this!" she said. I didn't see what the big deal was, they'd just get her a new shirt. But then she reached down between her pert breasts and grabbed a hold of something. It was a necklace, I hadn't noticed it because it was so covered in green slime. It was big, kind of like a square of fabric. I realized it was a something a kid had made from yarn. And it was definitely ruined. "I am really sorry," I said more seriously now, I felt terrible.
"My niece made this for me," the girl said, now her friends were gathering around. They looked angry as well. I suddenly felt terrified; maybe they were going to kick my ass. They sort of encircled me. I looked around for my friends, but I didn't see anyone. They were quiet, and none of the guards seemed to notice them.
"Is there anything I can do," I said, dropping my tray. I was almost shaking.
"Yeah," the girl said, "You're going to pay me back for this! I think you owe me some money don't you?" The other girls looked at me expectantly.
"I don't have anything on me," I said after a long pause, "But I will get something." I was so terrified about getting my ass kicked I would have promised anything.
"Yeah you will," the girl said, "meet me in my cell this evening, bring 25 bucks." She told me her cell number and said that her name was Penny. Then she sloughed some of the slime off of her shirt and threw it on my shoes. Then she turned and walked away.
I didn't even bother to get food. I picked up my tray, put it back on the pile, and ran over to the table where my friends sat. I was the first one there. I was fidgeting nervously. I had to ask my new friends for money. I didn't want to get my ass kicked. I know what you're thinking, "Hey Odessa, didn't you say you had a hit song or something? Pay up cheapskate." Well yeah, I did. But you know how they you can't take it with you when you die? Prison is kind of like temporarily dying. I had a small (much less than you'd think) stash of money in a bank collecting a painfully small amount of interest. I couldn't access it from prison. And my family was dead. I didn't have anyone to send me money. I got paid a pittance to work at the prison, like pennies an hour. I was broke.
Finally, all my friends came and sat down. I greeted them as they arrived, but I decided to wait until they were all their before I started to beg for money. They all looked gorgeous, as usual, and they were in good moods. I knew they saw me being fidgety and stuff, I hoped they didn't think I was slipping back into my old ways. Finally, Prisha showed up and then all three of them were there. They were talking about my upcoming television triumph, giggling and having fun. But I interrupted.
"Hey I need to ask you guys something," I said and then I launched into what had happened in the lunch line. I explained the ruined necklace and my promise to pay that day and my lack of money. They listened to me intently.
"You said this was Penny?" McKenzie asked and I nodded, "So what? She isn't like a giant hard-ass, I mean just pay her and she'll let it go." She said.
"I don't have any money," I explained again, "I can't pay her. And if I don't she is going to bash my ass regardless of whether or not she's real tough, she has like six girls around her all the time." I said. I was almost hyperventilating now. I hadn't realized I was so afraid to fight until that minute. McKenzie was sort of giggling at me though, somehow that made me feel a little bit better. She must have a plan or something. But Clara spoke up next.
"You can't pay or won't pay?" She asked. I thought she was coming to the same conclusion that you were, about my song-writing money.
"I can't, I wish I could," I explained, "I was hoping maybe I could borrow some money from you guys, its only like $6.67 from each of you and I will pay you back as soon as I can." I said and McKenzie was laughing harder, Clara was shaking her head. But Prisha looked concerned; she put her hand on mine.
"We don't have that to give right now," she said. I was totally sunk. I was going to get pounded and McKenzie was just laughing at me. I pulled away from Prisha.
"What is so damn funny, I thought you'd help me!" I said, feeling a little betrayed. McKenzie put her hands up defensively, like she was imploring me to settle down. I took at deep breath while McKenzie stopped laughing, then she spoke to me.
"Honey," she said, "What was I doing when you first met me?" she asked. I thought back to that first day, when I'd walked into my room and saw someone giving McKenzie a blowjob. I wondered what she was getting at for a moment and then I remembered. And started shaking my head.
"No," I said vehemently, "I can't do that!" It would make me a prostitute to have sex with someone for money.
I mean Penny was a cute chick, I'd thought she was attractive the minute she turned around, but it wasn't the same if I didn't choose to sleep with the person. I pictured myself, on my knees, Penny's cock in my mouth and I winced. I couldn't do that.
"Honey, that is the way things work here," Clara said, she sounded a little annoyed but understanding. Like she was talking to a stupid little girl.
"That's not how I work," I explained, "I can't have sex for money. That makes me a prostitute," I said. McKenzie shook her head.
"I worked in porn, so I had sex for money. Am I a prostitute? I've paid debts here by giving blowjobs. Do you look down on me?" McKenzie said forcefully. I had to admit, it was a compelling argument. I sort of looked up to McKenzie. She was so impressive and she was so strong. And this was something she did.
"Think of it like this," Prisha said soothingly, "This is situational morality. It might be wrong to accept money or gain for sex in the regular world. But we are in prison and there are different rules. It might make sense here where it doesn't elsewhere," she explained.
"Have you ever done it?" I asked, Prisha blushed and nodded her head. Clara was nodding as well. I guess that just was the way things were. That didn't make it any easier to deal with. Now I just felt trapped.
"What if I don't?" I asked.
"You're going to get your ass kicked," McKenzie explained, and then she started to eat. They were almost immediately onto other topics of conversation. It was like my dilemma was such a mundane detail of everyday life that they couldn't be bothered to worry about it. Before I knew it lunch was up. We were all filing into the common area. All I could think about was Penny. What would she want from me?
"Hurry up and get that shit done so we can get a good spot to watch your show," Clara said matter-of-factly. I just sort of nodded. McKenzie and Clara walked off to the television. I was sort of stumbling by myself, my stomach full of butterflies. I was about to start crying from the tension when I felt Prisha's hand take mine. I looked at her, her deep brown eyes were pools of concern.
"It's okay Odessa," she said earnestly, "Sometimes McKenzie and Clara forget what it is like, or didn't know in the first place, what it was like to be outside of places like this. I understand." She took my hand and kissed me gently on the knuckle.
"I don't think I can do this," I explained, but she shook her head.
"You will be fine, Penny isn't going to hurt you and..." she said, dropping her eyes and blushing, "and maybe you will kind of like it." She explained. And I realized that she was talking about herself! She liked being forced to have sex with people!
"I don't know," I said, feeling more confused than ever. Prisha released my hand.
"You do, now go so we can watch your show," she said, repeating almost exactly what Clara said. Then she walked off. I stood for a minute, looking around, but I knew that I didn't have a choice in this. I'd promised to pay someone back, and as immoral as it was to have sex for money, it was more immoral to renege on a promise. So I started walking.
Penny's cell was on the third floor, so I slowly made my way up the stairs. I can't say so much that I was scared as nervous. I knew I didn't have a choice in the matter; I was going to be exchanging my body for money. I just didn't really know what that entailed. Finally, I made my way up to the correct floor and found the cell. I looked inside and saw Penny was there, sitting on her bed. Another girl was in there as well, sitting on the toilet. I assumed that it was her roommate. Penny looked me over when I came in; she looked like she knew I didn't have the cash, like she wanted something else anyway.
"Odessa right?" Penny said. The girl on the toilet looked at me, I nodded.
"Is this her?" the girl asked.
"Yeah," Penny said, then to me, "do you have the money or what?"
"No, I couldn't get enough," I explained in a very soft voice. Penny smiled, and I think she was happy I was unprepared to pay her.
"Hey give us some space," Penny said to her roommate. The girl got up off the toilet, pulled up her pants, and walked out of the cell. She shrugged her shoulders at me as she went to the door, kind of like a no big deal thing. I didn't do anything back. Then I was alone with Penny. She was still lounging on her bed. She looked less threatening now somehow, without all her friends. Her smile even looked less sinister.
"Hey I am sorry I was a little rude this morning," she said finally, "I know you didn't mean to ruin my necklace," she said.
"I really didn't mean to," I said earnestly, I wanted her to know I wasn't bearing any ill will. She nodded understandingly.
"It is okay," she said sweetly, "As long as we square it up," she said suddenly, with a little bit more intensity. I looked at her eyes; she was just as dangerous as ever, she'd just been getting me to admit, again, that I owed her something.
"Yeah..." I said warily.
"So, how do you want to take care of this?" she asked innocently. She was looking me over, I knew what she wanted. But I opened my mouth to speak and nothing came out. I couldn't bring myself to suggest prostitution. I thought about my parents, what they would think, I was so ashamed I was blushing without saying anything. I guess Penny knew what that meant.
"Do you want to work out an alternate arrangement?" she asked. I looked up at her; she had her arms crossed in front of her small breasts. She looked pretty. I just nodded lightly. "Well what do you have that I could have instead?" she asked. I realized, even without her friends, this was going to be painful. She didn't just want me to suck her dick, she wanted it to hurt as well. I didn't have any choice, I was going to have to ask her, maybe beg her, to use me.
"I don't have anything of value," I said hesitantly, "But I could...provide a service for you..." I said and I felt icky.
"What kind of service? I don't need any help making my bed, I don't have a dog you can walk, what services could a little girl like you ever provide for me?" she asked. She was going to keep making this painful, the only way to get out of this was to stop beating around the bush, say what I needed from her.
"I could suck your dick," I said finally, the words all came out in one giant rush. She just stared at me for a long time, letting it sink in. She was showing her dominance over me, and I just had to sit there and squirm. So I did. Finally, she'd spoke.
"Suck my little ol' cock eh?" she said as though the idea had never occurred to her, "well that would be illegal. That's why we're in here isn't it? For doing something illegal? Well it is an interesting idea. A very interesting idea." Then she stood from the bed.
She quickly pulled her shirt up over her head and threw it down on the floor. Her skin was very milky, but she had a lot of freckles on her thin belly. She slipped off her pants as well, showing off her thin, taut legs. She reached behind her back, unhooked her bra, and freed her small, perky breast. Her nipples were small, but I noticed they were hard. Finally, she slipped her panties down around her ankles and kicked them off. Her cock was actually, kind of cute. It was about 5.5 inches long and had a small tuft of strawberry blonde hair above it. The shaft actually had a few freckles on it and the tip was pink. It was a girly cock.
Then Penny sat back down on her bed, spreading her legs and letting her cock stand up straight and proud. I looked at it for a minute, waiting for her to say or do something I guess. I looked behind me, I saw people milling around and everything. I knew this kind of stuff happened all the time, I just couldn't believe it would now include me. Penny gave me an annoyed look. So I started to move forward. I got right in front of her, standing just a foot in front of her cock, sort of between her legs. I could feel the heat coming off her body as I knelt down. Her cock was just a few inches from my face. I thought about what it would feel like for it to be in my mouth. My heart was beating, I took a deep breath, and started to reach forward.
"Well," Penny said suddenly, and loudly, I stopped what I was doing and looked up. She was looking down at me between her breasts, "You know I just got a blowjob this morning from a girl I know. I don't think I want one." For a second, I didn't know what she was saying. Then I realized that she said she didn't want a blowjob.
"Oh, okay," I said nervously and then started to get up off my knees. She reached forward, putting her hand on my head and gently pushing me back down. She was shaking her head.
"Oh no honey," she said wickedly, "I didn't say you are square. I said I didn't want a blowjob. You aren't done here." She said.
"What do you want then?" I asked nervously. I couldn't even conceive of what she was getting at. At first she didn't say anything, she just spread her legs a little wider and reached down between her legs and grabbed her package. She took her balls in her hand and lifted them up. The she scooted forward a little and leaned back. Then, her tiny pink asshole was staring me in the face. I felt the wind rush out of me. I just sat for a second.
"Don't be shy honey," Penny said sweetly, "Just eat my asshole." It felt like she'd stabbed me in the stomach. I groaned and this just made her laugh. I'd never done anything like this before and I didn't really want to do it now. But there wasn't any way out.
I looked at her asshole. Like I said, it was a little pink thing. Just a crinkled spot between two smooth mounds of flesh. I was only about a foot away, but it didn't look dirty or smell bad or anything. I wasn't excited about it, but at least it wasn't as disgusting as it could be. I looked up at Penny, she had and impatient looked on her face and I knew I needed to get down to business.
I leaned forward slightly. My hair draped over her thighs and I saw her shiver. I kept moving forward until my nose was buried in her scrotum. I felt her hands on my head, running through my hair. I breathed in, she smelled earthy and soapy at the same time. She sort of giggled.
"You don't need to sniff my ass, just lick it," she said and I felt like some kind of disgusting pervert. To make matters worse, I realized that as I was breathing in, my cock was getting hard! I was aroused by this degradation. What the hell did that mean? Anyway, I stuck my tongue out tentatively. I didn't really know what I was doing. My tongue was sort of shaking as I did this. Finally, the tip of my tongue came into contact with her asshole.
"Oh fuck!" Penny moaned. I tried to look up, around her scrotum and breasts, to her face. I saw she was kneading one of her breasts with her fingers and her eyes were closed. I closed mine as well. There was nothing to do but get it over with. I leaned forward more, pressing my tongue firmly against her naughtiest spot. It felt soft, but ridged on my tongue. The taste was early, with a hint of iron-like flavor. I was surprised that I didn't recoil at the taste, it wasn't really bad. And Penny apparently loved it; she moaned loudly and thrust her ass into my face.
I started to sort of lap at her asshole, dragging my tongue from her ass crack all the way up to her scrotum and then back again, feeling the ridges of her asshole pass over my tongue. I kept my tongue flat, limp and wet, letting it soak her asshole. I tried not to think about what I was doing, I just kept rimming Penny. The whole time, my cock kept getting harder. I felt it pressing against my shorts, the tip becoming more bulbous and engorged.
One of Penny's hands was on my head again, pressing me harder into her asshole. My nose buried in her scrotum now and I could barely breath. At the same time I could feel the "thump-thump" of her other hand bopping my on the forehead. I realized she was jacking off. Her hand was slamming up and down on her balls as she stroke her cock. I had no idea why, but the idea totally turned me on. I have to admit, I wasn't hating eating Penny's asshole.
"Oh fuck my ass with your tongue you whore!" Penny moaned out in ecstasy. I breathed as best I could and then I made my tongue rigid. Penny's asshole was already sopping wet from my tongue. I started to work my hard tongue into her asshole. I opened my mouth wide, pushing my tongue in as softly but firmly as I could. I felt my tongue push through her anus, tasting the iron flavor of her body even more starkly than before. She let out a screech and her hand tightened on the back of my head. At the same time, she started to pump her cock even faster and harder. I nestled my nose deeper into her balls, smelling her delicate scent and driving my tongue harder and hotter into her asshole.



"Lick my dirty asshole you fucking cunt!" Penny moaned and I could tell she was getting close. I licked at the insides of her asshole, feeling the pillowly texture of her skin on my tongue. Tasting her. Wanting more. I was completely past shame or anything else, I just needed this. I wanted more than anything to stroke my own cock, to cum in a big pool on the floor and then lick it up. But I didn't get the chance.
"Holy fuck!" Penny cried out suddenly and her hips bucked against me. I felt her cock stirring on my forehead. Then, in a moment, I felt it. Hot gobs of Penny's sperm poured out of her cock and landed on the back of my head, on my neck, and on my back. It was warm and wet and felt delicious. I moved back, pulling my tongue out of Penny's asshole and enjoying the feeling of the cum in my hair and on my skin. Penny was panting, but I must've looked content.
"What are you smiling about?" Penny asked, "You're covered in ass and cum and you didn't even get me off. I had to do it myself." She said. I felt nervous. When I'd seen McKenzie getting a blowjob, she'd thanked the girl and sent her on her way as soon as it was done.
"I did exactly what you asked, we are even," I explained. I didn't want Penny's cum on me anymore, I didn't want to taste it. At least, not really. She shrugged her shoulders.
"Whatever," she said uncertainly. I moved back a little more, I saw her cock was rapidly getting limp. I figured she was about to let me go. I could go clean myself off and forget this ever happened. She just looked at me as I started to move away.
"Oh," she panted, taking her cock in her hand gently, "Don't let anyone ever say I am not lady. I would never let someone who provided me with such a lovely... service, to leave my room looking dirty. Let me clean you off." I wasn't evens sure what she was talking about, but she didn't give me a lot of time to think. Instead, she let out a satisfied little grunt and soon a stream of hot, yellow piss was arcing out of her cock.
I was too stunned to move, I just watched as the piss shot out of her dick, flew out in a wide arch, and then felt it. Felt as it splashed onto my tits. I was completely frozen. He piss was hot and soaked into my white shirt. I guess she was trying to hit me somewhere else, because she arched her back. The stream of piss moved up my neck and splashed against my chin and then, into my mouth. I shut my lips tight but some of the salty liquid was already in my mouth. I couldn't stand the taste, it was revolting. But I couldn't spit it out, her stream of piss was still hitting my face, so I swallowed it down. She kept pissing higher, and I closed my eyes and felt her urine whizzing hot into my eyes and then into my hair, finally pushing the cum out of my hair.
Finally, I felt her stream weaken, and the hot jet of piss once again worked down my face and my chest, splashed across my pants and then stopped. I opened my eyes and saw piss streaming down my face. It was starting to cool on my body. I could smell it and feel on my lips. I was shivering, even though I wasn't cold. I looked up at Penny, and she had that vicious smirk on her face.
"There!" she said, "now we are even." And then she started to laugh. I felt so ridiculous, covered in cum and piss, my face smelling like Penny's asshole. I stood up quickly and ran out of the cell, dripping piss and cum onto the floor. I could hear Penny laughing even as I bounded down the stairs.
I could feel eyes on me while I was walking. It was normal to see people have sex and paying debts, it wasn't normal to see a girl stinking and dripping with piss. I was crying by the time I got to the bottom floor. My eyes were blurry from crying, but I knew where my friends were. I needed their help. I knew that Penny had crossed a line but I had no idea what I was supposed to do. Finally, I stumbled over to the spot by the television where my friends always sat. They were there.
"Holy shit, Odessa what happened?" McKenzie said, being the first to notice me, probably by smell. The other girls turned and looked at me. I dropped down onto the floor next to the table, sitting down and closing my eyes. They all got up and rushed around me.
"Fuck, what the hell did that bitch do? Did she piss on you?" Clara said. I nodded meekly. They all sort of looked at each other.
"Shit, the girl only owed like 20 bucks in damages," McKenzie said, "This was way more than that!"
"Yeah where the fuck does Penny get off doing something like that?" Clara asked.
"She saw fresh meat and didn't think anyone would notice," McKenzie explained. Then she knelt down next to me and brushed my cheek, "hey Odessa, I didn't know she was going to do something like that. She was real bitch, and I will talk to her about it." She said. I nodded, something in the way McKenzie said 'talk' made me think it would be worse than that. Good. But I still felt terrible now. That's when Prisha knelt down next to me and put her hand on my forehead.
"Come on Odessa," she said lovingly, "I will help you clean up." She reached down and took my arm and helped me off my butt and into a standing position. I could feel eyes on me, people knew I was vulnerable. Suddenly, I knew that it was more dangerous to look hurt than be hurt. So I stood up straight and stifled my crying. I held onto to Prisha's hand while we walked. She didn't say anything, just held my hand closely. She guided me towards her cell. Soon, we were inside and it felt like I had a little bit of privacy. I flopped down on the toilet and put my head in my hands.
"Stand up for a second Odessa," Prisha said in a soft, sweet, almost mothering voice. I did what she asked. I stood up in front of the toilet. She came and stood in front of me, "Okay honey, I am going to take your clothes off. I know you have had a rough day, but I wanted to ask first. I am going to help clean you off," she said.
"Okay," I responded meekly. I indicated I should put my arms in the air and I did. She grabbed onto the bottom of my tank top and pulled it over my head. I felt the cold, wet piss against my face as it slid off. She tossed it onto the floor. It was very yellow and I felt my stomach turn. But Prisha wasn't finished. She got down on her knees in front of me and untied my pants. Then she carefully slid them down my legs. When they were around my ankles she lifted one foot and then the other, and pulled the pants away. They were wet as well and she threw them on top of my tank top.
"Your bra and panties are wet too," she explained, "I am going to take them off as well." I just nodded. She was still on her knees and so she reached up and grabbed my panties and pulled them down. I was mortified to see my cock was still hard, standing out proud into Prisha's face. I was still horny from the degradation, I couldn't believe it. I felt like crying again. But Prisha pretended she didn't notice, simply slipped off my wet panties and threw them aside. I reached behind myself and unhooked my bra. I slid it off and handed it to Prisha. She threw it with the rest of my clothes. We were both standing now, my cock just a few inches from Prisha's body.
"You are beautiful," Prisha said, "Nothing bad should ever happen to you." We both blushed when she said this. It was such a sweet thing to say, I didn't know how to respond. It was so lovely, after Penny seemingly took away my dignity, that Prisha could help put it back so easily.
"Thank you," I managed to squeak.
"Go ahead and sit back down," she said sweetly, and I did as I was told. I sat on the toilet a little cold and clammy. My cock was sticking up hard between my legs. My hair was still wet with cum and piss and I could smell myself. Prisha walked over to her bed and grabbed a large washcloth
The toilets in our prison were these sort of weird toilet/sink contraptions. I know, totally gross. But I didn't have a choice. As Prisha walked over and stood next to me, she turned on the water in the sink. She had a cup to fill with water. While she was waiting for the water to warm she asked me, "What exactly happened." And so I was off. I told her about everything that happened. First I told her about Penny, the asshole licking, and the pissing. But then I couldn't stop. I told her everything about the guard on the first day too, all of the gory details. I told it slowly, methodically, trying to get it all out of me.
At the same time, Prisha was listening intently, nodding and making the appropriate noises. But she was cleaning too. She dipped the wash cloth into the warm water, put some liquid soap on it, and began to scrub my body. She started down at my feet, gently squeezing them in the soapy water. She sort of draped the wash cloth over her hand like a big, wet, rough glove. She scrubbed into my legs as I cried and confessed. Her hands moved up my thighs, getting them wet and soapy. Occasionally she'd go back to the sink to wring out the cloth and get more soap. She washed body of my arms next, lifting them up and cradling them gently.
I didn't even skip a beat as she put her hands on my breasts, carefully cleaning them, pulling up every last drip of piss on my skin their. But I felt my nipples getting harder. They got harder still as her hands with the rough wash cloth moved over my stomach. Finally, the only place on my front that was dirty was my cock. I'd finished telling her everything now. I waited to see what she'd do. I wanted her to clean it, to feel her hands on it. It was so strange, because I still felt terrible about what had happened to me. But I was horny too. And I felt so good with Prisha, she felt so warm and loving. I felt safe, like she was taking care of me.
"The guard did almost the exact same thing to me," she said quietly, wringing water out of her rag and putting more soap on it. "I can't say that I enjoyed it, but..."
"But it made you horny?" I asked quickly and she nodded, blushing. I knew what she was feeling and it was such a strange, hateful and sexy feeling.
"Listen honey," she said, stopping for a moment, "I told you to go to Penny's room. I thought you'd give her a blowjob, have a little thrill, and feel better. I didn't know she would do all that. I am sorry."
"I don't blame you," I said, confused, "Penny is a bitch, that isn't your fault," I explained. I looked into her eyes and saw the remorse there. I was touched by it. She'd been taking care of me since I got to this place, she was the kind of friend I really needed. Someone to confide it, someone who would understand how jarring this place was.
"I thought before I came here that I was not interested in sex," Prisha explained, "That it was dirty and bad. And when I first got here, I got that confirmed. I was hurt, badly. And then things got better. I learned that I didn't just like sex, I loved it. I need it and crave it. That knowledge still embarrasses me, but I know it now. And I saw you here, and I saw some of myself in you. And I have just been so afraid that if no one let you know, that you would think it was only the bad things." She said, working the soap into my hair, "I thought maybe if I could protect you, it would make me feel better about not protecting myself. But I failed. I just don't want you to have to be scared like I was. I thought if I told you to go to Penny's room that you'd ease into it. I am sorry"
"You haven't done anything wrong!" I said, "It wasn't your job to protect me. That is just silly."
"I know," she said, "But it is how I feel."
"Don't feel guilty," I said. And slowly she helped me get back into a seated position, "You're like my favorite person here." I explained. She smiled and then, as though she couldn't control herself, she threw her arms around me. She hugged me closely. I was wet and naked, but I felt her warmth and her love.
Then, suddenly, her hand, wrapped in the washcloth was around my cock. I know that I moaned then and sort of melted into the toilet seat. Her hand was just wrapped around my shaft, and she started to gently stroke my dick, making sure the soap was worked in.
"Sorry about this," she said, blushing but certainly feeling the sexual tension, "It needs to be cleaned and it is hard, I don't know how else to do it." Now it was my turn to blush.
"I am sorry it is hard," I said, but it just kept getting harder, even as she swirled the wash cloth around on my balls.
"Don't be," she said, then in a whisper, "Sometimes I get hard when things I shouldn't, or even don't like, happen." I nodded. Apparently we both liked to be dominated a little bit, and it weirded us both out. "You have a pretty cock." She said and I giggled a 'thanks' and then her hand was off my member. But it was still swollen with desire. My balls felt like they were about to burst.
I started to think about what was going on with me. This sort of sexual awakening. I knew that Prisha had seen me naked before, and I knew I'd sucked her dick, eaten cum out of our ass. But this was different. This was intimate. This was a chance to talk to someone about these new feelings in a more private manner. And we seemed kind of alike. I had to know what she was thinking.
"It was terrible, I know. But as you noticed, it kind of had a weird effect on me. I think you hinted that it might when you told me to go. I have to admit, I kind of liked eating Penny's ass," I admitted in a sudden, uncontrollable bout of honesty, "And I didn't like the taste of her piss, but I know I got a hard on from her doing it."
"Lean back," she said, and I did what I was told, planting my head in the sink. I felt the warm water rushing over my head. I sighed, it felt lovely. She started to work her fingers over my scalp, running her nails through my hair. I almost came just from that!
"I will tell you something Odessa, something I never would have thought was true, but I like to eat assholes," she said suddenly, not making eye contact with me, but I saw he eyes dart over, check for judgment, "I didn't do it until I came here, but I like it. It's... naughty. I like to suck dick too," she explained, "I learned that about myself here in prison."
"I am just scared of these feelings," I said, finished her thought as much as mine, I think. She put a little soap into my hair, started to clean it. I could smell her perfume now, she smell like flowers. Her breasts were dangling in my face, moving in rhythm to her motions, almost rubbing my cheek. I couldn't see my cock, but I knew I was turned on. I wondered if Prisha was as well. The thoughts about Penny and the guard were slowly slipping from my mind. All that was left was me and Prisha.
"Sometimes, if you find the right person, it can be sort of nice to explore those scary feelings," she said slowly, not making eye contact with me. I don't always get hints, but this one rang in loud and clear. "It can even be a comfort when you are hurt. Stand up so I can try you off." I did as she said, feeling a bit strange, almost light-headed from the sexual feelings racing through my body. I wanted Prisha, and I was pretty sure she wanted me, but was it appropriate? Could I just do that now, or would that somehow negate the horrible thing that just happened to me? Did she really want me, or did she just feel bad for me? I didn't know what to think. So I just stood.
Prisha came over to me with a big, warm looking towel. She smiled as she wrapped it around me. I was kind of past my shocked phase, I could've done it myself. But I didn't complain when Prisha started to rub the towel on my body. I felt her hands, through the fabric, on my arms and legs, my stomach, my back, my breasts, and my cock. Her hands were firm, but gentle, squeezing the water off of me, making me feel pink, perfect, and clean. Finally, she was done. My cock was harder than ever, she must've felt it straining in her touch when she dried me off. She pulled the towel away and I was clean, dry, and naked before her. I was so horny; it felt like the slightest touch could make me cum.
"You are completely soaked now too," I said, looking at Prisha's clothes. She looked down. Her shirt and pants were soaked. I could see her breasts clearly through the wet shirt and the outline of her dick as well. I guess that bathing me in the sink had been a little messy, but it made her look lovely. My mouth was watering.
"I guess so," she said, her voice sounding tense, excited. She shrugged, "I guess I will have to get dry clothes for both of us," she said. Then she quickly threw off her shirt and pants, tossing them on top of my own piss-stained clothing. Her panties and her bra were wet too. She looked at them uneasily.
"Hey, if you want to take them off, just do it," I said, noticing her discomfort, "What difference does it make between us gals, right?" I sounded wooden, probably because I desperately wanted to see her naked. She looked at me and must have realized that if I was naked, she had nothing to be worried about. She unhooked her bra and tossed it aside. Her breasts poured out and bounced against her chest, looking lovely. She didn't make eye contact. She just slipped her fingers into her panties and pulled them down around her ankles. Her cock was half-hard and looked incredibly feminine and sexy. My own cock was straining with excitement at seeing her naked. Alone with me and naked.
We looked at each other awkwardly now. What were we supposed to do? The tension was so thick. I felt the magnetic pull of her body. I know she felt it as well. There is that moment, before a first kiss. Your heart beats faster, your eyes feel heavy, and you want to fall forward into a person. Usually that person hasn't just cleaned a bitch's cum out of your hair, but that doesn't make the moment any less magical. Prisha could feel it too. But something needed to happen, something to push us over the edge. And then a single, thick, clear drop of pre-cum popped out of the tip of my cock, and fell with an audible "drip" onto the floor. I saw Prisha's eyes follow it, and we both her it hit. She looked at me and smiled, I smiled back. And we stopped think and worrying. I rushed to Prisha and she threw her arms open.
The first thing that I noticed was my breasts push into hers. She was taller than me, so her breasts sort of sat on top of mine. Her arms went around my neck, wrapping her me tight. I wrapped my own arms around her waist, pushing my stomach into hers. I looked up into her big brown eyes. I'd never felt more safe than I did right now, in the arms of someone who cared about me. Safe, here in prison. Go figure.
She closed her eyes and bent her head down to meet me. I closed my own eyes and waited. And then I felt her soft, supple lips against my own. It was a tentative, sensual kiss at first. Her lips rested softly against my own, in the same way our breasts gently pressed together. Then I felt her lips part slightly and I did the same. I felt the barest hint of her tongue press out of her lips and slide against my own. I tested too, slipping my tongue gently out and then letting it slide along her lower lip. She tasted marvelous, I wanted more. She must've felt the same, because her tongue became more insistent, pressing into my mouth. Our tongue's met and the taste I'd gleaned from her lips was back, but more powerful now. Our tongues probed one another, prodded one another's cheeks and teeth. The whole while we kissed, I breathed Prisha in, smelling her perfume and her hair, feeling her skin against my body. My hands roamed her back, feeling soft body under her delicate skin.
And our cocks brushed together. Like I said, she was taller than me, but not so tall that when she leaned into me that my hard little pecker didn't press into her scrotum and against her shaft. I felt her cock get hard against my own and I felt the way their silky soft skin slid against one another. I felt the bulbous heard of Prisha's cock press into my belly. And I like I said before, I was aching from all the excitement that day.



While I kissed Prisha and felt her breasts on mine, my dick was grinding into her body. I felt her hand move off of my back and then it cupped my throat. She bent my neck back and kissed me deeply, driving her tongue into my throat. And while she did this, my cock slid hard against hers. And I grunt and then moaned loudly. I didn't want to cum yet, but I didn't have a choice. My eyes slammed shut on their own and I groaned loudly, grasping on Prisha, having her hold me up. There was the feeling of shattering glass deep inside of my loins, the complete release of tension. Prisha's tongue was still inside of my mouth, and I sucked down hard on her tongue, just letting the incredible sensation of the orgasm tear through me. And I felt big, wet spurts of hot white cum shooting out of my cock and landing on Prisha's dick. Finally, the sensation ceased and I stood, Prisha holding me, panting in pleasure.
"I knew you were close, I didn't know that was going to happen," Prisha said after a moment. I broke our hug and stepped away, feeling ashamed. Weren't folks with dicks supposed to pride themselves on lasting awhile? But Prisha was smiling.
"Sorry," I said and she shook her head.
"It was so cute to watch you cum," she said. Then we both looked down at her cock, to see my cum. I blushed when I saw her entire shaft and her balls were covered in my thick white cream. She giggled and then started to look around on the floor. She found the towel she had dried me with and started to pick it up. I was struck suddenly with a very naughty idea.
"No!" I cried out and she looked at me puzzled. I moved closer to her, grabbing the towel from her hand, "let me do it." I said. She nodded slowly. I held the towel and looked at her for a minute, like I was going to use it. Then I dropped the towel on the floor at her feet. I knelt down on the towel and looked forward. Prisha's cock, dripping in my cum, was just inches from my face. Prisha put leaned back two or three inches so her shoulders were against the wall. She put her hands on her hips and looked down at me. I looked up at her, around her long pretty cock and between her beautiful perky breasts, to see her radiant smile. I knew at that moment I loved her. And I wanted to do this more than anything else in my life.
I opened my mouth and took the tip of her cock into it. I heard her moaned and saw her hands clench on her hips. My cum was salty and thick on my tongue and her cock was hard. I started to slide her dick into my mouth, letting it move slowly. Some of my cum slipped into my mouth and I swallowed it down, tasting her skin and my cum mixed together deliciously. Some of my cum bunched up around my lips and dribbled a bit down my chin. I kept pushing her cock farther and farther, feeling its hard smoothness against my tongue, and finally into my throat. My eyes water and thick, viscous spit formed in my throat before I finally pulled the cock out of my mouth.
Prisha's eyes were closed and she was panting and I pulled back so only the tip of her cock was still in my mouth. I put my finger up to my lips, scooping the little extra bits of cum into my mouth. Then I started to push her dick back into my throat again. There were still trace amounts of cum on her cock, not to mention the pre-cum that was dribbling out of her cock and into my throat. I moved faster now, sucking her cock and rubbing her copper thighs with my hands.
Finally, I pulled the cock out of my mouth, there was still some of my cum on her balls. I grasped her cock hard with my left hand, stroking it tightly. I dipped my head under her balls, and tongued it gently. Her balls were warm and soft, and my tongue pushed into her scrotum. I felt her balls move in her scrotum, pushed by my tongue. At the same time, I tasted my own sperm again. My entire mouth was coated in my white cream and I felt it on my teeth and against my tongue. My cock was already rock hard again and I used my free hand to pinch my aching nipples.
When I'd licked up every last drop of my sperm from Prisha's balls, I moved back and put her cock in my mouth again. I stuff the cock to the side, into my cheek, squeezing it tight and occasionally rubbing it with my tongue. Prisha was really squirming now, and moaning. She put one of her fingers into her mouth, biting it to keep from screaming. Her other hand was kneading her breast roughly, pulling on her own nipples. She was saying my name over and over again, mumbled around her finger. I couldn't stand it, it made me feel incredible.
But apparently, Prisha couldn't stand it anymore either. I felt her hands grab my head and she pulled my face into her cock. I felt her dick pushing into my throat and again, my eyes water. And then my nose was buried in her belly, and her cock was pushed hard into my throat. Prisha moaned loudly, her entire body quaking with tension and then suddenly, she let out a long high pitched sigh and her body went limp. Then her cock started to pulsate in my throat. I could feel hot gobs of sperm shooting out of her cock and into my throat. I couldn't taste it, her cock was too far into my throat, but I could feel it coating my esophagus and I could feel it warming my belly. Finally, Prisha pulled her cock from my mouth and collapsed down onto the floor next to me.
I lay down next to her and she wrapped her around me, smiling. We kissed deeply. She tasted my cum, her cock, and the thick spit that she'd drawn up when she choked me, but she didn't stop. She seemed to like the taste, and searching my mouth with her tongue. We lay together on the floor, both of our knees drawn up and touching and our lips met. It felt lovely. But I needed more.
"Prisha," I said gently, "You said you like...to lick assholes?" I said and she laughed. I guess my little question wasn't quite as subtle as I'd hoped.
"Why ever do you ask," she said in a way that I'd never heard before, so playful and light. I was like Prisha was the same person when she was having sex, but less nervous, more liberated. I liked this; I wanted to see more of this girl.
"I love you and I want you to lick my asshole," I said. I was surprised that I'd said that. Both because of how those two distinct halves of my sentence made almost no sense together, and because I didn't think I meant to tell her that I loved her. But I'd said it! And I wasn't sure I didn't mean it. I looked at Prisha and suddenly became terrified that I'd freaked her out. But she was smiling even brighter than before and there were tears in the corner of her eye. She laughed and her voice cracked a little.
"Do you mean that? Do you love me?" she said. And I thought about it. And there was no denying it, this had just confirmed something in my mind that I hadn't even really allowed myself to think before.
"I do," I said.
"I love you too," she said and we kissed again, she pulled me in close, our breasts pushed together. I felt her tears on my skin and I realized that I was crying too. It felt so wonderful to love and be loved. The kiss was soft, and delicate. Like our first kiss that day had been. And finally she broke it. She looked into my eyes and she wasn't crying anymore, she had a mischievous look.
"Did you mean the other thing too?" she asked, "Do you want me to lick your asshole?" I bit my lower and then nodded.
Prisha quickly got up on her knees and rolled me over onto my stomach. I got up on my hands and knees and looked back behind me. Prisha was grinning at me. She inched forward on her knees and put both her hands on my ass cheeks. She giggled and then squeezed them. She sort of rubbed her hands around on my ass, massaging them and smacking my cheeks together. I laughed.
"Come on baby, lick me!" I begged. That seemed to be what she was waiting for. She leaned forward and pulled my ass cheeks far apart. I looked back at her again and she winked just as she stuck her face there. I could feel her breath against my tight little hole, and I could feel her hair as it rubbed against my ass and legs. Then, I felt an incredibly warm and wet sensation. I moaned and arched my back, feeling my ass press into Prisha's face. She pushed in harder. My asshole was so sensitive, I guess I never realized there were so many nerves right there, and her tongue felt amazing.
In a few moments, Prisha had settled into a rhythm. I felt her tongue running up and then down my asshole. She reached her hand forward and tickled my balls. I kept pushing back into her. I could feel her tongue getting hard, pressing directly into my asshole. I could feel her tongue swirling around inside of me. My cock ached, the tip felt like it was about to burst. Her tongue felt amazing, but I needed something more. I looked back and saw Prisha's cute little head bobbing up and down in my asshole.
"Fuck me baby!" I moaned, "I need it."
"Oh thank god!" Prisha slobbered around my asshole. In a moment she was up on her knees behind me. I felt her hands on my hips, digging into my skin. My asshole was sopping with Prisha's spit. But she also spit into her fingers and lubed up her cock. I felt her cock press against my asshole. I pushed back into it, hoping that it would slip in. It slid around in my ass crack and Prisha giggled and then smacked my ass hard.
"I will get it baby," She said. She took one hand off of my hips and guided her cock against my asshole. She pushed gently, but the pressure was still pretty intense. I groaned as I felt the bulbous tip of her cock press into my anus. For an instant, there was a pinching pain and then, with a little plop, she pushed her tip inside of me. And for the first time in my life, a cock was inside of my ass. I almost fell forward, the feeling was so intense. And as the pinching receded, the pleasure increased.
Prisha put her hands back on my hips and she started to push. I couldn't stay on my hands anymore, I fell forward. I kept my ass in the air, but my tits hit the floor and my hands reached forward, bracing myself against the wall. I could feel Prisha's dick pressing deeper and deeper into my body. I felt my bowels wrap around her and suck her in deeper. Just when I felt that I couldn't take it anymore, I felt her hips press against my ass and I realized she was all the way in.
Prisha pulled her cock out and slammed it back in, the pain and pleasure was intense. She giggled as I groaned. The she started to rock her hips more gently, pushing in and out just a bit. Her cock massaged my insides, she seemed to find every spot that needed to be touched. She didn't touch my cock, but I felt an orgasm building inside me nonetheless. It came on me suddenly. My nipples tingled and I felt like I couldn't get enough air. My kept bouncing underneath of me but everything instantly became fuzzy. I almost screamed, I needed to scream, but I didn't want a guard to come.
Then I heard a splattering sound and I looked down and saw a pool of cum sitting on the floor. I pushed back into Prisha, driving her backwards and feeling pain from her cock getting pushed into me farther. I bent down and licked my thick, salty cum off the floor. The floor was cool but my cum was still warm as I sucked it into my mouth. I think that Prisha saw me and I am pretty sure that this put her over the edge. She gripped my hips hard and she groaned loudly. She thrust her cock three times, hard and fast and then her voice cracked. The next thing I knew, I could feel her cum warming my insides. She collapsed over, her cock pulling out of my ass. That felt almost as good as going in.
I fell down on the floor with her and she wrapped her arms around me, kissing me deeply, "That was... amazing, Odessa," she said as our kiss broke. Then we just lay on the floor, letting the concrete cool our bodies.
"I do love you, and I am excited to explore my scary feelings with you," I said, suddenly realizing that even after the passion of the moment past, I still felt the same way.
"I love you too, and I couldn't agree more" she said and she kissed me on the cheek. Is this a thing people are supposed to feel in prison? I wasn't in the mood to think about it. "I guess we should go back downstairs." She got up slowly and I followed her. She handed me some of her clothes and in a few moments we were dressed.
We arrived back downstairs during a commercial break in my awful show. There were a couple of people watching, but we quickly saw McKenzie and Clara and sat down with them. I saw that McKenzie's knuckles looked a little raw, and she smiled when she saw me.
"You look, like 1 million percent better," she told me, "And Penny does not." She picked some dead skin off her knuckles and looked back at the television. I never did learned how she gave Penny a black eye without getting thrown in solitary, but I appreciated it. I sat down and Prisha sat down next to me.
"How is it?" I asked pointing to the screen. I noticed that McKenzie and Clara weren't watching the screen, they were looking at me and Prisha. For a moment I was confused and then I looked down and saw that I was holding Prisha's hand. I hadn't even realized it. I looked at Prisha and we both giggled.
"Well damn Prisha, I guess you really knew how to make her feel better," Clara said. I smiled and then leaned over and kissed Prisha on the cheek.
"Blah!" McKenzie said, and then she smiled, "The show is back on," and then my girlfriend, my friends and I snuggled in and watched a show about a felonious tranny. I kind of liked it.
Wait for Chapter 4!
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Chapter 1: The New School
I felt so disoriented. It was probably even worse than when my family had first moved me to America ten years before. I was just starting to getting ready to start my last year high school, I was eighteen and all of the sudden my parents told me that they wanted me to go to some private school in the middle of nowhere for TWO MORE YEARS. This school had some sort of weird age policy about grades and 18-year-olds were always juniors and 19-year-olds were always seniors. Weird. I knew my parents were loaded, but I didn't think that it meant I had to be snobby. I loved my slightly run down public school and my hand full of close friends. Yet here, I was at St. Agatha of Sicily's School for Girls in some tiny little town in New Mexico.
As I said, I am an immigrant. My name is Akhila Chopra and I moved to California with my family from New Delhi, India. My father started a data processing company there in the mid-eighties and we moved to San Francisco just before the big outsourcing boom. My dad made a ton of money and all the sudden I was a rich kid without even realizing it. I got the feeling when I was sitting in Headmistress Taylor's office that my father had provided some sort of huge gift to get me in. Because, I assume, I could not get in on my own. I thought my father was kind of ashamed of me for several reasons and this opportunity to ship me away was just what the doctor ordered in his view.
However, one thing my father was always proud about was how pretty I am. I tend to disagree, but it is the only thing I really had to hang my hat on at that time so I tried to believe it. I was (and still am) 5'2 and was a pretty skinny thing at 100lbs. I have very long, thick, dark hair and brown eyes. I have an exotic look in America with my long eyelashes, large eyes, and olive-brown skin. I have small breasts and wear a 30-A bra. I have a small, crystal stud in my nose. I am actually somewhat proud of my flat stomach and lithe legs. Despite my short stature and low weight I have a slight flair in my hips that gives me an almost-but-not-quite hourglass shape that looks youthful and attractive.
Not that I was showing this form off as I sat in the Headmistress' office after my parents had already left me. I was curled up in as small a ball as I could manage without embarrassing myself and waiting to go to my new dorm room and close myself in. I had been waiting quietly for almost twenty minutes when the door finally opened and the Headmistress walked in. She was an older woman, probably in her early sixties. She had a dumpy build and a severe look on her face that looked like she was quite uncomfortable.
"Hello Miss Chopra," the headmistress said in a clipped manner as she sat down at her desk, "I hope you trip went well. Put your feet down." She said it in almost one breath and I was a bit confused, but finally managed to set my feet on the floor.
"The trip was fine," I stammered. The voice that came out of me was weak and wavery and I recognized it from all those years ago when I started kindergarten in America and my accent was much thicker. I felt scared and alone like I did that day. Confidence...never my strong suit.
"Excellent," she said, looking at some papers on her desk. Without looking she reached into her desk and pulled out a thick package wrapped in brown paper. "Here are five uniforms, you are to keep them clean at all times. They are machine washable and pre-shrunk. Your mother gave us your measurements. You are to wear then on all school days, you can wear whatever you want on the weekends."
"Thank you," I said, reaching across the desk and taking the package from her.
"I assume that your parents told you the nature of our little school here, so if you do not have any questions, I will have someone show you to your room. Your roommates can show you to where your classes will be," The headmistress said, looking up briefly and expectantly as though she was ready for me to flee to the room. But I had no idea what she was talking about.
"The nature of the school? I don't know what you mean. My parents didn't tell me anything," I explained to her and she sighed.
"I cannot believe this. There is a reason why we generally do not allow transfer students. Students should begin here at least at lower high school at age 16 and 17. You shouldn't be learning about these things at upper highs school at 18 or 19," she said as though it were to herself. I knew what that meant. My father's gift had been very, very generous.
"I am sorry," I said, squirming in the seat. She sighed and her demeanor softened. It was almost grotesque to see her suddenly looking matronly and understanding.
"No, no it isn't your fault. I am sorry," she said smiling, "Well then let me officially welcome you here to Saint Agatha's. This is a very special school with a very special and small student body. There are currently 669 students in the school from grades K-12 with around 50 girls in each grade. You will be enrolled in the upper high school which covers 11th and 12th grade. Girls come to this school from all over the country, but they have something in common." It was obvious that she had given this speech many times and had practiced the correct places to pause.
"Roughly two-tenths of one percent of all people born in this country are genetically hermaphroditic," she explained to me and I felt a bolt of lightning go through my body. What did she mean? How did she know? "That may not sound like a lot, but in the aggregate that is around 600,000 people of all ages in the United States. Now, of those around a third appear as men when dressed in clothes, a third an androgynous, and a third, like yourself Miss Chopra, are hermaphroditic and appear to be a woman in all ways except one. This school caters to girls like yourself, growing up in America looking like beautiful young women, but with male genitalia. Now, some of the girls in this school are true hermaphrodites with penises and vaginas, some have the very rare condition of having both completely operative. Some girls, like yourself, have female bodies but with internal ovaries, penises and no vaginas. Other girls have normal vaginas with what appears to be a very enlarged clitoris. Now I don't mean to get too graphic, I just want to explain to you the nature of the school. I assume your parents were too embarrassed to discuss it, which is terrible. We do not need to be embarrassed.
"Now as I said before, we generally do not allow girls to enroll after initial enrollment. There is a reason for this. The topic of our gender is not considered in the lower schools, meaning K-10. The girls there believe that they are at a regular all-girls school and if they know that they are different, they believe that they are the only ones. We do this for several reasons. First, we do not want to broach such a difficult issue with young girls, the other reason is that we want all the girls to see themselves as young ladies. If they grow up with girls and see them as girls and then learn that all of the girls they grew up with are just like them, well they will stop seeing themselves as different. At least that was the theory of our founder.
"When girls get graduate 10th grade they are told in a large assembly that all of the girls are hermaphrodites and encouraged to be secure and proud in themselves. However, we like to think that beyond that academic excellence is the hallmark of our school. We have many acclaimed alums including famous scientists, doctors, lawyers, and professionals. Furthermore, the entire faculty of this school and the administration are alumni. I myself an alumnus of the first class to graduate from St. Agatha's." With this she paused for a moment.
"I see," I said, sensing that she wanted me to say something.
"I understand this is very difficult. I think the revelation is going to be tougher for you. I find that the other girls bond very closely growing up and that 10th grade assembly really cements things. But we have some excellent girls here and I am sure that they will accept you with open arms. I have decided to place you in a dorm room with two of our seniors. They are very sweet girls and are excited about meeting you."
"Thank you," I said. I found myself staring at my crotch. I felt so embarrassed. My father had hated me since the moment I was born. I had been born with several minor birth defects that have since been cured. However, during the course of the doctor's investigation into my illnesses they incidentally discovered they I had ovaries and a uterus that appeared to be largely non-functioning. They were unsure of the gender I would more closely attach to as I aged and they talked my father out of removing my penis. I grew up and always felt like a girl. I began to grow breasts as I aged and my voice remained high. I have no Adam's apple. I truly think that I am a woman except for a very small area located between my bellybutton and upper thighs. I knew my father was embarrassed by me, sometimes I heard him talking in hushed whispers with my mother, spewing angry words and begging her to allow him to castrate me. Now he had gotten me out of my hair forever. In a sense he had given up on castrating my shame and had instead violently ripped me from his own life. I felt hot tears on my cheeks and before I could control myself I was sobbing in the headmistress' office.
She was around the desk in a few minutes with her arms around me. Telling me that everything was going to be alright and explaining to me that I didn't need to be embarrassed. I felt sick and gross and didn't want another person who was an embarrassment to their family trying to console me. I managed to pull myself back together and dried my eyes.
"There you go," the headmistress said, heading back behind her desk and grabbing her papers, then she called out to the door, "Ms. Pfeiffer, please show Miss Chopra to her room in Doyle Hall." A short, pretty woman in her early thirties came into the room and smiled at me.
"Follow me honey," she said with a comforting southern drawl. I hoped that my eyes weren't red and puffy and stood up. I almost forgot my package of new clothes but grabbed them and headed out.
"Your bags and personal items are already in your room, but you must unpack them yourself," the headmistress explained as I walked out the door. All the warmth had drained out of her again, as though she had summoned all she had for the year just for me. The door closed behind me and then it was just me and Ms. Pfeiffer walking out of the office door and into the quad.
The campus was quite beautiful. It consisted of ten total buildings. There were two dorms, four buildings with classrooms, the office, a gymnasium, and a library. They were organized in a wide circle with a large lawn called the quad in the middle. There were several trees on the quad and it looked quite pleasant. The buildings themselves were covered in a rough-cut grey rock façade covered in vines that gave it an Ivy League college appearance and the illusion of great age.
We immediately began walking to the upper school dormitory. The dormitories were the tallest buildings, both were ten stories tall and had over 100 rooms. The High School Dorm, Doyle, was where I would be living. There were generally two three girls to a room and I would be in one of the three girl rooms. Juniors and Seniors had the higher floors. I was very nervous about meeting my new roommates. We walked into the building and it looked quite modern despite the outside appearance.
"So are you from around here," Ms. Pfeiffer said, shaking me out of my thoughts.
"What...oh no. I am from California," I said finally.
"That isn't too far," She explained, "When I was going here I had to travel all the way from Georgia. I am glad that I did, but that is a long drive." I was surprised. I almost stopped walking. I remembered that the headmistress had said that the people who worked here were also...like me. But I hadn't even thought of it until just then. Ms. Pfeiffer was a young and pretty woman. I had noticed a wedding band on her left ring finger. She was a normal person, not obscene in some strange way like the headmistress. I felt noticeably lighter all of the sudden. We rode up the elevator of Doyle together. Ms. Pfeiffer left me at room 810 at the very end of the 8th floor.
Chapter 2: The Roommates
I used the key that the headmistress had tied to my package of clothing and made my way into my new home. I was nervous that it would look and feel like a prison and was pleasantly surprised to find that it was warm, sunny, and inviting. Because it was on one end of the building it actually had three large windows with a breathtaking view of the surrounding area. It was bright and sunny in the room and would have felt like an expensive penthouse if not for the three beds. There was a bed directly underneath of each of the windows with a surprisingly large amount of open space in the middle of the room. There were three small desks against the wall with the door and I noticed that there were things on two of them already. Two of the beds were already made. One had a big, pink comforter and comfortable looking baby blue pillows. The other had a thick, handmade quilt and goose feather pillows. The other one, in the middle, appeared to be mine.
I spent the next hour or so unpacking my things. First things first, I made my bed and then opened up the drawers underneath of my bed and folded all of my clothes and put them away. It didn't appear that I would need them anyway. I opened up my little package of uniforms and took them out. I was surprised to find that they were not entirely unappealing. I put them on. There were white knee stockings, a red plaid, pleated skirt that fell right in between my knees and my hips, a white blouse with short sleeves, and a red tie. There was also one grey sweater with the school's insignia on the right breast. I looked at myself in the mirror and felt good. I looked kind of cute.
I hung the other four uniforms in the closet and noticed that there were eight other uniforms already there, apparently my roommates were also wearing the little outfit. I put away the rest of my things and got my computer set up on the one remaining desk. Then I was completely out of chores. I felt nervous and anxious and just wished my roommates would come back so that I could be finished with this torment. I knew they were both nineteen but beyond that I had nothing. I was so nervous; I had to get my mind on something else.
I lay down on my bed and looked out the window. It was a pretty view. I overlooked an area of desert and could see a small range of mountains in the far distance. I realized then that they must have had quite an expensive irrigation system to keep the quad so green and the vines on the building so un-fried. I supposed my father had something to do with that and I instantly fell in love with the desert and resolved to stay out of the quad except when I was walking to class. The desert should have stayed a desert; that was how it belonged.
I fell asleep at some point but I don't even really remember it happening. What I do remember was being suddenly awakened by a clatter at the door. I sat up quickly and got that light headed feeling you get when you nap in the middle of the day. I hoped I wasn't looking too spacey when the door opened up and my two roommates walked in.
"So then the Headmistress came in and she said that she could hear the class from her office and that if we couldn't 'respectfully use the privilege of a Latin class' then we didn't need to have one at all. Which is bullshit first of all and she can keep Latin for all I care. She is just in a bad mood about something else..." One of the girls said to the other as they stepped into the room. I felt uncomfortable. Like I was intruding on a conversation. And a room. And a friendship.
The girl who was speaking was the classically beautiful All-American girl. She was tall, probably 5'10 and very thin, no more than 110lbs. She had long blonde hair that she had braided and tied into two pigtails. Her eyes were wide and deep blue. She was chewing gum as she talked and spoke with a valley girl sort of inflection. She had small breasts, probably 32-A. Her body was exactly like supermodel. Her stomach was flat and her legs long and deceptively muscular.
"Oh hi!" she said in the warmest, most inviting way that I had ever heard and she ran across the room and wrapped me up in a big hug around the shoulder, "It's soo great to meet you. I am Quinn Heather. No I didn't say my name backwards, my parents gave me a backward name. This is Lucretia Domingo. We are your roommates this year. What is your name?" I was surprised by her earnestness and the easy acceptance she gave to me and I felt at home. I accurately guessed she was the one with the big pink comforter.
"Akhila Chopra," I said confidently for a change. This girl had a charisma about her that drew people out. She let go of me in the hug and the other walked forward and handed me her hand. I shook it.
"Nice to meet you," she said. She had a slight accent and I could tell from her name and look that she was from Italy. She was a little shorter than Quinn at 5'8 and 113lbs. She was curvier than Quinn as well with 36-C breasts and slightly wider, more hourglass hips. Her skin was lighter than mine, but much darker than the Anglo Quinn. Her most striking feature was her hair. It appeared as though she had waxed it completely bald. I knew didn't have cancer and wasn't on chemo because she still had sensuous eyebrows and incredible long, beautiful eyelashes. She chose to look that way and it was quite beautiful actually. I was surprised by that. Some of it may have been that it drew attention to her large, violet eyes. I had never seen eyes like hers before. It was like looking at frozen fire. That was her personality as well, cool on the exterior, but with obviously passion underneath. But I would learn that she was a dependable and loyal friend given to affectionate outbursts.
"I didn't think that you were for real," Quinn said, sitting down on her bed and crossing her legs. Lucretia sat down at her desk and I was standing in the middle of the room, in the middle of my new roommates, like I was on stage.
"Don't say that," Lucretia said, smiling, "That sounds like it is a bad thing."
"Sorry. What I meant was that I have known all the girls here for years. We have never had a new student before. All the new students are kindergartners," Quinn explained.
"I think my dad donated an airport or something," I said and they both thought it was hilarious. I would later come to find that this school was a place where wealthy parents dropped their embarrassing children. They knew how it was.
We talked for a little while about the school in general. I learned that the food was pretty good, especially on the weekends when they got some stuff from a caterer. I learned that most of the teachers were really good and that my impression of the Headmistress was pretty much spot on. I also learned that there was almost no contact between the school and the nearest town and that the only way to be absolutely sure you were expelled would be to spill 'the secret' to someone in lower high school or below. I learned that my class had a lot of girls who I would apparently like and that despite the fact that it seemed like a weird and unpleasant place, everyone here from the janitor to the headmistress had the same experience and they wanted to make sure that we were happy and healthy. I got the impression as we spoke that the girls were excited to have me around. I was new and different and a break from the somewhat monotonous drone of everyday life.
"So what kind of hermaphrodite are you?" Lucretia asked matter-of-factly. I suppose I should have known that this was not a taboo subject here, but I was used to thinking it was the most painful secret you could possibly have. I remember not showering after gym class in middle school and being afraid that I smelled bad just so no one would see me even though we had private stalls. I remember going to a special doctor hundreds of miles from home so that no one in the area, even a doctor bound by the patient-doctor privilege, would know about me. And my shame.



"Well..." I said and then mumbled some other things.
"Oh come on," Quinn said, she didn't appear to be very delicate. She was brash, open, and unapologetic. She was everything I wasn't. I instantly admired her but was also a little bit afraid. I didn't want to reveal too much.
"Don't be mean," Lucretia said. She was like a big sister. I trusted her as soon as she said it.
"I'm not being mean. Stop taking the things I say and taking them to the worst possible place. I am seriously just trying to be nice. Do we not talk about these sorts of things? I mean for God's sake we..."
"I wasn't trying to accuse you of anything. I was just trying to get you to think of things from our new roommate's perspective," Lucretia said in a calming voice. They seemed to have a fun sort of relationship that would be interesting to watch for the year.
"Alright," Quinn said, taking a different tack, "Well what I was going to say was that it isn't uncommon for girls in the dorms here to be naked after lights out. So she is probably going to see us and we may see her." I was terrified when I heard this. I was looking at Quinn and she seemed completely unaware of my discomfort. I felt a hand on my shoulder turned to see Lucretia's beautiful eyes.
"It really isn't that big of an idea. When the Headmistress tells everyone 'the secret' after 10th grade we all kind of want to see what everyone else looks like. So we go naked for a while in our rooms. It sort of turns into a habit. I guess I just don't think of it as odd anymore. You don't have to if you don't want to and we will edit our behavior if it makes you more comfortable."
"So says the woman who claims that 'American prudish moral standards are killing me.' This from the girl who claims to want to break as many sexual taboos as she can think of" Quinn said laughing.
"This is different. Besides which, if you want to get into my sexual predilections I can explain to our young friend here that I am not the only one with a reputation," Lucretia said. It was good natured ribbing but it was making me feel very strange. Did the girls at the school have sex with one another? I decided to put an end to the discussion before I got in over my head.
"I am not uncomfortable. You guys can do whatever you want," I said as convincingly as I could.
"Good," Quinn said, "I'll show you mine if you show me yours!" she said. I didn't know what to do, but Quinn didn't wait for my response. She unbuttoned her shirt and threw it on her bed, the tie flew off with it. She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. She moved her hands forward and allowed her bra to slide down her forearms. She caught it in her hands and threw it onto the bed. Her breasts were beautiful. They were an elegant teardrop shape with pink areolas the size of quarters. She had a bellybutton ring that I found very pretty. I was mesmerized now. I found that I desperately wanted to see her body. She slowly unbuttoned her skirt and let it fall onto the floor. I saw her look up at me and grin. She turned around so that I couldn't see and then carefully pulled her white panties down to the floor and then lifted her feet and stepped out of them. Her butt was very cute and tight, but I found that I was desperate to see what was between her legs.
Finally, she did what I was begging her to do in my mind. She turned around quickly and put her arms in the air as if to say "Ta-dah!" My eyes instantly raced to the area below her midriff. She was waxed completely bare and she was quite easy to see. There, I noticed a small, soft organ a few inches below her belly button. It was about three inches long and didn't look exactly like my penis.
"It gets to be about three and a half inches when I am hard," she explained, "It isn't really a dick I guess. It is just a really, really big clit. I don't have any testicles so I don't cum. But it feels really good when someone plays with it."
"Oh," I said, staring deeply at her.
"See here," she said, lifting her clit up against her body, 'This is my pussy." She had soft-looking pink labia and it look pleasant to me somehow.
"It's very pretty," I said honestly.
"See nothing to be afraid of. See what I mean, turn around," Quinn said. I did and was surprised to find that Lucretia was already naked behind me. Her body was slightly different. I noticed that both of her nipples were pierced with little dumbbell shapes studs through them. Furthermore, I noticed that she in fact did have a penis. It was about 5 inches long and she had two balls hanging below it. She was also shaved bare and her penis looked oddly feminine on her elegant, female frame. She lifted her balls up and I saw that she too had a vagina, her labia was darker than Quinn's but it was equally cute.
"You're beautiful too," I said and Lucretia smiled at me.
"See, not a big deal," she said. Quinn giggled and then flopped back onto her bed, still naked, "You're turn," Lucretia said. I was surprised. I would have expected Quinn to say that and I figured I could deflect it, but it Lucretia was asking me to strip it didn't seem that I had much of a choice. I took a deep breath and started to loosen my tie.
"Ba-bah boom, bah-bah!" Quinn started to sing and my face turned very red. I wasn't angry, I knew she didn't realize how difficult this was for me, but Lucretia did and she shot her roommate a very angry glance. Quinn became quiet and just watched me. It was worse in some ways, but I could keep unbuttoning my shirt.
I took it off and threw it onto my newly made bed. I decided to unbutton my skirt next and set it carefully on the bed next to my shirt. My bra hooked in the front and I loosened it and let it fall off of my shoulders. The room felt cold on my bare nipples. I felt them getting hard. I closed my eyes. I couldn't stand to see the reaction of the girls when they saw me. I slipped my thumbs into my panties and quickly slid them down my legs. I stood up straight and heard what I had feared most. Gasps.Astonishment.
I couldn't bear it and I opened my eyes. Quinn and Lucretia were standing in front on me now, leaning forward. Their eyes were as big as saucers and they looked totally shocked.
"Holy shit Akhila, you're huge," she said and I looked down at my lifelong shame. Still a burden to me even with people who were supposed to be like me. Between my legs was a fully formed 8.5" penis. My testicles are also very large, nearly the size of Grade-A eggs. I put my hands over my penis and felt like I was going to cry.
"I am sorry," I said. I didn't really know what that meant, but I did feel sorry. I felt sorry for existing and making people feel uncomfortable.
"What are you talking about?" Quinn said in a shocked voice, "That is amazing. I have never seen a dick that big."
"Quinn, she is embarrassed," Lucretia said in a very serious voice, "Listen Akhila. I don't know why you are upset by the way you look but you really shouldn't be. Quinn wasn't making fun of you. If anything, she is jealous."
"Yeah I am!" Quinn giggled.
"Your penis is beautiful. You look so amazing with your tiny little body, with your caramel skin and feminine build and this big, sexy penis. I am telling you that if other girls see this thing, they are going to be knocking down our door to get a chance at it," Lucretia explained. I studied her eyes to see if she was lying but I could see she was absolutely serious. It was like I had walked into another world, but unlike Alice in Wonderland, I was better off on this side of the rabbit hole.
"Do you have a pussy?" Quinn asked. I shook my head and lifted my balls up so that they could see that I didn't have one.
"I like how well you wax it. It doesn't look like there is any irritation," Lucretia said, looking closely.
"Oh, I don't wax it," I said.
"You are such a liar. You can't shave that close!" Quinn said, getting off her bed and looking closer with Lucretia.
"No, I mean I don't do anything. I can't grow hair anywhere but on my head," I explained. It was one of the side effects of my strange genetic make-up.
"Wow, you are like the luckiest person on earth," Quinn replied and I knew for sure that I must be dreaming or I was in heaven. A world where everything tipped to make me the ideal girl. I felt lightheaded.
"You had better watch out," Lucretia said, "I think Quinn's mouth is watering." I blushed. I had never considered even the slightest possibility that I could be a sexual being and the sudden realization that the girls at this school were sexually active and that I could be an object of desire was alien.
"I like them...taller thank you," Quinn said, "No offense."
"None taken," I said. I could see in her eyes that she was just covering. I mean for the first time in my life I saw someone who knew everything there was to know and could still look at me with desire. It was an amazing feeling, like nothing I could adequately explain on paper.
"Lucretia likes it too, don't let her deflect it all on me. She is drinking you in the way she looks at Mrs. Henderson the math teacher," Quinn said. Lucretia's jaw dropped and she threw a pillow from her bed at Quinn.
"I'll have you know that until I have Mrs. Henderson I will not rest. Sleeping with a teacher would be the ultimate," Lucretia explained. I would later learn that there was a whole list of taboos that Lucretia wanted to break before she graduated and that she had already gotten through a few of them.
"How about you Akhila, what kind of girl are you in the market for?" Quinn asked, "Or are you into dudes. I have to warn you that they are kind of hard to come by around here."
"Oh I don't know, I hadn't really thought about it."
"Well you have some time to figure it out," Lucretia said and I noticed that she was putting her clothes back on. Quinn started doing the same.
"Dinner time, if you'd like to come with us," Quinn explained. I began putting my clothes on as well.
"I'd love to," I said and prepared got dressed quickly for a meal with my new friends.
Chapter 3: Getting Comfortable
The first month of school just seemed to fly by. I started my classes and found that while they were more challenging than at public school, that the teachers were more involved and more helpful. I really enjoyed my social sciences class and felt like I was learning something that I would one day one to study in college. I took math with Mrs. Henderson and I must admit I understand what Lucretia saw in her. She was a short, pixie of a woman in her late twenties. She was probably on 5'0 and weighed no more than 112lbs. She looked like a student. She had small breasts, a tiny build and looked like you'd imagine the heroine in a story about elves to look. She had short, blonde hair and brown eyes.
I got to know some of the girls in my class and I was excited to find that they were all as warm and open as my roommates had been. I was also a bit relieved to find that the nudity at the school appeared to be reserved for the bedrooms and I wasn't forced to disrobe in front of any of my immediate classmates. However, I did learn that there was quite a good deal of sex going on at the school. The teachers appeared to act as though they did not notice but I often saw girls kissing each other in the hallway or holding hands while they sat in the library. It was brazen, open, and largely very sweet. But it didn't happen where the younger girls could see.
However, one day I saw a pair of 11th grade girls holding hands and walking across the quad. They turned and kissed one another and I noticed a teacher run across the quad and slap their hands. I couldn't hear what she was saying but I saw her yelling and then I saw her point towards the lower school. It was pretty obvious that they were being admonished for setting a bad example for the younger girls. It was then that I noticed that the affection was only ignored when it had absolutely no chance of creating problems with the underaged students.
With that said, I was even becoming a bit more comfortable with my nudity. Each night at 10 o'clock all girls had to be in their rooms and the upper school had a strict lights out after midnight. When lights out occurred we would darken the room but light small candles in our window. We would then get naked and sit up for a while longer and just talk about things. Soon it was just part of my routine and I didn't think about it anymore. I noticed that they hadn't gotten used to my body as well and they no longer stared at my penis lustfully whenever it was out.
The only time my nudity caused me concern now was when I had an erection. I noticed that the other two got them on occasion and I didn't see anything particular strange about it, but when it happened to me I was mortified. Some mornings I would try to run out of the room and get into the bathroom with a towel around my waist so that my roommates wouldn't noticed my immense morning wood. But I am sure they noticed. I noticed theirs.
I found that the longer I was at school the fewer and fewer things there were that made me uncomfortable. I mean the list was much shorter already. I felt like I was coming out of a shell that had taken 18 years to make. I had more friends at school than I had ever had at home and I felt closer to them because we were all aware of the thing that used to come between me and my friends.
Another exciting development was my new work study job. All of the girls appeared to have some work study and it was primarily there to provide some minor services to the school and in exchange the girls got a small amount of pocket money to spend at the school store in the cafeteria building or in town. Quinn worked at the school library at the help desk and Lucretia worked at the schools daycare for the kindergarten-third grade babysitting service the school ran on the weekends.
I had been a peer mediator at my old public school. The nature of my job was to listen to two people who were in conflict with one another and try to get them to come to a mutually beneficial solution to the problem without my direct input. I was just to facilitate. This experience allowed me to be a peer counselor at St. Agatha's. Now I was just talking to a single girl one on one. There was nearly two weeks of training before I was allowed to see my first "client" as we called them. Again I was not supposed to make suggestions to them; I was just supposed to listen to their problems and try to facilitate the girl's ability to solve her own problems herself. It was quite gratifying and my various clients told me that I really helped them. And while everything I heard in the counselor's chamber was strictly confidential, it did help me learn more about the school and the girls who went there.
Through my job I learned that almost all the girls at the school were dating or had dated one of the other girls at the school. I learned that there was almost no dating of girls outside of the school or any boys. I also learned that Quinn was both the most popular girl in the entire school and one who created the most mixed feelings. She was apparently a woman eater and the previous year had tried to go through the entire senior class before they left. While she was never successful in getting all 50+ girls in the class, I was amazed to find that she had been able to get fifteen or twenty into her bed. That doesn't even cover the girls in her class. And now my class was a whole new opportunity. I was getting especially close with my roommates as friends but there was still something about Quinn that made me nervous.
She was just so out there and in your face that sometimes I felt that I was overwhelmed in her personality when we were together. I really liked her but felt like a sycophantic loser when I talked with her. All I could do was gush over how cool I thought she was. I knew that I was just jealous of her personality and wanted to be like her but I was afraid that I was coming off as insincere or mocking. Furthermore, her open discussion of all things sexual made me a bit uncomfortable. I couldn't get comfortable with that part of myself yet. Quinn had taken to talking about a 11th grade girl that she was madly in love with (I had classes with her, she seemed sweet). She was apparently a short girl with red hair that I had never seen and Quinn had decided that because this girl had a reputation as a complete ice queen that she would focus all her efforts and her charms on seducing this one girl rather than a whole bunch of girls. She said it like she was planning a winning move in chess and the familiarity of it was very strange to me.
The word around school about Lucretia was that she was some sort of sexual freak. People said it in an almost reverent way that I couldn't understand, but I don't think Lucretia would have taken offense. I also learned that she was unfailingly kind except when someone crossed one of her friends in which case she could be coolly and frighteningly vicious. All of these facts served to strengthen my admiration for Lucretia. I also found that I was not the only one who considered her unique look incredibly beautiful.
All in all, life at St. Agatha's was a dream come true. I knew that my father had dumped me at this school merely to get me out of his hair, but it appeared to be a blessing in disguise. I was truly happy here for the first time in my life. I mean happy with my surroundings and happy with who I was. That had never happened for. I suppose that if I believed that the ends justified the means that I should have called up my dad and thanked him for putting me at St. Agatha's. However, I still hated him for hating me, I just knew now that not everyone hated me.
Chapter 4: Breaking the Seal
I vividly remember that first night when last few discomforts began their inevitable fall. It was a Thursday night I remember. It had to be Thursday because Quinn was not there at lights out. She had special permission by the headmistress to stay at the library until midnight on Thursdays so that she could make a little overtime money and so that she could catch up on some of the replacement of books in the stacks. I came to really enjoy Thursday nights, not because I didn't enjoy having Quinn around but because it allowed me to have Lucretia to myself for a while, which I really loved.
I guess I should clarify as I have been gushing over Lucretia for a while now. It is not as though I was madly in love with Lucretia and wanted her to be my girlfriend or anything like that. I freely and openly admit that I had an intense sexually attraction to her (and to Quinn as well). But the nature of our relationship was not romantic. The admirable qualities I found in Lucretia and to a substantial but lesser degree in Quinn, I wanted for myself. I admired them both greatly as though they were mixtures of older sisters and goddesses. And Lucretia was the Venus of my personal Olympus, the ranking female on the mountain.
So it was one of these Thursday nights and lights out had just occurred. I had been planning on talking to Lucretia for a while. It was October by that point, so I had been in school for more than a month and no longer feared that everything could eventually vanish in a puff of smoke. I wanted to get inside of Lucretia's head. I wanted to talk about sex with her. I knew about her reputation but had to put it in such a way that didn't implicate any of the information I got in my counseling sessions. We were already naked in our beds.
"Hey Lucretia, can we talk?" I asked, trying to sound light hearted.
"Sure," She said, and she threw off her covers and hopped onto the floor. She sat cross-legged on the floor and placed a light candle in front of her. I couldn't help but look at her limp penis lying against her leg. I took off my own covers and got down onto the floor as well. I sat the same way she did and looked at her. She looked gorgeous in the flickering candle light. I sat there for a moment and then she raised her eyebrow as if to ask when I was going to get to the point.



"Sorry," I said and she smiled. She was used to my jerky sort of speaking fashion and I was really impressed with her patience.
"It isn't a problem," she said and then put her arms straight back and leaned on them, looking relaxed and waiting for me to get read. She sat forward again and looked at me intently when I began to speak.
"Do you remember when I first got here and you and Quinn were talking about stuff?"
"All we do is talk about stuff," Lucretia said in a playfully mocking tone and I giggled. She knew just how to put me at ease.
"No, what I mean is that you talking about how she likes to conquer bunches of girls and she was talking about how you liked to..." I didn't know how to finish the sentence, but she did.
"To break taboos."
"Yeah," I said.
"Well it's true, what about it?" she asked. I could tell that she kind of wanted to talk about it but she needed me to invite her to do it. It was exactly what I wanted to do.
"What did she mean by that?" I asked. Lucretia smiled at me and then lay down on the carpet in a slinky sort of way, propping her head up with her arm, her elbow on the rug.
"It means that I want to do everything sexually that I am told that I am not supposed to do because it is immoral and not allowed. Thankfully, here in America everything but missionary style sex between one man and one woman is a taboo so just about everything from masturbation to bestiality is an equal evil."
"Have you done those things?" I asked, not entirely clear on what they meant.
"Well masturbation is playing with yourself and I have certainly done that. Bestiality is fucking an animal and I can say that that might be one taboo I won't be able to cross off my list before I die. I just can't get excited when I look at a goat," she said and I laughed and she laughed with me. I had never known the word for playing with myself, but I had certainly engaged in that little taboo plenty of times on my own.
"Have you had sex with a lot of people?" I asked.
"Not as many as Quinn, but more than you," she replied.
"I am a virgin," I said, "It doesn't take much to beat me." She laughed at me. I think she was impressed with my ability to openly talk about something sexual without blushing.
"What is the worst taboo you have broken?" I asked. Her face got a bit serious for a moment and it was clear that she was thinking deeply about something. She shook her head and smiled a bit.
"I don't think I am ready to tell that story yet," she said and I understood. I could hardly ask her to give something that I definitely wasn't willing to give to her. I knew the worst taboo I had broken in my life and I certainly wasn't ready to share.
"I under...."I started to say, but then Lucretia suddenly put her hand on her head and rubbed her beautiful bald skull.
"Oh shit!" she said and it was quite shocking. When she swore she usually swore in Italian. When she swore in English it meant that she was very upset and wanted to be crude.
"What's wrong?" I asked, concerned.
"I forgot to shave today. I am going to have a shadow on my head tomorrow morning if I don't do it tonight, but I don't have the right mirrors," she explained and I felt bad for her. She looked so beautiful as she was and I knew she wanted to maintain it.
"I am sorry," I said.
"Plus it gets worse than just the shadow, Akhila. While we are on the topic of sexual excitement I guess I should explain. I don't just shaved my head because I like the way it looks. I get a sexual thrill from it," she explained, "It is a little fix I get every day and I am going to angry and uncomfortable with myself tonight without it." I was a bit confused.
"How can shaving your head be sexual?" I asked her and her concerned demeanor broke and she was back to explaining things to this girl who understood nothing. I think she enjoyed me as a project. A person who had never considered at all the things she had dedicated her life to.
"It is hard to explain. But to be sexual something doesn't have to touch parts of your body or penetrate your or anything like that. Anything that gives you sexual pleasure counts. I shaved my head the first time about two years ago on a whim and the feeling of the razor moving over my head and the sight of the hair falling into the toilet was somehow erotic to me. It doesn't matter if no one else understands. I like it." I noticed that as she talked, Lucretia's breathing became shallower and her nipples became hard. I looked at her penis and noticed that while it was not hard, it was plumped as though it were partially filled with blood. I was excited because she was excited. Suddenly, I was struck by an interesting idea.
"I could do it for you," I said in a surprisingly husky voice. Lucretia bit her lower lip and looked into my eyes.
"Seriously?" She said and I could see that she was enticed, "No one has ever done it for me before. That could be fun."
"It could be," I replied.
"But you have never shaved before right? You don't know how," Lucretia pondered. I was crushed. I was really excited about trying it now.
"You can tell me how," I said earnestly and she could tell that I wanted to do it as bad as she wanted it.
"Okay," she said and she stood up and went over to her shower basket. She took a new razor out of a package and grabbed a can of shaving gel. We had a small sink in our room in one of the corners so we could brush our teeth. She took a small plastic bowl and filled it up with warm water and returned to the rug in the middle of the room and handed them to me.
"What do I do?" I asked.
"Well first you have to put the shaving cream on my head," she explained. I picked up the can of gel. It was like an alien canister or something but I managed to pop the lid off and figure out the nozzle. I squirted a large wad of green goo into my hands. I stood up and walked around behind Lucretia. I got up on my knees behind her so that her head was just below my breasts. I put my palm flat on her head and started to rub the gel into her skin. It lathered up really well and I was impressed as it turned white.
Her head felt pretty smooth to me and I didn't know what she was talking about, needing to shave now. Maybe it grows quicker at night. The feeling of the smooth, somewhat sticky shave gel on my fingers while I moved it over her glossy head was electric. I moved my hands like I did when I worked shampoo into my hair. I could tell that Lucretia was enjoying it as well. She moaned a little and then caught herself. I was becoming excited. I was glad that she was in front of me as she could not see that I was becoming aroused. My penis was hard and it was all I could do not to feel how the shave gel would feel if I rubbed it on myself.
"Careful, I want to keep my eyebrows," Lucretia said and giggled. I had gotten so into it that I hadn't noticed that some of the shave gel almost down onto her face.
"Oh sorry," I said giggling.
"It's alright. I think you have gotten enough of the shaving cream on me. Wipe your hands off on that towel and pick up that razor," Lucretia said in a soft and instructive voice. I did as I was told, "Now dip it in the water once really quick, you need to get it a little wet." I giggled like a dorky kid when she said that and she turned and slapped me playfully on the arm. When she turned I saw her catch a glimpse of my hard penis. She turned quickly, but I could see a grin on her face. I dipped the razor in the warm water.
"Okay, I am ready," I said.
"Aright," she said and then explained to me the way I was supposed to put my left hand on the back of her neck and throat to steady myself and then how I was supposed to carefully move the razor from the front of her head to the back. I was to stop often and rinse off the razor and I was to continue going until all of the shaving cream had been removed.
I did as she said and it was slow, careful work. I noticed that her breathing was very shallow and that when I looked over her shoulder her nipples were hard little bullets and her penis was fully erect and a small amount of pre-cum was dripping down the shaft. She was obviously enjoying this lot. I was too. We were both moaning and groaning while I slowly moved the razor over her head, removing the white cream and exposing her silky skin. Finally I had finished shaving her head and she was almost shaking.
I put the razor down in the water and told her that I was done. As though all of her energy was spent, she fell back against me, panting. Her head fell against my breasts and she turned her fiery eyes up at me. I felt like I was frozen.
"Thank you so much. That was amazing," She said.
"I loved it," I replied honestly. She reached her arm back around my head and pulled me towards her. Our lips met and her mouth opened. I felt her tongue against my lips and opened my own mouth and let her in. It was my first kiss and it was amazing. Her tongue was so wet, soft, and rough. It tickled my teeth and filled my mouth. She broke our kiss and I opened my eyes. She staring at me intently and sexually. It made me feel amazing. I looked down at her body and noticed that she was slowly stroking her penis. I had made her do that. It was so cool!
"I am sorry if I surprised you. That was just really intense," she said, her eyes never breaking contact with my own.
"No, it was really nice. I wasn't upset. It was like we were in control of ourselves or something. In a really good way," I said. She nodded her head and sat up.
"That's the feeling that I always try to cultivate. That is why I try to break sexual rules," she explained. Then it seemed to make sense. It was like she had somehow set this all up to teach me something, but I knew that that was impossible.
"I think I understand," I said.
"Isn't there anything that makes you feel like that? Anything that feels just good and you don't care if it is wrong or it isn't supposed to happen?" she asked, pulling herself out of my lap and spinning around to face me. She stopped stroking her penis and was looking at me intently. I could tell she was excited.
"Well..." I said. I knew of something that she would probably be interested in, but I was nervous about saying it. It was really strange.
"If you ever want to help me shave my head again, you are going to tell me what you are thinking about right now," she said giggling and giving me a semi-serious glare. I laughed.
"Okay. Well there is something that I really like, but I think that it is strange that I do it. I mean I can't help doing it but I also can't help that I really like it," I said diplomatically.
"Ugh!" Lucretia yelled out, "Don't talk to me in riddles, just tell me."
"Sorry. Okay, so sometimes when I am really horny, I don't just get an erection. I also lactate," I said. It felt very strange to say it, but it was nice. No one else knew about it. Not my parents, not the doctors. No one. I just assume it is part of my weird genetic make-up that I lactate in large amounts on an almost daily basis whenever I get horny. It was like a sexual release outside of ejaculation and it was an intricate part of my masturbation rituals. I looked at Lucretia and she was staring at me with her jaw somewhere near the floor.
"You are joking," she said incredulously.
"I swear to God," I said, looking down at my hard nipples. I could feel that the milk was already there, just a little bit of pressure in the right spot and Lucretia would see that I was telling the truth.
"That is so hot! I wish I could do that," she said and I could tell that she was serious. I was very proud of making her jealous for a change, "Can you do it right now. I mean I can see you are horny. That third leg of yours is hard as a rock." She pointed to my penis and she wasn't lying.
"Yeah, I can feel the milk in me right now," I said. I took my right nipple and squeezed it slightly in a very certain way. I little bit of milk dripped out and landed expertly on my finger. I released my breast and held my finger out for Lucretia to inspect. She took my wrist in her hand and inspected it.
"How much do you make?" she asked, looking at the little pearl of milk intently.
"It varies based on a lot of things I guess. I mean I usually make some every day. Sometimes there are only a couple of drops, but usually there is a couple of ounces. The most I ever produced was about four pints in a day, but that is very strange. I would say the average is between one and two pints."
"Wow, that is kind of a lot," she said, swiping the drip of milk off of my finger with her own and putting it very close to her eye, "What do you do with it?"
"I throw most of it away most days, but sometimes I like to drink it," I explained. Her eyes flashed open wide and she looked at me with a devilish smile.
"What does it taste like?" she asked intensely. I could tell I was really exciting her. I was glad that I wasn't weird, that other people could be aroused by my milk.
"It is way different that like regular milk. It is thinner, more watery I guess. But it is also a lot sweeter, I don't. Have you ever had vanilla soymilk? It is a little like that, but less vanilla-like," I explained. It was hard to say exactly what it was like, but I think she got the idea. I was surprised when she quickly slipped her finger into her mouth, tasting my milk.
"Oh my god, you are so right," she said, "Can I have some more?"
"Okay," I said and I put my arms back behind me and leaned my weight on them. It thrust my tits forward, "Suction is the best way to get it out." She crawled forward on her hands and knees.
"I wouldn't have wanted it any other way," she explained. She closed her eyes and took my right breast between were thumb and fingers. She stuck her tongue out slightly and then slid it underneath of my nipple. Her tongue was rough and warm and I arched my back into her. She had the entire nipples in her mouth now. I closed my eyes as she started to suck. It was the same old feeling that I felt when I did it to myself, except no craning pain in my neck. It was like a gentle suckling and I felt like I could feel it wicking out of me. It was such a wonderful feeling.
I could tell that she liked it too. She made a slight 'yummy' noise in her throat as the first few drops trickled into her throat. Then the flow increased. I could feel her swallowing and it really turned me on to think about my milk pooling in Lucretia's stomach. I felt a chill run through my body.
After a few quick gulps, Lucretia stopped sucking. She pulled her head away from my nipples and grinned at me, "how was it?" I asked. She didn't answer. She put her hand behind my head and pulled me in towards her. She kissed me and as her mouth opened, my milk flowed into my mouth along with her tongue. The taste was incredibly sweet as it always was, but it was more exciting now. I giggled a little and milk spilled down my chin and onto my breast. While I was swallowing the milk, Lucretia licked what I had spilled off my chin and breasts.
"That is amazing!" She said, "If I were you I would never stop."
"It is tough," I admitted while giggling. She didn't wait long. Soon she was suckling on my other breast. She was even more voracious this time, there was a slight pinch as she sucked me dry. Again, she took the last mouthful and spit it into my mouth. Her saliva and my milk mixed together, making it taste thicker in my throat.
"That is so great!" Lucretia re-iterated. My entire body was shaking, "Is something wrong?" She asked, concerned now.
"Oh it was just so intense," I said. She smiled and sat down next to me and put her left arm around me.
"You need a release?" she asked and it felt sort of jarring to my ears. But I wasn't thinking, I just nodded. Lucretia took my hand in hers and gently wrapped my own hand around my penis. She moved my hand up and down a couple of times and then let go. I kept moving in the same rhythmic fashion. I looked over at Lucretia and she was doing the same. She looked so beautiful. She had a at least ten rings on her fingers and as they slowly, and skillfully manipulated her cock she moaned in a very high pitched voice. I was moaning to. We turned our heads and kissed while we worked.
Suddenly, Lucretia moaned into my mouth and our kiss broke. I opened my eye and saw her hand flying now. She arched her back and gasped loudly and suddenly her cock erupted. Cum shot out of her body in a big arch. I was amazed at its speed and distant. Most of it landed on Lucretia's breasts, but a small amount landed on my lip. I stuck my tongue out and licked it off, hoping she didn't see me. She was busy scooping the cum off of her tits and shoveling it into her mouth.
"I love my cum," she said, breathing heavily. The idea of that sent me over the edge. I stroked by cock harder, rubbing the tip gently with my thumb. Suddenly, the cum came. I was a bit embarrassed, I never had the distance or speed of ejaculation that Lucretia had, but I made up for it in volume. Like a Hawaiian volcano, big thick blobs of cum burbled out of my cock and landed on my fingers and stomach. The spurts kept coming, more than I had ever had before. At least four or five ounces of cum pooled on my belly and dripped down my ass onto the floor.
"Oh god!" I said. The feeling was so incredibly intense I didn't have a chance to be embarrassed by the amount. It felt like the orgasm was so intense it made my butt clench incredibly tight. I felt pin pricks all over my body and my vision went sort of dark. When I was able to see again I saw Lucretia scooping my cum off of the floor and into her mouth.
"Jesus Akhila, you are so hot!" she said, "I have never seen this much cum at once. Everything about you is bigger and tastes better than anything else. Look!" When she said that she stuck a finger into my mouth. A big load of cum was shoveled into my mouth. It was thick and salty and sweet. It was indescribably good. I couldn't admit to Lucretia, even then, that it wasn't the first time I had taste my cum, but it tasted better on Lucretia's forefinger.
"We better clean this up before Quinn gets back," I finally managed to say and Lucretia giggled.
"You are so cute when you worry," she said, "We will clean up, but only if you promise to do that again sometime."
"Deal," I said, grabbing a towel.
Chapter 5: Story Time
Despite that promise, the next few weeks flew by with so much school work and work study that I never found time to be alone with Lucretia. Or anyone else for that matter. I was really starting to fit in now. I went into town twice with some girls in my grade. I couldn't manage lunch with either Quinn or Lucretia most days, but have managed to find a couple of girls who I liked to eat with. Furthermore, I found that people I didn't even know seemed to know my name and I knew theirs. It was like a community.
Another exciting development was that I found after my night with Lucretia that I was less intimidated by Quinn. While I didn't talk to her about sex or respond to her statements most of the time, I could laugh at her sexual jokes and imagine what she was talking about when she described past events. I think she noticed, but I don't think she had any idea as to why.
The things changed for the better again. It was the first Friday in November and I noticed that all day Lucretia and Quinn were very excited. They deflected my questions about it and acted like they didn't know what I was talking about but they were definitely bouncing all over the room all day. Finally, as we neared lights out I finally asked them point blank.
"What is going on today, come on, I am not stupid," I said.
"Well..." Lucretia said teasingly and Quinn snorted.
"Don't be a bitch!" I said. I had never had fun catty girl talk before. It was fun.
'Fine!" Quinn said, "It was kind of supposed to be a surprise but you are such a whiner, I guess we can jump it forward." Then they said there for a second to two more.



"Seriously tell me!" I said, throwing my hands in the air and they laughed at me.
"Okay, so the headmistress is really paranoid about people sneaking out, so they walk the hallways at night and if you are out of the room and you aren't going to pee, then you are in serious shit," Quinn said.
"I know," I said, I had been angrily accosted twice, only to reveal that I desperately needed to go to the bathroom. The headmistresses didn't want us having sex with kids from town, so we weren't allowed out of the dorms at night. They also like to pretend like the girls don't have sex with one another so they try to keep girls sneaking into each other's rooms to 'watch television' after lights out.
"Well what you and everyone except for Quinn and I don't know, is that Mrs. Dartmoor, the bulldog who watches over us, decides to be a complete bitch the first two months to scare the shit out of everyone, then she starts drinking and usually passes out around midnight for the rest of the year. She still stumbles through the hallways on those nights to make her presence felt, but she can't even see," Lucretia explained. This was pretty exciting.
"Lucretia figured it out last year when she was trying to masturbate outside at night to try to notch another thing off of her list..." Quinn said.
"Actually, you figured it out while you were trying to find a place to take Jessica Stratmore so that her best friend, your girlfriend and roommate last year, wouldn't know you were fucking her..." Lucretia said batting her eyes knowingly. It was hard to know who was telling the truth.
"It doesn't matter," I offered, "What does it mean?"
"It means Lucretia and I have a special spot in the building we discovered. We want to take you to check it out," Quinn said. The sudden disclosure after the day long tease was kind of shocking but I was excited. The next two hours were agonizing. I figured out why they didn't want to tell me. Any change in routine at the school was fun and this promised to be very interesting.
Finally, midnight rolled around and both Quinn and Lucretia were positive that Mrs. Dartmoor was passed out and then we carefully opened the door. Quinn put her finger to her lips, indicating we needed to be quiet. Not for the old lady, but to avoid the other girls. I felt honored that a secret that they shared was given to me. No one else knew.
We crept over to the stairwell and I assumed we were going to head down. I figured we were going to go to the lounge on the first floor. Instead we started walking up. We were already near the top but we went passed the next floor and then kept walking. We got to the very top of the stairway and it didn't look like there was anywhere else to go. Lucretia got down on her knees. There appeared to be a utility panel near the floor.
Lucretia appeared to have a pocket knife and a bobby pin in her hand was quietly and carefully prodding at the door. I felt like we had been standing there for hours when there was a gently clicking sound and the door swung opened. Lucretia looked back and gave us a smile and a thumbs up. I looked at the door. I had expected circuits or something, but instead there was a narrow crawlspace. It was an attic!
We all got down on our hands and knees and started to crawl into the tunnel. It was very narrow and I had a small case of claustrophobia but I was in the middle and they kept me moving. It was longer than I thought it was going to be but at least it was clean and did have any particular smell. Finally, I saw Lucretia in front of me enter into a room and then I passed into it as well.
It was very dark, but Lucretia quickly lit a candle. She had brought a backpack with like a dozen candles and plenty of matches. Lucretia walked around the room lighting candles and setting them on waxy places I assume had been used for that same purpose in the past. The room was oddly shaped, the frame appeared to be triangular, like we were sort of in the slope of the roof. At the highest point it was about 8 feet tall, but sloped all the way down to the floor. It was a pretty long room, maybe twenty feet, but Lucretia put the candles in an area about ten feet wide. There were some old boxes placed around and a couple of crates, but it looked like my roommates had long since moved them around so that there was a wide open space. A small carpet and some pillows were on the floor.
"Ta-da!" Quinn said in a loud voice. I assume that they had tested the insulation and knew that we were safe.
"What is it?" I asked.
"I don't know, some sort of storage closet or something that they forgot existed in like the thirties. We come up here and steal stuff to pawn. We also have a TV and stuff around here somewhere. They have some rare stuff. Last year Lucretia sold a candelabra for $350," Quinn said, peering into a crate and pulling out a dingy silver plate.
"More than anything else it is a place that no one else knows about that we do. We don't have to be quiet at lights out, we can watch movies, other than those rated G, it is almost like being someone older than a child for a couple of hours at night," Lucretia explained. I had noticed that the security measures at St. Agatha's were a bit extreme but I bet it would have been worse when you were 19 years old and had been there since you were six.
Quinn and Lucretia grabbed some pillows and lay down on the rug. I shrugged my shoulders and lay down with them. Quinn got up quickly and walked behind some of the boxes and came back with a twenty-four pack of really cheap looking beer. I got a little nervous.
"How long has that been back there?" I asked warily. The other two laughed.
"We come up here to drink mostly," Lucretia explained, "But I swear, we only store the liquor up here. Quinn snuck some beer up here last Saturday while I got in a fight with Mrs. Dartmoor about whether or not I was really going to the bathroom." Quinn opened a beer and then handed one to Lucretia and to me. Lucretia opened her beer quickly and took a drink. I tried to do the same but ended up coughing and choking. It was horrible. The others laughed.
"Sip it at first," Quinn explained, "You stop noticing the taste once you're drunk." It was pretty serviceable advice. Before long, I was feeling very strange. I had only had three beers and we were just talking about our families but I felt very strange and knew that I was drunk, although I had never been before.
"She is hammered already!" Quinn said and giggled. Lucretia finished another drink and agreed. I knew they were making fun of me for being a lightweight but I really didn't care. I was happy. I knew I had a stupid look on my face. I was feeling very horny as well. We were all still wearing our uniforms and I am sure the other girls could see my erection forcing my skirt up.
"Ready to keep a promise," a voice whispered into my ear. I looked over and Lucretia was smiling at me. I knew what she meant. I decided to ask a question that I had been wanting to ask of the girls, but had been too nervous to do so. I liked the way the alcohol stole my inhibitions away from me.
"Hey you guys," I said so that they both could hear, "You are always teasing each other about sex."
"Yeah..." Quinn said, downing the rest of her sixth beer.
"Well I know you like having sex EVERYONE," I said, pointing at Quinn, "and you like to do some weird stuff."
"Yeah..." Quinn said, she was laughing at me, but I could tell that she was enticed, she loved to talk about sex and the fact that it was me really seemed to make her interested.
"Well what is your favorite thing you have ever done?" I asked. I mean it was a good question. They seemed proud of their proclivities and I felt it would be cool to know what they liked. They both looked at one another and smiled, "Have you ever had sex with one another?"
"One question at a time," Lucretia said.
"The second one first then," I said. I had never considered it before, but it would have made perfect sense. They argued liked an old married couple and both seemed to think about nothing but sex.
"No," Quinn said, looking over at Lucretia, "Just friends."
"Why not!" I said shocked and they both thought that it was a very funny comment for a virgin to make.
"Just never happened," Lucretia said, "maybe someday."
"Yeah," Quinn said. Neither seemed to be upset by my question, it wasn't like they weren't attracted to one another, they just didn't seem to have had any real desire to have sex with one another at that point. I couldn't really understand the way they thought, but I shrugged my shoulders.
"The first question now!" I said after we hat sat in our little circle of candles in complete silence for a few seconds, or maybe it was minutes. I was pretty drunk.
"You tell us first," Quinn said.
"I am a virgin!" I said honestly. I wished at that moment more than at any point in my life that I had a story for them, but I didn't.
"Maybe you haven't had sex," Lucretia said, "but have you done anything particularly interesting by yourself?" She was looking at me with her burning eyes like she already knew my dirty little story. There was no way she could, I was the only person who knew about it, but there she was, staring me down.
"I bet you do, with a big dick like that I am sure you have done some interesting shit. Warmed up a watermelon or something. You did that didn't you Lucretia?"
"We aren't talking about me yet. But yes. Tell us your story Akhila." Basically word for word, this is the story I told them:
"Okay, so it was a couple of months before I came here when I tried something a little bit different. I really rarely play with myself, but sometimes I get really, really excited and I can't help myself. It feels like something takes control of me and I can't stop. So this time I am talking about was like that. I am sorry, but my story is kind of short, I don't have a lot of context for it.
"I was watching television and I was just struck by this idea and I couldn't get it out of my head. I couldn't concentrate and I have no idea where it comes from. I was watching the news and it wasn't like there were good-looking anchor people it was the idea that got me excited. So I waited until my parents fell asleep and I was on autopilot.
"I went to the kitchen and I got a cup out of the cupboard. My breasts were really swollen then which meant I was really horny. So I lifted them up to my mouth and started sucking out my milk (Quinn tried to interrupt here but Lucretia quickly explained and we kept going. Quinn looked at me with awe). I was pulling the milk out of my breast and spitting it into the cup. I had never seen it like that before, I always just drank it down. It was so interesting to see it there. It was thin and kind of bluish in some way.
"I kept pulling the milk out and spitting it into the cup until it was about halfway full. I didn't really know what I wanted to do after that. It was like I had ideas but I didn't know where they were going or anything, but I did. I don't know.
"Anyway I got this sudden urge. I pulled my panties down around my ankles and I looked at my penis. (Quinn yelled at me to call it a dick). So I looked at my dick and it was so hard and I knew it was just going to be one of those times when I had to masturbate. So I started to stroke it. I am not romantic about it or anything when I need to do it. I was just pounding away at it and I could tell it wasn't going to take me very long.
"I was suddenly struck by this idea. Just as I was about to cum, I grabbed the cup and aimed my dick at it. My sperm comes out really slow and easy and it just poured into my milk. I guess I just sort of have a thing about bodily fluids. I think it is really sexy stuff. So the other half of my cup was soon filled with my cum. I guess it was about a 12 ounce clear glass. It was just a centimeter or so from the top. I stuck my finger into it and sort of swirled it around a bit. It was only there that I knew I was going to drink it. It mixed up pretty well.
"I picked the cup up and looked at it. It looked like cow's milk now, thick and white. It didn't really have a strong smell, I guess it smelled like you figure it would. I put it to my lips and sucked just a little in. Then I just couldn't control myself. I started gulping it. It would be impossible to explain how it tasted now, but it wasn't really about the taste, it was about how dirty it was to be tasting it. How angry everyone would be if they saw and how sexy it made me feel to do it. I don't know if that makes sense or is a good reason to do anything but that's what it is. I swished it around it my mouth, I gargled it, and I drank it. I guess it was sweet and salty at the same time and tasted like substantial. It's so hard to say..."
Then my story sort of petered out. I no longer felt drunk, but felt sexy having Quinn and Lucretia staring at me with something like surprised respect. I was glad that I had told them and I was really excited to find out what they were thinking about it.
"Well there you go," I said, "Now someone else has to go." The two girls looked at one another. I knew that they felt it was a little bit difficult to follow my story. But I assumed wrong, they both had better stories than me, but they were unsure of who should go next. But both of them had enjoyed my story, so in the end I would be happy.
"I know I have something that tops both of yours," Quinn said.
"Trust me," Lucretia said, "You can't touch my story." She said it in such an authoritative way that Quinn didn't even attempt to fight it, she nodded her head and began her story. This is, word for word, what Quinn told us:
"It was last year, actually like around this time of the year. There were these three girls that I was sort of interested in and they were like all best friends. I slept with a ton of the girls in that senior class, but these three were different. First, they were a lot better looking than the other girls. They also were really uncomfortable with me. They would like totally roll their eyes when I was talking to them and stuff. Some of those other girls in their class were throwing themselves at me and here they were, like completely ungettable. I am not really used to things that I can't get, so that just made me want them more.
"So one day I ran into them over in the hallway and I invited them into my room. They said they had to go but I told them I had something that I wanted to give them. My room was empty then because it was in the middle of the day and most people were at classes. So the three of them stood there with their arms crossed looking real pissed off at me so I decided to talk to try to figure out why there were being such bitches.
"'So why don't you girls like me?' I asked, 'Why don't you want to sleep with me? All the other girls do.' They just sort of rolled their eyes at me and stared at the floor. There was one girl and she was like, in charge of them somehow. She was their little leader. Her name was Becky and she said to me.
"'You don't really like us?'
'The Hell I don't',' I said, 'I love all three of you.' They didn't really think that was very funny.
'You just want us to put a notch on your bedpost. You are just in it for your ego,' Becky said to me and the other two just nodded like they'd talked about it in the past. So I got a great idea.
'I swear,' I said, 'This isn't about ego. I promise to you guys that I will do anything to be with you. There is nothing you can come up with to destroy my ego that will change my mind.' That seemed to get them excited.
'What do you mean?' Becky asked. I hadn't really thought about what it meant.
"'It means that you each get one chance to ask me to do something that you think is so embarrassing that I wouldn't do it and if I do, then I get to sleep with you because I proved it wasn't about my ego,' I said. So they sort of huddled up and they came back and agreed to it. Then they huddled up again and came up with their suggestions. It was that girl Kara, you know the one with the massive boobs, and she went first.
"'Okay, I want you to lick my asshole,' she said really smugly like she thought it was so gross. I didn't have the heart to tell her that I love to lick ass. I don't know why but it is really hot. She pulled her little skirt up and I almost died because she wasn't wearing any panties. She was facing away from me and she bent over my bed. She looked back at me and I did what she asked me to do. I pulled her white ass cheeks apart and looked at the little pink bud in the middle. I stuck my tongue out and started to lick her. I didn't give it a timid little lick, I went to town. I dunked my tongue in her ass and I ran it all the way from the top to the bottom. She was moaning like a whore and grabbing those big tits by the time I was done. Becky had to demand that the girl stop. I kissed her ass cheek and then stood up and waited for the next one.
"'Okay, I want you cum on your face and in your hair,' That girl Debbie said. I didn't have a problem with that either. I got back down on my knees and motioned for her to come to me. She lifted her skirt up too and she pulled her panties aside and pulled out a little 4 inch cock and balls. She was already hard so I knew that I was already getting to her. Around this time I noticed that Becky was out of the room. I didn't have time to figure out where she went. Anyway, Debbie stands a couple inches from my face and starts to jerk off. It was really cute, she made all these little squirrel noises. She must've been really horny because it only took her like three seconds and then a couple of big globs of cum shot onto my face and into my hair. I closed my eyes and listened to her pant. Then I carefully scooped the cum up with my fingers and put it in my mouth.
"'Okay my turn,' A voice said and I looked over and saw that Becky was back in the room and she was holding one of the solo beer pong cups and she handed to me, 'Drink my piss,' she said and then crossed her hands in front of her chest like she had me beat, 'All of it.' Well I hadn't ever done that before but I sure as Hell wasn't going to give her the smug satisfaction of beating me. So I took the cup in my hand and didn't even look. I just gulped it down. I can't even tell you what it tasted like because all I was thinking about was having those three girls. Becky looked like her head was going to explode. So here I was with piss, cum, and ass on my mouth and now I had these girls right where I wanted them. I guess I don't have to go into detail, but the next couple of hours were very interesting."
When she finished Lucretia and I cheered and told her that she was our hero. We were gaining a respect for doing things in the nastiest way possible and the fact that Quinn was able to seduce three girls simply by grossing them out was intensely exciting to us.
"See, now you're stuck Lucretia. You can't possibly top that," Quinn said, smacking Lucretia's ass and tossing her own hair. I took a sip of beer and thought about how beautiful the girls were. I was very comfortable now and didn't care that my dick was hard. I noticed that the other two girls were in the same situation and no one was self-conscious.
"That's where you're wrong. My story is twice as good as yours," Lucretia said and we laughed and told her it was impossible.
"Come on and tell us," I said and Lucretia didn't make us wait any longer. This is, word for word, what Lucretia told us:
"Last year I left school for about a week to meet up with my family in New York. I am the baby of the family and I have three older sisters. None of the other girl's in my family are like me. They are normal. So anyway I went to New York because my oldest sister Maria was going to get married to some guy from there. I was so excited because while she made all three of us, her sisters, her bridesmaids, I got to be the maid of honor. I knew we were close, but I figured she would feel pressure to ask one of my older sisters to do it because they were closer in age. I mean I was 18 at the time and she was 26 and my other two sisters were 25 and 24.



"So I went out there and I met up with my family and it was so much fun. Maria looks almost exactly like me except she has long, straight black hair and green eyes. So you know we did the whole meeting the other family and then we had the rehearsal and the dinner and I was so excited when I woke up on her wedding day because it sort of felt like mine. You know I'd look a lot like my sister and I would be standing in about the same place. And let's be honest, there is a good chance I won't ever find someone to marry me. I'm a slut with a dick.
"So I went to the church and everything and after I get my ugly lime green dress on I am sitting there waiting for someone to tell me what to do and then my mother comes up to me and she is crying and she can't even tell me what is wrong. I mean that isn't necessarily an unusual thing so I just sat her down in my chair and walked over to my dad and asked him what was wrong. He said that Maria had cold feet and she didn't want to come out of her dressing room. He asked me to go over and talk to her.
"It wasn't like Maria to be nervous about anything so I rushed over to the room and knocked on the door. There wasn't any answer so I knocked again and there still wasn't any answer. I knocked really loud and said, 'Maria it's me. Lucretia.' She didn't say anything, but the door opened. I walked in and closed the door behind me.
"She looked so beautiful in her white dress and veil that I felt like crying but I noticed that she was already crying and I decided that it wouldn't be the best plan for me to start weeping. Instead I rushed over and got down on my knees next to her on the floor.
"I asked, 'What's wrong?' She didn't say anything for a while but just stared at the floor and let her eyes fill up with tears. I didn't know what to do. Finally she talked.
"'I just don't know if I am ready for this. I met Jack two years ago and I know him really well. But well enough to get married? I just don't know. I know he cheated on me once, a very long time ago. I forgave him then, but I don't know if I really forgave him in my heart.' This was news to me and I hated Jack for it.
"'How long ago was it?' I asked.
"'It was forever ago. Like two months after we started dating.' I felt a little bit better.
"'Are you sure he has been faithful since then?'
"'As sure as I can be,' she said.
"'And you have always been faithful with him?' I asked and she nodded her head and started to sob again. I told her to stop.
"'Would it make you feel better if you had been able to get even?' I asked. My mind was already spinning a plan.
"'What do you mean?' she asked and she stopped crying and looked at me intently.
"'If you had cheated on him and gotten even with him for cheating on you would it be better?' she paused for a second like she was really considering how that would make her feel. But I knew my sister. We were bad in the exact same ways. I knew that more than the breach of trust that was what was tearing her up inside. It was the inability to say in her heart that she had done it too and that the slate was even on sin.
"'It probably would,' she finally said and then blushed.
"'I would feel the same way,' I said and she looked a little bit relieved. I wasn't going to judge her.
"'But it is too late now. I can't call it off so that I can go cheat on him real quick and come back tomorrow,' she said in her wry way and then she put her face in her hands again.
"'Why not right now?' I said.
"So she says, 'What do you mean?' I decided not to explain. I reached behind my back and unzipped my dress and stepped out of it. I wasn't wearing a bra with it and I quickly slipped off my panties and I already had an erection. Incest was a taboo I had never even considered before, but this would probably be the only chance I had in my life to break it. Maria knew about my dick, but she hadn't ever seen it before I felt her eyes on it.
"'Your actually a little bigger than Jack,' she told me and I felt bad for her. She was going to marry a guy who had a dick no bigger than like 4 and a half inches. But she didn't act disgusted or anything. She looked calculating. I mean this was my sister, we had the same genes, I knew what she was going to do before she said a word.
"'Let's do it,' she said. She didn't have time to get out of her dress so she just hiked it up sort of. The garter looked really sexy on her leg and I could see her looking at me with desire. I was sexually attracted to her. I always sort of had been in my mind. I could tell all she wanted from me was my dick so that she wouldn't have to live with Jack's infidelity over her head, but I didn't care.
"I helped her slip off her panties and set them gently on the table next to her. I caught a look at her pussy. It was so cute and perfect, the sort of body that I am so jealous of. She was shaved and little pink lips and she made me want to cum right there. I didn't have a lot of time to look because she grabbed me around the waist and pulled me in. She used her hands to get my cock into her and she felt amazing. It was so sort and warm and wet and tight inside of her and I had to fight not to cum instantly. I started fucking her then and she we both tried to be quiet but it was difficult.
"I didn't take very long but it was enough. I could tell she enjoyed it too. As I came she gave me a kiss on the cheek and held me close in a hug. It was the most amazing thing to know I had done it. I could tell she was relieved too. She could get married now. We got ourselves together and went out. It was a wonderful ceremony."
To say the least Quinn and I were completely shocked. Lucretia just looked at us with her know-it-all smile and didn't say a word. Then Quinn and I erupted into applause. Even Quinn had to admit that Lucretia was the owner of the best story. We all just sort of sat around for a while, basking in the memories and the strange ideas that had been raised by them.
"You know Quinn," Lucretia said with mischief in her voice after a few minutes.
"What's that?" the other girl asked.
"Our little Akhila is a virgin you know. I mean a virgin in every sense of that word. Never even got a hand job from another person," Lucretia said, sitting up and looking at me. I knew what she was hinting at and I didn't want to say no.
"And like she said, we have never been together," Quinn said, catching on as well. The sexual tension in the room was palpable. I felt like I could smell it and taste it in the air. Quinn walked over to Lucretia and bent down and gave her a deep, loving kiss. She then helped Lucretia get to her feet and the two girls slinked over to me. My eyes had too much to process, their breasts bounced and their dicks were hard and they had the most gorgeous faces.
I stayed sitting on the blanket in the middle of the room. I didn't even know what to do, I felt like I was frozen. Luckily, Quinn and Lucretia were decisive and knew exactly what they wanted to do. Quinn got down on her knees in front of my face and smiled down at me as she and Quinn helped me to lay down on my back. Lucretia spread my legs wide and Quinn took my head in her hands and gently turned my head towards her.
"Open your mouth," she said gently and I did. I saw her bit, red clit staring at my face and I closed my eyes as she started to move it towards my mouth. It tasted amazing. It was such a feminine flavor and I was jealous of the wet pussy I could smell as the little nub of a clit entered my mouth. I swirled my tongue around it listened to Quinn moan. She sounded so beautiful.
Suddenly I felt a small amount of pressure on my asshole. My eyes flew open but all I could see was Quinn's smooth flat stomach as it moved closer then farther as she moved her had wet clit in and out of my mouth. I started to feel something entering my body. For a moment I thought it might be one of Lucretia'sfinger's but soon I knew that it was far too large. It was definitely her dick. She moved slowly and carefully, but definitively as I felt my entire body fill up. When she started I had imagined it would hurt, and it was a bit uncomfortable at first, but what really shocked me was how pleasurable it was. I moaned around Quinn's clit as Lucretia slowly filled me up entirely with her hard dick.
Finally, she was completely inside of me and it felt like waves of sex were moving up and down my body. That is the only way I can figure it. I felt the milk come to my breasts. I sucked even harder on Quinn's clit and heard her shriek with pleasure. I felt Lucretia's hands on my knees and I felt her slamming her dick in and out of my asshole. I could hear her moaning as well.
"You are so tight," She said as she spread my legs farther and then leaned forward to take my left nipples into her mouth. I felt her sucking my milk out of me. Quinn seemed to understand what was going on and she also leaned over me and started sucking the milk out of my other nipple. They sucked for a while and then I felt some of the milk drip onto my stomach as they kissed one another and the milk fell from their mouths. While this was going, both kept thrusting their phalluses into my body. Suddenly, as I kept licking, I felt Quinn go stiff. She moaned and then felt backwards onto her butt. Her clit popped out of my mouth and I opened my eyes to watch her finish her orgasm.
I then turned my gaze down to Lucretia who was still between my legs, pounding away at my asshole. The sight was so surreal. I couldn't believe I was having sex! I never in my life thought that this would happen. I saw my milk on my stomach and scooped it up on my finger as best I could and put it into my mouth. It had Quinn and Lucretia's spit in it and it tasted amazing. Lucretia was smiling at me and the sweat glistening on her head and looked so sexy.
Suddenly, Quinn swung her leg over me and I saw her ass and knew that she was facing down away from me. She got down, straddling me and covered me entirely in the 69 position. Suddenly, her shaved pussy was in my face. I didn't need someone to tell me what to do. I stuck my tongue out, made it thick, and started to lap at her pussy. She tasted salty and delicious and I breathed in her smell.
Suddenly I felt the most amazing feeling I had ever felt in my life. Quinn's mouth gently covered my hard cock as her hand grasped my shaft. She licked and sucked on my dick and tried to take as much as she could into her throat as she massaged my balls. At the same time, Lucretia kept pounding away at my asshole with her cock.
I couldn't handle it. I felt like my entire body was electric. I thrust my hips down harder, I licked faster, and the weight of Quinn on top of me was squeezing the milk out of my breasts and it was leaking onto the floor. I didn't last for long afterwards. I felt that familiar feeling in my cock, but when I came it was far more intense than usual. The orgasm was so intense it made my asshole clench tight and I heard Lucretia grunt and then I felt hot cum shooting out of her dick into my ass. At the same time, my cock was quickly filling Quinn's mouth with cum. She swallowed as much as she could, but I felt more dripping onto my stomach.
Quinn rolled off of me, panting. At roughly the exact same second, Lucretia pulled her dick out of my ass, also panting. I was almost blacked out from the pleasure and we all just lay there for a while, covered in each other's fluids and breathing hard. Eventually, we all managed to ourselves back together and we looked at each other sheepishly and giggled. We started to get dressed to leave, unsure of what we had really just done. I was afraid that maybe I had lost my friends by having sex with them. Maybe there would be awkwardness between us now. Then an idea struck me.
"That was really nice," I said and the other two nodded at me.
"You were pretty good for a first timer, you lasted quite a while," Quinn said and I was aware of being complimented by the master and felt very proud.
"I want a girlfriend," I said and both of them sort of looked around nervously and I had to laugh, "Not you ugly bitches!" They both laughed at me.
"What do you want then?" Lucretia asked as she slipped on her shirt.
"I was thinking we should make a promise to one another. We should all try to get our dream girl before the Christmas break. The person who wins only has to buy the other's ten dollar presents, the runner up has to buy 25 dollar presents, and the loser has to buy 50 dollar presents for Christmas," I suggested.
"Who are our dream girls?" Quinn asked.
"For you, it's the 11th grade Ice Queen," Lucretia said and we all laughed.
"I don't know," I said, "But you're on your honor." The other two thought it sounded like a sexy idea and I had successfully avoided any discomfort by deflecting our sexual tension away from the group and out into the school at large. As time would show, the plan would work.
Chapter 6: Lucretia's Story
For a couple of weeks nothing seemed to happen. We all went to class and we ate lunch together and even took a weekend trip to Quinn's family cabin fifty miles from campus and went skinny dipping on the secluded mountain pond and went fishing. We didn't have sex with each other and while it seemed that Quinn was having sex with all the 11th grade girls, even she had yet to sleep with her dream girl. All of our sexual energy was turned towards the task and couldn't be denied.
One night I was lying on my bed doing some reading for Economics. Quinn was at her desk working away on her computer. I was reading about market forces and other intensely boring things when I realized that I hadn't seen Lucretia all day.
"Have you see Lucretia at all today?" I asked Quinn, she turned away from her computer and looked at me.
"Come to think of it, I haven't," she said. We weren't really worried. Lucretia was a strange girl and sometimes she would be gone for whole swatches of the day.
It wasn't until just a few short minutes before lights out that Lucretia finally pushed opened our door and walked in. We looked over at her and she had a sly smiled on her face and she was basically skipping over to her bed. She quickly stripped down and lay down on her bed.
"What are you smiling about?" Quinn said, leaving her desk and sitting down on the floor next to Lucretia's bed.
"I only have to buy you guys ten dollar Christmas presents," she said unapologetically and then continued to stare at the ceiling.
"Who?" I asked.
"How?" Quinn said at the exact same moment.
"Oh I wasn't aware that I was compelled to share my experience. I thought I just had to bag my dream girl and then I was finished," she said, sitting up. I got up from my bed and sat down on the floor next to Quinn. It looked like we were at story time with Lucretia sitting up above us. Both of us were hoping that it was.
"Well you don't have to," I said, "But whenever I get mine done I am going to tell Quinn, but I am certainly not going to share with you."
"Oh you bitch!" Lucretia said and she threw her pillow at me. I giggled and caught it before it could hit me in the face, "In that case, fine. This is what happened." This is, word for word, what Lucretia told us:
"So this afternoon, like every Wednesday afternoon, I went over to Mrs. Henderson's class to help her grade her papers. She was looking especially good today. You know her blonde hair was back in a ponytail and she was almost as tall as me with her heels on. She has been looking more voluptuous than usual this week and her breasts are big for a small woman and she has been looking curvy... Anyway... sorry.
"So I was grading the papers and it was so intensely boring that I ended up just staring at her while she was making a lesson plan. I know that she knows that I stare at her but she doesn't say anything. She needs me to help her. Plus I think that she is really flattered by it.
"Anyway, I was just finishing up a paper and she told me she had to go make a phone call so she got up and left the room. She did this every now and then and usually I don't do anything about it, but this time I just happened to look over and noticed that the thing she was reading wasn't part of a lesson plan. It looked like a handwritten note.
"I really quick looked over at the door and made sure that she wasn't in the doorway or anything. So I got up and walked around her desk and looked at it. It was definitely a handwritten note and boy what a note! It was in a woman's handwriting and it was nasty. It was basically just a note talking about how good Mrs. Henderson was in bed and that this woman's pussy was aching to be fucked by Mrs. Henderson's big dick. I got hard just reading it.
"But I also knew something very interesting. I knew that Mrs. Henderson was married. Married to a man, probably some boring guy named Mr. Henderson who had some sort of fetish for chicks with dicks. Anyway, this letter was not from a man and it certainly wasn't from her husband. I had some information in my hand that she definitely would not have wanted me to find. I quickly picked it up and rushed back to my desk and started grading the papers again.
"A couple of minutes later she came back into the room. She didn't immediately go back to the desk but instead she went over to her chalkboard and wrote a couple of notes down for the girls to copy in the morning. I was just sitting at the desk, biding my time for the opportunity to strike.
"Finally she finished working on her board and went and sat down at her desk. She looked down at her table and acted cool for a minute. But soon she was rifling through her papers and had a frantic look on her face. I noticed a couple of times that she looked at me like she was going to ask me a question but then she thought better of it. I was just so tickled watching her, but finally I figured I had tortured her enough.
"'You looking for this?' I asked and held up the note for her to see. She stood up from her desk and stared at me with her big sexy eyes.
"'Where did you get that?' she asked although she must have known.
"'I found it,' I said, 'I thought you were married.'
'I am.'
'To a man.'
'I am.'
"'This letter was written by a woman I think. And it is addressed to you. I don't think that this is the kind of letter that Mr. Henderson would want you to be reading from another person. I should probably let him know about this,' I said and she sat back down in the chair and just stared at me with absolute hate in her eyes. It was passion though and I really liked it, she wasn't just looking through me now. She had to pay attention.
"'That is from my husband. It is a little game we play. And it is none of your business' she said, her eyes staying calm. I was impressed with her ability to lie but I could tell she was lying.
"'Oh that's so cute!' I said, 'I am going to get this back to him though. I mean what is the harm right?' I asked. She gave me this prissy little look.
"'Alright Lucretia, what do you want?'
"'Who said I wanted anything? I just want to protect the institution of marriage,' I told her and I shrugged my shoulders.
"'Don't be cute.'
"'I don't know how to be anything but cute,' I said coyly and she was about to explode. Her face was getting red and she looked incredibly sexy when she was angry.
"'Do you have any bad grades? Do you need me to talk to a teacher? I can get you a raise on your work study. You can get paid for work study and I won't tell anyone if you don't show up,' she said. She seemed to break a little bit while she was starting to say this. It wasn't that she stopped being angry but all of the sudden she was more afraid than pissed.
"'Oh I don't think that is appropriate do you?' I could tell that my puritan attitude was really pissing her off.
"'Anything,' she finally said and I had what I needed. I got up from the desk where I was sitting and walked over to the door and checked the hallway. It was abandoned so I closed it and came back. I went back to my desk and sat on top of it and looked at her.



"'Take 'em off,' I said.
"'What?'
"'Your clothes. I want to see you naked.' She didn't even really hesitate. I had her so nervous that she was shaking while her fingers worked her blouse. This was so great. I was blackmailing someone for sex and having sex with a teacher. It was two in one. Except she didn't know how far I wanted to go yet.
"She stood up behind her desk and unbuttoned her blouse and let it fall onto her desk. She unzipped the side of her skirt and let it fall down on her feet. She was wearing a sexy red bra and matching panties and my mouth was watering. She didn't pause, she was very intent on getting this over with. She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra and let it slide down her arms and set it on the desk with her blouse. Her breasts were spectacular. She is probably 40 but her tits are still perfect, I couldn't believe it. Big, shaped like teardrops, you know, awesome.
"Anyway, she hooked her thumbs into her panties and pulled them down as well. She was hung man. Not like Akhila, but she had a good seven inch dick. I mean it would be seven inches if it were hard, but she was so nervous it was just limp sitting there. She was shaved and it looked gorgeous. I couldn't even talk.
"'Will you give me the letter back?' she asked with this like, pained sound in her voice that almost made me laugh.
"'Oh we aren't done,' I told her. I stood up from my desk and removed my blouse and bra quickly. She was looking at my tits and I could tell she liked what she saw. I slipped my panties down from under my skirt but didn't take the skirt itself off. I walked over to the front of her desk. She was still standing behind it naked. I could tell she was getting horny, she started to get a little bit hard. I climbed up on the front of the desk.
"'What are you doing,' she asked in this almost breathless voice. I lay down on the desk in front of her. I kept my legs together.
"'What do you think I'm doing,' I said and then I spread my legs. My dick was hard and my pussy was soaking wet. This was like my dream come true. She looked down at me and I swear to God she licked her lips. "'I can't,' she said. I looked down at her dick, she was hard as a rock. I gently took her cock in my toes and stroked it once.
"'I think you can,' I told her.
"'You left the letter at your desk, I can run and get it,' she said, thinking quickly, but I am quicker.
"'Now your raping a student, you have bigger problems,' I told her and she knew that I was right. Her dick was incredibly hard now. I sort of grabbed her waist with my feet and pulled her into me. She knew she couldn't get out of it now so she decided she was going to punish me.
"She put her cock against my pussy and then rammed it in in one quick motion. It was so painful but I loved it. I have a little bit of a pain fetish to go along with all of my other fetishes. She took my hips with her hands and started to slam her dick in and out of my pussy as hard as she could. I was moaning so loud I thought I was going to raise the alarm and people were going to come rushing in.
"To shut me up she leaned forward and kissed me. It was a hard, passionate kiss and it was wonderful. She kept slamming away at my pussy and now it didn't hurt at all, it was just amazing. I wrapped my arms around her as well. I was completely wrapped around her now and she just kept fucking me.
"It was so wild and hard that she couldn't last very long. She hit me with three really hard, tough thrusts and I felt her cum filling me up. She sort of went limp on top of me but I wasn't going to give her a rest. I hadn't cum and goddamnit I wanted to.
"'Get on your hands and knees on the floor,' I said and she panted. I smacked her ass as hard as I could and then got her moving. She got down next to her desk on her hands and knees. I positioned myself behind her and put my cock against her asshole.
"'Oh please don't. I haven't done that in years,' she told me. I guess that let me know what her husband was into.
"'Shut up,' I said. My pussy was sore and I didn't want to give her the satisfaction of getting out of this without a little bit of humiliation. I started to work my cock into her ass and she was moaning like a banshee. I took a big clump of her hair into my hand and put my other hand over her mouth. I pulled her hair and told her to shut up.
"I started to dip my dick into her ass further. I didn't take a lot of time, not like with you Akhila. I just dunked it. In a couple seconds my balls were rubbing against her balls. That whore came again! Right then and there, she squirted cum all over her floor and she moaned. I pulled her back and made her lick it off of the floor while I kept fucking her ass. She seemed to enjoy it and it got me fucking her harder.
"It only took me a few minutes to cum. I felt the most amazing tingle and then I came in a big torrent that filled her asshole up. She moaned when I did it and she came again! I couldn't believe it, she was going off at the drop of the hat. I pulled my dick out of her and got down to suck the cum out of her asshole. As soon as I was done she turned back around and gave me a kiss and I spit the warm, salty liquid back into her mouth and she swallowed it down. We kissed for a long time and it was different now. Still passionate, but no longer hate.
"Our kiss broke and we both sat on her floor, naked. She was actually smiling now and she leaned over and gave me a hug. I couldn't believe the change that had come over her. Three orgasms must have changed her mood. I guess I am just that good.
"'I can get you that letter,' I told her.
"'Maybe you shouldn't. You may need to use it again. But know if you show my husband, we are over,' she told me and gave me a kiss on the cheek. Then she put on her clothes and left.
We were cheering at all the best parts and laughing when we were supposed to laugh. We were completely engrossed in her story and we knew she was telling the truth. Of course we wanted to know anything else but she was out of information. She promised to tell us if she slept with Mrs. Henderson again. Of course we were proud of Lucretia, but I must admit that it made me jealous. I wasn't anywhere close to getting a girl. I knew Quinn was even more jealous. She wouldn't take long to get even.
Chapter 7: Quinn's Story
The next week was absolute torture for Quinn. On three different nights Lucretia came in just before lights out and had new stories about her adventures with Mrs. Henderson. She was even calling the teacher 'Laura' now and she had officially bagged her dream girl first. Quinn was very upset that her reputation as the dorm room Lotharia was in danger.
Then one night Lucretia and I were watching television and both of us knew that Quinn had done something. We hadn't seen her since lunch and she hadn't dropped by to ask Lucretia if she had any new stories. We knew that this meant she had sealed the deal and soon I would be the only loser left in the group. However, we were both surprised that when we bedded down at night Quinn still wasn't there. I fell asleep and when I woke up, Quinn was still not in the room.
"Do you think something is wrong?" I asked Lucretia and she shrugged her shoulders but looked nervous. No one had received so much as a text from Quinn in 18 hours.
We had quirky schedules that wee and had an appointment to get lunch together and Lucretia and I agreed to go and if Quinn didn't show up we would finally go tell someone. We didn't want her to get in trouble but we definitely didn't want something to be wrong and there we were doing nothing about it.
I was worried about it all morning, but when I got to lunch I saw that both Lucretia and Quinn were already there and they were talking. Quinn didn't looked like she was upset and I could see by the way Lucretia was talking to her that she had completed her task. I went up to the line and bought my food and then came back and sat down with the girls.
"Okay, you're here. We are going to go to the quad and each our lunch out on the lawn," Quinn said quickly and before I had a second everyone was picking up their stuff. I followed them out to the quad. It was a little bit chilly (for the desert) and so no one else was out there. We sat down in the grass and spread our food around and Quinn could barely contain herself, "I did it!"
"Who was it?" I asked. Quinn could never play games with us, if she had something to say it was out of her mouth so fast your didn't have a chance to finish your question.
"It was Vanessa Goodrich," she said. Lucretia and I stared at her blankly and she rolled her eyes, "She is that hot, icy 11th grade chick!"
"I have no idea who it is hon," Lucretia said and Quinn sighed. I knew Vanessa, we had classes together. She was stunning. And kind of mean.
"She is like 5'4 and like 110lbs. She has long, auburn hair and freckles. She has like a soccer player's body with a little bit of muscle and a nice butt. She has these brown eyes that look through you like you aren't shit and she wouldn't even talk to me," Quinn explained.
"Sounds like a sports dyke to me, does she even have tits?" Lucretia asked.
"Yes. She has B cups, but that is beside the point. You guys suck," she said.
"Okay, okay. We're Sorry," I said and she smiled as if to say she hadn't been angry in the first place, "Just tell us what happened," I begged. This is, word for word, what Quinn told us:
"So last night it was getting down to time when my work study job at the library was supposed to let off, but I still had a ton of work to do so I asked Ms. Crabtree if I could stay late and finish it with a little bit of overtime. She likes me so she said that I could. Before she left she told me that there was an 11th grader who was preparing for some sort of debate competition in Santa Fe and that she had gotten special permission from the headmistress to stay late and do research. So I figured out that Ms. Crabtree was really excited that she didn't have to stay late and that I was in charge. So I walked her to the door and I was in charge.
"I went back to the intake desk and started filling out all the forms I needed to get the books checked back in. I swear to god I cannot figure out why this school does not switch its library over to a computer system. We are the only school on earth that still uses the obnoxious card system and it drives me absolutely nuts.
"Anyway I was just there fixing my forms for like an hour and I had gotten a pretty big dent in my work and I was thinking about heading back to my room when I realized there was an 11th grader in there somewhere and I was trapped here until she was finished. So I just dicked around with my iphone and read a little bit of my homework.
"Then there was a like 'ahem' at the desk and I hoped it was the 8th grader telling me she was ready to get the fuck out. But when I looked up, I was very glad to see that it was my dream girl. I was really hoping now that she didn't want to leave. I was lucky.
"'I am sorry to bother you,' she said it like she knew that I wasn't doing anything and she was just talking to be polite. You know how I love that icy attitude.
"'No I'm not doing anything important...'
"'Vanessa.' I knew her name, I mean come on! But I wanted to make her sweat if I could.
"'Right, well what can St. Agatha's library do for you?' I said in my ultra-professional voice.
"'I can't find a book I am looking for, I was hoping you could help me find it. It's called Redefining Female Religious Life by Booker,' she said and I went into the cards without further comment.
"I groaned a little when I found out where the book was located. It was all the way down in the lower stacks. I told her this and said that I was going to need her help to get the book. She sort of rolled her eyes and we set off.
"'So how are you enjoying school since you learned the secret?' I asked her when we went to the staircase.
"'Hasn't changed anything,' she said and kept walking stiffly behind me.
"'You're very pretty,' I said 'You could probably have a girlfriend if you wanted to.'
"'Well I don't,' she said, 'Can we just get my book?'
"'No problem,' I said. So we wound our way down the stairwell to the second floor, the first, the basement, the subbasement, and finally the little ladder that led to the stacks. Each floor lower we got hotter and hotter. It was a little bit cooler yesterday and the administration overreacted and turned the boiler on in the back of the stacks. So it was sweltering down there. By the time we got there I was like a sauna. It was a little bit sweaty. I decided to be bold.
"'Hey listen, It could take me fifteen minutes to find your book down here and it is hot. I don't care if you don't like it I am getting down to my underwear,' I said and she gave me this prissy look but I knew she was jealous. I mean it was disgustingly hot. So I unbuttoned my shirt and took off my skirt and set them on the stairs. I was wearing my black demi bra and black panties with white lace and she was looking at me but pretending she wasn't.
"She didn't take her clothes off; she was going to suffer to beat me. So we started walking around looking through the different stacks trying to find the right stop. Things just sort of get dumped down there because no one ever uses those fucking books. So here I was running around the place in my underwear for at least twenty minutes. I kept trying to talk to her but she wasn't biting. But I did notice her watching my ass while we walked and staring at my tits when I turned around. I had an erection and I think she noticed.
"Finally I just happened to spot the fucker up on top of one of the stacks. I walked down the little hallway and found a ladder and brought it back and set it down right in front of the bookcase. I waited for her to climb up.
"'Well?' she said in a real snotty voice.
"'I am barefoot, I am covered in sweat, and you have been rather rude. If you want that fucking book you can get it your fucking self,' I said. It is not usually my method to be mean to the girls, but she seemed to respect me for it. She started walking up the ladder.
"'It is too short, I can't reach the book,' she said.
"'It's the only ladder we've got. Reach for it,' I said. So she was standing there on the floor and she was struggling and grunting trying to figure the best way to grab the book and I got a naughty little idea. I slipped around underneath the ladder and tried to catch a glimpse under her skirt. She was wearing these cute little white panties and I could see the little bulge where her cock was and it made my mouth water.
"I started rubbing her leg softly with my hand. She paused for a second but didn't say anything and got back to work. I started stroking a little bit more forcefully but she acted like she didn't notice. My hand started rubbing closer and closer to her cock. She was completely frozen now. She wasn't even breathing. She wanted to see where I was going.
"I started rubbing her cock inside of her panties. It was a little bit hard and it felt hot on my hand. She was completely still and quiet while I was doing this. I slipped my finger inside of her panties and I felt her pussy. So she had a pussy. I also felt her balls. Finally, my finger caught on her shaft and I carefully eased it out so that it was hanging down, out of her panties.
"I cannot control myself sometimes and in a second her cock was in my mouth. She was still quiet while I was sucking it in and out of my mouth. It was still half soft and it felt so good to squeeze it in and out of my lips. Soon she was hard as stone and her four inch cock was all the way into my throat and I was running my tongue on the bottom of her balls. She was still not moving, not talking. I swallowed around her cock, letting my throat muscles slide over her. That was all she could take. She came hard in my mouth, filling my throat with cum. She tasted different, sweeter and saltier at the same time. She stayed rigid and didn't move through the whole thing.
"She then sort of grabbed her book and slid down the ladder. She looked at me with this angry look in her eyes, 'What do you think you're doing?'
"'I am already done,' I said and she got all red in the face. I knew her cock was still hanging out of her panties because she would be too embarrassed to fix it.
"'You had no right to do that,' she said. She started looking at her feet.
"'You could have said something if you didn't want me to,' I told her and she looked up at me and there were tears in her eyes. It was heartbreaking. Seriously. I didn't want to hurt her. (Cue rolling of eyes for Quinn and I).
"'I just don't want people the think I am a whore.'
"'Listen, no one ever has to know about this,' I said (you guys are sworn to secrecy by the way), 'Let's just have some fun tonight.' she paused for a few seconds. She gave me a little bit of a smile. I had cracked her code.
"'Okay,' she said. She was voracious man. It was like she had been wanting to sleep with someone and there just wasn't anyone out there who knew how to get at her. But she threw her arms around me and kissed me on the mouth. She had never even kissed anyone before and she was sort of sloppy and sexy at the same time, using her tongue a lot and licking my teeth. It was kind of hot.
She unhooked my bra quickly and before I knew it I was completely naked and she was sucking on my nipples. She didn't take any notice of my hard clit, she was focused on my nipples. I had known she was coveting them. So while she was doing that I pulled her skirt and panties down around her ankles.
"'Play with my clit baby,' I said when I couldn't take it anymore. She carefully moved her hand down my body from my tits down to my clit. She stopped above it and sort of tickled my skin. Then she started to rub it slowly. It was electric. She has a natural gift for it. While she worked I got her shirt off and then took her little bra out and her little nipples were hard as rocks and her breasts were so small. She was still sucking on my nipples and rubbing my clit.
"'This is amazing,' she said and it was so cute!
"'Do you want to fuck me sweetheart?' I asked her and she nodded her head. All her coolness had drained out of her and she was so young and excited. It was exactly why I go after these girls.
"So I turned around and put my hands on the bookcase. I bent over and pushed my ass and pussy towards her. She seemed a little tense and first by I was slow and told her to be careful and that she would be fine. She pushed her cock into my pussy and she was just as excited once she got in.
"She moved fast and hard and was absolutely rough and it felt really good. She was louder this time. She was moaning and pulling her hair and just going nuts. It was so sexy. She came inside of me and fell against me so I could hold her up.
"I put her down on her knees in front of me and she was just panting and tired and I popped my little clit into her mouth. She sucked on it hard and I had to explain to her to suck on it gently and play with it like a lollipop. I was so excited that it didn't take me very long to cum. I was so horny that my pussy ejaculated onto her. I dropped down onto my knees to lick it off of her face. It was so nasty! She was kissing me and holding me. We were just covered in sweat.
"So we sat there for a while and just talked a bit and we agreed to meet down there in the stacks every week. I don't really know what else to say. I am not as good a story teller at Lucretia I guess. But that is what happened."
"That was pretty good," Lucretia said, she was still proud that she had won the competition, "I guess that just leaves our little Akhila high and dry." I had erection from the story. What she lacked in Lucretia's ability to tell a story she made up for in the way she was so excited by everything she said. I could tell that she liked this girl more than most of her girls. There was a chance for it to be something.



"Yeah," Quinn said and licked her lips at me in a mocking sort of way, "and it looks like we have about three weeks before Christmas break." The pressure was on.
Chapter 8: My Story
I wanted to focus on finding a girl during the last few weeks but I couldn't. My classes were still very difficult and I was starting to really enjoy my job as a peer counselor. Further I was scared. I knew that my roommates found me sexy but I also thought that my penis was so large it couldn't possibly be feminine. I also thought that it would be difficult to find a girl who would accept my lactation. Instead I focused on my job and my school work.
I was actually starting to think that maybe I could have a career in the counseling field. I thought it might be exciting to help counsel girls who had self-esteem issues. It just seemed that no one really understood what young girls went through and most of the talk about them was condescending or misplaced. I felt like I could be good at it.
I started to like my job ever more the day after Quinn told me her story. That was the day that Rachael Leona entered my office and sat down in the desk across the seat from me. Like most of the girls who came into my office, Rachael was wearing her gym uniform because that was the only class girls were allowed to miss to come talk to me. She looked gorgeous in hers. I can't explain why, it was just a gray t-shirt and blue shorts but she looked amazing. Rachael was 5'0 and about 100lbs. It was so cute that she was even shorter than me! She had long blonde hair in pigtails and blue eyes. She was in my class, so she was 18 too. She looked like a little pixie with her hair and her little ears and her upturned nose. She had just perfect teeth and thick pink lips. Her body was compact, with tiny breasts and smooth skin. Her legs were slim and sexy. She just looked like a fairy and I wanted to scoop her up. But she was a troubled girl.
"Hey," she said when she came in and sat down at my desk.
"What's up?" I asked. I didn't like to push too hard.
"Another girl told me you were easy to talk to," she said and it made me feel good inside. I knew there was a lot of buzz around the school that if you wanted a good counseling session you were better off with me than with anyone else.
"I try," I said. I didn't want to come out and ask her to tell me her problem, I needed her to come to me and ask for help so that she would be in charge. She needed to take possession of her desire to get better.
"Can we talk about...anything?" she asked.
"Whatever you want to talk to. I am bound by my oath as a peer counselor not to tell anyone. I don't consult with the administration and I don't talk to anyone else about what we say," I said to her. It was all the truth and when I said it she started to talk.
For two weeks we met almost daily and she poured her heart out to me. It was so sad because she was such a pretty, funny, and sweet girl. I hated that she cried in my office and that she felt so alone. I knew how she felt but I couldn't tell her what I knew. That it would get better. She had to figure it out on her own.
She that she was a relatively popular girl in our class but that she told me that she had never been able to find a steady girlfriend. There were some strange rumors running around the school about her. Weird rumors about her sexuality. What was terrible was that the rumors were true. She had had a whole series of girlfriends and while they liked her personality they were put off by some of her more bizarre sexual behavior. I remember it was in our third week when she finally felt comfortable enough to tell me about her supposed sexual problems. It was a mere three days before Christmas break and my roommates were on me constantly.
"Okay Akhila," she said looking seriously at me across the table as she sat down in her gym clothes, "I think I can tell you about my problem today."
"I would like to hear it," I said. I have to admit I found it sexy to talk about anything relating to relationships. I wanted to hear her details. I was sort of ashamed but I couldn't help it.
"Well the first thing I guess is that I am impotent," she said and she looked very ashamed. I honestly didn't even know what she meant and gave her a quizzical look. She understood, "I have a big dig you know, it's like 7 inches long but it can't get hard. Some girls don't want to go out with a chick who can't... you know." Her face was red.
"I see," I said. I thought it was sort of cute. It fit her pixie nature.
"Also I don't have a pussy. Most of the girls who are willing to date a girl who can't get it up want to date a chick they can...well you know," she said. I also sort of liked this. It made her more like me.
"What about..." I started and she finished my thought.
"I'll have anal sex. I just haven't found anyone who wants to do it with me," she explained.
"What about my roommate Quinn," I asked. It was sneaky. I was just trying to find out if this girl had had sex with my roommate but it a legitimate question.
"Oh I know that SHE wouldn't have a problem with me. But I don't want to be with her. I mean she is pretty and everything, but I want a girlfriend. Not someone to sleep with for the night," she explained to me. It sort of made me happy. I was sort of looking for the same thing. I knew that the way I was thinking was wrong, but over the weeks I had been developing a rather large crush on Rachael. I thought about her all the time. I thought about solving all of her problems.About holding her in my arms.About kissing her.About going out with her.
"Well even if not her. I am sure that those are minor problems," I offered.
"That isn't all," she said and then stared at some of the items on my desk quietly for a while. I waited patiently for her to decide that it was a good idea.
"It's okay," I said when she looked up at me with a pleading look in her eyes.
"Sometimes when, when like...when I am really horny or like fooling around. Sometimes I can't control myself and I urinate. I just sort of pee all over the place. It is so gross and it grosses everyone out and they think that I do it on purpose," she said and there were tears in her eyes now.
"Well..." I started.
"And when I am really, really excited I don't even know what I am thinking but I want to drink it," she was crying now, her tears pouring down her cheeks. I came around the desk and put my arm around her. She leaned her head on my shoulder, "I do it sometimes. I drink it and I like it but I know it is wrong and evil." With that she couldn't talk anymore she was sobbing and holding onto me and I did the best I could to hold her. It took her nearly twenty minutes to get herself under control. I felt terrible.
"Are you okay now," I asked and smiled weakly at her.
"No," she said, "My damn roommate set me up on a date tonight and I know it is going to go terribly." I felt my heart sink into my shoes. I wanted the best for her, but I was hoping that I was best for her. I knew that I wasn't allowed to be with any of my patients. But I learned a thing or two about taboos from Lucretia. Now this had been taken away from me. Nothing she said changed the way I felt about her at all. I had come a long way in accepting myself during the year and I was far worse that she was. She was perfect. I liked everything about her. The things that she disliked about herself made me like her more. She just had to learn that she was good the way she was. But now, she was going on a date. I had to try to help her date. Even if it hurt me.
"I am sure it will be fine. Just be confident," I said and the bell rang. I wanted to give her more advice. I wanted her to be happy. But the time was up.
The rest of my evening was horrible. I walked around campus in a sulky sort of mood. All I could think about was Rachael talking to another girl. Rachael kissing another girl.Rachael forgetting about me. I knew that she didn't think about me in the same way I thought about her. She probably didn't think of me once she left my office, but I couldn't help it.
I didn't go to my room that day. I got lunch with my friends and then went to my classes. When they were done I went to the library to do work. I just tried to get my mind off of everything except for my school work and I was relatively successful. My work meant that during most of my free time I couldn't do my homework and during that evening I managed to get a lot of work done so that I didn't have to think about Rachael. However, in odd moments I would think about her and my heart would hurt.
Finally around an hour before lights out I collected my books and headed out into the night. It was warmer than it had been in a few days and I walked slow and looked at the sky. I began to wonder if I would ever get to have a girlfriend. Here I was at St. Agatha's. If I couldn't find someone here I would never find anyone.
I was almost back to the dorm when I heard it. It was a quiet noise the contours of which I could really understand. I just knew that it wasn't normal and that it was coming from the behind the dormitory where the dumpsters were located. I decided to check it out. I walked down the stairs and went around behind the dorm. It was sobbing. I could tell now.
I came around the corner and stood next to the dumpster. That's when I saw her. It was Rachael. She was sitting on the concrete between the dumpsters. She was sobbing with her head down and she was completely naked. Her school uniform was scattered all over the place. She was rocking back and forth and holding her knees. I ran over to her.
"Oh my God Rachael what's wrong?" I asked as I sat down beside her and put my arms around her.
"My date..." she said.
"Did she do something to you?" I asked, suddenly the horrible thought jumped into my mind. What had the girl done to my Rachael?
"No. She just didn't want me. No one could want me. She said she heard that I didn't have a pussy. She said she hoped there were no hard feelings. I think she already had another date. She just said she'd go out with me to please my roommate."
"You are so beautiful," I said, pushing the hair out of her eyes and looking at her face.
"Well that isn't enough. I have a disgusting sexuality. No matter if you think I have a pretty face. I took off my clothes so everyone could see how disgusting I am, no one has to pretend otherwise" she said. She started to cry even harder and my instinct was to get her inside somehow. Somewhere that she wouldn't get in trouble. I helped her to her feet and quickly grabbed her clothes.
I couldn't take her to the dormitory because it was before lights out and everyone would be milling around in the hallway. But the backdoor of the gym was opened. It was about twenty yards away and we ran together so no one would see us.
It was cold and dark inside of the gymnasium and I walked Rachael back away from the door towards the locker-room. I was a bit more relaxed now and realized that I probably just should have put her clothes back on but I think my mind was working on a level I didn't understand. Soon I had her in the locker-room sitting on a bench in the shower. She was sobbing again but at least we weren't out in the middle of the air.
I couldn't help but inspect her body. She was so beautiful. Her face was red and puffy but somehow it made her look endearing. Her breasts were small, but perfectly shaped and her nipples were cute and pink like little candies. Her stomach was smooth and she looked like an athlete. Her dick was large and, like she said, it was limp. I, on the other hand, was fully erect. But I had to control myself. Didn't I?
"I am sorry you had a bad night," I told her and she laughed a little.
"Not your fault," she said. She was slowly ending her crying fit and in a few minutes we were both sitting on the bench. Talking. She was talking about her feeling of isolation and her lack of inclusion. At first I tried to keep my professional distance but then I decided that I wasn't on the clock. I poured my heart back into her. I told her about my father, about my own isolation, about my own inability to find a girlfriend. She seemed amazed.
"But you are so perfect!" she said and I was taken aback.
"Hardly," I said.
"I mean I have had a little bit of a crush on you since you became my counselor but I thought that you were dating Lucretia or something. I didn't think there was a chance that you were single," she said. I felt a chill run down my spine. Something was about to happen here.
"I have had a crush on you too," I said, "Everything you tell me makes me like you more. You are just so exciting and different and sexy."
"What about my...problems?" she asked.
"I love them. I think they are sexy," I explained. She didn't even blink. She leaned into me and gave me deep and loving kiss. I closed my eyes and leaned into her as well. Her lips were so soft and warm it felt like she was completely wrapped around me.
"I love you," she said and it shocked me, "I know that sounds crazy. But I do."
"I love you too," I said and kissed her again. I put my arms around her and held her. It was like every dream I had had since I met her. It was perfect.
"I want to see you naked too," she said, standing up next to the bench. Her dick swung between her legs when she walked and it was so sexy I wanted to have it into my mouth. But instead I stood up straight in front of her and frantically removed all of my clothes. I was embarrassed by my dick. It was hard and looked massive and I knew she thought it wasn't ladylike.
"You are so hot," she said, staring at my dick. Maybe Quinn was right, "I have never seen one that big!" I took that as a compliment for the first time. She reached forward and gently rubbed my breast, feeling my skin. I took a step back, "What's wrong?"
"Oh," I said, nervous, "I...I lactate sometimes when I am aroused," I explained.
"Oh wow I thought that was a rumor!" she said excitedly. I was going to have to kill either Lucretia or Quinn. I felt my cheeks getting hot.
"I don't know. I can't control it," I tried to explained, but she took my nipple in her hand and shook her head. She squeezed the nipple slightly and a jet of warm milk shot out of me and hit her in the chest, she giggled and smiled at me.
"That is awesome," she said, "Can I taste it?"
"Of course," I said. It was like we were made for one another. I sat down on the bench and she leaned down and took my nipple in her mouth. She started to pull the milk out of my body and it felt so delectable. She was making little noises and I knew she liked it. She sat down on the bench next to me so she could more easily drink.
"That is so good, try!" she said, then she took another big drink out of my nipple and brought it to my mouth. She kissed me again and my hot milk poured into my mouth. It was awesome. Better than anything I had ever felt before. She was giggling and the milk dripped onto our bodies. Suddenly she stood up.
"Oh my God!" she said, her face flushing, "I'm going to piss!" She looked terrified. I didn't miss a beat. I got on my knees in front of her and took her soft dick in my hands. It felt spongy in my hand and I really liked it. I opened my mouth but she started pissing before I had a chance. She pissed on my face and in my hair. But I quickly got her soft dick into my mouth and soon it was filling with hot, salty liquid. I was surprised to find that I not only tolerated the taste but actually liked it. I swallowed some down, but more poured out onto my chest. She filled my mouth again and then, finally her stream seemed to die down. I got up quickly and looked into her eyes. She was crying, but it looked like she was happy.
We kissed deeply. She had kept some of my milk in her mouth and I had kept some of her piss and as our tongues met together, we mixed our juices together and swallowed them down. It was an amazing feeling. Like we had suddenly created a bond together than no one would ever be able to break.
"Fuck me," she whispered in my ear and I didn't need another invitation. I sat down on the floor with my back against the wall. My dick was incredibly hard. Rachael straddled my body. Standing over top of me with her dick swinging in my face. I gave it a little kiss and then she started to crouch down onto me.
I took my dick in my hand and slowly guided it toward the spot where her asshole was dropping. She gave a surprised yelp when the hard, fleshy top of my dick touched her little bud for the first time. She looked into my eyes and I could see the desire for me in her. It was the most powerful emotional feeling I had ever experienced. It was good to be desired.
She carefully eased my dick into her asshole. I was amazed at her skill. She moaned a little, but generally, she carefully managed to allow me into her body. It was hot and wet and tight inside of her and my penis felt like it was in heaven. I can't even describe the feeling. Soon she was bopping up and down on my dick, driving me in and out of her body. While she did, her dick flopped around and dropped on my stomach and then flew up and hit her in the stomach. It was so sexy!
She stopped bouncing for a while and just grinded into me. She shoved my dick deeper and deeper into her asshole. While she did she leaned forward and kissed me. She moaned into my mouth and held my arms tightly with her hands. I put my own hands on her waist to help her to continue to shove her hips down into me.
She started pissing again, but this time she wasn't self-conscious about it. Her dick kept swinging and the piss shot around the room, soaking me from my stomach to my face and covering her in piss as well. Suddenly I started to cum. I felt it come from the very beginning and it felt like time slowed down. My dick felt hot and it felt like waves emanated from me as my thick cum shot into my girlfriends' bowels. She could feel it too and suddenly she was cumming. It was not just a little bit of cum, but it came out of her at just the right time and hit me on the lip. I licked it up and I was in love forever.
I came so hard in her ass that it was dripping out of her now, out of her ass and onto my legs. Slowly she got up, letting my dick slip out of her. She turned around and faced away from me. I was sort of slumped against the wall now.She bent down so that her ass was in my face. She put her hands on either side of my body and I could feel her licking my dick. Getting the cum and her ass off of it. I looked at her little pink asshole, covered in cum and took her ass cheeks in my hands. I pulled them apart and stuck my face in. I started to lick up my cum, then when that was all clean I started sucking it out of her ass. She started pissing again and it washed all over my body. She started to lick that up as well.
Soon I had cleaned her asshole completely of my cum and swallowed it down. I came again, filling my girlfriend's mouth with more sperm. She swallowed it down. It was just a never ending flurry of activity and by the time she swallowed down the last bit of cum we were exhausted. She fell down and sat next to me with her back against the shower wall. We turned and looked at each other and giggled. I put my hand on her cheek and pulled her in for a kiss. It was warm and loving and familiar. It was everything we were looking for.
We sat around for a while, talking and lazing, but soon we realized that it was well past lights out and that we needed to get back to our dorms. We took a quick shower and got dressed and quickly walked back to the dorm. We stopped at the door and I gave her a quick kiss.
"I love," I said.
"I love you too," she said and started to walk in, then she turned back to me, "Give me a call tomorrow, let's set up a date." I was in heaven. Rachael walked into the dorm and turn towards her room. I went in and headed towards my own, my life seemingly complete for the first time. I couldn't wait to tell Quinn and Lucretia all about my new girlfriend. My father had sent me to St. Agatha's School for Girls to lose me, and it turns out that I found myself.



The End
Hey everyone, thank you so much for reading my stories. It is really great for me that you read this and enjoy it. I am really honored to have you as fans. I really do listen to you and try to take your advice (I am working on my spell-checking, so I get that. Please try to be understanding). So please leave a comment. And if you liked this, check out my other stories. I have tons of tranny stories, lesbian stories, and incest stories. And I like to mix genres (as you can tell a little from this story). I will have a new story out soon, so keep an eye open!
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Chapter 1: Cumming to the Convention
"Mina Hayes," I said as I set my bag down on the counter. I was still like totally sore and exhausted from the plane ride to Philadelphia. It was only noon, but it felt much later. I smelled like the taxi that had gotten me from the airport. The man behind the counter typed something into his computer. I looked around the hotel lobby, it seemed pretty nice.
"I am not seeing a Mina Hayes with a reservation," the man said in a very snooty voice. I looked up at saw a sign on the counter.
"There," I said, tapping the sign, "I have one of the block of suites that ConPharmaMax reserved for the convention." I explained. He looked down at the sign. It said, "ConPharmaMax National Convention for Phaliphax PHP Cancer Treatment Patients: A Conversation on Survival and Side-Effects." He looked at the sign and shrugged. It was good, six weeks out and still no one had heard of the "side effects." Not even the guy who worked at the hotel where we were having a convention. I appreciated the fact that it didn't say something like, "Convention for Chicks with Cocks." I mean the guy read the totally boring sounding convention title and had no idea.
"I take it you are a patient," he said typing into the computer.
"Why, don't I look like a doctor?" I said, smiling. Just trying to be in a better mood and all. He didn't smile back. I rolled my eyes when I typed.
"Much too young," he said.
"Maybe I am well endowed...with an excellent mind," I said. I heard someone giggle behind me, I turned and looked and saw a girl about my age. I knew instantly that she was a patient too and she knew what I was saying. I smiled a little, she was cute. And it was a little bit comforting to know that there were a bunch of girl's going through the same thing I was going through.
And my God was I going through a lot. It was six weeks since that morning I'd woken up with my little surprise between my legs. That first day had undeniably been the toughest. I guess I already told that story, at least up until the time that I...had sex with Dr. Marta. After that I'd left Dr. Marta's office and went home. I'd told my mom about the...side effect. She had been pretty upset and had talked a lot about suing the pharmaceutical company that had made the medicine. That was, until I reminded her that I'd be dead without them. She was still pretty upset though. I didn't tell her about the feelings that the medicine was giving me, I didn't tell her that it made me want to have sex with women or that my...sperm apparently had some sort of addictive quality that Dr. Marta didn't understand, and definitely didn't tell her I'd had various kinds of sex with my friend, the Otis twins, and my doctor. After a couple of days, I convinced her to just sit tight and wait for Dr. Marta to figure something out. After that, she sort of just pretended like everything was normal.
I, on the other hand, couldn't pretend that everything was normal. At school, I no longer found myself attracted to my boyfriend. I mean, he was a nice guy and everything but I just didn't feel anything anymore. So we broke up. Instead, I just found that more and more I was looking at the girls. I liked the way that their breasts moved when they walked, the way their laughs sounded, the way their butts looked squeezed into a pair of jeans. And it wasn't like these were just conscious thoughts. I'd stare at girls when they walked and dream about them. And I wanted badly to be with them. I mean, the girls on my cheerleading squad were just too irresistible.
The temptation was insane. I mean, that first day I had just allowed myself to indulge in it, because it was all so strange and new and uncontrollable. But when I got home that night, I realized that I had to keep control of myself. First of all, I didn't even understand these feelings I was having. What if I hurt someone or did something that I couldn't take back? What if the side effect went away and I felt ashamed about what I'd done? What if I couldn't live with it? Plus, I knew I could trust Dr. Marta, the twins, and Lucy, but if I did anything more, I knew that everyone would find out about me. And while I'd... yes I admit it, had fun with my cock that first day, I still didn't want anyone to know that I had it. So I'd decided to control myself until I found out what was going on.
But that is like, way easier said than done. After that day, I could tell by the way she looked at me that whatever affect my cum had had on Dr. Marta was still in effect. But she tried to be professional. I mean I could see her stare at my body, I knew that she was smelling my perfume when we were close, but she never acted on it. Lucy was a different story. Whenever she saw me alone, she would try to kiss me and reach between my legs. She would tell me that she loved me and ask me to stay over at her house at night. I was a flyer on the cheerleading squad, and anytime I was in the air, I could feel her eyes going up my skirt, trying to see my bulge (even though she knew that I taped my cock down, very hard, so that no one would ever notice). I always tried to be gentle; I didn't want to hurt her feelings. But I was always clear. Of course, I could never say it to Lucy, but it was the hardest thing I ever did, to push her away. Her body was so lovely, her smile was so dazzling, and her personality was so fun and bubbly. I wanted more than anything to be with her. I wanted her to hold me in her arms, I wanted her to kiss my breasts, and I wanted her to suck my dick. And that was how I knew that I had to resist, even though it took every ounce of self-control I had. How could I want someone to suck my dick? I didn't even really want that dick. Did I?
Speaking of my dick, it seemed that now at six weeks out, it had finally stopped growing. I hadn't noticed it at first, because it didn't change very much from day to day. But after the first week, I was peeing in the morning (I peed standing up because, I mean if you have the opportunity you might as well take it right?), and I noticed that it poked out of my hand a little bit more. And each week for the next few weeks it was just a little bit longer. But finally, just the week before I took this trip to Philadelphia, It seemed to have stopped. It was never going to be a big cock I guess, it was only about 4.25 inches now, and it was still relatively thin. I was just happy that it was done. My balls hadn't gotten any bigger, which was good, because they were already really tough to tape down.
Around the same time that my cock had stopped growing, I got a phone call from Dr. Marta. She told me that the high number of women who experienced the same side-effect as I had, convinced the pharmaceutical company that had made the treatment, ConPharmaMax, to organize a convention. It would bring together patients, pharmacists, doctors, and other interested parties together to talk about the condition in a confidential situation. It seemed that it was in everyone's best interest to keep this situation under wraps. And it was an opportunity to discuss the situation with other people who had the same experience.
I had wanted to go immediately. My mom originally wanted to go with me, and that I was like really sweet and everything, but I didn't want her to go. I mean, this was my problem and I was a woman now, 18 years-old. I wanted to handle this myself. I had fought a little with her about it, but in the end she couldn't get the time off of work anyway. So ConPharmaMax had bought me a ticket, reserved me a suite in the same hotel that the convention would be held, and even sent me some introductory information. And I guess that gets me to where I started, at the desk at the hotel.
"Alright Ms. Hayes, here are your keys," the clerk said and handed me two little credit card things. It was my first time in a hotel by myself and it felt very grown-up and everything to be given the keys and told I could go to my room. I walked over to the elevator and pushed the button. Then I looked around the lobby one last time. I saw young women my age texting on their phones, I saw young professional women typing on tablets, and I saw mother rummaging through their purses. I stepped into the elevator and wondered which of them was like me and what they were feeling.
My room was on the 12th floor, and I rode the elevator by myself. I got out on my floor and made my way to my room. I was in room 1213 and as I approached it I saw a women in early forties standing at the door next to mine. A younger woman, right about my age, was sitting on the floor next to her. The older woman kept putting her key into the door. I heard a little beeping sound and the older woman stamped her foot.
"God damn it!" she yelled.
"Jeez mom, relax," the younger woman said, standing. She then took the card, pushed into the slot, and then sighed when the little beeping sound occurred again. Finally, I was standing right next to them. I took out one of my keys and slid it into the door. It flashed green and then opened. I glanced over and saw the two women stare at me like I was a genie or something. I dropped my bags on the floor in my doorway and as the door swung shut, it propped it open. I looked over at the helpless mother-daughter pair and smiled.
"You need to push in quick, but pull out slow," I said, "I had a summer job at a hotel last year, I know how it goes." I took the key from the girl my age and effortlessly opened the door. They sort of laughed sheepishly the way people do when technology outsmarts them.
"Thank you so much," the mother said, throwing her bags into the room. She extended her hand and I shook it, "My name is Cassie and this is my daughter, Brittany." I reached over and shook Brittany's hand as well. Cassie was around 5'6 and around 120lbs, very slim for an older woman. Her hair was short and sort of chestnut colored and she had pretty brown eyes behind thick glasses. Her face was warm, her smile bright, and her skin relatively smooth and clear. Her body was very thin, with small, but perky breasts, and somewhat pointy joints. But she still had a feminine flair to her hips and a surprisingly big (but toned) bottom for a woman so thin.
"Nice to meet you," I said. I could tell just by looking that Brittany was Cassie's daughter. She was short, around 5'4 and had chestnut brown hair and brown eyes. She was also wearing glasses, but her hair was much longer than her mothers, I mean down to her ass. It was really beautiful, very thick and healthy. Like her mother she had small breasts, slim legs, and an oddly big (but again, toned) ass. Her skin was as clear as her mother's, but more pale, and she looked more reticent, less likely to smile than her mother. But like her mother, I found her sexy. I didn't want to think that, but I couldn't help it. My eyes wondered over their bodies, especially those big asses. I pictured my hands on their hips, my hard cock pushing into those soft asses... And then I had to consciously decide not to think those thoughts. God, this was so hard!
"Are you here for..." Cassie began and then suddenly she stopped. I realized what she was asking and she did not want to get asked any follow-up questions if I was not.
"The ConPharmaMax convention?" I finished for her and she nodded slowly, "I am." I replied. And she brightened a bit.
"A patient?" Brittany asked, her voice small and shy.
"Yes," I said and I knew I was blushing.
"Us too," Cassie said. And I was a bit surprised. I knew that the cancer that the drug in question combated had a genetic component (I mean the Otis twins both had it), but for some reason I had seen Cassie and Brittany and instantly assumed I was looking at a situation like I'd just managed to avoid: Mom taking care of daughter with medical condition. It was odd that both of them were here for the same reason.
"Well, hopefully we will get some answers," I said awkwardly. It was strange to know that we were three women standing in a hotel hallway, with dicks between our legs. They seemed to sense this too.
"Well," Cassie said, starting to inch into her room, "The first seminar is at 3:15, so we better get settled," she said. Brittany sort of gave me one last look and then slipped into the room after her mother. I let out a sigh, it was going to be an awkward three days, and then I walked into my room.
I was a little disappointed, to be honest with the room. The pharmaceutical company told me that I'd have a suite. I'd assumed that meant, you know, like a hotel suite. But it was just a normal room. A bathroom immediately on walking in to the left, a queen sized bed, a desk, a chair, and a flat screen television on the wall. It was nice, but nothing special. I noticed that on the wall that separated my room from Cassie and Brittany that there were two doors. I opened one and found a tiny closet with a safe inside of it. I opened the other door and found another door. Apparently, I had a room that adjoined Cassie and Brittany's roof. Hardly a suite. But I got over it. Because it was kind of like really nice college dorm room and I had a chance to think about what college would be like the next year. Assuming everything got fixed.
Finally, I threw my bag onto the desk and flopped down onto the bed. I thought back to my ride on the plane. I thought about the flight attendant who'd helped me put my bag in the overhead compartment. The way her perfume smelled when she leaned over to help, the way her calves looked poking out of her long skirt, and the way she'd smiled at me and tossed her hair. I thought about the girl I'd seen in line down at the register, I thought about Cassie and her daughter. My nipples were getting hard, pressing against my t-shirt. I could feel my cheeks getting warm. I was so horny.
I'd learned something in my six weeks with a cock. The only way, the absolute only way, that I could stand to be out in public with this unbelievable urges, was if I took a couple of times a day to... take care of myself. I was embarrassed about it at first, I didn't like that I did it. But it was either that or be completely unable to control myself around pretty girls. That's what had happened with the twins and me. It's what happened with Dr. Marta. So I did what I had to do. And if it felt good, what was the harm?
That day, I'd been up since 4 a.m. had I hadn't had a chance to ensure that I'd be alright to be around others. And now, in the privacy of my hotel room, I needed it. Bad. I could feel my little cock straining against the tape. I quickly unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans, throwing them onto the floor. I lifted my t-shirt up over my head and unhooked my bra. In a moment, I was only wearing my panties. I slipped those down as well. I looked down at my crotch. When taped, I almost looked normal (except for the thick red stripe of tape that is). Smooth and perfect like I'd been before. But I grabbed onto the tape and I knew from experience that it was best to go quick. I tore the tape like a band and yelped a bit. Well, at least it was keeping me nice and hairless.
I looked down and watched as blood rapidly flowed into my little white cock. I had to admit, I was so horny now that I was happy to see my penis. It meant that I was going to get relief soon. And with the sexy thoughts that were running through my mind, in a matter of seconds, I was hard. I lay down flat on my hotel room bed and let the cool covers kiss my skin. I reached my hands up to my breasts, squeezing them lightly, pinching my own nipples. They became harder and more sensitive. And my cock ached a bit, I liked to tease it a bit, it made cumming so much better.
Next I craned my neck and grabbed one of my breasts with both hands. I don't have really big breasts, but they are big enough. I bent forward and stuck out my tongue. I felt the hot warmth of my tongue against my nipple, and then swirled my tongue around, lavishing more sensation onto it. I was whimpering now, and my hips couldn't keep still. My legs felt weak, like every ounce of energy was tied up in my cock, trying desperately to get a release.
I couldn't keep my cock waiting any longer. I kept one hand on my breast, keeping my nipple pressed as close to my lips as it would allow. My other hands slinked down my body. It was warm and I liked the way it felt when it rolled over my breast, down my ribs, over my belly, and against my cock. My whole body felt electric when my hand touched my dick. It sort of shook a little, like it would explode. But I kept my hand moving. In a moment, my fingers were grasping my balls. They felt hot, full, and soft. I played with them, gently rubbing my hands over them and enjoying the way it somehow made my nipples feel.
But my cock was so...insistent. It needed me. My fingers slid up over my scrotum and I felt my long fingernails play against my shaft. I moaned loudly, squeezing my breast as I did so. I admit it, I loved the way my cock felt in my hand. The skin was so smooth and soft, but it was so hard inside. Like a hot piece of metal wrapped in silk. I gently moved my fingers over my cock, swirling my palm around on the tip. I was breathing heavy now. I stopped licking my nipple and just sort of drooled on it.
I wrapped my hand around my cock now, and it felt alive in my hand. Only a little bit of my cock poked out of my palm and it looked sort of cute and girly in my hand. I started to stroke it, slowly at first. I just enjoyed the way it felt to have all of the gentle ridges and valleys in between my fingers slide up and down on my cock. I started to move my hand faster. I was moaning constantly now, and writhing around on the bed. My hand pumped up and down, slipping over the tip of my cock and pounding down hard into my scrotum.
It didn't take very long. I needed it so badly. I could feel it starting to build, peel the pressure in my testicles. I didn't even have the ability to think anymore, I was just acting. I dropped my breast and then rolled backwards on the bed. I flipped back so that my head was against the bed, my feet were past my head on the bed, my ass was straight up in the air, and my cock was looking at me right in the face. And I kept stroking my cock the whole time.
I rolled just in the nick of time. I heard myself moan loudly. And then my entire body felt like it was made of Jell-o, just weak and wiggly. And the most intense pleasure emanated out form my balls and then spread out, all over my body. It seemed to move in a giant wave, crashed up my stomach and down my legs, threw my breasts, and into my brain. It was indescribable. My entire body finally tensed, and then released.
And when it released, something else did as well. My eyes were open and I watched as thick, pearly white spurts of cum poured out of my little cock. It came out a couple of big globs at a time. When it came out, I could feel my balls seize and my anus tingled. It was so intense, that it hurt a little. Cum splashed against my face, hot and wet. I felt against my neck and on my breasts as well, and it seeped into my hair. I opened my mouth, catching a big drip of sperm. It splashed across my teeth and hit my tongue. It was warm, and salty, and kind of like a thin jelly in texture. The sensation was wonderful. I savored it before swallowing. It a moment, my cock stopped shooting cum, and I let my body flop back down on the bed. I scooped up cum with my fingers, let it drip all over my hands, and then licked it off. I ran my hair through my mother, sucking down stray drips of sperm. It tasted so good, and there was so much! I swished the cum around in my mouth, feeling it get thick and frothy, and then I swallowed it down. The taste was still heavy in my mouth when I finally stopped, panting on the bed.



It was like this every time. I would get so incredibly horny that I had to masturbate. And I would do it and it was be crazy. I'd do things I'd never consider when I didn't have an erection. And then I'd cum and after I ate up my cum, I'd feel awkward and confused by what I'd done. I'd feel a little ashamed. But it would all happen again. But I didn't have time to worry now, in fact, I was at a place where maybe I would be able to find a cure for this problem. So I got up and ran to the bathroom and cleaned myself off so that I could go to the convention.
Chapter 2: Meeting a Curious Pharmaceutical Rep
I decided that, since I was going to a convention with other women in my condition, I'd dress more comfortably than usual. Instead of a pair of pants and tape, I threw on a comfortable, black pencil skirt. I put on a conservative red button-up blouse and left a little cleavage showing. I looked at myself in the mirror, and I looked older, and sophisticated. The look I was going for. I stepped out of my hotel room and headed for the elevator.
In a few moments I was standing in the hotel lobby, looking around and wondering where I was supposed to go. There was a little restaurant to the left of the elevators and then a long hallway that ran past the front desk. I saw several women walking down that hallway and decided to follow. I noticed signs soon enough, saying that I was headed towards the convention.
Finally, I made it into a large auditorium and grabbed a name tag. There were about two hundred women (about 300 were supposed to be coming) milling around waiting for things to get started. Most of the women were between the ages of 18 and 40, which made sense. They would be the ones most likely to get experimental treatment. Many of the women were incredibly pretty, and I couldn't imagine any of them with dicks. We were all having the same awkward thoughts, so we just made silly chit-chat about the weather and everything else. Finally, I noticed an older man walk up to the podium up on the platform in the front of the room. He cleared his throat into a microphone. The other women in the room looked up and then we all found our ways to our seats.
"Good afternoon, my name is Arthur Coates and I am President and CEO of ConPharmaMax," the old man said. He paused, I guess he was used to talking to adoring stockholders and wanted some applause or something, but we weren't there because we were impressed with his work, "I want to thank you all for being here. I assure you that we are doing everything in our power to create a speedy resolution to this problem. We are all in this together, and I think that together, we will be better than ever. I'd like to turn this over to Monica Slater now..." The man said. A handsome older woman stepped onto the platform and shook hands with Artie before he stepped down.
"As Mr. Coates explained, I am Monica Slater and I am general counsel for ConPharmaMax..."she started. So she was their lawyer I guess. She talked for like twenty minutes about liability and other stuff. It all boiled down to "please don't sue us, be grateful we saved your lives, and if you play ball we might be able to get you some money or something while we find a good way to cut off your dicks." All in all, it wasn't too enlightening. They seemed more concerned about covering their asses than fixing our problem.
Then the lawyers were done and the doctors had their turn. It was disappointing but not surprising that they really didn't have anything new to tell us. They told me all of the same sort of stuff that Dr. Marta had been telling me for weeks. And they kept stressing patience. They kept stressing that science can be a slow process and that they didn't want to do anything that would have unintended consequences. Considering there was an unintended consequence was sitting between my legs, their caution seemed a little late. But they were also right, I'd be dead without my dick, the medicine saved my life.
Each presentation was longer and more boring than the last. I didn't understand a lot of the medical jargon and the doctor's didn't seem to understand that power-point presentation is sheer torture to an audience. I tried to keep focus, but often my mind wondered. And so did my eyes. I looked at the women sitting around me. I thought back to that first day, when I'd seen the twins. I wondered what some of these women would look like naked, touching one another. Oh god, the soothing effects of my masturbation were slowly wearing off, I was getting horny again. I just did what I always do, I suppressed those thoughts, tried to think of something else. And I listened to more insanely boring droning.
Finally, it was around 7:00 p.m. and the CEO came back out and told us that the opening seminar was over and that we would be starting again at 9:30 a.m., the next morning. Everyone clapped, for some reason, and then we got up from our chairs and started to walk out. Some people stopped and talked. But I didn't feel like doing that today. I was too drained. I tried to rush out, I couldn't stand to be in the room any longer. Too much boredom for one day.
I was also incredibly hungry and I wanted to go get something to eat. I didn't know my way around the area, so I went to the front desk to ask. I rushed fast enough that I was the first person to get there. The same dude was behind the counter as before.
"How may I help you ma'am?" he asked.
"I was just wondering what restaurants were in the area," I said. He pointed over to another desk.
"Ask the concierge, I don't know," he said.
"But..." I started. His phone rang and he put a finger up, as though telling me to wait. I looked at the concierge desk and there was already a long line forming. I sighed and started to walk over in that direction.
"Excuse me... miss?" soft voice said to my left. I heard it but I didn't think she was talking to me, "Excuse me, I am sorry," she said and now she put her hand on my shoulder gently. I turned and looked at her. She was young, but older than me, probably in her early to mid-twenties. And she was absolutely gorgeous. She had very long, dark red hair and big blue eyes. Her skin was clear and fair with perfectly proportional features and very white teeth. She had an incredible body. Her breast were medium sized, but very pert. Her stomach was flat and her hips were delightful. She was wearing a tight skirt and her butt looked amazing. Her legs were long and thin. She looked like she worked out two hours a day. She was taller than me and had an air of gentle superiority about her. I felt my cheeks flush. This chick was smoking hot.
"Uh... yes...?" I asked, trying to sound casual and cool.
"Are you with the ConPharmaMax convention?" she asked and my eyes darted to the side. Was she a reporter or something? She looked kind of like a television reporter. Did she know? Was she going to expose everyone? Expose me? She must've seen the panic in my eyes. She reached into her pocket and pulled out a card. It said, 'Angie Gustafson, Pharmaceutical Representative, ConPharmaMax' and then listed her phone number and some other stuff.
"I work for the pharmaceutical company," she explained.
"Oh," I said, a little more relaxed, but still confused, "How can I help you?"
"I just wanted to talk to someone about the convention really quick, and you were the first person out," She explained. And smiled. She was lovely and I felt my heart beating more quickly. I needed to avoid this situation before it got out of control.
"I'm sorry, I can't talk right now, I need to get something to eat," I explained. She was smiling and nodding.
"Oh that's great, I need to eat something too!" she said, taking my hand in her's. Her skin was soft and I could smell her perfume, "And if you come with me, we can put it on my ConPharmaMax card and you don't need to pay."
"I don't know," I said, looking back at the line at the concierge desk. I wanted to eat, and I wanted to stare at this beautiful woman, but I didn't want to droll on her, I didn't want my cock getting hard in public. I didn't want to do something embarrassing.
"Oh come on... Mina, I know my way around here and you don't. I promise I won't bite, they pay me to be pleasant and agreeable" she said. For a moment, I thought she had somehow recognized me from a company file or something and felt very uncomfortable. Then I remembered I was wearing a name tag. She was smiling at me so sweetly. And my stomach rumbled and made up my mind.
"Let's get sushi," I said and she beamed at me. And we were off. She definitely knew her way around. She sort of jogged in front of me, winding through city blocks. She talked lightly the whole time and I tried to pay attention. But I couldn't help but notice the way the muscles in her butt flexed as she walked or the way her breasts jiggled when she walked. And her voice was so musical, her face so bright. It was fun, and for a few minutes I was not thinking about the convention or what it meant. I was having an adventure in a strange city with a beautiful woman.
Finally, we arrived at a sushi bar and were seated in a booth. For a few moments, Angie just inspected the menu. I did the same. When she was done, she placed the menu on the table, sighed and then stretched. My eyes wandered over to her body as she stretched her arms to the ceiling, her breasts standing out all the more noticeably from her lithe body. Then she sort of collapsed down into the booth seat, looking relaxed. And sexy.
"Sorry, just been a long day," she explained, "these kinds of things bore me to death."
"Me too," I said. We spoke for a few minutes. She asked about my life, about where I wanted to go to college, and everything like that. I found out that it was her job to try to convince doctor's to use ConPharmaMax products and that she traveled a lot and seemed to generally have a pretty interesting life. She was single, I learned. The waiter came over and we gave him our orders.
Finally, I couldn't stand it any longer, "Why did you ask me to come to dinner with you?" I asked. And she smiled at me and tilted her head. For a moment she didn't say anything, but she took a drink of her water and seemed to get her thoughts in order.
"Well, I was representing ConPharmaMax in our oncology division when this drug of yours was first getting developed. I remember they were very excited about the animal testing. They thought that this could be a major breakthrough and everything else. We were supposed to be getting information about the human trials and then..."
"What?" I asked, even though I already knew: Spontaneous genitals!
"Nothing,"
"Huh?"
"They stopped talking about it. I asked around, but no one heard anything. My bosses told me to just sell what we had and that it mustn't have panned out. But usually, when something big flames out, we at least get to hear why. So then, a couple of weeks ago I switched from oncology to Elective Medicines. You know, stuff people don't really need but have huge profit margins. Boob jobs, labia trims, erectile-dysfunction medicine, and stuff like that. Anyway, I get there and I hear all these people talking about this new drug that was tested for something else, but it turns out that it also causes strange genital mutations, increased sex drive, and has some sort of weird addictive quality. And when they said the name of the drug, I realized it was the same one. I found out why they'd stopped talking about it. So I did some research, found out about it. And came here."
"Why?" I said, suddenly feeling nervous. Was she a whistleblower? Did she think they were doing something unethical.
"Honey, if they isolate the different properties in this drug it could be a license to print money," she explained, "And who do you think is going to be well-placed to take advantage of that? A person who knows all about it from the beginning. I just want to talk to you and figure out what's going on. I can get doctor's interested in this drug while they fine-tune it, then I will sell like crazy when it comes out. And in a couple of years, I will be the one printing money," I could almost see the dollar signs in her eyes. She still looked beautiful, but she seemed a little tainted now. I didn't know if I liked the way she thought. I mean, I didn't want her to be a whistleblower, but if she was, at least that was respectable. This was kind of...wrong. And I didn't like being a guinea pig. I didn't like that my accidental penis was being used as a test to increase other people's sex drives or give them addictive cum. A good saleswoman, Angie seemed to sense what I was thinking.
"Hey listen," she said, "you don't have to talk to me if you don't want to. And don't think I don't empathize with you. I mean, that's a weird deal you got there. But...you know it will be bad for you no matter what. At least if we keep working at it, your experience will help someone else. I mean, if we isolate the parts that took care of your cancer, then you are helping to save lives right now." And that actually made sense. I didn't like it, but it made sense.
"Okay, what do you want to know?" I asked. She started to ask questions. How increased was my sex drive? How big was my penis? Did it look like a man's penis? What effect did my sperm have? And on and on and on and on. I tried to whisper, I didn't want anyone to overhear. Angie was discreet as well. And it felt good to talk, to explain what I was feeling to someone, especially someone who was pretty and respectful. Someone who was unfailingly professional and didn't bat an eye when I described some of the actions on that first day (I was careful not to use names). Finally, I had satisfied all of her questions and had gotten a free meal out of the deal. But I didn't feel good about it.
"So, do you think you can sell my sorrow," I said after it was over. She didn't really deserve that, but I was tired of feeling like a freak.
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean for it sound like that," she explained, and she genuinely looked sorry.
"I know, I am sorry," said. She reached over and put her hand on mine. She looked into my eyes and I could see actual remorse there. Not pity, she didn't feel bad for me. She felt bad about what I'd been through because she was involved. I could respect that.
"I know that you are tired of being looked at like a test subject, I know my questions were invasive," she said. I started to protest, to apologize again, but then she raised her hand, "Listen. Let me make it up to you."
"How? You already bought me dinner," I said. She didn't speak. She grabbed my hand and pulled me out of the booth. "Where are we going?"
"Shh!" she said, "Just follow me, you'll find out." She pulled me down a hallway and past the kitchen. Then through a set of doors. Finally, she pulled me into a bathroom. It was a little dirty, and a single-seater. She locked the door behind her. I was completely confused.
"What are you doing?" I asked, confused. She spun around from the door and looked at me.
"I want to give you something," she said, but spoke no further. I raised my eyebrows.
"Well...what?" I asked.
"I am going to give you a chance to do me one last favor," she said and I rolled my eyes, "By letting you get even with someone from the pharmaceutical company." She said, and that piqued my interest. I tilted my head to the side and looked at her, unable to divine what she was getting at.
"Who? How?" I asked.
"Me," she said and then quickly started unbuttoning her tight white blouse. I didn't know what to do. I froze. Suddenly her shirt was off and her perfectly shaped breasts were staring at me, straining against her elegant, black bra.
"What are you doing?" I croaked. And I felt my cock getting hard. I put my hands between my legs, trying to prevent it from being visible through my skirt. Angie unhooked her bra, but stopped while it hung loosely against her breasts.
"I need to find something out, so I am going to be a guinea pig myself," she said, and she tossed her bra aside. I groaned a little, and actually enjoyed the way the pressure from my fingers felt against my hard cock. Her breasts were so lovely. Her skin was so smooth and white, her nipples were pink dots, pointing up into the air. Her breast were shaped like teardrops. I wanted to feel them.
"What?" my mind clouding now
"And you will test on me," she said, quickly unzipping her skirt. She let it fall onto the dirty floor. She was wearing little black panties and they looked so cute on her. She slipped her thumbs into them, sliding them down around her ankles. Her pussy was a hot red gash in her creamy white skin, perfectly proportioned, it begged to be fucked. I could barely control myself. My cock felt like it was going to explode, but I had to keep cool.
"I don't understand," I said. I felt light-headed and I sat down on the toilet. Angie smiled at me and walked over towards me, wearing only her high heels. As she slinked towards me, I felt my heart beat even faster.
"It's simple," she said, stopping just a foot in front of my knees. She knelt down in front of my and put her hands on mind. Carefully, she pried my hands away from my cock. My skirt tented out and she licked her lips when she looked at it.
"I don't understand," I said, gasping for air as her finger brushed against my dick. This didn't make any sense, how was this happening.
"Mina," Angie said in a very serious voice, "I didn't pick you to have dinner with me because you were the first person out. I saw you come into the convention hall, I thought you were cute (I'm bi, for what it is worth). And I also wanted to see something. Like I said, I need to understand everything about this drug. I have ambition Mina, and I am willing to do anything to achieve my goals. I want to be CEO of this company, and to do that I need to know how to make it money. A lot of money. So, what does that mean? It means that I need to know just how addictive you are. And the best way to know is to find out myself. Then I can speak with authority (of course, while never admitting to doing anything). So I am running a test, I am running it on myself. And then, we will be even. And I figured if I was going to do this anyway, I might as well pick someone who I wouldn't mind seeing naked." I felt confused, and flattered. I think this beautiful woman was saying I was attractive.
"What if I say no?" I said, my cheeks flushed and my nipples hard against my shirt. Angie laughed, sweetly but still a bit derisively.
"You just told me about all of your side effects. I know that you are uncontrollably attracted to women. I also know I am a very attractive woman, that's how I got this job. And I can see how much you like me." Through the skirt, she took the tip of my cock in between her forefinger and thumb and shook it a bit. My entire body felt like weak and I moaned. Angie giggled.
"I can't," I said, but everything inside of me said that I had to. Angie seemed to understand this, like I said she was a good saleswoman. She flipped up my skirt, exposing my panties. I tried to flip it down again, but she held it up. Then I felt her slip a finger inside of my panties, I felt her nail graze against my cock. I couldn't speak anymore. She was completely in control. I looked down at her soft red hair and I felt like I was in heaven. Any internal conflict was gone, I just needed this. Carefully, she slipped my cock out of the right leg-hole in my panties. She gasped.
"It is so cute!" she said, I looked down and saw her hand gently touching my hard little pink rod. She looked so beautiful, her face was only inches away from it. My balls ached. I didn't want to talk anymore, "I pictured something...I don't know... weird looking. This is so sexy... its girly you know?" I couldn't speak, I just nodded. "Done objecting?" she said, seeing my almost complete lack of will to do anything but enjoy her touch.



"Yes," I barely croaked. She smiled and then leaned forward and gave my cock a quick little kiss. Sensation ran all through my body. And she looked so sexy doing it.
"Okay, then I am the guinea pig. Test on me," she said, and bit her lower lip. I gave up. I needed this worse than I needed to keep control of my dignity. I reached forward and put my hand against Angie's cheek. Her skin was smooth and soft. She closed her eyes and leaned against my hand. I slid my hand back and grabbed the back of her neck, gently. Then I pulled her forward. She smiled and seemed to sense what I wanted. She opened her mouth and took my hard little cock into it.
She engulfed my entire cock in her mouth in one quick movement. I sucked in breath quickly. She leaned into me now and I felt her soft breasts against my knees. She rubbed her tongue against the bottom of my cock and I felt like I was melting. I cannot describe how lovely her mouth felt. Her soft, hot tongue was against my urethra, her pillowy cheeks against the sides. Even the roof of her mouth felt soft. I felt so warm and safe inside of her mouth. She didn't bob her head up and down like I'd expected, instead she just gently massaged my cock with her whole mouth.
While she did that she also reached up with one of her hands and gently massaged my balls. I felt her fingers slide my balls out of my panties to get better access. Her long delicate nails played over my scrotum and she bounced my balls gently on the pads of her fingers and even her palm. She grinned around my cock while I writhed on the toilet seat.
I couldn't take the pressure anymore, I needed to do something. My first thought was to get naked. I quickly unbuttoned my blouse and threw it on the floor next to Angie's. Then I unhooked my bra and threw it as well. My nipples were hard and they actually ached even though I had not touched them yet. I leaned back against the tank of the toilet, trying to get some support. With her one free hand, Angie, reached up and grabbed one of my breasts. I grunted as her fingers sunk into my skin. Her fingers danced against my nipples, the hole while she kept sucking on my cock.
I bucked my hips now, trying to drive my cock harder into her mouth. Her hair splashed against my legs, covering my whole lower body in her soft, tickling hair. Her eyes shown as she suck on me and rubbed me. I'd never felt anything so good in my life. She clearly had more experience with this kind of stuff than anyone I'd been with before. I felt her move so that my leg was between hers, I felt her squatting with her pussy directly against my foot. Her cunt felt hot and it was dripping onto my foot. I wiggled my foot and could hear her moan around my dick.
I can't really describe what happened next as a conscious thought. I mean, afterwards when I looked back, I knew what I'd done and why, but in that second it was just instinct. I later realized that Angie, this incredibly sexy woman, had told me that she was the guinea pig and I'd be running an experiment on her. But here I was, getting my cock sucked passively, letting Angie play with my cock, with my tits. She was in control. I was just letting her do what she wanted. I didn't want to be under the control of ConPharmaMax anymore, even if it came in this sexy package. I'd been so silly to think that by passively waiting for my "condition" to get better while suppressing my urges that I'd taken control of my life. I'd let this problem define me and make me miserable. Maybe the best way to stop feeling like a guinea pig was not to hope that it stopped, but to do it on my terms. To accept whatever feelings and desires I had not being ashamed of them. Now I was in control, and I was running the test.
I stood up quickly from the toilet, my cock popped out of Angie's mouth and she tumbled back onto the dirty bathroom floor. She was sort of sitting on her butt, her legs tangled, and her arms thrown back for support. Her shoes had fallen off. She looked confused and incredibly sexy. I stood in front of her now, my cock sticking out proud from my body. I smiled and then reached my hand out. Angie looked confused but took my hand, I helped her to her feet.
"Everything okay baby?" she asked. Her lips were wet from spit and I could smell the musky scent of my cock on her breath.
"Almost," I said, I moved to the side and sort of flung Angie's arm forward. She gave a little scream, then a giggle, as her hands flew forward. She grasped onto the tank of the toilet. Now she was sort of bent over the toilet, her back parallel to the floor, her ass up in the air. She started to stand up, but I put my hand on her back, holding her down. She stayed still.
I walked around behind Angie and as I walked I unzipped my skirt and let it slide off of my hips. Then, when I got around behind her, I quickly slipped off my panties. Now we were both naked. Angie looked over her shoulder at me and smiled. I looked down at Angie's ass. The globes of her flesh were tight and round. I put my hands on them cautiously, letting my hands sink into their warmth. I heard Angie moan as I did this. Then I sort of shook her asscheeks, letting them bounce together and make a fun sort of smacking sound. I pulled them open and saw Angie's tight pink asshole. I ran my thumb against it and I felt Angie's body shake all over. I bent over a bit and saw her hot red slit, dripping juices onto the floor.
Angie was taller than me, and even bent over her ass and pussy were too high for me. I looked down on the floor and saw Angie's high heels. I saw that they were about the size of my feet. I knelt down on the floor. As I did so, I let my hand glide over Angie's ass, down her thigh, to her knee. I could smell her delicious pussy as I moved and her body trembled against my touch. I quickly slipped her shoes on and stood up. I was considerably taller now, standing behind Angie.
I put my hands on her hips, pushing my thumbs onto her ass cheeks. "Put it in baby," Angie begged. I didn't need anything else. I moved forward and pushed the tip of my little, aching cock against Angie's wet pussy. She was so incredibly wet that the tip slipped in without me even pushing. Angie gasped and pushed back into me. Angie's pussy was so tight, and felt almost like her hot mouth had felt. Warm, wet, and constantly sucking. Angie pushed back so hard, I couldn't have stopped if I tried. In one quick motion, my cock was entirely buried in her pussy.
"Holy shit, that feels good for a little cock!" Angie moaned. I felt my cock flex inside of her, pushing up into her. Then I pulled my cock out slightly and then slammed it back into her. Her elbows buckled and she moaned. My big balls swung up and slapped her little red clit and I felt her knees get weak. Then I started to slide my cock in and out of her, moving in a steady rhythm. And while my cock kept filling her pussy, my balls kept slapping her clit. She was moaning continuously now. I reached under her body as best I could, trying to rub her breasts, wanted to feel her nipples. I did for a while, but she was too tall. But her breasts felt lovely, her nipples hard and silky.
"Of Jesus Fuck I am going to cum!" Angie screamed. And then suddenly, she let out a loud groan. I moved my hands back to Angie's hips, feeling the orgasm tear through her body. In that same instant, I pushed my cock hard into her. While she came, her pussy contracted, squeezing my dick even harder. I couldn't have stopped it if I wanted to. I let out a little shriek as her body milked my cock hard. I felt my entire body tingle, I felt my balls seize up, and then I felt the sudden release.
And then I felt my cum. Pouring out of my body, I could feel big spurts shooting out of the tip of my cock. So much that it almost hurt as it burst out of my urethra. So much that it shot out with read pressure, spraying hard at Angie's insides. Angie was panting, leaning her head against the toilet tank, taking all of my cum into her body. It was filling her up. I don't know how much I came, I just know when I pulled out, a full cup of my hot sperm poured out of her pussy and splattered on the floor. I kicked off Angie's shoes and collapsed down onto the floor.
"Oh my god, that was amazing!" Angie said. She turned around now and sat on the toilet seat. I was on the floor, just a few feet in front of her, "your cum is incredible, I can feel it inside of me!" she said. Then she put her hand down underneath of her red pussy and pushed. Big globs of my sperm poured out of her pussy and splattered into her hand. I didn't even know what to do, I couldn't conceive of what she was doing. But then she quickly moved her hand up to her mouth and shoved onto her tongue. It was messy, smearing on her chin and down onto her breasts. She moved her hand back a few more times, each time getting less and less sperm from her pussy. Her body glistened and dripped with my cum.
"I somehow knew it was going to taste good!" she said, "This is bizarre." Then she saw me laying on the floor and she jumped down so that she was lying next to me. A big glob of cum was dripping from her chin and she was smiling. "Wow, that stuff is amazing." She said. She was so nasty, it was such a turn on to have this effect on someone. All that electricity and fun from that first day of having a cock flooded back to me. Then she leaned over and kissed me. Her lips were soft and I could taste my sperm on my lips. Then she broke the kiss.
"I really do appreciate it you doing that for me," I said and I meant it.
"Well we both benefited," she said and I thought about Angie's driving ambition, the reason we were here in the bathroom.
"So you know how effective the medicine is now?" I asked.
"What?" She said, looking confused. I looked down at her breasts, covered in my sperm. I scooped a little off of her and popped it into my mouth. It did taste good. She shivered, "Oh right. I guess."
"You don't care anymore?" I asked.
"No, I mean, I do. It's just..."
"What?"
"I really want to know if I can see you again," she explained and I smiled. Suddenly, the tables had turned. I leaned forward and kissed her deeply, letting my tongue explore the inside of her mouth. Then, I broke the kiss. I looked at her for a few moment, drinking her in with my eyes. I could see lust in her eyes, and I could see some warmth. But I knew why she wanted to see me again. And quickly started to collect my stuff, to get dressed. Angie was staring at me, confused. She looked lovely, but I suddenly knew the extent of my power. I could have a hundred girls as pretty as Angie if I wanted to. Why should I give her, someone who worked for ConPharmaMax, more than a taste? And she didn't "like" me anyway, she was just infatuated with someone she'd kind of tried to take advantage of.
"What are you doing?" she asked, as I threw on my shirt and zipped up my skirt.
"Going back to my hotel room," I explained.
"Can I come?" she asked, looking bright and sitting up quickly. I stopped for a moment, and looked up like I was considering it. I knew I was going to leave her hanging. But I decided to be compassionate.
"Call me in four to six weeks, maybe I will be able to help you then," I said and walked out the door.
I didn't look back, but I heard her say, "Damn, I can really sell this stuff."
Chapter 3: Oh Those Noisy Neighbors
I'd gotten back to my room after it had already gotten dark (I admit, I got a little lost on my way back to the hotel, but I couldn't go back and ask Angie for help). That night I slept better than I had in a very long time. I was actually satisfied. I didn't even have to masturbate. I just stretched out on the cool sheets in the bed, naked. I didn't hide my cock (which I usually did even when I was alone), I just relaxed.
The next morning, I woke up feeling pretty good even though the alarm woke me up way earlier than I would have liked. I practically skipped over to the bathroom and I sang while I showered and then blow dried my hair. I wrapped the towel around my breasts and walked out into the hotel room to check the television before I went downstairs for breakfast.
I sat down on the edge of the bed and was about to turn on the television when I heard something. I focused. It sounded like moaning. Coming from next door. I couldn't tell at first if it was happy moaning or like... wailing from sadness or something. I stopped moving and just listened and I could hear occasionally words and the moaning. I could definitely tell it was coming from next door now. From Cassie and Brittany's room.
I don't know why I was so curious, it really wasn't any of my business. But I was curious. I had to find out what was going on. I moved over towards the wall, and put my ear against it. Actually, the sound became more muffled that way. I was confused by that, until I looked down the wall and saw the door. I'd forgotten! These are adjoining rooms.
So I moved quickly, but quietly, down the wall. I'd left the door open a bit the day before and forgotten to close it. I could hear more muffled noises now that I was close to the doorway. I opened my door the whole way, and looked over at the door into the neighbor's room. I don't know why I was so nosy, but come on. You'd do the same thing, right?
Anyway, they design those rooms so there is no doorknob in the middle. Both people have to like, open their doors, so your pervy neighbor can't watch you sleep. The door looked closed, but I decided to give it a little push. My heart raced when I noticed that it opened slightly. It rocked back closed again. My cheeks were flushed and I felt myself sweating a bit. This was so nerve-wracking. If they saw me peeping on them, I'd get in huge trouble. But I had to find out what was going on.
Carefully, I pushed, just a little bit. The door opened in such a way that it would open up towards the bed and obscure the view of the bathroom. It sounded like the people were near the bed, so I only had to open a crack. I moved slowly, trying to make sure that there was no noise. Finally, I had the door open about two inches. I slowly and quietly put my head against the door and opened my eyes. I was completely taken aback by what I saw.
The lights were off in the room and the shades were drawn, but it was daylight and enough filtered in so I was absolutely sure about what I was seeing. I saw Cassie, sitting on the edge of the bed. She was naked, her head thrown back and her hair in her face. Her hands were sprawled back on the bed for support, her dingers digging into the comforter. Her eyes were closed. Her breasts were bouncing up and down, her nipples hard and skin flushed. There was a good reason for that.
Because between her legs was her daughter, Brittany. The younger woman was also naked and she was sitting in Cassie's lap, facing away from her mother. Her long hair was bouncing, as were her small tits. She was grabbing one of her breasts, kneading the skin and pinching the nipple. Her cock, about the same size as mine, was bouncing up and down in her lap, I could hear her balls smacking against her leg. As she bounced I could just barely make out her mother's cock, pounding into her ass over and over again. I could now hear Cassie moaning clearly, and it was Brittany who was speaking.
"Oh God Mommy!" she cried, "Fuck my ass! I need your cum in my ass mommy" she yelled. My knees felt weak, this was just too much. I dropped down on my knees to think. This was the raunchiest thing I'd ever seen in my life. I mean a mother... and a daughter. I considered just sliding back into my room and pretending I hadn't seen anything. But I could hear them moaning. I could hear their skin smacking together, I couldn't not watch.
I tried to inch forward now on my knees. My towel was getting tangled in my legs so I quickly tore it off and tossed it into my room. I was completely naked now, on the floor next to the desk in their room. I was on my hands and knees with my ass up in the air. My cock was dangling down between my legs, but it was already hard and my balls almost throbbed. After all, I hadn't cum since dinner time the night before. I inched forward and peeked around the desk.
I was a little closer now and the light was a little better. I could see that Brittany wasn't bouncing up and down on her mother's cock anymore. Instead, she had her hands on her mother's knees and was sort of grinding her ass onto Cassie's cock. Her hips were jostling wildly and I could see that it was having the desired effect on Cassie. Her eyes were closed, her mouth was open, and her nipples were harder than even before.
"Mommy, I want your cum inside of me, I want to drink it out of my asshole!" the girl moaned and Cassie grunted louder. Suddenly, Cassie leaned forward quickly, grabbing her daughter by the hips. Brittany pitched forward a bit, so that her eyes were facing her feet. She looked like she was about to tumble forward completely so that she's land on the floor, but Cassie's grip was strong.
"Baby I love you!" Cassie moaned. Then she thrust her hips up two times in very quick succession. She let out a deep moan. And then leaned back onto the bed, panting. I looked down at Brittany's ass. I could see Cassie's cock, sort of expanding and contracting as her cum filled her daughter's asshole. I could see the cum dripping down the sides of her cock as it overflowed Brittany's bowels. I could even see it start to drip and pool on the floor. I could smell it and I wanted to taste it. My mouth watered and my cock ached, but I was afraid to stroke myself, afraid that the noise would alert the two other woman.
Brittany put her hands on her stomach and groaned, "Oh mommy," she panted, "You're filling me up!" Brittany started bouncing up and down on her mother's cock again. Cassie groaned in pleasure and in pain from the sensitivity. I could hear Cassie's thick cum sloshing in and out of her daughter's asshole. Brittany put her hands on her own breasts, rubbing her nipples and squeezing her flesh.
Then, she let out a loud shriek and I saw her face freeze in a look of pure pleasure. I watched as her balls sort of contracted against her body. Then I watched as thick, white globs of cum burst out of her cock. Her body was still bouncing and her cock was bobbing up and down while she came. This sort of slung her cum all over the place, splashing it around the room and also on to Brittany's chest and face. The girl was smiling, licking the cum off her face even as more sperm poured out of her body. I could hear Cassie laughing as she watched her daughter. Then the two woman collapsed down onto the bed. I could see them holding one another and could hear them sucking the cum off of Brittany's body. They were whispering sweet nothings to one another. I was still shocked by, and still horny from, what I saw. But it seemed sort of, I don't know...sweet. I decided not to intrude any farther in their private lives. This was none of my business. I started to back slowly out of the room and... THUMP! I bumped my ass into the door.
"What the hell is that?" Cassie said. I closed my eyes and swore under my breath. I could hear the covers rustling as the two women covered themselves. "Who is in here?" Cassie said and sounded terrified. I felt so guilty.
"Mom, the door to the room next door is cracked," Brittany whispered and I bit my lip. They were going to figure this out quickly. I decided that my best bet for leniency was just to stand up and take my punishment. So I rose quickly, still naked, hoping that would buy me some sympathy. When I stood, I looked at the two women on the bed. They were wrapped up in the hotel comforter, their arms wrapped around one another. They looked nervous. And pissed.
"M...Marcie?!" Cassie said in an indignant voice.
"Mina," I said, barely above a whisper, and I hung my head.



"What the hell are you doing in our room," Cassie said. She sort of looked around the bed to see if it looked like they'd been fucking. Maybe she was trying to see if it was obvious, if I'd just walked in I might not have known anything. But Cassie's breast was exposed and whole room was warm and smelled like cum. Even if I hadn't been here the whole time, I'd have known.
"Well," I said, and I thought about making something up, but I didn't have any good reason to be there. Let alone, being naked. I decided to tell the truth. I told them about hearing noises, being curious, investigating, losing my towel, being aroused, and seeing them fucking. I was blushing hard by the time I was done reciting the whole thing. Their faces were red and it was clear they were embarrassed more than angry.
"Oh," Cassie said, "You had no right to be here!" she said. She realized that this was the only thing she had on me. I'd witnessed her committing the ultimate taboo, all she had left was a little indignation on violation of privacy.
"I know. I was just curious. And you know how this is, it makes you so horny!" I said, looking at my cock. I was trying to give them an out. At first, Cassie didn't get it.
"That is no excuse," she said, standing and walking towards me. Her cock was limp and looked sexy bouncing against her leg while she walked. I sort of flinched, I didn't know what was coming. But Brittany seemed to see what I was saying. She quickly got up off the bed, ran over to her mother, and grabbed the woman's arm. I couldn't help but feel aroused when I watched Brittany's lithe body move. And the way her breast pressed against her mother's arm was unbearable. Even though I was embarrassed and nervous, my prick was still hard.
"Mom, I think she is saying she understands," Brittany said. Her mother turned and looked at her uncomprehendingly. Then I saw her think about it, and she nodded her head. For a moment she looked at me and then sat down on the chair next to the desk. Brittany stood beside her, with her hand on her mother's shoulder. I was still nervous, but Cassie spoke without any further prompting from me or her daughter.
"Brittany and I started taking the medicine about a year ago. The form of cancer it fights can be hereditary. I guess we both...developed the side effect at around the same time. We didn't tell one another," Cassie explained. She stopped for a moment, and Brittany took up the narrative.
"We were both embarrassed and hoped that the other person wasn't going through the same thing. And at first we didn't know about the other aspects of the side-effects. The hyper-arousal and the... aphrodisiac nature of the sperm," Brittany said, using the word the doctors had used during the conference the day before. She blushed and then walked over to the bed and sat down.
"Well, I guess Brittany was... masturbating in school," Cassie said, "She wasn't caught or anything, but she didn't even have the will to make it to the bathroom. She would just touch herself through her skirt and then... you know, ejaculate in her panties. Well, I do the laundry. So I handled her wet panties. I didn't think much of it, picking them up out of the hamper. But when I touched them... well you know."
"We only did it the one time," Brittany said, almost pleading with me to understand, "I came downstairs while she was doing the laundry and she sort of pounced on me. But I didn't fight back. I wanted it. I don't know. I'd never thought that way about my mother before. But this thing," she pointed at her dick, "It changes the way you think." Mother and daughter were looking at one another now, and it was clear that it was more than a parental gaze. It really had changed the way they thought.
"But we, we did it that one time and realized that it was wrong. We have worked very hard to behave correctly," Cassie explained, "But we got here. And they gave us a room with one bed because the suites the pharmaceutical company got us were cheap. And we spent all this time talking about our arousal. Last night, we were good. We used all of our will power. But we didn't sleep well. And when we got up this morning, I could feel Brittany's penis hard on my leg. And we couldn't stop." And with that, I got the whole story. I could see, just from talking about it, Cassie and Brittany were aroused again. Their cocks were hard and their cheeks were flushed. It was clear that none of us were intellectually in control of our urges. And this conference, with all its technical jargon, had just confirmed that fact. Even in explaining it, they must've known I understood completely.
I was hornier than ever. Rather than repulse me, the story had simply made the whole taboo situation even more exciting. And I thought back to the day before, with Angie. I'd promised myself to embrace what my body was telling me. Now, my body was telling me to act, telling me that I needed to act to get some relief. I looked at the two beautiful women, mother and daughter, looking at me for understanding and I decided what I needed to do.
"Well," I said and started to walk over to the bed, I felt their eyes follow me and move with my bouncing, hard cock, "I definitely understand. I could tell you some stories about my own life. And about some twins that I know." Their eyes got very big and I could see Brittany's cock twitching as I sat down on the bed next to her, "But just because I understand doesn't mean I don't want something out of this, something to buy my silence" I said slinkily. They looked at me with desire. They knew that my threat was just an excuse, a reason to let them take me. The fact that I hadn't run screaming out of the room when I saw them fucking must've told them that I couldn't judge them. That I was just as trapped, wonderfully trapped, as they were.
"What do you want?" Cassie asked. I didn't speak. I was sitting right next to Brittany, our legs dangling off the side of the bed, her thigh was touching mine. As you know, I am a cheerleader, and a flyer. I am very flexible. I lifted the leg closet to Brittany, and spread it out. I lifted it so that it sort of soared right over Brittany's head. Brittany's eyes looked between my spread legs and she must've smelled my delicate scent. But then my leg went around her back. I sort of scooted over. Now I was sitting behind Brittany, my legs sort of wrapped around her and my cock pressed against her back. But I was done. I quickly pushed Brittany up so she was standing and then, while she was still off balance, swung her around so she was facing me. Now I was laying on my back, my leg's spread wide, my cock hard, and my asshole straight up in the air.
"I want your daughter to fuck my asshole," I said, looking at Cassie, "Tell her to do it." I said. Brittany looked like she was about to move, but she waited for Cassie's permission.
"Can I fuck her mommy?" Brittany asked.
"You'd better," Cassie said, swinging the chair around so that she was watching us. Brittany walked in between my legs and put her hands on the insides of my thighs. Her hands were hot and her fingers pushed hard into my flesh. She wiped some of her own cum off of her tits and belly and then smeared it, now cooler from the air but still wet, all over my asshole. I moaned, enjoying the feel of her soft fingers against that delicate spot. She then spit in her hand and covered her cock in saliva. Finally, she positioned her cock against my asshole, and pushed. My body wanted it so bad, the tip slipped in easily.
Brittany's spit and sperm made it so velvety and smooth. I groaned, feeling the tip stretch. But it felt so lovely. My ball big balls hung down and rested on Brittany's cock as it started to work into my asshole. Brittany kept her hands on my hips now, holding me still while her cock pushed farther and farther into my body. I moaned and writhed on the bed, the pleasure was intense. And in a few moments, I felt Brittany's own large balls pressing against my ass cheeks and I knew she was all the way in. I wrapped my legs around her thin body while she started to pull out. Then she slammed her cock back into me. Brittany didn't mess around, she starting fucking me hard and fast. I felt her hard cock pushing in and out of my bowels. My mind almost went blank, but I tried to maintain my composure I wasn't done yet. I turned my head and looked at Cassie. She was watching us intently.
"Do you like to watch your daughter fuck me?" I asked Cassie. I should say now that I have no idea where my dirty talk comes from. I mean, it must just come with the hyper-arousal. Whatever.
"I love it," Cassie said. Her legs were spread and she was slowly stroking her cock.
"Your daughter is a filthy fucking whore!" I yelled and Cassie looked like she'd been struck. Brittany giggled and didn't seem to mind. She kept pounding away at my asshole, shaking my whole body.
"What did you say?" Cassie said hotly. Good, I was trying to provoke her.
"You daughter is a cunt and she would probably fuck anyone or anything for five dollars," I said, then I groaned as Brittany rubbed my breast and shoved her hips hard into my asshole.
"You don't talk about her like that," Cassie said. It was clear that her mother's instincts were battling with her eyes and her own knowledge of what we were doing.
"You want me to shut up?" I asked.
"Yes," Cassie said forcefully.
"Then you better put something in my mouth," I said. I then leaned back on the bed. I was sort of lying across one corner of the bed so my ass was on the edge and my legs were wrapped around Cassie. At the same time, my head was dangling off the foot of the bed, and I let my neck crane completely so that I was looking, upside down, at Cassie on the chair. I wasn't exactly subtle and Cassie seemed to know what to do.
She was up off the couch in a second. Her put her hands firmly on my breasts and centered her cock against my lips. It was still a little wet from cum and I could smell Brittany's ass on it. I wanted it in my mouth. I parted my lips and let it slide onto my tongue. It tasted as earthy and rich as it smelled and I moaned around it. Cassie pushed it hard into my mouth, almost into my throat. I could tell she wanted to fuck my face, so I just held my mouth of, keeping my tongue thick and wet. Just like her daughter pounding away at my asshole, Cassie started pounding at my mouth. Thrusting her hips hard, but not so hard that she'd hurt me. Both cocks started pistoning in and out of my body in a rhythm. I could hear the mother and daughter, over my body, kissing.
Surprisingly, Cassie was the first to cum, I guess my lips are tighter than my ass. I felt her hands squeeze hard on my breasts. I heard her make a loud, delectable croaking sound her throat. I felt her balls seize up against my nose. Then, my throat, mouth, and lips were bathed in hot, thick, salty liquid. It filled my mouth and splashed around on my teeth. It even overflowing my mouth, dripping across my lips, my eyes, and even into my hair. It tasted lovely.
"Fill her up baby," I heard Cassie say, "Help mommy fill this whore up." It was just what I needed to hear at that moment, it was so hot. At that same instant, Brittany gave two or three more hard pumps into my asshole and I heard her squeal. I felt her cock expand in my asshole and then I felt hot liquid pouring into my asshole. And I couldn't take any more. My toes pointed, my muscles all contracted, I felt completely without weight like my entire being was pleasure, I was completely beyond contact with the outside world. And I felt my balls rumble and then, thick, hot spurts of cum poured out of my dick and splashed against my own tits. It just kept cumming, more sperm than I'd ever produced before, a torrent that almost felt more like I was pissing than cumming. I collapsed panting on the bed. I felt Cassie's cock pop out of my mouth and Brittany's cock slide out of my assshole. Finally I felt both women leaning over me, sucking my cum off of my body and sharing it back and forth between their mouths.
When they finally finished cleaning me, we were all so satisfied, any fears or worries we had before seemed strange. For moment we all just stayed where we were, trying to come to terms with what happen. But we smiled at each other with a little embarrassment. It didn't really have to mean anything, it had just been fun.
"Well," I said, when I felt like the awkwardness had gone on long enough, "I guess we should get down to the convention. We will be a few minutes late." I walked over to the door and found my towel
"I guess so," Cassie said, kissing her daughter once on the lips, "but before you go, I want to say something." Cassie got up off the bed and walked to me, wrapped her arms around me and gave me a big hug. I was a little surprised.
"Thank you," she whispered.
"What for?" I asked.
"For allowing me to love my daughter in whatever way I can, without destroying it. You had that power, and you just let us play. And played with us," she said.
"You're welcome," I said and I felt good. What harm could come from any of this? It didn't even really feel wrong anymore. Why had been fighting my body for so long?
"Come back over tonight," Cassie said and winked, "I can give you our home address. You can come visit sometime." She said.
"I think I will take you up on that," I said, and kissed her once on the cheek, before heading to get dressed.
Chapter 4: Small Group Session
I had been wrong. We weren't a few minutes late. The session was off to a slow start and we arrived just in time. Arthur Coates was back at the lectern. He spoke briefly, it was clear that ConPharmaMax was out of jargon, today would be a little different. He spoke for a little while about monitoring that would be happening in the next few months, local meetings near big cities where the company would catch up with patients. He also alluded to some sort of cash payment in exchange for this participation. Essentially, they were explicitly promising to pay us in exchange for keeping things quiet and letting them keep tabs on us. I was going to college soon, it sounded fine to me. Anyway, that appeared to be the end of his spiel, now it was time for something new.
"Today, we thought that it might be helpful to break into small groups," he explained, "We thought that maybe you all would benefit by discussing your issues together in a confidential environment. No one from the pharmaceutical company will be present. It is just a chance to know that you are not in this by yourself and maybe learn coping strategies from other people." He explained. So they were kind of saying, we don't have any other ideas. This convention was just to buy you off, we didn't really have enough material for two days. Entertain yourselves. But, at the same time, it didn't sound like a horrible idea.
So we waited while ConPharmaMax representatives walked around and handed out little slips of paper to everyone, telling us of the randomly assigned meeting groups we were supposed to be with. They broke us up in 30 groups of ten women. Most groups were supposed to meet in specific hotel rooms. I was in Group 26. Apparently, by the time they got to that high of a number, they'd run out of rooms. We were told to meet in Conference Room B. Along the way I thought about what had happened that day. I was still confused, but I was feeling better. Unlike when I'd first grown my penis, I didn't feel any regret. Not after Angie. Not after Cassie and Brittany. Suddenly all the guilt and everything that I felt about my penis was gone. What did I have to feel guilty about? There was just a little voice in the back of my mind asking if I was deluding myself.
So I went to Room B, it was a little windowless room with a long rectangular table. I didn't have much time to think, soon I arrived at the conference room. It was sort of ugly in its décor and the table looked pretty cheap. But it was fine for what we needed to do. There was just enough room for 10 people and I arrived last. I took the seat at the head of the table because it was the only one left and everyone else seemed to want to avoid it.
The ten women in my group ranged in age from 18 (me, the youngest person) to around 40. They were generally good looking women. Most were apparently mothers. Seven were white, two were black, and one was Asian. One of the white women was some sort of computer nerd chick with long pink hair and zany clothes. But generally we seemed pretty normal. And we were all sitting together, with nothing but our dicks in our hands, so to speak. The tension in the room was thick, and no one wanted to be the one to break the silence. I sure as hell wasn't going to do it. We talked generally, just little conversations about stupid things. Time passed and we felt ever more awkward. Finally, after nearly ten minutes, a woman spoke. It was one of the black women, a short woman in her mid-thirties with short hair and large breasts.
"I had to cancel a vacation. We were going to the beach and I'd been working out so I'd fit in this bikini. But I couldn't imagine going now, wearing something so tight and revealing," she said to no one in particular. That broke the dam. Soon there were stories about feeling awkward while being in public, about difficult conversations with friends and doctors, and an entire chronicle of embarrassment and alienation. And I realized that less than 24-hours ago I would be having this same sort of conversation. All of my regrets and everything else. But I didn't know that I felt that way anymore, I knew I didn't want to. Finally, the Asian woman, in her late twenties, broke through the final barrier in our conversation, and spoke about sex.
"My husband hasn't touched me since it happened," she said and I looked around and saw nodding heads, "I don't blame him though. I mean I wouldn't want to sleep with him if he spontaneously grew a vagina. But the problem is..." she started. And everyone knew what was hanging on her lip, but no one wanted to speak. I decided to take the plunge, to say the last thing that needed to be said.
"But you want it more than ever?" I asked. And there was a sort of pandemonium in the room. Women were talking about their uncontrollable sexual desires and the sort of the strange situations that it had led them to.
"I have to...masturbate ten times a day, at least, to keep from doing something really stupid," one mother of four said.
"I find that I don't even want my husband," another woman said, "All I can think about it women."
"I had sex with a woman," the pink haired girl said, "I'd never had any urge to do it before, but all of the sudden it was all I could think of. And once I did it, I couldn't get her to leave me alone. She drove me to the airport when I came here to the conference."
"I slept with my daughter's teacher," another woman said, "It was a parent teacher conference, I didn't even know how it was happening until it happened."
"I had sex with my husband's sisters. Both of them," another woman said, "It was a family reunion. I can't explain it. I was talking with one and then it happened. I was dazed and walked across the way and started talking to another sister and it happened again." More and more stories like this. And all of them, expressing surprise and more importantly guilt. Everyone felt they'd done something wrong.
"Did you all masturbate before these encounters?" I asked, suddenly realizing what was happening. There was nodding, "Did you wash your hands or just lick your fingers afterwards?" There was some uncomfortable hemming and hawing, but then it was clear they had not washed their hands.
"So what?" the pink haired girl asked.
"So, you know what they said about our cum, it causes a reaction in women. You touched your sisters-in-law," I said to the woman who'd confessed to that transgression, "Maybe just touched their hand with yours and then they couldn't control themselves. And you weren't really in a position to stop them." There was a dawning of understanding in the group and they all seemed to recognize the power they had over women, and they seemed a little nervous about it. We were quiet again for a moment. We weren't talking about any of the stuff ConPharmaMax wanted us to talk about. But everyone felt good bitching. And finding out that we all suffered from the same stuff.



"I just wish it would all go away," one tall, skinny woman said, "I can barely control myself when these urges strike. My...cock is raw from masturbating. I just want to be aroused by my boyfriend again and stop trying to have sex with the other girls at work." There was a general nodding of agreement. Everyone wished that things were back to normal. Except for me. My experiences in the last two days had taught me, pining for the past was a guarantee to be miserable. It was only in embracing the moment that we could be happy. I knew all these women enjoyed masturbating, enjoyed sleeping with women, and enjoyed their cocks. But their minds told them they had to despise their urges, told them that it was better to wait to go back to the way things were. They were wrong, they had to stop fighting their bodies, they needed to embrace pleasure and worry about being normal when and if this condition would be cured. If they never cured our cocks and we just repressed ourselves forever, we'd never experience real happiness again. And it was such a shame when the potential for absolute pleasure was so tantalizingly present. I had to talk to them about it. And if I convinced them, maybe I'd finally convince myself that I was right and take out the last little lingering bit of doubt. But I had to be tactful. Or something.
I was wearing a skirt that day, like I had the day before. And, after fucking Cassie and Brittany, I'd decided not to wear panties. So I put my feet up on the table. I put one on the left corner and one on the right. My legs were spread incredibly wide and I flipped my skirt up. I'd gotten hard while I listened to all these women talk about their transgressions, and my cock was just as hard as it had been that morning. For a moment, talk continued, but one by one the women stopped talking, turned to me and just stared. I smiled devilishly and then wrapped my hand around my cock. I started to stroke it slowly, gripping tightly. I had wanted to do something like this every time I was in a room full of women for the last six weeks. I could barely contain myself I was so aroused. My cheeks felt hot and my nipples scratched across the inside of my tight white t-shirt (so I'd dress a little slutty that day). For a moment, the women just stared. I could tell that the ones that weren't horny from the conversation (if there were any) were horny now. But they all looked like they were losing their minds.
"What the hell are you doing?" one lady around my mom's age asked.
"Beating my meat," I said and then gasped a little. It was a little sexy to talk dirty and it was very sexy to jack off in front of all these women.
"Why?" another woman asked, no less scandalized than the last.
"Because it feels good and I don't know that I am not supposed to," I explained. I quickly pulled my shirt up over my head. My breasts were exposed and I rubbed one breast gently while I continued to stroke my cock. I saw the women squirming in their seats.
"I know you aren't supposed to," the woman who'd fucked her sisters-in-law said, "it is wrong. That is what we've all been talking about all this time." This woman deliberately tried not to look at me, but I could see her breathing heavily.
"You've all been talking about how you feel bad, but that doesn't mean it is wrong," I said, "If I am going to do this anywhere, doesn't it make sense that I do it here?"
"How do you figure," the Asian woman said, leaning in close, I liked the way her breasts pushed against the table. Her eyes followed my hand as it slid up and down on my dick.
"Because unlike someone's teacher or some woman at work, we all know what is going on here. We know what we'd be getting into," I explained, breathing and talking through my teeth as the tension raised. There was a murmur as the woman starting talking to one another. They seemed doubtful, and I was afraid that all this would be for nothing, or worse they'd turn me in to the pharmaceutical company or something and I'd get in trouble.
Then the pink haired girl, who'd remained silent during the conversation, got up from the table and walked over towards me. The other woman watched. As she walked, she started to strip off her clothes. First her dress, then her bra, and finally her panties. She revealed a hard, little pale white cock with giant balls. Her breasts were small, her nipples large and pale, and her body surprisingly stunning for a nerdy girl.
She stopped next to me, got on her knees, and then ducked under my leg. She resurfaced right between my legs, her back against the table. I looked down at her and she had an incredibly beautiful face. She stuck out her tongue and I saw it was pierced. My heart raced. She took my hand and moved then grasped my cock with her own hand, stroking it hard. I moaned and moved both hands to my breasts. The pink-haired girl kissed down the shaft of my cock and then kissed my balls. I wanted more than anything to cum on her face. She didn't stop when she reached my balls, instead she kept kissing, down my balls. Then I felt her kiss my asshole. My whole body buzzed. In a second, her tongue was out and she was lapping at my asshole, dragging her hard, warm little tongue stud all over my tight little spot.
"Oh my god!" the woman who admitted to masturbating 10 times a day said, "I can't watch this." But no one moved. They just watched the nerdy girl stroke my cock and listened to the slurping sound as she sucked on my asshole.
"Oh shit honey, that feel perfect," I said, running my hands through the girls pink hair.
"We can't let them do this!" the 10-times-a-day lady said.
"I want to stop," the lady who missed her vacation said, "but I can't control it now. This is too far in," she said. That was exactly what I'd hoped for. I knew that I didn't have the willpower to stop, I'd learned that in the last few days. I figured if I got things started, these women would feel the same way. Then the vacation lady stood up and started to get naked as well. In a moment her large dark breasts with big brown nipples were exposed. Then, I saw her long black cock. It wasn't huge or anything, but it was biggest dick I'd ever seen on a girl, maybe six inches long. She walked over right next to me and took her cock in her hand. She moved it so it was pressed against my lips. It was hot and hard and I opened my mouth and too it in. She was big and salty and it tasted lovely. I reached over one hand and massaged her balls while I gently slurped up her cock. The woman sighed and shivered in my hands. But she didn't move, she let me bob my head up and down on her cock, driving it into my throat.
I looked out of the corner of my eye and everything was working according to plan. Everyone was getting naked! Everyone except 10-times-a-day lady. She was sputtering about something, begging us to stop. But it was too late now. Women were stripping their clothes off, kissing on another. The Asian woman walked up and placed her hard little cock in my one free hand. I stroked it while the black woman continued to fuck my mouth and the pink-haired girl kept licking my asshole.
Women flopped down onto the table. I saw four of the women that were naked but not fucking me, rolling around together there. Eventually, it settled to the point where the woman who'd fucked her sisters-in-law was on her back on the table while the tall, thin girl was standing off the table, holding her legs and fucking that woman in the ass. At the same time one of the black girls got in a sixty nine position over the sister-in-law chick. Both were sucking on one another's cock. The last girl got behind the black girl's ass and started fucking her as well. So there were two girls in a sixty-nine, sucking one another off, while two other girl's fucked their asses.
I looked around for the last remaining girl (as best I could with a cock in my mouth). I saw the lone dissenter, sitting at the table, mouth agape, trying to figure out what was going on. But one girl in her thirties was missing. I looked around, and then suddenly, caught a glimpse of her under the table. She was laying underneath the pink haired girl, sucking her cock and rubbing her own asshole with her fingers.
The room was alive with moans and the smell of sex. Everywhere breasts were bouncing up and down, cocks pounding, and bodies writhing. Even though were in two groups we moved as one. The whole room felt like it was alive with sex. It was the most amazing feeling I'd ever had. And I'd made it happen? What was happening to me? I didn't think too hard about it.
I sucked the cock in my hand as hard as I could and stroked as hard as I could. I focused on the tongue in my ass. The pink-haired girl's hand tightened on my cock. I looked down at her out of the corner of my eye. I could tell she was about to cum into the mouth of the girl underneath of her. She gave a muffled moan and then squeezed my cock incredibly hard and stuck her tongue hard into my asshole. I could tell by the way she looked that she was cumming, and I could hear the girl underneath of her struggle as her mouth filled with sperm. I couldn't take anymore, I almost jumped out of my seat. I sucked hard on the black woman's cock and squeezed the Asian woman's cock as hard mine had been squeezed.
It was almost like it was meant to be. I felt a chill run down my spine at the same time I felt an intense tingling between my legs. It moved out quickly in waves, engulfing my entire body in a deceptively powerful orgasm. I watched as big, wet globs of sperm shot out of my cock. Most of it landed in the girl's hair, streaking her bright pink locks with cum. She looked up and smiled when she felt it, letting her face get splashed with cum. But at the same time that was happening, the Asian woman groaned loudly and I felt hot wet sperm splashing against the side of my face as it shot out of her cock. And as if that weren't enough, I felt the black woman's cock expand in my mouth and suddenly my tongue was flood with hot sperm. I gulped as much of it down as I could, but it still poured down my cheeks and landed on my breasts.
Soon, we were all done, even the two girls under the table climbed out, both dripping with sperm. We looked over at the table. The two women fucking the girls in the sixty-nine were leaning over kissing one another. Then, all of the sudden, they screamed into one another's mouths. I looked down and saw their cocks pumping hot cum into the other two women's assholes. The two women broke their kisses and flopped down onto the table. The two girls in the sixty nine kept fucking, even while cum dripped out of both of their assholes, one onto the floor and one down the, and onto her partner's face. One girl starting to cum and the other followed, soon their mouths were filling with cum. And overflowing onto the table.
We all crawled up onto the table, sticky with sperm, holding one another and breathing contentedly. Apparently, our lone dissenter couldn't take it anymore. She climbed up onto the table as well. She pulled her dress up and started to jack herself off. It did not take long, only a few quick pumps and then she showered all nine of us in her sperm. Then she got down on her hands and knees, moving over the table, drinking up our sperm and her own, sucking it down. Sometimes she shared it with one of us, but mostly she didn't. We giggled and tickled her breasts when she moved by. But soon she'd cleaned the whole table and was lying naked with us. For a while we were truly content.
"What the hell just happened?" one of the women asked finally. And the other's laughed. But I was thinking the same thing running it through my mind. What was I becoming? Did I like? The women started to get dressed, and file out. I moved slower. Wondering about what I'd do next. No one was there, but I decided to answer that rhetorical question anyway.
"I don't know," I said, "But I can't wait to see where that leads us next."
The End.
Hey everyone, thank you so much for reading my story. This is a sequel to my most popular story ever, I hope it was worth the wait. Please read all my other stories and PLEASE comment. let me know if you have ideas. Love you all
YKN
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"Hey, Nicole, could you do me a favor?" my brother Aaron asked as he walked into the kitchen. He said it so casually, like he expected me to agree like it was no big deal. I was sitting at the table, reading the side of a cereal box and trying to wrap my mind around the word "riboflavin." I didn't even look up from the box, I just sort of snorted.
"Uh, no" I said, moving onto thiamin. Aaron should have known better. There was absolutely no way in Hell that I was going to do anything to help the Golden Boy. He didn't seem daunted. A lifetime of always getting what you want will do that to a person. He plopped down on the chair across from me.
"Come on Nic," he said in a little whine, "You don't even know what I was going to ask." Which was true as far as it went. Which wasn't very far. I was actually sort of surprised my brother was asking me for anything. It was no secret that I hated him. Just like it was no secret that he thought I was a bitch. It was a great little system we worked out where we wouldn't talk to one another. Now that I was at college 8 months out of the year it was even better. In a few years, I wouldn't see him at all and then I'd just sit back and wait for the inevitable notification of his death. I was really looking forward to his funeral in 60 or 70 years. (Okay, so I was older, 20 to his 18, but women live longer. Also, I might decide to poison him).
"I don't care," I said, pondering the mysterious properties of niacin. Aaron let out a sigh and I smiled to myself. Maybe spring break at home wouldn't be all bad. Sure all my wealthy friends would be in the Caribbean getting shit-faced and having sex. But I, despite my parent's wealth, was poor. So I was home. Or "home" I guess. To make matters worse, my family had moved into a new house forty miles from our old house since I'd started school. This was just my first morning in this newer, bigger, and more sterile living quarter. So now I was stranded in a strange town where I knew exactly no one. At least I could piss off my brother.
"There is a free basketball game in it for you," my brother said. And my eyebrows rose. That was different.
"Pro?" I asked and Aaron nodded his head. I am a girly-girl in just about every way, but there is something in me that loves professional sports. Generally, the more violent the game, the better. But I would settle for a pro-basketball game. Besides, my team was in the playoff hunt that year. But I needed more information.
"Yeah, it is tonight," he said. I'd had this date all planned out with a cereal box, but I could consider breaking it. I looked over at Aaron and he looked absolutely tortured. He was sort of shifting a lot and his feet were moving under the table. He needed this from me bad, but I didn't know why.
"So what is the catch Aaron," said finally, "I don't feel like pulling this out of you, what is the fucking catch?" He stopped shifting and just sort of stared at me. His mouth opened once and he started to say something, but then stopped. I rolled my eyes, "tell me now, or the answer is definitely 'no' no matter what." He started speaking immediately.
"I am going to the game with this girl from my class, Rachel. I thought we were going as a date, I mean she asked me, but it sounded like a date," he explained. Great, I was going as a third wheel for some reason, 'Then today she texted me and said her friend Beth was going to be coming with us. Then I heard that tomorrow she is going out with this other guy from school. So I have no idea what this girl is thinking. If what we're doing is a date, than it should just be me. But if it isn't, what the hell are we doing? And..."
"Aaron," I said loudly, cutting him off, "What does any of your lame high school shit have to do with me?" He stopped for a second, and looked sheepish.
"I was hoping you'd come with me and...make Rachel jealous," he explained. For a second I didn't understand what he was saying. Then, suddenly, it clicked into place and I realized what he wanted. And I started laughing, I mean hysterically.
"Oh Christ Aaron, did you seriously just ask your sister out on a date?" I asked incredulously. He put his hands up like he was trying to explain something, but I was laughing again. His face was all red and he looked totally embarrassed. It was pretty awesome. He kept saying my name and telling me to stop laughing. Finally, on its own accord, my laughter died down.
"You are such an asshole," he said bitterly.
"Oh come on baby brother, you love me!" I said, biting my lower lip and thrusting my large breasts out. Aaron rolled his eyes.
"Come on Nicole, just listen," he said and I crossed my arms in front of my chest and stared at him. "Look, no one knows who you are here. I told Rachel that I knew a girl who was in college and said that I was going to bring her as well. So you can come. And me just being with someone else will piss her off. Trust me; I know how this girl thinks." He seemed so confident.
"What if you start to date her, she comes in the house and sees me smiling at her," I said, feeling creeped out by this whole idea.
"Well..." Aaron said, sort of looking away. Oh gross, he just wanted to fuck this girl once! He was asking me to help him set up a one night stand or something. She'd never see the inside of our house because she'd only see the back seat of his car.
"Of fucking nasty Aaron, you are a pig," I said. Well Nicole, you might say, don't you have a lot of one-night stands in college? Don't you have something of a reputation for being a slut? Well maybe I do, but that is beside the point.
"Get off it Nicole, I just need you to come to a basketball game with me," he said, pushing my cereal box away so he could look at me.
"What's in it for me," I asked and he rolled his eyes. I mean, I will consider doing anything to help my baby brother. For an exorbitant price. Plus something about this felt promising, I couldn't describe. There was a clusterfuck in the making.
"That fucking basketball game?!" Aaron said and I shook my head.
"You have to do better than that," I explained.
"Come on!" he said, "You can't possibility want to stay here tonight with mom and dad," he said. And I am sure if those two heard their little angel talking about them like that they'd be heartbroken. Actually, no, they would blame me. That was the way things worked in my house. Aaron was the son that always ever wanted. To my mother, he was a perfect gentleman and sweeter than sugar. To my father he was the sort of son men dreamed about: Athletic, handsome, and popular with the ladies.
I, on the other hand, was simply evidence that they hadn't gotten it right the first time. The first thing my mother said to me every time she me was "have you gained weight?" and my father rarely spoke to me unless he was explaining that I was disappointing him in some way. Although, I do remember a half dozen times when I was growing up when my dad said I was "pretty." So I often had this odd sort of urge to look sexy around my dad now. So that is super. (If you are thinking that maybe my Dad's attitude when I was growing up has something to do with that reputation at school I was telling you about, then you get a gold star dear reader. Turns out being smart enough to realize you have daddy issues doesn't change the fact that you have daddy issues. Go figure).
Anyway, the long and the short of it was that Aaron was right. I didn't want to spend the night at home with the disappointment brigade. But if I wanted more out of this than a basketball game, then I had to pretend like I was indifferent. I just sort of shrugged my shoulders and picked my cereal box.
"A hundred bucks," my brother said. Now, you might think it is odd that I am poor and my brother has money to go to basketball games and offer me $100.00 bribes. You'd be right, it is odd. But you see, my parents give my brother money. They claim it is because he helps around the house and gets good grades. I got decent grades and my contributions to the family are not numerous. But, as my parents have been explaining for years, in those two years I existed before my brother I was absolutely showed with gifts and affection. So they are evening things out. That made a little sense when I was five. But it is bat shit crazy now. Ah, mommy and daddy!
"Hmm..." I said, $100.00 was some good money. But I knew that if he started there he could go higher, I went for the jugular, "$500.00." I said and his mouth dropped open and he shook his head.
"No way," he said, "You're as big a moron as dad thinks you are if you think I will give you that." Oh yeah, my brother was very aware that he was the favorite. Luckily, pissing me off was a bad bargaining technique.
"Fuck you!" I said and got up to leave. He got up from his chair and ran after me.
"No, Nicole, I am sorry," he said. And Hell froze over. I turned around slowly.
"How much?" I asked coldly. I saw my brother thinking through his various finances. He knew I wasn't 100% serious about $500.00 but he also knew that if he low-balled me too badly I'd walk. I gave him time to think.
"Okay," he said at last, "how about $200.00? And I will wash your car before you go back to school." That took a lot. And my car was kind of disgusting right now. I thought it over.
"Deal," I said and extended my hand. My brother shook it warily. But then I grabbed hold of his hand and held it tight, "why do you want me to do this for you so bad? Why can't you ask some other girl to do this? Is this going to be like 'Carrie'? Am I getting a pig's blood bath tonight?" I saw Aaron's cheeks get bright red. This must good.
"Well..." he said slowly, "The main thing is that no one here knows you. And you're at college, so you'll kind of disappear. That's the main thing."
"What else?" I asked, suddenly knowing what he wanted me for. He was a weasely little perv.
"And..." he said, "My friends back in Harrisonville always said you were really hot okay?" he said. Oh what a scumbag! He needed to make a girl jealous so he asked his sister out on a date because she was the hottest chick he could think of to make this girl jealous! But I sort of beamed, lording over him that he'd had to call me hot. I guess I can't disagree. I am a little woman, around 5'2 and weigh about 120lbs. I have long blonde hair, green eyes, big breasts, curvy hips, a tight butt, and smooth legs. I am hot, thank for noticing that, pervy friends of my brother.
"Aren't you so sweet...brother," I said and made a kissy face.
"Fuck..." he was going to tell me to fuck off, then thought better of it, "-ing be cool. You're getting paid and everything. And I know you will hate this girl, your personalities will not mix. You'll be happy to piss her off." I always like making girl's jealous, stirring shit. So that sounded good.
"Meet you here at 6:00 p.m. then bro. It's a date," I said and I went upstairs to decide what horribly embarrassing thing I was going to wear to the game. I was feeling...slutty.
* * * * *
"Christ Nicole, what are you wearing?" my brother asked at 6:00 p.m. when I walked down the stairs towards the front door. My parents were already out to dinner, so they wouldn't see me in my get-up.
"You want her to be jealous? And you want her to put out?" I asked, "I look hot and I look like I put out. Taking me shows what you she has to do to get with you." I explained. And that was my story. I didn't tell Aaron that I was wearing a skin-tight red button-up shirt with no bra because I was trying to make him look silly. I didn't tell him I was wearing a black pleated skirt that barely covered my ass because I wanted to make him uncomfortable. And I didn't tell him I was wearing long stripped red and black leggings that went all the way up under my skirt because I wanted to look skanky. No it was whatever silly reason I said about the other girl. Plus, I had to wear team colors.
"I guess so," he said, looking me over. I have to admit, any time a man's (or woman's) eye goes over me, I love it. I like people taking notice of me. Even my awful little brother appraising my looks made my heart beat faster. "But you look like you put out for money." But I don't think I looked like a prostitute. I had that perfect look where girls say to each other 'guys don't like that, she is trying too hard,' but in reality everyone knows that guys like when a girl looks kind of trashy. I popped open one more button on my blouse so my cleavage was essentially pouring out and we headed for the door. I felt his eyes on my ass as I walked out. They should've been, my ass looked spectacular.
My brother drove, his little girlfriend's house wasn't very far away. As per usual, we didn't say much. We, without speaking, had decided to save up all of our sibling affection for when other people could actually see it. We arrived at her house, a big brick place with a pool in the back yard, a few minutes later. My brother, the gentleman, honked the horn. A couple of minutes later two girls walked out. I knew immediately which one was Rachel. She would be the one with shoulder length black hair, dark eyes, big breasts, and flawless build. Beth was tall (I mean like 5'11) and gawky, but with a pretty face and long blonde hair. In a few seconds they were sitting in the backseat.
"Hey Aaron!" Rachel said with an annoyingly cheerful little girl voice. I rolled my eyes. Aaron introduced me as his "friend Nicole" and I shook hands and all that shit. When I bent back from the front seat to look at them, I saw their eyes go straight to my tits. I smiled, enjoying their gazes. They couldn't really help but look, I sort of splayed them out there.
"So you're in college?" Beth asked.
"Yeah," I said with a little annoyance in my voice, and then turned and looked out the windshield. Not only did I want them to believe that I thought I was better than them, I kind of actually felt that way. So I crossed my arms and sort of ignored them. Aaron sensed I was being rude but I gave him a look that said 'I got this.' And off we went to the basketball game.
"That's cool," Rachel said, attempting to open me up. I turned to Aaron and whispered into his ear.
"I am saying something snide about Rachel to you right now, when I laugh, you laugh," and then I moved away from his ear and giggled a little. He laughed also and I had successfully set the tone for the evening.
We live just outside the city and we were going against the evening traffic so we made pretty good time. The girls in the back chattered away about school and other just mind-numbingly stupid shit. Anytime they addressed me I would answer back with a single word or just an annoyed grunt. They seemed to distrust me, which was good. On the other hand, I would often make comments to Aaron and would provide lengthy responses to anything that he said.
The plan, of course, worked perfectly. In a matter of minutes I had made it clear that the women in the car weren't there to talk to one another. Aaron's attention was what was important and we were all supposed to compete for it. And believe me, the stupid little high school girls fell right into that trap. Soon they were even talking over one another to get Aaron's attention. Aaron isn't particularly smart, but he saw that it was working. He tried to be withholding when it came to Rachel. He lavished most of his attention on me, but threw Beth a bone every once in a while. By the time we pulled into a parking garage in the city, Rachel looked completely at a loss. She was very cute; she wasn't used to playing third string.
We walked up into the arena. As we made our way to our seats, I noticed men turning to look at me. At college I'd come to realize that it can be a lot of fun to have men slobber of you. They are so easy and it makes you feel nice to be wanted. Especially wanted in a dirty, naughty kind of way. I smiled at my admirers (and judges) and then reached over and grabbed my brother's hand. He almost recoiled, then remembered why I was there and took it. I think he would've liked me more aloof, but he knew I had the upper hand. If I wanted to hold his hand, he had to let me because he couldn't let dearest Rachel see him push me away. I hadn't really thought about the power I had until that moment. And what could a good big sister do, but abuse it. While he was holding my hand, I leaned over and put my head on his shoulder.
A couple of things I should note right here. First, my brother is only like 5'7, so putting my head on his shoulder wasn't that difficult. He always had girls but I could never figure out why. He was heinously skinny and not particularly attractive (especially at times like then, when his hair was cut really short). Second, I don't want you to get the feeling that I enjoyed the act of holding my brother's hand or anything else. I like that it annoyed him, I like that it pissed off Rachel and Beth, and I like that when I tilted my head to the side it gave a nice view of my neckline drawing attention down to my breasts. It was just as repulsive as ever to actually touch him.
"Come on Nicole, don't be an asshole any more than you have to be," he whispered to my ear.
"I love you too," I said and he rolled his eyes. But we made our way to our seats and sat down. They weren't nosebleeds, but they weren't real great either. Aaron sat on the end next to the stairs, I sat next to him, then there was Rachel and finally Beth. I had decided to sit right between the lovebirds, to make it as uncomfortable as possible. And while Aaron was there, I held his hand. I could tell that Rachel was pissed, but I pretended I didn't notice.
About five minutes before the game started Aaron said he was going to the concession stand. I told him I wanted a diet coke. Beth and Rachel made orders as well. Then, turning the knife, Aaron asked for money from the other girls but gallantly implied he would pay for mine (I figured it was coming out of my $200.00, but I was at least happy the kid knew when to throw a punch). When Aaron was gone, I decided fuck with the girls a little more. I decided to talk to them.
"So..." I said, they had been talking together and I waited a minute until they turned and looked at me. They had these haughty looks on their faces like they thought I was a total slut. I'd seen that face before.
"What?" Beth said finally, it was clear that she was going to try to act as gatekeeper between me and Rachel.
"You girls looking forward to college next year?" I asked.
"Uh... yeah," Beth said. They weren't prepared for idle chitchat.
"Yeah, it is a good time. Where do you think you are going?" I asked. They told me their schools. They were both going to some snooty private college.
"Oh I go to State," I explained, "I always wanted to go to a party school you know?" I explained. I didn't tell them that I went to State because I was poor and it gives an excellent education for your dollar.
"Oh?" Beth asked, "Why is that?" She was as awkward at playing cool as she was at walking.
I licked my lips a little seductively, and then I leaned in towards them. I know my thick perfume wafted over them. "A big party school is great because you can be with a guy one night and then just avoid him forever. You rarely run in to the same people twice unless you want to." Both of them got wide-eyed.
"So what, you just like to get drunk and sleep around?" Rachel asked incredulously.
"Well," I said trying to sound a little hurt, "It isn't just like that. I mean, there are other good things too. The football team is good this year..." Hey reader, stop laughing. I am not as big a slut as I was pretending for these girls, so don't be a dick. Anyway, my two companions were quiet for awhile.
"How long have you and Aaron been dating?" Beth asked nonchalantly.
"Oh we've kind of been seeing each other since last summer," I explained and I saw the shock register on their faces. I pretended I suddenly realized what I'd just admitted to, "But oh, I mean it isn't like exclusive. He knows that." I explained. And suddenly, Rachel did not just have competition for Aaron's affection; she had an unworthy slut who cheated on Aaron. Now she had to save him from me. Seriously, this was so easy. At around that time, Aaron came back and gave me my Diet Coke.



"Thanks baby," I said and he nodded. He passed out food to the other girls and then there was tip-off. For the first quarter and a half, I just ignored everything else. This was part of my payment for agreeing to this stupidity, so I was going to win the game. And things looked pretty good for the home team. I could tell that Rachel and Beth were staring daggers at me and I liked it.
About mid-way through the second quarter there was a time-out. The television stations apparently went to commercial break. Suddenly, the PA boomed out.
"Alright fans," it said, "You know what time it is: Kiss-Cam time!" And then some hokey love music got played. Everyone looked up at the Jumbotron and saw a middle-aged couple suddenly notice that they were on the screen, giggle, then kiss. A few more people were shown and gave mild little pecks and blushed. Then, suddenly, I was staring up at the screen at...myself. I blinked twice and then realized that I was up on the Jumbotron, my hand gently cradled in Aaron's hand. I could hear the murmur of people around us and I looked over at Aaron. He looked petrified. I was his hated big sister, and usually when that happens both parties just sort of shake their heads and laugh. But that was not the situation here. If we didn't kiss, Rachel and Beth would catch on that something wasn't right. I had just been playing up what I slut I was.
Everything seemed to be moving in slow motion. But I could hear men around me complimenting my brother on how hot his girl was and saying he should kiss me. I heard someone else far off whistle. I felt my cheeks flush and my head went light. Everyone was looking at me; everyone was seeing how sexy I looked in my skanky outfit. I have to admit it was a turn-on. A big turn-on. And this was also an opportunity to piss off Rachel and Beth even further, an additional little turn-on.
I turned and grabbed my brother by the collar and pulled him in. He let out a little yip, but in a moment our lips were pressed together. He seemed paralyzed with fear and didn't move. I jammed my tongue between his lips, dipping into in his mouth. I heard the crowd reacting to my passion with laughs, hoots, and hollers. And it was so great. I could tell by the way I turned in the chair that my thigh was sort of exposed, pulled out from under the skirt. Everyone was looking at me. Boys wished they could leave their dates to be with me and girls were jealous of me. I felt my nipples getting hard and my pussy get wet as these thoughts ran through my mind.
And I felt my hand move to my brother's knee and suddenly I realized that I was actually kissing my awful little brother. And listen, I am as surprised you are by the fact that I didn't like, recoil in disgust. I still did not like him and he wasn't really kissing back. But there was something so devilish about kissing him. Something so naughty and dirty that I couldn't help but feel more aroused. I actually moaned a little, uncontrollably. I just thought how disgusted all these people would be if they knew. I thought about how disappointed my parents would be, how they'd think I was ruining their perfect little boy and my legs felt weak with desire. I had never been so turned on in my entire life.
Then things quieted down, I broke my kiss and then looked back at the hardwood. The game was back on. Rachel and Beth were staring at me like I was a complete harlot (they must've heard the moan) and my brother was sputtering at me like fish out of water. And then the team sunk a three so I jumped up in the air, clapping. And I felt every eye on me while my hard-nippled tits bounced up and down under my tight shirt.
* * * * *
"What the fuck was that?" Aaron hissed at me after the game as we walked back to the car. Rachel and Beth were walking a couple of steps behind us.
"What choice did I have? We had to kiss," I spewed back.
"Yeah, but..." he started.
"Just let it go."
"You seemed to really be into it," he said disgustedly, "Like you're as fucked up as you pretend to be." He said. The thing was, he was totally right. I'd just been fucking with him at first. Wearing the slutty clothes and holding his hand. But after the kiss, something changed. I still thought he was a little snake, but I liked that dirty, weird feeling I got when I kissed him. Hell, I often hooked up with guys I knew were bad news, this was only a difference in degree. My heart was still pounding from the sexual thrill of approaching that taboo. It was intense arousal mixed with shame and unease. I don't know why, that mix is intoxicating. Don't act like you don't understand, think about why decided to read this story. My body still ached for some kind of release. I wanted more of that feeling. Suddenly this little game with Rachel and Beth didn't feel like enough, it was sideline. I needed more, I needed that rush I got from the Kiss-Cam.
"Hey you little shit," I said into his ear, "I have you by the fucking balls. Anything I want to do you have to do or I swear to God I will tell these girls what is going on here. You're in too deep now. So wipe that look of disgust off your face. I don't want to hear any stupid moralizing; it makes you look like mom."
"I won't pay you!" he threatened.
"Do you need me to make the same threat twice in a row?" I asked. He seemed to get the picture. I didn't know what I wanted to do yet, but something strange was brewing. And I loved that this was killing him.
So we all got back in the car and headed back towards home. There wasn't a lot of talking. Aaron was too weirded out to keep trying to get in Rachel's pants and the two girls were still sort of pissed by how the evening had turned out. I was the only one who felt good about myself, so I'd have to push whatever came next. Finally we pulled up into Rachel's driveway and Aaron threw it into park, clearly relieved that it was over. It was around 11:00 and dark as pitch.
"Your parents' car is gone," I noted, seeing that the BMW that used to be parked under the basketball hoop was gone.
"They went to visit my grandmother, they were just waiting for my dad to get home from work," Rachel explained. A big empty mansion it would seem. Then I thought back to when we'd picked the girls up.
"Hey, let's go swimming!" I said, pointing towards the dark pool in the backyard. It was warm out, a swim would be nice. Everyone looked uncomfortable. Everyone but me wanted this evening to be over.
"Oh I don't know," Rachel said, "I really shouldn't have people over when my parents are out. The last time that happened..." I looked into the backseat and rolled my eyes.
"Let's do it Rach," I said, as though that were a nickname I called her or something, "It isn't a party it is just the four of us." I know they wanted to call me a slut and tell me that they didn't want me around. But they couldn't. One or both of them really liked Aaron, and the last thing they wanted to do was make him rally to my defense.
"Come on Nicole," Aaron said through gritted teeth, "It is late."
"We're adults," I explained and everyone seemed to understand a gauntlet had been thrown. The college girl was explaining to the high school kids how the grown-up world worked.
"You don't having bathing suits," Beth said and she became my hero. I had been waiting for someone to make that comment or objection and here was Beth with the answer to my prayers. Amen!
"We can skinny dip," I said maliciously. You could hear a pin drop...in outer space. They looked around shifty.
"I think that's..." Aaron started, I put my hand on the inside of his thigh and squeezed his leg.
"What do you think Little..." and I looked at him so he'd know I was about to say 'brother,' "Aaron?" His eyes got wide. The two girls in the back looked like they weren't buying it.
"I don't think it is a good idea, the privacy fence isn't very high," Rachel said. I thought it was cute the way she tried to make it seem like she WOULD do it, if only things were a little different.
"Well, I have a pool at my place Aaron, I guess we could just go back," I said in my silkiest voice. The message was clear: If you don't want me to take this boy home and fuck him then you better let us swim in your pool. The girls seemed to get it, even if Aaron, like a boy, had no idea what was going on. I don't know if Rachel really liked Aaron or had just been using him to go to a basketball game. But I was doing a better job of using him and she was jealous. She like him following her around like a puppy, and I had the potential to get in the way. Undeservedly even, because while she was using him, I was a slut. It was all sort of fun, to play the puppet-master here. I heard the two girls whispering in the back.
"No need to drive over to your place," Rachel said as though going to my place was similar to going to a gonorrhea factory, "We can all swim here. I just won't turn all the lights on" She said. I knew it would work. I'd laid the ground work all night for my brother to see Rachel naked. Now she had to strip and throw herself at him to protect him from ME! And this way I got to see her and Beth naked at the same time, which was always fun, right?
Beth and Rachel opened the back doors and headed towards the back yard. I opened my door as well, but Aaron grabbed my arm and held me in.
"What are you doing," he begged, realizing that nothing was in his control anymore.
"You're going to see three naked chicks, you're welcome," I said, then pulled away and walked towards the pool. In a few moments we were all there. Everyone was sort of standing around awkwardly, pretending like we all weren't about to do something stupid. Except for me, I was relishing that fact.
"Well you are the bold one," Beth said to me, "You go first." Beth, my savior again. I think maybe she thought she was calling my bluff or something, but I had never been more ready to be naked.
"Well Beth, if you really need to see tits, I am your woman," I said, she started to protest or something, but I was already unbuttoning my blouse. I threw open the blouse in an instant, exposing my C-cup breasts that look massive on my little frame. I quickly unzipped my skirt and shimmied it down my hips. I heard Rachel and Beth murmur when they noticed I wasn't wearing panties. I slipped the skirt off my foot and then kicked off my shoes. I decided to leave my legging on, they felt good against my thighs. I looked around and saw Beth, Rachel, and even Aaron staring at my naked body. I almost moaned because it felt so nice to have them drinking me in. I felt them glide over my hard pink nipples and my flat white tummy and my clean-shaven red pussy lips. Aaron was blushing like crazy but I could see that he liked what he saw. The perverted little glances he threw against my body made me feel so wrong and good at the same time. I put one hand on my hips, bent my knee, and raised my eyebrows.
"No one joining me?" I asked. Not that I wanted anyone else getting naked too quickly, I liked that they were all looking at me, jealous of my body, wanting to possess it. After another few moments of hesitation I said, "Fine," and quickly turned and dove into the water.
It was incredibly warm, especially given the time of year and I realized that Rachel's parents had a heated pool. The bitch. Anyway, the warm water felt so lovely on my naked skin and when I burst back out into the cool air I felt more alive than ever. I swam quickly to the shallower end of the pool and stood up, my nipples getter even harder in the cold. I could see them still looking at me.
"Water is great," I said, "jump in." It seemed that they were out of stalling time. Slowly the other three started to disrobe. They seemed a little nervous, but they did it. Beth was the first to get completely naked. She looked less awkward without clothes, her long body appearing more lithe than gawky. Her breast were small but they looked good paired with her long legs. Her pussy was well-kempt but not shaved. Next Rachel was naked. Her body was less impressive than I was hoping for. Her breasts were nice and round but her hips looked better when she was wearing jeans and her stomach was a little thick. But her pussy looked cute, her pubic hair shaved into a landing strip. The two girls gave furtive glances at one another, and then jumped into the pool. Finally, there was Aaron, he got down to his boxer shorts and then stopped. He sort of had his hands over his crotch, covering his cock.
"Come on you pussy!" I yelled, "Everyone else is naked."
"Nicole!" he whined. The other two girls giggled and yelled encouragement to him as well. They were swimming around the pool, keeping just their heads out of the water to obscure their naked bodies. But they appeared to be more comfortable now. They thought they'd gotten through the worst of it, maybe proved something to me. And we were all a little horny-drunk, you know what I mean.
"We all know you have a hard-on," I yelled, "You aren't fooling anyone!" The two other girls laughed and then whispered something to one another. Aaron gave me one last pleading look and then pulled down his boxers. I have to admit, Aaron had a pretty nice cock. It wasn't the biggest I'd ever seen, but it was pretty substantial. It wasn't crooked or anything weird like I'd expected. And I had been right; it was hard enough to cut glass. The girls giggled and pointed at him, he blushed and jumped into the water.
Then we are all naked in the swimming pool. For a while, I just let that sink in. We sort of puttered around in the water doing what you'd normally do while swimming. But we were also eyeing one another. I felt eyes on my breasts, on my ass, and my pussy. Sometimes it was my brother's eyes and it made me feel so naughty I had to fight not to put my hand between my legs. This was so much better than kissing girls at drunken frat parties, this was so totally exposed. And it was so wrong, so bad. Sexy.
We'd been swimming about half an hour when I noticed I didn't see Aaron in the middle of the pool. I saw Beth, her breasts now out of the water and her large nipples hard in the cool night air. I saw Rachel, standing close to Beth, running her hand through her wet hair and exposing her own breasts. They looked more comfortable now, no longer as self-conscious about their bodies.
I looked around and saw Aaron standing with his back against the side of the pool near the low-end. He was looking at the three of us in the pool with his arms crossed in front of his chest and he was smiling. I hadn't really intended to do him a favor, I wasn't trying to give him a show. I decided to teach him a lesson, although I really didn't have any idea what I was going to do next. I wasn't thinking right now. I can't honestly explain my motivations. I was just acting, chasing that feeling I got from the Kiss-Cam. I swam over so I standing right in front of him. He consciously chose not to look at my breasts, but I could see him straining with his will.
"This is awesome Nicole," he said, "I didn't know if you knew what you were doing, but this is amazing. I never thought I'd see both of them naked." He looked past me, at the girl playing and giggling in the pool. Suddenly, I felt a huge wave of jealously. Fuck, I wanted his attention for me even if he was an asshole. I needed to set things straight.
"What about me there lover-boy?" I asked and he looked at me, his eyebrows knotted.
"What?" he asked
"Don't I look sexy?" I asked and I ran my index finger down my neck, across my chest, and the flicked my own nipple. I bit my lower lip and looked up at Aaron.
"Cut it out?" he said quietly, hoping the girls wouldn't notice us, "why are you being such a perv?" he asked. I decided to play like I didn't notice.
"Come on baby, it's our date, they are just tagging along," I said and then I leaned into my brother. I felt his hard cock press against my leg and my breasts pushed into his chest. He squirmed a little, but couldn't help but look down to where my nipples were pressing against his chest. He moved a little and his cock rubbed hard against my leg. Aaron moaned but his face got all red.
"Nicole you're such a fucking freak," he hissed quietly. But it was loud enough for the girl to hear something and they turned and looked at us. I took that as an opportunity and leaned in and kissed my brother deeply. He was shocked, but he didn't fight me, in fact he pressed his tongue into my mouth. I reached down under the water, and let my hand slip around and grabbed his balls. I broke the kiss and leaned into his ear.
"Who's the perv?" I asked in a breathy voice. "Shit, Nicole you'll ruin everything. What would mom and dad say about this? What is wrong with you? I am out of here" he panted. The girls were still watching us. He pushed me away a little bit. He reached behind his back and put his hands on the side of the pool and hefted himself up. His body slide up against mine and I felt his cock slide up my leg and across my stomach. Then, he was sitting on the side of the pool and I was standing between his legs, his cock right in my face.
I don't know what I was thinking, but my body was completely in control now. My need to do something so bad, to ruin my little brother, was so strong. I was fucked up, there was no doubt. But I knew that erection was from me. Even if my parents would never know, I would no that this little shit was no more perfect than I was. It wasn't so much a decision as an instinct. Before Aaron could swing his legs out of the pool, I dropped my arms down onto his thighs. He started to protest, but I was too fast. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth. In an instant my brother's cock was in my mouth, hard and throbbing.
"Oh fuck!" Aaron said, feeling my tongue swirl around on the firm, smooth tip of his cock. It tasted like chlorine, but still had that musky flavor of cock that I love. He stopped trying to push himself up. Once you're giving a boy a blowjob, you are kind of in command. I smiled around his dick, and then slid it deeper into my mouth, feeling the urethra with my tongue.
"Holy shit!" I heard one of the girls, I think it was Rachel say. She was laughing a little bit but I heard them swim a little closer and then stop. To watch. Not only was I giving my little brother a blowjob, but two people were watching! It was so perfect, so disgusting. I loved every second of it. I think I loved most that while they were kind of grossed out and turned on as they watched me now and if they knew I was Aaron's sister they would go absolutely insane. They knew they were watching something dirty, but they had no idea how dirty it was.
I felt my chin press into my brother's balls, his cock was completely inside of my throat now. Sort of swallowed, letting the muscles in my throat constrict around his cock. It also made me gag a little bit. I shook my head a little, really letting Aaron feel the inside of my throat. I looked up and saw his eyes closed and his head tilted back. Whatever desire he had to get away from me was completely gone now. My breasts were now pushed against the side of the pool and as I started to bob my head up and down on my brother's cock, my nipples rubbed deliciously against the pool tiles. I moaned around Aaron's cock.
"Are they seriously doing this?" I heard Beth whisper and I felt so alive. I kept sucking his dick, but I reached up now with one of my hands and gently massaged his balls at the same time. They felt so hot and full, I wanted his salty cum in my mouth. I love sperm, I would give blowjobs all day everyday just to get that thick, creamy liquid in my mouth. I squeezed his balls a little, making him jump, but I kept my tongue swirling around his cock.
"Oh Jesus!" I heard Aaron grunt. His hands suddenly grabbed my head and I felt his body go taut. He let out a deep groan and then he released my head and his whole body went limp. At the same time, big wet globs of his sperm poured into my mouth. It big, hot spurts my brother's cum shot into my mouth, coating my tongue and even shooting down my throat. I pulled his cock out of my mouth and let the last few big spurts splash against my face while I swished the juice in my mouth around, making it frothy and tasty.



Then, just when he was finished, I turned around quickly and looked at Beth and Rachel. Their faces registered absolute shock. They saw my long, wet blonde hair in my face, my green eyes shining, and big globs of my brother's white sperm dripping from my nose and chin into the pool. They didn't say anything. They were both just standing in the pool, right next to one other, with their mouth's dropped open.
"Goddamn it Nicole, what the fuck is wrong with you?" Aaron screamed. I turned quickly, he was standing out of the pool now, his face flushed. His cock was still hard.
"I..." I started to say something snide, but he reached down into the pool and grabbed me under my armpit and yanked me harshly out of the water. I came up with a splash and landed on my knees on the hard concrete. My wet leggings tore a little as I landed. I was more than a little turned on by how roughly he'd yanked me out of the pool. I looked up and him, he seemed so pissed, I kind of liked it. I'd really gotten to him, wrecked his whole image of himself. Now I had the live-wire version of Aaron, it was better. And he was about to do something so bad, that mommy could never forgive him.
"You are a fucking whore!" he yelled, "Why would you do that? And why in front of people?" he said, pointing to Rachel and Beth, who were standing awkwardly in the pool, watching us.
"You put that hard cock in my face and acted like you didn't want me to suck it," I said and he looked mortified. And I realized that he had kind of wanted it. He hadn't admitted it to himself intellectually, but in his animal brain he wanted his sister's sexy mouth. And I bet he wanted her pussy too.
"We need to leave," he said now.
"You fucking pussy," I yelled back at him, "you take me out and you flirt with these little sluts in front of me, and then when I try to show you how important you are to me, you call me a whore!" I said. Beth and Rachel gasped.
"No..." Rachel said, trying to extricate herself from this whole event. She was still in shock, but she was afraid to be involved.
"Shut up you fucking skank," I yelled out to her and she recoiled. And that was just the button I needed to push.
"Fine Nicole, you want to ruin everything? You want to be a whore, then I will make you a whore," Aaron said. His voice was almost hysterical and he was clearly pushed to the edge. I'd pushed him pretty hard today, provoking him. Now he was going to push back. He shoved me now and I rolled over so I was on my hands and knees. I was on the edge of the pool facing out towards Beth and Rachel. I tried to move, but suddenly Aaron's hands were hard on my hips holding me in place. His fingers dug into my ass and I moaned a little. It actually hurt. It felt amazing. I heard him muttering something, but I looked behind me and his eyes were burning into my back.
He wasn't gentle and he didn't pussy-foot around. He was pissed and he was going to take it out on me. But I wanted it so bad. All his attention in the world was focused on me. It didn't matter that it was bad, it was mine. I felt the tip of Aaron's still hard cock against my pussy. I tried to scoot back into it, I wanted it. Aaron didn't want me to want it. His hand came down hard on my ass with an audible crack. I screamed and arched my back. In that same instance, Aaron shoved his hard cock into my pussy. I felt weak and almost lurched forward into the pool, but I held into the edge, pushing my ass back into my brother, letting his cock push harder into my body.
Aaron pulled his cock out of my body and the slammed it back in. He was already panting hard, but I couldn't believe how good it felt. I knew from experience that angry sex feels the best, but this was a different stratosphere, with all of the shame and hate mixed in. It was divine. Aaron kept pulling his cock out and slamming it back into me. I felt my entire insides turn to jelly. I moaned and thrashed like a porno-movie whore, but for the first time in my life I really felt it, I needed to moan and to thrash it was too intense.
Hearing me moan in pleasure, Aaron must've wanted to do something more. With one of his free hands, he put his thumb against my asshole. I screamed a little, it felt so good. My body was still wet from the pool and Aaron shoved his thumb into my ass. I sort of wobbled, but kept from falling over. The pain was intense, but it just added to the pleasure from his cock pounding into me. He kept moving his thumb in my ass, spreading me out as he slammed his cock in and out of me.
The air was cold and steam rose off of our bodies while we fucked, my knees scraped on the concrete around the pool. There were harsh slapping sounds as my breasts flopped against my stomach and my brother's balls slapped against my dripping wet pussy. I couldn't stop screaming.
All the while, I was staring at Rachel and Beth. They were even more stunned than before. They were standing in the middle of the pool, holding hands, and watching as my brother plowed me remorselessly. Rachel's mouth was dropped open and Beth was shaking her head in disbelief. Their shock was so perfect; it was exactly what I needed to make this sex the best of my life. I mean you couldn't have asked for more, I was wrecking my brother's chances to fuck either of these girls, I would be completely disappointing my parents, I was having sex for an audience, I was doing something so shameful and awful that God couldn't ever forgive me. That is what makes sex great and I was getting all of it at once! Oh I am hot just writing about this!
"I can still see his cum on her face," I heard Beth whisper.
"This is the fucking craziest thing I've ever seen! Is this seriously happening? Is a slut getting fucked really hard on my pool?" Rachel replied in a daze.
For me, that was the absolute icing on the cake. I couldn't have asked for anything more. My brother threw his cock into me again as they spoke and it sent me over the edge. My hands shook on the edge of the pool, and my voice rang out as I screamed in pleasure. The orgasm built in my pussy and then spread out in waves all over my body. My mind stopped working and every muscle in my body contracted and loosened, and then, suddenly I experienced peace like I'd never felt before. It was heavenly. I grunted and then felt my pussy tighten around my brother' cock.
Now it was his turn to groan. He shoved his cock one more time, hard into my pussy (almost knocking me in the pool again). I felt his fingers sink even deeper into my flesh and he grunted again. His body felt hard against mine and then I felt the hot warmth of his cum filling my pussy. It wasn't as much as the first time, but still a surprising amount of hot cream poured into my pussy, filling me up with my brother' seed. Aaron, panting, dropped off behind me, his fingering plopping out of my asshole, and landed in the grass panting. His sexual desire and his rage was completely out of him, he'd fucked it into me. I, also, had never felt more content in my life.
"Holy shit that was insane" Beth said and then quickly made her way to the ladder. They suddenly seemed to realize what they were doing and looked scared. Rachel followed her and soon they were both out of the pool. They both took a quick look at Aaron and then ran back into the house. The spell had been broken, we were all confused now.
After a few minutes, Aaron sat up, "What the Hell just happened?" he asked in a dazed voice.
"You owe me $200.00," I explained and he looked at me like I had three heads. Or maybe like I'd just fucked my brother. Looks can be tough to read.
"How do you figure that?"
"I went the game, and little brother, I helped you get laid," I said and leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek.
"There is something seriously wrong with you," he said, but he didn't say he wasn't going to pay me.
"I know," I said, "But for once in my life, everything happened the way I wanted." And I laid out naked in the grass, and felt his eyes still roaming my body. I felt him watch as his own cum seeped out of my pussy and rolled down the crack of my ass. Confused, angry, but still aroused. And now finally the tables had turned. I had something that he wanted but could never have again: My body.
The End
Everyone, thank you so much for reading my story. Please, please, please comment. This story was a little different than my normal tone, so let me know what you think. And read my other stories.
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Chapter 1: A Strange Relationship
Rachael Farmer hopped out of the shower and looked at herself in the mirror. She has a lot to be happy about in the reflection. She looked every bit the part of the star flyer on her high schools cheerleading squad. At a petite 5'1 and 95lbs she was the perfect size, but at 18 years old there was little chance that she was due for a growth spurt. Not that that would necessarily be a bad thing. She had a gorgeous, but youthful body at with a slim build that promised to flair out to an hour-glass shaped bombshell like her mother, a former beauty queen when she entered her twenties. As for now her breasts were small at 32-B cups and her hips were slim but feminine. She had a strong butt. But her best feature was her face. Encased in long, dirty blonde hair pulled into ponytails, she had the face of a starlet. Her eyes were wide and honest and her nose was small, and turned up like a pixie. Her lips were thick and her teeth white. When she smiled the deep natural red of her lips contrasted beautifully with her delicate white skin and pearly white teeth. Despite the fact that she knew that she was every boy's dream, she was also very humble and approachable, a potential senior prom queen.
She wrapped her towel around her body and walked out into the main locker room. The other cheerleaders were milling around talking. She was friendly with all of them, some more so than others but she definitely got along with everyone. Her mother said it was her gift, something that she had inherited and something that would come in handy if she ever changed her mind and decided to start doing beauty pageants.
"Hey Rach," she heard a voice say and turned to see her best friend Cindy Womack drying her hair with a towel, "Me and Sara are going to get something to eat. We were wondering if you wanted to come to. Because you have money."
"Yeah right!" Rachael laughed and her friend laughed as well. They both knew that Rachael's mother forbade her from getting a job and if they were going to get food, Cindy would have to pay.
"So are you down," said a nude Sara walking around the corner and putting her arm around Cindy. Sara was like that, a bit of an exhibitionist. At least she had the body and the shaved pussy to pull it off.
"Sorry girls," Rachael said, "I would love to get out of this place as it is nearly five, but I missed a math test in Mrs. Lowell's class and there is no way that I am going to stay after on a Friday when her next office hours are."
"Have you ever made a test on time in her class," Sara said and Cindy giggled, "No seriously I feel like you make up a test in that class every day."
"Well maybe math period is the time I like to hang out with my boyfriend, did you ever think of that?" Rachael asked in a very serious voice as she removed her towel and started to put on her panties. She could tell the other girls were looking at her perfect body and maybe ever her freshly waxed pussy, but she didn't allow herself to get a big head about it. She hadn't done anything to earn her body, it had just sort of happened. An accident of birth or something.
"What boyfriend?" Cindy said rolling her eyes. They knew she was single and had been for two months.
"Wouldn't you like to know," Rachel responded as she hooked up her bra.
"Pfft, come on" Sara said rolling her eyes and grabbing her clothes, "See ya slut"
"Peace, you filthy twat" Rachael responded back.
"See ya later tonight maybe?" Cindy asked.
"Yeah, I'll give you a call later or something."
"Okay. Bye."
"Bye," Rachael said and then put on the last bit of her clothing, grabbed her backpack and headed out the door. She saw a few friends in the hallway on the way to her test and she waved at them. Today was just such a perfect day. She was in such a good mood. Nothing could possibly ruin it. In fact, she expected the day to only get better from here.
In a few minutes she was at the classroom of Mrs. Kitty Lowell, her Algebra II teacher. She knocked on the door and Mrs. Lowell looked at the door, smiled, and beckoned her in. Mrs. Lowell was not what you'd expect from a high school math teacher and mother. She was gorgeous. She was still very small for a 39 year old woman, in tremendous shape at 5'3 125lbs. Through the years the only part of her body that had gotten thicker were her breasts, and they were spectacular 36-D cups. Her nipples still defied gravity and every boy in every one of her classes tried to look up her long, milky white legs to her tight butt and elegantly tapered hips. Her face was beautiful as well with dark eyes and dark, thick lips. Her nose was long, but thin and looked proportional on her somewhat thin face. Her hair was still midnight black and she left it loose and long down her back and her bangs hung down in her eyes. She was a high school boys wet dream, the perfect high school teacher, although she would never let anyone know if it flattered her or not.
Rachael pushed open the door and walked in. She looked around and saw that three other people were also taking late test. She saw two boys that were older than she was that she didn't know and she saw Ariel Cooper, another senior who she knew by reputation. She was a Goth or punk girl or something and Rachael tried to stay away from her. She could see Ariel giving her dirty looks as she came in. Sometimes Goths were impervious to the charms of the cheerleader.
"Hello Mrs. Lowell," Rachael said sweetly and then sat down in her seat.
"Hello Rachael," Kitty said in her soft, whisper light purr. She smiled at all the students, "Okay we are all here now so we are ready to begin the examination."
"Had to wait around all fucking day for little miss queen," Ariel grunted under her breath and the two boys laughed.
"What was that Ariel?" Kitty asked sternly, "Do you have a problem with the way I administer my tests after class."
"No," Ariel said lamely and rolled her eyes.
"It is a courtesy that I allow these tests. I can refuse to offer late tests to any student I desire. Would you like to be placed on that list, effective immediately?"
"No."
"Okay." Kitty said and Rachael felt good. Mrs. Lowell would always look out for her. She didn't much care for these kinds of students anyway, ones who didn't apply themselves and then demanded special treatment. But those thoughts were soon banished from her mind as Kitty began to hand out the tests. They were all taking the same test.
The examination was actually quite easy. It was multiple choice which helped, although you were encouraged to show your work as incorrect answers could be given partial credit if they had good work with minor mistakes. Rachael buzzed through each question, showing her work and knowing when she selected an answer that it was definitely correct. In a little more than half an hour she was done. She checked over her work until the time was up.
"Okay students, that's all you get," Kitty said and the other three students groaned. Rachael flashed her teacher a knowing smile. Kitty quickly collected up all of the papers, "Okay, you guys are all free to go. Oh, except Rachael. I think that I need to have a word with you." She said it very sternly and knitted her brow as she looked at the cheerleader. Rachael's face too contorted, a look of absolute shock. Ariel and the boys giggled, it was clear that little miss perfect had been caught cheating. It was the only way she could burn through the test that fast. They reluctantly moved out of the classroom, wishing they could watch the axe fall.
"See ya later Princess," Ariel said, shoving past Rachael.
"Please leave all of you!" Kitty said and the kids all left. Then her stern demeanor melted and she gave Rachael a large, pleased smile.
"I was wondering what your plan was!" Rachael said, smiling back and lounging languidly in her desk chair.
"I had to get rid of them somehow. If any of them have the nerve to ask you about it tomorrow, just tell them I was holding you back because another girl had been caught cheating off of you during your last test," Kitty said, unbuttoning the top button of her blouse. She was wearing a white, loose fitting blouse, a charcoal skirt, black stockings, and black 4 inch heels. She was sitting on her desk with her legs crossed and her hair tossed over her shoulder.
"I don't think any of them except maybe Ariel would have the balls," Rachael said and the teacher smiled at her crudeness. Rachael was wearing a pair of blue booty shorts with VCHS written on the butt and a skin tight white tank-top.
"I do like it when you talk like that..." Kitty said, pushing herself off of the desk and walking across the classroom to where Rachael was sitting. In a single fluid motion she reached her hand around the back of the student's neck and pulled her in closely for a deep and sexy kiss. Their mouths were quickly open and Rachael giggled around the teacher's tongue as it dipped deeply into her mouth.
They had been doing this for a few months now and they both thought that the other had been the seducer. It had first started after a late test like this. They had stayed and talked for a while and found that they were very compatible. During an awkward silence they had somehow kissed one another. They were passionate that first time and neither really knew what had come over them. But then it just seemed to keep happening, they never really discussed it and neither woman had ever considered themselves a lesbian before they met, but they knew that they liked to have sex with one another and they also found that they were very much in love with one another, although neither had yet had the nerve to actually admit that fact.
"Pull my pigtails, I like that," Rachael breathed into her lovers face. Kitty obliged, grabbing Rachael's hair and then pulling her closely into her mouth and kissing her again. Rachael's hands flew up to her teacher's blouse and quickly started unbuttoning the shirt and threw it on the ground.
"I don't have much time this afternoon, my husband is coming sweetie," Kitty explained. There was no apology in her voice. The two had long ago figured out that they had to fit their fun in while they had the opportunity.
"I'll be quick," Rachael said with a sly smile and then quickly unzipped her teacher's skirt. Kitty was no less efficient and soon both were naked in the middle of the room. They were standing now, their arms wrapped around one another. Kitty's large tits were rubbing against Rachael's small, hardened nipples and the girl was moaning.
"69?" the teacher asked helpfully and Rachael emphatically nodded her assent. Kitty quickly slid down her lover's body, letting her breasts rub their way down Rachael stomach and against her hairless pussy. She then flopped back on her back and spread her legs, revealing her pink and equally hairless vagina. Rachael didn't take time to admire. If Kitty said she didn't have much time it meant she actually had no time at all. She swung her hips down and dropped her pussy on her teacher's face. She spread her arms out and planted her face in Kitty's twat. Both women loved the feeling of having another woman's tits on her stomach and they both grinded briefly against one another.
Kitty started first, realizing that her husband wouldn't wait forever and eventually would make his way down to the school to greet her. He still loved her, even if she wasn't really sure any more about the way she felt for him. He was a sweet man... but why was she thinking about that now. She darted her tongue out tentatively and began to gently massage the young girl's clitoris. She heard Rachael groan and she smiled to herself. She loved the way Rachael's pig tails felt laying heavy against her thighs.
Soon Rachael's tongue was out as well. She kept it thick, but loose and dug it deep into her teacher's twat, enjoying the feeling of Kitty squirming against her. She pumped it in and out the way she assumed a cock would move in and out it, but Rachael was a virgin when it came to boys. After a while, she too settled in to gently tonguing her lover's clitoris.
They writhed on the floor together, careful to keep their moan quiet and discreet, but it was difficult. They were holding each other gently at the time. Their love making was not as wild as it had once been, but it was now far more caring and for that reason, to the women, far more erotic. They whispered loving words into each other's pussies. Things they couldn't possibly say to each other, they were too nervous. But it was still very intense. It just a few short minutes, Rachael was cumming hard. Something she had not experienced until she started sleeping with Kitty. As usual, the feeling of Rachael's pussy contracting sent Kitty over the edge and soon she too was wracked by convulsive orgasms.
For a few moments they just lay there on the hard, cold linoleum floor, their bodies entwined and their breath coming deep and slowly. They Rachael rolled off her teacher and moved so that they were lying next to one another.
"That was very nice," Rachael said pleasantly in her little cheerleader voice and Kitty laughed, wondering how many boys in school wanted to hear Rachael say that. Wondered if any had the imagination to imagine the two of them together in their wildest dreams.
"I agree," Kitty said.
"I guess you better go," Rachael said with just a hint of sadness in her voice.
"I guess so. Don't act so sad. Go hang out with your friends. I will see you again tomorrow. I mean, not 'see' you but maybe we can do that again next week when my husband goes back out on the road."
"Okay. See you then," Rachael said, not wanting Kitty to feel guilty. She quickly got up and both women hastily got dressed. Rachael was finished first and headed to the door.
"Oh Rachael..." Kitty began, but realized that she wasn't able to finish that sentence, even though she desperately wanted to do that. To say that she loved Rachael. But she was afraid to scare the girl away.
"Yes..." Rachael said, praying that the teacher would say those words, say that she loved her. Make some sense for what had been a confusing couple of weeks together.
"I think you did very well on that test," Kitty said in a dejected voice, recognizing that she had failed herself and Rachael again. She would tell her eventually. When the time was right. Not now, not while her husband was waiting at home.
"Thanks," Rachael said with equal sadness. It never even occurred to her to say the words, she was still young and didn't think it was her place to say such a thing even if she felt it burning more brightly now than any emotion she had ever felt in her life.
"Have fun with your friends."
"And you with your husband," Rachael said and they both left school for the day.
Chapter 2: Blackmail
Kitty Lowell awoke the next morning at the sound of her alarm. She hated that sound. It was so intense that if a similar alarm went off anywhere for any reason, even if it was a television commercial, it would make her cringe. She quickly slammed her hand down on it and rolled over in bed. For just a second she imagined it was Rachael next to her, the little cheerleader that had stolen her heart but was so enigmatic at times she had no idea who she was dealing with. Instead she felt her hand graze her husband's flabby stomach and she rolled her eyes.
She had once loved the man who was still sleeping next to her. They had married young and he had given her a beautiful young son, Richard Jr. But their passion had cooled. Oddly, as they grew younger and she remained as beautiful as ever he had been the one to stray. Even as he grew fatter, balder, and more mean-spirited she began to notice lip-stick on his collar and the smell of whore's perfume when he came home from his frequent "business trips." At first she had pretended not to notice and then she had confronted him. He had denied everything and she pretended to believe it. She had even made unsatisfactory love to him just the night before. But she was only with him now because when he was around he was a decent father. And because she didn't know what else to do. She hated to admit it to herself but the college-aged feminist that she once was had melted into a fully dependent on a man she no longer loved. If she left, where would she go? Her only other family was a widower older brother who was completely worthless and his young daughter.
The only bright spot in her life was Rachael. She became so aroused thinking about the girl that she considered waking up her husband and trying to make love to him again. But she knew that it wouldn't work, that he'd just grumble something and then go off to work. She woke him up with a rough shove and then got out of bed before he could say anything.
Kitty got a very quick shower and then got dressed for work in her normal uniform of a long skirt and billowy blouse. She didn't like the young men staring at her ample breasts. She left the bathroom and saw that her husband was still asleep and she hit him again. She then walked over to her son's room and knocked on the door. Richard, who had just turned 18 was already up.
"Morning mom!" he said not looking back from his video game.
"I told you not to get up early to play that!" Kitty said, but without real malice. He was the apple of her eye and he knew it. Knew he could pretty much get away with anything.
"I know," he said, turning around and giving her a big smile. He was a small boy (man, she reminded herself), only 5'4 and weighed no more than 120lbs. He was in 12th grade but didn't look it. He had his mother dark hair and her big, dark eyes.
"Well then get dressed and come downstairs and I will make you breakfast." She closed the door and headed downstairs.
She wasn't in the mood for a big production, so she just popped some of the batter she had made two mornings before into the waffle maker and searched for the maple syrup.
"Gotta go," she heard her husband saying and she turned to look at him. He was shabbily dressed as usual and he had his briefcase in his hand. He looked tired and unhappy and she wanted him out of her house. For a moment she hated him. Then she spoke.
"Did you say goodbye to your son?" she asked, crossing her arms in front of her body.
"Hey buddy," her husband yelled up the stairs and her son came downstairs and said hello to his dad, "I gotta run. Have a good day in school son."
"Do you have to go before breakfast?" Richie said, taking a seat at the kitchen table. Kitty hoped he would say he was too busy and wasn't disappointed.
"I have missed so much office stuff the last few weeks on the road and I have to go back out in a couple of weeks so I am going to have to really get down to work the next few days," he explained and gave his son a reassuring smile that was a giant lie that only Kitty knew about. Of course, he trusted her completely to never say anything to their son and it was well-placed trust. She would never say a word and hated herself for that. In a moment her husband was out the door and out of their lives for a while.
"Waffles again! Come on mom! The least you could do would be buy real waffle batter. You're just making pancakes shaped like waffles," her son complained as she put the plate down in front of him. She ignored him and sat down across from him and ate as well.
They talked about little things for a few minutes and she wondered if her son had a girlfriend. He was cute. She wandered what he would think about Rachael and felt very embarrassed. They were the same age. But she was so much more mature, girls always were.
When they finished eating they hopped into the car and Kitty drove Richard Jr. to school. He was supposed to go to the school where Kitty worked, but she hadn't thought that would be a good idea. When he was first in high school, he was growing up, and didn't need his mommy around. She'd sent him to a private school when he started high school. Now, he was an adult and had spent all his time there. He used to complain that all his childhood friends went somewhere else, but she was always going to do what was in the long-term best interest of her son. She gave him a kiss on the cheek as he left the car and he went inside. She smiled after him. The only man truly in her life.



Her drive to her own high school was very quick. She thought again that she should convince her husband to buy her son a car, so she didn't have to drive him to school. She was almost late every day to work and just thanked God that she was so well respected by her principal and her peers. But she liked the time in the morning, and didn't get much time with Richie later in the day. She parked her car and rushed into the school, she looked at the clock immediately upon entering and saw that she cutting it quite close. She ran into her classroom and saw that a few students were already seated for homeroom. She knew that her hair was in disarray and could tell that the boys liked her slightly disheveled look and it made her a bit uncomfortable. She straightened her hair and then found a note on her desk stating: "Meet me in your classroom at 4:00 p.m. It is important." She didn't recognized the hand-writing and it wasn't signed. Very strange.
*****
Rachael had awoken that same morning when her mother, Emma, stuck her head into her room and yelled at her to wake up. She heard her younger brother and sister already awake and talking in the hallway. Her mother always woke her up last and did extra little things for her because she was the oldest, a great deal older than her half-siblings. She suspected that it was also because her mother had a special love for her as the only child of her first husband. A man who'd died early. Not that Rachael's stepfather was a bad man or unpleasant but Rachael was the only member of the family who was just Emma's.
"Come on, I know you are lazy but you are going to be late," Emma Farmer said, smiling at her beautiful daughter. Everyone said they were very much alike in looks and manners. Both were bubbly and sweet and both were gorgeous. Emma was a bit taller at 5'5 and 135lbs, which was not bad at all for a 40 years old woman and mother of three. She had once been as thin and wispy as Rachael but she had filled out with age to a 36-C breasts and gently flaring hips. She looked in the face like she could be Rachael sister and had her dirty blonde hair cut into a short bob. She still looked like a beauty queen.
"I am up!" Rachael said and then groaned and stretched out. She slowly got herself out of her bed and went to the bathroom and got a quick shower. By the time she went downstairs her stepfather had already left to take the two younger children to school on his way to work. It was the ten minutes each day that Rachael had with her mother while she waited for Cindy to come pick her up.
"You get prettier every day," her mother said as they sat at the kitchen table. Her mother was wearing her robe and was resting her head in her chin. Rachael rolled her eyes.
"I am not going to do it mom. I like cheerleading," she said.
"Do what? I just said you looked pretty," her mother said in a very innocent voice.
"You want me to be a beauty queen and you know I am too old to start anyway."
"You are too pretty NOT to start," Emma said in all seriousness. It just seemed to Rachael that her mother had just decided to stay at home for the rest of her life and now that she was too old to do her beauty contests that she wanted to do nothing but make her kids do them. Her half-sister was already doing it. But Rachael had always refused.
"I think Cindy is here," Rachael lied and headed out to the front door. She loved her mother but was tired of the pressure, tired for feeling guilty for not being exactly like her mother.
"Love you honey," Emma said and leaned forward and gave her daughter a kiss on the head. She wasn't in the mood to fight either.
Rachael went out to the front stoop and sat down and waited. She was thinking about Kitty. Wondering what her mother would say if she knew about that. She had said something once, at a parent-teacher meeting about how beautiful Mrs. Lowell was, but she doubted her conservative mother would like it. She wondered too, for a moment, what she thought about it. But she chose not to. Sometimes it was easier to ignore something that was bothering you rather than tackle it head on. If she had to really decide whether or not she was a lesbian, whether she was in love with a teacher at her school...she couldn't imagine the implications of that.
"You awake!" A voice called and Rachael looked up to see her friend Cindy leaning out the window of her little Honda Civic smiling at her, "We're going to be late."
"Sorry," Rachael said smiling back and ran and got in the front seat of the car. She looked back and waved at Cindy's little sister Tess. They were Irish twins, with Cindy just ten months older than her younger sister. They were both 18, and both seniors. It was strange that Rachael and Cindy were close friends, but Rachael and Tess never really became close. Tess seemed less mature than just ten short months would indicate and Cindy definitely treated her like a younger sister. But beyond behavior, they were a lot alike in appearance. They both had the same deep, dark red hair but none of the freckles usually associated with it. They both had youthful features and big white smiles. Both looked underdeveloped for their age with small 32-A breasts and slim builds. The only difference was that Tess was three inches shorter at 5'0 and a bit lighter at 95lbs. She also had braces, which was pretty much the only way to tell them apart if you saw them.
"Turn it up!" Rachael said and soon the music was blaring loud and all three girls were singing along. The girls didn't talk on the way to school, just sang and giggled. It was part of their morning ritual and it was nice. They parked in the senior parking and split up their separate ways.
Rachael walked quickly to her locker, she was running a bit late and she had a lot of stuff to unload form her backpack. However, suddenly Cindy caught back up with her and grabbed her arm and looked at her with concern.
"What's up?" Rachael asked.
"Do you know Brad Stewart?" she asked in all seriousness. Rachael had to work hard not to roll her eyes.
"Yes. He's Todd's best friend right?" she asked, although she already knew the answer. She had been waiting for this. She had known that Cindy was once again on the look-out for her for a boyfriend although she never asked. She knew that she just wanted someone to double date with and found it slightly annoying. But Cindy was nodding emphatically.
"Do you like him?" she asked.
"I don't know," Rachael replied uneasily.
"Do you want to go out with him next weekend? He is only a junior, but he is pretty cool," Cindy said, making as good a sell as she could.
"I don't know...maybe," Rachael replied, once again trying to ignore it. She'd squirm out of this before then. She wasn't sure whether or not she would be attracted to a boy, but she knew that she could never like any meat-headed friends of a cheating jerk like Todd. She wondered why her friend didn't just break up with him, but never could figure out a way to bring it up.
"Great, I'll tell him," Cindy said and before Rachael could object, her friend was gone. Cindy had a tendency to do that sort of thing. To act like someone said what she wanted to hear. Rachael shrugged her shoulders and in just a few moments she was at her locker. She opened it up and a small, folded note fell out. She picked it up, concerned it was from Todd and read it. It stated: "Meet me in Mrs. Lowell classroom this afternoon at 4:00. It is important." She didn't recognize the handwriting and it wasn't signed. So very strange.
*****
That afternoon, Mrs. Lowell sat in her classroom after school let out, waiting to see who had sent the letter. She had a sneaking suspicion that it was Rachael. She had told the girl they wouldn't have time that week, but she was a little bit flattered that the girl couldn't wait. At exactly four, Rachael walked in, she was still sweaty from cheer practice, and she had rushed over. She was excited that Mrs. Lowell had freed up some time for her, it was the most likely thing she could think of with the note.
"Hey, why did you leave a weird little note?" Rachael asked, holding it up between her fingers. She smiled brushed her bangs out of her eyes. She noticed that Kitty was giving her a very strange look.
"What?" She asked.
"I thought you sent me a weird little note?" Kitty said, taking Rachael's note and quickly reading it. Their minds were both racing, trying to figure out who had sent the letter. They didn't wait long. Just three seconds later Ariel Cooper walked in with an attitude of supreme confidence. She was so surprising in her arrival that Kitty, for the first time, realized how beautiful the girl was. She was very tall and slender, with the narrow, sexy build of a super model at 5'9 and 115lbs. She was clearly a fully grown women at 18 years old with 32-A breasts. In Kitty's mind her beauty was marred by the fact that she was so clearly an outcast on purpose. She dressed in red corsets, black miniskirts, and combat boots. Her long blonde hair and been dyed purple and the tell-tale signs of tattoos were cast about all showing skin. It was made all the worse, to Kitty, because she had such an angelic face.
"I am glad you both got my notes," Ariel said, sitting down gently in her seat.
"What's up?" Rachael asked helpfully. The sneaky way in which Ariel had set this up and the way she was speaking made Rachael nervous, although she wasn't sure why. She saw in Kitty's eyes the same concern and emotions.
"Let's cut to the chase," Ariel said. She reached into her bra and pulled out a small cellphone, "Don't bother destroying the phone this is already on my computer." She pushed a few buttons and then handed the phone to her teacher. Kitty gasped and Rachael quickly moved around the desk and looked down at the tiny screen. She felt sick and nearly gasped herself. There, tiny on the screen was showing Kitty and Rachael from the day before, writhing and licking each other on the floor. Rachael couldn't believe was she was seeing. She clearly saw both her own face and her teacher's face, they were clearly identifiable at times. She could hear Ariel giggling on the phone, looking in at them through the small window on the door.
"That's enough, don't want you two getting all hot and bothered," Ariel said, standing up and snatching the phone out of the shocked teacher's hand. She then sat back down and looked at the other two. They were both staring at their shoes and their faces were absolutely red. This, in and of itself, was enough for her. But she might as well try for a little more.
"Why?" Kitty said finally, "Why do you have this and why are you showing it to us?"
"Those are two very different questions," Ariel said with a wicked laugh. She liked pretending she was a bond villain or something. It just felt so right, "Why do I have it? Because I came back to get my cigarettes when I figured you'd be gone and there you were, with little miss perfect. A misdemeanor (I think) for you and a major embarrassment for little miss perfect. She's 18 Mrs. Lowell, but it is still a crime in this state to fuck a student. And fucking your teacher is not the best way to become prom queen Rach."
"I feel sick," Rachael said, her mind was reeling. What did this mean? She felt Kitty's arms around her, helping her down into a chair and was sad to think that it made her feel dirty to have Kitty's hands on her. She sat down quickly.
"Now the other question," Ariel said, not skipping a beat in her little game, "Well I figured if you have something of value, you don't just give it away for nothing."
"What are you saying?" Kitty said, struggling to keep her composure. She was trying to imagine herself outside of the situation. What would a rational person do?
"To be honest Mrs. Lowell, I fucking hate you and I hate your girlfriend even more," Ariel said and got some satisfaction in noticing that Kitty at first had begun to act like she was going to reprimand her for her language and then realized where the power lay now. Ariel leaned forward, "So you see I would get a lot of satisfaction out of seeing you embarrassed and sent to prison and having your little girlfriend turned into a leper and maybe get kicked out of her house." Where did this rage come from? Kitty couldn't believe it, why did this girl hate her? She then realized that the girl was obviously unstable in some way. She couldn't possibly be seeing them as real people if she could do this to them.
"Want do you want?" Rachael asked. She just wanted all of this to go away. She was pretty sure she would say anything to make it go away.
"I don't ever want to show up to math class again but I want an A," Ariel said.
"Done," Kitty said, looking at Rachael. She was a bit disturbed with how easily she had been able to crumble on something like that but she looked at Rachael and just wanted to protect her. It wasn't fair to her, so she would do what was necessary.
"Well that ain't hardly all," Ariel grunted and she leaned forward. She didn't say anything. She waited for the tension to grow. Wanted them to ask her. Wanted them to realize that she was in complete control of them and that she could get anything they wanted.
"What do you want?" Kitty said in a defeated voice. But Ariel still wasn't ready.
"Well when I got this on tape and put it on my computer and watched it a few times I started to think about what I wanted. I sort of liked this home voyeur tape and I started to think about all of the things I could get out of it. You know my best grades are always in English. The teachers think that I have real imagination. So you can imagine yourself, all of the things that I came up with..." she paused again.
"Fuck, just say what you want!" Rachael said suddenly, feeling ugly for saying a work that she never liked to say but feeling desperate. Being unable to take anymore.
"Such language!" Ariel said, but she was ready now, "Well like I said, I really liked my video and I want to see four more, two from each of you. Get me four more videos to watch and you can be sure that I will never show anyone anything. They'll be worth more to me than seeing you guys screwed, so to speak."
"What do you mean, two from each of us?" Rachael asked, just the question Ariel wanted to hear.
"I am so glad you asked that. I already have the video of the two of you, I want different videos. I want four new videos. I want something different each time. Something specific," Ariel explained. Kitty felt weak and now she sat down too. Rachael put her head down on the desk. She was in a state of shock. This wasn't happening. But she was still listening.
"Mrs. Lowell," Ariel said first and Kitty looked up at her with pure hate in her eyes. She didn't want to know what was coming next, "I have a thing for taboos Mrs. Lowell. I like things that you aren't supposed to like. That's why your video is so much fun for me. It is just so...bad. Well I went online last night and looked you up, I looked up everything I could find out about both of you, plus I took the things that I already know about you. Mrs. Lowell do you have a niece?" she asked and Kitty felt confused.
"Yes but what does..." then it suddenly dawned on her.
"I want you to fuck your niece..."
"I cannot believe what I am hearing," Kitty said with absolute disgust in her voice. It was a gut reaction, the only thing she could say. Rachael was disgusted as well. What could this possibly bode for her.
"I didn't say rape her. I don't want that. I want you to fuck her. And I am a little bit offended by the lack of respect you have for my current power. For that, I am going to add a separate condition. I want you to turn your niece into a whore. I want you to pay her for sex," She said. Kitty opened her mouth to protest again. Then she realized the power of the evidence that Ariel had against her. This would ruin her life, her son's life. Rachael's life. She should at least hear the girl out, let her say what she needed to say and then figure out a way around it.
"What else," Kitty said flatly and Ariel grinned deviously.
"I want you to fuck your son," she said and giggled. Kitty didn't react. She pretended like she didn't even hear it. That just simply couldn't happen.
"I..." "Just shut up," Ariel said, "It will be better for you. As for you Rachael, you're friends with Cindy Womack are you not? Cheer buddies?"
"Yes," Rachael said, "I don't want to sleep with my best friend." She was speaking in monotone.
"That's good. I don't want you to fuck her. I want you to fuck her sister Tess," Ariel explained and laughed. It would be one thing to get a friend to seduce another friend. If it worked, both were happy. If Rachael tried to seduce her best friend's sister, it was bad news no matter what.
"What else, just tell her what else," Kitty said, this meeting was lasting forever and she wanted to get outside where she could breathe.
"I want Rachael to fuck her mommy. Her beauty queen mother. She likes older women, it's not that big of a stretch," Ariel said, "And I want to make sure both of you do it. So I want video evidence somehow. Phone, hidden cameras, whatever. I want to be able to see it."
"Let's just say we do it," Kitty said defiantly, "How do we know you don't just want a lot of tapes so you can screw us harder? How do we know you aren't just trying to ruin more people?"
"Well teacher think about it. If I wanted everyone to know now they already would. You have already benefited from my good faith even if you didn't realize it. And the only people who would get hurt are the people that will be hurt anyway. It seems to me you don't have a choice."
"Oh God!" Rachael said and she was sobbing now. This was Hell. That was all there was to it. She was in Hell.
"Just remember ladies that you are tied to one another. If one of you performs and the other one doesn't you're still screwed. I need all four videos. If you leave me out then you leave out your lover," Ariel said and she got up to walk out the door.
"But how will we know," Rachael said, "If we did give you the videos, what would you do to assures us that we are protected."
"Don't worry, you'll get protection. I promise," Ariel said and then slipped out the door. A moment later she popped her head back in the door, "You have twenty minutes to decide whether or not you are going to do this. If you don't the video hit's the internet and the police station tonight. I'll be right outside the door."
For a moment Kitty and Rachael just sat in the room and cried. Their entire lives and futures were running through their heads. All of the people who would be affected. They were both most afraid for each other. They were embarrassed that their actions were going to hurt one another. Although they couldn't have put that into words if they tried.
"What are we going to do?" Rachael said pleadingly at Kitty. Her need was so obvious, Kitty put her arm around her. Wanted to protect her from the world.
"What can we do?" Kitty said, "We have try to fulfill what she said. I don't know what else to do. I mean we can say 'yes' and then figure a way out of it later. But if not, we have to hope that this is enough. That it will stop her."
"I don't want to do this," Rachael said, thinking about the unpleasant actions she would have to take to make it happen. Then she knew that she couldn't trust Ariel even if she did. It was such a huge risk. But the other way was automatically horrible. She would lose all her friends. She would lose her family. She would lose Kitty. Kitty would go to jail for her. Kitty's thoughts were in the same place. She couldn't lose her life and couldn't bear to see Rachael lose her life.
"Please Rachael, just say you will. We will figure something out. Do it for me," Kitty said, turning Rachael so that they were looking at each other in their tearing eyes. Kitty kissed Rachael gently on the lips, tasted the salt of her tears.



"You're right," Rachael said and again her heart demanded that she tell Kitty that she loved her and Kitty was struggling as well. But they couldn't. They were too scared.
"I'll go tell the bitch," Kitty said. And Kitty never swore.
Chapter 3: Seducing a Son
For a few days Kitty just tried to ignore everything that had happened. She woke up, got her family together for the day and then went to school. She would see Rachael and talk with her gently, but never about the subject they that both were most concerned about. Rachael seemed a bit strained when she saw her, but in general things were going normally. The only difference was the hot, white hated she felt for Ariel anytime she saw her. She once saw Rachael in the hallway, shrinking away from Ariel as they passed. It broke her heart but she couldn't let it affect her. Ariel had said nothing else, maybe she was just bluffing. She couldn't put it on the internet. that was probably illegal in and of itself.
Then one night she was sitting at her kitchen table, having a glass of wine and thinking. Her husband was at "work" and her son was fast asleep and she was thinking. Suddenly it struck her. The absolute absurdity of what had happened to her. Not just the blackmail. That was truly bizarre. But the situation that had caused the blackmail was no less unlikely.
Her entire life she had always known she was straight. There had never been a doubt in her mind about it. She lost her virginity to a boy in high school. She had gone to college and had sex with several boys and then she had gotten married. There had never been a single instance in her life in which she had ever sexually considered another woman. She had never experimented with women in college and she had not so much as kissed a girl in her entire life until Rachael. Until there was a student who had suddenly kissed her and changed her life, even if she refused to acknowledge that it had.
She was starting to notice women everywhere now. She didn't necessarily want to be with them, she was so happy when she was with Rachael. But all of the sudden she was appreciating the sexuality of women. She appreciated the gentle curves of their bodies, the way their breasts swelled, the way their hips were rounded and the way their legs were thin and smooth. What was it about Rachael? What had caused this?
That night, it suddenly dawned on her. She suddenly realized what had happened to her, what had changed her from a dissatisfied wife to some sort of lesbian. She was lonely. She didn't think that this was something new. She couldn't ever remember in her life a true feeling of love. She was attached to men sexually, but even her husband, what had she ever felt with him? Further, she had never had any close girlfriends, it just hadn't happened. She always felt uncomfortable around women. She had never known what she was missing because she never had it. Then suddenly, when she was almost 40 years old, she met a young girl in her class. They had talked a little bit and she had laughed. It was a girl and she didn't feel uncomfortable around her and the girl obviously enjoyed her company as well. And it wasn't just lust, although her mouth still watered when she thought about Rachael's tight little body. No, it was a real connection. The kind of connection that she had lacked her entire life. She was a lesbian. But only because it was Rachael. If Rachael's soul had been inside of anyone or anything she would have been drawn to it. Rachael was her soul mate. It almost made sense that it didn't make sense. It had been so easy. So easy to fall for the girl.
She realized now, that she was pretending to be happy again. The way she had her entire life. The way she had done with her husband. The way she had done with boyfriends in college and in high school. She was just hoping and praying that everything would be happy again and she was convincing herself already that she was happy. Her body ached suddenly. Every part of her wanted Rachael. Suddenly, the stakes of what she was considering. She realized that unless she fulfilled Ariel's demands, she would be losing the only thing in her life that had ever made her truly happy romantically and sexually. It wasn't fair. But it had to be done.
She had Rachael's cell phone number. They were both very cautious about calling one another, if anyone ever checked the bill it could look suspicious and they were even more cautious now with Ariel, but Kitty couldn't wait any longer. She knew what she had to do. Her fingers flew to the buttons and she felt her hands shaking terribly. It rang for what felt like an eternity. Finally, there was Rachael's gentle voice.
"Kitty? Hello?" she said.
"Hi Rachael," she said, sighing with relief. She had been so nervous but Rachael presence, even across the phone, was a comfort, "I want you to know that I am not going to put any pressure on you. I am not going to let that girl use our emotions against one another."
"What do you mean?" Rachael asked, suddenly sounding concerned. She thought that perhaps this meant that Kitty didn't want to see her anymore.
"It means I am going to try to fulfill my end of the bargain. Even if you don't. I am going to do this for you. The decision will be yours and I won't be angry at you, either way," Kitty explained. The line was silent on the other end. For a terrifying moment, Kitty thought she had misjudged the situation.
"I am going to try too," Rachael said, "I decided right away that I was going to do it." Kitty felt emotions welling deeply within her. Rachael wanted to protect her too. It was a great feeling. How could she feel so safe in such a precarious relationship? She wanted to say something
"Oh my mom is coming! I think I had better go, I want to stay with you. But, you know... I have to go," Rachael said, her voice also thick with unexplored emotions.
"Okay," Kitty said, suddenly disoriented. This was so strange.
"Thanks," Rachael said with a thickness in her voice that called out for Kitty to say something. The words were on the tip of her tongue, but thinking of the young girl with her mother, even in this strange situation, she couldn't say the words.
"You're welcome," was all she could say and then the phone was hung up. Then she was sitting in complete silence and she realized that she had absolutely no idea about what she was going to do next. And for one more day, she did nothing. She knew now that she was going to try, but how does one go about seducing a family member? It was completely absurd.
The most difficult thing to do was select her first target. She knew that she had to seduce her son as well as somehow manage to make her niece a whore. Neither of which was particularly appealing to her and for that entire day it was the only thing she thought of. She weighed the pros and cons of both and occasionally told herself that she was wrong, that she would not do anything and that she would tell Rachael she had changed her mind. But when she thought of this her mind refused to allow it. The tension was growing inside of her. She was just going to make a decision and do it.
Finally, on the Friday after she had met with Ariel and Rachel, she settled on her son. It felt so dirty and wrong. But it made sense. First of all, he was in the house all the time and so he was available. Second, he was an teen boy and that would work in her favor. Third, there were fewer requirements of her with respect to her son. And finally, it would be more emotionally difficult and because she had to do both, if she could do the first one, she would clearly be able to do the second. Of course, thinking about bedding her son and niece in such clinical terms made her feel uncomfortable at first, but she decided that she was going to have to try and act as though she was enjoying it. It is hard to seduce someone when you're feeling sick and hateful. She bought a bunch of nanny cams and strung them around her house, she didn't want to have to think about how to organize a camera.
So now she had to decide what she was going to do. She had never actively tried to seduce anyone before. On Friday night after school she went home and walked up to her bedroom. She knew that her husband was going to be out of town for the next two weeks. She decided that she was going to seduce her son before her husband returned home. She closed the door behind her and carefully started to remove all of her clothing. She felt embarrassed to be taking her clothes off in order to analyze her body, but she had to decide what would be her best assets.
She looked at the beauty in the mirror and felt a bit of pride. Her hair was cascading loose and shiny over her shoulders and just kissing her breasts, which were still so youthful looking with their teardrop shape and upturned, pink nipples. Her skin was tanned and her body very thin, incredibly thin actually for a woman of her age and a mother. Her vagina was waxed bare and she had a tight pink labia. She was certainly attractive enough. But how would she get Richard Jr. to see that in her.
It was early April at that point but they lived in a warm climate. Perhaps she could start dressing a bit more...suggestively at home. She realized that the pool was open and while it was a little bit chilly outside, it was still warm enough to go get a little bit of sun out at the pool.
She walked over to her closet and started to dig. She was looking for something that she had worn long ago, something she hadn't had in a very long time. There were piles and piles of conservative clothes in her closet and Kitty realized that she had never really tried to look attractive before in her life. She had always known she was pretty and took it for granted. But this was the first time she was making a real and definitive effort at it. Even when she was in high school, she had never dressed sexy or even worn make-up. It was almost fun if she completely divorced herself from the context in which this was happening.
Finally she found what she had been looking for. In a small ball, tied together in the bottom of her closet she found a much-hated birthday present her husband had purchased for her a few years ago. She had told him at the time that she was too old and getting to big to be wearing a sexy bikini out at the pool. Better to wear something with a little more fabric. Of course, she had the body for it. She just didn't want to wear it for him. Didn't want to be another one of his objects.
It was a little black thing that had small, rectangular pieces of fabric that covered the area around her nipples but showed off a lot of the sides of her breasts. The bikini bottom was just a small triangle in the front and a thong in the back. She couldn't believe how revealing it was and it was only years after she got it that she realized that it was probably something her husband had bought for one of his bimbos and then realized that he had forgotten her birthday. She quickly slipped it on and looked at herself again in the mirror. She blushed, she felt even more naked now than she had before.
She wanted to run back into the closet and pull it off and maybe tear it up into even tinier little pieces but she knew that she wouldn't. At the same time, she couldn't go walking around like this around the house. She went back into her closet and found a short, white cotton robe that she had gotten at a spa. She put it on and went back to the mirror. In some ways she looked even sexier with just a hint of cleavage sticking out and her long legs looking fit and trim hanging out from the bottom of the robe that was only a few inches below her waist. She knew her son was home now. No time like the present to get started. She took a deep breath, and began.
"Richie?!" she yelled as she came out of her room and headed downstairs.
"Yeah mom?" Richie called from his room where he was studying.
"Come down here a sec," she said called back up. She felt her heart pumping, wondering what was going to happen. But when she saw her son's innocent face at the top of the stairs she felt better.
"What's up?" she said and she saw for just a brief second that his eyes ran across her legs and her breasts. She hoped that she wasn't blushing.
"I was going to lay out by the pool, I was wondering if you'd like to come with me," she said.
"Is the water warm?" he asked.
"I don't think so. I think I am just going to go out and get a tan. You should come out too, girls like a boy with a nice tan," she explained, wanting to see his reaction to that. She noticed that he smiled shyly.
"Mom, I didn't realize you were so interested in my dating life. After all you sent me to an all-boys school" he said rolling his eyes. He was a cute boy. And so sweet, so unlike his father. She found herself looking at his body. He was wearing shorts and he quickly took off her T-shirt, he was going to come out with her. He was still very skinny but her shoulders were starting to bulk up, like a man, and he had some small muscles rippling in his stomach. She noticed hair on his legs and realized he was a young man. He was smaller than other 18 year old buys, but he was still a handsome young man, not a boy at all anymore. Like his father looked in his pictures growing up, except with his mother's dark hair.
"Don't act all shy," she said now, feeling comfortable now. It was just her and her son, after all.
"Come on, let's tan," he said, clearly not interested in talking about romance. He was very private about his personal life, and she was generally okay with that. She had a sneaking suspicion that he was a bit of a nerd at this school. She'd never seen him have a girlfriend. But he had some close friends and seemed happy, ready for college. She smiled as he walked past her down the stairs and walked out the back door into the yard with the pool. She took a deep breath and followed after him.
She watched as Richie moved around the pool and dipped his toe in and then looked back at her and shivered in an exaggerated fashion for her entertainment. She smiled at him and walked outside. He quickly moved over to the far side of the pool and laid down on one of the deck chairs and relaxed, closing his eyes. Kitty crossed the cement around the pool slowly and stood for a second in front of the deck chair next to her son. She waited for him to open his eyes.
"You going to lay down or just stand there Mom?" he teased and she smiled at him. He was using his hand to shield his eyes and looking up at her. She steeled herself quickly and then untied her robe and let it slip off of her body. She did the best she could to look at her son without looking at him. She saw that he was still shading his eyes and staring at her. She could tell also that his mouth was hanging open and that his eyes followed her as she laid down on the deck chair. She looked down at her large breasts straining against her bikini and her long legs and felt her heart beating quickly.
She lay down on the chair and tried to relax. She wasn't going to seduce him today. She was just planting a seed. She noticed him looking over at her furtively on occasion and she smiled to herself. It was kind of cute. This was actually kind of fun. At least this part was. She arched her back for a moment, pretending to stretch her back and saw his eyes follow her chest. A few minutes later, she rolled over on her back and saw him staring at the bottom of her thong, at her tight, tanning ass. It felt nice to be desired by a man. She loved Rachael, but she found she craved attention from men as well. Even if they were young men. Even if they were her son.
That day she didn't do anymore. She didn't want to come on too strong, besides she had time. For the rest of the weekend she merely did the same thing. She invited him out to sunbathe with her and everyday she wore her skimpy little bathing suit. Everyday she noticed that he stared at her. She couldn't be sure, but she felt relatively confident that he was only turning over to sun his back because he was starting to get erections while looking at her. She felt flattered. However, she also monitored his behavior closely. He didn't seem to be acting oddly, he didn't seem to think he was doing anything wrong and she wanted to keep it that way.
At the start of the week she was starting to feel the pressure. This was fun but it wasn't going to get her out from under Ariel's heel. She was going to have to up the stakes. On Monday after school she came home and quickly got dressed. Her son got home a few minutes later and responded enthusiastically when she invited him to come outside and sunbathe. She continued her normal routine, revealing her little bikini and watching him watch her. Then she threw in a little twist.
"Honey," she said in a sultry sexy voice, just to see how he would react. He looked at her and was blushing already. She wondered what he was thinking about at just that moment.
"What mom?" he asked, his voice sounding husky and uncertain. She saw his trunks bulging and saw the way he tried to cover himself up and she smiled.
"I think I am going to start burning, would you mind putting a little bit of sunscreen on me?" she asked and pointed over to the picnic table where she had strategically placed suntan lotion. He looked at it.
"Okay mom, whatever you need," he said and got up quickly, bending over oddly to try to hide his erection. She gave him a playful swat on his butt as he walked by and he looked back at her mischievously. Grabbed the lotion and came back. He sat down on the deck chair next to her and turned to face her. She squirted some of the lotion into his hands.
"Don't you want to roll over on your back, you can get your front," he said, looking a little bit nervous. He was staring down at her body.
"Oh sweetie," she said in a baby doll voice that just naturally came out and seemed to excited him, "can't you get the front and back? I am just so tired..."
"Okay," he said quickly and then looked a little nervous, like he'd said it too quickly. She didn't respond and soon her started at her ankles. She felt the cold, slippery feeling of the lotions against her skin and she moaned. It was not on purpose. Richie paused for a second and then slowly began to knead the lotion into her skin. His hands were soft, but strong as she looked down at him, rubbing it against her shin and reaching around to feel her calf. She felt him rubbing up her leg slowly, touching her knee. He was shifting uncomfortably and trying hard to look her in the eye.
She felt a strange sensation that she hadn't suspected. She started to feel a bit hot. At the same time she could feel that her pussy was getting ever so slightly wet. She liked the way his slick hands felt against her skin. He continued to work his way up her leg, feeling her thigh. She gently spread her legs, giving him slightly more space. She felt his hands moving up the insides of her thighs and felt her hands grasping at the deckchair arms, her mouth open and staring intently at her son behind her sunglasses. She hadn't been with Rachael in over a week; she hadn't realized how horny she was.
When he was just a few inches away from her bikini bottom she realized she couldn't take it anymore, she was enjoying this too much, too fast. This wouldn't work if she jumped him out here. She hadn't even realized that that should have been a concern. What was wrong with her? Maybe she was some kind of degenerate. Maybe she didn't really love Rachael; she just thought she did because she was some kind of pervert.
"Get Mommy's tummy," she said, not trying to use baby language and knowing that it sounded sexy. He put more lotion in his hands and started to rub it on her flat stomach, working it into her bellybutton, letting his strong, wet hands work the lotion deep into her skin. She felt his hand accidentally brush against the bottom of her mostly exposed breast. For a moment they froze but she acted like she felt nothing. Now his hands were rubbing against her arms.



In a few moments he was finished with her front, having ignored the area above her breast, she let him get away with that. Didn't want to push him too hard, besides, her back was going to be quite revealing. She turned over and Richie quickly started to rub the lotion onto her back, up near her shoulders. He was masterful. His hands put just the right amount of pressure and it felt like wonderful massage, especially as his hands moved down towards the small of her back. He paused there, her ass was almost completely visible with the tiny, thong-like bikini.
"Don't let my tush burn!" she said, wiggling it and trying to sound playful. She heard him suck in air. She was nervous too. She felt his hands tentatively feel her ass, touching the warm, taut skin. Her ass was her favorite feature and in a few minutes she could tell that he liked it as well, his hands were all over it and it felt amazing. She felt her pussy becoming sopping wet and she hoped that he didn't notice. Finally, he worked his way down her legs and he was finished. She rolled back over and saw him quickly dive over, rolling onto his stomach and she grinned this was working so well and she was enjoying it, even if she felt bad about it.
This was now part of the routine. By the end of the week, she didn't need to ask anymore. He just came out when he got home from school at grabbed the lotion. He seemed to be enjoying himself too, becoming more comfortable, even complimenting her, tentatively, on her body as he rubbed in the lotion. She decided to throw one more twist into the works on Thursday afternoon, just to test him out.
She had allowed him to put the lotion on her front again. It was starting to become normal for him to just happen to accidentally brush the bottom of her breast and she smiled as she turned over. This was working so much more easily than she had expected.
"I am starting to get a tan-line," she said, "Can you un-tie my top honey?"
"Ok," he said, he didn't say much to her during their pool time. It was so out of character for the usually chattering Richie. He was very obedient and she liked it. She could have had men turn into putty for her all her life, if only she'd realized it. He untied her top and slowly began to work in the lotion. He spent a lot of time on her ass and she knew that it was his favorite part and it made her proud. She could hear him breathing shallowly.
"Okay mom," he said finally, "I am done."
"Thank you sweetheart," she said and then quickly rolled over and sat up. She felt the cold breeze against her nipples but pretended she didn't. The bikini top hung around her neck like a necklace and her breast were fully exposed, showing her teardrop shaped breasts and pink nipples. She looked over at her son and smiled, still pretending. His eyes were giant and he was staring right at her.
"What is it?" she said, trying her best at acting although she could tell he wasn't really capable of listening at this point anyway, "Is there something on my face?" She shook her hair, trying to look sexy. Then she looked down.
"Sorry mom!" he said quickly.
"Oh my goodness, why didn't you tell me," Kitty said and then slowly went about the business of putting the bikini top back on. He was still staring at her, not even aware that he should probably look away, he was an 18 year old kid and completely entranced by a beautiful body. He didn't seem to care that it was his mother's body. It appeared as though he was ready, but was she?
Chapter 4: A Friend's Sister
During that same time Rachael wasn't just waiting around. She had been more shaken after the conversation with Ariel. She had walked home in an absolute fog. She couldn't really focus on the issue, her mind kept wandering to other mundane things and then it would snap back into her mind, making her feel sick and miserable. How could this have happened? How was she in this mess?
She started to think about where this situation had begun, where she had started having feelings for Kitty and when she had turned into a lesbian. But the thing was that she had no idea about any of those things. Everything had happened so easily, she just didn't know any other way to be.
Now that she was able to be honest with herself and to really explore her feelings she came to a few striking realizations. The first was that she was incredibly happy with her life, or at least had been before Ariel became involved. She loved all of her friends, she adored cheerleading, and she liked that boys drooled after her, even if she wasn't interested in them sexually. But that was the nut of the problem.
There was one girl in the school who was an open lesbian. Her name was Lisa and she played on the softball team and was all of the clichés that people associated with lesbianism. She was a bit masculine, she was strong and athletic, she had a deeper voice, a bit chubby, and was a bit aggressive. Furthermore, she tended to alienate girls and discomfit boys. It didn't matter that she was a very nice person when you got to know her (Rachael knew Lisa when they were younger and had been friendly acquaintances if not friends). But that wasn't Rachael. She wasn't just suppressing some sort of inner stereotypical lesbian; she was a lesbian and girly-girly.
Anytime she considered telling anyone about herself she knew what would happen. There would be some people who would reject her and that would be tough. But there wouldn't be many of them and they wouldn't be the kinds of people that she really cared about. The worse problem would be her friends and her family, the people she was close to. They would still love her, but the question would be, "Really?" it would be, "Is this some kind of a phase?" and maybe even worse, "Why do you do that when you are so pretty and popular and whatever?" She couldn't deal with those questions. They would ask them and they would make her angry. She didn't want to have to justify who she was just because she figured out who she was when she was in high school. It wasn't her fault that her mother and most of the people she knew didn't really know who they were yet.
And that is what made Kitty so magical. First of all, no words needed to be spoken. And there wasn't any marveling at the fact that she was a cheerleader and that while it was no longer "weird" to be a lesbian in some parts of America it was weird to be a cute, popular lesbian in high school. Kitty didn't care about any of that stuff and she never questioned it. She just accepted Rachael's love and gave it back with interest. What was so significant wasn't what they said to one another, it was what they didn't have to say to one another. Rachael couldn't lose that. It was too rare and too precious.
She had a far less difficult time deciding what to do when compared with Kitty, perhaps because she was young and didn't have as much respect for the consequences of her action. But when she woke up the next morning after her meeting with Ariel she had decided to do whatever it took to keep the woman that she loved and she decided she would set about it with her characteristic steely resolve.
The problem for Rachael was that once she decided that there was something she would do there was nothing in the world that could stop her. It didn't matter if she later found out it was a bad idea or that she didn't really want to do it anymore or anything else. She didn't have it in her make-up to quit at anything. It was part of the reason she resisted the beauty pageants her mother wanted her to do. She knew that she would do them for the rest of her life and hate every second of it. So after she had decided she would do whatever it took to keep Kitty, she started to think about what she would have to do and it made her stomach hurt, but she shucked that feeling aside. She knew that her love for Kitty overcame anything else she might be feeling.
She thought about her mother and realized that she wasn't ready for that sort of thing. Maybe if she eased herself in, started with something a bit easier, she might be able to force herself into more...unorthodox behavior. While Kitty was still trying to decide what she was going to do, Rachael already knew that she was going to try to bed her best friend's little sister. She was going to try to seduce Cindy's sister Tess. While coming to that conclusion was half the battle, she still had to decide what she was going to do to make that happen.
She rode to school with the two sisters the next Monday. She had been nervous all weekend that she would be nervous when she saw them or that she would blush and have a hard time meeting their eyes. But she found that it was just another day. She talked to her friend in the front seat and everything was normal and she looked at Tess in the rear view mirror. She appreciated how pretty the girl was. Her skin was so clear and white and her long, blood red hair was pulled back in a ponytail. She had an easy confident smile and a naiveté that was very sweet. She giggled like a little girl, but her breasts and bearing showed her to be a young lady.
Rachael began to think that she might be able to do this. She at least was able to convince herself to go farther. She just had to be sure that Cindy would be out of the picture. She didn't want to lose her friend. That afternoon, after cheerleading practice, Rachael decided to try and mine her friend for information. They were in the locker room, getting undressed after practice and preparing to pop into the showers.
"Ugh!" Rachael said.
"What's wrong?" Cindy asked, slipping off her bra from underneath of her tank top.
"Nothing, it's just I think my mom is going to make me go 'observe' a beauty pageant this weekend and every weekend for like the next month to try to convince me to get into it," Rachael lied. She was surprised by how cool she was with this. She had never realized what a smooth liar she was. She didn't know how to feel about the fact that she was quite proud of her skill.
"What is her problem," Cindy said shaking her head.
"I don't know," Rachael said, pulling a towel around her body and starting towards the shower, "but I guess that means any plans you've had for me for the next few weekends are off."
"Oh man!" Cindy said in a fake whine, "There is so much action in this town that you are going to miss out on!" They both laughed at this, but Rachael needed to keep digging.
"Seriously, what are you doing this weekend? Anything fun?"
"Why are you trying to torture yourself," Cindy said, getting into one of the stalls and turning on the water.
"I just like to know what I am missing out on so I can most accurately bitch at my mom," Rachael explained and Cindy smiled at her over the divider in the shower. For a moment, Rachael caught a glimpse of Cindy's body as her friend took off the rest of her clothes and before the steam from the shower obscured her ands he wondered if Tess had as toned and sexy a body. She wondered if Tess had her sister's small, pink nipples and smooth skin. But she tried to focus on the task at hand.
"Well if you must know, I am going to be out of town this weekend," Cindy explained.
"With the fam?" Rachael asked, holding her breath.
"Nah," Cindy said as she started to clean her body, "My cousin Mary is picking me up to take me to her college. It is really cheap or something and my parents really want me to go there, so I am going to check it out."
"Cool, I guess, is your sister going" Rachael said.
"No, you know she already decided she is going to Tech. She loved it there when she went to soccer campe last summer," Cindy explained. Rachael didn't want to prod too hard, but she needed more, "Anything else planned for the rest of the month?" she asked, trying to sound nonchalant.
"Well Sherlock, next time just submit your questions in writing," Cindy said but she was laughing, "No. I am going to just hang out the next few weekends actually."
"Gotcha," Rachael said and now she had a timeline. She had a week to do what needed to be done. But she needed one more thing, "You still have piano lessons on Tuesday and Thursday?"
"Yeah, why?" Cindy said, she seemed a little concerned now. Like she was wondering why Rachael was so desperate to know what she was going to be doing.
"Oh, I am probably going to go down to the mall on Tuesday and I was going to ask you to go but I realized that you'd probably be away for a few hours," Rachael explained and then realized she hadn't started to clean herself and quickly began to shower.
"Oh," Cindy said in such a way that showed Rachael that she had definitely bought it. She had a week now she realized. She was going to have to try and make the most of it. She finished up her shower and Cindy drove her home, none the wiser.
The next day, Rachael began to put her plan into action. She went to school like normal and rode to school with Cindy and Tess. She didn't let on that she had any special interest in Tess and tried desperately to keep everyone from mentioning what they would be doing after school. She went to all her classes and then went to cheer practice. Afterwards she had Cindy drop her home and everything was in place. She knew how much time she had and what she had to do. She was past the point of considering ramifications and possible distaste. She was in full action mode.
She came home and saw that her mother was in the living room looking at her old beauty pageant sashes. She usually went in and talked to her when she was like this, in a depressed mood. But there was no time for that now, Rachael had precious little time to get to work.
"Hey mom, I just remembered something I left at Cindy's house, I am going to run over there real quick," she said. Her mother didn't respond. She just nodded. Rachael dropped her bags and ran up to her room. She got changed out of her clothes and into a tight white t-shirt and a tight, short skirt. She didn't usually dress sexy, but she felt she looked good when she looked in the mirror. Good, but not overpowering.
It was about half a mile to the Womack house and so Rachael jogged. She was glad that it was a cool day and she didn't sweat. She stopped about a hundred yards from Tess and Cynthia's house and caught her breath and her nerves. She knocked on the door and felt her heart beat faster when Tess answered the door.
"Hey is Cindy there?" She asked quickly, smiling at her best friends little sister. Tess looked beautiful, with her warm smile on and wear tight little shorts and a small wife-beater.
"No, she is at piano practice," Tess explained comfortably.
"Oh damn it," Rachael said shaking her head, "I completely forgot about that. Shit!"
"What's wrong, do you want to come in?" Tess asked and Rachael walked right in. She walked into the kitchen and quickly sat down at the table. Tess sat across from her and stared at her. Rachael had never noticed it before but Tess had a strange look in her eye when she looked at her. Not lust by any stretch of the imagination, but she realized the girl idolized her. So weird because they were the same age, but the fact that Cindy was her older sister must've rubbed off on Cindy's friends as well. Besides, Rachael oozed cool, adult responsibility and poor Tess still seemed young.
"Oh it's nothing I guess. I just wanted to talk to her about something," Rachael said and then looked away like she was embarrassed. They sat in complete silence for a minute. Tess smelled nice across the table. Like roses or something. It made Rachael's heart beat a little faster.
"Sorry," Tess said finally.
"It's okay," Rachael said, turning back to the redhead. She paused for a second and then smiled brightly and said in a cheerful voice, "Hey! Maybe you can help me?"
"Me?" Tess said in a voice that sounded like a combination of fear and pride. She tried to play it cool, "Sure, what's up?" She was not looking Rachael in the eye, but staring at her hands instead. She was obviously nervous. This was one of her sister's friends. Here was a chance to impress.
"Well, It's my mom," Rachael explained. Tess had only met Mrs. Farmer once and thought that she was a beautiful and funny woman, if a little bit batty, "I think she is going to want to sign up for this adult beauty pageant I heard about on the radio."
"She is very pretty," Tess said and Rachael gave her a withering stare. In an attempt to save herself, Tess hastily added, "But I totally wouldn't want my mom doing something like that. How embarrassing!"
"I know!" Rachael said. She liked how this was going. She decided to try something. She reached forward and gently put both of her hands on top of Tess' hand as it perched daintly on the table. She felt a bit of tremble. She didn't know if Tess was sexually attracted to her, but she could tell that the girl was impressed and a bit intimidated by her and that was a good place to start, "I just wish she was more like your mom."
"Oh!" Tess said, thinking about her own, somewhat matronly 55 year old mother and couldn't for the life of her figure out why anyone would trade Mrs. Farmer for her. She wasn't even as nice as Rachael's mom.
"I'm sorry," Tess said.
"Can I tell you a secret? I have never told anyone this and I can't believe I am going to tell you," Rachael said. It was more a declaration than a question, but she waited for a response.
"Sure!" Tess said, trying and failing not to sound excited.
"I feel like I don't respect her anymore," she said wondering how untruthful she was being. Maybe not very, "I mean she is stuck in her glory days past and she married a guy way older than her all those years ago just to get his money and now they sleep in separate bedrooms. I don't know..." she trailed off. She felt a little guilty. Maybe she had just told a secret when she was just trying to be manipulative.
"You know," Tess said, "Everybody feels that way sometimes I think. I don't know your mother. But I know you and you are really cool and...special. If your mom wasn't who she was you'd be someone completely different. I think you shouldn't worry about it. I think everything happens for a reason."
Rachael thought for a moment. She considered this as it pertained to her mother and she considered it in relation to what she was being forced to do by Ariel. She realized that it seemed to make sense. She was almost happy that she had to do it now, Tess had actually helped her.
"I think you're right," Rachael said and Tess beamed. She didn't want to stick around too long she was just planting a seed.
"Thanks," Tess replied.
"Well, I guess I better shove off," Rachael said, giving the girl a little squeeze on the hand, "Thanks for giving me something to think about."
"Sure," Tess said, she had wanted to say more, but she didn't know what. She wanted Rachael to stay. Rachael made her feel...special. She had this way of talking that made it feel like she was really listening, rather than just waiting for her turn to talk. She wondered sometimes if Cindy realized how special her best friend was. But Rachael was already out the door. She was walking home and she was smiling. This was going to work.
The next day Rachael decided to let Tess hang a little bit. She didn't want to start hanging around her too much. She didn't say anything more than hello to her in the car when she and a quick wave as she got out at school. Tess seemed excited to see her when she first got in and then a little bit upset when Rachael didn't acknowledge the sudden growth of intimacy between them. Rachael didn't feel bad, she understood that she had to think strategically and sometimes that was going to cause a little bit of discomfort.
The rest of the day was very routine, including cheerleading practice and everything else. In unguarded moments if seemed strange to Rachael that despite the absolute bizarre nature of her life at this point, that everything else in the world just kept going on like normal, as if nothing had ever happened. It didn't bother her so much as just make her feel odd about the world. Things were so much less certain than they had once been.



The next morning she woke up early and called Cindy. It was all part of her plan, "Hey Cindy, my mom is going to give me a ride this morning. She wants to talk about something, I will see you at practice," she said. She didn't want to see Tess until later.
"No problem brotha!" Cindy said and Rachael laughed. Cindy said the absolute strangest things sometimes. It made her feel bad that she was trying to seduce her little sister. She walked down the stairs and found her mom, sitting quietly in the living. She looked beautiful but incredibly sad. Rachael wished that there was something to cheer her mother up out of this funk that she had been in lately, but there wasn't really any time for that.
"Hey mom, Cindy's car is getting inspected today. Can you give me a ride to school?" she asked and her mother just kept staring at the TV for a second, "Mom!"
"Oh sure honey, just go grab my keys," Emma said, pointing towards her purse. Rachael retrieved it and soon they were in the car.
"Thanks mom," Rachael said as they reached the school and grabbed her backpack. But Emma put out her hand and grabbed her daughter's shoulder.
"Honey can we talk about something for a second?" She asked and Rachael felt her stomach drop into her knees. Somehow her mother had found out about everything and she was screwed. This was going to be hell.
"What is it?" Rachael said, trying to sound cool but failing.
"I know you don't want to do pageants," Emma started and Rachael knew that she was out of the woods. Her mother never noticed anything about her except that she was pretty. So why had she expected something different now that she was in trouble.
"Yeah..." Rachael said. She wanted to get out of the car now. Her mother was so annoying sometimes.
"Well I have come to accept that," her mother said, looking at her with big doe eyes as though it were a major failing on her part, "But I saw an ad in one of my pageant websites and there is going to be a pageant for mothers between the ages of 30-50 here in town and I think I want to do it," she said. Rachael almost laughed. Her cover story had turned into reality.
"Listen mom, I am going to be late. Do what you want," Rachael said and rolled her eyes. Emma started to say something but Rachael was already out of the car and slamming the door behind her. There was no time for this sort of thing today.
The rest of the school day was pretty easy. She felt good now that she was on the hunt. She wasn't worried about Ariel and all of her thoughts about Kitty were pleasant. It was a little bit tough not to see Kitty, not to hang out with her, not to have sex with her. Cheerleading seemed to help. Practice went well and her coach even commented on what seemed to be an increased level of dedication and concentration.
Finally, the day was over and Rachael left school. She knew that on Thursday afternoons Tess would meet some of her friends at a local Mexican restaurant for a late lunch after school. She was going to casually make her way over there and have a little conversation with her. It was a short walk but Rachael had to make a circuitous route to make sure that Tess didn't see her on her way.
About half an hour after school let out, Rachael made her way into the restaurant. She looked out of the corner of her eye and saw that Tess was there with a group of her friends. They looked really sexy and Rachael realized that this was going to be fun. But it all depended on Tess. Rachael quickly ordered a burrito and got a coke and walked past Tess' table slowly, but not embarrassingly so.
"Hey Rach!" Tess said, a little too excited to be cool. Rachael closed her eyes and knew that she was in. This might just work. She turned around casually and that Tess and all her friends were looking at her.
"What's up," she said and walked over to them.
"Nothing, why didn't you ride with us today?" Tess said, looking around at the other girls to see if they were impressed. Tess' friends were pretty, but they were all sort of "hangers-on" types. Rachael was a prom queen type.
"I had to ride with my mom," Rachael said in such a way as to convey to Tess that it had something to do with their earlier conversation and that it should remain a secret.
"That's cool," Tess said.
"Yeah I guess. I mean I would have preferred to ride with you guys, but you know how it is sometimes," she said, looking directly at Tess. She was making a specific effort not to look at any of Tess' friends. She wanted Tess to know that she had her complete and undivided attention.
"I like your purse," one of Tess' blonde friends said. Rachael turned and looked at her. She knew this girl's face but didn't know her name. Her natural inclination was to be bright and cheerful with everyone, but her plans demanded something different.
"Thanks," she said sort of sarcastically, "It's so old and out of style." The girl looked embarrassed, "YOU have a nice bag Tess," Rachael said, picking it up and admiring it. She set in back down, making deep eye contact with Tess. As she set it down, she gently rubbed her hand against Tess' arm.
"Thanks!" Tess said. The other girl looked embarrassed and Rachael almost felt bad about it on the surface, but she fought it off.
"So what are your plans for the weekend?" she asked.
"Me?" Tess asked, looking at her friends.
"Who else?"
"I don't know. Lyda is staying over at my house tomorrow night. I don't have any plans for Saturday night," Tess said, blushing. All the attention was making feel uncomfortable.
"At your house or Lyda's?" she asked. She didn't know Lyda, hoped that she could be gotten rid of.
"My house," Tess said. Rachael was excited this could be good.
"Well maybe I will give you a call on Saturday since your sister won't be around. We can go see a movie or something," she didn't pose it as a question, but a declaration of what was going to happen.
"Sure" Tess said.
"See ya," Rachael said and turned around and walked out of the door before there could be any response. Everything was in place, just the hard stuff was left to do.
Chapter 5: Mommy Dearest
Everything was in place now. Kitty couldn't put it off any longer. It had rained the day before and now, on a Tuesday afternoon after school, she knew that she had to act. She had butterflies in her stomach. She went up to her room after she got home from work and quickly got into her bathing suit. She had purchased a new one for the occasion, hoping to get him to notice that she was switching it up. It was in some ways less sexy than the one her husband had gotten her, but it was bright red and she knew that it made her chest stick out and her breasts look big. She thought about all the boys in school who would be drooling to see their teacher like this and she thought of Rachael.
Finally, her thoughts settled on her son. She realized now that she was more than a little bit excited. She had a plan, but didn't know if it would work. Further, she didn't know what it would mean for her life and her family if it did work. She took a deep breath and headed out to her pool. She quickly took her normal spot, reclining on the chair.
Richie came out a few minutes later wearing his bathing suit with the sunscreen in his hand. She looked at him and saw that he was very much a handsome man. But also her son. She started to waiver. Maybe she wouldn't be able to go through with this.
"Hey mom," he said, "can I put this on?" he said it with such urgency that she could feel the desire click between them. She was resolved now. She was going to make the attempt.
"Sure thing baby," she said and rolled over on her back. Just like everyday, he became his slow, careful ministrations. He rubbed the lotion in deeply, placing his hands as closely as he could to her breasts. To her ass. Her neck. She felt her entire body getting hot and she knew that she was breathing shallowly. It was the most intense feeling she had ever had. She closed her eyes now and didn't think about her son. She just thought about his hands and about Rachael. And about sex. She needed it. Badly.
"Mom?" Richie said and she opened her eyes quickly and realized he was staring at her, "Is everything okay?"
"Yes honey," she said, breathing in deeply. She noticed that her nipples were hard and she saw his eyes staring at them, "Why do you ask?"
"I don't know," he said, his eyes not moving, "You were just acting sort of weird."
"Oh you are the one acting weird," she said playfully, but covered her chest with her arms. He looked a bit startled but then sat down on chair next to her. They sat for awhile. Her stomach was tied up in knots. She prepared to act.
"Sorry," he said and looked at his feet. She slapped him playfully on the shoulder.
"I am just teasing you," she said in a sultry voice, "Hey do you want to play a game?" she asked.
"What kind of game," he said, looking nonplussed.
"Just close your eyes and count to ten. When you open them, come get me," she said casually.
"So we are playing tag or hide and seek or something?" he asked sounding disinterested, "Come on mom. I thought you were going to suggest cards of something. I don't want to play hide and seek."
"Just humor me," she said.
"Do you seriously want to play hide and seek?" Richie asked, standing up.
"Why do you have to question everything? If you want to play the game, just close your eyes and start to count." He shook his head, but he wanted to find out what she was doing. He did as he was told now. Covering his eyes with his hands he began to slowly and calmly count down. Kitty got up slowly from her chair and crept up behind him. She got down on her knees behind him and breathed deeply.
"Four..." he said slowly. She reached her hands up, but carefully didn't touch his body, "Three..." he said and she took a deep breath, "Two..."
"GOTCHA!" she screamed suddenly and the hooked her hands into his bathing suit and quickly slid his bathing suit down around his ankles. He spun quickly, his face already red with embarrassment. Kitty was laughing good naturedly and saw in the brief instant it was visible that he was clearly erect. His penis was average, like his father's. No more than 5 and a half inches long. He still had a hint of an erection from massaging her ass and they both knew she saw it.
"Oh my GOD!" he yelled and grabbed his bathing suit and quickly ran into the house, mortified. Suddenly, she felt terrible. This had certainly not been the plan. She didn't want to make him feel like a pervert or something. She knew he was sensitive. She quickly got up from where she was kneeling and rushed into the house.
"RICHIE!" she called out as she entered the house but there was no answer, "RICHIE?" She started to search the house, looking in the living room, the kitchen, even the bathroom. She went upstairs and saw that his door was closed. She sighed with relief, at least he left the house or anything. She thought and remembered that there was a nanny cam in his room. There was still plenty of time.
She walked up to the door and knocked quietly. There was no answer. She knocked a little bit louder, but still there was nothing. Finally, she banged on the door and said his name and still it was silent. She thought for a minute about Richie's privacy but decided that this was an important moment in her life. She needed to take charge. She could very well lose her lover and her son if she screwed this up. She put her hand on the doorknob and it was unlocked. She opened it quietly and walked in.
Richie was laying on the bed, staring at the ceiling. He looked completely dazed and embarrassed. She couldn't tell whether or not he still had an erection, but she was being very cagey. She knelt down next to the bed and gently put her hand on his arm.
"Richie?" she said.
"Seriously mom, I am not in the mood. You need to go away," he said with such vehemece that it almost hurt. Had he figured out what she was doing? Had he gotten to the bottom of her plan and was now disgusted with her? Or was she just ashamed of his attraction to her and didn't want to see her. She felt butterflies in her stomach. But she had to push forward.
"Are you mad at me?" she asked, "I was just teasing. I didn't mean to be an ass. It was just a joke." She had to cut herself off before she started to stammer. She had to try to play it cool.
"You aren't disgusted with me?" he asked, looking pained. Kitty was no less surprised. Why would she be disgusted with him, "I thought you came up to tell me how disappointed you were. I didn't need you to tell me that, I am plenty disappointed in myself," Richie said and she was taken aback. Richie sat up on the bed and swung his legs around and looked at her.
"Honey why would I get angry at you? I feel so bad that I embarrassed you. That wasn't what I was trying to do," Kitty replied and smiled at her son.
"I thought you'd be upset because..." he said and then his face got very red and he started looking down at his toes. He looked very uncomfortable again.
"What is it dear?" she said, leaning forward and gently resting he forearms on her son's knees.
"I thought you'd be angry because...because when you pulled my pants down I was...hard," he said, taking several seconds to blurt it all out. She let him stew in it for a moment. She had him where she wanted him now. She knew what to do now. There would be no more doubt.
"You're worried about that?" she asked, still letting him hang on.
"Yeah," he said, still looking a bit nervous.
"I mean that happens to men, why would this make you nervous?" she said. She wanted him to say that she had made him hard. She needed to hear it. She felt her body flushing. She knew her cheeks were reddening and she could feel her pussy getting wet.
"Because," he started and he looked very nervous. She smiled at him and shook her head, encouraging him to speak, "Because you gave it to me," he basically growled. She see the pain in his eyes.
"I see," she said.
"I know. I am disgusting. I can't believe I..." he started and she started to shush him.
"Honey, don't say things like that!" she said and he looked up, with his sweet, trusting eyes and looked at her longingly, "There is nothing wrong with you. Oh dear this is all my fault!"
"No don't say that! You didn't do anything mom. I am just weird or wrong or something," he stammered. If he only knew.
"Don't be sorry. I was the one who made this happen. I made you touch my body and I took off your bathing suit. None of this would have happened if I wasn't acting like such a... jerk!" Kitty said and managed to get a few tears to well in her eyes.
"Its okay mom. Honest. I just think that you are really... pretty," he said, and he leaned forward and hugged her earnestly. She hugged him back, holding him tightly, letting him smell her skin.
"Do you really think I am pretty. I am not an old hag?" she asked.
"NO!" he said forcefully and then seemed to feel embarrassed about it.
"Do you think we can put this behind us? Can we agree that neither one of us will get angry and we can just go back to being a happy family?" she asked.
"Okay!" he said and truly seemed relieved. But she could feel him squirming a bit. The hug had pressed her breasts against his legs and she could tell that he was hard again. They sat for awhile in a slightly awkward silence and then she started to speak again.
"You know there is nothing to be ashamed of with your penis. You can't control that and you have a very handsome...body," she explained. Trying to sound sexy and motherly at the same time. She was surprised to find that she was able to combine those two seemingly disparate qualities together. Her son looked a little surprised.
"Some of the other boys in gym class say that it is small," he explained. Maybe she should've sent him to public school with girls. It was clear that his lack of interaction with girls was causing him some anxiety about his body. She felt that was pretty natural. It was obvious he was looking for confirmation or denial of his fears and his mother was willing to offer him the latter.
"Well I didn't really get a chance to see it, but I am sure you are absolutely normal honey. Besides which, girls don't really care about that sort of things. It's just something that boys like to compete about," she explained.
"Oh, thanks mom" he said sarcastically and rolled his eyes. He took that as to mean he was small.
"Here sweetie, let me take a look at it and I will tell you what I think," she explained in an almost clinical voice. He looked at her with a wide-eyed stare and then gave an uncomfortable laugh like he thought that she may be joking, "I am not joking Richie. Let momma have a look. I want to reassure you that you are fine. It's not like I haven't seen it before."
For a moment her son didn't move. He just looked at her with an awkward smile on his face. He still wasn't 100% sure she was serious and he had another erection. Maybe he would get in trouble this time. However, it was a risk he was willing to take. He felt very strange. Beyond his emotions, which were so confusing that he couldn't even begin to understand them, he was also very, very aroused. More so than he had ever been before. He thought about girls all the time, wanted to go on dates, wanted to have sex. But it was so difficult to talk to girls. He'd thought turning 16 would help his confidence, driving and all that. But it hadn't. Then he'd thought turning 18 would do it, being an adult. That hadn't done it. But this conversation with his mother, it was changing something.
Slowly he lifted up his hips on the bed and Kitty, moved her arms to ensure he could move. He let his bathing suit slide down his legs onto the floor. He was now completely naked, blushing and sitting on his bed. Kitty leaned forward again, putting her forearms once again against her son's knees.
"See, that wasn't so hard was it?" she said, "Or maybe it is," she said with a good natured smiled, looking at his small, but rock hard cock.
"Sorry," he said, blushing harder than ever.
"Don't be, I was just teasing," she explained. Now she leaned her head forward and placed her chin on the top of her forearms. She as just a few short inches away from his hard dick. She couldn't believe how aroused she was. She was drinking in every veiny, tight inch of his cock with her eyes. She could smell his musk. She had never wanted a cock as bad as she did now. The naughtiness was suddenly so exciting.
"Is it big? Would a girl like it" he asked in a breathless voice.
"Oh honey. It is a perfectly normal and handsome penis," she said in a breathy voice. She could feel her hot breath bouncing back against his dick and back into her face. She could see his member throbbing and she could feel the heat coming off of it.
"So there is nothing wrong with it?" he asked, she could see a little bit of pre-cum dribbling off the tip and down the shaft.
"There is one little thing," she said.
"What?" he asked leaning forward a little bit.
"It is so dirty!" she said and quickly leaned forward and took the tip of his circumcised penis into her mouth. She closed her eyes and felt his entire body go stiff. She felt his warm, spongy dick tip against her tongue and felt unbelievably horny. She just held it there for a second, feeling tasting the salty flavor and swirling her tongue around on the tip. She could hear him gasping but he didn't say anything.
She knew that now as the time. She had him completely within her power. It was then that the overall disgust with what she was doing washed over her and for a second it almost won. She felt a bit of revulsion for herself. Her son's cock was in her mouth. And she liked it. However, soon she began to focus on that last part. Suddenly, her revulsion became part of what made this so sexy. So exciting and so wrong. That made it even sexier.



Now it was even better than before. Slowly she began to inch her cock down around her son's cock. He seemed completely stunned into silence and immobility. His arms were down by his sides and he was completely stiff. Little by little she worked the cock deeper into her mouth and into the very start of her throat. Her son was grunting now but was still unable to speak. She moved her arms and wrapped them around his body. This freed her up to allow the last of his cock to dip into her mouth. She could feel the humid warmth of his balls against her chin and could taste his throbbing urethra. She felt like her eyes were rolling back in her head.
She continued to suck him for a few minutes. Groaning as she did so. She could feel her pussy getting soaked between her legs and she could feel her juices running down her legs. Her son had never experienced anything like this before. He was completely unable to hold out any longer. Suddenly he made a deep groan in his throat and shoved his hips hard into his mother's face, driving his pubic area into her nose. She choked a bit, but kept the whole cock in her mouth, even sticking her tongue out to begin to stroke his balls. Suddenly she felt the hot, cum hitting the back of her throat. She was taken aback for a second. But she kept her lips firmly around the cock, enjoying the oily, salty flavor as it filled her stomach. He continued to cum for several second and he grunted and groaned the entire time. Finally, she fell back on his bed in a heap.
"There, all clean," She said and then climbed up onto the bed next to him and gave him a motherly kiss on the forehead.
"Mom..."he started but she put her finger against his lips. They weren't done yet. She didn't know what Ariel wanted, but she wasn't going to risk anything. She lay with her son, putting her breasts against his body and rubbing her fingers against his side. She looked at his young body and tried to tell herself that the only reason that she wanted to do more was because of the blackmail, but she knew it wasn't true. She wanted this so badly.
"Honey was that nice?" she said finally.
"Yes. I can't..." he said but she cut him off. She wasn't in the mood to hear from him. She just wanted him to fuck her.
"You are so good baby," she said, "I see your dick is hard again," she was purposefully being crude now, trying to stoke his sexual desires, trying to keep him hard. Some men could only cum once and she might not get another chance at this.
"Yes," he said, looking down at his cock, which was still glistening with the residue of him cum and her saliva.
"Do you want to fuck your Mommy?" she asked in all seriousness. She wanted his firm consent. If only to make her feel better about the much larger sin she was about to commit.
"Yes," he said and she was ecstatic. In a few moments her bathing suit was off and it a small pile on the floor. She saw his eyes over her entire body from her large, perfectly proportioned tits to her bare pussy, glistening with her juices.
"I want you to fuck me too," she said. She rolled over onto her back and spread her legs. She inched her body to the edge of the bed so that her ass was right up against the ledge. She beckoned for him to get off the bed and get in front of her. Her scrambled quickly to his feet and looked down at her still supple body. She looked at his young, strapping body and his firm cock and wanted it inside of her. She thought about it plunging into her pussy and suddenly she came to a shocking realization.
"Shit!" she yelled and he looked startled, "No it isn't you honey," she said leaning forward and rubbing his arm. It had been a very long time since she had had sex with a man. She hadn't taken birth control in years. There wasn't a condom in the entire house. How could she let him fuck her? Carrying her son's child wasn't something that she was prepared to do.
"I am sorry mom!" he said.
"No baby," she said, leaning forward and kissing his chest, "I want this more than ever."
"What is it?" he asked nervously.
"Honey I don't have any birth control. Do you?" she asked.
"No," he said.
"Well we can't do this. It is too dangerous," she explained, scrambling to think about what to do. Suddenly, it dawned on her. She knew what she had to do. It kind of excited her.
"So do we have to stop?" he asked more than a little dejected.
"No," she explained, "It just means you have to put your hot dick into my asshole instead. Do you want to try that?" she said, looking deeply into his eyes and trying to sound as sexy as possible. She had never done that before, didn't even know if she could. But she had to try. If that sick bitch Ariel didn't like this, she wouldn't like anything. She didn't know about this younger generation and their instant access to porn. Her son knew more about anal sex than she ever would.
"Is that okay?' he asked, looking concerned, he knew from what he saw from porn stars that it looked a little uncomfortable for the woman. But his dick was still hard and pointing just a few inches from her pussy. She needed to have her son's cock in her body.
"It is better than okay. It will be perfect," she said, desperate for the cock. His mother had never led him wrong before and he was desperately horny.
"Okay," he said and his mother smiled at him in a way he had never experienced before. She beckoned him to move closer and felt a wave of pleasure shoot over her body as the very tip of Richie's penis rubbed against her clit. For a moment she almost beckoned him to push it into her anyway. But then she thought better of it.
"I love you honey," she said.
"I love you too mom," her son replied. Kitty then reached her hand down and felt her son's cock with her fingers. He moaned as she did so and she enjoyed the smooth, hard feel and desired it in her ass in a way that she never thought she could. She had never had any desire to do this before, but now she needed it. She guided the cock with her fingers until the tip was just against her asshole. She took her other hand and started to push her pussy juices down, rubbing them all over her anus, dipping the very tips of her fingers into her asshole to get herself nice and lubed. Thankfully, she had been very horny and there was plenty of juice to get her anus soaking wet.
"Okay, here we go," she said, looking at her son. He looked very scared and she gave him a motherly smile and with her one hand she squeezed his arm. With her other hand she gently coaxed the tip of his penis into the opening of her asshole. It was a tight, exhilarating feeling. After a few moments of pushing it in, she moved her hand and found that the entire tip was inside of her and would stay inserted without further effort on her part. The feeling was intense, so much tighter and in some ways more alluring than vaginal sex.
"What do I do?" Richie asked, looking nervous, standing up above his mother, her legs spread apart and his dick a half inch into her anus.
"Push it in sweetie, fuck mommy hard," she said, being provocatively crude. He didn't need any further encouragement. In one motion he slammed the other 4 and a half inches of cock into her ass. A wave of intense pain shot through her body and she grunted loudly.
"Holy fuck!" she screamed.
"Are you okay!" Richie asked.
"Don't stop. Pump your cock in and out of me," Kitty said, getting control of herself. Now that it was in, the pain was subsiding and suddenly all of her nerves felt on edge. She felt his cock, filling and stretching her ass perfectly.
At first, he pumped very slowly, letting his cock slide in and almost all the way out of her ass. Kitty felt her eyes rolling back in her head. This was better than any feeling she could ever remember. She started to push her ass hard against her son's cock. For his part, Richie started to pump harder and faster, resting his hands on his mother's knees. He continued to pump in and out and they could both feel their passions rising.
It didn't take very long. Both partners were far too aroused. Kitty moaned loudly and suddenly an unfamiliar feeling (at least with a male) came over her. She felt a sudden warmth roll throughout her body and she started to screamed and wrapped her legs around her son's body. This was all he could take. Suddenly he shoved his dick hard into her ass. Kitty felt an explosion of hot cum into her asshole and suddenly her own orgasm became far more intense. Richie collapsed forward, panting on top of his mother. She continued to wrap her legs around him, his softening cock still buried in her ass, and she gently stroked his hair while they fell asleep, content.
Chapter 6: Slumber Party
Friday night came quickly. Suddenly it seemed that Rachael was now due to fuck her best friend's little sister and she was more than a little bit anxious. She had no doubt that she was going to do it, but she just wanted it to be over already. She found that each passing day she spent more and more time thinking about Kitty. She just wanted her lover back. She thought of her with that word now, even if she couldn't say it.
On Friday night, Rachael waited until her mother fell asleep and then snuck out of the house. She decided to try to dress cool but not too overtly sexy, especially because this Lyda girl would be there. At least at first. She wore a tight white tank top to show off her breasts and a pair of tight blue jeans. She wore flip-flops so she could be casually barefoot as soon as she got into the house. She was wearing a toe ring on her left middle toe.
She rushed over to Cindy and Tess' house, knowing that Cindy wouldn't be there. She was very familiar with the house and knew where the girls would be, in the television room in the basement. She didn't want to ring the doorbell because she didn't want Cindy's parents to know she was there. The less of a chance that Cindy heard anything about this, the better things would be.
She hopped the fence into the backyard and walked through the trees and bushes to get to the patio in the backyard. Tess' house had a sliding glass door that led into the television room in the basement and this would be how she would get in. In a few minutes she was standing at the door, looking in. Tess was there, looking sexy with a pair of pink pajama pants on and a white t-shirt. Her friend Lyda was also there.
Lyda Harper was a stunningly beautiful girl, although quite tiny. She was very short, 5,0 and 105lbs. Lyda was a coffee skinned black girl with smooth facial features, and full, sexy lips. Rachael knew from what Tess had told her that she had just turned 18 years old, just like Tess. Lyda had a voluptuous build for such a small girl 32-B breasts and a large, round ass. She had very long, braided black hair. Lyda was wearing a tight black t-shirt and very short red pants. Rachael was impressed again by the beauty of Tess' friends.
She didn't sit out in the cold too long thinking about it. She knocked gently on the glass door and the two girls turned and looked at her. Tess shot her the most warm and inviting smile and waved. Rachael knew this was a great sign. Lyda looked at her a bit more quizzically but didn't appear to be openly hostile. Tess ran over to the door and quickly unlocked it and slid it open.
"Hey Rachael, what are you doing here? Cindy is gone for the weekend," she said, all in one breath.
"I know, I came to see you," Rachael said casually, "We are friends too, aren't we?"
"Yes!" Tess said and then looked embarrassed by how earnest she had been.
"So is it alright if I hang out? What are you guys up to?" she asked and quickly flipped off your shoes.
"Sure," Tess said. Rachael casually walked up to the television and surreptitiously set her battery operated webcam on top of the DVD player. She had practiced with it at home and knew the angle she needed to get it on the couch. She clicked it on and knew that it was broadcasting to her house and she had 12 hours of battery.
"We are watching Twilight," Lyda explained in a sultry voice. The voice was almost enough to make Rachael not want to get rid of Lyda. They all walked over and sat on the couch and turned to watch the television. Rachael found all the vampire movies to be unbearable, but she didn't want to upset her "friends." They sat together and watched. At first it was silent and a bit awkward, but Rachael did her best to charm the girls. During the two hours of the movie they slowly got to be comfortable with one another and sharing laughs during lulls in the movie. Rachael admitted to herself that this was fun. She liked just hanging out with the girls. Tess was a lot like her sister and Lyda was fun and sexy in her own way. Finally, the movie ended.
"So what's the plan for the rest of the evening?" Rachael asked, stretching out on the couch. She now pretended she was just noticing the slumber party atmosphere of the clothing and she quickly and casually unzipped her pants and slid them down her legs. She was now just wearing her tight tank top and a pair of black panties. The other girls briefly looked at her smooth, silky legs but didn't act too concerned.
"I don't know," Tess said, adjusting herself on the chair next to the couch. Rachael had purposefully spread herself out on the couch so that Tess and Lyda couldn't get on with her. They were sitting on big arm chairs on either side of her. Everyone was feeling comfortable and relaxed now and both Tess and Lyda seemed to be excited by the fact that Rachael was sticking around, they didn't seem at all put out by the fact that she hadn't actually been invited to their little party.
"Well you couldn't have been planning to go to bed at 11:00 p.m." Rachael said with a little annoyance in her voice, pointing to the clock. Tess looked a little nervous. Rachael felt bad on the inside. She didn't mean to make this girl feel bad, heck she was a party crasher trying to dictate terms. But she also knew how people worked and this was the way to get to Tess.
"I don't know," Lyda said, looking embarrassed. Apparently it was the way to get to her as well.
"We were thinking about walking down to the waffle house and getting something to eat. We just had to wait for my dad to fall asleep, so I can steal his car" Tess said, obviously proud of her mildly devious plan. But that was the last thing that Rachael wanted. She wanted them right here in the basement.
"Well we can if you want..." Rachael said with obvious disinterest. This was enough to turn the other girls off from the idea.
"Well what do you want to do?" Lyda asked earnestly, leaning forward and resting her chin on her palm. Rachael didn't know how she was going to shake this chick. Although, she wasn't sure that she wanted to anymore.
"I don't know..." Rachael said in a way that indicated that she had an idea. She didn't looked at them in the eyes but shook her head in as sexy a way as she could. They were all over it now.
"Oh come on Rach!" Tess giggled, "We can tell you have a really fun idea. What is it?"
"I don't know. I kind of have an idea I guess," she said noncommittally.
"Come on, whatever it is we'll do it!" Tess said and it was music to Rachael's ears.
"Whatever I say we will do?" Rachael asked in all seriousness. Tess giggled nervously but nodded her head. Rachael pointed to Tess but didn't look at her, "Her too?"
"Yes," Lyda said without waiting for Tess to speak for her. She was excited about being involved. Rachael always knew she had a magnetism that drew people in. She never knew what sort of power that gave her until now. Here were a couple of cute but nerdy girls from her grade, and they were treating her like she was a celebrity or royalty or something. It was fun. And sexy.
"Okay, so you guys know the game truth or dare right?" Rachael asked, leaning forward and taking a sip out of Lyda's Coke.
"Yeah," Tess said, she sounded a bit disappointed, like she was expecting something more inventive.
"Well I have invented a more advanced version of the game. I mean I have thought of it, but I have never played it before. Do you guys want to try it out. Remember, you promised," Rachael said, setting down the soda and looking at the two girls. They looked at each other smiling and they both nodded emphatically.
"How do you play?" Lyda asked.
"I am glad you asked," Rachael said, "So first we do something called 'Never Have I Ever" Do you guys know that? Well anyway I will go first and what you do is you say, "never have I ever" and then you say something that you have never done. If anyone else HAS done that thing then they have to raise their hand. So the way my truth or dare works is that well you do 'never have I ever' lots of times there is an odd girl out. Like two girls have done something and one hasn't or two haven't and one has. When that happens then the two who are the same get to ask the odd person out for a truth or a dare. That person picks one and then the other two pick what question or dare to ask."
"What happens if all three haven't done it?" Tess asked, it was obvious that they were paying attention and understood the game.
"When that happens that the person who came up with the 'never have I ever' comes up with a truth or a dare that everyone has to do," Rachael explained. She had spent a lot of time crafting this game and figured that it would be fun and also that she would be able to mold it to her liking.
"But..." Lyda started.
"You promised to play," Rachael said sternly and with a hint of disappointment in her voice.
"No, it isn't like that. I was just trying to ask about something," Lyda said. She was throwing off the rhythm. Rachael just wanted to get started.
"Let's just get started and you will figure it out. You can always ask questions along the way. Okay?" she asked.
"Okay," the other girls said.
"Let me go first then, so you can figure it out," Rachael said and she sat down in the middle of the couch and sat Indian style. She patted the two cushions to either side of her and the other two girls sat down. She wanted to reward them for doing what she wanted.
"I can't wait," Tess said and smiled. They were all a little bit horny by now. They all knew that the topics would eventually lead to sex talk and maybe things like kissing or taking off their shirts. It was just a loosely sexual feeling and they could feel the tension in the air. And all of them liked it.
"Okay, never have I ever...given a hand job" Rachael said and the girls looked a little bit shocked that she'd jumped right into it. She wanted them a little bit uncomfortable. She wanted it to feel like a strange night where abnormal things could happen. She also wanted to start with a high ante, so they could keep going from here, "well?" she asked. Reluctantly Tess' hand was raised but Lyda's hand remained at her side.
"You gave someone a hand job?" Tess said really surprised at her friend. Lyda blushed. This was good though, it showed that they were willing.
"I don't know..." Lyda said.
"What happened," Rachael said, giving the girl a withering stare. She had to tell now. Rachael could tell the control she had over the girls.
"It wasn't anything special," Lyda said looking at her feet but Rachael just stared at her like she had to tell, "It was last week. He was a guy I know at my dad's house, when I went to visit last weekend, and we were just hanging out and stuff and we started talking about sex and it...just sort of happened." Rachael couldn't believe how much a black girl could blush. But she didn't want to push her too far. She thought it was sexy that the girl told the truth and wanted to keep moving.
"Well Truth or Dare?" Rachael asked. The girl thought for a minute and seemed to be more relaxed now, like she was happy she didn't have to say anymore.
"Dare," she said, obviously worried that there would be more hand job questions. Rachael and Tess conferred. It was obvious that Tess would do whatever she wanted. She suggested something and Tess readily agreed.



"I...We dare you to show us your pubes," Rachael said matter-of-factly. It was clear that Lyda was regretting her decision not to go with dare.
"I can't," she explained.
'Oh come on, we are all girls here," Rachael replied and nudged Tess.
"It is just for fun," Tess replied. Knowing that she would get no support from her friend, Lyda caved. She stood up. And slipped her fingers into her little red shorts. She looked up at them and they were both smiling warmly. She breathed deeply and slow slipped the front of her boxers down revealing a small bath of pubic hair that she had shaved into the shape of a heart. It was very short, little more than fuzz.
"Oh that is so cute!" Rachael said, rewarding the girl with honest praise. It was very cute and incredibly sexy. Lyda self-consciously, but genuinely happily, giggled and pulled up her pants.
"I really like how you did that!" Tess said, thinking about her own, waxed pussy and wondering if maybe she should try a shape.
"You get to go now," Rachael explained to Lyda. The girl thought for awhile.
"Never have I ever..." She began and Rachael knew what she was thinking. She was trying to cool the game down a little bit before it got out of hand, "Made out with two guys in the same week." It was a very boring question and even Tess seemed disappointed. Dutifully Rachael raised her hand. She had no interest in boys and was hoping that would become apparent. But Tess didn't raise her hand.
"I made out with Steve the night we broke up and then I was kind of hanging out with Andy Peters the next weekend and we made out, but didn't start dating," Tess explained. It wasn't that exciting and none of them were that interested. It was not exactly a scandalous admission.
"Truth or Dare?" Rachael asked with obvious annoyance and Lyda looked sorry. But she got the message, you couldn't slow this game down.
"Truth," Tess said. Rachael and Lyda conferred about it. Lyda was obviously embarrassed that she had done such a poor job that she was willing to agree with anything that Rachael wanted. So they asked a fun question, but Rachael made Lyda ask it.
"Have you ever blown anyone?" she asked.
"NO!" Tess said, but she was blushing anyway. The question had assured every one of the tone, even if it hadn't struck any pay dirt. Tess knew the kind of thing that she had to ask, "Never have I ever...looked at porn." Rachael was pleased and didn't raise her hand. Neither did Lyda.
"I watch porn almost every night. I really like to watch masturbation clips," Rachael said as though it were entirely normal. The other girls seemed impressed.
"I watched one of my brother's porno's once. It was a girl having sex with two guys," Lyda explained but was less proud of it than Rachael had been. They were both wondering if maybe they were weird, Rachael seemed so confident, maybe all popular girls were more like her. Rachael looked over at Tess and saw that she was shifting uncomfortably in her seat. She felt pretty sure that the other girl was getting wet. She liked it.
"Truth or Dare, Tess," Rachael asked. She had been the odd girl out again.
"Truth," she said again. She had fared well under it the last time. Rachael and Lyda conferred again and this time, Lyda had an idea. She promised that it would have a fun answer and so Rachael agreed to it. It kind of turned her on to think about.
"Tess, have you ever been fingered by a relative?" Rachael asked and Tess' face got very white and she shot Lyda an evil look. The black girl just shrugged her shoulders. She was learning to play the game now. It was a good sign.
"Yes," Tess replied. Then she sat on the couch, looking at the blank television screen. She picked up her drink and took a small sip and pretended like she was done.
"Come on," Rachael said, feeling her pussy getting wet. She knew it was a boy, but she still liked the idea of Tess being a little bit depraved.
"I don't have to, those aren't the rules of the game," Tess said and her voice was thick with shame and other emotions. Rachael needed to break her. Now.
"Its only fair, we told you all of our stuff," Rachael said.
"It wasn't like this..." Tess began.
"You saw my pubes!" Lyda said and Tess looked at her. Rachael suddenly realized that it had been a stroke of luck that Lyda had been here. She was being able to subtly play one off of the other and get each of them to do far more than she would've been able to get on her own. Kitty would like the deviousness of it, even if she would have been uncomfortable doing it herself. Finally, Tess hung her head and started to talk.
"It was at a family reunion last month. It was my cousin Bobby. I don't know why it happened. He is like four years older than me and we hadn't seen each other in like four years. And he is like, totally cute. Even if that is gross to say, I mean he is. Anyway, he said that we could go for a boat ride instead of staying at the picnic grounds with all of our parents and stuff. So we got out on the boat and he said I had gotten pretty since the last time he saw me, like I had grown up. So he started kissing me and I kissed back and then he fingered me. I don't know, it didn't last for more than a few seconds and then we got nervous and stopped."
"You are such a slut!" Rachael said and Tess looked crushed, "Good story, I liked it," Rachael finished and then winked at her. Tess gave her a very strange look and it was clear that she didn't really fully understand Rachael.
"Go again!" Lyda said and everyone was enjoying the game now.
"Never have I ever..." Tess said, over her embarrassment and clearly enjoying the fact that Rachael approved of her. The story had proven everything that Rachael had hoped for, that Tess craved attention and was easily suggestible, "kissed a girl!" Lyda giggled and quickly raised her hand. Rachael, acting truthfully did not. She couldn't tell them about Kitty, so she would tell them about the first girl she had kissed years ago.
"It was just at camp last summer. I was playing truth or dare," Rachael explained.
"Truth or dare?" Tess asked.
"Dare" Rachael said. Then the other two girls began to confer with one another. It was their first crack at Rachael and they wanted to make it count. They stood in front of her, blocking her from the camera. They took far longer than the conferences had earlier. But finally, they sat back down next to Rachael on the couch and gave their dare.
"We dare you," Tess said, "To take off your shirt and bra for the rest of the game!" They were obviously proud. Rachael was excited. She couldn't deny that outside of her little plan, this was fun and she wanted to show the girls what she had. She nodded and quickly slipped off her white tank top and then unhooked her pink bra and let it fall. Her supple tits jiggled out and she felt the girls eyes on her and she loved it. She knew that she looked good. She let them sit and look at them for a little bit. Then she decided to fuck with their heads.
"Never have I ever kissed a boy," she said. Their eyes got very wide like they didn't believe it. But they had to trust her. They had both kissed boys, "I guess I am the odd girl out again. I pick truth," she said. The girls looked very confused now. They had been looking at her as a sexual creature, what did this mean? They conferred briefly, but then asked a very quick question. But seemed embarrassed to be asking it.
"Are you a lesbian?" Lyda asked.
"Yes," Rachael said with pride. It actually felt good to say it, beyond just the effect it had as it related to fucking with the girls minds.
"Really?" Tess asked, looking at her with different, but no less reverent, eyes.
"Really. I am only attracted to girls," she explained. No reason to let the girls stew on it too much, "Never have I ever masturbated in public," Rachael followed up quickly. The other two girls giggled and then quickly raised their hands. This was part of the plan.
"So do either of you masturbate?" Rachael asked, trying to weed a little information outside of the rules. It worked.
"Yes..." Lyda said blushing but Tess shook her head vehemently.
"I don't" she said.
"Well I do. I just think it feels so...perfect. To give yourself pleasure whenever you want. To feel your body and to make yourself have an orgasm. It's just so amazing," Rachael explained. But now they had to either all do a dare or all do a truth.
"So girls, what do we want to do, Truth or Dare?" Tess asked and Rachael liked that she was moving it along.
"How do we decide," Lyda said and Rachael turned to look at her and saw that the girl was still staring at her tits and she smiled and jiggled them slightly but discreetly and saw the girl's eyes follow them. "I think we should all say it, all at the same time. The one that has at least two goes," Rachael said and the other two girls nodded in agreement, "Okay, on three. One. Two. Three. Dare!"
"Truth," said Tess.
"Truth," said Lyda. Damn. A bit of setback. But that was alright. She would have to bend this her own way.
"Okay, as the odd girl out I think I should get to pick the truth at least," she said quickly and the other girls agreed. She leaned forward and rested her elbows on her knees and sexily placed her chin in her palms, pretending like she was thinking very hard. Of course, she had already thought of dozens of questions and dares, it was just a matter of picking the right one.
"Okay, truth. Have you girls ever played with your asshole while you were masturbating or instead of masturbating or whatever?" she said. Rachael liked how kinky this was getting but she wanted to make it more so. The other girls looked at each other and blushed. They didn't want to answer.
"I think you should go first," Lyda said to Rachael.
"No way, I came up with the dare, you go first," Rachael said to her, giving her a look that said she wasn't joking about it.
"Fine," said Tess rolling her eyes, "I can honestly say that I have never played with my...asshole in a sexual way."
"Do you play with it in other ways?" Rachael asked and the other two girls laughed, releasing some of the tension.
"No I didn't mean it like that!" Tess explained and they all laughed again. But then they turned and looked at Lyda. It was clear she was going to have to go next. She took solace in the fact that she assumed that Rachael wouldn't be asking the question if she hadn't done it. She closed her eyes and started to speak.
"Okay, it was just this one time," she said.
"No way!" Tess said, interrupting her. Lyda flung herself down and covered her face with a pillow. Rachael shot Tess a very evil look.
"Don't worry about it," She said to Lyda. "Tell us about it."
""No!" She said sitting up. She looked like she was ready to quit. Things were getting dangerous. This could ruin the whole plan. Rachael knew that she shouldn't have let Lyda stay here. She looked over at Tess and pleaded with her eyes. She needed this to work. She was having fun. More importantly, Kitty needed her to do it.
"I am sorry. I don't think it is weird or anything. I was just surprised," Tess said, putting her hand on Lyda's shoulder. Lyda looked up, her face was still red, but she was smiling sheepishly.
"Sorry I got upset," she said and Rachael felt her heart loosen up a bit.
"So tell us about it," Rachael said, leaning forward with intense interest.
"I don't know," Lyda said but she could tell by her friends' looks that they wanted to know. She giggled then spoke, looking at Rachael's tits as she did so, "It was just this time in the bathtub. Sometimes I like to masturbate underwater because it slides in easier. So I was just...fingering myself in the tub and it was like... really good that time. I don't know why. So I was going really hard and I slipped my finger out and then pushed it really fast into my asshole. It was like...an accident. But it slipped in really easy because of how wet it was. But it was so...intense it just made me cum right then," the girl explained. Rachael felt her pussy getting very wet. She looked over at Tess and saw that she was flushed too, but not from embarrassment. This was turning her on too. Lyda looked horny too, like the story had awakened something in her.
"I never have," Rachael said and saw the look of surprise on Lyda's face. The room was totally unbalanced now. They were all so horny and so many barriers had been broken. None of them knew fully what was going on, not even Rachael. But it felt good and none of them wanted it to stop. Rachael found that she couldn't stop thinking about Lyda's wet little finger slipping into her own ass.
"Do you go again," Lyda asked. Rachael nodded and got started.
"Never have I ever...thought about blowing a teacher," Rachael said. She could keep using straight stuff to throw them off. Tess raised her hand but Lyda kept hers down. Rachael was beginning to like this girl, she was delightfully kinky.
"Who?" Tess asked, her voice was husky now and as she leaned forward, her nipples looked hard against her shirt. This was really starting to work.
"Mr. Cooperman and also Mr. Berger," she explained but no longer sounded ashamed when she said things. She was starting to realize the rise she was getting out of the other girls.
"Truth or dare," Tess said, pretending to adjust her shirt, but really trying to covertly rub against her nipple.
"Dare," Lyda said and she said it like a dare, like she wanted them to come up with something really fun. They conferred for a long while. At first, Tess wouldn't even think about agreeing to Rachael's idea. Even for where the game was at, it was just a little bit too far. But Rachael coaxed her and explained to her and convinced her and finally, got her to agree.
"Since you like playing with your ass," Rachael began, "We dare you to let me lick your asshole for ten seconds." Tess buried her face in the bottom of the couch, she couldn't believe that Rachael had actually said it or that she had agreed to this. She couldn't believe how out of control she was. For her part, Lyda just looked at them with wide eyes. She didn't speak for a long time.
"You guys...pst" she finally said, swiping it off as if they were joking.
"You agreed to play whatever I wanted to play, this is what I want," Rachael said, leaning towards Lyda and putting her hand on the girl's knee. At first Lyda recoiled. But then she looked at Rachael, right in her eyes and could feel the electricity moving between them. Suddenly, uncontrollably she wanted to do it. She wanted to see the other girl's face in between her as cheeks.
"Okay," Lyda said. She quickly got up and this time was far less embarrassed as she slid her red pants down. She left them in a ball on the floor and then quickly slipped her panties down as well. Again the other two girls saw her delectable pubic hair heart and now they saw her soft, light brown pussy lips as well.
"You are so sexy," Rachael said and Lyda turned her head away, trying to cover her face with hair. She didn't get embarrassed though, she was just playing coy. She slowly turned around and leaned over the couch leaving her ass way up in the air. Rachael's pussy was soaked and she could clearly see Lyda's juices running down her leg. Rachael got up from behind the couch and stood behind Lyda and crouched down a little. She could smell the delicious scent of the girl's pussy. She looked over and saw Tess staring at them intently, rubbing her pussy gently on the couch through her pants because she didn't think anyone could see her. Rachael put her hands on Lyda's ass cheeks and felt the heat of her skin. She spread them open and moaned a little when she saw the hot, tiny pink puckered asshole in front of her. A shiver ran through Lyda's body as she did so.
Tentatively, Rachael stuck out her tongue, letting it get thick and wet and fat. She leaned her head forward and closed her eyes. In a moment, she fact a soft, salty sensation and heard Lyda' breath in deeply. She kept holding the girl's ass open and then started to lap gently on the girls anus. It was an amazing feeling, like she was in complete control of Lyda's body. The girl moaned loudly and even grinded her hot little asshole into Rachael's face. Rachael plunged her tongue a half inch into the girls anus and heard her screech with pleasure. Suddenly, she heard from what seemed like very far away, Tess say the number twenty and Lyda reluctantly turned around and sat back down on the couch. She didn't bother to get dressed again.
Rachael sat down as well and she turned and saw Tess' face which displayed ill-concealed lust. The room smelled like sex and it felt like it would catch on fire at the slightest provocation. The unbelievable taste of Lyda's asshole was still thick on Rachael tongue and she turned and looked at the black girl and then licked her lips.
"Never have I ever..." Lyda said, biting her lower lip, "licked an asshole." Tess giggled and immediately shot her hand up. Rachael smiled but kept her hand down.
"I guess than means you have to choose truth or dare," Tess said with a naughty voice and Rachael nodded. They had caught her in her own game.
"Dare," Rachael replied. The two other girls conversed, but only quickly. The room felt very hot.
"Seeing as how you are a lesbian," Tess said, "we dare you to show us how to do it." The plan had worked perfectly, somehow. For a brief second, Rachael thought of Kitty, but then the intensity of the moment returned to her. This was unbelievable.
"Whatever you girls want," Rachael said, "strip!" Even as she said so she was quickly taking off all of her remaining clothes, slipping off her jeans, panties, and revealing her clean-shaven pussy. The other girls were quickly undressed as swell and soon the three of them were sitting on the couch naked. Rachael beckoned each of them to get closer. Soon their legs were touching. Rachael put one hand in between each of their legs and gently flicked her wrists. Both instinctively spread their legs. Rachael looked over at Tess and saw that she too was clean shaven. The smell of their hot, wet pussies was in the air now and it was intoxicating.
Rachael gently rested her fingers against the girls' soft labia. They both squirmed and gasped. Rachael smiled. This was so unbelievably hot. She had only ever fantasized about something as naughty as this. Kitty would enjoy it too. She turned her head towards Tess again. The girl looked at her and they both closed their eyes and leaned in. Rachael felt her soft, wet lips touch her best friend's sister's lips, feeling the girl's mouth open. She opened hers as well and let her ass-covered tongue probe deep into the girl's mouth, running her tongue along Tess' braces and feeling her tongue against her own.
After a few moments she broke the kiss. She looked down at Tess's cute little tits with their small pink nipples and quickly moved her head down and started to suck on the closest one, gently. She could feel Lyda's eyes on her and now she gently started to stroke both girl's clits. She felt both of their bodies going rigid and liked it. They were both so wet that the pads of her fingers slid over their clits easily, and she gently began to stroke the little shafts between her thumbs and forefingers.
Eventually she broke her hold on Tess' nipple. She turned now to Lyda. She was still stroking both of their clits as she did this but she leaned forward and forcefully kissed Lyda, driving her tongue as deep as she could into the girl's mouth, enjoying the fact that the girl's own ass had just recently been on the tongue. She then slid down on the girl's tight, hard, brown nipples, feeling it with her tongue, flicking it. The girls were both squirming now and she could feel something on her own nipple. She looked over and saw Tess had started to copy her, licking and sucking on her nipples. They continued like this for quite awhile, all three girls moaning. Rachael moved her lips off of Lyda's nipple and soon the two girls were both sucking her nipples as she stroked their clits. She could feel herself dripping on the couch.



Finally, after a long while, Rachael stopped moving and quickly got up from the couch. The two girls were still spread eagle on the couch. The challenge had been to fuck Tess, so Rachael went their first. She got down on her knees in front of the couch and put her head between the girl's legs. Tess gasped. Rachael knew that the constant stroking had gotten the younger girl very hot and she didn't want to wait any longer. She put tongue out and gently started to lap at Tess' clit. Tess' body went very rigid and Rachael felt the girl's hands on her head. She heard Tess moaning loudly and smiled. She started to lap at the girl's pussy too, tasting her juices and spreading it back on her clit.
She continued to lap for awhile. Tess got hotter and hotter, she squeezed Rachael's head between her legs. Suddenly, Rachael felt something hot and warm against her asshole. She didn't have to look to know that Lyda was returning the favor. She was lapping hard at Rachael's asshole. She was less delicate about it, however plunging her tongue hard into Rachael's ass. It was amazing. Rachael wished she had tried this before. It inspired her. She started to plunge her tongue harder into Tess' pussy. The girl could take much more. In a few short minutes, she came very hard, even squirting a small amount of liquid into Rachael's mouth and against her lips and nose. Rachael quickly licked the delicious juice off of her face. Lyda didn't stop. She was still ravishing Rachael's asshole.
"Suck on my pussy," Rachael gasped to Tess, pushing her ass back into Lyda's face. Lyda spun around and lay on her back and Rachael quickly squatted her ass back into the girl's face, her tongue driving even deeper in that before. Tess didn't waste any time. She seemed a bit disoriented by the power of her orgasm but she slid off the couch. She quickly buried her face in Rachael's pussy, tasting it. The power of the feeling was unbelievable to Rachael. She closed her eyes and felt her entire body bucking back in between the two girls. She was rubbing her own tits, squeezing hr nipples hard with her fingers. Their wet tongues were all over her asshole and pussy. Rachael couldn't hold out for very long the action was just too intense. In just a few minutes she had an incredibly intense orgasm. Cumming hard and rocking back and forth. The only way she kept from falling over was that soon the girl's hands were on her body holding her up. She had completed her task, but she wasn't done yet. In a few minutes she was able to move and think again.
"Get on the couch," she said to Tess who did so and spread her legs, "Start to eat her out," she said to Lyda. The black girl didn't wait for anything more and soon she was licking her friend's pussy with undiminished passion. Rachael watched them for a minute and felt incredibly horny thinking about the fact that she had organized this. But she didn't think for long. She got up quick, turned around and sat on Lyda's back, facing her ass. Lyda buckled a bit, but got up and continued to suck on her friend's pussy.
Rachael leaned over. She started to lick the girl's asshole as she had before. But now she slipped her fingers around her. She quickly dipped them into Lyda's pussy and felt the girl buckle again. It was the so intense, the girl was so wet. Rachael used her fingers to swirl around the girl's sexy pubic hair. She continued to fuck the girls' pussy and lick her ass even as Lyda continued to lick Tess' pussy. Rachael stopped for a second and turned back and looked at Tess. Her eyes were closed. Tess looked so beautiful, with her braces in her open mouth, her fingers inside of her mouth, biting gently. Her nipples were hard. She looked like her sister and this made Rachael even hornier.
She turned back and started to lick Lyda's asshole again, plunging her fingers in deeply. The slight pause and the sudden return blew Lyda's mind. She felt a white hot passion rip through her body and then an intense orgasm. This sent Tess over the edge too. She looked right into the camera, even though she didn't know it was there. At this the girls collapsed into a heap on the floor, panting. The passion had been so quick and so unbelievable that they all felt a bit sheepish now. They slowly began to put their clothes back on, offering each other satisfied but embarrassed little smiles.
"Thanks for crashing the slumber party," Tess said.
"Anytime," Rachael said, getting up and casually putting her webcam into her pocket. The girls pulled out the couch bed and fell asleep, wrapped intimately around each other's bodies.
Chapter 7: Guilt and a Way Out of It
Kitty felt terrible. She had awakened the day after, before her son awoke and quietly snuck out of his room. She took a shower, crying to herself as she did so. She didn't really understand why. She had enjoyed her night, too much perhaps. She felt guilty for what she had done to her son. She felt guilty because she felt like she had betrayed Rachael in some why by not betraying her. She felt disgusted by her own deviant sexual desires and by the fact that she had enjoyed committed incest with her son. If people ever found out that she... fucked students and relatives... oh god.
For the rest of the day she tried to avoid her son. He seemed content to pretend like nothing had changed. He even seemed a little bit disappointed when she didn't want to go out to the swimming pool like most days. When she had to, she spoke with him and tried to be affectionate, but she didn't want him to think that it would happen again. Her guilt was too strong. But she also didn't want him to think he had did anything wrong. How had she gotten into this position?
Kitty even found that she was avoiding her husband. He wasn't around very much, but when he was she was afraid that when he looked at her somehow, he would know what had happened. She knew she was being distant in school and noticed the kids giving her strange looks. She tried not to zone out during class, but found that it was impossible. Furthermore, one day she passed Rachael in the hallway, and the girl smiled and waved politely and non-sexually, but Kitty couldn't even bring herself to smile in response. Her chest felt tight and everything felt like it was going wrong.
This lasted for a few days. She felt like she couldn't stand to be in Richie's presence. Whenever he was around she felt sick and wanted to run away. It felt so much worse because she loved him so much. She knew that she was hurting him but didn't know how to stop. However, a few nights later, her son decided to bring it up as they ate.
"Mom, I love you," he said that night after a largely silent dinner.
"I love you too dear," Kitty said, blushing.
"I know you are nervous about what happened," he said. She looked at him, trying not to look too anxious. They both knew what he was talking about.
"Yes," she said, taking a sip of her wine.
"If you don't want to talk about it for awhile, I understand," he said casually, "I know what we did is kind of wrong..."
"No it isn't honey and if anyone was wrong, it was me," she tried to explain.
"It didn't mean it like that," he said, still eating casually.
"I don't think you did anything. I am sorry," she said and started to tear up.
"Don't cry mom," he said and came over and gave her a very son-like hug, "I am sorry I made you feel bad."
"You didn't. I did," she said, she kept picturing his penis blasting into her asshole and she felt terrible because it made her horny all over again.
"Mom, I am just trying to say that you are still my mom. I think that night was really fun and I will always remember it. But I don't want you to be afraid of me or anything. You didn't hurt me. And I won't say anything to anyone. And if we don't do it again, I won't love you any less. So don't be afraid around me." She held him in her hug even closer. She had raised such a wonderful son. It was like he knew everything she needed to hear.
"I am not going to be distant forever," she tried to explain.
"You just need some time," he finished. He seemed so much more mature now. Suddenly, he understood women, "I understand. I just wanted you to know that I love you."
"I love you too," she said and gently kissed him on the forehead. After that she felt a little bit better. Things settled into a more normal routine in her life. She felt more normal at school and her sexual thoughts returned to Rachael. She managed to say hello to Rachael at school. Her son was just as loving and normal as ever and her husband was just as cold and unnecessary.
However, just a few days after her dinner-time conversation with her son, something else happened to shock her back into Ariel's nasty little world and reminded her of everything that was at stake. She got a call from her brother Ian while she was on her way home from work.
"Hey Ian, how are you?" she asked. He never called unless he needed something and tonight was no exception.
"Hey Kit," he said, calling her that childhood nickname that meant he was desperately in need of something.
"What do you need?" she asked with a heavy sigh.
"Listen, I know that you say I only ask when I need something but this time it easy me," he said in his whiny voice, "It's Michelle. She needs you to pick her up from school this week and bring her home," he explained. Kitty's niece, Ian's daughter, Michelle Anderson was a beautiful young girl who went to college for performing arts around three hours from home. Kitty's heart sank when she thought of her. Michelle was 5'4 -- 100 lbs at 20 years old. She was built every bit the dancer that she was with her long, lithe legs, thin flat stomach and tiny breasts. Her face was gorgeous and she had the world's brightest smile. She always had her hair cut very short, like a pixie cut and her hair was naturally bleach blond. Kitty suddenly remembered that she was supposed to be seducing this girl.
"Why can't you get her," she said robotically, feeling like everything was about to start all over again. She was just starting to get over her guilt and now she had to jump back into it.
"You are going to be so happy!" he said and she had the feeling that she wouldn't be. "I have a job interview. Like, with a real job!" he explained. He had been out of work for months now and she had been pestering him to do something about it. She should've been happy.
"That is really good news. What is it?' she asked. She knew that she sounded disinterested, but it was all she could do to keep from screaming.
"Jeez, you could pretend to be happy for me," he said.
"I am, I am sorry. Tough day at work. What is it?" she replied and that seemed to mollify him now. He went on to describe some kind of boring sounding accounting job, but he had worked himself into such a hype about it that she almost got excited for him.
"So can you do it?" he asked, "It'd be on Friday. You could leave after work."
"Well..." Kitty said, trying to think of a good way to get out this.
"Fine. I won't go to the interview, but you cannot ever get on me about this stuff again. Seriously, you are such a hypocrite," he said and that struck a nerve. That was exactly how she felt right now. In every aspect of her life, she felt like she was saying one thing and doing another. She felt so ashamed.
"No, you are right," she said, "I was just thinking about a meeting I thought I had on Friday afternoon. But it isn't it is Thursday. I can go pick up Michelle after school on Friday." She lied about the meeting, but he seemed to buy it. She felt silly, as though he was somehow thinking she was trying to seduce his daughter. Oh god, she was going to try that.
"Hey thanks sis. I know you are busy, I didn't mean to call you a hypocrite. I am just excited about a job. You know, I feel like I have turned a corner with my drinking..." Her brother said and she spent the next ten minutes listening to the same litany she had heard a thousand times, but she felt good. Maybe he was going to turn his life around and maybe she would be able to get out of her tailspin too.
The next few days past slowly. She felt tense again and her son seemed to sense it, but he continued to give her distance. She truly appreciated it. At the same time, she was trying to come up with a plan to finish this thing, so that she could be done with all of Ariel's awful tasks and she could get back to what was once a normal life. She didn't like to think about ways to make her niece a whore, but she really wanted Rachael back. Besides, in unguarded moments she admitted to herself that Michelle was a very attractive girl.
Finally the day arrived and she rushed home after work to get changed. She wanted to look sexy but not too sexy. She didn't really have a set plan, she figured she could try to formulate one on the way to the school. But she wanted to look sexy, she wanted Michelle to at least subconsciously think of her as a sexual being. She decided to go with a pair of skin tight jeans and a tight white t-shirt with her pink bra visible through the fabric. She couldn't remember the last time she had dressed so childishly and felt silly. Nonetheless, just in case, she put one of her camera-teddy bears in her car. She also brought all of her personal savings.
The entire ride out to her niece's school she tried to think of a way to tactfully broach the subject of paying her niece for sex. This was in a lot of ways more difficult that it had been with her son. He was a horny teenage boy and this was a girl who may not be interested in girls at all and might be very offended that her aunt was offering her money for sex. She should be offended. It was a long drive all the way to the school, she felt all 2 and a half hours hanging around her neck. Each inch closer to her niece felt like it made her heart beat faster and her palms sweat more.
Eventually, she made it to the school. She had never been here before but was impressed. It was a small school, but the quaint brick buildings with stone columns and creeping vines were beautiful. She looked around and saw dozens of girls milling around. Some of them were wearing dance stuff and others looked like they were preparing for plays. It was all very calm and nice. She felt her heart rate drop a bit. Then she heard a rap on the passenger's side window. Startled, she turned and looked and saw Michelle standing next to the car with a plaid skirt, a button up white shirt, a little black tie, and a bright beaming smile. She was even sexier than she had been the last time Kitty had seen her. While she was still incredibly nervous, she was not sure that she wanted her niece. Badly.
"Hi Aunt Kitty!" the girl said as she got into the car and wrapped her arms around her aunt. Kitty hugged her back, feeling the girl's breasts against her own and smelling the delightful scent of the girls shampoo and perfume. She wanted to seal the deal now.
Chapter 8: A Different Mother
Rachael got out of Tess' house early the next morning after eating breakfast down in the basement. The other two girls appeared a bit sheepish, like they had been overcome the night before but they all still felt close. Rachael felt fairly certain that they all had an equal interest in keeping this thing quiet at least for now. She was afraid if she tried to get them to promise, she would make them nervous. The last thing that she needed was to have Tess running to confide in her older sister.
She snuck out the back again and made it home and quickly got a shower. Images from the night before were dancing through her mind. She felt a bit guilty. She felt sorry foremost for Kitty, because she had enjoyed cheating on her so much. She felt bad for Cindy because she felt like she had betrayed her friend and then she felt even worse because she felt like she was very close to Tess and even Lyda now and was afraid that she had unfairly manipulated and used them. But it was part of her personality to push those things quickly out of her mind. She pretended like those things didn't bother her. She decided, even before she got home that she was going to throw herself into seducing her mother. She didn't care about taboos or anything else. This was a way to get rid of her guilt, even if it meant piling more on top of it in the long run.
"Hey sweetie, where have you been?" Emma asked as Rachael returned to the house. Typical that she wouldn't realize that she wasn't home last night.
"Nowhere mom," she said dejectedly. It was only then that she noticed her mother had straightened her hair and was wearing an evening gown along with a sash from back in her pageant days.
"What do you think?" Emma asked, turning towards her daughter.
"What are you doing?!" Rachael asked, it was so embarrassing the way that she couldn't keep from living down her past glories. Why couldn't she just grow up and accept that she wasn't a beauty queen anymore and that her daughter had no interest in it?
"I told you, I am entering the "Mrs. Derby City" contest in a couple of weeks. I wanted to try on a gown and see if I still look good!" This was too pathetic.
"Mom you're too..." Rachael began, but she looked at her mother. The dress fit her perfectly. Her perfect hour glass shape showed with her large, still perky breasts and her long legs and big, round ass. Furthermore, her face was still beaming with youth and didn't look nearly her age. Rachael would have believed that a woman who looked like that was barely 30. She realized something that boys had been telling her for years. Her mother was hot! Maybe this was an opportunity.
"Too what?" her mother asked, looking ready for rejection.
"Too formal," Rachael said, killing time.
"Well it is a formal dinner dress competition silly. If you had ever gone to the pageants I signed you up for you would understand that!" Emma said, acting disappointed, but clearly thrilled by what she thought was her daughter trying to help her out.
"What are the competitions?"
"This one has an evening dress competition, a casual wear competition, and a talent competition," Emma explained to her daughter. She unzipped the back of her dress then turned to walk into the bathroom. Rachael followed after her. She quickly slipped the back of the dress down exposing her mother's bare back. Emma let out a scream and covered her breasts with her hands, quickly turning, wide-eyed at her daughter.
"Sorry!" Rachael said.
"What are you doing?" Emma asked. Rachael hadn't intended to jump the gun or anything, she was just trying to help.
"I want to help you do this mom," she said hesitantly, "I was just too embarrassed to ask. I just wanted to start helping..." Rachael suddenly saw tears well up in Emma's eyes. She felt embarrassed and guilty. She didn't know how much this meant to her mother. Suddenly, her mom moved her hands off her breasts, revealing beautiful, big pink nipples and wrapped her arms around her daughter. Rachael was surprised, but also a bit aroused by her mother's breasts against her body.
"Oh I am sorry honey," she said pulling back and quickly putting a bra on, "I am just so happy you want to do this with me," she explained. Rachael was in now. She wondered if she was making a big mistake.
The rest of that day was spent walking down memory lane, which was a bit boring. Emma got changed into casual clothes and brought down all of her trophies, sashes, and photo albums. It was draining, hearing all of the old stories and everything. But Rachael found that the more she listened, the more she started to actually learn about her mother. She wasn't always an eccentric ex-beauty queen. She had once been a beautiful, popular, active beauty queen with friends and boyfriends and everything else. Her mother told her stories that were funny and showed her pictures that looked remarkably like Rachael herself. Furthermore, she began to make Rachael feel guilty. She always blamed her mother for trying to make her a little "Emma Jr." but she had never made any effort either.



The next few weeks were a flurry of activity. They went to stores together and Rachael helped her mother try on dresses and casual wear. They tried on different kinds of make-up and discussed ways to do her hair. After an initial bout of discomfort, Rachael threw herself wholeheartedly into the enterprise. She had to admit to herself she was having fun. Her mom could even be quality company when she was in a good mood and she was in a really good mood now. It had the added benefit of providing some much needed distraction from her fears and discomfort as it related to her Cindy, Tess, Ariel, and Kitty.
The preparation was vigorous and Rachael was surprised by how much went into it. She was also surprised by the level of her mother's expertise. But she never let her eyes goes off of her goal. She knew why she was doing this. It might be fun to connect with her mother and even a little bit of fun to do pageant stuff. But she was here to seduce Emma, her mother. And that was what she was going to do. To that end, during the course of their purchases and discussions, Rachael would occasionally throw in little hints about her thoughts and feelings to her mother. Nothing was too explicit, but she wanted her mother thinking about it.
"Mom, you have such large breasts, is that something that the judges take into account?" she once asked as they were trying on dresses. Emma had stammered some sort of non-committal answer.
"Mom, why isn't there a bathing suit competition? You would win that so easy," she said on another occasion while they were discussing what song she should sing for her talent. Emma had just blushed at that and said that she had done well in pageants years ago when they included such things.
"Mom, how do you keep such a sexy figure? None of the other mom's look like you," she said when they were putting on make-up. Emma had pretended like she hadn't heard that one. However, Rachael sensed that. Subconsciously, her mother was staring to react to her comments. Sometimes when she would see her mother looking at her in a sexy sort of way out of the corner of her eye. Other times, she would notice that her mother would allow her breasts to be exposed, just for a few seconds, when she was getting changed. Still other times Emma would absentmindedly play with her daughter's hair or do other things that were sort of loving. The whole time they became closer and surely more comfortable with one another. Ironically, by trying to seduce her mother, Rachael had put their relationship on far sounder footing than it had been on in a long time.
Finally, the night before the pageant arrived. Unfortunately, it had been scheduled for a school day and Rachael had an important test that she couldn't miss (It wasn't in Kitty's class, so she couldn't just 'make-up' later). Rachael was surprised that she actually wanted to go, she wanted to cheer her mother on and she wanted to see her win. She wondered if maybe in the euphoria of a win she might be able to seduce her mother.
"Good luck tomorrow mom, you are such a MILF, you'll totally win!" she said in a jokey voice. Her mother looked at her quizzically.
"Thanks dear, but what does that term mean? I have heard people say it before," she said and Rachael blushed.
"It is sort of dirty I was just kidding around," Rachael said, looking at her feet.
"No I know you were joking, I just want to know what it means," her mother replied. Rachael hesitated for a minute. This was so embarrassing.
"It means, a 'Mother I'd Like to F...,'"Rachael said and then blushed deeply. Her mother just laughed.
"Oh you are so silly!" she said, "I like how close we have gotten the last few weeks. I am glad we can joke together."
"Me too Mom," Rachael said, nervous that her mother didn't seem to be getting that she wasn't necessarily joking around.
"I hope we can just keep getting closer, I hope this doesn't end with the pageant," Emma said, getting up from the couch and heading up to her room for her beauty rest.
"Me neither," Rachael said, and she truly meant it.
Chapter 9: Niece or Whore
Kitty broke the hug and then started to drive the car away. She and Michelle knew each other quite well but their relationship would never be characterized as close. Michelle was a bit of a rebel, possibly because of her mother's death. She also knew that Kitty and her father had almost constant conflicts with one another. Her father was hardly a strong authority figure in her life, so often times she rebelled against Kitty. That is not to say that they were always at each other's throats, but they weren't as friendly as they might be. But since Michelle had gone away to college and started to grow up, they saw each other less and thus fought less.
"How have you been!" Kitty said, trying to sound natural, calm and enthusiastic. Michelle was apparently in quite a good mood and she instantly began talking about all of her dance classes and her various friends. Kitty watched her as she talked. Looked at her soft lips and long, elegant neck. Her nervousness was making her horny, and she was sizing up Michelle.
"You know what I mean?" Michelle asked after a long string of other words that kitty didn't hear. Kitty shook herself out of her haze.
"Oh I am sorry, what did you say honey?" she asked.
"I was just saying how I can't wait for summer, I want to be home with everyone again," she explained. She bounced good naturedly in her chair and Kitty watched her tits and felt even more guilty.
"I thought you were just talking about how much fun you've been having in school?" Kitty asked, trying to focus on her driving now.
"I am, it's just...I miss everyone," Michelle explained. This was such a far cry from the angry, rebellious teen who got a scholarship for dance that Kitty could hardly believe it.
"Even your mean Aunt Kitty?" she asked.
"Especially her," Michelle said and Kitty looked over at her and saw that the girl was serious, "You are always there for us Aunt Kitty. You have helped my dad and I when no one else wanted to. I love you."
"I love you too," Kitty said, feeling flustered but also vindicated. She really did love her niece and wanted her to succeed, even if it meant being the bad guy sometimes. She was glad that the girl appreciated that. Nonetheless it piled onto the guilt that she was already dealing with. The next little bit of the drive was completely silent. But they were both feeling good.
Eventually, their conversation started back up and Kitty learned about the girl's friends and classes and everything else that was important in her life. She was so cute with how excited she was it was fun to hear about. Furthermore, she asked about Richie and about her husband and in general that had a very nice conversation. Before she knew it, Kitty had driven Michelle within an hour of home. She didn't feel like she was any closer to soliciting her niece for sex, perhaps she felt even farther away.
"Ugh!" the girl said, and Kitty turned to look at her, "this drive is so long."
"Yeah, I wish you were someplace closer to home as well. But you know how things are with money. You have to go where the scholarship is. That is just the way it goes," Kitty explained and Michelle nodded her head somberly.
"I am really sorry Aunt Kitty," Michelle said.
"Why?"
"I wish you didn't have to drive out and get me. I know it is a real pain..."
"Oh no honey!" Kitty said, reaching over and rubbing her nieces shoulder, "I am glad I came to pick you up. I've had a lot of fun on this drive, haven't you?"
"Yes," Michelle said with a weak smile, "I didn't mean it like that. I just meant that I am sorry that you had to drive all the way out there and everything. I am glad we got to hang out, but I wish that it wasn't like that."
"Oh your father had a job interview that is very important, he couldn't come," Kitty explained, she felt bad. She didn't want her niece to think that she was in any way a bother.
"I kind of wish that neither one of you had to get me," she said, looking out the passenger window.
"What do you mean? I thought you were saying you were looking forward to coming home," Kitty was sort of confused by this sudden shift in attitude by her niece.
"I am twenty now, I feel like I should have a car," she explained.
"I didn't have a car until I was almost thirty!" Kitty said, she felt bad for the girl, but didn't think that a sixteen year old truly needed a car.
"I know, but things are different now," she explained, "All of my friends at school have cars and everything. I just don't think it is fair."
"Have you talked to your father about it?"
"Yeah, he said that we don't have that kind of money. He said that until he has a long-term job he won't even loan me any money. I mean I would pay him, or anyone really, pay them back. I even saw this car at this lot near school and it was only $2500 and I already have like $500 saved up," Michelle said.
Then, all of the sudden it dawned on Kitty. This is what all the smiling and bouncing and 'I love you stuff' was all about. She was just as manipulative as her father! Michelle was trying to get Kitty to offer to loan her the $2000 she needed for some shitty car! Suddenly a boiling rage built up inside of Kitty. She couldn't believe how low and dirty her niece was. Suddenly, all of the guilt she was feeling lifted. This was the way things were. Everyone was always trying to get things out of her. From her boss, to her husband, to her niece. Everyone except for Rachael and Richie. From now on, she told herself, those were the only people she was going to care about. This was not going to go well for Michelle, she was going to learn to be a better person than her father.
"Only $2000 eh?" Kitty said in an event and interested tone. She looked at her niece covertly out of the corner of her eye and saw that she was elated.
"Yeah and I am going to get a summer internship that pays so I am going to be able to pay it back really soon. To whoever gives me a loan, that is," Michelle said. Kitty couldn't believe how stupid this girl thought she was. She certainly took after her father. Kitty drove in silence for a little while, acting as though she were thinking about it.
"You know, I really think you are growing up at school you know?" Kitty said and Michelle gave her a smile with barely concealed deviousness, "I just think it is so great that you are so mature. All of your anger against your father, against me, it just seems to have faded away."
"Thanks Aunt Kitty," Rachael said and beamed. They drove for awhile longer. They were only about half an hour from home now. Kitty saw a sign for a state park that she and her son had gone to last year. It was a secluded spot with a pretty lake and lots of trees. She quietly turned down the road and made her way the two or three miles to the gravel parking. The dollar signs in Michelle's eye were so big that she didn't even notice. She could sense that she was reeling her aunt in.
"You know," Kitty said casually, "I have a rather substantial private savings that my husband doesn't know about."
"Really," Michelle said, as though she wasn't putting two and two together.
"Yes, as a matter of fact I have it here in my car in cash. I meant to take it out of my old bank and put it in a new one today but I just completely ran out of time," Kitty was acting very casually, she could see that Michelle was looking over at her now, trying to figure out what to say.
"How much do you have," She seemed to think this was too bold, "I mean it is kind of dangerous to have money just sitting in a car."
"Oh I know, I usually don't go this long without putting it in a bank or investing in something with a good chance of return," Kitty explained, "but right now I'd say I have about $3000 dollars in savings." As she said this she pulled into a parking place in the empty lot. Finally Michelle looked around and realized that she didn't know where they were.
"Where are we Aunt Kitty," she asked.
"I don't like to talk business at home," she explained.
"What do you mean," Michelle said. Kitty hated that she continued to play dumb. Each passing second just added to the contempt Michelle felt for her.
"I mean that I am considering loaning you the money so that you can get your car silly!" Kitty said in very bright voice. Michelle smiled brightly and wrapped her arms around Kitty.
"Oh thank you! Thank you so much Aunt Kitty!" Michelle said and Kitty smiled, but gently pushed her away.
"Well we don't have a deal yet," Kitty said, "We have to discuss terms and everything this might not come together. I am a good negotiator."
"Oh whatever you say!"
"I am going to hold you to that" Kitty replied
"So what do you think?" Michelle asked. She unbuckled her seatbelt and turned and looked at her aunt.
"Well I guess you are going to need $2000 right?"
"Yes."
"But you know that isn't all," Kitty said, "There will registration fees and other surcharges on all of those things. Plus you will need some money for insurance and everything else." The girl looked a little nervous now. She hoped that Kitty wasn't trying to scare her out of borrowing.
"Yeah, but I can pay it all back," Michelle replied.
"Okay, so do you think $3000 should cover it all?" Kitty asked, she leaned forward and gently squeezed the bear on the dashboard, turning on the nanny cam.
"I think $3000 should definitely be enough to pay for the car and everything else," Michelle said.
"Well like I said, I like to make investments that get a return. So we need to have a little talk about interest," Kitty said.
"So like more money?" Michelle said, frowning.
"Well yes. I mean if you borrow from a bank they are going to give a pretty big interest rate because you have no credit history or anything," Kitty explained, "Furthermore, I don't think your internship is going to give you over three grand for a single summer, so this is going to take awhile to pay off. No bank is going to allow you irregular payment schedules so you'd have to pay back slowly, which means a lot of interest." Kitty so glad she had taken accounting in college and that her niece, apparently, had not.
"Okay Aunt Kitty, I get it you want to show me why you can't lend to me, I learned my lesson. You are..." Michelle said. Kitty could tell she was about say something very mean, which would ruin the whole illusion of her sudden maturity. She needed the girl to still think she was being duped.
"No honey, that isn't what I am saying!" Kitty said.
"So what are you saying?" Michelle said, tugging on her hair. She was obviously very anxious to get this deal done. Status was so important to her, just like her father. He had driven a fancy car in too.
"I was just thinking we could come up with a different sort of deal," Kitty said.
"What kind of deal?" Michelle said, she almost sounded desperate.
"I was thinking this," Kitty said, hoping that she was talking loud enough for the nanny-cam to pick up what she was saying, "I will give you the $3000 and you will pay me back $2500 as soon as you can interest free."
"I don't understand," Michelle said after a minute. She furrowed her brown and looked over at her aunt, "I though you wanted a return or whatever on your investment?"
"Well there is a little catch," Kitty said, leaning forward.
"What's that?" Michelle asked. Kitty continued to lean forward until their faces were only a few inches apart.
"I give you the money and in exchange you pay me back and then the remainder you pay back to me by fucking me right now in the car," Kitty said, nearly spitting the words out she was so angry. Then she leaned back in her seat and crossed her arms.
"I..."
"I am sure all the other girls have cars. I bet the boys like girls who have back seats in their cars and everything," Kitty said, raising her eyebrows at her niece. Michelle had a disgusted look on her face. She couldn't believe what her aunt had just suggested. But she really wanted the car. It wasn't like she didn't use her body to get what she wanted all the time anyway. She had a reputation at school and she knew she had earned it. How was this any different? Besides no one would ever find out. AND she just really wanted that car.
"Okay Aunt Kitty," Michelle said in a little voice and Kitty couldn't believe. Her heart suddenly beat faster and she felt her stomach churn. This girl was almost as disgusting as she was. Kitty shrugged her shoulders and reached across Michelle's body. The girl recoiled, but Kitty reached into her glove compartment and took out a small envelope with thirty $100 bills. Michelle's eyes got huge. Kitty suddenly felt rage. How could her niece be like this? She took the money out of the envelope and quickly took the money out and shoved it in her niece's mouth. The girl choked and then pulled the money out, quietly counted it and then set it in her purse.
"Got it all?" Kitty asked.
"Thanks Aunt Kitty," the girl said sheepishly. They sat in silence for a few minutes, "Do you want to...do it now?" Kitty nodded and then found button the side of dash and pushed it. The back seat made a buzzing noise and then, the last two seats in her SUV laid down like a bed. She quietly moved the Teddy Bear so that it would be looking in that direction.
"Take your clothes off and get in the back seat," Kitty said. Her heart was beating quickly, but she really wanted this now. Kitty turned and watched as Michelle slowly removed her tie and then unbuttoned her shirt and dropped it on the floor. She looked a bit nervous as she slid off her skirt. But then she very rapidly removed her bra, revealing her small breasts with small, dark nipples and flat stomach. She then quickly took off her panties and jumped back into the back seat. Kitty couldn't believe this girl, how little regard she had for her body. Suddenly, Kitty realized that she was hardly better, selling her body to Ariel to keep her job and to keep Rachael. But this just made her angrier. She looked back at Michelle and saw that her pussy was clean shaven and she looked so sexy. Kitty wanted this bad. She quickly got undressed as well and then jumped into the back seat as well.
Both women were sitting on the seats naked and looking at one another. Kitty could tell that her niece was more than a little bit impressed with her body and she was happy about that. She didn't know what she was supposed to do first, however. This was much different than with her son. It was greed rather than passion that was bringing them together.
"What do you want me to do Aunt Kitty?" Michelle asked in a tiny voice. Kitty looked at her, she was covering her breasts with her hands and her face was blushing. It seemed that the girl was just realizing how much she was willing to do to get whatever she wanted, whenever she wanted. She almost looked innocent now. But Kitty wasn't buying it.
Kitty slowly opened her legs. She wanted to start off slow. Hell, if she had to do this she was going to enjoy it, "Get here between my legs, lay between them and suck on my nipples. Don't try to kiss me. It will make me sick," she explained. Michelle looked a little hurt but nodded. Slowly the girl got up on her hands and knees and started to crawl over toward her aunt. She laid herself down against' Kitty's stomach. Kitty breathed in deeply, feeling the warmth of her niece's breasts against her belly. Michelle looked up at her uneasily and Kitty nodded coldly.
Carefully Michelle's head dropped and her mouth descended on Kitty's nipple. Kitty could feel the girl's hot breath against her skin long before she felt Michelle's lips against her areola. She felt her nipple get hard as the mouth wrapped gently around it. For a moment Michelle just held it there in her mouth. Then Kitty felt the girl's nipple rub across it. She arched her back and moaned. The feeling was intense. She hadn't realized how much her disgust had somehow also aroused her. She wondered what that said about her. Michelle continued to gently lap her tongue over Kitty's nipple even stopping to suck on it, gently, feeling the smooth hardness of the nipple in her mouth and enjoying its supple taste. Kitty closed her eyes and rolled her head back.



After a few minutes, Michelle removed her head from her Aunt's breast and quickly moved to the other one. Her eyes were closed but Kitty could feel the girl's heart beating quickly against her stomach. She wondered if the girl could feel that her pussy was getting wet. As Michelle started to lick Kitty's other nipple just as carefully as she had the first, she also began to rub Kitty's other breast, kneading it and playing with the nipple. Michelle continued to work for a long time and Kitty began to get hotter and hotter. Soon she was moving her hips gently in rhythm with her niece's tongue.
"Eat my pussy," Kitty finally said, almost moaning it out. Instantly Michelle's mouth came off of her breast and she looked into her eyes.
"I have never done that before Aunt Kitty," the girl stammered, "I don't know how..."
"Get get your head between my legs and just lick my clit gently," Kitty said. She felt like she was about to burst. She needed this badly. Michelle looked down at her body and slowly started to kiss her way down Kitty's beautiful body. Soon she stopped just at the top of Kitty's pussy and gave a long, deep kiss to her skin. Kitty felt her niece take a deep breath and then tentatively stick out the tip of her tongue, making it hard and rigid. Kitty had a small, bullet hard clit and the taste was delightful as Michelle's tongue brushed it. Kitty hissed in a breath and then put her hand on the back of her niece's head, pushing her in. Michelle began to lick with more regularity, softening her tongue and lapping at the clit. Kitty now had both hands on the girl's head, pushing her in farther. Soon, Michelle was no longer lapping at the clit, but instead jamming her tongue hard into her Aunt's pussy, fucking it. At the same time the girl moved her fingers to Kitty's mouth. Kitty dutifully licked them and Michelle brought them down to her Aunt's clit and started to slowly and lovingly rub it while she tongue fucked her. Kitty couldn't take much more, the situation was just too hot. Suddenly, she pushed Michelle's head as hard as she could, feeling the girl's teeth against her pussy as the tongue slid it as deep as it could. She came hard, feeling waves of pleasure radiate out from her pussy, making her feel weak, as though she was seeing stars.
For a few moments, Kitty just lay still on the seat, while her niece continued to lap at her pussy. However, once she was able to get herself under control she pulled the girl out of her crotch by her hair. She pulled the girl up so that she could see her face and she could see a thin smile on her niece's face. She had to admit that she was having fun as well. She pushed Michelle back on her back and the girl fell down and spread her legs. Kitty didn't waste any time.
She lunged forward at her niece, wrapping her arms around her and kissing her deeply on the mouth. Michelle seemed surprised, her Aunt had specifically said not kissing, but Kitty couldn't help herself. She could taste her pussy juice on her niece's tongue. She sucked on the girl's tongue, pulling it hard out of her head, rubbing her hands through the girl's short hair. A few moments later Kitty started to kiss her niece's tits. She sucked on them just as Michelle sucked her. But she was impatient. Soon she was between the girl's legs. Michelle's pussy smelled intoxicating and she had a relatively large, hard clit that Kitty took into her mouth and sucked it hard. Michelle screamed and arched her back into her aunt. Kitty didn't stop but instead started to insert her fingers slowly into her niece's pussy.
"Oh fuck me Aunt Kitty, I want it,"
"Would you give the money back you want it so bad."
"Oh fuck yeah. I just want you!" Michelle moaned and Kitty slammed her fingers into her niece. Michelle's stretched all of her limbs out and screamed loudly. Then she wrapped her arms and legs around Kitty as her aunt continued to suck and finger her. Suddenly the girl came, a rush of liquid squirted out of the girl's pussy and all over her face. Kitty came again just from the impact and surprise.
Slowly Kitty got up and started to move to towards her niece's face. She pointed to her own dripping face and Michelle complied, quickly licking her own juices off her Aunt's face, sucking down every drop and thoroughly enjoying it. Soon they were kissing deeply and passionately. They eventually collapsed on a heap on top of her.
"Aunt Kitty, I didn't know you were like this..." Michelle said after a long while.
"Like what?"
"You know devious, like me," Michelle said, kissing her Aunt's nipple.
"I guess I didn't know either until recently," Kitty said, realizing that her niece was right.
"Can I keep the money?" Michelle asked.
"Yes you can."
"I love you."
"I love you too," Kitty said. But you only love me when you need something, she thought. Then she thought of Rachael and she missed her more than anything in the world.
Chapter 10: Consolation Prize
The day of the pageant was pure torture at school. All Rachael could think about was that her mother was at the pageant and that something was happening and that there was absolutely nothing she could do about it. For the first time since she had slept with Tess, Cindy seemed to notice she was acting oddly. But it had nothing to do with the fact that she had fucked her sister. She could tell that Rachael was upset about something having to do with her mother. She couldn't tell Cindy what was bothering her, however, it just wasn't in her nature. She had to wait. Tess, who had been too embarrassed to talk to her since they'd slept together, even came up and tried to talk to her. Rachael was glad that their relationship was returning to normal, but all she could do was wait.
Finally, the insufferable day came to an end. Rachael took her ride home and in a few minutes she was home. She knew that her mother was supposed to be home already, but the lights were all off. She opened the door and called for her mother but didn't get any reply. Maybe it had gone long.
She walked into her kitchen and poured herself a glass of milk. She sat down at the table and took a big sip. Then she noticed something sitting in the middle of the table and saw that it was the back of an instant photo. She picked it up, flipping it over and looked at it. Her heart sank. It showed three women in evening dresses and a man in a tuxedo. One woman was wearing a big, happy smile as well as a sash. One of the other women was her mother, and she too was smiling but Rachael could see that her mother was fighting back tears. She felt so horrible. Her mother had wanted this so much and for the first time in her life she had wanted it for her mother. She set the photo back as she had found it and got up from her chair.
She quickly made her way up to her mother's bedroom. She stood outside the door and heard gently sobbing from inside. Her heart broke. She knocked gently on the door but there was no answer.
"Mom?" she asked and again there was no answer. She felt the knob and saw that it was unlocked. She gently pushed it open and walked into the room. All of the blinds were pulled and the lights were out. Rachael had to give her mother credit, even when legitimately aggrieved she still had an overactive sense for the dramatic. She now saw her mother, curled up in a ball in her selected casual wear, crying uncontrollably.
"Please go away Rachael," Emma said, not even looking up from her pillow.
"I am sorry you got second mom," she said.
" I got third!" Emma said, crying even louder, "They were both barely thirty and they clearly deserved to win. I am old and dried up."
"Don't say that mom," Rachael said and knew that her mother wasn't just being dramatic here. She really felt that way.
"It's true. I was only ever good at one thing in my entire life and I can't do it anymore," Emma said and Rachael felt terrible. That was what her mother really thought?
'That isn't true," Rachael said, sitting down on the bed and putting her hand on her mother's shoulder.
"It lost didn't I," Emma said, finally pulling her head out of her pillow. Her mascara was running and her eyes looked puffy but somehow she looked more beautiful than ever. An intensity was there that was usually lacking in her overly happy, fake suburban housewife façade.
"That isn't what I mean," Rachael said, "First of all third out of like 50 women is really good. Second of all, and more importantly, that isn't the only thing you are good at."
"Name anything else," Emma said.
"You are smart, you can be funny when you are not trying to hard, you make great pizza, you are kind to strangers and you don't embarrass me in front of my friends, you are a good mother," Rachael said and she really emphasized the last one. Suddenly Emma got quiet. Rachael put her arm around her mother and pulled her in.
"Do you mean that?"
"What?"
"Do you really think that I am a good mother?" Emma asked and Rachael squeezed her mother in a tight hug.
"I really do mom, I love you," she said and Emma actually smiled. Not her normal pageant smile, but a legitimate smile.
"That is all I need," she said and seemed to mean it, "I would prefer to win, but I want to be your mom first and foremost."
"Well you are," Rachael replied and they sat quietly, holding one another, "Tell me what happened." And Emma began her long and arduous explanation of all the things that she had done in the pageant. She explained the things that she did really well and chronicled her faults. She was very tough on herself, but very precise and clinical in her analysis and Rachael was sure she was being honest. Finally she concluded.
"So I got third prize and it was just so humiliating," Emma said.
"I am sorry I wasn't there mom."
"To see me get humiliated," Emma said with a wry smile.
"No, to support you. I should've just skipped the test I didn't do well anyway," Rachael explained. Kitty now took the opportunity to give her daughter a little hug.
"It's okay." she said and then fully sat up on the bed as though she were thinking about getting on with her life. But Rachael could tell that her mother was a bit sad. She wanted to cheer her up a little bit before they went downstairs and acted like nothing had happened.
"I'll tell you why you lost mom," Rachael said.
"Why is that?" Emma said, shooting her daughter a curious glance.
"They didn't have a bathing suit competition. If the judges got a look at your hot bod in a bathing suit they would be derelict in their duties if they didn't give you the win," Rachael said and she meant it. She had seen the other women in the photo, they had pretty faces, but they didn't have her mother's build.
"You're just saying that!"
"I am serious, quick get down to your bra and panties and look in your full length mirror. You will agree with me, even with your high standards," Rachael said and Emma gave her an incredulous look.
"I am not going to do that," she said dismissively.
"Oh come on, I think it would be a good exercise," her daughter said, "do it for my sake. I think it will help. I want to help."
That seemed to get through. Rachael got up quickly and put her webcam up on the dresser while her mother wasn't looking. She was glad she had her purse with her. Emma rolled her eyes but quickly got up and slipped off her blouse and her jean shorts. She was wearing a pair of black panties and a black push-up bra. Her skin was tanned and her stomach was flat. Her legs were completely smooth and she didn't look nearly as old as she was. She looked like she could be in college. She walked over to the mirror and looked at herself. For a second she tried to resist, but she had to smile. Her daughter was right.
"I told you!" Rachael said.
"Thank you honey I feel better," Emma said and started to turn away. Rachael quickly got up and took her mother by the shoulders, turning her so that she was looking at herself in the mirror again.
"What are you doing sweetie?" Emma asked, looking at herself again.
"It wouldn't have even been close if it were a nude contest," Rachael said in a husky sexy voice. This hadn't been any part of a plan, but she was suddenly realizing that she could get her mother here. Moreover, she wanted her. She couldn't explain why. But she was so desirous of her mother all of the sudden.
"Stop being silly," Emma said, obviously a bit uncomfortable. She half-heartedly tried to pull away, but she sort of like her daughter's attention. She liked being told she was pretty.
"I saw you while we were getting you ready for the pageant. Well you breasts, not your...vagina," Rachael said, she reached behind her mother and slowly unhooked her bra. Emma moved away quickly now, but the act of doing this caused her bra to slide off. Her large, taut breasts bounced as she walked away.
"Rachael...Honey what are you doing?" Emma said, covering her breasts and looking at her daughter with a very concerned look on her face. Rachael didn't even know what she was thinking, but she acted quickly.
"Just come look at yourself in the mirror," Rachael said, pretending as though the situation weren't weird, "You need to see how perfect you are. You need to realize how pretty you are so you can put this behind you." Rachael was appealing to her mother's sense of narcissism, which was always a good bet. Reluctantly, her mother returned to the spot in front of the mirror and took her hands off of her breasts and looked at herself. Rachael got behind her and smiled.
"See!" she said to her mother and her mother nodded sheepishly. However, she did like what she saw in the mirror. Her daughter was clearly right. If they had seen her nude she would've won. Her breasts were so perky and her skin so smooth and tanned, she rubbed her hand up the side of her hips and towards her breasts. She felt hot just thinking about all of those people, what they would've thought looking at her body. Wanting her. She barely noticed as Rachael's hands touched her hips. She didn't notice at all as her daughter slowly slid her panties down around her ankles, revealing her pink pussy lips and a small, blonde landing strip. All the sudden she felt chilly.
"Oh my goodness, Rachael what did you do?" she asked. Her daughter was still kneeling down behind her, slipping her panties off of her feet.
"Just showing you how pretty you are mommy," Rachael said and then took her mother around the leg and gently kissed the back of her calf.
"Honey you can't do that," Emma said, but she was surprised by how flattered she was. She liked the things her daughter was saying about her and really didn't want her to stop. She didn't need to win, if her daughter thought she was beautiful.
"I just think every part of you is perfect mommy, I want to look like you someday," Rachael said, feeling her pussy getting wet and enjoying the naughty things that she was saying. She started to kiss her way up her mother's leg, letting her tongue out furtively, to let her mother's smooth skin into her mouth. She felt a shiver run though her mother's body.
"I just think this is bad," Emma said but it was clear that her heart wasn't in it. She was too in love with the idea of her own beauty to let that bother her. In fact, her eyes were now closed and her hands were moving slowly over her breasts, feeling her nipples harden. She couldn't blame her daughter. She was still as beautiful as ever. Besides her daughter was beautiful too. She looked so much like her mother.
Rachael kissed her way up her mother's thigh, eventually making it to her mother's ass, planting kisses on the soft, white mounds of flesh. Then she took both as cheeks in her hand and slowly spread them apart, revealing a tiny, shaved brown asshole with little ripples. It seemed to tense as she opened her mother's cheeks but Emma was too busy looking at herself and enjoying the view to do anything else. Rachael leaned her head forward, she felt her cheeks rub against her mother's ass. She kept her eyes open, watching as her mother's anus got closer to her mouth. She stuck her tongue out, thick and wet. She felt her mother shake as her hot tongue came in contact with the puckered asshole. Rachael began to lick deeply, covering the anus in thick, wet spit.
Emma moaned loudly but continued to look at herself and rub her breasts. The feeling was amazing. She couldn't remember the last time she had felt so alive. Her nipples were hard as rocks and she rubbed them gently with the flat open palm of her hand. She arched her back, pushing her asshole closer to her daughter's mouth.
"You look so pretty with your head in my asshole baby," Emma said, looking at them in the mirror. Rachael felt so hot and wrong, she started to lick a wider area, covering the two inches around her mother's anus with her spit. Rachael moved her head back, looking at her spit glistening on her mother's asshole. Her mother was still rubbing her breasts and looking at herself in the mirror. Rachael dipped her own finger into her mouth and the slowly started to rub it on her mother's anus. Her spit had so completely saturated it, that soon, her finger was slipping into her mother's asshole.
"Oh God Mommy!" Rachael said as her finger slipped in up to the fist knuckle. Her mother seemed to tremble, but didn't tell her to stop.
"Is my asshole pretty baby. Is even my asshole pretty?" she asked.
"It is gorgeous Mommy," Rachael said and the pushed the rest of her finger into her mother's asshole. She continued to kiss her mother's ass as she rocked the finger in and out. Her mother's knees got weak and she had to hold herself up against the dresser as she fucked her ass hard on her daughter's finger. Rachael was so hot, she could feel her pussy dripping into her panties.
After several minutes she stood up, keeping her finger in her mother's ass, she used her other hand to remove her pants and then her panties. Her mother looked at her and smiled. She was so proud of the beautiful daughter she had managed to create. She looked down at her daughter and gave her a deep kiss on the lips. It took Rachael by surprise, but she opened her mouth and allowed Emma's tongue to fill her mouth, enjoying putting her mother's own ass back into her mouth. Their kiss was deep and passionate and Rachael slipped her finger out of her mother's ass to wrap her arms around her.
After a few moments, Rachael couldn't take it anymore. She needed attention. She gently took her mother's hand and put it between her legs. Her mother started to rub her pussy, they were both looking at themselves in the mirror and enthralled by what they saw. Rachael moved her hand and started to rub her mother's pussy as well. Both were soaking wet and even dripping onto the hardwood floor. Soon their fingers were diving deep into one another and they were holding each other up somehow, still looking at the mirrors. Finally, Emma came in a torrent. She pulled her hand from her daughter's pussy, and rubbed her own breasts furiously. Emma finished and lay on the floor panting deeply.
Rachael was still so incredibly horny, but her mother was obviously spent. So Rachael stood over her mother and gently began to rub herself. She masturbated vigorously. Her mother looked at her, smiling. She was admiring her.
"I love you honey," Emma said.
"I love you too mom," Rachael moaned as she came. She squirted a bit because the feeling of the climax ripping through her body was so intense.
"Oh come on Rachael, not in my hair!" her mother said, getting up quickly and walking out of the room trying to wipe the translucent pussy juice out of her hair. Rachael collapsed on her mother's floor, looking at herself in the mirror. For a moment she really hated herself. Not for fucking her mother. But for actually thinking her mother would act like a normal human being. She wanted Kitty and quickly walked back to her room to call her. She was done.



Chapter 11: Released
Two days after Rachael fucked her mother and three days after Kitty converted her niece into a whore, the two were sitting in Kitty's classroom, waiting for Ariel to show up. Rachael had called and informed Kitty that she had completed all of her tasks and that she had checked the videos to make sure that all of them worked. Kitty informed Rachael that she had done the same. They had both been nervous and uncomfortable on the phone. Part of it was simply because they hadn't been together in so long. It had been a long time since Ariel had forced them to do this and they had spent precious little time together. Perhaps a larger part of the problem was that they both knew what the other had done.
Now they were sitting in Kitty's classroom, waiting for the their tormentor to arrive and they still felt awkward. They had done nothing more than exchange pleasantries and now Kitty was perched behind her desk wearing her long black skit and grey sweater and Rachael was sitting at her desk, fiddling with her pens and wearing her cheerleading practice gear. Finally, Kitty spoke.
"I am sorry," she said suddenly. It surprised Rachael out of her daze and she looked at her lover and giggled.
"Why?" she asked.
"I cheated on you."
"I cheated on you too," Rachael said, feeling strange. She didn't know if she wanted to talk about this stuff. It was too uncomfortable. But Kitty needed to tell Rachael about what she had learned. She moved around the table and gave her student a gently rub on the back.
"We both know what we did. But I want you to know why I did it," Kitty explained, sitting down in the seat next to her.
"Why?" Rachael asked, unsure of what her teacher was getting at.
"At first I was doing it because I wanted to protect my reputation and my career. Then I convinced myself I was doing it for you. Just for you, to protect you. But I realized while I was doing...those things. I was doing it for me. I was doing it so I could be happy. So I could have someone who loved me for who I am not just for what I can give them or for a sense of duty. I did it for us. Because I love you," Kitty said and she felt tears welling in her eyes. She felt Rachael's hand on her cheek. It was the first time either had said that and it felt so liberating. Rachael felt as though she may cry as well.
"Kitty," Rachael began to respond. She wanted to say what she had learned as well. That Kitty was the only person who could ever love her perfectly and that she could put aside all of her rational planning and her refusal to accept her emotions and just love her. But she didn't need to. All she had to say was, "I love you with all of my heart and I would do anything for our relationship."
"I know," Kitty replied and they leaned together, their lips just barely touching across the aisle of school chairs. They could smell each other and feel each other and for just a second, their lives were perfect.
"Isn't that cute," Ariel said, entering the doorway and closing it behind her.
"Hello," Kitty said, trying to be brave. She still hated this girl, even if she had taught her something about her relationship. She still hated the position she had put her in.
"Let's not waste time, we all have places we want to be and, I assume, people we want to fuck," the girl said ands he stuck out her hand.
"What do you want?" Rachael asked with ill-concealed hostility.
"Give me the tapes or the dvds or whatever you made. You girls said you had something for me and I want to watch them," Ariel explained. She was wearing a black skirt and a white t-shirt with no bra. As she sat down she spread her legs, revealing that she was wearing no panties. Kitty and Rachael both hated that she had a beautiful body and that they both watched her do this. She cackled at them, "So give them."
"We need our insurance first," Kitty said, leaning forward in her chair.
"No!' Ariel said viciously, all mocking fun out of her voice, "I get to see first, then I give you the insurance. On my honor." This didn't exactly fill the lovers with confidence. But they knew what they had on her. Rachael, always the braver one, offered to go first. For the next couple of hours the three sat in silence, watching. Watching while Rachael had her threesome and then while she fucked her mother. When they were done they watched Kitty fuck her son and then her niece. The entire time, Ariel quietly masturbated to the video screen. Meanwhile, Kitty and Rachael held one another. They consoled one another when they became embarrassed and they complimented one another on their beauty. They both became quite hot, but felt guilty about doing so. Finally, the videos were all over and there was nothing left for them to do.
"Are we finally done?" Kitty asked desperately.
"Yeah I guess, you did what you had to do..." Ariel said languidly, her body had been racked by several powerful orgasms and it was clear that she was satisfied. But the other two women wouldn't leave, "What else do you want?"
"Our insurance," Rachel said and Ariel laughed.
"Oh shit yeah," she said and she reached into her purse and tossed them a tape. Then she got up to leave. "Not so fast," Kitty said, putting her on the troubled girl's shoulder and holding her down, "We have to make sure that this will be enough."
"I assure you that you will be satisfied," Ariel said, but she stayed seated. Kitty took the tape and brought it over to the VCR and put it in. For a second, everything was black, but then the screen came into focus and they all saw a nude Ariel looking at the camera. Her body looked spectacular and she was smiling into the camera. She didn't say anything but held up her drivers license to the camera and waved. It was her. It was meant to be very good evidence.
She then moved the camera and it was facing a man, fully clothed, with his cock hanging out of his pants. She quickly got on her knees and started to suck the man's cock. It was very strange. Neither spoke or seemed particularly concerned. Finally, the guy gave a little grunt and then came in Ariel's mouth, dripping sperm down her chin. She wiped her mouth with the back of his hand.
"So what?" Rachael said, "This is nothing compared to what you have on us!"
"Wait!" Ariel said. The man stuffed his cock back in his pants and then reached into his pocket and grabbed a baggie. Ariel walked up to the camera and showed it a small package of glassy looking white blocks.
"Meth!" Ariel on the television screen said. When they looked over at her now in the classroom, she was holding the bag, slightly diminished, in her hand. She dropped it on the desk.
"So I told you you could trust me," Ariel said laughing, "It is covered in my fingerprints. I'd say that is enough to keep me in line. That is enough to sell, a felony amount." She handed them some latex gloves so they could handle the bags and suggested they hide it.
"You are disgusting in so many ways," Rachael said and Ariel nodded in agreement.
"I am taking my tapes and leaving. If I do anything, you are a teacher, just say you confiscated the drugs from me" Ariel said, grabbing up the four tapes that the two lovers and provided and leaving. Kitty and Rachael remained in possession of her own tape. They felt fairly secure. Even Ariel wouldn't want to go to prison. Besides, it seemed like she didn't have any real interest in sharing her little perversion.
"Love?" Kitty said, getting Rachael's attention
"Yes Kitty," Rachael said turning to her teacher and kissing her gently. Their ordeal was over and they both felt the weight off their shoulders.
"Let's go home. I need you," she said and they collected their things and set off on their life together.
The End
I wrote this story a long time ago, way before I started posting here. People who have read my other stories will notice elements I stole from this to add into other stories. I just thought I'd throw it up and see what everyone thinks. It took a lot of editing, but I doubt it is perfect. It is a silly little story, but I thought you all might like it. PLEASE comment, your comments are why I write.
YKN
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It all started on my younger brother Joseph's 18th Birthday. At the time, there was no way of knowing it was the start of anything, but in retrospect, it is clear that is when it started. But I guess I need to go back a little bit farther for that to make any sense.
My name is Anna Thrush and I grew up under very strange circumstances. Since before I was born (and I was 20 at the time this story unfolds), my parents had been members of a strange religious cult. Now, at the time I had no idea that we were the members of a strange religious cult. When you are born into something, it just seems normal. It was only later in life that I realized how different it was for the rest of the world.
I guess I can't just skip ahead; you need to understand some of the ways in which my community was so strange. We called ourselves "The Light and The Way," and we were ostensibly Christian. We read the Bible and celebrated Christmas and all that (although our Christmas was much more subdued than the strange carnival that you 'regular' Christians call Christmas).
Anyway, what really sets us apart from other Christians isn't so much about the Bible or anything like that. I mean, the church leaders SAID that all of the rules were in the Bible, but I've never seen any evidence that that is true. No, what really set us apart was the strict way in which we live our lives, especially women.
For a woman, from the time you are born until you are married you are supposed to stay in your parents' home or on their property at all times. In fact, every person in our community has big privacy hedges around the outside of their property to prevent people from outside of the Light and the Way from seeing women. Now that seems so strange, but growing up that was just the way life was. My parents owned about 25 acres of land in a secluded area in Idaho. And I stayed on that property.
Despite our seclusion, both women and men were encouraged to dress modestly. Every day I wore a big, billowy dress that went down to the floor and a bonnet. Both had very dull colors. I wore no makeup and had only one pair of shoes.I later learned later that I would be considered an attractive girl. At that age I was around 5'2 and 115lbs, but I had no idea what that meant in relation to other people. I had medium-sized breasts (although I didn't know that either) and flared hips. My hair was very long and chestnut in color and my eyes were green. For what it is worth, men wore long black pants and long-sleeved white shirts every day. My brother was taller than me, around 5'9 and stocky in build. He had a square chin, short cropped brown hair, and blue eyes.
In addition to our simplicity of dress and modesty about appearance, we were fanatical about personal hygiene. We brushed our teeth three times a day, we shampooed our hair every other day, and showered every day. For religious fanatics, that is pretty good. From the time I was a little girl I was encouraged to wear deodorant and my mother told me from the time I first got my period that I was required to wax off all of the hair below my head once a week. Apparently, one of the prophets of our religion had taken the homely saying "cleanliness is godliness" to be a literal truth and our church had continued that tradition thereafter. I would later learn that rule only applied to women.
Of course, I was homeschooled. My mother provided the lessons and they were almost exclusively on the Bible. I learned to write well (or so I have been told), but my math never progressed much beyond arithmetic. Science was rarely discussed. For what it is worth, my brother got largely the same education that I did. So, despite the various weird things the church did to keep women down, education wasn't one of them.
But there were very unpleasant aspects about being a woman. The only time women leave their homes was on Sunday, for Church. For church, my father would put my mother and I in a car with the windows blacked out and we would go into the Women's Entrance to the church. There we would worship with the other women, the only man in the room being the Women's Preacher, John Davis. All my life he was an old man with a prodigious gut. There would be about 100 women in the church and the four or five hours we spent there would be the extent of my socializing for the week. After church, one by one mothers and daughters would leave the Church and get back into their black-windowed cars. It was set up in such a way that when we got outside, my father was already there.
The long and the short of all of this was that women never saw a man that was not their father or their brother (Except the preacher). According to the teachings of the church it was sinful for non-family members to see an unmarried woman. Even married women had very little contact with men other than their fathers, brothers, husbands, and sons. By the time I left the community I had only ever met three men in my life. My father, my brother, and the Women's Preacher.
Obviously, in a repressed society like this, sex was not discussed. I must've been curious about it at one point in my life, I mean where did I come from? But my parents only had two children so I didn't see babies much. Even in Church, there were only occasionally pregnant women. It just did not come up. I knew that according to tradition, at some point after my 20th Birthday but before my 21st, my father would take me by myself to church. A man would be there, probably ten to fifteen years older than me, and he would be my husband. I would know his mother and his sisters, but it would be the first time I'd ever see him. And then we'd make a family. I really didn't know how, but that was what would happen (The only animals we kept on our farm were birds, mostly chickens, and so I'd never even seen animals have sex). It was always a nagging fear that I would marry someone who was awful, although I could not really make strong opinions about what that would mean. But it was a distant fear.
Life for my younger brother was largely the same. He only left the farm for church, he only saw men, and the only women he knew were my mother and me. He was my only companion growing up and while in other circumstances we might fight, it was not an option for us. We had to be friends because otherwise we'd be totally alone. I still have fond memories of playing the barn growing up and making silly faces at one another. Despite all of these oddities of my childhood, I was pretty happy.
But things in our community changed for boys when they reached 18. The men would drive into the city every week to sell our farm produce at markets. This was how we made extra money, by selling hand-made butter and things to others. The bulk of our money (and the money of everyone in our community), I would later learn, came from leasing mineral deposits. We just sort of played farmer while we collected the royalties that actually paid the bills. Not that it seemed that way; life was an unceasing list of chores and farm routine.
That is what made my brother's 18th Birthday so exciting, and how it began the most important change in my life. Joseph and my father woke up very early and met up with the other men to drive to the city. I was still sleeping by the time they left. But that entire day was a blur. I got up, ate breakfast with my mother, tended the chickens, weeded the vegetable garden, and did some sewing. These were all normal activities. But I wasn't really thinking about them, I was just thinking about Joseph's trip from the farm. My Father never told me what the rest of the world was like. Joseph had already sworn to our Father that he wouldn't tell me anything either. But he'd also sworn to me in secrecy that he would share everything that he learned.
It was already dark when they arrived home that evening, which was normal on market days. Mother had the supper ready and we all sat at the table and bowed our heads in prayer. I looked at Joseph and he had sort of a glazed look on his face. I tried to get his attention, but he didn't seem to notice anything. At dinner, my father did most of the talking. As usual, his conversation was little more than an inventory of the items sold and money collected. My Mother nodded and made all of the appropriate noises of appreciation.
Finally, dinner was done. Mother and Father went to the sitting room to talk. Joseph and I always cleaned out my father's truck after marketday, taking all of the unsold items back to the barn to await the next trip. This was the opportunity I'd been waiting for. I washed up quickly and rushed outside. Joseph came more slowly, he still had that look.
"Well how was it?" I asked excitedly as soon as he was within talking distance. I couldn't let Mother and Father hear me, even outside I spoke softly. At first he just shook his head. But I kept asking him a million questions and finally he spoke.
"Anna, it was just... so much. There is just so much," he said. That didn't really explain anything to me, it just made me more anxious to learn.
"Did you see other people?" I asked and he just gave me the most serene smile I'd ever seen, "What?"
"I saw hundreds of people... thousands," he said. He went on to describe all of the strange sights he'd seen. People wearing garish clothing, tall buildings, and cars in many colors, long buses filled with people, and a thousand other things. I couldn't even picture these oddities in my mind.
"I don't believe it," I said.
"I wouldn't believe it if I hadn't seen it," he said. And I was so jealous at that moment. My little brother got to see all of the excitement of a city and I was still here, just waiting to pick up the leftovers. "I wish you could've been there," he said, and my jealously faded into a gentle longing.
"And Anna, women," he said conspiratorially, "I've never seen so many women in my life. Some of them looked like women here but there were young women dressed... provocatively. It was positively sinful. And they'd walk right up to me and ask for butter." He said. Suddenly, the tang of jealousy was back, stronger now, but different. But I couldn't imagine what it meant.
"What did Father say," I asked.
"He told me that we are not supposed to comment about it, but to just provide the items they asked for and leave them alone," he explained, "But it was so strange. Men were walking holding hands with women. Outside, just in the middle of the street. I'd heard rumors about these things at Church, but to see it was... I thought doing that in public would cause you to burst into flames or something," Joseph explained and I laughed. We both thought about sin for a moment, wondered what it meant that he'd seen so much in the city.
"Joseph, I am so jealous," I said finally, after thinking about all he had experienced, and he smiled sheepishly, "I can't wait until next week!"
"Neither can I," explained Joseph, "There was just so much that about halfway through the day I just sort of felt fuzzy and numb. I couldn't take in anymore. I am sure I missed things."
"Well try to remember everything, I want to hear about it," I pleaded.
"That is a good idea!" he said suddenly, moving items out of the truck more quickly than before.
"What?"
"If I am trying to remember and document everything for you, it will keep me focused. When I go to town I will come back and we will go through everything together from beginning to end. Then we can work together and make sense of things," he explained, "You are always better at understanding complicated things. So I will be the eyes and you will be the brain." I felt sort of touched that he thought of me that way.
"I think that is a good idea, glad I thought of it" I said happily. The truck was completely empty now, like it had never left. I looked over at my younger brother and smiled.
"Thank you for letting me know everything, I know you could get in a lot of trouble if anyone finds out," I said, suddenly realizing the risk Joseph was taking for me. He could be shunned for telling me these things. I, of course, was liable for punishment too, but likely only a beating.
"Anna," he said as though completely surprised by my concern, "You are my sister and my best friend, really my only friend, what is an experience if I can't share it with you?" He said and I felt my heart swell. I reached over and grabbed Joseph's hand, squeezing it once. Then we went back into the house and did the dishes.
* * * * *
In the next few weeks, Joseph and I settled into a routine. All week we would be excited and anxious as market day approached. Then Joseph would go off to the city to sell goods with my father. All that day would be nervous agony for me. I couldn't wait for him to get home and tell me everything. In the evening he would return and we would share an interminable dinner with Mother and Father. Then, we'd go out to the barn to clean out the truck and Joseph would describe the world to me.
Joseph would describe, in minute detail, his trip to town and everything that he saw that day. We would skip over nothing, so much so that our conversations were long and detailed. Through Joseph I first heard about cell-phones and pet dogs, iPods and tattoos, television and earrings. It was all so strange and wonderful. We would talk about all of the things that Joseph saw and try to fit them into our world, to make them make sense. We were like children again, discovering the world and having fun.
It was one day, about a month after Joseph's birthday, that our exploration of the world began to change us as well. We have already finished cleaning the truck and we were sitting in the front seat. Joseph was by the steering wheel and I was in the passenger's seat. Joseph was finishing up his explanation of the day, going over many of the details. But he seemed more reticent than usual. Finally, I had to ask.
"Joseph, what is bothering you?" I asked and he looked surprised.
"What do you mean?" he asked.
"You just seem very distant today, did something bad happen?" I asked, leaning onto the dashboard of the car. At first, my brother looked like he was about to deny that anything was amiss, and then he looked around conspiratorially.
"Okay, I saw something different today," he explained, his eyes wide.
'What?" I asked excitedly, I was always interested in new things.
"Well..." he said, it was clear that it was something big.
"Come on, just tell me!" I said, actually bouncing up and down in the seat. Joseph laughed at me and put up his hands.
"Okay, okay," he said, "Well we were selling items like usual and this man and this woman came up. I say they were a man and a woman, but they were actually pretty young, like your age. Anyway, after they paid the woman whispered something into the man's ear and he laughed. Then he turned towards her and..."
"What?" I asked in suspense, leaning forward.
"He put his lips against her lips..." he said. I don't know what I was expecting but it certainly wasn't that. I furrowed my eyebrow and tried to figure out what it could mean. My brother seemed lost in thought as well.
"Just pressed their lips together?" I asked.
"Yeah," he explained, "And they didn't do or say anything else after that. They just walked away." It was becoming stranger. We'd read the Bible before, we even knew the word "kiss" but we had no idea what it meant. If we were ever to ask we were told not to ask questions.
"Did you ask father about it?" I asked.
"Yes," Joseph said and winced, "he just told me it was a sin and that I should pray that God forgives me for witnessing it." He said. I knew that Joseph took my father's warning seriously. But even then, I knew my father was a little too strict.
"Oh don't worry about him," I said, "God has bigger things to worry about than people touching their lips." I said and Joseph seemed to relax a bit.
"Yeah, I guess you are right," he said, "But I still wish I knew what they were doing."
"Did it seem like they liked it?" I asked, "Or like it was a chore or something."
"Oh they liked it, they smiled and everything," Joseph said. There was no doubt. I was very curious about this practice. Why would they do something so unnecessary? What did it do for them? Suddenly, I had an idea.
"Do you want to try it?" I asked.
"What?!" Joseph said, taken aback. I giggled.
"Come on, aren't you curious?" I asked and he seemed to consider that. He leaned against the steering wheel and rubbed his chin.
"But if seeing it is a sin, then doing it must certainly be a sin," he countered. It was a good point. I was as afraid of sin as the next person in my community. But, at the same time, I knew the Bible talked often of God's mercy and his forgiveness. Perhaps a little sin, if you regretted it later, was okay. I wanted to know what it felt to press my lips to another person's. It sounded exotic and fun.
Thinking about this, for some reason, was having an effect on me. I couldn't explain it but my heart was beating hard and my palms felt sweaty. Something was happening to my body I couldn't control. I felt so many strange emotions. They were scary, but they felt good. I looked at Joseph, he was clearly feeling something similar. There was a bead of sweat on his forehead and he looked flushed.
"Just once maybe," he said cautiously. We didn't really know what we were doing. I got up on my knees on the seat in the truck. It was a bench seat so I just sort of leaned over. Joseph was sitting in the driver's seat and he turned his head so he was looking at me. He looked a little nervous.
"It is okay," I said, "everything will be fine." He might be worldlier now, but I was still the older sister. He let out a sigh and nodded his head. I kept inching my lips forward, closer to his. I looked at his lips and wondered if he were thinking of mine, pink and thick. I wanted my lips to touch his, to feel his skin against mine...
"Close your eyes," he said suddenly, and I stopped. My mouth was just inches from Joseph's now.
"Huh?"
"The people I saw, they closed their eyes," he explained. That didn't make a lot of sense to me, how would you know where to put your lips? Maybe it was just practice. I shrugged my shoulders and closed my eyes. I tilted my head to the side and pushed my lips forwards, against my brother's.
I felt the soft press of his lips against mine. It was just slightly damp skin against slightly damp skin. But it was so much more. I felt every nerve on my body light up. I could smell more, taste more, and feel more. My entire body trembled. My heart pounded in my chest and my head felt light. For some reason, my nipples hardened, scratching against the hard fabric of my dress. And, most unnerving of all, my private area felt strange. But I didn't worry about any of that, I melted into the kiss, just letting my lips move softly and gently against my brother's. I'd never felt so transcendent. I moaned a little as we kissed, I didn't even know why.
Then, after a long while, we broke our kiss. I sat back in the truck, against the door, and opened my eyes. Joseph was looking at me. He had a silly smile on his face as well and we both laughed a little nervously. We didn't know what any of the feelings we had meant, but we knew they were different. And we were sure, because of how lovely the effect of those emotions were, that they must be sinful. But it was hard to feel nervous.
"Wow, that was amazing," I said and my brother nodded.
"I can see why those people did it," he said. We were having trouble making eye contact for some reason. For a long minute we seemed to be too awkward to speak. Finally, I couldn't take it any longer.
"Well, I guess we are done cleaning," I said and opened up the passenger side door.
"Yeah," my brother said sheepishly, opening his own. And then an urge struck me. I'd can't explain it, but I quickly leaned over and kissed my brother once on the cheek. He smiled at me and I blushed deeply and smiled back. Then we both ran to the house, flush with strange new emotions and blind sexual energy.



* * * * * The rest of that week my brother and I would kiss occasionally when we were alone. We knew because we'd never seen my parents kiss that it was not something that was supposed to be done. It was sinful and it was wrong. But it was also fun. It made me feel so lovely. But I should stress that we didn't really understand what we were doing. Part of me longed for Joseph to take me in his arms and hold me tight while he kissed me. But I didn't even know those were actions a person could take. Our kisses were chaste, both of us in the barn, sitting next to one another, and lovingly putting our lips together. Except for the fact that each kiss lasted about two minutes, they weren't even particularly inappropriate for a brother or a sister. Of course, we didn't know that.
Every time I kissed Joseph I was faced with four distinct kinds of feelings. First was pure elation. It was such a magical thing, the connection I felt when I kissed my brother. I'd never known you could convey love with your body, to pass your emotions to another threw your lips and skin was a revelation. I didn't know how I knew that part of what I felt was love, but there must've been some connection between a kiss and the heart, because I felt it nonetheless. Second, I felt closer to my brother each time. As I said, we were always close to one another, but something felt different now. When I looked at him I ached inside and I found myself blushing around him. I noticed that I liked the way his face looked in a way I hadn't before. I noticed his strength and his humor in a more appreciative way than before. I didn't know why it was happening, but those feelings made our kisses more magical. Third was an intense and unaccountable frustration in my body. I knew there was something my body was telling me I needed to do. When I kissed my brother my heart beat so fast, my cheeks flushed, my nipples hardened, and my private area became dripping wet. I knew that my body was begging me to do something, but I didn't know what it was. Finally, I felt fear. Each time I kissed Joseph we were one step closer to being caught. I didn't know what punishment would be in store for us, but I knew that it would be bad. Of course, this fear was never enough to stop. In fact, all four of these new feelings, all at once, complemented one another. It made my life more exciting and more fun that it had ever been before, more than I'd ever imagined it could be.
It was only two weeks after our first kiss that Joseph once again brought new and startling information back to our home. I could tell the instant he got home from market that he was more excited than usual. He was nervous and shifty our entire dinner. His impatience was exacerbated by the slow pace of dinner. Father had made more money than usual that day and he was in good spirits. While we slowly ate our stew, Father regaled Mother with the highlights of the day. Mercifully, the story ended eventually and Joseph and I rushed out to the barn and began unloading the merchandise.
"What are you so excited about?" I asked, excited myself. But Joseph would not skip ahead. We had a ritual and, as usual, he started at the beginning of the day and told me everything. By now some of the things that had seemed so strange before were becoming commonplace. At least, hearing about them were. I no longer had hundreds of questions about short pants or about sunglasses. And, in a matter of a few minute, Joseph ran through his entire day. No new revelations, everything seemed quite routine.
"Then what are you so happy about?" I asked.
"What do you mean Anna?" Joseph asked with false innocence. I could tell he was lying and reached over and smacked him three lightly on the arm. He grinned at me, "Okay, okay!" he said, lifting his hands to defend himself.
"What are you smiling about you rat?" I asked, laughing as well. Joseph looked around the barn conspiratorially. Then he reached down the back of his pants and slowly lifted something out.
"This," he said with reverence, and laid a rectangular packet of papers down on the hood of the truck. I walked forward cautiously. It was made of glossy paper and had a red border around the outside. At the top of the packet was a single word "TIME" and there was a picture of man with gray hair on the front. The fourth man I'd ever seen. I now know that Time is a magazine, and a rather dull one at that, but at that instant it was amazingly precious. Suddenly, I felt tears rising in my eyes.
"Joseph," I said, my voice cracking a bit, "Thank you so much..."
"Anna," he replied, "I know that you wish you could come with me, but I thought maybe it wouldn't be so bad, if you could see a little of what I see." My brother had taken an incredible risk. Surrounded by the other men in the Light and the Way, including our Father, he had carefully snuck a little piece of the outside world back with him. To share with me. I dropped the magazine onto the hood of the car and wrapped my arms around my brother. He laughed a little. Then, I turned, my eyes still blurry with tears, and kissed him. There was something different about this kiss. Every other time we'd kissed it had been after careful deliberation. This was just a natural reaction, I could not have chosen otherwise. And the kiss was so much more passionate, with my arms draped around Joseph's strong neck. He kissed me back, our lips fused hard, our saliva mixing as our mouths opened ever so slightly.
Finally, I realized what I was doing and felt a bit odd. I broke the kiss and pushed back. Joseph had a sort of dazed smile on his face, as though he were more than satisfied with the reward he received for the magazine. To hide my embarrassment in my sudden loss of control, I picked the magazine back up.
"Where did you find it?" I asked.
"A customer asked me to throw it away after I checked him out, I just hung onto it instead," he explained. I held the slick paper up close to my face, enjoying the feel of its foreignness and weight in my hands.
"It is my favorite gift ever," I said to Joseph and he blushed.
"I'd get you anything to have you look at me like that," Joseph said slowly, with intense embarrassment. I blushed back but couldn't speak.
"Well," Joseph said finally after a long pause, "I guess we should go back in, Father will wonder what is keeping us." He said. And he left. When he was gone I carefully unzipped the back of my dress a bit, slid the magazine down against my back and then zipped myself back up. Then I rushed to the house, hoping that no one would notice my slight hunchback.
* * * * *
A few hours later I was in my room, a candle burning on my desk. I was sitting in my chair staring down at the magazine. I had already read the first article, something about Chinese labor conditions. There were so many uncertain words with uncertain meanings that I really had absolutely no idea what I was reading about. I didn't even really understand the purpose of the papers, I mean the only thing I'd read were religious documents. I didn't think there was such a things as "news." However, regardless of my lack of understanding, I was enthralled by the magazine. It had such lovely paper and wonderful pictures. There were men and women, people I'd never seen before. It was just a slight taste of what my brother had been experiencing all along and it was amazing. There were little cartoons and info-graphics and it was almost a sensory overload. Every couple of minutes I had to stop and take a breath to keep myself from keeling over.
I was proceeding slowly, trying to understand what the magazine was saying. Then I turned a page that would be very important for my life in the future. It was somewhere near the middle of the magazine and when I flipped to it I was looking at something that felt out of place. Everywhere else there had been lots of words and just a few pictures scattered around. But suddenly I was looking at a full-page picture with just a splash of words across it. The look of the magazine to that point had been very serious, but all of the sudden, it looked playful. I later figured out that it was an advertisement, but I was seriously stumped.
But I was less confused about the exact purpose of the full-paged picture than the content. The picture showed a man with long dark hair and smoldering looks. Most surprisingly, the man wasn't wearing a shirt! I'd never seen a man's chest before. I knew from the way my father' shirt and my brother's shirt draped over their frames that a man's chest was different than a woman's. But I'd still never seen it before. The man had bulging muscles; his stomach was covered in ridges. Even stranger than that, the man was not wear pants. He was just wearing a little pair of tight white short pants. And there, between his legs, was a large bulge. What was that?
I'd never really thought about what a man's body looked like, but this was completely different than anything my imagination would have conceived. But for some reason, I liked it. It made my heart flutter and my palms sweat. I felt that same bodily compulsion I felt when I kissed Joseph! I didn't know what to think of that. I wanted to move on from the picture, it made me feel so strange. But I couldn't.
I picked the magazine up and walked over to my bed slowly. I kept looking at the picture, letting my eyes roam over it. I couldn't figure out why I found it so alluring, beyond all of the other new sights and ideas I'd encountered in the magazine. I lay down on my back and held the magazine over my head. As I did so, I felt my nightgown ride up a little against my nipples. I suppressed a little squeak. That had felt so nice. Why? I looked down at my body. I was acutely aware of every nerve in my body. Everything felt electric.
I don't know what possessed me to take my nightgown off, but it was the only thing I could think of that would release some of the tension I was feeling. It was more instinct than anything else. I put the magazine down and slipped my nightgown up over my head. As usual, I wasn't wearing anything underneath.
I was only supposed to be naked when I was bathing or in the short time between getting out of my night clothes and into my day clothes. So I had little experience with my naked body. I looked down over it like it belonged to someone else. It felt alien. I looked at my small, pink nipples and they were sticking out hard from my body. I saw the way my chest tapered down to my waist and then flared out again to my hips. I looked at my flat tummy and thin legs. I looked at my private area and saw it glistening from moisture. I noticed, for the first time ever, a little pink nub at the top of my private area, sticking up. It was a tiny thing, I didn't know what it was.
I picked my magazine up again and looked at it. I tried to understand what was happening to me, to figure out what about the picture was affecting me and what it had to do with my brother. But the more I looked, the more I felt tense. I felt like my entire body was vibrating and I couldn't keep still. I tried to get comfortable, I moved the magazine a bit. As I did, I felt the corner of the magazine brush against my nipple.
"Oh god!" I said quietly, without realizing why. It was like a hot chill ran through my body. I know that is contradictory, but there is no other way to describe it. I looked down at my hard little nipple and wondered what had happened. I set the magazine down next to me on the bed. I moved my hand up towards my breast. I'd never much bothered with my breasts before, I didn't have any idea why they were there (I was too young when my brother was born to remember nursing). But now they seemed to have a purpose. I took my forefinger and gently flicked my nipple. That same hot chill ran through me again and I bit my lower lip to keep from making noise. If my parents heard they would come in and find out I was doing... something.
I took my thumb and forefinger and pinched my nipple. My head swam. All the things I had been feeling seemed to be getting more intense. I pinched again and I was certain. Whatever was happening to me was in some way connected to my nipples. And I liked it. I brought my other hand up and started to pinch my other nipple as well. I found that if I squeezed both of my breasts, not just the nipples, the feeling was even more intense. I writhed on the bed. I felt something building, but I didn't know what. It was maddening. It kept making me feel more and more anxious but at the same time I didn't want to stop. For a long while, I just played with my breasts, feeling every aspect of my touch. But the more I did, the less my body responded to the controls of my brain. My legs moved as though I had no control over them, moving side to side. By chance I happened to squeeze my legs together.
"Hmmph" I moaned around my bit lower lip. My thighs had brushed against the hard pink little nub between my legs. The feeling was a thousand times more intense than my nipples. The first instant I felt that feeling, I needed more of it. I squeezed my legs together again and didn't feel anything. I tried a third time and got nothing. I wondered if it was something that could only happen once or if I was not touching it correctly.
I moved my fingers from one hand away from my breast and slid it down across my stomach. Every spot that my hand touched felt more alive after it passed. I sucked in breath quickly. My hand moved down to the bottom of my stomach and against the slightly raised area right above my private area. Then, my finger brushed the hard little pink nub. I shuddered all over. My hand involuntarily squeezed on my breast, making the feeling more intense.
"What is going on?" I asked myself quietly. It didn't feel like I was existing in the real world. Everything felt cloudy and strange. And lovely. I slowly began to move my finger against (what I later learned was) my clit. My breathing was shallow and each pass of my finger pushed me farther and farther into the strange, sensuous cloud. All the while I was thinking. I was thinking about the man's body in the magazine, the way he was put together. I didn't know why. And I thought about my brother also, about kissing him, about the way his arms felt around me.
I guess in thinking about all of this, I'd lost tracking of what I was doing. I became aware that my finger had slipped off my clit and was now touching the slit below. My fingers felt hot and wet. I put them away brought them to my face. The liquid was clear and thick, stretching out between my outstretched fingers. I held it to my nose, smelling it. It was a musky aroma that seemed to fill the entire room, and it was lovely. I felt an intense curiosity about it. SO curious, I could not stop myself from what I did next, I plunged my fingers into my mouth, tasting the salty flavor of my vagina's juices. I felt my cheeks get hot as I savored the flavor, rolling the liquid around in my mouth. What was I doing?
I couldn't stop to think now; my body wouldn't let me stop. I moved my hand back down between my legs. My finger brushed my clit again. Now it was wet and slid across my clit more easily. My body shook and I moaned. I clasped my hand over my mouth to keep from moaning aloud, just keeping my one hand between my legs. My awkward fumblings were over. I knew, instinctively, what I needed to do. I move my finger up and down my clit, stroking it. I quickly fell into a slow, steady rhythm.
As my fingers moved over my clit, I felt like everything else in the world slipped away. There was just the building sensation inside of my body and one thought. Over and over in my mind I just kept thinking "Joseph, Joseph, Joseph!" With each stroke of my finger I thought of my brother, the person who was opening this strange new world up to me. The feeling inside of me became more and more intense. I had to bite my hand, hard, to keep from making noise.
Suddenly, all of the tension in my body reached an unbearable crescendo. I wanted so badly to stop, I couldn't stand the furious agony anymore. And then there was a glorious, almost excruciating release from the tension. My entire body shook all over and I bit down so hard onto my hand that I left marks. And then a wave of pleasure spread out in every-increasing waves from my clitoris. It rolled up my body and down my legs. It was a warm, vibrating feeling that erased anything approaching a thought in my mind and left me a puddle of loose muscles.
Finally, the feeling passed and I lay on my bed panting and confused. It had been the most pure sensation of pleasure I'd ever experienced. There was nothing even remotely close to it in all of my life. I knew that I should be concerned, maybe even scared. Anything that felt that lovely had to be sinful. And what did it have to do with the man in the magazine or with my brother? But I couldn't seriously think of any of those things. I was too...satisfied. All I could do was slide under my covers and fall asleep completely rested.
* * * * *
I awoke the next morning, still feeling limbered and contented. But I could think now, and I knew that something strange had happened the night before. I got out of bed and felt thankful that I'd woken up early enough to clean up after myself. I picked up the magazine and carefully slid it under the mattress and above the box spring. I also picked up my nightgown and put it away. I then got dressed and headed downstairs. The whole time I felt a strange mixture of emotions. I was ashamed of myself, first off. I didn't know why, but I was almost overwhelmed by a feeling that I'd let my family down. That I'd let God down. But I also felt curious. What was happening to me and why? And why did something I instinctively knew was wrong feel so right?
As I sat down at breakfast, I expected everyone to know that I'd done something. I was a little nervous at first, eating breakfast with the family and doing all of my normal chores. But everyone treated me normally; no one was the wiser that I'd done anything out of the ordinary. Whatever it was that I did. That made things even stranger. I'd always assumed my parents knew when I sinned (they usually did). More questions raised, I guess. And I didn't have anyone to ask about it. I didn't even know if I could talk to Joseph about it. It was too wrong and Joseph was even more sensitive to sin than I was.
But even though I wasn't going to tell him that I'd touched myself, that didn't stop me from thinking. When I saw him at the breakfast table I thought about the picture of the man in the magazine. I thought that his face was more...agreeable than the magazine man's face. Joseph's eyes were kinder and her chin was stronger. But. I wondered if Joseph's body looked like the man's. I wondered if Joseph had a bulge between his legs like the man did. And if he did, what was it? I was just so curious. I found myself trying to picture Joseph with his clothes off. I thought about him kissing me while wearing nothing but those tiny white shorts. And then I felt even more ashamed for some reason. I felt tension rising inside of me. I was almost thankful when breakfast was over.
Despite all of my efforts to forget everything, or at least pretend it hadn't happened, I couldn't focus on anything all day. I made mistakes in my sewing, for which Mother chastised me. And I dropped an egg in the barn, for which Father thrashed me some. Finally, as evening approached, I couldn't take it anymore. I wouldn't talk to Joseph about what I'd done the night before, but I would talk to him about my curiosity. I had talked through all of his confusion and experiences with him. It was his turn to talk to me. At least that is what I told myself. Part of me knew that, even before I summoned Joseph to meet me in the barn, that I was going to go farther than talking. I knew, even if I couldn't admit it to myself, that once you open Pandora's Box with respect to curiosity and sex, that you can't close it again. I didn't have words for these concepts, but I knew them anyway. My brother had brought the world into our home and the night before I had allowed that world into my body. I needed to share that experience with someone, to take the world into my soul. And so I summoned my brother.



It was shortly after dinner and my parents were in the sitting room reading scripture. Normally at that time I would sit and listen to my Father read while I wrapped items for sale at the next market-day. Joseph would normally whittle or do some other minor hand craft.
"Joseph," I said when we were all in the room, "today when I was in the barn, I noticed a few places where the boards have begun to rot." Maintenance of the barn was my brother's duty.
"What is that?" my father said severely. He did not need to see anything else. He didn't even look up from the Bible. Instead my brother spoke.
"Well Anna, show me where you saw it," Joseph said, getting up from his chair. We walked out to the barn together. When we got inside and lit a few lanterns, Joseph looked around curiously.
"Where are the rotten boards?" he asked earnestly. I smiled a little; I hadn't realized that my ruse would be so successful not just with my parents but also with my brother.
"Joseph, don't be daft," I said, playfully smacking him on the arm. I felt his muscles under my hand wondered why I noticed that, "I just told you something was wrong so we could talk about something."
"Good God Anna!" Joseph said, allowing himself a small bit of blasphemy, "We take enough risk on Market Day when we are supposed to be in the barn together for a long time." He looked very angry and I knew that he was right.
"I know, I am sorry," I said, sighing deeply because I felt bad for making him nervous. But when he saw the look on my face, he read it without me having to say anything more. He understood me so well that his expression softened and he immediately sat down on an old bucket.
"Well we are already here," he said, "What did you want to talk about?" he asked. And then I realized that I had absolutely no idea how to begin. But I also knew that we didn't have a lot of time. Father would expect us back before too long. Joseph looked at me expectantly; I decided to just jump into it.
"Joseph, I read some of the papers you gave me," I started slowly.
"Yes...?" he said, looking anxiously towards the door. I had to go faster.
"First. I love them. It is amazing! I've never seen or read anything so beautiful in my life. It was incredible," I gushed, "Thank you so much." He smiled sheepishly.
"You already thanked me when you got it," he said, blushing and not making eye contact. I knew that I had to push on. I had to find about the man's body. I needed to know why it made me feel so strange. And why my brother was suddenly making me feel so strange.
"Well, at one point there was a depiction of a man and...well he was not wearing a shirt. In fact, he wasn't wearing anything but very tight short pants," I explained and Joseph nodded knowingly.
"Yes, the Outsiders often dress... scandalously. It can be hard to maintain purity when you see it. God often tests us," he explained. I was happy that he understood the temptations I felt, but I had to go farther. I had to explain what I was thinking.
"Yes. But it is more than that. His body was so...different than my own. He was hard in places where I was soft and straight in places where I curve. I had no idea what a man's body looks like. And between his legs there was a...bulge in his shorts. It did not look like he was keeping something there. It looked like it was... part of him," I said nervously. Now Joseph looked at me quizzically.
"What do you mean a bulge? You mean other than his privates?" he asked.
"What do you mean 'other than his privates'? Privates aren't supposed to bulge! They are just..." I said, then blushing as I was talking about something so dirty and wrong. Joseph felt uncomfortable too. But we were both very curious now. We were clearly talking past one another. I wondered. As I noted before, I knew from our clothes that a man's body was different than a woman's body, at least in the chest. My brother had broader shoulders and me and no breasts. But maybe other parts were different as well. I always wore big dresses and the men always wore baggy long pants. Maybe the bulge was just a difference in bodies. A fascinating difference.
"You know, sometimes women will walk by on market day," Joseph explained slowly, "And they will wear very right short pants. And I noticed that they looked, sort of different, between there legs. But I never really thought much of it" I felt a strange pang of jealousy when I thought about Joseph looking at other girls. At first, I assumed I was just jealous that he got to see other people. But I wondered, if maybe, I was jealous that he was looking at someone other than me. Why should I think that? I shook that feeling off. I knew what I wanted to find out about and I knew that the only way to learn was by asking.
"Joseph, what do you look like with your clothes off?" I asked simply. In all my life that question had never occurred to me before I saw the magazine. Now I needed to know. Joseph sputtered and blushed. I smiled at him, his reaction was cute.
"Anna, even talking about that sort of thing is a sin! God has already heard it!" he said, and I almost thought he would drop on his knees then and pray for me. I shook my head.
"No, I don't think that it is a sin. Maybe looking at the magazine, or you looking at women at the market is sinful," I said, really emphasizing that last part, "But you have heard Father explain the limitations on contact between men and women. And what he says is based on what he learns at church. A woman is not supposed to see or be seen by any men, except her father, her husband, her son, or her brother. You are my brother, so it isn't a sin to wonder what you look like. All of you," I explained.
"No but any talk of nakedness is a sin," Joseph said resisting. But I saw the way his eyes were hovering over my body, he was just as curious as I was. He just needed time to soak in what I was suggesting.
"Joseph, I know that it is a sin. But Jesus said that to sin in your heart is as evil as sinning with actions. I have already thought about it. I have already committed a sin. And I feel sorry. But I am also curious. I know that knowledge is evil and perhaps it is because I am a woman that it is natural for me to want more. But Joseph you brought me The Apple, so are you not the Eve in our house? You brought knowledge; I am just trying to make sense of it. Maybe, we can just look at one another, in our nakedness, and then we won't be curious anymore. Then we can sincerely apologize to God for our sin and, because we have already satisfied our need, we will no longer have the sinful curiosity. I fear that if I do not commit this one great transgression, then every day from now on I will commit a smaller sin in my heart. And I think, in the long run, that is worse," I meant every word that I said. I knew that Joseph could hear the honesty in my voice and he considered my appeal.
"Anna, I am curious too," he said finally, "I see these women on market days and I think about their bodies. I can't help it." He said and I simmered in jealousy, "But more than that, I compare their bodies to yours. Or, what I wonder about you. I see their legs and wonder what your legs look like. I see their arms and wonder what your arms look like. I see... I see other parts of them and wonder. I wonder about you. But I don't know that it is safe to do this. Father might see us, or Mother. And God will see us." He explained.
I was somehow touched by what my brother had said. Both in that he compared other women to me and also in that he was trying to protect me from retribution. Divine or otherwise. I got up and walked over to the door and quietly closed it. I walked back over to my brother.
"I cannot control what you will do," I said slowly, watching his eyes to see what he'd think, "But I will show you my body first. There is no sin in that for you, I have closed you in. Then, whatever you decide, I will accept." I explained. Both of us knew that Joseph could easily stand up and walk out, that if he chose to sit and watch me disrobe that he was as guilty as I was of a sin, but I think it was just enough of a cushion to allow Joseph to nod his head slightly.
Joseph was still sitting on the old bucket and I was standing just a few feet in front of him. I didn't really know where to start. But I wanted desperately to show my body to my brother. I thought of those women he looked at and I wanted him to find my body more agreeable, more attractive, than theirs. I realized the easiest thing to remove was my bonnet. I untied the bow around my chin and place the bonnet gently on the hood of the truck. Then I reached into my hair and removed the pins holding it in place. I shook my head and let my long chestnut hair cascade down my back. I looked over at Joseph, his eyes were wide and he was not moving.
"Do you like my hair?" I asked nervously. No man had seen my hair since I was a very little girl. He looked at it longingly.
"Yours is the loveliest hair I have ever seen, it is so long and it shines beautifully," Joseph said as though he were in awe. I giggled and hid my face in my hands. I felt so odd, my stomach was full of butterflies and I felt the same tension I'd felt the night before. My loins ached and my breathing was shallow. I wondered what it meant but I pushed on.
"Thank you," I barely whispered. Then I reached behind my back and carefully reached for my zipper. It took a little contorting but soon I found it and slowly unzipped the back of my dress down. My dress became looser and hung off of my body now. But I was still completely covered. The next step would change that. I thought for a moment about what God would think of this and whether I was committing a greater sin now than I'd ever committed before. But all I felt was love, and an extreme desire to share my body with my brother. I wouldn't stop now.
I slipped my arms out of the long, loose sleeves of my dress, letting the fabric that covered my breasts and stomach flop forward. I was too nervous to look at my brother; I just looked down at my bare breasts and flat stomach. Next I grabbed the waist band of my dress and pushed it off of my hips. The dress slid down my legs and pooled on the floor of the barn. The barn was dirty so I quickly stepped out of my dress (still wearing my shoes) and then carefully lifted my dress and placed it on the hood of the truck. Only then did I look over at my brother.
I knew, generally, what he was looking at. He saw my long, dark hair draped over my shoulders, slightly obscuring my breasts and my shoulders. Her saw my long, thin arms held gently to my side. He saw the swell of my breasts and the way my body tapered down to my hips. Then he saw the swell of my hips, before my legs tapered down to my little feet. Her saw my round, pink nipples and the hot red gash between my legs. A gash that was glistening from those juices it continued to mysteriously make as I was excited.
I looked at my brother now. He looked frozen onto his little seat, except for his eyes. They flittered around all over my body, drinking me in. I should have felt bad, I should have felt naked, and I should have felt ashamed. But I didn't feel any of those things. I felt exalted and somehow wanted. It was a lovely and selfish feeling. But it was more than that, I could tell that my brother was enjoying my body; I was sharing it with him. And that made it more than selfish; it made my nakedness a gift.
"Your body," Joseph said after a long bout of silence, "It is so...different. It is so soft and curvy..." He tried to grasp what made it so different and wonderful in his eyes, but he could not. We lacked the words to describe what we felt, but we felt it all the same. Joseph stood up and took a step closer to me. He sort of froze, just looking at me. The raw emotion on his face made me smile.
"I am glad you like it," I said. I saw that his eyes were mostly fixed on the area between my legs and also my breasts. Of course, those were the parts of my body that were apparently different from his; it was natural that they'd be the most interesting. I reached forward and took Joseph's hand. I knew that he was curious, and I also ached for him to share my body by touching it. He almost pulled away at first, nervous to touch me while I was naked, knowing that somehow it was a sin. But he was too interested to pull away completely. I took his hand and gently placed it on my breast.
I felt his hard, calloused fingers on my breast, his palm pressed against my nipples and I whimpered a little. What was this about my breasts all of the sudden? They had never been so sensitive before. But I wasn't worried, the feeling was wonderful. I looked into my brother's eyes while he gently squeezed and played with my breast. I felt the inside of my legs grow wetter as he fondled me. I could even smell the delicate aroma of my private area and I could tell Joseph could as well. I saw him glance down more than once between my legs as he played with my breast.
"You could touch that too," I said, barely above a whisper, I bit my lower lip and felt Joseph squeeze my breast a little tighter.
"I don't know," he said, looking around uncertainly.
"Please," I said. I needed his hands on me. And I wanted to know if the feeling I'd felt alone, the night before, in my bed, would be even more special if I could make it happen with my brother. He didn't hesitate. He kept him hand on my breast, but his other hand moved between my legs. I spread my legs a bit, to give him access. Then I felt his strong fingers press against my clit and slide through my juices. I moaned quietly and then bit my lip to keep from making noise. Joseph's fingers swirled around my wet opening, feeling me gently. I felt a building tension inside of me, more familiar now.
Then, surprisingly, I felt the very tip of Joseph's finger slip inside of my body. I shuddered and gasped. Then I started to pitch forward. The sensation was so unexpected. And so intense. I felt weak. Joseph's hands moved away from my body, but he caught me as I started to slip. I looked into his eyes and saw concern and love there shining through.
"Are you okay Anna?" he asked, "Did I heart you?"
"I am perfect," I whispered, "I've never felt better."
Then I quickly leaned forward and planted a kiss on my brother's lips. I don't know why I did it. It didn't really make sense, but it was an uncontrollable urge. We'd been kissing a little bit for weeks now, but this was entirely different. There was too much excitement in the air, too much new territory for a chaste little peck. My lips pressed hard against my brother's lips. At first he seemed surprised, he hadn't been expecting that. But soon I felt his body react to mine. In a moment, I felt his arms wrap around me, pressing my naked body against his clothes. The roughness of the material and the surprise I felt sent a delightful chill through my body. Our kiss became more passionate. I opened my mouth to mouth and suddenly Joseph's tongue was in my mouth. At first I was surprised, but I found that I liked it. Our tongue explored one another's mouths and he tasted wonderful. I also became aware that something hard between Joseph's legs was pressing against my hip. I broke the kiss and looked at my brother.
"Can I see you?" I asked tepidly. I knew that he was nervous, but I could also tell he was excited as I was. He thought for a moment and then nodded his head. He quickly unbuttoned his shirt and threw it on the hood of the car. His body was different than the man in the magazine, he was a little thinner and his stomach wasn't as definitively ridged. But his arms looked stronger, his shoulders. He had the build of a farmer. I wanted to feel his muscles with my hands and to have them wrapped around my shoulders. I wanted to kiss his stomach and show his body how much I loved it. But Joseph wasn't done yet, he quickly unzipped his trousers and pulled them down. In a few seconds my brother was standing naked in front of me. I was shocked.
Beyond his just his radically different upper body, my brother's lower body looked like it belonged to a different species, rather than just a different sex. His legs were thicker than mine, less graceful. His body was covered in hair, even more than mine would have been if not for my daily regime. But more bizarre still was the cause of the bulge I'd seen in the magazine. There was a long flesh shaft rising from between Joseph's legs. The tip was round and pink, the rest was the color of skin, except there were more veins. And down near the base were two large balls secure in a pouch of skin. It was absolutely alien looking. But I wanted to see more.
"You look very handsome," I said to Joseph and he blushed and grinned, "Can I have a closer look?" I asked cautiously.
"Yes," Joseph said softly. I walked over to my brother and put my hand on his bare chest. The muscles I'd felt through his shirt were warmer now and I could feel his heart pounding wildly in his chest. I squeezed his muscles, feeling their strength under his skin. He looked down at my hand and smiled. I wanted to kiss him, but I knew we did not have much time. There was something else I wanted to see.
I stood close to my brother, just a few inches from his body, then I squatted down in front of him with my legs spread wide. Now my knees were almost touching my brother's shins and his shaft was directly at eye level. It looked no less alien close up, but it was not unpleasant. I found it fascinating. What's more, so close I could smell my brother's musk, an enticing aroma.
"The one in the man's pants, in the magazine didn't stick up as much," I observed aloud.
"Sometimes it stands up and other times it is soft," Joseph explained, "It depends on... lots of things I guess." He said.
"Do you control it?" I asked and he laughed a bit.
"No, not really," he said. I was a little disappointed. I would have liked to see it go from hard to soft and then back. But then another idea struck me.
"May I touch it?" I asked, looking up at my brother. He looked nervous, but I could tell he wanted me to touch his shaft as much as I wanted to feel it. He hesitated another moment.
"Okay," he said at last, letting out a long breath. I reached forward. I took my brothers balls in my hand, setting them gently on my palm. I heard my brother gasp a bit. They felt heavy and hot in my hand. I most them around a bit, enjoying the way my fingers sunk into the flesh. I could feel the blood pumping in his veins.
I played with his balls for a few minutes. The whole while I felt my body reacting more and more to the way he felt. I gazed at my brother, drinking in the strength of his body. And that same urge I'd had the night before stole over me, only more intense than ever before. While my hand was still gently massaging my brother's scrotum, I looked down between my legs. My privates were spread wide open, looking red and swollen. I could feel it ache. My juices were running down my leg. And my little clitoris was sticking out hard. I remembered the way I'd felt the night before.
I gently placed my free hand between my legs, putting my fingers against my hard clit. My body shuddered as the tension grew inside of me. I looked up to see if Joseph noticed, but his eyes were closed and he was just enjoying the feel of my hands on his body. My fingers glided over the hard little nub, getting wet and sticky from my juices. I knew better what to do today than I had the night before; I stroked myself gently but assertively. I panted while I moved. My scent and my brothers mixed in the barn, creating a thick and powerful aroma that hung over the room.
I looked at my brother's shaft and saw that there was a small hole at the tip and a few small dribs of thick, clear liquid was dripping from it. I slid my hand up from my brother's balls, letting my fingers ride along the veiny bottom of his rod.



"Oh Anna!" Joseph said, sucking in air quickly. But he kept his eyes closed and did not move. I pushed my fingers against his shaft gently. I was surprised by the heat that it gave off and also how hard it was. The skin felt thin, like it would tear from being stretched, and it felt like knotted rope inside. Except that it seemed to quiver as I touched it. I liked the way his body seemed to react to my touch. My fingers flitted up his shaft and then reached the tip. It felt spongier and bulbous. I felt the thick liquid against my finger.
"Anna, please be careful, you don't know what will happen," my brother said, his voice was strained. I didn't know what he meant, but I knew he was right. I was totally out of my element here. I loved it. I started to move my hand up my brother's shaft, letting my fingers press into his skin. I even wrapped my hand around the shaft, letting its weight land in my palm. And while I stroked my brother, I stroked myself. My two hands moving in unison; building tension both in my own body and in my brother's. My brother was moaning lightly and I could hear myself whimpering as well. Our minds, together, had drawn blank and only our bodies and the pleasures they provided were the only things discernible. I could feel my body moving towards that same delectable crescendo I'd experienced the night before. I saw the muscles in my brother's body tighten.
"Oh Jesus Anna, you have to stop!" my brother said suddenly. I was confused, because I could tell by the noises that he was making that he was feeling the same thing I felt. Anyway, I couldn't stop now, I was so close. My hands flew on my brother's shaft and my fingers probed against the tight wet spot between my legs.
"Oh no!" my brother screamed and then he let out a low groan. I felt his shaft suddenly bounce a little in my hand, I squeezed it a little tighter. Then, even more surprisingly, liquid erupted from my brother's shaft! Big, thick streaks of white liquid poured out of his body, splashing against my face, covering my eyes and my nose, even running against my lips. It was hot and gooey and smelled divinely. Just as the first thick glops splattered on my eyes I felt that same ecstasy I'd felt the night before. My body became weak and if felt like the entire world had turned to a warm, fuzzy embrace. I moaned, opening my mouth. The hot, salty liquid that poured out of my brother's body landed on my tongue.
In a few moments, the last few drops came out of his body and landed on my bare breasts. Slowly, I came down from my ecstasy. My brother did as well; I felt his shaft softening in my hand. I released it. For a moment I thought he'd urinated on me, but I knew it was too thick and the wrong color. And I liked the way it felt on my skin, I liked the way it tasted. I didn't think I would like it if it were waste. I had no idea what had happened. My vision was obscured and my mind was only now clearing.
"Oh my God Anna, what have you done?" Joseph asked.
"What have I done?" I asked, wiping open of my eyes clean, "What is this?" I asked, looking at the pearly liquid in my hand.
"I don't really know," he said, "It happens sometimes at night. Or when I touch myself. I don't think you were supposed to make that happen." He sounded nervous and I felt guilty. But also indignant, I hadn't been trying to make him feel bad.
"Didn't it feel nice?" I asked.
"Yes, but..." he said. But then we heard something that made our blood run cold.
"You kids...what are you doing out there?" We heard my father call from the back porch. I knew that we were in the midst of a great and probably mortal sin. My brother looked like he was about to panic.
"Almost finish Father," I called out, my voice sound guilty and uncertain, "we will be done in a moment." I said, trying to sound casual. We both knew that my Father would wait for us outside, and that if we did not come in a few seconds he would come to us. He would need to find out what mischief we were engaged in.
Joseph quickly began collecting his clothes and throwing them on. I was still squatting on the floor. My face was still covered in my brother's ejaculate. I quickly wiped it off of my face and breasts as best I could. My hand was now covered in the sticky liquid. I looked around desperately for something to wipe it on. The floor was just dirt and straw and I didn't see any rags. I couldn't very well wipe it on my dress. I didn't really have much of a choice. I started licking my hand voraciously, sucking on my fingers and pulling every last drop of my brother's juices into my mouth. It was a little cooler now, but still warm. And thick. The flavor was intense and I felt the aroma in my nose even as I was swallowing it down. I still liked the taste, even in that moment of terror.
Once my hand was clean, I quickly moved to the truck and found my dress. I threw it on quickly, sliding it over my head. I knew my father was probably already approaching the door when I realized that I was too flustered to zip the back. I tried to reach behind me but I couldn't. I saw the door start to open. Then, I felt my brother's hand on my hip. I turned and looked, he'd come up behind me, dressed as though nothing had happened. He quickly zipped up my dress and took a few steps away from me.
"What is taking so long?" my Father thundered as he walked into the door.
"Nothing Father," Joseph said, "We're done." My Father looked around the barn briefly for evidence of misdeeds. He scowled and then nodded and walked back towards the house. My brother and I followed.
* * * * *
I had a difficult time sleeping that night and I awoke feeling groggy. I had spent the whole night, even in my dreams, thinking about what had happened. There was no doubt in my mind that I'd committed a grievous sin. I knew that my body was sinful and I knew that pleasure was sinful unless it was in praise of God. And I knew more than either of those things that I'd hurt my brother.
That day I walked down to the breakfast table and saw that he was already there. I looked over at him, but he pretended not to notice me. When I spoke to him, he would not speak fully in response. Instead, he would just sort of grunt. As soon as he ate, he got up from the table and went to do his chores. All day, he ignored me and avoided me. And every time he did, I felt a stab of sadness and guilt in my heart. But when I thought back to the day before, in the barn, our bodies touching, I could not feel ashamed. It had been too lovely. I knew Joseph felt the same, he was just scared. I needed to talk to him.
Finally, around dinner time, I found Joseph standing next to the shed, collecting tools to put away for the evening. His hands were on his hips and he was looking down. I smiled despite myself. I could not help it. Just to see him or to smell him or to feel him was the absolute height of pleasure. My love for my brother was so much more than it had been just a few weeks earlier.
"Joseph, can we talk," I said quietly and he jumped a bit. I winced and he turned to face me. I expected a sheepish smile and a bit of awkwardness. But his face was cold.
"No," he said simply and started to walk away. I felt like I had been struck. I ran towards him.
"What do you mean 'No'?" I asked indignantly, "I am your sister and your friend; you can't just walk away from me." He stopped and looked at me, still with fury in his eyes.
"You are still my sister," he said, "But you are not my friend. We will never be friends again." He said and I felt sick to my stomach. I didn't know how to live in the world if Joseph wasn't by my side. What was he saying? He couldn't mean it.
"Joseph," I said, grabbing hold of his arm. He jumped away from me as though my hands were made of ice.
"I will say this once," he whispered, looking around to see if our parents were around, "You...bedeviled me into...disrobing in front of you and you disrobed yourself. Then you made us touch and you caused us both to sin. And I told you to stop, and you kept going. I don't know what came over me, I was completely under the power of the Devil, I could not control myself. And you...you took advantage of that. Your selfish actions are going to send us both to Hell, and there is nothing I can do but fervently apologize for my sins and pray for both of our souls. But I cannot speak to you, because you will once again lead me into sin." And then he stopped. And his body was shaking with fury, but I could see a tear forming in the corner of his eye. Joseph was pushing me away, he thought he was protecting me, saving me from Hell. But I would have risked Hell to have his arms around me again.
"But Joseph..." I said and he raised his hand stopped me in my tracks.
"Good bye sister," he said solemnly, "I am going inside to wash up for dinner." And then he walked away, leaving me numb and hopeless in the yard.
* * * * *
The next few months were proof that God was punishing me for the multitude of sins to which I had succumbed since my brother's 18th birthday. I awoke each day in fog and went about my chores. I did not really taste my food and I did not really enjoy my tasks. Every day was the same as every other day and I wondered how I could live for another 50 or 60 years without joy in my life. My Mother noticed I was upset and tried to cheer me up. But it was no use; I could not begin to talk to her about what I was feeling. Time seemed to crawl, my life stretched on forever. Day after day seemed like it was years of quiet agony.
In part, I knew that I deserved misery. Everything that my parents had taught me had essentially been true. I had allowed sin into my heart and my soul. I had used my body for pleasure, taught myself to sin. And now I reaped what I had sewn. Sin led to soul death.
Sin had caused me to lose my best friend, my companion, my confidant, and my...lover. Every day I thought about my actions, starting from the time that my brother first went out to the Market with my Father. I thought about all of my mistakes. So obvious in retrospect, but so obscure then. Each step I had taken had afforded me with options to stop, to turn back. But I'd allowed my curiosity to get the best of me. I'd allowed my body to overcome my soul. And I knew that everything my brother had said was right. This was all a mess of my own making.
Further, God tortured me by keeping the object of my unholy lust just feet from me every day. And I welcomed that torture, because it would teach me not to sin. So I would see Joseph at the breakfast table and I would work with him in the yard. And I would try desperately to convince myself that I no longer wanted his body, that I was prepared to be righteous. And Joseph ignored me. He rarely spoke to me and when he did, it was always about a task that needed to be done. His heart had grown cold to me, God had granted him that relief. In a very short time, my torture was so routine that it felt like it had always been that way.
When the first market day arrived after our interaction in the barn, I'd actually thought that maybe Joseph would talk to me, explain the world again. But he did not. We cleaned Father's truck quietly and efficiently, never speaking about a thing. My tiny window to the world had closed again. I would never hear about buildings and dogs and other people ever again. Each market day after that was the same dreary chore. My only connection to the outside world was the magazine my brother had gotten me.
One night, about three months after my encounter with my brother in the barn, I was sitting in my bedroom, quietly reading the magazine. I knew every page by heart now, every word. It was evidence of my sin, so I kept it to remind myself of my evil. But it also reminded me of happier times. I was flipping through the pages when I heard a shuffling at the door. I felt a cold rush of panic and quickly stuffed the magazine under my pillow on the bed. My door opened and my Father entered. I was quite taken aback. My Father rarely entered my room and never at night when I was in my gown.
"Anna," he said as though it were natural, "I hope that I am not interrupting your prayers." I felt flustered. I moved over and sat down on my bed and gestured for my father to take my seat at the desk.
"No," I said, and then realized he probably hoped I had been praying, "I just finished up. I was preparing to go to sleep."
"I wanted to speak with you briefly before I went to bed," he said. His voice was stern. But then, it was always stern. I could not figure out what he wanted with me. But I could not have resisted him if I had wanted to.
"Of course Father, what would you like to discuss?" I asked. I shifted nervously on the bed, my Father's presence was never are harbinger of good news.
"I have noticed lately that you have seemed quite discontent," my Father said and it felt like an accusation. He was not looking at me, but instead staring into the fire from the candle. It was true, I had been discontent, but I had not hoped to make it my Father's concern.
"Oh no," I replied, "I have been..." I started but my Father lifted his hand, silencing me.
"Do no lie," he said acidly, then, he seemed to relax, "I believe that I have discovered the cause of your anxiety." He said and my head began to pound. Somehow he'd found out. He knew what Joseph and I had done and now he was going to punish me. Worse, he was going to punish Joseph.
"Oh..." I said, not knowing what else to say. I looked at my Father, and he seemed just as menacing as ever.
"Yes," he said, "I realized in the last few weeks that you are a woman."
"I am," I said in a faint whisper.
"And women, virtuous women, desire beyond all else to be married and have children," my father explained.
"Of course Father," I said, not even thinking about what his words meant. He obviously did not know anything. I felt sweet relief wash over my body. Perhaps my relationship with God was on the mend.
"Well, it will pain you no doubt to hear that Sarah Davis has died, just two weeks ago. You might have noticed that she was not at church last week," my father said. I had not, in fact, noticed. I knew Sarah Davis, the wife of the Women's Preacher, but I'd never been close with her. She was an old woman who sat in the front of the Church. She seemed nice enough, I was sorry that she was dead.
"How terrible," I said.
"Yes," my Father said, but in a way that showed he did not believe it to be that unfortunate, "Well, Pastor Davis is a man of strong, but swift emotions. It seems that he knew his wife was to die for some time and has already grieved deeply for her. He has decided to take a new wife immediately, as he needs a helpmate, someone to assist him. Especially with his two young daughters," my Father explained. At first I was going to ask what this had to do with me, and the suddenly I realized it. My mind went blank, my body numb.
"Father..." I said, not knowing what I would say next, but my Father kept speaking.
"Tomorrow we will leave together and you will be made John Davis' wife," he explained, "Your mother and I are so proud."
"But..." I said, still not completely absorbing the import of this news. My father rose from the chair, walked over and kissed me on the cheek.
"We are proud of you now," he said with menace, "you would do well to take any time tonight to...grieve for your girlhood. Tomorrow, I will not stand for you to behave in an unchristian-like manner before you husband." It seemed he could sense I was on the edge, about to crack. He rose quickly and then walked out of my room, closing the door behind him. When the door closed, the sudden realization of what was happening to me flooded into my mind. I could not hold back the tears now. As my Father had predicted, I grieved for my lost freedom, such as it was. I threw myself face down on the bed, quietly covering my pillow with hot tears.
I don't know how long I cried, but the candle had burned a substantial amount when I got a hold of myself. I thought of myself as the wife of the fat, strange looking pastor. In the community, it would make me an important woman, an honored woman. I would have a little bit of power and some leeway when it came to interacting with others. But I would belong to that man. His ugly face and his fat, repellent body. I shuddered when I thought about it, but what could I do? My father had decided and so I would leave. I would go away from my home and never come back. If I saw my parents again, it would be at church or at a meeting at my husband's house. And my brother... I suddenly realized. I would only see my brother maybe a dozen times again and never alone. For the rest of my life.
An existential dread coated me. I had accepted God's punishment, the sudden coldness of my brother. But, in my heart, I had reserved a tiny bit of hope. Hope that God would forgive me for my sin and allow my brother to come back to me. I'd always known I was going to get married, but it had been such a distant event. Now I was going to be married and I would leave my brother, having our last words hissed at one another in strain and tension.
I sat up in my bed. I couldn't allow that to happen. I would be gone in the morning, before my brother awoke. My mother would just tell him that I was married. I couldn't bear for that to happen. I knew my brother was angry at me and that he was ashamed of our actions, but I think thought that it was better to go to him now when he did not want me than to never speak to him privately again.
I got up from my bed and moved to the door. We were discouraged from leaving our rooms in the night. I looked at the clock, it was 2:00 a.m. Everyone would be asleep. I had snuck out on occasion, to go to the bathroom. I knew I could be quiet. I carefully opened the door and then slid out into the hallway. It was quiet and still. I could hear my heart beating in my chest. I did not want to give my Father one last chance to thrash me before I left. And I was nervous about seeing my brother.
I moved towards his door. I had rarely ever been in my brother's room and certainly never at night. But I moved there as though it were a common destination. Any time not in the hallway was good. I quietly opened the door and slipped inside. It was mostly dark in the room, but I could see my brother's bed. I could see his chest rising and falling under the blankets. I rushed over to the chair next to his bed.
Now that I was close, I could see him face. I did not see the scowl I normally saw now, he looked peaceful in his sleep. For a moment I considered just leaving him now, not bothering him with more unpleasantness. But then suddenly his eyes flickered open. He must've heard the chair creaking underneath of me. He turned and looked at me and jumped, surprised that someone was in the room. I couldn't help but smile, he was so cute.
"Anna?" he asked.
"Yes, Joseph I..." I said, the facts trying to pour out of my mouth.
"You can't be here, what are you doing here?" he said, sounding panicked. He looked to the door and saw that it was closed.
"Joseph, listen..."
"I told you, I've said everything I am..."
"I am getting married," I said. And suddenly it was quiet in the room. He looked at me strangely. I felt the tears now in my eyes.
"What?" He said, even though he'd heard me.
"Pastor Davis," I said, my voice catching in my throat, "He is to be my husband." I buried my face in my hands and cried. With abandon. I completely lost control of myself again. Joseph sat up in the bed. I felt him lean over and wrap his arms around me, holding me close, pulling me. He wasn't wearing a shirt while he slept and my face buried in his chest. I cried while he held me. I hadn't known what I was going to do, but when I saw him, crying was all I could think to do. He rocked me in his arms. After a long while, I was able to get myself under control.



"I am so sorry," Joseph whispered into my ear.
"I always knew I was going to be married like this," I said.
"No, not that," he said, pushing me out of his chest and looking me in the eye, "I am sorry that I pushed you away. I wasted our last few months together. And I was so mean." He said.
"You were protecting our souls," I said earnestly, I had not come to make him feel guilty. But I was also relieved. Relieved that he regretted our separation too.
"I was a fool. Father's voice was coming out of my mouth. I was just a coward. You are my soul Anna," Joseph said, "You are the only person in the world I have ever truly loved."
"I love you too," I said. I was still sitting in the chair, leaning over towards the bed. Joseph looked into my eyes. For a long moment we just looked at one another. And, I think, at the exact same instant we realized we would never be alone again. Joseph pulled my quickly into the bed. I moaned and my arms wrapped around his body. And then our lips were together! So much less thought and planning this time, not exploration. But a passionate kiss. Our mouths opened and our tongues splashed together in our mouths.
Joseph kept his lips against mine but pulled me under covers, into his bed. I felt the warmth of his body underneath. He pressed his body against mine and I realized that he was not just shirtless, but completely naked in the bed. I felt his hard shaft against my hip. I pushed his away slightly.
"What," he said. I quickly pulled my nightgown up over my head and threw it onto the floor. I didn't want anything to separate us, I needed my skin on his.
"Nothing," I said, kissing him again passionately. I felt his hands roaming all over my body, feeling my breasts and bottom and my legs. I felt his fingers in my hair. At the same time, I felt my hands moving all over his body, caressing his skin and squeezing his flesh. We breathed heavily, almost panting with our uncontrolled zeal.
After a few moments, I found myself grinding my clit against his leg and I could feel his hard cock pressing into my thigh. I reached down between our bodies and felt my hand wrap around his shaft. He grunted then continued to grind in my hand. But he also moved his own hand over, gently placing his fingers in the wetness between my legs. I moaned, breathing his name heavily and enjoying his skillful use of his fingers. We continued to kiss, our mouths rarely separating. Our bodies moved in unison and it felt lovely.
After several minutes of this rocking kiss, my brother's finger slipped from my clit. I gave a little yelp. However, as I kept grinding against his hand, I felt the tip of his finger enter my private area, as it had briefly several months before. It felt intense, a little bit painful, but lovely. My hand was still wrapped around his hard shaft and suddenly, I was struck by and idea. I broke our kiss.
"Joseph," I whispered.
"What," he moaned before clapping his mouth over one of my nipples and sucking it gently. I shuddered a bit, his tongue felt hot and soft against my breast. For a moment I just enjoyed that feeling. But I couldn't be deterred, I had to try my idea.
"Roll over on your back," I said. Joseph groaned a little bit reluctantly, but he rolled over so that he was lying on his back. I looked at his body and giggled at the way his shaft stood up hard from his body.
"Did you just want to laugh at me?" My brother asked and I shook my head. Then, I quickly threw one of my legs over Joseph's body so that I was straddling his waist. He let out a surprised noise but settled when he saw me sitting on top of him. I felt his shaft pressed against my backside and I leaned forward, putting my breasts in my brother's face. He smiled and kissed them both gently.
"I have an idea," I said. I don't know where I discovered this idea. But my body was telling me to do it. I needed it.
"Whatever you say Anna, I trust you," Joseph said and I smiled. I kept facing my brother, but I reached back behind myself, reaching for his shaft. I felt it with the tips of my finger. Carefully, I moved my body and placed the tip of my brother's shaft against my wet opening. I looked at my brother and he appeared a bit confused. But I slowly lowered myself down onto him.
I felt his shaft enter me and I groaned. For a moment, I thought I'd made a mistake. He was so big, I could feel it stretching my insides. It pinched a bit. But Joseph seemed to understand what I was trying, and he liked it. He put his hands on my hips, gently pushing me down onto his shaft. I felt tears rising in my eyes, the pain was intense.
"Oh God Joseph!" I moaned, and then, I felt my brother's balls against my bottom. I looked down between our bodies and saw that his shaft was entirely inside of my body. And as I saw that, the pain started to subside. In fact, it started to feel quite nice. I looked at Joseph.
"Are you okay?" he asked earnestly and smiled.
"I've never been better," I responded. Then I leaned down and put my lips against my brother's. As I leaned forward, Joseph's shaft pushed deeper into my body.
"Oh my Lord, this feels amazing!" Joseph said and I smiled, glad that I was giving him pleasure. I kissed my brother deeply and started to rock my hips back and forth. I felt his shaft moving inside of me and also my clit brushed against his stomach. Joseph kept his hands on my hips, pulling me back and forth as I rocked. He moved his hips as well, pushing his shaft in and out of me.
"Where do you stop and I begin?" I asked in a single breath, my cheeks flushed. I was breathing heavy now, the feeling growing more and more intense.
"Nowhere, that doesn't happen anymore," Joseph said. And I leaned forward and wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed his cheek. All the while out lower bodies kept moving in unison. Joseph kept pushing his hard shaft harder and harder into me. He moved faster and faster and I rocked to keep up. There was still a little pain, but it mixed deliciously with a new and wonderful kind of pleasure.
"Oh Anna, it's happening," Joseph panted.
"Then let it happen Joseph, I want it," I whispered into his ear. Suddenly I felt his body go rigid and he let out a loud sort of grunting sound. He pushed up once more, hard into my body.
"Oh God!" I moaned and then suddenly, it was happening to me as well. That same feeling I'd given myself in my room those many months ago, the same feeling as in the barn, except a thousand time more powerful than before. Waves of indescribable pleasure rocketing through my body. And I felt so light and perfect, I felt that I was experiencing God. And the whole while I felt Joseph's shaft inside of my body, pulsing and filling me with that hot, white liquid I'd seen before. I felt him filling me up, filling me with his love and his passion. Until final we collapsed on top of one another, panting heavily and smiling.
After a few long minutes, Jospeh spoke, "What did we just do?"
"I don't know," I responded honestly, "But I loved it." I moved off of my brother's cock, and felt a delightful little sensation as it pulled out of me. Then I leaned forward and kissed him again.
"That was like...magic. Like God!" he said reverently and I was amazed to find that were thinking the same thing. This had been such a...a strange religious experience. And I wondered what God was telling me. But as the euphoria subsided, I could feel the world again. My body was a little sore.
"I can't believe it fit inside of you," my brother said. I pulled back the covered and looked down at his still hard cock. I kissed my brother once on the lips and then scooted down on the bed to get a better look. I was now sort of lying head to foot next to my brother, but my head was at the level of his shaft. I couldn't believe it had fit in me either, but I could see it glistening with my juices. I could smell our scents on it.
I don't know what came over me but I leaned forward and kissed it. If felt hot against my lips and I could taste my juices on it. My brother moaned. "Did that feel nice?" I asked.
"Yes," Joseph breathed, 'Don't stop." I didn't need to be told twice. I cradled his shaft in my hand and peppered it with kisses. I kissed the tip then down the shaft and kissed his balls, and then back up. I was slow, methodical. I wanted to coat each inch of his lovely shaft with my love. When I got back to the top, on a whim, I opened my mouth and took the tip inside. It tasted salty and earthy. I felt Joseph's entire body go rigid and I took his shaft out of my mouth.
"Did that hurt?" I asked.
"No. It was amazing, please don't stop," Joseph begged. I smiled and then put his shaft back into my mouth. His skin was soft and smooth against my tongue. I swirled my tongue around on the tip. Tasting my brother and enjoying the way it made his body shake. I tried to put more of his shaft into my mouth, slowly pushing it deeper and deeper into my throat.
"Christ Anna, oh my God!" Joseph said. Then he quickly grabbed my leg and tossed it across his body. Now I was straddling him again, but this time I was laying facing his feet. I kept his shaft in my mouth and now I could feel his warm breath on my private area. He wanted to lick me back!
I felt his tongue glide up and down my sopping wet slit. I felt a chill run down my spine and I let his shaft slip further into my throat. I choked a little, coating his shaft in this vicious saliva. But I continued to let my mouth and my throat play with his cock. Joseph's tongue briefly pressed against my hard clit and my body shook from head to toe. I pulled Joseph's shaft from my mouth.
"Oh Brother, right there, that spot," I begged. Then I plunged Joseph's shaft back into my throat. Joseph focused his attention on my clit, sucking on it and rubbing it gently with my tongue. I kept working his shaft, rubbing his balls gently with my hands as I worked. Our bodies writhed together, my breasts mashed against his stomach and my legs sat on either side of his head. There was only the gentle sounds of our mouths working on one another.
I felt the tension building inside of me, I knew it was going to happen again. But it was happening so fast. I could feel each flick of Joseph's tongue against my clit. I moved my hips, grinding them into his face. I moaned around the shaft shoved into my throat. Then I felt all of the muscles in my body tense and the orgasm swallowed me up. But the clenching of my throat muscles must've pushed Joseph over the edge as well. Even as the intense pleasure Joseph gave me was overwhelming my conscious mind, I could feel his hot juices pouring into my mouth. There was not as much as before, but it coated my mouth. I pulled Joseph's shaft out of my mouth and swished his juices in my mouth, savor the flavor. Then I swallowed it down.
After a moment to catch my breath I scrambled off of Joseph's body and then lay down next to him in the bed. I sighed contentedly as he pulled the blankets around us and kissed me gently on the lips. The room was hot and smelled thickly of our love. It was a perfect little nest. And for a long while we just lay there, holding one another and enjoying a feeling of transcendence. Of Godliness. And then I remembered, I would be leaving forever. This was just a wonderful and terrible goodbye. I began to cry again.
"Anna, what's wrong?" he asked, but I could tell from the way he spoke that he knew.
"I'm sorry," I said, "I just... I can't imagine life without you."
"Neither can I," he said distantly. And for a long while we just sat in the bed, holding one another. I looked out my brother's window and saw the first hints of dawn. My brother looked as well.
"I always thought of the rising sun as the face of God," I said, not realizing why. The sun burned terribly, the judgment of God was upon us.
"Me too," Joseph said, "Until today. Today I met God," he said.
"What do you mean," I said, trying to dry eyes.
"You know what I mean," he said and I did. And all of the confusion I felt about faith and God and sin and pleasure, they all sort of jumbled up in my mind. But there was one point that was completely clear to me then.
"Joseph, I know that God loves us perfectly. And the only time I ever feel anything as perfectly as I know God loves me is when I think of you. How can anything that makes me feel that way be a sin?" I asked. For a long while he was silent.
"You're right Anna. It can't be a sin" he said. Suddenly, a smile appeared on his face.
"What?" I asked, wondering what he was happy about. But Joseph didn't speak. Suddenly he was up out of bed, moving to his closet. He was grabbing clothes at a tremendous pace, "Joseph what is going on?" I asked.
"I won't lose you," Joseph said, "I pushed you away once, but you came back to me. This was supposed to happen. God wants us together." He said excitedly. I had no idea what he was talking about.
"God wants what? Joseph what are you doing?"
"We are leaving," Joseph said and I felt more confused than ever. Leaving? What did that mean?
"I don't..." I started, but Joseph was full bore.
"I know my way to the city now, and I know there are other cities beyond. I don't know what people do out there, but I will learn. We will make money and buy a house of our own and we will live together and be in love." He said, his words jumbling together. Then I realized what he was suggesting. We would outcast ourselves from our society. We would leave everything we ever knew. To save everything we'd ever loved. The same crazy smile I'd seen on Joseph's face crossed my own. I slipped out of his room, rushed to mine, and quickly gathered my belongings. I was about to see the world! And I'd do it with Joseph, my brother and my lover.
We snuck out quickly, probably only an hour before my father woke to take me to Pastor Davis house. We stole my father's truck, but promised to leave it where the market was held each week so that Father could find it. And we pulled out of our home and onto to road. In a few moments I saw sights I'd never seen before. I reached across the truck and took my brother's hand. He smiled at me.
And as we made our way into the world, together, all I could think was that people like parents suppress themselves because they believe that anything good sews the seeds of excess. But God does not want us miserable and scared. Love is the only true rule that God demands we follow and compliance with that rule means the conquest of sin. There can never be an excess of love. By opening our hearts to the world, and more importantly to each other, we'd met the God that our neighbors could only conceive of as a menacing abstraction. And when we met him, God rewarded our love with freedom (and sex, good God what amazing sex!).
The End
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Chapter 1: Casting
"Eliza! It is so good to see you, Pete Forrester said as I walked into the theater. He smiled brightly and then walked up and extended his hand. I took it. There were a few other people in the room and they turned to look at me.
"Good to see you Pete," I said cheerfully, and it was. It was good to be back in New York and it was better to be working in theater again. Even if it was a little, off-Broadway production.
"How was your flight?" he asked and I sort of made raspberry sound with my lips.
"I've never been able to sleep in planes and a flight from Tokyo is absolute Hell," I explained and he nodded sympathetically. I'd just finished filming a minor part in a major production that was shot primarily in Tokyo. It hadn't been particularly glamorous, but it would pay the bills while I took some chances with my craft.
"Well we are glad you are here," Pete said and we walked down towards the stage. I recognized a couple of people from small productions I'd done earlier in my career and I waved to them. I'd started in small theaters, scrounging to get parts and supplementing my income with waitressing jobs. And now I was back, trying to recapture some of that old energy.
Seeing all those people reminded me that I was 32 years old it was starting look like I'd never get my acting career where I wanted it to be. That is not to say I hadn't been successful. After all, like I said I'd just had a bit part in a major Hollywood production. More importantly, I'd been cast in several theatrical productions, including two Broadway shows earlier in my career. I'd also been on television several times, most interestingly I was on a courtroom drama that got picked up by CBS for 13 episodes but got cancelled after six. I was a hotshot young attorney, pretty standard stuff. So a couple months in LA, burning through my savings, then back to New York where I felt safe. I also played a witness during one episode and a suspect in another episode of Law and Order back before they cancelled the show, but I think like 90% of actors in New York were on at least one episode of that. So I had some chances, but nothing had ever really panned out long term.
And now I was 32 (have I already said that, God I am already talking like an old actress. No I am 26...just kidding) and I wanted to do something that would make people change the way I thought of me. I felt that I was attractive enough to be a leading lady, or at least a major character actor in the movies. I was 5'3 and 120lbs, I had long straight black hair and blue eyes. My skin was naturally dark and my face has a natural innocence about it. My eyes were big, my nose was small, my lips were thick, and my teeth were white. Not to mention I had large, C-cup breasts, curvy hips, and a perfect ass. I had the right look; I just didn't have the right buzz. I was just another New York actress, maybe with a few more credits than some, a few less than others. When people thought of me they thought "Where have I seen that girl before, she's kind of cute." But no one knew my name.
So I'd been looking for something different, something with an edge, something that would get me some interesting press for once. And just when I'd gotten the part for the movie in Tokyo I'd gotten a call from a friend, Pete, who'd been an actor when I first moved to New York when I was 18. He was now shifting into writing and directing and he told me about a play he'd written that he thought I'd be perfect for in the starring role. He was a no-name as a director and he had a miniscule budget. Now I wasn't a big star or anything, but getting me would prove he was serious. Not just Community Theater or something.
He told me I would play a powerful closeted lesbian woman and the show was about power dynamics, gender, and sex. I read the script and I knew it was just what I'd been looking for. Something different, something somewhat artsy but very sexy, and, most importantly, something purposefully provocative. The play contained two separate simulated lesbian sex scenes. Yes, they were a little bit gratuitous, but they weren't not completely divorced from plot. Plus, like I said, it was provocative. If nothing else, we'd get a little press for being controversial. And trust me, when it comes to being an actor no press is bad press. But I really thought it was a good play beyond that. I think it had a lot to say about cultural repression of natural sexual desires and how sex tinges all human relationships, even if you can't see it clearly. But I think, really, the plot of the play is beside the point for this little story.
I hadn't really processed the fact that I'd be nude on stage, pretending to have sex with another woman. Both of those were firsts for me. But that was what I was trying to do, show that I was ballsy and versatile. Plus, I was a professional and I trusted Pete. He might be trying to be edgy, but I didn't think he was going to be too overtly porny. I'd accepted his offer as soon as I finished reading the script. I was a little disappointed that I would be in Tokyo when the rest of casting was going on, especially for the girl who would play my love interest in the play. Normally, the production wouldn't cast anyone who they couldn't be sure would have chemistry with the star, but Pete said he felt he knew me well enough that he'd get the right person. So I'd gone to Tokyo when the play was just me and Pete and some investors trying to make money, now I was back and we were just about ready to go.
"Well we don't really have much for you to do today, rehearsals aren't going to start until tomorrow," he said, "I just thought you'd like to come in and meet some of the other cast members and the crew."
"Sounds great!" I said bubbling with excitement. I'd never been a particularly important person at work before; it was fun to get led around like a star. He introduced me to members of the crew and cast. Some of them I knew, some of them I did not. They seemed nice enough. There were five cast members, including me. I met them all except for the girl who would be playing my lover. I started to think I wouldn't meet her.
"Ok, well let's meet you girlfriend. Her name is Dana Watling" Pete finally said after we talked to just about everyone else, "She is back in the green room." So we headed back together. We walked back to the theater, Pete showing me the way to the green room. We opened the door and walked in. I looked over at the couch and saw... my kid sister Dana sitting on the couch.
"What?" I asked incredulously. Dana started to shake her head nervously, then Pete was standing in between us and she was smiling serenely at me. My brow was furrowed. I couldn't even begin to understand what was happening. She was supposed to be at college, in Michigan. What was she doing here and why was she going by some made-up name?
"Eliza Kerrigan, this is Dana Watling," he said. The first thought that went through my mind was that Watling was the name of the street where my parents lived. Dana stood up from the couch and walked over to me. She extended her hand.
"Nice to meet you," she said casually. What the Hell was going on? Did she think I didn't recognize her? As she shook, she squeezed my hand tightly and looked into my eye. I think she was trying to tell me something. I was too confused to pick up messages. I had to get to the bottom of this.
"Well Dana, this is strange," I said. I was about to go on, to ask her about Mom and Dad and try to figure out what she was doing. But she quickly cut me off.
"Hey... Pete," she said, ignoring me, "Would you mind if I had a minute or two alone with Eliza, I want to discuss some things about the performance." It was only then that I remembered it was Pete I was dealing with. Was this some sort of joke, did he know this was my sister and was trying to get a rise out of me? For a moment, I was certain that was what was going on and I even smiled, it was kind of a funny joke. I looked over at Pete, and he didn't register a thing.
It was clear he didn't see a family resemblance or think anything was amiss. I guess I shouldn't have expected him to. I mean, Dana took after our mother; I sort of took after our father. She was taller than me, around 5'8 and she was very thin. She had small breasts, fair skin, long legs, and a classic girl-next door face down to the button nose and deep blue eyes. Even her hair was different than mine, very long and blonde. Still, I thought for sure our facial structures and our voices would give something away.
"Sure thing," he said and nodded like he understood we needed to talk about pretending to have sex with one another in front of a crowd. He walked to the door and then turned around, "Eliza I know you were worried about casting while you were away, but I think we nailed it. You guys look great together. And you give off... I don't know... the right energy." Pete said, clearly just legitimately pleased with his casting decision. Then he walked out and closed the door behind him. As soon as it closed, I spoke.
"Dana Watling?" I asked calmly at first, waiting until Pete was out of ear shot outside.
"There was already a Dana Kerrigan in the union, I had to pick a new name," she explained. I heard Pete's voice off in the distance and knew we had some privacy.
"Christ Dana, what the fuck are you doing here," I burst. Dana recoiled like she'd been hit. For a moment she paused, then she started to explain.
"Listen Eliza, I had no idea you were hooked onto this project when I read for it..." she started bur I put up my hand to stop her. I shoved her back down onto the couch and started to pace.
"I did not want to ask why you were in the green room. Why are you in New York, why are you not in Michigan?" I asked and he face got bright red and she shifted in her seat. I was the oldest of five kids, and my sister was the youngest. We were the only girls. Being ten years older than her meant we had a set, and predictable, relationship. I considered her a pest and she adored me. It didn't matter than she was 22 now or that I'd left home when she was 8 and only came back for the holidays; when I got mad at her, she felt it.
"I didn't want to go to college. That was Daddy's dream for me," she explained, not making eye contact with me. I stopped pacing. Well that certainly sounded familiar. I think I told my mother the same thing when I called her from New York 14 years earlier. "You'd think he'd have gotten the hint when I took a couple of years off after high school to work at a nail salon. But he just kept filling out applications until he got me into school somewhere."
"Did you go to school at all? How long have you been in New York?" I asked incredulously.
"I went all last year," she explained, "But I hated it. So this year I took the money that they gave me for housing and came here. I got here six months ago."
"Six months?!" I asked, "Why didn't you tell me you were here?"
"Would you have made me go home?" she asked, finally looking up into my eyes. I saw in that instant that neither one of us wanted me to answer honestly. For a long while we were quiet. Then I walked over and sat down on the couch next to my kid sister.
"Well, why did you come to the most expensive city in America to blow through Dad's tuition money?" I asked. There was no point in getting angry. That would be Dad's job later.
"I wanted... I wanted to be an actor, like you," she said uncertainly. I looked over at her and blushed to see that same hero worship I remember from back when I was in high school. She might be an adult, but I guessed I'd always be her big sister. Now she wasn't just trying to emulate my cool high school style, she was following in my career path. I was both flattered and nervous, a strange combination.
"Is this about...you know, being like me..." I said uncomfortably. I was always a little weirded out by my sister's shameless worship.
"No!" she said, sounding offended, "I was in the school play all three seasons, all four years of high school. You know that, you came and saw me. After high school I even did some dinner theater near home. I really think it was the fact that Dad sent me to a college with no drama program that really set me off to going here," she explained. I could hear the passion in her voice, she was leaning forward now, straining to make me believe. And I did, she clearly wanted it. But even with that...
"Okay, I guess I can understand that. Why are you doing a production involving simulated lesbian sex?" I asked suddenly. Hey, I am not hung up. If my sister was a lesbian that was cool. Plus, I was going to do this play, so I wasn't getting judgmental. It was just...this was my little baby sister. I'd babysat her a million times and dressed her up and played with her like a doll. I didn't want...strangers to see her naked. So I was a hypocrite, whatever.
"Eliza, this was the first reading that I even got a call back on. I have tried out for like 500 things in the last six months and this was my first nibble. I didn't even care what it was about, I was going to do it" she explained, "And I swear that I didn't know you were going to be in it. I only found out after I'd been cast and they told me the star, Eliza Kerrigan, would be back in a few days. Really, I thought something so out of the way would be off your radar," she explained in a way that made it sound like she was a little worried about my career.
"Well I am," I said, a little snippy. I found myself getting angry. Here was my little sister, once again barging into my life and messing things up. And now old enough for judgment too, "And you can't play opposite me in this. Do you realize what that would mean?"
"I read the script," she said defensively. I looked around the green room and saw a copy of the script. I found one and started flipping to different pages, showing my sister sections where I would have to kiss her, to touch her, to be naked and on top of her! This was not going to happen. "So you can't do this," I said finally. Now Dana got angry as well. She stood up quickly and rushed over to me.
"Why don't you quit? You've had jobs before, this is my first. This is what I want to do and... and I am running out of money. I need this," she explained. I was struck by her forcefulness. I knew she wasn't a little girl anymore, but she usually backed down when I pushed.
"I can't quit," I said. Only then did I reverse-engineer a good explanation as to why I couldn't, "Pete is not established and this is a real sort of iffy thing. He needs me on to be taken seriously. If I leave, the show collapses and you don't have a job. If I stay, you go and don't have a job. Why don't you quit so it doesn't screw everyone else?" I asked. For a minute Dana looked like she was going to yell something back. Then she thought for a few moments. I saw the ideas flickering in her eyes. Then she sat back down on the couch, defeated. She nestled her face in her hands and started to cry.
"I know, you're right," she moaned. I felt bad for being so harsh, but I had to make my point. Now I sat down next to her and put my arm around her. Winning this argument suddenly felt worse than losing.
"I am sorry," I said, and I was. For a moment she just cried and I held her and protected her the way I had when we were kids. And I felt even worse about forcing her to quit this job. She just wanted to be like me, like she always did.
"It is just," she said after a long pause, "I don't have any more money. I can't pay my rent. And I think this means I have to go home. I have to tell Mom and Dad and beg them to forgive me."
"Oh honey..." I said. I felt her pain intimately. I knew what she was going to experience.
"I thought I could do it because you did it, but I think that this was a stupid dream. I've never been as good at anything as you are. I need to let it go," she said, sounding absolutely defeated. And my heart sank. I'd had that feeling before. Not for a long while, but I'd had it. I knew exactly what she was feeling. And I felt terrible that it was my fault that she felt it. That was not my job; parents are the ones who tear you down. A sister, especially one who knew what you were going through, were supposed to hold you up. I needed to fix this for Dana. But how?
I could afford not to do this part, but I wasn't lying. The production was too close, it would fall apart if I left. There was only one way for this to work out. And I didn't know if either of us was up for it. I couldn't believe what I was considering. But I didn't see a way out. How was else was I going to advance my career and, more importantly, protect my little sister? For a long time we sat there on the couch, my little sister cradled in my arms feeling terrible and me trying to figure out what to do. Then the idea of her getting up from the couch, walking out of the theater, and going home came to mind. I saw each soul crushing step in that dance. I didn't think that I could let it happen. Finally she stood and started to walk to the door.
"Okay Eliza, I am going to tell Pete that I quit," she said, sounding brave. And something inside of me, call it sisterly love, sprung into action.
"Dana, I'm sorry," I said, pulling her around so she was looking at me. Her eyes were red and puffy but she somehow looked more beautiful. So innocent and in need of protection, "I don't want to take this away from you."
"I know," she said dejectedly.
"No," I said, feeling my heart pounding in my chest, "I am saying I can't take this away from you. You need to take the role."
"But you said the production will fall apart if you leave," Dana said, furrowing her brow.
"It will."
"So..." Dana said, "What are you saying?"
"I am saying, I am professional actor. That is what I do. I could act with anyone playing my love interest. Are you a professional?" I asked. For a moment it didn't seem like it registered with Dana and she smiled brightly and threw her arms around me.
"Oh thank you Eliza, thank you so much!" she said. And I was confused. I didn't think this was a time for out-and-out celebrating. We were agreeing to do something very strange and uncomfortable. Something to really ponder.
"You realize what this means?" I asked.
"Yes!" she said bouncing up and down on the couch, "I have a job!" she said and I realized that she was still my little sister. Completely unaware of the consequences of her actions. I guess worrying about that is a big sister's concern.
Chapter 2: Rehearsal
"Alright," Pete said, "I guess it's time to stop fucking around. Let's do Act I, Scene 2 now." He was referring to the first scene in which Dana and I would kiss. This was about a week into rehearsals. It was late in the afternoon; we'd already been working all day. I, for one, was already tired. The first few days had been slow and tedious while Pete got his directing feet under him. We were rehearsing for six weeks before the start of the show and would be working about 10 hours a day, six days a week in that time. But, at first, we hadn't got much done. Just Pete figuring out how to get the pictures in his head onto the stage.
Not that he was doing poorly. He was just new at it. I think that would be my assessment for everyone in the production. The cast and crew were talented, but a little green. In a few weeks, we'd be experiencing smooth sailing. There was plenty of potential in this production. And the person who impressed me the most was Dana. I'd seen her in cheesy high school productions during trips home and she was fine. But now she was really warming to her craft. She was professional and took direction well. Most importantly, she felt natural on the stage. She didn't look like she was acting, she just was her character. I was surprised and delighted by her talent. Plus, she wasn't just "acting" for her job, we were both playing the parts of strangers as well. While we were at work, we acted like we were barely acquainted, thereby doubling the amount of our performances each day. We'd talked it all out in the green room after we agreed to stay on the production. We'd be strangers. Thankfully, her professionalism made that easy.



Of course that professionalism didn't change the discomfort I felt about what would be coming. The sexual parts of Pete's script were pretty sketchy. He said he'd fill them out while we were in rehearsal, to make them feel more natural. But I knew that I would be naked. With my sister. Pretending to have sex with her. Even if no one else knew what was up, I did. Every single day I woke up and thought that I'd made a mistake and that I'd put an end to it somehow. But I was in too deep now. I wasn't like I could go into work one day and suddenly remember that my love interest was my sister and tell everyone we needed to start over. Plus, I wanted to keep my promise to her. In the few minutes after or before work in the day when we were alone, I could feel the excitement pulsing out of every pore of my sister's being. This was her dream, and I was making a sacrifice to make it happen. That felt too good to throw away. And if any of these issues bothered Dana, she pretended like it didn't.
Sometimes we would see each other after work, just briefly for dinner or something to talk. Somehow we didn't act like sisters then either. We discussed work and made small talk like we were co-workers. I suppose that it was easier for both of us that way. Keep the performance going, like we were method or something. Even when there was no one there who knew the difference.
"Alright Pete," Dana said. I was already out on the stage, but she hadn't been in the scene we were rehearsing. She came out from behind the curtain. She was wearing a skin-tight pair of black yoga pants and a tight white t-shirt. We weren't in costume yet, so that was fine. I looked over at her and convinced myself I was seeing Angie: a mixed up girl with a heart of gold who I found incredibly and unconditionally sexy. I wondered for a moment what Dana thought when she looked at me, but I pushed that thought aside.
"Okay, let's just start from the beginning I guess," Pete said. I picked up my script and started. The scene in question took place in a bathroom at a party. I won't bore you with the details but the story is that my character is in the bathroom having a panic attack and Dana walks in and takes care of me. My character never needed help from anyone, so at first I was supposed to lash out at Dana. But Dana persists and breaks through my exterior and we kiss. It is supposed to set up the whole dynamic of our relationship. It was a pretty well-written scene in general. The problem was I wasn't thinking about that, I was thinking: "I am going to passionately kiss my little sister!"
"Someone is in here!" I said as Dana knocked on the bathroom door, kicking off the scene. And soon we were in the middle of the scene. Pete would generally just let us give a scene a try once first, just to see where we took it. And that is what he did here.
Dana was great. She threw out the concerned, protective vibe she was supposed to have. She did little things that made it feel like she was truly concerned about me. These were the kinds of actions that you do naturally when in real life but can feel stilted when you try to affect them. Dana felt natural, she clearly was a good observer of human interaction and did an excellent job of playing it back. At the same time, I was generally playing my character as tempest contained. I threw out anger, but held it just below the surface so you'd know the menace was there. Dana played off it excellently, showing in her acting that she was keenly aware of my threat but also looking through it to the vulnerable human side underneath. I mean we really worked well playing against one another.
"Good," I heard Pete saying, "I can feel the underlying attraction there, that's what we want." That almost threw me for a second. Underlying attraction? I wasn't even focused on that, what were other people seeing? But I shook that feeling off and kept acting.
Now I was supposed to break down in the face of Dana's relentless attempts to help me. I dutifully did so. I fell to my knees on the bathroom floor. Dana moved over quickly and put her arm around me. She was perched on my right shoulder, her one arm draped over me back, her other hand resting on my leg. I looked into her eyes and saw concern there. She carefully brushed my hair out of my eyes and cooed at me soothingly. I whimpered my lines and she whispered back her own. Tears fell from my eyes and landed on her arm. I could feel her body pressed against mine. Her arm across my shoulder, her hand on my hip, her breast rubbing gently against my arm. I could feel the heat of her body and the warmth of her presence. She bit her lower lip in concern, drawing my eye to her beautiful lips and her deep blue eyes. Now was the moment of truth.
I decided to play it like I was acting sort of impulsively to this woman who refused to be pushed away despite all my attempts. For a moment I looked down at the bathroom floor. Then I looked up suddenly and reached my left arm across my body and placed it gently on her cheek. I turned my head and closed my eyes. I carefully guided her head down towards mine even while I was reaching my lips up.
Our mouths met, tenderly at first. I felt the soft skin of her lips pressed against mine and pulled her in closer. Her perfume smelled like springtime and filled my nose. I felt her pulling me in as well, wrapping her arms around my neck. I felt my pulse quicken and my head feel light. I opened my mouth, sliding my wet tongue against her lips, tasting her salty-sweet skin. Her mouth opened as well and my tongue plunged into her mouth. I melted into the supple warmth of her mouth. I tasted her slick tongue and rubbed against the hard smoothness of her teeth. I felt my jaw moving slowly, my mouth opening and closing as our tongue moved back and forth, sharing the open cavern that was our collective mouth. Our saliva and our tastes mixed together in lovely fashion.
I felt my body react to the kiss. My sense of smell was more acute and I could smell the animal energy she gave off below the light perfume. My knees felt brittle and my joints felt loose. My nipples were hard against my bra and I felt my pussy react to her kiss, getting wet and hot. I didn't have time to think about what this meant. I didn't know if I was acting or responding to my sister. It was all just there, and I was experiencing it. And enjoying it. And then, just as suddenly our kiss broke and after a few more lines, the scene was over.
"God damn girls!" I heard Pete saying, "That was fucking hot. I told you that there would be chemistry." I looked over at my sister and she was beaming with pride, smiling devilishly.
"Good job Eliza, you really nailed it," she said professionally. And I was still on my knees on the fake bathroom floor feeling horny and confused. What had just happened? I looked at Dana and didn't see any doubt or confusion on her face. She was just acting. I told myself that I had just turned in a great performance, so good that it had tricked my body into reacting sexually to my acting. And it was just that Dana was a good actress too. I shook off the feeling.
"You too," I said calmly. I stamped out my inner voices and moved on to the next scene.
* * * * *
I was standing outside of Dana's dressing room about two hours later. Rehearsal had wrapped up for the day and I'd waited until just about everyone else was gone. I knew my sister took forever to get ready for anything and I hadn't been wrong. The theater was pretty quiet by the time the door opened and she walked out. She looked pretty and comfortable, not like she'd been working since early in the morning.
"Have a good night Eliza," she said lightly, then she seemed to look around and check to see if anyone was around. She quickly realized we were alone. She relaxed a bit, "So what's up?" She knew I hadn't waited outside just to say goodbye.
"Well..." I started, and for a moment I was tongue-tied. Ever since the kiss there were two inter-related thoughts pounding in my brain. The first was that it was by far the most intense and confusing kiss I'd ever had and the second was that if that been so powerful, what would it mean when we had to be naked together? Would I break down entirely? Would I even be able to act? So I had decided that I needed to learn to be comfortable with the whole process. And ever since the kiss I'd been trying to figure out how to do that. Now I had to explain that plan to my sister.
"What is it..." Dana said, then dropping her voice lower, "sis?" I smiled, my sister breaking through her double character to make sure that I was alright. She gave me strength to keep going.
"Okay," I said, "So, you said you were running out of money. And I know we are getting paid now, but it isn't much. Especially for you."
"Yeah," she said, blushing and looking down at her feet. She looked vulnerable and beautiful. She was embarrassed by her money troubles, so I pushed on quickly.
"Well, I was thinking. You could come and stay on the couch bed in my apartment," I explained carefully, "And that would help us get comfortable with playing... with playing lovers in this play. We'd get to know each other better and be able to slip into that role." Dana's face lit up as it became clear that I wasn't just offering her charity, I was discussing an acting exercise.
"Yeah, I could do that," she said, "I mean I think we did really well today, but I know there are ways to improve. I really want to get this right." She spoke so fast that I couldn't help but giggle. She had boundless such boundless energy for this. After a few moments, though, I had to interrupt her.
"There is one thing," I said and she raised her eyebrows expectantly.
"What?"
"Well, you know we are going to have to... simulate having sex with one another," I said, now it was my turned to blush. Dana laughed a little.
"I know, isn't it so weird!" she said, clearly not having thought about it much beyond the novelty. That was the problem.
"I think if we wait until we get up on stage and then see each other naked... it could be very detrimental to one or both of our performances," I explained.
"So what are you saying," she said, tilting her head to the side and pursing her lips quizzically.
"I am saying," I said, "We need to get comfortable seeing each other's bodies. When we are alone in the apartment...we need to be naked." I let out a deep breath. It was such an odd request. But I knew it was right, I knew about having to feel comfortable in a role. If the first time I saw my little sister naked was when I had to pretend to have sex with her in a room full of people, I knew it wouldn't work. I told myself all of those things. And ignored a voice deep inside that hinted that there was something else as well. Dana, professionally, considered my offer for a moment and then spoke.
"You are a great actress Eliza," she said, "If you think it is a good idea, I agree." And with that, we prepared to go home.
* * * * *
A little less than an hour later, Dana and I walked into my apartment. It was a relatively small place, just a kitchen, bathroom, bedroom, and a very small living room. If I opened the couch bed the whole place would be full. We'd decided to swing by Dana's place just briefly to grab some clothes and a toothbrush. She paid month-to-month and still had a week and a half on her lease. We'd get her things a bit at a time.
"It's been awhile since I've been here," Dana said, putting her night bag down on the counter and then flopping onto the couch. I sat down next to her.
"I know, I'm so busy," I explained, which was true. I rarely got to see my family as much as I liked.
"That's why this job is so great!" Dana said enthusiastically.
"What do you mean?"
"I mean, when I was really little we were together almost constantly. Mom made you watch me while she went to work or did something for Jack or Colin or Rob or Dad. And then you were sort of gone."
"I am..." I started; I always felt like I abandoned my family, I felt the need to explain.
"No, I understand. Believe me; I wouldn't want to be someone's second mom when I was 18. It's just great, no we get to be together and I am not a burden. We just get to have fun together, and get paid to do it," she said and I smiled.
"I've had fun too Dana," I said. And for a few minutes we just talked about the play and what we thought and ever reminisced about old times and home. And it just felt so good to be with my sister and get caught up with her. But more than going over good old times, it was nice to hear about her life. Hear her opinions on acting or about the world. I got to know her not as my snotty little sister, but as the adult sister I would have for the rest of my life. She wasn't a kid anymore, she was a woman and my friend. And she was lovely. Near the end of our conversation, uncontrollably, I leaned forward and wrapped my arms around my sister. She hugged me close too. For a while we just basked in the fact that we could never lose that special bond. Sisterhood or whatever you'd call in. Finally, we broke the hug and I looked at my tall, beautiful sister.
"Well, it won't all be fun," I said.
"What do you mean?"
"Well we have already broken the one rule that for the apartment. Actually, one of two rules, please turn the fan on in the bathroom when you shower, it will get moldy in there. But the other rule, we broke it."
"Oh yeah..." Dana said, sounding a bit nervous. For a moment we just sat in silence. It was quieter in that room than I thought a New York apartment was capable of being. I looked over at her. Her eyes were downcast and she was blushing. We both started giggling. It felt like a high school sleepover or something.
"Okay," I said, realizing that if this was going to happen then it was up to me, as the older sister, to get it rolling. I stood up from the couch and walked over so I was standing in front of the television. Dana smiled shyly at me. I grabbed onto the hem of my t-shirt and then looked to the side. I saw that the one window in my living room was open. I didn't intend to give a show to the whole city, so I walked over and pulled down the shade. Then I took my place back in front of the TV. I felt giddy and excited.
"Here we go," I said. Once again I grabbed the hem of my t-shirt with both hands. I quickly slipped the t-shirt over my head and threw it onto the coffee table. Next I unbuttoned my jeans and carefully shimmied out of them. Now I was standing in my living room, in front of my baby sister, wearing nothing more than a bra and panties. At this point, it was just like I was wearing a bathing suit. But the next step would be through a frightening and exciting barrier. My heart beating heavily, so hard I could feel it in my teeth.
My bra clasped in the front and I reached between my breasts, feeling for the mechanism. I found it and quickly unsnapped the bra. I held the cups over my breasts for a few second and looked at Dana. She was looking at me intently, but trying not to look at me intently. I told myself that if I couldn't show her my breasts in private that I'd never be able to let her touch them in public. This was about being a professional, about acting. I let out a low breath and opened my bra, letting it slide off my back. I looked down at my exposed breasts. The skin on my breast was tanned, but less so than the rest of my skin. They were shaped like teardrops and my nipples were short. My areolas were wide and a soft pink color. My stomach looked flat, I was happy with the way my body looked (I know, an actress happy with the way she looks, no wonder I wasn't a movie star).
I stopped there and looked at Dana. I felt her eyes moving over my body. I didn't know what I expected of her. She looked ever more shy and innocent than before, her face was red, "You have a beautiful body Eliza," she said and I smiled. I guess I'd been looking for reassurance that we could actually do this. And she gave it.
"Thanks," I whispered. Now the last, and most daunting, step. I took hold of the elastic waist band of my tightly black panties. I closed my eyes, bent slightly at the waist, and eased the back of the panties over my ass. Then I slowly worked the panties down my legs as well. Finally I left them on the floor, stepping out of them and standing naked in front of my sister Dana. She could now see the tight pink slit of my vagina, the short black landing strip above it, and the little brown freckle directly midway between my clitoris and my bellybutton. I was completely exposed. Dana was staring at me, her face no longer red, just interested. We were completely silent. I began to feel uncomfortable and so I walked around the coffee table and sat back down on the couch. Dana's eyes followed me and I as I sat close to her, I could almost feel her discomfort, and interest as she continued to stare at me. I looked at her and shook the hair out of my eyes. I could feel my bare breasts jiggle as I moved and I saw her eyes following them. We both giggled again.
"You are really gorgeous," she said at last. Then she lifted her hand. I could feel the energy pulsating out of her hand. I wanted it to touch me, but I didn't really know why. I told myself I was just getting comfortable, that I wanted her to touch me so that I could play my part. Her hand moved forward and she placed it on my stomach. My sister's hands on my naked body. Her fingers felt hot and hard and I liked the energy I felt. Her hand slowly moved down my body, over my bellybutton, right up to my freckle. But then her hand broke to the side, moving away from my vagina, but still sliding down my hip. Finally her hand came to rest, draped over my thigh, her fingers just a few short inches from my rapidly aroused vagina.
I told myself I wasn't getting hot, but I could feel that I was wet. I knew that my nipples were hardening. And I knew it was caused by her touch. Her eyes were downcast, looking at her hand moving. There was none of her youthful giggling now, she looked so serious, so enthralled by my body. Her hand squeezed slightly on my thigh and I closed my eyes. Against my will, my mouth moaned. My eyes shot open and Dana's suddenly looked up, staring at me. Then she smiled sheepishly.
"Don't make fun," she said, "I was just trying to get comfortable."
"I was just acting," I lied. She nodded solemnly. Then she stood and walked up in front of the living room where I'd disrobed. She quickly slipped off her t-shirt, putting it next to mine. She then bent over and even more quickly removed her yoga pants. Then she stood up straight and looked at me. She looked so lithe in her pink panties and black bra. In fact, she looked like she was modeling for whatever underwear company had made her clothes. Her stomach was so flat, her breasts so small and perky. Her face was red again, even her neck flushed a bit. She stood for a long time in her bra and panties.
I didn't know what to say to encourage her to go farther. Her chest was rising and falling quickly and I knew she was nervous. Suddenly, I was struck by an idea. I was sitting with my legs tucked under my body on the couch. But now I slipped my legs out from under my ass and I put both feet wide apart on my coffee table. I kept my knees together for a moment, looked up at Dana, and then pulled them apart as well. My pussy opened up to my sister and I hoped that she couldn't see that I was wet, couldn't smell my arousal. But I was exposing myself completely, letting her know it was safe. I felt so strange doing it, but my body just...acted. I mean, it just performed. She stared, open-mouthed, at my opened pussy. But in a moment she seemed to get the message.
Her eyes stayed on my pink pussy lips as she reached behind her back. For a moment she struggled with the clasp but then finally I saw the cups of her bra loosen from her body. She pushed her arms forward and let her bra slide down her arms onto the floor. Her breasts were shaped like mine, like teardrops, but they were much smaller. They were also perkier, standing straight up from her chest like she was still wearing her bra. The skin of her breasts was milky white and her nipples were little pink kisses on the tips of them. She looked at me nervously.



"You are cute!" I said honestly and she laughed, shading redder.
"I wish they were bigger like yours," she said shyly.
"You're only 22, they will get a little bigger. And small boobs stay perkier longer. Those things are defying gravity," I gushed. I sounded like I was just trying to make her comfortable, but I meant every word. I marveled at the sleek beauty of her body. I wondered what her delicate body would feel like in my hands, what her nipples would feel like in my mouth. Why was I thinking this!? I tried to control myself, but I allowed myself to believe that I was just trying to think in character, to come to terms with the fact that I was going to PRETEND to be aroused by Dana, not that I was actually aroused by her.
Finally, turned her head to the side, letting her long straight hair cascade over her shoulder. She was looking at the window, making sure no one could see her. I wanted to remind her that a whole theater would be seeing her soon, but I couldn't talk anymore, I didn't know what to say that wouldn't sound...wrong. So I waited and then she quickly bent over and pulled off her panties. My eyes instantly moved down between her legs. Her thin thighs were pressed together, but I could still make out the top of her dark red pussy. Her clit was a tiny little nub at the top, barely visible. She had no public hair, it looked like she'd gotten electrolysis or something. There was my little sister, standing naked and beautiful in front of me.
For a moment she just stood in front of me, then she started to walk towards the couch. She moved with a kind of embarrassed elegance, an awkward sensuality that I found incredibly enticing. I watched all of the muscles in her body move as she walked and then sat down on the couch next to me. I could feel the heat from her body and I could smell her perfume and her sweat. She was still breathing heavily and I watched as she breasts rose and fell on top of her ribs.
Now I reached my hand forward, pressing it into the soft skin of her belly. Her skin felt cool and smooth and my fingers sank into her flesh. I could feel the blood pulsing and the organs process as my hand sat on her belly. Then I slowly slid my hand up. My fingers touched her sternum and then moved up farther, in the valley between her small breasts. The sides of my hand gently grazed the silky, supple skin of her breasts. I felt excitement run through my body but my hand kept moving, over her chest and then coming to rest, my fingers pressed against her throat. I could feel her pulse pounding and I looked into her piercing eyes and didn't even know if I could think anymore. I looked at her thick, pink lips and wanted to press my mouth against hers.
"Woah, I can't believe we did this," Dana said and then she sort of laughed, "Good thing we did, I don't think I could have done this in front of people right now, this would take some getting used to." And then the spell was broken. Some of the strange feelings I had subsided, somewhat. We were talking about acting again. Yes, that was the reason for this. For all of this. I took a deep breath and nodded.
"I think we did a good job, and it will get more comfortable with time," I said knowingly.
"You are so good at this stuff," Dana said, "Thank you for teaching me how to be a professional actress." She said. Then, somewhat impulsively I think, she leaned forward and wrapped her arms around me. It was a pretty basic, sisterly hug. Just our bodies pressed together, her cheek against mine. She held me close. It was only made something more because we were naked. I felt her breast press against mine, I wondered if she could feel my hard nipples in her skin. I could feel hers. I could smell the delicate and feminine smells of her body. I could sense the sexual energy inside of her. I could feel the direct heat of her body, it made me light-headed. And when she pulled away, our hot, wet skin stuck together, pulling apart only with a slight pinching feeling. I looked at her and I realized that whatever I was feeling, she was not. She was just acting and her hug had just been a heart-felt expression of her thanks. I told myself I was doing the same thing, and willed myself to ignore the voice in my head that said that my excitement was real. She smiled at me like a sister as I stifled my confusion.
"I am starving," she said suddenly, and got up and walked to the kitchen. My eyes followed her, my attention focused on her tight little ass as she walked around. Just acting, I lied to myself, just acting.
* * * * *
The next few weeks of rehearsals was an exhausting but exciting blur. At the theater, we slowly and painstakingly began to finalize our performance. Little touches were added and Pete really hit his stride. It was actually very gratifying to see the inexperienced cast and crew come together and gel. After three weeks we no longer looked like amateurs, after four we sharp, at the start of the fifth week we were our characters. I am always amazed at the transformation that occurs during a play, but it felt more pronounced now. And my sister was the most impressive person in the entire production. Everyone who saw her knew that she was destined for bigger things. I was proud (and a bit jealous) when I realized that by the time she was 32, she would be wondering about where to buy a second house rather than whether to press the re-start button on her career.
There was, however, one segment of the play that was still difficult as the waning hours of rehearsal neared. It was, of course, the sex scenes. Pete had begun to choreograph them early on, but we were just starting to really get the movements down on stage. We did not rehearse nude, Pete said that he wanted the first performances to have some raw, un-scripted sexual energy to them. I was a bit relieved by that, but still, the sex scenes were intense. I would have felt uncomfortable doing them within anyone, let alone my little sister. When we kissed or touched, there was still a little bit of the awkwardness that had occurred earlier during the production. Pete seemed to understand, but kept pushing us to get better. And we were getting better, we just weren't there yet.
The one thing that seemed to keep us going in the right direction was Dana staying at my home. We hadn't told anyone about our arrangements. We left my apartment and I took a cab while Dana took the subway. We went home the same way. And when we were in the house, we were naked. I mean the instant the door closed behind us, the clothes came off. It had been strange the first few days, but the more we did it, the more comfortable I felt. I know that the only reason I was able to perform at all was because of this regimen.
Even though we'd been doing it for weeks, I still couldn't get over how beautiful I found my sister's body. Her legs were so slim and toned, her hips so perfectly proportioned with her breasts, and when her mouth smiled it felt like her whole body smiled with it. Beyond that, I liked the way that it felt when her eyes scanned my body. I wondered if she thought I looked attractive. Sometimes these thoughts made me feel confused, but they began to feel more natural as time went on. And when I saw how increased comfort with sexuality around my sister improved my performance at work, I completely convinced myself that what was happening was no more scandalous than losing weight for a role or dying my hair.
But sometimes my body would tell me, in no uncertain terms, that there was something deeper involved. I remember a couple of incidents distinctly. I remember one night watching a movie on my couch with Dana before bed. She was a little tired and, while we were naked, she leaned over and put her head in my lap. She explained that she was trying to enact the kind of non-ostentatious physical contact that couples often develop over time. But all I could think was the way her hot breath felt against my leg, the way her cheek brushed my thigh, and the way her hair tickled me between my legs. I struggled to keep my body from trembling as I felt her weight and easy affection on my body. I didn't pay attention to the movie; all I could think of was her. I even stroked her hair gently and put my hand on her bare shoulder. I focused intently on the television without seeing it, ignoring the growing wetness between my legs.
Another time I walked into the living room while she was still asleep. She had always thrashed around a lot in her sleep and it seemed that hadn't changed when she grew up. Her head was still on her pillow but it looked like she'd been rolling in her sleep. Her hair was disheveled in a way that made it look like she'd just had sex. Her legs were spread wide open and her pussy looked red and aroused. In the cold of my living room, her nipples were hard and her breasts stood out prominently on her slender chest. For a few moments I couldn't move. All I could do was stand in the room and stare at her, not even breathing. My mind was not working; I was just consuming her body with my eyes. Finally, she stirred slightly and knocked me, confused and aroused, out of my reverie.
Still another time the power had gone out in my apartment. Usually, my alarm would wake me up, I'd get a shower and then wake Dana up. However, that morning my alarm did not go off. When I awoke, we only had an hour to get ready and get to rehearsal. I quickly ran into the living room to tell Dana to wake up and explain the situation. We were both frantically getting ready, but then we realized that we both needed showers and there was not enough time. Dana suggested that it would save time and also be beneficial to our efforts and sexual comfort if we showered together. She said it so professionally that it made sense. But once we were in the shower together, our nudity somehow became even more intimate. I was enthralled by the way the water cascaded off of her skin and how the soap bubbles looked when they pooled on her breasts or between her legs. I could barely shower, my eyes over her. My hands trembled when she asked me to clean her back. I was thankful that my apartment had a terrible water heater, because touching her and watching the way she moved in the water made me so incredibly hot. I told myself our acting lessons were going really well, even as my legs felt weak as I toweled off.
These events, and many others, swirled in my mind each time I saw my sister. In the long run, as time went by, I stopped analyzing them. I didn't want to think about whether or not I was acting. I just told myself that I was not actually hot for my sister and shut myself down. It was clear that my sister was just following my lead and that I had to stop reading too much into our interactions. I was so successful in this effort that two days before our first preview performance I actually concocted a strange plan and actually convinced myself, at first, that I was just putting the finishing touches on my preparation for performance.
"Hey Dana, I was thinking of an exercise to do tonight, just one last thing before we actually perform," I said. I was sitting on my couch, naked as usual, drinking a diet coke. Dana was in the kitchen doorway tearing off bits of a banana and popping them into her mouth. My mouth followed her lips and tongue as they maneuvered the pasty fruit to her perfect white teeth.
"What did you have in mind?" She asked, moving into the living room and sitting next to me on the couch. She sort of sprawled out languidly and comfortably and I gazed over her body for a moment before I spoke any further.
"Well, I know what Pete said about wanting the preview performance to be our first nude rehearsal together," I said and Dana covered her mouth and laughed.
"Yeah, I bet he doesn't know about this," she said brushing her hand across her nude body. I smiled back.
"Well yeah, there is this," I said, trying to sound reasonable, "But I mean beyond just being together, I don't know, I think that it might be helpful to actually go through the motions once." I felt my cheeks getting a little red and that just sort of confirmed the need for this exercise. I no longer blushed when I saw Dana naked, but I might blush when simulating sex. I didn't think that would be conducive to a quality performance. Dana tilted her head to the side and her hair cascaded across ones of her breasts. Only her nipple poked out of the thick, shiny blonde hair.
"Well..." She started.
"Unless you wouldn't be comfortable," I said, perhaps too quickly. Part of me wanted her to just say "no" to the request. But she shook her head vehemently, her breasts bouncing slightly.
"No, I just wondered where you wanted to start," she explained. I felt more nervous now, my pulse quickened and my breathing grew a bit shallower. There were three scenes of various sexual intensity in the play. I thought maybe it would be best to ease into it.
"I was thinking that we'd just start with the nude kissing scene," I explained. A scene after Dana's character met my character, we were already having sex. The scene was consisted of Dana and I on the couch, nude, and kissing passionately. So it wasn't really even a sex scene. Eventually, we stopped and talked. We'd already done the kiss before (and it was quite intense) and, of course, the lines. But nude would be a game changer. It wasn't sex yet, but it was pretty damn close.
"Do you think this is a good idea?" Dana asked as we carefully got outside into position with Dana throwing her long legs over my lap, scooting in so that her butt was against my thighs.
"What do you mean?" I asked, for a second I thought she was questioning the whole premise. Part of me wanted to yell out that of course this was a bad idea. But I waited.
"I mean Pete didn't want us to," she said, taking my hand and carefully moving it so that it was around her waist, resting on the small of her back. And whatever thought I had of stopping was gone. Her body felt electric against my palms. We'd grown much more comfortable talking and touching naked, but I knew this was going to be more. And I was so curious to know what it felt like.
"What Pete doesn't know, won't hurt him," I said and Dana smiled her charming little smile.
"Well lover," she said playfully, "break a leg."
"And Go," I said and we both imagined that we were on the set and the lights were coming back on. With my hand on the small of her back, I pulled her closer, making her bend a bit at the waist. I leaned forward now as well. I felt my sister arms drape over my shoulders and could feel her fingers intertwine behind my neck. She closed her eyes and for a moment I kept mine open. I watched her relaxed, lithe body as it glided towards me and felt that same, youthful sexual energy pouring out of her body. I had to respond. I closed my eyes as well.
In a moment our lips were touching. Her kisses were more familiar now, I knew something of what to expect. But that didn't change how wonderful it felt to kiss Dana. I could kiss her a thousand time and never tire of the way her tongue pressed against my lips, the way her skin smelled, or the way her teeth nibbled on my lower lip. I moaned into her mouth as she dug her tongue deep into my mouth. She responded, squeezing her tongue tighter around my neck.
Naked, with no barrier between us, my body responded more forcefully than it ever had before. My hand moved up and down Dana's back, pushing into her taut flesh. My free hand moved up to her hip and I rubbed it gently as well. When I did this, my arm brushed against my sister's breast. I felt a chill run through her body and she moaned. As she moaned, her mouth opened slightly. I found her tongue with my lips and began to suck on it, pulling it into my mouth and sucking her sweet saliva off of it. I felt her arms trembling on my shoulders and her nails dug into my neck.
That sharp little pain in my neck (for what else is a little sister), triggered something deeper inside of me. Suddenly all thoughts of the play and who it was that was cradled in my arms was moot. Something uncontrollably sexual took over my thoughts and actions. I sucked on Dana's tongue harder and pulled her back into me harder. I felt her ass push up against my thigh hard and heard her squeal a bit. I nibbled slightly on her tongue and then, without any apparent thought, my hand moved from her thigh and quickly grasped her bare breast. Dana's body trembled and she moaned again, a strange sound with her tongue in my mouth. I felt her soft skin and squeezed the delicate, tight flesh of her breast. I felt her hard nipple pressing into the palm of my hand. I moved my hand back, took that little nipple between my thumb and forefinger and squeezed it gently, but tightly.
"Holy fuck!" Dana screamed into my mouth, making my own nipples harden. I felt her fingers unclasp behind my neck and one of her hands moved over my shoulder slowly. Then her palm was pressing hard against my breast. Her fingers felt hot and hard as they sunk into my flesh. I groaned and let my sister's tongue slide out of my mouth as my nipple crushed under my sister's palm.
"Fuck Dana!" I said hotly under my breath. I don't think that she heard me, but it woke something up. My conscience I guess. I immediately broke off the kiss, leaned back. I'd said my sister's name. Not her character's name. Dana's eyes opened, a bit confused. Her hand was still pressed against my breast. She noticed and pulled her hand back like it had been burned.
"Wow that was really good," she said and for a moment I thought she was praising the kiss, "I mean we really nailed the kiss, why did you stop before saying your line?" I felt flustered all the sudden, I desperately wanted to cover my nakedness, I felt too exposed. I slowly eased my sister's legs out of my lap.
"No, it was very good," I said, ignoring her second question, "But it just sort of convinced me that Pete is right. We need to save it for the show." I explained. Dana furrowed her brow and looked concerned.
"Are you sure?" she asked, then noticed the way I was sort of fidgeting, "Are you okay?"
"No," I said, "I mean, No, I am okay," I responded, knowing that I was speaking gibberish.
"Okay," Dana said, still uneasy.
"No, we are just so close to the date, I get a little nervous. I don't want to lose what we have got, I want this to be a success," I said.
"Oh so do I," Dana said passionately, "I think I understand." And it seemed that she was thinking professionally again, allowing me to slink into my room, and ignore my own very unprofessional thoughts.
Chapter 3: Performance
Two days later I was standing just off stage in the theater waiting for the curtain to rise. I was in costume, the set was up. I knew that there were a dozen or so members of the press in the audience, as well as other people that Pete invited to the show. This was our first preview performance. It was not open to the public, but it was important because it would dictate what sort of reviews the show would get before opening night. And, from this actor's perspective, there was really no difference between a preview and the actual opening night. I knew that some of the reporters were old-fashioned newspaper reporters, though most were bloggers. It was important that all of them think that my performance was a turning point in my career, they needed to buy me as high powered leading lady that took chances.
But the butterflies in my stomach weren't about that. I looked back over my shoulder and saw Dana sitting on a box behind stage, talking casually to a member of the crew. I knew she was nervous, but she looked beautiful. She saw me looking at her and she smiled at me and gave me a thumbs up. And then the curtain started to rise and I prepared to walk out on stage. A stage where I would soon be simulating sex with my sister in front of about a hundred people. And no one would even know what they were looking at.



* * * * *
The play started and it felt right. All of our hard work was evident by the fact that it was not evident. The crew was amazing. Everything I, or one of the other actors, did onstage was enhanced a hundred times by how well everything ran backstage. And there was a lot to work with in terms of acting talent. Everyone brought their A-game that night. Even the woman who played a business rival of mine in the play, who I'd always felt had lent a sort of unnecessary priggish quality to her character, seemed more authentic that night.
And Dana was wonderful. She absolutely stole the show. If she were anyone other than my sister, I would be a little jealous of her. But I wasn't, I just wanted her to succeed. Moreover, her performance had this sort of youthful vigor that was contagious. She gave so much to the performance that I was able to just sort of feed off this liveliness. It became part of my performance as well. Dana gave the edge that I needed to make a really powerful performance. The scene where they first kiss, in the bathroom, was potent, she could feel the oxygen go out of the room.
After that scene, the stage went dark. Dana and I ran back to our dressing rooms. I could hear the crew rearranging the set so that the party and bathroom scenery was transformed into a set showing my character's house. I moved quickly, tearing off my clothes and leaving them in a pile in the dressing room. In another moment, I was out of the stage. It was so dark that I knew none of the people in the audience could see my body. But they would soon. I felt incredibly nervous. But then I felt a tap on my shoulder. I glance over and saw my sister looking beautiful.
"Better sit down," she said and I nodded and flopped onto the couch. She climbed into my lap like she had two days before in my actual apartment. She had her legs draped over my lap and her ass pressed against my thigh. Her arms were draped around my neck and my hand was on her back. And we closed our eyes and pressed our lips together. And then the lights came on. And everyone in the audience saw two sister, naked, kissing. Bu they didn't know they saw that.
Just like before, I pulled my sister in with my hand and rubbed her leg. And the same flood of emotions poured over me. Again, I could not control myself, I had to grab my sister's tight little breast and I had to suck hard on her tongue. I moaned when I heard her gasping for air and all of this was made more intense because people were watching us. People were uncomfortable enough, seeing two women naked and making love on stage, but if they knew that we were sister, it would be a thousand times worse. And that, for some reason, turned me on, pushed me harder and harder into the role. My sister's hands moved over my body, touching my breasts and my face. The entire theater filled with our sexual tension. Finally, our kiss broke. And... I said my line. It was perfect. You could feel the energy in the room, but Dana and I continued to work through the scene professionally, speaking casually to one another in the nude.
Finally, the scene ended. The lights went out on the stage. Dana and I were still nude on the sofa. She leaned forward and kissed me gently on the cheek, "We are really doing it!" she whispered.
"We haven't done anything yet," I explained. Still feeling the kiss on my cheek. But I didn't have time to think. We rushed off the stage and got dressed for our next scenes. After another scene, the first Act ended. The second, and final, Act was going to be much more intense, both in the acting requirements of the performance, and the sexual actions.
Because we were between Acts, the curtain was down and the lights were on. The first scene of Act two would open in my character's bedroom. I was standing near the bed, wearing nothing but a robe. Dana was standing across from me, wearing the same thing. Pete was standing next to me talking.
"We are looking good out there, don't you think?" he asked and I just nodded, "You and Dana were... wow...that was hot." He said. He was clearly very excited and I think that the play was really coming out the way he'd seen it in his mind. He looked at his watch.
"Come on guys," he whispered loudly to the crew, "We want to get the curtain up in five." The crew swore at Pete but moved a little faster. The bed was in the middle of the stage now. In a few minutes they were done. I took off my robe, handed it to Pete, and then climbed up onto the bed. The mattress was a big California King number. It was covered in big pillows and billowy comforters. There was a spot in the middle of the bed, obscured from the audience by all of the blankets, where a large foam cone was placed. It was underneath the sheets and looked like a big white bump. I slid into the middle of the bed, sitting so that the foam lump was between my legs.
Dana took off her robe as well and climbed up onto the bed. I watched the way her muscles tensed and her body twisted as she worked her way through the thick blankets. She was grinning and her happiness was contagious. Finally she reached the middle of the bed as well. She moved so that the foam bump was between her legs as well, facing me. I felt her hot skin as she draped on leg over mine. I lifted my other leg and let her slide her's underneath of it. Now our legs were sort of draped over one another, our vaginas pushed up against the cone. We were sort of simulating a scissoring position. We scooted in closer, getting comfortable.
I moved one of my hands so that it was on my sister's thigh and then reached across my body and grabbed her hand. We held each other's arms tightly, pulling each other into the foam. I could feel her body pressing against my bare pussy through the foam. She had a wicked look on her face and I knew that it was because the curtain was about to rise. But I liked the way it looked. Finally Pete and the crew moved of the stage. The curtain started to rise.
"OHH!!" Dana moaned loudly. We began to writhe on the bed, pushing our pussies together (or as close together as they would go). The curtain was all the way up. The audience was watching us, throwing our heads back, moaning. I felt my nipples hardening and my pussy felt wet. I could feel my juices soaking into the sheets. But I didn't care. I kept my eyes on my sister. I was watching the way she moved at her waist, twisting and gyrating fluidly. Her breasts moved. And Oh God, her voice. She was screaming in a sexy, staccato fashion. She was chanting my character's name. I followed her lead, grinding and moaning and loving every minute.
And I adored the resistance that the foam gave me. I liked that I could feel my sister's body through the foam. Each thrusting of her hip, each grind, worked through the foam. The soft silk sheets pressed against my clit, sliding up and down. Each movement she made caused a chill to run up and down my spine. I bit my lip to keep from screaming in a fashion too unreserved for my character.
"Oh fuck me!" My sister yelled and I moved my hand from her thigh and grabbed my own breast, squeezing it and pinching my nipples. We started to rock our hips faster, pushing harder. Dana's hair was in her face and she was playing with her own breasts. I heard a growl escape form my throat. Soon we weren't even thrashing in a rhythm, we were just making wild, animal motions. And then... we both pretended to cum at the same time. My face almost fell as the "orgasm" subsided. Just pretending.
I think that I was probably actually pretty close to cumming, but I knew that I had to stop. I looked over at Dana, she was already slowing down, preparing to perform. I suddenly remembered where I was, and what I was doing. I said my next line. Dana said her next line and then we stood up from the bed, walking around casually. Naked, but no longer sexual.
The play kept going and my thoughts became professional once again. If anything, we became sharper in the second act. We found the right pace for everything. There were no mistakes. I could feel the perfection in my performance and I knew that Dana was bringing it out of me. I hoped that some of her strong work was the result of my influence, but I wasn't worried about it. Things were going too well.
Finally, the play started to build towards the end. We did one scene and then another. The second to last scene was the dramatic climax of the play. Two very important elements in the play came together and sort of explode. I played it calmly, but passionately. I was trying to show an intense reserve. I could tell by the way the audience sat forward in their seats, their hands over their mouths that it was working. When Dana spat out the final lines of the scenes the audience gasped, and they were supposed to. Then the stage went black.
Finally, we had arrived at the final scene. The final sexual action of the play. The last scene once again took place in my character's bedroom. The stage was still dark as I disrobed and the crew quietly moved the bed back into place. This time the foam was not in the center of the bed.
The final scene wasn't really a scene at all, it was more of an aside. I would give a monologue regarding my character's business dealings. However, the entire scene would be highly sexualized. It was just a sort of exclamation point on Pete's story. Even after getting through everything else, I was still a little bit nervous about this scene.
The crew moved off the stage and I climbed onto the bed. I sat with my back against the headboard and spread my legs wide. There weren't blankets or pillows anymore, if the lights had been on, everyone would see my bare pussy. But then Dana walked back out on the stage. She was naked again and she climbed onto the bed as well. She got on her hands and knees and crawled between my legs.
Her face looked nervous but innocent. Her eye lashes were so long and her face looked so pale in the low light. She looked up at me once and gave a little smile. I winked back at her, not knowing what else to do. I breathed heavily. I knew my pussy was already wet, or perhaps still wet from before. I wondered what she smelled as she carefully lowered her head between my legs. Her ass was up in the air, facing the crowd. She moved so that her nose was only an inch away from my clitoris, just barely hovering over it. But no closer. I could feel the heat of her breath against my wet pussy and my clitoris ached when her breath pressed her pressure into it. My eyes rolled back in my head, my nipples responded to her. But then the lights came on. I moaned theatrically, throwing my head back.
I moaned for a while, just letting the crowd watch as my little sister's head bobbed a little, while she pretended to eat my pussy. Then I looked at the crowd with a devilish look on my face. I started giving my monologue. Dana continued to pretend to eat my pussy, her ass wiggling bare to the crowd. Everyone could see my little sister's asshole. I wondered what my father would think.
Then, I started to speak faster, as my monologue got more aggressive. Following the actions that Pete had laid out exhaustively in rehearsal I put my head down between my legs and pressed my fingers against Dana's forehead. I shoved her once hard. She grunted and then flopped all the way over, onto her bed, like I was a superhero. Her breasts slide up towards here face as she landed on her back and then jiggled on her chest. I kept talking.
Then, after a few more words I leaned forward on my hands and knees and started to crawl forward. My sister was still lying on her back on the bed, but it was important that I ignore her. I stared out into the crowd and delivered my lines. But I crawled over top of my sister. My knee landed on her thigh, my hand on her breast. But I crawled over her slowly. I felt her body slid underneath of mine and could feel her breath on my tits, my stomach, and my pussy. Finally, I got to the edge of the bed, moving through her long beautiful hair. I kept talking.
My sister, now behind me, rolled over onto her stomach. She waited a moment (as per our rehearsed choreography) and then she popped up on her knees behind me. I kept talking, ignoring her. She grabbed my ass cheeks now, her fingers sinking into my flesh. Then she spread them wide. And still I kept belting out my lines, ostensibly ignoring her.
She then dipped her face between my ass cheeks. Only I could tell that she stopped just an inch before my little pink anus. She bobbed her head just like she had before, pretending she was eating my asshole. But I kept ignoring her. Using all my will, because I could feel her hair draped over my ass cheeks and her air against my little hole. Part of me wanted to push my ass back, to actually feel her lips on my anus. But I kept saying my lines.
Finally, I lifted one foot and placed it against Dana's stomach. I said my very last line and then I kicked her back, so that she flopped down onto the bed. And then, the curtain closed. The play was finished. It was out of my hands now. I felt that I had done everything I could. I'd helped myself, I'd helped my sister, I'd fought my own confusing thoughts. But I had acted as well as I had ever done before. I waited to see if the world agree. I closed my eyes when I heard the applause, fighting back tears. It was almost like an orgasm. Absolutely perfect.
Chapter 4: Curtain Call
Later, much later, after I'd slipped on my robe and bowed with the rest of the cast to the audience; after I'd accepted roses from Pete; after I'd kissed Dana on stage and bowed with just her; after I'd gone back stage and spoke excitedly with the cast and crew; after I went out to dinner with the whole crew and celebrated; after I went out with Dana and the rest of the cast for drinks; and after I'd caught a cab with my sister, I stumbled, a little bit drunk, into my apartment. I felt absolutely ecstatic. Every instinct I'd had about my performance had been confirmed by everyone else in the cast and crew. They all thought it was perfect. That Dana and I had nailed it. And all of the tension that I'd felt during the weeks of rehearsal had slipped from me. I was calm and happy.
Dana stumbled into the apartment after me and I giggled when she bumped into me. She was almost as happy as I was. She hadn't stopped smiling all night and had debriefed everyone about the performance, asking what she did well and what she could do better. I was so proud of her. And now we were both exhausted and content as we walked into the living room.
So many weeks of rehearsal and we no longer ever thought about what to do when we got into the living room. We instantly disrobed without even thinking and in a few minutes we were both sitting on the couch, naked. Giggling, drunk, and talking through how well the performance had gone. I saw a light out of the corner of my eyes and saw my phone light up.
"Oh I have two missed calls," I said looking at it, "Two voicemails from Pete and my agent! They must've thought of some new things they wanted to say about how beautiful and talented we are" Dana laughed and I put the phone on speaker and pushed to play. Pete's message came up first and his slightly slurred speech filled my living room.
"Hey, Eliza. Just wanted to say that tonight's performance was...Awesome. You really kicked ass. One of my buddies runs an off-Broadway review blog and he said that he is writing a love note. I just couldn't be happier. It turned out better than I expected. Okay, see you at work."
"Can't beat that," Dana said, smiling. Then my manager's voicemail started.
"Eliza, its Cal. Hey, I was in the audience tonight for you and I want you to know, it was really great. I mean, there was a buzz with the press and everything afterwards. I am hearing that everybody is going to be giving you rave reviews. I mean the kind of reviews that will open up doors to bigger and better things. I wasn't sold when you told me about this little plan to go off-Broadway. But I can admit when you are right and I am wrong. Oh, and since I was the bigger man there and admitted you are a genius, don't get all crazy actress-chick on me when I ask you this next thing: your co-star, I think he name was Dana Watling, who is her representation? She was fucking fantastic too. She looking for someone a little higher profile? Do me a favor and ask her to give me a call. Okay, I gotta run. Congrats again on the show."
"Uh, actually, I'd say that was the voicemail to beat," I said turning to my sister. Her eyes were wide and her hand was over her mouth.
"Oh my God Eliza, critics like our play! And someone wants to represent me," she said. I was thinking about my own success, I wondered what sorts of bigger and better things were on the horizon. But I was proud of my sister too. I leaned forward and hugged her. It was a sister hug and I felt tears running down her cheeks and landing on my shoulder. I barely noticed that our bare breasts were pressed together.
"Thank you so much Eliza," Dana said, sounding a bit choked up, "I couldn't have done this without you."
"Hey, what are sister's for if not to do all kinds of weird things on stage with," I said and we both laughed. But Dana was shaking her head.
"Not just that, I mean your whole performance. You made me look like a better actress," she explained and I felt really touched. I smiled rubbed Dana's arm.
"You brought out a great performance in me also, I think Pete was right, we had good chemistry," I said.
"You really are a great actress Eliza. I mean there were times when... never mind," she said. She was blushing all of the sudden and was looking down at her feet.
"No, what is it?" I asked. She looked very nervous for some reason.
"Well..." she said, staring at her hands while her fingers twisted together, "Well, there were just times when we would rehearse or something you know, and you would just perform so well that...I wasn't just acting, I could like feel the emotions that we were trying to create." My slightly drunk mind couldn't quite figure out what she was trying to say.
"I don't understand..." I said.
"Oh God Eliza, fine I will just come out and say it. Your passion sometimes made me feel aroused. Sometimes it felt like I wasn't acting, it was like you really wanted me and I wanted you. So I just wanted to say you are a great actress because you made me feel that way," she said all in a single breath. I felt like the wind had been knocked out of me. Everything I'd felt, all my confusion and insecurity, my sister had felt them too. The realization was almost too much for me. The day had been too jammed with important things. What did anything about today mean?
"Oh Dana," I said suddenly feeling a rush of sympathy and understanding for my little sister. But she misread my comment.
"I know, I shouldn't have said anything. I feel like a pervert," she scrambled, "It was really just supposed to be a compliment about your acting. I don't really think that you are attracted to me and I don't...I don't think I am really attracted to you." And that one little work 'think' set off something in my brain. My sister was saying more than she intended.
I stared at her now. I looked at her bright pink lips, quivering slightly; I looked at her hair draped messily over her shoulders, covering her breast; I looked at her nipples and perky little breasts; I looked at her flat stomach and long legs; and I looked between her legs and saw the tight red slit between it. I realized that I hadn't just been acting, I'd been feeling something for her and I needed to stop lying to myself. What was more; this beautiful creature felt the same way about me. Part of me called out a warning, said that meant I needed to get dressed and go to my room immediately, and quit the production. That I was too close to something terrible and unforgivable. Then my sister spoke, in her sweet little voice, apparently uncomfortable by my long silence.



"I'm sorry Eliza, I wouldn't have said anything except I am a little drunk..." She said, but hearing her innocent and vulnerable voice had pushed everything else out of my head. I just needed her now. I pounced forward, toppling her back onto the couch. She spread her legs as her head landed against the armrest. I landed on top of her, between her legs. My breasts pushed against her nipples and I planted my lips on hers. For a moment she felt frozen under my body, her lips stiff and her body rigid.
"Eliza," she said, muffled by my mouth. Then, I felt her entire body relax and I heard her let out a low sigh. I breathed her air into my mouth as her arms wrapped around me and her lips softened, accepting my kiss.
My entire body felt on fire as Dana's arms pulled me into her. Our tongues met in each other's mouths, I licked her teeth and gums, trying to taste every delicious part of her. She reciprocated, lapping at me tongue and tasting my saliva. My nipples were hard and my much larger breasts pushed into her's, covering her breasts. But I could feel her nipples as they pressed into me and I knew mine were pressing into her. I could feel her pussy pressing against mine, wet. My clit was hard and as we kissed I started to grind my hips into hers. I even put my hands on her hips, holding her in place so that I could grind into her.
My sister's clit was hard as well, and I could hear her gasping into my mouth as I moved. I felt her thrusting her hips up into me as well. I breathed deeply, trying to breathe in my sister's wonderful scent as I kept the pressure on. My sister's clean-shaven pussy was so wet that soon both of our clits were dripping wet. The wetness cut down on any hint of friction and soon we were sliding easily, our clits rubbing smoothly and deliciously. I broke our kiss and started to lick my sister's neck. I don't know why, I'd never been a licker before, but I wanted to taste every inch of my sister.
"Oh lick me Eliza, and fuck me!" my sister moaned as I sucked on her ear lobe. I felt her hands moving around my sides as she tried to rub my breasts. I pushed back using her hips, pushing me body into a more erect position. My sister's ear popped out of my mouth. Dana's hands flew to my breasts. I kept rocking my hips, rubbing my clit against hers. And her hands moved over my breasts, squeezing my flesh and pinching my hard nipples. I was gasping for air and looking at my little sister's beautiful face.
I started to press my clit harder into her body, moving faster. I felt the orgasm building inside of me. It was like a vibrating hum deep inside of my body, building and building, and then suddenly reaching an unbearable crescendo. I heard myself yell out and then the most intense wave of pleasure I'd ever felt washed over my body and I couldn't feel anything else. The feeling was so transcendent, so far beyond any orgasm I'd ever had in my life, that I don't believe that it is even possible to describe it. It was, without hyperbole, heaven. I fell forward against my sister's chest, breathing heavily.
It took a few minutes before I was completely in control of myself again. I was laying on my sister's breast and I could feel her hands playing in my hair. I looked and saw that one of her little pink nipples was right next to my lips. I opened my mouth and sucked it in. I felt a shiver run through my sister's body as I began to suck on her nipple. I moved a hand over her other breast, kneading it carefully. I knew my sister hadn't cum yet, she was still just on the edge. I wanted to push her over. I wanted to reward her with the pleasure that I felt. She kept playing with my hair, something guaranteed to drive me wild.
After a few minutes of playing gently with her breasts, I pulled back, letting her tit pop audibly out of my mouth. Dana whimpered and then looked up at me, "What are you doing Eliza?" She asked and I smiled. I put my hands under her armpits and started to pull her up. At first, she just laid there, but then she understood what I was doing and carefully I set her in a seated position on the arm of the couch. Her knees were together.
I got down on my hands and knees on the couch cushion. I crawled towards her, looking at her bright, almost feverishly aroused eyes. I put my hands on her knees and spread her legs apart. My sister blushed and bit her fingertips. She looked so sexy and innocent. I let my hands run on the inside of her thighs, slowly moving to where her legs came together. I kept crawling forward on my hands and knees.
In a few seconds I was right in between Dana's legs. I breathed in deeply, and I could smell my sister's arousal. She had a beautiful aroma, so delicate and feminine. My mouth watered. Her legs were spread wide and her pussy lips were open. They were so tight and pink, I wanted to feel the silky skin. She was literally dripping wet, her cunt leaving little drops on the couch. Her clit was hard and almost vibrating with arousal. I moved my head closer.
"Oh fuck Eliza, please lick my cunt, please I need it," Dana said finally, overwhelmed by my slow, teasing pace. She bounced up at down as she begged, her tight little tits bouncing and her pussy dripping. I couldn't make her, or me, wait any longer. I leaned forward and pressed my face into my sister's cunt.
"Oh Christ!" Dana moved and I felt her body get rigid. Her pussy lips were so soft and silky, my lips felt like they melted into them. I felt her hard, wet clit pressed against my nose, so I wiggled it and smiled when I heard my sister gasp. I opened my mouth and started to lap at my sister's cunt. Her juices, and mine, were slathered all over her pussy lips. She tasted salty, thick, and heavenly. My tongue moved up and down her wet slit, poking inside of her body. I wanted to suck out all her juices, to taste every inch of her. I liked the way her thick honey felt on my tongue and on the insides of my cheek. I kept licking her, lapping at her, for a very long time. Just enjoying the flavor. I felt my own cunt getting wet again, I could feel my juices running down my leg.
But I couldn't stop there; I knew what my baby sister needed. I moved licked up to the very top of her pussy, finding hard little clit. Tentatively, I stuck out my tongue and flicked her clit once. Instantly my sister moaned and then her hands flew up and grabbed my head, pulling me in. I smiled, she was definitely ready to burst. I moved my lips over her clit, popping it into my mouth. It felt hard and smooth and tasted of her juices. I sucked on it slowly, letting my tongue swirl around on it.
While I sucked on my sister' clitoris, I moved my fingers up between her legs. Her pussy was still sopping wet, even wetter now that it was coated in my saliva. I could feel the heat of her cunt as my fingers brushed against it. I didn't stop licking her as my fingers began to slowly push into her tight pussy. One finger at first, I felt her body squeeze me tight. She was so incredibly tight that at first I didn't think I could fit another finger into her, but I carefully worked it in. I felt the ridges inside of her body and the soft, wet, pillowy inside of her pussy. I moved my tongue and my fingers in unison. I could hear my sister panting as I started to move faster and faster, but always with the same speed for my tongue and my fingers. Dana's hands pulled hard on my hair and I heard her start to hold her breath. And for a brief second she was completely quiet and her body became completely stiff.
"Oh God!" she suddenly sighed and then her whole body shook as she slowly relaxed. Her breath coming out in a hard, ragged moan. I tasted her cum, thicker and creamier than her earlier arousal, as it dripped from her cunt. I licked it up, savoring the flavor of my sister's sexual essence. Then slowly, I moved back and sat down on the couch, my face glistening with my sister's juices.
For a moment, I just looked at Dana, she slid back down onto the couch, looking completely relaxed. Eventually her eyes open and she looked at me and giggled. I giggled back and then leaned over towards her. We kissed, this time less erotically, but perhaps more passionately. Our tongues dipped gently into each other's mouths, my sister's juices mixing on our lips. Finally, she broke the kiss.
"That was amazing!" she said, "I've never done anything like that."
"Well I wouldn't think so, I am your only sister," I said and she giggled conspiratorially. It was our little taboo together, or great big taboo together, and it felt great to share it.
"I don't just mean that, I mean I've never been with a girl before," she explained.
"Me neither," I explained. She then gave me a strange little look, but didn't say anything. I saw her appraising me. Finally, I couldn't take it any longer.
"What!?" I asked, "What are you looking at?" She giggled again, but spoke back quickly.
"Can I try something else I've never tried?" she asked.
"What?"
"Just say I can, and I will show you," she said, biting her lip and giving me a naughty look. I could hardly resist that. I bit my lit back.
"Deal," I said.
"Get up on your hands and knees!" she said excitedly. I didn't have any idea what she had in mind, but I'd promised. And I was so aroused at that point, I would have agreed to do anything she suggested. I quickly got up on my hands and knees on the couch, facing Dana.
"Now what?" I asked. She didn't say anything, she just got up from the couch and walked around so that she was behind me. I looked over my shoulder and watched as she climbed onto the couch behind me. She had a very serious look on her face. She leaned forward and put her palms flat on my ass, I felt the pressure as her fingers sunk into my flesh. For a few moments she just squeezed my ass and massaged my flesh. I moaned a little, it felt nice.
"You know, I'd never thought of anything like this until I got casted in this play, now I am so curious," she said. For a moment I didn't know what she was talking about and then she leaned forward and simultaneously spread my ass cheeks apart. For a brief second I just felt her breath on my anus and then something more. A hot, wetness on my asshole and I realized she was licking it.
"Holy fuck Dana," I said, my knees feeling weak. Her tongue was delicate and hot against my asshole. No one had ever done that to me before. The feeling was intense. There are so many nerves there and Dana was so gentle. Her tongue lapped up and down on my anus, I felt her probe my little crinkled spot with her tongue. She sometimes made her tongue thick and flat and just lapped at it. Other times, she made it sort of rigid and poked at me. Whatever she did, it felt amazing. As she licked me I started to rub my breast with one of my hands, barely keeping balance. The sensation got more and more intense. I needed something more. She lapped slowly and lovingly for a long time. But I felt tension rising. Finally, I needed something more.
"Oh baby, Dana, please honey, put something in my ass!" I begged. I'd never wanted this before in my life, even when guys I dated begged for it. Now I was begging, I needed something there, now.
"What?" Dana asked, her tongue briefly moving from my ass. She buried her face back in it as she waited for the answer.
"I don't care, shove your fingers up my ass, God please hurry," I begged, squeezing on my breasts hard. I felt my sister's tongue move away from my asshole again and she positioned. I heard her lick one of her fingers and felt her place it against my asshole. Even as she just set her finger, she rolled over onto her back, her legs draped over the side of the couch. Her face was now directly under my pussy and I squatted down onto her face, putting my pussy onto her mouth.
I felt her tongue raking over my swollen clitoris and I squealed with delight. As she started to lick me, I looked underneath my body, and I could see the top of her head and her beautiful eyes, open and looking at my belly. She looked up at me and smiled around my pussy. Then she started to shove her finger into my asshole. She was gentle, but fast. I grunted a little as the pressure built and felt her finger slipping inside of me. Her mouth kept its constant pressure on my clit as her finger dipped, inch by inch into my asshole. I felt each knuckle pop into my ass and groaned each time, but in a way that let her know I wanted more. Finally, I felt her hand against my ass and I knew she was all the way in. She started to stroke her finger inside of my asshole to the same rhythm that she licked my cunt.
I was too unbearably horny to stand this sort of thing for very long. Her speed built and I began to moan loudly. I just kept chanting my sister's name, over and over again, in time with her movements. And as the pleasure of my second orgasm washed over me all I could think about was my sister and how much I loved her. The emotion I felt as I came added to the pure physical power of the orgasm and, as it subsided, I found that there were tears in my eyes.
Dana slid out from underneath of me, her face wet. After I caught my breath I rolled over on my back and looked at my sister. She was sitting on the arm of the couch now, her finger in her mouth. She was sucking dutifully on the finger that had just moments before but crammed into my asshole. She was a dirty thing, I wondered where that would lead us in the future. I grabbed her by the arm and pulled her down on top of me. She giggled and then plopped her finger into my mouth, I tasted her saliva and my ass and loved the complete sensation.
"Tastes good huh?" she asked and I nodded. "I can't believe this happened. Were you feeling this way the whole time?" She asked after she took one more lick of her finger.
"Sort of," I said, feeling sheepish suddenly.
"Why didn't you say something?"
"Why didn't you? You always acted so professionally, I thought we were just acting," I explained. And she snorted derisively.
"Me? You're the one who always talked in acting notes. And if you felt anything you could've responded to some of the stupid little hints I dropped, like laying in your lap while we watched movies or climbing into the shower with you. Heck, you almost caught me that one time when I was masturbating on the bed, I had to pretend I was sleeping. I wasn't being real subtle." She said and I started laughing. And she joined me. Maybe we were both better actresses than we thought, we'd both fooled each other. I leaned forward impulsively and kissed her passionately, but gently. We playfully giggled even while we kissed. After a long while our kiss broke, and we just lay on the couch holding each other, content. After a long while, she spoke again.
"What does this mean?" she asked, "What happens next?" She asked and I had no idea. I had been wondering the same thing. It seemed we were always thinking the same thing at the same time.
"I don't know Dana," I said, "I can't tell you what will happen in the future. This certainly isn't normal. But I don't know if I want to stop. But I do know one thing."
"What's that?"
"Well until this play stops we don't really have a choice. We have to keep doing this. I think we both want this play to have a nice long run, so let's go to my bedroom and rehearse," I said playfully and my sister giggled. Then we walked, hand and hand, as lovers to the bed.
The End
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"Oh thank you," I said, slipping a twenty into the bellboy's hand. He smiled and nodded, leaving my single small bag next to the door. He noiselessly slipped out of the room and closed the door behind me. I scanned over my room. Just a basic hotel room with a king-sized bed and a large screen television. I'd thought that since my company was sending me to Vegas, that I'd be getting a suite or something. Not that I was complaining mind you, it just wasn't what I'd been expecting. No, I was more than satisfied with a nice room in a luxury hotel (it was the Mirage in fact).
I picked up my bag and carried it over to the desk. As I moved I heard about two dozen quarters jingling around inside of it. I sighed and shook my head. As soon as I told anyone back home that I had to go to Vegas, they immediately produced a quarter and told me to play it for them.
"I am only going for one night, and I have a meeting," I would explain every time.
"Oh Alice, the meeting won't take long, and I just want you to drop this quarter for me," they would respond every time. And, because I could never say 'no' to anyone in my town who asked a favor, I took the quarter, wrote their initials on it, and placed it in my bag. I had so much, I'd actually complained to my husband about it that very morning, before I drove to Omaha to catch my flight.
"I didn't even plan on going into the Casino, I don't want to play these quarters," I explained to him as we both sat in bed after the alarm went off. He'd laughed and shook his head.
"You are the only person on earth who goes to Vegas and doesn't want to gamble," he said incredulously.
"I have to go, for work," I explained, getting out of bed and walking to the shower.
"So what are you going to do after your meeting? Heck your flight back doesn't leave til noon tomorrow anyway," he said and I disrobed and hopped in the shower. How could I possibly respond to that question? When I got out of the shower my husband was gone, but there was a new quarter sitting on top of my bag with my husband's initials scrawled onto it. I'd sighed and put it in with the rest.
The fact was, despite all my protests to my neighbors and my husband, I knew that I would have time to gamble if I wanted to. In fact, the meeting was very brief. I arrived in Vegas at 10:00 a.m. local time and my meeting was already finished at 1:30 p.m. (we'd met at the airport). In fact, my employer had originally suggested that I fly in and out on the same day. I'd had to almost beg to get one night in town. Luckily, I worked for a big multi-national corporation and my boss lived in New York, no one in my little town had any idea that I'd actually asked for more time in Vegas. Now it was 2:30 p.m. and I had almost a day just for me.
So I didn't want to gamble and I didn't want people to think I wanted to be in Vegas. I guess my behavior is a little bit confusing. I guess I should explain. To look at me, you'd think I was a pretty normal mom from small-town Nebraska. I am 5'4 and around 135lbs (staying in shape is very important to me, as I work for a health-food company). I have blue eyes and long blonde hair. I have white teeth, a big smile, and a small nose. I also have the sort of farm-girl build with large breasts and a sort of voluptuousness (small waist, big hips, kind of big thighs) that you sort of associate with girls who drive pick-up trucks, wear flannel shirts with the bottom synched together, and listen to country music. Even at 33, with a 13 year old son and an 8 year old daughter, that was the sort of persona I had. Country-girl. I've always looked the part of where I come from.
I've also lived the sort of life I was supposed to live for a rural girl from America's Corn Belt. I grew up in a small town, my father worked for ConAgra and my mom was a lunch lady at my elementary school. I was a cheerleader in high school when the biggest event in town was football on a Friday night. I got married right after graduation to a boy I'd known since birth, got a job at the same time as my husband, and began having children. It a few years I settled into a life that was largely the same as the life my mother had and the life her mother had. And in general, in life I was happy. It was a simple, good life.
But while outwardly my entire life had been so conventional and even boring, I had always known that I was different. Growing up, I could always remember find my girlfriends attractive, never having any interest in boys beyond friendship. In high school, I looked at the other girls on the cheerleading squad, ignoring the boys on the football team. I only went out on a date with my husband because a girl I had a crush on set us up so she could have a double date with her boyfriend and I would do anything for her. My husband is a nice man and one of the very best friends I could ever ask for. He was a fantastic father and fun to be around. But I've never felt romantic love for him, I married him because he treated me nicely and didn't pressure me for sex as much as other guys. Not that, once we got married, I didn't enjoy when we occasionally had sex. It wasn't bad, but I knew it would be better, better if it was with a woman.
Listen, I know that for some of you this might sound strange. I am only 33, I grew up in a generation where non-traditional sexuality first started to become acceptable, even mainstream. And maybe that is true if you live in New York or Los Angeles. But in small town Nebraska, when I was 18 or even now, big girls who played softball were called dykes and the place for pretty girls who liked other girls was firmly in the closet. Adam and Eve, and all that other cultural baggage. I couldn't imagine what would happen in my life if anyone knew about my desires. All my friends, my family, everything would be lost. I felt the weight of that possible loss for as long as I could remember.
So from the time I became sexually aware in middle school until around the time my daughter was born, I just sort of ignored that part of my existence. But years piled on years, and I don't know if I can explain how I felt. It was like I was holding back a very important part of myself and I was always afraid that it was going to pop up somewhere. The longer I repressed my feelings, the more intense they became, like they were building. So while in high school I thought about holding hands with a girl, I eventually thought about kissing them, then having sex with them. Still later I started to watch lesbian porn on the internet, and finally I started having extremely kinky fantasies about women. The evolution of this repressed desire was so gradual that I didn't even know it was growing more intense and uncontrollable until my husband almost caught me masturbating to a video of two women pissing on one another.
That near miss, and the sudden realization of how much I'd been holding back over the years, led me to believe that something in my life needed to change. I couldn't go on like that. It wasn't healthy to hold back and it wouldn't be good for my family if I couldn't control my increasingly bizarre fantasy life. I can't say that I had a real, fully formed plan in my mind, but I must've known deep in my soul the rough outlines of a scheme. The plan was pretty simple, every time I had an urge to watch porn or retreat into a fantasy, I would put a little bit of money aside. That way, instead of doing something possibly destructive, I would be saving up for something. And I promised it would be something just for me, so that it would be a reward. I had an account that was separate from my husband's account. Before I'd rarely used it, but over the years it had really started to grow as I dumped more and more money into it to appease my sexual desires. Until one day, I learned that I was going to Vegas, begged to stay overnight, and retrieved my $4,156.92 from the bank (leaving just enough to keep it open) and took it with me.
But like I said, I had no interest in gambling. To this day, I really don't know what I actively told myself I was going to do with the money. I know I wasn't honest with myself. Maybe I said something like, "I will go see a show" or "get a good meal just for me." But I knew it would not cost four grand to do that. But I'd locked all of my repression up in the bank and now I was going to spend it on something.
When I fished putting away my bag and was certain that the bellboy was a long way down the hall, I knew that a moment I had been waiting for my entire life was about to unfold. Though not consciously. For a moment I stood in my hotel room, my body almost vibrating with excitement. I felt real sexual excitement for the first time in a long time, and I was just alone in my room. The reasons for that excitement was a sort of known mystery to me. I didn't acknowledge what caused it, but I knew what it was all the same. After that, I didn't so much will my body to move as it just acted. I moved over to the night-table next to the bed and opened drawer. My heart was pounding so hard that it made me feel short of breath, but I didn't stop. I grabbed the phone book and quickly flipped through the pages.
If you'd asked me exactly what I was looking for I would've looked at you like you had three heads. I wasn't looking for anything consciously, my sexuality had taken over. Whatever it wanted, it got. And in a few moments I was in the "E" section of the phone book, looking at a dizzying array of advertisements. I flipped around for a bit, confused and overwhelmed. Finally, I couldn't take it anymore. I grabbed the hotel phone and dialed a number. It rang twice and then someone answered.
"Hello?" a man's voice, heavily accented, said non-committally.
"Umm...Hi," I said, suddenly my mind had to keep up with my body and I was nervous and embarrassed. For a second there was silence on the phone line, "Umm... is this..." I said, looking down at the ad to see the name of the place I'd called, "Eastern Surprises?"
"Yes," the voice said impatiently, "how can I help you ma'am?" Once again I froze, I heard the man cough impatiently. I realized that if he hung up now, I might lose my nerve. I had to talk, quickly.
"Yes, I would like to hire an escort for the evening," I said in one breath.
"Okay," the man said, clearly happy that I got to the point, "Eastern Surprises merely arranges for you to meet the t-girl of your dreams and you must pay her for her company. Eastern Surprises stresses that we merely arrange meetings and make no specific warranties as to what will occur on your date. Any activities that you and your date engage in will be your concern, do you understand?" He said this very quickly and in a monotone voice. I almost didn't catch it all.
"Yes... yes I understand."
"Do you have any preferences with respect to the t-girl we send?" he said. For the second time, he used that term, "t-girl." I'd never heard it before. Of course, I'd never called an escort service either. Maybe that was some sort of legal term to avoid calling them call girls or something.
"Umm... just a pretty girl," I said nervously.
"Eastern Surprises guarantees the most beautiful t-girls from all over the orient," the man explained. Eastern Surprises, of course they would be Asian girls, I suddenly thought. I looked down at the ad and saw a beautiful Asian girl biting her own finger. I felt a chill run down my back. It hadn't been intentional but I was excited by the exotic nature of an Asian escort.
"Oh," I said.
"If you have no other preferences..." the man started.
"No wait, actually..." I said, suddenly realizing one thing that may have come up, "I planned on using...toys. Is that okay?" I said, I blushed while I said and felt ridiculous for doing so. This guy worked at an escort service, he certainly heard and saw more scandalous stuff every day. But for me it was pretty mortifying to talk about.
"You want the girl to bring toys, or you have your own? What are you saying?" he asked and I blushed harder. I wondered if maybe I'd said too much that would make them think I was a cop or something.
"Oh, my own..." I said. I'd bought many toys over the years. It was the only thing I'd spent money on from my secret account before this trip. I'd bought them online or from catalogues. I had them sent to a special post office box I'd gotten so they wouldn't go to my house. Then I'd taken them to my office and hid them. I never used them and I never even really thought what I was doing. It was almost mechanical.
"I have a girl... she likes that stuff. She is great, very young, like 20. You will like her. I will send her. You want her tonight, or right now?"
"Oh!" I said, not realizing how close to this I was getting, "Uh, can you give me a couple of hours?"
"Yeah sure, give me your address and I will send her there at...let's say 6:00, a good time for a dinner date," he said.
"That sounds great!" I said, more excited that I'd ever been in my life. I can't describe what it felt like. I was nervous and scared but also so ecstatic that something I'd always dreamed about would be happening. It might not have been my lesbian Cinderella fantasy exactly, but at least I would have a chance to try what I'd always wanted. All thoughts of home and the crushing suppression associated with it flew out of my mind. Even a brief thought about the vows I'd made on the day of my marriage were gone. I'd kept up my share of the bargain, a bargain I didn't want, for long enough.
I gave him my location and room number and hung up the phone. I rushed down into the casino, found a restaurant, and got an early dinner. It was good, but I barely tasted it, I just kept looking at my watch. When I was finished I ran back up to my room and into the bathroom to take a quick shower and then dry my hair. By the time I stepped out of the shower, it was a quarter to five. I didn't know what to wear, so I just took the plush white robe hanging in the closet and slipped it on over my naked body.
Then I sat down on the edge of the bed and waited. And waited. And waited. Time seemed to slow down to the point that when I looked at my watch the second hand refused to move. I felt like I'd been waiting hours since my shower and it was only 5:55. But each passing second, no matter how slow, built the tension inside of me. There was a whole swarm of butterflies in my stomach and my limbs felt incredibly sluggish and heavy. My breathing was shallow and I felt light-headed. I couldn't remember the last time I was this nervous. And still the time crawled on. To 6:00. Then to 6:05. Now my "date" was late. And that made things even worse. I could barely breath I was so anxious. By the time 6:15 rolled around I was starting to tell myself that it was better that she didn't come. That this was an absolutely crazy and dangerous scheme and that I was lucky to get out of it with my reputation intact. And then there was a gentle knock on the door. And my blood ran cold.
If I wanted to, I could've pretended that I was not there, that I was not interested. If it really was a stupid scheme, I could still quit. But I quietly stood up from the bed and walked over to the door. I stumbled a little as I walked, a little nervous and unsure of myself. But I reached the door. Part of me wanted to look out the peephole, but I didn't know if I would open the door if I did. So I closed my eyes and opened the door.
I took a step back and heard the woman step into my room. I opened my eyes as she closed the door. I almost gasped. She was absolutely gorgeous, one of the most beautiful women I'd ever seen in my life. She was short, around 5'2 and quite thin. She had the most gorgeous big, brown eyes I'd ever seen, they were absolute doe eyes. She had long straight black hair and the most delicate features. Her nose was small, slightly upturned. Her teeth were startlingly white, if a little crooked. Her cheek bones were high and her chin was small but pointed. Her skin was naturally a tanned sort of color. She was wearing a skin tight blue dress that was more like a tube of fabric than a garment. It was a very small dress; at the top it exposed an obscene amount of cleavage and at the bottom it barely covered her ass. It was clear she wasn't wearing a bra as I could see her nipples poking out proudly. Her breasts were smaller than mine, but quite big for a girl her size. They stood out firmly on her chest, not drooping in the slightest despite her lack of bra. Her legs were thin but beautifully toned and she had the smallest feet I'd ever seen in my life. She was a vision of beauty from a dream I'd never had the luck to have.
"Hello..." she said nervously after a moment. Her voice was lovely, with a hint of an accent. I must've been staring at her for a while. My mouth was dry and it was wet between my legs.
"Uh...Alice," I said, extending my hand.
"Dao," she said, taking my hand and shaking it. Her hand felt smooth and delicate, her fingers warm.
"That's a beautiful name. Where is it from?" I said, my words stumbling out. She giggled at my nervousness and patted my hand.
"It is Thai," she said smiling, "Please try to relax. We are going to have a fun date tonight." She laughed again, but it was clear she wasn't teasing. I felt a little better. Thai, how exotic. I figured that I'd gotten to the bottom of the whole 't-girl' this, the 't' must've stood for Thai.
"Come sit down," I said, sweeping my arm across the room. She walked over and sat at the desk, spinning the chair around so that it was facing the bed. Her legs were crossed tightly and she shook her foot slightly and impatiently.
"Let's talk business, I like to get business out of the way. So we can...get down to business," she said and then she giggled slightly at her own joke. I laughed too and then felt a little more comfortable. She had an easy air about her, but I guess that was part of her job. I walked over and sat on the bed.
"Okay, well..." not really sure how to proceed. This suddenly felt wrong, to be buying, or at least renting a woman, but again she put me at ease.
"New to this?" she asked, "Well I don't often work with women, especially not women who are actually very beautiful, so it is a little new to me also." She said matter-of-factly. I wondered if she really thought I was pretty, but I smiled and blushed anyway.
"How much...?" I asked, deciding to just go for it. She shrugged her shoulders and puffed out her lower lip.
"Depends," she explained, "On what you want. And how long you want it" I looked at this beautiful woman sitting in the chair next to me. I had saved for years and this was my first opportunity I'd had. It might not ever come again.
"I have $4,156.92, what can I get for that?" I asked. I knew that it was a dumb negotiating tactic, but I didn't care. I wanted to be done with the business as well. A broad smile crossed Dao's face and she nodded at me slowly.
"For that, I will spend the night here if you'd like," she said, "And you can have whatever you want." She said in a sultry voice. She licked her lips a little bit. I felt my heart flutter and my skin flushed. What else could I have asked for? This was everything I'd ever dreamed of, from the first little inkling of a desire to kiss a girl, through my awkward attempts to be close to girls I liked in high school, up to the desperate and shame-filled experiences masturbating in the basement office of my home while my husband watched television upstairs, this is what I'd dreamed of.
"Umm..." I said, there was just too much. I couldn't think of anything I wanted, because I wanted everything. Dao, ever understanding, stood up from the chair and smoothed her dress out. She walked over, sort of slinking towards me on the bed.
"Alice," she said in an incredibly delicate and sexy voice, "Do you want me to start? Would that make it easier?" I couldn't speak. My throat made a dry clicking sound and I nodded my head. Dao slinked towards me on. I looked up at her as she stopped just before she touched my knees. She had a devilish grin and her nipples were almost cutting through her sheer dress. I felt myself getting wetter just looking at her.



She gently reached down into my lap and grabbed the loose knot that held my robe together. As she leaned forward I could smell her floral perfume and the vaguest hint of arousal underneath. She pulled on the knot, breaking it loose. Then she grabbed the robe and pulled it open wide in one florid movement.
"Oh baby, you are so sexy!" she said and her voice sounded completely sincere, "You have such big breasts! I love a girl with big breasts!" I looked down at my body, analyzing my large white breast, my wide but short pink nipples, my flat tummy, the small patch of well-kempt blonde hair between my legs, and the tight red gash of my pussy. I have a somewhat big clitoris, maybe quarter of an inch long, and it was wet and my pussy was dripping. Dao breathed in deeply like she was trying to absorb my arousal.
"You need this pretty bad don't you baby?" she asked smiling. Again, I couldn't speak, only nod my head. She clucked and then reached forward, placing her hands on my knees. Her palms felt almost hot on my skin as she slowly spread my legs apart. I could smell my own arousal as she did so and I felt excited. She moved her hands off my knees but I kept my legs wide apart. Was this really happening? Had I really woken up in bed with my husband just a few hours before? This did not seem possible. But I was putty in her hand.
Dao reached forward again and placed one hand on each of my breasts. Instantly, any thoughts about anything else were chased from my mind. I looked up at Dao, and admired the way her elegant neck sloped up to her beautiful face. And then her hands began to move on my breasts. I'd never felt anything so electric. Her fingers moved gently over my nipples. Her fingers squeezed my breasts, sinking into my flesh.
"Oh you are so sexy baby," she cooed in a baby doll voice. Then she shoved me. I flopped backwards onto the bed. I was surprised and let out a little yelp. I looked down between my breasts and saw Dao slowly kneeling down between my legs. I was frozen. Her hands came up and started to rub gently on the insides of my thighs. I moaned quietly, but kept my eyes on her. Her delicate fingers felt heavenly against my bare skin, but I wanted more. She turned towards one of my legs and kissed it gently, just on the inside of my thigh. It felt like cold fire and I arched my back. Instinctively, one of my hands shot up to my breast. I kneaded at my flesh and pinched my nipples, trying desperately for relief while she peppered my inner thighs with kisses and gently licks. Finally, she moved her head back. She kept rubbing my thighs with her hands, but she looked at me.
"Oh God!" I moaned, writhing on the bed. I wanted to reach my hands between my legs, give myself some relief. I felt like this had been building inside of me for years, I needed a release.
"Alice, baby, if you want something, just ask for it. Whatever you want is just a request away," Dao said and then bit her lip. I shook all over. Here it was, an opportunity to say something I'd always wanted to say to a woman.
"Oh God, Dao, eat me! Eat my pussy baby," I groaned. Dao smiled and didn't speak. But she lowered herself down so that her head was between my legs again. I felt her hair brush the insides of my thighs and then I felt her breath on the wetness between my legs. I looked down, between my breasts and just saw her beautiful, innocent doe eyes looking up at me, her long beautiful hair. She smiled with her eyes and then her mouth dropped down on top of my pussy.
I bolt of lightning shot through my body. I went completely rigid. I felt her wet little tongue slide over my hard, dripping clit and I squealed. I felt her swirl her tongue around the clit, sucking up my juices. She continued to rub my thighs with her hands and her hair continued to drape over my body. I kept playing with my breasts, feeling the tension rise. But most of my thoughts were on Dao's dainty tongue as it gently but forcefully played with my clit. It felt so soft, her lips so smooth. I was in love with her mouth, I wanted it on me forever. My husband had never made me feel like this. Dao hummed a little, sending intense vibrations throughout my body and especially my clit.
I was too close at that point. There was nothing to hold me back. As Dao hummed, her tongue lapped teasingly on my clitoris. The tension inside of me raised to the highest level I'd ever experienced. I squeezed so hard on my breast that I felt like I was going to break the skin. I closed my eyes and moaned loudly. And then, suddenly, the tension released and every muscle, every nerve, in body went completely blind with pleasure and sensation. The orgasm tore through my body, spreading like an advancing army to every inch of my being. And then I collapsed, loose and relaxed, onto the bed. Panting.
I lay for a moment, trying to collect my thoughts. The only thing I could think was that I'd finally done it. I'd finally had sex with a woman, and it was everything I'd hoped it would be. So much different that my husband, so much more natural. After a while, I was able to get myself under control. I propped myself up on my elbows and looked down at the end of the bed where Dao was looking up at me. She was smiling and her face was shimmering with my juices and her saliva.
"That was incredible," I said, able to talk to her better now.
"I am glad I pleased you," she giggled, "You seem more relaxed."
"I want you to feel relaxed too," I said, realizing that I was still incredibly horny, even if I had just cum, "Why don't you take off your clothes?"
"I was hoping you would say that!" Dao said, and then she stood up. She took a couple of steps away from the bed so I could get a better look. Her figure looked so delectable in her tight dress, I couldn't wait to see her naked. She grabbed a little bit of the fabric around her waist and started to pull down on the dress. She shimmied her hips in a sexy way while she tried to pull down the skin tight dress. Finally, her breasts popped free in one motion.
"Oh baby," I said, not even realizing I was going to speak. She giggled.
"You like?" she asked, reaching down and grabbing one of her taut breasts. They weren't very big, but on her body they looked huge. Her skin looked tight and she had small brown nipples that pointed up. They were so perky! She bent her head down and lifted up the breast. She licked her nipple once and I felt my heart flip.
But then she released her breast and found the zipper on the side of her dress. She unzipped slowly, keep her eyes on me as she did. Her gaze was mesmerizing. After unzipping, she shimmied her hips some more, slowly working her dress down her body. Soon I saw her ribs, and her little bellybutton with a sexy ring in it, and I saw the gentle slope of her waist followed by the feminine curve of her hips. One more tug and saw a small patch of closely trimmed black pubic hair. My heart was beating in my throat, my eyes glued to her midsection. She gave one last tug and the dress worked over her feminine hips and pulled on the ground. Now she was completely naked revealing a beautiful woman's body with...a dick?
I shook my head in disbelief. Was this some sort of trick my mind was playing? Something punishing me for cheating on my husband? I closed my eyes for two seconds then opened them again. Dao was looking at me, her hands on her hips, one of her knees bent in the most feminine pose possible. But still, between her legs, was a soft little cock.
"Do you like me?" she asked me, "Do I look good?" I opened my mouth and just sputtered. What was going on here? What was she? She'd already eaten me out... what did that mean?
"I..." I started.
"The dress is very tight baby and I had it tucked tight between my legs. Don't think it isn't hard because I don't find you sexy. You are incredibly sexy. Look, it is getting hard already," she said. I looked down at her cock and sure enough it was slowly rising between her legs!
"You have a dick!" I finally managed to say. Dao laughed, not just a little giggle but a full out laugh. She flopped back into the desk chair, throwing one leg haphazardly over the armrest. Her cock stood out completely erect now. It was about five inches long, a little smaller than my husbands. It was so completely incongruous! It did not belong on such a beautiful girl's body. I kept staring at it. Finally, Dao looked into my face. She must've have seen my confusion.
"Baby what is wrong?" she asked, looking down at her cock, "Is something wrong with it?"
"You have a dick?" I asked this time. She furrowed her brow but kept looking at me.
"Honey, I am confused. Of course I have a dick," Dao said, she kept looking at me like I was the one who was not quite right.
"But I...?" I started.
"You hired an escort from Eastern Surprises T-Girl Escorts," Dao said. I nodded my head.
"Yes, girl..." I said, feeling more confused than ever. I couldn't take my eyes off her body. She was so beautiful, so feminine. Everything that I wanted. But how could that be, with this...cock?
"T-girl," Dao said and reached down between her legs and shook her cock once, "You know, T-girl! T, Transsexual honey." I felt my cheeks blush bright red. I'd been so nervous about calling I hadn't even bothered to think about who I was calling or what I was ordering. I'd ordered a transsexual prostitute! But what a transsexual prostitute! I always thought transsexual meant a big hulking man in a skirt. What was this?
"Oh my god!" I said putting my hand over my mouth.
"You didn't know what t-girl means?" Dao asked and then laughed again when I shook my head, "Oh my goodness honey. That is so funny. You just wanted a regular girl and called the wrong number! I can't believe that happened!" I blushed heavily.
"Oh my god," I said again, more quietly.
"That's okay Alice, I am just as good as a genetic girl, I can be even more fun," She was still smiling but she looked at the shock on my face. And now it was her turn to blush a little, she even got quieter, "Unless, you don't want me because of this," she said, pointing to her cock. I didn't say anything. Suddenly, Dao looked embarrassed. She started to talk faster, "I understand, sometimes you want what you want. Believe me I know, you don't get a body like mine if you don't take what you want. We can square this up, just a little money for my time. I can even know a girl I can recommend, a...real girl." The more she talked the more uncomfortable she seemed to become. Seeing how...weirded out... I was, she just got very uncomfortable. She moved her hands to cover her cock.
And then my eyes were drawn away from Dao's dick and up towards her beautiful doe eyes. And she was the same beautiful girl as she had been before. The same delicate features, the same feminine beauty. As so what if she had a cock? Who was I to judge her on that? How would that make me any different than the people back at home? The people who made sure that I knew that my sexual desires were wrong and bad. And hadn't I gotten into some very strange things while I was in my porn faze? If nothing else, this was just the newest and most interesting kink I'd ever discovered.
Most importantly, I didn't want to have sex with a vagina, I wanted to have sex with a woman. And everything about Dao so far; from her touch, her laugh, the way she made love, the way she looked; convinced me she was a woman. A special woman. I felt the smile returning to my lips. I felt my body again, outside of my brain, and it was still very much aroused. It knew what I what I could not reason around.
"So you are more fun than a genetic girl?" I asked coyly. Her eyes shot up and she looked at me. Slowly a smile reappeared on her face.
"You don't mind...?" she asked, moving her hands away from her cock. I looked at it again. I was less surprised now and I really looked at it. I smiled. If a girl ever had a cock, it would look like Dao's cock. It was smooth where a man's would be veiny, pink where a man's would be white or brown, and delicate where a man's would be bulgy. Even her small, shaved balls looked somehow feminine. No, I didn't think I would mind. I shook my head. Dao beamed and there was no doubt in my mind, based on the way she looked when she smiled, that Dao was the girl I wanted to sleep with.
"Oh Alice, I don't think you will regret this. I promise we will have more fun," Then suddenly her eyes got even wider and she clapped, "I know what you will like," Dao said, "Bobby told me that you said you had toys?" she asked devilishly. My eyes flittered over to my bag. Dao followed my gaze and saw the bag. She walked over to it and opened it up.
"They are in the plastic bag in the third compartment," I almost whispered. I heard Dao shuffling through the bag, dropping various toys down onto the floor. While she did this I slipped the rest of the way out of my robe and threw it on the floor. Now we were both completely naked. Finally, Dao pulled an object out of my bag. She was grinning like the Cheshire Cat as she held it up to me. It was my strap-on dildo. It was supposed to fit tightly and the cock on the end of it was about eight inches long and very thick.
"See, sometimes you want to pretend you are like me," she said, putting the fake cock next to her own. I'd never really thought of that, when I'd fantasized about strapping on that cock and sliding it into a woman. But I found it sexy now. But what did Dao have in mind?
"Yes, but how can we use that?" I asked. We had already discovered that Dao did not, in fact, have a pussy.
"There's more than one way to fuck a girl," Dao said, handing me the strap-on. I didn't really know what she had in mind, but I quickly stood up and started to fiddle with the strap-on. I didn't really know how it worked, but in a few moments, I had it attached correctly. I looked down at myself and smiled, I DID look like Dao now. I shook my hips a bit and giggled as the cock flopped around. Now I was ready to fuck.
I looked over to where Dao was standing, but she had moved. Dao was now laying on the bed, near the edge. Her legs were spread wide and she rolled back a little. Her hard cock was pressed into her belly and her little brown asshole was poking up into the air.
"Oh!" I said, getting kind of excited. Of course! How had I not thought of fucking this girl in the ass with my strap-on? What did I think she did with her male clients? I could see the pre-cum dripping onto her stomach from her cock. I knew she wanted it bad. My husband had occasionally asked for anal play, but I'd never even seriously considered it. Now, all riled up and pushing boundaries I didn't even know existed, I was ready. Plus, in this scenario, I would be doing the fucking rather than getting fucked.
"Where is your lube sexy? I need you to fuck my asshole," Dao growled. Suddenly, my face fell. I hadn't thought of that. I'd been expecting to fuck a girl. I didn't bring lube, I'd planned on getting her wet.
"I don't have any," I said dejectedly. Dao's face fell a little, "But there is more than one way to lube an ass. Roll over," I said, suddenly coming up with a dirty and exciting alternative. She got an excited look and then quickly rolled over onto her belly. She got up on her hands and knees, she clearly knew what I had in mind.
I looked at Dao's little brown asshole. It was completely bare of hair and looked like her lips, puckered up for a kiss. I could smell her arousal. I saw a little line running from her asshole and the down to her balls. Her hard cock hung down from her body. I know what a man would look like, naked, on his hands and knees. This was not it. She looked so sexy! Her ass was so full, like a big heart, and smooth and her legs so thin. She looked perfect. She made me want to do something I'd never even considered before.
I put my hands on Dao's ass cheek, slapping them down onto her. She moaned a little and the groaned louder while I started to squeeze her flesh. I liked the way her ass felt in my hand, just like I'd always imagined a girl's ass to feel: toned, smooth, and fleshy. I shook her ass cheeks back and forth, letting them slap a little in the middle. She giggled when I did it.
Now I was ready to go the last step. I bet forward, breathing in the smell of Dao's arousal. I saw my hair brush her taut skin and she shivered. I closed my eyes. I felt my faces touch the skin of her ass, so smooth against my own. And in a moment, my lips, pursed in a delicate kiss, pressed against her asshole.
"Oh fuck!" Dao moaned. I felt the crinkled ridges of her asshole against my lips. I needed to taste it. I opened my mouth, touching her asshole gingerly with my tongue. She shook all over as I did it. Her taste was not what I expected. Not dirty or gross, just earthy and salty. I splayed my tongue out farther. I'd imagined eating pussy for most of my life, wanting it so badly. I knew what I wanted to do here, and I didn't care that it was an asshole. In fact, I might have liked it more. I lapped at Dao's asshole, coating the entire area in my glistening spit. I adored the way the ridges of asshole felt against my tongue, the taste of her body. It was intoxicating.
As my mouth opened closed, my chin began to rub against Dao's scrotum. Her skin was smooth and I kind of liked the way they bounced off my chin. I kept lapping at Dao's asshole but at the same time I reached up between her legs, feeling for her cock. My fingernails brushed against her scrotum, I felt Dao jump a bit but then she sort of cooed happily. I moved my hands over her balls, feeling them carefully. I moved my fingertips over her shaft. Her cock felt silky and hard at the same time. It was smoother than my husband's, so much girlier. Dao moaned loudly as I squeezed once more on the tip of her cock, then let my hand slide down her shaft.
Finally, I gave her asshole one deeper lick and then I was done. This was more intense that before, not just lapping at the outside, but making my tongue hard, pushing it into her asshole. I coated her insides with my saliva, even spitting inside of her, making sure that she was nice and wet.
"Roll back over baby," I demanded. Dao squealed with excitement and then rolled over onto her back again, pulling her legs up to her chest and exposing her asshole, which was now glistening with my spit. I looked down at my big plastic cock. I wrapped my hand around it, my fingers stuck to it slightly, new rubber. I realized that I wasn't ready yet. I climbed up onto the bed and climbed forward on my knees.
"What are you doing sexy?" Dao asked in her hooker voice, but then, more playfully, "You look so cute with that big dick bouncing along with your big cock!" I smiled shook the hair out of my face. I crawled forward until I got up next to face.
"It needs to be wetter," I explained.
"I am good at that," Dao said. She reached around me putting her hands on my ass and pulling me in towards her face. The dildo was just an inch from her face and she reached out and grabbed it gingerly. She started to suck on the tip. She looked so beautiful with the rubber cock in her mouth. For a moment I just watched her, the way she daintily played with it. She stuck her tongue out and bounced the cock. That made me want more.
I pushed the cock harder into her mouth and opened wider. I started to move my hips faster. She took the big plastic cock like a pro. I suppose because she was one. She just opened her throat and let me shove the big dildo down it. I couldn't believe how deep she was able to take the cock. Her eyes watered and she choked. But she got all 8 inches of hard cock into her throat. Finally I pulled it out her throat. She brought one hand up and spit thick, vicious saliva into her hand. She looked at me, her eyes red, while she stroked the spit onto the dildo. It was now slick with spit, just like her asshole.



"I am ready baby, fuck me!" Dao groaned. There was string of pre-cum stretching from the tip of her cock to her belly button. I knew she needed it. I grabbed her leg and spun her around, my country girl muscles letting me toss her around like a doll. She giggled as I positioned myself in between her legs. Suddenly, I realized this was about to happen
"Just put it in?" I asked uncertainly. Dao laughed louder now, but then looked at me in all seriousness.
"No baby," she said and I gave her a quizzical look, "Shove it in!" she said and then laughed again. I laughed too, but I started to move. I moved my fake cock against her asshole. Dao purred as I pressed against it. I looked up at her, to make sure I was doing it right. She bit her lower lip and nodded. I pushed the cock into her ass.
'Oh God!" she moaned as the thick tip of the cock started to push into her ass. I kept steady pressure on her. At first, I felt like there was a lot of resistance. Dao moaned like she was in pain. I looked up at her eyes and her eyes were knotted
"Are you okay?" I asked.
"Don't stop Alice, please," Dao begged. I looked back down between Dao's legs, pushed the cock harder. Suddenly, the resistance sort of gave way. Dao let out a long sigh that grew into a high squeal. I looked down and saw the cock slip, inch by inch, deeper into Dao's asshole. I couldn't believe there was enough space inside of her. The deeper and deeper the fake cock went, the hotter I got.
I looked at Dao, writhing on the bed as I kept pushing the cock into her. I saw her cute little cock, standing out harder than before, almost like the erection was straining through the skin. Suddenly, I realized that I thought her cock was cute! I wasn't just dealing with it... I liked it! This excited me and I shoved my cock in hard in once last thrust.
"Jesus! Alice!" Dao yelled as the cock slammed into her at to the hilt. I grunted as well, with the cock all the way into Dao's body, there was resistance. The back end of the strap-on was pressing into my clitoris. A shock ran through my body. Now I was completely inside of Dao.
"What do I do?" I asked suddenly realizing I didn't know what the next step was. Dao looked down between her legs. Then she reached up around my neck and pulled me down into her. I felt my breasts crush into Dao's breasts, my nipples pressing hard into hers. Her movements also forced my fake cock deeper into her asshole. My face was just inches from hers. I could feel her cock pressed up against my belly. It was hard.
"Just push in and out baby, just fuck me, make it feel good!" she said. Then she leaned forward and kissed me. It was just a quick peck. But I was shocked, I didn't think hookers did that. She saw me looking shocked and she laughed. She wrapped her legs around my back and kissed me again, this time deeper. Her tongue plunged into my mouth. I kissed her back, plunging my tongue harder into her mouth, pushing her own ass into her mouth and tasting her.
She sucked up my kiss, pulling the saliva off my tongue. But now she pushed back, sliding her tongue in and out of my mouth at a constant rhythm. Her tongue was warm and wet and felt lovely. But she kept moving, and slowly I started to move my hips at the same speed. Pulling the fake cock in and out of my hooker's asshole. She was moaning into my mouth now. I felt the back of the dildo grind harder into my clit and I started to moan as well. The plastic was so wet and slick from my pussy now, there was no friction. It felt incredible.
I shoved the dick in once more, very hard. Suddenly, an orgasm burst over me. I hadn't really been expecting it, I didn't know I was so close. But when it happened it was so powerful. My body became completely stiff and I shoved my hips into Dao's ass hard. I heard her groan as the dildo slammed into her and I could feel her cock pulsing against my stomach. But I was completely lost in ecstasy of my orgasm. I was completely surrounded by sensation, my eyes closed to prevent me from feeling too much.
Finally, the orgasm subsided, I looked into Dao's eyes. She was essentially pleading with her eyes for me to continue. Despite my second orgasm, I still wanted more. I moved my hands under my body and then placed them on Dao's breasts. My hands pressed into her flesh as I used her breasts to arch my back and push myself up. Her nipples were hard in my palms and I squeezed her breasts. It felt so perfect, just like I'd always imagined it would feel like to hold another woman's breasts. So warm, dense, and soft.
As I arched my back I started move my hips faster and faster, shoving the cock in and out of Dao's asshole with increasing speed. Dao wasn't even moaning now, she was just letting out one long, unceasing squeal. Her eyes were closed and her hands shot up and grabbed at my breasts as well, squeezing my nipples. For a long while I just fucked her as hard as I could, enjoying the feeling of being in charge. But as I fucked her I eventually noticed a harsh slapping sound. Finally, I looked down between our bodies and saw her hard cock flopping back and forth, slapping at her belly while I fucked her. It was so hard, but so delicate and feminine. Suddenly, I wanted to do something for Dao that my husband only got on his birthday.
Dao's eyes were still closed and I knew she was getting close. I grabbed the base of the strap-on, I pushed it in one last time then, in a single fluid motion, I pulled the fake cock out of her ass. Dao gasped loudly and her eyes shot open. She looked confused, but I didn't give her any time to think. Instead, I quickly dropped down onto my knees and wrapped my hand around Dao's balls.
"Oh my God!" she moaned loudly, looking down at me. I looked up at her and winked, and then opened my mouth. I took her cock between my lips. It was wet and salty, slathered with her pre-cum. It was smooth and hot in my mouth. I didn't have much experience at this, but her cock was small enough that I could fit the whole thing into my mouth. I felt it glide across my tongue and into my throat. I wondered for a moment what my husband would think if he saw this. I resisted performing fellatio on him with every fiber of my being, but with Dao I did just do it dutifully, I was enthusiastic. I sucked on her cock like she was the one paying me! I had no idea what had come over me, but I liked it.
Dao was so close that it didn't take very long. I wrapped my mouth and throat tight around her cock, swirling my tongue under her urethra. I felt her hands suddenly move and grab my head. I heard her let out a high moan and then her body started to shake. Finally, I felt her cock start to pulsate. In a moment, I felt my mouth filling with her salty sperm. Dao was still holding my head and the thick sperm just kept pouring into my mouth. It didn't taste bitter like my husband's sperm; it was salty but a little sweet. And I swallowed it down as it poured into my mouth. I couldn't get enough of it! Finally, the last few drops fell into my mouth. I let Dao's cock fall of my lips. Then I quickly scrambled up her body, dropping down on top of her and kissing her. Her tongue moved around in my mouth, licking of the stray drops of her own cum. Our kiss broke and for a moment, we just lay together on the bed, panting. I felt incredibly content, this was exactly what I wanted.
"I have an idea," Dao said a few minutes later, after we had caught our breath, "Would you like me to try something fun? Get your money's worth?" I was still horny, and intrigued.
"Okay Dao," I said, "I'm in your hands. Make me cum." Dao kissed me again and then got up from the bed and dropped down onto the floor. She was rifling through the toys she' dropped on the floor earlier. She saw me looking at her.
"Get up on your hands and knees," she ordered. I smiled at did as she said. I got up on my hands and knees on the bed. In a few moments, Dao climbed back up onto the bed behind me and placed on of her hands on my ass. I looked back over my shoulder. She had a string of beads hanging from her mouth. There were about seven beads on the string, although two were in her mouth. The beads were about an inch and a half in diameter. I'd bought them online almost four years before and never even took them out of the package.
"What are you going to do?" I asked nervously, Dao just smiled. She kept the beads dangling in her mouth, but positioned her already re-hardened cock behind me. My pussy was soaking wet and as I felt the tip of her cock slide into me I gasped but felt no friction. She gently rocked her hips, pushing her cock further and further inside of me. I felt her filling me up, even though her cock was smaller than my husband's. She felt better, a more natural fit. I felt her hips press against my thigh and I knew she was all the way in. I heard her slurping on the beads as she slowly started to rock her hips. Her cock stretched me out as it pushed in and then I'd feel that delectable sensation of release when she pulled out. I moaned and pushed back into her.
Suddenly, I felt a slight sensation against my asshole. I felt a shiver and looked quickly over my shoulder. Dao was grinning at me mischievously. I saw that she had the beads in her hand and she had the first bead on the string pressed against my anus. I could feel that the bead was wet with her spit, and she leaned over me and spat onto my anus, making it soaking wet. I'd never put anything there before, but I wanted it now. I back my ass into Dao, driving her cock into me and pressing the bead harder into my anus.
Dao giggled and started to press harder with the bead. The whole while she kept slowly, but forcefully thrusting her cock in and out of my pussy. I felt the pressure building and my arms started to shake. Dao circled the bead around my asshole. Finally, there was an absolutely break in the tension and I felt the bead slip inside of me. I grunted and I felt forward, face down onto the bed. But I kept my ass up in the air. Dao kept thrusting her cock into me. I could feel the bead inside of my body and I could feel Dao's cock slide against it, through my flesh, in my pussy. It was the most intense feeling I'd ever felt. Then Dao started working another bead into my ass. I didn't know if there would be room inside of me, but in a few minutes Dao had another bead in my asshole. She kept working, putting another one in me before it was clear there was no more room.
I felt completely packed full, stuffed. But it was a good feeling. I could still feel the beads and Dao's cock rubbing against them. I could feel her balls smacking into my clit. It was amazing. She started to move faster, pushing her cock into me harder and harder. She also took the string of beads and wrapped the remaining length around her hand. She pulled on it slightly, not enough to pop the last bead out of my ass, but enough to give me a delicious amount of pressure. She fucked me like that for a long while, holding me like I was on a leash.
Then, Dao gave a little yank on the beads, and one popped out of my ass. I gasped into the mattress, it felt almost better coming out than going in, a release of pressure. Then Dao gave another yank, harder this time, and the second bead popped out of my ass. My nipples scratched against the bed comforter and I my body started to shake, I knew I was close. Finally, Dao gave one last hard thrust with her hips and pulled the final bead hard at the same time. I felt my third orgasm hit as the third bead popped out of my ass. It was just as powerful as the first and second, but felt dirtier, better. My eyes went crossed and I sucked in breath as hard as I could. The pleasure ripped from my pussy to my head and then back down to my toes. At the same time, I felt my cunt filling up with Dao's hot seed, she'd cum as well. Finally, she pulled her cock out of my pussy and collapsed next to me on the bed. I rolled over panting and wrapped my arms around her. For a while we just tried to get our senses back, finally, she spoke.
"Better than a genetic girl?" she asked seriously. I looked into her eyes and I saw a beautiful woman, I saw everything I'd ever dreamed about while I was growing up and even during my marriage, I saw, at long last, the fulfillment of my sexual desire, the release from repression and I saw the person who had helped me experience something so new and indescribable in my life.
"Dao, you were absolutely everything I could ever want in a woman," I said and kissed her gently on the lips. She smiled.
"Then I earned my paycheck," she said. We snuggled in together on the bed, surrounded by the smell of our sex, and took a nap.
* * * * *
I woke up the next morning when I heard Dao trying to open the door to leave. We'd woken up several times during the night to play some more. But I knew from the light streaming in that our time together was over. I felt a bittersweet tinge at her leaving. I hadn't expected anything more than this, but I didn't want her to go either. I also felt confused. I hadn't really actively planned any of this, at least not consciously. I did not know what it meant for my life. But I knew that it meant nothing would ever be the same for me. It was scary. And exciting.
"Dao?" I said. She walked back towards the bed.
"I didn't mean to wake you," she said. She was wearing her dress again, not looking at all like she'd spend the previous night have marathon sex. Like I said, she was a pro.
"No I am glad I saw you, I wanted to let you know I had a great time," I said, feeling awkward. She smiled.
"I did too," she said, "Honestly. I don't say that to all of my clients." I felt good. And as I looked, my bag caught my eye. Suddenly, I got an idea.
"I want to give you something," I said. I quickly walked over to my bag, reached into the compartment and found the plastic bag full of quarters from my neighbors. It was too late to use them now. "Here," I said, handing them to Dao.
"You already gave me this," she said, holding up her envelope that was stuff with cash, "I don't need more money. Plus what is this like six dollars?" She asked, rubbing the marked quarters with her fingertips.
"I know," I said, "But they are so heavy. I don't want to carry them anymore."
The End.
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I stood, surrounding, in a sea of people. We all moved as one, gently swaying one direction and then another. We looked like stalks of wheat during a summer breeze or sea grass rocking to the moon's invisible pull. And the entire world was awash in sound. The most beautiful sound in the world. My hands were in the air as I swayed and I felt a spiritual, almost religious, connection to the music that set us swaying. Because, while I was just a tiny part of a larger group, my attention (everyone's attention) was focused on the center. Towards our Goddess. In that moment, I felt transcendent, like nothing in the world mattered but the music speaking to my soul.
I guess other people in the audience thought differently. To them, it may just have been a concert. Something to do on a Friday night in a mid-sized city with nothing else really going on. In fact, the singer was just the opening act. She'd sing for an hour then someone else would come along and sing for two. But for me, it was the most important and uplifting experience of my life.
At the time I was 19 years old and a sophomore in college. The woman singing on stage was 28 years old, her name was Young-Mi and she had been my idol from the time she was 18. I found a clip of her singing on the internet. She was already a pretty big deal in South Korea but her song was in English. Her music was K-Pop, you know Korean pop music. Most of the people in the U.S. know about Gangnam Style or maybe Rain, but K-Pop is even bigger than that. There are a bunch of absolutely beautiful and talented female artists in addition to those boys. It is almost surprising they don't have a bigger following here in America. And Young-Mi was the best. She has the most amazing videos, most of them in English. She is a great dancer, I mean one of the best dancers. And her videos are fun and the songs are really catchy. If you can hear one without humming along, you are not human.
And Young-Mi is absolutely the most beautiful and the most talented woman on Earth. I could write pages and pages about her various songs and they way they've made my life better. I mean, the content is usually pretty light, that is the nature of pop music. But you can just tell by the way she sings and the quality of her songs that she really has the soul of an artist. As for beauty, I can't say enough. She has the perfect, ovular face with big brown eyes and the longest eye lashes I have ever seen. Her nose is small and perfectly symmetrical. Her cheeks are high and full and her lips are thick and pink. She has the most incredibly long, straight black hair. She was a short woman, around 5'4 and very thin. She had pretty big breasts for an Asian woman, a perfect stomach, and voluptuous hips, and a bit of a bubble butt. From the first time I saw her, I knew that I wanted to look exactly like her, she was perfect.
The song ended and I clapped wildly, like I had for every other song. She smiled at the crowd.
"Thank you all for coming and listening to me. You have all been so amazing," she said in her delicate voice. I could hear her voice whenever I closed my eyes. I'd seen every interview she'd ever given, but it was so amazing to hear it in real life. "I have time for one more song, you've been wonderful!" I let out a groan, other people just clapped politely. I couldn't believe it was almost over, I felt like I'd just gotten there. I heard a man standing next to me say something to his friend. I was a little annoyed that he was speaking while she was speaking, but I overheard what he was saying.
"Yeah, my girlfriend ran back to get me a beer. I told her it was the least she could do for dragging me to this thing. Although, I have to admit this...Young, whatever... this chick. I have to admit, she is pretty fucking hot," he said and his buddy started to laugh.
"Dude!" his friend said, but couldn't finish from laughing
"What?" He asked. His friend laughed once more, and then managed to speak.
"Dude, I was talking to my girlfriend about Young-Mi, she told me, that chick has a dick!" he said laughing again, "And you think she's hot!" The guy looked on the stage.
"No fucking way! That chick?!"
"I swear to God, I looked it up, she was born a dude," the guy said. Well there was that as well. And I didn't like the way it felt like they were making fun of her. I looked over at them acidly.
"She is a transwoman," I spat, "please be quiet, I want to hear her sing." The guys looked at me and laughed again. Then one guys, the one who had "outed" Young-Mi to his friend, got wide eyed and I saw him look back and forth between me and the stage.
"Woah honey, you kind of look like her," he said to me and then laughed harder, "No offense."
"None taken," I said, feeling absolutely steamed. Luckily, the music built to a deafening level and I turned my eyes back to the stage and watched Young-Mi singing one of my favorite songs. Suddenly, whatever discomfort I felt with those men melted away. That was the way I always felt, whenever I heard her music I didn't feel weird or out of place.
It was difficult, I'd always known I would grow up to be a woman, even if my parents told me I was a boy. And when I'd discovered Young-Mi, I learned that I could not only grow up to be a woman, I could grow up to be a beautiful, famous, and brilliant woman. She was honest about her genetic make-up, she was fiercely resistant to any transphobia, and she kept a sense of humor. She was the absolute perfect role model for a girl like me. I wanted to BE her. She was the person who gave me the courage to demand that my parents begin giving me hormones when I was 10 and kept at them until they finally broke down and did it when I was 12. They still didn't accept me for who I was, but they knew they couldn't stop it. And she was the one who kept me going through high school and even now, into college. She was the most important influence on my life.
To honor her, and to try to make myself as beautiful as possible, I'd tried to make myself as much like her as possible. The jerks at the concert weren't lying; I did look a lot like Young-Mi. I had to wear contacts, so I wore the ones that made my eyes the same shade as hers (mine are naturally a less brilliant shade of brown, almost gray). I cut my hair to look like her hair and wore lipstick the same color as her lips. I used makeup to accentuate my cheekbones to give myself the same elegant look as her. I saved up my money and got breast implants and butt implants to make myself look like her. And I worked out constantly so I'd have the same flat stomach and thin legs as her. I put a picture of her in the corner of my mirror so that I could check myself against her each morning. I couldn't help that I was a little shorter than her at 5'3, but other than that I was pretty close. The guy was trying to make a joke about my appearance, but I took it as a compliment. Anyway, it likely meant his friend thought I was hot.
I was thinking about this when suddenly a person ran into me from behind. I was off-balance from swaying to the music and landed on my knees. At first I thought it was the men from before, I'd had my share of tormentors in the past. I knew how they operated. I rolled over and looked at the person who'd knocked me down at my favorite part of the song! But it wasn't one of the men from before. It was a young woman, a little older than me. She looked frazzled. The song came to an end, there was polite applause and the lights went on. I looked around to see if anyone was laughing at me. When bad things happened, people laughed at me. But no one seemed to notice. Even the guys from before were walking away while the roadies started moving Young-Mi's stuff off the stage for the main act.
"I am so sorry," the woman said, as soon as she could be heard. She stood up quickly then extended her arm down. I was still a little mad that she'd made me miss the end of the song, but I took her hand and she helped me up, "Hey I really didn't mean to do that, I have got like a thousand things to do and...:"
"It's okay," I said, turning to look, trying to catch one more glance of my idol before she walked off the stage, but she was already gone. Dejected, I hung my head while the woman continued to speak at me.
"Oh hey!" She said suddenly, "You look a lot like Young-Mi!" That brightened me a little I looked up at her.
"I'm her biggest fan," I said softly. The woman clapped and smiled.
"Did you come here just for her? Were you going to stay for the next act?" she asked. I found her behavior odd, but her good-natured interest in me put me at ease. I answered her questions.
"Yes, I've been wanting to see her for ten years. I was just going to leave now," I said honestly.
"No!" she said, "No she is absolutely going to flip when she sees you!" the woman said and I was confused, she hadn't seen me. She was already off stage.
"What?" I asked, feeling confused. The woman didn't seem to notice what I was saying. She looked over her shoulder at the stage.
"My name is Sarah. I am her Young-Mi's assistant," she said. I felt a simmering resentment for her. Had I known such a position was even possible, I would have been trying to get it for the last two years. She extended her hand again and I shook it. "Sometimes she gets a little bit down at these shows in the U.S. It is tough on her, not being a star. I mean, she is so big in Korea and in South America. So what do you think?" she asked. She looked at me quizzically, like she was expecting an answer. I sputtered for a minute.
"Yeah, I can never figure out why she is not more popular..." I said uneasily. I didn't like the idea of Young-Mi being upset. Sarah laughed sweetly.
"No, I mean do you want to cheer her up? Go meet her?" Sarah said. I felt light-headed. I had fantasized about just this moment from the time I was 9 years old. Someone, somehow, finding out that I needed to meet Young-Mi and then setting up a meeting. I felt so dizzy I almost toppled over.
"I...uh..."
"Oh hey it is cool if you don't want to," Sarah said, raising her hands to let me know there was no pressure. I sputtered again and she started to turn around.
"NO!" I yelled, almost too loud. She turned back, "I really, really, really want to meet her." Sarah laughed and took my hand.
"Follow me," she said, "She will be back stage relaxing in her dressing room." I followed Sarah but my head was completely in the clouds. I was going to meet Young-Mi! What would I say? What would she say? Would she like me? Would she be even more beautiful in person? I didn't even notice as we passed through hallways and walked down stairs. I was completely inside of my head. Finally we reached a closed door with "Young-Mi" temporarily stenciled on it. My heart was beating like a hummingbird. I felt like I might keel over. This was really happening! Sarah knocked on the door.
"Yes?" A voice ask. 'A voice' what am I saying, THE voice, the Goddess spoke. I could hear her through the door. I was just a few feet away from Young-Mi.
"It's Sarah, I ran into a fan out on the arena floor. I think you'll want to meet her," Sarah said and then gave me a big smile. I couldn't contain myself, I smiled and jumped up and down.
"Of course, send her in," Young-Mi said. Sarah opened the door and motioned for me to walk in. Very slowly, I walked into the dressing room. It was cramped little dressing room. One side wall had a big green couch. On the far wall it had just a table, a mirror, and a chair. But sitting in that chair was Young-Mi! She looked stunning close up. Her hair was shining and her face looked serene, beautiful. She was wearing a little white robe and I could see her sparkling blue dress and a thong lying on the floor in heap. The robe was only cinched loosely, her cleavage was clearly visible. I was intensely aware that Young-Mi was not wearing anything under her robe! She brushed some hair out of her face languidly and smiled.
"Hello, so nice to meet you!" she said with such utter sincerity. I moved towards her and took her hand. I had her hand in mine! Her skin felt so soft that I held it slightly too long. She had a sort of embarrassed look on her face and I dropped her hand.
"So...So good to meet you too," I said, realizing that Young-Mi was hearing my voice!
"Doesn't she look like you?" Sarah asked from the doorway. Young-Mi looked at me and smiled.
"I don't know," she said, "She looks younger. And prettier." I couldn't control my smile. Now I knew I was younger than, but not nearly as pretty as, her. But she said I was pretty!
"Oh you are the most beautiful woman in the world. I am your absolute biggest fan," I managed to say and Young-Mi laughed.
"I see why Sarah brought you," she said. Then she looked over my shoulder at Sarah, "Thanks for bringing her here. Go ahead out and watch the rest of the show, you don't need to stay here and baby-sit us. Just put whatever else you brought over on the counter." Sarah didn't speak, just nodded, set down a bunch of papers, and then walked out of the room. She closed the door behind me. Now I was alone in a room with my hero. It was just too perfect!
"Would you like something to drink?" Young-Mi asked me, pointing to her mini-fridge. My mouth felt dry, but I didn't want to bother her, so I shook my head.
"I've wanted to look like you since I was 9 years old," I blurted out. I had planned out, in detail, long conversations I would have with Young-Mi if I ever got the chance, but those ideas were out the window. I was too overcome. I couldn't take my eyes off of her. I noticed each little movement that she made. She seemed not to take much notice of what I said but kept smiling. She spoke back gently.
"So what is your name?" she asked. It was apparent she realized that I was not capable of starting a normal conversation. But I was very proud of my next answer.
"Young-hee," I said. She looked at me quizzically. She was sitting in a chair and she crossed her legs at the knee and leaned forward towards where I was standing.
"A Korean name huh?" she asked looking me over, "A very pretty name. I didn't think you looked Korean."
"I'm not!" I said, my words spilling out I was so proud, "My mom is Japanese-American and my dad is from Argentina. I took my name because it sounded like yours." It was something I had decided on early in my transition to womanhood. A way to honor Young-Mi. A Korean name that sounded almost identical her name. I don't know what I expected her to do. But her brow just sort of furrowed and she titled her head to the side. She wasn't smiling anymore.
"What did your name used to be?" she asked. I blushed heavily and looked down at my feet. I wasn't anything before I was Young-hee, before I was a human monument to my Goddess. But I couldn't lie.
"Ignacio," I said uncomfortably. I heard Young-Mi cluck her tongue.
"Are you a girl like me?" she asked I was still bowing down, my eyes closed. But I felt a sudden pressure on my chin. My eyes flew open and Young-Mi tilted my chin up so I was looking at her. She was so gentle. She raised her eyebrows inquisitively.
"Yes," I said, smiling, "You made me think it was okay to be a girl like you. I named myself after you." It was what I had always wanted to say to her. If nothing else, I wanted to say that. I saw tears welling in her eyes.
"Young-hee," she said, "You make me want to keep going, to keep being a singer." And I felt a sudden wave of euphoria wash over me. I felt tears in my eyes as well. This was absolutely perfect. Young-mi pointed over towards the couch and I sat down on it, she sat down next to me. Right next to me, our knees were touching.
'Young-Mi," I said, "I have imagined meeting you a thousand times. I know everything about you..." I started telling her all of things about me. All of the ways that she had helped me through the hard times in my life, how she was still helping me with hard times in my life. I told about things that I knew that happened in her life and how they had affected me. The whole time she looked at me and nodded. Occasionally she would say something, but usually she would just let me talk. We spoke for almost twenty minutes. She looked so beautiful. Her body was so perfect. I just wished that I was even more like her. I was sitting next to her on the couch, looking directly into her beautiful eyes while I spoke. I saw her interest in me. It was divine. I felt myself leaning in closer to her, trying to sink into her eyes. And I kept talking about her. Telling her everything I loved about her.
Finally, I said, "I just know, when it is all over, when I am just like you and everything that used to be me is gone, then I will finally be happy." I saw her tilt her head to the side. Suddenly, I felt an uncontrollable her urge to show her how much I loved her. She was the midwife who'd birthed me into the world. A second mother. How could I show her how important she was to me? I knew I was saying all the things I wanted to say, but I wanted her to feel what I feel. I didn't really think, I just acted. I leaned forward quickly and pressed my lips against hers. Her lips were softly, velvety. My own lips sort of sunk into hers. It was magical. But she did not move. I opened my eyes and saw that her eyes were open. Finally, she put her hands on my shoulders and gently, but forcefully, pushed me away.
"Young-hee! You can't do that!" she said. And suddenly I realized what I had done. I felt so ashamed of myself. I had no intention of forcing myself on her. What the Hell was I thinking? I should have kissed her cheek or hugged her. I had never had erotic thoughts about her. Had I? That wasn't the kind of love I wanted to show. Now she was going to hate me. I felt my face turn red, "I know I am a celebrity of sorts, and I know that you are my fan, but there are boundaries. We need to have a talk."
"I know, I am sorry," I said quickly, "I was just so excited to see you." She nodded but looked stern.
"I know sweetheart," she said soothingly, and I felt a little bit better, "But it is more than just...just you kissing me." She looked at me as though she was trying to see if I understood. I did not.
"What do you mean?" She sighed and sat back in the couch and crossed her arms over her breasts. She didn't look annoyed, but she stared at me appraisingly. I felt uncomfortable. This had turned out terribly. I'd never felt so awful in my entire life. But finally, the tortuous silence ended and she spoke.
"Why did you say that you wanted to turn into me?" she asked cautiously.
"It's just, nothing ever goes right for me and it just...you are so perfect. You are so perfect and happy. I am just so tired of my life. I want your life," I stammered, saying things out loud I had hardly ever consciously thought about. I thought back to my tormentors: people in school, people in my neighborhood, my parents. I knew that Young-Mi didn't know any of them and would never need to. All those people had reasons to hate me, but if I could become Young-Mi, then I people would love me. And I would love me too.
"You are not me and you are never going to be me," Young-Mi said, almost coldly. Her sudden change in tone threw me off balance. I felt a sharp stab in my stomach. I looked up at her beautiful eyes but didn't see any tenderness, just determination. This was my worst fear ever! She was offended that I wanted to be like her.
"Yes, but..." I started, feeling the tears already start to fall from my eyes. She cut me off.
"There is only one Young-Mi one Earth. You are looking at her. You can't replicate me, you can't make a Young-Mi 2.0," she said. For a moment, I thought that maybe she thought I wanted to replace her! Like I was stalking her or something so I could upstage her.
"No, I don't want to replace you, I just want to honor you!" I begged. I grabbed for Young-Mi's hand to make her believe I was telling the truth, but she pulled back from me. I moved back, like she was going to strike me. She stared at me again, looking icy.



"I am not a Goddess!" She yelled at me suddenly and my blood ran cold. How did she know about the way I thought about her, "I am not to be worshipped."
"But..." I started. Then she spoke, not yelling at me now, but almost a whisper. I stopped speaking and listened to her.
"Do you think I am always happy?" she asked? She brushed her beautiful long hair out of her eyes and looked at me.
"Well..." I said, thrown off by the sudden change in question.
"I am most assuredly not," she explain, still very softly. I looked at her and the iciness was gone, replaced by innocence and vulnerability, "I work very hard, only occasionally sincerely enjoying my work. I travel constantly, which makes me irritable and tired. And...my personal relationships are not good. I do not speak to either of my parents or anyone else in my family. I see my close friends far too rarely. And as for my love life..." she said. She looked at me searchingly. I stayed completely quiet. It was like she was appraising whether to tell me more. I was so confused. I didn't know what to do. Finally, she decided to speak on, "My boyfriend broke up with me yesterday. How can I be happy today Young-hee?"
"But...But..." I sputtered, I was absolutely shocked. My eyes were wide and my mouth was agape.
"You didn't know I had a boyfriend Young-hee?" Young-Mi asked me sternly. I couldn't speak, I just shook my head, "don't you read all the articles about me in magazines and check my website and my Facebook page?" she asked.
"Every day!" I said, almost like I was pleading with her to forgive my ignorance.
"Maybe what you see in those magazines isn't all there is to me," She said quietly, with compassion in her voice. "Maybe I had a boyfriend. An American TV actor who loved me but was ashamed that he loved me. Maybe we kept our relationship secret. And maybe he left me because he said he wanted someone who did have the 'baggage' I had. Maybe when he said baggage he looked between my legs. Do you think I would be happy in that situation?" She stared at me intently, her eyes glistening a bit. I didn't believe any of it, how could I?
"But that couldn't happen to you! First, you are so pretty, no one would ever dump you. And you are so proud of being a transwoman. You wouldn't let someone treat you that way," I said, reaching over and placing my hand on her knee.
"The Young-Mi in the magazines, she wouldn't do that. She is the Goddess. But that Young-Mi isn't real. She is an advertisement to sell music. The real woman is just as lonely and scared and confused as everyone else," She said. And suddenly, what she said made sense. I don't know, I looked at her a little differently. This was a person sitting in front of me.
"I am sorry your boyfriend left," I said with sympathy and she smiled and rubbed the top of my hand. I couldn't help but suddenly feel differently about her. She seemed so...normal. I didn't love her music, or her, any less. I just felt different now.
"You are right," she said, "I shouldn't let anyone treat me that way. It is better that we are not together." She was quiet for a moment, looking down at her bare feet and thinking. Then she took my hand and squeezed it once. She sighed and looked at me. "But sometimes it's hard to know you deserve better."
"Yes," I said.
"You know," she said, "Young-hee I am really glad that I have made a positive impact on your life. I am glad that I helped give you the strength you needed to be the person you wanted to be." She was staring intently into my eyes now, making sure that she said everything clearly, "But that is the most important thing. I didn't make you become a beautiful woman. I helped. A little. It was your strength that made you the woman you are now. I've met a lot of girls like you (none so pretty, don't get jealous) and they want to give me all this credit. You are an amazing person, you shouldn't want to change into me. There is only one me. You should be happy that you are Young-hee. Even if you could become me, you would not always be happy. Even famous (or almost famous) people have bad times in their life. If you are always trying to be a perfect version of me (and even I am not that), you will never be happy. You will want what is impossible."
Suddenly, everything that she'd said to me started to make sense. She wasn't angry at me for kissing her and she wasn't somehow jealous of me. She was trying to knock some sense into me. And I thought it worked. I looked at her now, tears running down my cheeks, and I felt more love for her than before. But now it wasn't love for the perfect transwoman I'd made it my mind, it was the actual Young-Mi. A busy, successful, and beautiful woman, who took time out of her day to tell me that I was special and that I was good just the way I was. That thought made me cry even harder. I felt Young-Mi's arms wrap around me, holding me close.
I cried for a lot of reasons. I cried a little bit for the end of my Goddess, for the fact that she'd been turned real. But that was just a little bit. I cried because of all the pain I'd always felt at being unable to be perfect, at my displeasure with myself, and my inability to forgive myself for never being ideal. I cried because if Young-Mi was just a woman, like me, then I could achieve anything I wanted. Just like her. I cried tears of joy because Young-Mi saw through all of my insecurities and my attempts to hide myself, found the real source of my pain, and told me that it was okay to stop worrying about it.
"It is okay honey, everything is okay," Young-Mi whispered into my ear. After a long while, I stopped crying. Young-Mi released me from the hug and pushed me back. She looked more beautiful than ever, and I knew she would always be my idol.
"I am sorry," I said, finally knowing why I was sorry, but Young-Mi shook her head.
"Don't be sorry, just think of this as the last step in becoming who you are. You are no longer an attempted Young-Mi part 2. You are Young-hee," she said and I laughed, wiping the tears from my eyes.
"Thank you so much for letting me come talk to you. This has been so much... so much more than I had ever expected," I said. I almost started to cry again, but she laughed sweetly.
"We barely spoke, you just told me everything about me!" Young-Mi said, "I knew all of that stuff already. Please, tell me about you! Tell me what makes Young-hee such a special person. And don't say 'nothing' because you know that isn't true. Why should I want to know you?" She spoke with such evident good spirit that I felt the heaviness lift from me. And I was excited. She wanted to know about me!
And so I talked. I spoke for a long time, telling her more about myself that I usually told anyone. Now, unlike before when I'd been talking about her, Young-Mi interrupted me often. She asked questions, she laughed, and sighed. She was fully engaged in the conversation. And it was a conversation now, a dialogue amongst equals. I told her about my family, about school, about past loves, about my favorite books, and my love of drawing.
"Oh you can draw?" she asked, "That is such an amazing skill. I have never been any good."
"I have been thinking about going into design," I explained, "Oh wait!" I said. I reached down into my purse and grabbed a piece of paper. I had sketched something at lunch that day and put it into my purse. I'd been so excited about meeting Young-Mi that I'd drawn a picture of her, singing on stage. I took it out and handed it to Young-Mi.
"Oh my God, you're so good!" she said, her tone different now. Before she'd been praising me like a teacher praises a student, now she admired my picture like I was a real artist.
"It is yours," I said. She looked up at me and smiled. She pressed the picture to her chest and then set it down gently on the table.
"Thank you, it is lovely," she said, "And see, you are such an interesting person. And it has nothing to do with me. You are just special." I felt tears again.
"Thank you," I said, my words choking.
"And now," she said changing her tone and scooting closer to me on the couch, "I just have one more thing to explain to you." I realized that this meant our time was running short. I was sad, I wanted to stay longer. I felt like we were old friends.
"What is that?"
"Well, when you tried to run away from yourself and tried to explain how you wanted to become me, you gave me a little kiss," she said and I blushed, "And for your troubles you got a stern talking to, did you not?"
"Yes," I said abashed. I looked down and my feet embarrassed. Young-Mi reached over and gently took my chin in her hand, tilting my face up towards hers.
"Well, now we've had a long conversation where you explained what makes YOU so special. Don't you think you deserve a reward?" I tilted my head to the side and furrowed my brow.
"I don't know what you mean," I explained. Young-Mi did not speak. Instead she closed her eyes and leaned forward kiss me on the mouth. Now it was my turn to freeze! I felt Young-Mi's soft, warm lips pressed against my own. Her skin was so smooth. I felt her tongue glide along my lower lip, and her teeth nibble gently. For a moment she just kissed me. Then, when she saw that I did not react, she kissed my cheek and then pressed her lips close against my ear. I closed my eyes as I listened to her whisper.
"A little girl that wants to be a princess sits in her room, reads magazines, and sighs. Maybe she kisses a poster of her prince charming. A woman who is confident in herself seizes the things she wants and makes her desires into reality. Which are you?" Young-Mi hissed into my ear. As she whispered, the shock of her kiss was wearing off. I suddenly realized that the most beautiful woman on Earth was kissing me. A childish wish to thank Young-Mi for being my idol was gone. I wanted to kiss her again, but this time I wanted the kiss because I wanted her, I wanted the woman sitting next to me.
I turned my head quickly and pressed my lips against hers. This time, both of us were prepared for the kiss. My tongue pushed into Young-Mi's mouth, tasting her tongue and sliding along her teeth. She wrapped her arms around my neck and leaned into me, pushing me back onto the couch and driving her tongue into my mouth. Her kisses were hot and passionate. She smelled delightful.
I couldn't even wrap my head around the fact that this Young-Mi was kissing me! I just let my body take over. And my body knew exactly what to do. My hands reached down behind her and I squeezed her toned butt through her thick cotton robe. She moaned into my mouth as my fingers grasped at her body. She kissed my harder and wrapped her arms tighter around my neck.
Suddenly she moved her back from around my neck and then stood up quickly. I looked at her confused. But she stood in the middle of the dressing room and stared at me with lupine fierceness. She quickly untied the robe, but held it closed.
"Young-hee, you know now that I am not just a performer but a person. And while Goddess' don't have needs, women do. Don't get me wrong Young-hee," she said casually, "I am still a performer, I like that you adore me. But I want it on my terms. So I helped you. Now you help me. Tell me, am I beautiful?"
"Yes!" I panted. My cheeks were flushed and I felt my nipples hard against my dress. I'd never been so aroused in my life. I realized now that Young-Mi was a woman who'd just been dumped. She'd helped me so much, now I could help her. Make her feel beautiful the way I knew she was.
"Do you want me to take my robe off?" She asked.
"Please take it off," I said. I was going to see what Young-Mi's beautiful body looked like! She nodded and then dramatically threw open her robe.
"Do you like my body?" she asked. What a ridiculous question. Young-Mi's body was more beautiful I'd thought possible. Her skin was smooth and evenly colored. Her breasts were perfectly symmetrical and still up high and gravity-defying on her chest. Her nipples were somewhat large and long, a delectable brown color. Her arms were slim, as was her stomach. Her hips flared very noticeably but she had slim, delicate legs. And in all that femininity, standing up proudly (and shaved bare) between her legs was a small tanned cock. It was about 5 and a half inches long, but surprisingly thick. She was uncircumcised and her balls were smooth and large. She shook her hips a bit, letting her cock bounce a bit.
"Am I everything you thought I'd be when you imagined me?"
"No," I said suddenly, realizing it was true, "You are so much better. You are REAL!" I said. Young-Mi seemed very happy when I said that. It was clear I'd passed this last test.
"Good baby," Young-Mi said smiling, "come get it," She said. I was off the couch in a shot. I ran to the middle of the small room and dropped down on my knees in front of Young-Mi. But I wasn't praying to her like a Goddess anymore, I had a new idea.
I'd never sucked a cock before. I'd never even been this close to a cock other than my own before. Young-Mi was standing with her hands on her hips looking at me but not pressuring. I looked at her cock. The skin was smooth and look taut around her hard dick. The tip was wider than the rest of the cock. Her balls were very large and hung low on her body. They were completely bare of hair and looked very girly. I reached forward and gently lifted her balls with my hand. She gasped as I felt their weight and heat. I slide my hand up her cock feeling the taut skin and the hard flesh underneath. I felt Young-Mi's body tremble lightly. I applied a little pressure, pulling her cock down so it was pointed right at my mouth. My heart was beating. Was this just a dream?
I looked up at Young-Mi's face. She was looking down at me and smiling. Her breasts were rising a falling quickly too. I realized she was just as excited as I was. I looked back at her cock and opened my mouth. I saw the little opening in the tip of Young-Mi's cock. I stuck out my tongue and pushed it forward. I felt the tip of my tongue press against the tip of her cock. I circled my tongue around the tip, poking it gently into the hole. She moaned loudly. Her skin tasted smooth and salty, a little drip of pre-cum dripped onto my tongue. I moved my mouth forward around the tip of her cock, closing my lips around it. But I kept my tongue swirling around the tip of her cock. I felt my own cock pressing against the inside of my dress.
My eyes were closed but I felt Young-Mi's hand against the back of my head. I smiled around her cock, now she wanted something of me! I was happy to oblige. Wetting the skin of her cock with my wet tongue I slowly allowed her dick to slide into my mouth. Like I said, I'd never sucked a cock before and I'd never had mine sucked. I had no idea what I supposed to do. I just swirled my tongue under her cock, rubbing her pulsing urethra. She seemed to like it.
Slowly I worked the cock deeper and deeper into my mouth. Finally, I felt Young-Mi's scrotum against my chin. Her cock tickled my throat and I felt my eyes watering. I choked a little and my mouth filled with thick spit. I swirled my spit around in my mouth and started to bob my head back and forth on Young-Mi's cock. Young-Mi moaned loudly and I knew I was on the right track. I moved slowly but consistently and I keep strong, wet pressure on Young-Mi's urethra. While I continued to suck her cock, I moved my hands up to her balls. I felt my fingers sink into her scrotum and let her balls slip in between my fingers. I squeezed gently.
She was very close, it didn't take very long. A few minutes after I first put her cock into my mouth I felt Young-Mi's body go rigid. She raised up on the tips of her toes, driving the cock hard into my throat. She let out a high pitched scream, her hand pressing hard on the back of my head. Suddenly, I felt her cock expand in my mouth. She shivered. Then my mouth started to fill with hot, salty liquid.
Big globs of Young-Mi's sperm shot into my mouth in a series of big bursts. There was just so much! The first bit seemed to fill up my entire mouth. And while I tasted it, the scent filled my nose. But then a second spurt came, filling my cheeks with Young-Mi's cum. By the time her cock stopped shooting sperm into my mouth it was dripping out of my mouth and down my chin and neck. Young-Mi pulled her cock out of my mouth. A string of sperm connected my lips to the tip of her cock. I looked up at Young-Mi's face. She was panting and her cheeks were flushed and she looked gorgeous. She was smiling at me.
I still had Young-Mi's sperm in my mouth. I swished it around in my mouth, squeezing it between my teeth and mixing it with my saliva. I'd tasted my own sperm before, but Young-Mi's was so much better. It was salty and sweet at the same time. And I had a little bit of Young-Mi in my mouth, her sexual essence. That feeling made my cock so hard it felt like it was going to burst out of my dress. I swished the cum once more and then swallowed it down. Now a part of Young-Mi was a part of me, deep down in my stomach. I wouldn't ever become her, but there would always be some of her inside of me.
"Taste good?" She asked shaking me out of my reverie. I looked back at her and she laughed, it was clear I'd been savoring her cum for a long time.
"It was delicious," I said. Young-Mi laughed and then she leaned over at her waist. I though she was going to kiss me but instead she stuck out her tongue. She licked my throat and my chin, sucking her own hot cum off my body. She stood back up straight and I saw a little bubble of sperm still on her lips.
"You're right," she said, licking the drop off, "Not too bad." I shivered because the sight of Young-Mi licking her own sperm was so intense. Young-Mi giggled at me and then put her hand on my shoulder. For a second she just left it there. Then she pushed me. I was off balance and I let a little yelp out when I fell backwards onto the floor.
I landed on my back and my legs were spread open. When I'd fallen my dress had ridden up and I blushed when I saw that the way I was laying now, my cock was sticking out, up over the hem of my dress and against my belly. It was a little longer than Young-Mi's, about six and a half inches, but not as wide. My balls were smaller too. Like Young-Mi, I was completely clean shaven.
Young-Mi looked at my cock with a sexy look in her eyes. I didn't move, I just stared at her. Slowly she walked in between my legs, sort of slinking. Then she dropped down onto her knees in between my legs. I could feel her skin against mine and her eyes stayed glued to my cock. She reached forward and grabbed the top of my dress. It was just sort of a big tube, my dress, held up by my breasts. I wasn't wearing anything underneath the dress (it takes something extraordinary to give me an erection; I don't even worry about it. Only the fact that I was with Young-Mi made me hard). She slipped her fingers into the dress and pulled down. Now my entire dress was scrunched up above my hips and below my breasts. My breasts, pretty big for a girl like me, were exposed.
"Ohh, such pretty titties!" Young-Mi cooed. I blushed. But soon her hands were all over my breasts. She squeezed at my flesh and played with my short brown nipples. Her fingers were strong but gentle and I arched my back and moaned while she played. While she was playing with my breasts, she also moved her dainty little knee farther and farther between my legs. She didn't knee me in the balls, but she put her knee right up against the base of my penis. While I writhed on the floor her knee gently pressured the base of my cock, giving me a lovely sensation to go with my breasts. Her cock bobbed in front of her while she moved, still hard despite cumming.
Just as this was starting to feel really good, I watched as Young-Mi reached over onto the table next to us. She kept one hand on my breasts while the other one fumbled for something. In a moment, she came back with a hair brush in her hand. She kept one hand on my breasts and her knee on my cock while she flipped the hair brush around. The handle of the brush was made of a very smooth plastic and was rounded at the bottom. I watched her put the phallic object up to her mouth and open it. In a second, the brush was plunged all the way into Young-Mi's throat. I watched her choke and her eyes watched. She moved the brush in and out of her throat a couple of times, the hairbrush was dripping with her spit. My cock felt like it was going to burst and I grinded harder on Young-Mi's knee.



Then, in one fluid motion, Young-Mi stood up from between my legs, threw her leg over my stomach and then squatted down. In a flash she went from between my legs, facing my head to squatting down near my chest, facing my feet. Slowly she rocked back. In a few seconds, Young-Mi's thighs were against the outsides of my breasts, my nipple was touching her cock, and her little brown asshole was staring me in the face.
Just like her cock, Young-Mi's asshole was completely bare of hair. It was just a crinkled bit of skin, but it looked delicious on her. I reached my hands around and grabbed her thighs, pulling her down onto my face. In a moment, Young-Mi's asshole was just an inch from my mouth. I stuck my tongue out and pressed it against Young-Mi's flesh. I felt her shiver. I'd never tasted an asshole before. It was salty like any other skin, but the sensation was pleasant. Then I felt Young-Mi lean forward towards my feet. This drove my asshole heard to my mouth. My tongue was still out and I felt it slide into Young-Mi's asshole! I swirled my tongue around, tasting her earthy insides.
At the same time, I suddenly felt an intense wet warmness between my legs. My body trembled and I realized that Young-Mi had slipped my cock into her mouth! I moaned into Young-Mi's anus. I felt her head start to bob up and down on my cock and I felt her hair tickling my skin around my legs and stomach. The heat from Young-Mi's mouth radiated out over my whole body. It was the most amazing feeling I'd ever felt.
I felt Young-Mi's hands on my legs, spreading them apart and pulling them back. I felt my ass sort of stick up in the air. Then I felt Young-Mi's delicate fingers against my asshole. They were wet, probably from her saliva, and I felt her swirl them around my asshole a few times. I moaned again and then pressed my tongue harder into Young-Mi's asshole as though I was trying to beg her not to stop. Then her fingers moved off of my asshole. Suddenly I felt something different.
Even as Young-Mi's head kept bobbing up and down on my cock, her tongue slipping over my circumcised tip with real skill, I felt something pressing hard against my asshole. It made my body feel stiff. The pressure was intense, and it didn't feel like Young-Mi's fingers. Suddenly, I realized that it was the hairbrush! Just as I had that thought I felt the tip of the brush push past my sphincter and into my asshole. I sighed, sucking Young-Mi asshole into my mouth. There was a little bit of pain, I'd never put anything there before, but it felt amazing. Young-Mi slowly worked the brush farther and farther into my asshole. The pinch felt less intense, the pleasure felt better with each inch she slid in. In a few minutes, I felt the head of the brush against my ass and knew the entire thing was inside of me.
For the next few minutes I just sucked on Young-Mi's asshole, trying not to explode. Young-Mi kept sucking my cock, never letting the tip out but driving the shaft into her throat over and over again. While she did that she slowly moved the hairbrush in and out of my asshole, sometimes spinning it inside of me. I couldn't even think. My body was trying to move in thirty different ways at once.
Then it happened. For a moment I felt like all of my muscles were going to explode, that my brain going to catch on fire. The tension was incredible. Then, I moaned into Young-Mi's asshole and suddenly the dam burst. All of the tension oozed out of my body. My hips bucked up and I was filled with an incredible warmth. It wasn't so much a sensation as an overload of sensation. I could feel pleasure in every inch of my body. My brain fogged. I just felt bliss. Then, I slowly started to come down from my orgasm, the most powerful of my life and the first with another person.
I realized that I'd been pumping sperm into Young-Mi's mouth and she was sucking it up. Her hand was off the brush but it was still in my asshole. Finally it seemed that Young-Mi had sucked every last drop out of me and she quickly stood up and walked away from my body. My cock felt cool as the air hit it and I looked down and saw that it was still hard. For a moment I lay on the floor, my ass still up in the air, panting. But I knew I wanted more. I stood up and turned towards Young-Mi, keeping the brush in my asshole.
I caught my breath as I saw Young-Mi sitting on the couch looking gorgeous. Her hair was tousled gently and there was fire in her eyes. Her legs were spread wide open and cock looked mouth-watering, standing out hard from her body. With one hand she was rubbing her own big breast and looking at me lasciviously. Then she put her other hand up to her mouth. Her mouth opened and my still warm cum poured out of her mouth and glopped messily into her hand. It was thick and now mixed with her spit.
Young-Mi didn't say a word but she rolled back carefully on the couch. I now saw that her asshole was facing me again, still glittering with my spit. But Young-Mi wasn't wet enough. She moved her hand down between her legs, slathering her asshole with my cum and her saliva. It was now dripping wet and looked nasty and sexy at the same time. I pushed the hairbrush out of my asshole and groaned at the delicious feeling it made while it slid out of my asshole.
I didn't need Young-Mi to prompt me into action anymore. I knew what I wanted. I rushed over to the couch and grabbed hold of Young-Mi's legs, pulling them up. Young-Mi gave a sultry laugh and bit her lower lip. I pressed Young-Mi's legs against my breast and then grabbed my cock with a free hand. I positioned my dick against her hot, dripping asshole. I looked into her eyes and saw wild lust, she needed this as bad as I did. She grinded her ass against my cock, pleading.
I carefully found her soaking asshole and pushed my cock against it. I started to thrust. Young-Mi pushed her asshole open slightly, just easing her hold on her sphincter. My cock, wet from my own sperm and Young-Mi's spit, starting to slide into her ass. Young-Mi started panting and gasping in a sexy rhythm while I kept pushing my cock farther and farther into her ass. She was so wet that there was almost no friction. I looked down and saw her asshole eating up my cock. I was fucking Young-Mi's ass! I couldn't believe it. But I didn't have time to consider how surreal this all was.
In a few minutes my cock was completely inside of Young-Mi's asshole. She felt hot, wet, and tight inside. It felt like her bowels were squeezing my cock, trying to milk my cum out of me. While I thrust I watched her cock. Every time I pushed into her asshole it bounced a little. As I started to fuck her harder and faster her cock started to swing back and forth, slapping belly and legs like a pendulum. I like the way that looked and started fucking her harder and harder.
At the time, I knew nothing about massaging the prostate. I could feel my own orgasm slowly starting to building deep inside of my body, but I had no idea that I could have any effect on Young-Mi beyond the non-orgasmic, but quite pleasurable feeling I'd had with the brush up my ass. But after I gave Young-Mi one very hard thrust with my cock she suddenly started to scream in ecstasy. I looked down at her. Her eyes were closed and her mouth was open. I kept fucking her ass, confused but aroused, when suddenly her cock exploded with cum.
It was still swinging like a pendulum and her cum spraying all over the room. The biggest blobs of sperm splashed against Young-Mi's face and my breasts. Young-Mi's face looked so incredibly dirty and sexy covered in her own hot sperm. I couldn't take it any longer. I thrust once more into her ass, even as still more sperm landed on her belly and then I came hard. My entire body felt weak and I could barely stand and streams of hot cum poured from my cock into my idol's asshole. I was almost crying with the intensity of the physical and emotional pleasure I felt. Finally, my orgasm subsided and I collapsed on top of Young-Mi on the couch.
For a while we just lay there, panting. I was trying to wrap my mind around what happened. While we were laying on top of one another I felt so good, I had to say something.
"That was amazing," I said, "Thank you so much."
"Thank you," she said, "It isn't always easy to find time for that on the road." There was a long pause. I felt amazing, but I was still confused.
"You know you are beautiful" I said, not fawning now but serious, "People love you. I love you."
"Thank you baby. I love you too," she said. Finally we rolled over so that we were sitting next to one another on the couch. We were just holding hands and giggling like schoolgirls. Suddenly, Young-Mi got a little tense.
"Do you hear that?" she asked. I looked around and didn't notice anything, "No music." She said. The main act was finished.
"Oh yeah," I said.
"Hey listen Hon," Young-Mi said getting up and getting dressed quickly, "I have to catch a flight to the next city now. I didn't realize how late it was." I realized that this was my last moment with her, but instead of the crushing disappointment I would have felt earlier, I just felt the warm glow of the beauty of this experience.
"I understand," I said, adjusting my own cum-stained dress.
"I hate to run on you like this..." she said and I could see that she meant it.
"Don't worry, I will be fine," I said. Suddenly she stopped moving and looked at me closely. She walked over to me and kissed me gently on the forehead.
"You know you will be right...fine?" And I smiled back.
"Yeah," I said, "I know." And I meant it.
The End.
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This is a long story (even for me) but the idea took hold and it just sort of wrote itself. It wouldn't work if it were a word shorter. But I think it keeps up at a nice clip and I promise that if you give it the time it needs, you won't be disappointed. It has some of the nastiest stuff I've ever written. And I mean that in the best possible way. Enjoy!
Chapter 1: Selling My Soul
"Hey Larissa, I have a date tonight, would you mind walking my dog sometime before you go to sleep?" I hadn't heard my roommate Wendy open the door but I heard her request. I jumped up in my seat a bit as I noticed her voice and quickly closed the browser on my computer sitting on my desk. I was pretty sure that my body was blocking the screen from her view and I was very thankful I hadn't taken off my towel yet (I'd just gotten out of the shower). If Wendy realized that my plans for Friday night were, once again, sitting in my room and masturbating to illegally downloaded pornography, I was just going to die. I turned and looked at Wendy as she moved inside my bedroom door.
"Yeah, uh... I am not going anywhere. I can walk her," I said and then realized that I had basically admitted that I was a loser and didn't have any plans. So what was I worried about in the first place? Wendy caught sight of the mirror on the back side of my desk and walked over and looked at herself over my shoulder. I quietly closed the laptop so that she wouldn't be able to glean my viewing habits. She quickly started playing with her hair and pouting her lips.
"I knew I could count on you!" she said and I winced. Good to know that my roommate felt that she could be certain her schedule was open on the weekend because I sure as Hell wouldn't be doing anything. She seemed to notice my discomfort, "You are just such a good student you know. I already figured you would be home working tonight. Saturday seems to be more of your 'fun' day" she said generously. It was nice of her to say, even if it wasn't true. I may have been socially awkward, but it wasn't because I was a nerd. No, what Wendy didn't realize was that her college roommate for the past two years (me) had flunked out of school two months ago. My grades had never been good and this year, I lost what little motivation I had. What good what it do to pass? I would just be miserable with a degree.
I just felt like I could never concentrate on anything, a problem I'd always had. My mom said I had my head in the clouds, dreaming about stuff I'd never get when I should be focused on the real goals I could achieve. I guess she was right. For three years of college I had dreamed about being a social darling on campus. Coming up with elaborate fantasies about how it would play out. However, my extreme social anxiety meant that I didn't even know how to begin to fulfill that dream. I didn't even really go up to talk to people if I could avoid it. Before I'd flunked out, I don't think more than a handful of students even knew my name. And so, my silly dream meant I was too distracted to pass my classes, which was something I probably could have done if I'd applied myself.
I hadn't told anyone that I'd flunked out of school yet (just kept cashing those checks from dad!). I'd just gotten a job at a used video store near campus and hoped that something would come my way to fix the problem before anyone found out. And about that job, I had just been fired earlier in the day for staring into space while teenagers stole DVDs and smashed them against the side of the building.
Oh and before I forget, Wendy wasn't right about the other thing either: Saturday wasn't my fun day. Tomorrow's night' agenda: the same thing as tonight. So my life was an absolute shit show.
"How do I look Larissa?" Wendy asked. That shook me out of my self-loathing for a moment and I turned and looked in the mirror.
It was already 8 o'clock and she was dressed to the nines for her date. She was wearing a trendy, tight black dress that perfectly slinked over her curvy hips and shapely thighs. She wore high heel shoes that lifted her firm butt and drew out the shape of her calves. Her big green eyes were accentuated perfectly with her careful application of eye shadow and her think pink lips glowed from lip gloss. Her hair was long, honey blonde, and meticulously straightened. All those strong colors popped on her milky white skin. Wendy was one of prettiest girls that I had ever seen. Her body was spectacular and her face was flawless.
"You look perfect," I said and she beamed.
"You're sweet," she said, "But I wouldn't say perfect, I mean I don't look like you!" I smiled wanly. Wendy was always very nice like that, even if a little ham-handed. Always complimenting me on my looks because she knew I was sensitive about it. But sometimes it came off patronizing. She was clearly cuter than me. I looked at myself in the mirror now and saw what I always saw. A decent looking girl, nothing more. I had long midnight black hair that fell in loose curls down my back (my best feature) and large blue eyes. My eyelashes were shorter than Wendy's and my nose was a little smaller (not that hers was big). I was shorter than her (she was a statuesque 5'9 and slim, while I was about 5'3 and skinny to the point of being scrawny). My skin was much darker than hers, like an olive color. I had nice legs I supposed.
Sometimes I would think that I actually looked pretty good, especially right after I got out of the shower feeling fresh like now. Sometimes when that happened, I would wonder why it was that she always had good looking men falling all over themselves to take her out on a date while I sat at home and played with myself. It didn't make any sense. Why was it that she got to live my fantasies while I sat in my room feeling anxious and ashamed of myself? We weren't that different.
Just at that moment, Wendy leaned over and to look at her lips and the difference between us pressed up against my left arm. Both of the differences. It would always take a moment and then I would realize: Wendy had perfectly shaped C-cup breasts that poured out of her dress. I looked down at my own chest, barely able to hold up my synched towel. I was 21 years old and I didn't even have to wear a training bra. I looked like a 12-year old boy. Who wants to date someone like that? I know it sounds crazy, but I was positive that those two little bee stings were the root of all of my problems.
There was a honk of a car horn in the driveway of the house we rented and I knew that her date was here. Wendy appraised herself one last time in the mirror, "I really do appreciate you helping me out," she said and then kissed my lightly on the cheek and rushed out the door. I could feel her kiss vibrating on my cheek. A kiss off, I guess. And then I was alone again on a Friday night with absolutely no prospects of that scenario ever changing.
I sat in my desk chair looking at myself in the mirror. For a moment the weight of my loneliness and self-criticism landed on my shoulder and I felt familiar tears start to well in the corners of my eye. And then, as usual, I dropped out of my actual life and imagined what it would be like if things were better. If I was more like Wendy and less like me. For a moment I thought about myself on a date, a simple little dream with dinner, a movie, maybe some coy glances and teasing jokes. It was my normal Friday night dream, I had it when the anxiety inevitably hit every Friday after I masturbated. And when I came down from that dream, I felt more miserable and alone than ever. I didn't even feel like playing with myself anymore, so the night would be a total loss. If I sat here again, I was going to start crying again. I decided to call my best friend and hoped she would cheer me up.
"Come on Trixie," I called, "Let's take a walk." The little fuzzball came bounding into the room. I pulled off my towel and quickly slipped on a pair of gym shorts and a white tank top. I didn't even bother with a bra. I grabbed the leash and a few minutes later, my first date in 21 years and I were walking. Usually hairy women aren't my type but you take what you can get.
I thought that maybe a little fresh air might improve my mood, after all I had been moping around the house since I'd been fired at 11 that morning. It was an early fall evening and already dark as Trixie and I made our way out. It was a little bit chilly and I wished that I'd brought something warmer. I resolved to go home as soon Trixie did her business. At least it was a nice place for a walk. I went, or had gone to I guess, a medium-sized public university in the mountains. There were lots of trees and Wendy and I lived on a nice quiet street in a good part of town.
As it was a Friday night there were many college students milling around. Freshmen in big groups moving around together because they hadn't decided who they hated yet, stoners sitting on the grass and discussing the cosmos, nerds preparing for role-playing games in the student union, and more than everything else there were girls and guys my age heading to parties in ones and twos. Everyone just seemed so calm and happy; I didn't understand how they lived in the same world as me. Part of me knew that all I had to do was act like them and I would fit in with them, but emotionally I just couldn't do it. Instead, I made myself as small as humanly possible, kept my eyes on Trixie, and prayed that no one would notice me.
Finally, Trixie walked over to a nice spot next to a mail box and let loose. At least she was reliably quick when it came to this stuff. In a moment, we had turned and were heading back to the house. But we were no sooner headed in the right direction when an earsplitting crash boomed right over my head. My skin felt prickly and I actually hunched over. I had no idea what was going on. And then my questions were answer. In an instant it went from a clear, warm night to a torrential, freezing downpour.
The water fell in absolute sheets. Instantly the corners of the roads filled with water and started to climb up onto the sidewalk. Trixie was going nuts, jumping all over the place and barking her head off. Not knowing what to do, I put my hands over my head, but it was too little, too late. I was absolutely soaked.
After a moment of being completely frozen with surprise, I started to move back towards the house. I considered running, but I figured that I was already as wet as I could possibly be. I just crossed my arms in front of my chest and kept my head down. You know, my sort of normal position. Trixie tried to jump in all of the puddles as we moved, but I kept her on a short leash and we started to make our way home.
About two blocks from my place I saw two guys standing next to a fire hydrant and just acting like they didn't notice the rain. I could see they were laughing and looking around. I didn't want them to notice me (because I never wanted anyone to notice me) so I swung wide on the sidewalk to get around them. As I got closer, I could hear them talking.
"Seriously, I couldn't have planned this any better if I tried!" One guy said and the other one laughed.
"Totally bro. I mean it is one thing to get a free wet t-shirt contest, but what are the odds that we'd be on the same street as the Delta Zeta house when it happened?"
"Especially when they are all wearing white shirts of some reason!" the first guy said. I followed their eyes and saw across the street there was a handful of sorority girls running around and laughing. They were wearing white and as they ran their large breasts bopped up and down on their chests. The dudes seemed to be mesmerized by them. I guess I was as well and despite my efforts to steer around the two dudes, I found myself brushing against one of them.
"Oh sorry," I muttered.
"No problem buddy," The guy said and I felt my face turn red. The other guy turned and looked at me.
"It's a chick man," the guy said. Then both guys turned and looked at me. They must've seen that I was also wearing a white shirt and their eyes instantly gravitated towards my breasts. I saw a familiar look of disappointment in their eyes and they quickly looked away.
"Yeah, no problem miss," the guy said. 'Miss' being the least sexy possible thing for a frat boy type to call you. It was like I was his twelve year old sister's best friend or something. I looked down at what they had been looking at. I saw my shirt wet and flat against my chest. I saw the small pink bumps of my nipples pushing through. And I saw nothing else. No bumps where my breasts should be. Maybe I could see my ribs along my side. I looked at the dudes and didn't even blame them for looking at the girls all the way across the street. I pulled on Trixie's leash and, as the rain started to relent ever so slightly, I walked as fast as I could to the house.
As soon as I was safely inside the door, all of the tension I had been holding in while I was outside burst out of me. The discomfort with being out on the street, the feeling that the eyes of others were on me and that they were laughing, and finally the humiliation of knowing that I was not sexually attractive to even the horniest, stupidest college students I could possibly walk by. I felt a scream building in my throat as I dropped Trixie's leash and she bounded into the house to shake the water off of her fur in the kitchen.
"Fuck!" I screamed, "I would sell my fucking soul for a nice pair of tits!" I said and then let out something that sounded like a primal scream. And as my voice rang out in the hallway, I felt the tension slowly ebbing from my body. I heard the rain falling on the roof of the house and knew that I was inside for the night. Wendy would be out late and I would be a lone for a while. My face was still red from humiliation and I was hyperventilating a little from anxiety, but I felt a little better.
"Jesus, Larissa," I said to myself, "Try to get a hold of yourself." I shook my head and wondered what had come over me. I thought I was used to this stuff, was my anxiety getting worse? I shook off that feeling and moved into the kitchen to clean up after Trixie.
It took a while to clean up all of the water all over the kitchen, but it was nice, it kept my mind off of my troubles. When I was finished I realized that the whole place still smelled like wet dog. I looked up and saw Trixie staring at me intently. I smiled at her and then took her to the bathroom and gave her a bath. After she was cleaned and dried I changed my clothes and dried my hair. By the time all of that was finished, it was already pretty late (I mean like 11:00 or so) and I had successfully avoided feeling bad for myself for several hours. I decided that that was as good a sign as any that I should take the opportunity to go to sleep. I climbed into my bed.
Of course, the instant that I was no longer busy, all of my thoughts and concerns came back to me. I thought about Wendy and what she was doing. I wondered where those frat boys were. And I wondered where those big-titted sorority chicks were at 11 on a weekend night. Unlike earlier, I didn't feel the intense embarrassment of being a loser as no one was around to see me. I was just sad. Without even realizing it, I slipped into a relatively vivid day dream in which I went to a party and all of those people were there. And they were all trying to talk to me and get my opinion about their looks and their make-up or wanted to ask me out. And I was too busy to talk to any of them, so I just sort of soaked in all of their attention. It was just the sort of day-dream that usually let me into falling asleep. I felt my eyes starting to sting from fatigue and slowly started to drift away...
And suddenly there was a soul-rattling crash, about ten times louder than the crash of thunder that had struck while I was outside. My eyes flew open and I sat up quickly in my bed. My heart was beating like a hummingbird's wings and I felt adrenaline rushing through my body. For a moment I was disoriented, especially by the fact that I could tell this was not thunder. The noise, despite its almost unfathomable depth, was definitely coming from my room.
I didn't have much time to figure out where the noise was coming from. Just a few second after I sat up in my bed and I heard a terrible cracking noise and in a moment my room seemed to fill with smoke. But it wasn't normal smoke, it smelled heavily of sulfur. I was trying to figure out what kind of fire was happening in my house, but even as I was thinking that I felt a glowing heat. I looked over to the right side of my bed where I felt it and I saw something that made my mouth drop open and, without conscious effort, I felt my head shaking left to right.
I could not believe what I was seeing. In the middle of the floor there was suddenly a gaping hole. It was belching that sulfur smoke and glowed orange and red. And the craziest thing was that I could see down into the hole, or at least partially. It seemed to go down forever, far past the point where I could see. And I was on the first floor of the house, there wasn't even a basement! I couldn't even string together two thoughts. My mind was just a scrambled mess and I just kept shaking my head. Suddenly the cracking noise stopped and the hole in my floor stopped growing. Now I could hear a different noise. Emanating out of the hole in my floor, along with the smoke and the glow I could suddenly hear terrible wailing, like a thousand people crying in agony all at once. My skin crawled and I wanted more than anything to get out of my bed, but I couldn't move.
Suddenly, the glow stopped and my room was plunged into absolute darkness. The wails became louder and the smell of sulfur was thicker. Then, in an instant, the wailing stopped, the sulfur dropped out of the air, and the lights in my room burst back on in all their electric comfort. My eyes immediately flew back to the floor and I saw the hole was still there, darker and more ominous than before. I could still not see the bottom, but it no longer glowed. I wasn't imagining this!
"Ahem!" a voice said and I jumped quickly in my bed. My eyes flew to the foot of the bed where the voice had come from. I'd been so intent on the floor that I hadn't noticed someone in my room. Or I guess I should say, something.
The figure I saw at the foot of my bed was so strange and unexpected after my uneasy experience that I could barely believe what I was looking at. The voice was a woman's voice. A very sexy woman's voice, thick and breathy like an old-time movie star's. And the creature that gave birth to the voice absolutely fit it. For the most part, the creature looked like a beautiful woman. She (I will refer to it as a she, what else can I do?) had incredibly long, straight black hair and large, ovular black eyes. Her nose was small and her teeth were incredibly white behind very thick black lips that looked like they'd been painted thickly (but attractively) with charcoal. Her face was fiercely lovely with angular features, dark brooding eyes, and sharp looking teeth. Her body was amazing. Her neck was long, elegant, and thin with thin, feminine arms. Her shoulders were slight, but athletic. Her breasts were covered with what looked like a black bikini top, and they sort of poured out the skimpy fabric. Her stomach was flat and her exposed midriff looked like an underwear model. Her hips flared deliciously and I could see the muscles of her hips underneath of a micro skirt. Her thin legs tapered down to small, delicate feet.
I know what you are thinking at this point: you are describing a hot chick, nothing particularly unbelievable about that, there are millions of them. That is true. But I left a couple of things off. First, her skin. It was red. I don't mean like she was an Irish girl in Miami red, I mean she was RED red. Her skin was an even tone of ruby from head to toe. Except, as I stated, her lips which were black, as were her eyelids. I told you about her long black hair, what I didn't say was that sticking up through the hair, above her temples, were to three inch horns, one on either side pointing slightly towards one another. And most disturbing of all was behind her. Swishing around behind her was a long, red tail that ended in a pointed arrowhead shape. In short, she was beautiful, but terrifying.



She was smirking slightly at me but seemed completely at ease. I tore my eyes away from her for a moment, looking back at the hole in the ground. This couldn't be real, she couldn't be from... She seemed to sense my split attention. With that she leaned forward, putting her hands on the footboard of my bed. This squeezed her large breasts together, drawing my eye towards them.
"You just gonna stare at my tits or are you going to say hello?" she said in that sultry voice again. I closed my eyes for a few seconds and then opened them again, expecting her to disappear, "Still here doll." She leaned back again, standing tall. Well, not tall. She wasn't much taller than me. But she felt taller. She winked at me and then took her tail in her hand and swung it around seductively.
"Who...?" I said, my voice coming out in a tiny little croak.
"Larissa," the woman said.
"Wha...?" I asked again, my voice sounding slightly more normal.
"Lots of people forget their names when they meet me. Your name is Larissa," The woman said and then walked around to the side of the bed (the side without the gaping hole) and sat down languidly on the bed.
"No, what are...?" I said again. How did she know my name? I barely considered it, my mind still felt scrambled, that was the closest thing to a thought I could manage.
"Oh! You want to know me?" She said, "Please to meet you, hope you guessed my name." I squinted at her.
"Huh?" I felt more confused than ever. She giggled humorlessly and rolled her eyes.
"I guess you're too young. Rolling Stones. Anyway, you can call me Lilith," She said. I was sort of surprised. I was expecting something more sinister. Beelzebub or something.
"The name has a good pedigree, Google it sometime," Lilith said, once again seeming to read my thoughts. With that she sort of lay out of the bed, stretching across my legs. Her smell, not the sulfurous but more like roses. I could feel her skin through the blankets, it was extremely hot, but not enough to burn. She stretched and I heard her joints pop and then she just stared up at the ceiling. Her chest rose and fell as though she were breathing deeply and her nipples were hard against her bikini top, as though she were cold.
"Who the Hell are you?" I said and she laughed so hard she had to sit up. She looked at me now, seeming to take an interest in me again. Her eyes, no longer black, shone red.
"An apt question, you are more fun than you seem," Lilith said.
"Who are you," I asked.
"Lilith," she said again, "Ask a more interesting question." I felt her eyes boring into me.
"Where did you come from?" I asked and she smiled wide. She was closer now and I could see that her teeth were indeed sharp. She ran her tongue over them slowly. It was a deep, blood red color and forked at the end.
"You know the answer to that," she said, "Ask a question you don't know the answer to. Last chance, I am getting bored." Where was she from? I asked myself. In my heart I knew it, but I couldn't bring my mind to accept it. But I feared what she would do if she got bored. So, in a fog, I asked another question.
"Why are you here?" I asked. She grinned at me now, then rolled over once, sliding up my body. Now she was lying across my belly (which was still under my blanket) and she was propping her head up with her hand.
"You summoned me Larissa," She said.
"I did not!" I said, completely confused. I wasn't what one would call religious, but I knew that I had never asked a...demon for help before! This was completely insane. Lilith shrugged her shoulders and opened her mouth. Her hot red tongue didn't move, it just stayed flat in her mouth. But out of her mouth, like a tape recorder, came a sound.
"Fuck!" the voice from Lilith's mouth screamed, "I would sell my fucking soul for a nice pair of tits!" The voice was mine! It was coming from her mouth, but I knew it sounded exactly like me! And I remember saying just that a few hours earlier. I started to shake my head again.
"Stop denying it," Lilith, sitting up and sounding angry now, "We both know who I am and we both know what you asked for. Let's cut to the chase."
"No, I was just venting. I never wanted this," I said. I couldn't reconcile what I was seeing in this room with what I knew to be the truth about the world and the way things worked. But Lilith was there, in front of me, I had to engage her.
"Honey, I don't come to people who are venting. I come to people who are absolutely sincere. Believe me, I can spot a lie," she said and then winked at me. I thought back to earlier. So many frustrations and disappointments all at once. Had I meant what I said? I'd been so unhappy. I was still unhappy.
"No, I meant it then, but I don't want to do it now," I said. How many times had I said or thought something like that during my life. Had I only said it because I knew that wish could not be granted? Or had I really, in my heart, wanted it?
"When I come to see someone, they want what they asked for. I only make a couple of trips in a given year. And when I make an offer, people take it. Get over your ego, and realize that you want to sell me your soul."
"I changed my mind," I said before I could get any farther into my thoughts. This was insane. First of all, I couldn't sell my soul to someone. That wasn't something that could happen. And I wasn't going to sell my soul for tits even if I could. And besides, I was clearly having some sort of psychotic break. And...
"Lighten up," Lilith said smiling more warmly now, "you don't even know what you get for your soul. And you're lucky you came to me. Or I guess, I came to you. Most people won't give you have the value for your soul," I spoke now faster, sounding a bit like a used car salesman.
"No I..." I started.
"And it is November. I have a special deal going in November. I mean you have to act now, because once that offer is on the table, it comes back off in five minutes. Five minutes, you sell your soul and you get... well just let me know," As she spoke now, Lilith rolled over so that she was on straddling my hips. She put her hands on either side of my neck and leaned forward into me. Her beautiful face was just inches from my own and I could smell her scent of roses hard on her breath.
"I can't sell my soul," I said, "I will go to Hell." At this point, I hadn't really thought about WHY I didn't want to sell my soul. It was just sort of a natural reaction. Selling my soul was wrong, so I wouldn't do it. That was that.
"I'm in Hell most of the time," Lilith said in a hush, "I love it there. You might like it too." I looked into Lilith's eyes and they burned white hot now.
"I..." I started.
"You want your soul. You want to keep it close to you in the night, kiss it, and love it. I understand. I won't take it now. I get it when you're dead," she explained, "And let's be honest; you don't exactly live virtuous life. You are full of envy and wrath. Odds are, you were going to Hell anyway. Why not eliminate the suspense and get something out it?"
"No, it isn't like that," I said, but I felt differently. She was right, I wasn't a religious person. I'd been living on the assumption that there was no God. And no Lilith. Here she was showing me I was wrong. If I was going to burn in Hell anyway...why not treat myself now? She must've seen that change in my eyes.
"Think about Larissa. I know why you said what you did. I know what it is to be alone, to be angry, to be embarrassed, and to feel anxiety. I know what every day is like for you. Why will you live your life that way when you don't have to? I am not asking for anything but your signature today." She touched on all the things I'd been thinking about myself. She knew my thoughts. And she played the right notes. It was readily apparent that I lacked the resolve to fix my life myself. Wasn't this everything I'd ever wanted?
"Will you sign honey?" She reached in between her breasts and pulled out a small notebook and pulled a pen from behind her ears and handed it to me. I took it and looked at her.
"Well..." I said, and I saw her eyes getting hungry. For a moment I was struck by how insane this was. There was no way this was actually happening. This was some sort of weird dream or something. And I also thought of how many times I'd hoped that I could get a wish. To be able to change something in my life. If this was a dream, there was no harm. And if it wasn't...well didn't I deserve to be happy? She made such a good point.
I know it sounds like a switched fast, from being completely unwilling to selling my soul to accepting that I could sell it. All I can say is that it happened that fast. I naturally rejected the idea of selling my soul. But then, when I actually stopped to think about it, I realized that I didn't use my soul! It was just as shameful and obnoxious as the rest of my being. When I realized I didn't have anything to protect, I didn't really care about it anymore. What I cared about was changing myself. Now.
"Well what Larissa?" she said. And I realized that she desperately wanted my soul. I could see it in her eyes. There was a chance here, a chance to get a bargain for my soul.
"Well, what do I get?" I said.
"Oh, it is a proper lawyer!" Lilith said in a haughty accent, but she smiling, "It seems someone wants to negotiate for her soul, the kind of thing that could cause you to go to Hell anyway. Well, I like that. Let me tell you what I am offering." She backed away from me now, squatted on her haunches on my knees.
"What is it?"
"Well tits, that's what you get. That's what you asked for. So you have to get that for your soul," she said and then stopped. We both knew I desperately wanted them. But I wanted more too. I looked down at my pitiful chest and then up at Lilith.
"You aren't getting my soul just for tits," I said and she laughed.
"You aren't as weak as you think," she said dryly, "I promised you a deal didn't I? Well, you have to get tits. You will get them tonight. But, in addition to that, you will get two additional requests over the next two nights. One a night. Essentially, you get three wishes. People always like three wishes. 1001 Nights or something. One for the father, the son, and the holy ghost if you like. Three wishes in exchange for your soul. No wishing for more wishes, etc., etc., what do you say Larissa?" she asked. As she finished speaking, she looked at her nails, sort of feigning disinterest. I tried to do the same, but I could not. With three wishes, I could get anything and everything I'd ever wanted. I couldn't hold my poker face.
"Deal!" I said emphatically. Lilith quickly thrust her notepad under my nose. I was still holding her pen and I looked at the pad. It didn't say anything. It just had a line with an "x" next to it. I looked up at her and she raised her eyebrows. My heart was pounding.
"Do it, and you won't ever have to feel unnecessary ever again," she said. And I felt her words touch me deeply. I put the pad to paper and signed my name. I instantly looked down at my tits and... they were the same.
"What the Hell Lilith?" I asked, "You don't get my soul if you don't follow through." Suddenly Lilith's eyes flashed crimson and she stood up quickly on the bed. She towered over me and I could feel pure malice coming from her body.
"Do not presume to lecture me slave! You have but a few years on this earth and then you belong to me, do not dictate conditions! You will get everything you ask for and more, but you will get it on my terms," Lilith said, her voice echoing inside of my head. I felt dread, dread like I'd never felt before. What had I just done? And in that instantly, Lilith's tail swung around and struck me hard on the side of the head. In that instant, the whole world went black.
Chapter 2: Tits
I awoke the next morning to find light streaming in through my bedroom window. Actually, it was early afternoon. I'd been sleeping in late lately, and it was already 1:30 p.m. according to my clock. I felt a little bit groggy, like I'd had too much to drink the night before. I had the slightest memory of a strange dream the night before, but I couldn't remember what it was. My eyes were still half closed as I swung my feet over the right side of my bed. Something in my mind told me that I shouldn't do that, but I yawned and ignored it. I felt my feet sink into my carpet and I stretched out my arms and legs. I rubbed the sleep out of my eyes as I walked down the hall and into my bathroom.
I walked up to the sink and put my head under the faucet and got a quick drink. While the water was still running, I grabbed my toothbrush and squirted some toothpaste onto it. Then I looked up into the mirror. And my mouth dropped open and my toothbrush clattered into the sink. For a moment my eyes burrowed into the mirror. Then they dropped down to my chest.
I was wearing a little white t-shirt, something I wore to bed most nights. But it didn't look normal. It was small that usually fell so that it just barely covered the top of my pajama pants. But today, it was hiked up so that my navel was visible. Then, inexplicable, the shirt sort of ballooned up on my chest, puffing out in front of me in two round bumps. There were two little points sticking out from the fronts of those lumps.
Then, the whole night before flooded back to my mind. The sounds, the smells, the visions, and, most of all, the sale. I'd sold my soul the night before in exchange for breasts and two other wishes. And it hadn't been a daydream or a hallucination. Something had actually changed! I had the breasts I'd always wanted!
I quickly grabbed the bottom of my shirt and tore it up over my head and then looked back at the mirror. I actually gasped when I saw them the first time. They were absolutely perfect. First of all, they were big. I mean not cartoonishly big, I am a small girl with a tiny frame. But on that small body, those C-cup sized breasts looked massive. I still had the same little, dark red areola's and longish nipples I'd always had, but there was suddenly heft behind them. The breasts, my breasts, were the perfect shape, sort of rounded on the bottom and gently sloped at the top giving them a perfect teardrop shape. I shook my shoulders a bit and was shocked when my breasts bounced naturally, and alluringly, in the mirror. They were actually mine! They were connected to me!
I felt their weight and density as they slapped into one another and even bounced on my chest. I had to feel them more! I reached up with my hands. My heart was pounding mightily and my fingers were actually shaking. I don't know what I expected: my fingers to fall off or my tits to deflate or something, but I was nervous. Then I felt my fingers brush against my breasts and sink into the flesh. My breasts were warm and felt dense. And not only could I feel my breasts with my fingers, I could feel my fingers with my breasts! I couldn't believe it! I looked down as I felt myself, watched my skin ripple. They were absolutely perfect. And they felt nice to play with, made me feel sexy.
I always wanted to know what it would feel like to have big breasts and to give them a nice squeeze, so I grabbed my left breast and applied a little pressure. I felt a strange feeling of release and actually moaned and closed by eyes. It was wonderful. I opened my eyes to look at my breasts again in the mirror, but was confused to see a few stray dribbles of white liquid sprayed across it. I leaned forward but couldn't figure out what it was. But I could see in the mirror that a drop of that liquid was also perched precariously on my nipple!
I moved my finger over my nipple (and felt a delightful chill run down my spine) and then lifted the white liquid up to my eye level. What the hell was it? I looked at the ceiling to see if something was dripping down, but it was dry. I smelled the liquid bit it didn't have any smell. I shrugged my shoulders and wiped it off on my pajama pants. Then I reached up and decided to squeeze other breast, to see if it felt different. I squeezed even harder this time and that release feeling felt even stronger. But this time I kept my eyes open.
I was absolutely shocked to see something shoot out of my nipple. It was a long, thing stream running out of my body! I saw it splatter against the mirror, putting even more liquid on the glass. I looked down at my nipple and saw that, once again, it a dribble was on the end of it. Milk? My breasts were full of milk? I was so shocked by what I was seeing that I could barely keep two thoughts in my head. It was just too many confusing things at once.
Slowly, I became aware that I could hear my phone ringing in my room. I was still staring at the milk on my finger and the milk smeared all over the bathroom mirror. But in a sort of daze I walked, topless, back to my room and looked for my phone. Even in my sort of zonked out state I noticed the way my breasts bounced up and down when I walked. I made it to my room and picked my phone up off of my nightstand. I looked at the number. It wasn't anyone I knew, instead, there was just a three numbers on the screen: "666."
For a moment I just stared at the phone. That wasn't a number that was possible. But it wasn't possible for me to have big, milk-filled breasts either. Finally, I clicked the button on the phone, "hello?" I said.
"Good morning Ms. Mansfield. I got the feeling that you might have a couple of questions, thought I might give you a call" a familiar, sultry voice said over the phone.
"Lilith?" I said, wondering if it is even made sense for her to call me on the phone, "This is Larissa, not Ms..." I started.
"No, Jane Mansfield honey, it's a joke... never mind it's before of your time. Pam Anderson? I don't that I guess that's pretty old too at this point as well. How about this, how's the morning going? Is it the tits?" Lilith said and then laughed into the phone.
"Lilith, did you do this?" I asked, looking down at my breasts again.
"Ask and you shall receive honey. You wanted big, beautiful tits and you got them didn't you?"
"Yeah," I said honestly, "but they are full of..." I started.
"Sex appeal? Raw animal magnetism? Or just flesh?" Lilith asked.
"No, milk!" I yelled into the phone, "My big , beautiful tits are leaking milk!" I said.
"What's your point?" Lilith said, sounding disinterested.
"I never said I wanted milk in my breasts, I just wanted them to be bigger," I said. When I screamed, I felt my breasts jostle and it almost felt like I could hear my milk sloshing around inside of me. I felt so strange, though I knew it was all in my head.
"Well you never said that," Lilith snapped back, "I work in nature my dear Larissa. I can't make something out of nothing and I don't have access to a lot of silicone. It melts where I come from. I made your tits big the old fashioned way. Giving you some milk," Lilith said as though I should have just known that was what she was going to do, "you gotta be careful what you wish for."
"Do I have a baby?!" I asked, suddenly alarmed. I knew you don't just get milk from nowhere. But Lilith was cackling over the phone.
"No. I didn't go that far, but I wish I had now!" Lilith laughed, "I just set the machinery working." I did remember when my older sister gave birth. Her breasts had suddenly gotten a little bit bigger. A little bit.
"But shouldn't my breasts only increase like one cup size or so for milk?" I asked and sat down heavily on my bed. This was not what I was expecting.
"Well if you had a baby maybe, and made a normal amount of milk, say 25-32 ounces of milk in a day, then that would probably be true," Lilith said. Something about the way she said 'normal' made me uncomfortable.
"Well, if my breasts are bigger, how much milk do I produce?" I asked.



"Oh well, that will depend on a lot of things. You know, how much you eat, how much you drink, exercise," Lilith said as though this were just an academic discussion. I was getting a little bit antsy.
"Please Lilith, just ballpark it for me," I said.
"About three quarts I'd say," Lilith said, "Around 96 ounces. You know, around 12 ounces per breast every six hours or so, maybe slowing down some or even stopping while you are sleeping" Three quarts! I couldn't even fathom that amount of liquid inside of my body. And 24 ounces, ever six hours! That was a ton! I wasn't some sort of cow or anything, "Don't worry though, they won't deflate when you milk them or anything, I've seen to that. They won't get all worn out looking or anything either. They will look nice." But what she was saying made me think of something.
"Well if they are just going to look like this, then I can just leave the milk there right? I mean, I don't have to squeeze it out do I?" I asked, looking down again at my big breasts. Even with all these new problems, they still looked really nice...
"Huh," Lilith said, "I wouldn't do that if I were you," She sounded ominous.
"Why not?"
"You tell me honey, I gave you those about six hours ago, how are they feeling right now?" she asked. I hadn't really noticed, but now that she was talking about it, I came to the realization that they...ached a little bit. Nothing too bad, just a little pressure. It had been the relief from that pressure that had given me that "release" I'd felt in the bathroom.
"Are they going to be sore if I leave them full?" I asked. I lifted one breast in my hand and jiggled it a bit. It felt heavy and ached more than it did before.
"Oh it will ache for awhile I would imagine. But you don't HAVE to do anything about it. If you don't express your milk, it will come out, eventually," she explained.
"You mean I will leak?" I asked.
"Just a bit," she said and I could hear her laughing at me. My face got red.
"Well what the Hell am I supposed to do with all this milk?" I asked, "drink it?"
"You could, it won't hurt you. Frankly I don't care. I only called to check and make sure everything turned out okay. Sounds like things are more or less what you wanted, so I am going to run. Very busy today," she said, suddenly sounding quite bored.
"What do you mean 'more or less' I already told you I didn't want them like this," I explained, more exasperated than ever.
"Hey Larissa, like I said, be careful what you wish for, you should've known that," she said, "If you hate them, use your second wish tonight to get rid of them. But give them a spin, you might like it." And then there was a click and the phone was dead in my hand.
For a moment I just stared into space. What in the fuck was I going to do? This was not normal. I felt a sudden increase in pressure and I looked down at my breasts. I still couldn't get over how good they looked, but I didn't know how I felt about the milk. This was so weird. I needed to really think about whether I wanted to get rid of my breasts with my second wish. What a waste though! I shook my head and felt and even greater pinch in my breasts.
"I can't ignore this, even if it is just today," I said to myself. No use worrying at this moment whether I was going to get rid of them. I had to take care of this now.
None of my bras fit me so I quickly slipped on a large t-shirt. Well, it had been large. With my new breasts, it seemed to fit perfectly, shaping over the round mounds of my breasts. I walked out into the hallway clothed now and saw that Wendy's door was closed. That was good. My breasts bounced lightly in my shirt (sending pressure through my body) as I walked to the kitchen.
When I got to the kitchen I started tearing through the drawers. Eventually, I found a large plastic cup that I got as a souvenir at a football game one time. It was huge, like a 36 ounce cup. I thought about taking it back to my room, but even as I turned to move I felt an intense pressure in my breast. I looked down and saw two little spots of liquid forming on my shirt. I was leaking!
I didn't have time to go back to my room. I threw my head around, checking to be absolutely positive that no one could see me, and then I quickly pulled my shirt up under my armpits so that my breasts were exposed. I could see two white drips, one on each nipple. They were growing larger, and then one drip slid down the rounded bottom of my breasts. It felt nice, the release in pressure. But I was going to make a mess, I needed to act quickly.
I set the big cup down on the kitchen counter. I then positioned my left breast over the opening and squeezed hard, much harder than I had earlier in the mirror. "Oh god!" I involuntarily moaned as a big, white jet of milk shot out of my breast and sloshed into the cup. The feeling had been incredibly intense. And pleasurable. I wondered if it was only because my breast had hurt so bad before. I carefully squeezed again and groaned with pleasure as my warm milk sloshed out of my body.
I couldn't deny the pleasure anymore. It wasn't just the feeling of a "release." It was actual satisfaction. And definitely sexual. As I squeezed my breast for a third time, I felt my knees go weak and I felt a tell-tale wetness growing between my legs. I bit my lip to prevent myself from moaning squeezed again, harder than ever. Despite my efforts, I heard a whirring noise in the back of my throat as I squeezed. Each time I squeezed my breast it felt like a tongue was wetly sliding across my clitoris (not that I really knew what that felt like, but what I imagined it felt like, when I flicked my wet finger across it). I had to lean heavily against the kitchen counter as I squeezed again. My breathing was shallow and I could feel every nerve in my body. I squeezed again, and again, and again. And each time, my toes curled harder, my breathing more labored, and senses more heightened. I squeezed again and...nothing.
My eyes shot quickly down to my left breast. I saw a single drip of milk still clinging to my nipple, but my breast no longer felt full. I looked down into the cup and saw about 12 ounces of liquid collected in the bottom. I felt the feeling of ecstasy quickly starting to ebb. My right breast was still aching, and I quickly positioned it over the lid of the cup and squeezed it.
"Holy fuck!" I moaned, but barely in words. It was more like a primal groan that sounded sort of like 'holy fuck.' If anything, the feeling was getting more intense rather than less. I threw my head back and allowed my body to take over as I squeezed my right breast again and again. Each squeeze sent a little spurt of milk into the cup and a big jolt of lightening through my body.
I could feel it building even after the first few squirts of milk from my right breast. I couldn't believe what I was feeling, but I'd masturbated too many times not know what it was. The more I squeezed the closer and closer I got. My whole body felt like it was vibrating and my fingers felt weak. I gave one last hard squeeze to my breast and felt the milk squirt hard out of my nipple.
"Oh my God!" I yelled loudly, not even caring if Wendy could hear me. The orgasm ripped through my body like none I'd ever felt before. Rather than glowing out slowly from my clitoris like most of orgasms, this one seemed to burst out of my chest and my pussy at the same time. Sensation, just absolute pure sensation, moved up and down my legs, my torso, and every other part of my body at the same time. Pleasure moved in every direction, making me disoriented and completely relaxed and somehow heightened at the same time. I couldn't hear, or taste, or feel, smell, or see anything outside of my body. It was just the absolute fullness of pleasure.
Finally, after what felt like an eternity, the orgasm slowly subsided and I found myself standing topless in my kitchen, a bit sheepish and confused. I spent a few minutes catching my breath and trying to understand what I was feeling. What had just happened? Was that going to happen every time I made milk? And what about my milk?
I looked down into the cup on the kitchen counter. The strangeness of my recent orgasm seemed less important. Now that it had passed and I'd had an opportunity to catch my breath, I was just much more curious about my new breasts and their strange properties. I looked at my breasts. They were a little red from my forceful squeezing but, like Lilith had promised, they still looked perky and full. They no longer ached.
The cup was clear (except for football logos splashed around it haphazardly) and I could see the bluish white liquid sitting inside of it. I swirled the glass around once. The milk sloshed around and it looked thinner than regular milk (although much thicker than water), maybe like skim milk. There was a lot of it, it was definitely around the 24 ounces that Lilith had suggested. I lifted the glass up to my nose and took a furtive sniff. I don't know what I was expecting, but it had a light, pleasant aroma. A little creamy and sweet smelling. It was actually kind of an appetizing smell. Suddenly, I had an overwhelming desire to see what it tasted like. I lifted the cup up towards my mouth and tilted it back...
"So I said...." I heard the front door bang open and heard Wendy's loud voice. I could tell from the sound that more than one person was entering my house. I felt white hot panic course through my body, seeming to follow the same sensory pathways the orgasm had just opened. I set the cup down on the counter and quickly scrambled to find my shirt. I found it and slipped it quickly over my head. I was just adjusting it to straighten out when Wendy walked into the kitchen.
"And so I was like..." she was saying to a crew of friends following in her wake. It looked like there was another girl and about four guys following her and they were drinking in everything she was saying. I realized that all of these people were in my house and I sort of shrank back against the refrigerator, trying to make myself small.
"Oh hey Larissa," she said sweetly when she noticed me standing in the kitchen, "You're finally up. I hope you don't mind, some people are over to watch the game," Suddenly all of the eyes in the house were focused on me. Despite the fact that I had my beautiful new breasts, I felt self-conscious. Maybe I felt more self-conscious. I crossed my arms in front of me tits and blushed.
"No, that's fine," I said. The boys sort of gave me a once over, I could feel their eyes on my breasts, and then marched into the living room to turn on the television.
"Oh, and this is my friend Gina," Wendy said, gesturing towards the only other girl, "She is my friend from back home. She is going to stay through the next week. Her college is off. I didn't think you'd mind."
"Hi, nice to meet you," Gina said, extending her hand. I uncoiled one of my hands from in front of my breasts and shook it. My heart was beating quickly and I felt that same social anxiety I'd always felt around Wendy's friends. Or any other people for that matter. Wasn't that I'd wanted breasts? It thought this would give me confidence. This was not working out like I thought.
"Nice to meet you too," I said all in one breath, blushing harder. I looked over Wendy's friend. She was very pretty as well, and it was clear they had been the cool, sexy kids in high school together. Gina was almost, but not quite, as tall as Wendy. She had incredibly long, dark, red hair and lightly freckled skin. She was wearing a bikini top and some cut-off jeans and her stomach was incredible! Not overly muscled, just perfectly toned and girly. Her legs were smooth and less freckled that her face. Her breasts were large, though not as large as my new breasts. She was gorgeous and comfortable, just like Wendy. I realized I'd been looking her over too long and blushed harder, looking down at my feet. Wendy seemed to sense my discomfort, and, like she usually did, she talked to cover it up.
"Oh my god, I am glad you have something out. I had too much to drink last night and I am still hung over. Need something to re-hydrate!" she said. And with that, she reached across my body towards the cup with my milk in it. I was about to warn her, of what exactly I don't know, but before I could, she whispered into my ear.
"Are you wearing a wonder bra or something? It looks fucking good!" and she gave me a wink. I was so flustered by that comment that I didn't even have the wherewithal to say anything about the milk. I just watched as Wendy brought the cup up to her lips. I could see a quickly flash of white liquid as it poured into her mouth. She took a big gulp and I watched her throat move as my milk slipped into her belly.
"Oh, I didn't expect milk!" she said, a little milk mustache on her upper lip. She licked it off slowly, "But that's good. Sweet. What is that, that vanilla flavored soy stuff? It's warm, I hear that stuff doesn't have to be refrigerated as much" I opened my mouth to speak, but then just closed it again.
"Oh I wanted to try that," Gina said. I watched, helplessly as Gina took the cup out of Wendy's hands and put it up to her own mouth. Once again, I watched as a girl drank my milk. My own mouth was dry, nervous. I needed to get away, be in my private room again, "Yeah, that is yummy."
"I am stealing this by the way," Wendy said, taking the milk back from Gina and taking a quick sip, "I know you drank my last Snapple. Now we are even."
"Hey, you ladies are going to miss kick off," one of the dudes said. When I looked over I saw he was looking at me. Rather than feeling flattered, like I always figured I would, I just felt more self-conscious.
"Coming," Wendy said, "You want to come watch? Should be a good game." I looked at all of the people in the room. I wanted to say yes. I wanted to want to say yes. But I couldn't. I just wanted to be away again.
"No I am... I have some stuff I need to do," I said. Wendy gave me a concerned look, I must've been acting strange, even for me. But she didn't say anything.
"Okay, well, if you get time later, come in," she said.
"Or just come in now!" the guy in the room said and one of the other guys laughed.
"Smooth bro," the other guy said. I couldn't take it anymore. I turned and quickly walked out of the room. I stopped just outside of the kitchen to catch my breath. What had just happened? I hadn't even had time to understand how I'd had an orgasm and then Wendy was there and all her friends. And I still froze just like I always froze, and Wendy and Gina drank my milk, and...
"You didn't tell me your roommate was hot," I heard the guy who'd been staring at me say. I felt the flattery now, but I knew if I was standing there next to him, I would be completely ashamed. I inched closer to the kitchen door, listened in to hear what they said.
"Don't be a perv," I heard Wendy respond. Then I heard another guy, I think it was Wendy's current boyfriend, speak.
"I don't even understand why your roommates with her. It's not like you guys are friends or anything. And she is so weird. Like a hermit or something. But yeah, she is pretty hot." I heard what sounded like the guy getting hit in the face with a pillow.
"You're an ass," She said, but didn't actually sound angry, "I don't know, I remember after freshman year and everyone was pairing off to get roommates the next year. All of my friends were total flakes, but I knew from some ice-breaking thing during orientation that her parents were loaded. I figured that I wouldn't have to worry about her missing payments. Like I would if Laura was my roommate." Well that answered one question I'd always had. Why did Wendy want to be my roommate? My parents had money. Well if I felt shitty before...
"That's cold!" one of the guys said.
"No, I mean I know that sounds terrible. I was a bitch maybe, but actually Larissa is incredibly sweet! I mean she is crazy shy for some reason, but I think knowing her now I would want her for a roommate even without the rich parents," she said. I guess that made me feel a little better.
"Whatever," another guys voice said, "I am going to grab a beer from the fridge, anyone want anything?" he asked. I figured that meant they were done talking about me behind my back. I slinked away from the kitchen door and then slumped back to my bedroom, defeated again.
* * * * *
I grabbed a quick shower while everyone was still in my house watching television, but other than that I spent the rest of the day huddled in my room, trying to sort everything out. First and perhaps most importantly, I still loved my breast. Regardless of any other concerns, I knew that there was no way I was going to get rid of them. Even while I lay on my back thinking about my day, I couldn't help but stare at them and touch them gently. I had decided I was going to stay in my room all day, topless and just enjoy it. So after my shower, I'd just put on a pair of tight cloth shorts and nothing else. And that is what I'd been doing until the sun went down and Wendy and all her friends went into the backyard drank beer.
Beyond just the way my new breast looked on me, I had to admit that the orgasm I'd had in the kitchen was the most powerful I'd ever had in my life. I guess all of my orgasms were pretty similar before that, considering I'd given them all to myself in pretty much the same way. But that didn't change how powerful it was. And the more I thought of it, the less I was annoyed with the milk. I mean it was a slight inconvenience, sure, but nothing with compared to how the breasts looked or how it felt when I was making the milk. And, I had to admit to myself, the milk aspect was a little sexy to me too. I produced something with my body, and, based on the way Gina and Wendy reacted, it tasted good. I don't know why, but that turned me on. Just the thought of them drinking it turned me on...
But thinking of them reminded me of the one negative of my breasts: they hadn't worked. There I was in the kitchen with big tits and apparently looking "hot" and I still froze. I was still just as "weird" as ever. I'd thought that breasts were some sort of magic bullet to cure my social anxiety and my crippling awkwardness. That just seemed so naïve now. And frustrating. And that was the feeling I felt most of all, just intense frustration deep inside of my stomach, worming away at me. And I noticed after a long while that, along with my unbearable frustration, my breasts we starting to hurt. For a moment I couldn't figure out what that meant, maybe big breasts were sensitive to anxiety. Then I remembered. It had been six hours. It was time to milk. And I thought of one of my all-time favorite ways to release frustration...
I looked around the room for a cup of for something else to catch my milk in. I knew from experience at this point that there was going to be a good deal of it. I saw a small cup that I used for water, but it was nowhere near big enough. In fact, the only thing I saw in the room that would be anywhere near large enough to hold 24 ounces of liquid was a jewelry box that my father got me one year. It didn't look to be watertight. I was running out of ideas. And my breasts were really starting to hurt.
I didn't want to get dressed and walk out to the kitchen. There was a clear view from the backyard into the kitchen. I didn't want Wendy or her friends to ask me to go outside. I shifted uneasily on the bed, wondering what I was going to do. As I shifted my new, large breasts moved in a way that I was not used to. They sort of rose up on my chest a little bit. I wasn't used to have breasts large enough to move that way. It sort of surprised me. And it also gave me an idea that sent a chill down my spine.
I scooted back on the bed so that my neck was leaned up against the headboard. This made my head sit up at a ninety degree angle from my body with my chin hard on my sternum. It was slightly uncomfortable, but now my large breasts were just a few inches from my face.



I thought about Gina and Wendy earlier, how they'd both taken a drink of my milk. There didn't seem to be an ill effects. Lilith said as much. And I remembered how it smelled. How close I'd come to tasting it before they came into the kitchen. My heart was beating quickly, I was excited. I reached down and took one of my breasts in my hand. I carefully tilted my breasts up so that my nipple was facing towards my mouth.
I guess that the pressure I placed on my breast from doing so was a little bit too much. I felt that same, intense release feeling I'd had before. And I giggled a little to myself as I felt a hot splash of warm liquid across my face. I could feel milk dribbling down my cheek and I could see a little drop of the stuff hanging from my nipple.
But now my nipple was just a few inches from my lips and in perfect position. It was a little more uncomfortable than I thought (my new breasts weren't THAT big), but in a few seconds I felt my warm lips gently wrap around my nipple. My body felt electric from the touch and I squirmed on the bed when I felt my tongue graze flirtingly across my areola. And I tasted the little drop of milk that had been dangling so gently from my new breast.
It was just the barest hint of a flavor. Sweet. Much sweeter than regular milk. It was actually even sweeter than the vanilla soymilk that Wendy had mistaken it for. It was warm, just as warm as my mouth, which I suppose was not surprising. It tasted vaguely of melon, it is hard to explain. It was thick and velvety and even the small drop seemed to spread out over my tongue, coating it in flavor. I felt my eyes widen as the sensation danced across my tongue. And even as I tasted it, I felt my nipple harden in my mouth. I don't know if was the feel of my hot tongue on my skin that did it, the taste of my own sweet milk, or if it was, as I suspect, a combination of both. And I wanted more of it.
I wrapped my lips tighter and sucked in, forming a vacuum with my mouth. And as I did so I felt that intense release feeling I'd had before, but so much more this time. The milk came out in a solid burst, so much more than even I'd gotten with my hardest squeeze earlier in the day. The first thing that I noticed was the smell filling my nose. It was almost fruity. Then I felt my cheeks begin to bulge with liquid and I tasted the flavor again. It was that super-sweet melon flavor from before, but overwhelming in the amount. It coated my entire tongue and I felt it slip down my throat cleanly. I moaned around my nipple and writhed on the bed. I sucked hard again and the milk sloshed into my mouth. Pleasure rippled through my body, reaching a small crescendo and then lilting again. I squealed and hoped no one outside could hear me.
I needed more. I decided to start sucking smoothly and consistently. I steadily started to pulled milk into my mouth, sucking at an even clip. The milk poured into my mouth and down my throat. More importantly, I felt the familiar tingling start to build up inside of me. I shook on the bed as I sucked my nipple and drank down my milk. I closed my eyes and tried to comprehend the enormity of the bizarre sensation I was experiencing and the pleasure of it. I sucked deeper and deeper and I tasted more and more and then...Nothing.
I sucked again and tasted nothing. The building sensation of my orgasm started to diminish. For a moment I was confused. I know that sounds silly, but I was so engrossed by what I was doing that I honestly did not understand what was happening. I pulled my breast out of my mouth and it glistened with my spit. But it was devoid of milk. I quickly realized what was happening and dropped my breast. My stomach felt slightly full of milk, I hadn't even realized it at first. But I ignored that feeling and I quickly grabbed my other one and shoved it into my mouth like a child grabbing a pacifier.
As soon as my hard nipple was in my mouth I started to suck it in the steady, level manner that I'd found so pleasurable with my other breast. And the tension inside of me started to rise against instantly. I could feel my tight shorts rub against my clit as I writhed on the bed. I suddenly realized that I was only using half of my assets!
While I held my breast up to my mouth with my left hand, my right hand quickly shot between my legs. My fingers wiggled underneath of the elastic band on my shorts. They glided over my smooth, waxed mons and across my labia. I felt the thick wetness of my dripping pussy. I dipped my fingers gently into my vagina, getting my fingers slick and wet. Then I slid back up and found my hard little clit. I squealed as soon as I touched it, sucking harder on my nipple.
But in a moment, I was working in a perfect rhythm. As my tongue flicked my nipple and my mouth sucked out my milk, my fingers skittered around my clitoris. The force of the feeling I'd had earlier in the kitchen when I'd milked myself the first time was not added to by my attention to my clitoris. It was multiplied. I could barely think as my body moved faster and faster and faster. My fingers flew and I sucked in milk so quickly that it overflowed my mouth and dripped down my cheeks and neck.
It felt almost like I'd been experiencing an orgasm the entire time. That is, until, the actual orgasm occurred. It started in my throat. I made a quavering, gurgling sound as the milked slid into my belly around a loud groan. From there, my body started to convulse as my eyes rolled back in my head. Then a powerful warmth built from my nipples and shot through my body down to my clitoris. And then everything was beautiful. It was beyond an orgasm, it was the experience of absolute bliss and pure feeling wrapped around my entire body. I felt beauty. I opened my mouth and gasped and my now empty breast fell from my mouth.
"Oh Christ!" I almost screamed as it reached its peak and started to subside.
"Wrong one!" a fierce and sultry voice came from the foot of my bed. For a moment I thought it was Wendy or Gina, but of course, I knew better. The bliss I'd felt instantly dropped and my skin felt tight. My hand flew from between my legs, almost dripping wet, and my eyes flew open. For a second I couldn't make sense of the world. Then I saw Lilith standing at the foot of my bed. She was leaning against the bottom of the bed with one hand and was twirling her tail seductively. She was staring at me intently, her eyes a fiery red.
"Shit!" I screamed and jumped in the bed. Lilith threw her head back and cackled. I pulled my legs up to my chest as Lilith started to walk slowly around the bed.
"I thought you made a lot of noise and crashed through the floor," I said softly. Despite the fact that Lilith was not...human, I was still intensely embarrassed that she'd seen me masturbating. And I was also a bit uneasy seeing her. The night before I hadn't really believed that I was really seeing anything. Now I knew she was legit. And that made her dangerous. And sexy. She slinked around the bed and sat down next to me. I could feel her heat as she grabbed my wrist.
"I can do whatever I want. I didn't see any need for theatrics tonight," she said disinterestedly. She lifted my right hand up to her face and smiled deviously as she sniffed my fingers. Her long tongue shot out of her mouth and wrapped, hot, around my fingers, sucking off the juice from my pussy. It felt strangely nice, but I was unnerved, I yanked my hand back. I grabbed around my knees in a sort of sitting fetal position. Lilith raised her eyebrows at me.
"I thought we were friends!" Lilith said and pouted out her lips.
"I don't know," I said.
"That hurts," she said, but didn't sound like she was hurt. She rolled over onto the bed so that she was lying next to me, "But I suppose you have a tendency to want something one day and hate it the next," she said. She then reached between my arms and pinched my breast lightly. It didn't hurt, but it didn't feel good either. I shifted and then looked at her.
"Stop," I said, barely above a whisper.
"Well, don't you want to get rid of your breasts? You seemed pretty sure about it this morning," she said, pinching me again.
"No, I uh... I changed my mind," I said.
"They sort of grew on you eh?" she said and then she laughed again, "I'm sorry, that was bad." But then she cackled again. She moved her hand away from her breast.
"I want to keep them, thank you," I said, feeling a bit more comfortable. She seemed to be in a pretty good mood.
"I could see you were enjoying them," she said and I blushed harder, "Don't worry, I am not the one who gets hung up about such things." She said, rolling her eyes to the sky. I felt embarrassed again, a sort of ridiculous feeling in this situation, but there it was. And I didn't really like references to God when I was selling a second third of my soul. I looked at the clock. It was only around 9:00 p.m., "Isn't it earlier tonight?" I was trying to change the subject. She looked at the clock as well.
"I have time now to grant a second wish," She said, "I didn't imagine that anytime would be bad for that. Why? Are you afraid your friends will hear? Don't worry, I am only seen when I want to be seen."
"They aren't my friends," I said, completely unable to cover the dejected sound in my voice. However, I was glad to hear they wouldn't be walking in see...whatever this was.
"Oh no?" Lilith said, looking like she was truly surprised, "You mean they didn't throw themselves at your feet and beg for your friendship when they saw your big new breasts?" It was clear she knew exactly what I'd been thinking and was not surprised that it failed.
"You know what happened, I can tell," I said, she smiled at me and then stood up off of the bed. I let go of my knees. Lilith started to pace back and forth in my room slowly, keeping her eyes on me.
'Well, tell me exactly what went wrong," she said. For a moment, I felt like evading her questions, but then I felt my shoulders slump.
"I thought that if I looked like I'd always wanted to look that my anxiety would take care of itself. But I was wrong," I said. Lilith kept pacing, when she was facing me she spoke.
"So what is it that you are lacking? What can I help you with?" she asked. And for a moment I thought about it. It was clear that I needed something internal. It wasn't my looks that were holding me back. It was something else.
"I don't know, I feel like I am socially awkward or that I say stupid things all the time," I said, shaking my head. Lilith paced until she was facing me again.
"Lots of people say stupid things all the time and just keep talking and making friends," she said. I looked at her strangely. I hadn't expected her to push back.She seemed to sense that.
"I want to make sure you make the correct wish, no confusion this time," she said. And I nodded, that was actually very nice. Then, I thought about what she said. About social awkwardness. She was right. And the problem wasn't so much that I said or did stupid things. It was that I was so nervous about doings something stupid or awkward, that I didn't even start.
"You're right though, that isn't it. It's like I need...confidence," I said. And Lilith nodded her head sagely.
"Confidence, courage, purpose," she said slowly and with each word I started nodding. She was prescribing exactly what I needed. She was saying all the things that I'd thought the breasts would give me indirectly, but saying them directly.
"Yeah, those things," I said. She stopped pacing and looked at me intently.
"Then say exactly what it is you want," she said, her eyes black as coal. I felt nervous and would have dropped my gaze from her eyes if I'd hadn't been too afraid to do so. Too afraid to be afraid, I needed something for sure. I needed more than just courage. I needed more than just boldness. I needed...
"I need balls, you know?" Finally finding the one word that I needed. Lilith's eyes suddenly burst into red flames and a strange smile crossed her face. Like she was pleasantly surprised with my answer. It felt good, like I was already being bold.
"Done!" she said. And, despite the fact that I should've seen it coming (Oh what I should've seen coming!) her tail whipped around again quickly, striking my head and knocking me out once more.
Chapter 3: Balls
I awoke on Sunday morning, slightly earlier than I had awoken the morning before. But once again I was groggy. I felt like I'd slept too long. I rubbed my eyes and shook my head. Unlike the previous morning, there was no haze. I remembered clearly everything that had happened the night before. I remembered Lilith and I remembered my second wish.
I just considered going to find Wendy or going out on the street and talking to someone. Just testing it. But I didn't know if I actually felt more... ballsy. I just felt like I always did. I wondered if I would have to be around other people to know. I pushed the blanket down to my waist and gave a happy glance down at my breasts. They were still lovely, even on the second day. And they ached again.
I'd really enjoyed the way my milk tasted the night before and I wanted to try it again, without having Lilith to spoil the ending. I smiled to myself as I hunkered back down into position with my neck against the headboard. I kind of liked that this would now be part of my morning routine.
I grabbed my breast and pulled my little pink nipple up to my lips. It was easier this time that the last time, I knew what I was doing. In a moment, my hard little nub was pressed up against my teeth. I felt a shiver run through my body and I closed my eyes. I started to suck on my nipple and instantly a thick stream of milk began to fill my mouth.
"So good!" I mouthed around my nipple, as I enjoyed the sweet taste of my body's bounty. And I felt that same tingling, orgasmic feeling running through me. I sucked long and steady, letting the milk drain down my throat, and feeling it coat my throat.
It was no less powerful than the day before and I could barely stand the slow pace I'd set for myself. I wanted to suck it all out quickly, and get lovely feeling. But I wanted to savor my flavor as well. Regardless, in a short couple of minutes I felt my first breast empty. I didn't even open my eyes. Before the sensation had a chance to subside, I quickly released my empty breast and positioned my other aching nipple against my lips. I barely missed a beat before another steady stream of hot liquid was gliding across my teeth.
Once again, I sucked slowly, gently, and steadily on my breast. The taste was even sweeter than before, like all of the sugar had settled to the last little bit. And by this time I was groaning loudly and writhing freely on the bed. I felt my heart beating faster and I needed some release.
It was while I was shifting on the bed that I noticed that my panties felt tight against my skin. I didn't know what was causing it. But I felt that somehow it was keeping me from cumming. I thought that maybe I'd twisted around too much and caused a bunch in my panties or something. While I was still sucking on my breast, I pulled back the covers on my bed and opened my eyes.
I looked down between my legs and immediately knit my brow. Sometime during the night I'd put my little pajama shorts back on. That wasn't strange. But what was strange was that there was a large bulge between my legs, like there was something stuffed down the front of my panties. I had no idea what it could be. I sucked in a little nervously, pulling some milk out of my breast. I jumped a little because, as I sucked, thing in my pants throbbed. And my body was still building in tension towards an orgasm. Maybe if I hadn't been so close, I wouldn't have kept going, I would have been more nervous.
But I was so close! It felt so amazing and my milk tasted so good. Regardless, I was curious. I reached down with my free hand and grabbed the hem of my shorts. I took one last suck on my breast, draining the last little bit of milk. And at the same time, I yanked down on my shorts. I felt the soft, enveloping warmth of an orgasm start to burst through my body and, at the same time, I looked down between my legs.
I was moaning from the orgasm, but it changed into a confused groan. Staring up from between my legs was a...cock! A hard, pulsing 6-inch, circumcised penis had popped out of my shorts and was looking me in the face. I made a gasping sound in surprise. At the same time, my orgasm built to a muscle-clenching crescendo and I felt an intense release of pressure, more wrenching than any I'd felt in my entire life. I grunted loudly and for a moment forgot about the confusing appendage between my legs.
But only for a moment. My eyes were closed now and I had opened my mouth to moan. While was doing so, I suddenly felt something hot and wet splashed against my eyes, nose, and across my open mouth. My eyes flew open and I saw big, white spurts of liquid shooting out of the penis attached to my body. I couldn't even move. But I could feel the... sperm? I could feel it pulling out of my body. I felt more splash against my breasts and against my stomach. I closed my mouth.
And I tasted it. I guess I hadn't really realized that whatever it was had gone into my mouth. It was just a few drops of liquid against the inside of my cheek. I'd never tasted cum before, never even thought about it. It was salty and tasted thick. It mixed strangely (but not unpleasantly) with the last sweet residue of milk in my mouth. I liked it. I felt that even as I was completely confused about what was going on.
Slowly, the sort of confusing haze of my orgasm subsided and I became more aware of my surroundings. But, as the sort of hazy confusion I always felt during an orgasm subsided, I realized that a more profound confusion was settling on me. I looked down at my body. There was thick white liquid all over my body. My big new breasts were covered in thick lines of the stuff. It was even thicker on my belly and there was even a pool of the stuff in my bellybutton! I felt a little sticky and I ran my finger tips through some of it. It was thick and sticky, but felt warm and kind of pleasant on my hands. I knew from watching porn that this was a lot of cum, more than I'd ever seen any guy unload in a movie. But I also knew that playing in the cum was just to prevent me from looking at the most confusing thing of all. But finally, I willed myself to act.
And I looked a little farther down and found the... penis. I mean, I was certain that's what it was. I had watched enough porn to know what a cock looked like. I just didn't know what it was doing on my body. For a moment, I thought that it was just sitting on my body, like laying across my pussy and not attached to me. I know that sound weird, and maybe even grosser than the truth, but I wasn't not in my right mind at the time. I pulled my fingers out of the little pool of cum in my belly button and slid them down my body to the tip of the cock. I pushed my finger against it. And jumped.
I could feel it. Just like the day before with my breasts, I had the strange sensation that I could feel not only the rapidly softening tip of the cock against my finger, I could also feel the finger against my cock! The cock was almost completely softened now and looked considerably smaller than when it was hard. I moved closer and pinched the tip of the cock and lifted it up. It hurt and I dropped it again and it slapped noisy against my lower stomach. I felt fear start to pulse through my body, almost a panic.
"What the Hell..." I started, then, I a stray idea passed through my mind. I reached down underneath the shaft of the cock. It was hot against my hand and in a moment I felt soft, doughy skin. And then I felt, "balls! God damn it, I should've..." I started, but suddenly my phone rang.



My eyes shot over to the cell phone sitting on the table next to my bed. I moved my hand away from the balls. My balls? I didn't want to think of that. Even as I reached over to the phone, I was still kicking myself, how could I be so stupid? Especially since I'd already gotten in trouble with the milk from my breast wish (even if that had turned out to be a pleasant surprise).
I was about to grab the phone when I realized my fingers were covered in sperm. I looked at the white liquid glistening on my fingers and realized I didn't want it on my phone. But I didn't really want to wipe it on my bed either. The phone kept right on ringing and I needed to do something. Without really thinking I plunged my fingers into my mouth and started to suck the liquid off of my fingers. Without the residue of milk in my mouth, it tasted much saltier and there was far more of it on my fingers than I'd tasted before. It had a tangy, earthy flavor to it that wasn't unpleasant. I tried to tell myself I didn't like it, then ignored my own lies and just grabbed the phone. 666, Lilith was calling again. I couldn't wait to lay into her, this was obviously not what I'd asked for.
"Hello, how're things at Yellowstone?" her sultry voice said. She always had a way of throwing me off.
"Yellowstone? What?"
"Old Faithful?" she asked, "Oh come on, that wasn't even a pop culture reference, I figured... never mind. I just thought I'd call up and see how the second wish worked out."
"Very fucking funny Lilith," I said, forgetting over the phone how terrified I was of her. She didn't sound angry, she just cackled wickedly into the phone.
"What's the problem?" she asked. I couldn't move on the bed, I was afraid that if I did, the cum would get everywhere. So I just had to lay there motionless and listen to Lilith mock me. I just closed my eyes to at least avoid looking at the cock.
"You knew when I said 'balls' I didn't mean this!" I shouted into the phone. For a moment there was silence on the line. But then she spoke.
"Hey, I am sorry," Lilith said, actually sounding apologetic, "I knew you said 'balls' but I figured when you said you wanted those that you'd want the shaft too. I mean, just a pair of balls hanging there would look kinda weird you know?"
"What?" I said and in a moment, what she was saying registered and I got angry, "No damn it, I mean I was talking about 'balls' in the metaphorical sense. Like, you know, courage and assertiveness and stuff. I didn't say I wanted testicles!"
"Do I have to play the game where I pretend I don't know what you are talking about?" Lilith asked, suddenly sounding very serious, "I told you before to be careful what you wish for. You said 'balls' and I delivered. The metaphor must come from somewhere, I mean when people say 'balls' in that sense, they are referring obliquely to testicles. They aren't talking about footballs." She was right, of course, I knew from experience that if I left her any space, she'd drive right through it, what did I expect now?
"Yeah, I know," I said defeated. She laughed, but not overly cruelly.
"Well at least you are getting smarter. Again you can always dump it tonight if you don't like it."
"Oh I don't. It is gone. This isn't like the breasts," I said, looking at my hard nipples, coated in white jizz.
"Hey don't say that just yet! I gave you a nice one, not humongous but big for someone your height (not to mention sex). Plus, you are a regular sperm factory if you're into that sort of thing," she said.
"What do you mean?" I asked warily.
"Come on, I know you've used it. That isn't a normal amount of cum, that was like eight ounces of sperm. I know you drank your milk, that is going to have a strange reaction with your cum. There is going to be a lot of it."
"Oh great," I said, not exactly excited.
"Some people are into that," she explained.
"I am not!" I said defiantly. I might have known it was all my fault, but it didn't make me any less angry.
"Like you don't like milky tits right?" she said over the phone. Well, she was right about that... before I had a chance to come up with a reply to her interjection, she spoke again, "Well, I think you need some time to get your house in order. I just wanted to check and see how things were going. I am your friend, after all." Lilith cackled again and then, in a moment, the phone went dead.
I set it back down on the counter and stared up at the ceiling for a second. This was completely insane. I mean, the changes the day before had been major, but it hadn't changed my identity in anyway. I was still a girl, just a girl with bigger tits. What was I now? I wasn't a boy, but was I girl? Was I a shemale? None of this made any sense.
The only thing I knew for sure was that I needed to get myself cleaned off. I looked back down at the mess that covered my body. I looked around the room with more time now, trying to find something close at hand that I could use to clean myself. But there was nothing. I knew that if I stood up, all of the cum would slide off of my body and made a mess all over my bed. I felt intensely frustrated, just another thing added to an already horrible day.
There really wasn't anything to do, except... "Well," I said to myself with a sigh, "I have already tasted it twice, it wasn't that bad." I knew the only place to clean it was into my mouth. I tried to tell myself that I wasn't curious and oddly excited. I mean, I'd tasted it twice and liked it. But I tried desperately to convince myself that that experience had satiated my curiosity and that eating the jizz now was just a necessity. But my heart was fluttering.
I started with my left breast. There was a large globule of sperm underneath of my nipple. I reached down with a hooked finger and scooped over my now hardened nipple. The sperm was cooler, but still warm from my body. My finger felt lovely against my nipple and I felt a shiver run though my body. I even felt (but ignored) a slight reaction in the penis. Hell, at that point I knew it, my penis.
I lifted the finger up to my face. The cum was sticky and glommed onto my finger steadfastly. It glistened on my finger where the sunlight hit it as it filtered through my blinds. It had a pearly look to it, not exactly as unappealing as it looked in the over-lit porno movies I watched on my computer. I brought it up to my nose and sniffed it once. It had a slight fragrance that I couldn't put my finger on, but was somehow familiar. Without any further hesitation, I plunged it into my mouth.
There was a lot more sperm on my finger this time that there had been before. It slithered around on my tongue, leaving a surprisingly potent flavor. I circled my tongue around the roof of my mouth, driving the flavor into my nose. I liked it. I had to admit, it didn't taste bad. I swallowed down the cum and then moved my finger back down my body to scoop some more. I forgot about what I was supposed to like and what I was not supposed to like and decided to just enjoy this. I just scooped cum onto my fingers and slide it into my mouth. Even while I was sloshing my sperm through my teeth, I was moving my finger back down to my body, finding more jizz. I scooped it out of my bellybutton, off my tits, and even off of the tip of my cock and scooped it into my mouth.
The smell and taste was so enticing, I couldn't explain it. And it was arousing. Despite my best efforts to ignore it, the more of my still-warm cum that I drank down, the harder my cock became. Soon it was standing out hard from my body. I had cum all over my lips and some had dripped slightly down my cheeks, but when I looked down at my body, it was glistening but clear of big globs of cum. I hadn't even realized how much I'd eaten. I'd been in such a frenzy. But now it was completely gone! My cock ached and part of me wanted to touch it. But as I swallowed down the last little, I suddenly felt sheepish. And sticky.
"I need a shower," I said out loud. With the excitement of finding the cock, having my first orgasm from it, and then...eating my sperm subsided I felt strangely numb. And I felt less connected to my cock that I had just a moment before while the taste and smell was still hot on me. After a moment's hesitation as I stood up from my bed and watched my hard dick wobble along with my big breasts, I decided I would just ignore my cock for the day. I had had my fun with it, but it was really, really not right for this thing to be attached to me. So I would just go through the motions of the rest of the day and then ask Lilith to get rid of it. That would be the end of the matter. Even coming to that decision made me feel better. I would look back on this and laugh. Then I would find a boyfriend, because I wanted to taste more of that stuff!
The only problem with that method of avoidance was, as I already noted, I had this big erect cock attached to my body. Despite the fact that I was no longer thinking about it, I was still erect. It felt the more I willed it to go down the harder it got. I grabbed my towel off of the back of my chair and wrapped it around my chest. Even with my new, big breasts to hold up the towel, I could still see a bump in the middle of the fabric where my cock was sticking up. I couldn't imagine what would happen if I bumped into Wendy or one of her friends in the hallway. I looked around my room and saw a basket with my television and iPod player remotes. I quickly grabbed it and held it in front of my crotch. Easier to explain why I was carrying a basket than why I had a tent in my midsection.
I opened the door to my room and peaked out. The house was quiet and I didn't see anyone. I quickly pranced the couple of yards from my room to the bathroom. I locked the door behind me and set down the basket. I let out a sigh of relief. I then removed my towel. I was about to jump into the shower, but I got a view of myself in the mirror: Long hair, pretty eyes, perky breasts, curvy hips, nice legs, and a big throbbing cock. I don't know why, but I suddenly thought that all of those pieces together looked kind of...good. It wasn't even like I'd asked myself if I looked okay, I just myself and thought, "That's kind of sexy." As soon as I realized I thought that, I felt my cheeks turn red and I jumped into the shower to avoid the mirror.
I took a quick shower and washed my hair. I didn't look down while I cleaned and I never cleaned my penis. I decided the water falling on it was clean enough. I just kept pretending like it wasn't there. In a few minutes I popped out of the shower. I consciously avoided looking in the mirror again, I didn't want to think I liked how I looked. But I wrapped the towel around myself and blow dried my hair. When I was done, I took one quick look down at the towel and was shocked to see that I still hard. Whatever, I could worry about that in my room. It was Sunday, so I could barricade myself in my room if I felt like it and not worry about class.
I unlocked the door and cracked it open. I listened to see if I could hear anything, but, once again, it was quiet. I quickly reached back to the sink and grabbed my basket. Then I opened the door and checked one more time. Once again, I felt very nervous and I walked on my tiptoes to my door. I felt my tits and my cock bouncing up and down as I walked and even though no one was present, I felt my cheeks turn red. But in a moment, I was inside of my room with the door closed.
"Whew," I said as soon as the door was closed behind me. I felt uncomfortable with the towel still wrapped around me, it felt so constraining against my cock and my nipples. So I quickly threw it on the floor. I then sat down on the bed with my arms stretched out behind my back. My knees were together and my cock and my balls were sitting up, still hard, staring me in the face. This was not getting any less weird...I heard a creaking sound and I felt a prickly feeling all over. I hadn't locked the door and it burst open.
"Hey Larissa, Gina is out and... What the fuck?" Wendy was standing in the doorway with her eyes popping out of her head. I desperately searched around for a pillow or something to cover myself but it was too late, she was already seeing me! I couldn't even think.
"Ah...ah...ah," was all I could manage to say while my mouth opened and closed like I was a beached fish. Wendy just stared for a long while, her eyes glassy and a confused look on her face. After a moment, she seemed to register what she was seeing. She looked around like she was afraid she was losing her mind. She spun around quickly and closed the door behind her. As she spun her yellow sundress flew up, and I felt an odd twinge when I saw her beautiful, long legs exposed. She turned around quickly again and ran towards me. Her eyes were wild and her face registered unmitigated disbelief.
"Larissa, what the fuck? Just what the fuck?" She asked, she seemed to be in complete shock. She was standing right in front of me now, staring down at my cock.
"I... I...," I started. What could I say? I didn't have a plan for this situation.
"I know that is not right," she said, "Like, I mean, this isn't your equipment. I've walked in on you enough times when you leave the door unlocked when your changing in the bathroom to know that you don't have a cock! I know you aren't... what? A shemale? What the hell is going on?" She said all of this without breathing and it was clear she was saying everything that came into her mind. I was too nervous to move, and too embarrassed that she'd walked in on me. She stopped talking after making a few more incoherent statements and looked at me.
"I...I...,"I started again, this was like a worst nightmare. You know that one when your crippling social anxiety is reinforced by the fact that your roommate walks in and sees your giant cock. Oh God!
"Is something wrong with you? Do we need to go to the doctor? Or...did you do this on purpose? Are you...transitioning into a man or something?"
"No, I..." I started, but she wasn't done talking.
"But why did you get breast implants?" she said, looking at my chest, "You have small breasts, those aren't yours. You weren't wearing a wonder bra yesterday! Holy shit. But, if you are becoming a man, why are you getting big fake boobs. They look real!" she said, chattering even faster. She was talking herself into a frenzy and I was feeling more and more nervous. I realized that in this situation, staying quiet was going to be worse than talking.
"Wendy!" I said, realizing that this wasn't getting us anywhere, "Stop."
"Oh," she said, shaking her head like she was coming out of a trance. Then she looked back down at my cock. But she stayed quiet.
"Yeah, uh... I can explain everything, you just need to chill out," I said. Wendy nodded wanly. I looked down at my cock. Well, it was the only part of my body that wasn't rubbery. Still hard as a rock, what the hell would get to this thing? Then I had to think. I promised I would answer Wendy's question. What was I going to tell her? I couldn't say I'd sold my soul to the devil for this. Even if she believed, she would want to know why I asked for it. The surgery angle had the same problem, plus she was right, my three new body parts didn't really mesh. I felt my chest getting tight and my palms were sweating. I felt totally...
"Sick," I said excitedly, then I felt self-conscious and coughed once, "It is a rare, congenital disease. It happens in only like 1 in 350,000 Caucasian female births. And the worst thing is, that like, you don't know if you have it until you are in your 20s. And you have to get gene analysis as a kid if you want to find out about it, but that is like totally expensive. I only know about it because I have a great aunt who had it. But when I got the gene analysis as a kid, it only showed that there was a fifty percent chance that I would get it, so I never told anyone about it because I was hoping it wouldn't happen. But recently you know, it happened." I'd never been able to produce such a steady stream of bullshit in my entire life. I had no idea if it even made any sense, I just started talking and that is what came out. I crossed my fingers.
For a few moments, Wendy just looked at me blankly. But then her eyes softened, "So it is like a...medical thing?" she asked. And I breathed a sigh of relief. Well, she seemed willing to buy that. And if someone has an embarrassing medical condition, they can count on their roommates to keep it quiet, right?
"Yes," I said, "It started just a couple of weeks ago. There are procedures to get it reversed, but sometimes they take awhile." I explained sagely. Wendy nodded, but her eyes stayed on my hard cock.
"I am sorry if I made you feel weird about it," She said, "it was just really shocking. I mean not shocking, that sounds bad, but like...surprising." She looked embarrassed, I decided to be magnanimous, put her in my debt.
"No, it is okay," I said, "believe me, I was shocked with it first started too," I said and we both laughed more than we should as the tension lessened in the room. Slowly and awkwardly she walked over and sat down next to me on the bed. My mouth went dry. I'd never been so close to someone when I was naked. My cock ached as I looked at Wendy. So statuesque, blonde, and beautiful. I'd always looked on Wendy as sort of a template, I admired her because I wanted to be her. But I felt a little different now, it was hard to explain...
"So I guess this explains some things," she said, I turned and looked into her beautiful green eyes.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Well, you know. You always seem a little, standoffish. Like you don't like to be around people. Some people think you're stuck up. I always just thought you were shy. I guess, you were just nervous because of your possible medical condition. And now it happened," she said. This sudden flood of information about me was very confusing. Why on Earth would people think I am stuck up?
"Stuck up?"
"You know, you are so pretty but you never talk to anyone and you seem to ignore guys," she said. And my mind whirled. This was maybe even more confusing than waking up with a dick! Was this really the image I projected to the world?
"It isn't like that..." I started.
"I know, you are just shy like I said. And I guess there was a reason for it," she said, and her eyes darted back to my cock. I blushed.
"Yeah, I guess so," I said. Sensing my unease, Wendy turned on the bed so she was sitting cross-legged facing me. I turned my head and looked at her.
"Listen, it doesn't matter though. You really shouldn't let this stuff bother you. People think what they think, don't get crippled by it."
"Whatever," I said, feeling more awkward than ever. So much for balls I guess.
"Larissa, come on, stop trying to push me away, I am trying to help," Wendy said sweetly, she was even smiling at me, but her word confused me, "Look, sometimes people ask me why I live you. I even talked to my friends about it yesterday. People are always like, 'you're close with Andrea, why do you live with Larissa, you don't even know her,' and I will always say something that makes sense. But...do you remember history 101 freshman year?" She asked. I felt like she was all over the place, I was confused. But I answered.
"Yes."
"So, like in the third week, the professor asked some question about the Roman Empire or something and he called on you. And you made some joke about toga's and orgies because you didn't know the answer. And only the professor laughed out loud. But I understood it too, and I giggled like crazy in the back of the room, it was just quiet. And you got all embarrassed and shy." I remembered that mortifying event with absolute clarity, "Well, I thought when you said that, 'this girl is clever, I like her,' and I went and talked to you later in the week. And you seemed so nice and sweet and everything. I wanted to get to know you, but you always seemed to be keeping me out. And eventually we moved in together, and I thought you were opening up, but you just seemed as like...anti-social as ever. But I guess I understand, you were pushing me away because you were embarrassed."



"Yes," I said, but I felt hollow. Had I so completely misread the situation? Who was keeping me 'anti-social' all this time? Me?
"But you don't need to be embarrassed," she said, "At least, not around me. Larissa, I've always wanted to be your friend. And friends help each other through tough times. Be my friend, let me help!" Everything she said swirled through my mind. A friend? Friends with Wendy?
"You want to be friends with me?" I asked finally. I saw face fall a bit, she looked sad. For the first time, she seemed to realize that I wasn't being even a little bit stuck up. I didn't think I deserved her friendship.
"Of course, why do you think we live together? Aren't we already friends?" she asked. She was giving me an opportunity to get out of my self-loathing. No ambiguity or uncertainty.
"Yeah, of course we are," I said, and I smiled and even felt tears forming in my eyes.
"I am glad I saw you like this," she said and I was shocked, she must've seen it, "I mean, not because I wanted you to be embarrassed. But I think you needed me to see you vulnerable, so you'd know I wouldn't hurt you when you were." And with that she leaned over, despite my nudity, and wrapped her arms around me. My friend Wendy held me close and I felt the tears falling down my cheeks now. Even though she didn't know the real reason behind my embarrassment and shyness over the years, it felt like she was speaking directly to those insecurities anyway. And when she held me in her arms in my bizarre nudity, it felt like a complete release from the constant uncertainty I always felt in social situations. It felt, perfect.
After a long while I stopped crying and she released me from her hug. We looked at each other nervously for a second and then laughed. "Well, I don't know about you, but I feel better," Wendy said and I felt like a weight was lifted off me as well.
"Yeah, thank you so much," I said.
"I didn't do anything," she responded, though we both knew she had reached out to me in my isolation and helped me, "But if you want to thank me anyway, you can let me...look at it." She said the last few works in a conspiratorial hiss. My eyes shot open and I looked back down at my still hard cock. A thin stream of clean, sticky looking liquid was formed on the top of it.
"What!?" I said, completely shocked that she'd want to be anywhere near it.
"Oh come on!" she giggled, "Like if things weren't the other way around that you wouldn't be curious!" I honestly don't know what I'd do in the opposite situation. "I won't hurt it or anything." She looked at me intently, it was clear she was very curious. I thought for a few more seconds. I didn't really want her to look, but I didn't want to say 'no' either. We'd just sort of had a breakthrough about being open in our relationship. I didn't want to screw that up now.
"Fine," I said, "Just, be careful, it is...sensitive," I said.
"Yay! And I told you, I am going to be super careful," she promised. She quickly hopped off the bed and turned so she was facing me. As she moved I smelled her perfume waft over me. I looked at the way her calves tensed as she walked and the way her breasts bounced. It was strange, I'd seen her in the same dress before, moving and it never seemed the same. I had always known she was beautiful, sexy even, but I'd never felt this sort of carnal longing I was feeling for her now. I looked down at my throbbing cock and wondered if it was having a bigger effect than I thought.
I shook my head and looked back at Wendy. Slowly she dropped down to her knees in front of me (I couldn't help but look at her cleavage as did so) and looked. She placed her hands on my knees and then turned her gaze to my eyes. She looked so damn sexy in that position, my cock twitched despite me. She didn't notice, thankfully. Or pretended she didn't.
"Will you spread your legs apart so I can see it?" she asked innocently. My heart was in my throat at this time and I know my chest was rising and falling faster than normal, "I mean not if you are uncomfortable, I just want to see."
"Okay," I said, barely above a whisper. Slowly I spread my legs wide apart. I also pulled my arms in, so that I was sitting on the bed, propped up by my elbows, looking down at Wendy. With my legs spread she carefully moved closer to me. She stopped when she was about two feet from my cock, but completely within the spread of my legs. For awhile, she just sort of gazed at it, tilting her head to one side, then another.
"It's so...girly!" she said.
"What? It's a dick and we both know it!" I said, absolutely incredulous at the first word that she had decided to call it. She giggled and looked up at me.
"No, I mean it is totally a dick. Don't get me wrong. But take it from someone who has seen more than her fair share of dicks: yours looks different." I looked down at it. All of my experience with penises came from blurry, grainy computer images. I had no idea if she was telling the truth.
"How so?" I asked.
"Okay, well look," she said pointing to it, "First there is the color. I mean, depending on a lot of factors, all guys cocks are going to be different shades, but they all fall into a range. But yours is off the charts. It is like a soft, pinkish color almost, like the color of your lips almost." I looked where she was pointing and I supposed she was right.
"I guess," I said, but she kept talking.
"And I know you must shave or wax, but that's a big difference too, your skin is all smooth, guys (except weirdos) don't do that. And yours is symmetrical, smooth (not lumpy) and doesn't tilt to one side. I don't know when you look at it, you can't help but know it belongs to a girl," she explained. I blushed and it felt like she was complimenting me on my looks or something, even though I knew she was just trying to make me feel better.
"Thanks," I said sheepishly and she smiled, then she leaned in farther, so that she was only a few inches from my cock. I could barely breathe. The only reason I didn't pass out was that I was looking so intently at her face, just inches from my naked body. The beautiful curve of her noise, her soft pink lips. For a moment, I thought about my new cock sliding between those lips, but then her hand moved and I shook out of my daydream before I could even consider what it meant. She pointed to my package.
"May I?" she said, indicating that she wanted to touch. I gulped once, completely unsure about what to do. But I was in too deep now, and my body wanted so badly to know what her hands would feel like on my cock. I needed it completely.
"Okay," I croaked.
"So this also," she said and she out and I felt her fingers against my balls. I bit my lip to keep from moaning. It was incredible. My cock was so sensitive and Wendy's hands so soft. I looked down at her, and she was looking intently at my balls, "See you balls are in this tight little, smooth package. Most guys had sort of a wrinkly pouch yours is more feminine." She said.
"Oh," I said, almost grunting. It was like she'd been so interested she hadn't really registered what she was doing until that moment. Then she realized that she was bouncing my robin's egg sized balls on the palm of her hand and blushed a little.
"Sorry, I got a little excited," she said.
"It's okay," I said, and then I couldn't control myself, "It feels good."
"It feels good?" she asked, surprised.
"Yes," I breathed. She kept her hands on my balls, in fact, she squeezed them gently and I writhed on the bed.
"Okay," she said conspiratorially, "Since you admitted that, is it okay if I admit something to you?" She was giving me a meaningful look, taking me into her confidences.
"Yes," I said, biting my lip again. My cock was almost vibrating with excitement, the little stream of thick, clear liquid rolled out of the tip and slid down my urethra. I saw it touch Wendy's finger and I felt weak.
"It smells sexy," she said and the, for the first time ever, I saw Wendy blush. I knew she wasn't fucking with me. She looked so sincere. Wendy had sniffed my cock, and she'd liked it. I was stunned into silence, "It is the least masculine thing of all. Not like a sweaty, salty smell like a man's. It actually, kind of, smells like a pussy. But different. I don't know, it is like... something." I noticed that Wendy's skin was flushed and I could feel her palms a bit wet on my balls. Was it possible that she was as turned on right now as I was? My nipples were now as hard as my cock and wondered what Wendy's looked like behind her sundress and bra.
"I am glad...you like it..." I said, almost surprised by how seductive and naughty my voice sounded. Wendy noted it too. She didn't seem to have even realized the ratcheting up of sexual tension and intimacy in the room. But suddenly, but of us were acutely aware of it now. And judging by the way she was look at me, she was okay with it.
"Have you ever... played with it?" she asked. Even as she was speaking, I felt her hand slide up my balls and then curl lightly around the base of my cock. She didn't move it then, she just let her hand rest on my ball sack and pretended like she wasn't doing anything.
"No," I said, "Not really." Which was the truth. She nodded and bit her lip. Her hand slid up my shaft, putting pressure on the urethra. Soon, just the little pink tip of my cock stood out from between her thumb and forefinger. She stopped there, holding my cock.
"I bet that would feel nice," she said, "Do you think an orgasm would feel the same from a cock as it would from a pussy?" she asked.
"I bet it would feel...similar," I said, knowing full well, at least from my experience, they felt that way. Different and similar at once. Wendy stroked my cock down again, her fingers tickling at my balls. This time, despite my best efforts, I let out a little bit of a moan.
"Have you ever wondered what a blowjob would feel like? Since you got this?" she asked pointedly. She was raising her eyebrows. I couldn't tell for sure, but it seemed like...like she was offering. We were both sort of controlled by our bodies at that point. Or maybe by natural (or unnatural) processes beyond our control. It felt so right to be talking about this, and acting like this.
"Well," I said, "Not until you said something right now," I lied. Wendy giggled when I spoke and her voice sound musical. I looked at her tongue while she laughed and wondered what it would feel like wrapped around the tip of my cock...
"I've given a lot of blowjobs in my day," Wendy said, "I know right? I was like, the slut at my high school senior year. But I got good grades so no one said anything. And I haven't slowed down here. Yeah, I've given a lot (been told I am good too) but have no idea what one would feel like. You are pretty lucky, you might get to feel something most girls never get to feel. Someday." She said. She wasn't exactly subtle, but both of us were feeling overheated now. Her grip released on my cock and she started to run her nails up and down its length slowly and softly. She acted as though it was absent minded. It was clear what she wanted. And that she wanted me to ask for it. Any hesitation I might normally have (if normally is a word that fits in this context) was completely overwhelmed by raw desire.
"You are good at it?" I asked, and groaned as her fingers swirled around the thick, syrupy liquid dripping slowing from the opening in my cock.
"I've been told by more than one person I am the best," she said. Slowly, she moved her finger away from the tip of my cock. She looked at me in the eye and then slowly dipped the damp finger into her mouth. She pulled it out and then slowly licked her lips. My eyes wanted to roll back in my head. I'd never been so turned on. My entire body felt electric, like I was really living for the first time.
"Well, I guess since I have this amazing opportunity, I shouldn't let it go to waste," I said and smiled at her, "And if I am going to get one, I might as well get one for the best."
"What are you saying?" Wendy asked. She leaned forward now. Her face was just a few inches from my excited cock. I could feel her hot breath against it.
"Wendy, will you suck my cock?" I asked. She didn't say anything more. I watched as she rose up on her knees and then opened her mouth. Quickly and skillfully her head sank down, and I watched as inch after inch of my new cock disappeared into my roommates welcoming mouth.
"Holy God Wendy!" I groaned the instant I could feel her throat close around my cock. My eyes rolled back in my head and I instinctively grasped my comforter. My breath came out ragged and I felt lightheaded. This was completely unlike anything I'd ever felt before. Her mouth was hot and warm and while it was only wrapped around my cock, it felt like she was engulfing my entire body. Her mouth felt pillowy and velvety smooth and her tongue swirled around the tip of my cock and pressed my urethra in a way that made it hard not to squirm.
I opened my eyes again and looked down at Wendy perched between my legs. I watched as her beautiful blonde head bounced up and down on my hard cock. Her eyes were closed and I could hear her breathing deeply through her nose. I loved the way her thick lips looked as my now glistening prick slid in and out of her mouth. I could see her saliva dripping down the corners of her lips. I looked down farther and I could see that her nipples were pushing hard against the top of her sundress. She looked like a woman possessed, like she'd never been more aroused in her entire life.
She had hiked her dress up around her waist almost and I could see her pink panties. The outline of her pussy lips was clear through the fabric and the material clung wetly to them. But she wasn't touching her pussy. One hand was grasped around the base of my cock. As she plunged my hard shaft deeper into her mouth, I felt her lips press up against her hand.
And her other hand... oh my God! For a moment, I hadn't realized where it was, but suddenly I felt a gentle feeling on my balls. I bit my lip and looked to the side as best I could. I could see her other hand underneath of my cock, gently rolling my balls around on her soft fingers. For a long while, I just enjoyed these constant motions. Eventually, her hands on my balls got more insistent. Eventually, one of her fingers even strayed slightly, grazing my anus with her nail. It felt amazing.
It felt so good, in fact, that I jumped a little bit, driving my cock hard into Wendy's throat. Her eyes opened and she looked up at me. She must've thought I was signaling because she smiled deviously around my cock. Then she moved both hands so that they were on my knees. Now her hand wasn't on the base of my cock to block her lips and she slowly lowered herself down onto my cock. I watched as her arms bent and my wet shaft slid deeper and deeper into her throat. Finally, I felt her gag around my dick and saw her chin press against my scrotum and her nose press into my belly. Her whole throat closed around me and I saw her eyes watering while she continued to look at me.
Then, she slowly reversed course, sliding my cock out of her mouth. When she finally reached the tip I saw big globs of her thick, choking spit spilling out of her lips and down my shaft. She looked at me once, then closed her eyes. I heard a dirty, slurping sounded and I felt her now cooling saliva slide up my cock and back into her mouth! I groaned, it felt too amazing. Her lips were still wrapped around the throbbing tip of my dick and now her salty spit swished around the tip while I felt her tongue probe my hole, sucking out the little bit of pre-cum as I made it.
I couldn't sit still any longer. I kept my hands grasped firmly to the bedspread but my hips had a mind of their own. I started to thrust them up in time to Wendy's tongue. Wendy stopped moving, just keeping her hands on my knees. Her nail dug into my skin. I moaned loudly at the pleasure of the pain. And then, I started to move my hips faster and faster. I watched as my cock pounded in and out of Wendy's unmoving mouth. She started and me, beckoning me to continue to fuck her mouth.
Her tongue still felt hot and welcoming against my cock and the feeling of driving it into her mouth was amazing. The thick saliva from when she'd gagged was still in her cheeks and it rolled down out of the corners of her mouth as I fucked it. I wasn't even thinking now, my body was just acting. I could feel the tension building inside of me, I knew that I was about to experience something. I couldn't stop moving. I knew that I was winded but couldn't feel it. And I heard myself moaning louder and louder as I fucked Wendy's face harder and harder. Then, I heard Wendy groan loudly around my cock.
For some reason, that sound pushed me absolutely over the edge, "Holy shit!" I moaned loudly and then I felt the dam burst. I thrust my hips up twice more and then sank down onto the bed. My mind reeled and I felt an intense warming sensation emanate out of my body, starting from my cock and rocketing around to every nerve I had. I felt like the separation between myself and the world had ceased to exist and that I'd melted into the harmonious whole of the universe.
And, more than anything else, I felt a release of pressure. I felt something pour out of my body. I opened my eyes and saw big, hot strings of thick white cum spewing out of my cock. It was so thick and my little hole so small that it came out with real pressure. I could sort of feel it whisking through my urethra. It pulled so hard I actually felt a tingling at my anus, like it was pulling all of my muscles in my lower body.
More importantly, I looked up and saw where it was landing. Wendy's mouth was no, since I'd sunk down, just a few inches from my cock. I saw the thick white liquid spray against her lips, her nose, and even against her eyes. I watched it drip back down off of her and onto my legs. Wendy seemed slightly surprised by how much there was and froze for a moment and let two big loads hit her in this way. But then she seemed to realize what was happening and quickly, her mouth dropped back down on top of my dick. I could still feel the liquid pouring out of my body, but now it was depositing directly into Wendy's mouth. I watched for a moment as her cheeks bulged with the stuff.
But by then, the orgasm was starting to subside. It was by far the best I'd ever had and my first with another person. I felt so unbelievably relaxed and content that I just sort of flopped backwards onto the bed. I finally felt the last little bits of my sperm dribble into Wendy's mouth and I felt my cock pop out of her mouth and into the cool air. My cock felt insanely sensitive and I felt like I needed to stretch out. I pulled myself backwards onto my bed so that I was lying on my back on my pillows. My cock was still hard, but looked red and glistened.
Wendy was still kneeling at the foot of the bed. There was a mischievous look in her eye and her face looked more beautiful that I'd ever seen it before. She still had that classic, girl-next-door look to her, but now it was heightened by a sense of alien naughtiness. Her face was still covered in her spit and my sperm and, in fact, a little of my sperm was dripping out of the middle of her lips. Her cheeks were bulging, but as soon as she saw that I was watching she sexily swallowed some of it down. I watched her throat move as my cum worked its way down her throat and into her hungry stomach.
Wendy didn't speak, but she was looking at me like she wanted more. I looked down at my cock. The sensitivity was already waning and it had never really softened. Would it ever? Wendy seemed to see me looking and must've read my mind. Now she got up off of her knees and stood up at the foot of my bed. Her cum-soaked tongue poked out of her mouth and left a thin strip of white liquid as she wiped her tongue seductively across her lips.



"Christ!" I moaned and bit my own lip. I felt my nipples harden and it was clear to me that my body was far from satisfied. Wendy noticed the effect she was having as well. Then she reached down and grabbed the bottom of her dress. In a quick and unbelievably deft motion, Wendy pulled the dress up over her head and tossed the soiled garment onto my bedroom floor.
Now Wendy was standing at the foot of my bed, nearly naked. She was still wearing her little, wet, pink panties and I could now see that she was wearing a thong. The dress had been a little tight at her round ass so I guess she hadn't wanted panty lines. But that was the only thing she was wearing now. I looked at the curves of her model-like body. I gaped at the way her legs drew up from her small feet until they flared out widely at her hips, the way her silhouette again tapped narrower until just below her breasts, the way her flat stomach perfectly complemented those curves, and her breasts. What could I say about them? They were the world's most beautiful breasts, besides my own, and she hadn't sold her soul to get them. They were shaped like teardrops, convex and rounded heavily on the bottom, sloping towards the nipples and then peaking up there on the top. Her nipples were little red kisses; the nipples were somewhat long and the areolas around the size of quarters.
My mouth was dry and I wanted to beckon her to come forward, but I couldn't move. I just froze and stared at her. I wasn't worried about whether this made me look stupid, I was just too engrossed in the view. It seemed that Wendy didn't need any encouragement. Instead, when she saw the look of pure lust on my face, she slipped her fingers into the waist band of her panties and quickly slid them down her body. She bent over at the waist as she did so and I watched the little piece of fabric gloss over her beautiful thighs. I also watched her hair cascade and her breasts hand down from her chest, still perky despite the strange position.
When she stood straight again, her body was completely naked. My eyes instantly flew to her pussy. I had often admired Wendy's breasts. I'd never given any thought to her pussy and I feel confident that at any other time in my life it would have had any particular interest in it. But now I felt an animal hunger to see it. I propped myself up on my shoulders and looked down the bed at Wendy.
Her tiny little cunt was perfect. I can't use any other word to describe it. Just looking at it made my mouth water. Her skin around it was just as smooth and white as the rest of her body. Her little slit was a just a perfect pink gash in the middle. The lips on her pussy were just like the ones of her face, pouty and welcoming. Her little clit was so hard I could see it from a few feet away on the bed. And I could see the insides of her legs were wet, she was clearly dripping with anticipation.
For a moment she just stood with her hands on her hips and let me drink in her body. I saw her eyes looking at my cock as it twitched with excitement. Still without speaking she leaned forward and put her hands on either side of my thighs. She was so close that she was almost touching me, but not quite. I decided not to move, to just let her do what she was going to do. It took all of my willpower to remain still.
Once her hands where in place, Wendy started to crawl up onto the bed. She put her knees on either side of my feet. Now she was on her hands and knees and her perfectly round ass was up in the air, facing my wall. Her tits hung down, a few inches from my shins. Wendy looked me dead in the eyes and started to crawl. I could sense her body moving around me, but she didn't touch me at first. Then, as her knees landed one, then the other, past my thighs, I felt them press against my skin. Then her hands moved against my armpits. Her body was low now and she was scrunched up with her ass high in the air. Then, in a fluid movement, she slid forward against my body.
First I felt her breasts touch against the top part of my thighs, just lightly with the nipples. Then I felt her body slide upwards. I felt my cock press against the area between her breasts and I groaned loudly. She kept moving forward so that soon her breasts were rubbing against my own. Then, she stopped. Her breasts were lying heavy and hot against my own. I couple feel her hard nipples sinking into my flesh even as my hard nipple sunk into hers. Her face just a few inches from mine. Her lips pouted beautifully, with a drip of cum still suspended from them.
Wendy carefully moved her knees forward again. She lifted her hips up. When she stopped moving, I could feel the heat of her cunt. Her pussy was just an inch or so above my throbbing cock. It was so close I could almost feel its wetness. But she didn't drop her hips down. She didn't let my cock slip into her hungry body.
Instead, Wendy leaned forward and pressed her lips against mine. I was sort of surprised by it, I don't know why, but I was. I sort of melted into her kiss. Her lips were so incredibly soft, they felt like they had been designed for no other purpose than to cradle my own lips. The cum on her face and lips smeared on mine, but that didn't detract from the almost innocent beauty of the kiss. With the way my heart was pounding and the way my body was aching, it felt so...right to be kissed by her.
And it felt so good that I couldn't help but moan. I opened my mouth and lead out a soft, mewling gasp. And the instant that my mouth opened, Wendy's opened as well. I guess I knew that she hadn't swallowed all of my cum, but I still wasn't ready for what happened next. A big, warm ball of my sperm and Wendy's saliva spilled out from her mouth. It fell all at once into my own gasping mouth. The salty flavor of my cum mixed with the sweetness of Wendy's spit in a flavor that I cannot describe. I moaned louder, gargling the stuff in my throat. I wanted to hold onto the mixture, to savor it, but I wanted in my stomach more. I swallowed it down, letting its warmth and dirtiness cover me entirely.
Wendy kissed me again, more passionately this time. I felt her tongue press into my mouth and probe against my tongue, my teeth, even into my guns and cheek. I wanted to grab her, but I didn't. I wanted to let her do whatever she wanted to me. I felt her sucking the last little bits of my cum and her spit out of my mouth and swallowing them down. All the while she lapped at the inside of my mouth, making a messy rhythm that soon I was moving to as well. I even slipped my own tongue into her warm, inviting mouth a few times, just to see what she tasted like, and to give back a little of what she was giving me. Finally, she broke the kiss and looked down at me.
"I've had sex with dozens of people," she said, sounding almost surprised that anything else, "And it has never felt like this before. Larissa, I need it baby. Please fuck me!" Wendy's words sent a shiver through my spine. "Please baby, please shove your cock in me as hard as you can. I got you off, help me baby, I need it." Wendy was cooing seductively in my ear. For an instant, I considered doing exactly what she said, I wanted it at least as bad as she did. But I went another route.
"Maybe I will," I said slowly. I thrust my hips up, but not much. I felt my cock press against Wendy's soaking wet pussy lips and she gasped loudly. But I stopped pressing. Wendy could've dropped down right there, but she liked this game too. She smiled at me and circled her hips. My cock moved around, grinding into Wendy's pussy lips, but not slipping in.
"Larissa, oh you fucking goddess!" she moaned as my cock brushed her clitoris, "Tell me what I need to do. Anything you want you can have it? Just fuck me!" she said. I didn't even think, I just spoke.
"I want your soul Wendy," I said lightly and then pressed my cock hard against her throbbing clit.
"Holy fuck Larissa," she panted, "It's yours!" And with that I threw my hands up and grabbed onto Wendy's perfectly sculpted hips and pulled her down on top of me.
"Jesus!" I moaned as I pulled her quickly. I'd thought her wet mouth felt amazing, but it was nothing by comparison to Wendy's sopping pussy. It practically sucked my hard cock in and refused to let go. It was warm and soft. Wet and downy. I'd felt my pussy before, but somehow having a cock in Wendy's was even better.
Wendy seemed impressed by the sensation as well. I was full on my back now and Wendy's back was arched as she started to throw hips against my cock as hard as she could. I reached up and felt Wendy's breasts. I have to admit, I'd imagined doing that before, but it was better than even my most lurid day dream. My finger sunk into her flesh while her hard, perfect nipples pressed against my palm.
"You like those baby?" she asked
"Yes," I replied in a husky voice. Wendy pressed her hips back hard, driving my cock deep into her pussy. I moaned loudly before I realized that Wendy's breasts were now just inches from my face. I opened my mouth and Wendy gently slipped her nipple into my mouth. It was hard and soft at the same time and I sucked on it gently. Wendy grunted. I started to suck on Wendy's breast at the same rate that I thrust my hips up into her. She squealed with delight, moving her hips so that they crashed into mine.
The feeling was so incredibly intense and we were moving so quickly (in every sense) I completely lost control of myself. I grabbed Wendy's other tit with my free hand, pulling on her nipple hard. Wendy arched her back harder into me. Her hips started rocking faster and faster. I sucked and pulled at the same rhythm, harder and faster with each passing instant.
I heard my balls slapping against Wendy's ass. My balls sounded wet and I could feel Wendy's juices dripping down my shaft as she rocked against it. I was thinking about how insanely hot that was, when Wendy reached behind my head and grabbed my hair. She pulled my head back off of her breast and her nipple came out with an audible pop. My eyes flashed up at hers, pain mixing with ecstasy.
Wendy looked ravenous and she opened her mouth and leaned in and kissed me again. I continued to rub her breast with my hand as she dipped her hot tongue back into my mouth. I sucked on her tongue like she'd sucked on my cock earlier, pulling it into my mouth and drinking her thick saliva off of it. Wendy groaned into my mouth. And then reached down and grabbed my breasts as well. While our kisses became sweeter, less passionate, our hands roamed one another's bodies more freely. Wendy's hands felt soft but firm on my breasts and I groaned while she began to play with my nipples. All the while she kept slamming her ass down on my hips, driving my cock in deeper and deeper. I could feel myself getting close again.
Finally, Wendy pulled away slightly and then reached behind her back. She sat up again and looked down at me. She moved her body in a languorous fashion, like a professional belly dancer. I watched the way all of her body parts flowed together while she fucked me. She looked beautiful. It was only later that I realized her sexy dance was just hiding her actions. I didn't know what she was doing, but in a moment I felt that missing hand behind her back. She quickly grabbed my balls. Not hard, but firmly.
"Fill my cunt!" she groaned at the same time, throwing her head back obscenely and beautifully. She leaned back so far I could feel her hair against the tops of my legs. And as she screamed and moved, she squeezed my cock hard inside of her body. That was it for me.
This orgasm was different than the last one, but no less mind blowing. I felt my body lock up first. Every muscle in my body tensed to an unbearable tightness. My eyes shot open and my mouth hung rigid and open. I heard my voice making a strange croaking sound. At the same time my hands shot to Wendy's hips and I pulled down hard, driving my cock into her as hard as I could. I could feel my fingers digging into her hip bones and Wendy yelped in surprise.
"Oh fucking Christ!" I moaned as loud as I could and then the tension released in a fuzzy warmth that hit every spot on my body at the same time. I thrust my hips two more times and I felt my hot sperm shooting into Wendy's tight body.
"Oh Larissa," Wendy cooed in a sultry voice and I knew it was filling her up. My eyes opened and I saw her looking at me with surprise and longing, "There is so much!" she said. I looked down and saw that Wendy's pussy was overflowing with my cum, it was dripping down my shaft and onto my bed. I could smell the scent of my rich cum mixed with Wendy's sweet pussy. I grabbed Wendy by the neck quickly and pulled her in for another deep kiss. I felt the last bit of my cum pour into Wendy's pussy as my tongue slid along her teeth and played with her gums. But I wasn't done, there was still something I had to do.
I was still holding Wendy's neck and I thrust upward, rolling her over to the side. She let out a little squeal and then giggled beautifully into my mouth, "What are you doing baby?" she asked in a surprised, but still aroused voice. Soon we had flipped over completely, Wendy was lying on her back on the edge of the bed, I was still inside of her, my rapidly softening cock still dripping wet between her spread legs.
"You need to cum honey," I said.
"I do Larissa, give it to me, please!" she said, and her 'please' sounded almost desperate, like she'd die without it. I popped my softened cock out of Wendy's body. I gave her one more innocent kiss on the lips and then I kissed her chin. And her neck, and between her breasts, and her upper stomach, and her bellybutton. While I kissed I slid my arms underneath of her legs so that the bottoms of her thighs rested almost on her shoulders and her knees hold over them.
Now I was lying on my stomach on my bed facing Wendy's pussy. My cock was softened now and it was not uncomfortable on top of it, although I spread my legs so I wouldn't crush my balls. This close to Wendy's cunt, I could smell our scents mixed together more clearly. I looked up at Wendy's eyes and she was staring at me intently. I looked back down to her pussy. I could see my sperm leaking out of her quickly, not to mention the fact that she was still soaking wet from her own arousal. Her hard red clit stood up proudly on her body, almost shaking with anticipation.
I started almost down at her asshole. I stuck out my tongue, leaving it thick and broad. I splayed my tongue out and then pressed it softly on the little patch of skin between her asshole and the bottom of her pussy. It was soaking wet with my cum and it taste amazing. I slowly started to lick up her slit. Every centimeter I moved, I drank in my juices mixed with Wendy's. The combination was incredible.
I felt Wendy's body shaking as I kissed and licked her most sensitive parts. I dipped my tongue, slowly and easily into her wet pussy. The flavor of her inside was even more intense here, but I could feel still more of my cum inside of her. I had an idea. I wrapped my lips around the sopping opening of Wendy's pussy and gently started to suck on her.
"Oh Larissa," She moaned and I felt her roll around a bit on her back. I held her legs closer, keeping her still. And I kept sucking my own juices out of her pussy and drinking it down. It was still that unbelievable mixture of our juices, in fact it tasted even more of her than it had on the outside. It was incredible. I took my time and enjoyed her flavors, swirling my tongue around gently as I did so.
But I knew that wasn't going to be enough to get her off. I'd never been eaten out (and certainly never eaten anyone out) but I knew that the key to making a girl cum was the clit. It always worked for me. When I finally sucked out all of the cum and pussy juice I could reach, I popped my lips off of Wendy's open hole and rubbed the slit again gently with my tongue. Wendy squealed and shook on the bed. I'd tortured her enough, now it was time.
I drew my tongue down to the bottom of her slit and then slowly ran it all the way up. I stopped just for an instant at her clit and looked up at her. Her eyes pleaded with me and, after yet one more second of hesitation, I relented. "Larissa, Jesus don't stop!" Wendy said all at once while she was drawing in breath. I smiled and pressed my tongue again against her hard little clit. I could feel Wendy wriggling with each touch.
I decided to jump in now, give it to her hard. I started to lap at her hard clit, running my tongue all over it. Licking at the hard little nub and then flattening it out so I could cover it completely. Larissa squeaked on the bed and I watched as she started to grab her own breasts and pull lightly on her own nipples. She kneaded her breasts and panted heavily as I licked harder and faster. I could feel her getting close.
I wrapped my whole mouth around her clit and sucked it gently while I swirled my tongue around it, just like she'd sucked my cock. Wendy's entire body went tense. She'd been so close, that was basically all she needed to get pushed over the edge. I felt her legs snap around my head, pulling me in closer. One of her hands flew to the back of my head, "fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" Wendy chanted as she pushed me harder and harder into her clit. She hurt me a little, but it felt amazing and I kept sucking on her pussy. Finally, Wendy let out a low groan and her body shook violently. Her legs flapped and she thrust her hips hard into my face. I felt more liquid slip out of her pussy, wetting my chin, I stuck my tongue out and tasted it heartier flavor.
"Oh my fucking God!" Wendy groaned and then, she fell flat down onto the bed, panting. From where I lay, I could see her chest rising and falling rapidly. Her legs were spread and her arms hung lifelessly next to her breasts. She looked like she was absolutely exhausted. And, now that I had a chance to think about it, I was exhausted too. But I decided to test one last thing. I stuck my tongue out one last time and just barely rubbed it across Wendy's tight little clit. She shook all over, but she was clearly sensitive and pushed me quickly away from her pussy. But once I slid down her body and rested my head on her thigh, she looked at me and smiled. Her face was plastered in sweat.
For a little while we just lay there together, catching our breath. We were both sticky with sweat, cum, and saliva and felt like we'd run a 10K. But I couldn't remember a time when I'd felt more content. Like my body had been wrung out and now was being allowed to just hang loosely and comfortably. And I'd lost my virginity! Not in a way I'd ever expected, but there it was. I kissed the inside of Wendy's thigh and looked up at her. She ran her hand through my hair and let out a long, satisfied sigh.
"That was amazing Larissa," she said, "That was the best sex I've ever had." She said and I felt proud and sexy all at once. Who knew, an experience girl like Wendy would be so impressed by little old me. But after a moment of thinking, I also felt a bit confused. It was like I'd been a different person for a moment. I sat up on my knees on my bed, my flaccid cock dangling.
"I can't believe that just happened," I said. And with that, it was like a spell was broken. I had never wanted this! Had I? I had wanted to be Wendy's friend sure, I'd admired her, even her body, but had I ever had erotic thoughts about her? How had this happened? What had we done?
"I know," Wendy said and I looked back at her face. She looked as concerned as I did, like we both came the realization that something truly weird had happened at the same moment. She stared at me for awhile. She didn't look upset or angry. Just like she was unsure of what was happening. "It was...lovely. But it was...not right, was it? I feel strange..." she said. I knew exactly what she meant.



"I think we need to..." I started.
"Yo! Wendy! Where are you, you said you'd meet me for lunch!" We both heard Gina yelling from the kitchen. Wendy's eyes went wide and I knew that mine were just as big.
"Holy shit!" she said. She quickly jumped off of the bed and grabbed her dress slipping it over her head, "I don't want to try to explain this to someone one."
"I know," I said, getting out of bed myself and searching for my clothes. Wendy was straightening her slightly and turned and looked at me with concern.
"It isn't like that," she said softly. She walked closer to me.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"I mean, I don't want to explain because it...I don't think that I can. Don't think..."
"Wendy?!" Gina's voice sounded closer.
"Go to your friend," I said and gave a wan smile. She gave me another look like she wanted to say something then turned quickly and walked out my door.
"Sorry Gina, I didn't hear you, I was talking to Larissa," she said as she opened it. She turned and gave me one last look and then closed the door behind her. I collapsed on the bed, too exhausted and confused to think of anything else.
* * * * *
I must've fallen asleep because the next thing I remember was sitting up on my bed and seeing that it was almost five in the afternoon. My breasts hurt and I had morning wood (Or so I assume). I know, that sounds absolutely insane, but that is where I was. I was still naked from before (I had collected some clothes while Wendy was panicking, but had dropped them on the floor again when I fell asleep).
I still felt strange and wondered what had happened with Wendy and me. Who had seduced who? Had either of us intended that? I thought back to the way it had felt, being inside of Wendy and knew that I didn't know the answers to those questions or really care. It had felt incredible to be with her. The real question was what it meant now. Just before we'd had sex, I'd felt so close to her, finally feeling like we were really friends. We'd finally let each other in. I began to feel worried that adding sex with that situation had somehow ruined that before it started. I needed to talk to Wendy. I needed to know that I hadn't screwed everything up.
But, before I could do that, I needed some relief. All I could think about was my aching tits and my throbbing cock (this thing was hard more often than it wasn't!). I looked around the room and saw the big cup that I'd used the first time I'd expressed my milk sitting on my dresser. Wendy must've put it back in my room when she was done with it. It was exactly what I needed.
I got up from the bed, my breasts jiggling and my cock bouncing, and grabbed the cup. I knew exactly what I was doing now. I walked the cup over to my desk and set it down. I positioned my first breast over the cup and started to squeeze the hot, white liquid out of my body. It was no longer novel, I'd done this several times now, but it didn't feel any less wonderful.
"Oh Wendy," I moaned for some reason as the milk splattered out of my tits and formed a thick, white accumulation in the bottom of the cup. I was faster than I'd been before, but more gentle. It didn't hurt my breasts as much, but I got more out in a shorter time. The whole while I could feel the orgasm building inside of me.
When my first breast was empty and six ounces of warm milk was sitting in the bottom of my cup, I quickly switched over to my other breasts. I looked down at my hard cock while I squeezed my breast, noticing that it was dripping pre-cum. The dome of my tip looked shiny and hard, like it was about to shatter it was so rigid. I wanted to know what it felt like, but I kept my hand away from it, afraid that the slightest touch would make it burst. I squeezed evenly, moaning and rocking on my heels as more and more of my milk poured into the plastic cup.
Finally, I gave one last squeeze and the final drops of milk poured out of my breasts. Even as it did so, I felt the strain in my body reach an unbearable pitch. I bit my lip to keep from screaming. The last thing I did before my mind went completely blank was to grab my cup off of the desk and hold it down, right underneath of my aching cock. I felt the stress burst through my body and then a haze seemed to form over my eyes. All I could feel was an intense warmth and a steady release of pressure, especially from my cock. I could just barely hear, on the wasted edge of my consciousness, the sound of jets of my sperm sloshing into my cup of milk. Finally, I felt the last of it splash into the bottom, before setting down the glass on the desk.
Lucky I did, but because I barely had the strength to stay up. As soon as the cup was safely placed on the counter, I dropped onto the floor, and my vision, briefly, left me. I realized I'd been holding my breath the entire time, heightening my orgasm, but making me lightheaded. I took deep breaths, sucking in the air until I felt better. When I finally stood up again, I felt wrung out again, and supremely relaxed. I saw that my cock was now flaccid and felt satisfied.
Then I realized, the milk! I don't know what had possessed me to put the cup under my cock while I was coming. I guess, in my orgasmic state, I had still hoped not to make a mess. But now, I was just curious to see what happened. I looked down into the glass. I could see the milk and the cum, sort of separate but still mixed together. There was a lot of it, about twenty ounces, and it felt heavy in my hand. I leaned forward and sniffed it. It could make out the sweet aroma of the milk but with a strong undercurrent of the musky sperm.
I wondered for a moment, deep in the recesses of my brain, what the hell I was doing. This was weird, everything I was doing was weird. All of Lilith's little changes seemed to be messing with my personality. But I was too interested to stop now. I wanted to tasted my little witches brew. I lifted it up to my lips and was just about to pour the somewhat chunky looking liquid down when I stopped.
"No," I said out loud, "I need to stir this." I don't know what I decided that needed to happen, but once I thought of the idea, I couldn't think of anything else.
I knew I needed to go to the kitchen, so I needed to get dressed. I ran over to my closet and found a big t-shirt that would fit over my breasts and slipped on a pair of pajama pants. It was a little early, but I wouldn't look strange on a Sunday afternoon. When I was all dressed, I put my hair up (it was still dirty from fucking Wendy) and put on a little perfume (to cover the smell of spit, cum, milk, and sweat). Then I headed out to the kitchen.
When I reached the kitchen, I could hear the television in the living room. I decided to be quiet. I opened up the draw and found a spoon. I looked down into the thick liquid in the cup and sloshed it once. I licked my lips, I wanted to taste it so bad. Then I dipped the spoon in the cup and started to rapidly mix it, like I was making chocolate milk. What would this be Spunk Breast Milk? A Cum Shake? I smiled to myself as I watched the milk and the sperm slowly start to blend together.
"Larissa?" I heard a voice said and almost jumped out of my skin. I turned and saw Wendy standing in the doorway. She had apparently taken a shower since our little adventure, she looked clean and beautiful. Even if she was wearing a pair of loose sweatpants and a t-shirt. She looked a little nervous and I felt my heart drop into my stomach.
"Hey Wendy," I said, a little too casually. She put her finger up to her lips.
"Gina is just in the other room. But I heard your door open and I wanted to talk to you about something," she said. She was holding both of her hands in front of her stomach and twisting her fingers around in a really painful looking fashion. She was staring down at her hands and it was apparent that she had been waiting to say something all day and was now feeling scared. I let go of my spoon and reached over and grabbed her hands gently, stopping the twisting. She looked up at me innocently and smiled.
"What did you want to say?" I asked, I sounded calm but inside I was terrified. Once again she was silent, but I let her stand, it was clear she needed to be ready. Finally, she took a deep breath and spoke.
"I don't know what happened in your room today. And I am really sorry," she said. I was taken aback. I had been expecting her to say she didn't want anything to do with me. Or that she wanted me out of the house.
"Sorry? Why?" I asked. She put her hand up, imploring me not to interrupt. I stayed quiet.
"Listen, you told me in confidence that you had a medical condition. I was naturally curious because it is...a unique condition. But I got carried away or something. I don't know, it was like something was controlling me. I had no right to do what I did. It shouldn't matter if it felt good (and Larissa, I am ashamed because it felt so good). But, I am sorry."
"Wendy," I said, touched by her sentiment even if it wasn't actually warranted. I felt a wave of relief wash over me as well, "You don't have to be sorry...I felt...I felt the same way that you did. I wanted it as much as you, and was as confused by it as you."
"Thank you," she said, barely above a whisper. I looked and saw tears in her eyes. Her shame made me ashamed and I wrapped my arms around her. We held each other in the kitchen. Both feeling awkward, but loved. I can't describe...it was almost more intimate than having sex.
"Are we...okay?" I asked. It was the question I'd been worried about all day, even if I'd shoved it down into my subconscious.
"You still want to be my friend?" she asked, almost like she was incredulous.
"Of course!" I blurted, "You are beautiful and smart and sweet. Everyone wants to be your friend." I blushed as I finished. Being honest with Wendy about my feelings for her was tough, but I had to make her understand that she hadn't done anything wrong.
"Larissa," she said, releasing me from the hug and looking at me, "I like you. A lot. I want to be your friend. And I hope I didn't mess it up earlier. And I think we can be... but even though what happened today felt so good. I don't think we can stay friends if we ever do that again. I just think... that friends can't really do that. And I value you as a friend too much to lose it for sex. Even great sex." For a moment I thought about what she was saying. I hadn't even wanted Wendy, right? (I didn't think too deeply about that). And here was everything I'd said I'd wanted at the beginning: an in to the good social graces of my peers.
"I think you're right," I said and she looked relived, "Let's just, you know, live like this never happened." She nodded.
"I like that," she said and I could see her shoulder's lift. It was clear that she'd been weighed down by her guilt. I thought for a moment that it was strange that Wendy would feel any anxiety over anything social. And then I wondered if everyone felt the way I did all the time, they were just better at hiding it.
"So friends?" I asked.
"Friends," she said and took my hand and shook it. We felt like things had changed. And the room became less constricting. "Hey, speaking of which. Why don't you come in the living room? You've been cooped up in your room all weekend. Why not watch a movie with Gina and me?" And then Wendy was sort of back to her usual bubbly self, completely fulfilling our plan to live like it had never happened. For a split moment I considered making a normal excuse and going back to my room. But then, I changed my mind.
"Yeah, that sound nice, let me grab a bag of chips and I will be right in," I said and Wendy smiled at me and walked out the door. I consciously avoided staring at her ass as she walked out, picturing her naked as I had seen her earlier in the day, covered with cum and spit. Instead, I focused, and saw only a friend.
"Everything is just going to be normal," I said out loud. But, as I said it, I looked down at the cup in my hand. The cum and milk was still swirling and certainly not normal. I considered dumping the stuff down the sink. But as I looked at it, I caught a brief whiff of its heady scent. And that uncontrollable curiosity was on me again. I lifted the stuff to my lips and took a deep sip. I groaned just as it touched my tongue. It was better than it smelled, intensely sweet with a strange, but alluring, musky under tone. Almost, I shouldn't make this joke but I will, nutty. It was wonderful.
I felt my nipples harden and my cock stir in my pants. I shook my head. Nothing was normal just yet. And, I lectured myself that that would change. Or, I suppose, unchange. I had one wish left. But even as I told myself that, I took my glass of milk and cum with me to the living room. To sip on while I watched a movie with my new friend.
* * * * *
I headed back to my room about two hours later. We'd watched a goofy romantic comedy. Usually, those aren't my speed but it was fun with the girls. They made sarcastic comments about the plot and discussed who was the best looking guy in the movie. It was fun. I even joined in. Gina seemed nice, if a little bit ditzy. And Wendy was as good as her word, she never seemed awkward or anything. She just opened up and let me in. The only indication that everything wasn't as it seemed was the cum shake in my hand. When the movie was finally over and my cup was empty, I wanted to stay up later and hang out with the girls. But Wendy said she had class early and I realized I did as well. So I took my empty cup and headed to my room, feeling better than I had in a very long time.
I stepped into the room and closed my door behind me, "You know..." A loud, annoyed voice suddenly said just behind me. I screamed and nearly jumped out of my skin. I turned quickly and saw Lilith, looking more fiercely beautiful than ever, standing just a foot behind me, swinging her tail in her hand.
"You sure do mention Jesus and God a lot while you are fucking," she said, brushing past me and walking over to my bed, "But I think that is a little rude. After all, I was the one who got you laid. Not them. Or Him. Or whatever. The whole Trinity thing confuses and bores me. The point is, I think I deserve a little credit." And with that she plopped down on the bed.
"Credit?" I asked. I was still shocked whenever she appeared, despite all the evidence.
"It still reeks of spunk and sweat in here. Those are MY smells, I love those smells," she said and closed her eyes. I realized what she wanted credit for.
"I never said I wanted to get laid!" I said, "I never said I wanted anything like this." She smiled at me and clucked her tongue.
"You never say you want what you want I think," she said, "don't act like your eyes haven't always been all over pretty little missy's body. Do you tell yourself you are appreciating it...aesthetically?" she asked and then cackled in that way she always did. I felt my cheeks get red. But was Lilith right? I'd been dancing around that question all day. But I still wasn't ready to confront it head on.
"Even if I did," I said, "I never would have acted on it. You changed me."
"You asked to be changed hon," she said with a grunt, "You asked for balls and you got 'em. People with balls tend to have strong feelings about girls. Not always, but often. You were already going that direction, this just pushed you the last little bit." She explained. She rolled back onto my bed, stretching seductively. I guess what she said made sense. To a point.
"But Wendy. You didn't change her, but she was...she said she felt like she wasn't in control of herself and I felt that way too. That has nothing to do with balls," I said.
"Says someone who has never been a teenage boy," she laughed, "But well, I must admit, there was a slight complication. See, I gave you the balls, but I assumed (correctly I am sure) that you wanted balls but didn't want to be a man. Well, I cut out some of the things that normally come with balls (you know, extra testosterone and so on) to prevent you from growing a beard or a stockier frame. I had to replace those things with something. So I...I may have added some extra pheromones. And of course, sexual hormones for you. That filled the gaps but it may have increased your libido. And your sexual charisma. I think, it was really a positive change, don't you?" She said as though all of that would make sense to me. But I was more upset than ever. That explained Wendy's reaction.
"I feel like I did something wrong to her now," I said, "Like I acted without her consent."
"Trust me honey," she said, "Phermones only get you halfway. If you aren't attracted to someone for other reasons, you don't pick them up. She thought you were cute before. Maybe not cute enough to fuck, but she liked you." I couldn't help but feel a bit proud at that, but I couldn't be sure that Lilith was telling the truth. In fact, that was the problem all along. Lilith was always doing something when she said she was doing something else. I felt indignant and I marched up in front of her.
"Listen Lilith," I said, "I know you have been just doing what I asked. But I didn't want the things that I got." I said, knowing I was sounding confused.
"Spill it sister," Lilith said, staring up at the ceiling as though she were bored, "I am as tired of your games as you are of mine. Let's just do this last one."
"Fine," I said, "I want to be normal. None of this has been the way I wanted it. I want to be normal." Lilith looked at me like she were surprised.
"Normal? What's wrong with the way you are now?"
"I am a fucking freak with big milky tits and a goddamned cock!" I said.
"Yeah, its unorthodox. But didn't you get what you wanted? Don't you feel less alone, and more prospects for connection than before?" she asked. And for a moment I stumbled. She was right. I had a friend and the possibility of more friends. And I wasn't a virgin. And I loved my breasts and...if I was being honest, I liked my cock too. She watched me as I thought. But then I thought of Wendy. It didn't matter what we'd said, I knew in my heart if I kept all these pieces I would want her again. I had to give up the tools I used to make her my friend if I wanted to keep her my friend.
"You helped," I admitted, "You did, I couldn't have done this without you. But I need to be normal."
"Then say it like a wish," she said, her eyes on fire. I wondered why, but I had to keep going before I chickened out.
"I wish I wasn't weird anymore," I said.
"Done!" she said. And her tail whipped around. This time I ducked, but as it whipped back it hit me in the back of the head and one last time, I was out.
Chapter 4: Normal
I woke up the next morning with a start. The instant my eyes opened I was sitting straight up in my bed and wiping the sleep from my eyes. I looked down and saw that my breasts were still billowing out the front of my t-shirt. And my nipples ached. I needed to be milked. I was confused. How had Lilith screwed with me this time?
But, I thought, breasts are "normal" and I had asked to be normal. Maybe she'd just interpreted that to mean I didn't want a cock. After all, I loved my breasts. That was pretty reasonable guess. So I grabbed hold of my covers and thrust them down. I looked between my legs. I had worm a pair of boy-shorts to bed. I didn't even need to pull them down. I could see the hard outline of my erect cock in my panties. Lilith hadn't changed anything! She had completely screwed me out of my last wish and... the phone was ringing.
I reached over next to the bed and looked at the screen. Just as I had suspected the number dialing in was "666." Lilith was on the line. I felt absolute rage building up inside of me, but I took a deep breath and controlled myself before doing anything. Finally, I clicked the button.



"What the fuck Lilith?" I screamed into the phone. Well, so much for control. Lilith was cackling delightedly on the phone, absolutely ecstatic about my reaction.
"Oh honey, this is why I like to work with you. You feed me," she said and then laughed again. Now, I actually did get myself settled and spoke more cautiously.
"Come on Lilith, I made a wish last night and you didn't do it. That isn't our deal," I said, sounding whinier than I'd hope.
"The Hell I didn't," Lilith said.
"What is that supposed to mean."
"It means your wish was my command. You made a wish. It has been fulfilled." I felt like she slapped me. I reached down grabbed my dick through my shorts.
"Trust me Lilith, you didn't," I said, "I asked to be normal and I still have milky tits and I still have a dick. That isn't normal."
"No it isn't," she said, but not like she was surprised that I still had the offending equipment.
"So..." I prodded.
"Well you didn't wish to be normal."
"Yes I did!"
"No, you wished not to be 'weird.'" She said and I thought back on the night before. And she was right, I remembered clearly that when she'd asked me to phrase it like a wish, I wished not to be weird. But I didn't see what that meant.
"So what? That's the same thing. I said not to be weird. Being normal is being not weird. What are you talking about?"
"No, those things aren't synonymous," the cool voice on the other end of the phone said, "One little blonde girl in a classroom with 30 brunettes. That little blonde girl is weird. But three little blonde girls in a classroom with 30 brunettes well, they aren't weird. But they aren't normal either."
"What are you talking about. I didn't ask for riddles, I asked not be weird. Just tell me what you think you did," I said.
"If I am not mistaken, you are about to find out. Just remember, infants get immunity from disease from mother's milk. What sort other benefits do you think could pass that way. Talk to you tonight. Time to settle," she said and the phone went dead. There were so many confusing little twists packed into that single interjection that I didn't even know where to begin with it. I was still trying to figure out what she meant by settle, when I heard a commotion outside of my room. I listened carefully and I could hear voice.
"I know, I know it doesn't make any sense but..." I heard Wendy say.
"Why in the Hell are we going to talk to your roommate about this? I didn't even want to talk to you about it, until you came to me!" I heard Gina hiss back.
"Trust me, she knows something about this, I talked to her about it..."
"About me!"
"How could I have talked to her about you? I just found out a minute ago!"
"I know but... Oh my god Wendy what is happening?"
"Come on Gina, just trust me," Wendy said and with that my door opened and two very scared looking girls walked in. Gina's eyes were red from crying and Wendy looked like someone had just told her that the Easter Bunny wasn't real. I pulled my covers up quickly, shielding my dick from Gina and very confused by their decision to just barge in on me.
"Oh Christ Wendy, let's not do this!" Gina moaned. I saw that Gina was wearing a short t-shirt that exposed her bellybutton. She was wearing a billowy pair of boxers underneath that looked like they belonged to her boyfriend.
"What are you guys doing in my room," I said casually, pretending like I hadn't heard them squabbling behind the door.
"Oh, we had a question for you," Wendy said. I couldn't help but be aroused when I looked at her. She was wearing a black bra with filly white lace and a loose fitting pair of pajama pants, like she'd been interrupted in the middle of getting out of pajamas and into clothes for the day. Her breasts looked so perfect nestled in the frilly fabric. But I shook that idea out of my head. I had to figure out what these girls were doing here.
"Well," I asked, "what is it?" I was trying to think back to what I'd talked about with Wendy yesterday? What problem could I help them with? But I could barely concentrate. All I could think about were Lilith's cryptic words.
"Well, its just..." Wendy began.
"Don't!" Gina pleaded.
"What is going on?" I demanded, I was on a short fuse anyway and this little game wasn't helping. Wendy turned to Gina.
"Gina, I promise you this goes nowhere beyond this room, but I have reason to believe that Larissa can help us. Have you ever trusted me on anything?"
"Yes," Gina said, barely above a whisper.
"Then trust me now," she said and Gina nodded. Then they both turned and looked at me. Gina stared at her feet and Wendy bit her lower lip. And then we were silent for a long time.
"Well...?" I said finally. The two girls looked at each other.
"Well," Wendy started again, "Look. I just thought that you would understand about this and maybe you would be able to help us. I didn't really have anyone else I could even begin to think would know anything about this. And I don't know if it is okay that I brought Gina with me, but I thought when you figured everything out then you wouldn't really hold it against me and I am really sorry, in advance, about all of this. But like I said, I didn't have anywhere else to turn and..." Wendy was talking in circles and was clearly on edge. It was putting me on edge.
"Stop!" I yelled, "Just tell me, I promise I won't get mad. You're driving me nuts!"
"Don't say 'nuts'" Gina whispered.
"Maybe we should just..." Wendy said and then she looked at Gina. Gina looked uncomfortable then she shrugged and nodded her head slowly, "One...two...three..." Wendy said. At that instant she grabbed the elastic waistband of her pajama pants and pulled down. Gina did the same with her boxer shorts.
"Three little blonde girls..." I said, my eyes were almost popping out of my head with shock. How had I not seen this coming?
"What did you say?" Gina said, her voice on the edge of panic.
"I said 'relax, it's fine,'" I lied. But I didn't think it was in the same neighborhood as fine. Dangling between Wendy's legs was a clean shaven, five inch cock! And beneath a small, triangular patch of dark red hair between Gina's legs was a freckled, five and a half inch cock! As I looked them over, I had to admit, they kind of looked good this way. I had seen Wendy naked the day before and while I missed her cute little pussy, that small cock looked nice next to her model-like body. And Gina, her cock was so incredibly cute, hanging below her smooth thin belly and perky tits. It looked extra sexy with her short, tight t-shirt accentuating her feminine curves. But I pretended not to think about there appearance. Instead, I focused on the issue at hand.
I knew instantly what was happening. Lilith had pulled another one of her little pranks on me. She had decided to make me less "weird' not by making me more like other people but making a couple of people more like me. I had to admit, Lilith was pretty clever.
"So tell her, this is a medical condition right? One that you know something about? And it can be reversed, right?" Wendy said desperately. I tried to think back to the day before, to remember all of the lies I'd told. I never thought I'd have to have total and complete recall on everything. I realized instantly that I was stuck. I'd told Wendy that the condition was reversible. What could I possibly tell her now? I was out of wishes. Tell her to sell her soul? No, I wouldn't do that. I had to lie more.
"Well, I know I said that," I started and Wendy looked nervous, "But I was sort of... making some of that up."
"What do you mean?" Wendy said.
"What you both talking about?" Gina said, sounding like she was on the verge of tears.
"Okay, so basically everything I told you was the truth," I lied, "but there is just one thing. The condition is only reversible in about 10% of cases. I went to the doctor last week and he told me that I was part of the 90%. I didn't want to say anything, I was embarrassed and a little in shock. I just sort of accepted it yesterday."
"Did you give this to us? Is it like...contagious?" Gina said, Wendy was already shaking her head. I just hoped neither of them was particularly good at math.
"No it is a rare congenital condition," Wendy said. I realized that my lie was pretty implausible. I'd told Wendy that 1 in 350,000 Caucasian female births had my condition. Now I wanted them to believe that there were 3 of those people just happening to be sleeping in the same house and, what's more, two of them started to show symptoms on the same night. I just hoped they were too shocked to figure out that the numbers didn't add up until I could think of something better.
"Yes, but it tends to occur in certain populations," I said, "Are either of you of German ancestry or Irish? That has something to do with it too" I said, naming the two largest ethnic groups in the United States. They nodded, and then I was struck by an idea "Also, lots of women have the genes for this, but they lie dormant. Sometimes atmospheric conditions or geological conditions can sort of activate them. Now I wonder if it has something to do with this house..." I said ominously.
"This is insane, I can't believe this!" Gina said. I didn't want them to think about whether they believed it, I needed to change the conversation.
"The doctor taught me how to tell if you are in the 90% who are irreversible or the 10% who are," I said, without any idea about what I was going to do. But that shut Gina up.
"How? Can you tell on us?" Wendy said.
"Yeah, check us out!" Gina said. Well, at least they weren't thinking about odds now. I looked at the two beautiful, half-naked girls in my room. My cock was still hard and my breasts felt like they were going to explode with milk. I had a mischievous idea. I still don't know if I was thinking about how best to protect my lies or if my hormones just refused to allow me to pass up this opportunity. But once I had the opportunity, I couldn't help but run with it.
"I will have to inspect your penises," I said calmly and professionally. Wendy blushed and Gina looked at her feet. I needed to push, "Look, if it will make you more comfortable, I will get naked too." I said. Then I pulled back my sheets and took off my shirt. I wasn't wearing a bra and my breasts felt like they were sizzling when the fabric rode up over my nipples. I stood up on my bed and quickly slipped off my boy shorts. My cock was hard and, I thought absurdly proudly, bigger than what the other two girls would look like even if they got hard.
"It get's hard?" Gina said sounding scared.
"It's a penis," I said, trying to sound like the steely veteran, "They get hard. Let's not make this any stranger than it has to be. Now, come sit next to me," I said and patted either side of the bed next to me. Gina and Wendy looked at each other. Then Wendy walked over and sat on my left. Gina hesitated a moment and then sighed. She walked awkwardly, trying to prevent her cock from touching her body, and sat down on my right. Now I had to come up with something else.
"So, what is the prognosis," Wendy said. They both knew the odds were against them (although they didn't know how badly) and they sounded grave.
"I guess I need to check," I said, "Spread your legs a little, both of you." They were both sitting about a foot and a half away from me on either side and they spread their legs so that their knees touched mine. My legs were together, but my cock was sitting up tall, almost pressing against the top of my stomach. I don't know why, but just then, I was glad it was there. "Just relax, it won't hurt."
I put my hands on either of their thighs. Wendy's skin felt hot, like she had a fever while Gina's felt cold and clammy, like she was about to pass out. I knew that I wasn't going to be able to relieve their concerns, but maybe I could relieve them in some other way. I know now that the hormones were taking over, but at the time, these seemed like reasonable thoughts.
I moved my hands between their legs. For just a moment I thought, "STOP! You just said yesterday that this is a bad idea, you need to find a way to back out!" But then my hands touched Wendy's soft's spongy little cock and all thoughts left my head, not to bother me again for a long time. In a moment, my fingers wrapped around Gina's soft dick as well. I felt a shiver run down Wendy's body and I heard Gina gasp. I looked down at my hands. I squeezed their soft flesh and watched the little pink tips of their cocks expanded. I loosened my grip and watched them shrink down. My breasts ached and my cock throbbed between my legs.
"Can you tell?" Gina whispered. Then I remembered I was supposed to be looking for something. I moved my hands down and rattled their cute little balls around on my fingers. Then I then I ran my fingers up their urethra's putting my fingers over their shaking tips. I kept my eyes down. I wanted to see how they were reacting but I had to pretend I was looking for something.
Even without looking at them, I could tell that at least Wendy was reacting. As I once against squeezed the shaft of her cock, I realized that I could feel it stiffening in my hand. It felt so warm and pleasant when it was soft, but it felt ungodly sexual as it started to stiffen. At first, Gina's cock stayed soft. But then, I slowly started to stroke my hands up and down, sliding them around on their cocks. As I started to stroke, I felt Gina's cock start to harden as well. She noticed too.
"Oh God!" she said, " I am sorry!"
"Me too!" Wendy said, realizing now that getting an erection might be in bad form. I stopped stroking for a moment. It took all of my strength to do that. I like the way if felt, their knotted muscles under the soft skin. It felt so lovely to caress.
"No, it is alright. Like I said, it's a cock, it does that," I said, "I the test is a little... provocative."
"So... what's the word?" Wendy asked. I gave her a pained smile and then shook my head.
"See," I said grabbing each of their cocks between my thumb and forefingers, "It has all the signs of permanence that the doctor told me about." There were tears running down Gina's face now, so was mortified. I had to keep them focused, I didn't want this to devolve farther than it had to.
"Like what?" Wendy asked, sounding like she hoped I'd made a mistake. I decided to shift my attention over to Gina, try to get her out of her funk.
"See, look at Gina's cock," I said and her voice hitched. But she wiped tears out of her eyes and looked down. Then I realized I had to come up with something, "Okay, so do you see how the tip of her cock has a sort of cleft in the bottom?" I asked.
"All penises have that," Wendy said.
"Right, all penises have that, except for ones from our medical condition that are reversible. If this was reversible, then it would be perfectly round, like the top of a mushroom," It was surprising how easy this stuff was to bullshit. It had been pretty easy the day before too. I wondered for a moment if a lifetime of living completely inside of my head, creating elaborate fantasies, had somehow perfectly equipped me for just such an occasion. But I could focus on that, I heard Gina whimper and I decided to keep going. I reached down and gently stroked Gina's testicles again.
"Okay, so also, see how her balls hang?" I asked. And I looked at her cute little clean shaven balls, with a small smattering of freckles across them, and wondered what I'd say, "Okay, so if this were reversible, her scrotum would be much tighter. I mean it would sort of stick around her balls. But here, they just sort of hang" I reached down on Wendy's shaft, fingering her balls, "see Wendy's are like that too. And so are mine."
"Oh god!" Gina said. I then quickly moved my hand up and started to stroke both of their now hard cocks. Their skin felt so smooth and lovely I almost forgot I had to make a lie up about it. I just closed my eyes for a second and enjoyed the fun of it. My breasts were aching worse than ever now, but I had no idea what, if anything, I could do about it.
"What are you doing now?" Wendy asked helpfully. I tried, successfully, not to looked flustered.
"Right, so the really important way to tell is this: If I rub your cocks like this," I said and then kept jerking them for a second. I noticed that their breathing was coming more shallow and that they were moving their hips, without conscious thought, in time with my strokes, "And, I am sorry if this sounds crude, no pre-cum dribbles out, then it is reversible. But, look down at Wendy's cock, see there is a thin line of liquid dribbling out, and Gina has even more." And it was true, both girls were highly aroused, their cocks felt solid in my hands and I felt lightheaded. I didn't say anything else, but I quietly continued to stroke their cocks, moving slightly faster. I felt Wendy, especially, rocking with my motions and I could hear them breathing deeper. For a few seconds, I just stroked them. I heard Gina whimpering, then finally she spoke.
"Oh God Wendy, what are we going to do? Oh God!" Gina said, at first the question had been serious, but then it started to devolve into a passionate moan.
"I can't think right now, Gina, Christ!" Wendy moaned back. I bit my lower lip and kept on stroking them. I looked down at my own cock and pre-cum was dripping down it in almost unimaginable quantities. My cock ached and my breasts throbbed. But Wendy's moans seemed to awaken Gina to what was going one.
"Larissa?" she asked, "what are you doing?" For a second I felt nervous, but I didn't stop stroking their cocks. I looked up and saw that both Wendy and Gina were looking at me. But neither did anything stop me. I heard them panting and Wendy even squealed a little in delight. I stroked for a few more seconds, letting the sensation sink in before speaking.
"I have been through what you are experiencing before," I said, for the first time in a while not telling a lie, "I know what will make you girls feel a little better. Not normal, but better. Don't you want to feel good?" I said in a sexy voice. And as I said it, I squeezed their cocks a little harder.
"Larissa, oh baby!" Wendy moaned. I knew I had her, we still had a residual connection from the day before. But Gina looked at me. I could see the lust in her eyes, but I could also feel her natural aversion to...whatever was happening here. I'd kept them just interested enough in what I was talking about, giving time for their hormones, my pheromones, and the natural aphrodisiac on a woman's touch on a cock, to do its work. Wendy was there, but I didn't know if Gina was completely sold. Some of her brain still seemed to be working, questioning what was happening.
I kept stroking Wendy's cock. But I slid my hand one more time up the length of Gina's cock. My fingers were covered in her clear pre-cum. "If you need to stop, I can do that," I said. And with that I lifted my finger's to my mouth and started to lick the salty, clear pre-cum off my skin. It tasted incredible, somehow even better than my own and I groaned while I tasted it. But I kept my eyes on Gina (and my other hand stroking Wendy's cock) and she looked at me hungrily. Her pupils followed every move of my tongue and I saw her swallow hard, unable to control her body's reactions to my little ploy.
"If you really think it will help... with this condition," Gina said, barely above a whisper. Apparently, she needed to cloak her desires in playing doctor. But I didn't care. I wanted her almost as bad as I wanted Wendy again. I nodded, licked my fingers one last time, and then returned my warm palm to her turgid shaft. Her body shivered when I, once again, came in contact with her.
I then started stroking her cock again in earnest. I quickly kicked up the pace until I was stroking both their cocks at the same rate. They were both moaning now and writhing on the bed. They didn't speak and both had their eyes closed. They were completely engrossed in what they were experiencing. And so was I. I felt my body aching for a touch to complement my own, but I wanted to so badly to feel their bodies jolt to life with orgasm that I barely thought about it.



"Oh god!" Wendy said when I gave her cock a hard squeezed, then as if that squeeze had triggered a reaction, she quickly reached behind her back and unhooked her sexy bra. She slid it off her arms exposing her supple breasts. While I continued to stroke, Wendy played with her breasts, pinching her own nipples and digging her fingers into her flesh.
"Holy shit Larissa, what is going on with your tits?" I heard Gina's voice say incredulously. I looked away from Wendy's breasts and looking at my own. I never stopped stroking their cocks, but for a half second, I slowed. Dribbling down from each of my nipples was a thin stream of thick, white milk. I had waited too long, I was overflowing. My nipples ached and I desperately needed some relief. I picked the pace of my stroking back up and spoke.
"It is a permanent side-effect from an unsuccessful treatment. It makes me produce milk," I said, once again slipping effortless into a reasonably plausible lie, "It makes them hurt, I need to be emptied. Please, Gina, Wendy, I am helping you. Please help me," I said, not even needing to try and sound desperate. The milk was already starting to come out in a stronger stream and it was landing on my belly and my cock.
"How?" Gina asked.
"Suck my nipple!" I begged, "Drink my milk!" I kept stroking their cocks. I saw Wendy and Gina look at one another for a moment. Then Wendy closed her eyes and leaned in to my body. She stuck her tongue out and carefully licked on the underside of my engorged breast. Her tongue felt hot and wet and wonderful. I watched the creamy liquid pool on her tongue as she worked her tongue slowly up the underside of my breast. Finally, I watched as her pretty pink lips wrapped around my nipple. And I felt her start to suck. I felt my milk pulling out of my body and I felt Wendy's cute little tongue probing and tasting from me.
"Oh it taste good," Wendy said, gurgling a little with the milk in her mouth. She swallowed it down and put her mouth back on my nipple, sucking more. I squeezed Wendy's cock in ecstasy as I felt the tension building inside of me she squealed and sucked harder. I turned my gaze to Gina. She was looking at my dribbling breast, clearly enticed.
"I drank from you," I said in a sultry voice (that sounded almost like Lilith's voice) and I rubbed my tongue across my wet lips. I felt Gina's cock twitch in my hand and then she, like Wendy, leaned in to my body. She didn't bother with the liquid that had already pooled on my breast, she instantly attached her hot, wet mouth to my aching nipple The pressure was so tight, I felt it spray like a squirt gun into her mouth the instant her tongue touched it. She gurgled happily and I saw her smile around my nipple. She liked it too.
I looked down at what I'd caused. There were two beautiful girls, their heads just an inch or two apart, sucking on my swollen breasts. My cock was pushing up between then and my hands were grasped tight around their cocks. It was, almost unbelievably, the hottest thing I'd ever seen. Who would have expected this?
For a few minutes we just writhed together on the edge of my bed. I kept stroking Wendy and Gina's hard pricks. My arms bumped against their breasts as I did so. Their faces were buried in my breasts and I could feel them sucking out my milk, Gina sucking even harder than Wendy, like she was trying to catch up for the late start. I watched their faces as they sucked, eyes closed and mouth tight. Their beautiful lips wrapped around my nipples. I loved that I could see some milk rolling down Gina's chin. The room was full of suckling noises, slapping noises, the smell of pre-cum, sweat, and milk. And more than anything else it contained the gentle groans, moans, and sighs of lovers in a passionate embrace.
After a few moments, I felt my breasts begin to empty. I also felt the tension between my legs building. My cock felt like it was vibrating. What's more, I could feel the tension increasing in Wendy's body and in Gina's. Their muscles were tensing and their noises were becoming more desperate. I'd never wanted anything so bad in my life as to cum at that moment. Each second stretched out forever until I was begging the universe to just let me cum. My toes curled and my jaw clenched and my hands squeezed harder on my lovers' cocks. And then I felt the last little bits of milk dribble into Wendy and Gina's mouths.
"Holy Fuck!" I screamed loudly, yanking hard on their cocks. I felt the unbearable tension inside of mean break past the point where my mind could handle the pressure. And then I felt a blinding, incoherently beautiful pleasure wave through my body, coating the tension and quickly dissolving it away until it was a pool of absolute tranquility and beauty. It was not so much an orgasm as a religious experience, an acquisition of some sort of unknown knowledge. It was like achieving nirvana, there is no other explanation.
But I could not stay in the clouds forever. My senses returned to me and the first thing I could feel was the erotic pulling feeling that occurred when my cock was spewing sperm. Then I could see and feel and again. I saw big, thick, blobs of my cum shooting out of my cock at an unbelievable level of pressure. I watched it splattering against my lower stomach, the undersides of my breasts, and against the faces of Gina and Wendy.
"Jesus Cunt!" I roared and then pulled once more on Wendy and Gina's cocks. Like they were attached to by a string, their mouths popped off of my breasts at the same instant and their sat up straight. Cum was in their hair and streaming down the sides of their faces. But my last little jerk had sent them over the edge at the same time.
I had been pulling their cocks slightly towards the middle, towards me, as I stroked them. Now I felt all of their muscles tighten in their bodies and I heard them both scream in unison. Then I could feel their jizz start to pump out of their balls. I could feel it slide up their urethras and I watched as big fountains of sperm erupted from their bodies and splashed against my face, my breasts, and my stomach. Their cum mixed together and also pooled with mine. As the second, almost as large, spurt of cum poured out of Wendy and Gina's cocks, the last of mine dribbled down onto the inside of my leg.
While the girls were still ejaculating, I used my hands to direct where their cum was landing. I searched for any bare spots on my breasts or stomach and tried to aim their jizz to cover me up. I love the way the hot splash felt as it sprayed across my skin. My cock was still hard, I was too excited. The room smelled heavenly, like our delicious girl cum. One little dribble from Wendy's cock landed on my chin and I stuck out my tongue, licking it up and savoring the flavor.
Finally, their orgasms subsided and it the last of their cum dribbled onto my bed. For a minute, everyone just stopped and caught their breath. I was still so incredibly horny, but for a second I was afraid that their orgasms would break the spell. That they'd realized what they were doing and reject me. And be completely disgusted by me.
But I didn't need to worry. After a second of just drinking in the scene, Wendy leaned across my body. She didn't need to speak, Gina leaned in as well. There, just a few inches from my face, I watched the two friends kiss. It was the dirtiest, hottest kiss I'd ever witnessed. At first their mouths just pressed together, I watched as their tongues probed one another's mouths. I watched as Gina reached forward and actually grabbed one of Wendy's tits as they kissed. But then the kiss became naughtier. Wendy's tongue came out of her mouth and she started to lick and Gina's face, sucking up the cum I had deposited there. Gina returned the favor. Soon, they were sucking and kissing each other's faces, drinking down the cum I'd placed on their bodies. Then, their faces were bare and glistening with spit. But I could see in their eyes they wanted more.
I took my right hand off of Gina's cock and placed my index finger on my bellybutton. I ran it slowly up from my bellybutton to the area between my breasts. I left a thin line of clean skin under my finger. All of our cum was mixed together and I had big messy drop of it on my finger. I saw the girls' eyes follow it and then, I plopped it into my mouth. I almost died. It was like I could taste all of our different essences in one. Wendy was sweet and bold, Gina was savory and complemented the other flavors, and I just tasted dirty. It was perfect.
It seemed that the girls got the hint. In a moment they were bent over me. I felt their tongues sliding around on my belly and my breasts. I could feel them sucking up cum and watched their throats to see the muscles contract as they swallowed it down. After a few moments, their mouths met again. This time I watched as their tongues danced back and forth between their mouths and I saw the cum and spit dripping down between them as they swapped it back and forth. First, I saw Wendy spit the entire wad into Gina's mouth.
"We are being rude Gina," Wendy said seductively, "maybe we should share." She looked over at me. Gina looked now too. No more hesitation now. Gina's face was still covered in spit and cum and she leaned in towards me and I could smell the sex on her. Our lips met and at first it was just a gentle kiss, but then I felt her tongue probing at my lips. I opened and let in Gina's tongue and a wave of sperm and spit and even a little milk. Gina's tongue swirled around my mouth with all those flavors and I felt her hand go to my breast. Even as we were kissing, I could feel Wendy still sucking cum from my body.
When our kiss finally broke, I had half the sperm in my mouth and I swallowed it down. I watched as Gina did the same. Then Gina immediately turned to Wendy and they began to kiss again, swapping cum and fondling each other's breasts. Gina was still wearing her tight t-shirt but it was completely soaked through with my milk and cum and spit. I could see her nipples poking through.
This time, when their kiss broke, Wendy had all of the sperm in her mouth. She turned to me and smiled. Her cheeks bulged with spunk. Then she leaned in and kissed me, forcefully. She opened my mouth and poured the cum in. We swapped it back and forth while Gina continued to fondle my breasts and such sperm off of my body. Wendy ran her cummy hands through my hair and I could smell and taste every inch of her. It was incredible. Finally we split and I swallowed down the cum and saliva she'd left for me.
And we continued on like that, licking up cum, swapping it, kissing, fondling, and drinking our juices down. The room was filled with slurping sounds, the smell of spunk, and an undeniable passion. It felt like our naughty little clean-up lasted forever, but I didn't want it to stop. But finally, Wendy and I broke our last kiss and I drank down last of our sperm. My body glistened with spit but no longer dripped with saliva. I felt sticky. And incredibly horny.
I didn't want to let things stop now, I wanted more. Both girls were still sitting on either side of me, but Gina's legs were spread wider and that made my decision for me. I quickly stood up from the bed and then whirled around and dropped to my knees between Gina's legs. I moved so fast, she didn't even really have time to react. When I was there, I put my hands on both of her thighs and pulled her legs apart still further.
I looked at her cock. It was still sticking up hard and the urethra still pulsed, like it was ready to burst. Again. It just looked so beautiful. The freckles were particularly nice and made it look cute and feminine. The same was true of her small, perfectly shaped balls. Underneath of her ultra short, cum-stained shirt, they looked like they should belong to a woman. But I didn't want to spend too much time admiring. I wanted that cock inside of me.
I moved my head forward and opened my mouth. Gina looked down on me in absolute wonder, frozen. I lowered my dripping mouth down onto Gina's cock. I kept my mouth wide, trying to avoid touching her cock. Then, as it slipped further and further down my throat, it checked my gagged reflex. My throat closed around her and my eyes watered. I gave a muffled grunt. Her cock taste salty and felt velvety against my tongue.
I'd never suck a cock before and didn't really know what I was doing. But I did what I knew had felt nice when Wendy had done it to be the day before. I kept my mouth nice and wet and I bobbed my head up and down. I savored her smell as my nose pressed into her belly and reveled in the way my tongue rested on her scrotum. I sucked slightly, but mostly I just bathed her hard cock in my saliva, squeezed her with my throat, and swirled my tongue around her dirty little hole. Just like Wendy had taught me.
Thinking of Wendy made me realize that, out of the corner of my eye, I couldn't see her anymore. But then I felt her. Her hands hand grabbed my hips and she was pulling me up. I didn't know what she was trying to do, I desperately kept my mouth wrapped around Gina's salty dick and kept my tongue against her balls. But I let Wendy pull my ass up in the air. Now I was standing on my feet but bent over completely perpendicular at the waist. Wendy wasn't pulling me away from Gina's cock. In fact, this had the pleasant side-effect of driving Gina's rod deeper into my throat. But now my ass was completely up in the air and I could feel Wendy kneading my ass and spreading my cheeks again.
For just a moment I popped Gina's cock out of my mouth and turned to look at Wendy. Gina gave a little whimper and I started to stroke her spit-covered cock to keep her satisfied. I looked over my shoulder and up at Wendy. She was holding her solid cock in her hand and I watched the way her tits bounced as she lifted her free hand up to her mouth. I watched as she spit out a very large wad of cum and spit into her palm. I cannot described to you how nasty and hot it was dropping out of her perfect pretty mouth. She saw me looking and then winked.
I felt as she moved her hand down and pressed the wet, sloppy mass, still hot, against my exposed asshole. I shivered and realized exactly what was about to happen. I always thought that this was something that I'd never do. But now, not only did I not dread it, I craved it. I pushed my hips back, begging for it.
I turned back to Gina and popped her hard cock back into my mouth and listened to her sigh as it slipped all the way into my throat. While I was sucking on Gina's cock, I felt a little bit of pressure against my asshole. I felt Wendy's wet hand grab my hip and pull me hard. I knew the other hand was positioning her cock against my anus. I kept my head bouncing up at down, tasting Gina, but my mind's eye was on my anus.
"Get ready baby," I heard Wendy said, "Get ready to take my cock." I felt my knees go weak with just her talking. I felt increased pressure on my asshole. The pressure pushed my forward until my nose actually hurt from pushing into Gina's stomach and my throat kept involuntarily trying to swallow her cock (a sensation she apparently enjoyed, judging by her coos). But then there was no place else to move.
The pressure on my asshole built, but then I push out, like I was pushing out on my bowels and suddenly I felt myself open. I felt the rounded tip of Wendy's cock slip into my asshole. I felt the mushroom tip enter me and then I felt my anus close around it. I groaned around Gina's cock and couldn't believe how it felt. I'd never felt so...filled up before. It was intense, but not at all unpleasant.
Wendy kept pushing on my asshole, I felt her cock sliding deeper and deeper inside of me. Inch by inch, it started to push into me. And with each little fraction of a centimeter it went, I felt an increase in pleasure. It was like Wendy's cock was pushing all of the right buttons for me. And it made me bob on Gina's cock faster and faster. I felt Gina's hands on my head, pushing me down on her cock, she loved it.
Finally, I felt Wendy's stomach press against the top of my ass and I felt her balls swing forward and slap my own. I knew now that she was completely inside of me and it felt amazing. I felt overfilled now and it was like I could feel Wendy's essence inside of me. Then, she slowly started to pulled the cock out and I whimpered. It felt almost as good going out, maybe better. And then, just when the tip was left in, she slammed it back in, driving Gina's cock into my throat and nearly pushing me over the edge.
And then, for awhile, we all three worked in perfect harmony. Gina thrust her hips up and down, pushing her cock in and out of my mouth. Wendy kept her hands on my ass and kept humping her hot little cock in and out of my bowls. And I was in between, just spit like a roasted animal on their nasty little cocks and loving every second of it. My own cock throbbed practically begged for relief as they did so.
Gina was the first to cum. I felt her legs stiffen under my breasts and then I heard her release a loud, low moan. Then she thrust her hips up harder. I could feel the cum pulsing inside of her cock even before I felt the hot liquid splash into my mouth of tasted it musky flavor. Gobs and gobs of Gina's nasty jizz filled my mouth and I sucked it down as best I could, enjoying the taste. But as I did so, I must've clenched my asshole at the same moment that Wendy was thrusting into me. The sudden change in resistance seem to put her over the edge. Her left hand dug into the flesh of my ass while her right hand reared back and slapped my ass cheek. And at the same time, I felt her thrust again, once last time, hard. And then I could feel her hot juices filling me up. I could almost picture filling up my bowels and then overflowing, dripping out around Wendy's cock plugging my ass. And the sensation of cum in my mouth and in my ass sent me over the edge as well. I felt my knees go weak and then, while only their cock's were holding me up, I felt an orgasm lighten me to the point that I wished I could exist in that moment forever. And I heard my hot cum spray all over my bedroom floor. And then I fell on the floor after it.
My head cleared and I found myself lying in a pool of my own cum. Wendy's cum was dripping from my asshole and Gina's cum coated my mouth. I sat up and shook my head. The other girls were looking at me and smiling. It was clear that we'd moved passed whatever hang-ups they'd had in the beginning. They wanted more. I was tired, but I was going to give the ladies what they wanted.
"I do feel better," Wendy said, "you are quite the doctor," Wendy said slyly and I smiled. She seemed to know that I had been doing more than I let on.
"I am always full of good ideas," I said.
"You are full of something. I can see Wendy's cum dripping out of your ass," Gina said, no longer embarrassed, "I want to taste it!" she said. I was too shocked to even understand what she was saying. But in a moment, Gina was lying on her back on the floor next to me, my cum soaking into her beautiful red hair. She pointed to her mouth and poked at my leg. I knew what she wanted.
I rolled over and then got up on my knees. I shuffled over, feeling wobbly from overexertion. But I managed to straddle Gina's head. I looked down behind my back and I could see her eyes shining up at me, fiery and passionate. She wanted to eat my ass more than she'd wanted her dick sucked earlier. I carefully lowered my anus down so that it kissed her pretty pink lips. For a moment, she just kissed it back, letting her mouth work over the little ridges in my puckered hole. Then I felt her opened her mouth and started to lick, tentatively at first, at the folds of my anus.
"Gina!" I moaned, my hand instantly grabbing for my own breast. I felt Gina's tongue probe my anus, dipping in and tasting Wendy's cum. Then, she formed a tight vacuum around my asshole, and I felt her start to suck the cum out of me, pulling it out and swallowing it down. It was just too dirty think about. And it felt amazing, I love the way it felt as the liquid slipped out of me. I wanted to give Gina pleasure as well. It turned my head forward, towards her feet, but, instead of seeing Gina's body laid out before me, I saw Wendy, standing astride Gina's body. Her hands were on her hips and she was looking at me greedily.



"You got my cock all messy Larissa," she said, thrusting her hips towards me, "clean it up!" I watched Gina's hand slink around and saw that the redhead was now jacking herself off as she sucked on my asshole. There was nothing for me there. I would need to suck my ass off of Wendy's cock. And I really wanted to. I opened my mouth.
Wendy took a step in closer to me, positioning her hard cock with her hands. I could smell the earthy (but no unpleasant) smell of my ass on her cock. She inched forward again and I felt the tip of Wendy's cock against my lip. I stuck out my tongue and taste my ass and her cock in a delicious combination. Wendy's rolled her head back and moaned. Then she thrust forward, pushing her cock harder into my mouth. Our tastes and smells mixed together in my mouth and nose and made me feel rejuvenated, like I hadn't been fucking all morning. And all the while Gina kept sucking on my ass.
I started to bob my head up and down, working Wendy's cock in and out of my mouth. I heard Gina's hand slapping up and down on her cock and felt her tongue twirling around my anus and poking into my bowels. I decided that if it was good for Gina, it was good for me too and I quickly grasped my cock and started to pump it rhythm with my mouth and Gina's tongue. We were all moving together now, all of us tired, all of us aroused to levels we'd never been before. I heard myself gaggling and I heard Gina gurgling. I tasted my ass and Wendy's cock. It was all too much.
It was as if we all realized it at the same moment, we had all reached some sort of crescendo, our minds, bodies, and souls couldn't take anymore. I felt all of our bodies tense at once. I felt warmth, strength, and weariness slip over my bodies as those all those things were one sensation. I moaned loudly around Wendy's ass-covered she-cock. I heard the others moan as well. And then I felt relaxation pour over me and also extreme, beautiful, sensual exhaustion. And I could taste my mouth filling with Wendy's cum and I could feel my cum and Gina's cum splashing over our bodies as we achieved a mind-bending simultaneous orgasm. The room filled with our smells and our shouts and then, at the same instant, the intensity subsided and we were left, exhausted.
Wendy's cock popped out of my mouth at the same instant that Gina sucked the last of the sperm out of my bowels. Wendy and I collapsed onto the floor, entangled with each other and Gina. The three of us lay panting, trying to catch our breath. I had never felt so relaxed, like I'd converted all of my tension in life into cum and then shot it out in a sea of ecstasy. I looked at the other girls' faces, smiling, and I knew they felt the same way. We relaxed with each other for a long while. Not speaking, just feeling the heat from one another's bodies. Finally, when I felt like I might almost sleep, Gina spoke.
"What the Hell just happened?" Gina asked and we all giggled.
"I don't know," Wendy said, "But it sure as Hell was fun." And we all smiled and agreed. Then, we moved around so that we were lying more comfortably on the floor, holding each other. But suddenly I felt uneasy. 'Hell' was right. And I wondered how all of this would end.
Epilogue: Repayment Due
It was later that night and I was back in my room. The girls and I had eventually cleaned my room (I couldn't believe how much cum there was!) after a long nap and then taken a shower together. We had plans to get back together that night. We'd all felt a little sheepish after our naps (although that didn't stop a little playing in the shower) and we promised we'd talk about it that night. But I knew what 'talking' meant. We were all bound to one another now. We were friends. We were lovers. And it felt good.
But there was someone I really did have to talk to. And I expected she would be there any minute. I was incredibly nervous. I was out of dares and I was now some sort of mutant freak. Beyond that, it seemed that I'd lost any ability to control my sexual impulses (at least around Wendy and Gina). And the worst part of all of it was that I kind of liked it! But I was worried about Lilith. I'd figured out everything else there was to know about her cryptic phone call earlier that morning, but I still didn't know what to think of when she said, "settling."
I was still wearing a bathrobe with nothing under it since the shower, I felt too nervous to unclench my fists, so I couldn't get changed. I was pacing in my room while I waited for her to arrive. I don't know why I knew she'd come, I was out of wishes. But I could tell that there was something left to do. I just didn't know what. My heart was pounding in my chest and my stomach felt watery. I couldn't ever remember being so nervous. I paced to one side of my room, turned around and walked all the way to the other. Then I turned and...ran right into something.
"You girls are nasty!" Lilith said as I stumbled backwards. I'd run right into her large breasts and felt completely disoriented.
"Lilith?" I said, knowing it sounded dumb.
"Who else?" she asked, but she sounded less playful now.
"I didn't do anything you didn't make me do," I said, responding to her initial statement. She shrugged her shoulders disinterestedly.
"I think we are finished with this fight by now, aren't we?" she said.
"I don't think I have any room left to fight," I admitted. She smiled at me.
"So you're done now honey. Time to settle." She got to business quickly.
"What do you mean settle?" I asked, "You said I got to keep my soul until I died."
"True," Lilith said, "As you might have noticed, I say a lot of things. How did all those wishes work out?" She said and then she cackled.
"This isn't fair!" I said, "You've never given me a single thing I wanted without a catch. You have never kept up your end of the deal."
"You got tits, balls, and buddies!" Lilith said, her eyes flashing with fire, "I gave you everything you asked for. I told you to be careful what you wished for. I cannot be held responsible for your recklessness!" she yelled at me. She was standing close to me now, I could feel the heat coming off of her body.
"What then? Do you kill me now and take my soul? That isn't our deal!"
"No, even I won't do that. You are doomed to die eventually anyway. I am patient. More patient than you. I just get to mark you now. That's how we settle. I am going to place my mark on you, so that, if somehow you ever try to slip into the eternal bliss of heaven, they will smell me on you and cast you out!" she laughed and took a step back.
I stood there for a moment, waiting for whatever had come to me. And I knew she was right. I had been reckless. Not just in making my wishes but requesting them in the first place. What had I been thinking? I felt my self-pity, something that had been gone for a couple of days, come back with increased intensity. I felt worthless and alone, everything I had tried to gain from selling my soul and turned to dust and everything I'd tried to run away from was still there.
"Hold still!" Lilith said. But then, I realized something. I hadn't lost my anxiety or my social phobia. I'd gotten some weird things from Lilith, but she hadn't given me what I'd asked for. But, the fact remained, I'd lost my virginity. I'd made friends. And even now, I wanted more of that. Where had that come from if it hadn't been from Lilith? I suddenly felt a different feeling, something uncertain and a little bit scary. But it gave me courage to speak. And to Act. I felt like a different person.
"So Lilith, this was your plan all along wasn't it?" I asked, "You would pretend to give me what I asked for, but it would all be a cruel joke. I wouldn't have anything and you'd turn me into a freak. That's it, isn't it?" I said. Lilith smiled cruelly at me and threw her head back when she laughed.
"I always like it when they figure it out, just at the end!"
"So I was right, this is what you wanted. This is what you wished for?" I said and I untied my robe and threw it off. My swollen breasts and my flaccid cock now exposed. Lilith hooted with delight.
"Exactly what I wanted! It is a work of grotesque art. Now I am going to claim it as my own!" she bellowed. At that instant, her tail whipped around as it had every night for the last three. This time I ducked underneath of it and, as it came whipping back from behind me, I rolled to the side and stuck out of my arm. Rather than smacking against the skin, Lilith's tail wrapped around my arm about seven time like a whip. I then grabbed hold of the tail below that point, jerking her tight.
"Careful what you wish for, bitch!" I screamed at her and then I yanked on her tail as hard as I could. Lilith let out a terrible screech. As I yanked on her tail, Lilith spun around so that her back was to me. She stumbled backwards until she was only a couple inches away from me. I gave a yank up on her tail and it pulled her ass into the air and she bent over at her waist. As she leaned forward, her micro-skirt hiked up and I saw Lilith's red puckered asshole staring up at me. I could also see her red pussy lips. It was incredible, I don't know what I was expecting, but not the normal girl parts in an attractive (if otherworldly red) package. My cock almost instantly sprang to attention, a sort of strange reaction.
"What the fuck do you think your doing?" Lilith cried. I felt her struggle a bit but I yanked hard on her tail and she held still.
"We aren't even yet, you fucked me. Now I get to fuck you!" I said and I shoved Lilith forward. Her skin felt hot on my hands but she slumped forward and caught herself on my bed. I didn't give her time to wriggle. I looked down at her little rosebud of an asshole and knew that is where I wanted to fuck her. I spat on her asshole, trying to lube it up (more for myself than her) but the instant it touched her skin, it turned to steam and sizzled into the air. Lilith cackled.
"You don't have what it takes!" she screeched at me, her face more terrible and beautiful than it had ever appeared before.
"You don't know what I am capable of!" I yelled back. With my free hand, I grabbed my cock at the based and then positioned the purple tip against Lilith's red asshole. Her skin felt hot to the touch. Not scorching, but like skin felt after a long time of tanning. I wondered if I shoved my cock in, if it would melt inside of her. But I didn't care, she was going to pay for a moment.
I tensed my arm and then, in one swift motion, I pulled her sexy little tail back towards me. She hissed loudly, but the positioned of my cock ensure that when she back up, my cock started to pound right into her ass. I felt the tip of my cock pop inside of her. Lilith's asshole easily gave way, opening up to take me in. I felt myself jamming into her, inch by inch. She was hot inside, but not fiery, just a little warmer than Wendy's mouth.
"Oh fuck!" Lilith moaned and I could tell from the way she sounded that it was a mix of pleasure and pain. I slid my cock half out and then yanked on Lilith's tail, slamming it back into the hilt. She squealed. Her voice no longer sounded angry, now it was Lilith's turn to lose control of her body. Now, as I pulled my cock back again, it was Lilith thrusting her hips back, trying to jam the cock in again.
"Fuck me, fuck me!" she begged.
"Beg me by name you fucking whore!" I screamed and with my free hand I slapped her ass hard, a sharp slapping sound echoing through my room.
"Fuck me Larissa! Larissa, I beg you!" she moaned and started to rock my hips quickly. The whole event was so surreal, I couldn't even tell if it were real. Except for the fact that it felt amazing. I'd never so much as fingered my own ass. I had no idea what one felt like inside. But it was amazing, she was so hot and tight inside and I could feel her insides shifting as I thrust into her. I felt my balls tighten, I'd never felt anything so strange and amazing.
I saw Lilith's big tits bouncing as I slammed my cock in and out of her asshole. I reached, again with my free hand, and grabbed the back of her bikini top. I just yanked on it hard and I heard a tear sound. The bikini top came away in my hand and I saw Lilith's big red tits with her perfect black nipples burst free.
"Oh shit!" Lilith moaned and I felt something hot on my bare foot. I looked down and saw clear liquid dripping from Lilith's cunt. With my free hand I reached around Lilith's thigh. Even as I continued to move my cock in and out of her ass, my fingers found her wet pussy. I searched through the folds of her skin and found the hard little nub of her clitoris. The instant I touched it she started to purr. Then, I started to play with it forcefully along the same rhythm as my thrusts. Lilith moaned in ecstasy.
For awhile we fucked. I mean, there is no other way to describe it. It certainly wasn't making love. Lilith's hot, tight asshole sucked on my stiff prick, pulling on it sharply, trying to force me to cum. My fingers danced around Lilith's pussy and I watched her hands as they kneaded her breasts. I could smell the sexual scents of my body (cum, sweat, saliva) mix in the air with her smell of roses and ripened fruit. And the whole time the terrible and beautiful sound of Lilith's moans and groans echoed throughout the room.
"Yes...Yes... Oh fuck yes!" Lilith screamed and I knew she was close. I was pretty close as well. But I had one last little trick in mind. I felt Lilith's body reaching a heightened level of tension. I knew was just second away from coming and, just as she was about to hit the spot, I pulled my cock out of her ass, spun my hand away from her pussy and, in one fluid movement, I spun her around by her tail and released it. Even as I did so I tore off her skirt.
Lilith grunted and seemed to lose her balance. She spun around so that she was facing me and fell onto her knees in front of me. Her big, beautiful breasts bounced on her chest as she fell and her dripping pussy was now fully exposed. I was surprised by how vulnerable she looked naked. Beautiful, but fragile. But I didn't hesitate to think about that and I didn't give her a chance to move.
I stepped forward and grabbed Lilith's horns on either side of her head. My cock ached and I wanted some relief. While Lilith's mouth was still open from screaming in surprise, I shoved my cock, deeply into her mouth. She let out a muffled and surprised cry and her eyes were wide as saucers. I could see some anger in her again, but it was like the dirty taste of my cock mixed with her ass had stunned her into compliance. She started to work my cock into her throat, even though I wasn't even holding her by the tail anymore.
I felt her forked tongue slide up either side of my cock. Her mouth was wet and hot, much hotter than Wendy's. And as she sucked I watched her right hand clutched at her red breast and her left hand stroking her dripping clit. Lilith pulled my cock out of her mouth but continued to lick it, top to bottom, even tonguing my balls. And then she slipped it back into her throat.
All of this was far too intense. The fear and the hatred and the surprising amount of power combined with the sexual thrill of having my cock in someone's mouth and the natural feel of a thick, soft tongue on my balls. It only took a few seconds of her sucking my dick before I was ready to cum. I tightened my grip on Lilith's horns, feeling the tension rising in me. Now I pulled her in hard, shoving my dick as hard down her throat as I could. And just as I felt my balls touch her chin, I felt her body start to shake. She started to moan. Lilith was cumming. And then I tumbled over the edge with her.
I screamed and sort of bounced up and down on my toes. My eyes went blank and the world ceased to exist. It was just me there, and all of the pleasure that my body and my soul was capable of giving me. The vibrations of my muscles gave my entire existence a buzzing feeling and I felt weak and powerful at the same time. It was the most beautifully transcendent moment I'd ever felt. And finally, I felt the hot white jets of my sperm pouring out of my body and splashing into Lilith's mouth.
After a moment, I could sense the world around me again as my orgasm slowly subsided. I looked down and saw Lilith, smiling around my softening cock. Despite the large amount of sperm I tended to produce, Lilith had drank it all down. Just a little white dribble of my jizz was visible on her raven-black lips.
I stood back. Now that I'd cum, I found that my courage had waned a bit. My cock slid out of Lilith's mouth. She was still regally beautiful on her knees. But she rose now, easily. I took a step back. I'd taken a chance. I'd kicked the hornets nest because there was nothing left to do. So I'd got my shot in before I had to pay. Now I was going to pay double. I thought of how wonderful my orgasm had been and had incredible it felt to be powerful. And I stopped backing up. It was worth it.
Lilith stared daggers at me as she moved closer, her beautiful, unworldly body almost gliding towards me. She came with two inches of me and stopped. She looked deeply into my eyes and I could feel her heat and I could sense pure evil pouring out of her. I heard her tail swishing behind her. And then...Lilith laughed. Not her evil, cackling laugh, but an almost joyous sound. Her natural, sultry voice mixed with mirth. It was...weird. I blinked twice.
"You're good!" she said and then she laughed again. I didn't speak, I didn't know what she was thinking, "You are very good."
"Thanks..." I said uneasily, because I couldn't stand the silence.
"I thought I had you completely broken and then you surprise me! And give me a decent fuck to boot. Of course, don't get any funny ideas. I could've stopped that at any second. You surprised me, but you aren't stronger. But you are pretty strong" Then she quickly spun around and walked back towards my bed. My eyes followed her round ass as she moved. When she got to the bed, she turned around and sat. She crossed her legs daintily and leaned forward. She looked like a devil therapist.
"So," she said, "It occurs to me that we made a deal that you would sell your soul to me in exchange for three wishes." She paused like she wanted an answer. She stuck out her tongue and licked the cum off her lips.
"Uh, yeah," I said, still uncertain. I kept waiting for her to attack me. This time, I wouldn't be able to fight her.
"Well, how can one sell something they don't have?" she said, "I mean, not to get too esoteric, but can you sell something that doesn't belong to you? Especially when there is little no chance of acquisition beforehand?"
"No, I guess not," I said, completely unable to discern what she was getting at.
"It seems to me that you sold something to me that you didn't have. When I met you, you didn't have a soul. You were slimy little retch of a thing. Invisible, pathetic, and likely to stay that way. You were already in Hell. You already belonged to me," she said. I wanted to shout back to defend myself, but I didn't know what to say.
"Yeah, I guess so," I finally conceded. She nodded and then looked deeply at me.
"But you certainly have one now. It takes a little soul to do what you did today. And it takes some soul to do what you've done the last three days. Don't get me wrong, it is a dirty little soul. My favorite kind. But it was there," she said. I had no idea what she was getting at.
"Thanks...I think."
"Well then it is agreed," she said.
"What is agreed?"
"Well, I don't have any claim to your soul. You are free to go," she said. My jaw dropped to my chest. What had she just said?
"Huh?"
"Well you can't sell what isn't yours. When we signed the contract, you didn't have a soul. You happened to acquire one now, but that isn't the soul we bargained over. You seemed to have put one over on me. Caveat Emptor I suppose," she said disinterestedly. My mind was reeling, "Of course, you can keep all the 'gifts' I don't want them back." And then, finally, all the pieces fit together. Liltih didn't want my soul! And I could keep my cock and my tits and my friends! And I wanted them all. I couldn't help myself. I ran forward and threw my arms around Lilith.



"Oh thank you Lilith, you really have changed my life!" I cried. For just a shadow of a second, she returned my hug. Then she quickly pushed me away.
"Don't make me change my mind. Keep that hard edge, I like that on you better," she said coldly, but I could see some warmth in her eyes.
"Okay, you're right," I said. I back away. Lilith stood in my room and looked around briefly.
"Hey Larissa," she said, her voice sounding softer almost like...my voice!
"Yes..." I said warily.
"I finally did get my wish," she said, "go live your life." And then she disappeared. I looked around the room. It was like she'd never been there. Except, of course, for my big tits and my cock. And my friends. I shook my head for a second, trying to understand everything that happened. But then I decided to get out of my head, no need to understand everything.
I looked at the clock. I was late for that "talk" with my friends. I cackled (in a nice way) to myself, slipped my robe back on, and headed out to find them.
The End.
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Chapter 1: Pressure Valve
"Hey uh, Rose," a voice said from behind me. I swiveled my chair so that I was facing out of my cubicle. I had my no-nonsense face on and I raised my eyebrows as if to ask, "what?" I didn't recognize the person standing in front of me. I guess that wasn't much of a surprise, I worked at a place with a good deal of turnover and it wasn't unusual to see new and unpleasant faces. This particular face belonged to a man slightly younger than me, maybe 22. He had that shit-eating grin that all college graduates had when they first started working here, despite the fact that he was working entry-level in data-entry and was carrying about thirty extra pounds, mostly in his ass.
Despite my best efforts to non-verbally encourage him to say whatever he was going to say, he just looked at me blankly. He briefly looked over his shoulder at a group of my co-workers. I looked down at my watch and saw that it was 5:15 on a Friday afternoon, so I knew what this was going to be about. I crossed my arms in front of my breasts and placed my hands on my knees.
"Yes new guy, how can I help you," I said brusquely.
"Oh, uh," he said. I saw his eyes move over my legs and then to my cleavage and I rolled my eyes. You'd think the company-mandated sexual harassment prevention video would be enough to keep a guy on his toes, but I often found the mouth-breathers in the office had a hard time keeping their eyes to themselves. But men had always looked at me, I suppose. At the time I was 26 years old and at the absolute peak of my bewitching (but cursed) powers. I was 5'3 and around 110lbs. I had very long brown, almost black, hair that I wore straight with short bangs. I had (and have) large dark brown eyes and a small nose. My lips were pouty and a deep red color. My skin was flawless, if a bit pale, and I had a long, delicate neck. My breasts were small, probably 32-B at the time, but they were very perky and fit my slight built. My hips flared slightly wider than my breasts and I had somewhat short and delicately constructed legs. That day I was wearing a white button-up blouse under a gray suit coat and a knee-length gray skirt that had bunch up a little as I'd sat in my chair all day. So I knew what the guy was looking at, even if I didn't appreciate it.
"Oh, uh?" I said after letting him sputter for just a couple of seconds.
"So," he said, looking a bit embarrassed and jumping right in, "A couple of us are going out for happy hour, you know, since it's Friday. And I just thought, I'd, you know, ask if you wanted to go out with us. I think we are going to Winston's but someone said something about Carter's..." I lifted up my hand to stop him from speaking.
I hated this. I had no desire to do what I was going to do next. But, it was what I had to do. They forced me into this shit, so this was what was going to happen.
"Listen..." I said and looked at the guy inquisitively.
"Dan," he said.
"Listen Dan, you are new here I assume. So I am going to make this as painless as possible," a lie, "If you and I and all of our friends here went out for dinner together we would have a great time. You all would get to know me: the sexy ice queen of the office. But what do I get out of it?"
"I...uh," Dan started.
"Quiet Dan, a grown-up is talking. You see, you'd get to know me. But I wouldn't get anything, because I already know you. I knew you the instant you interrupted me from closing down my computer so I could go home. I looked up at saw an overweight man-child with tit-magnets in his eyes. But I saw more than that. I saw that you don't know that you can't wear black shoes with a brown belt. I saw that you put your clothes on for the day before you brush your teeth and then don't check to see if you drool all over yourself. I saw that you don't shave the corners of your mouth, giving you strange little whiskers. And I saw that you are an idiot, like most of the people who work here. I don't need a night out drinking while you awkwardly attempt to hit on me; I've already figured you out. You're a buffoon. I don't want to have a conversation with you about your favorite TV show, your favorite video game, your favorite fishing hole, or your favorite sexual position. Every instant I talk to you or one of the other morons who works here is an instant I don't get to do something better. So please, thank the people who put you up to this for making both of us feel shitty, and then kindly don't speak to me again," I said.
A look of complete shock was plastered across Dan's face. He'd been relatively polite and felt he'd gotten put through the ringer for no reason. My stomach turned a little, because whatever wounded feeling he had was absolutely correct. I had gone over the line. But I had to. Suddenly, his features twisted into a scowl.
"Fuck you, you frigid...cunt!" he spat at me, closing the circle. Then he turned around and walked into the waiting (and giggling) crowd standing at the door. It spun my chair back around to face my computer.
"Sorry to do that to you man, it is kind of a tradition," I heard another entry employee say, "Rose is a fucking trip, so we unleash her on the uninitiated."
"I was just trying to be nice," I heard Dan say as they walked out the door.
"She might look good, but she is poison," another voice added.
"Some people are incapable of being decent," a woman's voice responded, "Rose just wants to keep all of us out, she thinks she is better than everyone else." Then I heard them all pile into the elevators and soon I was alone in the office.
The girl who'd spoken last, Carol I think her name was, was only half right. I absolutely did not think I was better than anyone else, in fact, it was the opposite. But I certainly did have an almost obsessive desire to keep people out. I'd built a wall completely around my life and there was absolutely no way I was going to let anyone in. It was just... too dangerous.
As I turned off my computer and stood up from my chair, I thought about how I hadn't always been that way. In fact, I imagine my co-workers would have been very surprised to find that I was an absolute social butterfly in high school. I was class president, I joined clubs, and I was even voted homecoming queen my junior year. I hadn't figured out how important it was to be a raging bitch until after college.
It had actually started in college, my "difficult" personality. I'd gone to college as a virgin (trust me, this isn't completely out of left field, it will make sense). I wasn't a prude or anything. I'd done the normal teenage stuff, maybe a little less than most but not by a huge margin. I'd given a couple of guys handjobs in the backseats of cars or in basement rumpus rooms and I'd been felt up, but I'd never had sex. Part of it was that I wanted to wait for the freedom of college, away from the prying eyes of parents. The other reason, I suppose the bigger reason, though I didn't think of it much back then, was that I was (and am) transgendered.
That might not seem like a little detail to tuck into the end of a paragraph, but I swear, up until college it always seemed so...unimportant. I'd known I was a girl from the instant that the concept was possible in my mind. I just never considered myself anything else. My parents were very supportive and started me on hormone therapy at the youngest possible age. I developed just like all the other girls in my class: breasts, flared hips, delicate features, the whole nine yards. The only thing different was a small amount of flesh between my legs. And that never came up. Like I said, I had no interest in having sex before college, so I never had reason to expose anything beyond my breasts to my boyfriends. High school girls, little known fact, don't spend a whole lot of time discussing their genitals with one another. So, after 18 years of just being myself I went to college expecting that I guess got my first lesson regarding the grave consequences of my ignorance very early in my college career. It had been about two weeks into freshman year. I was living in the dorms at the time. It was a co-ed dorm, with alternating floors of boys and girls. I lived on the girl floor and never thought there was anything strange about it. There was a boy who lived on the floor below me. A cute boy who made me laugh every time we spoke. We had an intro to economics class together and we sat in the back of the room and he did impressions of the professor. One day he asked if I wanted to go out, so I said yes.
I remember the date vividly. It was the high water mark of my social life; it was all downhill from there. Neither of us had a car, so we walked to a restaurant on campus and he bought my dinner. We didn't know each other too well so we talked about our families and he made jokes about the wait staff. Then we took a bus to a movie and made out the entire time. I don't even remember what it was. We held hands the whole way back on the bus.
We lived in the same building so it wasn't like I invited Dave (that was his name) up, we just happened to be on the elevator together. But when I got off at my floor, he followed me. I remember that I was excited. I wanted this to happen, I hadn't been saving myself for marriage, I was saving myself for college. And this was it. And he was cute and nice and we seemed good together. You might think I am crazy for saying this, but I wasn't even thinking about my "unique" gender situation at the time. I guess I just didn't think it would be an issue. We walked into my room and my roommate was gone (out with her boyfriend if I remember). And we started kissing and touching.
We were both overeager 18 year-old kids and it was only a couple of minutes before he was sitting on my bed in his boxers, his erection straining against the fabric. I was topless, enjoying the feeling of his hands on my bare breasts. I moaned and threw my head back. I wasn't looking as his hand slithered its way up my legs and I didn't notice as his knuckles pressed under the hem of my skirt. I barely felt it as his fingers slipped inside of my panties. But, I heard him.
"What the fuck?" I he said. I stopped kissing his neck and looked down. My skirt was hiked up and my hard cock was pulled out from within my panties. For a second my cock rested on Dave's hand. He was looking down at it and then suddenly his hand spasmed like he was electrocuted and he dropped it. He even wiped his hands off on his jeans.
"What?" I said, a little confused. I was quite worked up at the moment, my cheeks were flushed and I was so incredibly horny. I didn't know what to think, I just wanted to finally have sex.
"What the hell are you?" He asked and he flipped my skirt back down and covered my exposed cock. He looked at me hurt and confused.
"What do you mean?" I asked, pushing my knees together and feeling embarrassed.
"Rose, you have a...dick!" Dave said. He quickly stood up from the bed and started to pace around the room.
"Yeah, but..." I started. For a moment I wondered why this was such an issue. He thought I was pretty, he told me as much. I'd seen he had an erection, so he thought I was sexually attractive. Why was he going to let something silly, something I barely thought about, get us out of the mood.
"Yeah, but!" he yelled back, "That is more than just a little thing. You are a dude!" he said. I felt like I'd been smacked.
"I am not, I am a girl. You can see with your eyes. You touched my breasts, you've kissed my lips!" I yelled back.
"Shut up, you're making it worse!" he shouted. Then he looked around, I guess wondering if anyone else on the floor heard him. "You said you like me."
"I like girls, I don't like...cock!" he said.
"I am what I am, you liked me. I am more than a cock. I don't understand."
"I thought I liked you," he said, suddenly stopping his pacing. He turned and looked at me, disgust on his face. "But that was before I knew what you were. You're...repulsive." He said. I didn't even have time to register what he said, the tears started coming before I fully comprehended what he said. I suddenly felt stupid and naïve. On top of feeling ugly and inhuman. I couldn't ever remember crying that hard in my life. Something inside of me had shattered.
I felt Dave's hand on my shoulder. I remember thinking that I couldn't ever be attracted to him again, but at least he could apologize for the hurt he caused. I would learn that I expected too much. I looked up. His brow was furrowed.
"Listen," he said, "I don't want anyone to know about this any more than you do. I will keep your secret so don't worry about that. I just...don't talk to me anymore okay. If anyone asks, we will both just say we aren't compatible and we had a fight and we don't want to talk about it. Okay?" Secret? I thought, what secret? I'd never intended to keep a secret.
"I don't know what you are talking about."
"Don't be a dick, let's just pretend this never happened," he said. He looked at me pleadingly. I suddenly realized what was happening. He was afraid of people thinking he was gay. Because I had a dick. It didn't matter that everyone thought I was a pretty girl or that he thought I was fun. If people knew who I really was, that would be social disaster. I felt worse than before.
"Yeah, whatever," I said, "I don't ever want to think about tonight again either." So much for that I guess. Dave released my shoulder and walked to the door. He turned and looked at me once, shook his head and walked out. That image is ingrained in my mind, the shame and disappointment I arouse in others, eloquently stated with a shake of the head and a hasty retreat.
It was about a year after my experience with Dave before I was able to get over the shock. He'd really scared me. Suddenly, the bubbling self-confidence of a high school homecoming queen was shaken and I didn't know what to think. I spent a lot of time thinking about what made me a girl and what made me different. I wondered if I truly was repulsive or if, maybe, it was just Dave. The fear that I was actually disgusting held me back. Guys still asked me out, quite often actually, but I rejected them. I still wanted sex though. I was so incredibly horny all the time, but I could never let that get the better of me.
Then something changed. At the start of my second semester sophomore year, I was taking a psychology course. The professor was talking about sexuality (what else is a psychology course good for?), and she was explaining that in American culture, women in the late 20th and early 21st century were given more freedom to explore their homoerotic urges. Simply put, culture granted an indulgence to allow girls to "experiment" with girls in a way that was wholly inappropriate for boys. It was a simple, somewhat obvious observation, but it suddenly electrified my thinking. If Dave's problem was a little bit of homophobia then that would be common for men, but girls would be different. I'd always considered myself bisexual, but in high school (and in the first two weeks of college), I'd only dealt with boys. It was just easier that way. But in college, a lesbian relationship couldn't be too hard to find, it would be easier than at any other time in my life. I stopped looking inward, and started looking at the beautiful women around me. Dormant attraction burst out of me and suddenly I was seeing the sexual potential of all the women on campus.
Eventually, that sexual energy found a (seemingly) willing opposite. Her name was Rita and I met her when we both worked at a bar and grill near campus as waitresses. She was a cute little red-headed girl who didn't take shit from the customers and pretty much taught me everything I knew about waitressing. Sometimes after our shifts we'd stay at the bar and have a drink before we went home. During one of those evenings, we were talking about the cheerleaders we saw on the television and she confessed that she was a lesbian but asked that I not tell anyone. I agreed.
That was about three months before the psych lecture. I kept her secret for those three months and didn't think about it, I was too wrapped up in my own stuff. But that evening, I went to work and afterwards I asked if she wanted to get a drink. She agreed and I suggested that we get a booth. I didn't want to make the same mistake as I had with Dave, I would be up front.
"So Rita," I said as she took a sip of beer and looked at the television screen. I didn't say anything else.
"Yeah what?" she asked, running her hand through her long, beautiful hair.
"Do you remember what we talked about a few months ago?" I asked in the most circumspect manner possible. Rita laughed.
"I am going to be honest with you Rose, I have been told that I hardly ever shut up. So you are going to have to be a little more specific," she said and then took another sip of beer.
"About...sexual preference..." I said in a very low voice. She quickly set down her beer and looked at me. Her eyes narrowed a bit, she was a bit nervous.
"What about it?" she asked. I hadn't wanted her to feel strange, I knew how that felt. To be made to feel unworthy because of who you are, so I spoke again quickly.
"I was just wondering, well...Would you like to, I don't know...get dinner sometime instead of just drinks," I said. I hoped that I wasn't being too coy about it. Rita gave me a long look for a moment, and then set down her beer. For a second I thought she was actually going to be mad at me, but then a broad grin broke out on her face.
"Rose Malloy, you quiet little bitch!" she said and she took another drink of beer, "I can't believe you hid this from me all this time. I never for a second thought you were interested in me. I floated that out there like four months ago and you just nodded."
"You were hitting on me?" I asked, incredulously.
"Did I pout when I spoke? Did I press my breasts together when I discussed it with you?" she asked and then she laughed.
"I don't know!" I started.
"Well I thought that maybe there was some attraction there, but then you totally didn't bite. I figured you didn't like me. But of course we can go out, I wanted to go out with you months ago. I just didn't know you were a lesbian." She said and I felt my chest tighten a bit. Dave, and all the self-doubt that came after Dave, taught me that this wasn't so easy. And Rita gave me the perfect opening.
"Well, I don't know if you can call me a lesbian," I started.
"Bi, whatever. The point is, you like girls," she said, "where do you want to go?"
"No not that," I said, although that was the case, "I mean, some people won't consider me a lesbian at all."
"Why, are you virgin?" she asked brusquely. It was that bold sort of talk that I liked about her and made gave me the strength to keep talking. I realized that I had to stop beating around the bush. I leaned forward and whispered in Rita's ear.
"I was born genetically a male. I have a penis. But I have always been, and have always lived as a girl. And I really like you," I said. Then I leaned back.
I couldn't believe I'd actually said it. My heart was fluttering and I could barely keep my head up. I looked across the table at Rita. For a long while she just stared at me with a blank look on her face. I couldn't read it and the tension inside of me grew stronger and stronger. Finally she laughed once.
"Okay," she said, "Good joke. So I guess you don't want to go out either. You were just fucking with me." She said. I gulped deeply and shook my head imperceptibly.
"No, I do." I said, my voice sounding weak. She looked at me again.
"You aren't joking," she said after another long pause. It wasn't a question. She snorted some air out of her nose and shook her head. I gulped down air like a fish out of water.
"I just want you to know the truth," I said, "so where do you want to go out?" I asked, hopeful, just trying to push past this. She snorted again and shook her head.



"Hey listen, as a lesbian I am as open as the next person is about LGBTQ stuff. I have no problems with transgendered girls. But I told you, I am lesbian. I like women."
"I am a woman," I said, but already my head was swimming.
"No. You're a man who wants to pretend you're a woman," she said and the tears came again. "You know I am a woman, how can you say that?" I asked. I had thought that a woman, especially my friend, a lesbian, would understand where I was coming from. But she didn't. If she couldn't accept me, then who could? Dave was right, I was absolutely repulsive.
"Listen, that was meaner than I meant it to be. We are still friends. And I am not going to say anything to anyone," she explained. Good, another reluctant secret keeper, "But that is all. I am sorry." She said. Not sorry for her behavior or lack of compassion. Sorry I had a dick. I got up quickly from the table.
"Omar," I said, barely able to make my voice heard. The owner/bartender looked over at me, "I quit." I said. And I ran out the door, and I never saw Rita again.
If only I had quit. Sure, I'd quit the job. But I hadn't quite given up on the idea of having a loving sexual relationship. I didn't know at the time that there were worse things than simple humiliation. I hated myself over Dave and Rita for another year or so. The same disgusts and fears as before crept into my brain, only this time they were confirmed. There was no doubt anymore. But I kept thinking that maybe there was someone out there for me, someone who, if given the time and effort, would understand me. I didn't think it would happen soon, but I thought it was possible.
And I met another guy and it felt a little more than possible. He told me he was a devout Christian and didn't want to have sex before marriage. I thought he was cute and sweet. We kissed a lot, held hands. I kept my secret. It seemed like that was what everyone wanted me to do. One night we went out drinking together and had a good time. We went back to his place and we started fooling around. Our inhibitions dropped, he didn't care so much about his vow to God and I didn't want to think about the devil between my legs. Over twenty years of sexual frustration was bound up inside of me. I thought that dating someone for six months would mean that he loved me. I threw myself onto the mercy of passion.
Black eyes. Broken bones. A long stay in the hospital. The trial. A sentencing hearing (thankfully I guess). Being outed in front of an entire community. Transferring to a different college to finish my studies. I don't really want to get into the finer details of how that relationship ended. Suffice it to say, I learned my lesson. There is only so many time that the universe can tell you that you have to build walls before you just do it. I promised myself that I wouldn't be vulnerable again. I would build an emotional barrier around myself and go out into the world.
When I first got out of (my second) college and got my current job, I thought it would be easy. My first wall was just avoidance. It was more of a picket fence really, not as stern and hard as a wall. I just got to work a little early so I was at my desk before the little morning conversations occurred, I stayed at work all day and avoided lunch engagements, then I went home. I acted like I was shy, but I was polite. I figured that eventually people would get the hint: I am not a social person. It was a lie, but that way I wouldn't have to interact with people. I knew myself. If I got to know people at work I would become friends with them, I would be attracted to some of them, and I would want to pursue a romantic relationship with a couple of them. There was no way around it other than to cut everyone out entirely.
Except I learned two things within the first year of working at my current job. The first was that when you are a pretty girl, everyone wants to save you from being shy. They will come up to you and offer to take you to lunch. You can blush and shake your head but they find it endearing. They promise they don't bite. You shake your head and say "no thank you." And they say that it is going to be a big group, no pressure or anything. And it goes on like that. And I think that sort of brings us back to where we started. Shy Rose disappeared and unholy bitch Rose made her appearance. It took everything I had and was totally against my nature to lash out at people. But it was the only thing that kept people away and protected me from my urge to interact with people.
However, I learned another thing about myself. I could bark at people who didn't deserve it, I could turn down dinner and lunch offers even when I desperately wanted to accept, and I could go home to my apartment by myself and find some small amount of comfort by myself. But I couldn't completely shut down my libido.
It seemed to be cyclical. I would repress any thoughts or feelings regarding sex. I would do anything to avoid even thinking about it. I took up knitting, I did puzzles, I read. But all the while images in my mind would start growing more and more graphic. I would feel myself getting flush, even at work. I would squirm uneasily in my seat at work. I would then start with watching porn. But as I did so, I would feel waves of anxiety and shame, leaving me completely unable to pleasure myself. But that would make me watch more. Finally, I would completely lose control of myself and do something crazy, something I was ashamed of.
I don't want to get too deeply into the details, but I did some dangerous and stupid stuff. The first time, I was so fed up with my inability to have sex in college that I hired a male escort. He came to my house, he generally worked for homosexual men so it didn't really bother him that much. But it was hardly passionate and made me feel disgusting. He didn't want me. He wanted money. So yeah, that's how I lost my virginity. At least it gave me some pent up aggression to release on the unsuspecting people at work.
Another time I went to a public park and walked into a small wooded area and disrobed. I watched people run and a group of women in an outdoor yoga class while I masturbated and felt sick to my stomach. I don't even know why I did that, it just made me feel like I belonged in the world. But the only way to do that was to be in a place where no one could see me.
I could go on I suppose, and describe some other actions from my early to mid-twenties that would make me shudder. But I think the point is made. I had successfully built my emotional wall, but there was a weakness in it, and I wasn't sure how to shore it up.
I hit my lowest point with respect to my loss of sexual control and utter alienation from the world just two weeks before my experience dressing down Dan to the delight of my co-workers. I found a guy on craigslist who said he wanted a relationship with a "shemale." He had a photo posted. Not great, but he seemed at least very open about it. I looked at his post for days, waiting to see if it disappeared. I wasn't particularly attracted to him and I knew that going to meet anyone would make me vulnerable. But I was nearing the fever pitch of my sexual frustration. One night, after work, I turned on my computer and, after telling myself I wouldn't do it for two hours, I'd agreed to meet him in at a bar located in the suburbs.
It was some chain place you've probably heard of. I walked in and saw him standing at the bar. He was about 20 years older and 50 pounds heavier than his picture. He had big, wrought iron arms. Suddenly, I felt absolutely certain that he was going to kill me. It was just instinct, but to this day I believe it was correct. What the hell was I thinking? Had I lost all sense? The danger I had just placed myself, as well as the overall pathetic nature of my mental state was almost overwhelming. I needed to get away from everything.
I hadn't sent him a picture so I turned and ran out of the place. I sprinted across the parking lot and ran into the first place I found. A dirty old pet shop. The animals looked bedraggled and they screeched at me the instant I walked inside. I didn't see an attendant. Something made me think the guy from the bar was still behind me, so I was glad I was off the street, but I wanted more cover. I ran into a door in the back of the place, thinking it was a store room. Instead, I found myself in a unisex bathroom. It was much cleaner than the rest of the place and I sprinted into the middle stall.
I sat down on the seat and put my hands in my head and just sort of rocked back and forth. This was my life? I'd left my parents' home when I was 18 full of optimism and a healthy sexual appetite. Now I was trying to hook up with craigslist creepers and crying in strange pet store bathrooms. I don't know how long I sat in the bathroom, it was longer than I think you'd believe. Near the end of my time there, I knocked my head three times on the wall of the stall. Then I paused for a few moments and hit my head harder one last time.
I didn't intend anything by that, honestly. I was just trying to get myself together, trying to prevent myself from crying. But, apparently, I had stumbled onto something. I don't know if someone was in the stall next to me during my entire breakdown or if a person had arrived while I was crying. But the fact remains that someone was there. And I had signaled them.
I leaned away from the stall wall just at the same time as a veiny cock poked through a hole located at about the same level as my breasts! I jumped in the seat but was too shocked to make a sound. I hadn't even noticed the hole there. It looked like it was carved with a pencil or something and the rough edges were covered in duct tape. The stall wall itself was very thin, not the inch thick piece of aluminum or plastic usually found, but like a thin sheet of steel. And there was a cock sticking through it! I could hear breathing. For a moment I just stared at the thing. Then I realized what was happening. I quickly stood up, bumping the cock as I did so. I heard a man groan. I ignored him and quickly opened the door. I ran out of the pet store, confused and vowing never to return.
I didn't even think about the guy in the bar anymore. I stumbled, dazed, out to my car and started to drive. When I got home that night, I tried not to think about anything that had happened that day. I told myself it was a close call with some real danger and that I could put it in my past, a reminder on how important it was to never let my guard down in any way. But, every spare thought seemed to go back to that strange bathroom stall in the pet store. It became almost an obsession. I just couldn't stop considering the various angles of that place, the strange circumstances and...the opportunity. I of course knew what a glory hole was, but I'd never really thought about one before. If that place was what it seemed to be, wasn't it the sort of release I had been searching for? A place where I could indulge my sexual desires while being completely invulnerable? I could go there and no one would know who I was or what I looked like. I would still be me, but no one would have to know about it. Someone would want me, even if they didn't see the whole picture. And there was no pressure to reveal the full picture. Try as I might, I couldn't ignore the hold that place had one me.
This back and forth went on in my mind for the next two weeks. But finally, the relentless drumming of my libido overcame my defenses once more and I was going back. I didn't know if what I'd experienced was an aberration of if that pet shop was some sort of...hangout. But I had to find. (I would later look it up on the internet and confirm it was a well-known location for trysts, apparently it was the owner's actual purpose in opening the shop). Regardless, the interaction with Dan pushed me over the edge. Now it wasn't just my sexual anxiety, which, albeit, was intense. It was also the fact that every time I had to push the world away, it took an immense emotional toll on me. Despite what my co-workers might think, I did not like being an insufferable asshole. It ate away at me, it made me feel even less human. I couldn't stand the tension anymore; I needed some sort of release.
So, as soon as all of my co-workers were gone, I got up from my desk and hurried over to the elevator. I purposefully pushed all conscious thought and any apprehensions aside. Two weeks of internal wrangling convinced me that even the slightest doubt could push me away, send me back home for a quiet Friday night of intense frustration.
I have no actual memory of driving to the pet shop. It was about fifteen miles from my office building, which in Friday rush-hour traffic would take around and hour. But I don't remember any of that. I had complete tunnel vision. I don't remember anything except parking in the lot in the somewhat abandoned strip mall area where the pet store was located.
It is hard to describe what I was feeling at that moment. My muscles felt like jelly, each movement felt like it was taking up three times the normal amount of energy. My head was spinning, my stomach was knotted up tighter than I'd ever felt it before, and I actually felt uncomfortable by how fast my heart was beating. But the urge to go inside, now that I was here, could not be denied. I had to go inside, I needed slip outside the prison I'd built around myself, even if just for a few minutes. I turned off my car and stepped out into the parking lot.
I jogged inside. This time, there was an attendant sitting at the desk, a college-aged girl reading a romance novel. She looked up once and nodded, but didn't offer any assistance. I was happy about that. I looked around for a brief moment and didn't see anyone else in the store. When I was certain the girl at the counter wasn't paying attention, I slipped into the bathroom.
It looked just as it did two weeks earlier. I looked under the bottoms of the doors but then saw that they went all the way to the floor, which is sort of odd. My mouth felt dry and palms felt sweaty, but I pushed forward and entered a stall. Only now, I didn't enter the middle stall this time. The stall where my "visitor" had been hiding the last time. I quickly closed the door behind me. I locked it. I suddenly felt extremely peaceful, almost safe. My pulse slowed and my stomach loosened.
For a moment, I didn't know what to do. I knew from my own experience that the person in the middle was supposed to signal. But I tried anyway. I figured the sequence I'd tried before might work, so I tapped three times, paused, then once more.
Nothing happened. I didn't know if that was because no one was in the middle stall or if it was because that person was supposed to signal. I didn't have anywhere to be that night (the only benefit of having no friends), so I decided I would wait. If nothing else, it was exciting and naughty to just be here and ready.
In fact, standing in the stall, waiting for someone to knock was sort of a turn on. I felt my body start to react to the anticipation, the nervousness, and the anonymity. I didn't so much make a decision as start to act. I slipped my work jacket off of my shoulders and hung it up on the peg on the back of the door. There were actually several pegs, as though it was normal for someone to get completely disrobed in this stall. I started to open my blouse, my fingers slipping around buttons from excitement. In a few moments, my shirt was open and I pulled the bottom out from the waistband of my skirt. I slipped it off my shoulders as well and hung it on top of my coat.
I reached behind my back, fiddling with the clasp of my bra. I almost giggled because of the trouble I had with it, I felt like a fumbling teenage boy. Finally, the hook came loose and I slid the bra down over my arms, catching it in my hand. I hung my bra up on one of the open pegs and looked down at my breasts. I always thought that I had beautiful breasts, they were my favorite feature. Back in the day when I allowed people to look at them, they had always commented that they were lovely. They were on the small side, as I said before, I but they looked perfect on my frame. They were shaped like teardrops, with a soft rounded bottom and a sloped top. The two angles met at my pink nipples. My areolas were around the size of quarters and my nipples were around a half inch long.
I moved my hands over my breasts, kneading the flesh and tickling my fingers across my nipples. I felt the electrical thrill of sexual arousal rip through my body and I bit my lip to avoid moaning. It felt so lovely I squeezed again. I couldn't remember the last time I felt such carnal fire without the attendant guilt and fear. I wanted more.
I started to sit down and then realized that I had no intention of slipping my shoes off. The floor was...less than pristine and besides, I am not that tall and the hole was kind of high. So I stayed standing and silently unzipped my skirt. It unzipped on the side and in a moment, I was pulling it around my high heels. I hung it up on top of my bra.
Now I was standing in the bathroom wearing nothing but a pair of red boy-short panties and black high heels. I looked down at my legs and feet. I always liked that I had very small feet and they looked cute in my favorite shoes. My legs were silky smooth (I was naturally hairless below my eyebrows) and they looked longer than they actually were with the combination of my shoes and my cute panties.
But I wasn't quite done yet. I needed to feel completely free. I slipped my fingers into the waistband of my panties. For the first time since I'd stepped into the stall, I felt the slightest tinge of nervousness. I was about to eliminate the last shred of my cover. But I was too excited, and far too deep, into this to stop now. She pushed down on the hem of my panties and wiggled my hips as the fabric slid over my ass and pooled on my feet. I bent over, picked them up carefully and hung them on the door as well. Even as I did so, my hands reached down between my legs.
I found the corner of the tape that I used to strap my cock down. It was something I'd done every single day since my long-ago date with Dan. I never wanted any accidental revelation. But now I picked at the tape until I got the corner up and then quickly pulled it away. As I said, I am naturally hairless so there wasn't pain. What there was a tingling feeling as my numb cock started to stir to life. My heart was pumping and blood started to flow to my member. I was so titillated that within a couple of seconds my cock was hard and standing up at full attention.
I looked down on it. The source of all of my misery, but also something that seemed to offer an eternal opportunity for pleasure. I always thought to myself that I hated it. But, if that were the case why didn't I just get rid of it? Lots of women in my situation had done so. It would solve all of my problems. I guess there were two reasons I didn't. First, fuck everyone who wanted me to keep this a secret. I was part of who I was and even though all I felt about it was shame I knew that I shouldn't have to feel that way. Removing it would have been to make my identity a permanent secret. I could be bitter and hateful, but I couldn't just... give up.
Second, I liked the way it looked on me, as strange as that sounds. As I stood in the bathroom stall in my high heels, I looked down over my body. There was the top of my chest as it sloped gently down to my breasts, my flat stomach, every-so slightly outie bellybutton, and my narrow waist that flared out to wide, feminine hips. Then, between my legs was cock. About five inches long and circumcised, with a smooth tip that looked like a large, pink grape and a largely vein-less shaft. As I said, my body was naturally hairless and even my balls, which were small and hung just slightly below my shaft, were smooth. From there, my body flowed down my legs. It all just worked together. I liked how I looked, maybe because everyone else found the thought of it so repugnant.



But I wasn't worried about any of that stuff now. I was completely naked in this placed and my entire body felt...sensual. I wasn't even thinking about the hole in the stall. Now I was just feeling the ability to have sexual thoughts and feelings outside the narrow confines of my computer room. My hands seemed to have a mind of their own. They flittered over my breasts, across my belly, down my legs, through my hair, over my ass. I squeezed myself, I stroked myself, and I just reveled in it.
But I never touched my cock, I just kept letting the tension build up high and higher in my body. My cock ached and my balls felt heavy against my legs. But I resisted. I just kept rubbing my body. I even took my breast in my hand and pulled it up to my mouth, sucking on it and loving the way the hot warmth of my mouth felt on my skin.
I felt absolutely electric. I can't explain it; I know it doesn't make sense. Eventually, I even bit my lip to keep from moaning. I was so caught up in the excitement of being in this spot, being naked, enjoying my body, and finally feeling a sexual release of some sort after months of anxiety, that I almost forgot why I was actually there. Then I heard, clearly over the silence of my stall, three long taps on the bathroom stall. I stopped moving entirely, I didn't breathe. My eyes shot to the hole in the stall. Finally, after a pause, a fourth tap. The signal.
For a moment, I stayed completely frozen. My skin prickled and my heart rate picked up again. I looked at the dark hole in the dimly-lit bathroom wall. I didn't have any reservations mind you, I wanted this so badly. But, for a second, I didn't really know what I was supposed to do. I thought back to my experience before. Had the man that time signaled something to me? I couldn't remember, but I hadn't been paying attention. Was I sure I heard what I thought I heard? For what felt like an eternity, I debated my next move. Then, an extremely unpleasant thought occurred to me: If I wait too long, whoever is there will leave.
That was the final straw, I didn't care about etiquette. I needed this. I turned and face the glory hole. With my high heels on it was pretty much the perfect height. I took my hard, almost pulsing cock in my right hand. My fingers were shaking as I did so, from nervousness or excitement I couldn't say, probably both. I really didn't know what would happen. Finally I slid my cock through the hole and took a deep breath.
I wanted to get my cock as far into the hole as possible, so I moved my hand from it and spread my arms wide. I placed my palms flat against the metal wall and pressed my body against it. It made a rumbling sound as I pressed into it. I almost gasped, the metal was so cold against my breasts and balls, but it felt invigorating. I closed my eyes and tried not to make any noise. My girly voice floating through the room my confuse my invisible partner and screw everything up.
For a second there was nothing and I wondered if I waited too long. The metal against my body started to warm and I moved my nipples against it. Just when I was about certain that the only pleasure I'd get was the thrill of sliding my cock into the hole, I felt something. My entire body trembled. A hand had brushed the tip of my cock. I felt blood rise in my cheeks and my whole body was shaking. The hand moved away.
I felt despair. That little bit of contact was such a tease! I needed more. I thrust my hips a little against the wall, I heard the metal rumble and felt my cock rub against the tape-covered metal. I hadn't heard the door open. Whoever touched me was still there. I resisted the urge to whimper.
My patience paid off. After a few moments without contact, I felt the hand on my cock again. This time, it wasn't just an idle touch. A hand wrapped around my cock, squeezing it gently. My knees went weak. Then the hand started to stroke, up and down the length of my shaft, applying a little pressure as it did so. My mind was reeling. This was amazing. Someone was touching me and it felt amazing! And they weren't paid and they weren't disgusted, they seemed to like it too!
I felt the hand slide all the way up on my cock, so that the person's hand was pressed against the barrier separating us. My skin was pulled taut over my cock and my partner squeezed me lovingly. Then, something amazing happened. At first, I didn't really know what it was. It was a sensation unlike anything I'd ever felt before. It was a hot, warm, wet feeling on the tip of my cock. I felt something swirling around on the tip, even probing at the opening of my urethra. Suddenly I realized what it was: someone was sucking my cock!
I'd always wanted to know what this felt like and it was completely amazing in every way. I felt my partner's tongue whirl around my tip and felt them suck in, creating a vacuum that pulled on my cock. Finally, the person's hand released my cock and their mouth started to slide down my shaft. I could barely stay standing and almost fell off of my heels. The feeling was incredible.
After a few second, I felt a chin against my balls and I could hear my partner's head press against the metal stall. My cock was entirely inside of someone's mouth. They kept it there for a second and I reveled in the feeling of having my cock bathed in someone's body. My partner's tongue seemed to be everywhere. It was wrapping around my shaft, tonguing at my balls, and flittering across the tip. I felt my cock press into the inside of my partner's cheek. Then, I felt my cock slowly slide out of my partner's mouth. The cool air felt naughty against my wet skin, but only for a moment, then my cock plunged back into my partner's mouth, faster and wetter than before. I tried to push hard into the stall, I wanted to get farther and farther inside of my lover's body.
I was in heaven the entire time. I pressed my body hard against the barrier, which was now quite warm. My nipples were hard from arousal and as they pressed into the warm metal my eyes rolled back in my head. My hips seemed to move on their own, thrusting against the hole in the stall, pushing my cock further and further into my partner's mouth. The intensity of the feeling made me want to moan with pleasure. But, still fearing the sound of my voice, I plugged my index finger into my mouth. I sucked it hard, mimicking the motions my lover was making on my cock.
Pent up weeks without masturbation combined with years of intense sexual frustration conspired to ensure that I didn't last very long. I felt my lover's hand once against wrap around the base of my cock. I bit down on my finger, feeling that I was getting close. My lover pulled my cock out of their mouth, flicking their tongue against the tip while they started to vigorously stroke me. I felt my partner's lips seal around the tip of my cock as the stroking got faster and tighter.
Then it happened. I bit down so hard for a moment I thought I'd draw blood. But then, the small amount of pain I felt in my finger was completely overwhelmed. It started with my balls seizing up, sort of pulsating. Then, I felt the laser-like jet of sperm move through my urethra, so backed up and over-stimulated that it felt like it was stretching me out and moving a million miles an hour. And I felt it burst through the tip of my cock, with my shaft now pulsing as well. And with this mechanical release of my ejaculate, I also felt a debilitating (and wonderful) sense of serenity and calm. It radiated out over my body, growing from my midsection to coat my brain in a fuzzy euphoria. I leaned forward against the wall to keep from falling.
I heard a muffled noise on the other side of the stall, but my partner did not stop. The hand continued to pump on my hard cock, the lips maintained their seal, as my partner milked every last drop of my cum into their mouth. I felt the tongue, hot with my spunk, swirl around my tip and collect more and more of my sexual essence. Spurt after spurt of my sperm deposited in my lover's mouth and the intensity of the experience brought tears to my eyes.
Finally, I'd deposited most of my seed, I felt my pace slacken and then stop. My cock still shook as the orgasm faded, but the cum stopped flowing. My balls even eased and I slipped my finger out of my mouth, breathing for the first time in nearly a minute. I felt light headed but comfortable. I couldn't ever remember feeling so content, not since high school at least. I felt no shame or discomfort. It felt like I'd always hope sex would feel.
I heard my lover gulp through the divider and I knew they were drinking down my tremendous load of cum. My partner's hand was still on my cock. It stayed there for a moment, and then I felt one last little surprise. My cock was rapidly softening in my lover's hand. I felt my partner lifted the tip up one last time and felt a gentle kiss planted again the very tip of my cock. It felt lovely, almost better than the blow job. Then my partner dropped my cock. I heard the door open quickly and, whoever the person was, quickly shuffled out of the bathroom.
For a moment I stood in stunned silence. It had actually worked! I had come in with high hopes but also an almost certainty of failure. But here I was, sexually sated and completely dazed. After a few moments, I realized where I was and what I was doing. I carefully slid my cock out of the glory hole. I put my clothes back on absent-mindedly. I tried to think about the implications of what happened, but my brain wouldn't focus. The only thing I could do was slap a silly, satisfied smile on my face.
Some long period of time after I entered the bathroom I walked back out into the pet shop. The girl was still reading a romance novel behind the counter. She didn't even look up as I walked out. Was it her? I had no idea. She gave no indication one way or the other. I walked towards the door. I felt like I was robbing the place, like any moment someone would stop me. But then, I walked outside in the evening air and let out a deep breath. I couldn't ever remember being so happy.
Chapter 2: A Breach in the Wall
"This won't be a regular thing," I told myself that night when I got home. The euphoria of the moment had worn off a bit. I couldn't deny that what I'd done had felt amazing, but now with my mind unclouded, I could see that I'd taken a tremendous risk. I'd taken my clothes off and performed a sex act essentially in public. The anonymity I found was nice, but it was largely illusory. I could've been caught. I promised myself that like my other risky behaviors before, that this would not become a habit.
I told myself that, but even that first night I knew I was lying. I'd tasted something so close to perfect that I'd have to go back for a second helping. And a third. And more. But at first I held off, trying to convince myself that the risk was greater than the reward. I kept my walls up and my head down.
But, just like every other time I'd done something, within a few weeks the relief I felt was slipping away. Dan and his ilk continued to annoy me, my work remained stressful and unfulfilling, and, most of all, I felt the need to be wanted somewhere. The old tension, the desire for human contact, was coming back. About a month after my first experience at the glory hole I went back. I was almost as nervous as my first trip, but the result was just as lovely. And, as time past, I started to go more frequently and my guard got lower.
Each time I went was a good experience. It always seemed to work, even though sometimes I had to wait longer than other times. This was clearly some sort of well-known place. In fact, there were times when I'd enter and find the place occupied and have to come back later. But I would always make my way back and get my opportunity. There apparently other people who needed what I needed and wanted...well, me.
Further, each time I went convinced me of the ultimate safety of my actions. And I learned, mostly through observing my various partners, the rules of etiquette around the glory hole. I learned that this kind of interaction really wasn't a breach of the wall I'd built around myself, but just a small outlet. I was convinced that there was no danger of being exposed and no chance that anyone would know my shameful secret. In fact, I became a stickler for the rules. If someone would speak or try to linger after we were done I would rudely re-buff them. That served to insulate me and convince me I was safe.
I learned that as the person inserting my cock, I was not supposed to signal in any way. I learned that I was always supposed to wait for the other person to leave. I learned that I was not supposed to talk to the clerk of the pet store but that I should occasionally leave a tip, especially if I left a mess. I learned that no one ever talked and that absolutely secrecy was desired by everyone. In short, I learned that this was exactly the place I'd hoped it would be. Within a few months I was going after work every other week or so (though not on any fix schedule). I found that I was so content after these experiences that it was almost a challenge to remain a hard bitch at work. I had everything I wanted: security and sensuality. I imagined that I would continue in this way forever: quietly satisfying my sexual needs but maintaining my anonymity to protect my unsavory gender.
It was about a year after my first experience at the glory hole that I learned that I was wrong. Or, I guess that is the wrong way to put it. I didn't know at the time that my carefully constructed life was about to collapse (or to rise again from the ashes) but that's what was about to happen.
It was a Wednesday I recall. It had been nearly three weeks since the last time I'd been to the pet shop. I had been busy with work and, furthermore, had actually been in a relatively good mood. So I hadn't felt the need to go. But that Wednesday, it was like all the frustration and isolation I'd been owed for three weeks decided to hit me all at once.
It started in the morning. My tire had gone flat during the night and I hadn't noticed until I was about a mile from my house. I pulled over to put on a spare. It had rained the night before and there was a large pot hole in the room. When a semi-rumbled by, I was splashed with icy cold water and my hair became a muddy nightmare. A man in a pick-up pulled over and offered to give me a hand. But, after he also asked me out on a date, I told him I didn't want his help. I went home and got cleaned, changed my tired, and went to work. I was, of course, late. Despite the fact that I called in to explain the reason for my absence, I was in trouble. As punishment my boss, who did not like my "attitude" at work, had decided to put me in charge of training a new employee. Even if I wasn't generally unpleasant to people at work, it would have been difficult to train this girl! She was absolutely incompetent and, worse, did not take a hint. By the fifth time I failed to explain to her how Microsoft Excel worked, she believed we were good friends. I had to actually scream at her about her stupidity (putting me deeper onto the boss' shit list) to get out of a drink invitation that evening.
By the time I left the office (half an hour late) I was almost shaking with rage and social anxiety. I didn't so much decide to go to the pet shop as my body went on auto-pilot, pulling me out to the suburbs and towards relief. I made almost record time on my way to the pet shop. I was almost jittery and needed a chance to step outside the narrow confines of my life more desperately than ever before.
There was no clerk at the desk when I arrived (a common occurrence) and I quickly shuffled into the bathroom, sprinted to the open stall and closed the door behind me. In a matter of moments I was standing nude, my cock already hard from anticipation. The sexual tension was unbearable and I had to focus hard to prevent my hands from immediately flying to my cock. I didn't just want to jack myself off in the bathroom, though part of me wanted it desperately.
It felt like I waited for hours, but I doubt if it was even in the top five of my longest waits. I was actually pacing back and forth through the little bathroom stall, my heels clicking on the linoleum floor, when I heard three gentle raps on the wall of the stall. I sucked in my breath, waiting. There was an interminable pause and then, finally, a fourth little knock. I turned and looked at the glory hole.
This person was even more eager than most. Lips were pressed up against the hole, almost poking through to my side. I knew instantly that the lips belonged to a woman (usually I didn't see and didn't know). They were exceptionally thick and pouty, but natural. They had a gentle pink color but with absolutely no hint of lipstick. Her lips were somewhat open, almost a sly smile, revealing a small line of dazzlingly white teeth. There were no winkles at the corner of her mouth so I knew she was young. The only blemish, if you can call it that, on the light white skin around her lips was a beauty mark just above her lip on the left side of her nose. Honestly, it was the most attractive pair of lips I'd ever seen. I desperately wanted to slip my cock between them.
I grasped my cock by the base and moved forward slowly. I felt the tip of my dick press into the woman's pillowy lips. She smiled further now and my cock pressed against her slick teeth. Stealthily, her tongue slipped out of the side of her mouth and then slowly and deliciously licked across my tip. I felt a shudder run down my spine. This girl knew what she was doing.
Her lips and teeth parted now and her mouth opened around my cock. I pushed forward slightly, letting my bulbous head press into her mouth. Just as the mushroom tip slipped completely into her mouth, her lips closed around me, stopping me from pushing further. Her tongue was hot, wet, and incredibly thick. I felt her swirl it around my tip, bathing it and wetting it in her saliva. I had to stifle a groan. I'd had people do this to me before at the glory hole, but never with such skill!
She pressed the tip of my cock against the hard roof of her mouth and swirled her tongue on the bottom of my penis. Her tongue even slipped out of her mouth, gently sliding along the bottom of my shaft. When she had my cock extremely wet, she loosened her lips a bit. I felt a gentle suction and realized she was sucking on the tip. I assumed, correctly, that this was a signal. I pushed my cock forward again. Now my shaft started to disappear into her beautiful mouth.
Generally, when someone gave me a blowjob, they would grasp the bottom of my shaft and hold me in place. Then they would bob their head up and down on my cock. It felt lovely, but it left no doubt who was in control of the sexual action. This person was different. I felt my cock slipping deeper and deeper into her throat, but her hands never reached for me. I heard her leaning up against the separator, trying to take in more of me. It felt incredible.
Soon I felt the tip of my cock pressing into the back of her throat. Rather than pull my cock out of her mouth, the girl on the far side of my bathroom stall repositioned herself, moving her neck out so that my cock would fit better in her throat. After she gagged, I felt thick spit well in her mouth. She bathed my cock in it, lubing me up to go deeper. This girl was special. I fell back on my old method of keeping myself quiet: I slipped my right index finger into my mouth, sucking on it sharply.
When the girl seemed to be completely comfortable, I started to push my cock hard and farther into her mouth. I felt my hot, wet prick sliding over her still quivering tongue and pressing as deep as it would go into her throat. Then, surprisingly, I felt my belly brush against the cold metal of the bathroom stall and felt her tongue pressing, still stick out slightly, rubbing against my scrotum. I was completely inside of her throat! I couldn't believe how wonderful it felt.



I gave my hips a quick thrust just to see what would happen. I heard a little gurgling noise and my lover gagged again. But now I was much deeper in her throat that I'd been before. As she gagged, her muscles in her mouth and throat tightened, squeezing my cock and making my mind go blank. It was an incredible feeling, like my sex was wrapped in a warm, loving blanket.
When her throat loosened, I pulled my cock back out and gave her a chance to breath. My cock felt almost as electric sliding out of her mouth as it had going in. Her tongue kept up its careful contact. She kept amazing pressure and control, even as she must've been desperate for air. Finally, she squeezed her lip together around my tip, willing me to stop. I heard her breathing deeply, but then she was sucking again. She wanted me to go back in! But she was sucking harder now. I thought I knew what she wanted.
I slammed my cock hard through the little barrier between us. I don't know what I was expecting, but the woman on the far side was more than up for the task. I felt my cock slam all the way back into her throat. Her teeth never touched me, just the soft warmth of her lips, tongue, cheeks, and throat. I pulled my cock back out so just the tip remained and then slammed it in again. I could hear the woman on the far side, cooing slightly. But she seemed more than willing and capable of taking everything I had!
It didn't take any further hints, I knew what she wanted. She wanted me to fuck her throat with everything I had. I was happy to oblige. I pressed both of my hands up against the wall over my head, pushing in to give myself leverage. Then I started to rock my hips back and forth as hard and as fast as I could. My hips banged into the cool metal of the stall as my cock slipped effortlessly into my lover's throat. She didn't gag now, letting me pound into her over and over again. Her lips kept a tight lock on my tongue somehow kept providing lubrication and also gentle caresses while I pistoned in and out of her.
The feeling was indescribable. I don't know what to say other than that she knew exactly how to control her body and to give me exactly what I wanted. In fact, I wanted more. That is the only way to describe what happened next. My entire body felt like it was on fire and my mind was reeling. I took my hands away from the stall, but kept my hips pumping and my cock shooting into my lover's mouth. With my left hand, I grabbed my breast, kneading my skin and pulling on my nipple, trying desperately to get some relief but instead inflaming myself further.
My other hand seemed even more out of control. For a brief moment my right index finger again plunged into my mouth. I mimicked my lover actions, throwing my finger into my throat and coating it with thick saliva. I wasn't really thinking about what I was doing, it was completely on instinct now. I pulled my finger out of my mouth, dripping with spit, and moved it around behind my body. My hand found my shaking hips and my shaking ass and my fingers pulled my ass cheeks apart.
I'd never done anything like it before, though I'd seen it in pornos. I'd never even really wanted to, but I didn't feel like I had any choice: I just had to do it. The sensation of having my cock slam into this woman's cock was too much, I need something to cut the tension. I needed relief. I slipped my sopping finger through the crack of my ass. I kept my wrist hard against my tail bone so that it held in place while my hips continued to pound into the stall, my cock slamming into my lover's throat. My fingertip pressed against the crinkled rosebud of my asshole. I swirled my finger around it once, just feeling soft ridges and spreading my saliva. A shiver ran down my spine and I squeezed my sensitive nipple tighter.
I started to press my finger against the now-wet asshole. I gave a little bit of pressure, and felt my anus try to resist. I twisted my index finger a little, wiggling it. The pressure on my asshole built to a painful and wonderful crescendo. Finally, the tip of my finger popped into my asshole. My anus opened just like my lover's lips had taken my cock. It pulled my finger in up to the top knuckle. I spun my finger a bit, making sure my spit lubed my insides. Then I kept pressing. The tension was not quite as heavy now and now that I was inside my finger slipped deeper and deeper into my asshole. While the tension was lower, while my knuckles slipped inside of my body I soon I felt like I was completely full. My insides felt tight and my bowels had the feeling of invasion. There was no room left inside of me.
Not that it was bad. In fact, the slight discomfort and the filling sensation were actually lovely. It was squeezing my finger wonderfully and also heightening all my other sensual sensations. After a few moments of pressing, I felt my hand press against my ass. My index finger was entirely inside my asshole. I spun my inside of my body and even curled my finger as best I could. I kept stroking my sensitive, rubbery insides with my finger while I continued to fuck my lover's throat.
After a few moments of slamming my cock hard into her while my finger was buried in my ass, I pulled my cock out so that only my tip stayed inside her. I had been fucking her throat relentlessly for several minutes and I was afraid that she wouldn't be able to breath. I could hear her breathing as I stopped, but her tongue kept moving, lapping at the tip of my cock. She put the tip of my cock actually under her tongue, covering me with the softest part of the inside of her mouth.
Her attention to my body was pushing me towards the edge. As she started to suck on my again, to pull me down into her throat, I realized I was closing in on the something intense. I swirled my finger in my asshole. I moved my other hand across my body, grabbing my other breast for the first time. My hand sunk into my flesh, and I felt my nipple against my palm. It was like every nerve in my body was on full alert. Each sensation was magnified and intensified. I wanted to cum inside this woman who made me feel so alive.
I started to press my cock once more into her pillowy lips. I even looked down at her now. I watched as her cheeks puffed out and her lips stretched around my cock. Even her little beauty mark rose slightly. Now the bottom of my cock started to slide across my lover's tongue. She pressed her tongue hard up against my urethra and held it there, giving me the resistance I needed. I pushed slower now, driving my cock slowly into the back of her mouth. She pulled her cheeks in around me, making her mouth tight. But I kept pushing through. I pushed a little harder as I started to feel that familiar sensation coming on. I felt my hips against the wall again and my cock pressed against the back of my lover's throat. She gagged around me one last time. And that was all I could take.
As I said, the feeling was familiar. But it was also certainly different. Better. More intense. I felt it first as I always did in my testicles. I felt them seize up, sort of bounce ever-so slightly against my body as the cum started to pull out of my balls. After that small, mechanical sensation occurred, any awareness of my actual body started to fade away. I squeezed on my breast so hard that my skin turned white and I pressed my finger into my asshole as hard as I could. But I could barely feel those things. Instead there was an incomprehensible vibrating warmth that emanated out from my cock.
At first, I could only feel it at the tip. It was a feeling so intense that it was all I could focus on. Then, it started to flow out from my cock, up over my belly and down to my legs. The more areas it found, the faster it moved. With inexplicable speed it overwhelmed my feet and slipped down to my toes until I squeezed them tight. I couldn't feel my body in a normal sense. I could only sense the overwhelming electrical buzz. My asshole tightened around my finger and my nipples became so sensitive that I pulled away from the now-warm stall wall and dropped my breast from my hand. But these things happened beyond my conscious mind.
Slowly, I began to again have normal sensation in my body. The first feeling I could recall was the feeling of high-pressure liquid shooting through my urethra. I'd already been coming for several seconds, but I could tell the amount had not slackened. Huge globs of cum were pouring out of my cock and into my lover's throat. My legs suddenly felt weak and I started to stumble back. I could hear her choking a bit and groaning on the far side of the wall now. I felt my cock start to pull out of her throat. I kept depositing sperm in her mouth, against her velvety tongue. My asshole seized as my balls started to run dry. I slipped my tired finger out of my anus.
The last big glob of cum shot out the instant my cock pulled from my lover's mouth. I looked down just in time to see a white blob of cum spray against my lover's mouth. It landed heavily on her upper lip, completely covering her beauty mark. I put my hands forward against the stall, my head felt light. But I kept my eyes on my lover. I saw her lips curl momentarily in a saucy smile. Then her tongue slipped out of her mouth, licking up the last drop of cum. I heard a low moaning sound and then, the lips disappeared from the stall.
With that, it was all I could take. My feet were no longer sturdy underneath of me, especially on my heels. I stumbled back once more. My leg clipped to toilet and I fell backward. My body was too loose and relaxed for me to feel tense as I fell. My shoulder bumped the back wall, but not too hard. I fell to the side, trying to catch my balance as my feet slipped from my shoes. I twisted as best I could as I fell and then, gracelessly, I sat down on the toilet lid with an audible thump. I let out a breath and realized I hadn't breathed since my orgasm started. My head was spinning and I placed my forehead in my hands.
For a long while, I just sat with a stupid smile plastered on my face, my forehead supported by my hands. The only reason my hands were strong enough to hold my head was because my elbows were resting on my knees. And the only reason my elbows weren't shaking was because my bare feet were solidly on the bathroom floor. It took nearly a minute before my mind was capable for coordinating actual thoughts. The first one? I just found the meaning of life! I could barely understand the pleasure I'd just felt. It was too enormous to get my mind the whole way around. It was like all my previous orgasms had been merely sneezes. As I had that thought, I heard the door to the bathroom open and I heard feet walking out.
My dazed and euphoria-addled mind instantly shot back to the image of those beautiful lips that had pressed through the gloryhole. That woman absolutely knew what she was doing. I'd thought that I'd experienced pleasure at this place before. But it was abundantly clear now that I'd felt nothing. Those were just hors d'oeuvres, something to whet the appetite for the actual main course. How could I ever go back to the other people who I'd interacted with in the past? For a brief moment I was about to jump up and run after this woman. I couldn't let her go.
I was actually standing up before I suddenly remembered where I was, what I was doing, and, more importantly, who I was. I was at a fucking glory hole. I sat back down. This person didn't want to know who the hell I was. She got some sort of thrill out of sucking random cock. If I got up, naked no less, and tried to run after her I would simply annoy her and probably ruin my chances of ever coming back here. And what if I did meet her? What if she wasn't offended by my rule-breaking and what if she was open to having a relationship? She was here to suck cock. She wasn't interested in someone like me. Hell, the reason I was at a glory hole was because no one wanted a tranny.
The euphoria I'd felt started to cool. It had been glorious to step outside myself for just a moment. But it was also terrible as I crashed back into my life. I wondered for a moment if, in the afterglow of sex when my worries were completely overwhelmed, if that was the way I felt back in high school or how normal people felt.
I leaned back on the toilet now that my body was starting to respond to me. I leaned back against the tank and took a deep breath. The swirling emotions and sudden changes in mood were a bit disorienting. I stared down at my lap. I saw my now flaccid cock, slightly reddened from my experience, lying limp against my thigh. There it was, the source of my problems. I reached down gently and cupped it in my hands. This was the thing that kept me trapped inside my own walls. I didn't understand this part of my body. I didn't understand my body in general. It had the power to make me feel that transcendent pleasure I'd had just a few minutes before but also the source of my isolation. My body was so mysterious and confusing, I could never really tell what it wanted or needed. I just knew that it was hateful to others and deeply conflicting to me.
It seemed that I understood less about my body even that the person who'd just given me so much pleasure. She seemed to know how to get pleasure from my body. She understood how I worked even if I didn't. That idea flashed in my mind like a 1,000 watt bulb. She could clearly sense, even just through our limited contact, the things I needed to feel comfortable and right inside of my own skin. What if, through that connection, she could teach me something, anything about how to find harmony within myself? I just felt an overwhelming need to talk to her. Not like before, when the wash of sexual release was still on me, when I wanted to run out naked and kiss her. Now, I just wanted to ask her what she understood about my body, so that I could understand it for myself. I know that doesn't make sense, but it felt so strong and so right. She had made me feel truly happy for a brief moment in time, she had to have some insight into the sensual contradiction of my body, or maybe bodies in general. For a brief moment she had made me forget about my walls. Not ignore them or wish them away like I had in other risky situations, but forget they existed at all. I needed to learn the key to understanding myself, and she held it.
I stood up and quickly started to put my clothes back on. I was already rationalizing this decision to myself and make myself believe that his was not a breach of my protective barrier. I was just going to find this woman and speak with her, try to see if she had some knowledge that would help me to understand my own body and my desires. I wouldn't reveal who I was; there would be no way for her to know. And while I would be breaching the rules of the glory hole, I promised myself it was just this one time and it was to protect the glory hole as a place where I went for pleasure. If I let this woman get away without knowing what she knew about my body, then I'd never enjoy this place as well again. Plus, because I would never let the woman know who I was, it wasn't like anyone would know I was breaking the rule. I knew I was rationalizing, but I didn't care.
I was dressed in record time and opened the door to the stall and ran out of the bathroom. There was still no clerk in the pet shop and, in fact, the entire place was open. There was no evidence of the girl I'd throat-fucked in the bathroom. I looked out the window and did not see her in the parking lot. I tried to think how long I'd been in the bathroom since she'd close the door and left. It had to be at least five minutes, probably a good deal more. There was a very good chance she was already gone. For a second I was upset, then I realized it might not have done much for my anonymity to have run into her as I walked out of the bathroom.
I went outside, trying to distance myself from the pet shop. Once I was outside I felt better, I could pretend I came from somewhere else. It was started to get dark outside and I gazed around the parking lot. There weren't a lot of cars there and I didn't see anyone walking around. I walked down the strip mall, looking into stores and checking to see if anyone was there. I looked into cars that I thought might have people in them. And with each passing step I got more and more disheartened.
Finally, after scouring the parking lot and the walkable areas around it for nearly 45 minutes I realized the futility of my search. There was just absolutely no way she was still there. She'd gotten in her car and was on her way somewhere else while I was still panting naked in the bathroom. And what if I had found her? My rationalizations started to fall apart. What would I have asked her? How could I have protected my anonymity? How could I break the rules that had protected me so well in the glory hole? I gave up my search and told myself I was lucky that it hadn't succeeded.
I looked at my watch and saw that it was well past seven o'clock. My stomach rumbled. I hadn't eaten since noon. It would be a bit of a drive back to my house. I was tired, hungry, and I needed a drink. I decided I would dart into the bar in front of the pet shop and get a quick snack and a glass of wine before I went home.
I trudged across the now dark parking lot and felt a crushing sadness hanging over me. I couldn't really explain it. I'd just had the best sexual experience of my life (not a particularly great list, but hey, this blew everything else out of the water), but I felt no joy. I felt more isolated and disgusting than ever.
It was warm and bright in the bar, it was more of a restaurant that a bar I guess. I pointed to the bar and the hostess just nodded. It was crowded with suburbanites that were blowing off some steam after a hard days commute. I found one seat over in the corner and sat down. The bartender was extremely busy, so I resigned myself to waiting. I tried to make myself look as unwelcoming as possible: bars tended to bring out come-ons. I sighed and looked up at the television over the bar. It was showing an ad for sexy lingerie, the camera almost zooming in to the smooth, tight area between the models legs. I looked down quickly, focusing on my shoes.
"Hey," a voice said a few minutes later, "The bartender is absolutely swamped. My name is Michele, I am the waitress for the bar area. I can take care of you instead." The voice was a light, cheerful girlish thing.
I was staring down at the waitresses small feet, clad in comfortable sneakers. My eyes slowly started to run up her body. She had very thin, almost girlish legs with slightly knobby knees and trim, tightly muscled thighs. She was wearing leggings under a skirt and I saw that, despite her small legs, her hips flared to a good proportion. She was standing sort of to the side of me and I saw her ass sticking out, toned and somewhat large given her small legs, but fitting her womanly hips. She was wearing a very tight polo shirt and I saw that her waist sucked back in after her wide hips. As my eyes traveled further up her body, I saw that stuff into her tight shirt were very large, probably C-cup breasts. They flared out perkily from her narrow waist. I'd never seen a woman with a more striking hourglass figure. The breasts themselves were very round and perfectly proportioned. Her arms were thin, but showed compact muscle. She had narrow shoulders and a long, elegant neck. Her hair cascaded down to her shoulders, a incredibly dark black (likely dyed) that accentuated the extreme paleness of her skin. The skin itself was alabaster. She had a narrow, but not pinched face with a somewhat long and gently upturned nose. Her eyes were extremely large and she had beautiful blue irises. Her face could only be described as stunning. She was the most beautiful woman I'd ever see who wasn't in a movie or on a magazine. But, what really caught my eyes, what I couldn't look away from, were her lips. They were big, pillowy pink lips. And right above the left side, a stunning beauty mark.



Chapter 3: Crumbling Walls
It was one week later and I was sitting in my car in the parking lot between the pet shop and the bar. My car was turned off and I had already been sitting there for quite a while. I was stewing in self-doubt and extreme anxiety. What the hell was I doing? Was this legal? Would any of this work even if I pulled everything off? What did I want? Every few seconds, I thought about driving away, going home and never thinking about any of this stuff again. But I never moved. Any time I thought of turning my keys in the ignition, my mind flittered back to the previous week, there, in the bathroom stall, when I'd really felt alive.
It was the strength of that memory that had brought me here in the first place. It brought me here despite the fact that I'd already experienced bitter disappointment in trying to explore this connection before. The previous week when Michele, the waitress at the bar and, I was certain, my lover, had waited on me I'd been absolutely tongue-tied. Somehow, I'd managed to stammer out "hamburger" and "red wine." And she had cheerfully gotten my food.
There was no doubt in my mind that she was my girl. Her lips were so unique and I'd known them so intimately. And, when she spoke to me, I was certain I could hear that same voice that I'd heard groaning and slurping on the far side of the stall separator. I know that sounds crazy, but I could just feel the connection. Despite that fact, I was never able to say much more beyond "thank you" to Michele as she served me. I don't know if I would have been able to talk when I was searching for her, but finding her in the bar had thrown me for a loop. I was much too taken by surprise to talk. And even if I could where would I start? I didn't know how to begin the conversation and, plus, she was far more beautiful that I'd ever thought possible. She was intimidating! Why was she going to a glory hole?
I'd tried no fewer than four times to speak with her that evening, to just say anything, but it didn't happen. Finally, I just admitted defeat, paid for my meal and went home. Once again, I told myself I was lucky. It was better not to risk exposing myself. Exposing my true identity and exposing my inner vulnerability. And, for a brief period that night, I really believed it. What had I been thinking? My actions even as they had been were far too dangerous, let alone talking to Michele.
But, as time passed, my certainty that I dodged a bullet eroded further and further. In moments when my guard wasn't up, I would slip back to those precious few moments in the bar when Michele was right next to me, when all I had to do was speak to her and I could not. In my mind I would engage her in conversation and feel the depth of our connection and then, somehow, learn something about myself. But then, I would shake myself out of my dream. Then I would tell myself to keep up my barriers, to not give in to the temptation and invite scorn. But with each passing day my thoughts about Michele and idea of connection grew stronger and my fears and anxieties (while still intense) grew less persuasive. Then, on Tuesday night, I was sitting on my couch, zoning out while watching television, and daydreaming about the time I spent with Michele in the bathroom of the pet shop. And suddenly, inspiration struck. I had an idea, one that seemed full proof. A way to speak to Michele and really get down to the issue I wanted to talk about, but in a way that would absolutely maintain my anonymity and shore up my personal barrier. The more I thought about it, the more airtight it seemed. I spent the rest of the night fine tuning my idea, working out the angles, and preparing to put my plan into action.
So that was why I was sitting in my car the next night, watching the door to the bar and also to the pet shop, wondering if I would see Michele. I had come around the time I figured an afternoon waitress would get off. I'd been there about forty minutes when I saw the door open and I saw a head with black hair step out. My heart started to race and I had the almost uncontrollable urge to slouch down in my chair. I thought about the reasons I had avoided any kind of human contact for all these years. I thought about my last night of sexual innocence with Dave, I thought about my bond with another waitress in Rita, I thought about my shattered body in the hospital, and I thought about humiliation and self-hatred. Why was I trying to step back out?
The rest of the person came out from behind the long dark hair. It was not Michele. It was an older woman who was much less attractive. I let out a sigh of relief. But, I realized, I hadn't fled. I'd wanted to, but I'd stayed. I'd waited to see what would happen. I took that as an omen and felt my spine stiffen. My plan was solid, I would stay safe if I stuck to the plan. I took a deep breath and waited.
About an hour later, I was starting to think that regardless of my new-found confidence, that Michele wasn't there. I had assumed that she worked the same nights every week, but that was sort of a silly supposition I guess. When I was a waitress I hadn't had consistent hours. My back was aching from sitting for so long. I resolved to leave now and come back some other day. I closed my eyes and stretched my arms out in front of me, letting my muscles tighten and then relax. Then I opened my eyes back up. And there was Michele.
She had walked out of either the bar or the pet shop while my eyes were closed. She was standing right between them. She was dressed the same as she had been the first time I saw her, I guessed it was a uniform. She was walking through the parking lot. I looked to see what car she was taking, but, as she crossed to the far corner of the lot I didn't see any cars around. Then I saw where she was head. Right in the corner of the lot was a bus stop. I thought for a moment. Should I follow her home in my car? What if she wasn't going home?
I debated for a few moments longer, but then I saw a bus pulling up the street toward the stop. I saw Michele start to jog a bit. It was her bus. I made up my mind, grabbed my keys and my purse and ran from my car. I was about 100 yards from the bus stop and I had to sprint to get there in time. Michele was already inside when I stepped, panting into the bus. I looked into the bus and saw her sitting in the back. The bus didn't have a back door, so I sat near the front, so I could see when she got off.
Listen, I know now that you are thinking I am a total creeper and you are right. I admit it. But I wasn't planning anything evil or anything. It wasn't so much different than looking up someone's information on the internet. I promised myself I wasn't going to cross any lines and if she ever said anything or did anything that indicated she was uncomfortable that I would stop.
We rode on the bus for what felt like forever. I felt myself getting antsier and antsier the longer things went on. I didn't know when she was going to get off and I had to resist the urge at all time to look back at her. I wanted to see her again, I wanted to be sure she was as beautiful as she had been the first time I saw her. I don't know why, I just wanted to talk to her. But something about the beauty of her body and the fact that she, like me, visited the gloryhole at the pet shop made me feel like she really did have something to show me.
It felt like we had driven for hours. I had never been in this neighborhood before and didn't recognize where I was. I knew from the looks of things that it was not a great place to live. Lots of liquor stores and empty store fronts. This made me feel a little bit hopeful. I know that sounds terrible, but I was afraid that she might live with someone and that could made her reluctant to talk to me. The fact that she lived in a place where a waitress in an expensive city could afford to live alone was a good sign.
At the last stop before the end of the line at the bus depot I was starting to lose hope. I looked behind me to see if she had somehow disappeared. She was still sitting in the back, no one else was around now. As the bus stopped she rose. I was ecstatic, I couldn't take anymore driving. I waited for her to pass me and then got off the bus as well.
Now I was a little worried. I had to follow her and I was afraid of how to do that inconspicuously. I guess I didn't have anything to worry about. As we stepped off of the bus we were at an intersection. There was a large red brick apartment building right on the corner near the bus stop. Michele immediately started walking towards it. My already speedy heart rate started to race. There was only about twenty yards between the bus stop and the front door. Michele was only a few steps away from making it inside, I needed to act now.
"Excuse me," I said, my voice barely above a whisper. She was getting closer to the door. I needed to get louder, "Excuse me miss?" I said. Michele hesitated for a moment then kept walking. I had to pull out the big guns, "Um, Excuse me Michele?" I said. Finally she stopped. She turned and looked at me. She was smiling awkwardly and looking a bit nervous.
"Um, hello," she replied. I jogged slightly to catch up with her. She was looking around now. Like I said, it was a bad neighborhood. I think I was making her nervous. I smiled brightly and tried to put her at ease, "Do I know you," she asked as I reached her.
"Um, well yes," I said. I had practiced what I was going to say a million times the night before and during the day, I had planned every scenario, but now that she was there I was tongue tied.
"I am sorry, I don't remember you," she said after a long pause. This was about to get very uncomfortable if I didn't do something soon. I needed to get it together. I took a deep breath and spoke.
"Yes, well we met briefly last week at the bar, where you work," I said. She kept the same look on her face, but at least she wasn't trying to run.
"Oh, a customer?" she asked and I nodded. She shrugged awkwardly, "So what can I do for you then?" Now was the time. I had to jump into my plan.
"My name is Dr. Rose Malloy," I said. I figured that I could use my actual name, just throw a 'doctor' on the front. "I am psychologist at the state university in town. I am actually an expert on human sexuality." Michele reacted instantly. She sort of backed away from me and her pale cheeks turned a dark shade of red.
"Oh, I don't go to college, I think you have me confused with someone else. I need to go, I am sorry," she said. I could see the dread rising in her. This confirmed to me that Michele was really the person I was looking for. Not that I had any doubt before. She moved like she was going to walk to the door, but I knew I had her now.
"Michele," I said more loudly than she would have liked, "I am doing research on people who engage in anonymous sex," I stated. I figured all night that this was my best chance to get her to talk. I'd pretend I had a dispassionate reason for doing so and she would never know the difference. She looked completely startled and moved closer to me. I felt bad that I was making her nervous, but I promised that I would make her comfortable and that I wouldn't do her any permanent damage.
"Shh!" she said and moved close to me conspiratorially, "Don't talk about this stuff out here. I have to live here," she said.
"Michele," I said now in a very low whisper, "I know that you use the gloryhole in the bathroom of the pet shop. I learned about that place online and I have been observing people." Her eyes grew wide as saucers.
"You have the wrong person," she breathed sharply. I smiled and shook my head.
"There is nothing to be ashamed of Ms...?"
"Harper," she said and I felt good that she felt like talking.
"Ms. Harper. I am not here to judge you. I just want to ask some questions. Let me be clear and up front," I said. Here was the moment where my little plan would sink or swim. Here was where I ensured that I didn't do anything I was ashamed of. I gave her an out, "I would like for you to talk to me about your experiences. There is absolutely no obligation for you to do so. Tell me to leave and I will. However, if you choose to talk to me you should know that I will offer you complete anonymity. You will simply be referred to in the research as a 'woman in her 20s.' Furthermore, if you choose to speak with me I can offer you a one-time cash payment of $1,000.00."
I watched as she relaxed a bit as she started to hear me out, then I saw her eyebrows rise as she heard about the money. I had cleared out my checking account to make the promised accurate. I had no idea if that was something that a social scientist could even do, but I didn't think Michele would ask questions. I knew she was a waitress and $1,000.00 is a lot of money.
"So if I talk to you, then you just keep it quiet and sort of just use me like statistics?" she said and I smiled. It had worked? Just like I'd planned, it was working perfectly.
"In essence yes," I said.
"If there are things I don't want to answer I don't have to?" she asked.
"No. If you feel uncomfortable you can decline."
"And you give me money and then you won't ever talk to me about this again?" She asked. This was the kicker. I didn't speak, I just reached into my purse. I had a small envelop inside. I opened it slightly and fanned out several hundred dollar bills. I looked up at her and raised my eyebrows. She looked down at the money, her already big eyes bulging from her head. She looked around briefly, nervously like she was wondering if this was really a good idea. But the allure of the money was too much.
"Let's talk inside," she said finally. I felt my heart skip and I had to be very careful to control my excitement. It took all of the self-possession that I had developed over years of pretending to be something I was not to avoid smiling or giving anything away.
Michele turned now quickly and walked over to the front door. I followed her now. She unlocked the front door and we walked in. The lobby was dingy but not in awful disrepair. The paint was peeling and the carpet looked old. We walked past an elevator with an "out of order sign." I could tell why she wanted $1,000.00. We went to a stairwell and made our way up several flights of stairs. The stairwell was even dirtier and uglier than the lobby. She didn't speak or look back the entire time and I could tell she was nervous. Finally, we got off on the fourth floor and walked to the first door after the stairwell.
She opened the door and we walked inside. "I hate wearing this stuff," she said, pointing to her uniform, "I am going to change before we talk."
"Sounds good," I replied. She walked to a different room.
Her apartment itself was surprisingly nice for the unpleasant wrapping. I had walked into a small living room with freshly painted walls and a new couch against one wall and a chair opposite it. I could see on the far side of the room a bar with a galley kitchen behind it. Michele had darted into a room to the right of the kitchen that I assumed was a bedroom. There was no bathroom, but I figured it was through the bedroom. I decided to make myself comfortable so I would be harder to kick out. I walked over to the couch and sat down.
A few moments later Michele returned from the bedroom. She had changed into a loose fitting sweatshirt and a pair of yoga pants. Her long hair was now pushed back behind a headband. She looked cute. I tried to keep that out of my mind. I was here for information.
She still appeared nervous as she left her little galley kitchen and took a seat on the chair opposite me. For a moment we sat awkwardly in silence. I knew what I wanted to ask, but didn't really know how to get started. "So," she said, "Would you like anything to drink?" she asked. I shook my head. For whatever reason, her talking kick started things and I was able to talk.
"I appreciate it, thank you, but I think we should just dive in. I know you are bit uncomfortable so I would like to get started. That way, you will see there is nothing to worry about."
"Okay," she said. She pulled her legs up into the chair, putting them against her chest in a sort of modified fetal position.
"So let's just start then, how old are you?" I asked. I had a few preparatory questions to get her warmed up. "Nineteen," she said and I was a bit surprised, I had thought she was closer to my age. But, now that I looked at her she appeared quite young.
"And are you from around here?"
"Yes," she said then she turned her head to the side, "Aren't you going to take notes?" Notes! I hadn't even thought of that. Of course I should be taking notes. I tried to control my reaction and thought of a good lie.
"Oh, uh no. I mean, sometimes people will take notes. But, as I said I want to protect your anonymity. Direct quoting could give something away. If I go based on my memory, which is quite sharp, I think that I can get the information while protecting you," I said. She nodded solemnly. That seemed to work. With that we dived back in. I asked the remaining preparatory questions about her job (waitress!) and educational background. We zoomed through them. The more I asked, and the more she saw my professional demeanor, the more comfortable she became. Finally, I felt we were ready to get into the heart of things.
"How long have you been frequenting the glory hole," I said and she winced. I hadn't meant to come out of nowhere with that, but I didn't know how else to get into it. She paused a moment, blushing deeply. "Since about a month after I started at the bar," she explained, "So like 8 months ago. I heard someone at the bar talking about it so I checked it out."
"How many times have you visited the glory hole?" I asked, leaning forward.
"I don't know, probably a dozen or so," she said. She bit her lip as she thought about it, her eyes shifting away from me. It was sexy. I shook my head. Talking about this was already starting to turn me on. I had to keep it together, that wasn't why I was here.
"What sort of sex act do you engage in there?" I asked. I just needed to ask the kinds of questions a sex researcher would ask. She laughed uncomfortably when I said that and I could hear her breathing. She pulled her legs in tighter.
"I, uh, I give blowjobs. That's all," she explained. I wanted to let her know that what she did was far more than a blowjob, but I kept that to myself.
"Do you pleasure yourself when you do so?" I asked.
"No," she replied quickly and without elaboration. I decided to stop with the purely mechanical questions. I wanted to know what she knew.
"Why do you go to this place and pleasure men in anonymity?" I asked. She sighed slightly and shook her head. I wasn't sure, but I thought I saw her breath hitch in her throat and her eyes glisten slightly. "I just, I just like for no one to know who I am when I do that," she said.
"Why is that?" I asked. There was clearly something to this, I needed to dig into it. I wondered if she was going to talk about connections between bodies and the liberation of anonymity. Something to give me hope. "Do you feel that you reach people on a different level when the appearance of the body is removed?" I asked, hoping I wasn't leading so far. She looked at me, confused. I saw now that the glisten in her eye was a tear and it rolled down her cheek. She brushed it away rubbed her beautiful mouth with her hand.
"What? No," she said finally. I felt shocked. What was happening here? I started to become nervous. I had hoped to open her up, not to make her cry. Why was she upset? "Let's talk about something different now, like something less about my thoughts."
"Why then?" I pushed further and ignoring her request.
"I go there because it is the only place I can go. I get so lonely and... I just feel so... I don't know," she said, breaking down in the face of my questioning. I felt like my legs were taken out from underneath of me. She was lonely? How could someone with such beautiful knowledge of the body and the ability to give pleasure be lonely?



"If you don't mind me saying," I persisted, dropping a bit of my affected professionalism, "You are an attractive young lady. I imagine you could easily get a date if you were so inclined. There must be some reason you go to have anonymous sex instead. What do you get out of it that you can't get in a date? What makes it better?" She looked at me viciously. Her eyes were inflamed and her face was flushed.
"You don't know anything," she said, "This was a mistake, you can't understand," she said. I became nervous that things were rushing out of control.
"What do you mean?"
"There is nothing better about that place. It is just better than being completely alone. It is better than just cutting myself out of the world entirely. But it isn't better. You don't understand that I can't get a date. Or that I could get a date, but that it wouldn't go beyond that. It is my destiny to be alone. This is just something I do to numb the pain. It isn't better," she said. I was shocked. I hadn't expected this at all. She sounded like...me. "You don't feel some sort of connection to the people there? Something that gives you hope?"
"Hope?" she asked incredulous, "No I don't go there for that." The tears were flowing now and she buried her face in her hands, "What did I expect? I can't believe I did this, I knew what would happen? For a little fucking money!" she said, crying harder now. It was clear she was talking to herself.
"You don't feel anything good about going there?"
"I feel like when I have a ton of anxiety, I go there and I feel okay for a minute. And then I just feel ashamed but I don't feel anxious for a while. It is not good, but it is less bad," she said. I could see her biting her finger after she spoke, like she was trying to release some anxiety right then. Her range of emotions felt incredibly familiar. I felt dizzy and confused.
"I..." I started to ask another question but she cut me off.
"I go there because I want to feel a little bit like other people get to feel. To have a person in their life that they make feel good. And to have that person want me in a way that no one wants me outside of that room. To feel like I am desirable and sexy and loving and loved. Just for a minute. That is why I go." She started to cry harder now. I felt completely out of my depth. It was like I was speaking to myself. She was so beautiful. How could she think these things? What sort of connection had I felt with her? Mutual pity.
"Michele, I don't understand what is wrong. Please explain it to me," I stated. I stood now and walked hallway across her living room to be closer to her. She looked up now, her eyes were red and she looked desperate.
"You don't understand what it is like to be me. You don't know what it is like to know that you are supposed to be alone. That people, if they really knew everything about you, that they'd think you were disgusting. You don't know what it's like to feel like you're only way to get a connection with a person is to suck it out of a stranger's cock in a dirty bathroom. Didn't you say that I didn't have to talk to you? I am done, I don't want to talk anymore. Please leave and don't bother me again. Here, I will give you the complete answer to all of your questions before you go. Why do I do what I do? Because I hate myself but hate my loneliness more. And you see a pretty girl or something and you think I am a slut and you can't possibly understand what it is like to be me. But thanks for letting me know that my self-hatred and my loneliness make me some kind of object of intellectual curiosity, that really fucking helps." she said.
This had all happened so fast. This was nothing like anything I'd planned. I stood in the middle of her apartment completely dumbfounded. She was still curled on the chair, her eyes closed and her cheeks glistening with tears. I felt horrible. I turned and started to walk away, I wanted to give her back at least a little of the peace I'd just stolen from her. I'd never wanted to hurt her.
I reached the door and put my hand on the knob. Then I looked back at her curled, beautiful body. I saw the pain that was trapped inside that body. I had made it worse. I hadn't intended it, but I had been negligent with her. I had been so intent on pumping her for information that I'd disregarded her feelings. I pushed through her discomfort with lies and deceit. I'd breached the wall she'd clearly built around her insecurities. I knew what that was like, that was the fear I had every day. How could I leave her like this? More importantly, how could I fix it instead?
For a moment I just stood at the door, wondering what I could do. I tried to think of words of reassurance I could say to make her feel better, but there was nothing there. Just like she had no wisdom for me I had none for her. Words were insufficient. I thought of going to her and comforting her and telling her that everything would be okay. But would that be more lying? I had to act, but it had to be honest and it had to treat her with respect.
A thought burst into my mind. It was white hot with the intensity of the truth contained within. But, like anything white hot, it promised danger and I recoiled from the strength of that idea. I felt my stomach tie up in knots and my heart pound in my chest before the idea was even fully formed. My nerves were completely on edge as I realized the only honest thing I could do. I had come into Michele's life with lies and promises and I'd torn away her shields. The only way to make it right was to tell the truth and bare my own insecurities. To throw her a lifeline in her misery, even if all I could add was that I did understand.
I knew what that meant, but I didn't know if I could do it. But as I looked at this frail girl crying on the couch, I realized something. She was a young woman on her own for the first time and she felt crushed. She was exactly like I was in college. What would I have given for someone at least tell me at that moment I was not alone? Even if my savior had been at least as screwed up as I was, it wouldn't have mattered. If I helped Michele, it would be like going back and helping myself as well. That gave me the strength to let go of the doorknob. I walked quietly back through the room until I was standing just a few feet from Michele's chair.
I stood for a few moments, my chest rising and falling and looking at her. Finally, she realized I was still there. She looked up with her reddened eyes with confusion and some anger.
"Why are you still here? Just go, I don't want your money," she said as her thin, white fingers flipped tears out of her eyes. Her voluminous lips quivered as she looked at me. Suddenly, my nerves calmed and I felt that I could go forward.
"You said that I wouldn't understand what you feel like to be alone. That I wouldn't understand why you'd go to that place for anonymous liaisons. I lied to you when I came in," I said, taking a deep breath to keep going. Michele's eyebrows furrowed but she did not move, "My name is Rose but I am not a sex researcher. I am not a doctor. I go to that place too. I just saw you there and wanted to know if...if you knew something I didn't. Because..."
I realized there was nothing more to say, it was time to act. Michele still said nothing, she looked dazed, like I'd flooded her with too much information. That day I'd dressed up as I thought a sex researcher might. My hair was up, I was wearing a white blouse under a gray sweater, a long black skirt, and wedge shoes. I kicked the shoes off and pulled the pins out of my hair first. As I shook out my hair, I unbuttoned my sweater and let it drop onto the floor.
Michele was no longer crying. She was looking at me as if I'd gone insane. Perhaps I had. But I also knew that I had a connection with her. I'd been right all along. We weren't bound by her knowledge of what it would take to make me happy or her sexual acumen. We were bound as two lonely hearts who had come to same place to feel some small measure of compassion. So I didn't stop.
I started to unbutton my blouse quickly. It sounds crazy, but now I wanted to be out of my clothes. When the blouse was undone I threw it on the ground and reached behind my back and quickly unhooked my black bra. I let my bra slide down my arms and dropped it as well. Finally, this seemed to wake up Michele. "What are you doing?" she said in a far-off and distant sort of way.
"I am done hiding. I am done hurting myself and others for the sake of hiding," I said. Michele's apartment was drafty and I immediately felt my nipples harden in the cool air. I felt her eyes go over my body. She stayed on the chair, not sure of how to take my last comment.
I found the zipper on the side of my skirt and pulled it down far enough for the fabric to loosen. My skirt pooled on the floor at my feet and now I stood, topless and in my little red panties with my guard as low as it had been in years. A brief moment of panic swept through me, but I kept my eyes on Michele, and on my younger self as well. It was time to accept who I was.
I slipped my fingers into the waistband of my panties and bent over slightly at the waist. I gently inched them down and over my ass. As I slipped them, I grabbed hold of the edge of the tape that held my cock up against my body. I winced as I pulled it off in one motion. I slid my panties down and dropped the tape on top of them on the floor. Then I stood facing Michele. I was completely nude now, I looked down at my limp cock hanging between my legs and then looked back at Michele.
"I understand exactly what you feel because I feel the same way every day. But I don't want to feel that way anymore," I said. Here I was exposed to a person for the first time in years. I felt a lump in my throat and tears were welling in my eye. It was so intense.
Michele was sitting on the chair with her head tilted slightly to the side. Her eyes were like saucers and her mouth was slightly agape. I could not tell what her expression showed. I thought perhaps confusion and curiosity, but in my heart I feared what it truly was: disgust and hatred. I felt extremely cold now and more alone that I'd been in a long time. I was out there. I had done what I thought was right, but I thought I'd just done something horrible to myself again.
"I know you," Michele said, just barely above a whisper. I looked down at her and she was looking up at me. Her eyes looked so innocent and lovely.
"What do you mean?"
"Your...cock. I recognize it. From last week, last Wednesday," she said, more shocked than anything. I hadn't expected this.
"How?" was all I could ask.
"There is a little freckle or something on the bottom of the tip, on the right side. I recognize it," she said. I looked at her lips and wondered what any of this meant.
"Look, I have broken so many trusts with you," I said, feeling nervous now, "I just wanted to show you why I go to that place. I don't know everything there is to know about you, I just wanted you to know that you aren't the only person who feels that way." Michele nodded slightly. At least she wasn't throwing up or attacking me I guess. But then she looked up at me and gave me the same sultry smile she'd given me once through the hole in the pet shop bathroom.
"You know more than you think," she said. And, without speaking further, she grabbed the bottom hem of her sweatshirt and quickly pulled it up over her head. She wasn't wearing a bra and as the shirt landed in a pile on the floor with mine I saw the top of her body exposed. Her breasts looked large out of her clothes, big white mounds of perky flesh. Her nipples were small and the same wonderful pink color of her lips. Now it was my turn to be dumbfounded. I hadn't expect this, though I didn't know what I was expecting.
Now Michele stood up quickly, her breasts bouncing freely as she did so. She grabbed onto the waistband of her yoga pants and quickly started to slink them down off of her body. She bent over as I had done, pulling them down her calves and then stepping out of them. Then she stood up. My eyes traveled down from her perky breast to the dramatic synch of her hips and widening of her hips. Between her legs, waxed completely bare, was a flaccid cock, around the same size as my own. My head swam. I couldn't believe what I was seeing. Michele was...just like me.
We stood opposite one another for a few seconds, both of us too in shock to do anything more. I kept scanning my eyes over her body. I couldn't believe how much better I thought her body looked like that than if she'd looked like a genetic girl. It was just perfect on her. I felt her eyes on my body as well.
"I have been thinking about you since that day last week," she said carefully, blushing a bit. Another shock.
"Why?"
"The same reason you apparently followed me," she said, "You felt it didn't you?"
"A connection?" I asked and she nodded, "That, unlike the other little fun experiences, that there was something passing between us at that moment. Something we shared?"
"I didn't know what it meant, I didn't think you felt it. I thought I was crazy," she explained, new tears in her eyes now, less bitter. I felt them too, falling from my eyes.
"I saw your lips, so unique, and I used them to find you," was all I could say.
"I try so hard to keep people away from me," she said and it was like I was talking to myself, "I didn't understand how you could get into my head when I never saw your face and you didn't know who I was."
"I don't understand it either," I said, "But it was the same for me. The fact that you could get through all of my defenses, it has to mean something." I said. She smiled. Suddenly, the need for human contact, the need that I suppressed at all times with every fiber of my being, overcame the last of my fear and my resolve. I took two steps forward and wrapped my arms around Michele's neck.
"Rose," she breathed as I did so. Not to say anything of meaning, just to say my name. I felt her arms reach around my body just a few inches below my breasts. I felt her hands pull me in tightly. Our breasts were pressed together and I could feel the heat of her body against mine. I leaned back slightly, so that I was looking deeply into her doe-eyes.
"Michele," I said back and she grinned with those beautiful lips and sparkling teeth. Then her face grew more solemn.
"How do you feel about the way my body looks Rose?" she asked. She knew the answer, but needed to hear me say it.
"It is beautiful, I wouldn't dare change a thing," I said and a shuddering breath ran through her body. She nodded sublimely, "And me? What about my body?" I asked, feeling just as she had. I had longed to hear what she was going to say next my entire life. I felt every disappointment lying heavily upon me. All those people from my past. Michele could cure me with just a few words.
"You are perfect. I love your body," she said. I felt almost a decade of anxiety wash out of my body. It drained in a flood from my mind, dropped to my feet, and slipped into the floor. We were both still crying and giggling slightly as we held one another. I felt Michele's nipples against my breast and I looked at her lips. Those beautiful lips that had let me to her. I closed my eyes and leaned towards her.
Michele's neck craned forward to meet me. I felt my lips press into hers. They were just as soft and inviting as I'd remembered, though this felt more lovely that before. I tilted my head to the side and luxuriated in the pillowy embrace of her lips. For a while we just offered a passionate, but closed mouth kiss. I felt her arms squeeze me tighter and our breasts were now mashed together completely. Finally, I felt Michele's mouth open slightly and I felt her hot tongue slide across my lips. I trembled at the feeling, but opened my mouth in response. Michele drug her tongue against my lips again, this time sliding between them and licking my desperate tongue. Her mouth tasted sweet and heady.
I opened my mouth wider now and licked her lower lip slightly. She giggled and then moved her tongue more deeply into my mouth. My tongue found hers. In the wide cavern we now shared as a single mouth her tongue played along my teeth and gums, rubbed my tongue, and tasted deeply of me. My tongue did the same, I explored the taste and feel of her mouth. I enjoyed the sandpapery feel of the top of her tongue and the way my own tongue slid slickly across her teeth. I grabbed hold of Michele's tongue, sucking it with my mouth, pulling her into me and tasting her sweet saliva.
Even while I was kissing her my hands were moving. My left hand snaked down Michele's back, feeling her spine and her soft skin. My right hand rose up, slipping until her thin neck and into her thick hair. Michele's hands massaged all over my back, slowly and with intense concentration. As she rubbed my muscles, she pushed me farther and farther into her breasts.
But now I sensed a new sensations. Michele and I were holding one another so close that would legs were pressed flat together. Even as Michele began to suck on my tongue, I felt the blood rushing between my legs. I felt my cock rising up between our bodies and I didn't feel ashamed of it. I loved her body and was glad that mine was reacting to her. More exciting still, I could feel her cock hardening. I could feel its bulbous, hard head pressing against my thigh.
I broke our kiss and looked at Michele. I pushed back a little, placing my hands on her shoulders. That put a little space between us and I looked down between our bodies. Our breasts were just a few inches apart and, down between us, my cock was crossed against hers. I could feel the velvety smooth skin of her cock against mine. I felt like my body was overheating. What had started as a sweet hug and a closed mouth kiss was getting stronger. I was no longer just relieved and gratified by Michele's attention; I could feel the animal need to have her rising inside of me. And I didn't feel bad or disgusting about it. I could see in her eyes that she wanted it as well.
"Do you want to come to my room?" she asked sweetly. I nodded. We broke our hug and Michele took my hand and started to lead me through the kitchen. I was a step behind her and I watched her firm young ass as we walked. I was completely checked out of all of my insecurities now, I was thinking solely of sex. And it felt liberating.
She pulled me into her bedroom and swung me around so that I landed back first against the wall. It was a small room, there was a bed in the middle. I am going to be honest, those details didn't really matter to me at the time. Instead, I was focused as Michele walked up where I was standing against the wall and pressed her body up against me again. I could feel her cock throbbing against my hip and her breasts hot against my stomach. Her hands came up and grabbed my left breast. She lifted it slightly and then turned her eyes up so that she was staring up at me. She bit her lower lips.
"Suck on my nipples baby," I said and she immediately dropped her head. I watched as my nipple disappeared into her mouth and gasped at the sensation. I'd never had this done to me before and it felt divine. Her skilled tongue swirled around my nipple while her hands massaged both of my breasts. My knees buckled against the wall, but Michele held me up against the wall.
She continued to suck while I ran my hands through her long, beautifully dark hair. I breathed deeply, arching my back into Michele's face. My mind focused on her tongue scraping across my nipple and her cock, bobbing into my thigh. I reached forward now, underneath her working hands and found her breasts. I felt my hands sink into her flesh and even flipped my finger across her hard nipple. I'd never played with anyone else's breasts before, she felt so soft and so pure.



After a few moments of this, we were both unbearably aroused. We needed more than this. Michele was the first to articulate her desires, "I need you inside of me Rose. Please, I need you to need my body!" she moaned around my nipple.
"I want you so badly," I said, in an uncontrolled squeal of desire. I pushed myself off the wall now and Michele slinked back away from me. I gave her a gentle nudge. She tripped over a loose shoe in the middle of the room and giggled as she fell backwards onto her bed. She landed on her back, her large breasts jiggling up towards her neck. I saw the bright slash of her smile. Her legs spread wide as she fell and her hard, girly cock stood up from her body. I'd never seen a person look more beautiful. As she settled onto the bed she bit her lip and gave me a sultry look that made my knees feel weak and my cock ache.
"Come and take me Rose," she said hooking her little index finger, "There is lube in the bedside table," she said. She started to gently rub her breasts with her hands. I almost didn't want to look away. It was fun to find someone sexy and have them act sexy around me. But I wanted more. I walked over next to the table and crouched down. I opened up her bedside cabinet and several long dildos clattered out onto the floor.
"Wow!" I said, I'd never really thought of getting one of those.
"Yeah," Michele said, giggling and turning a little bit red, "I get lonely. But I don't need those now, I just need you." I quickly searched around in the pile of fake cocks and found a bottle of clear lube. My heart was racing so quickly and I wanted it so badly my hands were shaking. I was trying to find the way to open the cap when the bottle slipped out of my fingers and landed on the floor.
"Damn," I said. I felt so nervous. Then, I felt a hand reach out and grab mine. I stopped moving. Michele was leaning forward now and she had taken my hand. She was smiling.
"Relax. I'm not going anywhere. I want this to happen," she said and the nervousness passed. The excitement was still there, but I didn't feel like essentially a virgin anymore. I felt like I was ready for this. I bent down and grabbed the lube and quickly opened it. I poured a big glob onto the palm of my hand. It was somewhat cool and slippery. I moved my hand down between my legs. I jumped a little as my hand wrapped around my cock and the cold gel prickled my skin. I started to stroke the lube onto my cock. I looked at Michele's body while I did so. Her feminine curves and softness and the jarring, but beautiful appearance of her cock was so lovely. I was so excited that I was afraid I was going to finish myself off.
"I need some too," she said. She scooted towards the edge of her bed and then spread her legs even wider than before. She even used her hands to pull her knees wider. Now she was completely open to me, her legs spread so wide that her tight little asshole was exposed. It was a cute little bud, it fit perfectly with Michele's body and sort of reminded me of her lips, pouty and pink.
I squirted more lube into my hand. I leaned forward towards Michele. I could hear her breathing and I saw her chest rising and falling where she was laying on the bed. I reached forward. I was about to handle her body in a way I'd never really had the chance to handle someone before. With my unlubed hand I gently cupped her scrotum. She moaned loudly and I took in a suck of air. She was completely smooth and her balls were heavy and warm to the touch. I smiled and squeezed them gently and Michele writhed on the bed. I lifted her balls up and exposed her anus. It was just as pretty close up.
I took my lubed fingers and slowly moved them towards her asshole. I held my breath; I don't know what I expected. Then, I felt my finger press against her skin. Michele moaned again and her hips rocked slightly. Now I felt my fingers press against the soft ridges of her asshole. Her skin was warm and if felt pleasant as I swirled the lubricant around it. I look and saw that Michele's eyes were closed and she was squeezing one of her big breasts. I pushed a little in towards her asshole, feeling the pressure there. I worked my fingers towards her tight opening.
"Don't push in!" Michele suddenly moaned. I stopped moving.
"I wanted to lube inside..." I said. I didn't know much about sex, but I knew that anal sex demanded a lot of lube.
"I want the first thing inside of me to be your beautiful, freckled cock," Michele moaned.
"But..." I started. I didn't want to hurt her.
"I know what I can take beautiful," she said. And that little nickname dissolved any concerns. I needed to be inside of her.
I stood up immediately and tentatively placed my hands on her milky thighs. I put a little pressure, spreading her legs wider. I looked down at her beautiful face and she looked back at me with animal hunger. No more words were needed now.
I moved my left hand from her leg and carefully grasped my lubed cock. I guided it down slowly and felt as it slipped against the wet, hot flesh of her thigh. I looked down and guided the tip of my cock so that it was up against her waiting asshole. I looked now at Michele. Her eyes were wide and she was almost panting already. She looked like sex personified. She just nodded her head.
Carefully, I started to press my cock against Michele's asshole. I felt the lube greasing the wheels, but there was still a lot of pressure. The tip of my cock felt like it was going to explode. Michele grabbed at the blankets on the bed, releasing her legs. She stayed with her legs splayed wide, but her fingers dug into her mattress. I kept pressing into her as the pressure grew.
Suddenly, I felt a pleasant slipping sensation and looked down to see that the mushroom head of my cock had popped into Michele's sweet anus. The press was much less now, but my lover was very tight. I felt her insides squeeze around the tip of my cock. It felt almost like she was sucking me in deeper.
"Oh fuck, that feels so good!" Michele groaned. And it did. It was amazing and indescribable. It felt like acceptance and understanding and perfection and sex and love and everything all rolled into one. But we wanted more. Michele now wrapped her legs around my body, her heels landing on my ass. If I had any reluctance about pushing farther, Michele did not. She dug her heels into my ass, pushing me farther and farther into her body. I felt a delectable sliding sensation as my rigid cock pushed deeper into Michele's ass. She was so tight, but her body gave way as I pushed, allowing me to be squeezed but sink farther inside.
After a few moments I was shocked to discover that I felt Michele's balls sitting against my belly and my own balls sitting against her ass. I was completely inside of her. I looked down and saw where my prick completely disappeared. I felt her squeeze her bowels and I swooned.
I looked up now. I saw Michele's hard cock staring straight up at me, hard and dripping slightly with pre-cum. Every time I moved inside of her it shook slightly. My eyes followed up her body, up past her wide hips, narrow waist, and generous breasts. She was propped up on her elbows. I looked on her face, seeing those sexy lips curled in agony and ecstasy. She looked so perfect.
She looked into my eyes now and moaned slightly. Her whole body shook and I felt her shimmy on my cock in a particularly lovely fashion. Michele then pushed herself up with one hand and then wrapped her other hand languidly around my neck. Soon both of her hands were around my neck and she pulled herself into an awkward sitting position on the very edge of the bed. This put gravity on our side and my cock pushed harder and farther into her wet asshole than I ever thought possible. I put my hands down on the bed to keep balance, leaning over her slightly.
"Jesus!" I groaned. Michele smiled and blew some of my now-wild hair out of my face.
"I had always heard that sex was a way to see God, I thought they were talking about the orgasm," she giggled. I smiled back. Her legs tightened around me and I stared deeply into her eyes.
"I love you," she whispered, "I feel I've always known you." It should've seemed absurd. I'd just spend a week stalking her after getting an anonymous blowjob in a pet store bathroom. But I know what she felt. I felt it too. I knew her because we were so alike. It was like I'd met my own battered sexuality inhabited in the body of another.
"I love you too," I said. I closed my eyes and leaned forward. Michele's arms slipped around my neck to the elbow. I felt our lips meet and our mouths opened. Our tongues once again met, but it was different this time. Our naked bodies were completely entwined and my body was inside of hers. There was something magical about this kiss or at least about this moment. I felt the entire world fall away and even the separation between myself and Michele. I'd never felt so light or so consumed by the gentle pleasure. I finally felt in my place in the world by falling out of it, by creating a new world in which two lovers became one.
Slowly my senses came back to me. I broke our kiss and I noticed first that I was crying slightly, though I saw that Michele was as well. She giggled at me and didn't say any words. We both knew we were feeling the same thing. Then I noticed that my hips were moving gently. I hadn't noticed, but sometime during our kiss, I'd started to fuck Michele! I looked down as we moved and saw my cock moving slowly and methodically in and out of Michele's body. I never moved the tip out, but I pulled back as far as I could and slid into her slowly. She continued to squeeze me and the pressure was intense. It felt even better to be moving inside of her than it had to be still.
"Oh God Rose, you're hitting exactly the right spot!" Michele gasped. It was clear that she was feeling something incredibly intense. I could feel her body trembling and her arms felt loose around my neck. I figured that if she liked it, I would just keep moving in the same way. I put my hands on Michele's hips now, giving myself some stability. Her skin felt taut and sexy beneath my fingers.
"Michele, you're so tight," I moaned as I labored to press my cock inside of her one more time. "Oh god, I am so close!" Michele groaned. Her eyes were wide and I felt all of her muscles tighten. Her hands slipped off of my neck and she fell back on the bed. Her cock and breasts bounced slightly as she landed. Her hands instantly rushed to her breasts, grabbing her nipples tightly. "Fuck!!" she moaned loudly. She tensed even more tightly now and then she suddenly let out a low moan. I felt her balls seize up sharply against my belly as I pushed my cock in again. I looked down just as Michele's cock burst.
Before that moment I didn't know that someone could cum from getting fucked in the ass. I didn't believe such a thing was possible. But I got a graphic and delicious demonstration. A huge white blob of cum spurted out of Michele's hard cock. She had been so aroused (and apparently gone so long without cumming) that it burst out of her in unbelievable pressure. I was looking down so the first big spurt hit me directly in the face. It splashed again my lips and nose and bits of it landed on my eyes and even into my hair! I jerk back suddenly, surprised by the force. But I had to keep watching.
Michele's cock flopped back now. More cum was spilling out of it, but it was no longer shooting up into the air. Instead it was pointed up toward her belly button and big, messy gobs of sperm were splashing all over Michele's body. It hit her breasts, her neck, her chin, and a little of it even splashed across her lips. As I watched, I licked my lips absent-mindedly. I hadn't even really been thinking, but as my tongue returned to my mouth I suddenly remembered that there was cum all over my face. Michele's sperm was now in my mouth! For a moment I was uncertain, but then the flavor registered. I had never tasted cum in my life (not even my own) and I had believed that it probably tasted bad. But Michele's cum, oh my god, it was incredible! It was salty and sweet and delectable. I swirled it around in my mouth, letting the aroma percolate into my nose. I couldn't believe how much I liked it. As I watched the last few drops of cum dribble out of Michele's cock, I licked more of the cum off of my lips, coating my mouth with it, and then swallowed it down.
But then a strange thing happened. As the last of Michele's cum dribbled into her bellybutton, the muscles in her lower body tightened one extra notch. This included her bowels. I was buried completely inside of her asshole at that moment and I felt her body squeeze me. I was so overwhelmed by the sights, smells, and sensations of sex that this little extra bit of pressure was enough to push me over the edge.
It started between my legs I suppose. The pressure built there and then I suddenly felt it release. But this release was different than anything I ever felt before. It wasn't just a normal orgasm where sexual tension is released. Instead, I felt all of my muscles go loose as a wave of infinite pleasure rolled over me. It was more than my mind could take. I felt completely blank, every fiber of my being was absolute actively engaged in the act of feeling perfection. It was the exact opposite of everything I'd felt for the last decade. It wasn't the momentary sexual tension released through sex but an orgasm that released all of the tension I felt about everything in my life. It was a living death, that is the only way to describe it. I saw God.
And then the pleasure slowly ebbed, taking the last remnants of displeasure with it. I came back to the world, my mind fuzzy and at ease, a silly smile plastered on my face. I first became aware that I was lying down now. I was actually lying on top of Michele, my head resting carefully on her generous breast. I must've pulled out of her ass, I felt my cock against her hip (just as I felt hers against mine).
"What happened?" I asked when I could summon the strength.
"I don't know, I kind of lost it there for a moment," she said, "That was..."
"Indescribable," I said and she giggled. I rolled over a little and felt sticky. I realized I'd laid on her body, which had been covered in her cum. Now it was on me as well.
"Sorry about that," she said, running her hand along my belly where the cum had left a streak. Her hand still felt lovely.
"Don't be," I said, "I love it."
"Plus, I guess that just evened us up," she said. I looked at her, confused.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"You fill me up completely. I didn't know anyone could cum that much! It's still leaking out of me onto the bed!" she said. I don't know what, but that made me feel so good. To have filled her, to have eliminated a void. I leaned forward and kissed her once.
"I don't know how to thank you," I said. It was true. This was the moment, a moment after sex in the arms of someone with real affection, that I'd wanted my entire life.
"You don't have to thank me," she blushed, "That was everything I ever wanted." Suddenly her face brightened, "But..."
"What?"
"Well, if you wanted to thank me, I do have one idea," she said coyly. Despite the fact that I'd just cum, something about the way she said that made my body stir.
"What?" I asked, in a more sultry voice now.
"Well, I knew we had a connection at that place where we met," she explained, blushing, "But I was still a little disappointed. I mean, not with what we did, it was amazing. But, I wanted it to be more... I wanted it to..." she started and it was clear she didn't know what she wanted to say. She decided to just act.
She quickly got up on her knees on the bed. I rolled over onto my back and looked up at her. Her body glistened from our cum and also from her natural lightness. I felt closer her now, if that was even possible. I didn't know what she was up to, but Michele quickly threw one leg over my body. Now she was straddling me, her knees almost at my armpits. I moved my arms so that they went over her calves. Her round, beautiful ass (indeed dripping with cum) was now looking me in the face. I felt the tip of her cock against the top of my breast. Michele bent forward quickly her hands moving to my thighs.
"What..." I started, but then I gasped. I felt Michele's hands moved around the shaft of my penis. It was rapidly becoming hard again. I felt her beautiful lips, so familiar now, press up against the tip of my cock.
"Wait," I said, realizing what was about to happen, "That was in..." I was going to say her asshole.
"Me. It was in me before and I wanted it again," Michele said, "And, this is exactly what I wanted to do with you in the bathroom stall. I wanted me to be in you and you to be in me. I wanted us to give and receive pleasure at the same time." And with that her mouth quickly slipped over my cock. It was even better than before. Her tongue was just as nimble but now seemed to know exactly what I liked.
But I wanted what she wanted. I needed to keep my end of the bargain. I got one of my hands underneath her body and found her now still cock against my neck and breast. Michele lifted her hips now, driving my cock deep into her warm throat but also exposing her cock to me. Her smooth balls were around eye level and her shaft was reddened slightly and very hard. With my hand I guided it back. Michele moved her hips slightly, accommodating me as I moved into position.
Within a few seconds I was lips to tip with her cock. I'd never sucked a cock before, in fact my face had never been in the close to another person's dick before. But Michele's cock was just as beautiful as the rest of her body. I wanted it inside of me so badly. I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue. I felt Michele's body shuddered (and her throat close around my cock) as I did so. She tasted salty and smooth. It opened my mouth wider and slid her cock into me. It felt strange, but wonderful to have her inside of my mouth. Her skin was hot and I could feel the strong, hard muscle just below the surface. I bathed Michele's cock with my tongue. My eyes watered as it pushed into my throat.
Now we were exactly where Michele had wanted us. Our heads bobbing up and down in the same rhythm. My cock was sliding in and out of her mouth and her cock was sliding in and out of mine. My breasts were pressed against her stomach and her breasts were pressed against mine. The room filled with the smell of our arousal and the sounds of slurping and moaning. Our sensations, our sounds, our smells, and our emotions rolled together in one. Her pleasure was my pleasure and vice versa. It built together as we sucked one another's hard cocks.
It did not take very long. We were too inflamed with sexual desire and too synched with one another's needs. I could feel the orgasm building inside of me. I put my feet on the bed and thrust my hips up into Michele's mouth. She thrust down with the same force, driving her cock deep into my throat and making me gag. As I gagged, my throat closed around her cock (just as she had done for me a week before). Feeling me gag, she seemed to know what was going to happen, and pushed my cock farther into her own throat, gagging as well. Now both of our throats were squeezing on another's hard cocks.
Michele's body went rigid and I heard her moan though it was muffled around my cock. I felt her cock seem to expand inside of my mouth and then I felt her hot, salty liquid spraying into my throat. I moved my head back so the rest of her delectable seed landed in my mouth, filling it rapidly and coating my teeth. This sensation, coupled with the fact that I felt Michele's fingers teasing my scrotum and fiddling with my testicles, put me over the edge. The orgasm wasn't the same transcendental event I'd felt the first time. But it was magical in a different way. I just felt the waves of my own pleasure spread out from my own body and sort of run into the pleasure in Michele's. Our bodies writhed together, the great release of tension expanding and flowing as once. Our pleasures melding in a single pleasure, just as Michelle had wished.



Finally our orgasms subsided and we both collapsed onto Michele's little bed. Our bodies were hopelessly entangled and we were both far too relaxed and sated to care. She pulled her cock out of my mouth and I did the same. We lay panting. I had saved Michele's seed in my mouth to that point and as I wanted to taste her forever, to make sure I didn't forget it. But I knew that this moment would not last forever. All I could do was savor it now. I swallowed it down and promptly fell asleep under the warm body of my lover.
Chapter 4: Freedom
"Rose," a man's voice said as I was shooting off an e-mail. I waited to make sure that it went through, not turning yet, "Are you going out tonight?"
"Sorry Dan," I said, recognizing who it was, "But they waited three months after Debra left before they finally decided to give me a promotion, they just let stuff back up. I am not getting out of here until late" I turned now and looked at the door to my new office. Boxes were still stacked up everywhere but it was nice to be out of cubicle after so many years at the company. And a promotion with a big raise didn't hurt either.
"Yeah, I know things have been crazy," Dan sympathized. Crazy was an understatement.
"I really wish I could," I said and I truly meant it. Everyone from the office went out on Fridays and I always hated to miss it. At least, I'd hated to miss it for the last year. Since that incredible night at Michele's apartment.
"And you know I normally wouldn't bother you, especially since the promotion, but it is Andrea's birthday, and you know how she is about everyone getting together on Fridays. We even let her pick a place near where she lives," he explained. My ears perked up at that. I thought I remembered where Andrea lived.
"Where are you going?" I asked.
"Oh some chain bar and grill near the old Stovington Mall," he explained. A wide grin spread across my face."
"Hey Dan, you're right, I need to be there for this," I said, "Let me make a phone call and I will meet everyone there in a bit."
"Great!" Dan said, "see you soon." But I was already making my call.
Five minutes later I was on the road heading out towards the restaurant. I hadn't made this drive in a while and I couldn't believe how much had changed in the last year. It had been a little weird at first and definitely nerve-wracking. I had started to try to integrate myself back into society. I'd started at work. At first people were resistant. I had really hurt some people in my desire to protect myself. But I found strength that I hadn't had before. I apologized to people. I let myself get hurt to show others that I was sincere. I won my way back into the real world. And the odd thing was, that while it hurt at times, in the long run it was less painful. Hell, there was no way I would've gotten this promotion without letting down my barriers and becoming a better person. It was like I was now a newer, better version of myself. Hence the party invite.
It was a little before six when I pulled into the parking lot of this once-familiar bar. I glanced briefly over at the pet shop. It was still there, looking as dark and dingy as ever. I smiled a little to myself, remembering the place I'd been, all those months ago when I'd first gone there. It seemed like something different from a memory, like it was a dream. I don't know if it was a good dream or a bad one. I shook my head and then got out of my car and shuffled into the bar.
Everyone from work was already there. A couple of people turned as I walked in and said hello. I found a spot at an open table and sat down with my co-workers. They'd already ordered and someone said they'd gotten me a burger. It was a nice evening. I had long since learned that most of my co-workers were really nice people and I looked forward to going out with them. We ate together and I made light conversation with people. I milled around the restaurant, dropping into conversations, laughing at funny stories, and sharing things of my own. I had a few drinks and sang along when we wished Andrea a happy birthday. It wasn't the best party I'd ever been to, but I was fully involved in it and it made me feel good. Whole.
Sometime a little before nine, a couple of people had already started to leave. I had an engagement as well. I stood up to leave.
"Heading out?" a woman who I supervised, Lisa, said. I looked at her and smiled.
"Yeah, I have to get to work," I said. She stuck out her tongue but smiled back.
"We have karaoke coming up, sure you don't want to stay?" Someone else, Andy, asked seriously. I put up my hands.
"Oh absolutely not, I can't sing."
"I don't sing either," he said, "But you have to hear Dan make an ass of himself." I laughed, trying to picture Dan singing. I was actually tempted.
"Some other time, I promise."
"Your loss," Andy said but in a good-natured way.
"Have a good night," Lisa said sincerely, "See you Monday."
"See you Monday," I said and started to walk towards the door. I nodded at people and waved goodbye on my way out. I stepped outside and breathed in the cool evening air. I had a smile plastered on my face that I couldn't have dropped if I wanted to. Everything just felt so right. I looked to my side, over at the pet shop and then checked my watch. Nine o'clock.
I moved towards the pet shop, the opposite direction of my car. The lights were still on. I knew from experience that the place didn't close until ten. I wondered for a moment if anyone from my office was leaving at the same time, if they would see me. I decided not to worry about it. I walked briskly across the blacktop and grabbed the handle on the door.
I walked inside and smelled the familiar, musty scent of the pet shop. I looked at the register and saw a college-aged boy casually reading a car magazine. He didn't even look up as I walked in. The animals seemed equally bored. I ignored them all and quickly walked towards the bathroom.
I stepped inside and saw that everything was as I had left it the last time I was there. Three stalls, a sterile smell, and a dirty floor. I looked at myself once in the mirror. My face was brighter than it had been the last time I was here, less pinched at the eyes and more likely to smile. I stuck my tongue out and then walked toward the stalls.
This time I did something different, something I hadn't done since my first trip to the pet shop. Instead of walking toward the side stall, I marched directly into the middle stall. I turned, shut the door and sat down on the toilet. I let out a deep breath.
Here I was at the site of my absolute lowest point in my life. I thought back to that day, when I'd run out of the bar to flee a man I was certain was dangerous, climbed into this room and hid in terror and shame. The same walking route I'd taken that night, but a million miles away in terms of mental well-being. It hardly seemed possible. I put my head in my hands, as I had that night, but I simply shook my head in my hands.
After a few moments of rumination, I leaned back against the tank of the toilet and glanced at my watch. It was five minutes after nine. I had an appointment to keep. I lifted my hand now and rapped three times in quick succession against the thin metal separator between the stalls. I paused a moment and then rapped on final time, slightly louder.
I looked towards the narrow, taped hole in the separator that I'd been extremely familiar with, at least from the other side. I didn't have to wait very long. After a few moments, I saw a 5-inch cock with smooth white skin, and a pink rounded tip push through the opening. I could smell it as well, the thick musky scent of arousal. It filled my little stall and made my mouth water. In a moment, I heard the metal crinkle and I knew that the person on the other side was pressed all the way against the separator.
I quickly slid off of the toilet seat and dropped to my knees on the dirty floor. I was looking the cock, essentially, in the face. It was twitching slightly and just the sight of it made my mouth water. I felt my own cock stiffening underneath my skirt, pressing against my tight panties. Now I breathed in deeply, pulling the deep sexual scent into my lungs.
The tension was already building inside of me. I didn't want to wait any longer. I reached my hand forward slowly and then carefully draped my hand across the top of the stiff cock. The skin felt smooth and hot against my fingers and I felt the person on the other side tremble. I curled my fingers all the way around the cock, feeling the tense muscles under the silky skin. I stroke the cock once, dragging my hand back towards my face. I watched the skin bunch up around the tip of the cock, then slid my hand back away again.
The person on the other side felt completely rigid, I could feel their tension through the cock. I could almost picture someone, standing on their tip toes, holding their breath. In fact, at that moment I head a small hiss of air push through someone's lungs. But I was just warming my partner up. I wanted a lot more.
I licked my lips once as I continued to stroke the cock slowly. I started to lean forward. I closed my eyes and dropped my hand from the cock as I did so. I felt the tip of the penis press against my pursed lips and smiled. Then I slowly opened my mouth. The person on the other side of the barrier thrust harder, making the barrier between us shudder. I slid my tongue out and raked across the bottom of the cock. I bounced it once gently on my tongue and felt a shiver run through my partner. It felt incredibly smooth and tasted salty. Heavenly.
I couldn't go slowly anymore, I felt my body reacting more and more to the stimulation. I opened my mouth wider and leaned farther in towards the gloryhole. I felt the cock sliding across the top of my tongue and against my lips. The flavor filled my mouth and the scent grew even more intense. I opened my throat and let the cock slide deeper and deeper inside of me. It filled my mouth and pushed back against my throat. I gagged a little and felt my eyes tear up. But it felt wonderful and dirty, just like when I'd been on the other side of that wall.
My lover seemed to understand exactly what I wanted. As the cock found resistance in my throat, it started to pull back sharply. Soon, only the wet tip was still in my mouth. I swirled my tongue around it briefly, tasting the salty pre-cum. But then the cock was slamming back into my throat, hard. My eyes were watering harder now and it hurt as the dick slammed into me. But felt lovely also.
In fact, as the cock started to slam in and out of my mouth I found myself becoming more and more aroused. Even the pain, while real, felt good. It added to the pleasure I felt, having that cock in my mouth. I needed more contact. My hands were free, as I was letting my lover pound at my throat without restraint. My eyes were watering so bad that I couldn't see, but those hands knew what to do. One hand instantly grabbed for my blouse. I popped a few buttons open, reaching into my shirt. I lifted one of my breasts out of my bra, feeling the cold air of the bathroom against my skin. I started to rub my nipple gently while I squeezed the soft flesh of my breasts. At the same time, my other hand hiked up my skirt. I reached my hand inside of my panties, reaching desperately for my own cock. I pulled it out of one of the leg holes, wrapping my fingers around it.
I don't know how long I was like that, time didn't really apply. I had my lips close to the glory hole and a cock was pushed hard into my mouth. At the same pace as my longer was pounding at my throat, I was grabbing my breast and stroking my own cock. The room was filled with the sights, smells, and textures of animal sexuality. It felt electric.
I guess my lover felt it as well. After some indeterminate about of time, I felt my lover's pace lessen slightly. I felt them push hard into my throat, pull back slightly and then stop. I heard a noise on the other side and then I felt the cock sort of swell in my mouth. I felt the urethra against my tongue, expand and then contract. Then, I felt a hot, wetness against my tongue. A familiar and lovely smell filled my nose and a thick globs of liquid started to fill my mouth. The cock shot wad after wad of sticky cum against my tongue and my teeth. Soon it was pooling in my cheeks and I had to swallow some of it down to keep it from drooling down my chin. But I kept most of it, letting my tongue sink into it.
After a few moments, the pace started to slacken and the last few dribbles of cum poured into my mouth. I felt the cock slide out of from between my lips and pull back into its own stall. I knew the rules in this place, I knew that the temporary breach in the wall was over and I was supposed to leave. But I also knew that the restrictive rules didn't mean anything to me anymore.
I stood up from the bathroom floor quickly and thrust open the door of my stall. I rushed out into the bathroom and turned towards the stall next to me. I quickly grabbed the handle and flung it open. I took one quick step inside.
"Hell baby, happy anniversary," Michelle said, smiling at me in a sultry way. She stood in the stall, completely naked facing me with her hands on her hips. Her cock was still twitching from her orgasm and her face looked absolutely relaxed and happy.
I smiled but said nothing. Instead I took two steps towards my lover and wrapped my arms around her neck. I heard Michele groan slightly and watched her tilt her head. She threw her arms around my waist and pulled me in. My cock was still pulled out of my panties and was actually holding my skirt up oddly. I felt it brush against Michele's naked thigh as we pressed together.
Now I pressed my lips against hers, melting into those pillowy lips that had first drawn me to her. I felt them part slightly and I pressed my advantage. I slid my hot tongue into her mouth and felt her familiar tongue meet it. Then, without offering her any warning, pushed the big glob of her cum and my spit into Michele's mouth. The liquid still felt hot in my mouth as it spilled between my lips. Michele moaned in surprise, but allowed the hot glob to land in her mouth.
Soon our kiss was becoming more passionate. My tongue pressed deeply into her mouth and then she returned the favor. All the while the cum and saliva passed back forth between our mouth, coating our teeth and sliding down our throats. We kissed with such abandon that soon some of the cum was dripping out of our mouths and our chins glisten. A few bits even landed on my breasts. Finally, when each of us had about half the cum in our mouths, I broke our kiss. Then I swallowed down my half. I leaned back a little and looked at my lover.
"Happy anniversary beautiful," I said now that my mouth was no longer full. I watched as Michele swallowed down her share and then giggled. She wrapped her arms around me a little tighter.
"You are nasty!" she said, giggling louder.
"Says the girl who agreed to meet me in a dirty pet store bathroom on short notice!" I said and she threw her head back and laughed.
"I love you," she said as her laughs subsided. I looked at her more closely now, and the joking mood started to dissipate. I thought about the woman in my arms and everything we'd been through together.
"I love you too. Thanks for letting me choose how we celebrated our new year. It know it is kind of gross here, but I needed to remind us of how far we've come. I couldn't have imagined a year ago where my life would be now and I couldn't imagine that I would ever find someone to love and someone to love me that is as perfect as you," I said. She smiled again, wider now and I saw tears in the corners of her eyes. I felt them too.
"You are sweet," she said and kissed me once on the cheek, "But you are still nasty." Now it was my turn to laugh. It made me love her even more. How had I gotten so lucky? How as this my life now?
"Oh yeah?" I asked, "Show me how nasty you are." I turned and leaned forward against the door. I stuck my ass out far and then looked back over my shoulder, "Fuck me."
"There's my girl!" Michele responded. In half a second she was down on her knees behind me. I watched her still-hard cock bouncing slightly as she did so. She quickly grabbed the hem of my panties and pulled them down around my ankles. I watched her pretty head with her long dark hair as she started to lean in towards me.
Then I felt her hands on my ass cheeks, pulling them apart. We'd given up on lube a long time ago. We'd found other options to be more...fun. Michele's hair cascaded around my ass and I felt her hot breath against my anus and my scrotum.
I shook all over as I felt her face sink into my ass and her tongue press out slowly against my anus. I felt her tongue swirling around my crinkled opening. It felt hot, wet, and naughty. I felt as she lapped her tongue against my anus, covering it in her saliva (and probably a little bit of her cum). Then I felt her tongue probing into my asshole, pressing inside and spreading me. I felt the deliciously uncomfortable sensation of being spread open and I grew more and more excited as I felt myself being lubed up.
Finally, I felt a cold rush of air as Michele moved away from my asshole. She stood up quickly and leaned over my back. I felt her hair on my back and her breasts pressed against my ass. Suddenly, her hand was directly in front of my face, palm up.
"Little spit honey," she said and I spat into her hand. I looked over my shoulder and watched as she slathered my saliva all over her cock, lubing her up as well. Then I felt one of her hands on my ass again, spreading my cheeks and giving her access.
Her other hand was at the base of her cock and in a few moments I felt its hard tip against my wet anus. She moved her hand from my ass to my hips and started to guide her cock into my asshole. At first I felt intense pressure as she started to press into me. Not a pinching pain, but a dull thrusting pain. Then, I felt the tip of her cock press into my aching asshole. She moved her hand so that they were both now on my hips.
She pressed slowly but steadily, driving her cock deeper and deeper into my asshole. I felt my body start to relax, allowing Michele to move with more ease. I felt myself filling up but now the pain was subsiding. Pleasure took its place. In just a few minutes I felt Michele's stomach against my ass, her balls against mine. She was completely inside of me.
Now she started to fuck me. Her cock slid in and out of my body, alternatively filling me and letting me loose. Each time she moved, the pleasure became more and more intense. My cock ached as she fucked me. I braced myself with one hand against the door, and with the other I reached and grabbed my breast yet again. I wanted to stroke my cock, but I wanted Michele to get me off more, so I held back. I was moaning loudly now, no longer caring what noises I made in this place.
Michele and I reached a perfect rhythm, her cock slamming into me with perfect speed and depth. My hips rocked back into her, my anus holding her tight. Her cock was held tightly in my soft insides. Our pace started to move faster and faster as we both felt we were reaching something. I felt Michele's body pressing the exact right spot, I could feel the tension building inside of me.
Finally, I felt the tension build to an unbearably crescendo inside of me. Every muscle in my body tensed, including my anus, squeezing Michele tight and preventing her from moving. I clenched harder, milking her cock. At the exact same moment, my lover Michele and I came. I felt Michele's cum pumping into my asshole and it was like she pumping pleasure into my body. As my ass filled with her warm cum I felt the electrical warmth of an orgasm spread from there and out all over my body. I felt my balls seize and thick ropes of cum shot out of my own cock, spaying against my breasts and the door of the stall.



I knew that Michele was experiencing an intense orgasm as well. Our moans and groans filled the room together. I felt her fingers digging into my ass cheeks as she did so. Finally, after an almost impossibly long time, I felt my orgasm subside. Michele's did as well and I felt her now-soft cock slid out of my ass and send a shiver through my spine.
I stood against the wall now panting. I felt light headed and my breath was sharp in my chest. For a moment, I was disoriented, not sure where I was or, more importantly when. I know it sounds crazy, but for a half second I wondered if I was back in time to the first time I'd felt pleasure here, if it now meant that it was time for me to rebuild my walls. I felt a shadow of that former isolation, that had trapped me for nearly ten years. I looked at the gray walls of the bathroom and didn't see a fortress, I saw a prison.
But even as I thought this, I felt Michele's soft hands against my body. I could feel warmth flowing through from her hands. I caught my breath and slowly, my mind returned to where I was and who I was. The panic that had briefly gripped me started to slip away. I felt Michele's hands spin me around and into a standing position. I felt her arms wrap around me and pull me in.
"I love you, I love you, I love you," she chanted into my each, raining kisses on my cheek. Any fears or discomforts I might have felt melted out of me. I wrapped my arms around her as well. These now familiar arms, a far more secure and happy fortress. I felt content in the protection of my love.
We stood there for a long time, holding one another and professing our love in the afterglow of intense physical pleasure. And there was absolutely nothing between us.
The End
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Dear Reader: You are about to embark on the longest piece of writing I have ever completed. Please enjoy it in good health. The novel (and yes, it is an 88,000 word novel) has been split into four sections, this being the first section. The entire book is already completed and I will be releasing the remaining three sections over the next few weeks. So if you like this, keep your eyes open for future installments.
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And please let me know what you think.
Actual Sorority Sisters Part 1
Prologue: A Secret Rush
I was standing on the sidewalk, facing away from the street. The building in front of me was a massive, four-story brick structure with elegant white columns. The building was surrounded by a large and well-maintained yard. The buildings on either side of it were largely identical, save for the fact that each had a different sign hanging from the fourth floor balcony. This particular building had three large letters on the balcony. These three letters were in Greek. I am bound by honor (and I think a legal document I signed) not to say what those three letters were. I was standing at the top of an elegant stone walkway that led up to the front of the building. Actually, it led to a massive, well-designed front porch and the impressive oak front door.
In case you have not yet guessed, I was standing in front of a sorority house at a well known public university in the Mid-West. Trust me, you've heard of my school. You've probably seen our football team on television. Anyway, I was a 19 year old freshman at the time and I was trying to work up the nerve to walk up that elegant walkway to the massive porch so that I could step through the impressive oak door. It should have been easy; I was supposed to be there. It was the first day of my pledge period. Except, I also wasn't supposed to be there.
Actually, to explain, I think I need to go back a bit. A couple of weeks earlier. That was the second week of my freshman year at school. It was a Monday afternoon after class (which I was still struggling to adjust to) and my roommate and I had gotten lunch and then headed out to the Pan-Hellenic Fair. I didn't know my roommate very well, but we were sort of forced to be friendly. In the spirit of forced friendship, I had insisted she come with me to the Fair. This was the annual event that kicked off the Rush period for the University's sorority and fraternity community. I, unlike my roommate, was already well aware of this process. My older sister Lily was a senior and the Secretary-Treasurer of one of the most exclusive sororities on campus.
"Lizzie, I don't know why you drug me out to this," my roommate Karen whined, "I am not even sure I want to rush a sorority. It seems kind of... old fashioned or something." I smirked at her.
"72% of students at this university are in the Greek community, and 80% of women," I said, spouting off statistics Lily had told me four years earlier when she was a freshman. I could still remember her first trip home after starting college. I had been almost deliriously happy to see her and I could vividly recall her almost euphoric joy at beginning to pledge at her new sorority. "You don't want to be left on the outside."
"Maybe," Karen said but without much conviction, "Anyway, even if I wanted to, there has got to be like a million sororities here. How in the hell am I supposed to pick one?" My roommate waved her hand over the crowd. And she was right. It was absolute chaos. There were dozens of tables with hundreds of sorority girls and frat guys sitting behind them. The various sororities had big displays out encouraging the freshman girls to rush. All of the sororities wore matching shirts in bright colors to show their unity and to stand out from the crowd. The result was a jumbled mash of bold colors and wild noise.
"Yeah, if I didn't already know exactly where I was going, I would be lost. But I know where I want to rush," I said. I turned toward the third table on the left side and saw two beautiful girls sitting quietly. They might not have had the brightest display or the most exciting t-shirts, but their quiet confidence implied that they didn't need any frills. The three letters splashed across their shirt indicated that they belonged to the sorority I wanted the most. Lily's sorority.
I walked over to their table, smiling brightly. I felt a little bit nervous, walking up and talking to these people. I realized they were probably Lily's friends and I'd always been a little intimidated by her friends. But as I stopped in front of the table and looked at them, they smiled back brightly.
One girl tiled her head to the side and said, "Hi! Are you thinking about rushing," and then she said the name of the sorority which I retract here. She gave me kind of a strange look.
"Yes, absolutely," I said.
"Well my name is Heather and I am the president," she said. Heather was a tall girl, probably around 5'10. She was very slim with long black hair, dark smoky eyes and exceptionally white teeth, "And this is our Vice President Carrie," she said. The other girl nodded slightly but smiled in a friendly enough manner. Carrie was much shorter than Heather, maybe only 5'4 and had short but very nicely styled blonde hair. She had green eyes and very smooth features. Both girls looked beautiful and comfortable in their tight pink t-shirts and shorts.
"Nice to meet you," I said a little too formally.
"Nice to meet you...?" the Heather prompted.
"Oh, I'm sorry. I'm Elizabeth or Lizzie if you prefer."
"Well Lizzie, where have you been considering?" Carrie asked off-handedly.
"Oh, this is the absolute only place I want to pledge!" I gushed loudly. I heard my roommate, who'd caught up to me by now, snicker a little bit at my over-enthusiasm. But the Vice-President smiled broadly when I spoke.
"Good for you. We won't even let someone want rush if we aren't their first choice," the Vice-President said. She spun the clipboard she was holding around and set it facing towards me. My roommate sniffled like this was all too much for her and turned to look at different tables.
"We want to get to know a little more about you. Sign up and leave your e-mail," Heather said and I felt a sudden swelling of excitement and pride. Even rushing for this sorority was not something that most people got to do. I quickly signed my name, filled in my address, and thanked them both profusely.
"I can't wait to get started," I said, almost short of air.
"Same here," Heather said and then winked at Carrie. I didn't know what that meant, but I quickly grabbed a flier from Carrie's hand. It contained a schedule for all of the upcoming rush events. I thanked them both again and then sort of rushed out. I didn't think it was wise to sit around and see if they changed their minds.
I darted off into the crowd to find my roommate. I wasn't sure where she had gone, but as I moved through the crowd I felt like skipping. I'd been waiting to sign up for this sorority ever since I'd moved into my dorm. Ever since I got accepted into the school really. Maybe earlier. And now I had a schedule for Rush events that I was invited to. And the first one was only three days away! I couldn't believe how excited I was.
"Lizzie?" A voice called out and for a second I didn't think that it was for me, but then another, "Lizzie?" I turned, looking to see where my roommate was calling me from. Instead, I turned to see my sister standing amongst the crowd, looking at me coolly. I nodded wanly, familiar with her look and a bit nervous about it, and walked over next to her.
Anyone looking would have instantly realized that Lily and I were sisters. I had always been told while I was growing up that I looked exactly as my older sister had at a similar stage of development. Now at 19 and 23 respectively, and both nearly fully grown, we were close to identical.
We were both short, around 5'3 and voluptuous. At that time I weighed around 140 pounds and Lily probably weighed around 145. However, our weight was strategically placed. We both had flat tummies and narrow waists, but large breasts, bubble butts, and athletic thighs. Most of Lily's extra weight on me she carried in her breasts, which were a cup size bigger than my already large breasts. Judging based on how our mom looked (we both took after her in body type) we both expected to fill out a bit more in the stomach, but avoid looking "dumpy" as we aged. Two kids and my mom still had a girlish figure. We both had olive-colored skin because our father was Lebanese and the long, straight black hair that went with it. We both had large dark brown eyes and long, slender noses. We both had full lips, and bright white teeth. We both had somewhat prominent, but not bulky cheek bones and sleek face shapes. We were always told we were pretty.
Really, there were only four ways to tell us apart. First, there were those larger breasts I mentioned before; second, Lily had a large tattoo of a rose on her left hip (and this was only occasionally visible); third, I had a nose stud; and fourth I was always smiling and Lily was always pissed. That would've been the easiest way to tell us apart that day as I stood in front of her.
"What's that in your hand," Lily said, pointing towards the flier. I looked at it briefly and then smiled at her.
"Yeah, it's..." I started.
"I know what it is!" Lily said, her voice rising now. She saw a couple of people turn and look at her and felt self-conscious. She grabbed my wrist and started to pull me.
"What is your problem?" I asked.
"Shut up and follow me," she said, yanking harder. I stumbled along behind her. Lily dodged between a couple of tables and then out away from the crowd. Finally, she pulled me into a small alcove underneath a set of stairs leading up into a school building she spun around and stared at me.
"What?" I asked, feeling nervous now. My sister had always had a temper, especially with me. And I hated to get on the wrong side of her.
"Me what? You... What do you think you are doing?"
"I was signing up to rush at your sorority," I said perplexed.
"Didn't you think about telling me about your little plan here? You know you have to go to at least 2 rush events to even be considered for the pledge class, right? Did you think you could avoid having me find out? Heather and Carrie just found me a minute ago and said something that looked almost identical to me was going to rush. Did you think I wouldn't notice?"
"What?" I said, completely confused, "I wasn't hiding anything I was going to tell you tonight. I thought you'd be happy!" I said. I could never figure my sister out. Why was this making her angry?
"I don't care if you were or weren't at this point," she said wiping her hair out of her eyes angrily, "The answer is no. You can't rush and you definitely can't pledge. Go pick another sorority or don't pick one at all." I felt like she'd punched me in the gut. I wriggled my wrist out of her grip.
"What are you talking about? The President and Vice President invited me to rush. You can't just tell me 'no.'" I said haughtily. Lily's lips pursed together like she was trying to keep her composure.
"Why do you always have to be like this?"
"Like what? Like be interested in things in the university? Like want to make friends? I am not doing anything to you. You are being weird." I yelled back.
"You are doing something to me. You are doing what you've always done. You are tagging along with whatever I am doing just because I am doing it. I spent a long time deciding what sorority I wanted to join and then I spent three years making friends there and earning people's respect so that I could be Secretary-Treasurer. And now, now you just want to walk in and become a part of something that is mine. Like you always do. This is exactly the same thing as the first goddamned day of my senior year of high school when you insisted that you would ride with me and my friends to school!" she said, barely able to spit out one sentence before another came flipping out over top of it.
"First of all, I had to get a ride it was like half a mile to school and..."
"So what? I walked that half mile every day, back and forth, my freshman year AND my sophomore year. I waited and then when I had friends who drove, I got a ride. But you don't feel like you have to pay any dues. You just find whatever is mine and make it yours."
"You are being a bitch! I can do what I want when I want," I said back. This was not the first time we'd had almost this exact same fight, but this was over something bigger. I really wanted this.
"Yeah, you always have. Unfortunately, you are such a sad loser that you only ever figure out what you want after I say what I want. And you always want the exact same moment that I want it. Well guess what, mom and dad aren't here now to make me give everything to you. This was my place first and you can't have it. I can't believe I still have to put up with this childish bullshit when I am 23 years old!" she said, exasperated. I was almost shaking with anger.
"This isn't about you, it is about me!" I said, but I felt like I was floundering.
"Yeah, well let ME tell YOU something. There is no way you are going to rush. I will make sure of that. If you show up at a rush event, I will immediately escort you out. And there is no one you can cry to about it because in my sorority, with my friends, I am in charge."
"You can't do that. There are rules against it."
"Even if there were," Lily spat back, "It wouldn't matter. I made it into this sorority, but it isn't genetic. You don't have what it takes," And with that, Lily dropped my arm and immediately stormed off, leaving me confused and dejected under the stairs.
I flopped down heavily on the cool concrete and buried my face in my hands. What had just happened? I had expected Lily to be happy for me. She always had such lovely things to say about her sorority, I thought she'd want to share it with me. Hell, her glowing review of the place was why I wanted to be there. And what was all that talk about me taking things from her? I mean I kind of understood how she had complained when I'd moved into her bigger room when she went to college, but she barely stayed at home anymore so what difference did it make. Why did she always have to make me feel like I was living my life to spite her?
Okay, so maybe she was a little bit right that I liked to do the things she did. I took tap dancing because she did. I joined soccer at school because she had. I liked bands because she recommended them. Hell, I would admit it. I even applied to this college because she'd liked it so much. But it wasn't like me doing those things stole anything from her. And I liked those things anyway; I didn't just like them because she did them first. If she said that "The university is great" and then I went to the university and agreed, did that mean I was copying her or that we just had similar taste? If anything, she should be happy that I kind of looked up to her and gave weight to her opinions before I made up my own mind. And that was absolutely what I'd done. Or, I told myself that at least.
As for "not having what it takes," I was too angry about that to even think about it. I'd been just as good at anything as she ever was. Even considering it made me shake. So I pushed it out of my conscious thoughts.
I was feeling self-righteous and angry as I finally pulled myself back up to a standing position under the stairs. But I lacked the energy to do anything with it. Instead, I hung my head and started to walk back to my dorm. I didn't even bother to look for my roommate, she would figure it out.
Feelings of persecution and despair washed over me in waves. And embarrassment. Lots of that. I couldn't believe how stupid Lily was capable of making me feel. I was supposed to be an adult. By the time I got to my dorm, I felt like an absolute schmuck. I paused outside and looked at the ugly building. This, not a pretty sorority house, would be my home for at least another year. I saw a garbage can against the wall and looked at the flier still clutched in my hand. I figured that I might as well throw it out for all the good it would do me. But I scanned over it a bit as I walked towards the can. I was just about to drop it when something caught my eye.
"What is this?" I asked myself, smiling now and feeling the rage and the embarrassment I'd felt earlier start to drain. There was an asterisk next to the third event. I looked at the bottom of the page and it stated, "Due to a scheduling conflict caused by the variable time set for the football game, this particular event will be organized by seniors other than the Officers. The officers will be meeting with the rest of the Pan-Hellenic Council to discuss the year's schedule of events." That meant, that for at least one of the rush events, my sister would not be present. I scanned over the other events that were listed.
I was shocked to see something I hadn't realized before regarding the first event, just three days in the future. That day happened to be my Sister's birthday. I knew for a fact that my parents were coming up to take her out to dinner. I had been invited, but declined to go because I though that Lily might want some time with our parents to herself. Where was my credit for that? Anyway, that gave me two rush events where my sister would not be present.
For a second, I dismissed the ideas that were brewing in my mind. They would never work. Then, I thought back on the time my sister had invited me to join her "club" when we were kids. I'd been so excited. It was just my sister and her friends in the tree house my dad had made in the back yard and I was invited! Except, when I'd climbed up into the tree house, they'd just pelted me with water balloons and laughed as I almost plummeted to my near death. Suddenly, my nerves were steeled. I wasn't ready to give up on my sorority just yet. And with the sort of innocent desire to be in the sorority before was added a hard determination to prove to my sister that I could do whatever I wanted for my own reasons. And I was going to prove that I deserved to be there.
* * * * *
I had refined my plan all during the next three days, figuring exactly what I was going to do and say to try to get this to work. The key to my strategy was twofold. First, I had to convince the sorority to give me a chance despite my sister's disapproval. If I was able to do that, and it was a big if, I had to make a huge impression. There were five events, but I was only going to two of them to avoid my sister. People had to remember me even when they saw other people more than twice as much.
So, when the day finally came for the first event, the one that would include the Heather and Carrie, but not my sister, I pulled out all the stops. First, I knew that my sister's sorority prided themselves on being the most attractive sorority on campus. Clearly they thought I was pretty enough to be in, since my sister looked almost exactly like me and was an officer. But I wanted to be positive. So I spent about two hours straightening my hair, applying my make-up, and picking out just the right clothes. I settled on a short (but not scandalous) light yellow skirt, a white button-up blouse, and a pink cardigan. I looked summery, sexy, and confident. And I felt it.



Now it was just time to dazzle. The first event was at a local pizza place, nothing too exciting. But they'd rented out the top floor so that it would just be the sorority girls and the rushes. I decided to come about twenty minutes after it started, so I would be punctual but not desperate looking. But the waiting was awful; I was so nervous and excited I didn't know what to think. If Lily found out I was doing this, she might never forgive me.
Finally, the time came for me to go and I almost sprinted the eight blocks from my dorm room to the pizza place. When I arrived, I saw the ground floor with a large number of people sitting and eating. I then spotted a sign pointing up a flight of stairs that had the name of my sister's sorority. I felt my heart skip a beat and then pushed myself forward.
When I reached the top of the stairs, the din of the pizza place lowered and I could hear a few muffled voices on the far side. Finally, I pushed open the door and stepped in. It was a large, brightly lit room with a dozen tables scattered about. There were probably 12 girls there already. But two of them were sitting at a desk immediately in front of the door I'd just entered. It was Heather and Carrie. They had a list for taking roll.
"Ah!" Carrie said, "Lizzie and I guess its... Abood?" I blushed as she discussed my last name, I felt liked been keeping something from them before.
"Yeah," I said with obvious embarrassment.
"I can't get over how much you look like your sister," Heather said shaking her head.
"And Lily can't get over how much she does NOT want you in this sorority," Carrie said and laughed a little. It was now or never time.
"Yeah, that's why I came tonight. To talk to you about Lily. Well, not about Lily but about me. I knew she wouldn't be here tonight" I started. That didn't sound particularly forceful, I needed to do better.
"Yeah, well talking isn't going to do you much good. We were more than willing to let you rush, but if Lily says absolutely 'no', then our hands are tied." Carrie stated.
"Well wait, let her tell us what she was thinking," Heather said to Carrie, then turning to me, "What did you want to say?" I took a deep breath.
"Look, you both asked me to rush before any of this stuff happened with my sister. And I wasn't lying when I said this was the only sorority I cared about. If I don't get in here, I don't want anything else. I belong here. And I belong here on my merits. Whether I get in or don't get in should have nothing to do with my sister. I know that in order to become a pledge I need to go to at least 2 rush events and also get voted into the top 20 of the rush class by current members," I said. I'd read the bylaws and constitution online, I was ready for this, "So here I am, one rush event and my sister isn't here."
"Well she will be here for the rest, are you going to wear a disguise?" Carrie said and I vehemently shook my head.
"Not the third event. You all won't be there because you have a Pan-Hellenic meeting. I saw it on your flier," I explained.
"I still don't get it," Carrie said, "Even if you go to two Rush events, your sister is going to know and she is going to re-iterate her blackball. When we sit down to vote she will just say, 'that is my sister, she is a little bitch. Don't vote for her or I will take it personally,' and people will listen to her. And even if that weren't the issue, the other girls rushing will get five chances; you won't be able to compete." She had pretty skillfully explained all of the flaws I'd already noticed in my own plea. But I had to stick with it.
"Listen, if I am voted into the top 20 in the rush class I get to be a prospective pledge right? And then there is a 'culling period' of one month, isn't there? That's where you winnow down the class from 20 prospective pledges to the 10 girls you are going to invite in. If you guys don't say anything to my sister until then, I can get a fair chance. I get these two rush events, which puts me at a disadvantage I know, but if I convince everyone enough with just these two chances, then I deserve to be in the top 20. And there is no risk of pissing off my sister too bad. Because if I get voted in the top 20, then I can get a month during the culling period to convince you I belong in the ten girl pledge class. And my sister will find out at that point because I will be at the sorority house everyday and she will get her chance to tell everyone I shouldn't get voted on. But at least I will have a chance. That's all I want." I'd practiced that many times and it had gone off perfectly. It sounded absolutely reasonable and fair. I just hoped the officers agreed.
"You know more about the bylaws that I do," Carrie snorted. But Heather was leaning forward biting her lower lip.
"So you want to get two rush events to wow everyone but your sister?" she asked and I nodded. It seemed like she was biting.
"Just a chance," I said. She paused for a long while, even leaning back in her chair and crossing her arms in front of her breasts. Contemplating. Finally she leaned forward.
"Okay Lizzie... Actually, no Ellie," she said and winked, "I will put you down under that name on the forms. If you get the votes, your sister won't know until you show up."
"She is going to be pissed!" Carrie said.
"Yeah well...she shouldn't have run against me for president then," Heather hissed, "I told her I had the votes and she had to have a divisive election to prove the point. Well, now I get to show her the kind of power a president gets to wield." I wondered for a second what I'd stepped into. Did Heather and my sister not get along? Whatever, she seemed to back my plan. The enemy of my enemy I guess.
"So I can try?" I asked. Heather looked at Carrie for a second.
"You are a stone cold bitch!" Carrie said and then giggled.
"Yeah, go give it a try," Heather said. At first I was worried again about the seeming animosity between Lily and Heather, but then her permission sort of sank in. I had a chance! Now was the time to make the most of it.
"Better get out there and get to work," Carrie said, gesturing out towards the crowd. I nodded my head. Now, in high school I hadn't exactly been an overly social person. I had a small group of friends and I got along with everyone. Not a nerd but not a 'cool kid' either. But that night I knew I had to turn it on. I had prepared myself for all the previous night. And as I moved past Heather and Carrie's desk I pushed down my nerves and social anxieties. I had to shine.
And I think I did. I won't get into the tedious details, but I did what I had to do. I moved around the party and talked to everyone. I laughed a little extra at things I found was funny (though I wouldn't fake it, If something wasn't funny I would just politely stay silent), I shared anecdotes, I complimented people on their clothes or purses or whatever, and generally did whatever it took to charm anyone and everyone. And I made it my business to talk to everyone and mention to everyone that my name was "Ellie." And A few days later at the second event I tried to do it all over again, except this time I was more comfortable and even had some people I wanted to talk with. I had fun! The girls all seemed super nice and interesting. They were the kind of girls I would want to spend four years with. And both nights, I avoided thinking about my sister. I wanted something and I decided what I had to do to get it. And when that rush event was over, I knew that everyone knew who Ellie was and I left it up to chance.
It was another week before all of the rush events were over. And it was the longest week of my life. I could barely focus on class. My roommate kept asking if I was sick (she'd decided not to rush anywhere, by the way), but I was just nervous and excited and curious. Finally, I came home one night from the dining hall and found, slipped underneath of the door, an envelope. And inside it was an invitation to join 19 other freshman girls for a chance to be in the sorority! I had a 1 in 2 chance of making it in, so I guess my sister didn't know what she was saying when she claimed I didn't have what it took to get in! I'd never felt more triumphant in my entire life.
And that was how I found myself standing in front of the sorority house, feeling both excited and nervous about going inside. I was excited to start the "culling" process, trying to prove I deserved to be there, but also not looking forward to seeing my sister. We'd barely spoken since the day at the Pan-Hellenic Fair. She was going to be pissed. But, I was also a little happy I was pissing her off. Sisters, right?
Anyway, that thought got my feet moving and in a few moments I was standing at the front door, knocking. The door opened and Heather was behind it. She was smiling already, but when she saw who it was her eyes brightened. She looked both wicked and beautiful as she ushered me inside.
"Oh Ellie," she said, "We've been waiting for you!" She said. She grabbed my wrist and pulled me through the foyer and into the first room. It was a large living room with several couches and chairs piled around. There were a couple of girls already there. Some new prospective pledges and some existing members. I recognized a couple of them as people I'd gotten friendly with at rush event. They smiled at me and waved and I returned the greeting. But Heather was just closing the door when I heard the other shoe drop.
"No!" I heard in my sister's loud voice. I spun around and saw her standing next to a far wall. She was marching over quickly towards me. Heather stood next to me, still smirking.
"I...uh," I started. I felt a panic I hadn't expected. I knew my sister was going to be pissed when she saw me, and even more pissed when she knew I wasn't going to leave, but knowing something would happen was different than seeing it happen. My sister hadn't looked so angry at me in years. I had been going on the assumption that once all of this settled down, that we'd be okay again (we didn't always fight). Now I was worried I might be doing permanent damage to our relationship. I could see it in her eyes.
"You need to go," Lily said as she reached me. She stopped right in front of me, pointing her finger in my face. I addition to my concern, I also felt anger rising up inside of me. If anyone was trying to ruin our relationship, it was Lily. She was choosing to make it like this. I was about to yell something back, but Heather stepped in between us.
"Sorry Lily, but she is on the list. Ellie got enough votes to be here."
"Ellie!" she said peering around Heather, "What is this?" She pulled a list of names out of her purse and looked at it. She must've seen the name Ellie with a vote tally. No last name (as I guess was normal) and no Lizzie. For a second she seemed to be thinking about it, and then the full scope of my plan seemed to dawn on her.
"You know the rules, if someone gets the votes, they get a shot," Heather said and I could feel the animosity between them. I didn't know if I should be happy that I was lucky enough to have a breach to exploit or upset that I was in some way compounding my sister's conflict with someone in her sorority. But things moved too fast to worry about it.
"What the fuck is wrong with you?" Lily asked after a pause. For a moment I thought she was talking to me, but I saw that she was looking directly at Heather.
"I don't make the rules, I follow them. That's my job as president," Heather said coolly, "She got the seventh most votes so it was an easy call." I couldn't resist a considerable flood pride at that number. Seventh most! But I didn't let it show on my face. Lily looked flummoxed.
"She didn't go to the rush events!" She scrambled.
"She went to two, you just happened to be absent," Heather said.
"She can't be here and you know it...It isn't right," Lily said, almost stamping her foot like a spoiled child. But there was real pain in her voice. I was too confused to know how to feel.
"I can't decide to kick her out. You know the rules. She has the votes, she gets a chance. If you want her gone, you have a month to convince everyone she doesn't belong. There are 19 other girls you can try to shepherd in ahead of her."
"You planned this you," she said, "And you used my little sister. Christ Heather, it wasn't personal I ran for an office and you won. I got over losing, why can't you get over winning?"
"I don't know what you're talking about. Please settle down, other girls are coming. We don't want to make a big scene" Heather said. And then she slid out from between my sister and I and went to the door.
For a moment my sister just stared at me. I was still surprised that she seemed angrier at Heather than she did at me. But she still starred at me with...disappointment. I wasn't ready for that look. It actually cut me a bit. I was alright with anger, I could deal with that, but this made me feel...guilty. Even if that wasn't fair for her to make me feel, I felt it. Finally she shook her head and walked half a step closer to me.
"I told you to just leave well enough alone. You do not belong here. And you have no idea what you got yourself into. But you are going to learn," Lily hissed. Then she pushed passed me and back into the crowd. I thought it was an empty threat because I'd defied her. But I would soon find that Lily was right, I had a lot to learn.
Chapter 1: Culling and the Day One of Pledge Week
For the culling period, I still had to live in my dorm but I went to the sorority house every single day. And oh that house! It was really just the most amazing place I'd ever been and I desperately wanted to live there. I already sort of explained how it looked on the outside, stately and imposing. On the inside, it had ancient hardwood floors and warm yellow paint that brightened the place and made it feel open and inviting. There were windows everywhere bathing every nook and cranny in natural light.
The first floor was all common areas. Like I said, you walked into a foyer but then immediately entered a large, rectangular living room. There was a large television mounted on the wall and plenty of places to sit. At a normal time, there would be 40 girls in the sorority, and most of them could probably lounge comfortably in that living room. It stretch almost the entire width of the building. On the far left wall as you walked in was also a very large fireplace that looked like it was actually used in winter. There was a door on the right-hand wall that led to hallway and the stairs leading to the higher floors. Directly across from the front door was a door leading into the rest of the first floor.
Passing through that door led to a large dining room that had four ten-person tables, one for each pledge-class. There was a chandelier and big bay windows that really opened the room up. There was a door on the left that led to the large kitchen and to the first floor bathrooms. All of the rooms on this floor were massive and gave plenty of room for 40 girls to comfortably co-exist.
The top three floors were all living quarters. Each floor had ten bedrooms, five on both sides of a long, narrow hallway. At the end of each hallway was a large bathroom with five stalls, five sinks, and six shower stalls. The rooms themselves were relatively small, but bright and homey. The second floor housed the freshman (after the pledge period) and sophomores. These underclassmen had to share rooms. The freshman were all on the hallway facing towards the back of the house and the sophomores faced the front of the house. The third floor was for juniors and they had private rooms. Finally, the fourth floor had private rooms for seniors. In addition, the windows on the fourth floor were extremely large and there were balconies jutting from each bedroom. That, I suppose was the benefit of moving up a flight of stairs for senior year. From the very first day I was there and took the tour with the other prospective pledges, I wanted one of those rooms.
And I had plenty of time in that month long culling period to pine over those beautiful rooms and the beautiful house. I was pretty much expected to be at the house every waking moment not occupied with other matters. That meant I was in my dorm room for sleep, in a cafeteria for breakfast and lunch, in a classroom for class, and at the sorority house at any other time, including dinner.
I had been a little bit frightened that the culling process was going to be rough. I was frightened that in order to decide who was fit to be a member of the sorority and who was not would depend on who could stand up to pressure. But, I was pleased to learn that that wasn't the case. In fact, I couldn't say for sure what criteria the sorority used to decide who would make the cut. Most of the time we were there, we just sort of all hung out together in a casual way.
I got to know all of the girls in the sorority better. It was tough to learn the names of 30 girls (well, 29, I knew my sister already) in just a couple of days, but I got pictures from the library and made flash cards so I would remember. I would go to the house after class and maybe watch television with a group of juniors and discuss the show or play volleyball in the backyard with some of the sophomores. Every single person seemed incredibly nice and welcoming. They all wanted to know about me and find out how I enjoyed the sorority and the school.
All except for one person of course. My sister. We hadn't really spoken since the day I'd shown up with my invitation in hand. She hadn't been outwardly angry with me since then, but she was cool. I saw how she interacted with the other prospective pledges. Warm, affectionate, and inviting. But she didn't have anything like that for me. I wondered what she was saying to the other sorority sisters behind my back. For whatever it was worth, I didn't notice any difference in the way the other girls treated me. If she was trying to undermine my candidacy, it didn't appear to be working well.
I should note that as the days stretched into weeks I noticed a couple of strange things about the sorority. And I should preface this by saying at the time they seemed like completely isolated strange things. As they were happening I just barely noticed them. It wasn't until later, when more of the mysteries of the sorority were revealed to me that these things came back to me and clicked into place.
For example, sometimes one of the sisters would ask a prospective pledge to do a favor or retrieve something, like a can of soda or something. Then, when the prospective pledge would go to complete the task, the sister would give her a playful swat on the behind. It was almost jock-ish, but still seemed a little bit strange. Another strange thing that I noticed was in that month, none of the girls in the sorority ever seemed to leave to go on a date with a boy. No boys ever came to the house. And like I said, I was there almost all the time. My sister had always had boyfriends in high school, but she'd never brought one home from college.
Another thing was that the girls were always complimenting one another on their looks. And I mean I know that isn't strange in and of itself, but it seemed a little more intense than in most other places. Girls would compliment one another on how their breasts looked in a top or how "sexy" they looked in a skirt. It went beyond saying, "Oh god Becky, I love what you did to your hair." It was more like, "Becky, you look so good I want to run my fingers through your hair." And again, it wasn't like this happened constantly and usually didn't feel too strange in context (though I did feel uncomfortable when a junior named Laura had spent almost two minutes complimenting my ass), but it was a little different.
But like I said, pulling these things out makes it seem like it was a lot more prevalent that it was. Most of the time was just chill and easy going without any sort of strange, vaguely sexual undercurrent. I didn't suspect anything out of the ordinary, other than that these girls were comfortable with the female body. And I liked that.



In fact I loved being at the sorority. It was everything I'd hoped it would be and more. There was laughter and camaraderie, a sense of purpose, people to discuss my ideas with, and a general bank of knowledge about college where I could learn from the mistakes of others. And I just had fun. As each day passed in that month, I knew more and more that I wanted to stay there. I hoped I'd made enough of an impact to overcome whatever roadblocks Lily was throwing up in my way.
So the month of culling passed in an absolute whirlwind. Each day, the tension grew greater and greater inside of me. Part of me wanted the month to just end so I could find out if I got in. Another part never wanted the month to end in case I didn't. But one month to the day after I received my invitation in my dorm room, Heather gathered everyone together in the dining room to make the announcement.
It was early afternoon and I was amongst the last into the room. It was Sunday, but I'd been studying at the library for a quiz I had the next morning. Now my stomach was tied in knots and I felt that I could barely breathe. I looked for my sister for some sign, good or bad, about what would happen. But she was standing next to Heather, looking very official and not giving anything away. The officers were standing in the back of the room against the wall. All of the other sisters were sitting at the tables. The freshmen, including me, were standing against the opposite wall, like we were waiting for an execution squad.
"Alright ladies, first and foremost I want to thank all of you for coming out this last month and it had really been a pleasure getting to know all of you. How about a round of applause for our prospective pledges?" Heather asked and the crowd instantly began to clap loudly and enthusiastically for all of us.
"Fortunately, the month long culling period is over. Unfortunately that means that half of you will not be returning. And I absolutely mean this, this years class was incredibly strong. We could have easily accepted 13 of 14 of you into the sorority if we had the space," Heather stated. The longer she spoke the more nervous I got. I looked at the other girls lined up on the wall with me. I saw the tension and anticipation in their eyes as well. I'd gotten to know a lot of them, I wondered if I got in, who amongst the people I now considered friends would be forced to leave. Then I shook my head, don't jinx it.
"Well, without further torturing you, let's get on with it," Heather said. We against the wall sucked in breath and groaned audibly. The sisters tittered. "I will read out the names in no particular order." And she started on the list. One name, then two, then three, four, five, six, seven, eight, and nine. Girls heard their names and then smiled ecstatically, but kept their cool, not wanting to rub it in as the other girls had their chances rapidly diminish. As each named was called, I felt more and more sure that Lily had done what she wanted. Just like her clubs when we were kids, she was going to successfully keep me out. Only this time, she really didn't have any right. I felt tears already welling in my eye.
"Our final pledge," Heather said, after giving the ninth girl a moment to bask in her excitement, "should really feel at home here. Not only will she have a new family in the sorority, she already has actual family in the sorority. Ellie Abood. Or is it Lizzie now?" My head was swimming. I was in. She'd called my name. I was in! I felt the smile spread across my face even before the full weight of the announcement. I was in! I looked up at Heather, who was beaming at me. I looked at my sister next. The voting had been public just before we'd arrived. She knew I was in. Now she wouldn't make eye contact with me. But she looked...scared?
But even I was thinking about that, the girls who were not selected (miraculously most of the girls I hadn't gotten close with) were slinking dejectedly out of the room. When they were gone, it was only the members of the sorority: old and new. Someone started to cheer and I joined in. Soon I was hugging the other girls in my pledge class and even the older girls were coming over and joining in the fun. After a few minutes Heather called the group to order. And we stood, all intermingled now, and turned to look at her.
"Well now that it is just the sorority, I want to welcome you all," she said and we cheered again, "As you know, we voted on this last night so we have been coordinating with the school authorities. All of your items have been moved from your dorm room to the sorority house during the day. If you tried to get into the dorms this afternoon and your key card did not work, that is the reason. Your room has your name on the door so please feel free to go upstairs and put your items away and meet your new roommates."
Some girls seemed almost out the door before Heather even had a chance to finish speaking. And I wanted to see my room as much as anyone else, but I spoke up briefly first, "What about Pledge Week? Do you have any information about that?" the other girls paused. Heather smiled at me.
"Worry about Pledge Week when the time comes. Trust me, you will have more than enough to keep your hands full then," The other upper classmen seemed to laugh. I wondered what the joke was, but by that time the other freshman girls were already filing out. I decided to quickly follow them.
Thoughts of pledge week were immediately cleansed from my mind as I bounded up the stairs to the second flight. The doors on the freshman side of the hallway were wide open. Some girls were already in their rooms. I glanced at each as I walked by, searching for my name. Finally, I found mine, the last one on the freshman side right before the bathroom. There on the door was my name and the name of my new roommate, Lori.
Lori was already inside, sitting on her bed. Our items were scattered about the room haphazardly, but my blankets were on one bed and hers were on the other. As I walked in she smiled brightly and jumped off the bed. She gave me a big hug.
"Oh my God Ellie, we did it! We are in!" she squealed. Her excitement was contagious and soon I was giggling and hugging her back.
I was extremely happy that Lori had been selected as my roommate. I had actually met her before the rush period started because we lived in the same dormitory. But I had really gotten to know her during the last month. She was just a lot of fun. She was deceptively smart, always making a funny comment that would take you a minute to get. She was also conscientious, remembering things that people liked and things that people didn't like. She made it a point to get involved where any tension existed in a room and trying to diffuse the situation. She seemed resourceful and loyal. A good friend. I was more than willing to share a room with her. Though really, I would have been happy with any of the girls who made it.
I think Lori was happy about the situation as well. As we broke our hug she looked like she was about to break into a dance at any second. Then she started to excitedly tell me about her ideas for the room. They came out in a torrent, Lori barely breathing as she spoke.
"So I was thinking that we should keep the bed that they put our stuff on because it really don't matter. I mean if you want to change we can, but I don't care. There is a closet for each of us, which is good because when we first toured the place I thought there was only one. I was thinking about putting my desk up against the window so that I can look out of it when I am doing homework. But if I do that, then the only configuration that will fit everything is if you put your desk against the other window. I mean if you don't want to do that, its fine we can figure something else, that was just my first thought. We can even try that and then change it later if it doesn't work for us. Oh, hey, what do you think we should do if one of us brings a boy back to the room? My old roommate and I were just working on that problem and..."
It was almost too hard to follow. Though I did think, as she spoke, that Lori probably wouldn't have any trouble luring a guy back to the room if she wanted one. She was absolutely gorgeous. She was slightly taller than me, around 5'5 and thinner, probably around 115 lbs. She had very long chestnut color hair and big grey eyes. She had a slightly round, but slim face with a very small nose, red lips, and a gentle chin. She had a classic sorority babe body with perky 34-B breasts, a flat tummy, a toned butt, and shapely legs. I had the feeling there would be a lot of socks on the doorknob this year. Or whatever signal she chose.
"So what do you think?" she finally summed up. I realized I hadn't heard quite half of her ideas.
"I don't know," I said honestly, "I am just too excited to think. I bet whatever we decide will be awesome!" She beamed even brighter and hugged me again. We started to unpack our things and put them away. Basically, we started to configure the room the way that Lori wanted. I had no problem with that. I was just happy to be here. Besides, Lori had a good eye for interior design. In a short period of time, things were starting to look very good.
About an hour after we went upstairs, there was a knock on our door frame. We both looked and I was surprised to see my sister standing there, "It's dinner time, everybody should come down for the big celebration dinner," she said warmly, but directly at Lori.
"Lily..."
"Sorry, need to get downstairs," she said brusquely and turned to walk away. I followed her out into the hallway. No one else was there, the rest of the girls already making there way downstairs. I reached and grabbed for Lily's wrist.
"Hey, wait," I said. Lily stopped walking, crossed her arms in front of her breasts and stared me down.
"What is it Ellie? Did you call mom to tell her I was mean to you? Is dad on his way up to give me a talk about treating my family the right way?"
"Don't be like that. This isn't like when we were kids," I said. I couldn't believe she still thought I was doing this because of her or in spite of her. She sighed and shook her head, looking less angry now but still upset.
"You are still a kid. This just proves it," Lily spat back.
"I thought you would at least be proud of me. I mean I am your sister and I did what you didn't think I could. I was proud of you when you got in here," I said. My voice sounded smaller than I intended.
"I know you don't understand what you are doing and I know that you aren't trying to be selfish. But you are. And you just got in way over your head trying to impress me or something." She said. Not a threat because it wasn't angry. Just a warning. Then she turned and walked down the stairs.
* * * * *
We went downstairs after that and had a nice dinner. A chef hired from the sorority dues came by twice a day to cook (though we were allowed to cook too, if we wanted) and they made something really nice. All of the officers said something at the start of dinner to welcome us. My sister's comments were briefer than Carrie's or Heather's, but they were really lovely. I guess her role was to explain the history of the sorority, and she did so starting back in the 1920's when it started on our very own campus. The first sorority after the school began allowing women. But beyond just a stark history lesson, Lily made us understand how that history was now a part of us and that it was our history and tradition to. And how we had to protect those traditions. It was very lovely and I was so proud of her commanding speech, even if I was still incredibly upset with her. No one, including my sister, mentioned anything about Pledge Week.
After dinner, the freshman girls (including me) went back upstairs to finish setting up our rooms. Lori and I talked about school, the sorority, and what we expected from Pledge Week while we did the tedious work of fitting all of our doo-dads together in a pleasing fashion. Finally, around 12:00 we figured we'd done enough considering we had class the next morning. We crawled into our new beds and fell asleep.
I awoke with a start to the sound of crashing. It was like thunder or a car crash except it felt like it was inside of my head. It was so insanely loud that for a moment I forgot who I was and where I was. I shot up instantly in my bed and my eyes flew to the clock on the wall. 3:00 a.m. I searched around the room and finally saw, standing in the doorway, one of the senior girls. I thought her name was Shelley. She was holding a giant metal trashcan and smacking a large metal spoon against it. I could hear more people doing the same out in the hallway. Slowly, my mind started to figure out what was going on. Pledge Week.
"Alright little sisters," Shelley yelled out in her squeaky voice, "There is a mandatory meeting for pledges downstairs in the dining room immediately." I could hear other senior girls yelling in the other rooms.
"Oh God, what is going on?" I heard Lori say.
"No time to waste. If you aren't down in two minutes there will be a punishment," Shelley said like she hoped we would be late.
"Let me get changed," I said, my voice sounding like a croak. I was wide awake from the adrenaline, but still tired and confused.
"No time, wear your pajamas," Shelley said and then instantly slipped out the door. I looked over at Lori, she gave me a confused look and then grinned. It was actually kind of fun. We clamored out of our room. I was wearing a large t-shirt and a pair of panties. Lori was wearing an actual set of button-up pajamas with pink ducks on them. We saw other freshman girls stepping out of their rooms rubbing their eyes and looking dazed. Some were less decent than me. One girl, Kristen, was wearing a surprisingly sexy bra and panty combination. We all marched downstairs towards the dining room like zombies.
I was near the back of the crowd and couldn't really see what was coming ahead of me. Eventually, we all stumbled into the dining room. As I moved into the room I saw that the tables had been removed. The entire space of the dining room was open. All 30 girls in the upper classes were in the room, standing around the edges. They were all wearing long black robes with hoods and they were holding candles. I hadn't noticed in my sleepy state, but Shelley had been wearing one of those robes when she woke us up. She hadn't had a candle then, but I assumed another girl had held hers. Those candles were the only light in the room. My pledge class shuffled into the middle of the room, a little intimidated by the atmosphere. It was eerie in the flickering light with the robed and silent figures all around us. I felt more awake now.
As we reached the center of the room, the girls around the outside shuffled, spreading out so that they blocked all of the exits. We were completely surrounded. For a long time they just had us stand there in the unnerving light of the candles. All of the girls had their hoods up and their heads bowed so I couldn't tell who was who. There was no sound. I knew this was part of the Pledge Week and that they were making me uneasy on purpose. But it worked. I felt myself shuffling anxiously.
Finally, one hooded figure stepped forward, then the figure on either side of her stepped forward towards us. We backed up instinctively, but couldn't move too far. The figure in the middle threw off her hood, "Good evening ladies. Welcome to Pledge Week!" It was Heather.
"Welcome," all of the other girls intoned at once. The two figures on either side of Heather removed their hoods. Carrie and Lily looked at us now. As though that were a cue, all the other girls threw off their hoods, exposing their faces. But they continued to stand at the sides, silently holding their candles and staring at us. I was still nervous and I could feel the tension of my fellow pledge class members. The whole experience was (purposeful) disorienting.
"I will be passing around three bowls. These contain slips of paper. Please take one piece of paper from each bowl but do not open it," Lily said solemnly. She then took a bowl from another girl and passed it to someone in my pledge class. She repeated this two more times. Eventually, the bowls came to me and I took one of each, clutching it closely in my hand.
Now Heather began to speak again. As she did, she started to pace around us, in between our tight and nervous circle and the broader circle around us. She spoke rhythmically and evenly, "Everything leading up to today has been preface. Rush. Culling. These were the easy parts of your initiation into the sorority. And also the boring part. The next week will be the period during which you will really become a member of the sorority. It will be difficult. It will be confusing. It will change the way you think about yourself and about your sisters. And it will be fun," Heather returned to where she had spoken first and smiled devilishly.
"Allaya Waters!" Carrie called out seemingly out of nowhere. Allaya, a girl in my pledge class, flinched away from Carrie's words. She looked around nervously, afraid she'd done something wrong.
"Yes?" she asked.
"Open your three pieces of paper and read what they say," Lily demanded. Allaya's eyes were as big as saucers and she swallowed hard, but nodded her head.
"Um... okay," she said fumbling with the papers, "My papers Shelley Cooper, Kim Stern, and... Alex Bukowski." She had named off three sorority sister's names. We were confused as to what that meant.
"You have read the names of your Big Sisters for Pledge Week. One sophomore, one junior, and one senior," Heather explained, "These Big Sisters will be yours for the rest of your life. But for this week they will be more than that. They are your guides and also your masters. If you have any questions, you may consult any of your Big Sisters. In exchange, you are completely under the control of your Big Sisters. Anything they may ask of you, you must perform. From the most mundane to the most difficult. Refusal to follow the directive of a Big Sister constitutes ground for immediate expulsion from the sorority. Further, there will be organized activity later in the week with your Big Sisters."
"Ellie Abood!" Carrie called out. There was no pause between the end of Heather's explanation and the start of the Carrie's cry. They were clearly well rehearsed and it gave an intimidating aspect to the whole endeavor. Hearing my name affected me in the same way it had affected Allaya; I was shaking all over.
"Open your pieces of paper and read the names of your Big Sisters!" Lily called out, but not looking at me.
"Yeah, uh... Adrianna Hall, Mandy Cohen, and....Lily Abood," I said. There was an audible gasp around us. The girls around the outside circled murmured amongst themselves. I saw Lily shaking her head.
"No, we need a re-pull," she said frantically. The mock gravity in her voice dropped now, she sounded almost panicked. Heather was still smiling.
"Silence!" she called, staying in character. Then she turned towards Lily and hissed, "There are no re-pulls. That is expressly forbidden by the by-laws. You know that."
"Yeah, but this isn't a normal situation," My sister said. I couldn't believe that she was so angry with me that she refused to be my guide. Hell she was allowed to boss me around for a week; I figured it was her dream come true.
"Yeah I don't know Heather," Carrie whispered now, sounded very unsure. This surprised me. Carrie had always struck me as Heather's toady.
"Even if I wanted to change it, I cannot," Heather said.
"I demand an immediate vote for an exemption from the by-laws," My sister said.
"Parliamentary procedures are not allowed for use in modifying Pledge Week ceremonies. If you want to change the rules, you need to petition to the national organization. Their next meeting is in August," Heather stated. The pledge class and I were totally confused. The girls around the outside were still whispering.



"You are disgusting," My sister said to Heather. I couldn't even begin to understand what that meant.
"I don't make the rules. I just enforce them. Presidents do that," Heather said. My sister looked like she was about to explode. She stared daggers at Heather and the room filled with a different kind of tension. She looked around the room at the others. They all looked uncomfortable, like they wanted to help. But everyone seemed frozen, like they respected the rules and traditions of the sorority too much to say a word.
"Whatever," my sister said finally, defeated. She cast her head down and only behaved in a perfunctory manner for the rest of the ceremony. I was totally confused and worried by the whole episode. It seemed like more was going on than I understood. I tried to catch my sister's eye but she was totally ignoring me.
Heather pushed on and the rest of the girls in the room seemed to not so much get over the incident, as put it behind them. In a short while, all of the pledges had three Big Sisters. Lori even got Heather as her Senior Big Sister.
"Now, I suppose some of you don't yet understand what I mean when I discuss directives from your older sisters. I think that tonight I will make one demonstration. Lori, please step forward." Lori was standing next to me and she gave me a little look and a shrug. We were all very curious about what was going to happen. Lori walked over and stood in front of Heather.
"Lori, you are my Little Sister. Do you understand?" she asked.
"Yes," Lori said in a small voice.
"Good. Then I demand that you give me a kiss," Heather said. The room became absolutely silent. Lori looked around nervously and then laughed.
"What?" she asked.
"Lori, as this was the first request and a demonstration, I will tell you again. But for future reference, failure to comply with a command on the first request is grounds for expulsion. There is no joking about this issue. Give me a kiss." Lori paused for a moment and looked closely at Heather.
She saw in Heather's cool eyes that a pause of a few more seconds could actually lead to expulsion from the sorority. Shocked by this, Lori stood up on her tip toes, turn her head gently to the side and leaned her lips forward. I saw Lori's lips press into Heather's. Lori was rigid and nervous.
I saw Heather's hands rise gently from her side and land lightly on Lori's hips. She pulled Lori closer, their breasts pressed together. Heather's mouth opened and I saw her tongue glide quickly across Lori's lips. Lori's body loosened slightly and I saw her melt into the kiss. Her lips parted and Heather's tongue dipped slowly into her mouth. I watched their tongues roll together softly and I could hear the wet sounds that they made. In just a few moments, the kiss had gone from forced and awkward to passionate and natural. Lori looked as though she didn't realize there was another person in the room beyond Heather.
Finally, Heather abruptly broke the kiss. Lori stood for a moment, her eyes still closed. She looked almost dazed. After a second, realized what had happened. She dropped from her tip toes and looked around the room self-consciously. She was clearly embarrassed by her passion and the fact that so many people had seen her in a Sapphic embrace. But the rest of the pledge class was too shocked to speak and the upperclassmen seemed unconcerned, if a little excited.
"Thank your Lori. Remember, no delays. Don't think. Obey," Heather said directly to Lori. Lori walked back into the pledge class and took her spot next to me. Her face was flushed and her breathing sounded shallow. I could almost hear her heart pounding in her chest.
"Well Pledges," Heather now addressed us all, "I hope you now understand how things will work for the next week. Lori did a fine job. Now, I want you all to go upstairs and get some sleep. Things will be getting more serious after class tomorrow." All of the robed girls blew out their candles and at the exact same instant the light in the dining room was thrown on. I blinked in the newly bright lights. Several girls moved out of the way of the doorway leading back towards the living room.
The pledge class, including me, were sort of confused. This felt very abrupt. For a few moments we stood, waiting for some signal. Then, realizing that the start of the initiation was over, we started to move out of the room. The first girl was just about to pass into the living room when Heather spoke again.
"Oh I nearly forgot," she said in a way that indicated that there was no accident, "There are two additional rules for this week. The first is that the blinds should be drawn on all windows and at all times." She explained. That seemed very strange.
"Why is that?" Carrie asked in a theatrical fashion. But it was the question we all wanted to know.
"Oh, because of the other rule," Heather said, "Pledges, this week you are to be in the sorority house unless you are in class. And any time you are in the sorority house, you will be nude. The blinds will protect your dignity." She said it without fanfare. It almost didn't register at first. Nude? No one moved.
"Did you all forget the other rule? About not being asked to do something twice? Everyone is bound by the President's word," Carrie said. It instantly became apparent what Carrie meant. We all had to get naked. Now. Or we'd get kicked out.
I still marvel at how well we were set up. We were all thinking we were safe for the night after the demonstration. We were all excited about getting in and afraid of doing anything to get expelled. And we were all putting pressure on one another with our actions. Even if we wanted to keep our clothes on (and I am sure most of us, including me, really did), that didn't feel like an option at that moment.
After a brief pause, the entire pledge class started to move as one. I quickly grabbed the hem of my t-shirt and lifted it up over my head and dropped it on the floor. I felt my breasts exposed to the air, my quarter-sized pink dark red areolas contracting in the cool air. I didn't think about it. I quickly slid my panties down my legs and kicked them off my feet. Now my pussy was exposed to the other 39 girls in the sorority. I looked down at my dark red slit and was happy that I'd waxed myself bare the night before.
After I was naked, I looked around at the rest of the pledge class. Some were already naked and the rest were getting close. No one was abstaining. I saw that our sorority's reputation for having the prettiest girls was well-earned. Every one of the girls, while having widely varying builds, were extremely attractive. I couldn't help but look. In a few moments, twenty bare breasts were exposed, the nipples hardened in the cool air. Some big, some small, but all perky and alluring. Ten exposed vaginas followed them. Some shaved bare, others with well-kempt bushes, but all looking tight and sacred. We stood as a class, naked and nervous, before our new sisters.
But as I looked out at the crowd, I saw an old sister as well. Lily was looking at us, as was the rest of the sorority. I saw that Lily was looking at me. I felt her eyes on my breasts. I felt strange, having her look at me and my cheeks turned red. Not for the strangers staring at me, but because of her, seeing me like this. Exposed and vaguely sexual. Lily saw that I'd seen her and quickly shifted her gaze to another girl.
"Good work pledge class," Heather said, "Now you may go to sleep."
In our embarrassment and in our desire to get out of the room before Heather demanded anything else of us, we quickly rushed out of the room. Breasts bouncing, we ran through the living room and up the stairs. I was near the back of the back and I saw 7 or 8 perfect hour-glass figures and toned butts shaking their way up the stairs. I was surprised that I was enticed by the way my sisters looked. It wasn't so much a full thought, but a feeling. But I didn't have time to explore it. In a few moments, I was in my room with Lori, the door closed behind us.
Now I was standing in my room, naked with my roommate. She was in a similar condition. I looked Lori's body up and down. It wasn't a choice, I was curious, I had to see. Her body was just as well put together and it had appeared when clothed. Her breasts were perky and around the size of oranges. Her nipples were small and pink. Her pussy, like mine, was waxed bare. On top of the features I'd already seen earlier, the full package was stunning. I felt her eyes searching over me as well and I was gratified by the obvious pleasure she took in looking at me. At around the same moment we realized what we were doing.
"What the Hell happened tonight?" Lori asked and we both laughed nervously. Neither of us moved. I knew I should cover my body now. But for some reason I didn't want to. Either of us could have gotten dressed at that point. But we didn't
"I can't believe they are making us stay naked all week," I said.
"I wonder if it is a goof?" Lori asked, crossing her arms in front of her breasts. I watched the way her arms pressed against her breasts, pushing her flesh up towards her elegant throat. I shook my head, both to disagree with Lori and to clear my head of these strange thoughts. I was still disoriented from waking up early and all the strangeness, I told myself.
"No, I don't think so. Heather said, nothing is a goof. You should remember." Lori blushed deeply, "I can't believe that happened. I can't believe she kissed me," Lori said.
"Was it good?" I asked, though I already knew the truth.
"Ellie!" she said, "It was weird! I was ordered," she explained, her face getting an even deeper red. I raised my eyebrows.
"But was it good?" I asked now. She looked around conspiratorially.
"Okay, well I haven't kissed a whole lot of people and no other girls, but that was really good. She was so...soft," Lori said, and I could see her reliving the kiss in her mind.
"That good eh?" I asked and she giggled nervously.
"What else do you think they are going to make us do?" Lori asked, trying to change the subject.
"I don't know. I am surprised by what has happened already," I said.
"Well this is way out of my comfort zone," Lori said, pointing to her naked body, "I can't imagine I would agree to do any more than this. I hope they decided to shock us on the first day and then have things settle down."
"Yeah, maybe that's the idea," I said, but I wasn't so sure. I wondered what was coming next and I wondered if I could go through with it. I wanted to say no. But if anyone had told me that morning that I'd be naked with my roommate, I'd say they were crazy. There was a ton of pressure in this place and there was something strange inside of me that I hadn't recognized before. Something I didn't want to think about. I saw Lori struggling with the same thing.
"Well, it's late, almost 4:00. We should probably go to bed," Lori said. She walked over to her bed. I looked at her smooth, muscular ass as she bent over and pulled back the covers. She climbed into bed. I turned to my own bed and felt her eyes on me as I pulled down the covers and got in.
We lay there, naked in our beds, staring at the ceiling. A thousand thoughts ran through my head, so confusing and exciting. Then, just as I thought I could fall asleep, Lori spoke again.
"And what happened with your sister? This has to be extra weird for you? What do you think is going to happen?" she asked. I felt my guts tie up in a knot.
"I have no idea," I said and I meant it. I had consciously avoided thinking of her. But Lori had drug her back into my thoughts. And for the rest of the night I slept fitfully. Thinking about my sister and worrying about what was going to happen between us.
Chapter 2: Pledge Week Day 2 – Time With the Juniors
I awoke the next morning...well no that's not right. It was really later that same morning. It felt like I'd just closed my eyes. I was foggy and my eyes were bleary as I reached over and turned off my alarm clock. Lori was awake also. She was sitting in her bed with the blanket pulled up over her bare breasts. I smiled wanly at her.
The night before, in the flush of excitement and confusion, Lori and I had stood in the room naked and talked. I'd even enjoyed the way her body looked and the feel of her gaze on me. But now, sobered by sleep, we were once again uncomfortable. I felt much more naked now, under my blankets, than I had the night before in the crowd. I still couldn't believe what had happened the night before. It felt like a dream. Had I really been naked in front of all those people? Had Lori kissed Heather? Had my sister stared at me?
"I need a shower," Lori said. At first I thought she was trying to say that she felt "dirty" in her nudity. But then I realized, she meant she needed to get ready for the day.
"Me too, should we just...walk out there naked?" I asked nervously.
"Will I get in trouble if I wrap a towel around myself? Or was last night like a joke and if I go outside naked now they will laugh at me for being gullible?" she asked. It was a good point. I stood up from the bed now, letting my blankets slough off of me. Lori's eyes looked down at my body, unable to resist the urge, but then quickly shot back to my eyes.
"Let's just go together," I said, "Then if they laugh, they are at least laughing at both of us." Lori nodded and then quickly got up from the bed. I stole a glance at her body once again, feeling stranger about it that I had the night before. It had been (mostly) curiosity then. But now I just wanted to see her again. It was strange the way I was reacting to her body. But she took my hand in support and I shook these thoughts off. I squeezed her hand and we opened our door.
We were greeted by the sight of another girl from our pledge class, Bethany, walking past our door. Like us, Bethany was completely nude. Her small round breasts were bouncing light as she walked and her long black ponytail whisked across the top of her ass. She looked stunning. She turned and looked at us as she walked by. She blushed slightly and then shrugged and kept walking towards the bathroom.
Most of the freshman girls were in the bathroom, getting ready for the day. The nudity felt less alien here as there were showers and I dropped Lori's hand and walked over to an open showerhead. All of the girls were talking about the previous night. Most involved speculation about what would come next and how strange it was to be nude in front of a large crowd of people. I added some thoughts of my own but didn't come to any conclusions.
As girls prepared for the day, I noticed that girls were shaving their legs and their vaginas (some just trimming, other taking it all the way down like my pubic hair). They were all pretty convinced, regardless of what they said, that they really would be naked all week.
After I showed, brushed my hair and teeth, and applied my make-up, I went downstairs. In fact, all of the freshman went down in a large, naked group. We were nervous about what was going to happen next and we crowded together for comfort. I would be lying if I said that I did not look at the bodies of the other freshman girls. Some was curiosity, to see them now as they were prepared for the day (save for naked) but some was that allure, that pull to see them. I wondered what this said about me.
We all piled into the dining room at the same time. The tables were back and many of the upper class girls were already eating. My sister was not among them. We were told that we were forbidden from entering the kitchen (where the cook my see us), but other than that no mention was made of our nudity. We ate, made small talk, and received congratulations again for our acceptance. I occasionally saw one girl absentmindedly staring at the nudity of another, but this was generally rare and didn't last long.
Finally, breakfast was over and I went upstairs to get dressed for class. My confusion was now even greater than it had been before. If they taunted us or teased us, I would have understood. But what was the point of this prank if they just wanted us to be naked? I didn't have time to think about it, I dressed very quickly and slipped out of the house.
That was a tough day at class. I was so confused and nervous about the sorority I could barely focus. On top of that, I was still quite tired from my interrupted sleep. At least my quiz went well. I was able to focus just on that, because I'd studied so hard. But that seemed to take it all out of me. I couldn't even take notes in my other classes.
Monday was a busy day for me, three classes plus a small section. I ate lunch at one point as well, which I took alone so I could think. It was nearly four when I finally returned to the house. I was one of the last freshman girls to arrive. I saw one freshman girl, Allaya, sitting on the couch, already naked. So there had been no change. In fact, Carrie was standing by the front door.
"Door is closed behind you, please disrobe," she said sternly. I didn't hesitate. I saw that the other girls were already complying and I also was afraid of displeasing the older girls. Despite my discomfort with being naked, it wasn't so much a thought as automatic. In a moment, there was a pool of clothes at my feet and Carrie was nodding.
"Good," she said, collecting up my clothes, "I will take these up to your room. When the last two girls arrive, we will have a meeting in the dining room." I looked around the room nervously. Everything seemed to be quite casual, just like it had been at breakfast. I started to believe that Lori was right, this was just a quick scare; the worst was over. I walked over to a chair and sat down quietly. Eventually, I started a casual conversation with a junior about our respective opinions on my history professor (whom she'd had once before). I nearly forgot I was naked.
About twenty minutes later the last of the freshman girls had arrived. I felt butterflies in my stomach as Heather walked out of the dining room and said, "Ladies, please follow me to the dining room. The second day of pledge week is about to begin."
En masse, everyone in the living room started to walk into the dining room. Some girls were already there and the tables were once again removed. A few more wondered in a few moments later, apparently called from upstairs. Once again, the freshman girls all walked into the middle, naked. The older girls made a circle around us. No robes or candles today, but the psychological power remained.
I saw Lily now. She was standing at the front of the room with Heather and Carrie. I looked to her, for some sort of hint as to what was going on, but she didn't notice me. She was actually smiling and talking to someone else. I couldn't hear what she said. But she looked happy in a way I hadn't seen recently. In fact, she rarely seemed that happy when we were both at home. I wondered if I had really wandered into the place where she was happiest and, like she claimed, was in the midst of ruining it. But Heather spoke before I could reach any conclusions.
"Lori, please come to me," Heather said, calling out to her little sister. Instantly, all other conversation in the room ceased. Further, Lori jumped quickly and ran over to Heather.
"Yes?" Lori asked expectantly. She'd learned her lesson the night before, no hesitation.
"Good girl," Heather said to Lori, grasping the girl's chin lightly and giving her an indulgent smile. Then she looked up and addressed the rest of us, "Welcome to the Second Day of Pledge Week. We hope you all managed to sleep a little last night. I still remember my first night here. A little confused, a little...excited." She said excited in a way that felt strange. Like she was saying something more.
"Well, that probably means you have some questions," Heather continued, "And we have decided to answer those questions. Tonight you will be given the opportunity to be...guided by one of your older sisters. You may ask her questions and, as you know, obey her every command. Lori will be selecting the older sister." There was a long pause after that.



"Uh...how?" Lori asked in a tiny voice. It was clear she was intimidated by Heather. Hell, I was too and she wasn't my older sister.
"Good question," Heather said. Then she turned to the window sill and picked up a small bowl. It was the same kind that we had used the previous day to select our big sisters. "There are three pieces of paper in this bowl. Select one and read it." Lori looked at the bowl nervously, then dipped her hand inside and pulled out one. She looked up at Heather, who nodded slightly.
"It says, ummm...Junior," Lori said. There was a loud cacophony in the dining room. A few girls excited cheered, but more sighed in disappointment. I looked around, the juniors were happy to be selected and the sophomores and seniors were disappointed.
"Well, I am sorry that it wasn't the seniors, but I suppose I will live," Heather said dryly, "Well juniors, find your pledge and...have a good time." That seemed to close the meeting. The seniors and sophomores filed out of the room, some speaking briefly to the apparently lucky juniors. The freshman stayed frozen, waiting to be retrieved.
I watched my sister walk out of the room. At the last minute, before she passed outside, she looked over her shoulder at me. I shrugged and smiled at her. She pursed her lips, shook her head, and headed out of the room.
"Hi Ellie," a bright voice said behind me, "God, I can't get over how much you look like your sister." That shook me out of thinking about Lily. I turned and saw my junior "sister" Mandy Cohen smiling at me. I didn't know Mandy very well, we'd only spoke a couple of times. She always seemed very sweet, if a little ditzy.
"Oh, yeah, people have always said that," I responded. I felt a little off put, because Mandy was running her eyes up and down my body.
"Both so...sexy," she said. I felt both flattered and anxious. That was not a normal compliment. Even if it felt good to hear. I suppose the same could've been said for Mandy. She was a very petite girl, around 5'1 and around 95lbs. She was a scholarship gymnast and had that build. By that I mean, she had small breasts, maybe just A-cups, a compact, lithe body toned with svelte muscles. Her hips flared wider than her breasts, so that her hourglass shape had more room for sand on the bottom than the top. Her legs were slightly stout and muscular and she had a large butt. She had a very pretty face. Big blue eyes, an aquiline nose, thick lips, and an angular face. And her smile, honed by competition, was exceptionally luminous.
"Oh, uh thanks," I responded after a pause.
"Damn, even your nipples look like Lily's," she said. And that surprised me. First, because it was an absolutely bizarre and uncomfortable thing to say. But also, nudity was apparently part of the hazing process. I got that. But Mandy was a year younger than my sister. Why would she have seen her nipples? Mandy didn't give me much time to think about it, "Come on. I have you for the night, let's go to my room." Other juniors were already leading their pledges to other areas of the house. My fellow pledges looked around nervously, and I suppose I was doing the same.
"What's happening?" I asked.
"Just wait til we get to my room," Mandy said, taking my hand gently and leading me out of the room. She then whispered "It will be better if we have some privacy. Heather wants me to be more of a hardass than I want to be, don't push it now." I didn't particularly know what that meant, but I figured it was best to follow her advice. I followed behind her, grasping her hand like a lifeline as we wended our way through the living room and up the stairs. In a few moments we were on the third floor, standing in the doorway of Mandy's private room.
"Go ahead and sit on the bed," Mandy said. I followed her instructions, sitting with my feet dangling from the bottom of the bed. Mandy's room was the same size as mine, but she didn't share it with anyone. It was decorated with pictures of gymnastic events and felt safe and homey. Mandy grabbed her desk swivel chair and pulled it over so that she was sitting at the foot of the bed, directly facing me.
"So what is going on? This is really starting to weird me out," I said. I just wanted some confirmation that this was just a weird hazing ritual and that it was almost over and nothing worse was going to happen. But in my heart, I sensed that wasn't the case.
"I am really glad you are my little sister. Lily was my older sister my freshman year and she was the absolute best. I feel like I am repaying her," Mandy explained, leaning back in the chair.
"Yeah," I said, thinking that if she really wanted to pay Lily back in a way my sister would appreciate it, she'd kick me out of the sorority. "So, you said you'd answer my questions?" I asked, trying to get back to that. Without responding, Mandy stared at me a bit and I felt uncomfortable. I locked my knees together, crossed my arms in front of my breasts, and leaned forward so my elbows were on my thighs. I was covered as best as possible.
"Well, I told you I didn't want to be a hardass like Heather. I didn't say I wasn't going to participate in Pledge Week," Mandy said now.
"What does that mean?" I asked, feeling nervous now. Whatever relief I'd had before about being in a private room with a girl who seemed nice was draining now.
"I will answer questions if it is appropriate. But for any questions, you need to do something for me."
"What?" I asked desperately.
"You want to know what's going on? Well I will answer if you uncross your arms and lean back so I can see your breasts." I felt like an electrical bolt had shot through my body. We were alone. This wasn't like a group hazing thing. What was happening?
"My breasts?" I said, squeezing them tighter in my arms.
"I told you I wasn't going to be a hardass, so I won't throw you out of the sorority for that question. But you know the rules. You have to do what I say. Answering your questions in exchange is a gift I am giving you. So...your breasts?" Mandy said. She was leaning forward now, her face only a couple feet from my lap. I knew the rules and I wanted to know what was going on. And it wasn't like she and everyone else hadn't seen my breasts already. I sighed and then released my arms and leaned back on the bed. My breasts jiggled a bit as I did so and Mandy watched them smiling.
"Sorry," I said. Her brow softened.
"Hey look, we are just having fun here. Don't get too nervous. Just see where this takes you. I promise that I won't hurt you and no one else will either," Mandy said sincerely. Her smile reassured me and I took a deep breath.
"Okay, thanks," I said, "So what is going on here?"
"It's pledge week, you're being hazed. Not officially hazed, that is against University policy. You are being initiated. Which means hazed" she responded.
"Yeah, I mean I know that but..."
"That's the answer to your question, if you want something more, be more specific," she said. I began to realize I'd underestimated her when I thought she was a ditz. She was on top of things.
"Okay," I said, taking my time so that I asked a good one, "Is this like a tradition or are you guys just fucking with us? Like, I mean, did the seniors get this too?" I asked. Mandy didn't move, she just looked at me strangely.
"Spread you legs open so I can see your pussy," she said slowly. My skin instantly felt prickly. This felt dirty and wrong. Even the words she used were so...crude, "Or no answer." I felt like I couldn't get enough air. I looked closely at Mandy. She wasn't joking. I rationalized again. Mandy had already seen my...pussy. This was just closer up. Besides, I didn't really have a choice. It was this or get no answer. More importantly, she could tell me to do it anyway and, if I didn't, she could kick me out of the sorority.
"Okay," I said, taking a deep breath. My legs were almost shaking with nerves. I dug my fingers in the comforter on Mandy's bed, trying to give myself mental traction. Finally, I pulled my knees apart slowly. The air felt cool against my now bare skin. I looked down and saw the dark red lips of my vagina topped by the little red nub of my clit. I raised my head and saw Mandy looking at the same thing. Her eyes were almost sparkling. I felt strange. Aroused and embarrassed. Flattered and angry. Exposed and attention-seeking.
"This isn't special for you girls," Mandy explained, "I went through the same process. Everyone in the sorority has since its inception. Or at least that is what they say. I know it was like this twenty years ago when my cousin went here." Now that I had that information I didn't know if it made me feel better or worse. Mandy's face was now flushed and she ran her hand seductively through her hair.
"Is this a lesbian sorority?" I asked finally. I had been nervous to ask it before. But I needed to know. And something about the situation was making me feel bold. I was strangely aroused and I was willing to ask questions.
"Play with your tits," Mandy said, sinking down into her chair. She actually put her feet up on the footboard of her bed. Her feet were only inches from my right hip. I wanted to ask if she was serious, but I knew she was. I didn't dare speak because I was afraid of the consequences. I was in this far, I would just do it.
I brought my hands up towards my breasts. My fingers were trembling as I did so. Mandy and I were both holding our breath. I felt my fingers graze the skin of my left nipple. I gasped a little, it felt so sensitive. It instantly hardened. My fingers moved closer now, grasping my nipple gently, giving it a little twist. Whatever arousal I was feeling increased exponentially, I felt my pussy getting wet. I could even smell my arousal in the air. My other hand found my breast. I pushed my palm against my breast, squeezing the flesh and feeling the harden nipple against my thumb. I bit my lower lip and looked at Mandy. She was smiling dreamily and watching my motions. I wondered if she could smell me.
"If by lesbian sorority you are asking if everyone in the sorority is a lesbian, the answer is no. If you are asking if you have to be a lesbian to be in, you do not," she said. I guessed that answered my question. But it really didn't tell me much I didn't know. I mean my sister was in and she wasn't a lesbian. Right? I realized I had no idea. I wanted to ask that question. But I couldn't make myself. I continued to stroke my breasts, trying to think of what I would ask and wondering if more information was worth whatever would come next. But finally, I decided I had to ask something.
"Are you a lesbian?" I asked. Mandy didn't miss a beat, the instant the question was out of my mouth, she was giving me my next order.
"Play with you pussy," she demanded. I guess part of me knew that this was what she would say next. It was a natural progression. But the request still came as a shock. My hands stopped moving on my breasts. My right breast was still cupped in my hand and my fingers still pinched my left nipple but I froze.
This was it, I decided. I was going to say no to this. It was too much. That was probably what this hazing was all about. Pushing me as far as they could until I said "no" and then laughing at me for how long it took. I wanted to believe that was what was happening. But even if it wasn't even if this was serious, I couldn't stand for this, right? Even if it meant I was going to get kicked out of the sorority, I had to stop this. If I didn't want to do this, I just had to say "stop."
Oddly at that moment, I thought of my sister. I thought of her, telling me from the beginning of this process that I didn't know what I was getting into and that I didn't belong in the sorority. She'd warned me and I'd ignored her. I'd wanted to be here so much and why? I began to think she was right. I'd wanted so badly to... to be like her and to impress her that I got in over my head. And what would happen now? I was going to quit. And I would embarrass her in front of her friends in the sorority. I'd lose any respect I was due for growing up because I was quitting. And she was going say, "I told you so." And that was the worst. She was right, and I'd have to admit it. I couldn't do that. More than I didn't want to touch myself for Mandy's amusement, I didn't want to give my sister the satisfaction.
"Okay," I said quietly. My heart was hammering. Mandy looked at me, her eyes following my every movement, but she wasn't breathing. My sexual scent was even more powerful now and the room felt hot. Muggy. Charged. As my resistance faded, I found beneath it a deep well of nameless, faceless desire. It was almost too surprising and terrifying to fully grasp and I focused on the task at hand.
I slid my hand down off of my right breast, letting my thumb slide across my nipple as I did so. I felt a chill run down my spine and stifled a moan. I pretended like that sensation didn't mean anything. My hand grazed under the bottom of my breast and then down across my side and belly. I was just being cautious, I told myself. I wasn't trying to make this look sexy for Mandy. Even if I sort of like the way it felt to have her eyes on me. To feel someone desire me.
Now my palm slid over my hip and started to move down between my legs. My thumb extended out, almost touching my bellybutton. I took in a few shallow breaths, trying to calm myself. My whole body felt like it was on edge, felt hyper aware. I was vaguely cognizant of the fact that I actually wanted to touch myself, to release myself from the tension I felt in the last few days. Just below the surface of my consciousness, I knew that I had to masturbate.
Not that I had a lot of experience masturbating. I, of course, had done it. I was 19 years old at the time after all. But it was not usually something that I made a part of my day. Maybe once every two weeks or so when the mood struck just right in the shower or when I woke up on my belly with some time on a lazy Saturday morning. I'd never felt this need before. And definitely never felt any desire to touch myself in front of anyone.
But now I felt my fingers slid down between my legs. The pads gently grazed my swollen pussy lip and I gasped in. It had never felt so intense. My hand moved low, down towards my slit. It was so incredibly wet that my fingertips were soaked just sliding across my lips. Carefully, I pressed into my wet slid.
"Oh Christ," I moaned. I quickly bit my lip, trying to stay quiet. I don't know why, but I didn't want Mandy to know the turmoil I was feeling. But I dipped my finger deeper into my body, it was hard not to whimper. I felt the hot warmth of my insides, wrapped tightly and softly around my finger and I could barely stand how it felt. My hips thrust almost without my will and the pleasure of my own touch fanned out across my body.
I pulled my finger slowly out of my body. The pleasure of pulling out was maybe more intense that going in. Remembering my other hand, I began to squeeze my left breast. My nipple felt hard and I felt the connection of my body, my pussy growing more sensitive from the attention I gave my breasts and vice versa.
With my index finger again outside of my body, and now dripping wet, I slowly moved it up my slit. I pressed it against the reddish flesh, enjoying the sensation. I noticed now that my arousal smelled far more intense that it had before. Sharp and feminine it was enveloping me and making me light-headed.
I looked up at Mandy now. Her mouth was slightly open and she was leaning into towards me. She wasn't moving a muscle, it didn't even seem like she was breathing. But I could tell from the motion of her nostrils that she was breathing. And that she was breathing me in, soaking in my scent.
Now my finger had traced its way to the top of my pussy. I stopped, my wet finger just a hairs breadth from my hard, throbbing clit. I traced around the outside of it, teasing myself. My hips shook on the bed, thrusting out into the air. My nipples stood up hard on my body and I felt like I couldn't touch my body enough. I wished I had more hands so I could grab more of my flesh, feel its heat.
When I couldn't take it anymore, I let my sopping finger carefully slide across my hard little clit. I shivered as a wave if pleasure rolled through my body. It vibrated out from between my legs, dripping down my legs and into my toes and then bouncing back up, and flooding across my stomach, my breasts, my neck, and into my brain. I kept my touch light, but I slowly started to circle my finger around my clit. It felt different that the rushed little encounters I'd had with myself in the past, more intense.
As I increased my speed slightly I heard Mandy breathing and smiled at her. I was starting to lose my discomfort. I knew it was still there, that it might actually be the more honest emotion I was feeling. Intellectually, I still did not want this. But the body, when indulged, can overwhelm the rational mind. As my finger moved across my hard clit and my other hand grasped roughly, but lovingly, at my own breast, I was totally in the moment. And Mandy's eyes, the dark pools of need that I saw in her pupils, kept pulling me into it farther and farther. I moaned loudly as the tension and the pleasure built inside of me.
"I am a lesbian," Mandy said in a husky voice. I had almost forgotten that I'd asked a question, I was too focused on my body. What else was I going to ask? I had so many questions, but I could barely remember where I was at this point. But I knew I had to ask something, so I just spit one out.
"Did you have sex with a girl during your Pledge Week?" I asked. Maybe this would give me some more information about what I could expect. At least, that's what I told myself. I dipped my finger once again briefly into my dripping slit. I brought it back to my clit, wetter now and the lack of friction intensified the pleasure.
Mandy didn't say anything in response. Instead, she spun away in her chair. I could tell it was tough for her to look away, I almost heard her groan as I left her sight. For whatever reason, that no longer made me even slightly uncomfortable. I enjoyed, without reservation, that Mandy liked to look at my body and see me feel pleasure.
Mandy started to rummage through her dresser, making a lot of noise. I was curious about what she was doing, but more focused on myself. I pressed harder on my clit now with my wet fingers, squeezing myself a little and panting from the exertion. My sexual scent was overpowering. Mandy stopped moving.
"Use this," she said triumphantly, and then spun around in her chair once again facing me. In her hand she held a strange object. It took me a moment to realize what it was. I was a tapered plastic purple shaft. Rounded at one end and with a small circular handle on the other. It was about six inches long. A dildo. My finger froze on my clit and my palm ceased its motion on my breast.
"I..." have never used one of those, I almost said. And it was true. I'd never even seen a dildo this close before. I was a little intimidated by it. But I never really considered turning down Mandy's request. I was past the point where I was thinking about that. Heather would be proud: I was ready to obey without question, "will take that." I finished my thought after a long pause.
Mandy smiled, took the dildo on and placed it against her lips. Without speaking, she slowly began to press it into her mouth. Her lips were rigid, but she allowed the phallus to pass smoothly into her mouth. I saw her tongue slide out slightly, licking the bottom of the dildo. Eventually, the entire dildo was in her mouth except for the ridged, inch-long handle at the end. Then, just as smoothly, Mandy slid the dildo out of her mouth. As the last bit pulled between her lips, Mandy licked the tip. Then she leaned forward (her face just a few inches from my lap, breathing deeply from her nose) and handed me the wet toy.



I took the dildo by the handle and I lifted it from Mandy's hand. It was surprisingly heavy and had a smooth, almost velvety texture. It was slightly warm from Mandy's mouth. I knew enough about how it worked that I didn't pause to marvel over it long. I moved it down between my legs and sort of draped it over my right thigh. My legs were squirming slightly, almost as if they had a mind of their own. My body missed my touch.
I gently moved the dildo closer and felt the warm, slightly wet phallus press against my clit. It was so hard, so rigid. It didn't give the way the pads of my finger would. Instead my body shook and an intense pleasure warmed my body as the smooth plastic pressed into my most sensitive spot. I looked up at Mandy. Her face was flushed and she was staring intently at me, down between my legs. She was enthralled.
I circled the dildo around my clit a couple of times, feeling the tension growing greater and greater inside of me. I couldn't keep quiet, despite my desire to do so. I heard little chirping moans issue out of my throat as I carefully teased myself. My pussy was absolutely dripping now, and I slid the dildo down across my slit, coating it in my juices to get it better lubricated. That felt lovely as well, and I lingered for a moment, wondering if I should send it back to my clit, or try something knew. Mandy saw me hesitate. Without speaking she moaned and nodded. I knew what she wanted.
I swirled the head of the dildo around on my shaven slit a few times. I was so sopping, messy wet that in a few seconds it was dripping with my own personal lubricant. I'd never had anything larger than my index finger inside of my pussy before and I was nervous and excited about pushing this inside of myself. Any feelings that I should not be doing this, any thoughts of my sister or the strangeness of my situation, were completely drowned by the intense arousal I'd stirred inside with my relentless teasing. I didn't care that I was with Mandy and that this felt strange and somehow wrong. I wanted what was wrong. I wanted to feel it inside of me.
I moved the tip of the dildo against my wet slit. I bit my lower lip, ready for pain (and hoping for pleasure). Slowly, I started to press the dildo into my body. I felt my lips spread open and the end of the plastic cock pressed into my body. I felt it stretching me out, but I didn't feel much pain. I was so wet that it started to just slip inside of me.
I had a sensation that I was getting filled up. I couldn't believe how intense the feeling was. I had so many nerves inside of my body and I was flooded with pure sensation. I chirped louder now and my hips bucked. My body wanted the dildo deeper inside of me. I couldn't help myself; my free hand shot up to my breast and my fingers kneaded my flesh and pinched lovingly on my nipples. My scent became more intense, deepening into the room. I watched Mandy squirm briefly on the bed, clearly losing control of her own arousal.
After a few moments, I felt liquid dripping off the bottom of the dildo and coating my fingers. Then, I felt my fingers press against the hot flesh of my slit. The entire dildo, except for the tiny hand-hold, was completely inside of me. It was strange because I felt tight and filled, like there was no more space inside of my body, but I didn't feel uncomfortable or squeezed. It was wonderful. I just held it inside of me for a moment, just letting myself feel without thinking.
Then I slowly started to draw it out of my body. And the sensation was almost as intense as going in! I sucked in breath quickly as I felt the long plastic phallus slide out of my body. I felt empty now, but a delicious, wanting kind of empty. When just the tip of the dildo was still inside of my body, I rapidly slammed it back inside of myself, almost screaming with pleasure as that filled feeling returned. Once the dildo was completely inside, I circled my wet thumb around on my clitoris while I gently circled the toy inside of my pussy with my fingers.
"Yes," Mandy said, her voice thick. I almost didn't hear her. Part of me had forgotten she was there; I was too wrapped up in myself.
"Huh?" I asked, but it melted into a moan of pleasure. I felt my toes curling, the tension was becoming unbearable.
"I had sex with a girl during my pledge week," Mandy said. Then, in a completely different voice, "Fuck, what am I waiting for?" she asked to no one.
Mandy was wearing a pair of tight cloth Victoria Secret shorts. She stood up quickly from her computer chair and slipped her fingers into the waist bands. Then, in a deft motion she slammed them down, dropping her panties into a pile on the floor. She stepped out of them and then sat down again on her chair. But this time she spread her legs wide and placed them on the foot board of her bed.
She was still wearing a tight pink t-shirt, but it was short and rode up on her stomach. It didn't cover her at all. With the dildo still planted in my pussy, I looked down between Mandy's legs. Her pussy was waxed completely bare and she had thick light pink lips. I saw she had a large clitoris and she was glistening from arousal. The instant that she was in position, her right hand moved between her legs. She gasped loudly as her finger danced across her clitoris and she stroked herself gently as her eyes returned to my body.
It looked...beautiful. Her smooth skin, toned limbs, and the inflamed flesh of her pussy, together, were an irresistible sight. I didn't even feel confused or embarrassed by what I felt. That was all I could think as I saw her expose her body to me. Desire. And a certain bit of satisfaction that seeing me play with myself had aroused my lesbian big sister in such an incontrollable manner. I was completely in the moment now, unconcerned with my avowed sexuality or my confusion with my situation. Especially when her scent added to mine in the room, cutting through and flooding my nose. Then, I was nothing but blind sensuality, unconcerned with anything but the pleasures of the body.
For a moment we just watched each other play with ourselves. Her finger moved quickly over her wet clit, circling it and applying pressure. Her slit dripped onto her chair and she'd occasionally scoop her own liquid onto her finger and use it to lubricate her actions. I kept the dildo deep inside my body and stroked my clit carefully with my finger tip, teasing myself and avoiding the orgasm I knew I could bring at any moment now. But the anticipation was so erotic. I didn't want to reach the crescendo yet. Besides, I realized, I had the opportunity for another question.
"Does everyone have sex with a girl during pledge week?" I asked. I was no longer nervous about that. I no longer cared if the answer was 'yes.' I'd been avoiding thinking about that possibility for days, trying to convince myself it was all just a prank. But now I didn't care. I didn't know if I was gay and frankly I didn't care. I just wanted to know what happened here and I wanted to feel a release. Once again, Mandy didn't skip a beat.
"Put that dildo up your ass," she said, never pausing her attention from her swollen clit. She looked down at my fingers, waiting for me to move. I was frozen for a moment, trying to comprehend her request. I'd never had anything up my ass and, unlike with my pussy, I never would have considered such a thing. It was dirty and wrong and not something a good girl did.
"Your ass is already soaking wet from your pussy. Same with the dildo" Mandy said as though I was only waiting to consider lubrication. For a moment, my old worries came back to me. What kind of sorority is this? What have I gotten myself into? Is there a way to get out of this without having to eat my words in front of my sister? But there was no way out. And as my fingers continued to play on my clitoris, the shock of Mandy's suggestion started to wear off. The tension was building inside of me again. And I started to wonder how that dildo would feel inside of my asshole. I wondered how that would affect the delicious tension I was now a slave to. The walls of resistance quickly crumbled. I wanted to try.
Mandy was definitely right, my pussy had dripped so much that my asshole was now completely slick with my juices. I slowly pulled the dildo out of my pussy. That by itself felt amazing. But I had to keep moving. With my free hand, I kept my fingers on my clit, keeping myself close to cumming but not quite there. Then I slid the dildo down my slit, getting it dripping wet.
I leaned back slightly now, rolling onto my back so that my ass was more exposed. My asshole was only a foot or so from the edge of the bed, and Mandy looked it closely. I slid the dildo down past my slit, over a small bit of skin, and then jumped as I felt it rub against my bare anus. For a moment I just rubbed it up and down on the ridged skin around my asshole, testing the sensation. It made my skin prickle and my nipples were tingly. I groaned loudly. I couldn't believe how my body was reacting to this gentle contact. I started to rock my hips involuntarily.
I turned the dildo so that I no longer slid it vertically against my skin, now I pressed it against my tight pink asshole. My fingers, the dildo, and my asshole were completely soaked in my juices. As I started to press the dildo against my little rosebud I felt that slickness helping me. The smooth tip of the dildo pressed towards my body. At first, I felt too tight. Pressure built against my anus as I tried to force the phallus into me. But then I felt a sudden release of pressure and I moaned quietly as the tip of the dildo slipped into my body.
For a moment I stopped and just marveled over the fact that about half an inch of the dildo was inside my anus. There was a slight discomfort, much different than in my pussy, but it didn't feel bad. It felt...kind of good. My other hand was still prodding and teasing my clitoris. As my arousal grew I pushed the dildo with a little more pressure into my tight ass.
I felt my insides stretching out to accept the plastic cock. I inadvertently clench my anus and the discomfort increased. With some effort I relaxed again and continued to press the dildo into my ass. I learned that keeping my body calm decreased the discomfort and dramatically increased the pleasure. The wet dildo slid deeper and deeper into my anus, filling me up. My insides were so tight that at times I felt like there was no more room. But gentle pressure allowed the phallus to go deeper. My body wrapped so tight around the dildo that it felt like it was part of me.
In a few minutes I was absolutely shocked to feel my fingertips graze my ass. Just the little ridged handle of the dildo was outside of my body. The whole dildo was buried in my ass. The pressure was intense, but the sensation was pleasurable. That, along with my fingertips across my clitoris, overloaded my nerves. I felt everything and nothing all at once.
I slowly started to pull the dildo back out. This felt even better than when I slipped it out of my pussy. The pressure was greater so the release was more intense. I cooed deeply and shivered. I pulled the dildo about halfway out, use my finger to lubricate it again, and then pushed it again into my asshole. Now my body was used to the stretching and the pressure was less. Just the intensifying pressure.
"Have you ever done that before?" Mandy asked. I had almost forgotten she was there. I looked over at her. Two of her fingers were buried in her pussy, fingertips up. Her thumb circled her clitoris. Her voice gave out in a pant and her face was red with excitement.
"No," I groaned, unable to say more as the dildo once again slipped entirely into my anus.
"Goddamn, I've only ever seen one person take something in their ass that smoothly," Mandy gasped. She paused for a second and then quietly added, "It must run in the family." I felt a jolt when she said that and accidentally pressed hard on the dildo. It pinched slightly and I groaned, but the pleasure returned as I softened. I couldn't believe what I'd just heard. What was Mandy saying? What had she done with my sister?
"Answer my question," I moaned now, slowing my pace. I needed to know.
"Every girl who has been in the sorority since I have joined has slept with a woman during Pledge Week. No one is forced, but everyone does," Mandy said and the licked her lips. I don't know why, given the position I was in, but that shocked me. I thought of all the girls here. I thought of Lily. Oh God! She was right, I had no idea what I was getting into. Or what I was in the middle of, considering the dildo in my ass. What the hell was happening to me?
"Have you had sex with Lily?" I asked. I didn't know if I wanted to know the answer. I don't even really know why I asked, but I had to. Mandy's ministrations on her clitoris increased, I could tell by her sharp breathing and her flushed appearance that she was about to cum.
"Put that dildo in your mouth," she ordered. I felt a sudden wave of revulsion. I didn't want to do that. But I needed to know the answer, and besides, I didn't really have a choice. I slipped the dildo out of my ass, moaning at the pleasant sensation as I did so. I started working faster on my clit. The tension, both physical and emotional, was too much. I needed a release.
I didn't think or pause, I sat up straight in the bed and brought the dildo up. The dildo was still glistening and smelled heavily my body. I opened my mouth and quickly shoveled it into my mouth. And...it tasted good. I closed my eyes and pushed it farther into my mouth. It tasted mostly of my pussy and the thick juices I'd coated it in. It tasted of arousal. As I licked, my fingers moved faster onto my clitoris. My muscles began to tense as I swallowed down my nectar.
"I've fucked your sister," Mandy said now and I could hear her cumming. It was like something inside of me broke. The tension I'd felt building inside of me splintered apart. I shivered all over and my eyes slammed shut. Warmth showered over me, I couldn't feel where it started and where it ended. My muscles tensed and then completely released in the most perfect physical relaxation of my life. My mind reeled and I knew, somewhere deep inside, that I was confused and nervous, but it was completely subsumed in pleasure. I just let it wash over me and was, for a moment, completely untroubled.
End Part 1
To Be Continued
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Dear Reader: You are entering the second part of the longest piece of writing I have ever completed. Please enjoy it in good health. The novel (and yes, it is an 88,000 word novel) has been split into four sections, this being the second section. The entire book is already completed, the first section is already up, and I will be releasing the remaining two sections over the next few weeks. So if you like this, keep your eyes open for future installments.
With that said, this book is not for everyone. It will be too long for many people (no shame in that, it's a big time investment). It is also somewhat extreme, having some of the more intense and bizarre sexual scenes I have ever written (though for some of you faithful readers, that will be the appeal!). Further I warn you that not every section has incest content, though there is a lot of that in here, as well as other kinds of taboo. The first section was a bit of a slow build but this section, and the remaining three are wall to wall erotica. But that doesn't mean you shouldn't read it all. I think the whole is greater than the sum of its parts and, if you go back and read the whole thing, you will not be disappointed. Enjoy!
And please let me know what you think.
Recap: Last time, our hero Ellie (or Lizzie) Abood decided to pledge the same sorority as her older sister Lily. Lily was extremely upset, but Ellie couldn't figure out why. Eventually, the hazing started at the sorority and it had a definite sexual feel. All the pledges, like Ellie, are required to be naked at all times. Further, at the end of the first section, Ellie had a mutual masturbation session with one of the juniors (which she was a bit reluctant about). If you want more, read the story.
*****
Chapter 3: Pledge Week Day 3 - First Group Meeting
The next morning, Tuesday, I awoke with my alarm. The instant my eyes opened I realized I felt completely different than I had the night before when I'd climbed back into bed. The previous night I'd returned to my room still in the glow of the loveliest orgasm of my life. When the pleasure receded it seemed to take all my worries with me. I'd even given Mandy a big hug for her answering all my questions. I'd sat naked in her room for another hour or so just talking to her about everything and nothing. I think she enjoyed it too. Then, when it was getting late, I floated back to my room. Lori was already asleep in the bed as I closed my eyes and instantly slipped into a wonderful dream.
Now, my eyes wide open in low light of early morning I felt my stomach knot up. What had happened the night before? What did it mean about me? What would people think? What did I think about it? What did I think about Lily? All my ideas jumbled up on top of one another. It was like an emotional overload. I never wanted more in my life to be out of a house. I wanted to get up and run out into the street (naked if I had to) and then never come back. This place was too strange and challenged me too much.
"Did you sleep well?" Lori asked. I turned towards the other bed. She was looking at me sheepishly and she made only fleeting eye contact. I wondered what she was thinking. What had happened with her junior?
"It was fine, you?" I asked.
"Not bad...you?"
"I just said it was fine," I said. We were both beating around the bush, poorly. We both needed to talk about the previous night. Lori took a big breath. She sat up (her breasts exposed as she sat, bouncing perkily) and bit her lip. It was like the words were bursting out of her.
"What happened to you last night?" she asked. For a moment I was silent. I cursed myself for not asking the question first, seeing what she said and then calibrating my answer accordingly. But I hadn't. Now I wondered if I should tell everything or hold something back.
I had almost resolved to admit only up to the point that I played with my breasts, but couldn't go through with it. I looked over at Lori who appeared both nervous and excited and realized that I needed someone to confide in. This was all too much for me and I needed to share with someone. And if I wanted to build trust, I needed to be honest.
"Well..." I started and then went through everything that had happened the night before. I told her about everything from spreading my legs on the bed to putting the dirty, dripping dildo in my mouth. I told her everything I said, smelled, and heard. I kept my eyes closed the whole time, just trying to make sure I said everything, to make it real by putting it out in the air. Finally, after describing my orgasm, I fell silent. I'd been honest.
For a time, Lori returned my silence. I finally opened my eyes and looked at her. She was blushing. For an instant I thought that I'd done far more than she had. That I'd completely moved past the bounds of acceptable behavior and that I'd shocked and appalled my roommate. I felt my chest tighten and I tried to squirm under my blankets.
"Thank God," she said, "I thought I'd be the only one with a...weird experience." She said and let out a long sigh. I looked up quickly. A relieved smile was on Lori's face and I felt the same emotion. I let my own air out.
"What happened?" I asked. Now it was Lori's turn to hesitate. She looked down at her chest and seemed to be getting her thoughts in order. Finally, she spoke.
"Well, you know that my junior was Laura right," she said. I shook my head. Laura was a tall, slender blonde girl with enormous (rumor had it fake) boobs who had complimented my ass during the early stages of pledging. But I didn't know her well and had no idea that she was Lori's big sister.
"She is," Lori said, "So when I pulled the 'junior' slip last night she came right up to me and said I should follow her without speaking. She was smiling and seemed nice, but I could tell she was serious. So I did. Except, she didn't lead me up to her room like your junior sister did. Instead, she led me into the kitchen. I told her that I was not supposed to go there because, you know." She indicated her nudity.
"Yeah," I said, curious for her to continue.
"So anyway, she said that she knew when the outside staff was around and that she'd cleared it already. So she took me to the kitchen. Have you been in there? Anyway, there are a bunch of counters and tables in there for preparing food and she told me to sit on one. I said it wasn't sanitary because they cook there and she told me that all that would be taken care of and that I wasn't supposed to question her. So I sat down on a table with my legs dangling off the end. It was a cold steel table and I shivered a little when I jumped on.
"As soon as I was sitting down...she was so fast," Lori said, blushing deeply and then looking away from me. But she kept talking, "In a second she was standing between my legs and she was kissing me. I was like... absolutely shocked. I didn't even move for like a minute. I just sat on the table frozen while Laura put her hands on either side of my ass, leaned it, and placed her lips against mine. At first she was real gentle, just leaning in and pressing her lips against mine. But after a few minutes she started to get more aggressive. The kisses became longer and I felt...I felt her tongue slid out of her mouth and flitter along my lips.
"After a minute the shock at her abrupt contact wore off and I realized what was happening you know. Like I was kind of in the middle of making out with someone but without being all the way into it. And then I started to focus on what she was doing. I felt her lips against mine and the smoothness of her skin and...I sort of liked it. I mean I was confused and nervous and completely thrown off balance, but that didn't mean she was a bad kisser. She was good. So I started to kiss back. It wasn't like it was a decision. She was going to keep kissing me, so I decided to just go with it.
"And things started to get more intense from there. I opened my mouth and let her tongue into mine and I stuck my tongue in her mouth. Our kisses started to last longer and we moved with greater speed. I stopped thinking about whether this was right or wrong or anything. It's like... Well none of the guys I have ever dated like to just kiss. They are always waiting for the next thing. So it was nice to just kiss someone who wanted to kiss back. It felt good, so I didn't worry about whether it fit who I thought I was. It was like you said; it just felt right in the moment.
"So anyway, we kissed for a long time but then she sort of surprised me. My eyes were closed and I didn't notice that she was moving her hands off the table. And all the sudden I felt her hands on my breasts! And I like squeaked or something, but I didn't know what to do. I was already completely absorbed in kissing Laura and I didn't want to stop that. And her hands felt soft and gentle on my breasts. It didn't feel bad either. So I didn't say anything and I didn't stop her.
"We kept kissing for a lot longer. But now while we were kissing she was squeezing my breasts gently with her palms. And sometimes she would release them but sort of run her fingers across my nipples gently, just sort of teasing me. And this made me want to kiss her deeper and harder. I'd never felt such a connection between someone playing with my breasts and a kiss. Like it wasn't the sort of awkward stuff I was used to, she was making my body react. It was...great.
'Then, just as suddenly as she started, she stopped. She stopped kissing me and she left her hands just sitting gingerly on my breasts. For a second we just sat there and I started to feel uncomfortable, realizing what I was doing. And then she asked me if I was...you know...wet. So I didn't say anything at first because I felt totally awkward about it. And then she said that if I didn't answer I was going to get in trouble, so I admitted I was. I know, it sounds gross. But she was such a good kisser and it felt so nice. I mean, you know what I am talking about.
"So anyway, as soon as I said yes she smiled and started to walk away. I sort of froze and she yelled back at me not to move. Then she walked over the refrigerator. She shuffled around inside of it for a few seconds and then she pulled out two big bowls. She walked back over to me and set the bowls down on the table. I looked over. One was completely empty but the other was full of vegetables. I was totally confused.
"But then Laura reached into the filled bowl and pulled out a cucumber. It was a little thing, maybe five inches long. She handed it to me and told me to put it...you know...in my...pussy. So I shook my head and said I wouldn't do that. I wasn't going to put a vegetable in my pussy, especially not in front of anyone. And Laura said that I had to do it and that I wouldn't get my deposit back on my sorority dues. I can't imagine going back to my parents and telling them that I spent $2,000.00 on dues and then didn't even get into the sorority. And if they asked me why I left, what could I say?
"So I did it. I have a dildo, so it wasn't like it was completely strange or anything. But it was bizarre to do it in that situation. Especially with Laura watching me. And she was watching me closely. So I slid the cucumber on my slit to get it wet. And it was cold and felt...you know really good. So I slipped it inside of me. It was really, really wet and it just sort of popped right in. And while it was in, Laura reached up and rubbed my breasts some more. The combination felt amazing and I started to slide the cucumber in and out of me faster and faster.
"But then Laura told me to stop, so I did. Then she reached forward, her fingers just barely grazing my pussy lips, grabbed the cucumber and pulled it out. It felt so good to have her pull it out! Now the cucumber was warm and incredibly wet. Laura quickly handed me a carrot and told me to put that in my pussy now. I was already missing the cucumber, so I didn't hesitate. I just started playing with the carrot, slipping it inside of me and liking the way it filled me up. My nipples felt so hard while it went inside of me, I'd never felt anything like that before.
"While I was playing with myself, Laura was set the cucumber down on a cutting board and then sliced it into two dozen or so slices and then dumped them into the empty bowl. I didn't really understand what she was doing, I was too enthralled by my carrot. I was even rubbing my own breasts while I played with myself. Every second made me wetter and wetter and I was grinding my ass on the table.
"Then Laura told me to stop with the carrot as well. I groaned because I didn't want to stop, but I followed orders. I was coming to the realization that when I followed orders, pleasure followed. So Laura slipped the carrot out of me and then set it on the cutting board.
'We repeated this same dance with a stalk of celery (that one hurt a little bit, but felt surprisingly awesome), a thin green pepper or some sort, some other sort of long bean-like vegetable that was also sort of shaped like a...dick. I would press it against my clit, then slide it inside of my body, play with myself, and then hand it to Laura. Each time I got more and more aroused. I felt like my head was going to explode. I needed an orgasm, but every time I got close, Laura would take my vegetable. Then she would chop each one up and drop it into the bowl.
"Finally, she grabbed up the last few things in the first bowl. She handed me like seven or eight little cherry tomatoes. They were a little less than ripe, still pretty firm. She looked at me and didn't say anything, I knew what she wanted me to do (even if I didn't know why). So I did what I had done before. I took the first tomato and rubbed it across my clit. Then I coat it in my juices and sort of popped it up inside of me. It felt so weird having it inside of me. But good.
"Laura took the bowl with the chopped up vegetables and brought it over between my legs. She told me to play with my clit with my fingers while I sort of pushed the tomato out of myself. My fingers were real wet and so they felt really good on my clit. And the pressure from pushing out the tomato was nice. It was too small to hurt pushing out, it was just a fun little bit of pressure. And it sort of popped out of me and landed in the bowl. And then she told me to put the next tomato in.
"So we just kept repeating this over and over again. I played with my clit while I popped cherry tomatoes into my pussy and then pushed them back out again, warm and covered in my juices. They would land with the other vegetables. And I felt it like, building inside of me the whole time. Finally, I popped the last tomato into my body and my fingers were flying around on my clit. I gave a big push. At the exact same instant that the tomato popped out of me and landed in the vegetables I came. And Ellie, you have no idea how intense it was! I have never had an orgasm like that, not even with my vibrator.
"I don't squirt. At least, I don't think that I do. But I came so hard a little bit of liquid came out of me and dripping down my leg and landed in the bowl with the vegetables. And then I sort of fell back on the table panting. The cold metal felt good against my skin while I caught my breath.
"Finally, I sat back up. And I saw that Laura was already sitting at a different table. She sort of beckoned me over and I sat down across from her. The big bowl was between us and had a fork. Oh my god! I almost died. What was she thinking? I could sort of, you know, smell myself coming up out of the bowl. Like the way my pussy smells.
"And Laura looked and me and she said, and I will never forget what she said, 'Pussy is my favorite salad dressing,' and then she stuck her fork into it, grabbed a whole bunch of the vegetables, and shoved them in her mouth! I was completely shocked. She chewed and made groaning noises, but I couldn't believe it. Then she opened her eyes and told me to eat.
"I took the fork out of her hand, but didn't want to eat the salad. It seemed so dirty. But she was staring me down and I'd already gotten this far, how could I turn back? So I scooped up a little bit of cucumber and pepper and I put them into my mouth. Oh God Ellie. Okay, it mostly tasted like vegetables, but I could taste myself on them. They were just a little bit wet from my pussy. And they tasted...good. I liked it. I thought I would gag, but I just chewed it and swallowed it down. I can't believe it but it was really nice. And I watched Laura eating it too. And it was so...hot. I don't know, it was like I was a different person for awhile.
"And so Laura and I sat in the kitchen and talked for the rest of the night. We shared the rest of the salad and then we had a little ice cream. And last night, it didn't feel weird. I mean it did. But it felt nice too. It made sense, but now I wake up and I am just thinking about it and..."
"It's crazy," I said. She looked at me, hurt, but I shook my head, "No not you or what you said or anything. I mean the situation. I agree with you." She nodded. I felt so strangely, having listened to Lori's story. She had started off so nervous, but as the story grew I felt her excitement rising. Her nipples had grown hard and her face flushed as she spoke. She was clearly aroused, but confused and nervous as well. All of the strange and incongruous emotions that I was feeling were evident in her as well.
And it had been a strangely...enticing story for me too. I'd found myself aroused and perplexed in equal measures. The entire time I had vividly pictured every action that Lori had narrated. I'd pictured her kissing Laura (both girls were really cute) and then placing the vegetables inside of Lori. And the most arousing (if shocking) thing of all was their little "meal" at the end. I was so curious. I wondered what it smelled like. What it tasted like. What it would have been like to be there. And then I felt embarrassed and disgusted by my thoughts.
I didn't know if I wanted to know these things about my roommate. I didn't know if I wanted to be involved in a place like this. I didn't know anything. My mind felt fuzzy. But as I shook my head and tried to focus my thoughts I did realize one thing about this dirty, enlightening, and strange conversation I'd just had with my roommate. It felt good to at least know someone was in the same boat as me. I knew she was feeling the same things I was. And I felt closer to her and a little more relaxed after the panic I'd felt upon first awakening. As if reading my thoughts, Lori spoke
"I don't know what to think today. I feel like yesterday was a dream. Like this whole place is a nightmare or something. Should I leave?" she asked, "I don't think I want to leave. But shouldn't I?"
"I don't know. I've been thinking the same thing. It is so weird," I replied.
"It's all so...not what I expected. But I don't know... I don't know that I hate this either... Like I should. But I didn't stop last night. And I feel...strange when I think about what happens here. Like...I don't know," she said.
"I feel exactly the same way," I admitted, "I'm just glad I am not doing this alone." She instantly realized that we were in this together and gave me a wan smile.
"Thanks for listening to me, I didn't know where else to turn. I still don't know what I want or think, but it is better to not feel," she said. I smiled back and felt good, like we were supporting each other. Like we were sisters.
"Thank you. I think I'd be going insane right now if I hadn't talked to you," I said. Then Lori got up from her bed and walked over to me. She quickly wrapped her arms around me, giving me a tight hug. I felt her breasts press into mine, her nipples hard against mine. Then she quickly broke it. Just a hug amongst friends, only strange because we were naked. She looked at me now, sheepish but more at ease. But then she seemed to remember something and her brow furrowed slightly.



"And your junior sister..."
"Mandy"
"Yeah, she said that the sisters...have?"
"Sex. She said everyone does," I said. We both looked at one another and blushed. We both knew what the other was thinking. Our embarrassment and arousal filled the whole room. I felt the relief I'd just felt dampen slightly. I could see it in Lori's eyes as well. It was nice to have a friend in this, someone to confide in and to share my feelings with, but that didn't change the fact that weirder things were on the horizon.
"I need to go to class," she said suddenly, getting up and finding her clothes, "Maybe getting out of this place will help me clear my head." She replied.
"Yeah, I need to leave too," I said. And I thought that maybe being away would do me some good as well.
* * * * *
That day I got back to the house before any of the other freshman. I only had one class that day and it was over at 11:00. I hadn't paid much attention in class that day. All I could do was think about the previous night. I thought about Mandy and her dildo. I thought about the questions I asked her. I thought about Lori and Laura kissing. I thought about Lori with vegetables in her pussy. I thought about Laura eating that salad with thick, clear quim as dressing. Oddly, I also thought about how uncomfortable I felt wearing clothes, I was already becoming accustomed to nudity.
Maybe that was why I never seriously considered abandoning my attempt to join the sorority. Maybe that is why I didn't leave class and head back to my old dorm room. Maybe I was already starting to get used to it and maybe even like it. That's why when class was over, I walked straight back to the sorority house, popped my clothes off in the foyer (even though Carrie wasn't there to collect them yet), and walked into the living room. I instantly wished I'd stayed out of the house long enough to get lunch.
The room was almost completely empty. In fact, there were only two people present. One was my sophomore sister Adrianna Hall. She was, by the way, an absolute bombshell. Slightly frizzy, but long black hair, big smile, lithe body, perky breasts, and the bearing of a movie star. The other was my sister. My biological sister that is, Lily. They were on the couch together on the wall by the stairwell door.
Adrianna was lying on her back on the overstuffed couch. Her head was resting on a pillow and her hair was splayed across the cushions. Her long legs were bent at the knees and her legs were spread. She was wearing a pair of skin tight jeans and a tight black t-shirt. My sister was lying between her legs. She was shorter than Adrianna. So, while Lily's large breasts were on top of Adrianna's own, Lily's hips were resting on Adrianna's mid-section. Lily's forearms were resting on the armrest on either side of Adrianna's head. Her hair was dangling down over Adrianna's face and I could see their lips together.
They were kissing passionately. I saw my sister's mouth open and her tongue plunge into Adrianna's mouth. I saw Adrianna's tongue giving back, pushing up into Lily's mouth. Adrianna's hands wrapped around Lily's back, pulling her in hard, driving their mouths closer together. As I watched, I came to the realization that they were moving. I saw that Adrianna was grinding her hips up, rubbing her pussy against my sister's legs. Lily seemed to enjoy the sensation and was pushing her large breasts against Adrianna's running her nipples (under a bra and a shirt of course) against her lover's breasts.
I couldn't believe what I was seeing. I mean, I'd heard what Mandy had said the night before. I knew what I had seen and heard. And done. But this was something else entirely. This was my older sister. My actual older sister. My parents' other kid. And she was passionately kissing another woman. It felt so alien, so unreal.
After the momentary shock of seeing my sister in a romantic embrace with a woman wore off, I found myself in the midst of another shock. As I watched their bodies writhe together on the couch and heard the wet, slurping sounds of their kisses, I realized that my body was reacting. My nipples had hardened and I felt a familiar slickness building between my legs. My mouth became dry and my heart started to beat faster.
It was the same sort of feelings that I'd had before. This unaccountable arousal at the sight and thought of women. The feeling of attraction that made me question what I'd always thought about myself. The deep desire to taste, touch, and feel that shook the foundation of my normality. All these conflicting, sexual feelings I'd come to expect from the sorority. But this was a thousand times worse. I was looking at my sister! And not one of my "sisters" but the real deal.
My mind began to race. It was "different" and a little bit strange to have lesbian urges. But they weren't outside the mainstream of human experience. People were lesbians. If it turned out I was, I could live with that (I told myself now, despite the fact that I hadn't felt that way before). But attraction to my sister? Disgusting. No it wasn't that, I told myself, it was arousal at Adrianna and a girl. That girl happened to be my sister. I wasn't aroused by Lily. My body was confused and this meant nothing. Right?
I saw my sister arch her back now, driving her legs into Adrianna's shaking hips. My sister shook her head, driving her hair out of her face smiling broadly. Her large, firm breasts bounced as she lifted her head completely and bit her lip. She looked absolutely beautiful. I didn't know what I thought about her. All I know is that as she moved her body a loud groan escaped, unbidden from my lips. I don't know if I was groaning with some sort of desire or I was groaning because of discomfort, but there it was.
Instantly, my sister's head turned and she looked directly at me. The playful, sexy look on her face dropped immediately. She was frowning and her eyebrows furrowed. She started to shake her head and her cheeks became bright red. Adrianna, confused by the abrupt change, spoke.
"Honey, what's wrong?" she asked. Honey? My sister didn't say anything. Rather than looking angry now she looked embarrassed and upset. I wondered if she was about to cry. She sat up quickly on her knees between Adrianna's legs and then just hopped off of the couch. She didn't make eye contact with me, wouldn't even look at me, and then turned and walked out of the room towards the dining room. Adrianna looked around, confused, "What the hell?"
"I uh..." I started, feeling as embarrassed as my sister felt. Adrianna turned and looked at me.
"Oh..." she said and then smiled at me sheepishly, "Sorry about that I guess..." she said.
"No...Um...I am sorry. I was, you know, back from class, just trying to go to my room. I wasn't trying to get in your way or anything," I said, my face hot now. Adrianna nodded uncomfortably.
"Hey no problem," she said and then there was a long awkward silence.
"I will go do that now," I said and then basically ran toward the staircase. I bounded up to my room and closed the door after me. I climbed into my bed and pulled my covers over my head.
After all I'd seen and done the last few days, this was such a small thing, to see two girls kissing. But I felt more uncomfortable now than I had at any other time. Anything strange having to do with my sister had seemed speculative and uncertain. Now it was in my face.
Maybe even more important, I didn't know what to think of Lily's reaction. She wasn't mad at me, at least not flamboyantly, loudly mad. She looked...hurt. I could stand having Lily mad at me, that happened almost all the time when we were growing up. But this new thing was strange. And I knew that whatever craziness was happening in this house wasn't about to end. Things were going to get deeper. And that meant that whatever was happening between my sister and I was going to get worse.
* * * * *
I must've fallen asleep in my bed, worrying. Lori shook me awake and I jumped up with a start. I couldn't remember my dream exactly, but I had the vague thought that it had something to do with Lily. And that it had been sexual. My head hurt a little and my mouth was dry. I felt like I was going crazy or dying or both.
"Hey," Lori said, "I hate to wake you up but tonight's meeting is starting. I didn't want you to get in trouble." I smiled at her.
"Thanks, I'd hate to see what they'd do," I said, climbing out of bed. I looked at myself in the mirror and checked my hair. When I felt that it looked presentable, Lori and I headed out of the room. I was still groggy from sleep but I felt the dread and excitement of another meeting. What was going to happen? Would it be worse than before? Would it better? And, for a brief moment I thought if my sister as well, what was happening with her? What would happen?
I didn't have much time to do anything except to think of these issues, no chance to really think through them. In a minute I was once again standing in the dining room with the other freshman girls, completely surrounded by upper classman. Once again the upper class girls were just wearing their every day clothes and there were no robes or candles. Once everyone was shuffled in, Heather stepped towards the middle of the room.
"Good evening pledges," she said sweetly, "I heard you all had...fun last night." She said and looked around the room. The older girls laughed and we freshmen squirmed and blushed. It was clear that Lori and I were not alone. Lots of strange things had happened the previous night.
"We hope that last night with the juniors taught you something," Heather continued. As she spoke she paced around the room. She was in between the circle of upper class girls and moving around us like a shark. "Last night's meeting with your junior sisters was supposed to teach you about yourself. When you joined this sorority you were like children. You lived, but you didn't really understand what it was you were doing or why. Last night you took the first step towards self awareness and, from what I hear, self love." The older girls once again laughed. I realized that all the girls, not just Lori and I, must've committed some sort of masturbatory act the night before. It was part of a plan!
More importantly, I realized that to a certain extent what Heather was saying was correct. I had clearly not spent enough time considering my sexuality or who I really was. Now I was being confronted by it and forced to come to terms with it. I realized I was probably going to have to learn to do that anyway in college. To learn about who I was and what I wanted in life. I suddenly felt very grateful to the sorority, at least it was giving me guides.
"But tonight is a different lesson. Tonight we step out from ourselves and learn about connecting to another person. We are going to learn about understanding our sisters." As she said that, she returned to the front of the room, where she'd begun her predatory walk. Carrie was holding a hat in her hands and Heather lifted it up. She started to walk around the outside of the room. Each time she passed an upper class girl, the girl reached into the hat and grabbed something out of it. And as she walked around the room, passing something out, Heather talked to us.
"It is vitally important to know yourself and to understand yourself. But no woman is an island. Sometimes you need someone else. Sometimes something only makes sense if it happens with another person. Connection is part of what it means to be a human being. And to connect to another person, to really connect, you need to know and love that person. Today we are going to learn about connecting to our sisters," Heather finished. Once again, she was standing at the front of the room. Now she reached into the hat and grabbed something out. The hat was now empty and she dropped it on the floor. Carrie had another hat now and she once again handed it to Heather.
"Here you go," she said, her voice trilling with excitement.
"Thank you," she said, "Alright, Lori my dear will you please come forward," Lori was standing next to me and shrugged. We were less nervous than before, being used to this game, but I still felt bad for her. Being the first every time couldn't be easy.
"Coming," she said. She walked up to the front of the room. She stopped in front of Heather, waiting for further instruction. Heather waited a few moments, letting the tension build.
"Did you have a good evening last night?" Heather asked. Lori sort of quivered like she was scared.
"Uh yeah, very nice," Lori said.
"Having leftovers for dinner tonight?" she asked and all of the upper class girls laughed. The other freshman looked confused. Only I knew what she was referring to. I wondered if all the sophomores, juniors, and seniors knew what I knew or if they just knew that Heather was teasing. Did all the older girls know what I did the previous night? I was pretty certain they did. Probably even Lily. My cheeks felt hot.
"Ha, not I don't think so," Lori said very uncomfortably, trying to end the conversation. Heather let her dangle in silence again, but finally spoke.
"Well, that's too bad. Are you ready for tonight's lesson?" Heather asked.
"Yes," Lori said, sounding almost relieved.
"Reach into the hat and pull out one strip of paper," Heather demanded. Lori did as she was told, reaching out quickly and then pulling out a strip of paper. Heather then passed the hat to Carrie on her left.
"Do you want me to read it?" Lori asked, waiting to unfold the paper. Heather smiled.
"Well at the very least you've learned obedience. Yes. I want you to read your paper. It will have part of a command that, by itself, will be completely meaningless. However, once you read your slip of paper, I will read mine, the one that came from the first hat. Together, those two pieces of paper will produce a coherent (and completely random and unique) command with which we, together, must comply. Older sisters will not read their pieces of paper until you read yours, not even silently to themselves. Do you understand?"
"I think so," Lori said, looking around the room. Everyone was silent, watching.
"It will make sense once we get started," Heather said, "read."
"Umm...Okay," Lori said, opening up her piece of paper, "mine says, 'My Finger's Pinch Your...'"
"Ass for Ten Seconds," Heather finished by reading her paper and the room erupted, some giggling and some cheering, "Looks like your hands have to grab my breast." Heather said.
Without a further word, Heather quickly unbottoned and unzipped her jeans. She shuffled them down so that they were just above her knees. She turned around so that her ass was facing Lori. She was wearing a pair of pink panties. Not too sexy, not too comfy. She slipped her fingers in waist band of her panties and then pulled them down, exposing her ass.
Heather had a cute butt. That was my first thought. It was strange, the thought occurred too quickly to be conscious. When I realized I'd thought it, I became ashamed. But it was true! It was tight, round, and sat up high even when not squeezed into jeans. Her ass was whiter than her legs or lower back, the slight tan line looking sexy. Everyone in the room was looking at the sorority president's ass. But no one moved.
"Well, Lori I suppose I haven't ordered you to do anything yet, so I can't be mad. But the command was quite clear. I shouldn't have to order. Do it," Heather said. Heather had moved so fast that I think Lori was caught off guard, now she felt flustered having earned a rebuke.
"Oh uh, yeah," Lori said. Then Lori looked around the room as though someone was going to stop her before she acted. Everyone just stared at her. I felt my heart thumping my chest, excited to see the two girls touch and also nervous about what was in store for me.
Lori reached her hand out. I could see from across the room that she was trembling. She moved her hand slowly, but smoothly towards Heather's ass. Finally, I saw her fingers sink into Heather's soft flesh. Lori stopped for a half second, and then pushed further. In another moment, her palm was flat against Heather's right ass cheek.
"You have to pinch it to start the clock," Carrie said. I watched as Lori's fingers tensed and then sunk into Heather's skin. Heather shivered slightly and let out a low moan. Lori had really grabbed a hunk of Heather's ass and I saw the older girl's flesh squeezing through her fingers.
They stood there for awhile, not moving. It felt like Lori had been holding Heather's ass for an eternity when Carrie finally put a stop to it, "Time," she said simply. Lori quickly released Heather's flesh. I could see a slight imprint of Lori's fingers in her skin for a brief moment. Then Heather pulled up her pants and turned back around.
"Not so bad was it?" she asked.
"No," Lori said simply.
"Do I have a nice ass?"
"Very," Lori said and it was clear she was telling the truth but was also still a bit nervous. The other girls laughed and Lori walked back into the mass of freshmen.
"Okay my turn," Carrie said, now that she was holding the hat. Her freshman walked up. And so the game started. A freshman girl would pick up a piece of paper and then read it. Her upper class sister would read her paper and they would do whatever it commanded. For the most part, they turned out to be more absurd than sexy. One girl had to put her thumb on her Junior sister's lips. Another had to let her Senior sister put her hair on her foot. Obviously, the luck of the draw determined whether you did something sexy or silly. Regardless of what was required, as soon as the task was completed, the hat moved in a counter-clockwise fashion and it was time for the next girl. Obviously, every freshman girl had to go three times.
My first time was really the first "interesting" draw after Lori grabbed Heather's ass. My first big sister was Mandy. She was smiling brightly as I walked up to her. I was glad she was first; she had been very sweet the night before and made me feel comfortable now. I felt all the eyes in the sorority on me as I reached into the hat and pulled out my slip of paper. I quickly unfolded it.
"Mine says, 'Your Lips Kiss My...'" I stated. There was an audible murmur around the room. This one seemed to have potential. I was terrified about what Mandy was going to kiss, but also enticed. What if it was fun?
"Neck for fifteen seconds," Mandy finished. There was a murmur of approval at that and Mandy seemed tickled. She clapped her hands and bit her lower lip. I took an additional step forward so that I was closer to her mouth.
Mandy took her left hand and placed it on my bare waist. Her palm felt soft and hot on my skin. She gave me a little squeeze. I titled my head to one side to give her better access. She was shorter then me so she slid her free arm up under my armpit and reached over and grabbed my shoulder. Her bare arm grazed the side of my breasts. She then pulled me down slightly and stood up on her tip toes.
Now her face was directly in line with my neck. I was not looking at her now but out at the girls around me. I saw them all staring, aroused and intense. It was too much for me; I closed my eyes and waited for Mandy. I didn't have to wait too long. I felt a light sensation against my neck, just a gentle brushing. Mandy's lips grazing my neck. I shivered slightly and my nipples hardened.
Then I felt a deeper, wetter sensation. Mandy was kissing my neck deeply. Her mouth opened slightly and her tongue skittered across my warm skin. She briefly broke the kiss to move to a different spot on my neck. The air felt cool where her saliva was on me. Her lips returned to my neck, just at the spot where it met my shoulder. Her lips felts soft but firm against me, slightly wet and absolutely perfect.
The spot that Mandy was kissing must have been some sort of intense erogenous zone I'd never discovered before. As soon as Mandy tongue gently touched it, my body became absolutely electric. My muscles tensed immediately and a muffled (but still audible) moan escaped my mouth. I felt like there were wires directly connecting my neck to my nipples, my pussy, and my anus. Every little motion by Mandy, every slight change in the direction of her kisses, shot down those wires. My nipples felt harder than I'd ever experienced before and even the slight movement of air inflamed their sensitivity. My pussy became instantly wet and I felt a deep ache develop in my womb. Most strangely, my anus tightened like a drum and prickled and tingled in a way I'd never felt before. I wondered if just Mandy's gentle kisses alone could get me off and...



"Time," Carrie called. Mandy's lips unhooked from my neck and she stepped back against the wall. I opened my eyes. I was still dazed from the intensity of the sensation and from the abrupt end to the experience. I could see the girls standing around me. Most were smiling lasciviously, showing they were clearly aware of the experience I'd just had. I hunched my shoulders and slipped back to the middle of the group, embarrassed by my reaction to Mandy's touch.
But soon the embarrassment passed both because I was excited about what would happen to me next and also because the game kept going without me. During the next persons turn (a boring combination) I looked back over at Mandy. She caught my glance and gave me a little wink. It was clear that she knew what she'd done to me and her wink promised that it could happen again if I wanted it. Did I want that? I was afraid that I knew the answer. I looked back the people playing the game.
It was clear that everyone was waiting for another "dirty" combination like the one that I'd gotten. The silly ones really didn't serve any purpose. I remember that before my next turn there was really only one other good one. A Freshman girl named Alisha had to put her nose on her junior sister's inner thigh for seven seconds. The only sister was wearing shorts, but she removed them so she was only in her panties. Then she sat down on her butt and spread her legs. Alisha had slowly gotten down on her hands and knees. I was standing behind her and got a strangely intimate view of her little red pussy lips and tight red asshole as her ass stuck up in the air. Then, slowly, Alisha had inched forward. Finally, she pushed her nose against the junior's inner thigh. Alisha's face was a bare inch away from the older girl's pussy and her hair was draped all over the girl's lap. Finally, after seven seconds, she pulled her head back out.
I, along with everyone else, was aroused watching the girls in action. I wondered what it smelled like between the older girl's legs. I wondered what it would feel like to have Alisha's hair on my lap. I was still incredibly horny from my kiss with Mandy and this just added to it, making my pussy wetter and my mind less able to overcome the troubling emotions associated with my libido.
After a few more silly turns, it was my chance again. This time, as I walked out of the group of freshman girls, I walked to Adrianna. I still felt embarrassed about walking in on her with Lily (though I hadn't really thought of that until that moment). But if she felt embarrassed, she covered it well. She smiled at me seductively and pushed the hat towards me. I grabbed my slip of paper and opened it.
"It says, 'My mouth,'" then I groaned slightly before finishing, "'Sucks Your...'"
"Nipple for fifteen seconds," Adrianna finished. She clearly relished what she said, almost rushing the words out over top of mine. The other girls in the room (except for the nervous freshmen) cheered. This was what they were waiting for. My stomach flipped and my breathing became ragged. This was really intense. Put another girl's nipple in my mouth? In a room full of people? And my sister? It was crazy.
But Adrianna wasn't waiting to see what my thoughts were. She was wearing a tight, pale yellow blouse and while I was still coming to terms with what I was going to have to do, her fingers were flying over the buttons. In just a few seconds the blouse was lying in a pile on the floor. Adrianna's breasts were covered by a sexy pink demi-bra and I unconsciously admired her form. Her breasts were pert (if a bit small) and her stomach was flat. Without the shirt, I could see the dramatic flare of her hips. She was a bombshell for sure.
She quickly reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. She threw her arms forward and the silky pink fabric slid down off of her shoulders. In a moment, her bra joined her blouse on the floor. Adrianna's breasts were even more impressive when not covered. I'd thought her bra had been a push-up number, lifting her breasts up high on her chest. Now I saw that this wasn't the case. Her perfectly proportion, teardrop-shaped breasts sat as perkily on her chest as if she was still wearing it. Her skin was a lovely light brown color (I later learned that Adrianna's mother was Greek and her father was African-American, giving her such a lovely shade of skin. Like half coffee, half milk). Her areolas were smaller than mine, maybe the size of nickels, and a dark brown color. Her nipples were somewhat long and stood up hard on her chest, pointing slightly upward.
Adrianna was staring at me intently, ready for me to plunge her nipple into my mouth. Her body was lovely and her nipples looked like they would pop deliciously into my mouth. But I was ashamed that I was thinking of her body that way and incredibly nervous. I looked around the room briefly, but was met by the intense, lewd stares of my sorority. Everyone expected me to go through with this. I felt nervous, wondering what everyone was thinking about me (which is bizarre, I know). I turned the other direction and saw Lily looking at me as well. She had some connection to Adrianna and she was looking at me like she was waiting for me to back out. There was no way out of this.
I took a small step forward and then bent over at my waist. Adrianna was considerably taller than me so I didn't have to bend far. In a moment, my lips were just a few inches from Adrianna's right breast. I could feel the heat of her body emanating from her pores. I could smell the light scent of her floral perfume and, subtly beneath that smell, her sexual, feminine pheromones. My mouth started to water. My pussy (which was still wet from my previous experience with Mandy) seized up slightly. I turned my gaze up slightly and saw Adrianna's beautiful face looking down at me and smiling. My inhibitions dried up.
I closed my eyes and opened my mouth. Without thinking, I went off script. I slowly stuck out my tongue and slid it across the bottom of Adrianna's nipple. It felt very hard, but silky against my tongue. Her hardened areola felt textured and tight. Adrianna's nipple tasted slightly salty and somewhat cool. I heard Adrianna moan and there was slight rumbling around the room.
Then I remembered, I was supposed to be sucking on her nipple, not licking it. I opened my mouth wider. I kept my tongue against the bottom of Adrianna's tit but closed the distance with my mouth. Soon, the sophomore's nipple was completely inside of my lips.
Adrianna's breast felt incredibly soft and warm against my face and I sunk into it slightly. I smell her chest and the perfume was weaker now, her natural scent more alive. Her nipple was between my teeth, right against my tongue. I created a little suction in my mouth, pulling the nipple in farther. I relaxed my jaw a bit, freeing her from my teeth. Then I started to swirl my tongue around on Adrianna's nipple. The tight, hard, smoothness I'd teased with my tongue before was more complete now. The fleshy bullet of her nipple strokes against my tongue. It tasted saltier and sweeter now.
Adrianna moaned more loudly now and I knew that the swirls from my tongue felt good. My own body was now reacting more strongly to my explicit actions. My own nipples were as hard and tense as Adrianna's, my skin was covered in goosebumps. My hair felt like it was on end and my toes were squeezed together in unbearable tension. Most importantly, my pussy was actually dripping down my leg. As I lapped my tongue on the lower portion of Adrianna's breast, I felt an almost uncontrollable urge to touch myself. I wanted to feel my fingers slip through my juices, to feel my finger tips graze my clit and then plunge into my hot slit. Better yet, I wanted Mandy's dildo inside of me. Or Adrianna's tongue...
"Time!" I heard. Instantly I flashed back to reality. My eyes shot open. I saw Adrianna looking down at me, giving me a naughty face that showed she was impressed. I couldn't believe what touching her breast had done to me! I popped her breast out of my mouth and she moaned contentedly. I stood up feeling embarrassed by my near loss of control. She winked at me and I blushed as I rushed back to the group. I caught a glimpse of Lily looking at me angrily. Everyone else looked a little bit looser, like they'd enjoyed with they'd just seen.
Once again, I didn't have time to worry about anything because the game continued apace. There were a couple of more silly ones but then we hit two particularly dirty options in a row. The first involved Carrie and her freshman sister, a little Korean-American girl named Nicole. Nicole's card paper said, "My Face Touches Your..." and Carrie's paper said, "Breasts for 30 seconds." Everyone (including me) giggled and cheered.
"Now you know," Carrie said, "It didn't say that you had to press your face against one of my breasts, it said both. I think you need to put it between them." Everyone laughed. Nicole smiled nervously and then nodded. Carrie didn't waste any time. While the freshman girl walked tentatively towards her, Carrie quickly slipped off her t-shirt and then unhooked her bra. Carrie had small, but nicely shaped breast. Her nipples were small and very pink. Their color was offset impressively by the extremely pale color of Carrie's skin. Once she was naked she made a sort of "come on!" motion with her hands and Nicole stumbled forward.
"They won't hurt you, it will be nice," Carrie promised. Nicole didn't speak. She just gave a tiny, half-nod and then started to lean forward. She was trembling so much that Carrie seemed nervous about her. She quickly grabbed both of the Nicole's hands and put them on her (Carrie's) hips. Nicole made a slight thankful noise, but didn't speak up. Instead, now steady, she carefully pushed her face between Carrie's breasts.
I watched as the cute girl's face met the resistance of Carrie's soft skin. She sort of sunk into Carrie's body, the older girl's breasts enveloping her. After a few moments, her nose must've been against Carrie's sternum and Nicole's face was completely obscured. I couldn't help but imagine what it would feel like to be Nicole. I knew how my own soft breasts felt, but I wondered what they would feel like against the sensitive skin of my face. I wondered what the pressure of being between Carrie's breasts would feel like and what it would smell like. I was almost breathing heavy, I didn't just wonder what these things would feel like, I could almost tell, vicariously, what it would be like. And I liked it.
"Time!" Heather called. Nicole pulled her head out from Carrie's breasts. She still looked a little nervous, but she had a coy smile on her face. I think she'd liked it. I smiled at her. As she walked back to the group of freshman, I looked around the room. I saw the sexualized glances of the other girl's follow Nicole's tight ass or watch as Carrie slipped her shirt back on.
For the first time I realized that the sexual energy being exuded by each person was so great that it had sort of filled the room. I could feel the electricity in the air. More importantly, the smell of female arousal was thick. The delicate, primal smell of girl's in lust was thick and made the room feel humid and substantial. I could almost see the glistening juices between the legs of the other freshman girls. I knew that the upper classmen were aroused as well. All of this stimuli, both sensory and spiritual, had a compounding effect. The more the room filled with our scents and our emotions the more intense those scents and emotions became. There was a cycle of escalation and I felt the rationality completely drain from the room.
A couple of turns later was the final interesting combination before my final turn. In that situation a tall, thin freshman named Jacqueline pulled a slip of paper that said, "Your Palm Holds My..." and her junior sister Sarah's slip stated, "Clitoris for five seconds." There was a loud murmur in the room. The sexual atmosphere made the walls feel like they were bulging. My pussy actually ached and I felt light-headed. It was almost like I was drunk.
Jacqueline was standing next to me. She just sort of stared forward, her mouth opening and closing like she was a fish. But I could see that her nipples were straining off of her small breasts and I could smell her arousal. Her inner thighs were glistening. I could tell that she wanted to be touched (or maybe I couldn't. Maybe in the state I was in I was projecting my own desires. I honestly can't tell). Whatever she thought, I knew she was going to get in trouble if she didn't move. I gave her a gentle nudge and she started to walk towards Sarah slowly. Sarah was grinning and looking around at the other upper class girls.
Finally, Jacqueline came to a stop directly in front of Sarah. She stood with her legs slightly apart. Sarah didn't waste any time. Her hand glided in between Jacqueline thighs. I saw Jacqueline tremble as the older girl's fingers brushed against her skin. I was standing behind Jacqueline and I got a good view of Sarah's fingers as they moved into position. I heard an audible gasp from deep in Jacqueline's throat as Sarah's hand moved up. Now Jacqueline's entire pussy was covered by Sarah's hand. Her clit, probably hard with desire, nestled gently in Sarah's palm. Jacqueline's legs shook and it was clear she was having trouble staying on her feet.
This time there was no question of imagining myself in Jacqueline's shoes. The only thing I could think about was my desperate desire, my need, to have something touch me the way that Jacqueline was being touched. My clit actually hurt it was so needful of contact. My pussy seemed to be gushing liquid and I felt slick and wet almost down to my knees. My breasts tingled and even the slightest move in the air seemed to put me on the verge of an orgasm. I kept my eyes on Jacqueline, but I wanted to squeeze my legs together, to give myself relief. But somehow, the last ounce of my will kept me from moving.
"Time," Heather said after the longest five seconds of my life. As Sarah's palm slid out from between Jacqueline's legs I felt the entire room take a deep breath. I saw Jacqueline's juices dripping on Sarah's fingers. This game was completely out of control.
"Lily's turn," Carrie said. Suddenly I realized that I was next. And that my opposite this time was not just an older sister. It was my... older sister. I felt a sudden chill that took a little of the edge off of my arousal (not much, but a little. My arousal seemed limitlessly deep at that time).
"Come on...Ellie," Lily said gruffly. I started to walk up towards my sister. The room had re-focused now, all so interested in what would come next that the excitement of Sarah and Jacqueline's touch was relegated to memory. I felt eyes on my breasts and my ass and my face. Eyes looking furtively towards my sister.
I had spent the whole game pretending that this moment wouldn't happen, that when the time came I wouldn't have to play this potentially overtly sexual game with my own older sister. But now here I was, naked and extremely stimulated, slinking toward my sister. I was in denial. I told myself that I'd already had two extremely sexual challenges, more than anyone else. I told myself that most of the challenges had ended in something silly and the odds were that I would face the same thing.
Finally, I was standing in front of Lily. She looked at me coldly, the same way she had when I'd entered the house earlier. Heather pushed the hat up next to me. I reached into it and grabbed out one of the last remaining slips of paper. I unfolded it. I started to read it.
"Your..." I said, then seeing the rest of it I groaned loudly. It was an incredibly bad start. Heather gave me a poisonous look that seemed to say "finish it now.
"Your Tongue Licks My," I said. Lily flipped her piece of paper open quickly and read it aloud immediately.
"Anus For One Minute," she said. For a brief moment the words didn't register with me. The room was completely silent. You could've heard a pin drop. Then, there was a loud guffaw from Heather. Then the thought sunk in and room erupted. The cards said that my sister had to...I couldn't believe this.
"No this isn't right, this can't happen," I said quietly at first, then I shouted to make myself heard over the din of the crowd, "No, this is not happening. This is absolutely insane!" I said. I felt tears starting to well in my eyes. I hadn't even fully processed what the sorority wanted me to do, the pressure I was under just seemed to build cumulatively.
"It's what the slip of paper says," Heather explained wickedly, "Now you know the rules of talking back." But this was too far even for my fear of getting kicked out of the sorority to hold me back.
"If it were anyone else, I wouldn't say a word. But you all know that this is too far. I can't do this. Lily is my sister. My blood sister," I replied shrilly. The room was quiet now. I could hear the room murmuring. After the initial excitement, it seemed that everyone was generally recognizing that this was beyond the realm of acceptable behavior. This wasn't a little hazing, or even intense hazing. This was something else. This was an absolute societal and natural taboo. I could hear the crowd agree with me.
"Well," Lily said and I heard menace in her voice. Before the next words came out, I knew what she was going to say, "Those are the rules little sister. There are rules in this sorority. I am an officer here. I respect and honor those rules. That's the way things are. You don't just get to change the world because you don't like the way it works. Time to grow up. Go upstairs, pack up your stuff and go back to you dorm," she said in the most condescending way possible.
I knew what she was doing. She didn't want to do this any more than I did. But she'd heard me protest so vehemently that she figured she now had a way to get me out of here. She was using my natural and morally justified squeamishness about committing a sexual act with a blood relative against me. And I knew she was bluffing. She was just trying to use the biggest possible cudgel to bully me into submission.
The dread I'd felt when the slips of paper were read started to drain out of me. It was replaced by absolute, white hot rage. Here was an opportunity for my sister and I to work together, for us to put an end to this awkward situation. All she had to do, as an officer, was back up my objections and we could get some sort of special dispensation from the rules or something. But instead she was using this awful situation to get what she wanted. That was the worst of it. We could help each other and both be happy, or she could help herself and hurt me. She chose to hurt me. The disgust I felt at the idea of my sister putting her tongue onto one of my most private areas dried up. All I wanted to throw her own stupid strategy back in her face. I wanted to call her bluff.
"Oh Lily, I didn't realize that this was okay with you. I was only objecting to protect you. If you are ready, so am I," I responded. I felt acid dripping off of my teeth and flicking off my tongue as I spoke. I saw Lily's face tighten slightly, but she maintained her composure. I didn't give her any time to think up some new ploy. Instead, I walked over so that I was just a few feet in front of my sister, turned around so that my back was to her, and then dropped down. I got on my hands and knees, sticking my round ass up in the air, facing my sister. Everyone in the room murmured quietly, in stunned tones.
Here we were. Two sisters, in front of a group of "sisters" absolutely trapped by our anger with one another. I couldn't back out. To do that would admit that I wasn't as tough as Lily or that I was overwhelmed. It would prove that she could do something that I couldn't. And it would prove I was still the whiny baby she thought I was. So there I was on my hands and knees.



And my sister was trapped as well. I'd given her an out and she had thrown it away. She needed to prove to me that she was willing to do whatever it took to bring me down. She also had to save face in front of her sorority, especially the other officers who looked to be trying to bring her down. So she dropped down on her knees behind me.
As I heard her knees land on the floor behind me, I turned my head and looked at her. She was no longer smiling, but looking tense and nervous. I figured that my face showed the mirror image. I saw Heather and Carrie behind my sister, looking a strange combination of disgusted and aroused. The other girls in the room were absolutely silent. They were staring at us, both terrified that we were going to go through with it, but terrified that if they looked away they would miss it.
I felt my sister's palms press up against my ass cheeks. Her hands were warm but I still shivered, letting out a soft moan. Lily froze for a minute, not moving. The room was still, the sexual electricity growing to a fever pitch now but under the surface, inside the bodies of everyone present. Lily slowly applied a small amount of pressure to my ass cheeks, spreading them apart and exposing my tight pink asshole to the cool air.
I felt the pressure building slightly, and I knew that Lily was leaning forward. Her weight was pressing into my hips as she used my ass to hold herself up. Slowly, but not too slowly, Lily started to lower her head so that it was between my ass cheeks. My heart was pounding in my chest as I felt her getting closer. Every physical part of my body wanted to spring up and run across the room, away from my sister. Only my will kept me in place, holding me on my knees, urging me not to falter. But even so, my legs were shaking slightly and I felt like my body was made of ice.
Maybe that chill was the reason I moaned loudly when I felt Lily's hot breath against my anus. I felt her breathe out deeply and the air pressed against my cold skin. I felt warmed and strangely intrigued. Her breath felt nice. I couldn't ignore the fact that I was still aroused from the game, even if it had taken a strange turn. In fact, my emotions and libido might have been heightened by the intensity of my anxiety. And by the taboo. I can admit that now. I didn't want to feel my sister's sensual, hot breath break against my anus and then swirl down and tickle my pussy. But the fact that I didn't want it, or that fact that it would be morally wrong to want it, made me sort of want it. I don't know, it was such a confusing brew of conflicting and powerful feelings.
I didn't have too much time to think about it. The force of Lily's breath indicated that her lips were close to my body. It was about it happen.
"Time doesn't start until you do," I heard Heather say. My sister couldn't hold back now unless she wanted to be branded a coward.
The first thing I felt was a warm, tingling sensation. I rocketed through my entire body, making my shoulders feel tense and my eyes water. Then, below the tingling feeling, I felt a wet, soft-rough sensation. I felt Lily, my older sister, drag her tongue up from the bottom of my anus to the top. Her tongue was flat against my opening, held soft like she was lapping an ice cream cone. Wherever her tongue moved, the cold air sensation followed in its wake, as her saliva was exposed to the air. When her tongue reached the top of my anus, I felt it plunge back down again, to lap gently at me again. Lily's tongue was thick and wet and left a long trail of spit across my asshole. I felt the gentle bumps of her tastebuds as they flittered across the puckered skin of my anus and I wondered what I tasted like. I heard my voice make a squealing sound, despite the fact that I hadn't requested that it happen.
Each tiny motion of my sister's tongue sent reverberations throughout my body. It seemed that I could feel her tongue licking not just my anus, but also my clit and my nipples. Each movement could be felt in those locations as well. My pussy was almost gushing now, I could smell my own juices and feel them running down my leg. I could feet Lily's chin against my wet, open hole and I knew that my pussy juices were rubbing down her chin and running down her neck. If it bothered her, it didn't show. Her tongue kept moving in a slow rhythm and I could hear the slurping sound as she sucked her spit up off my anus and back into her mouth.
I cannot faithfully describe what I was feeling as all this happened. Words fail to express what it was. But I will try my best. First of all, Lily was amazingly skilled with her tongue. Each of her motions was economically planned to produce the greatest amount of pleasure. The sheer physical joy of a loving touch might have been the strongest emotion of all. Lily knew what buttons to push on this part of the female machine. As the pleasure rose, so too did my sexual fog, as I was beginning to think of the phenomenon. My time in the sorority had rapidly shown me that there was a level of sexual arousal that I reached where rational thought fell away and I became a sort of animal. I existed only to receive sexual pleasure. Anything else faded. And this was the fogging of my rational mind that I slipped deeper and deeper into.
Finally, below that and barely recognizable to my mind (until later and in retrospect) was the emotional aspect. The complex emotions I felt for my sister were intensely contradictory. I was angry, I was hurt, and I was scared. But I also felt love for her, both because of the deep well of sisterly love that I hoped would always exist, and because I loved the pleasure she was bringing to my body. Finally, I felt disgust. This was wrong. I couldn't be feeling anything I was feeling. What would our parents think?
But my thoughts and fears seemed even more distant as Lily's tongue started to work faster. Her licking became less controlled. She pushed her tongue harder and flatter against my anus. She even made her tongue feel rigid for just a moment and I felt the bare tip of it press inside of me, then pull out and resume lapping,. Without thinking I brought on of my hands up to grab my breast. I squeezed my nipples and pushed my hips back, driving my ass hard into my sister's face. I was moaning loudly now, in unison with my sister. The rest of the house was floating away and I was desperate in my need for an orgasm. I'd never needed one so bad in my life. I felt my fingers digging deep into my breast. I was just about to move my hand away from my breast and down towards my clit, to give myself some relief, when I heard.
"Time!" Instantly, I felt Lily tongue pull away from my anus. My eyes fluttered open and the orgasm I had almost reached subsided slightly. The fear and disgust I'd suppressed rose to take its place. The room came back into focus and I saw the shocked faces of my sorority sisters. I looked around and saw that everyone's faces were flushed with the same combination of uncontained lust and also shame. They had liked what they'd watched but felt strange that they'd liked it. I found myself in a surprisingly similar boat.
"Very good, uh Ellie. Go back to the group," Heather said after a long pause. Even she looked like she had been slightly rocked by what she'd seen. Lesbian incest. That thought shot through my mind. It was enough to shock anyone, I guess.
As I returned to the group, I saw them avoid making eye contact with me. But I could sense that they weren't disgusted by me, I didn't feel any hostility. Instead, I felt that they were ashamed of themselves. That they hadn't stopped it and that they'd liked it. I turned and looked at the officers and they did the same.
Except my sister. At first, I could not tell what she was thinking. Her face glistened with my juices and her spit, her cheeks were red and her eyes were downcast. I could see her hard nipples through her shirt. Without realizing it, I noted in my mind that she looked beautiful. I thought about the pleasure she'd given me, but the weird circumstances surrounding it. I wondered if she was feeling the same thing that I was.
Finally, my sister seemed to sense that I was looking at her and she looked up at me. I almost stumbled backwards. I'd never seen hate like that in anyone's eyes before. She hated me, I could no feel it coming off of her. Regardless of what everyone else was feeling I could tell my sister was angry, ashamed, embarrassed, and confused. And she was blaming me. Whatever confused feelings I had before were multiplied a thousand times by two new ones, fear and guilt.
"Uh, let's keep the game going...whose next?" Heather said and I dropped my head.
Chapter 4: Pledge Week Day 4 - Time With Sophomores
The game had been pretty lackluster after that. Everyone had recognized the strange sexual tension in the room and become more wary. No one wanted to be embarrassed and shocked the way Lily and I had. But really, how could they have been?
I spent the rest of the game trying to be invisible. As soon as that night's ritual was over I'd run up to my room, climbed into bed, and covered my face with my pillow. I'd pretended to be asleep when Lori came up a few minutes later. I was sure she knew that I was awake, but she was sweet enough to let me pretend.
I passed the night darting in and out of unpleasant sleep. I could not recall my dreams, but I would wake up often, feeling panicked and my chest tight. I tried not to think about what had happened and what was going to happen. Even as my juice and my sister's saliva dried on my ass, I tried to pretend like nothing had happened.
It was almost a relief when the alarm rang the next morning, taking me out of my misery. Lori and I both sat up in the bed. I didn't even have time to dart my eyes away or sneak away. The instant that she was fully awake, Lori addressed me.
"Hey are you okay?" she asked. She didn't sound disgusted or embarrassed she sounded concerned. I looked over at her, sitting on her bed with her blanket around her waist. Her breasts bared, I knew that we were both naked now, there was no use hiding from her.
"I don't know," I answered honestly. There was a long pause and we both felt sheepish.
"That was the most intense thing that I ever saw," Lori said. I felt a pang as she said it.
"You don't know the half of it," I said.
"It...I didn't think anything like that was going to happen. I kept thinking someone was going to stop it or something. I didn't think anything would get this out of hand," Lori said, looking blankly out the window. Something about he look made something inside of me give way.
"Everyone must think I am a disgusting freak. How could I do that?" I said. I'd been rolling that idea around in my head all night. It needed to get out there, Lori needed to hear it.
Lori's eyes dropped. "Okay, I am going to tell you something. You sort of bared it all last night, so I am going to do the same for you. I know how I'd feel if we were reversed, if I'd...done that with my sister. So I owe this to you, to make you feel...less strange I think. Okay, so I watched what happened. And...I am sort of weirded out to admit...I was liked it. It was sexy. Like extremely sexy. It made me so unbearably horny. And I was ashamed I felt that way, because we all knew it was wrong. But I want you to know that if you are weird...I am just as weird as you are. I just didn't have the opportunity."
I instantly felt tears in my eyes. I rushed over to Lori's bed without thinking and wrapped my arms around her. I felt her return my hug. Our bare stomachs and breasts pressed together. I can't describe how important her words were to me in that moment. In my absolute despair, Lori had seen my pain and thrown me a lifeline. She didn't have to say what she did. It had to be embarrassing and difficult to say. But it was clear she'd been waiting all night to give me some small amount of comfort.
"Thank you Lori," I said, "I can't..."
"Don't" Lori said, pushing me back away from her and shaking her head, "Don't thank me. That's what sisters are for." She said. It was a beautiful sentiment, but I felt my stomach knot up nonetheless.
"I don't think so," I said. Our hug broke and I sort of slumped down on the bed next to Lori. I thought of Lily.
"What do you mean?" She asked. I paused for a moment and then carefully described the tension between my sister and I. How she didn't want me in the sorority and how the previous night had been a battle of wills that I'd somehow won. And I told about the hateful look Lily had given me.
"I didn't realize. I thought you'd both...you know actually wanted that last night," she said.
"I don't know. I think we kind of did," I said, grasping to explain the situation, "But we also didn't. It's like she can't stand the idea that I have grown up and want to occupy the same adult place that she does. So she denies that I am an adult, not a child. But it causes all sort of weird side effects. And I just want so badly for her to accept me as an adult. I don't know, to accept me in any way. I mean I joined this sorority to..."
And then, for the first time, I realized it. Lily had absolutely been right all along. I had joined the sorority because of her. I had denied it to her and to myself, but there it was. I'd told myself that I wanted to meet girls my age, to be part of something, to have fun. And it had all been true. But there was a bigger motivation. Since I was a little kid I'd always wanted to be just like my sister. And it seemed in growing up, nothing had change. In an unguarded moment I'd almost said it. I'd joined the sorority to follow in my sister's footsteps, to tag along. Just like I'd always done. I wondered for a second if Lily had reason to be upset with me, if I was really just being her shadow instead of being an adult. But I realized that we were in too deep for that now.
"To what?" Lori asked.
"I don't know." I said, "I just know that I always wanted to be close to my sister. I know that I enjoyed last night. But I feel like the little bit of good feeling I had is coming at a price. Joining into my sister's adult life and becoming a part of her adult, sexual relationships is pushing us farther apart. I am more distant from her than ever, even if all I wanted was to be closer." And finally, all the thoughts and fears I'd had about this place had crystallized to the point that I could explain them. I felt weak and somewhat ill.
I felt Lori's hand on my cheek. I looked up at her and she was gazing at me with intense concern, "Listen, I don't know what is going on with you and your sister. I can't imagine, my sister is three years younger than me, I don't know what I will do if she joins this sorority when she gets in college. I can just say that sisters have growing pains sometimes when they leave childhood. I think that time is finally happening for both you and your sister. And it can feel like she hates you or that you hate her, but I promise everything will work out."
Lori spoke softly and with passionate sincerity. I didn't know if I believed her. I felt like my relationship with my sister was hopelessly fractured. But I knew both that I wanted to believe her and that she believed what she was saying herself. I took comfort from her and felt a deep gratitude.
I was overcome by an emotional wave. I didn't so much decide to act as I just did. I leaned forward and closed my eyes. I felt my lips press into Lori's soft mouth. For a second she froze, completely surprised by my actions. I didn't know how else to show her how important she was becoming to me or how much I appreciated her show of love. After the initial shock, Lori kissed me back. I felt her lips come alive, and her body relax into mine. Our lips pressed together in a chaste kiss for a long time. I felt the love and acceptance that I so desperately wanted and I hoped that she felt the same. After a long while, we broke our kiss.
"I don't know how to say this, because I am not trying to make some sort of romantic declaration for the future..." Lori said softly as our eyes opened. I knew what she wanted to say.
"No, I know," I said. And I did. I thought Lori was sweet, smart, and fun. I found her to be beautiful, effortlessly sexy, and hopelessly alluring. But what I felt for her at the core was a kind of friendship with her that I'd never experienced before. It was not romantic, but it was deep and pure, "I love you too. You are my newest sister,"
"That's exactly it," Lori said, "I love you." We hugged again briefly.
"Oh shit," I said, looking over Lori's shoulder, "We are going to be late to class." And we immediately got up out of her bed and rushed to the shower.
* * * * *
I arrived back at the house around the time the nightly meeting was set to start. I'd stayed out the entire day, even after my classes were done. I wanted to pretend, at least for a little while, that I was a normal college student. I walked through the quad watching people play Frisbee, I went into the student union and got some snacks, and I even went to the library and did a little bit of homework. The entire time, I had just lived in the exact moment, trying to ignore the deeply conflicting situation at the house.
Of course, as I stepped inside and removed my clothes, everything rush right back to me. I was in a sort of strange lesbian sorority and had somehow been coerced or led into having a destructive semi-sexual relationship with my own sister. So much for being a normal college student.
Once again all of the girls were shepherded into the dining room from the living room. Once again the freshmen stood in the middle while the older girls stood in a ring on the outside. And once again, Lori was called up to the front of the room to grab a piece of paper out of a bowl. Everything was feeling very familiar now, but that didn't make it any less unnerving.
"The paper says 'sophomore,'" Lori said, less nervously than before. The sophomores cheered and the seniors groaned. I was extremely happy. I had figured we were going to be paired up with older sisters again and I had been absolutely terrified that I was going to have to spend the evening fighting with my sister. Sophomore was better. It meant an evening with...
"Hi," Adrianna said, tapping me on the shoulder. I turned around. She was smiling at me coyly and looking even more beautiful than she had the day before when I'd sucked on her hard brown nipple. She was wearing a short pink skirt and white t-shirt. I could see her lavender bra through her shirt.
"Hi Adrianna," I said.
"Good to get to know you little sister," she said warmly and then looked over my body. It didn't feel any less strange for having happened before. It was strange to be assigned as some sort of toy to and older girl.
"Yeah, I have been looking forward to it," I said, trying to talk as little as possible. I had been too embarrassed to talk to any of the other sisters that day (besides Lori) and I wondered what Adrianna was thinking of me. As if reading my mind, she addressed the issue.
"How are you feeling today? That was a wild time last night," she said.
"I am okay, yeah it was really weird," I said, not knowing what else to say.
"Oh it was more than weird. That was the craziest fucking thing I've ever seen. And after a year at this place, I have seen some crazy stuff," she said. I blushed.
"Oh," I said, feeling embarrassed. I felt her hand on my chin and she lifted it up so that I was looking in her eyes.
"Don't get all mopey, doll. That was a compliment," she said laughing, "And don't feel embarrassed. Everyone's doing shit they didn't realize they were going to do. And at least if you had to get your salad tossed, you got rimmed by someone who know what the hell she is doing." I was totally thrown. Adrianna's easy tone had not prepared me for that bombshell. Had my sister...licked Adrianna's anus as well? Was it part of hazing? Did they do it other times? Was that something people did?



I didn't have time to think about it. Instead, Adrianna grabbed my hand and started to lead me out of the dining room and out into the living room. There were several senior and junior girls there. Left without anything to do for the night, they had piled in to watch television. My arm was practically out of its socket as Adrianna essentially dragged me in front of a couch in the middle of the room.
"What is it we are supposed to do today? Mandy took me up to her room the other day. Do you want to go to yours?" I asked. I felt uncomfortable now. All the other freshman girls were gone, I was the only one naked. And everyone was looking at us, standing in front of the television in the front of the room. Adrianna leaned in and whispered to me.
"Get ready, doll. I don't do anything slowly. It's about to get weird again," she said in her sultry way and then raised her eyebrows. I felt an icy grip inside of my stomach. I had no idea what that meant, but I didn't like the sound of it.
"Adrianna..." I started. But she moved away from me.
"Ladies and...well the vast majority of you who are too dirty and perverted to be called ladies," Adrianna called out across the room. I heard some of the girls laugh, "I know you are all very disappointed tonight. The junior girls are upset because you've already shot your wad with your little sisters. Senior girls are panting with anticipation because you know you have to wait. Now, I know what you are all going to do with our disappointment. You are going to watch television, bitch about school, and then go to bed horny. Well, have no fear, Adrianna Hall is here. And she wants to help."
"What the hell are you talking about?" Some girl in the group called out. But even as she said it, I sensed the other girls gathering around to hear what Adrianna had to say. Adrianna had a certain magnetism about her that drew people in. (She would be elected president of the sorority her senior year). Everyone was drawn in.
"I am glad you ask, my dear," Adrianna said dramatically, "Standing before you is a fine specimen of naked, female freshmen." She gestured to me and I blushed. All eyes turned toward me. Everyone looked happy and harmless, but I felt uncomfortable, "She has a glorious set of tits, a nice ass, a cute face, and, as we all know, a bold sexual appetite." There was some giggling. It seemed no one had forgotten the night before (not that I honestly expected them to). But as they looked at me, I didn't see the revulsion and disgust I expected. I saw, interest, combined (possibly) with respect.
"What about her?" Another girl called out.
"An impatient group," Adrianna replied as though dramatically offended, "You know, I was only trying to do you all a favor. If you are going to get snippy..."
"We're sorry, we're sorry," another girl called out, "Just want to know what you are doing." Adrianna nodded sagely as though she understood their predicament.
"I accept your apology, and, without further ado I will explain the alternative entertainment I have devised for you this evening," she paused now, letting them all wait, building anticipation, "Now I want to be very clear, this is simply alternative entertainment. If you wish to continue to watch television, I won't stop you."
"Oh my god spill it!" someone yelled. Adrianna smiled. Then, without speaking again she reached down at her skirt and gave it a quick tug. It was just held up with an elastic waistband and as she pulled it over her hips, the skirt slid down her legs and pooled on the floor. I was shocked to see that Adrianna was not wearing any panties under the very small skirt. Adrianna was now just wearing her tight white t-shirt (which was so short it didn't cover her bellybutton and so tight that her bra did so much show as pop through). Her legs were long and beautiful with the most even skin tone. Her pussy was a little, dark red slash between her legs with very small pussy lips, a tiny little clit, and a very small patch of black pubic hair shaved into a close-crop landing strip. Some of the girls whistled and made a big deal, but it was clear that I was the only one shocked.
"Well my friends, here is your alternative entertainment. I am going to sit on this couch with my legs wide open. My little freshman friend is going to get on her hands and knees in front of me and crawl between my knees. And then she going to eat my tight little pussy," Adrianna said. My mouth immediately went dry, but the other girls cheered heartily. I could tell from the reaction that no one was going to stick with the television.
Adrianna now turned and then flopped back onto the couch. As she promised, she spread her legs wide. As she moved, the other girls in the room moved around so that they could get a better look. I would be performing for about a quarter of the sorority. My knees felt weak and I could barely get enough oxygen to keep from passing out. I didn't want to do this. But, at the same time, I was in so deep at this point, it didn't even make any sense to quit now. Adrianna seemed to sense my unease. She licked her lips and tilted her cute little chin back.
"Ellie honey, don't worry. It isn't going to bite. You can ask more than one of the other girls standing around you. They will tell you that the meal you are about to enjoy will be delicious," Adrianna said. She moved her hands from her knees, sliding them up her inner thighs, across her pussy lips (giving a moan as she did), and then up her body and across her breasts. She then folded her arms behind her head, leaning back. My eyes moved back down between her legs. Her pussy glistened slightly and it was clear she was aroused, either because she was naked in front of everyone, because she was bossing me around, or both. Her body was very beautiful and I would be lying if I said I was not aroused. I had already come to terms with the idea that I might be attracted to women. But this was more than that.
I got down on my hands and knees. I still didn't know if I would be able to go through with crawling forward, but I didn't want Adrianna to get angry. I felt the other girls looking as my large breasts hung like perfect round pendulums below my body and my round stuck up in the air.
When I got low, I was only about four feet from Adrianna's pussy. And that is when two things happened that changed the whole situation. The first was lovely. Down low and close to Adrianna's body, I smelled her arousal. It was a savory, thick aroma that hung all around my face. I could almost taste her already. Salty and clean. The instant her body's natural perfume entered my nose I felt my own pussy start to get wet, my nipples hardened, and the sexual fog started to descend. I was still nervous, but I was also not dreading what would happen next. My fear had flipped to nervous excitement. (I guess I should note that after being so unbelievably aroused the night before, I never had managed to cum. I was still hornier than I'd ever been in my life and it didn't seem to be much to get me back in the mood).
The second thing I saw out of the corner of my eye. Lily. My sister had finally left the dining room and had made her way back into the living area. She must've seen the crowd forming and walked over to see what was going on. When she saw it was me, her face fell. She crossed her arms in front of her breasts. But she didn't walk away. She just watched. I didn't know if she was trying to psych me out or if she, like the other girls, couldn't deny that she was intrigued. Regardless, I knew she was there and couldn't quite put her out of my mind.
But Adrianna's fragrant arousal was enough to keep any anxiety about my sister at a reasonable level. I started to crawl forward toward Adrianna's wet pussy. Each movement I made forward increased the intensity of Adrianna's scent. This in turn increased my own arousal and the sexual fog that crowded out my rational thought. As I moved closer, I started to forget about the other girls in the room watching me. No, that isn't quite right. I didn't forget about them, I was very aware of the presence. Instead, I stopped being nervous or embarrassed about them. I started to feel comfortable, I started to like that they were watching me. My motion's became slinkier, I moved in a sexier fashion. And my body felt absolutely alive.
Finally, I passed between Adrianna's knees and stopped moving. My head was directly between Adrianna's legs and my face was just a few inches from her wet pussy. Her legs were spread incredibly wide and it had pulled the lips of her pussy apart slightly. Her labia were red and looked like it would be soft and sweet. I felt my mouth watering. The only pussy I'd ever tasted was my own, licked off of a dildo I'd pulled out of my ass. But I wanted to taste this one.
For a moment, that thought, that I wanted to taste Adrianna's pussy, threw me a bit. It lightened the fog. What was I doing? I had just started coming to terms that I had attraction to women. Now here I was, on my hands and knees, actually excited to be eating pussy. I'd never done anything like this before. I didn't even know where to begin. Why was my body reacting this way? I didn't even know myself anymore. I looked out of the corner of my eye, over Adrianna's thigh for my sister, trying to get some bearing in my identity. She was looking at me still, stonily but with a lecherous gleam in her eye. No help there.
Then I felt a gentle pressure on my cheek. It was Adrianna's hand. With her fingers she carefully turned my head so that I was once again facing her body. I titled my eyes up and saw her pretty face looking down at me. She was smiling and her eyes seemed to be laughing.
"Don't worry about Lily," she whispered, then spoke louder, "Come on baby, everyone wants to watch you eat." She said and a cheer went up. I remembered that all eyes were on me and what I had to do. There was really no getting out of this now. I was in far too deep. Whatever the sorority wanted from me, I was basically stuck giving it to them. And if I happened to enjoy it a bit, so much the better.
I breathed in deeply through my nose, once again taking in Adrianna's delicious bouquet. The fog fell over my mind again and all I wanted to do was make Adrianna feel pleasure, to do what I was supposed to do for the sorority, and to taste my "big sister's" pussy. I leaned in forward. I was so close I could feel my hot breath bouncing off of Adrianna's beautiful skin and back onto my face. My eyes were still open and I saw up close Adrianna's juicy red pussy. Her clitoris was small but it was hard and clearly visible. The folds of her pussy looked swollen, like they needed relief. And down at the bottom of her slit was a single drip of clearish, whitish liquid.
I didn't know anything about eating pussy. I'd never had my pussy eaten and I'd certainly never done it to anyone else. But I knew that I wanted that little drip of Adrianna's essence inside of my mouth. I stuck out my tongue and closed my eyes. I leaned forward the last few inches. I felt a hot wetness against my tongue and I felt Adrianna's body tremble as my tongue pressed into her flesh.
The drip of Adrianna's liquid landed squarely on my tongue. The taste was exquisite. It tasted exactly like the pheromones and scents that Adrianna's body was giving off, but a thousand times more concentrated. It was a salty, sweet and sensuous flavor that seemed to coat my entire tongue. It had an effect like a drug, the taste and the experience of tasting sent ripples throughout my body. My pussy contracted and my nipples became hardened into bullets.
"Oh baby so nice," Adrianna moaned. I smiled to myself, I didn't know what I was doing, but it must've felt good.
I knew that Adrianna's clit would be the most sensitive part of her vagina, so I decided to go there next. I made my tongue somewhat rigid. Slowly and steadily I drug my tongue up through Adrianna's hot slit. Her juices pooled on my tongue and dripped back into my mouth. My tongue slipped ever so slightly into Adrianna's pussy. I felt the tightness of her body and I could feel her heartbeat through her tissue. Adrianna moaned loudly and I felt her hand gently rest on the top of my head.
My tongue reached the top of Adrianna's wet slit. A small mouthful of her juices were now in my mouth. I swirled my tongue against the roof of my mouth, letting her flavor soak into my senses. Then I swallowed it down. I focused my energy on her clitoris. It was a hard little nub of tissue and seemed almost to be trembling with anticipation. I made my tongue soft and limp and carefully lapped at it.
"Holy shit!" Adrianna screamed, her body instantly going rigid. I stopped moving for a second, afraid that I was doing something wrong. But Adrianna gently placed her hand on the back of my head, pushing me in towards her pussy, telling me to keep going. I must've just hit the right spot.
I got back to business. I focused all of my attention on Adrianna's clit. Like I said, I never ate pussy before, but I at least knew what I thought would feel good. I kept my tongue soft and licked at Adrianna's clit. I swirled my tongue around on top of it. I tried to keep my motions at a steady rhythm, trying to build the tension inside of her.
It seemed to be working, Adrianna let out little sighs of contentment with each flick of my tongue. Sometimes, if I made my tongue slightly harder, she would let out a low groan. Her body was trembling more than before. I could feel her legs shaking slightly on either side of my head. Both of her hands were on my head now, holding my tongue in place and enjoying it.
I can't say that I was thinking about anything as I was pleasuring Adrianna. At least, not anything beyond my desire to make her feel good. I would like to say I was conflicted or uncomfortable or something, just because it makes me feel like some sort of slut not to say that. But it's the truth. I was completely invested in giving myself to Adrianna.
Well, maybe not entirely invested. The whole time I was lapping at Adrianna's sopping cunt, I had one other thing on my mind. I was thinking about all the girls standing around me, watching me do it. Rather than being self-conscious or embarrassed, I found that it heightened my arousal. It made all of my actions feel sexier, more interesting. It felt good that people thought I was sexy and wanted to see me.
In fact, it felt so good that I began to feel an intense need for contact of my own. It wasn't enough just to have my tongue slither in between Adrianna's slit, to kiss her lips with my own. I needed a touch. I wrapped my lips around Adrianna's clitoris, sucking it gently and rolling my tongue over it. At the same time I lifted my right hand off of the ground and grabbed my breast. Not hard, just a gentle squeeze of my flesh. I felt my nipple against my palm. Each lick from my tongue now corresponded with a squeeze of my breast, with special focus on my nipples.
For a long while we stayed in that position, my tongue on Adrianna's clitoris and my hand grasping at my breast. I found myself moaning into Adrianna's clit and the vibrations seemed to increase her pleasure. The girls around us (including Lily) looked in closer. They were silent, just enjoying the view. The sexual tension started to build and build. My face was slick with Adrianna's juices and my own saliva and her body felt hot and taut. She let out a loud groan.
"Oh fuck I need more!" she moaned loudly. In a quick motion she took her hands and slipped one under each knee and then sort of pulled herself back. She rocked back slightly on the couch (and her clit popped out of my mouth). She pulled her legs as wide as she could. Her pussy glistened with spit and her own juices. But now, also exposed was her tight reddish-purple asshole. It was also wet from Adrianna's dripping pussy. My face was only a few inches from it.
"Come on baby, eat my asshole," she said. I gulped. This was like an entirely different thing. This was not something that was normally done. I wanted, desperately, to put my tongue against her asshole. I don't know why, but it felt like an imperative. But I also knew I shouldn't want to, I was frozen. Adrianna smiled down at me.
"You know how to do it, your sister showed you last night. If you are half as good at it as she is, you will do fine baby. Hurry, I need it quick," Adrianna said. Her words sort of shotgunned through my brain. Last night. My sister. It was all so confusing. I looked around the room briefly and saw everyone wanting to watch me eat Adrianna's ass. I decided to do what felt right in this moment.
I lifted my free hand off the ground now. I was just sort of up on my knees now. I bent over slightly. The first thing I felt was my nose sinking into Adrianna's soft pussy. It felt incredibly wet and warm. I took that free hand and stuck two of my fingers into my mouth, getting them wet with my saliva and Adrianna's juices. Then I brought those fingers up right above the bridge of my nose and set them gently against Adrianna's still-pulsing clit. I swirled my wet fingers around on Adrianna's clitoris. Her body became rigid and she sucked in air quickly and deeply. I felt her legs shaking.
Now there was only one thing left to do. Once again, I slowly stuck out my tongue. Just as before, when my tongue was about an inch outside of my mouth, I felt it press against hot, wet flesh. Only this felt different. It was still incredibly soft, but it was also extremely firm. It felt taut. Further, as my tongue splayed out across Adrianna's flesh, I felt it running across tight ridges of her anus. It tasted salty and earthy, mostly just like her skin. But it felt devilishly naughty to have my tongue lick against it. I squeezed my breast tightly as I started to lap at Adrianna's anus.
I moved my tongue across her little bud in unison with my fingers sliding on her clitoris. All the while, I sucked up her juices as they poured out of her pussy and down the crack of her ass. The more I licked her ass, the better I liked it. I like the way her flesh felt against my tongue and I liked the way she reacted to it.
Adrianna was squirming all over the couch. I could tell that it took all of her concentration to keep from releasing her knees and falling over. And she was making the loveliest noises. It was sort of a high, chirping sound following by a deep moan. Her eyes were closed and she was biting her lower lip fiercely. It seemed like she was completely consumed by my attentions. And she looked absolutely beautiful.
Her beauty, along with the sights, smells, tastes, and tactile sensations I was experiencing was having an intense effect on me as well. The sexual fog was completely clouding my mind. All I could think was that the previous night I'd been kissed, sucked on a nipple, and had my asshole eaten and I hadn't had an orgasm. Now I was eating a girl's pussy and her asshole, and I still hadn't cum. I could feel my pulse pounding in my neck, my heart, and my cunt. I needed some relief.
I sealed my lips around Adrianna's anus, sucking on it gently. At the same time, I darted my tongue out slightly, probing at her dark bud. My fingers on my left hand continued to work carefully with her clitoris. But with my right hand, I dropped my breast. I slinked my hand down over my stomach and between my legs.
I needed to masturbate, like I'd never ever needed to before. I didn't care that people were watching (including my sister). I needed some release from this tension, both sexual and emotional. Slowly, my fingers on my right hand grazed my pussy lips. I shook all over and groaned. The groaned rattled my tongue around on the outside of Adrianna's anus and she moaned back. My fingers continued to explore my wet slit. I couldn't believe how wet I was. My pussy basically sucked my fingers inside. I started to massage my tight, wet insides with my fingers. At the same time, my now-wet thumb found my clitoris and started to circle around it firmly.



Now Adrianna and I were completely consumed by my actions. My fingers pressed and twisted inside of my pussy while my thumb pressed on my clitoris. My breasts hung from my body, my nipples so sensitive that they were tickled by the air. My left index finger was planted on Adrianna's clitoris. And finally, my lips were plastered to her anus. I kept my tongue rigid, gently poking at her anus. I moved all of my appendages and my tongue at the same speed and the same rate.
I could feel the intensity growing inside of me. I had been so close the previous night that it didn't take me long to get all warmed up now. I pushed my fingers harder and faster into my cunt; I put more pressure on my clit. I felt all of the eyes looking at me, building the tension further. Finally, my mind was briefly flooded by all the anxieties I was feeling, it seemed that I tapped into a great well of tension. I thought of the weird changes that seemed to be happening to me. I thought about my sister. About our future. My body kept pushing further, regardless of these thoughts, like I was on autopilot.
Finally, it seemed like the tension was too much, like I was going to collapse underneath of it. Then, it broke. All of my thoughts and fears and confusions were swept away. With the smell of Adrianna's cunt still in my nose, a wave of pleasure broke over me. A pulsing, electrical ecstasy that made everything else feel petty and unimportant. Every nerve in my body emanated straight pleasure and overwhelmed everything else. I heard myself groaning and my body go suddenly limp and then tense. It was the most intense orgasm anyone has ever had. Trust me.
I guess in the sudden surge and release of my orgasm, I had made my tongue completely hard and shoved it quickly into Adrianna's asshole. As my orgasm started to fade, I realized that my tongue was buried two and a half inches inside of her anus! It was wet, smooth, and tight inside of her. It tasted incredible, a little coppery and earthy.
Apparently, my probing tongue (and still playing fingers) had put Adrianna over the edge as well. As my eyes opened following my orgasm, I saw that her eyes were closed and her mouth was open. But she wasn't making any noises, except for maybe a low croak in her throat. All of her muscles seemed tense and her legs were opening and closing against my head. Finally, her hand shot down and moved my fingers away from her now-sensitive clit. I slowly slid my tongue out of her ass.
Without thinking I quickly jumped up to a standing position. Adrianna had let go of her knees and she was not sitting on the couch. I leaned forward and gently grabbed either side of her heard. She looked a little dazed, like she was still in the midst of her orgasm. I leaned forward quickly and pushed my lips against hers. More than that, I slid my tongue through her lips, and against her teeth. Instinctively, her mouth opened and I plunged my tongue deeply into her mouth. The same tongue that just seconds before had been buried in her asshole. I tasted her salvia and pressed against her wet tongue.
She kissed back, suddenly realizing what was happening, she wrapped her arms around my waist and pulled me between her legs. My pussy pressed up against hers and my breasts landed on top of her t-shirt. We kissed passionately and messily. My face was still covered in my saliva and her juices. Then she started to lick those liquids off of my face and suck it down. I felt almost wrung out, like the kiss had taken the last of my energy. Finally, her tongue moved away from my face and we lay on top of each other on the couch panting.
I found that that I was leaning up against Adrianna, our faces just a few inches apart. She was smiling broadly. I could hear the girls around us murmuring with excitement and interest. I had almost forgotten that they were there.
"That was intense doll," Adrianna said coyly, "You sure know how to eat ass."
"I've never done it before," I whispered. With the sexual act completed, I found that the sexual fog had lifted. Almost two full days of the most overwhelming sexual tension of my life had been released with a mind-bending orgasm. But now I was left with my insecurities and worries. Suddenly I felt naked. What had I just done in front of a crowd of people?
"Well ladies," Adrianna said louder now. She sort of sat up, and I rolled over so that I was sitting on the couch next to her, catching my breath, "How about a hand for my little sister Ellie? She did a wonderful job didn't she?" There was a lot of whooping and cheering. I smiled sheepishly at the crowd. I couldn't believe how much I'd lost control. Even now, with the fog lifted, I was still sort of flattered that Adrianna had enjoyed my actions and that others had enjoyed watching it.
"That was really hot," one girl said to Adrianna and I felt my cheeks turn crimson.
"You don't know the half of it," Adrianna replied. But those comments seemed to put everyone talking about what they'd just seen. They didn't seem too shocked, it was like they saw this kind of thing in the past. But they were very complimentary. However, over the din of several voices, one thing jumped out most clearly to me. Two girls were whispering nearby, but were loud enough to hear.
"Only other girl I've ever seen take to eating ass that was Lily," I heard one girl whisper to her friend.
"Must be a family trait," the other said and they smiled at one another. It didn't seem like they were making fun of us or were grossed out. It seemed like they were...excited about it. All of this information was so strange. This sorority was weirder than I could have ever guessed. And so was my sister.
I turned and looked for Lily. I saw her walking out of the room. She didn't see me look, but I could see that her face was flushed and I even caught the outline of her nipple poking against the fabric of her shirt. She must've stayed and watched the whole thing. I wondered what she was thinking.
"Well the show is over," Adrianna said dramatically. She stood up and started putting on her skirt, "I want to thank you all for taking time out of your busy day to watch a new sister in training. I do suggest you sample Ellie's wares when you get the chance, she is quite good." I felt a little panicked about that thought. And a little enticed. The girls in the room were uniformly beautiful.
"Well there is still more fun to go in Pledge Week," I heard one girl say and everyone laughed ominously.
"Yes, but not for tonight," Adrianna said, noticing that I looked a bit nervous, "Tonight, little sister Ellie is done with her hazing. And, as a reward for a job well done, I am going to take her out to dinner." Her words suddenly struck me with inspiration.
"But," I said loudly enough for everyone to hear, "I already ate." I noted while licking my lips seductively. The girls heard it, paused for a second and then broke out into laughter. They were clearly impressed that I was starting to figure out how to fit it.
"Aren't you cute when you're not being terrified?" Adrianna said, "More like your big sister than I thought. Okay smartass, let's just get dessert." She said and waited for me to go get dressed.
* * * * *
We arrived back several hours later. After I'd gotten dressed, we'd gone around the corner to a little ice cream place. Adrianna, looking completely relaxed and happy after her intense orgasm, graciously bought me some ice cream. We sat and talked, mostly about stuff completely un-related to the sorority. After a few minutes, I realized that she was in the process of teaching me something.
Just like from Mandy I'd learned a little bit about the secrets of the sorority, Adrianna was giving me a lesson too. It was two-fold. First, she'd taught me in the house that the girls were even more sexually adventurous than I'd ever realized. I mean it seemed like anything goes.
But maybe more importantly, I learned that when we left the house, our secrets stayed there. We did not discuss sexuality outside of the sorority house and we did not make an over Sapphic motions in public. Any time in our conversations that I started to begin any conversation that had anything even remotely related to something that was happening at the house, Adrianna would skillfully, subtly, and without anger change the subject back to something.
So we talked for a long time. And I got to know Adrianna. I learned about her family and her childhood. I learned about her friends and classes. I learned about her plans for the future. But I didn't learn about whether she considered herself a lesbian and I didn't find out why she liked to have a tongue in her ass. Those things belonged at the house.
So after a couple of ice cream cones, a short walk around campus, and a good conversation, I returned to the house. Adrianna said she had to get some homework done, gave me a quick peck on the cheek and left. Without even thinking, I quickly took off my clothes. It just felt right now.
My clothes weren't very dirty, so I decided to take them back up to my room and put them away. A few minutes later I was in my room. As I was putting my clothes away, Lori returned from her evening with her sophomore. Her hair was slightly askew and she looked a little dazed. I could tell that something interesting
"What have you been up to?" I asked coyly. She looked at me innocently at first and then a lewd grin appeared on her face.
"Oh, nothing much? You? Seems like whatever was bothering you this morning as past," She said. We both knew something was up. I realized she was right. I mean I was still extremely nervous about my sister and what the sorority was doing to our relationship. But the experience with Adrianna had calmed me some.
"I feel a little better. But I don't believe for a second that 'nothing much,' is up. Tell me what happened with your sophomore," I said coyly.
"No way, you tell me," she said.
"I went first last time," I said, playing my trump card. Lori looked like she was about to say something else, but then she just made a faux-snotty face and stuck her tongue out.
"Fine, I will go first this time. But only because you went first last time. And also because everyone is already buzzing about what you and Adrianna did in the living room," she said and smirked.
"What?!" I asked,
"You...performed oral sex on a girl's vagina and asshole in the living room in front of a dozen people. Did you think it would stay a secret?" she asked. She seemed so much more comfortable now. I realized that like me she was changing, the sorority was becoming a part of who we were.
"What did people say?"
"Did you want me to tell my story first?"
"Oh come on, since you know anyway, just tell me what they are saying," I begged. I wondered if people were saying good things about me. Or bad. I wondered if my sister had said something.
"Just that Adrianna put a little performance on and that you did a really good job. Everyone was saying it was really hot. What was it like?" she asked. We both sat down on our beds opposite one another.
"It was strange. In a good way. Like I shouldn't have like it but instead I loved it," I said. She nodded like she knew what I was talking about.
"I know what you mean," she said.
"How?"
"Fine I will tell you my story, but I am not done with yours," she said.
"Whatever," I replied.
"Okay, so you know my sophomore sister is Natalie. Do you know who that is?" she asked and I shook my head, "She's about my height and she is a brunette? She has big brown eyes and a kind-of long nose?" I shook my head again, I couldn't picture this girl. Lori looked a little annoyed, "Ugh. She is the girl with the enormous tits, like the biggest tits in the sorority. She tells anyone who will listen that he Dad bought her big, fake boobs. Her bra size is 34-E." As you can imagine, I instantly placed the girl.
"Yeah, I know the girl. But how do you know the exact bra size? She just says her dad bought her big boobs, I've never heard her say the size."
"Because I took her bra off," Lori said coyly and then raised her eyebrows. I giggled.
"Okay, spill the story,"
"Right," she said, "So as soon as I picked out the slip of paper that said sophomores, Natalie cam over and grabbed my hand. I mean, I had no time. It was like she had a definite plan of action and had a very small window of time to do it.
"So she sort of dragged me through the living room and then up the stairs. I thought she was going to take me to her room. But we didn't stop on the sophomore/freshman floor. And we didn't stop at the junior floor either. She said something about how she had permission for the top floor. We were basically running, so I didn't have time to say anything.
"Finally, we made it up to the third floor and she pulled me all the way down the hallway and into the bathroom. She locked the main door behind us. Now I had absolutely no idea what she wanted me to do. But then we walked down toward the shower stalls. Except, in the senior bathroom, one of the stalls is different. It is a little larger. And when we walked inside there was this big, claw-foot tub. So Natalie tells me to draw a warm bath. So I go over and start the water. She tells me that she hadn't had a bath that day and really wanted one and that I was going to help her. I didn't know what that meant.
"So as the tub was filling up, she asked me to help her get undressed. And by help, she meant she wanted me to undress her. So I slipped her t-shirt up over her head and then I slipped off her shorts. She was wearing this lacy black bra and matching panties. So I was standing behind her and I reached up and unhooked her bra. The thing basically bounced off of her tits. They were absolutely massive. And I don't know who did it, but that surgeon was good. Like amazingly good. I walked around in front of her (to get a look).
"To see her naked, it was like understanding how amazing plastic surgery has gotten. I remember once when I was a kid my mom took me to the public pool and we saw this lady with fake boobs. I just knew there was something wrong because her boobs were like beach balls sitting on top of her chest and didn't move naturally. And her nipples pointed all cock-eyed. My mom said it was because they were fake. But Natalie...oh my god! They were big round things, like you'd expect, but they built naturally out of her body and moved with her. There were no scars and the shape was natural, like a tear-drop kind of deal. And her nipples looked like little pink kisses on the big white mounds. If she didn't say they were fake I would've thought they were just huge. And perfect.
"Anyway, I ogled her boobs for a few seconds until she started to tap her foot and look annoyed. So I got down on my knees in front of her and unbuttoned her shorts. I slipped them off her hips and realized that she wasn't wearing any panties! I mean I was looking her pussy right in the face. She was shaved completely bare and I was a little bit embarrassed to be there. She...she smelled like she was aroused.
"So anyway, as soon as I had pulled the shorts out from under her feet, she told me to check the water. So I went over and felt it. It was warm, but it wasn't very deep. I stood by and waited for it to fill up, since she wanted to take a bath. And I sort of looked at her while I did, out of the corner of my eye. I keep finding that the more I stay here, the more I like to look at women's bodies. And Natalie was like a porn star, I just had to see what she looked like.
"Eventually, the tub was pretty full and I shut off the water. Natalie walked over to the tub. It was a really deep tub, I mean standing next to it, the tub came up over my bellybutton. So Natalie reached over in the corner and grabbed a high stool and set it next to the tub. The she extended her hand up. At first I didn't know what she wanted, then I realized was asking for help. I stuck out my arm and Natalie sort of hoisted herself up over the side of the tub. She hadn't used the stool. Instead she pointed to it and sort of gestured.
"As she started to slip down so she was sitting in the water, I sat down on the bench. She sat down so that only her head was out of the water, her hair was even half under. Even her massive boobs were under the water (and I guess the fake ones don't float). Anyway, she sort of sighed and smiled at me. For the first time since she'd grabbed my hand it didn't feel like we were rushing. She looked more relaxed and calm.
"Then she reached over next to the tub and found a new bar of soap sitting on a soap dish. She sort of offhandedly gave it over to me. I just sort of held it for a second, but then she asked me to clean her off. I had kind of figured something like this was going to happen, so I wasn't surprised. But I was still nervous and a little weirded out. But we talked about this before, it didn't feel like there was any choice. And besides, I kind of wanted to feel her. Especially those big boobs.
"So I dipped the soap down into the water. And she started to talk to me about stuff. I mean, nothing particularly important or related to anything. She just asked me about my day and school and stuff. Small talk. And I talked back, just like everything was totally normal.
"But under the surface of the water, trust me, things were not normal. I didn't want to start with her boobs. Okay, I didn't but I thought it would be weird if I did. So where I was sitting, I was sort of right by her waist. I couldn't reach her feet, so I started at the other side. I put the soap down against her shoulder. So all the while we are talking about Intro to Psychology (she had the same professor last year), I am moving the soap over her shoulders, down her arm, into her armpit, across her biceps and forearms, and hands. Then I moved over and rubbed the soap against her stomach. Her skin was incredibly soft and it felt nice to touch. And being underwater made every touch feel...I don't know, smoother. Everywhere my hand moved I felt like her skin reacted. And the more I played with her skin, the more I cleaned her, the more I was enjoying it.
"I couldn't help myself, as I was rubbing the soap against her bellybutton, I got a look at her breasts. They were under the warm water. And sort of moving a little bit because I was sloshing the water around. Her skin had turned a slightly pink color from the warmth and her nipples looked hard. She caught me looking I think, but she just sort of said that I should make sure to get her breasts. She said her dad paid a lot for them, so she tried to take care of them.
"My mouth instantly felt dry and I even got a little bit dizzy. It was so strange. But I moved my hand up from her belly button, across her flat tummy, and then up against the bottom swell of her breast. The soap sort of pressed into her breast (you know, which made sense). And it felt lovely. I moved the soap up higher on her breast, sliding my hands against her skin. Her skin felt hot and tight, but natural. Her boobs didn't feel like I imagined fake boobs would feel. I pressed in harder with the soap, just liking the way that it sunk into her. I'd never seen breasts that big before, they were sort of amazing.
"We were still talking about other stuff, but it was clear we weren't really focusing on it anymore. There were longer pauses and less complicated sentences. I was almost totally focused on Natalie's breasts. I especially like the way it felt when I drug the bar of soap across one of her hardened nipples. I like the way it gave a little bit of resistance and I like the way it made her squirm in the water.
"But one time while I was doing that, dragging the soap across her nipple, my hands sort of lost their grip and I dropped the soap. It landed on Natalie's breast, slipped down the side, and went underneath of her body in the tub. Natalie pretended like nothing happened. I didn't want to stop playing with her, so I continued to rub my hand against her breasts. There wasn't any soap anymore, but I moved my hand smoothly over her skin, I tickled her nipple and pinched it slightly. She moaned a little when I did that.



"I decided that bathing wasn't really what we were doing anymore. I felt so...let's be honest...horny. I just wanted to touch her for the sake of touching her. So I slipped my other hand over into the water. Now I had two hands that were exploring Natalie's breasts and other parts of her body. My arms were in up to the elbows. For a long time we were just quiet, while I played with Natalie's breasts and she laid with her eyes closed.
"After a long time, Natalie told me to lean in. So I and she whispered to me that her pussy was dirty and asked that I clean it too. I almost told her that I didn't have any soap. Then I realized what she meant. She wanted me to touch her. If you had told me when I first went upstairs that I was going to have to touch her pussy, I probably would have told you I would refuse. But now I was sort of in the middle of it and the idea wasn't bad. I was kind of excited.
"So I kept my left hand up at Natalie's breast and my right hand sort of snaked down between her breasts, over her belly and down between her legs. I was leaning in now, my chin was only like a foot over the water. My hair was dipping in it, so that is probably why it is messed up. Anyway, I had never felt another girl's pussy before. I mean it was strange to say that if felt like mine, because it both did and didn't. Natalie had bigger pussy lips that me. Also, under the water, she felt magical. I felt my fingers slip through her slit and she sort of moaned while I did it.
"I could feel the water on her pussy, but I could also feel her juices. They were a slightly different texture and felt different in the water. She was so lubricated from the water and her arousal that as I turned my wrist upward, my fingers slipped right into her body. She sort of whimpered but she seemed to like it. I started to move my fingers in like a slow hooking movement inside of her pussy, rubbing up against the ridges inside of her.
"Natalie was breathing heavy now, I didn't know what to expect from her. I didn't know if I was doing anything right. I just knew that the clitoris was really sensitive, so while two of my fingers were inside of her, I put my thumb up on her clit and started to circle around it.
"The next thing happened so fast, I could barely believe it. It was like pressing onto Natalie's clit was pressing a button. Her hands instantly came up out of the water and sort of cradled mine. She sort of pulled me so I was facing her. In an instant, Natalie's tongue was buried in my mouth. I was sort of shocked and at first I didn't kiss back, I just let her tongue move around mine. Then I sort of figured out what was going on, I closed my eyes and started to kiss back. I moved my tongue around inside of her mouth and at the same time, kept moving my fingers around both inside her pussy and on her clit.
"Now that we were kissing, my left arm was sort of pinched. I couldn't really play with her tits anymore. And, more importantly I guess, I was so horny. I mean, like I've never been in my life. Touching Natalie was like...overwhelming. And I felt almost a puddle forming underneath me on the wooden stool. My whole body ached. So I slipped the one hand out of the water and put it between my legs.
"My pussy felt like it was in the bottom of the bathtub. It felt like it had a bucket of sticky liquid poured on top of it. I quickly found my clitoris with my fingers and started to rub myself as well. I kept my tongue inside of Natalie's mouth while I did it. And soon I was moving my fingers around on her pussy just the way I was moving my other hand around on my own. And we were like that for a long time, just me playing with our pussies while we made out. It was somehow even hotter than my 'dinner' with Laura.
"Finally, I felt Natalie nibble a little bit on my lip while we were kissing. For some reason, this sort of put me over the edge. I started to cum. I just started moaning into Natalie's mouth and I was sort of grinding my pussy on the wooden stool. I couldn't even think about anything else. My mind went blank. I think that hearing me or seeing me cum had totally had an effect on Natalie as well. I kept my finger on her pussy, and when I was almost done cumming, I felt her doing it too. When I came down from my orgasm, I watched Natalie's body go completely relaxed. I felt her pussy squeeze on my fingers inside of her. It was so beautiful to watch her cum.
"So anyway, after we finished cumming I felt like it might be awkward. But after we caught our breath she just asked me to help her dry off and get dressed. So I did (playing with her boobs again, I have to admit). And once we were dressed she took me down here and told me to get dressed. So I did. Then we went for a walk around campus and talked a little bit. It was so strange but also really amazing. I can't believe how much it feels natural to me now. I've changed so much."
"Okay, before I get into explaining how that sounded," I started as soon as she finished. And I was telling the truth. I couldn't believe how much her story had turned me on. It almost felt like I hadn't just cum a few hours earlier, like I was still incredibly horny. But there was something I had to ask about, "On your walk, did you guys talk about sex or anything?"
"You know I didn't really think of it at the time," she said, sounding confused by my question. But I had an idea.
"Just think," I said. She paused for a minute and I watched her cutely tap her finger against her lips as she thought.
"Actually," she said finally, "you know what? We didn't talk about anything at the house. One time I started to mention something about what I'd done with Laura and she sort of cut me off and got me talking about something else." So she confirmed my suspicions, this was a lesson.
"Okay, that makes sense," I said, "Ok, now let me say it. That story was incredibly hot!" I said. I was just about to start getting into it when another freshman girl barged into our room.
"Hey guys," the girl, her name was Jenna said, "Sorry to bother you, but we are supposed to go down to the dining room for another meeting."
"Another meeting?" I asked confused, "but we already had our meeting for the day." Jenna put her hands on her bare hips and shrugged.
"I don't know what gave you the impression that I know what is going on, but let me fill you in: I don't know what is going on. I do what I am told. My senior sister told me to round everyone up, so I am." She said and then she backed out through the door.
"She is always so pissy," Lori said, sticking out her tongue. I laughed.
"She is okay," I replied, though I generally agreed, "I wonder what they want us for?" I said but Lori didn't respond. Instead we both headed back downstairs.
But Jenna's words had gotten me thinking. I had just learned from Lori that we had had very similar experiences with our sorority sisters. I couldn't help but think that all the other girls were doing the same stuff. Here we were naked and just taking orders. I can't imagine that anyone had come into this experience feeling much different than me. We were all nervous, wanted to stay in the sorority, and we were rapidly getting acclimated to the way this place worked. If someone told Lori a week ago that she had to fuck some girl in a bathtub, she would've said no without hesitation. But now we expected it, and we knew that everyone else was doing it so that made it feel somewhat normal. I knew at this point whatever they asked me to do next I would do it because all of the other girls were going to do it and...I might like it.
I didn't spend too much time thinking about it though; I had a meeting to attend. In a few minutes Lori, the other freshmen, and I were all once again standing in the dining room. As was rapidly becoming familiar, all of the upper class girls were standing around us. Heather was sort of standing out closer to us. Once we were all settled, Heather spoke.
"Pledges, welcome back to the group, I hope your evening was...educational," she said and the girls around the outside of the circle laughed. Perhaps we were starting to get used to it, but fewer of the freshman girls blushed or stared at their feet. We all knew what this sorority was about now.
"I know this seems unusual, a second meeting today, but let me assure you that I won't keep you long," Heather said, giving us her sexy, acid smile, "Tomorrow night there will be another group meeting, just like there was last night. However, unlike most of our meeting, you all will need to do a little preparation on your own. That is the reason for this second meeting. To give you some homework. Yes, you girls will need to do a little bit of leg work." Heather stuck her leg out towards the middle as if to emphasis her words. She was wearing a skirt and her leg looked pretty on display.
"Tomorrow night is a special night for upper class girls. You see, we as a sorority are movie lovers," Heather said and there was large amount of giggling, "And tomorrow marks the annual movie festival. But we aren't going to be watching any cheesy art movies. In fact, the movies we will be watching on the big screen here in the dining room haven't even been produced yet. Carrie?"
"I have the equipment right here," Carrie said, lifting up a large box from the floor. She handed it to Heather.
"Lori come here a moment," Heather said.
"Of course," Lori said, sounding bolder than she used to. She walked up and looked into box.
"Please tell the other freshman girls what's in the box," Heather ordered.
"Digital cameras," Lori said. Heather shooed her back, and Lori came and stood in the middle of the group again.
"Yes, my dear pledges cameras. For tomorrow night's group meeting, we will be viewing movies that you produce either tonight or tomorrow with these cameras. This is a tradition that dates back to a time when filming was a much more difficult endeavor. There is a whole library of sorority movies down in the storage area, under lock and key. They are as varied as the girls who have attended this university. There is even a hall of fame.
"I want you girls to be the one to produce your movies; you are the screenwriters and directors. But, I need to make a couple of points clear as the producer. These are adult movies for a grown-up audience. I think you all know what that means without me having to tell you. Second, these movies cannot be filmed from inside of your room, or any other bedroom in the house. Third, no one, and I mean absolutely no one, outside of this sorority can ever know that your video is being filmed or that it exists. Fourth, this is a group project. Each girl will make their film with their roommate. Finally, like I said, we have a lot of videos in the house. Most of us have seen a lot of them. We don't like to be bored. Give us something new, something we haven't seen before, give us something that will shock us," Heather explained.
This was as explicit as Heather ever seemed to get about the sexual nature of the sorority. It seemed that here they just sort vaguely implied things but then, when it came time for action, it was completely without restraint. No one had any doubt about what kind of move we were going to have to me., "Now, you have less than 24 hours. So go!"
Lori and I had headed back to our room immediately after getting our assignment from Heather. There wasn't any doubt about what Heather wanted from us. Lori and I were going to have to do...something...together. When we first arrived back at our rooms we were a little bit shy. It seemed too embarrassing to even talk about. We had grown more comfortable in the last few days, but this sudden order seemed very strange. So we bitched about the task, complaining that it didn't seem fair and that we didn't want to do it (though, in all honesty, the thought of being "with" Lori made my heart flip).
And I guess we knew we were just pretending like we were philosophically opposed to the task. There was no denying, and as we were both noticing, the sorority was changing us. Or, if not changing, revealing things about ourselves until then. What we never would have considered just a few days ago seemed natural now. And we had come through that experience together. There was no hiding that. Besides, we both thought the other was cute.
Eventually, as the night wore on, we inevitably started to talk about what we were going to do. We couldn't back out now. There was never any real discussion of backing out. We had to produce some kind of movie. In a short period of time, the outlines of plan for the next day started to come into focus. And while we didn't "rehearse" anything that night, we both knew that something strange and different was going to be happening the next day.
End Part 2
To Be Continued
*****
So that is the end of the second section. As I promised, thing ratcheted up quickly. But we are only halfway done. Look for Part 3 very, very soon.
Anyway, I honestly write so that I can hear the comments you all give. So please just tell me what you think. Even if it is just a sentence (though I always prefer more). Consider that your payment for the free story. And if you like this, I beg you to read my other stories. Thanks!
YKN
P.S. - I do one edit on my work and try to be thorough. But I figure when it comes to handing out free pornography you all would be better served getting it fast (if a little rough), than waiting for me to polish it like I was getting paid for my work. Especially on a project as massive as this. So, in short, I know there are some errors and I don't really care that much. Just try to enjoy the porn.
YKN
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Dear Reader: You are entering the third part of the longest piece of writing I have ever completed. Continue to enjoy it in good health. The novel (and yes, it is an 88,000 word novel) has been split into four sections, this being the third section. The entire book is already completed, the first two sections are already up, and I will be releasing the remaining section soon. So if you like this, keep your eyes open for conclusion.
With that said, this book is not for everyone. It will be too long for many people (no shame in that, it's a big time investment). It is also somewhat extreme, having some of the more intense and bizarre sexual scenes I have ever written (though for some of you faithful readers, that will be the appeal!). Further I warn you that not every section has incest content, though there is a lot of that in here, as well as other kinds of taboo. The first section was a bit of a slow but now the sections are wall to wall erotica. With that said, I think the whole is greater than the sum of its parts and, if you go back and read the whole thing, you will not be disappointed. Enjoy!
And please let me know what you think.
Recap: In section one, our hero Ellie (or Lizzie) Abood decided to pledge the same sorority as her older sister Lily. Lily was extremely upset, but Ellie couldn't figure out why. Eventually, the hazing started at the sorority and it had a definite sexual feel. All the pledges, like Ellie, are required to be naked at all times. Further, at the end of the first section, Ellie had a mutual masturbation session with one of the juniors (which she was a bit reluctant about). Last time, things got more intense, as Ellie had a shocking experience with Lily, performed an impromptu sex show for the sorority, and heard two very sexy stories from her roommate Lori. At the end of the section, Ellie and Lori (as well as the other freshman girls) were directed to make an erotic movie in a public place. If you want more, read the story.
*****
Chapter 5: Pledge Week Day 5 - Second Group Meeting
The next day was one of the strangest of my entire life. I won't get bogged down in the details (trust me, anything you want to know I will explain later). I went to class, I worked on my "homework" with Lori, and then I went back to the house. I know that sounds mundane. But trust me, it was absolutely not. I don't want to get into it right now, trust me, everything will become clear in time.
Anyway, around six-thirty an announcement was made that everyone was supposed to go to the dining room. Everything appeared just as it always did: a naked group of freshman girls in the middle of the room, a circle of older girls wearing their clothes, and a sense of ritual and arousal. But there were two differences. In the front of the room where Heather, Carrie, and my sister stood there was a computer and a projector sitting on top of a small table and, on the opposite side of the room, there was a screen.
As I was looking at the projector, my eyes sort of caught my sister's. I felt a little bit nervous about putting my "movie" up on the screen. I mean, I knew that my sister had seen me eating out Adrianna. Hell, she had eaten my asshole! But that didn't make any of this feel normal. Actually, I think what made me feel the weirdest was how little I'd thought about her since talking to Lori the previous morning. Even when she watched me with Adrianna, I wasn't really thinking too closely about her. It seemed like the deeper I got into the sorority, the more alienated I became from her. I wondered if my childish attempt to hone in on her sorority would be the thing that finally broke our bond. What if watching this video, seeing me in this way as exposed and adult as possible would break the very last bond connecting us. We would be in the sorority together, but as adult strangers, not sisters.
"Alright pledges," Heather said, breaking me out of my thoughts, "Welcome to movie night!" There was a lot of whooping and cheering from the surrounding girls. I felt butterflies rising up in my stomach.
"Everyone please had your memory cards to me," Carrie said. Lori had our camera and she quickly pushed out the memory card and handed it to the Vice President. The other girls followed suit. Carrie put them all in a hat and set them down next to the projector.
"Alright everyone. Our pledges this year have produced five (presumably short) films for our entertainment. Lily and Carrie will be walking around to hand out popcorn shortly. There are a few rules. Everyone must sit during the movie. Do not talk so loud that others cannot hear the movie. No mocking of the "actors" in any way. Most importantly, enjoy the movie. When screening is complete, these movies will be placed in the vault with all of our other films," Heather explained.
The more she talked, the more nervous I became. The previous night I had still be in the glow of my actions with Adrianna, still feeling (however strangely) that I was starting to belong here. Most of the day had been taken up with completing my homework with Lori. I had known while I was doing it that my actions were not normal and that, except for the pressure from the sorority, I would not be doing it. But I was also high on my own adrenaline; slightly excited and nervous that we wouldn't get it done. Now, I was exhausted and people were about to see...what I'd done. The absurdity of the whole situation was falling on my back and a big part of me wanted to run up, grab my memory stick, and run out of the house (naked if necessary) and never come back. Maybe my sister would love me again if I did. But Heather cut off my consideration.
"Any questions?" Heather asked.
"Uh, yeah," Lori said cautiously, "Is there going to be voting or anything? Is there a best picture awarded?" Heather smiled brightly.
I then remembered the other concern that I had. I looked at the girl with whom I had made my video and couldn't help but grin. It had been so unreal that day while we were...producing our movie. Lori and I had had some intimate moments. But not in any sort of overtly sexual way. And then we'd just been ordered to make a video. We had done what we had to do because we were ordered to that day. We had just acquiesced, we'd...had fun. There was more to what happened than just fulfilling our tasks.
I didn't know how I felt about Lori anymore. We had both felt ourselves growing closer in just a short period of time. My emotions for her felt so strong, so bonded. Even hearing her ask that question to Heather had made my heart beat faster. I didn't think that I had a romantic feeling for her, but I had some sort of attachment to her that went beyond being her roommate. Was it some kind of intense platonic love? What did that mean?
I know this makes no sense; I need to get into the details. There was so much sort of up in the air at that point. Part of me just wanted to sit back, ignore my confusing feelings, and just see what happened in the movies. I tried my best to do that.
"I had almost forgotten, thank you pledge," she said, "Yes there will be a vote at the end and a winner selected for the film. Only the upper class girls will be voting. We will select on the overall quality of the film with a heavy focus on originality." Despite my nerves, I had a relatively reasonable question.
"Is there a prize?" I asked. Heather looked over towards me, still smiling.
"Oh yes," she said, but nothing else on the issue, "Now, if there are no further questions, I will commence the viewing of the films." She looked around for further comment but got nothing. So the upper class girls sat down against the wall, and turned to look at the screen. The freshman (including me) took the hint and sat down. I heard Heather's hand rattling around in the hat full of memory cards. She was picking the videos at random.
Finally she selected one. I heard her loading it into her computer. There was no marking on any of the cards, so there was no way for her to announce who was coming first. All of the freshman girls sat in nervous anticipation. All of us wanted to get "our turns" over with but we were also desperate not to have it happen. I also suspected we all wanted the other girls in the sorority to see what we'd made. The sorority was a strange place, where what would normally feel wrong or uncomfortable could be made heroic or simple. Nonetheless, I let out a sigh of relief as the first video started. It wasn't me.
There was a title card (Lori and I had decided to have a cold open before the title card, so I knew already). It said "Allaya and Jacqueline present: Snack Time!" Everyone cheered. The tension in the room built to a fever pitch. I have to admit, I couldn't wait to see what happened next.
The title card faded and suddenly Allaya and Jacqueline were standing next to one another on the screen. Allaya was a 5'9 African-American girl with medium length black hair, big brown eyes (behind glasses) and a warm face. She always seemed to be smiling, and that was apparent in the video as well. She had a lithe body, with long thin limbs, small perky breasts, and a flat stomach. In the video she was wearing a white blouse and a long gray skirt, looking sort of like a school marm.
Jacqueline was shorter than her co-star, around 5'4 and was ethereally pale white girl with platinum blonde hair and deep blue eyes. She looked frail, but had a boisterous personality. Her body was compact and thin, making her look younger than her 19-years. In the video she was also wearing a white blouse, though hers was tighter. Further, she was wearing a very short plaid skirt, like a schoolgirl's uniform.
The two girls were standing next to a vending machine and I recognized that they were in the basement of the science building. The cafeteria located there was closed (so I figured this had been shot the night before) and the camera must've been sitting on a counter, facing the girls. No one else was around and it sounded incredibly quiet.
"I'll give you anything you want, just ask," Allaya said, her voice clearly indicating that she understood she was saying something that could be taken two ways. Jacqueline put her thumb in between her teeth and bit it slightly. Her hair was in pigtails and they she sort of swayed back and forth and she thought, allowing her hair to bounce side to side.
"B-9" Jacqueline said finally. Allaya nodded and then put some money into the machine. It was impossible to see what she was selecting, but the machine was audible. After something had fallen, Allaya bent down and picked up the purchased item. She stood up, and opened the package. Out of the plastic sleeve, she slipped out a pink and orange Popsicle. It was about six inches long and was shaped like a crayon.
Allaya lasciviously stuck out her tongue and slowly licked from the bottom of the popsicle up to the top. She looked directly into the camera as she did so. When she reached the tip of the popsicle, she titled her head back. She then plunged the popsicle deep into her throat. I'd never seen anything like it, she deep-throated the dessert like she did it every day. Inch by inch the popsicle disappeared into her throat. Soon, even the stick was passing between her lips. Finally, only the very end of the stick, clutched between Allaya's thumb and forefinger were still outside of her mouth. She waited about five seconds and then carefully pulled the full popsicle out of her mouth. Her eyes watered slightly and the popsicle glistened with her saliva, but it was none the worse for having been down her throat.
As though she were bored, Allaya took the popsicle and handed it over to Jacqueline. Jacqueline had been watching Allaya deep-throat the popsicle with rapt attention. She took the popsicle as though she was excited to have something that had once been in Allaya's throat.
"Thank you Ms. Allaya," she said sweetly. She quickly plunged the popsicle lewdly into her own mouth. Her little pink tongue swirled around on the icy phallus. She then held out her free hand, which Allaya then took in her own. The two girls started to walk away.
The screen went blank for a moment, and then it came back on. Now we were inside of a classroom in the science building. It was clear that the camera was sitting on the professor's desk in the front of the room facing the door. After a moment, the door opened and Allaya and Jacqueline walked int. Jacqueline had the tip of her popsicle in her mouth. She walked to the middle of the room and stopped. Allaya turned and locked the door before walking over toward Jacqueline. They were in the center of the shot now and Jacqueline pulled the now-dripping popsicle out of her mouth.
"Good students deserve a treat," Allaya said and I realized now that they were doing some sort of teacher-student role play, "But you are such I good student, I think you deserve more than a popsicle."
"Yes Ms. Allaya," Jacqueline responded, "What do you have in mind?" Allaya didn't speak, instead she leaned in quickly. I felt my heart fluttering in the last half-instant before they kissed and I felt light-headed as I watched their lips press together on screen. I looked over at the two performers, now sitting in the middle of the dining room. They were both blushing and not looking at the screen. But I could see Allaya's nipples were hard, and wondered if I would be excited or embarrassed or both when my turn came. I wondered what Lori would be thinking. And Lily. But I didn't want to keep my eyes off the screen for long.
When I looked back I saw that Allaya and Jacqueline were kissing passionately. They were standing ten feet away from the camera but I could still see their tongues moving in and out of one another's mouths. I could almost taste Jacqueline's sweet, cold tongue dripping with the juices from her popsicle.
While they kissed, Allaya's hands were not idle. Her eyes were closed and her neck was bent down to reach her roommate's lips, but her fingers moved as if they had eyes of their own. They were quickly working from the top of Jacqueline's shirt down to the bottom. In a few moments, she had completely opened Jacqueline's blouse and then slid the arms back over her shoulder. The blouse slipped to the ground (Jacqueline was careful to point the popsicle down so that it slipped though the arm hole).
I had seen Jacqueline naked every day for the last week. She had a cute little body and I admired it. But there was something incredibly sexy about watching her get disrobed while Allaya kissed her. Jacqueline was not wearing a bra under her tight blouse her pink nipples were now exposed. She made a little distance between herself and Allaya and then rubbed the cold popsicle against one of her nipples and then the other. It was not clear from the distance whether the pink liquid from the popsicle rubbed off on her skin, but her nipples clearly grew hard.
Allaya broke their kiss now and bent over further. She carefully took Jacqueline's breast in her hand, lifting the nipple upwards. She then popped Jacqueline's hard, sweet nipple into her mouth. I could almost see her tongue swirling around on it. Jacqueline arched her back into her lover's face and moaned gently. She put the popsicle back into her mouth and watched as Allaya sucked all of the sugary liquid off of her breast. Once the first one was cleaned, Allaya quickly moved to the other. Jacqueline groaned loudly, clearly enjoying Allaya's action. But, after a short time, she popped her nipple out of Allaya's mouth.
"We're running out of time," she whispered quietly. She looked over at her hand, the popsicle was about ¾ the size it had been at the start of their game and it was dripping down Jacqueline's arm. Allaya looked at it as well and nodded. Jacqueline handed the popsicle back to Allaya. They didn't speak further, instead, Jacqueline turned and walked over toward the professor's desk.
She sat down on top of the desk, her leg almost blocking the shot. She lifted her leg up and then set it on the desk. Now Allaya was framed a la Mrs. Robinson from 'The Graduate' in on the screen. "My mouth isn't the only part of me that wants a treat," Jacqueline said. She was trying to sound sexy, but it rang a little awkward and nervous. However, that in itself was somewhat alluring. Allaya flashed a lupine smile and walked towards the professor's desk.
As she approached, Jacqueline carefully lifted up the camera. Now the video was being shot from her point of view. She watched as Allaya walked over so that she was standing directly in front of the camera. Allaya licked the popsicle once, cleaning the thick drops off of it. Then Allaya got down on her knees in front of Jacqueline. The camera followed her as she knelt.
We in the audience were now looking down between Jacqueline's pert, sticky breasts. Her legs were still spread and Allaya was essentially between them. With her free hand, Jacqueline hiked her skirt up high on her hips and flipped it over itself. It was clear instantly that she was not wearing any panties. Her pussy was waxed completely bare and her skin looked impossibly white against the deep red gash of the top of her pussy and her hard clitoris. Jacqueline kept the camera rolling on her own pussy.
Allaya leaned forward now. She was so tall that on her knees, she was exactly at face level with Jacqueline's pussy. Her eyes looked upwards with incredible intensity at the exact moment that her lips pressed against Jacqueline's cunt. I almost most moaned just watching. Allaya's puffy pink lips and smooth brown skin contrasting beautifully with Jacqueline's amazingly paleness.
Allaya kissed around Jacqueline's pussy, planting soft, deep kisses all over Jacqueline's lower lips. Occasionally, her tongue would lash out and splay across Jacqueline's pussy. Jacqueline apparently had a hard time keeping the camera steady and moaned loudly into the microphone. Allaya then started to lap at Jacqueline's pussy, flattening her pink tongue out over Jacqueline's most private area. In a moment, Jacqueline's skin glistened with Allaya's saliva. Then Allaya moved her head away.
I saw Allaya's hand moving slightly out of the side of the screen. Then, a moment later I saw the popsicle between Jacqueline's legs. Allaya looked up at the camera and winked. She then started to rub the very tip of the popsicle gently against Jacqueline's slit. Jacqueline let out a loud moan and jumped a little. I could see the goose bumps immediately appear on her skin.
Allaya moved the popsicle away and then leaned in again. Her tongue stuck out slowly and then carefully ran up the length of Jacqueline's slit. I moaned as she did so.
"Oh so sweet baby," Allaya said. I wondered what the syrupy sweetness of the popsicle's juices tasted like with the salty flavor of Jacqueline's pussy mixed with it. I was less surprised by how excited I was by that idea than I would have been a week earlier. And in the darkness of our little movie theater, I just let my natural desires and thoughts run wild, no thought of what I was supposed to be doing or anything else.
"Oh Christ don't stop!" Jacqueline begged. Luckily, Allaya was a considerate partner. A moment later, the popsicle was once again pressed gently against Jacqueline's cunt. Jacqueline's hand shook as she (through the camera) viewed Allaya playing with the popsicle. It was unclear if it was from pleasure or shivers or both. Once again, Jacqueline moved the popsicle out and licked it carefully. Jacqueline's pussy now had a thin layer of sticky pink liquid on top of it. Her body heat was rapidly melting the ice.
Allaya moved the popsicle back again, but this time she was more direct. She took the melting end of the popsicle and position it against Jacqueline's wet opening. She started to push, just slightly. The very top seemed to disappear inside of Jacqueline's body. Jacqueline groaned. Allaya twirled the popsicle gently, eliciting an even louder response.



"Please, fill me up Ms. Allaya," Jacqueline begged. I felt my cheeks getting hot and my pussy getting wet. This was really hot.
"Only because you are a good girl," Allaya responded. With that she carefully started to press the popsicle harder into Jacqueline's body. From the view of the camera I, and the rest of the sorority, watched as the dripping dessert slowly started to disappear inside of Jacqueline's pussy. I watched as her skin stretched back to let it enter her. I heard her moan and shivering as the cold object penetrated her. I saw Allaya's bright eyes marvel at what she was doing. Inch by inch the popsicle entered Jacqueline's pussy, until the very end entered her, and only the stick was poking out.
"Holy shit!" Allaya said, "That's so hot!" Those of us in the crowd giggled, but we all agreed. Allaya started to twirl the popsicle inside of Jacqueline's body. Jacqueline's panting and moaning was filling up the room now, her nipples looking as hard as though the popsicles were pressing against them.
"Keep spinning, that is incredible!" she moaned and Allaya obliged.
"Oh damn," Allaya said after a few more second, "You are dripping!" It was clear that the popsicle was melting rapidly inside of Jacqueline's body. I couldn't see the liquid pouring out of her, but I watched as Allaya repositioned her head so that her mouth was underneath the stick. I could then hear a wet, slurping sound as Allaya drank up the mix of melted popsicle and Jacqueline's juices. She moaned like it was the most wonderful thing she'd ever tasted and I was incredibly jealous.
After a moment, she turned her head to the side and looked up toward the camera. She smiled and then opened her mouth, exposing her tongue which was coated in popsicle and pussy. I had to resist the urge to moan. It was so hot. But then Allaya was back down between Jacqueline's legs, licking at the popsicle juice.
After a few moments, Allaya pulled the popsicle quickly out of Jacqueline's pussy. Jacqueline let out of a startled grunt. The popsicle was now quite tiny and dripping down Allaya's arm. Allaya quickly handed it up to Jacqueline. Jacqueline turned the camera up towards her face and we watched as she quickly popped it into her mouth. The fruity flavor and her own pussy's taste must've mixed in her mouth and she closed her eyes and moaned. When she pulled the stick back out of her mouth, the popsicle was gone.
But there was barely time to savor the naughtiness of that moment. Jacqueline began to shake and her eyes closed. With halting, jerky movements, she turned the camera back down between her legs. Allaya's mouth was now wrapped around Jacqueline's pussy. I could tell that she was sucking the juices off of Jacqueline's pussy and, at the same time, lapping at Jacqueline's clit.
This seemed to be all that Jacqueline could take. The camera got even jerkier. I could just make out Jacqueline's legs squeezing slightly on Allaya's head. She was moaning loudly into the computer and this noise built to a high pitched squeal. Then, finally, there was a low groan. The camera went still for a moment and then flopped over to the side as Jacqueline lay down panting on top of the desk. For a moment, we were looking at the room sideways and listening to Jacqueline panting. It was clear that Jacqueline had just had an extremely powerful orgasm.
After a moment, the camera was lifted. Allaya was holding it now, turning the lens toward her face. She was smiling broadly and her face was covered in cum and popsicle.
"Well, I think she got her reward," she said to the audience, "No it's my..." Suddenly there was a knock on the door. Allaya's face went blank and I could see the terror in her eyes.
"Shit," Jacqueline said somewhere off screen. There was another knock.
"Hey come on, unlock it, we reserved this room," A voice called from outside. Suddenly the camera was set down on the table. We could hear Allaya and Jacqueline whispering back and forth, but not exactly what they were saying. There was lots of shuffling. Finally, Jacqueline picked up the camera and then the screen went blank. It came back on with the girl, naked together in their room. They were sitting on a bed and the camera was set somewhere, facing them both.
"Sorry for the abrupt ending," Jacqueline said now and she smiled at the camera.
"We had more planned for you guys, but we were lucky to get out of there with our clothes on," Allaya said.
"And without being caught," Jacqueline added.
"We hoped you all enjoyed the video. Love you all. The End!" Allaya added. Then, finally, the screen went blank.
For a moment there was silence. Then a loud cheer rose up from the group. Everyone was clapping and whistling. I looked over at Allaya and Jacqueline. They were blushing and looking down, but they had sly smiles on their faces like they were happy that everyone enjoyed it. The lights were still off for the movie, but as I looked around I could see that other girls had flushed faces, hardened nipples, and slightly excited breathing. It was clear that the movie had quite an effect.
"Thank you Allaya and Jacqueline for your submission," Heather said as the crowd slowly started to get quiet. "I am glad to you hear that you were not 'caught' during the creation of your film. I thought that it was well filmed and edited up to the end. I liked your use of props and you both looked beautiful. I should note, however, that I was somewhat disappointed that you began some sort of student-teacher story and then let it go without finishing. But overall, I enjoyed it immensely." I wondered if the president always gave her editorial responses to the movies, or if she just felt the need to do it now. But Allaya and Jacqueline looked pretty pleased with the qualified praise.
While she had been speaking, Heather had been taking Allaya and Jacqueline's video out of the computer. I saw her place it in a box. Once again she started rummaging through the other memory sticks without looking. After a few moments, she pulled out and carefully slid it into the computer.
"Oh another one is starting," I heard a girl say. The various conversations about the last movie that had been going on ceased and we all turned towards the screen. Once again I was nervous that I would be on the screen next, but excited that maybe my turn had come.
Unlike the somewhat slick production values of the initial video, this one started immediately in with a shaky camera and nervous breathing into the microphone. Real Blair Witch stuff. I knew instantly that the video didn't belong to me. Once again I felt relief and disappointment in not having my video chosen. But I settled back in and waited to see what this video would bring.
"Nicole, keep up!" I heard a voice say in the camera. I knew then that it was Nicole and Alisha's video.
"Quiet!" Nicole hissed back, "I am right behind you." It was hard to see what was going on. Not only was the camera incredibly jerky, but it was also very dark. I could tell that the girls were outside, as I could hear them stepping through branches and leaves. I figured they'd gone out to film the previous night.
They walked for several minutes, occasionally stopping to talk briefly. Those of us sitting in the dining room started to get a little bit anxious, it didn't seem like this video was going anywhere. I even heard Heather sigh loudly once from behind the computer.
Finally, there was an almost blinding flash of light. Then, the view became clearer. I now recognized where the camera was facing: the quad. I could see the primary school buildings and dorms facing in toward the middle of the campus. Alisha and Nicole had been walking through the woods on the western side of campus. Now they were crouching in a bush right along the edge of the lawn.
Alisha poked the camera out between the bushes briefly, giving a sweeping view of the quad. Then she pulled the camera back through the bushes. She turned back into darkness, walking away from the light. Then she turned once again and set the camera down, facing back toward the quad. Now the whole scene was clear. Alisha and Nicole were sitting inside of a mangy holly bush just off of campus. Light from the buildings and street lamps poured in, illuminating the cavernous opening inside of the bush. The girls were just about ten feet from the lawn and both were in the frame.
Despite the light, it was somewhat difficult to see the girls. They should've brought a flashlight or something. I could make out who they were, but it was a bit of a strain. Nicole was slightly closer to the camera, her long black hair looking particularly dense in the low light. She was wearing a white t-shirt that hugged her slender frame closely, squeezing her small but perky breasts. She was wearing a pair of khaki shorts that barely covered the bottoms of her ass cheeks and a pair of hiking boots with no socks. Alisha had her medium-length brown hair tied back in a ponytail. Pulling the hair away from her face accentuated her extremely large eyes, though it was difficult to make out their brilliant blue color in the dark. Like Nicole, Alisha was wearing a tight t-shirt, hers being a light gray. Her breasts were much larger than her roommates' and her nipples were clearly exposed. She was also wearing shorts, though hers were denim. She was wearing a pair of flip flops.
Alisha and Nicole didn't seem to be concerned about the low light. In fact, they didn't appear to be too concerned about anything other than one another. Almost as soon as they were both on their knees in front of the camera, they began their "show" for us.
They looked at each other for just a brief second, Nicole smiled anxiously and Alisha winked. Then, they collapsed together. I watched as their lips met. Alisha was a few inches taller, so she sort of leaned down over Nicole as they kissed. In that same instant, I saw Alisha's tongue slip out of her mouth and plunged into her roommates. Their lips still sealed, I saw Alisha's mouth opened wider, taking Nicole's tongue deeply into her mouth.
At first, they both kept their hands still, both resting them gently on their own thighs. It was pretty clear to me that they were less comfortable than our last stars, maybe a little less willing to jump into the crazy Sapphic escapades of the sorority. Like they were trying to warm up with passionate, but touch-free kissing. Even the kisses seemed a bit jerky at first, somewhat nervous. It made me wonder how much the girls in these videos really wanted to do this, and how much was that they felt trapped in the situation. Or were they like me, and it was kind of both things.
Eventually, they either warmed themselves up, or realized that they had to go anyway. At almost the exact same time their hands rose up off their thighs and found the other's hips. With their eyes closed and their mouths still moving rhythmically, their hands started to get in on the action. It started slowly, With Alisha's hands climbing up and down the side of Nicole's body. She was careful not to touch her roommate's breasts. Instead, she traced the dramatic outline of Nicole's hourglass shape almost up to her arms and then rubbed back down the other side. Nicole began to follow her lead, moving her hands as well, though covering less area. In a few moments, their hands were moving at the same pace as their mouths. They seemed to settle in on the ground, getting more comfortable with their actions.
Alisha moaned slightly, it was hard to tell if she wanted to moan or thought that she should moan, but there it was. This seemed to encourage Nicole. Nicole now lifted up the bottom of Alisha's shirt, exposing her roommate's belly and the tops of her hips. Now her hands moved around on Alisha's soft white skin, even playing with Alisha's bellybutton ring.
Alisha seemed to enjoy the feeling of Nicole playing with her body. So much so, in fact, that she broke the kiss, reached down and grabbed the bottom hem of her now-hiked up t-shirt. In a quick motion, she pulled her t-shirt up high over her head and then tossed it down on the ground under the bush. She was not wearing a bra and her pink, silver-dollar sized nipples were now exposed to the brisk autumn air.
Nicole stopped for a brief moment and looked at her roommates breasts. Then she slowly started to move Alisha's body. Alisha looked down and watched as Nicole's hands started to climb up her stomach, then she shook a little as Nicole's knuckles grazed the underside of her breast. Nicole moved her hands over Alisha's breasts now. Alisha gasped and closed her eyes. But even as she did so, she arched her back slightly, thrusting her breasts out farther into Nicole's hands.
Nicole seemed to just hold the warm mounds of flesh for a moment, not exactly sure of what to do. But she slowly started to move her hands around on them. She carefully squeezed at Alisha's right breast, feeling the flesh between her fingers. At the same time, her index finger on her other hand began to trace lines around Alisha's left breast, taking special care to tease her roommates nipple. In response, Alisha made a gentle cooing sound.
After a brief time playing with Alisha's breasts, Nicole seemed to want more. It was clear that the reactions of her body were starting to override her nervousness and her confusion. She was liking the way that it felt to play, and wanted to play more. It was clear just watching her, even in the dark view of the screen, her eyes seemed electric now.
Nicole now leaned forward. She placed her hand on the rounded bottom of Alisha's breast and lifted it slightly. Nicole closed her eyes and opened her mouth. In an instant, Alisha's left nipple popped into Nicole's mouth. I watched as Nicole's cheeks moved slowly and I could tell that her tongue was swirling around on Alisha's tit. Nicole kept one of her hands on Alisha's free breast, paying special care to keep her finger tips pressed gingerly against the nipple.
For a long while, Nicole just stayed in that position, sucking and playing quietly. Alisha occasionally moaned, but not too loudly (at one point she even looked out through the bush, perhaps afraid someone was walking by). For the most part, Alisha kept her eyes closed, bit her lip, and gently played with Nicole's hair. But after a while she started to feel the effects of Nicole's touch. She started to rock gently on her knees and I could tell that she was getting excited.
After several minutes of feeling Nicole play with her breasts, Alisha seemed ready to do act further. While her nipple was still in Nicole's mouth, Alisha leaned over Nicole's back, grabbing the hem of her roommates t-shirt with both hands. She then leaned back again, bringing the shirt up over Nicole's back. Nicole's small, perky breasts popped out of the bottom of her shirt. Soon the entire shirt was up over Nicole's head and then resting against Alisha's breast. Nicole broke her lip lock on Alisha's nipple, allowing Alisha to throw the shirt to the side. Now both girls were topless.
Nicole seemed a little surprised to be suddenly without a shirt, but Alisha didn't give her time to think, instead she pounced. She put her head down and dove in toward Nicole's small breasts. Nicole, off balance, fell onto her back on the ground. Alisha stayed on top of her, Nicole's nipple now planted in her mouth. Nicole giggled good-naturedly at the situation. She then sighed, fully feeling the effect of Alisha's tongue on her body. She reached and grabbed Alisha's ponytail, using it to push Alisha's face down harder into her nipple.
For a moment, the girls stayed in that position: Nicole on her back, her head craned up so she could looked across her body at her own breasts; Alisha laying against Nicole's body, her tongue working furiously on Nicole's nipple. The skin of Alisha's breasts were pressed firmly against the skin of Nicole's stomach. There was no air between them. It was slightly hard to see them at the angle the video had taken, but they were still largely visible.
I watched as Alisha's tongue snaked out of her mouth and flicked along Nicole's nipple. In reaction, Nicole moaned and let her head rest back on the ground. She pumped her hips slightly against Alisha's body as she did so. It was clear that she was signally she wanted something more than just teasing. Alisha took the hint.
While keep her tongue on her roommate's nipple, Alisha moved her right hand down across Nicole's breast and then down her hip. Alisha sort of moved to the side now. Her mouth was on Nicole's right nipple and she now laid down on Nicole's right side (the camera was to Nicole's left). Her breasts were now against Nicole's side. With her right hand, Alisha reached between Nicole's legs and unbuttoned her khakis (I could hear an audible buzz in the room when this happened). While still sucking on Nicole's breast, Alisha unzipped Nicole's pants. Nicole started to really rock her hips in the air now, desperate for relief.
The tips of Alisha's fingers now slipped through the waistband of Nicole's panties. You could instantly tell when Alisha's hands slipped past Nicole's belly and across her clit. It was like Nicole was electrocuted. She sucked in breath quickly, arched her back and then let out a low moan. In fact she was so loud that Alisha moved her left hand up and covered the other girl's mouth. But she kept her mouth on Nicole's breast.
I could see Alisha's hands moving rhythmically inside of Nicole's pants. She was moving in slow, careful motions and I could tell that she was moving her tongue at the same rate. Nicole's eyes were closed now, and she was not moving, just rigidly staring up at the sky. Suddenly there as a slight rustling sound. I watched as Alisha went completely still, even her hand on Nicole's pussy falling limp. Nicole moved her head like she was annoyed, then she froze to. In a moment, a person walked by on the path just beyond the edge of the branches. Panic showed on both girls' faces. Then, the person moved on, never noticing.
A minute or two after the person passed, Alisha placed her lips back on her lover's breasts and her hand once again got to work between Nicole's legs. Those of us watching in the dining room cheered. They'd almost been caught, but they were still going!
Perhaps it was just that voyeuristic excitement that that pushed Nicole over the edge. Just a minute or so after Alisha returned her hands between her legs, Nicole was visibly shaking. She was breathing deeply and her nipple (the one still visible) stood up pertly on her chest. She started to moan, but had the foresight to grab Alisha's free hand and press it over her mouth. Alisha giggled, but kept the pressure on Nicole's clit. Nicole's shaking became more pronounced and I could hear her muffled moan through Alisha's hand. It was clear she was having an amazing orgasm. Her eyes closed and her face flushed beautifully. Finally, her whole body went limp and she collapsed back onto the ground, panting.
While she was recovering, Alisha stood up and quickly unbuttoned her denim shorts. She shifted them off of her hips and it was apparent that she wasn't wearing any panties. She moved so that she was standing directly in front of the camera. I could see that she had a narrow strip of well-kempt dark pubic hair and thin pink lips. Then she quickly dropped down onto the ground. In a half second she was laying on her back. Her hair was splayed out across the pine needles on the ground and her breasts were spread across her body. She was lying with her knees bent and her legs spread completely apart. From where she was lying, her small pussy was barely visible at the bottom of the screen. But I could see that she was wide open now and could tell, even in the poor light, that she was soaking wet.
By the time Alisha got in position, Nicole had basically stirred herself. There were some leaves in her hair and she looked a little dazed. Those of us watching giggled a little. I looked over at her in the dining room and saw her blushing and smiling. Back on the screen I saw Nicole lean in and whisper something inaudible to Alisha. Alisha giggled slightly and then whispered back.



With that signal, Nicole leaned forward once and gave Alisha a quick kiss on the lips. Then she got on her knees so that she was kneeling right next to Alisha's thighs, facing the camera. Her breasts jiggled slightly as she got into position. Nicole was on Alisha's right side. After looking into the camera for a moment, Nicole reached back with her right hand. Alisha found it and grabbed it in her own. She quickly guided Nicole's index finger into her mouth. Alisha closed her eyes and sucked on Nicole's finger like it was the most amazing thing she'd ever tasted. She even moaned while she did it. Nicole seemed surprised and a little excited by her roommate's reaction.
After the finger was extremely wet, Nicole slid it out of Alisha's mouth. She then started to walk her fingers down Alisha's body. Nicole started at Alisha's chin, walked down her neck, between her breasts, over her stomach and then down between her legs. As her fingers on her right hand moved over Alisha's pubic mound, Nicole's left hand dropped from her side and landed on Alisha's breast. Just as her finger started to press up against Alisha's slit, Nicole started to pinch and tease Alisha's right nipple.
Alisha groaned loudly. It was unclear if this was because Nicole had squeezed her breast lovingly in her hand or because Nicole had found her wet clit with her index finger. Nicole was biting her lip and looking down in between Alisha's legs as she worked. Her hands seemed to move together, one carefully and expertly manipulating Alisha's breast, the other circling slowly around her clit.
Alisha's moans became slightly louder and Nicole whispered something to her. Now Nicole moved her right hand so that her thumb was circling on Alisha's clit while her now dripping-wet index finger began to slid up and down on Alisha's slit. Once again, Alisha's moaning started to get even louder. Once again, Nicole whispered to her and Alisha quieted.
Now Nicole began to apply a little pressure. From our vantage point in the dining room, the girls of the sorority watched as Nicole's index finger slid into Alisha's pussy. Alisha gasped. Nicole started to move her finger rhythmically inside of Nicole's pussy. Her thumb still swirled around Alisha's clit and her hand still grasped Alisha's nipple. Alisha's legs shook as Nicole played with her body. Her nipples were hardened little stones. Nicole's hands moved minimally, but deftly, touching all of Alisha's most sensitive spots.
Finally Alisha's shaking became even more uncontrolled. Her low gasp started to build into a loud moan. Nicole whispered to her again, but Alisha couldn't hear. Her pussy was soaking and her body was trembling uncontrollably. She was clearly on the edge of an orgasm. Nicole looked nervous, but didn't stop playing with Alisha's pussy. In desperation, Nicole's hand shot off of Alisha's breast and she closed her palm down on top of Alisha's mouth. Alisha's moans were instantly muffled. But Nicole kept manipulating Alisha's cunt, even as she tried to control her roommate's reaction. There was a low growling sound in Alisha's throat, her body went entirely rigid as Nicole continued to play with her. Finally, Alisha collapsed onto the ground, panting.
While Alisha composed herself, Nicole quickly slipped her finger out of Alisha's cunt and her hand off of Alisha's mouth. Nicole looked at her soaked finger for a minute, looked up at the camera, and then slipped the digit into her mouth. She moaned slightly and closed her eyes. Once she'd cleaned all of Alisha's juices off her finger, she got up quickly, walked over to the camera, and switched it off.
Once again there was a moment of silence followed by cheers for the girls. Both Nicole and Alisha blushed as we clapped and whistled for them. The reaction was slightly more tempered than for the first video. I didn't know if it was because it was not the first or if, as I suspected, it was because it wasn't as much fun as Jacqueline and Allaya's movie. But we still made them feel loved and they giggled and told us to stop.
Regardless of whether the movie was less of a hit than the first, as the cheers died down I could tell that the sexual energy in the room had not slackened. In fact, it seemed even more intense than before. The entire room felt absolutely sticky. Everyone's cheeks were absolutely flushed. The freshman girls were clearly aroused with nipples hardened and the area between their legs glistening (from what I could see). The older girls were just as aroused, if less obvious. Some had visible nipples through their shirts, others were simply shifting uncomfortably in their seats. Some were looking at the girls that they liked with almost animal desire. Things were definitely being stirred.
"Thank you Nicole and Alisha for your submission," Heather said. Her cheeks were red and she was breathing shallowly. It seemed even our somewhat icy president was feeling the effects of the video, "It was a fine video, if a little bit slow to get started. You both looked very pretty and got the guerilla video look right. It was, I must admit, a little mundane. We seem to get one of these 'in the woods near the quad' videos every year." As she said this, Heather looked over at Carrie. Carrie rolled her eyes but smiled slightly. I gathered that Carrie had made a video like this her freshman year. "So it was a good video, but nothing ground breaking." She said. Nicole and Alisha both looked more than a little hurt. They had been fully exposed there, anything less than complete praise must've felt crushing. It almost looked like Nicole might cry.
"But, even given that it has been done before, this was really well done. I think you can see from the affect that you had on everyone here that the sorority really enjoyed it," I heard my sister say. It was clear that she had seen the girls flailing and thrown them a lifeline. Heather shot her a nasty glare (she wasn't supposed to talk). But Alisha and Nicole looked at her with evident relief. The fact that the other girls (with their tell-tale signs of arousal) were nodding and agreeing with Lily seemed to put things in perspective.
I was a little shocked that my sister had stepped in. Of course, it was a nice thing to do and fit with her personality, but it got me wondering if she would've done the same for me. Would she have stood up to Heather if I was the one being picked on? If I was the one feeling exposed? Or would she pile on? I didn't think that I really wanted to know the answer to that question. If I was looking for sisterly support, I'd have to look to my new sisters.
"Anyway," Heather said, and the group's attention returned to her. She put her hand into the box with the memory sticks. It seemed that she was ready to be over with people questioning her assessments. In a moment, the memory stick was inside of the computer and a video started to project. I felt my heart jump up into my throat, anticipating what would happen next.
Almost instantly I was disabused of any notion that this video would be mine. The scene opened on a public restroom. It looked vaguely familiar to me at first. Then I realized it was the bathroom of a restaurant I'd eaten at once during my first week of school. It was a relatively nice place to eat, I remember it being clean and relatively calm because they didn't serve alcohol. The camera was sitting on the edge of one of the sinks, looking at the four bathroom stalls.
Suddenly some words appeared on the screen: "Jenna and Kristen Present - Purging and Binging: A Sorority Story." I didn't really know what to make of the title, but didn't really have time. As soon as I finished reading it, the title card disappeared. I heard a door open behind the camera and two girls walked in. Jenna was sitting right next to me and I turned and looked at her. She saw me looking, shrugged a little with a wry smile, and then looked back at the screen.
"Ugh, why did you drag me to this place?" One of the girls asked, I saw that it was Jenna, acting extremely put upon, "You know I can't eat, I am on an all-liquid cleanse and this place doesn't even serve alcohol! And I don't have to go to the bathroom, why did I have to come?" Everyone in the crowd giggled. It was well known that Jenna was planning on being a nutritionist and that she believed that both cleanses and alcohol were inherently suspect.
"Trust me, you are not going to regret this," Kristen said, rolling her eyes. Then both girls walked across the bathroom. Kristen was in the lead as they walked toward one of the middle stalls. She was a tall, slender black girl. She was about 5'10 and incredibly thin. Her breasts were barely visible even though she was wearing a skin tight black shirt. Her nipples, however, were clearly poking through the shear fabric. She was wearing a short red mini-skirt and black high heels. Her bare, dark brown legs looked absolutely magnificent as she strutted across the room, her round ass held high in the air. She looked back once over her shoulder at Jenna. Kristen's long braided hair cascaded over her shoulders and her bright white teeth shone in an open smile. She was stunningly gorgeous.
Jenna followed after her, appearing the upper class, white-girl, trust-fund, yoga goddess that she was. She was shorter than Kristen, but still lithe at 5'8 and around 125lbs. Her long, healthy blonde hair hung down way below her shoulder blades. Her green eyes (even with an affected scowl) were the glittery accent to a tanned, aristocratic face. Her body was absolutely insane. She had large, natural C-Cup breasts, expertly supported in an expensive bra. Her stomach was flat, her butt was toned, and her legs were attractively muscled. She looked like the cover of a hip fitness magazine. She was even wearing yoga pants and a sporty tank top.
"After you," Kristen said, opening the last door (the handicapped stall) and looking in.
"What do you mean? You aren't following me in here!" Jenna whined. Kristen rolled her eyes, grabbed Jenna's wrist, and swung the smaller girl into the stall. She then stepped in behind her and closed the door. For a moment, we were left looking at the outsides of the stalls again.
Then, view changed so that we were inside of the stall. The camera was clearly sitting on the back of the bowl, facing towards the door. Kristen was on the left, smiling coyly. She took her purse and hung it on the coat peg inside of the door. Jenna was on the right, her arms crossed in front of her ample chest, pouting.
"Why did you drag me in here with you?" Jenna demanded. She even stamped her foot. We all giggled watching. Kristen shook her head in mock annoyance.
"Be quiet and I will tell you," Kristen said. Jenna reluctantly clammed up, "So, I just heard about this absolutely amazing new cleanse that is supposed to make you lose weight twice as fast as any other method. I wanted to share it with you." Jenna's arms dropped to her side.
"A new one?" she asked, a bit intrigued, but then she grew suspicious, "But you said that cleanses are just eating disorders, I remember you saying that."
"So I was wrong. I read all those websites you sent me. Anyway, I hear that Demi Levato did it," Kristen teased. Jenna's eyes got wide, like this was something important. Then she looked a little disappointed.
"But I am in the middle of a cleanse, I can't change it up!" she moaned.
"Oh no," Kristen said, "It is a complementary cleanse. You're supposed to do it while you are on another cleanse."
"It doesn't interfere with the 'scrubbing bubbles cleanse?' It really gets out the toxins," she explained. We were all laughing now. They were actually pretty good actresses. We were all wondering what Kristen was going to say next.
"Oh it is perfect for that, Selena Gomez was on the 'scrubbing bubbles cleanse' when she did this one," Kristen said. Jenna squealed loudly and we all laughed louder.
"What's it called?" she asked. Kristen's eyes got shifty and it was clear she was supposed to be making it up.
"It's called the 'purge and binge'," she explained.
"Oh I want to do it, tell me about it!" Jenna begged. Kristen looked at Jenna out of the corner of her eye, like she was considering it, but leaning against it.
"Well..." she started.
"Come on, you said you wanted to show me." Jenna said, clasping her hands in front of her breasts and jumping up and down.
"Oh fine, but only if you absolutely promise to do whatever I say, trust me I know all about it," Kristen said.
"Deal!" Jenna said, almost before Kristen was done. They stood in silence for a moment, Jenna looking like a ball of excitement, "So why did you have to show me here?" she asked after a moment. Kristen didn't speak. Instead, she quickly grabbed the bottom hem of her t-shirt and ripped the shirt up over her head. She was not wearing a bra and her small, perky breasts looked just right on her slim body. Jenna's eyes bulged out of her head.
"What the hell are you doing?" Jenna asked. Kristen didn't respond. Instead, she reached behind her back and unzipped her miniskirt. As soon as it was loosened, the skirt slid down Kristen's hips and pooled on the floor beneath her feet. Kristen wasn't wearing any panties and she now stood completely naked in the bathroom, save for her heels. Her legs looked ever longer when bare and they rose up from her calves (her feet were not visible in the shot) all the way up to a patch of short pubic hair above a dark red pussy.
"There we go," Kristen said, now that she was naked.
"Do you know what a cleanse is?" Jenna asked, "Why are you naked."
"Keep it down!" Kristen hissed back, rolling her eyes. She looked around the bathroom briefly, even peering under the stall, "Do you want someone to hear you talking?"
"But what is going on?" Jenna whispered back.
"Just get naked," Kristen said. Jenna's jaw dropped and she shook her head.
"No way, I am getting out of here," she said.
"You promised you'd do whatever I said," Kristen responded. Jenna just seemed to ignore her and reached toward the lock on the stall.
"I don't care what I said, I didn't think we were going to do anything weird," Kristen said as she slid the lock out.
"Fine," Kristen said, sounding less concerned all of the sudden, "Go ahead and go. But I am the only person you will know who is going to be able to explain this cleanse. Unless you want to wait three months from now when everyone is already doing it..." Kristen looked at her long fingernails with disinterest. Jenna froze at the door. She looked like she was really struggling. I was really impressed with her acting, I could feel what she was trying to convey. Maybe nutritionist was the wrong field. Oscars were in her future. Or AVN awards.
"Ugh," Jenna said finally, wanting to be the first person on a trend, "But this better be good." Jenna slid the lock back into place. Then, she quickly started to work off her tank top. Next went her cute bra. Her large, tanned breasts were soon on full display, giving her a more voluptuous appearance than Kristen. Her nipples were somewhat large and a very gentle pink. She bent over at the waist and quickly slid off her yoga pants. The crowd in the dining room gave a hearty cheer as her round, toned ass came into view. When she stood back up, she exposed her smooth, waxed pussy with tight pink lips (the same color as her nipples).
"There," she said when she had finished, "Now what?" Once again, Kristen did not answer her. Instead, she turned towards her purse that was hanging on the wall (turning so that her own tight little ass was facing the camera, I noticed). She rummaged inside of the bag for a moment and then pulled something out. She again faced Kristen and it was clear what was in her hand: a large wine glass. She held it up so Jenna could see it.
"Why do you have a wine glass?" Jenna asked.
"It's part of the cleanse," Kristen said, "it's essential for the 'purge' section."
"What do you do with it?" Jenna said, reaching out toward the glass. Kristen pulled it back. Then Kristen sort of started to lean back against the wall of the stall. She then kind of squatted down slightly. She took the glass in her right hand and moved it underneath of her body, between her legs.
"What are you doing?" Jenna asked, sounding a bit horrified. But in a moment, it was very clear what Kristen was doing. We could all hear the tell-tale sound of water splashing into the wine glass at an intense concentration. Kristen was pissing in the wine glass! I was taken aback.
"Are you..." Jenna started, wide eyed.
"Shhh!" Kristen shot back, sticking up her index finger on her free hand. There was a few more seconds of noise and then Kristen carefully pulled out the glass from between her legs and stood up straight. She held the glass of piss out in front of her. It was a very big glass, maybe 24 ounces. It was about 1/3 full with a very light yellow liquid. I couldn't believe what I was seeing. And I wasn't really sure where it was going. Jaws were on the ground all over the dining room.
"You pissed in a wine glass?" Jenna asked, astonished.
"We are pissing in the wine glass, we are purging our bodies of toxins," Kristen explained. Jenna instantly started to shake her head. Kristen ignored her and got down on her knees in front of Jenna, "Crouch down a little so I can put this under you," Kristen ordered.
"No way, I don't understand why this is happening and it is totally gross," she said.
"This is how the cleanse works. You know how it is, the worse it is the better it works," Kristen explained, "This is bad, so it must be really good." We all giggled at Kristen's ability to really sell it. But the dining room was very tense now; we didn't know what was coming next. Jenna seemed to consider what Kristen was saying.
"And Demi Levato totally did this right?" Jenna asked. Kristen smiled.
"She totally did," Kristen said. Then, at the bottom of the screen it flashed, "Demi Levato did not perform this cleanse...probably." We all giggled.
"Okay," Jenna said. She then squatted down slightly. Kristen carefully held her arm out between Jenna's legs, holding the cup just below her pussy. There was a pause for a minute and then we heard a tinkling sound as Jenna's piss started to splash against the inside of the wine glass. Jenna let out a gentle sigh. From the angle the shot was taken I could even see a bit of the stream, a very dark yellow, pouring out of Jenna's body. After a few seconds, she was done.
Kristen pulled the glass out from between Jenna's legs and held it up. Jenna stopped crouching and Kristen stood back up. The glass was not a little more than half full and was darker in color, especially on the top. Kristen held the glass up and looked into it.
"So what next?" Jenna asked, looking uncomfortably into the glass. Once again, Kristen didn't answer. Instead, she took her index finger on her free hand and dipped it into the glass. Jenna gasped (and so did most of the people in the dining room, myself included). Kristen began to circle her finger around inside of the glass.
"Have to mix it up," Kristen explained. The color of the piss started to equalize as Kristen's urine mixed with Jenna's.
"This is absolutely disgusting," Jenna said, and I had to agree.
"It is the cleanse, just relax," Kristen said. Finally the piss was all mixed together in the wine glass. Kristen slipped her finger out of the glass, brought to her lips, and slipped it into her mouth! She smiled slightly around her finger and then pulled out again dry. The dining room was stunned into silence. Kristen had tasted piss!
"Oh my God! What did you just do?" Jenna said.
"Hush, someone will hear," Kristen said.
"You put piss in your mouth!" Jenna whispered back. Kristen just sort of shrugged.
"Yeah well, that is part of the cleanse," she explained, "you've already purged the toxins, now you have to binge." She held out the glass in front of her, facing it towards Jenna.



"What?" Jenna asked in a flat voice.
"Your body is so full of toxins from eating processed foods you see, that your kidneys can't even filter it all out the first time. And your body can't even pull the nutrients out of the food that you eat and drink," Kristen said. We were still shocked, but everyone sort of giggled at this. It was the same sort of Dr. Oz-type nonsense that Jenna mocked regularly.
"Really?" Jenna asked credulously.
"Doesn't it make sense?" she asked.
"I mean, yeah," she said.
"Well think of your kidneys like a dish washer. Sometimes, when things are really dirty, you need it let it go for a second cycle. The second time is when it really gets cleaned. The body is the same way. To get the nutrients from the things you drink, sometimes you need to drink it twice.
"You want me to drink this piss?" Jenna said in complete shock. She took the glass out of Kristen's hand and held it up, looking at the contents.
"Don't think of it as piss, think of it as...ultra-organic, free-range recycled juice," she said and I laughed. This was absurd. But I also started to think about what was going to happen. Was Jenna going to drink her own, not to mention Kristen's, piss? What would I think if she did? Why did I, even if I had no interest in doing the same, feel a little bit excited about seeing her do it? It was the starkest example yet of the stunning depths of sexual depravity I had inside of me that I had repressed until joining the sorority. I was not the girl who had left for college just a few months before. Or maybe that wasn't right, maybe I had been, but only now was I allowing myself to grow into that person. I was unnerved, but I couldn't take my eyes off of the screen.
"What does it taste like?" Jenna asked, clearly warming to this possibility.
"I like it," Kristen replied, but then she moved for the kills, "And I hear that its now Selena Gomez's favorite drink." Once again, a message flashed on the screen, "Selena Gomez does not drink, or enjoy, piss...probably." We were all too on edge to laugh at the disclaimer this time. Something was about to reach a head.
"Selena Gomez, right?" Jenna asked as she held the glass in her hand. She swirled it once, watching the liquid move around in it.
"Right," Kristen said, biting her lower lip and spreading her legs slightly. I watched as her hand sort of slid up her hip and across her stomach, rubbing her own skin gently. It was clear that Kristen was excited to see something happen as well.
"What do I do?" Jenna asked and I felt my mouth get dry. This was actually going to happen. I was going to see pretty, healthy Jenna, drinking urine. God, why did that make me wet?
"You just drink it," Kristen said, "Take you time. Take one big gulp to start, then sip on it." Kristen advised. Jenna nodded her head and then looked down at the glass. She was holding it like a chalice, both hands wrapped around the widest part of the glass. She slowly started to lift it up, stopped and paused for a moment, and then started to lift it again. The dining room was absolutely still.
Jenna lifted the cup up against her lips, she seemed to breathe through her nose, smelling what was in the cup. Her nose wrinkled a bit, but she turned the cup up farther. The yellow liquid pushed against her lips. I felt my breath coming shallowly, unable to take my eyes off the screen. The piss was now up over top of Jenna's lips, it was almost touching her nose.
Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, Jenna opened her mouth wide. I watched as a large mouthful of piss flowed past her lips. Her mouth closed now and she moved the glass away from her lips. Jenna's cheeks were bulging with hot liquid and I could see her tongue moving around inside. Her eyes were watering a little bit, but she didn't spit it out. In fact, as a few seconds, I saw her throat move. Suddenly her cheeks were no longer bulging. She had swallowed some of the piss!
I moaned, but I was not the only one. I desperately wanted to touch myself and looked around the room. Everyone looked like they were in the same state (everyone along the same continuum of arousal and disgust, some closer to the former and some close to the latter, but all with at least some of both), but no one was touching themselves. I turned back to the screen.
It seemed that watching Jenna drink piss wasn't just having an effect in the dining room; it was exciting Kristen in the bathroom stall as well. As Jenna started to swish around in her mouth, I saw Kristen's hand start to snake over her own thigh and down between her legs. Jenna now opened her mouth slightly. I could see the frothy piss in her mouth and watched as she played with it with her tongue. This seemed to be unbearable to Kristen. Kristen's index finger now quickly made its way between her own legs. I watched as her fingers started to circle around her clitoris, dipping occasionally into her wet slit to keep lubricated. I was so jealous. As Kristen started to masturbate, Jenna closed her mouth and swallowed down the rest of the piss, opening her mouth wide to show it was empty.
Finally, I realized that I couldn't wait until the end of the movie to find out what was going on. I turned toward Jenna (who was watching herself with a nervous smile) and whispered into her ear, "Is this for real? Did you do this?" She kept looking at the screen for a moment and then turned towards me, looking a bit embarrassed.
"Yeah, it is real. Every bit," she said. I kept waiting for there to be some indication that the piss was fake, that they'd used movie magic. Now I knew that this was not the case. She was clearly telling the truth. I couldn't believe the truth!
"Why? Have you done this before?" I asked, glancing back at the screen to see Jenna licking her lips lasciviously.
"No, I don't know. I've never done it before. And they said to be shocking. I don't know, it was just the most out-there things I could think of. I figured it would totally shock everyone. And I was always just...curious about it. From the first time I heard about it I just...wondered what it was like. And... well, it just seemed like if there was a place to try things it was here. Everyone seemed so...open about weird stuff here. It seemed safe," she said, blushing. I realized that my questions might've been taken the wrong way. I wasn't trying to judge her. Maybe a month ago I would have, but not now. I didn't know what was right or wrong anymore. I leaned in a little closer.
"Hey, I am just impressed. This is absolutely bonkers. And this is coming from the girl whose sister licked her ass in front of the whole sorority," I said. She looked over at me now, her face blank. Then she smiled broadly and ran her hand through her long hair.
"Yeah, I guess so," she said, "what the hell is going on this week?" All I could do was shrug.
"I don't know, but I missing the movie, and I am a big fan," I said and turned back to the screen. There, Jenna was just finishing savoring her first big gulp of piss. She opened her eyes.
"You're right. That's good. So now I just..." Jenna said and then she saw what the rest of us already knew. Kristen was leaning against the wall of the stall. Her hips were moving rhythmically against her own right hand while her left hand explored her breasts and stomach. She was already panting.
"What are you doing?" Jenna asked, shocked, "What does this have to do with the cleanse..."
"You ask too many questions," Kristen said. In an instant, Kristen's hand shot off of her breasts and went between Jenna's legs. Jenna let out a high pitched squeal of surprise.
"What..." she started to yell, but by then Kristen's long, thin fingers had found Jenna's clit. Jenna's question melted into a low moan. Jenna's eyes sort of rolled back a little and she leaned back against the other side of the stall. Kristen kept her other hand on her own slit. Now her fingers were moving across both her own pussy and Jenna's. Both her hands were moving at the same speed. I watched as her one of her index fingers slid into her own pussy, massaging her inside. Then her other index finger slipped inside of Jenna. She kept her thumb pressed against Jenna's clitoris.
"Just enjoy your cleanse. And drink your piss. Or I won't make you cum," Kristen said. Jenna suddenly seemed considerably less inquisitive. She nodded jerkily and then gasped once. Then she seemed to remember her glass of piss. He knees wobbled a little bit, but she kept her hand steady. She lifted the glass back to her mouth, she sniffed it again, and then took a little sip. She moaned, savoring the flavor and then swallowed it down.
For a few minutes, Jenna and Kristen settled into a pattern. Kristen's hands fingered both of their pussies while circling her thumb around their clits. Her lips were closed tightly and her eyes were focused on Jenna. For her part, Jenna was bracing herself with her left hand against the stall wall and, with her right hand, she was lifting the wine glass to her mouth.
Every few moments Jenna would tilt the glass back and the hot piss would slide across her lips, splashed against her teeth, and then pool in her mouth. Jenna would savor the taste of the liquid for a while. She would swish it around in her mouth, or throw her head back and gargle it for a moment, and then she would swallow it down. Drop by drop, the glass started to empty. It disappeared into Jenna's stomach. And, the more she drank, the more she seemed to enjoy it. The gentle grimaces were gone, now she was really smiling. Although, some of that may have come from Kristen's expert touch.
When there was three or four small mouthfuls of piss, Jenna stopped for a moment and just enjoyed Kristen's touch. Kristen noticed that Jenna had stopped. Without moving her hands away from their bodies, Kristen moved closer to Jenna. Jenna knew instinctively what Kristen wanted, and she leaned forward. Their lips met in the middle of the bathroom stall. The kiss was instantly passionate. Their mouths open and their tongues explored one another's mouths. I saw Kristen's tongue digging deep into Jenna's mouth, tasting her teeth, gums, and tongue. She was tasting the piss in Jenna's mouth. Jenna kissed back with equal ardor. Her free hand moved from the bathroom stall and grabbed onto Kristen's small breast, squeezing her small mound of flesh. Kristen moaned, moving her fingers on their pussies faster.
After several minutes of passionate kissing, Jenna abruptly pulled away. Kristen looked a little confused. Jenna smiled and then lifted the glass up to her mouth. She titled her head back and poured the piss into her mouth. Once again her cheeks were bulging with piss. She swished it around in her mouth for a moment. Then she put her chin down. She smiled slightly and the piss poured down her cheeks, over her chin, and down her chest. It cascaded over her nipples and slipped down onto Kristen's hand.
Kristen seemed to sense exactly what Jenna had in mind. As soon as the piss was coating Jenna's body and glistening on Jenna's breast, Kristen leaned in. Her tongue came out and she started licking the piss off of Jenna. Her tongue roved over Jenna's stomach, the underside of her breasts, and across her nipples. As she did so, Jenna's muscles became rigid. She licked her lips and then her body began to shake. She threw her head back and her mouth opened. She made a croaking sound. She tremored powerfully.
Seeing and feeling Jenna orgasm must've done something to Kristen. She latched her lips around Jenna's nipple and her fingers started to move rapidly between her own legs. Kristen rocked her hips with her fingers. She moved her other hand out from between Jenna's legs (eliciting a gasp from Jenna) and then plunged her wet fngers into her mouth. Apparently the taste was enough to send Kristen over the edge. She put her mouth back on Jenna's breast and moaned loudly into her lover's flesh. Her body was now shaking and she actually fell to her knees (the nipple audibly popping from her mouth). Finally, her body went still as well. Both girls leaned back against the stall walls, catching their breath.
They both looked at one another briefly and then giggled, "So...uh, do you feel cleansed?" Kristen asked and they both laughed.
"Well, I guess I feel a little dirty actually," Jenna said, "But hey, at least I'm not thirsty." Then the screen faded to black.
The room was absolutely silent as the video ended. You could've heard a pin drop. I looked around briefly and saw absolute shock on everyone's face. We had all had an inkling, as the video progressed, that it would end where it did. But believing something would happen and then seeing it was something different. I looked over at Jenna, she looked nervous. Kristen was on the other side of the room, trying to hide her face. I started to clap and even whistled a little bit. Soon, everyone joined. It was the loudest so far, people were just so shocked that they had to let it out. People were talking to one another, asking if anyone had ever seen anything so strange. Jenna looked relieved.
For my part, my body felt absolutely electric. I felt an intimate connection between all of the most sensitive areas. My breathing was shallow, my legs felt weak, and I wondered if I was going to somehow have an orgasm just from what I'd seen. The thoughts I'd had earlier in the week, concerns that I didn't really want to be involved in this sort of thing, no longer registered. This sorority had opened a whole new side of me. I just wondered how deep this went. Would I be willing to do something even worse? Had I already? My thoughts shot to my sister, I looked back at her. Her face was flushed and she was talking excitedly to another senior girl. I knew if she saw me looking, she'd be angry, so I looked back at the screen. Why had I looked at her? What was I thinking about her in my heart of hearts?
"Well ladies," Heather said above the din of the crowd, soon everyone grew quiet, "I have to admit, that might be the most...transgressive video in the history of the sorority. It is not exactly my cup of..." she pause dramatically, letting us fill in the gap, "But you really went for it. A very intense submission. Thank you so much." She said. Everyone cheered again. Everyone seemed to be thinking the same thing - even if you weren't into piss, it was really hot to see two girls who were into it.
"Jenna said if I drank the first drop, she'd drink the rest," Kristen explained and everyone laughed.
"Yeah, but no one made you suck it off my tits, that was all you in the moment," Jenna retorted. The meeting risked breaking down into conversations. Heather quickly popped the new memory stick into the computer. I knew that there was a good chance that this one, finally, would be mine. The other girls noticed that the video was starting, everyone quieted down and looked at the screen.
Suddenly, in very large letters a title card appeared: "Carol and Bethany Present: The Dean's List." The room was now silent. I was a little disappointed. This meant my video would go last. But I thought Bethany and Carol were gorgeous, so I was excited to see what they'd made. The title card disappeared and suddenly we were looking at a sort of selfie shot of Carol and Bethany. They were both wearing all black, it was night and they were standing somewhere on campus.
"Alright girls," Carol whispered into the camera, "For a lot of reasons, things are going to have to be pretty quiet from here on out."
"But we will try make sure you know what's going on," Bethany chimed in. They both smiled into the camera. And then they turned and looked at one another, kissed quickly, and then turned around the camera. It was still incredibly dark, but I could make out what looked like a brick wall covered in ivy and lattice work. That told me it was a campus building, but not much else.
For the next minute or so, the action was incredibly jumbled, even worse than Nicole and Alisha's movie. It actually started to make me feel nauseated. I could occasionally see the wall or some of the ivy, occasionally it looked like the sky. There was constant motion. I could hear panting and crunching noises. A couple of times I heard people whispering.
Finally, the camera stabilized. I could see the side of a brick wall again, but then the camera panned down. I was shocked to see that the camera was three stories above the ground! I could see someone's legs standing on the lattice work of the building. Then Carol turned the camera towards her face, raised her eyebrows, and stuck out her tongue. They'd climbed up the side of the building.
From the corner of the screen I saw Bethany fiddling with the corner window. As she did so, Carol turned the camera back down towards the ground. She aimed it a little ways away from the building and focused on a sign that was planted in the yard. It said, "Administration Building - Hours 8:30 a.m. to 5:30 p.m. Mon-Fri. Building monitored by security personnel 24-hours a day. Trespassers WILL be prosecuted." I suddenly recognized exactly where they were. And I was shocked. What were they doing?
"It wasn't locked," I heard Bethany hiss very quietly. Carol turned back again and was facing the now open window. Bethany lifted one leg over the side of the window and then climbed in. Carol quickly followed her. It became a little jumbled again and it was very dark. After a few moments a small light was turned on. It was a desk lamp. It cast a pale illumination around a very large office. It had a desk, a large conference table, and even a bathroom in the corner.
Bethany was walking across the room on the balls of her feet. She made it over to the entrance to the office, she turned the lock and then turned and gave a thumbs up. Carol then walked the camera around to the front of the desk. She turned and looked at it. I could see the open window right behind the wingback chair. I saw that there was a nameplate on the desk. It said, "Dean Susan Ellsbury".
I let out a choking noise. They were in the dean's office! The head of the entire school. I could hear the other girls in the room mumbling. This was beyond shocking. This was like...an actual crime or something. But the action on the screen didn't stop, so I shifted back to focusing on the screen.
Carol set the camera down on the desk. For the next minute or so Carol and Bethany just ran around the room. I could occasionally see one of them skittering around the desk. After a few minutes, I saw them walk over towards the conference table. Then they each set one object onto the table and turned towards the camera. They were both smiling brightly now. I strained to see what they'd set down. After a minute I gathered that the object Carol had brought was a trophy of some sort, an award. It had a square, marble pedestal and a gold, rounded shaft, with a white golf ball on the top. The other object, the one that Bethany had brought, was a paperweight shaped like a civil war-era cannon.
But even as I was trying to figure out what they were literally bringing to the table, the girls were moving. They were both wearing black sweaters, black jeans, black shoes, and black knit caps. But as soon as they set the objects down on the table they quickly started peeling off their clothes. There was a whirlwind of hats, pants, socks, and bras. In just a few moments, both girls were standing naked in the dean's office.
Now they were no longer svelte black masses, but the girls I'd seen since I'd first started rushing the sorority. It made sense if two girls were going to climb the side of a building, that it would be Bethany and Carol. They were both athletes. Carol had walked on to the tennis squad and Bethany actually had a partial scholarship for gymnastics (I think Mandy was the person who'd convinced her to pledge). Bethany was the taller of the two (though they were both petite). She was about 5'6 and built like you'd expect a tennis player. She had muscular legs, a toned butt, a flat tummy, and a chest that was slightly narrower than her hips. She had pale white skin, blue eyes, and long black hair. She had extremely delicate, pixie-like facial features that made her seem more innocent than she actually was. Her nipples were small and pink and her pink pussy was topped with a fine growth of dark hair.



Bethany was very small, around 4'11 and tightly built. She had relatively thick legs, given her overall size, but they looked good on her. Her hips were somewhat narrow and she had very small, but pert, breasts. She had a delicately hourglass shape, different from the sort of V-shaped figure that many elite gymnasts have. Her nipples were slightly larger than Carol's and darker in color. Her tight pussy lips were also darker than her roommates'. Her skin was a tanned white color that looked natural. She had medium length brown hair and big, dreamy brown eyes. It was hard to say which of the girls looked prettier, naked in the dean's office.
When they were both completely naked, and without speaking, they turned towards one another. They both made a fist in front of their chests. They shook their fists slowly, three times, in unison. The then opened their hands. Carol made a scissor symbol, Bethany made a paper symbol. Carol had won. Bethany winced but then smiled. Carol jumped up onto the table. She sat down on the edge of the chair with her legs dangling down over the side. She spread her legs wide and I could easily see her spread pussy. She was already wet, I don't know if it was from excitement or if she had lubed up beforehand knowing that they'd have to work quickly.
Regardless, once she was in place, Bethany walked over to the table and picked up the trophy that Carol had brought earlier. Bethany dropped down onto her knees between Carol's legs. She was a little bit to the side, so we could still see between Carol's legs. Bethany looked up at Carol and winked. Carol smiled, put the tip of her pinky finger into her mouth, and bit down on it coyly. Bethany took the trophy and lifted it up to her mouth. She quickly popped the round, golf-ball top into her mouth. She rolled it around in her mouth while she rubbed her free hand along the inside of Carol's thigh.
Finally, she pulled the trophy out of her mouth. It was dripping with saliva and it was clear she had been lubing it up. She moved the rounded tip of the trophy between Carol's legs. Bethany looked up at Carol with her eyebrows raised. Carol looked down and nodded solemnly. Bethany smiled and carefully pressed the top against Carol's wet slit. She started to apply a slight amount of pressure. I watched as the top of the trophy pressed into Carol's pussy and, in a quick motion, slipped right inside of her. I saw her eyes close and she let out a low moan. But she quickly bit her knuckle, stifling any sound.
Bethany wasn't done. The cylindrical shape of the trophy was absolutely perfect for the task and, as Carol tried to control her moans, Bethany carefully started to slide the 7-inch trophy (what was it a fifth place trophy or something?) deeper and deeper into Carol's body. Now Carol had the palm of her hand pressed hard against her mouth. With her free hand she was gently massaging her breast. It seemed that this was keeping her slightly calm. After a few moments of careful work, the marble base of the trophy was pressed up against Carol's skin. She opened her eyes looked down and mouthed, "oh my god!" Bethany smiled.
Then Bethany really got to work. She kept her free hand carefully rubbing Carol's thigh. But with her right hand, she slowly twisted the trophy and pulled it out until just the golf-ball was still inside of Carol's body. Then, while twisting it more, Bethany inserted the trophy back into Carol's pussy. Bethany started to work in a steady rhythm, sliding the phallic trophy in and out of Carol's tight cunt. I could see Carol's juices dripping out of her body and onto the floor of the office. Carol was writhing on top of the table, keeping her left hand over her mouth. Her right hand moved off of her breast and grabbed the edge of the table, trying to control herself.
For a long while, Bethany just stayed absolutely focused on sliding the make-shift dildo in and out of Carol's body. Carol seemed to be focused on keeping quiet. Judging by the way the big trophy was stretching out her cunt, I was amazed that she was able to do so. After a long while, it seemed that Carol was having a hard time preventing noise. Bethany clearly wanted to put Carol out of her "misery." Bethany's free hand snaked down across Carol's thigh and down between her legs. Bethany rolled her finger across the trophy briefly, coating it in Carol's juices. Then, when it was lubed up, Bethany's index finger quickly found Carol's hard clit. I heard Carol let out a muffled groan.
Now Bethany was working twice as hard. She was still sliding the dildo in and out of Carol's body and, at the same time, her finger was flying around Carol's clit. Carol was writhing wildly on the table, and groaning through her hand. She almost slammed her fist down on the table, realized what she was doing, and just squeezed it tighter. Finally, I heard a high sound from Carol's throat. Carol's body started shaking more rapidly and her eyes closed tightly. Bethany held the trophy still in Carol's cunt, but kept her finger moving on her roommate's clit. Finally, Carol's body went entirely rigid. She held in place for a few seconds and then collapse, exhausted, onto the table. Carol brushed Bethany's finger away from her clit, it was too sensitive. Bethany smiled and then slid the trophy out of Carol's pussy.
Bethany stood up now and set the trophy back on the table. But then she picked it back up as a second thought, turned back and looked at the camera, and gave the trophy a quick kiss on the top. Her lips then glistened with Carol's juices. She set the trophy back down. Bethany gave Carol a few seconds to catch her breath. I watched as Carol's breasts rose and fell in jerky motions as she gathered herself.
After a few seconds (but less than it would take for me to recover), Carol seemed to be back amongst the living. She slowly sat up on the edge of the table. She took her finger and hooked it at Bethany. Bethany walked forward between Carol's legs. Their breasts pressed together as they looked into each other's eyes. Then they kissed gently. Eventually, their kiss broke. Bethany took a step back and then Carol jumped off of the table.
The two women sort of circled one another and then Bethany quickly jumped up onto the table. She sat down just like Carol had done, with her legs spread. Her pussy looked extremely wet and quite tight. Carol looked around on the table, found the little cannon paperweight, and then got on her knees in front of Bethany. She looked up at Bethany, waited for the nod that was their signal to go. Bethany complied.
Just as Carol started to press the muzzle of the cannon up against Bethany's pussy there was a sharp sound. It was a rattling noise. Both girl's froze. Bethany's eyes were as big as saucers and she put her hands over her breasts. Carol hunkered down by the table. There was the rattling sound again. Someone was trying to open the office door!
"The fucking things locked," A man's voice said outside.
"So what?" another voice, "The dean just locked the door before she left, that means we don't have to check it out." It was clear we were listening to the night watchmen.
"Yeah well her bathroom is the cleanest in the building," the first voice said.
"Guess you go to use the public bathroom tonight," the second voice said. There was some grumbling and then the sound of footsteps moving away. During the whole exchange, Bethany and Carol remained motionless. They waited a full minute after the security guards had walked away. They both let out deep breaths and smiled nervously. They both looked over at the door and then at each other. Carol shrugged and Bethany nodded.
Once again, Carol brought the paperweight up between Bethany's legs. Carol's hands were still cupping her own breasts. As Bethany inserted the tip of the cannon into Carol's cunt, Carol started to gently rub her own breasts. The barrel of the cannon was narrow (though it widened as it reached toward the wheels), but Bethany was so small, that it seemed a bit tight getting in. Carol worked the cannon slowly, but smoothly into Bethany's body. In a minute or so, the cannon was as deep as it could go. Bethany smiled and rolled her head back.
For a few moments, Carol tried to twist the barrel of the cannon around inside of Bethany's pussy, the way the trophy had been used on her. However, the wheels were too large, it was impossible. Then she tried to slide the barrel in and out of Carol's pussy, but it was barely long enough. Bethany was giggling. Carol shook her head and then pressed the cannon in as deep as she could.
Then, when the cannon was set, Carol started to lean forward. Bethany looked completely shocked as Carol's head slid between her legs. Then her mouth opened and her eyes rolled back. Carol's mouth was latched around Bethany's clit. I could see the muscles moving in Carol's mouth and she energetically flicked her tongue across Bethany's clit. She kept the cannon buried in Bethany's cunt as she pleasured her roommate orally.
Bethany must've been pretty close, and the sight (and feel) of Carol's mouth on her clit, seemed to put her over the edge. She moved one hand off of her breast now, and it was her turn to cover her mouth. She used her other hand to run her fingers through Carol's hair. She held onto Carol's hair tightly, but without pulling, as her body started to tremble. She made a strange trilling sound in her throat as she trembled harder and harder on the table. Now she was basically shaking like it was below zero and her eyes were slammed shut. Carol's tongue kept flicking at Bethany's clit faster and faster. Bethany made a shrieking sound and then collapsed, panting and smiling, on the table.
Carol pulled her head away from Bethany's pussy. She turned and smiled at the camera and then wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She then quickly got up and started to collect her clothes. She quickly threw it back on while Bethany continued to catch her breath. There was no time for cuddling, they had almost gotten away with it and they needed to leave.
Once she was dressed, Carol was dressed she rushed over to the dean's desk and grabbed the camera. She then rushed back over to the table and grabbed the trophy. She picked the paperweight up off the ground (she'd dropped it) just as Bethany was sitting up. There was a jumbled view of Carol and Bethany kissing once gently, they were moving again. Bethany was quickly getting dressed. At the same time, Carol ran around the room, putting the trophy and the paperweight back where they came from and unlocking the dean's door. (I suddenly had a vision of the dean coming in the next day and noticing a strange scent). By the time she was done, Bethany was completely dressed.
As Carol turned from locking the door, she showed Bethany sitting in the dean's chair, dressed and smiling. Bethany walked over, and sat down on Carol's lap. Bethany groaned a little and Carol slapped her slightly. Then they both looked into the camera, smiled, waved, and then kissed. As their lips met, the screen went blank.
As soon as the screen went out, the crowd in the dining room went absolutely crazy. There were applauses and whistles. I turned and saw Carol and Bethany smiling and a little surprised by the reaction. But I was cheering as loud as anyone.
A lot of the excitement seemed to come from the fact that the video was amazing and bold. But some of it was just the building sexual excitement in the room. Their video had been hot and it was the fourth one we'd seen. The room smelled like arousal and perfume. My nipples ached to be touched and my pussy was leaving a pool of water on the floor. I cheered because it was the only release I could have. It took Heather several minutes to quiet everyone down.
"Carol and Bethany," she said, finally getting the room quiet enough so that her voice could be heard, "that was a really fantastic submission. That was one of the most daring videos I have ever seen. I should be angry at the risk you ran and the laws that you broke. But I can't be. It was too awesome. Some of the sex we've already seen was hotter (not that this wasn't hot), but the excitement was through the roof, thank you." Heather had rendered her verdict. Carol seemed a bit annoyed when she said the sex was less hot, but both filmmakers seemed pretty satisfied with the critique and the crowd's reaction. Heather gave us a few more minutes to talk amongst ourselves. I can't remember the excited thing that I chattered, I just knew that fact that we were all watching this, and all talking openly about it, made me unbearably hot. But finally, the crowd started to settle down.
"One last video," Carrie said. I looked back at the officers and saw my sister looking down at her feet. I wondered if she would watch. Part of me wanted her to see, to see that I could do whatever they threw at me. But part of me wanted her eyes on the floor, where she wouldn't see something so intimate and personal. I looked across the room at Lori. She smiled at me nervously and mouthed "It will be great." I took a little comfort in that, trying to steel myself to my sister's reaction.
"Well the previous four will be tough to top," Heather said, feeding our memory stick into the computer. I suddenly realized that everyone in the room was going to see my video now. No mystery. My mouth was dry and my heart hurt in my chest. I felt almost dizzy. What would people think? What would I think? I had half and impulse to rise from my seat, run to the computer, and shut it down. But I resisted long enough for the video to begin.
The video opened on a view of the college library. There was no sound and it was clear that we were looking at black and white security camera footage. The view on screen showed the checkout desk. That desk sat in the corner of the first floor of the library, near the exit. The desk had two surfaces, a top surface where people set down books and then, about a foot lower, a surface for the library to work on. The front of the desk went all the way to the floor. It looked like every other library and library desk you've ever seen.
Lori was sitting behind the desk, looking down at some papers. Lori qualified for federal aid in the form of a school job. Three days a week she worked six hours at the library. She's started the first week of school and by the time we made the video, she was allowed to work without assistance. That day had been one of her work days. She was wearing a pair of fake glasses and a tight pink sweater. She was working quietly, her back to the wall and her legs under the lower the desk. As the video started, someone walked up with a book, she smiled and checked him out. He stared at her breasts in the tight sweater as she handed the books back to him. Then the title card rose, "Lori and Ellie Productions Presents: Desk Job." In dining room, I looked over at Lori and she smiled nervously. Now things would get started.
The movie was filmed on movie proportions, 16:9, suddenly the video split in half, two squares. On the left, Lori was looking back down at her desk. On the right, there was a somewhat cramped view of something else entirely. I could see myself, naked on the screen. I was kneeling down with my head cocked to the side. My breasts were exposed. I looked around the dining room and saw everyone staring at my nudity with focus and felt a strong ache between my legs. I looked back to the screen. In the video, I smiled into the camera and waved, then I turned around. No one could see me at the library.
Once I turned, I got down on my knees and crawled away. Now, a crossed pair of legs came into view. They were long and had toned thighs. Lori's legs. She was wearing a straight gray skirt that just covered his knees. I crawled all the way over to her legs and tapped on her knee. Lori carefully uncrossed her legs and spread them. On the left screen, she kept working as though nothing had changed. On the right screen, I moved slightly to the side so that the audience could see up her skirt and at her tight little pussy. I looked over my shoulder and winked into the camera. Everyone giggled, but they were all staring intently at the screen.
"Do it now, no one is nearby" a muffled voice said, on the left screen Lori's mouth moved. I reached my hand up around the side of Lori's body and above the edge of the desk. Now, on the left screen, my hand was visible. This authenticated that what people were seeing on the left was happening at the same time as the right. On the right screen, my ass was in view and I heard some people whisper something. They were talking about my body. They sounded a bit excited and their tone was bawdy.
On screen, I slowly slunk down below the desk again, moving to the side again so that Lori's pussy was again visible. But in the dining room, I wasn't ready to stand down. The excitement of the night had built to an unbearable level. It was a sensation that had started to become familiar during the course of the week. At some point, my mind just stopped working and my body took over. I was drunk on arousal, I was going to jump at any opportunity for relief. Now my video was pushing me to create the opportunity.
It had been unbelievably hot to watch all of these girls have sex on video. Their bodies were lovely and the taboo was delicious. But this was something else entirely. This wasn't me looking at other naked girls, this wasn't even watching them have sex, this was other people staring at me. Thirty-nine other girls, who had their eyes pour over my breasts, my nipples, my pussy, my ass, and my face. What would once have been occasion for mortification and embarrassment was something different now, beyond those more reactive emotion.
I reveled in the fact that these girls were getting wet from looking at me, that they wanted to know what I felt like and what I tasted like. It made me feel sexy, it made me feel adult, and most importantly, it made me feel right. My sexuality (largely easily and unconsciously suppressed for my entire life) finally made sense, this was what my body was for: providing pleasure to myself and my sisters. This realization made it hard to control myself. If anything was holding me back before it was the knowledge that my actual sister was in the room. But even that wasn't enough anymore.
As I watched the screen I carefully moved one of my hands from behind my back and slid it over my thigh. I moved slowly so no one would notice me. My hand moved across my thigh, over my mons pubis, and then settling slowly towards my clitoris. I looked down briefly and my little pearl. It was a hard, pink little nub that strained out against the universe, desperate for touch. I breathed in sharply as my finger grazed my clit. I slid my fingers down farther, to my slit. I gently dipped my fingers into my hot, wet snatch. They came back out, lubed and ready, once again they found my clitoris. I slowly started to circle my fingers around my clit, giving it gentle pressure, as I brought my eyes back up to the screen.
Back in the library, I looked back over my shoulder at the camera were had mounted there. Now there was no question that the view of Lori on the left was occurring at the same time as my view on the right. I raised my eyebrows and stuck out my tongue playfully. Then I turned back towards Lori. I took her chair and swiveled it slightly, that way, she was sort of profiled (at least from the waist down), so that the camera could see her better.
I placed my hands on Lori's knees, spreading her legs farther. She scooted her chair in some, so that no one walking by would be able to see any part of her legs. I inched forward as well. I was just a couple of inches now from her pussy (I could remember the smell, sharp but lovely, and unique to Lori). On the screen, my eyes closed, and I leaned in, breathing in deeply with my nose.



My tongue darted out toward Lori's pussy. It landed flat against Lori's erect clitoris. On the left side of the screen, Lori jumped slightly and bit her lower lip. She quickly mastered herself and continued to write in her notebook as if nothing was happening. Below the desk, I started to lap up the length of Lori's slit. My tongue was soaked in her juices and then grazed her clitoris. Under the table her legs trembled greatly, as if making up for the fact that she could move above her waist. As I licked her, stuck my ass way out in the air and then reached one of my hands back between my legs, playing with my pussy as I licked hers.
In the dining room, the crowd murmured approval and I heard some almost-sexual moans as people were resisting their own desires. My finger was still teasing my clit slowly and carefully. I was controlling my breathing, trying to match Lori's composure on the screen.
"Yeah just these three," a muffled voice said (Lori had gotten the security tapes from the library, but they had no sound, all sound came from my camera under the desk). On the right side of the screen I was pleasuring myself while my tongue was actually poking into Lori's cunt, but on the right, Lori was looking at a freshman boy with a few books in his hand. She took them and his library card.
"You have a late fee," she said, her voice shaking but not badly, "$10.17."
"Can I pay it next time?" he asked.
"Yes, but an additional fee will be assessed on Tuesday," she explained. She handed back the books, "Next." And there was yet another transaction in which Lori checked out books. Underneath the table, my lips were now wrapped tightly around Lori's clitoris. My tongue was flicking it mercilessly.
I hadn't wanted her to get caught or make any noises (that would be bad for everyone), but the video would be better if she had to work for it. On the left hand screen, her calm face showed she was working incredibly hard. Further, I was not exactly thinking rationally. The horny fog that I felt in the dining room had been there that day in the library as well. I just wanted to do anything any everything sexual, no matter how dirty. I decided to raise the stakes slightly (and also try something I'd been curious about since the last full group meeting). I moved my hand out from between my own legs (in the library, not in the dining room), and hooked both of my hands underneath of each of Lori's knees. I pulled her towards the edge of the chair and then rocked her hips back slightly. On the left screen, Lori acted as though she was just adjusting her seating while calling another library patron to the front of the line.
Underneath the table, Lori's tight, pink asshole was now exposed, about an inch above the seat of the chair. "How can I help...huh...you?" Lori asked. The pause was barely noticeable on the left screen, but on the right, it was clear that my tongue was pressed flat against the soft, pink ridges of Lori's asshole and my nose was pressed into her soaked slit. I lapped at her asshole with abandon.
In the dining room, I could almost completely relive that experience, just a few hours in the past. As my tongue started to press with more and more pressure against my clit, remembered what it had felt like. Her asshole was coated in her juices and felt both folded and soft against my tongue. I was so close, had to actually pull back a bit. Out of the corner of my eye, I thought I saw Allaya looking at me, she whispered to someone else. I was too engrossed to care. Besides, on the left hand screen, a person was now standing at the desk, ready to respond to Lori's last question.
"Two books, one is a reference, can I get this out?" a girl's voice replied. I licked harder, shaking my nose inside Lori's body.
"Uh...no, just the one," Lori said taking an incredibly deep breath and, miraculously, getting control of herself.
"Can you re-shelf this for me then?" the girl asked, leaning up against the desk. Lori quickly reached forward and grabbed the book.
"Of course," she said and then waved the girl away. When there was a little space, Lori let out a quiet moan and closed her eyes briefly. I made my tongue hard, and poked it gently (but forcefully) into Lori's asshole. I could still remember how her tight, muscled anus closed around the two inches of tongue I managed for force inside of her. She gasped slightly, but didn't try to stop me. In fact, on the left screen she opened her eyes back up and once again, lifted her pencil. I continued to tongue her asshole for a couple of minutes, my hands rubbing all over her thighs and calves.
Suddenly, I felt Lori's body tense. For a moment, I wondered if she was going to cum and started to tongue harder. But her legs were no longer shaking, and her tension felt different. After a moment, I found out why.
"Oh hi," I heard a familiar voice say, "I forgot you worked here. Just one book."
"Hi Heather," Lori said, her voice sounding both nervous and excited. On the left hand screen, our very own president Heather came onto the screen. In the dining room, the crowd went wild. While continuing to pleasure myself, I looked over my shoulder and saw Heather's jaw on the floor. Everyone was giggling, but on the screen, Heather spoke again, and everyone quieted down.
"Thanks," she said, taking her checked out book, "So are you ready for the meeting this afternoon?" she asked. Everyone laughed, realizing the strangeness of the moment. Lori gave the briefest hint (on screen) that she just wanted the conversation to be over so she could stop keeping it together, but Heather comfortably leaned on the desk.
At the same time, I realized (on the screen) that Heather was the person in front of the desk. I had the opportunity to do something crazy. I gave Lori's asshole one final, deep open-mouthed kiss. Then I moved my mouth up to Lori's clitoris. My lips wrapped around it tightly her little bud. At the same time, I moved one of my hands up and quickly dipped my finger into Lori's wet slit. She squirmed (but only under the table). But I wasn't down. I let my finger trail slowly down the length of her slit, across her perineum and then, wetly, against her asshole.
"Uh...yeah, I... uh THINK so," Lori squealed on the left screen as, on the right, my finger slipped easily into Lori's tight asshole. Everyone in the audience giggled. On the screen, first the tip of my finger, then the first knuckle, and then the second slipped into Lori's narrow opening. I felt her muscles squeezing on my finger as my hand settled up against the soft mounds of Lori's ass. My entire finger was buried in Lori's anus while my tongue was latched tightly to her clitoris. And, above her waist, Lori sat patiently, trying to look as calm as possible.
"I rarely get to talk to the pledges outside of the house, I hope school and...well work are going alright with all the...activities you have to do for the sorority," Heather said, sound way warmer and more pleasant than she did when acting as president. Lori took a deep, gulping breath in, and mastered herself.
"Oh yeah, it is all about time management. Sometimes it helps to do two things at once," she said calmly. The crowd went wild, laughing and clapping at Lori's composure and quick wit. I, of course, was not clapping. My fingers were now moving more and more vigorously on my clit. I felt like I was getting close. Below the desk, I was curling my finger gently, but with force, inside of Lori's ass and lapping warmly at her clit.
"Well thanks for the book. See you tonight," Heather said. She waved warmly, grabbed her book and headed out the door.
"See ya," Lori said with extreme difficulty. I was still moving a mile a minute. Heather walked out the door. There was no one left in line. In fact, the only other people on that floor of the library were now in the computer lab, on the far side of the building. For all intents and purposes, Lori and I were alone. And Lori completely cracked.
Her body started to shake and she moaned (almost too loudly). She put her hands down under the desk, pushing my face harder into her lap. I licked more fervently and kept my finger moving deep inside of Lori's asshole. Her legs flailed wildly under the desk. Then her muscles tensed and she thrust her hips forward three times. A large amount of liquid squirted out of Lori's pussy. It surprised me and I moved away from her clit, causing the liquid to splash against my face and chest. Finally, Lori collapsed, relaxed onto the chair. On the screen, I turned and looked at the camera, Lori's juices dripping off my chin, and smiled. The screen went black.
But, at the same time that our video was reaching its climax, in the dining room I was doing so too. As the ground cheered on the end of our video, I felt the tell-tale signs of an orgasm. All of my muscles felt like they were under an unbelievable strain, my toes were curled tightly, and I wasn't breathing. I felt ripples of sensations emanating out one at a time from my clitoris. Then suddenly, those sensations expanded so that each one was the size of my entire existence. I felt swallowed up by pleasure and a deep, abiding sense of satisfaction. I let out my breath, and my muscles drooped.
"Holy shit, Ellie is beating it!" I heard a voice say. My eyes sprung open and I looked out to see all 39 other sorority girls staring at me intently. The first person I saw was Lily, looking disgusted. I felt my cheeks get hot. Now that I'd cum, the deep abiding need to do so had faded, and I felt absurd for my actions. I wondered how disgusted the other girls must've been. I realized I'd pushed things too far. My stomach rumbled and I felt ill. What the hell was wrong with me?
"If I'd know that was allowed, I would've started two videos ago!" Jenna said loudly and everyone laughed. Soon everyone was commenting on my "enjoyment" of my own video. Some people ribbed me good naturedly and others expressed jealously that they were too uptight to follow suit. I even heard a junior girl say she'd done the same thing during the video show while she was pledging, just without being caught. Whatever embarrassment I felt absolutely lifted. Jenna was right, this was the place to do something strange. We had gone through something and come out different on the other side. What was once shameful and strange was now laudable and common place. Only my sister still looked sour, ruining the realization somewhat.
"Well I guess we all enjoyed the last submission," Heather said once the group settled down, "Some more than others." She said looking at me. Everyone laughed and I even smiled. "I have to say that I had absolutely no idea what was going on when I spoke to Lori this afternoon. That was...a really good video. And Ellie...being just imaginatively dirty must run in the family." When she said that, Lily's scowl got even deeper and my blush returned. "A great video."
"Congratulations to all participants," Carrie said, "We will not commence voting. Freshmen cannot vote. We will call out the names of the participants, just raise your hand and we will see who everyone thinks created this year's best video. Remember, the best video will receive a prize and be set in a place of honor in the video collection." I felt a little thrill of excitement. I don't know why, but I wanted to win.
"Alright," Heather said, "Who votes for Allaya and Jacqueline and their student-teacher role-play video?" I looked around the room and saw a few hands raised.
"Three votes," Carrie called out.
"Okay, how about Alisha and Nicole's quad adventure?" Heather said. This time no one raised their hand, and I felt sort of bad.
"One," Carrie said.
"Who?" Heather asked, looking around the room. Carrie shrugged, "Oh a pity vote from a fellow bush woman." Heather said, rolling her eyes at Carrie.
"It was hot!" Carrie responded.
"Whatever," Heather said, "How about Kristen and Jenna's drinking contest?" Everyone giggled at this formulation. But several hands shot up, including my sister. But just as many people were shaking their heads. It was a polarizing video.
"Six," Carrie said.
"Carol and Bethany in the Dean's office?" Heather stated. More hands, this was definitely our stiffest competition, "Don't read out the number," Heather said. Carrie nodded, and just noted it. Heather quickly got everyone to put their hands down. I didn't have time to count.
"And finally, Lori and Ellie's library act?" Heather asked. Hands shot into the air and Carrie quickly counted them. She turned and whispered into Heather's ear.
"Alright," Heather said, lifting her hand to the crowd, "The votes are tallied. Tonight's winners, as Carrie noted, will be placed on the wall of fame downstairs in our video library. But, perhaps more importantly, they will receive this," she reached into a bag that was sitting at her feet, "As a reminder of their win together." She quickly lifted up a large, black, double sided dildo! I could not believe it. It was such a strange trophy, though I supposed it made sense. But I felt very peculiar, because I thought I wanted it. I looked at Lori and saw in her eyes she wanted it too. It would make an excellent addition to our room decorations.
"Little smaller than last year's," someone said and Heather shrugged.
"It's not the size of the...you know," Heather said and everyone laughed, "Okay, but now for the winner. In second place, with nine votes...Carol and Bethany." Everyone started cheering. Carrie grabbed the dildo from Heather's hand and started walking over towards the freshman. I moved over so that I was next to Lori. Heather was still talking, but louder now over the din of the crowd, "And the winners are Lori and Ellie!" Carrie handed the giant, 1.5-foot long two-and-a-half inch wide dildo to Lori. It was some sort of dense rubber and, as she handed it to me laughing, I felt its intense weight.
"Holy crap!" I said and she nodded in agreement. But I was in heaven even before I had a chance to play with it. These girls had watched me perform in a sexual manner. They'd seen me do things that, in my conscious mind, I would never want to do. And they rewarded me for it. I felt a buzz like being drunk. And I felt an insatiable arousal that came with being desired.
"So congratulations to our winners," Heather said. "We will conclude our meeting for the night. Unlike one of our winners, the rest of us patiently waited, but I assume many of us have...some business to attend to." The older girls laughed and even the freshman girls seemed comfortable with this open reference to sex or masturbation. Any barrier that had existed before had been systematically demolished during the course of the week. We were really part of the sorority now.
"I guess our winners might want to test drive their new toy even if Ellie was a bit impatient," Carrie said, looking down at us. My stomach flipped. I looked over at Lori and she bit her lower lip. I felt strange. Lori and I had had sex earlier that day. I'd done things to her that I never thought I'd do with anyone. But that had been a movie. Now we had this toy and this shared room. I wondered what our future held in these walls.
"Yeah well, I guess she can do whatever she wants," a voice said. I turned and saw Lily spewing acid and then slinking out of the room.
"Remember," Heather said, "Tomorrow night is another meeting. Be here at the same time."
The desires I had been feeling for Lori (and for our toy) and the comfort I felt for this place instantly dried up. The next night would certainly be another night with one of our Big Sisters. The week certainly had a rhythm. And that meant, for me, a night with my actual big sister.
An evening with Lily. The excitement of filming and then watching my video had completely swept this eventuality form my mind. The rush of victory had obscured it further. But Heather's words drove it home instantly, at a time when I was not ready to hear it. I felt off balance. We couldn't avoid each other anymore. I felt absolute fear and sensed that a reckoning was finally about to occur. The nature of that reckoning, was uncertain.
End Part 3
To Be Continued
*****
So that is the end of the third section. I realize that this was sort of indirect chapter, but I think it served its purpose. We are almost done now. Look for the conclusion next.
Anyway, I honestly write so that I can hear the comments you all give. So please just tell me what you think. Even if it is just a sentence (though I always prefer more). Consider that your payment for the free story. And if you like this, I beg you to read my other stories. Thanks!
YKN
P.S. - I do one edit on my work and try to be thorough. But I figure when it comes to handing out free pornography you all would be better served getting it fast (if a little rough), than waiting for me to polish it like I was getting paid for my work. Especially on a project as massive as this. So, in short, I know there are some errors and I don't really care that much. Just try to enjoy the porn.
YKN
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Dear Reader: You are entering the final part of the longest piece of writing I have ever completed. Finish enjoying it in good health. The novel (and yes, it is an 88,000 word novel) has been split into four sections, this being the fourth section.
With that said, this book is not for everyone. It will be too long for many people (no shame in that, it's a big time investment). It is also somewhat extreme, having some of the more intense and bizarre sexual scenes I have ever written (though for some of you faithful readers, that will be the appeal!). Further I warn you that not every section has incest content, though there is a lot of that in here, as well as other kinds of taboo. The first section was a bit of a slow, but now the sections are wall to wall erotica. With that said, I think the whole is greater than the sum of its parts and, if you go back and read the whole thing, you will not be disappointed. Enjoy!
And please let me know what you think.
*****
Recap: In section one, our hero Ellie (or Lizzie) Abood decided to pledge the same sorority as her older sister Lily. Lily was extremely upset, but Ellie couldn't figure out why. Eventually, the hazing started at the sorority and it had a definite sexual feel. All the pledges, like Ellie, are required to be naked at all times. Further, at the end of the first section, Ellie had a mutual masturbation session with one of the juniors (which she was a bit reluctant about). In the second section, things got more intense, as Ellie had a shocking experience Lily, performed an impromptu sex show for the sorority, and heard two very sexy stories from her roommate Lori. At the end of the second section, Ellie and Lori (as well as the other freshman girls) were directed to make an erotic movie in a public place. The third section entirely covered the viewing of the movies. If you want more, read the story. Now, no more teasing, this is about to get real.
Chapter 6: Pledge Week Day 6 - Time With Lily
"So what do you think is going to happen?" Lori asked me the next morning. We were both getting dressed for Friday classes, having just gotten out of the shower together. The night before, we returned to the room just a few minutes after the meeting. Lori had been holding the two-sided dildo and, as we entered the room, she had raised her eyebrows suggestively, saying that we might as well give it a chance. After all, it wasn't like there was much to be modest about. She said something about how we were going to have fun during the rest of the year.
I don't know what it as that Lori said, but I instantly started crying. Lori looked completely confused, "Hey Ellie. I am sorry, I didn't mean to say something dumb or make you feel bad. I was just thinking that we have gotten comfortable with each other and have fun together. It's like, while we are here there are like different rules, and we can just have some fun," she said. The more she talked, the faster she spoke, like she was trying to convince me. I was shaking my head the whole time.
"No, that's not it," I managed to choke out.
"Well what is it?" Lori asked.
The only thing I could do was choke out a single word, "Lily."
All of the tension and uncertainty was too great. I'd spent the whole week pretending in public like Lily's indifference and outright hostility didn't bother me, pretending I didn't notice, and it was just too much. You can ignore something, whether it is your sexuality or your fears, for a certain period of time. But at some point, you have to face reality. That night, when Heather had said we'd have another meeting, I came face to face with my reality. I had come to the realization that my sister and I were going to have a giant fight the next day and it was probably going to end our relationship. And all I could do when faced with this inevitability was cry. I collapsed onto my bed, covering my head with my pillow.
Lori had instantly figured out what the problem was (she knew more about what was happening with my sister than anyone else) and dropped the dildo, forgotten, onto the floor. Instead, she climbed into my bed with me. Despite the fact that we were both naked, she spooned in behind me. She wrapped her arms all the way around my chest, holding me a tight hug. She made hushing noises into my ear and rocked me gently. She didn't try to talk to me then, she knew that I couldn't speak and that she couldn't make it any better anyway. She just poured out her love to me, tried to make me feel whole.
In some small way, it helped. I didn't feel better, but somehow I felt...less bad, if that makes sense. Just to feel someone's love. The love of someone I'd slept with at that. Eventually, we fell asleep together, her warm breasts against my back, her soft palms across my bare stomach. Now it was the next morning, my eyes were dry, and I was sort of in a daze. I guess Lori thought that I was finally able to talk about it.
"I don't even know," I said in response to her question, "I am just scared." Lori smiled at me, reach forward and squeezed my hand gently.
"If I learned anything about you yesterday, it's that you are brave," Lori said smiling, I smiled back.
"Thanks," I said, "But I am only brave when my body allows me to be brave. This is about my soul, and I think that I am weak in that respect." My shoulders dropped, I felt crushed. Then I felt Lori's arms wrap around me once again.
"Hey look," she said, pulling back and looking me in the eyes, "This has been a...supremely weird week. When it started, I thought we were friends, but we weren't particularly close. Now I know that I barely knew you then. This place is like...It's a...what are those things that they melt metal in?"
"A crucible," I said.
"Yeah!" she said with animation, "It's a crucible. In a week here, whatever normal barriers people have between then just don't apply. Our separate pieces melt into one. I know you better than I know most of my friends back home. Hell, we made love. And it was good!" she said and laughed.
"Thanks."
"I can't imagine how weird it must have been to do this with your sister here. And to have...well you know what happened. But you came through this. It was harder on you than on anyone else and you never let it bother you. You just kept fighting through. You are brave. You will get through this. And, if your birth sister is too stupid to want you, know that I will be...I am...your sister," Lori said. I felt tears welling in my eyes again.
"Lori..." I started.
"I am sorry if I got all speechy. I was practicing what I was going to say all night," she said, "I needed to be right."
"It was absolutely right," I said, throwing my arms around her. Tears fell now, but less from sadness. Lori held me close and cried as well. All you need to have a sister is love. Even if I lost a sister, I'd made at least one more. After a long while, we collected ourselves, collected our items, and walked to class.
It was a Friday, which meant that I had two classes. I went to them in a sort of cloud. It would be wrong to say that I was nervous about my even with Lily. It would be wrong to say I was thinking or feeling anything. It was far more complex than that. An endless barrage of emotions, thoughts, and sensations ran through my brain and body. Most of the time, these impulses were contradictory. I felt shame and fear, confusion, and anger. I felt butterflies in my stomach, a light head, and weak. My hair stood on end, my legs sweat, and my mouth felt sandy. I heard lectures without listening, talked without communicating, and thought without content.
The only actual concrete idea I was ever able to isolate, and one which I returned to several times off and on during the day, was a painful uncertainty. I had no idea what the night had in store for me. Perhaps I would be yelling at my sister, maybe we would be in a physical altercation. I thought that maybe I would say things that I didn't mean, maybe she would say things she did. All I knew was that I was afraid that, though neither of us really wanted it, I was going to lose my sister. I had joined the sorority. In the balance, I had gained friends, a place to belong, and a new understanding of my sexuality. And it would cost me my family. It would cost me my sister. The person I was supposed to be closest to in this world. We'd been birthed from the same womb, shared the same DNA, and been loved by the same parents. Was it worth it to lose that? Was gaining my adulthood worth the loss of my childhood?
I returned to the house after my classes, though it felt like I hadn't left. The instant I took my clothes off at the front door, I felt like I had just finished hugging with Lori. The outside world was an abstraction. This was the only concrete place and my heart beat faster as I moved within it. I walked up to my room and absent-mindedly surfed the internet, feeling each moment pass as the time approached for the nightly meeting. I felt fear and anxiety without content. Kardashians, Beyonces, and Paltrows skittered across my screen but did not register. Only the march of time, which I both welcomed and feared. Finally, at the normal time, Lori popped her head into my door.
"Hey, uh, it's time for the meeting," she said. I took a deep breath, looked at myself in the mirror (pretty, but haggard) and headed down the stairs.
The dining room look as it had for the last several nights. The upper class girls standing clothed in a circle, a small opening available so that we freshmen could walk through. The freshmen were more comfortable now in their nudity. They no longer tried to cover themselves, but walked easily into the midst of the circle. There was a nervous energy, but a good-natured kind, in the group as we made our way to the middle. I was the only one filled with dread. At the appointed hour, Heather moved to the front of the room. All of the normal ceremonies were complied with. Finally, the meeting started.
"Good evening ladies," she said, "I trust you all had...fun nights last night." The girls giggled. It seemed everyone had been riled up by movie night. And everyone (except for Lori and I) had figured out some way to relieve the tension.
"It seems they are getting the hang of it," Carrie said, like she was casually talking to Heather, but clearly loud enough for all of us to hear.
"Yes, I think they are figuring out the meaning of sisterhood here at the sorority. Only two days left and they will be ready as full sisters. But there is still work to be done. And the people who know the most about sisterhood still have much to teach. Lori, there is no need for you to come up tonight. It will be a short meeting. Tonight, you freshmen girls will get some time to meet your senior sisters. That means Lori, you will be coming with me. Everyone else, find your Big Sister. And remember the rules."
There didn't seem to be any need for more explanation anymore. Everyone knew the routine by now. The sophomores and the juniors filed out of the room, a little bit bored. They were all probably hoping something showy would happen, like with Adrianna and I. The naked freshmen girls started to search out their senior sisters. Soon, everyone was filing out of the room. In the end, Lily and I were the only ones left.
For a long while we just stood in the room. Lily's lips were pursed and she had her arms crossed in front of her breasts. She was tapping her foot, like she was waiting for me to disappear or something. I stood, feeling more naked than I had in days (less naked than when I'd peeled my clothes off underneath the desk in the library, in fact) wishing that this was all over. Finally, the tension rose to the point that I had to do something.
"So what..." I started.
"Be quiet," Lily said, "And follow me." I felt like I'd been slapped.
"I was just..."
"I said be quiet and follow me, do you not recall all of the fucking rules? I don't want to do this here," Lily said. I closed my mouth and threw up my hands. Lily rolled her eyes and then walked out of the room. I followed behind her. We passed through the living room, wondering if anything would be happening. There were just a group of sophomores watching TV. They turned and looked at me, seeing Lily's angry face, they whispered to one another. I turned away. I continued to follow Lily. We started walking up the stairs and I followed her, my head bowed.
Finally, we arrived outside of Lily's private room. She unlocked the door and stepped inside. I followed behind her, closing the door after me. As I walked in, something hit me in the face. I stepped back, surprised, and hit the door.
"What the fuck?" I said, pulling a piece of fabric off of my face.
"Oh don't be so dramatic, it's a goddamn robe, just put it on," she said. I looked at the thing in my hand, a dark red bathrobe, light but by no means sheer.
"I am not supposed to wear clothes," I said in a snotty voice. I hadn't known what tone I was going to take when I stepped into the room, I hadn't really had any plan, but Lily's annoying aggression had gotten to me. It looked like we were going to jump right into this. I felt my anger growing, and it felt good. At least this was going to be over with.
'You are supposed to follow orders. I am sick and tired of looking at your ass. It's been all week," she said. I started to slip the robe one, synching it around my stomach.
"That isn't what you said the other night, you pervert," I shot back, knowing it was a low blow but not caring. Lily's eyes got extremely wide and her mouth got extremely narrow.
"You will never, ever talk about that, ever again. Do you understand me?" she demanded.
"What, that you lick my asshole, you freak?" I asked. Lily walked forward, grabbed my arm and sort of launched me onto her bed. I screamed as I lost balance. I landed on my stomach and rolled over so I was sitting down. "Christ!" Lily was standing in front of me now, her face red with anger.
"Do you think that is funny? Do you think that all of this is funny? Is this some sort of game to you? This is my life!" Lily exclaimed.
"Do I look like I am laughing Lily?" I shot back.
"Lizzie..." she started.
"Ellie," I shot back.
"Fine. Bitch, what in the fuck is your problem? Does everything you do in the world have to revolve around you fucking up my life?" she asked. She flopped down, still hot, in her chair. I felt my face getting redder and redder. Why was she making this about her? Didn't she see the irony about making about big deal about everything having to do with me? The contours of this fight were familiar, I knew what was going to happen, but the intensity was far great than anything I'd ever experienced before.
"God Lily, sorry for existing," I shot back.
"Don't talk like you're in fucking middle school. Don't sass me like I am mom. Just...stop crowding me. Just stop being around me all the damn time. Stop barging in on my private life. How can I..." she looked down at her feet and we both knew what she was thinking, "do whatever I want when you are on top of me all the time?"
"Fuck you Lily, you think you are so fucking mature. Well guess what? I am a real person too with a whole life that is mine. I didn't come here just to annoy you. I am just trying to live my life. Why do you have to make it about your life? Why can't my life just be about me?" I said.
"Why fucking can't it just be about you? Seriously?" she said, and I was shocked to see there were tears in her eyes, "Why can't you just do things that are for you? Don't make your life a part of mine and I won't bother you. Why couldn't you go to a school that fit your personality instead of mine? Why couldn't you join a sorority that did things that you like instead of things that I like? Why do you have to take the things that are mine and try to make them yours? I just wanted one thing to be mine you bitch!" Lily said, sounding desperate.
"Well you like to breathe air and drink water too, I don't just do those things because you do them. I do it so I don't die. I don't go to school and make friends because you do it. I do those things because I am copying you. Check your fucking ego Lily. You don't get to piss on life and then call it your territory."
"Then why are you fucking girls Lizzie? You aren't a lesbian. You had 10,000 boyfriends in high school. This is who I am. I am...I am a lesbian. This is who I am. You are just...pretending so you can be like me. You are a pathetic loser who has no personality of her own. You just steal my personality. And then you make me feel inauthentic. Because if it is just an act for you, everyone will just believe it is an act for me. You make me fake and I hate it and I hate you."
The last few words Lily hissed out like they were acid. They burned. She didn't say it like kids say they hate someone. I could feel it. It was real hate. I gasped. It felt like there wasn't enough air in the room. My chest actually hurt. Oh God, my heart was actually breaking. I could feel it tearing apart. I know that sound dramatic, but I felt physical pain. The heat of her hatred swept over me and overwhelmed me. My will to fight was sapped.
"I..." I started to respond. Lily was sitting in her chair, her shoulders rising and falling like she'd just run a marathon, her face contorted in anger, I barely recognized her. She was a stranger, "This is just who I am," was all I could think to say. I was more exposed and naked now that I'd been before I put on the robe.
"Go away," Lily said looking incredibly tired now, "I can't be near you." At first my legs didn't work, but then I slowly got to my feet. I felt punch drunk and confused. It was like I was concussed. Finally I reached for the door. I turned over my shoulder and looked at Lily. She was staring at the wall, her face blank and slack.
"You know," I said, untying the robe and letting it fall to the ground, "you can tell me to leave your room and I have to. And, if you try hard enough, you could probably find some way to get me kicked out of this sorority. But you can't wish me away from this world. I don't think you've wanted me here from the instant mom and dad brought me back from the hospital. But I am here and I have every right to be here," I said. I opened the door and walked out.
* * * * *
Two minutes later I was lying on my bed crying. Lori was still with Heather doing God knows what. But I was in my room alone now. Completely alone. All of my worst fears, even the ones that I could not completely form in my mind, had come true. Lily had completely dismissed and rejected me. She had done so with a level of hate and permanence that I found almost impossible to believe. It had happened so quickly. We had just suddenly been in a fight and suddenly out of sisterhood in a matter of minutes. I felt sick. My heart still hurt and my body felt weak. For a very long time, I just stayed on my bed crying with complete abandon.
Eventually, I calmed down some and my rational faculties started to return. The hurt was still there, maybe more acute now that I could think, but it was less overwhelming. For a little while I just stewed in my self-pity. Why was this happening to me? But after a while, that seemed childish and unproductive. While the hurt and self-pity was still there, I moved on to something else. Specifically, I tried to figure out how I had reached this point.
It seemed like from the very beginning, things were destined to end up the way they had. I thought back to when I first started pledge week. It seemed from that moment, the die was cast. Lily had been so angry with me, what did she expect? That I'd just fold because she was angry. How could she respect me if I'd done that? How could I respect myself?
But the more I thought about it, the more I realized that that was too late to begin to consider this situation. Maybe it was when I decided to pledge the sorority. I could have just joined another one, I thought. But why did that matter? And where did Lily get off banning me from the sorority anyway? It didn't belong to her. And if she didn't want me to do it because of the...unique aspects of the sorority, why wasn't she just up front with me about it? It was like saying "don't think of purple." Saying "don't rush," had been an absolute demand to rush. Gain, what did she expect from me? What else could I do?



But the more I thought of it, the more I realized that this was not the right spot to start on these issues either. It really began when I decided to go to Lily's school. She was right; of course, it didn't really fit my personality. I was more fit for a small, liberal arts school. And I had already figured earlier in the week that I'd only decided to go there because Lily had gone and talked it up. The more I thought of it, the more I realized that this was the original sin of our conflict. Lily was right about that, even if she had been absolutely wrong about everything that came after that. But what was my responsibility here?
The thought of responsibility jarred me out of my ruminations on fault and respect. Responsibility. What responsibility did I have to my relationships with my sister? What responsibilities did I have to my self-respect and to my identity as a person? I thought back to my fight with my sister. She had behaved childishly, I knew that. This was the same sort of fight we'd have as kids. But I wasn't any better. I'd pushed her buttons to start. I had come in expecting something bad and I made it happen. I was responsible. So what was I supposed to do about it? We weren't kids anymore. I certainly couldn't go to Mom and Dad and have them fix it.
About three hours after I had stormed out of Lily's room, I came to a determination. It was fine if Lily didn't want to ever speak to me again. Well actually, no it wasn't, it was the most painful thought I'd ever had. But there wasn't anything I could do with it. Lily could decide to cut me out of her life whether I wanted it or not. But if that was what she wanted to do that, we would do it on my terms. We would do this like adults and be done with it.
I quickly got up from my bed. I dried my face off with my bath towel. I looked at myself in the mirror (no need storming up there if I had snot hanging out of my nose or something). My eyes were a little puffy and my hair was a little out of place. I combed my hair slightly with my hand and then headed out. I moved up the stairwell as fast as possible. I didn't see any other people as I made my way up to the third floor.
A minute later I was standing outside my sister's door. My nerves were back now, and for a moment I wondered if I was doing the right thing. Then, I thought I heard someone walking up the stairs. I couldn't stand to have someone see me standing out here, almost in tears, only to turn around and walk away. I quickly knocked on the door. For a moment there was nothing. I knocked again.
"Who is it?" Lily's voice called out. She sounded like she'd been crying too. Good, I thought, and then wondered if it would be good for what I planned next.
"Your sister," I said in a small voice.
"Lizzie?" she asked.
"Ellie, just let me in," I said.
"Christ, I just told you to leave!" she said.
"Come on, I just have one thing to say," I responded. There was another long pause. I wondered what Lily was thinking. I was almost shaking, but I couldn't say why. I just needed the door open.
"The door is unlocked," her voice came back, very small. I opened the door slowly and walked inside. It was extremely dark in my sister's room, the lights were out and the blind was closed. The light from the hallway cast along the bed and I saw she was sitting there. She was wearing a long night shirt and a scowl. She reached over and turned on the light next to her bed and I closed the door.
"Okay...Ellie, say whatever it is you were going to say and then leave," she said. It seemed that her mood had not really changed. I took a few steps forward and took a deep breath. I crossed my hands in front of my chest, trying to become comfortable, but felt like I was trying to hide and just let my arms drop to my side. Lily looked like she was ready for me to get on with it.
"This is all I wanted to say Lily," I said, before I was really ready to talk. I took another moment, composed my thoughts, and spoke, "Look, we have been fighting with each other weeks now and I just... And I have been angry at you. But...I am going to take responsibility for what I did. I am responsible for some of this fight. I am going to be honest with you so that when...when we stop speaking, we stop speaking with all the facts. I owe it to myself to do this, because I am an adult and I am in control of my life.
"You said I just went to this school here because of you, because you went here. And you know what? You are right," I looked at Lily and she looked up, a little surprised, but I kept talking, "You came home from school when you went here and you just talked about how much you loved it and how great it was. And I wanted some of that too. You made it sound so great, and I love you so much that I thought if you love it, I would love it. But you need to understand that I came here because I wanted to love it for myself. Not just to be with you or to be like you.
"We are sisters. We are similar. The things you like, I will probably like. That's just rational. That isn't me trying to hop on your coattails or get in your way."
"And I guess I could say the same thing for the sorority. This sorority is the reason you loved this school. How could you talk about and think that I...No, I don't want to talk like that, I am not accusing. I just want to say, that the excitement you felt for this place was like...physical. I could feel it coming off of you. It was contagious. If anything, you should be proud that I wanted to join. Your passion was infectious. But it became my passion too. And when I started here, I loved it too.
"Wait, No... Let me be honest. You were right about another thing, when I first started here, I was not ready for it. You were right. I had no idea what I was getting into. I don't know if I would have stayed here all on my own. The pressure you gave me...The way you made me feel like I didn't belong... that made me want to stay. And I admit, at first that was most of it. You could have guided me or come to me like an equal and I might have listened to you. But that wasn't how it happened. And that is my fault too. But when I get treated like a child...it makes me stubborn.
"But more importantly, you need to know that once I got here and started to learn about this place and the things that happened here, I learned that I loved it here. I didn't learn TO love despite you. I didn't learn to love it to make a point. I love it. For me. You hate me for faking. But this is who I am. I can't be anything else. I am allowed to be who I am. I excel here too and you know it. If I was faking it, would I have won that contest yesterday? Would I have jumped completely into this? I found a whole new part of me here that I never knew existed. A better part of me. And I like it.
"And I don't just like the sex Lily. Though, I am an adult and I am allowed to like sex. But I love it here because of the sisterhood. And I know that sounds stupid and cliché, but it is true. I learned from the girls in this sorority about supporting each other, and loving each other unconditionally, and I learned about having fun. And I saw that sisterhood is about giving advice, and guiding, and protecting. That is it. I know you know that. I saw how you helped those other girls during the movie contest. I saw you talking to...mentoring younger girls. So I know, I know that you could be that for me. I just don't know...I don't know why you will be a sister for everyone else but not for me.
"All I ever wanted was to...share the things we loved. Sharing experiences and our lives...that is what sisterhood is. That is what it used to be for us. There is no reason to hate that. And that is really important to understand. I am not saying 'share' idly. I meant share. Things are different now. This is not like when we were kids. I am not here to tattle on you like when we were in elementary school. And you need to know that I am not here to stop you from being who you are. You aren't just my sister, you are Lily, a person. I don't care that you are a lesbian. No...wait...let me rephrase that. I am proud of you for being a lesbian. I am proud of you for being the person you are. I just want you to be proud and know I don't want to take anything from you. I don't want your sexuality or your friends. I want my own sexuality and my own friends. And if they are the same, by chance or genetics or whatever, then can't that just be okay? Isn't there enough love and happiness in our lives that we can share it?
"You came here and grew up and wanted me to recognize that you are a woman. And I did that. Now you need to do the same thing for me. It is my responsibility to stop being a spoiled, bratty little girl. But it is your responsibility to not treat me like a child. Because I am not. Maybe that is scary for you. But it is scary for me too. I need you now; I don't want to do it alone. But I will if I have to.
"I am here to be me and live my life. And to let you do the same. I just want...I just want those lives we live to be in some ways together. I want when you live your life to its fullest, for that to include me. I don't want to lose you, the real and complete you, for the future because of our past. We were sisters as children. But we are sisters now as adults, and I want us to be sisters forever.
"I love you Lily and you will always be my sister. But I can't make you love me...if you really hate me. So I just want to say goodbye if that is really what you want. And if you want me to leave this sorority I love for you, I will do that to. But you need to know why I'd be leaving and why I want to stay." I was out of breath and there were tears in my eyes as I finished talking. I knew that I was sort of all over the place and hysterical. But I had to say every word that came to mind. I wasn't going to hold anything back.
As the room settled into quiet, Lily stared at me for several seconds. She was sort of frozen, her head tilted slightly to the side. There were tears in her eyes as well. She was squinting slightly and just looking deeply into my eyes. I couldn't tell what she was thinking or what she was going to do.
Suddenly, she rose off of the bed. I recoiled slightly; I thought for a second that she was going to strike me. Then, with absolutely overwhelming force, I felt Lily's arms wrap around my body. Her breasts pressed against mine and her arms wrapped around my back. Her cheek brushed up against mine. I could feel emotion pouring from her body. I could feel...her love. My body went limp and my older sister held me up.
"Oh god Lizzie," she whispered into my ear, her voice husky with tears, "I am so sorry. I don't hate you. I've never hated you. I am so sorry I let this go so far." She paused for a minute and breathed deeply. For several seconds, she just breathed and gathered her thoughts. I was stunned and then she started speaking again, "Look, when you first started at the school I was annoyed. But when you joined the sorority I was so scared. I was scared for you, because I didn't think this place was right for you, I thought you were still a child. But I was scared for me too. I...I wasn't ready to be out yet. This place...it was going to do that. So I tried to scare you away. And when I couldn't scare you away it made me angry and resentful. I was angry at Heather for using you like a pawn in our feud. I was angry at the other girls in the sorority for not recognizing what a strange...situation this was. And I was mad at me because I could not protect you." I couldn't believe what I was hearing. I was too shocked to move or to think. But Lily was still talking, so I just stood there, motionless, and listened to her.
"But I let all that anger go towards you. Because I needed this sorority and I needed my friends here. So I pushed all of my hate onto you. Because we are family and I knew that I could never lose family. But as time went on, I started to really resent you. I resented you for putting me in this situation and I resented you for acting just like a child, without any thought about my life and how difficult you made it. And then, suddenly, it wasn't just a fight anymore. It was...it was me actually doing what I never thought was possible: losing you as my sister. And that made me even angrier and I couldn't stop it.
"I cannot believe I said I hate you. I know I said it. But Lizzie, baby sister, you need to know that I have hated myself for saying it every second since you left. I hated the situation, the feeling of being helpless. But I said I hated you. I didn't want you to come back in because I didn't want to say it again. I wanted to fix it. Because I am the older sister and that is my job. But I couldn't humble myself to do it. Because...I didn't want you to see how weak I am because I am...you know, the older sister. But then you walked back in here. And you talked...you talked like the adult I am supposed to be. You gave me a second chance to say I am sorry. Lizzie please forgive me. I am sorry."
I was more and more stunned as each additional word poured from her mouth. Not in a million years had I expected this. I had so totally misread the situation. Or the emotions I guess. But what is more sisterly than a misunderstanding? I couldn't help but laugh awkwardly. In my heart I knew I should still be annoyed with my sister. But hearing her say those things wiped away any logical reaction. My body overflowed with love for her.
"Lily I love you, if you can forgive me I forgive you," I said. She loosened the hug, pushing me back with her arms so that she could look into my eyes. She looked sad, like it had pained her to hear me say that.
"Lizzie...Ellie. You don't have to apologize for growing up or for being the woman that you are. I just wish I wasn't so blind, I wish I'd seen it before you came in here and laid it all out. I can only say that I was scared. Not that that makes it okay. I was insecure in myself and nervous that you would see that insecurity. And I blamed you for it" she said. Her eyes dropped briefly and her shoulders shuddered as she breathed.
"I am proud of you Lily. I would never stop you from living your life or loving the people you love. I will always support you. You are my sister." She looked back up at me smiling.
"I am should have been supporting you all along. I made this so hard on you, if someone had been pushing me back when I first started here... I probably would have quit. I got to feel like I belonged here from the first day. I am sorry you didn't get that."
"Having a tough older sister all my life made me tough," I said, smiling. Lily smiled back at me. She wiped a tear away from here eye.
"I am so proud of you little sister. I love you so much Ellie," Lily said, shaking her head and then looking at me.
"I love you Lily." I looked back into my sister's deep brown eyes.
I was suddenly almost bowled over by an incomprehensible mass of emotions and impulses. Something felt unbelievably strange. It seems so bizarre looking back at it, it seems like it makes absolutely no sense. But at the time, I felt like I needed something... I needed to do something to solidify this moment. To make us both know that it had been a big mistake to fight and that our love, our sisters' love, would really be able to last forever. That this week had been an aberration rather than a rule. I needed something to seal our adult relationship, to bridge the gap between our childhood and a future where we were friends.
Without actual thought, I started to lean forward, closing my eyes. An intense sense of anticipation seemed to rise up from my knees, sending fluttering sensations throughout my body. I could feel Lily's body tensing as well. I felt my bare breasts press against my sister's t-shirt, pressing into her breasts through the fabric. I could feel the heat coming off of her body and I could smell the perfumed scent of her skin.
Then, still without any thought as to what I was doing, I felt lips press against my sister's soft, pillowy lips, sinking into the soft flesh. For a moment, our lips were just pressed together, my hands clasped over my sister's forearms. I felt myself melt into my sister's kiss, my knees feeling weak. She held me up, letting me lean into her. I could feel the passion and the affection she had for me as it pulsed through her beautiful, soft lips.
I don't know what happened next. Well, that's not true. I can tell you with extreme detail what happened (and don't worry, I will) but I cannot say why it happened. Sisters kiss on occasion, usually on the cheek. Sometimes, I suppose when there is a good reason, they might kiss on the lips. It was entirely possible that we would just have a short, sisterly kiss to end our fight. But something else happened.
I thought for moment, just a moment, about emotions that had flown between my sister and me during the previous week. Below the surface of our anger had been something less understandable and even more terrifying. Small glances, inappropriate thoughts, and intense confusion. Now, those confusing feelings were coming to a head and in such a time and place that they could not be controlled. Maybe it was because the intensity of our fight, one that almost tore us apart, required an equally intense reconciliation. Maybe it was the sexual atmosphere that surrounded our fight. Maybe it was the week of unrelenting erotic excitement that was harder to turn off than one might expect. Maybe it was just that I'd always thought that my sister was a beautiful girl, and now a beautiful woman.
Whatever it was, our lips refused to pull apart. And my body reacted to her energy. My lips quivered slightly and my heart rate sky rocketed. I felt my nipples harden even in my sister's warm, attic bedroom. I felt the area between my legs begin to grow wet and my legs felt like jelly. And it wasn't just my body responding. I had a concrete thought, though I could barely comprehend it, that I wanted to have my sister. To express my love for her in the most intimate way possible. I wanted to show my sister that I embraced every part of her, including her sexuality. I need her to know that I had made the values of her sorority a part of our relationship: support, affection, and sensuality.
I was given absolute confirmation that Lily felt the same way. My sister's lips parted slightly and I did the same. I felt the hot, wet warmth of her tongue as it slid across, just grazing the corner of my lip. I was slightly more aggressive, letting my thick, soft tongue slide into her mouth, licking across her wet tongue. Her mouth opened wider and I let my tongue spill fully into her mouth. I felt her rough, sweet-tasting tongue press against mine. Then she pushed back, driving my tongue back into my own mouth and feeling my teeth with her own. Our mouths now opened and closed in unison as our tongues deeply explored one another's mouths.
Any thought that would question what I was doing was instantly banished from my mind. I was no longer capable of critical thinking or self-control. I just needed to feel pleasure and give it to my sister. Based on the forceful way that Lily's tongue lapped at the inside of my mouth, it was clear that she agreed. This was not going to stop, we couldn't stop it. It had to play out in its entirety, whatever that meant.
While we were kissing, I became aware that Lily's hands were working on my body. First I felt her fingers trailing up and down my body from my hips up to just below my breasts. Her fingers traced a line of fire across my skin and sent a shiver down my spine. After a few gentle strokes, seemed to warm Lily up. She moved her palms to my skin now, they felt hot against my hip and then across my belly. I moaned, opening my mouth and titled my head back. Lily took the opportunity to dip her tongue deeper into my mouth, tasting deeply of me. I actually gagged on her tongue.



Her tongue slipped partially back up out of my throat, my mouth now thick with saliva. She actually sucked some of my spit up into her mouth, drinking it down while going back to kiss me again. It was the dirtiest thing I'd ever been a part of and for some reason, it drove me absolutely wild. I needed to push farther, see how deeply I could take this.
I moved my hands up, grabbing Lily's wrists. I lifted her hands off of my body. I then pulled her palms out flat and placed them gently against my breasts. I released her wrists. Lily's palms sat directly against my nipples. She kept them there for a few seconds, just letting them make gentle contact with my hardened nubs. I felt sensation running through my body, my nipples a conduit to every nerve and every synapse. Slowly, Lily started to circle her palms against my breasts.
I gasped around Lily's tongue, the sensations I'd felt before were just a minor blip compared to what I had now. And as Lily's hands started to grasp around my breast, I felt like I could barely breathe. The sensation was so intense, it was like I had discovered some new form of pleasure, related to an orgasm but more spiritual. For several minutes, Lily just kissed me deeply and gently squeezed my breasts with her soft palms. My nipples ached for her touch and each second of her ministrations stretched out into a delectable hour. Her tongue still rolled in my mouth and I tasted her saliva. I'd never been so aroused in my life.
Finally, Lily broke our kiss, pulling away from me and looking me in the eye. I felt dazed and smiled at her, "Lizzie. Let me make it up to you. I know how to make you feel good, I've been practicing for three years. Let me show you how much I love you." Her eyes look intense and her voice quavered with excitement. It was clear that she was in that same fog that I was in. Our bodies had taken over. Part of me wanted to stop it now. It would be awkward, but not too weird if we just stopped now. But I couldn't.
"Show me Lily," I begged. Lily didn't waste a second. She quickly spun me around and pushed me back so I flopped down on her bed. I was sort of lying cross-wise on the bed, with my legs hanging off the side. Lily was standing in front of me. I was breathing heavily, my breasts rising and falling rapidly. My pussy was already leaving a puddle on Lily's comforter. I needed this.
Lily was staring at me with naked desire. Her eyes were glued to the glistening area between my legs. No more confusion or discomfort with her lust. I knew what she wanted. I quickly spread my legs open. I could smell my own arousal in the room. Apparently, Lily could too; she closed her eyes and seemed to savor it.
She then grabbed the bottom of her night shirt and pulled it up over her head, tossing it on the floor. I gasped when I saw my sister naked. She looked a lot like me I guess, but it felt different. Our family didn't "do" nudity at any time and seeing her so exposed...It made me feel wonderful, like I was let in on a secret. Her large breasts bounced free of the t-shirt and I saw that they were bigger than mine, but still as perky. Her nipples were hard and stood up proudly on her chest. Her body was like some sort of fertility goddess, with large full breasts, an extremely dramatic synch to a tight (but not overly skinny) waist, and then wide hips. Between her legs was a small, very short patch of dark hair. Her pussy lips looked just like mine and, like mine they were dripping with her juices. I could smell her now too, making my mouth water.
Now that we were both completely naked, Lily moved with incredible speed. She dropped down to her knees on her bedroom floor, just between my legs. She inches her head forward, pulling her long hair back around her neck and over her shoulder so it was out of her eyes. I looked down over the generous swell of my breasts and saw my sister's big brown eyes looking up at me with animal intent.
"Tell me you love me," I said without thinking, but I needed to hear it.
"You're my sister. I will always love you," Lily said. Then she closed her eyes and leaned forward. I felt her breath against my pussy lips first. I let out a moan and my eyes rolled back in my head as the first hot, wet sensation of her tongue pressing against my slit registered.
"Oh God sis," I moaned. That seemed to really get her going. In a moment, her face was pressed deeply against my pussy. I felt her tongue all over my pussy lips at first, sucking up my juices and then I looked at her throat and saw her swallowing them down. I shivered with each touch of her tongue. It felt like her tongue was wrapped around my entire body, the sensation was too intense. I put my hand down between my leg, playing with my sister's hair and trying to keep myself from screaming her name at the top of my lungs.
But after Lily had tasted my juices, she turned with new focus to my clitoris. Her soft, ample lips wrapped around my hard little pearl, kissing it gently and soaking it in her spit. I started quietly say my sister's name over and over again, "Lily, Lily, oh fuck Lily!" as her tongue poked out of her mouth and gently stroked my clit. Given her excitement and my deliriousness, it would have been easy for Lily to just attack my clit. Any strong contact would have gotten me to cum. But Lily knew what she was doing. Her licks were gentle and slow, but with a building, steady rhythm. She made cooing noises and clearly enjoyed my scent and my taste, but she didn't let it push her out of her controlled efforts to build my arousal.
She kept looking up at me while she licked me too, her eyes all fiery passion. Nothing I had ever experienced was half as erotic as my lovely sister expertly eating my pussy. The result was that I grew hornier and hornier, pushing myself past the point I'd ever felt before, but without pushing me hard enough to cum. And she kept building it.
"Oh Christ Lily, I can barely breathe, make me cum. Fuck sis, make me cum," I started to beg. I saw Lily's body tremble like she'd been waiting to hear me ask for it. Suddenly, her pace and her motions change. She started to lap at my clit, covering it with her tongue. At the same time she took one of her free fingers and carefully started to swirl it around on my slit. I was almost crying because of the anticipation and the sexual frustration, when suddenly, she shoved the finger home, deep into my pussy. As she entered me, her finger curled quickly and she pounded into my g-spot.
A wall of sensation struck me all at once. It was completely different than any orgasm I had ever had before. There was no building feeling that started in my loins and then grew out over my body. Instead, I was suddenly completely overwhelmed by too much pleasure. It was so broad and deep that I couldn't fathom it. My body went completely rigid, my mind went blank, and my mouth hung open, moaning loudly but without content. I could feel everything any anything. I felt like my existence melted away and I bonded completely with my sister. The world ceased to exist except for her and me.
It was several minutes later before I could really understand who I was or where I was again. I am not lying about this. It was an orgasm so deliciously pleasurable, that it completely knocked me off my axis. But, after some time panting in the vibrating afterglow of that pleasure, I realized that I was now lying in bed. For a second I wondered if I was in my bed and if the sex I'd just had was some sort of powerful dream. But then I felt my sister's arms around me and realized that it had happened. My older sister had given me an orgasm. The best orgasm of my life. And I took a deep breath and basked in that.
After a few minutes, however, my mind started to uncloud. I slowly became aware, on an intellectual level, that I had committed the most heinous of taboos. I'd had sex...with my sister. We had... fucked. This was not... this was not something I was supposed to do. The fog of my arousal was lifting and I was left with the knowledge that I had crossed over a barrier than no woman (or man for that matter) was ever supposed to cross. What did this mean? What would happen with me and my sister? Had this place confused me into doing more than was right? Was I broken?
"Shhh...shhh...shhh," A gentle voice said into my ear. Slowly my sister held me to roll over so that I was facing her. She was smiling serenely, her face still glistening form my juices. I could smell my pussy on her lips and I shivered. This was so wrong.
"Oh God Lily, what did we do?" I asked, my voice cracking. Suddenly the images of what I had just done flashed back to me. They disgusted me. But they aroused me more. Which sent me into deeper levels of shame.
"Shhh...It's okay," Lily said. On the bed, my sister wrapped her arms around me, pulling our faces and breasts together. She slipped her right leg between mine (her thigh brushing my still-sensitive pussy) and now we were completely intertwined. It made me feel better somehow, like she was sheltering me in her body.
"Lily we had...sex with each other. I don't know how...We can't," I started.
"Ok Lizzie, Okay," My sister said in her most soothing voice. She leaned forward and kissed the tears away from my eyes. I looked up at her eyes, looking warm and soft now, no longer sexual and fierce, "You know how it happened honey. You are my sister, we are the same."
"I don't understand what you mean," I replied and she smiled in a gentle admonishment and shook her head.
"Lizzie, when you get really excited...no, let's not do euphemisms, let's talk like adults. When you get really aroused, sometimes it feels like you lose your mind. You feel like your body takes control..."
"How do you know..." I started. She leaned forward and kissed my lips, quieting me.
"Now let me finish," she said in a stern voice, "You struggled with this all week. Because sometimes you'd get into a situation and feel like you didn't have control. Maybe you didn't want to do something in your mind, but it became overpowering in your body. Maybe a sudden idea would strike you (like putting your finger up Lori's ass I'd imagine) and you just couldn't stop until you did it. Am I right?"
"Yes," I said. It was like Lily could read my mind. She knew everything I'd been feeling. She understood the "fog" I'd experienced. And while it seemed like all the girls could get carried away with their libidos, why was I the one doing the craziest stuff? Lily seemed to know.
"It runs in the family sweetie," she said and shrugged, "Once you uncork your sexuality, as an Abood, it seems like this is what happens."
"What?"
"You aren't the only one. I do the same thing. Do you think that I expected to have...sex with my own sister? It just sort of started and I wanted it. So it happened. I could see it in your eyes that the same thing was happening to you. We both wanted it. So it happened. And you are feeling remorse now, and I knew you would. But I am here for you. I should have been here for you all week. It must've been so hard." She wiped the hair out of my face. I was surprised at what she was saying, but it felt so good to have her understand.
"But if it happened to you too, don't you feel remorse? I mean it clearly still happens to you. Why are you calm now?" I asked. My sister nodded.
"Yeah, I mean I feel a little remorse, because you're sad right now. But I don't feel that way anymore. I mean, I know that I can't control myself when it happens. I do my best to only place myself in situations where, if it happens, nothing too bad occurs. Here is what I tell myself (and trust me, I only just started to learn this, I am giving you three years' worth of wisdom so listen up), when something like this happens I ask myself three questions. 1 - Did I or anyone else get hurt? 2 - Did everyone involve want this to happen? And 3 - Was it fun? If no one got hurt, if it was consensual, and if I had fun, then I don't let myself get upset. Because why should I? I can't help who I am. You can either.
"So here, in this situation, what are we looking at? Did anyone get hurt? No, you and I are fine, you just had an orgasm. We are sister's yes and it is probably wrong in terms of society or general morals that we have sex. But we are both girls, we can't get pregnant from fucking each other. No one else is hurt. So that is fine. Was it consensual? I know I wanted it. Did you?"
"Oh God yes," I said and blushed. Lily giggled.
"Good. And was it fun? I don't know about you, but that was the most intense sex I've ever had. Was it fun?" she said, raising her eyebrows.
"Oh my God Lily, I've never had an orgasm like that...it was like...damn you are good!" I said, my chest becoming lighter. Everything that Lily was saying made sense. I was quickly learning that I couldn't really control my libido, but at least now I had a tool to evaluate it.
"Good, so there is no problem here. We don't have anything to feel ashamed about or to be upset about," Lily explained. She kissed me again on the nose, "do you feel better Lizzie?" she asked.
"You have no idea Lily. I have been...it's just been such a long week. So much tension and confusion. It just feel good to have someone who's been through it...to help me understand," I said. I felt tears welling in my eyes again. But this time, they felt good. Lily hugged me tighter.
"Hey Lizzie, what are sister's for?" she asked and I cried harder while my sister held me. I felt nothing but relief and love.
After a while, my tears ceased and Lily just held me for a while longer. I just thought about the strange turn the week had taken and how I'd ended up in a place that I'd never expected. But now I wondered if it was better. All of this angst and maybe, in the end, I was in a better place that I would have dared hope. Everything I wanted was here and more. My school, my sorority, and even my sister. All of my sister. And we had a better understanding of one another and the bond that we shared.
"How are you now?" My sister asked, once it seemed I was under control. I rolled away from where I had buried my face in her chest, and we got more comfortable on the bed.
"Just thinking about this week and everything. You've really kind of made it all make sense," I said.
"It really would have helped to have someone explaining it to me, when I was going through all of this kind of craziness during my first few years," she said, nodding. That brought something to mind.
"So I guess that was what everyone meant all week when they'd say that something ran in the family," I mused, now that I was feeling more comfortable. Lily and I were now lying naked on the bed, side by side. Her left arm was under my neck, over my shoulder, casually cupping my breast. She turned and looked at me.
"Did they?"
"Yeah, anytime I was doing something... you know outrageous, I would hear someone say something like 'she takes after her sister,' or 'that must be a family trait' or something like that. It sort of makes sense now," I explained. Lily snorted and shook her head.
"Everyone's a damned tattle-tale you know? Did I do all this stuff myself? Every outrageous thing I've done, I did with someone else. So why does that make me the crazy one?" she asked. But she didn't sound embarrassed or put out. Instead, if anything, she sounded a little proud. I suddenly felt very curious.
"What kind of stuff have you done?" I asked. Lily raised her eyebrows and looked at me from the top of her eyes.
"Do you really think you want to know the kinds of kinky sex your older sister has?" she asked, but she sounded a little like she wanted me to ask. I remembered that while I'd cum, my sister was still just as horny as ever. She'd indulged me, now it was my turn to help her. Plus I really did want to hear about what she did. I was seeing my sister in a new light now. Not just the older girl who picked on me as a kid. But as a woman. And a sexy, sensual woman at that. I knew it was not a normal way to think about a sister, but then we weren't normal sisters anymore.
"My pussy juices is still on your face," I said wryly, "I don't think I am exactly out of my depth in asking." Lily giggled (it was such a cute little noise, I'd missed it).
"Well...I mean yours is not the first ass I've ever licked. Not even in the first dozen," Lily said starting slowly, "And your little friends with their watersports video? Yeah been there before," she said, talking a little faster as she warmed to telling me about it. My jaw dropped.
"Seriously? You've...drank piss? What was it like?" I asked. She was clearly happen to see that she shocked me, giggling again.
"Oh it doesn't taste very good, I will be honest. But it was damn sexy when I was doing it. But it is definitely more fun to watch someone else drink yours," she said.
"Who?" I asked and my sister shook her head.
"I am not a tattle-tale," she explained, "But she IS in the sorority. And she was one of the ones shaking her head and acting mortified when that video was on yesterday." My sister said and now it was my turn to giggle.
"What else?" I asked.
"Anything I can think of and can find a willing partner to try, I will give it a go," she explained carefully, "That was another thing. I stopped thinking about it like my body was controlling me against my will. I recognized I wanted to try these things, so why not embrace it? Some things turn out to be fun. Some things don't. But you can't really judge it without trying" she explained.
"What's the dirtiest thing you've ever done?" I asked. I felt my own arousal starting to rise again. Talking about my sister's sexual history was, for some reason, a real turn on. I felt my face flush, my nipples harden, and my pussy start to grow wet again. I saw Lily's eyes briefly look down at my chest, seeing me grow excited, but then she looked back at my eyes.
"Promise not to tell anyone?" she asked conspiratorially. I felt my heart flutter.
"Of course sis," I said, feeling dirty calling her by that cute little nickname. But it did feel like little sisters, sharing dreams and secrets during a sleepover. It felt dirty and right at the same time.
"So when I first started here at the sorority, I didn't even know that I was into girls. But then, during initiation, you know...I started to realize that I was. But at the time, I thought I was bisexual. Like I was still into guys too, maybe even more than girls. But I didn't want to get in a relationship with a guy, it just seemed like it would be too hard while I was in the sorority.
"So anyway, one night I was out at a club getting drunk. Anyway, I accidentally stumbled into the men's room instead of the women's room. I saw the urinals but didn't care. I just walked into a stall. Now this was a dance club that the girls go to sometime. It is like nothing but straight girls and gorgeous, gay men.
"So I am in the stall, peeing and I notice a hole in the stall. So I hear this man's voice and he asks if I want some. I had no idea what he was talking about so I said yes, but I was drunk and my voice sounded deep and slurred. He thought I was a guy! So this gay guy, he stuck his dick through the hole in the wall. I was horny as hell from dancing with...with Heather. So I was in our special family zone. So I grabbed his cock around the base and shove it straight down my throat. I hear him groaning and everything, but I am just sucking on it for all I am worth. Finally, he cums all over my mouth. Lizzie, I know now that I am a lesbian, I have no interest in guys generally, for romance. But God do I love the taste of cum! He filled my mouth all the way up. I swished it around in my mouth and let it droll down my chin a little. It was so much fun. Eventually, I swallowed it down. It tasted so good. By the time I was done playing with it, the guy was already gone. I'd sucked off some strange gay guy, never even saw his face or heard his name. It was the dirtiest thing I'd ever done." Lily said. I could feel the excitement rising in her voice as she spoke. Her nipples were hard as diamonds now and the passion made her seem somehow even more beautiful.



"That is so hot!" I said. And I meant it. I know I should have been shocked or maybe disgusted. But I didn't feel that way. And I know that is strange. But the idea of anonymous sex with some stranger had appeal. And that it was some guy who though that she was a guy, someone made it even hotter. I wished I had been there to watch. I wanted to be a part of the dirty things that Lily did. Suddenly, I was struck by an idea. Something that would ease Lily's obvious arousal and also make me feel good to boot.
"Is there anything you ever wanted to do that you couldn't?" I asked.
"What do you mean?" she asked, her legs squeezing together under the blanket.
"Well you said that everything that you do, you've done with someone else. Anything you couldn't get anyone to agree to do," I said, making my voice as suggestive as possible.
"Why do you ask?" My sister demanded, clearly figuring out what I was suggesting.
"Maybe you found a willing partner," I said, licking my lips seductively, "Tell you what. If there is something like that, you name it. I am already in. I guarantee, no matter what you suggest, I want it too." I didn't even think about what I was saying and I realize that I was already back into the fog. I was a slave to my desires and I would be happy to be a slave to my sister.
"Are you serious?" Lily asked solemnly.
"Absolutely sis," I said, reaching up and gently stroking her cheek.
"There is one thing," she said.
"Name it," I said, "I want to do it. I need to do you, you understand, it's a family tradition," I said. Lily giggled.
"I've asked like 30 girls to do this since I started here, and they all absolutely refuse," Lily said, her words tumbling out of her mouth so fast I knew she was hopelessly excited. She got up on her knees on the bed with her legs spread slightly. She made a motion with her hand, indicating that I should do the same. I got up on my knees, mirroring her stance, and faced her. Then she paused for a second, "Open your mouth," she said.
I didn't really know what she had in mind, but I was already on the hook to do whatever my sister wanted. I quickly opened my mouth and complied with her direction. Lily smiled deviously. Then she puckered up her lips. I wondered what she as going to do, it looked like she was going to kiss me. But she leaned her head back slightly, threw it forward...and spit! A large blob of saliva flew out of my sister's mouth and landed in mine!
I was frozen. I would not, in a million years, have expected that. I completely stopped moving. My eyes were wide open and I was just staring at my sister. She was giggling now, looking at my mouth at the little white bead of saliva sitting on my tongue. My sister's spit was thick, syrupy, and tasted vaguely sweet. I was totally grossed out, but I...I kind of liked it.
"Give it back to me baby, add a little bit of your own," she said. Then she sort of dropped her head down below mine. She turned her head up so she was looking towards me and opened her mouth wide. Her head rested gently against my breasts, almost in my lap. For a second, I didn't register what she wanted. She moved her tongue around in her mouth lewdly. Suddenly I realized the next step. I closed my mouth and collected the spit on the edge of my tongue. My own warm spit mixed with hers. I leaned over her mouth, carefully I pushed the spit out of my mouth. It slipped out of me in a long, white line of slimy liquid. I watched as it first touched my sister's tongue, then, the large mass of it flopped down into my sister's mouth. There was a large white mass in my sister's mouth now, and it was about twice as large as it had been before.
"You want to swap spit? You could get girls to drink your piss but not this?" I said. I ran my hands up my body, feeling my breasts and further raising the level of my arousal.
My sister sat up now in front of me and shrugged. I wondered what she wanted to do next. I was a little surprised when she opened her mouth extremely wide. I continued to play with my breasts as I watched her. Now she raised her hand, placing her four fingers together. She then took her hand and put it in her mouth. I thought she was going to scoop the spit out or something. Instead, she kept pressing her hand deeper and deeper into her mouth. I couldn't believe how far she was able to get it, all the way into her throat. Finally, I watched as her upper body convulsed slightly as she gagged. She quickly pulled her hand out of her mouth.
My sister opened her mouth now and I was surprised that there was so much saliva in her mouth! It was incredible. Then I realized that when someone gags, usually, their mouth will fill up with spit. A particularly thick, viscous kind. Now I knew what Lily wanted, and why other girls were squeamish. She wanted a giant, cheek-bulging, ball of spit to share between them. Lots of girls might not like that. But the thought send a thrill through me. I pinched my nipples harder.
Lily motioned for me to get below her as she had gotten below me. I leaned my head underneath of Lily's, I turned up toward her and I opened my mouth. As soon as I was in place, Lily opened her mouth and pushed her tongue out. A giant wad of spit poured out of her mouth. It was clearish white and surprisingly large. Most of it plopped, somewhat coldly, into my mouth. Some of it slithered down my chin. It tasted sweeter than before, better. I quickly cleaned the spilled amounts off of my chin and shoveled it into my mouth. Lily smiled down at me, clearly picking up that I liked it.
"Yeah, some girls just don't know fun. But I can tell my sister does," Lily said. I closed my mouth and sat up. I nodded and made an "mmm" sound. Then I started to swish the spit around in my mouth. The more I did so, the more I liked the way it tasted. And the hotter it made me. I liked that I had my flavor, mixed with my sisters, inside of my mouth. I liked that Lily and I were sharing something that spoke so deeply to who we were. More importantly, I liked that it was something dirty we were doing together.
Now I opened my mouth like Lily had, and I put my four fingers into my mouth. I pushed through the saliva in my mouth and deep into my throat. Now I gagged, my body seizing (I hate that feeling). I pulled my hand out quickly. Suddenly, my mouth flooded with even more saliva. It coated my bottom teeth and even sagged in my cheeks.
I sucked in, conjuring even more spit. Even while I was gagging, Lily was getting into position beneath me with her mouth open. It was clear that she was losing control faster than I was. She had a slightly crazy look in her eye, her motions were manic, and I could smell her pussy heavily. I decided not to hold her in suspense. I opened my mouth and pushed the spit out of me. But I kept my mouth opened slightly, letting the spit fall in a thin, cool line all the way out of my mouth and drizzling into hers. Lily cooed and groaned as the saliva piled up on her tongue. After nearly thirty seconds, the full load of saliva was in Lily's mouth.
She sat up again quickly. Before I had a chance to say or do anything, Lily's hand was shooting back into her mouth, and into her throat. In a moment, she was gagging and her cheeks bulged even further with saliva. I looked at my sister. Her mouth was full of spit, her cheeks were red, and her nipples could cut glass. She was completely in the sway of her sexual passion. I needed to help.
She started to motion for me to get underneath of her again. Instead, I moved quickly towards here. I put my hands under her arms, right next to her breasts and pressed my lips against her's. In a hint of a second, I pierced my tongue between her lips. She was a bit surprised, but her mouth naturally shot open to accommodate my tongue. My tongue plunged into my sister's mouth, and was instantly coated in our shared saliva. I found her tongue, and they swished together in the warm, thick liquid.
At the same time, with my left hand I grabbed my sister's breast and started to knead her nipple gently. She moaned, making a gurgling sound into my mouth. But I wasn't done. With my right hand, I slid down the course of her body, across her breast, down over her bellybutton, and between her legs. My sister needed relief, and I was going to give it her.
My fingers found their way to the hot, wet center of my sister's body. She was literally dripping with arousal and as my fingers pressed against the petals of her skin, they were instantly soaked. I moved my hand around between my sister's legs, coating my fingers in her juices and getting it nice and lubricated. She moaned loudly into my mouth, forcing some of the saliva almost into my throat. When my hand was completely soaked, I quickly slipped my index and middle finger into my sister's cunt. Her body trembled and her hips started to thrust involuntarily. I twisted my fingers up and tried to gently massage my sister's g-spot from the inside. At the same time, I moved my thumb and placed it directly on my sister's clitoris. She groaned deeply in her throat as I did so.
We were leaning forward into one another now. Our lips were pressed together and we were kissing wildly. My mouth opened and closed, my tongue pressed in and out of her mouth, and big drips of sloppy spit ran down our cheeks and off of our chins. Our breasts were pressed together and I could feel my sister's hard nipples against my skin. Both of our breasts now had a thin layer of saliva on the top as it dripped out of our kissing mouths and landed on them. Lily's body was shaking with excitement.
But it seemed she wasn't just content to receive something from me. She wanted to give me pleasure as well. While we were still sloppily kissing, Lily reached down between my legs as well. Her finger quickly grazed my clit and I moaned, my legs shaking slightly. Lily was so quick and so skillful that in a matter of seconds, her index finger was buried in my cunt and her thumb was circling my clitoris. Now we were working in unison together, sharing our bodies as we shared our saliva.
For a few minutes we stayed in this position: Lily and I on our knees on her bed, our legs slightly spread; our hand inside of one another's pussies with fingers moving wildly; our breasts pressed together and writing against one another; our lips sealed together with our tongues exploring every saliva soaked inch of our now-shared mouth.
I felt Lily's body begin to tense up and could tell she was near cumming. She knew her body so well and knew how to please women's bodies so expertly, that it seemed she could tell exactly how much time she had left before she came and how much time I had. She quickly increased the pace of her movements between my legs. The tension inside of my body ramped up instantly. I felt weak and leaned into my sister, but kept my fingers moving.
As we both drove nearer and nearer to our orgasms, I felt Lily start to push a large about of the saliva into my mouth. When about half of our spit was coating my tongue and my teeth, Lily quickly broke our kiss. I opened my eyes and saw her mouth bulging with spit. Then she closed her eyes and I saw her throat moving, a second later she opened her mouth and let out a low moan, her mouth completely devoid of saliva. She'd swallowed it down!
There was so much in my mouth, I couldn't believe she'd swallowed just about as much! I swished the spit around in my mouth, savoring the flavor. Suddenly, seeing her act, I wanted to swallow too. I closed my eyes, opened my throat, and tilted my head back. The thick, slimy liquid dripped down my throat. I felt it pool down, warm in my stomach.
Something about that sensation, not to mention Lily's ministrations between my legs, finally put me over the edge. I saw Lily's eyes watching as I swallowed our saliva and I could see that she was in the same place. We both skittered our fingers between one another's legs for another moment. Then, somehow, at the exact same moment, Lily and I both threw back our heads and let out high, passionate shrieks. I felt my body trembling all over and I felt Lily shaking against my hand. I looked forward and saw that Lily was looking at me, her eyes fiery.
At the same moment, Lily and I both experienced orgasms. Or maybe we didn't. Maybe, like we shared our saliva and our strange sexual predilections, we were sharing one orgasm. It certainly felt that way. I felt like the difference in person between my sister and I sort of blurred and for one, excruciatingly pleasurable moment, we were bound together as more than sisters and as more than lovers. Perhaps some combination of the two that grows the power of those bonds exponentially. If we were sharing the experience, the size of the pleasure didn't shrink with the splitting. In fact, the pleasure was overwhelming and lovelier because I knew, if I knew nothing else as the sensations rocked my body, that Lily was feeling the same thing.
Finally, the orgasms started to subside. I collapse forward against my sister. She no longer had the strength to hold me up and we both collapse down onto the bed, panting and holding one another. I felt the most supreme relaxation. More importantly I felt an intense bond with my sister. That had been an almost religious experience. A spiritual and erotic sisterhood to match our genetic bond. And it had been hot and dirty to go with it! I felt so completely different now. After a long while in which I caught my breath, I looked up at my sister from where I was lying on her breast, and I could tell she was feeling something similar to me.
"Thank you so much Lizzie," my sister said, "That was just as hot as I thought it would be." She grabbed a towel off of her floor and wiped off her face and tits. I could tell that part of her wanted to say more about it, but nothing needed to be said. We could both feel what was happening, no need to explain. Instead, I just giggled.
"That was incredible," I moaned, wiping my face with the back of my hand, "Holy fuck! This is not like duck on Christmas or vacations to Florida. This is a family tradition I can get behind!" Lily laughed now too and gave me a quick kiss.
"Well being a lesbian pervert isn't the only family tradition that you've replicated," Lily said with a naughty tone in her voice. It seemed that she might not be completely satisfied. And, when I considered myself, I realized that I might not have been either.
"Oh what else?" I asked. Lily didn't speak. Instead, she rolled off of her bed and quickly opened up a cabinet next to it. She rummaged around in it for a few seconds and then turned around.
"So was winning the sorority video contest," she said, biting here lip and raising her eyebrows. In her right hand was a big, double-sided dildo. It was identical to the one that Lori and I won. I felt my body tremble. I hadn't gotten a chance to play the night before. And even if I had, it wouldn't be as naughty as this. I had to try it. I knew now, I was not quite ready to be finished.
"Oh you dirty slut, how did you do it?" I asked, reaching forward and snatching the dildo out of Lily's hand. It felt just like mine. Without further word I took the anatomically correct tip on one side and popped it into my mouth, shoving it three or four inches into my mouth roughly. Lily shook her head.
"Who are you calling a dirty slut? That dildo has been in my asshole," she said gruffly. I made a "mmm" noise, letting her know that it didn't bother me in the slightest. I popped it out of my mouth for a moment.
"That must be why it tastes so good. Tell me how you won it" I replied, then pushed it back into my mouth. Lily got back up onto the bed and sat next to me. She too pried my hands off of the double sided dildo. But it stayed in my mouth and Lily wrapped her fingers on her right hand around its girth. With her left hand, she reached behind me and gently started to stroke the back of my neck.
"Well I guess I got to see your video, you should at least hear about mine," she said. I felt a little bit of pressure now. Lily was pressing onto the back of my head now, pulling me closer to her. At the same time, she started to push gently, but forcefully, into the dildo with her hand. I was surprised at first, not sure exactly what she was doing. But another inch of the black dildo slid into my mouth and I realized she was trying to get me to deep throat it! I opened my mouth wider and relaxed my throat, it was so naughty to have my older sister shoving that big cock into my mouth. But after our little spit escaped, anything that was dirty, offered the possibility of fun.
"Good girl," she cooed, applying more pressure. She started to tell her story, but as she did, she continued to hold the back of my neck and work the dildo deeper and deeper inside of my throat. My eyes watered and I gagged several times, but I listened to her while she talked, and tried as best as I could to take as much of the dildo as possible.
"Heather was my roommate my freshman year. Actually she was my roommate sophomore year too," Lily said, sounding a bit wistful. For a moment I wondered what had happened between them, but then I gagged on the dildo and refocused. Two things at a time Ellie, I told myself, "Anyway, we got the same challenge you and Lori got, to make a sex video in a public place without getting caught. We also had about twenty-four hours to do it so we spent hours planning. I bet you and Lori did too, your video was clever. Well, we decided, like you, that hiding in plain sight was the most fun and most shocking," Lily sounded aroused just talking about it, and she continued to work the dildo into my throat.
"So, that night while all the upper class girls were in the living room watching television with the lights off, we snuck down stairs and went into the dining room. We took off all of our clothes and then crept back into the living room and got right behind the biggest couch, the one with the most girls. If anyone had gotten up to go to the dining room, the kitchen, or the bathroom, they would have seen us. But we stayed quiet. And Heather sat down on her ass and spread here legs. I crawled up between them and put my head between her legs. I hate her pussy while she covered her mouth with her hand. And we filmed the whole thing. Heather came twice. And we got 15 out of 30 votes, the highest total in sorority history," Lily finished. She had grown more and more animated as she spoke and when she mentioned Heather, I got the sense that this was one of her favorite memories.
And I had to admit, it was one of my favorite stories. It had been a bold act (If not as bold as my video). And as I thought about it, seeing my sister touching Heather, I got aroused. Not to mention the rubber cock down my throat.
By now that dildo was about eight inches into my throat. I couldn't breathe and my eyes were watering. Lily was giving me a naughty look and she gave it one more shove. I gagged again, allowing the dildo to sink one more inch into my throat. Now it was halfway in.
"Sis, you look so hot with that cock in your mouth," Lily said, "So cute it makes me want to give you a kiss." With that, Lily released the cock. The free half dangled down between my breasts and I held it in place with my lips, wondering where Lily was going to kiss me.
Lily suddenly dropped her head down low, so that she was below my breasts. She turned her head up and opened her mouth. She started to raise her head quickly. She knew I had had a breath in about 30 seconds, I was going to have to take the dildo out soon. Lily quickly gobbled the tip of the double sided dildo into her mouth. She stretched her mouth wide and relaxed her throat. She quickly started to take the dildo into her mouth. I was amazed at how fast and how fluidly the black, rubber cock disappeared into her mouth and bulged into her throat. Lily's eyes watered, but she did not choke as inch by inch, the cock disappeared into her throat. I felt increased pressure on my own throat, as Lily used the resistance from my mouth to push it in.



In just a few second, Lily twist her neck and turned so that she was facing me directly. Her eyes were watering but she looked beautiful. There was only about two inches of rubber cock between our faces. My lungs were starting to call for air. But I desperately wanted a kiss from my sister. She slid her neck forward another couple of inches and the rest of the dildo slipped down her throat. I felt my sister's lips, straining against the outside of the dildo, press against my own. We were kissing, with 18 inches of dildo in our throats. It was completely inside of us, linking us intimately.
We kissed for as long as I could stand it, until my lungs ached and my head felt light. Then I quickly slid the cock out of my mouth. As soon as it passed from my lips, dripping with saliva, I took a massive breath of air and felt my strength returning to me. I now saw the dildo hanging out of Lily's mouth, drooping down between her breasts. It was incredibly hot.
But Lily didn't sit like that for long. Instead, she grasped the dildo, right near her lips, at the midpoint, and slid it out of her mouth. It came out easily and she took easy breaths. Then, she flopped down on her ass on her bed. She took the dildo and spun it around. Then she took the end of the dildo that had just been inside of my throat, and gently set it against her cunt.
Slowly, and carefully she started to insert the massive dildo into her pussy. Her back arched and she moaned as the first few inches, lubricated with my saliva, disappeared into her dripping slit. She moved with the same confidence and ease with which she had deep throated it earlier. I watched, almost in a trance, as she carefully fitted 9 inches of the dildo into her wet cunt. She then stopped, letting the rest of the dildo flopped down onto the bed.
"I can't fit this whole thing inside of me," she said coyly, "Maybe my baby sister can help?"
By this time, I had caught my breath. I didn't need to say anything, I just quickly made my way over next to Lily. She lifted up her left leg and I slide my right underneath it. Then I hooked my left leg over her rights hip, sort of standing up on it slightly. I reached down and grabbed the still-wet dildo with my hand. Lily reached forward, grabbing the dildo as well, carefully positioning it against my slit.
"Good girl, she slid it on in," she cooed. It was such a sexy thing to say, I felt a tremor run through my body. I was already ready to come again. I needed this cock inside of me. With Lily's help, I carefully guided the tip of the dildo into my pussy. By now I was an old pro with a dildo (kind of) and I felt it deliciously sliding into my body without any real pain. Some of it was because it, and I, were so wet. And some of it was because Lily helped, guiding my hips and encouraging me.
Just a minute or two after Lily has fitted her half of the dildo into her cunt, I felt the last few inches of the dildo slip inside of me. I felt like I was so full that I was about to burst. I couldn't believe I'd fitted the whole thing inside of me. But I had and now Lily and I had our other lips kissing. I could feel the heat of her pussy against mine. Our legs were intertwined perfectly so that there was no space between us. Lily leaned forward briefly and kissed me. But just as I was started to kiss back, she leaned back onto her elbows on the bed. She gave a short shove with her hips and I felt my pussy contract. I moaned loudly. My sister was fucking me with the dildo!
I quickly fell back on my elbows on the bed. I used my leverage to shove back. When I did, I felt my clit smack roughly into Lily's clit. She moaned loudly and writhed on the bed. Then she started to pump her hips harder. I found the rhythm she was using and started matching it without effort. We shoved our hips together with abandon. The whole while our pussy lips (and, deliciously, our clits) banged together. I watched as Lily's massive breasts bounced up and down on her chest as I fucked her. I saw her eyes doing the same for me.
We were both exhausted and extremely horny from our earlier adventures. It didn't take very long for both of us to reach our climax. We were both wailing like stray cats in the bedroom, moaning as the tension built and built. Finally, Lily gave one last, hard shove with her hips. My body felt like it was made of glass and then completely shattered. I shoved my hips out once as the pleasures swept over my body and overwhelming my mind. On that last shove, my sensitive little clit smacked directly into Lily's and I saw her eyes slammed shut and her mouth freeze open. She was cumming as well. Our orgasms swelled together, and vibrated along our shared dildo. Finally, they reached a crescendo and then gently dropped us. We collapsed onto the bed, panting, dehydrated, and exhausted.
Once we had caught our breath, we slid the dildo out of our bodies and let it fall to the floor. Once we were free, Lily wrapped her arms around me and held me in her bed, "Any guilt or shame or anything else sis?" she cooed into my ear. I thought about it and was surprised at what I found.
"No, not really at all. You were right, if not one gets hurt, then what is the problem?" I said and I could feel my sister smile.
"What are you feeling then?" she asked. And that was a more complicated question. I felt satisfied, sated, confused, tired, dirty, happy, loved, loving, and a million other little things.
"I feel...like I am at home with my sister," I said, finally finding the right combination of words.
"Me too," My sister said and she pressed her lips against mine gently. And there we fell asleep; arms, legs, and lips intertwined. Sisters who found a strange, but wonderful path to adulthood together.
Epilogue: The End of Pledge Week
"Oh Christ shut that off!" I heard my voice say before I fully registered where I was at and who I was. Slowly my eyes opened. I recognized that I was in my sister's room. I felt her arms wrapped around me, her breast against my back.
"Huh?" she asked, then she reached over me, found her alarm clock and shut it off. I looked at it. 11:30 a.m. Wow, we had really worn each other out. We'd fallen asleep just a few minutes after we'd finished fucking and slept until then. I rolled over now so that I was facing my sister. We were both still naked and as I turned, she kept her hands around me. I looked into her sleepy eyes now, and once again saw my sister. I thought back to the night before, with my lover, and felt sort of strange. I suddenly felt awkward around my sister. I couldn't believe we'd had sex. And the ways we had sex, oh my God! Lily giggled.
"A little sex hangover there baby sis?" she asked.
"Huh?"
"You got a little intoxicated with lust last night. Don't feel bad, so did I. Now you wake up and it's kind of hazy and you can't remember everything you did," she said. Once again, she had known exactly what I was feeling, when I was feeling it.
"I guess so," I said and then smiled back at her. Just knowing she knew what I felt like, made it a little less awkward.
"Don't feel that way," she said, "It isn't worth it. What happened, you can't change it."
"Okay,"
"Besides, why would you want to? It was good!" She smiled at me and I blushed.
"I am good?" I asked.
"You're an Abood! Of course you are good!" she said and I laughed. She squeezed me tighter and kissed me, in a sisterly way, on the lips.
"Thanks for last night," I said after a while. Once she had soothed my concerns, I was just left with the glow of love and lust from the previous night.
"Thank you," she said. Her voice became more solemn, "I love you little sis. I just want to ask you now, that you aren't insane with horniness, do you forgive me?" She didn't meet my gaze with her eyes.
"Well," I said philosophically, "Tell you what. I will forgive you on one condition."
"What?"
"Just promise me we will get to do that again some night," I said and my sister giggled.
"Deal," she said, hugging me closer. For a few minutes, we just lay together, holding each other and sharing our warmth.
"Hey," Lily said after a while, "What time did the clock say when I turned off the alarm?"
"11:30, why?" I asked.
"Shit!" Lily yelled and then quickly jumped up off of the bed, her breasts bouncing mightily. I was totally confused (and still not fully awake.)
"Christ Lily, what is the problem?" I asked.
"Today's Meeting!" she said, opening up her closet and rummaging around.
"What?"
"The initiation. Pledging ends today, you get initiated into the sorority," she said.
"So?" I said, still completely confused.
"It starts at 12:00, I was supposed to tell you last night."
"Shit!" I yelled and then jumped up out of bed.
"I know, I am sorry. Look, there, is no time. Run down stairs and get a quick shower. Get into the dining room before the ceremony starts. I will meet you there," she said. I started to walk towards the door, "Oh Lizzie, wait," my sister said, I stopped.
"What?" I asked, impatient to get ready. I didn't want to be late. She moved over towards me and kissed me lightly on the lips.
"I love you," she said. I melted.
"I love you too," I said and hurried out the door.
* * * * *
Twenty minutes later I was standing in the middle of the dining room. The blinds were all closed and, despite the fact that it was only noon, it was incredibly dark in the house. Once again, all of the non-freshman girls were standing around the outsides of the room. For the first time since the very first meeting, all of the upper class girls were wearing their ceremonial robes. My sister was standing in the front of the room, next to Carrie and Heather, looking happier than she had all week. Her hair was still slightly wet (as was mine) and she gave me a little smile. I didn't really know what to expect at this meeting, I was a little bit excited, but I was far too relaxed from the previous night to feel nervous.
"What happened last night?" a voice said. I turned and saw Lori standing right next to me in the middle of the room. I smiled at her.
"I will tell you later," I said, but I didn't think that I would. Last night with my sister had been amazing. But I couldn't go around having everyone know, could I?
"Pledges," Heather said suddenly, instantly, the freshman girls became quiet (the rest of the girls had already been silent and somber) looking at us, "I call to order this, the final sorority meeting of Pledge Week!" she said. Suddenly, everyone burst out into applause. Heather even smiled and let us enjoy it for a moment. Then she raised her hand. We all became quiet once again.
"This has been a long and eventful week, I am sure," Heather said and everyone laughed. There weren't any mysteries anymore, we all knew what she was talking about, "I want to say at the outset that I am proud of all of you. Not every president gets to preside of a pledge glass as superb as this one. You did everything that was asked of you. You did not complain. And you looked good doing it," Everyone laughed again. I looked around the room at all of these girls. I felt so close to all of them in that moment. There was a bond here that not everyone would understand. But hearing Heather talk, make me realize how real it was. I reached over and found Lori's hand and gave it a squeeze. She squeezed back.
"But what I need you all to understand is that the things that happened this week happened for a reason. And that reason wasn't just that it was a lot of fun. Every day of your experience here should have driven home a lesson about the core values of this sorority," Heather spoke with a sort of dramatic air and that made it sound so important and I could actually feel it, filling me up, "Girls from this sorority know about the six core pillars of sisterhood. Sisters know how to love themselves. Your junior sister should have told you that. Sisters know how to love their sisters. You should have learned that during mix and match game. Sisters know how to serve. Your sophomore sister should have taught you that. Sisters know how to be served. You should have taught you that last night. And Sisters are creative. Your movie showed that you know about creativity." Heather paused for a minute and looked around the room. I felt anxious, but I couldn't say why.
"But those six pillars are not really separate, discrete characteristics. They form six little parts to a single whole. And that is the lesson you learn today as you are inducted into our sorority. Sister's the six pillars of our sorority are here to support you. They are here to support you in the most important thing of all. The six pillars of Sisterhood are designed to help you live a good life. Follow these six pillars, and happiness and love will follow you wherever you go.
"Six Pillars!" All of the other upper class girls called out in unison. I heard the words and thought of all I'd done that week. And I was sort of shocked to find that everything that Heather said seemed to apply to me. It really did feel like by embracing the opportunity afforded by the sorority that I had reached some kind of true happiness and fulfillment. The support of my sisters, both genetic and chosen, had brought me to a place where I felt like I belonged. And perhaps that was the reason they did the things they did. There was no way these lessons could have been instilled so quickly and with such force if they had initiated us in another, less extreme manner.
"Now, new members of our sorority," Heather said, "The sophomore, junior, and senior classes would like to invite you to join us...in living the good life." And with that, it was like Heather had flipped some sort of switch. All of the older sisters quickly grabbed the laces on their robes and untied them. Instantly 30 robes feel to the floor. And standing in a circle around us now was 30 naked girls. Heather, Carrie, my sister, and everyone else. Completely naked. I was flabbergasted. I looked at Lori and her jaw was on the floor. This place still had the power to shock.
"This is the last part of your initiation," Heather said, "Love, be loved, serve, be served, and...get creative." She said and then she started to walk out into the crowd of freshmen in the middle of the room. The other older girls quickly followed suit, pouring into the middle of the room and finding freshman girls and one another. They moved quickly and with purpose and soon, everyone was swept up in the moment.
The first hour of the ASO meeting (that's what we in the sorority call the Annual Sorority Orgy, so that no one knows what we are talking about), was one gigantic blur. It would take me as many pages as I have already written again to describe to you everything that I saw, and even then I would miss out on the things that I did not. There were just girls everywhere and anywhere. Girls with their legs spread, girls' breasts, there were tongue and asses and legs and lips, and clits, and everything else you could ever imagine. There were big piles of girls where it was hard to tell how they could all breath. There was unbridled passion and lust and people doing things they would probably never have the courage to do outside of this massive, electrical situation. All I can do is maybe give you a little bit of the highlights.
I remember early on seeing I remember seeing four girls (one of them was Mandy), lying on the ground in a sort of square. Two girls lying on their backs on the floor, side by side and head to toe. Then there were two other girls lying horizontally across those girls, also side by side and head to toe. The end result was that each girl had their face in someone's pussy and their pussy in someone's face. They were all four munching each other wildly and seemed to be completely oblivious to the world around them.
I remember some time later watching Laura (Lori's "friend") sticking grapes into her own mouth, pulling them out of her mouth and then gently inserting them into Allaya's pussy and asshole. Then a senior girl, who was frigging herself frantically, would suck both out of Allaya's body. Sometimes she would eat them and other times she would spit them into Laura or Allaya's mouth so that the other could eat it. Laura really had a thing for food play I guess.
I remember seeing Bethany, the great gymnast, doing a split. But she wasn't just doing any split. Of course, she was naked. But more importantly, her left leg was across a table and her right foot was wedged into a window sill. The end result was that her split was sort of dangling in the air and her pussy was exposed about three feet off the ground. Bethany was rubbing her breasts with one hand and keeping herself balanced against the wall with the other. Underneath of her was Adrianna. Her lips were sealed around Bethany's pussy, sucking on her slit and clit while she fingered herself.
About a half an hour into the orgy, I remember seeing one girl on the ground. I cannot say for sure who it was though. Because there as one girl (Kristen) sitting on her face. The Kristen's pussy was on the bottom girl's lips and her asshole was right on her nose. A pair of seniors were sitting on the bottom hands, the bottom girl's fingers deep in their cunts, and two other girls (one of which was Carol) were sitting on her feet. Carol was just humping up against the girl's toes, but the other girl, a junior I think, actually had five toes buried in her stretched out twat! A sixth girl was sitting on the bottom girl's knees and relentlessly fingering the bottom girl's clit. The girl on the bottom was trying to writhe but couldn't even move. I was so jealous!
Finally, near the end of that first hour I distinctly remember one thing that I will never forget. I saw Carrie sitting on the ground with her legs spread wide. And sitting between her legs was the slimmest, most petite girl in the sorority (her name was Alex Bukowski and I think she was a junior). And one of Alex's hands, in a fist, was buried deep inside of Carrie's twat. Now, let me note, Alex had small hands, it is probably why Carrie picked her, but not that small! Carrie was moaning and shaking on the floor, and seemed to like being completely filled up.
And what was I doing that hour? Oh God! Is everything that moves a sufficient answer? I don't really have any concrete memories of full sex acts. I remember bits and pieces of many. I remember having my face in one girl's lap while she pulled on my hair. I remember being shoved tits first into the wall so that some girl could eat my asshole. I remember finding a girl who could put her legs all the way behind her head and then shoving my fingers in her ass and pussy while I held her legs up. I remember someone putting a big, magic marker in my pussy. And little bits of indecipherable details as well.
About an hour into the orgy, things had settled down somewhat. That is not to say that people had stopped having sex, it was just less manic now. Girls were grouped together in pockets of three of four girls, kissing one another and making love. People had had orgasms and were feeling more relaxed now. They wanted to show affection for others. I had just finished having a girl named Kim Stern suck my pussy until I came twice and had to forcibly push her away. I was sitting in the corner of the room, catching my breath.
Out of the corner of my eye I saw my sister. She was sitting in another corner of the room with her arms folded across her chest. I had seen her having sex earlier (she had been eating another senior's asshole if I remember correctly), but it seemed like she was completely out of it now. She had the same scowl I'd seen on her face all week. For a second I felt nervous, maybe I'd done something wrong. But then I noticed that now she wasn't looking at me. I followed the path of her eyes and saw, in the middle of the room, Heather in a scissoring position with Carrie. They looked like they were having fun, but just winding down.



Suddenly, everything clicked. I thought I'd understood everything the previous night when I was with Lily. But now things began to come into focus. All of my sister's fleeting mentions of Heather, the feud that they had going back to the previous year, and my sister's anger. All of these things were connected. I felt so stupid for not realizing it before. They had been roommates. I looked around the room and saw Lori gently kissing a junior girl. I knew how important Lori was to me already. How much we bonded. I realized that Lily and Heather must've bonded too. Maybe it had grown into something more. And then something changed. They'd had some sort of falling out. Maybe it was the election. Or maybe the election happened because of the falling out. But I could see it now. A lover's quarrel.
And I realized this sort of explained some of my sister's antagonism towards me. I mean, not entirely, but to a degree. Why would my sister be worried about me joining the sorority? Sure, I was her "annoying little sister" and all of that, but there was more to it. If Lily was secure in this place, I wouldn't have felt threatening to her. The fight with Heather was what had made her insecure! My sister had found a place that over three years had made her feel at home and a part of something. And then a fight with Heather had made her feel like an outsider, she even lost in a popularity contest disguised as an election. And I came and reinforced that insecurity, making her feeling even more alienated. Well I'd fixed that problem, but the root of the anxiety was still there. I thought back to all of the things that Lily had said about Heather, and the more I thought the more I knew that I was right. Suddenly, an idea struck me. I thought I had an idea for how to fix the problem.
It looked like Carrie (who I now saw as a shallow replacement for my sister) had cum. Heather hadn't but Carrie was too tired to keep going. I looked back over at my sister. She was hanging her head now, not looking. Perfect. I got up from the floor and walked over toward Heather, who was looking around the room with a mixture of interest and frustration. I walked over and stood next to her.
"Madame President," I said.
"Mademoiselle actually," Heather said from the floor. She looked up at me here eyes were so deep and pretty. She grinned at me, her smile itself a sexual act. She was still horny, and she was looking me over, wondering what to do.
"I want to thank you for letting me rush and then pledge here," I said and she shrugged.
"You are a perfect fit honey. You belong here," she said, "You even have the right look." She said, I took that as referring to my sister.
"Well, either way, I would like to thank you for what you've done for me," I said in a sultry voice. This seemed to perk her up.
"What did you have in mind beautiful?" she asked.
"Follow me," I said and reached out my hand. She looked at me for a second, and then took it. I led her across the room. I felt her eyes on my ass as we walked. I wondered if she was thinking about how much I looked like my sister. I wondered if she thought that by fucking me she would be getting back at Lily. Or if she missed Lily and now had a chance to be with her one last time without actually being with her. Both thoughts made me feel dirty, but in a way that I liked. We walked to the opposite side of the dining room, over by the door to the living room. I pointed to a spot behind the big couch in the living room.
"Sit down, close your eyes, and don't open them until I say. It is going to be a while. I have something big in mind," I said in my most sultry voice. Heather quickly complied, sitting down theatrically, exposed her shaved pussy, and closing her eyes. She was so sexy, I couldn't help myself: I leaned and gave her a quick kiss. I watched her lips turn up slightly.
I got up quickly and shuttled back across the room. I found Lily sitting next to the wall, still looking down. I kicked her gently. She looked up, annoyed at first, and then seeing it was me, she smiled good-naturedly.
"Hey sis, having fun?" she asked.
"Hey listen," I said, realizing the timeline was short, "I have a really fun idea." Lily's eyes roamed over my body.
"Oh honey, I want it as much as you do," she said sounding apologetic, "But do you think it is a good idea in front of everyone?" I actually blushed.
"No, No, No," I said, "Not like that." She furrowed her brow.
"What then?" she asked.
"Something else, not directly with me," I said.
"Like what then?"
"Just trust me," I said, "You will like it."
"Oh come on, you know I hate surprises!" she said. I knew she was intrigued now that she was begging.
"No, just trust me. Close your eyes," I said. She looked at me briefly out of the corners of her eye. Then she grinned broadly and closed her eyes. She put her hands up and I helped her up to her feet. I quickly shuffled her across the room (dodging lovers in various kinds of embrace). Finally, I got her right next to Heather. I positioned Lily so that she was right between Heather's legs. I got up close to her ear.
"Get down on your hands and knees," I whispered. Lily smiled coyly and then complied. I helped guide her so that she wouldn't bump Heather. However, her hair did drape down over Heather's legs. Heather shivered and then smiled. For a moment, I thought she would speak but she didn't. I carefully guided Lily's head so that she was just inches from Heather's pussy. She breathed in with her nose and smiled. I leaned in between them.
"Open your eyes," I whispered. They both opened their eyes at the same time. For a moment, they just absolutely froze. Then they both looked over at me. A wave of anger emanated from both of them. I almost stepped back. They didn't just instantly fall on each other. I kind of hoped they would. I needed to do something. I fumbled, and then just started talking.
"You...You guys...something is wrong. And it is bad for the sorority and it is bad for each of you. I don't know...What you are fighting about. But I know it is happening. You need to work it out. You know this place and this position. You guys were friends once and you won the video competition right here and in this spot. That should mean something to you. You need to remember what that was," I said. I felt strange, because I knew so little about what was happening. But these were my sisters (to different degrees) and I could sense what they needed.
"Ellie!" Heather said.
"Lizzie," My sister yelled, cutting off Heather. But the instant her mouth opened, I pushed her face into Heather's lap. Her mouth quickly covered up Heather's wet slit. Heather shook and gasped, looking like she was going to fall over. For a moment, my sister looked like she was going to pull her head up. I had to think fast. I looked around and saw a girl walking by. I reached up, grabbed her wrist and pulled her down. I instantly put the girl's fingers into my sister's cunt.
"Holy fuck!" My sister moaned. The girl's finger sunk into my sister. It was only then that I looked over and saw who it was that I had grabbed. It was Lori, looking absolutely confused and shocked. But I was glad I saw her instead of someone else.
"Lori, you keep your hand on my sister's pussy and clit as long as she eats out Heather. The instant that she stops licking Heather, you stop fingering. Do you understand," I asked. Lori nodded, "And do you both understand?" I said, asking Heather and Lily. For a moment they just writhed on the floor, moaning, "Understand?"
"Yes!" they both yelled out in unison. I looked down and saw that Lily was licking Heather's pussy passionately. Heather was grabbing her own breasts, her head thrown back, moaning loudly. Lori looked at me like I had just beamed there from another universe.
"Trust me," I said. Then I figured that nothing good could come from me sticking too close. I walked halfway across the room, sat down, and watched. I watched as Lily passionately licked Heather's pussy, tonguing it and even getting her fingers inside of her ex's pussy. It seemed the more she licked, the more into she got. Heather ran her fingers through my sister's hair, whispering something to her. Heather's long nipples looked amazing as she rocked her hips on the floor. Lori looked both terrified and aroused. While I watched them, I played with my tired little clit, feeling my arousal grow as I watch my sister fuck her ex-lover.
After just a few minutes I saw Heather's body start to tense up. Her eyes slammed shut and her mouth made a perfect "O." She started to shake. This seemed to be a signal to Lily. Her tongue continued to work, but her body became rigid. I could hear her moaning across the room. Finally, they collapsed together, panting on the floor.
Now was the moment of truth. I hoped that, like everything else this week, sex would solve any problems. I saw Lily sit up, breathing deeply. She said something to Lori. Lori said something back and Lily patted her hand gently. Lori shrugged, got up and went away. Then Lily turned back to Heather. They started to talk. I couldn't hear them over the moans in the room. They both seemed to be talking quickly, but not fighting. I saw my sister pointing around the room briefly. Heather nodded her head and then pointed towards the front door. My sister shrugged and nodded. Lily looked down and said something. Heather took a deep breath. And then I saw Heather say something. She was repeating it over and over again, "I am sorry. I am sorry. I am sorry." My sister said something, but Heather shook her head. I saw tears rolling down her cheek. Lily was crying too. She said something and then wrapped her arms around Heather. Soon they were holding each other, rocking on the ground, crying and whispering. I smiled with well-earned satisfaction. Then I went and found some action!
About half an hour later (I cannot for the life of me remember what happened next. I vaguely remember a spatula? I don't know...it was good) I was again sitting on the floor. I felt someone kick me gently. I looked up and saw my sister looking down at me. Smiling.
"How did you know?" She asked. I knew what she was talking about.
"I pay attention to things. I am not a self-absorbed little kid. Anymore," I said and she laughed. She shook her head, tears still in her eyes.
"Heather...We...It was so stupid...and complicated...I didn't...and she was such a... I can't even begin..." My sister stammered, sitting down next to me.
"Lily, relax. I was just following the Six Pillars," I said and she laughed. But it seemed like she considered it and knew it was true.
"I guess so," she said, "It was creative, I will give you that."
"I thought you'd like it," I said, "If you didn't kill me." She punched my shoulder jokingly. Then she got a little more serious.
"It's so funny you know. I was afraid when you started here that you were going to come here and tear my life apart. But instead you put it back together. My family, my sorority, my relationships, all of it. Thank you Ellie, I love you so much!" She said, wrapping her arm over my should
"I love you too Lily, but don't thank me. You and this sorority gave me the tools to help you. A week ago, I just WOULD have gotten in the way. But I learned here, sisters work best when we are working together. And I put that lesson into practice," I said. Lily sort of leaned back like I had raised a thought. Lily got a mischievous look in her eye.
"The sorority really has been here for us hasn't it?" she asked. I nodded in response, wondering what she as getting at, "Well maybe we should work together and thank the sorority for bringing us back together," my sister said. I knew exactly what she had in mind. Sisters just know. And I wanted it.
"Lead the way," I said. Lily stood up and then reached down and took my hand. She helped me up. We walked over to the middle of the room, I looked at my sister's ass as we walked. Here we were, two sisters in the place where we belonged. Surrounded by our friends and completely at peace with each other. I'd never felt so perfect.
When he got to the middle of the room my sister dropped down onto her back on the floor. It was soaked in girls' juices and strewn with make-shift toys. I looked down at her and smiled. I knew what she wanted. I stepped halfway over her and then turned so that I was facing her feet. Then I squatted down over her face. I felt my pussy lips press against her lips. She kissed me and I moaned. Then I leaned forward, burying my face in my sister's hot muff. We settled into a 69 position. I love the way it felt to have her breasts in my belly while my breasts were in hers. Lily smelled delightful, like she'd been fucking for hours. I started to lap at my sister's hot cunt, soothing it with my tongue. She returned the favor and I moaned into her pussy. For a few moments, we licked each other in blissful anonymity.
"Holy shit!" I heard a voice say, "The Aboods are fucking." I knew instinctively that Lily and I should just pretend we didn't hear. It would be better. I continued to pleasure my sister, tasting her juices and feeling her skin against mine. I heard people whispering and talking to one another, but I kept my eyes closed. I could tell that people were crowding around and it increased my arousal. I licked more passionately.
We heard them assembling for several minutes, as our arousal grew deeper and deeper. I opened my eyes briefly and looked out of the corner. 38 beautiful girls were staring and my sister and I as we made love. I heard people commenting on us, talking about how dirty we were and the beauty of their bodies. But they didn't sound disgusted or offended. There was respect in their voices. Even awe. Our gift back to the sorority was accepted. I felt so beautiful, so feminine and so powerful. And of course, the orgasm came. At the same time, my sister came hard in my mouth.
And the orgasm, the sorority, my sister...I can't even describe it. Everything in the world was just...Perfect.
End Part 4
The End
So that is the end of the story. I will not be returning to the Abood sisters (at least not for a long time). I hope that the somewhat slow build towards this final scenes was worth it. People don't just wake up one day and sleep with their sisters. Only in very unique situations can such a thing occur organically. At the very least, my goal was for this story to have an internal logic that made some sense. More importantly, I hope you enjoyed this story and that it made a positive impact in your life.
Anyway, I honestly write so that I can hear the comments you all give. So please just tell me what you think. Even if it is just a sentence (though I always prefer more). Consider that your payment for the free story. And if you like this, I beg you to read my other stories. Thanks!
YKN
P.S. - I do one edit on my work and try to be thorough. But I figure when it comes to handing out free pornography you all would be better served getting it fast (if a little rough), than waiting for me to polish it like I was getting paid for my work. Especially on a project as massive as this. So, in short, I know there are some errors and I don't really care that much. Just try to enjoy the porn.
YKN
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Chapter 1: Just a Matter of Public Policy
"Hey Jack, you see we got the fiery dyke back again for another week," I heard the voice behind me and knew without looking it was the sweaty guy from the local paper with the big gut and the comb over. I could just sense the way he was sprawled out in the press room, his sweaty arms hung over the chairs on either side of him, looking smug and fat.
Since I could already see the walrus, I chose not to look at him. I kept my eyes to the front of the room where the dais was located, waiting for the Mayor's Communication Director, or maybe even the Mayor herself, to arrive and begin the press conference. Nonetheless, I felt my fingers grasp my pen a little tighter and noticed my heart beating a little faster. A whole week in town and I was still the object of derision, it would seem.
"Well lucky us," Jack, a reporter from the state capital said and the clucked his tongue, "Now I hate to correct you there Pete, but while our new colleague is certainly fiery, I mean right down to her hair, I don't know if dyke is the correct word. I think they call the manly ones dykes. This one, I am guessing she is a lipstick lesbian, better known as 'a true shame.' She's about worth trying to convert. Though, if she had a girlfriend around, I wouldn't mind watchin'. With that said, I hope she grills the mayor's people again on the gay marriage ordinance. I feel like that dead horse could use a couple more whacks." Pete and Jack, the good ol' boys just covering local politics, laughed together, knowing that I could hear them. I knew that there wasn't anything I could do that would be constructive; they were just trying to be trolls. But a week of this had been enough. I turned quickly while they were laughing.
"The term for what I am is not 'Lipstick Lesbian' you stupid fuck. I think the crude, shame-inducing slur you're looking for is 'Shemale.' So why don't you shut up so I can prepare my questions on the gay marriage ordinance for the mayor." I said and I turned around quickly, not waiting to see the looks on their faces.
I already knew what the face looked like. As an attractive non-operative transwoman who was extremely open about my identity, I had seen the complex mix of confusion, disgust, and arousal before. Oh, just so we are clear here, when I write that I am attractive, I am not (just) tooting my own horn, I am trying to explain why my identity is so troubling to queer-bashing men.
I am relatively short at 5'5 and I only weigh about 110lbs. I have very long dark red hair (I was 28 at the time and I had been growing it continuously since I was 18) that I wear in a long ponytail down my back. I have wide green eyes, very thick lips (the lower one pierced on the left side), small ears, an upturned nose (with a stud), and a light complexion. I wear a 32-B bra, have a tight, compact body (with a belly button piercing), lithe legs, and very small feet. I have thin arms, the right one has a sleeve of vaguely floral tattoos (I also have a tattoo on my left thigh of a butterfly and a honey bee on my left foot). I guess I look like the slightly skanky bad girl that the straight-laced type of guys fantasize about when they are alone. I guess when then realize that I also have a 5-inch cock (also with a stud) it sort of messes with their minds. Although that day (and every day for the past week) I was dressed conservatively with a gray pencil skirt a red blouse, and a gray jacket that covered up most of my arm tattoo.
"Well I guess you hope the ordinance passes now," I heard Pete say, "then you can go about converting the shemale." He started laughing
"Fuck off," Jack said, a little discomfort in his voice now, which I was happy to have implanted. I wasn't here to make people comfortable. In fact, the two local rubes were right about one thing, I was here to talk about the "gay marriage ordinance." Although, that characterization was, at best, misleading. I had left L.A. a week and a half earlier to cover a local ordinance that would require employers to provide the same benefits they provided to married employees to employees who had completed same-sex commitment ceremonies (verified by notarized certificate). (I won't tell you the city, let's just say it isn't big enough to have professional sports teams but it is big enough that everyone in America has at least heard of it).
At the time I was working for a website that covered news stories important to the LGBTQ community. When I'd heard that the city in question was considering this ordinance I was intrigued. Then I heard that four of the ten members of City Council were solid yeses, three others were on the fence leaning yes (including a Republican) and that the Republican mayor was threatening to veto the measure. I knew I had to be there and cover it.
I'd flown in the week before and been desperately trying to get answers to my questions ever since I got there. The first week, things had not gone well. Initially, they'd refused to give me a press credential, claiming that the site I worked for was not a legitimate news outfit. After threatening a lawsuit, I was finally allowed into the press conference where various local elected officials pretended that I wasn't raising my hand when it came time for questions. On top of that indignity, there were the Jack's and Pete's of the world. I'd taken the weekend to relax in my hotel room (a suite no less, if in a part of town that rolled up the streets at 5:05) and now it was the start of a new week and I felt my hurt pride adding to the righteous indignation I'd already felt as soon as I'd heard about this story.
"Alright, the Mayor will be arriving shortly. She will be taking questions for no more than 15-minutes, Thank you," My head shot up as I heard the voice. It was the communication's director. This was good, I'd only been allowed into one press conference last week when the Mayor had actually taken questions. She hadn't called on me, but I figured: another day, another chance. I folded my lip ring into my mouth, hoping to prevent her from seeing it, maybe making her more amenable to hearing what I had to say. I grabbed my notebook with my handful of scrawled notes and felt my adrenaline start to rush.
In a few moments, the door behind the podium opened up. The first person through the door was someone I recognized. It was the Mayor's personal assistant or aide or whatever, her name was Hena something. Hena Dutta I believe. I was always surprised when I saw her walking near the Mayor. One does not often associate the Republican Party with beautiful, young, Indian college girls, but that was what Hena was. She was a tall girl, maybe 5'9 and very slim. I write girl, but she was probably 21 or so. She had long dark hair and the most beautiful, even, dusky-colored skin I'd ever seen. She had enormous almond colored and shaped eyes and perfect teeth. She looked like a Bollywood star, complete with medium-sized perky breasts, a tight butt, and long legs (though those were particularly obscured by the unimaginative pants suits she wore every day).
After Hena entered the room she sort of shuffled off to the side behind the podium and looked out at crowd. After a moment, the Mayor appeared in the doorway. Mayor Sara Barker was every bit the youngish Republican, female pol. I mean, if you looked at her on the street, the first thing you would think would be "that chick voted for George W. Bush twice and is still proud of it." She was blonde (of course) with incredible blue eyes, perfect teeth, and flawless white skin. She was a college cheerleader and it was clear that she put a lot of time and effort in maintaining her youthful looks even if she was now 42 years old. Her breasts were exceptionally large, but the rest of her body was very slim. She was short in person at around 5'4 but she looked taller on camera. She always wore snappy red or blue dresses that accentuate her still youthful curves and her round ass. I wondered if the fact that she had her husband (a real estate developer) had never had any kids explained how she kept it so tight. Hey, she might've been the enemy, but credit where credit was due.
"Okay everyone," she said in her breathy, sunny voice, "Thanks for making it to the Monday morning press conference. I have meetings today about development on the Johnson Street corridor and another with some local girl scouts, so I only have about 15 minutes. I don't have anything in particular I want to talk about, but I am ready for questions." My hand shot into the air.
"Yeah Pete," she said pointing to my old friend. I knew she always called on a local guy first, but I had to raise my hand anyway.
"Do you think that the permitting situation for the Johnson Street development can be handled by the Mayor's office or will you be coordinating with Public Works?" Pete asked and I rolled my eyes. Heavy-hitting, investigative stuff wasn't really Pete's deal. He'd asked once last week why the mayor had such a good rapport with voters. Seriously: what a tool.
"Well as you know, I abhor government red tape, I think we can solve this in a way that involves government as little as possible, with that said, the issue does not so much involve the Public Works department as it does..." by now I could barely stand to hear what she was saying anymore. I just listened to her drone, waiting for a break in the mundane details of city management to raise my hand again.
"Thanks that helps," Pete said, making some notes. My hand shot into the air again. This time she called on someone from a national news network and I prayed that he would ask about the ordinance, something I could piggyback on. I was disappointed when he asked about something related to a local university's football team. I looked down at my watch, seeing the second tick away. She said 15 minutes, and we were already 10 minutes into the conference and she'd answered two questions. I began to strategize about what I'd do if I couldn't ask her questions today. But none of my options seemed right. I realized I was too busy being worried about time and started listening to the mayor again
"And I think that Coach Cruz made an excellent point in his press conference yesterday. If that woman did not want to have group sex with the offensive line, why was she in the locker room to begin with?" she asked with a hint of disgust. Ah sports! Wholesome fun it seemed. Wonder why I never got into it?
"I believe she was just an 18 year old and an athletic trainer. Her doctors said..." The reporter pressed. The mayor clearly didn't want anything to do with this toxic line of questioning and I saw her look about frantically.
"Any other questions?" I knew it was now or never. She was off balance and would respond to anything that wasn't related to the football team. I didn't raise my hand this time; I just stood up and started asking questions.
"Mayor Barker, Heidi Drake from QueerWire," I said and I saw her actually wince, "In light of the wide support for Resolution B in the public at large, how do you justify your continued insistence to veto the measure if passed by the city council." Mayor Barker gave me a look that indicated she knew she'd jumped out of the frying pan and into the fire.
"Well, beyond the obvious moral issue," she said, making my teeth grate, "I think this is a financial issue. Our city is not exactly swimming in tax revenue and increased benefits..."
"We are not talking about increased benefits. We are talking about extending the same benefits to everyone," I interrupted. I wasn't going to let her create these sort of false-rational arguments.
"Please let me finish my answers," the mayor said coldly. She gave me an injured looked and I could feel some of the local reporters reflexively sympathize. Our pretty lady mayor is being bullied by the big city outsider. I didn't care, "The point I was trying to make is that it really is a moral issue. I strongly believe that God designed men to be the head of a household and that a wife should be his helper. Now, that can take different forms in a modern marriage, but those are the essential pieces. But, even if that weren't the case, I would still oppose this measure because doing so saves the taxpayers money." She said and acted as though that were an actual policy argument. She turned to ask someone else for a question. But that wasn't nearly enough, I spoke again.
"But several polls show that the taxpayers in this city believe that their dollars should go to benefits for same-sex couples. So really, it isn't about protecting the taxpayers. It is about enforcing your moral code on everyone else," I said.
"Again with the interruptions," the Mayor said, shaking her head, "Listen, I explained my position very calmly and politely. It seems that you don't like to play by the rules. Which I suppose is typical. You work for a 'publication' called QueerWire, so you apparently believe that rules, whether set by man or by God, do not apply to you. And that is fine; you don't have to believe that, it is a free country. But the citizens of this city elected me for two reasons. One, because they wanted the city's fiscal house put in order after 8 years of Mayor Carter and two, because they believe in my strong moral convictions. On this particular issue I feel that I get to prove to the voters that they made the right choice on both counts. Thank you for your questions."
"Stop trying to be cagey and answer the goddamn questions I ask," I said, feeling the adrenaline running in my veins and my heart pounding like a hammer. I knew even as the words came out of my mouth that they were a mistake. There was a little bit of a murmur in the room and the Mayor shot me a look like I'd fucked her dog or something.
"I will not dignify such behavior with a response," the Mayor said after a moment. She sounded almost like her feelings were actually hurt. I could feel sympathy waving out to her in the room. I had been so gung-ho to start asking questions that I hadn't even really been prepared for her obvious head fakes. Now I looked like an asshole. I had to salvage something.
"But..." I started. But I felt someone tapping on my shoulder. I looked over and saw the Mayor aide, Hena, standing next to me. She quickly hissed into my ear.
"You failed to follow the proper protocol. The Mayor will no longer be answering your questions today. If you interrupt again, a police officer will escort you from the press room and you will not be permitted to attend any more press conferences," Hena said. She gave me a stern look that seemed to indicate that while she was young and foolish, someone with real power was putting words into her mouth. I shot her an evil glare, but I closed my mouth and sat down. They weren't going to get rid of me that easily.
But at that moment, the mayor finished her answer to another softball question and then turned and left. And just like that they were rid of me, easily.
Chapter 2: An Applied Tutorial on Power
"Listen, I am not trying to tell you that you're bad at your job or something," said a reporter, Kent, from a prestigious national newspaper (if there is such a thing anymore), "I am saying that you are going about it the wrong way. You can hit them hard on the page, but if you go into their arena, the place where they are in control, and try to take the fight to them on their terms, especially with a tiny outfit like QueerWire behind you, you are going to get smacked down."
I was in a bar about three blocks from the city hall. After the fiasco at the press conference, two other out-of-town reporters had invited me out for drinks. Kent was a middle-aged male reporter from D.C. who seemed full of conventional wisdom. The other was an almost-elderly woman from New York named Carol. It was apparent that they knew each other from way back and seemed comfortable together. They both seemed nice enough and were trying to help. But I was on my third drink and no longer in the mood for it.
"Well, with all due respect, I think you both have forgotten what this is all about," I said, noticing that I was slurring a bit. I wasn't much of a drinker, especially for a reporter.
"And what is that?" Kent asked, downing another shot. His face was red and it was clear he was not unused to drinks on a Monday night.
"It's about, you know, tipping things over. It's about making the comfortable uncomfortable and all of that. I mean, at least today, I tried to do that," I said. Oh yeah, when I drink I get self-righteous.
"Well you certainly did that," Carol said dryly.
"What do you mean?" I asked defensively. Carol spoke less than Kent, but when she did, it went right to the heart of things.
"I mean that you stomped in there like an elephant and made sure that everyone knew that you were there to do it. I mean you left your damned punk lip ring in for God's sake." I tongued my lip ring and wondered if she was right. Had I made tactical mistakes? But I had to bluster now, couldn't let her see that I knew she was right.
"Well someone has to. All of you other reporters, you were just happy to be stenographers, to write down whatever anyone said and just take it. I don't regret not doing that."
"Hey kid, I like you, but go to Hell," Kent said and then laughed. He clearly wasn't overly offended, but it was obvious he thought I was an idealistic kid, off base, not correct about the situation.
"You just think that because your right and you know it that if you spray it all out there people will just agree with you. That the power of your logic is like the gravity of the sun," Carol said, "But you're full of shit." She looked over at the bartender and ordered another glass of wine.
"If people get all the facts, they make the right decision," I said, "People who love one another deserve to be together. When people see injustice, they react."
"False," Kent said.
"People react to power. That's what you don't understand. What did you do today? You played into the mayor's hands. She got to show all of the people who already support her that she is a victim, she got to show those on the fence that the other side is rude and demanding, and she got to make you the sneering face of the opposition, and she can now use you against your allies. And you made her a bunch of money, because she is going to use your little exchange to raise money from the religious right. You might've spoke truth to power, but power doesn't care. You don't win by getting to the truth. You win by having more raw power and using it better. That is what you don't get," Carol said. I was starting to get annoyed and my well-lubricated sense of righteousness led me to squawk back. Again.
"What the Hell do you know about it?" I asked, "I've read some of your stuff. You write well, but you don't seem to be interested in winning or losing anything, you just write what you think will get eyeballs."
"Well there Edward R. Murrow, that happens to be the job," Kent said, reveling in my anger. It was clear he was just stirring the shit at this point.
"You are an activist-journalist," Carol said, not coming back at me with the same anger I did, "I don't think that ever works. Kent is right. Writing is the job, that's what I do. I am not telling you how to do my job. I don't give a damn about any policy in particular. I am too damn old to care about gay rights or anything else. I mean, I don't dislike gays in particular either. Based on who you work for, I assume you are gay," she stated.
"I..." I started to let her know I was transgendered pansexual (as I always did, got to fly the flag) but she put up her hand.
"And I don't care. That's not what I am in this for. For these sorts of issues and talking about 'people' and all that nonsense. But you clearly are. And I am telling you, I have seen activist-journalists before. If you keep running out there full-flame you are going to burn yourself out. And you won't accomplish anything. I am just trying to provide a word to the wise from someone who has seen it all."



"Why, if you don't care?" I asked, it seemed like a killer question.
"Activists give me something to write about and someone who really knows how to shake things up, not just shake her fist at power, she is going to provide a lot of interesting stories," she explained, "But you've got to learn how to play the game." And with that she took a deep drink of her new glass of wine.
"Amen," Kent said, smiling a little in awe of Carol. I guess I was too. She was pushing all of my buttons, hitting all of my professional insecurities all at once. Was I doing anything good? Was it my role to try to do good? Could I sustain this kind of career if I didn't ever get a win? I had been working so hard all week to get any traction and it wasn't working. And it went beyond this week; it felt like Carol and sort of summed everything up. I slumped down at my stool at the bar. Well, if nothing else, Carol had given me a lot to think about. Kent said something to Carol and they spoke briefly, but I wasn't paying attention. I thought back again to my humiliation at the press conference. Maybe Carol wasn't as full of shit as I wanted to believe. I sat for a while, not listening to them, just thinking.
"What do I do?" I asked suddenly, interrupting their conversation, "It's all fine and well to tell me to get power and use it, but what does that mean?" They looked at me, confused, for a moment.
"Come honey, don't be naïve, you know that. You have a youthful pair of tits, you know how power works" Carol said with a knowing look.
"What does that mean?" I said, confused.
"It means that you find something that gives you leverage. Then you apply it," Carol said and downed the last of her wine.
* * * * *
About two hours later it was well past dark and I was stumbling a little down the street towards my hotel. Kent and Carol had called it a night and I had decided I had better leave as well. I hadn't had as much to drink as Kent, but certainly more than I usually did on a work night. Or a Friday for that matter. I thought back on my day, my thinking seemed to become clearer in my drunken state.
I hadn't really engaged with Carol and Kent that much after Carol had explained to me her concept of power. I had just sort of sat in the bar and considered it. I knew, to a certain extent, that she was right. Posting little bits of anger and outrage on the internet wouldn't get things changed. But I also didn't really know how one went about collecting leverage. It sounds easy in the abstract, but where did I start? As I walked back to my hotel, I continued to consider all I'd learned that day.
In order to get to my hotel, I had to walk past the city hall. As I moved in front of it, I stopped for a moment and looked up. It was a simple municipal building with a charming brick façade and a small dome at the top. It looked like the seat of local power that it was and I shook my head.
"Fuck you," I slurred a bit to myself. I don't know if I was talking to the mayor or to myself or what, but it felt nice to say. Then I was suddenly struck by another idea.
"You can't keep me out. You think you hold all the goddamn cards because you do, but I have just as much a right to be here as you," I said. It made sense at the time. But I decided I was going to go back into the press room, when I wasn't supposed to, and I was going to ask my questions again and I would stand there in the empty room and wait and see if I got a better answer than the one I got from the mayor. It might have been a totally empty gesture and it might not have made any difference, but at least it would make me feel good. Carol wouldn't have liked it.
I climbed up the stairs to the front door. Actually it was a bank of doors. I started with the farthest on the left but it was locked. Slowly, I worked my way down, checking each one. The farther I went, the less and less certain I was that I was going to find a door that would open. But finally, on the second to last door, as I gave an exceptionally hard pull, the door swung wide open.
I walked into the abandoned city hall, waiting for security guards or police officers to rush in at any moment and arrest me. But the building was still and silent. Several lights were on, but not many. I didn't even hear the sound of a janitor. It felt a little ominous now, and I stood for a moment in the reception area and just sort of soaked it in. Then I remembered why I was there.
The mayor's press room was on the third floor, the same floor as her office. I quickly walked over to the stairwell (wincing as my heels clicked on the marble floor) and started to make my way up. In a few minutes I was on the darkened third floor. I made my way over to the press room, the scene of my earlier misfortune. It felt suddenly drained of all power, like I was seeing it with its clothes off. It was dark and small and didn't feel at all like an intimidating arena that someone was trying to shut me out of.
I walked up to my seat from earlier in the day and stood in front of it. I looked up to the dais in front of the room. I took a deep breath and got all of my thoughts together. This was going to go exactly the way it was supposed to go this time. I opened my mouth to speak and...stopped.
I heard something, I couldn't quite make out what it was. But I felt a prickle in my skin and a sense of nervousness I hadn't felt a moment before. I stopped moving and listened intently. For a moment there was absolute silence. I was about to start to move anyway, when I heard it again. Now that I was focusing I could tell it was laughter. Just a small amount of laughter. It was coming from the opposite side of the third floor.
At first I thought that the smartest plan would be to get out of the building. If someone were there who had the right to be there saw me, I could get into serious trouble. But, being a reporter, and a drunk one at that, my curiosity got the better of me. Who was in the building? Why? All thoughts about consequences for my actions flitted out of my head. I moved out into the hallway.
Now that I looked, I could see a light on at the end of the hallway, underneath a door. It was the mayor's office. The mayor was in and she was laughing about something. I wondered what it could possibly be. I started to slowly make my way across the floor, past offices and copy machines and the like. I walked past the little reception desk that sat directly in front of the mayor's office. I crept as quietly as humanly possible, but quickly as well. I felt my heart pounding. I don't know if I knew intuitively that something interesting was occurring or that I was just getting off on creeping around, but it was fun.
Finally, I made it up to the door. It was open the slightest crack, but at first I was afraid to look in, afraid that I would somehow block something and get notice. But I heard a strange sound. Not a laugh like before, but I muffled noise that was hard to place. I had to see what was causing it. I slowly slid around to the side of the door. I titled my head slightly and looked into the Mayor's heavily illuminated office and I saw...the Mayor and her aide Hena. Kissing passionately!
For a moment my head reeled. None of this made any sense! I could not be seeing this! But there it was, in front of me. I didn't know what I was supposed to do. But as I watched them, I began to feel... strange. Their kisses weren't just passionate, they were electrifying. The last conscious thing I remember doing was grabbing out my phone, clicking the video button and pointing it towards the action. After that all I could do was watch.
Mayor Barker...maybe I will just call her Sara for this, it will be a little awkward to refer to her by title...Sara and Hena were sitting on a couch in the mayoral office. It was directly in front of me, about fifteen feet away, from the opening of the door. There was a table in front of the couch with a bunch of papers scattered about it. There were two big bottles of diet cola sitting on top of the papers. It was clear that Sara and Hena had been working late into the night and were now doing a different sort of work.
Sara was still wearing the tight red dress and white blouse she'd worn earlier in the day, but her suit jacket was removed, showing how large her breasts were when not confined in fabric. Her knees were together and her feet spread apart on the floor and she was leaning over towards Hena. Her long blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders giving her a sexy, disheveled look. Her left arm was resting across the back of the couch and her right hand was resting on Hena's left thigh.
Hena was sitting right next to Sara. Unlike Sara, it looked like she had changed after work. The unflattering pants suit was nowhere to be found. Instead, Hena was wearing a pair of skin tight yoga pants (a particular favorite of mine) and an equally tight white t-shirt that fell just four inches or so below her breasts, exposing her slim mid-rift. Even from the distance I could see Hena's black bra showing through her t-shirt. Hena was barefoot and her legs were curled up underneath of her on the couch. Her left hand gently rested on Sara's waist and her right hand was placed lovingly on Sara's cheek.
And the women were kissing. Both of their eyes were closed and their lips were pressed together. I saw Hena's mouth open and Sara's did as well. Their tongues poured out of their own mouths and then into the space between them. I could hear the wet, enticing sounds of their tongues pressing together. I could hear a groan escape from Sara's mouth and saw Hena smile around their kiss as she heard it as well. Hena made her tongue rigid and I watched as Sara slowly started to bob her head back and forth on the tongue, sucking it gently.
While they were kissing, Hena's left hand began to move. First it started to press harder into Sara's waist. Then her fingers started to crawl up Sara's body. I saw her fingernails gently tickled the bottom of Sara's right breast. Sara opened her eyes and gently grabbed Hena's hand and moved it away from her breast. She let Hena's tongue fall from her mouth, but gave it one last quick lick.
"No, No, No," she said coyly, "You know what I need first." Hena bit her lower lip and nodded. Then the young aide jumped up from the couch and walked slinkily around the coffee table. She stopped facing right towards the door, her back to Sara. (At this point I absolutely froze, even holding my breath, as Hena was only about eight feet away and facing me, but I kept the camera running).
"Something like this?" Hena asked. She turned and looked over her shoulder for a moment. Sara leaned forward on the couch, putting her elbows on her knees. Her breasts squeezed together, pushing out her cleavage. Sara nodded and spoke in a baby-doll voice.
"Do what I like baby," Sara said. (Any thought that it was in any way a first time, or a sort of one-off thing disappeared at this moment). Still facing away from Sara, Hena grabbed the bottom of her t-shirt and tossed it across the room. She was still facing me and I saw her smooth stomach, gently curved hips and black bra exposed. Her work clothes had not done her justice! She was stunning. The body of a bikini model.
But she wasn't done yet. Now she reached behind her back, finding the hooks to her bra. She unhooked it and quickly worked the bra down her arms and tossed it as well. She was still facing me and I saw her beautiful breasts. They were incredibly perky, bouncing out of her bra like they were still being held there. Her nipples were about the size of quarters and short, and a dense chocolate color.
Now she turned, but not completely. She stood to the side so that her left arm was facing Sara and her right arm was facing me, giving me a gorgeous profile shot of her body. The way her flat stomach rose up to the softly angled bottom of her breast and then to the delicious points of her nipple, only to recede back in a slightly convex shape up to her throat was stunning. And I was also enticed by the way her long, black hair cascaded down her back. Her head was turned slightly so that she was looking at Sara.
"How do I look?" Hena asked, and rather than use the sort of faux-sultry porn voice she'd affected before, it seemed like she was actually asking this time. I could sense a little vulnerability in her voice. Sara paused a moment before speaking.
"You look...beautiful," she said and Hena smiled widely. Then Hena reached up with her hands and cupped the underside of both of her breasts.
"Really?" she said, more playfully now. She shook her reddish brown breasts slightly, and watched as her nipples hardened in the cool office air.
"Incredible," Sara said. Hena giggled in a youthful way (that reminded me that she was probably only 20 or so). Hena started to squeeze her breasts tighter and she fingered her nipples gently. Doing so clearly had an effect on her and I watched as she arched her back a bit, closed her eyes and moaned. Sara shifted on the couch. I could now see her nipples poking out ever slightly from blouse. Hena rolled her nipples between her thumbs and forefingers and let out a little squeal.
"Oh God!" she moaned. Sara shifted again.
"Okay," she said, seeming very hot and bothered, "Stop torturing me and do what I like!" she begged.
"Take you shirt off," Hena said and Sara's eyes got big.
"That isn't how we play this game," Sara said, sounding like she was actually a little put out by the request. Hena seemed to know she was pushing something. She slowly bent over at the waist, pushing her ass far out into the air. She still cupped her breasts in her hand.
"Please," she said. For a moment Sara just looked at her. But the older woman's eyes moved all over Hena's body and it was clear her will was broken.
"Fine," she said with a sigh, "but you didn't say anything about the bra!" Then Sara quickly unbuttoned her blouse and tossed it onto the floor. Her large, and surprisingly perky, breasts were encased in a thrilling red bra that would've looked scandalous on a porn star, let alone a conservative mayor. But once she was out of the shirt, she crossed her arms in front of her tits and leaned back into the couch. (I was surprised, for a woman approaching middle age, her stomach looked flawless, I don't know what she did to keep it that way. But seriously: kudos.)
Hena seemed to accept that she'd gotten all of the concessions she was going to get out of her boss. She released her breasts and then reached back to her hips. While she did this, she turned so that her back was to the mayor. She slipped her fingers into the waistband of her yoga pants. Slowly, she worked the pants back around her round ass; exposing more and more of her brown skin (it was readily apparent she wasn't wearing panties).
As the pants slipped over the bulge of her ass, Hena once again stood up. The pants slipped down her legs and pooled on the floor at her feet. She quickly stepped out of them and stood naked in the mayor's office. Her legs were long and perfectly proportioned. And, from my angle, I got an unobstructed view of her pussy. She had a small patch of well-kempt black hair above tight looking brown lips. I could see the little nub of her hard clit from that distance and could almost smell the thin film of clear liquid that was erupting from inside of her.
Now she turned and faced Sara. Her ass looked tight and her long hair fell all the way down and touch just above her hips. I thought she was going to walk over to Sara now. But I was mistaken. Instead, she slowly dropped down onto the floor, sitting her bare ass down on the dirty office carpet. Then she leaned back. She tucked her left arm under the neck so that as she put her head down, she was propped up slightly, looking towards Sara on the couch (And luckily keeping her eyes where they wouldn't be looking at my narrow crack in the door). I got a thrill seeing the way her pert breasts splayed out across her chest as she laid down, her nipples looking even more prominent in that position.
Then, Hena lifted her legs in the air and then spread them wide apart. She gently lowered them so that her heels landed on the coffee table, in a slightly inclined position. Her ass was just slightly off the ground now and her dripping pussy was facing Sara. I could see the mound of her pussy thrust slightly into the air. Sara's eyes were firmly planted on Hena's body, and the mayor did not move.
"What does looking at me make you want to do?" Sara asked, her voice sounding thick now. Her face was flushed and I could see her chest rising and falling rapidly. I felt like I could see her heart beating in her chest.
"I want to play with myself!" Hena gasped. Her free hand, the right, was gently kneading one of her breasts, playing with the nipple. Her hips rocked in the air and she twisted slightly. I could hear her panting. The little strip show had clearly gotten her motor running. (And mine too, I could feel my cock pressing hard against my panties, but I couldn't even think to touch it.)
"Then do it baby," Sara said, just above a whisper. Hena's hand snaked down off of her breast, giving her nipple one last little flip before gliding across her ribs, over her flat stomach, and nestling into her little patch of pubic hair. Hena gasped loudly as her finger grazed her clitoris. A tremble moved through her entire body. Her fingers slipped lower, rubbing against the juices that were dripping from her pussy. When her fingers were sopping wet she moved them back to her clitoris.
Now that her fingers were lubricated, Hena's hand moved quickly around her pussy. It looked like she was putting her middle and fore-finger together and quickly circling them over her clit. Occasionally, she would dip back down to her open pussy, get her fingers wetter, and then move back up to her clit. She was moaning slightly as she played with herself and her legs trembled on the coffee table. Sometimes, her hips would thrust up into the air, the bottoms of her feet flattening onto the coffee table and her tits moving up towards her face. The whole time, her eyes stayed intently on Sara.
At first, Sara stayed in the position she'd taken since she had taken off her shirt, leaning back with her arms crossed. But as Hena got more and more involved in her actions, Sara seemed that she was feeling it more. Her arms dropped and her nipples were now like little beads in her bra and her breathing was even lighter than before. Around the time that Hena lifted her fingers once to her mouth and licked off her own juices, Sara seemed like she could barely take stand to look professional and detached anymore.
She nestled back into her couch, her large breasts jiggling as she did so. For a moment, she just watched from that position. But then I saw her breath in deeply. From where I was sitting I could smell Hena's sex in the room, it was intoxicating. I was sure that where Sara was located, the scent was overwhelming. Sara carefully reached down unzipped her skirt (it helpfully zipped on the side). When it was all the way unzipped, she flung it off of her lap, exposing her beautiful legs and her cute red panties. As soon as the skirt was unzipped her legs splayed open, giving me an amazing view of her inner thighs. Her body looked incredible. Not just for a woman her age, but for a woman half her age. I could see that her panties were wet (as though there had been any doubt that she was enjoying the show).
Sara lifted her ass off the couch and slipped her fingers into the waist band of her panties. Her legs briefly went back together. I watched as her panties slid down her hips, over her knees, and then down onto the floor. She even kicked them off her small foot in a particularly sexy way. Once she was disrobed (with the exception of her bra) her legs split open again. Sara had soft, smooth pink pussy lips and an inflamed, red clit that seemed to be begging to be played with. She also had a small, well-kempt patch of hair, but hers was a particularly cute little bit of blonde shaved into a landing strip.



"Oh god, you are so beautiful!" Hena said, or more accurately, sighed. She was wiggling deliciously all over the floor. Her nipples stuck up beautifully in the air and her toes were cutely curled together. But she kept her eyes on her boss. With each rapid flick of her wrist she moaned louder and louder and it was clear she was getting close.
Sara's last bit of restrained reserve seemed to break as Hena's lilting and passionate voice echoed through the empty building. She leaned back further in her couch and then her right hand slid over her beautifully constructed thigh. I heard her give a little gasp as her finger brushed against her clit. She bit her lower lip now and looked down at Hena more intently. The passion between them was palpable, even as Hena was bucking more and more wildly on the floor.
It was instantly apparent that Sara had a different technique of self-love. Her middle finger quickly slipped into her hot pink pussy. I saw her hand twist around so that her palm was up and I could see her wrist moving as she slowly stroked the ridged inside of her cunt with the pad of her finger. Even while she did that her thumb zeroed in on her clit. As she stroked the inside of her body, she also stroked the outside. Her finger moved in a sensual rhythm. Her finger, wetter with each movement inside of her and her thumb, circling wildly over her most sensitive part. In a moment, I could smell her scent in the air, mixed wonderfully with Hena's.
Apparently, that smell and the enticing sight of her boss pleasuring herself was more than enough for Hena. Her feet banged sharply on the coffee table. She made a deep moaning voice in her throat that eventually rose up into an ecstatic squeal. And while she moaned, her entire body began to shake. Her eyes closed and she bit down hard on her lower lip. Finally, she screamed out a staccato scream of, "Oh God!" before her body stopped shaking and she fell limp down on the carpet, panting. Her nipples still hard as her breasts rose deeply and she caught her breath.
Sara watched Hena's orgasm with intense interest. As Hena reached the intense crescendo of her clitoral manipulation, Sara completely ceased to move her fingers on her own pussy, in fact she didn't even appear to be breathing. She just watched, her cheeks red and her eyes on fire, while her assistant came in a powerful orgasm. After Hena collapsed, panting onto the floor, Sara gave her an assistant a moment to catch her breath. But, once Hena started to show the slightest signs of life, Sara instantly sprung forward with a request.
"Who ever said you get to cum before me?" Sara said. It was hard to tell from her voice if she was being playful or actually angry that her assistant had diddled herself to orgasm.
"You say I look sexy when I cum," Hena said, but sounding a bit nervous.
"You are sexiest when you cum after I tell you to," Sara explained.
"You told me to play with myself," Hena said desperately. She even shifted uneasily on the floor.
"But I never said to finish. You are getting willful" Sara said. Hena sat up at this point and pulled her knees up to her check, like she was trying to cover herself, "But, I might be willing to forgive you, since you are so sexy."
"Anything," Hena said, her knees dropping again, exposing her breasts to her boss. It now became clear they were playing a game, but how much of the game was based on the real power dynamic at work was less certain.
"Crawl over here," Sara said dryly and pointed to the spot right between her legs. Hena didn't need to be told twice. She got up on her hands and knees in the blink of an eye. Her round ass faced directly towards the door where I was sitting and I could see her pussy dripping down her leg. She started to move towards Sara lankily, her ass and breasts jiggling slightly as she crawled. She stopped as she began to move around the coffee table. There wasn't enough space between the table and the couch for her to crawl so she quickly pushed it aside (thereby exposing the scene more fully to my camera and somehow increasing my luck even further).
Once the table was moved, Hena finished her crawling between Sara's spread legs. When she got exactly to the spot where Sara had pointed, she leaned knelt back and looked up. Sara hadn't moved the entire time, she just watched her assistant. She definitely got a thrill out of being able to order someone around, to make them feel the weight of her authority. I wondered if this was all punishment for Hena exposing Sara's need to see her body, for extracting a concession to have the shirt removed before Hena would take off her yoga pants. I got the feeling that Sara was making a point in not taking off her bra. Push me and you get less, it seemed to say. They sat silently for a moment, another head game. Finally, Hena spoke.
"What would you like Sara?" Hena asked, her voice just above a whisper. Sara's hand shot out quickly and grabbed Hena's beautiful long hair. Hena gave a surprised shriek but didn't appear to be in too much pain. In fact, after the initial squeal, she let moaned slightly; she was enjoying it.
"Eat my pussy!" Sara said, moving Hena by her hair so that her face was directly in Sara's lap. Hena's hands reached forward and grasped onto Sara's thigh's, holding the older woman's legs apart. Sara's hard grip on Hena's hair released and she began to run her fingers through it. She sighed deeply and leaned back heavily in the couch. Her eyes closed. Hena's head bobbed slightly and it was clear that she was sucking and licking on Sara's hard clit and sopping pussy.
The room was generally quiet now, just the gently slurping sound from between Sara's legs and an occasional sigh from the mayor. While she was eating out the mayor, one of Hena's hands moved from Sara's thigh. I watched as it slipped over her breasts and then back down between her own legs. Hena's finger pressed into her still-wet pussy. Her finger started to piston in and out of her sopping hole while she gently licked Sara.
Sara was clearly already worked up before any of this had started. A few minutes of attention from Hena's tongue and she was starting to lose control of herself. Her fingers were still dancing in Hena's hair, but faster now. Her eyes were still closed and her tongue was gently licking her own lips. Without any sort of warning she leaned forward and threw both of her arms behind her back. She spent a few seconds fiddling behind her back and then, gloriously, she slipped off her bra. Her large breasts were stunningly pert, especially for a woman beginning to reach middle age. I really cannot say enough how impervious her breasts were to gravity, they looked like they belonged to an 18-year old. They were tear-drop shaped and stood up high on her chest, with somewhat large red nipples. It was clear that she tanned topless as there was no hint of lines on her body.
Her hands instantly flew to her breasts. She started to knead her flesh roughly with both hands as her legs started to shake. Her fingers found her nipples, tweaking and teasing them as Hena's head rocked faster in her lap. It seemed her breasts came out when they would give Sara pleasure, not Hena. Sara's sighs began to rise, becoming moans and groaned. Hena's finger twitched faster in her cunt as Sara began to get closer and closer.
"Oh Jesus Christ, fuck me you little slut!" Sara yelled suddenly (a phrase that I am sure rarely appeared in any of her campaign commercials). Her eyes shot open and her entire body went rigid. I even watched as her cute little toes curled up and her legs shot out stiff from her body. Hena noticed too, but she didn't stop licking her boss. Sara made a slight creaking sound in her throat and then collapse, limp and sated on the couch. Only now did Hena stop, watching Sara pant and sweat as she came down from the high of her orgasm.
"Oh god, that was intense," Sara said finally. Hena leaned forward boldly, putting her hands on either side of Sara's naked hips. She tilted her head slightly to the side as she rose up and kissed Sara gently on the lips. Sara's eyes fluttered open for the first time since her orgasm, then they closed again and she kissed her lover back, passionately. One of Hena's hands moved up from the couch and began to gently knead Sara's large breast. Their tongue plunged into each other's mouths and it was clear they weren't quite done yet. Finally, Sara broke their kiss.
"My pussy tastes good on your lips," she said, "But I want to taste yours." Without another word, Sara lay down on the couch. She was looking up at the ceiling with her feet on one end of the couch and her head at the other. She had a mischievous smile on her face. Hena did not hesitate, her boss' statement was followed without the slightest hint of conscious thought. She hopped up on the couch, standing on the cushions. She straddled Sara's body, her feet on either side of her boss' head. Then she knelt down slowly, dropping her pussy gently down towards Sara's face. As she inched closer, Sara reached up and grabbed Hena's hips, pulling the girl down. Hena giggled as her pussy lips pressed against Sara's mouth. Then she gasped.
For a moment Hena just squatted over Sara's face. Her eyes were closed and her back was arched fiercely. She was making a slight noise in her throat as Sara's tongue visibly swirled around her clitoris. She even grinded her hips a little bit, pushing her cunt harder into Sara's face.
Then, whether because she felt she needed to reciprocate or Sara gave her an extra little nibble (disliking the slight show of dominance, no doubt), Hena fell forward between her boss' legs. Now the two woman's arms and legs intertwined in a delicious 69. I could see Sara's face clearly, pressed into her aide's pussy, her tongue working furiously. I could also see the top of Hena's head, bobbing slightly as she licked. The two women's breasts pressed into one another's stomachs and they looked like they were made for one another. The room was noisy with their sounds of their tongue slurping and their bodies grinding together. Heat was coming out of the room and the smell of their arousal was incredibly thick.
They stayed in that position for a long time. Their hands moved around on another's legs, hips, and asses but generally they just slowly and sensually kissed each other's most secret areas. After a long while, their tongues became more frantic and their bodies grinded together with more desperation. I could hear their muffled moans and wondered what the vibrations felt like on their pussies. Sara's thighs started to squeeze Hena's head. At the same time, Hena started to grind her pussy harder onto Sara's face, so much so that her clit was bumping Sara's nose.
At the same instant, they reached the absolute peak of sexual arousal. Their bodies stiffened and they were both yelling into one another's bodies. I saw their muscles taut and their soft skin sheen with their sweat, juice, and saliva. Sara's fingers dug hard into her aide's ass cheeks like she was trying to get even more inside of her lover, trying to force two into one. Finally, Hena screeched so loudly I thought the police would show up and the two woman collapsed in a tangled web of hair, arms, legs, and contented smiles.
After a few minutes of getting their heads together, they seemed to rouse. Hena rolled off of her boss onto the floor. Sara sat up on the couch and then Hena sat down next to her. They were both smiling sheepishly and looked a thousand times more relaxed than they had earlier at the press conference.
"That was amazing," Hena said finally and then she giggled a bit. Sara put her arm around Hena's waist and smiled back.
"You really are the best I've ever had," she said and the girl blinked and looked away shyly. Sara put her hand on Hena's chin, pulling her so that she was looking her in the eye. They kissed gently for a moment, but less passionately than before. It was...tender. When their kiss broke they looked at each other for a moment. The room felt pregnant, the word "love" seemed to flitter around the furniture. Someone needed to say it.
"Well," Sara said after a long while, "I guess we need to finish this before I head home." She said, and then looked down at the table that had recently been moved to allow the women to make love. Hena looked disappointed for a moment, but then seemed to realize where she was and what she was doing. Hena's obvious affection for the boss was leverage and Sara applied it. I'd never seen someone put in their place so effectively, it was actually heart breaking. Sara was making sure that Hena knew that their little game together wasn't an equal partnership, Hena didn't get to play games with Sara (like she'd tried to at the beginning) and she wasn't going to get emotional praise. Sex was Sara's game and it happened under her rules at her time.
"Oh yeah, let's go over the parks budget," Hena said a little wounded. But then they were back in the thick of it, like nothing had happened. Just two naked women discussing city policy in a room that reeked of sex. I kept the camera filming for a moment, making sure that I got close up shots of both of them. Then, fearing I would be heard, I clicked off my camera and rushed out of the courthouse as fast as I could (which was tough with a raging erection).
Chapter 3: Playing the Hand Dealt
The next morning when I walked into City Hall, I felt that all eyes were on me. But, rather than feel like I was somehow out of place, it gave me power. It was, after all, what I wanted that day. It put a smirk on my face while I watched the secretaries and office drones stop what they were doing and stare at my body. Yeah, the attempts to wear the conservative clothes and try to play their game were over. From now on they were going to play my game and I dressed accordingly.
The tasteful gray heels were gone, replaced by a pair of midnight black high-heeled boots that came up to my knees. The boring gray pencil skirt was likewise ditched in favor of a black and red pleated skirt that was so short I looked like a pornstar cheerleader. If my cock hadn't been tucked up gently in a pair of red panties, it probably would have hung down below the hem. No uninteresting blouse for me today, instead I wearing a tight black tank top that perfectly complemented my sleeve tattoo and accentuated my breasts. Topping it all off, I let my hair out of my ponytail and then put it back up in two long pigtails. I had decided to flip completely to the opposite end on my sartorial choices: from school marm to punk rocker.
It was a little extreme, even for me. Even for me if it was Saturday night out. Even for me if it was a Saturday night out and I was trying my damndest to get laid. But I was there to make a statement. Judging from the looks I got from people (including some of the reporters I'd sat with in the press conference just the other day), that message was getting through.
As I walked up the stairs towards the mayor's office, I realized I was walking up the very same stairs I had fled down the previous night. But now I was much more in control of myself. The previous night I'd run out of Town Hall to my hotel completely dazed. The entire walk to my room had been like an out of body experience; I was walking and navigating streets and then hallways, but my mind was back at town hall, trying to digest what I had seen.
I didn't even recall putting my keycard in the door, I just remember suddenly being in my room, my phone plugged into my computer, and my heart beating a thousand beats per second as I started the download. Once the rather large video file was off of my phone and onto my computer I pulled it up and started to watch.
Just as real as it had been the first time, I found myself watching Mayor Sara Barker and her aide Hena entwined on the couch. My body still felt electric, the sexual and professional thrill of watching the women heightened by the fact that I'd actually captured everything. I watched intently to make sure that it was...and yes, it was perfect, Mayor Barker had looked directly into my camera at least once. The camera quality was impeccable. There was no doubt about who she was. I had her dead to rights.
I sat back in the chair at the hotel room desk and let in all the air I seemed to have been holding in my lungs since I peeked into the mayor's door. I suddenly became aware that I was sitting in my hotel room. It was almost impossible to remember getting there. I shook my head and then looked back at the screen where I'd paused of a shot of Hena eating out the mayor, who was looking directly into the camera.
"What am I going to do to you?" I asked her. She was too busy to respond. Ever since I'd first seen the two women kissing, I had just gone into complete recording mode. All that mattered was getting a film of what I was seeing and then saving a copy of it on my computer. Now, that was all done and the magnitude of what I was seeing struck me cold. This was huge. Like national news huge mixed with celebrity sex-tape huge. It was unbelievable. But I hadn't even begun to cope with what I needed to do with this hand grenade.
As a reporter and an activist, the first thought I had was pure instinct. "Well you hypocrite, this is definitely news-worthy. I think you are about to get outed," I said to the figure on my computer screen. It would be perfect. I could see it, a story on QueerWire under my name ricocheting around the internet. Heavily censored, but still titillating, photos would serve as click bait and leave no doubt as to the identity of the willing participant. I would be on television talking about my story and go from a nobody to the hottest ticket in town for a couple of news cycles. More important, Mayor Hypocrite would be gone. You don't survive a gay sex scandal when you are a small city mayor, especially not when opposition to same-sex benefits is your defining policy position.
For a moment, I just let myself revel in that vision. A sudden turning of the tides with Mayor Barker cast out of the nation's good graces and a transwoman taking a moment in the sun. But suddenly a voice spoke in the back of my mind. It sounded like...Carol. "Are you going to piss away your leverage? You have a chance to create a change in the world and you want to use it for 15 minutes of fame?"
A new political reality then dawned on me; the calculations suddenly became very different. The current mayor was, of course, a Republican. If she were forced to resign in disgrace she would be replaced by her Deputy Mayor. I had done a little research before I'd come to town and I knew that her deputy mayor was also a conservative Republican. In fact, he was even more hard-line than she was, openly talking about "sodomites" and using other charming euphemisms. Outing the mayor would likely do little more than increase the public's disgust with LGBTQ people and strengthen the new mayor's hand. The gay benefits resolution would definitely be torpedoed. A week after the story broke, Mayor Barker would be out of a job and I would be old news. Worse yet, things in this city would remain as unpleasant as ever, if not more so. The injustice I sought to stop would become even more firmly entrenched.
So where did that leave me? The tape was undoubtedly leverage. The question was finding the best way to use it. Obviously it only worked as a threat to the mayor. She had to feel the risk of being exposed. But, as I'd already reasoned, it was not a particularly great outcome for me either. But it was better than nothing, I had to be willing to use the tape if all else failed. But what did I want? That was the question really, I hadn't ever really thought of it like that before.
A wave of inspiration flooded over me. A whole plan blossomed in my brain. What I wanted had to be simple and it had to be clean. And my little plan was all of that and more. It was perfect. I spent several hours honing the plan, considering options, tossing bad ideas, until I had a tight, stream-lined method to get what I wanted. When I was all squared away, I felt suddenly euphoric, and unquestionably powerful. I was excited for the next day when I would put my plan into actions. So I turned off my computer and slept like it was Christmas Eve and I was six years old; I barely able keep my eyes closed.



The next morning I stayed in bed and decided to skip the press conference. That was not really important anymore, this was about more than a story. This was about the real use of power. And, in order to show that I was no longer playing by the rules, I dressed up in a way that made it painfully obvious.
I reached the mayor's floor and quickly walked towards her office. I stopped next to the secretary and put my hands on her desk, leaning over so that my cleavage was in her face (and I am sure my ass was slightly exposed to the people watching behind me). She was on the phone but looked absolutely disgusted when she saw me. She made a quick excuse and hung up the phone.
"Hello ma'am," she huffed, "Can I help you?
"
"I am Heidi Drake from QueerWire, I am here to see the mayor's aide Hena Dutta. Can you let me in her office?" I said, peering around the desk towards the door. The Secretary leaned over, getting her face in front of mine.
"Do you have an appointment?"
"No," I said and started to walk around her desk towards the office door. She made a strange little yelping sound and then tried to rush in front of me. I just kept moving toward the door. Finally she slipped in front of me, bumping into the door as she did so.
"I am sorry Ms. Drake, but if you do not have an appointment, then you cannot enter the Mayor's office suite or speak to any of her staff people."
"I am sorry Ms. Secretary," I said, "But I wasn't asking for permission to speak with anyone, I was letting you know as a courtesy that I would be speaking with Ms. Dutta, get out of my way." I crossed my arms in front of my chest.
"Ms. Drake, I don't know how things works in New York or wherever you are from," she said caustically and paused for a moment to look at me with disdain, "But that is now how things work here. If you want to make an appointment we can discuss that, but you are not walking past this door."
"I know you are just trying to do your job, and I am not trying to be a pain in YOUR ass, but you need to get out of my way," I said in response.
"I will call security!" she threatened. I didn't necessarily like where this was going, but there was really no way to pull back now.
"Would you just shut the hell up and let me in," I said. The secretary was just about to say something else when the door opened behind her. She stumbled back once and almost fell on her ass. I couldn't help but laugh. I looked into the doorway and saw Hena standing at the door, looking confused. She quickly helped the secretary out of the doorway and then closed the door behind herself. Hena was wearing another in a seemingly endless line of unimaginative pantsuits. This one was a boring blue color and she was wearing a white blouse underneath. She was wearing a pair of black heels and her black hair was tied back in a ponytail. Much more professional than the previous night.
"What is going on?" she asked, her eyes narrowing when she looked at me. I was the rude girl, she seemed to remember me.
"This...lady was trying to barge in on you in your office!" The secretary said, taking her seat.
"I was going to talk to you, I tried to explain it to the secretary, but she didn't seem to understand," I replied coldly.
"I am late for a meeting as it is," Hena said with real anger, "And once again you seem completely unable to follow the rules Ms. Drake," she remembered me for sure, "And if you want to speak with me you should have been at the press conference. I took questions for the mayor for half-an-hour. After the stink you made about getting your credentials, it is unconscionable that you would miss it."
I walked closer to her and she backed up a bit, it was nice to have a little bit of power, even if Hena didn't know why yet, "I don't want a lecture, I want to talk to you in private. Immediately." I said.
"Alright Ms. Drake, I am calling security," Hena said, the second time I'd heard the threat. She started to push past me to walk to the secretary's phone. I grasped her arm lightly and felt her body tremble at my touch. I turned quickly and put my lips to her ear.
"Well you can use that hot red tongue to call security if you want, but I know for a fact it can be used for many, many more...interesting purposes. In fact, I have video of one such use from this very office last night." I released her arm and she stopped walking toward the phone. She looked at me intently, her brow was furrowed. It was clear she was nervous, but she didn't know what I knew and didn't want to give anything away.
"Yoga pants with no panties," I said a little louder than a whisper, "Sort of casual for going over the parks budget, no?" Suddenly Hena's eyes got wide as saucers and her hand involuntarily reached up to her mouth.
"Do you want me to call security?" the secretary asked Hena. Hena remained frozen. It was clear one of her greatest fears had been realized. I instantly felt compassion for her. This wasn't about her, she was collateral damage. I felt terrible, but I couldn't back down. I couldn't even show that I had sympathy. But Hena facilitated Mayor Barker's hypocrisy, so she was going to pay a little price. I would take it easier on her.
"We need to talk hon," I said, touching her hand gently. She shook off her dazed look with a start.
"No, uh..." she said, "Don't call security Ms. Miller. Ms. Drake..."
"Heidi," I said, "please."
"Heidi, follow me, I forgot we had that...thing that we needed to talk about," she said, awkwardly and ineffectively covering. She grabbed the doorknob and opened the door to the office. The Secretary looked completely dumbfounded, so I gave her a snotty glare.
"I thought you were late for a meeting?" I asked as I walked in. Hena breathed deeply but didn't say anything. A moment later, the door was closed behind me.
"I uh..." Hena started, trying to think of an answer for me.
"I don't care," I said, "Just take me to your office." We were actually standing in the middle of the Mayor's office now, the scene of the crime the previous night. As the mayor's personal aide, Hena's office was actually attached so that she could attend to all of the Mayor's needs at a moment's notice.
I wasn't worried about the mayor being in the office, I had checked her schedule online. She had a groundbreaking that day downtown and then was meeting with veterans at the VFW in the afternoon. I was looking for Hena. And when the Mayor's schedule had noted that her personal aid would be available for scheduling appointments that day, I knew she would be in the office.
It might seem strange that my plan was not to immediately go to the Mayor and confront her. That had been my first instinct and, as I had started to plan how my plan would unfold, it had always started with a trip to see the mayor first. But the more I started to think about what I hoped to achieve, the more I realized that I needed more information. One thing you realize when you are talking about leverage, is that you can always use more. What did Archimedes say about it? I didn't want to spring my trap until it was a sure thing. There was only one chance at this, I had to get it right.
That's why I needed to see Hena first. I didn't know how long she was sleeping with the mayor and I didn't know how much she knew about her lover. But I hoped that she would tell me something, anything that would give me more ammunition when the time came to put the screws to the mayor. My best strategy was just to use whatever methods I had to turn Hena against the mayor. The mayor was a hypocrite and not particularly nice to Hena. I could give Hena a chance to push back. It looked like the previous night she was trying to stand up for herself. I would give her the chance. And I would use whatever Hena showed so that I could be ready for the mayor. At least, that was the hope.
Now Hena led me over toward her office. We walked inside and she quickly closed the door behind her. It was an incredibly tiny office with a small desk, a book case, a chair behind it and a stool in front of it. Funny, I thought it was the mayor who was in the closet. It was a little too cute, but I was in the zone. There was no window in the office and, once the door was closed, we were completely isolated. Hena locked the door behind her (no window on the door either) and then walked around several stacks of papers and sat down at her desk. She motioned towards the stool. I moved the stool out of the way and stood on the far side of the desk, looking down at Hena.
"What do you want?" she asked coldly but not as strongly as she'd hoped. I looked around her office briefly, taking my time and letting the tension rise inside of her. I reached forward and picked a snow globe up off of her desk, I flipped it upside down, and then set it back on the desk, the plastic snow swirling. Time to upend things.
"I'm here with the Clinton Initiative, I am supposed to check interns for rug burns," I said and then smiled as she squirmed uncomfortably in her chair. Coming to her office had been a perfect touch. She felt so invulnerable here, as a staffer for a powerful woman. When I entered this place and hinted that maybe she wasn't as powerful as she thought, it had really thrown her for a loop.
"I don't know what you think you know Ms. Dra...Heidi. But I assure you that nothing untoward has occurred in this office," Hena said, mastering herself and quickly slipping into her bureaucratic speech, a place of comfort.
"So I didn't see you kissing the mayor, stripping your clothes off, fingering yourself, eating the mayor's pussy, sitting on her face, and then wrapping everything up with a steamy 69? That's weird, thought I knew I saw that," I said in response. I crossed my arms in front of my tits and put on a haughty expression. There was going to be no euphemisms or coy expressions. We were going to talk about this. Henna's eyes were huge and her mouth opened and closed like a fish.
"I think..." she said, "It is very inappropriate for you to... walk into my office and like..."
she said, struggling to find a way out. Suddenly her eyes lit up, "And even if what you said was true, and it is definitely not, you can't prove anything." Even before she started talking, I was reaching into my handbag and pulling out my cellphone. As soon as she completed talking, I pulled up the video, pushed play, and held it toward her face.
"Oh Jesus Christ, fuck me you little slut!" Sara's voice called out from the cellphone. I had started it at just the right spot! Hena looked like she was about to get sick and she pushed the phone away quickly.
"Okay, okay...no more bullshitting," she said, sounding less like an office drone now and more like a nervous college girl, "You have your video. We both know what it shows." Her eyes were downcast. Hena looked incredibly, wistfully beautiful when she was depressed. My heart went out to her, but I thought about my goal and steeled myself against compassion.
"So we aren't going to be lying to each other anymore? Right? Just the truth?"
"Yes..." she said, then she looked up at me, her eyes pleading, "I don't understand what you are doing here though. So be honest with me. Why am I not seeing this on TMZ or your website..."
"QueerWire," I said and she made a face.
"Yeah, QueerWire. Why are you here instead of writing a story about me? Do you think I have money or something? This job pays $28,000 a year..."
"I am not here for you, don't be stupid," I said and Hena winced.
"What do you want with Sara...I mean Mayor Barker?" Hena asked. I smiled and leaned forward now, putting my palms on her desk. I saw her eyes briefly go to my cleavage and then back down to her desk.
"Sara eh?" I said, not letting that one slip by. This was an opening into what we were really here to talk about. She knew that all I wanted was Mayor Barker, no more avoiding it.
"I said Mayor Barker," she said quietly.
"How long has she just been Sara?" I asked, I reached forward and put my hand on top of Hena's. Hena shuddered and tried to scoot away. This was kind of fun.
"That isn't any of your business. I don't want to tell you anything about...Mayor Barker's private life. Just tell me what I need to do to protect..." she said.
"Sara?" I said helpfully.
"Protect this office and make you go away," Hena finished. She looked up at me now, her frustration evidence on her face.
"Let's not talk about lovely Sara for a minute then. You think it is at all strange that a pretty, young lesbian like yourself is working for a Republican mayor? A conservative Republican mayor who publicly bashes the LGBTQ community?" I asked. She instantly started to shake her head.
"Sara...Mayor Barker is a libertarian. Like me. Yeah, you're right. I am a lesbian. But I work for her because I believe in the free market." she explained, seeming more comfortable now that she was able to talk about ideology, "All the gay marriage stuff and drug policy stuff...that isn't...her. She doesn't really care that much about it. She just has to do it... you know because the voters in the city..." Hena burbled. It was clear someone had whole-heartedly bought a line of shit. I shook my head.
"Strange way to show her libertarianism don't you think? This is her signature policy position," I said.
"It isn't. The she wants to focus on tax cuts. It is the media that makes her focus on this stuff. It is people like you," she spat, her anger rising.
"What did she tell you about her own lesbianism?"
"I mean she isn't...not really one. It is just...her husband isn't able to...you know. And we work closely together and her job is real stressful. Sometimes, she just needs...you know..." She said and I snorted.
"To eat a pussy?" I asked and Hena groaned.
"I told you I don't want to talk about her," Hena said. But it was clear that she was caught. She would have to talk if I pushed her. But it was also clear when she talked about the mayor that the aide though was totally blind. Whatever information I got from her would have to be taken with a grain of salt. The woman was Hena's professional hero. I decided to push her on facts, rather than her opinions about the mayor.
"Oh," I said with feigned surprised, "In that case... I just need to know how long you two have been fucking." She winced like I'd struck her. She kept her eyes closed as she spoke. She knew she couldn't wiggle out of it now. She took a deep breath.
"We have... Been sleeping with one another for about three months," she said.
"How long have you been working at city hall," I asked.
"Five months," she replied and I laughed. "What?" she asked.
"She doesn't waste time," I said.
"It wasn't like that," Hena protested. Her eyes flashed open and she looked at me with extreme certainty, "I started it. It was me. Now this is all my fault."
"I think that is what she wanted you to think honey," I said, "Straight women don't just go a little bit queer in two months just because you are so unbelievably charming." I said. Then I took my hand and rubbed it across her cheek, looking directly into her eyes, "Even if you are really fucking charming." She twisted away from my grasp. I was keeping her off balance now. Driving home the point that she should be ashamed and do what I said. She didn't know what to think.
"Please stop," she whined and I moved from her cheek. "I can't believe this is happening to me." She seemed to say to herself. Well that was an interesting statement. It seemed that there was a little bit of self-pitying going on. This was what I was waiting for. I needed to divide Hena from her boss, to show her that it was in her interest to play ball with me and to abandon Sara.
"You asked when I first came in here, what I want," I said, all business now.
"Yes," she said, "And I still don't know."
"Resolution B," I said matter-of-factly.
"What?" she asked.
"Resolution B, the same-sex benefits measure. I want the mayor to get out of the way," I said. This was my plan. Simple, elegant, and achievable. "The mayor agrees not to veto the legislation, she doesn't even have to support it, and in exchange the video you watched, ceases to exist. Like it never happened. And, on the bright side for her soul, she is no longer a hypocrite." Hena's eyes widened and she started to shake her head, even while I was still talking.
"She won't ever do that. She can't. This position...it has gotten too much national news, she can't flip-flop. She wants to be governor," she said and then winced. There it was, a little more information. All politicians are ambitious, but this was a big ambition. Now I knew it.
"Anyone can change any position if they have the right motivation," I said, "I don't want to hurt anyone..."
"Don't want to hurt anyone!" Hena said, "You are threatening to expose my...private sex life!" She was emotional now, not listening to my offer. I had to get her under control.
"Listen," I said, leaning away from her a bit to show that I was sympathetic to her concerns, pulling back on the gas, "I am not in this to hurt you. You are... not the person in charge, and I understand that. If you just cooperate and tell me what I want to know, there is no reason this needs to hurt you. If I can't get Sara to change her mind, then when I release the video you will be blurred out. I just need some information on Sara, that's why I came here okay?" I asked. I thought I'd really gotten to the heart of the issue here. Hena was worried about being exposed in front of the country as some sort of home wrecking, lesbian slut. I could give her what she needed: immunity from public shaming in exchange for information. Leverage and application thereof.
"You want me to help you blackmail Sara and in exchange, what? There will be Sara on the internet have sex with an amorphous, brown, female blob?" she said. I could hear disgust in her voice and I realized I'd made a mistake. "You don't understand; this is more important than me or anything. This is about what is right. Sara is...she is a wonderful mayor. I won't tell you anything. And if you want to expose me, then just go ahead and do it." Hena said.
The response told me way more than Hena probably intended. And it spelled doom for my current strategy. Hena wasn't just protecting her boss and she didn't care, in the overall scheme, about being exposed, if that was all it was. Hena was in love. I felt so stupid for not realizing it before. Hena wasn't just fucking her boss. She'd developed an absolute infatuation with her. Everything she said and did indicated it. It went beyond policy or hero worship. Hena had genuine romantic feelings for the mayor. And she would gladly harm herself to protect the mayor. It was almost sweet.
For a moment, it made me feel dirty about what I was doing. But then I thought about the mayor with her sham marriage. If anyone was putting Hena in this position, it was the mayor. She was filling this impressionable young college student with bullshit to get at her body. She was making Hena believe that there was something real to their relationship, playing with her emotions. If I helped Hena realize that, she would be better off. Tough love.
"Fine," I said, "If you want to ignore your own interests, you can do that. But you aren't getting out of this that easily. You are helping me one way or the other. Either you sit down and spill everything you know about Sara Barker and her sexual proclivities or...you help me some other way." I said. I didn't really have much of a plan yet. I just needed an empty threat at that point. Let her imagination run wild. Whatever she feared, she could project onto the situation.
"What are you going to make me do?" she asked. I saw her knees turn together and she crossed her arms in front of her breasts. She was covering up her most private areas. That had to tell me something.



"I am going to make you talk about Sara Barker," I said, driving that point home. I leaned in closer towards her now, my face just a few inches from her's. She bowed her head.
"I won't do it. Release the video if you want to hurt me. That will do it," she said. She wasn't thinking clearly. The video had no leverage with her. If I released it to harm Hena, then I really didn't have anything to use against Sara Barker. But I did have Sara Barker, maybe I could use that against Hena.
"I can't release the video for you. You know that," I said, "I need it for Sara." She looked up at me and thought about it. She nodded.
"Yeah, so whatever. You can't get anything out of me, so leave," she said.
"Well, I do have something else," I said, thinking quickly. I reached into my handbag again and took out a tape recorder. It wasn't running, but Hena didn't know that. "In this state, one person can record a conversation without the other's consent." I explained.
"What does that mean?"
"It means that whether you wanted to talk about Sara or not, you already have. I have it recorded. I can take this to the mayor. I will let her know that you set her up. You are a lesbian; you disagree with her policy positions. You called me at QueerWire and seduced her last night (as you have been doing all along). You got me to take the video and then we talked about it," I said. Hena's eyes instantly began to fill with tears and her body shook violently. She started to shake her head violently.
"No...No...No... you can't do that! She won't believe you" she yelled. But she gave lie to that and got up quickly and walked around the table, "You can't do that!" she cried.
"Then talk to me!" I demanded. Hena fell down onto her knees in front of me. She was clearly on the edge of some sort of break down.
"That's an impossible choice! You want me either to betray Sara by talking to you and then she will find out or you want to tell Sara that I betrayed you. It is the same either way! I can't do either. Please, oh God. If Sara thought I did that...Please I can't," she begged. I realized that she was right, but that wasn't necessarily a bad thing.
"Just tell me what I need to know!" I demanded.
"I will do anything else! Please, just don't make me talk about Sara," Hena begged pitifully. I looked down at her and her eyes were upturned, welling with tears, "Anything else. You said I could help you in another way. Let me..." she said and then, without saying anything further, Hena leaned forward, closed her eyes, and kissed my stomach. She put her warm hands against my tank top, slid it up, and kissed my bare stomach again. I froze. I had not expected that.
"What are you doing?" I asked, grabbing her wrist. She wrenched them free.
"You work for QueerWire right? You are a lesbian aren't you? You think I am pretty don't you," Hena said. She reached behind her back, found the ties that were holding her hair in place and pulled them out. She shook her head and let her long, dark hair tumble over her shoulders. She looked back up at me, her big almond eyes pleading, "Let me do something else. Let me make you feel good and then you won't show Sara the tapes," she begged. The instant she said that, her hands returned to my body. Her left hand rubbed against my stomach and she kissed it again, her right hand shot up my body, grabbing my left breast forcefully but gently.
"Just talk, I don't want this," I said. I couldn't believe what Hena was doing. I knew that there had been a sexually charged atmosphere. I had purposefully created it. But that was to make sure Hena was off balance and to remind her about why we were talking. I had no intention of this! But as her hands squeezed my breast, I felt a tingly feeling in my nipples and my cock twitched between my legs. Hena, on her knees, her hair wild, was an incredibly beautiful girl. Her body, I knew from the night before, was lithe and elegant and now, up close, I could smell her delicate scent, a light floral perfume mixed with her pheromones. And innocent college kids were kind of my type. I started to lose focus.
"I am young, but I am pretty experienced," Hena cooed, clearly aware of the effect she was having on me, "Just let me make you feel good and we can talk about it." Her hand started to squeeze my breast more tightly. I took a deep breath in gasping slightly. My entire chest tingled and I felt my head swam. I needed to control myself, or this was going to get worse. I grabbed Hena's hand and pulled it away from my breast. My body regretted it instantly. I wanted the sensation.
"Anything you want," Hena whispered, taking my attempts to reject her in stride. While her right hand had been thrown off, her left hand was still touching my body. She pressed her lips against my stomach again and then quickly snaked her hand down over my thigh. Before I had a chance to move out of the way or say anything, Hena's hand slid up underneath of my skirt. In an instant, her hand pressed against my half-mast cock. She froze with her fingers half-wrapped around my penis. She looked up at me, her eyes a picture of confusion.
"What the hell is that?" she asked. Her delicate fingers pressed against the thin fabric separating my skin from the air furthered the effect she was already having on me. I didn't have the will to push her hand away anymore. I liked the way it felt and groaned slightly.
I think it is important to remember the exact situation. I was running on about 15 hours of adrenaline and ambition. I was feeling powerful and that made me feel sexy. I hadn't slept much the night before and was wired beyond reason. I was also in the midst of delving into a sex scandal. I wasn't really thinking clearly. More importantly, I'd watched two beautiful women have sex the night before and hadn't done anything myself. I just got really horny, then laid in bed all night. In fact, I hadn't had sex or masturbated in well over a week. And now there was this absolutely gorgeous girl with her hand wrapped around my cock. Her eyes, her breasts, her ass, it was all just too much. She was just my type of girl. It became very difficult to stick to a strategy.
Now I thought that maybe I had a new strategy. Maybe if I saw where this was going I could find a new way to take advantage of her. There was more than one way to get to Sara Barker. I could learn some sort of information about her through taking her lover. Maybe I could make Mayor Barker jealous or something. I don't know, I would figure that out later. My body was overriding my mind and coming up with rationales for what I wanted that didn't necessarily fit any strategy. My one thought was that if I could get it by actually fucking Hena instead of metaphorically fucking her, so much the better for me. And for Hena. I don't know if that new strategy made sense, but it was enough for me at that moment.
"What do you think it is Hena?" I asked in a sultry voice. I turned to the side and then sat down on the top of Hena's desk. Hena's hand was still on my cock, like she was too shocked to move it. Her eyes were wide as saucer's and had sort of a blank stare going on. I rolled up the bottom of my skirt, which didn't take long given its short length. It pooled around my hips. Now Hena's hand was exposed, set gently against my lap. I saw my cock, more hard than soft now, poking against my tight black panties. It felt uncomfortable, and I desperately wanted it out. So I slipped my thumbs down into the waistband of my panties and lifted my ass up slightly. In a quick motion I pulled my panties down. My cock bounced out of it and I moved so quickly that Hena's hand was still there, resting gently on my hot skin. I let the panties slid past my knees and then fall to the ground. My cock stood up at full attention now, Hena's eyes were fixated on my cock stud.
"You're a...you have a..." Hena tried a few times and the looked up at me, her eyes deep pools of innocence. Oh god she was so cute!
"A cock? A dick? A schlong?" I asked. She looked at me in awe.
"How? You are a...lesbian. This doesn't make any sense," Hena said, she sounded like she was in a cloud. She was so confused that all of her brain cells weren't firing. She couldn't make the connection. I giggled at her. I liked to think I blew ladies minds, but this was a whole different level.
"I never said I was a lesbian," I said, reaching down and gently stroking Hena's face. She leaned into it, letting me rub her gently, "That is what you and everyone else in this town just assumed when you saw me. But I am a prick in a sexy little chick's body." I explained.
"But you are...you are so pretty!" she said. As usual, I didn't know how I felt about that particular compliment. On the one hand, who doesn't like to be called pretty? On the other hand, that 'but' was sort of unpleasant, like it wasn't expected that I could be trans and pretty. But I looked at Hena's surprise and wonder and figured she was coming from an innocent place and took the compliment without anger.
"Thanks, you aren't too bad yourself," I said and she blushed, though looking nonetheless mortified, "And you better thing she is pretty too," I said pointing at my erect cock, "Because you are going to be giving her a little kiss." I said. Hena's mouth and eyes opened in horror.
"No!" she said, "I can't do that."
"You just offered a minute ago," I reminded her. I moved my feet around Henna's back, the heels of my boots in her spine. I wrapped my legs around her, pulling her closer to me. I could feel the warmth of her body now, but she squirmed a little bit.
"I didn't know you were a..."
"Tranny?" I asked.
"Whatever you like to be called."
"I prefer my Republican staffers to call me a tranny," I replied, "And didn't you just say I was pretty?"
"It isn't that...I mean I don't want to but not because...And anyway I can't because...This is the first time I've ever even seen a real cock up close. I don't know what the hell I would do!" She finally blurted out. Her eyes were staring up at me, up from my cock, past my breasts to my face. She didn't know how these pieces fit together or what to do with them.
"My cock is very forgiving. It will come in anyone's mouth as long as they try their best," I said and she looked at me with some uncertainty. She still needed a little motivation, "And you can either suck it and I will destroy the audio table from today or I will leave here with a hardon and find the mayor a pair of headphones." Now I had blackmail within blackmail, if I hadn't been so unbearably horny I might've felt bad about it. But I had to find a way to use Hena against the mayor. Hena's shoulders dropped.
"Okay," she said dejectedly.
"A little enthusiasm for the job maybe?" I said, "I won't hurt. Maybe you will even like it. More than one lesbian has liked my strapless strap-on." Hena got up high on her knees. She was a tall girl and when she got up straight, her breasts were above my knees, even though it was a pretty high desk. She started to move her hands forward slowly.
"Actually stop," I said suddenly. She instantly froze, actually looking a little relieved. A stay of execution, she seemed to think, "This won't work for me."
"Oh thank God..." she started
"Yeah, this pantsuit is atrocious. I need it off," I said, "and be quick." She seemed crestfallen again but she slowly nodded. I knew from the previous night that she knew how to take sexual direction. I also knew that if I was assertive with her, she would do whatever I said.
Hena quickly stood up in front of me. She looked down and started to unbutton the suit jacket. In a few moments she took it off and threw it onto the floor, her white blouse was quite tight and looked nicer than when she was all bundled up. She unzipped her pants and then unbuttoned them, letting them slide off her hips and exposing her gorgeous, reddish-brown legs. She had runway model legs, they seemed to go one forever. Now Hena was wearing her blouse, the bra underneath, and a pair of red panties. She much sexier and she started to get down on her knees in front of me again.
"Oh no honey," I stopped her. I spread my legs wide, letting my cock stick up straight in the air. Her eyes found it and she blushed. I leaned forward dramatically so my cock poked me in the tummy.
"You need to be completely naked sweetie," I said languidly. She huffed once but didn't dare speak. Instead, she nodded solemnly. She quickly unbuttoned her blouse and threw it onto the floor. Her bra matched her panties. It seemed she didn't know which to take off first. Finally, I guess decided that we'd both seen breasts before, she reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. She slid it off her arms and then stood. The same perfect, teardrop breasts I'd see the night before were standing up perky on her chest. My mouth watered and my cock twitched. She noticed, her eyes between my legs. Finally, she slipped her fingers into her panties and rolled them down her body, stretching the waistband out over her perfect round ass. She'd shaved her pussy that morning, the hair even more sparse than it had been the night before, just a short landing strip remaining.
"Good?" she asked, now standing with her arms cross over her tits.
"Uncross your arms and get down on your knees, I want you to suck my cock," I said. She winced but instantly uncrossed her arms and got down on her knees in front of me. Now I looked down and did not see her unflattering pantsuit. Instead, her pert breasts and pretty face were staring back at me. Much better. Hena leaned forward uncertainly and put her elbows on my knees. Her hands started to move forward like she was going to grab my cock, but then she froze, her hands trembling.
"I don't know how...what am I supposed to do?" she asked. Now she wasn't trying to get out of it or anything else. I could sense that she just sort of wanted to get it over with. But she really didn't know where to begin. I needed her touch badly now, so I tried to stay calm and help her.
"Why don't you wrap your right hand around my cock, just at the base," I said. She moved her right hand forward slowly. Soon her cool fingers slid over my shaft and wrapped around it. Her hand was pressed down far, so that her slim fingers were resting on my bare scrotum (My whole body was almost completely devoid of hair below my eyebrows. The small patch above my cock was the only place I even had to wax and I did that fairly regularly). Her slim, gentle fingers felt amazing.
"Like this?" she asked. She sounded less horrified now, just a little bit nervous and actually, sort of eager to please.
"Good girl," I said, running my hands through her lustrous hair. She even managed a wan smile. She did seem to like taking orders, "Now, you are going to pretend for a little while that my cock is a melting ice cream cone. You want to keep that cone from dripping onto your hand. So you need to lick from the bottom to the top with a wide, flat tongue. Can you do that?" I asked.
"I think so," Hena said nervously. She looked back at my cock and opened her mouth. She stuck her tongue out slowly and then began to lean her head forward. She didn't move too quickly, but not so slowly that I would get annoyed. The anticipation was awful and wonderful at the same time. Hena kept her eyes open and I felt her soft, wet tongue press against my shaft. I sucked in air deeply.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned.
"Did that hurt?" Hena asked nervously, pulling back from my cock. I reached forward and grabbed the back of her head, pulling her face back into my cock. Her nose actually bumped into it and she squirmed slightly.
"That was a good sound honey," I said, "Trust me, if you do anything that hurts me I will push you off so fast you'll fall on your ass. Now lick." Hena nodded and stuck her tongue back out. Now Hena was doing what I'd asked. She made her tongue thick and soft and let it slide up my veiny shaft. She licked all the way up to the mushroom tip of my circumcised penis. Her tongue hit the metal of my cock stud and she got a small amount of salty pre-cum on the tip of her tongue. She pulled her tongue quickly into her mouth.
"How does that taste?" I asked. She rubbed her tongue along the roof of her mouth.
"Salty...good," she said. It was clear that that the situation was affecting my young lover as well. Her mind may not have wanted this, but her body was responding anyway. I could smell her arousal and I knew that if I could see between her legs, he lips would be glistening with her own juices.
"Plenty more where that came from," I said. Now Hena didn't need any more encouragement. She took my advice as the gospel. Soon her tongue was flying up my cock, leaving a steady stream of her hot, sticky saliva on it. I felt my urethra throbbing against her tongue and my skin felt incredibly hot where she touched. I writhed on top of the desk, thrusting my hips into Hena's face.
After several minutes of Hena lapping at the underside of my cock, I needed something more, "Now you need to move onto the next step," I said.
"What do you want?" Hena asked, pulling her mouth away from my cock and biting her lower lip. Oh god, did she look innocent and sexy!
"You are going to put the tip of my cock in your mouth and you are going to swirl your tongue around underneath on that big vein that runs on the bottom. And while you are doing that you are going to slide the cock deeper and deeper into your mouth, maybe even into your throat if you can," I explained.
"Okay," Hena said quietly. She kept my cock in her hand, but pulled it slightly away from her body. She opened her mouth and popped the tip into her mouth. Her tongue was instantly swirling around on my tip and I groaned loudly. I put my hands back in Hena's hair. She slowly started to move the cock deeper and deeper into her mouth. Her tongue kept moving, bathing more and more of my cock in her warmth and wetness. Her mouth felt so warm and soft around me, it was the gentlest blowjob I'd ever received.
But also maybe the most passionate. Because the more Hena sucked my cock, the more she seemed to enjoy it. I heard her moan once, as the cock stud rubbed against the roof of her mouth. The moaning actually felt wonderful, vibrating through my body. I could feel the intensity in her every touch. I wondered if this was her love for sex, pure and simple. Or if it was her misplaced lover for Sara Barker, she was giving me the love as a way of protecting her boss. Whatever it was, it felt amazing.
As Hena's lips met her hand wrapped around my cock, she realized that she had a pretty good proportion of my dick inside of her mouth. This seemed to turn her on a little bit. My eyes were open and I was watching her suck me off. I noticed that her nipples had hardened (one was pressed against my shin and I could feel it on my skin). As Hena moved her hand away from cock she brought it down to her chest, rather than on her side like the other. I was surprised to see Hena start to play with her breast gently while my cock slid deeper into her mouth. She pulled at her nipples and squeezed the flesh of her breast.
After another moment, I felt Hena's chin press into my scrotum and her nose touched my abdomen. Her tongue was still writhing underneath, playing with my urethra. My cock was completely inside of her throat, "Oh shit! Good girl, you deep throated on your first try!" I moaned. She sort of smiled around the cock. Her eyes were watering a little and she was just keeping it there. I knew she couldn't breathe.
"Okay," I said, "Now you pull it out of your throat so just the tip is still inside of you. Then you put it back in. See how fast and how tight you can keep it. And use your other hand to massage my balls." I was not generally a very demanding lover, but something about Hena's malleability brought out a dominant streak that I didn't know I had.



Hena instantly began to comply. She slid my cock up and out of her throat, keeping her tongue swirling around the tip. At the same time, she took her free and gently cupped my scrotum. My balls are each about the size of a quail egg and she carefully held them in her palm. Soon my cock was again sliding into Hena's throat. She moved more quickly this time, but her tongue still licked me expertly. Soon her chin was again resting on my scrotum and she pulled the cock back out. Soon she had a nice rhythm, deepthroating me with careless abandon. Her eyes were watering and she occasionally gagged, but her desire to please me was so great that she just pushed through it.
She was so passionate, her mouth was so wet and warm, and the situation was so intense, that I couldn't last very long. Her tongue pressed deliciously against my urethra and I knew that I was close. I thrust my hips into her moving mouth, making her thrusts faster and deeper. Finally, I grabbed her head on either side, slammed my cock home once extremely hard, and felt the first inklings of an orgasm. I felt my body grow extremely tense and I pulled my cock back so that it was sitting with just the tip in Hena's mouth. I felt I sort of electrical vibration that building from just inside my loins. I felt my balls seize up and then a sudden burst of absolute, physical relaxation. Waves of pure pleasure flowed through my body, causing my body to shake and my muscles to go limp. I heard myself moaning loudly, but didn't care.
At the same time, my cock jumped up and down inside of Hena's mouth. Big, salty ropes of cum burst out of my cock with a level of pressure I'd never felt before. I felt load after load pouring into Hena's mouth. It actually sprayed into the back of her throat and I heard her gurgle slightly, trying to control it. When there was a large load in Hena's mouth, I quickly popped my cock out of her mouth. I was still cumming wildly and it splashed across her beautiful face. Her eyes were open and she looked shocked as big strings of sperm splattered across her cheeks, eyes, and even up into her hair. Finally, my orgasm started to subside. The last few drops of hot sperm splashed against Hena's chin and dripped down onto her tits.
Hena looked at me, absolutely shocked. Her face was coated in my white sperm and her mouth was still open. She was still holding the cum in her mouth, several ounces of it actually, with absolutely no clue what to do. I was still recovering from my orgasm. But I looked over at her.
"Open your mouth, show me that load," I ordered. She opened her mouth wider and I looked in, seeing that her entire tongue was bathed in sperm. Her lower teeth were actually covered in my spunk. I'd never cum half that much in my life! Hena had drained me. This was too good, I couldn't be done yet.
"I saw you rubbing your tits. You like that?" I asked. She didn't move for a moment and then, reluctantly, she nodded. "That's a good girl. You are such a dirty little slut. Why don't you swallow that load of cum and tell that you are a whore." Hena did not hesitate. She closed her mouth and I watched her throat move. She swallowed it down at once.
"I am a whore," Hena said. With her face covered in semen, she looked the part, "Was it good?" she asked.
"It was amazing," I said, "But we aren't done." Hena looking a little bit proud when I said she was good. This girl was built to please. But she also looked a little nervous about what would come next.
"What do you want?" She asked.
"Lay down on your back, spread your legs," I ordered. Once again, without hesitation, Hena dropped down onto her back on the floor, spreading her legs. I jumped down off of the desk and walked around so that I was standing between her legs. My cock had never softened and it was now holding up the hem of my skirt. I looked down and saw that Hena's pussy was sopping wet. Her nipples were hard and she was looking up at my body with a combination of fear and lust. It made me feel powerful.
I decided that I needed to be naked as well. I quickly lifted my tank top up over my head, throwing it down on the floor. I was wearing a bright red bra with black lace, lifting my breasts up high on my chest. I reached behind my back and unhooked it and let it slide off my arms. I threw it to the side. I saw Hena looking at my breasts. I knew what she saw, a pair of perky breasts, small but perfectly fitted to my frame. Creamy white skin with pink, Hershey kiss-like nipples poking up from them.
"They look...real!" she said, point at my breasts. Once again, I chose to just take it as a compliment. And smiled. I got down on my knees in front of Hena. I was still wearing my skirt but I hiked it up slowly. My cock was already twitching, ready for more.
"You ever used a dildo or anything like that?" I asked. She looked at my cock and then shook her head. I smiled. A total cock virgin. This would be fun, "Get ready then." I said. I leaned forward now, putting my hands on either side of her head. My breasts were dangling just over top of hers, our nipples occasionally grazing while my breasts jiggled. My cock hovered just an inch above Hena's wet pussy. Hena was looking deeply into my eyes, arousal and fear both evident.
I bent forward like I was going to give her a kiss. Hena looked surprised, and then closed her eyes to accept it. I opened my mouth, stuck out my tongue, and quickly started to lap my sperm up off of her face. She moaned loudly as she felt my tongue glide over her cheeks, her eyelids, and her forehead. I even sucked my cum up off of her chin. I had tasted a lot of sperm in my life, but I always loved my own: salty and thick. I let it slide around in my mouth for a moment. Then I grabbed Hena's chin with my left hand.
"Open yer mouf," I ordered, trying to avoid spilling my cum. Hena instantly complied. I savored my own sperm for one more moment, and then spit the ball of cum and saliva out of my mouth. It plopped in one big mass in Hena's mouth. I looked at it on her teeth and my cock twitched just inches from her clit.
"Swallow it," I said releasing Hena's chin. Hena's mouth closed. In that same instant, I moved my left hand down to the base of my cock. Using my fingers and palm I guided the tip of my cock against Hena's dripping slit. I slammed my cock home, just as she started to swallow my sperm and spit. Her eyes flew open and she made a gurgling noise as the cum rolled down her throat.
"Oh Christ!" she moaned loudly at wetly as my sperm settled into her stomach. Hena's pussy was sopping wet, so I slid in deeply. But she was incredibly tight, the tightest I'd been in in a long while. I felt the hot, taut walls of her insides squeezing my cock as I slammed it into her body.
"Tell me what you think of my cock," I demanded, once again grabbing Hena's chin.
"I love it!" she moaned, her body shaking. I knew she was telling the truth. I started to move my hips in a quick rhythm. I sat back and wrapped my arms around Hena's thighs. I watched as each thrust of my hips got Hena's breasts jiggling on her chest. She moved her hands up, grabbing her own breasts. I quickly took her hands with mine and set them on my own breasts. Hena was sort of leaning up now, grasping my breasts to stay off of the ground and shaking passionately as my cock slammed in and out of her body. Her fingers felt good on my breasts, her palms warm against my nipples. Hena moaned loudly and constantly as my cock slammed into her harder and harder.
"Fuck me Heidi!" Hena screamed. It was too much for me. I thrust my hips in one more time into Hena's tight opening. Her muscles squeezed me tight. My cock seized hard and the wave from that sensation rolled out over my body. It slipped down my legs and bounced back up to my breast and into my head, all at the speed of light. I groaned loudly and felt my balls seize. I could feel cum, once again, pouring out of my body and filling up Hena. Finally, I collapse, my head resting on Hena's breasts while I panted. Hena gave me a moment to catch my breath.
"Was it good?" she finally asked, nervously.
"You seemed to like it," I said, pushing my head off of her chest. She blushed as I looked at her and seemed a bit disappointed, "It was great." I said. She brightened a bit. It made me feel a little bit bad. She clearly had a thing about being a generous lover.
"I never... It was nice because I don't get that...sensation much. But you are still a girl so..." she said. I nodded solemnly. Okay, now I really owed this girl. She was so sweet, I almost felt bad for screwing her. Well, screwing her, not screwing her. This had been fun. I remember also that messing with Hena was a means to an end. I wasn't really here to punish her. Best to reward her service.
"No quite done yet," I said. I quickly slid my softening cock out of Hena's body. She gasped as it slid out. She started to sit up and I reached forward and put my hand on her breast, pushing her back down so that she was lying. She looked at me nervously. I inched backwards a few feet, my head was now between Hena's legs.
I looked down at Hena's pussy. I could see my cum leaking out from between her dark, tight red lips. Her clit was hard and wet. I looked up at Hena, her face framed between her breasts. She was looking at me with interest and was biting on the tip of her pinkie finger. She wanted this. I closed my eyes, opened my mouth, and gently placed my tongue down against Hena's clit.
"Oh Jesus!" I heard her moan. Instantly I felt her hand on top of my head, her fingers sinking into my hair. She then grabbed onto my pigtails, pulling me in towards her lap. I smiled. I felt her hard little clit against my tongue. I started to lap at Hena's pussy. I would start at the bottom of her wet slit, lick my sperm and her juices into my mouth, and then run it against her clit. I would swallow down the sperm and juices, but keep Hena nice and wet. I moved quickly but gently, focusing on her most sensitive areas.
Hena must've been very close when we were fucking, because it did not take very long. A few minutes into licking her, I felt Hena's body start to tighten against me. I felt her legs sort of close in around my head. She started to tremor all over and suddenly started to hold her breath. I heard a low grunting noise and then Henna screamed loudly. Her body then collapsed, limp onto the floor. A small amount of strong tasting, but lovely, liquid dripped out of Hena's pussy. She'd cum pretty hard. She was panting on the floor.
I sat up, getting off of my knees. I sat down on my ass, adjusting my skirt so that it covered my cock. I leaned back against the desk and gave Hena a few minutes. After a short time. She sat up as well, sitting next to me. She looked a little dazed. She also looked kind of like she wanted to smile, but was afraid it wouldn't be appropriate.
"You like that my little slut?" I asked her. She winced slightly and then turned to me.
"Why did you do that?" she asked.
"What?" I had done a whole hell of a lot to her. I wasn't 100% as to what she as referring.
"Eat me out. You already came twice," she said. She wiped her hair out of her face and looked at me intently. God, she looked even prettier after just getting fucked. And she was so sweet too. I felt bonded to her now, as was natural after sex, and wished she wasn't tied up in this.
"You needed to cum, I am not a wholly selfish lover," I explained, wiping my face dry with the back of my hand.
"I don't think you are as cruel as you like to pretend," Hena said briefly. She didn't make eye contact as she did. I wondered what she was thinking. Of course, I also considered the fact that I was right. I like eating pussy as much as the next pansexual, but why had I done it? She had been so cute and I felt like she deserved it. I was thinking about what was just and then followed that, ignoring what I was supposed to be doing. So maybe I was wasn't such a great blackmailer. Regardless, I figured this was the perfect time to score some unearned points.
"Maybe you are right," I said, "the audio cassette from today, consider it deleted." I promised. Hena breathed deeply, obviously extremely relieved. I hadn't really given her anything, but she thought I had. Maybe I could build a sort of shaky trust here and use that.
"What about the other recording?" Hena asked, "The video?" I stared at Hena for a moment.
What had I learned about Hena today that I could use? It was strange, my stupid rationales to get into Hena's pants had actually worked, I had new information. She was loyal, I learned that threats to her dignity or position wouldn't really affect her. She would sacrifice herself to protect her boss. I learned that she was generous, she bent over backwards to make sure that I enjoyed myself when we were fucking and I had been blackmailing her. These were both good traits. Admirable traits. But I had to use them against her. I felt wrong about it, but I was doing it for the right reason, the ends justified the means. Whatever affection I felt for Hena, I had to ignore it now.
As a result of this new information, my strategy had subtly shifted. I was no longer planning on turning Hena against her boss, that wasn't possible. Instead, I moved Hena between us, trying to play Hena off of the Mayor while convincing Hena that we were all on the same side. It was not as easy, but it was the opening I had.
"Hey, no promises on that, I still need that," I explained. Hena's shoulders fell and she nodded slowly. She knew it wouldn't be that easy.
"Is there anything else I can do? To stop that?" she asked.
"Set up a meeting with me and the mayor, so I can talk to her about the video," I explained.
"But then you might use it!" she said.
"Hena you are a smart girl, you have a prestigious position and you are what, 20?" I said, not mentioning that she probably got it because Mayor Barker liked her tits, "so think. I don't want to use the video. That is the whole point. If I use the video I only get a little of what I want, I get to humiliate the mayor," Hena frowned when I said that, "But if I can convince the mayor to change her mind then I get more of what I want and no one gets hurt. Like you said, you could have been reading this on the internet today. I could have already screwed Sara if I wanted to. I didn't. It isn't in my interest to hurt Mayor Barker. I will if she gives me no choice, but I'd rather not," I said. Hena seemed to consider that for the moment. I was telling the truth, for all practical purposes, and she seemed to see the logic in what I said.
"Yeah, I guess that makes sense," she said.
"And you are a poli-sci major right?" I asked.
"Yeah, so?"
"Well you can read a trend as well as I can. The current governor is also a Republican. He has only been in office 2 years. He will run for re-election in 2 more. That means it is six years until Sara can run for governor. In six years, a hardline stance on same-sex benefits is probably looking a lot stupider. Especially statewide. University towns and the big cities are not as reactionary as this place," I explained. Hena looked at me, sort of tilting her head to the side, considering what I was saying.
"You think her stance will be a bigger political liability long-term than short-term backing off would be?" she asked and I nodded. She gave me a brief look that seemed to indicate she'd come to this conclusion already. I wondered if she'd ever mentioned it to the mayor.
"So look, I am trying to do the Mayor a favor. I might be using methods you don't like. But you know I am right. You know it professionally. And as a lesbian woman, you know I am right personally. The mayor is a...libertarian right? She knows it too. But I need to be able to talk to her about it. That is what the video is for. It is access to the mayor. Then I can convince her and I don't have to use it."
"Even if everything you say is right," Hena said, sounding like she was convinced I was, "I don't think you can convince her."
"Let me worry about the convincing. I need your help to just get this to a place where we can settle this so that it works in everyone's best interest," I said, "You will be doing her a favor." I said. Hena let a brief smile cross her lips. She was excited about the prospect of bringing a solution to the mayor, rather than a problem. I finally found the right buttons to push.
"What do I need to do?" she asked. I had to resist the urge to dance. I turned so that I was facing Hena directly.
"Tomorrow night at 9:00 p.m., you need to get the mayor to my hotel room," I said. I told her the name, location, and room number of my hotel, "I need to talk to her. But you can't tell her what it is about. She needs to come to me." I wanted to ambush her. I also figured that, unlike Hena, the place to do that would be where she didn't feel powerful, have her come to my location.
"Is that all?" she asked, "Why didn't you just demand to see her like you demanded to see me?" she asked. I didn't want to tell her the actual reasons. I wanted to use Hena as additional leverage, I wanted Hena to think she was serving the mayor's interests while she was helping me put her in a tough spot. And I wanted to put the mayor's romantic relationship with her staffer in stark contrast to her policy. I needed Hena there for that. I also wanted, if she wasn't completely heartless, for the Mayor to have to look at Hena and understand how much damage it would do if the video was released. I couldn't say those things.
"I want you to help me convince her that this is in her interest in addition to being right. She is going to be stubborn, but you have her ear. She won't want to listen to me. You need to be the one to convince her," I explained.
"But how am I supposed to do that?" she asked.
"We are all going to talk in my hotel room, don't worry. It will make sense," I said, hoping that was enough. Hena thought for a moment and I hoped she didn't back out.
"How do I get her to your hotel?" she asked and I smiled. I'd won her over.
"That is your problem honey, tell her that there is an NRA fundraiser or that the ghost of Ronald Reagan wants to meet her. Just make sure she is there," I said. Hena looked nervous. I leaned forward and hugged her gently around the shoulder.
"Everything will be fine," I said calmly, "You are doing this for her. It will make everything better."
"Okay Heidi, I will do what I can," she said, "I will trust you. Thank you." She said. Her words briefly cut through my self-delusion and my Machiavellian machinations. I suddenly felt irredeemably evil and morally dirty. I dropped my eyes so I wouldn't have to look at Hena, the innocent victim of my ambitions.
Chapter 4: Playing Hardball
The next night at 8:45 I was sitting on my hotel chair, staring at the television and trying to keep from passing out. My heart was thudding in my chest and it felt like there was static in my ears so thick that I couldn't even hear the television. My fingers were cold and trembling and my eyes felt like they were about to begin tearing up at any second. I had never been so nervous in my entire life. Never before a test in school. Never before a surgery. Never before a job interview. This was the absolute worst.
I looked over the hotel mirror, hoping that a glance at myself looking stunning would be enough to steel my nerves. After all, I had spent nearly two and a half hours getting ready, that should count for something. And I did look good. My hair was expertly straightened and cascaded down my back. I had carefully (But I will admit, sluttily) applied my makeup, once even removing it all and then starting again. My lips were a deep crimson and my eye shadow was a thick, smoky red.
I was wearing a bright red corset with black lace and black fabric over the steel ribbing. My waist (which wasn't considerable to begin with) was synched in considerably and my tits were sitting high on my chest. I was wearing a black, pleated short skirt. The effect of the tight corset and the billowy skirt was to accentuate the already intense hourglass shape of my body. The fact that the corset stopped above two inches above the low-slung skirt really drove the point home. The only problem with the corset had been getting it on. I hadn't worn one in years and forgot that it was a two-person operation (I mean, for some people it isn't. For me it is). The girl from the front desk had given me quite a look when I'd called her to my room and demanded that she pull the laces as tight as possible. A $10.00 tip and a brief look at my boobs seemed to be payment enough to keep her mouth shut.



Beyond the corset. I was wearing black fishnet stockings that came up to mid-thigh (no panties) that made my legs look pale and long. The skirt was so short that the several inches of bare thigh were exposed above them before the skirt and my cock almost dangled out the bottom. Finally, I topped it all off with a pair of red high heels. I looked like dangerous sex. I wanted the mayor to be unable to read me when she saw me.
I'd bought my little costume that day at a high end sex shop near the bad part of town. I'd gone there shortly after I woke up and spend a lot of time getting everything just right. I'd dropped a good deal of money on my outfit. But I'd spent a tidy sum more on the objects sitting in a black plastic bag under my bed. Those objects were an insurance policy that I was hoping not to use, but they made me feel better under my bed.
All of this had been part of a strategy I'd developed during the course of the previous night and into the day. I had fined tuned it the previous night and had actually spent the two hours after I finished getting dressed at 7:00 p.m. through different possible scenarios and possibilities with respect to that strategy.
The first thing I'd realized was that intimidation was key. That was the reason I'd asked Hena to get the mayor over without her knowledge. If the mayor had time to think through and strategize she might make a decision based on something other than fear. I couldn't risk that she would think things through and possibly come to a solution, I needed her off balance. Intimidation also explained my clothes. I'd learned in the press conference two days earlier that mayor was not particularly worried about the press or about an alt-journalist. But she was afraid of sex. She was a Republican woman, sex was a negative thing. I was trying to rope her into a sex scandal, or at least avoiding one. I wanted every instant that she was looking at me for her to be reminded that this was about sex and that if anyone found out, she would be humiliated.
As for the particulars of strategy, I had spent most of the night thinking about the lessons I could draw from my experience with Hena and apply to the mayor. I thought to how my flailing negotiation with Hena had gone and tried to think of solutions to that problem. I knew that mayor had to think that the worst thing possible was the release of the video (it was only when I hit Hena where she lived that I started to make headroom).
I also knew that she would try to bargain with me. That's how Hena threw me. Her desperation had made her creative and overwhelmed me. It was only through luck that I got anything out of that exchange. I had to make the mayor realize that negotiation would just make things worse; that the cost of trying to win concession would be greater than simply caving on the benefits issue. I would act like I was negotiating, but just keep making the price higher and higher. That would keep her talking but wear her down. As long as she was talking, I didn't have to actually go through with my threat over the video. So I'd negotiate until the price was so high in every respect that she would just quit and agree to my demands. Stuck between two or three impossible demands and the opportunity to just quietly back down, she would finally choose to accept the Resolution. Hence my little black bag.
So surprise, shame, escalation, and moral exhaustion: these were my tools to get the right thing done. The dignity of the LGBTQ community of the town depended on me degrading the dignity of the mayor. It didn't feel right, but I was in way too deep now to back out. I could almost taste victory. And I wanted it badly.
Those thoughts, or offshoots from those thoughts, were flittering through my mind when, finally, there was a gentle knock at my door. I jerked on the hotel chair like I was electrocuted and felt my skin get prickly. My heart rate, already way up, kicked into an unhealthy overdrive. My mouth got dry and I took a deep breath.
I stood up quickly, my legs feeling like jelly, and moved the chair so that it was at the foot of my king-sized bed facing toward the exit. I crossed my legs, moving my skirt so that it covered me as well as possible. I set my arms down on either armrest, grasping them like I was sitting on a throne. I shook my head, letting my hair cascade over my shoulder and down my back. I sat up straight in the chair, put a haughty look on my face with a smug grin, and spoke.
"The door is unlocked. Come in," I implored. I was surprised that my voice sounded smooth, feminine, and seductive, not the least bit nervous or jumpy. I knew I only had one shot at this, but I also knew that I had all of the advantages. I had all the leverage in the world; it was time to use it.
The door opened and Hena stepped inside first. She was, once again, wearing one of her unpleasant pants suits and I wished desperately that I had told her to wear something else. Trailing right behind Hena was the big Kahuna herself, the right honorable Mayor Sara N. Barker. She was wearing a dress that day, a blue thing with short, somewhat puffed up sleeves right by the shoulder, a plunging neckline, and skin tight fabric down to her knees. I assumed that Hena had told her she was going to a fundraiser and she was dressed to open eyes, wallets, and some of the lower blood vessels.
"Good Evening Mr. Carson..." Mayor Barker started as she walked past Hena and into the hotel room. As soon as she was past her aide, her eyes fell on me and her voice stopped. Her brow furrowed and she tilted her head to the side, "I apologize ma'am, I believe I am in the wrong room. I was trying to meet..."
"Dietrich Carson?" I asked, referring to a local developer I'd read about when researching Mayor Barker. He'd been a staunch supporter of Mayor Barker's opponent in the Republican primary. The rift, apparently, had never healed between them and Mr. Carson, and his usually politically active millions, had sat out the general election. I looked past Mayor Barker to Hena and raised my eyebrows. I instantly diagnosed the situation. Hena had convinced the mayor that a wealthy Republican donor had decided to let bygones be bygones and pony up some big money for the next election. A good angle. Hena blushed and looked at her feet, clearly ashamed of her deception.
"Yes...is he here?" she asked, looking a bit unnerved by my clothing and wondering what Mr. Carson had in mind.
"No," I said simply. I bounced my top leg gently and casually inspected my fingernails. For a moment I thought about the fact that I should be more nervous now that I was in the middle of it. But diving in had resolved my nerves. I was numb to my anxiety and could only think of the next action.
"Well I apologize for the intrusion with..." she said, looking me over once again uncomfortable, "your evening." She then started to turn, "Hena, what did you say the room was again?" she whispered.
"This is the right room, Uncle Pennybags just isn't here," I said to her back. She stopped talking and then turned around.
"I know you don't I?" she asked, giving me the politician's smile, "I can't remember where, but I can't place it." Maybe she was thinking I was Carson's secretary/mistress or his wayward daughter, so I decided to end the suspense.
"Yeah, we met. I'm the tranny who asks rude questions," I said. I quickly uncrossed my legs and spread them. My soft cock poked out from the bottom of my skirt. The Mayor's eyes instantly dropped between my legs. She saw the offending skin and flesh and recoiled as though she were looking at the abortion photos her supporters marched around the city hall building. Her face was knotted in disgust and every muscle in her body seemed to pull away from me on its own.
"Christ Hena," the mayor said, turning back to her aide, "There is probably a microphone in here trying to prove I am doing something I am not doing. You fell for some sort of dirty trick by some..." looking back at me, "Internet...pervert...activist!" I actually laughed. I needed to get business cards to that effect! Heidi Drake: for all your internet pervert activist needs.
"No, but..." Hena started.
"Let's get out of here before someone sees us," The Mayor said and then started briskly towards the door. She reached back to grab Hena's wrist.
"Interesting choice of words," I called back, "I think you got it backwards. You need to stay here before someone sees." My legs were still spread and the cool air felt enticing on my cock. The thrill of the action was arousing, but I somehow managed to stay flaccid. The mayor froze at the door. She knew enough about politics to hear a threat.
"What is that supposed to mean?" she said, not turning to look at me.
"You'll probably want to close the door before we get down to talking. Lock it too. Don't you think Hena?" I asked. The mayor turned and looked at her aide. She now knew that Hena knew something.
"Mayor Barker..." she began.
"Sara," I said, "We are all friends here. Hena. Sara. Heidi. Let's not stand on formality. Let's close the door and get cozy." Sara mechanically closed the door, while still staring at her aide. The mayor looked a tad nervous and very angry. She didn't seem to like the suspense of this game.
"What the...hell is going on?" Sara hissed at Hena, "Why is she talking to you?" I appreciated the feminine pronoun; I didn't think she had it in her.
"She...I..." Hena said. I let her twist in the wind for a second, Hena looked so cute when she was being put upon.
"Settle down Sara," I said casually, "The girl was just following orders." Sara turned and looked at me, her eyes wide with rage.
"What is she talking about? What orders?" Sara asked her aide.
"I told her to get you here by any means. Now you're here," I explained. Sara turned back to her aide now. For a moment, I thought that she was actually going to slap Hena or something.
"What is she talking about? Is she telling the truth? Why did you bring me here? Why did you lie about Dietrich Carson?" Sara said. She was doing her best to not involve me in the fight, so I casually stayed out of it.
"She told me I had to bring you here and I couldn't tell you why," Hena finally sputtered. Sara stepped back, looking like she had been slapped.
"You...bitch!" Sara sputtered, "I trusted you. I thought you were loyal." This was good, I was hoping that Hena would be a little malleable after her boss turned on her, maybe she'd be more willing to help me out.
"No...No..." Hena kept repeated, but she couldn't seemed to get the mayor to listen. Finally, I'd had enough.
"Alright warden, call off the dogs," I said quietly. Now Sara turned and looked at me. She looked gorgeous in her wrath.
"And you...What the hell is going on here? What did you do to Hena?"
"Quite a bit actually," I said, "But I think less than you."
"What is that supposed to mean?" Sara asked. Finally, there was a pause and Hena was able to jump in.
"She knows," Hena said finally. Sara's head snapped back to face her aide.
"What?" she asked.
"She knows about...us!" Hena explained, raising her eyebrows. It took a moment, but I saw Sara suddenly realized what was going on here. Her eyes narrowed and her breathing slowed. But she still tried to bluff.
"I have no idea what either of you are talking about. I would like for you to cease..."
"It's recorded, let's not pretend we both don't know what is going on here," I said, unable to put up with her politician bullshit for another second. The roles from the press conference were finally reversed. I had her in my power.
"Hena..." Sara said, turning to her aide.
"She showed it to me. I saw the video from two nights ago in your office. I had to get you here or..." Hena realized she couldn't really admit everything that had transpired between us, "Or she would expose the tape." She said.
"I can show you the video," I said, "It's very hot...I've always had a thing for watching a couple of lesbians go at it."
"I don't need to see anything," Sara said, coolly now. I could see the gears turning in her head. "And I am not a lesbian." As she spat out the last word, I saw passed the politician and into the woman standing before me. She seemed disgusted by herself and embarrassed. It would be tough to be totally exposed in that way, when you didn't want it. I felt empathy for her as an individual, but shoved it down.
"Could've fooled me," I said. Sara looked once more at Hena, who looked absolutely crushed against the wall. Then Sara started to walk over towards me. She was completely composed now, trying not to let me see her sweat. She knew I had leverage, and she knew she needed to get out in the interest of playing the game, she totally ignored my cock hanging out of the bottom of my skirt and spoke to me like we were negotiating a business contract.
"I don't need to see any video. I don't, as of this moment, accept that any video exists," she said. I almost spoke but she raised her hand, "Because something unseen by anyone doesn't really exist. If a video of a tree falling in the woods is deleted, did it make a sound?" She gave me a seductive smile and leaned forward slightly. She was playing at ease, and pretty successful.
"I am glad we understand one another," I said.
"So how much do you need to press the little garbage can button on your phone?" she asked. I could feel her mimicking the tone I'd taken with her. She was mirroring traits back at me. If I were a voter, I would think "Well golly, the mayor is just like me." But I wasn't a voter. I could tell when someone was being manipulated.
"You remembered that we talked before right?" I asked and she nodded, "What did I want then?" No need to play anymore games. She asked for a price, I offered it.
"No," she said simply. Now it was my turn to be a little uneasy. That was certainly definite.
"No what?" I asked.
"No, I will not renege on my promise to veto any ordinances from the city council that grant any sort of benefits to same-sex couples. I appreciate that circumstances have changed since we first discussed this issue. But going back on my word is not an option." She crossed her arms in front of her chest defiantly. She had instantly thought through three or four more moves. She knew what I wanted. No wonder she'd been elected.
"That's all I want," I said.
"Well too bad," she replied. I knew this was a test of wills. She couldn't be serious that there was no room for negotiation. She was just setting a hard position to start. I had to do the same.
"Then the video goes up tonight," I said and I reached over for my phone. Sara's large eyes followed my movements, but she kept her arms crossed over her breasts and her lips tight. I started to unlock my phone, making careful motions to ensure she could see. "What's the title for the post?" I asked, "Hypocritical lesbian mayor will eat pussy, just not her words?" I asked. Hoping that I wasn't going to have to do this now. But I kept a cool demeanor. Finally, the mayor spoke.
"Ms. Drake," she started, "Heidi. We are speaking privately now aren't we?" she asked looking around the room. I realized she was asking if I was recording her. As I was committing a crime, I had decided not to record.
"Of course. All alone," I said. She looked at me for a few seconds, her pretty face staring blankly at me. Then she seemed satisfied and began to speak.
"You know when I came here today, I thought I was meeting Dietrich Carson. That was important to me, because I always like to have as many donors as possible. Politics these days is all about raising money," she explained, "But even not meeting him, I still have a lot of donors. In fact, one of my donors has actually set up an account for my use. If I need $50,000.00 or $100,000.00, I can just go to this account, and get it out. In fact, I can get a good deal more than $100,000.00 if I really need to. You see the money isn't in my name. The account belongs to a political organization, a booster club. In the Cayman Islands. Lots of people put money in. And we can use it for charitable purposes. Do you have any charities you like?"
"Oh my god!" I heard a voice say. Hena had her hand over her mouth. Her eyes were coated in tears and she looked like her heart had just broken. Well, I could've told her that this particular mayor was not the kind of person to idolize. Few mayors are.
"A slush fund?" I asked and the mayor didn't move but winced slightly. She could tell by the term that I wasn't biting. And I knew from that wince she was more vulnerable than she acted. But I thought about that for a moment. I hadn't really even considered this possibility, a bribe for a blackmail. But while I'd done a lot of things in the last few days I wasn't proud of, I wouldn't do that. This really was about using ugly means to reach a noble goal. I didn't want her money, no matter how much more than $100,000.00 it might be.
"Mayor Barker..." Hena said, trying to come to terms with the reality of politics.
"Not now," the mayor hissed back. Her rudeness prompted me to speak.
"No, I am not feeling particularly charitable. I want one thing," I said, "Make the resolution happen."
"I cannot do it," she said, "You want to ruin my reputation and you will do it either way. If I cave to you on this then I shit on my base. I got elected on the traditional marriage vote. They will hate me if there is a video of me fucking Hena and they will hate me if I make it legally protected for other women to fuck Hena. So it really doesn't matter which way it goes. If I can't find something else to give you, then I am the one who's fucked. At least if the video is released I can claim that I was personally weak, beg for forgiveness, and get some sort of media job. I could even do conversion therapy and claim it was a success. But if I sell out my ideals, rather than just my personal life, then there aren't a lot of lucrative options after this is over," She basically gave me the same line of shit that Hena had given me the previous day. She was starting to look a little more nervous now, no longer certain that we were speaking the same language. I was beginning to have the same fear.
"What about the stuff we talked about," Hena said, "You know, changing attitudes. The future," she was appealing to me. I remembered that she was about to be ruined too. A new generation's Monica Lewinsky with a twist. I hoped that the mayor remembered that too. But she turned and looked at Hena.
"I am in too deep now even if I agreed that things were going to swing the other way, though I don't. If I switch now and I am wrong then I piss off my base. If I switch now and I am right, I look opportunistic and insincere. All I can hope is that people respect my consistency," she explained. The more she talked the more adamant she became. It was like she was looking at all the angles just then, spilling out her explanations just as she was realizing them herself. I could see in her eyes that she was realizing her options were running out. She was starting to feel cornered. I snorted.
"Consistency? Like getting your pussy eaten by your female aide during the night and railing against lesbians during the day? Real consistency," I said.
"Public and private consistency are different things. My private life should remain that way," the mayor said quickly and desperately. The last bastion of the shamed politician: privacy.
"Well it isn't going to," I said, picking my phone back up. The mayor stepped forward now, standing just a few feet in front of me. No posturing now, we were at the meat of the issue. She knew that I was serious now, she was about to be exposed.
"You can't do that," she pleaded. The hardness fell from her eyes now and she was actually begging, "Look, you understand all this stuff. You get that it isn't personal. Don't make this personal. My husband..." she said. I actually did realize that there was a private person, one who couldn't bear the humiliation of a public outing. But it was a private person she'd trapped with her own actions. Hena, cowering in the corner, had been caught in it too.



"I am not doing anything. You are," I said firmly, flicking through the phone again.
"I am sorry I didn't take you seriously in the press conference," she said now, getting more and more desperate as the enormity of the situation struck her, "I am sorry that I didn't take you seriously when I got here, and I am sorry that I was ham-fisted in trying to...make this go away. This can't happen. This is my career. This is my life," she said.
"This is about a lot of people's lives. You aren't as special as you think you are!" I shot back.
"Look I thought this was about money," she said, "So it isn't about money. What is it about?"
"There is no mystery here. The resolution," I said.
"I can't do that," she said dropping to her knees in front of me. I thought that brining her to her knees would make me feel powerful, but I felt sick instead, "You know I can't. It doesn't work either way. You have to want something else. I will give you anything else." She demanded. Of course, I didn't want anything else. So I was faced with the problem I'd been considering all day. At this point, my only actual move left was to post the video. But if I could hold out longer, if I could keep the threat alive in another way, maybe I could convince her that folding was her best option. Or the least bad option. I hadn't been prepared for Hena, I was prepared for this.
"When is your first appointment tomorrow?" I asked. The mayor looked up at me, her brow furrowed in confusion. The change of pace was disconcerting to her.
"Uh..." she said.
"Noon," Hena said from the opposite side of the room. The mayor nodded slowly in agreement.
"I told you that the only way to delete the video is to back the resolution," I stated, "And I stand by that." The mayor's face dropped. "But..."
"What?" she asked nervously.
"But, from what I understand Councilman Houser has introduced this measure at the start of every city council session for the last ten years. For eight years he was the only one who supported it. Last year there were three councilmen who joined. This is the just the first year it looked to pass. Is that correct?" I asked.
"Uh...yeah, I think that sounds right," Sara said, all of her casual self-confidence gone.
"Well what if I tell you I can give you a year reprieve? You do something for me and I won't say a word if you veto the resolution this year. Next year, Councilman Houser will raise the issue again and you and I will have a new conversation. A lot can change in a year. Maybe the decision becomes easier for both of us. Your promise will be older then." I was bluffing. I didn't want to wait another year. Whatever happened, I wanted it done that night. But the mayor had to believe she'd be given a year to strategize and figure out a way around the issue. It wasn't much, but I relied on her desperation.
"What?" she asked, the self-confidence returned to her voice. She was biting. I was giving away something too. She knew I was more flexible that I let on. I had to give that to her, but she could use it.
"It is 9:30. That means you have 14 hours before you need to leave here to be back at City Hall by your noon meeting," I explained.
"Yes..." the mayor said warily.
"For the next 14 hours. You belong to me. Your aide too," I said.
"Meaning what?" she asked, looking back over her shoulder at Hena.
"Meaning stand up and take off your clothes," I replied. Sara must've had some notion as to what I was going to say but her muscles tightened quickly and she winced. She looked up at me.
"My clothes?" she asked and I nodded. She started to stand up slowly, her knees a bit wobbly.
"Does this mean we have a deal?" I asked, wanting to make sure that she wasn't about to walk out of the room. She looked at me with her eyeballs filled with acid and nodded her head. My hand shot forward quickly and I grabbed her wrist. She stumbled a bit on her heels and I pulled her so that she was right next to me. I pulled her down quickly so that her head was next to my ear, "Anything you don't want to do, just say the words 'I won't veto.' And this all stops," I hissed. She pulled away from me and stumbled backwards so that she was standing about three feet in front of me.
So that was the basic strategy. The Mayor was trying to earn herself a yearlong reprieve. She probably figured I would do a couple of weird little things and then she'd get it. My plan was to make the next 14 hours so impossible on a white-bread, small-town mayor that just backing down would be easier. Even if she got the reprieve, she'd know that in a year the same thing would likely happen again. She had to know that just changing her position on the veto was all that there was in terms of options. I was going to make things as weird as possible for her. And I'd start simply, with some humiliation.
"We... have a deal," she said. It was clear that she absolutely understood what was going to happen. She didn't seem to like it, but this third option was the best she had. Or so she thought. I knew she was afraid of sex and I was going to make this the worst. She stood up in front of me and looked at me like I was an alien being.
"Hena," I said, "Come over here so you can watch," I said. Hena jumped a bit when I said her name, but she obediently started to walk over towards me. If she felt any compunction about the fact that she was thrown into the deal with her boss, she didn't say anything. I pointed to the bed next to me "Sit down and watch," I said.
"Okay," Hena said and then followed my direction.
"Proceed," I said to Sara. Sara looked around the room for a second. I saw her focus in particular on seeing that the blinds were tightly closed. She sighed deeply and the started to reached behind her back. I told myself that, despite my casual appreciation for her body, this was not really about sex. This was about power. But as Sara bit her lower lip and her breast pushed out as she searched for the zipper, I felt my body stirring. She was a beautiful woman and she was totally within my power. How could I not be aroused? If I had to do this (and I was believed I did) I might as well enjoy it. Sara found the zipper and her dress became loose on her body as she pulled it down.
"What's your number?" I asked. Sara stopped looking over her shoulder and turned to face me, her brow furrowed in confusion.
"My number?" she asked, "Like my phone number? Hena..." she started.
"No you moron," I said and she almost spoke and then bit it back. She was trying to play by the rules, "I can find your phone number in 30 different place. I mean your number. Mine is 67, that is pretty high. I know yours is at least too. There is Hena. There is your husband. How many more?"
"You want to know how many people I've slept with?"
"Yes, once you slip that dress off," I said. Sara pursed her lips but slowly worked the straps on her dress off of her shoulder. Once they slipped off her elbows, the whole dress pitched forward at her waist. Sara's upper body was largely exposed now. Her breasts were encased in a tight, strapless bra that pushed her breasts up nicely. Her stomach looked even more impossibly thin that night while she was standing that it had the previous evening. I licked my lips, and then turned slightly to Hena.
"How about you?" I asked. Hena had been staring at her boss. She might've been disappointed in the mayor's ethics, but love doesn't care about ethics. After she registered what I'd asked, she turned to me and blushed.
"Oh...uh..." she started, then, very quietly, "five." She said.
"I hadn't realized I'd joined such an exclusive club," I said, and I reached over and put my hand on Hena's knee. The mayor's head shot up and she looked at me intently.
"You...!" she said, realizing what I'd implied. Her pupils were focused intensely on my hand on Hena's knee.
"I don't recall asking for your comments on my sex life. I can fuck Hena when and if I please," I said certainly, "Now keep disrobing and then answer my question. And be honest, it doesn't make any sense to lie. I know more about you that anyone outside of this room." It looked like it took all of Sara's willpower not to yell something back at me. She was clearly insanely jealous and also curious about what had happened, but I wanted her to know nothing. So she stuck her hands down on the side of her dress and shimmied her hips. Slowly, her dress worked its way down over her hips and pooled on the floor. She stood resplendent in the middle of my hotel room, just her black strapless bra and a pair of tight black panties. She was mouthwatering.
"21," she said. That was a higher number than I expected. She wasn't such an innocent one. Especially for someone who was married at 22 years old.
"You aren't naked. Finish getting naked and then tell me how many were boys and how many were girls," I said. I looked briefly at Hena out of the corner of my eye. I figured she was in for a revelation. She already looked surprised by the high number. Sara didn't say anything, she just reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. It tumbled easily off of her body and her large, perky breasts bounced free. I still could not believe how perfect they looked. Sara didn't give me time to admire her. She quickly bent over (her head then a mere foot from my body), and then pulled her panties down over her big, round ass. She then stood back up, naked. Her pussy was just as cute and red as it had been before, her blonde pubic hair still styled neatly. She put her hands on her hips, trying to look defiant.
"Two men, nineteen women," she said haughtily. Hena gasped.
"Good thing your aren't a lesbian, might've been 20 girls," I noted acidly.
"But..." Hena started to say. I had been expecting this and I squeezed her knee carefully. Hena had just learned many valuable lessons about her hero lately. I was going to make each one sink in.
"I told you Hena. She lied to get you into bed," I explained. Hena shook her head, but I saw tears in her eyes. Now she knew that the line of shit that Sara had fed her had been just that. Their relationship was built on a foundation of lies. And now Sara had to deal with the fact that her actions in not caving had let this fact out. I hoped she would realize that things could get much worse. Hena looked broken, she'd been betrayed a lot in the last few days.
"Hena, I didn't want you to feel nervous with me...I thought it would be more comfortable if you thought you were my first...I was just protecting you," Sara said. I let her waver a bit. It was clear she didn't like that Hena now knew her game.
"You always made me feel...so guilty about us and you...Why would you lie to me?" Hena said. She was shaking.
"I..." Sara started.
"Get back a little and get on your knees," I said, interrupting the quarrel, "And tell me how many of your 21 were before you were married and how many were after." Sara's eyes looked pained and it was clear that she was worried about Hena. I could not tell if she felt bad for hurting her lover or for getting caught. But I didn't care. Sara wanted to keep talking to Hena, but she knew I held the strings. She dropped down onto her knees five feet in front of me.
"Three before I was married. My husband, another man before I met my husband, and a girl I knew," the mayor said. I was a bit shocked.
"Does your husband know you've fucked, what...18 women since you were married?" I asked. I tried not to sound completely blown away. Hena looked even more surprised. She was just staring at her feet, trying to make sense of everything.
"I don't know or care what he knows or doesn't know. He has his bimbos and..."
"You have yours?" I asked, leaning into Hena while I said it.
"It isn't like that!" Sara pleaded, "And I wasn't going to say that..."
"How many of the 18 were girls who worked for you, like Hena?" I asked. Sara looked daggers at me.
"Ten," she said. It was just as I had suspected all along. Sara had a type and that type was innocent college girls she could manipulate and then discard. Hena was just the next in a long line. Hena's shoulders slumped but she didn't speak.
"Correct me if I am wrong, but you never divorced your husband and ran away with any of your interns or temp workers or secretaries, right?" I asked, but I spoke to Hena while I did.
"No," she said in a monotone voice.
"So they are disposable?"
"They were all very important tme," Sara said and she also was speaking to Hena, trying to salvage something. But I didn't believe her. I didn't think Hena did either. I didn't think there was much left to do on this vein, and Hena's pain was a bit acute for my tastes. Time to change things up. No need to hurt Hena any more than I had to. The point to Sara was made, now it was time to force her to act. She might protect herself by breaking Hena's heart, but maybe she would protect her own body. Besides, my body was ready for action. Like I said, even if I had to do this, it might as well be fun.
"So both men were before you married? And I assume your husband a few times since. Have you ever sucked a cock?"
"Yes," she said, not making eye contact with me.
"Uncross your arms," I said and she did so, her breasts falling free once more, "When was the last time you sucked a dick?"
"Probably two months," she said.
"Well let's clear out the cobwebs in the back of your throat," I said, spreading my legs slightly, "get in close." I demanded. I glanced again at Hena. I saw her head rise as she looked up at her boss. I hoped Sara saw it too. I knew from what I'd already seen that Sara didn't like to be under anyone's control. Having Hena see her degradation was important.
Sara started to slink towards me on her hands and knees. Her eyes were open and she was staring at me with unmitigated hatred. Her breasts swung down below her ribs, her nipples occasionally grazing the backs of her arms. I noticed that they were a little bit hard and wondered if it was because my room was cold or if she liked it. Her round ass bounced left and right as her knees touched down on the carpet. Finally, her head slipped between my knees. She stopped moving.
"Well you can't reach my cock from there, spread my legs with your hands," I demanded. Sara made a huffing noise, but complied. She got back on her shins and placed her hands on my knees. She, somewhat menacingly, pulled my legs farther apart. Her actions hiked my skirt up high around my waist. My half-hard cock flopped down onto the hotel chair. Sara looked up at me, her mouth set firmly but her eyes looking uncertain. She looked up again at me, drinking in my appearance. I could feel her disgust with my identity. Everything about me was repulsive to her, I was confusing to her sense of gender, I was liberal, I was a punk, I had a cock that needed to be sucked. I was her worst nightmare. But she didn't say anything. She knew she was stuck.
"You know how to suck a cock, so do it," I demanded. Sara started to move her left hand off my knee to grasp my cock. "Stop!" I yelled. Sara shook noticeably.
"What?" she asked, her voice sounded quavering.
"I never told you to move your hands off of my knees. All you need to give a blowjob is your mouth. Go do that," I said. I felt the blood rushing to my cock now. I have to admit, not only was I begrudgingly attracted to Sara, I also found the whole situation to be inexpressibly arousing. The absolute power I seemed to have over Sara was an aphrodisiac like I'd never experienced before. I felt my nipples pressing against the inside of my corset. My pulse was quick and my muscles felt tight. I had worried that it would be difficult to go through with this part of the plan, but now that I was in the middle of it...I hoped she didn't crack too early.
My cock was rapidly getter harder and was now standing up off of the hotel chair. Sara placed her hand back on my knee and started to bend her neck. She moved painfully slowly. I don't know if she was nervous, or if she was just trying to fuck with me, but the anticipation was intense. I saw Hena felt the same way, she was leaning forward intently, watching her boss to see what happened.
I looked back down. I could see the top of Sara's blonde head and I could feel her hot breath against the skin of my cock. I felt my cock tremble a shiver ran up my back. Sara waited a moment longer and then...I felt the tip of her tongue graze across the tip of my cock. The bumpy soft texture of her tongue against the hard smoothness of my tip (as well as the hard smoothness of the cock stud). I felt Sara's tongue swirl around on the top of my cock for a moment, getting me wet and spreading some of my pre-cum. Her tongue was soft and warm, and she had the perfect touch.
But I didn't just want the tip of my cock teased. Time to speed things up. I took my left hand and gently lifted it off the arm rest. I placed it against the back of Sara's head. I didn't push on her head, just applied a little bit of pressure. The message was clear, she needed to get moving or I would shove it down her throat. Sara took the hint.
Her mouth opened wider and I felt the tip of my cock slip into her mouth. Her tongue played against the bottom of my cock, where my tip cleft. She circled it gently. It was amazing. I looked down at her face. Her skin look smooth and relaxed, her eyes were closed. It seemed she was on autopilot, pretending she was doing something else. At that point, I didn't care. My body shook and felt my fingers slipping deep into Sara's hair.
She continued to slide the cock deeper and deeper into her mouth. I felt her lips slide down my hard, smooth skin. I pulled her hair away from her face and looked slightly to the side so I could watch the cock dip deeper and deeper into her mouth. She was so fluid, she never slowed, just a constant motion as one, then two, then three inches slipped into her mouth. Her tongue was active the whole time, bathing my cock with her tongue and applying just the right amount of pressure.
Finally, without slowing or gagging, I saw as Sara's nose pressed into the lower part of my belly and her chin pressed against my scrotum. Once it was all the way in her throat, Sara shook her head slightly, driving it in deeper and also apply a tight pressure. Sara choked now and I felt her throat contract around my penis. But rather than pull out, Sara controlled her throat and kept it buried. Her tongue kept sliding against my urethra.
"Oh shit, you're wasted as a dyke, you were born to suck dick!" I moaned loudly. Sara shuddered, and I was glad to see it. She slowly started to pull the cock out of her mouth, with the same lack of speed and great care with which she put it in. Her eyes were watering slightly, and I felt her mouth filled with thick, viscous saliva. Her tongue was still toying with me. Finally, the cock slipped out of her mouth.
"I am married, and I never liked sex with me..." she almost said men, and then realized what that meant, "My husband. I've learned to please him in other ways." I wondered why she'd told me that. But before I could think, she started to slide my cock back into her throat. She moved a little faster now, but still with gentle pressure and extreme care. My eyes rolled back in my head and slumped back into my chair. It was by far the best blowjob I'd ever had. And for a few minutes I just luxuriated in it. Sara's mouth slipped up and down my cock, her chin pressing into my nuts, and then popping back up so just the tip remained. The whole time, Sara's tongue was doing the most amazing, indescribable thing. If this was what her husband got, no wonder he didn't complain about sex!
But this thought let me to a sudden realization. Sara was doing something she was at least relatively comfortable with. She could put on a happy face and suck a cock. She had her eyes closed. Maybe she was just pretending that I was her husband. Or someone else entirely. She wasn't feeling this, I needed to do something else.



"Oh god!" I heard myself moan without thinking. I really didn't want anything else. I wanted more than anything to cum down Sara's sexy, tight throat. But this wasn't about pleasure. This was about getting to Sara. I made the most difficult call I'd have had to make sexually and said, "Stop!" For a moment, Sara was so in the moment she didn't stop. She probably went into a trance when she blew her husband, didn't stop until there was a hot, thick load on her teeth. I moved my hand off the back of her head and it seemed like things registered. In fact, her eyes opened. I looked down and she her mouth stretched open around my cock and her big, pretty eyes staring up at me. She looked...innocent and beautiful. I shook my head. Quickly, she slipped my wet cock out of her mouth and backed away slightly.
"You wanted me to stop?" Sara said, sounding very confused. It was clear she knew how good she was at that, and didn't usually get stopped. My body ached for her to take me back in her mouth. I wasn't very far from cumming and she had been so good. But I needed to focus.
"Stay right there on your knees," I said. Her face was still just inches from my cock and she was staring up at me, confused and thrown off. I needed to think of something quickly that would be much more difficult for the mayor to deal with. Yet, I didn't want to dip too deeply into my bag tricks yet. A couple of decent ideas sprang to mind. Finally, I decided to try something I always enjoying with a willing participant. Maybe it would be more fun if I was forcing someone against their will. And there was no way she could just pretend she was doing anything else.
I spread my legs wider now, letting Sara's hands slip off of my knees. I hooked my left leg over the arm rest of my chair, followed by my right leg over the right arm. Now my legs were spread about as wide as I could hold them. My skirt was flicked all the way back and my hard, wet cock stood up straight towards the ceiling. Now, I rolled back slightly in my chair, thrusting my hips up. My cock flicked back and a long line of pre-cum whipped from the top, spattering against my chin. I stuck out my tongue and licked the salty treat and moaned loudly. I knew that Sara was watching. My cock was now pressed against my stomach, my legs wide, and my asshole facing directly at the mayor. I looked down at her and there was silence.
For a long moment, Sara just stared at my body. I could see her eyes on my cock and then on the little pink kiss of my asshole. She looked away, but then would look back. Her face showed nervousness that had she had shed during the blowjob. I let her twist for a moment longer, then I spoke, "Well?" I asked. Sara shrugged her shoulders and replied in a small voice.
"Well what?" she asked.
"When are you going to start eating my asshole?" I asked. It took her a moment, but suddenly my suggestion seemed to register. She looked at my asshole again and then, it seemed without really trying to, she recoiled away, rolling off of her knees so that she was sitting on her ass on the floor. She was shaking her head and her eyes showed a complex mixture of shame, fear, and rage.
"No?" I asked.
"You are fucking animal!" Sara spat back and I smiled. Good, this actually pushed her.
"You can stop this right now," I reminded her, "No veto, no tossed salad." I said. Sara looked like she wanted to say something. She wanted to call me a name or put me in my place. But she was coming to the realization that I held the cards. If she talked, things would get worse.
"I don't want to do this," she said instead, a simple and respectful plea.
"Neither do I," I lied, "Say the word and we are done." I wouldn't be swayed, even if she was polite. I kept my hands on my legs, keeping them wide apart. Sara sighed. But she got back on her knees and started to lean towards me. I have to admit, I was happy she made that choice. I wasn't ready to be done yet.
My cock actually twitched as she got close. As it moved, my testicles slid so that they were hanging down against my anus. Sara stopped moving and seemed to be considering how to approach the situation. Finally, she reached forward, her hand trembling slightly. Her fingers felt cold as they pressed softly against my scrotum. She carefully cupped my balls in her left hand and then pulled them up, one again exposing my anus. Her palm felt warmer that her fingers and she was surprisingly soft and gentle.
Sara took a couple of deep breaths, trying to control herself. She breathed in through her nose, and I knew she could smell the thick scent of my cock. I wondered what she thought of it. Finally, she looked up at me once more, like she was hoping I would tell her to stop. I stared down at her passively. Then I took one of my hands off of my knee and started to rub my breast gently though my corset. I liked the increased pressure, but I did so mostly to let Sara know, I was ready for her.
No more stalling, Sara quietly started to lean in towards my body. I could feel her breath as it puffed against the skin of my ass and I felt my body prickle. I couldn't wait to see what it felt like. I looked around my body as best I could, to see as Sara's mouth opened and her tongue came out slowly. Her eyes were closed, but she seemed very aware of where her body was. Just as her tongue almost touched me, she stopped for a moment. I saw her breathing, considering. This was degradation at a whole different level from the blowjob. I let her think and prayed she wasn't ready to crack.
Eventually, she did what she had to do. Her head moved forward almost imperceptibly and I felt the wet warmth of her tongue against my asshole. My whole body tingled and I felt my nipples press hard against the inside of my corset. I couldn't help but wiggle on the chair as the tickling, wet feeling sunk in. My eyes rolled back in my head and I moaned. I had always loved this, and it was even better when it was the mayor's tongue.
For her part, once she got started, Sara seemed to do what needed to be done. She lacked the polished skill she'd acquired in the art of the blowjob, but she made up for it in gusto. I don't know if she thought it would end quickly if she was more enthusiastic or if constant action was the only way to keep her going, but Sara was amazing. Her tongue rolled up and down the soft, tight ridges of my asshole with the perfect speed and pressure. Her tongue was alternately hard and then soft. Sometimes she probed into my asshole, making her tongue rigid and fucking me, sometimes she lapped at me like a kitten with a bowl of milk.
For several minutes, I just let Sara do her thing. I luxuriated in the tickling, aching pleasure that can only come from getting your ass licked. Sara's tongue seemed to grow more and more knowledgeable with each passing second, finding new and interesting ways to give me pleasure. All the while her nose was buried in my scrotum, she was breathing in my scent. Her hand still gently grasped my cock as she worked her tongue into my asshole. I looked down at her as she worked, her beautiful face buried between my legs. The gentle slurping noise her tongue made against my anus tied the whole picture together. This was what she deserved.
After a few minutes of pure pleasure, I realized that, once again, I was prioritizing my pleasure over the task at hand. Sara, while still looking rigid and uncomfortable with her eyes closed and her tongue up my ass, seemed to have at least come to terms with what she was doing. But unlike the blowjob earlier, I couldn't bear to let this moment pass. I needed her to keep licking my asshole. I needed to think of another way to add to her degradation, while still getting what felt good for me.
I looked up from the top of Sara's head (where I'd been staring for a while) and suddenly remembered that Sara and I were not alone. I noticed Hena out of the corner of my eye. The younger woman's eyes were wide as saucers and her mouth was slightly open. I smiled a little at her innocence. She must've been absolutely floored. "Hena..." I said, my voice quavering a little bit. The girl jumped like I'd goosed her. I felt Sara's tongue tense as well.
"Uh, huh? What?" Hena said and her eyes turned to me. I actually giggled a little.
"Get naked honey," I said gently. Hena had been well trained by her boss (as well as by our experience the day before). She didn't hesitate. She quickly hopped up from the bed. She was standing with her knee against mine, just a foot or so from her boss. I saw Sara's eyes open and looking crosswise at her employee. I hoped that she felt humiliated on her knees, almost prostrate with a tongue in her ass. If Hena was enjoying the power of being above her naked boss, she didn't show it. Instead, she was quickly pulling her clothes off and throwing them around the room. In a few moment, Hena was completely naked.
"Go ahead and sit back down," I said. Hena sat back down on the bed, her tight breasts bouncing gently as she did so. Her hair looked a bit disheveled and she appeared more beautiful than I could remember. I could feel the nervousness and excitement emanating off of her.
"I can't believe this is happening," she said, although it sounded like she hadn't realized she was saying it aloud. She was totally in shock, and I knew that she was completely malleable. Time to hit Sara where she lived.
"Believe it beautiful. You dirty boss is eating a tranny's asshole and you are watching," I said. Hena nodded in a daze, but I could feel Sara tensing further. But she didn't stop eating my asshole. In fact, she became more passionate, her mouth wetter and more welcoming. Her attention was so strong that I felt like my cock was about to explode. I could feel my muscles pulsing and the precum was dripping in a steady stream down my shaft. I'd never needed to cum so bad in my life.
"Here," I said to Hena. I reached out and grabbed her Hena's hand. I quickly moved her hand and wrapped her fingers around my cock. I moaned loudly, feeling the soft, smooth skin of Hena's hands against my quaking shaft. I bit my lip and tried to control myself. I looked over at Hena, her eyes were wide. She was looking back and forth between her hand around my cock and her boss' face.
"I...I..." Hena started, clearly not certain as to what was going on.
"Stroke my dick honey," I purred, I felt Sara's tongue press hard into my anus as I said it. Hena looked down at Sara, "She is not in charge. I am. Stroke my cock," I demanded. Hena, used to following orders, quickly complied. In a moment, her hand was sliding up and down my shaft with ease. For an avowed lifelong lesbian, Hena did not give a bad handjob. In fact, her light grip and quick, even motion were absolutely perfect. She even pulled her hand away briefly, spit into her palm, and then brought her hand back quickly, to provide better lubrication.
I was absolutely in heaven. Sara was still licking away at my asshole, her body trembling with anger and, I believe, arousal. I could see her nipples hard and I could smell the sweet aroma of her pussy, whether she liked it or not. While she worked, Hena stroked my cock with an easy confidence. I looked over at her briefly, her beautiful face looking passive and serene while she felt my body. My nipples stood out hard on my chest and my whole body ached with desire. The two of us now working together to degrade Sara even further, whether Hena knew it or not. I knew that this had to be killing Sara and I savored that as much as the physical sensation. My body felt electric and I didn't want the moment to ever end. In fact, I wanted to add both to my pleasure and Sara's woes.
I leaned over and kissed Hena gently on her cheek. She turned toward me, clearly caught up in the moment, and our lips met. I felt Hena's tongue press into my mouth and I met hers. We kissed passionately, our mouths slurping into one another. Her hand still cranked my cock with the same ease, but I could tell that she was just as in need of relief from the unbearable tension of the last few days. But only I would get that relief.
It happened quickly. Sometimes it seems like an orgasm, even one that you desperately want, will sneak up on you. I knew that the tension from Hena's strokes and Sara's tongue was building inside of me. But I didn't feel like I was on the verge of cumming. In fact, I was feeling a deep and intense frustration. Then, suddenly and without any warning, I felt a bolt of lightning shoot through my body. I felt the ticklish wetness of the orgasm as it started to build from deep inside of me. My cock starting to tremble and I broke my kiss with Hena, moaning loudly over the sounds of Hena's hand and Sara's tongue. I felt my asshole tighten just as Sara's tongue entered it, squeezing her in a vice-like grip. Then I felt the intense pressure as my sperm began to shoot out of my body, I felt the wet warmth of as my cum crashed against my body. Wave after wave of pleasure rebounded through my body as glob after sticky glob of spunk splashed against my tits, my belly, my neck, my chin, even as high as my lips. It was, once again, a record breaking amount of sperm! And my body felt drained from losing it.
Hena was still heartily stroking away at my cock and I reached over, placing my hand over hers and getting her to stop. My cock was so sensitive. Sara was still licking my ass and I looked down at her. Some of my cum hand dripping down my belly and between my legs and was streaking across her nose and eyelids. She looked like she was absolutely disgusted. It almost made my cock hard again right then! I let her keep licking my asshole, as it still felt nice and seemed to be easing me out of my orgasm.
Now my mind was slightly less clouded, I no longer desperately needed to cum. Now I needed to do something to push Sara farther. I knew she was closing in on the end, I could feel even in her body that she was becoming more and more tense, less and less likely to go any farther. I suddenly had a brilliant idea, a way to push her again.
"Mayor Barker, stop eating my asshole," I said, she quickly pulled away from my asshole, flopping back on the floor. Cum was all over her face and her cheeks glistened with her own saliva. My asshole was almost dripping wet with Sara's spit and I realized she had been working in a disgusted frenzy. Now she could stop and she stared at me with pure hate.
"Was that good?" Hena asked. I hadn't even stopped to think.
"Christ Hena, get ahold of yourself," Sara spat. I looked back at the mayor, feeling my own anger rising.
"Don't talk to her like that! She is not an object for your enjoyment. She is a woman!" I yelled back. Hena didn't seem to know what to make of the exchange.
"I am sorry," Hena said, feeling embarrassed. She wouldn't make eye contact with Sara.
"Don't be," I replied, "Sara should feel sorry. And she will now be punished," I said, moving onto my next part of the plan.
"What?" Sara asked hotly. She looked so sexy on her knees, her legs slightly apart, her skin flush and her face red. Her hair was unkempt and across her face. She looked like a sex goddess. It made the next request easier.
"Clean me up," I said. She snorted and looked around the room, "Well come on!" I said.
"I am looking for tissues or a towel," she responded. Now it was my turn to snort.
"Uh, no..." I said, "You are cleaning me up personally." Sara looked uneasy.
"What does that mean?" she asked.
"Your tongue. And don't swallow any of that down. I want it in your mouth," I said. I could feel the cum dripping off my chin as I spoke, I looked down and saw just how much of my sperm was on my tits and stomach. There would be a lot of work for Sara.
"Disgusting..." Sara stated.
"You know how to stop this," I cut her off, "Either say the word. Or don't say anything at all. I don't want to hear any more of your complaints or commentary. When I order something, you do it!" I demanded. She looked a bit shocked by how quickly I'd jumped on her. But we were passed the point where we were figuring out how this would work. She had to actually feel the pain now.
There seemed no way to delay now and I could tell by the look on her face that Sara had not yet cracked. It might be soon, but she was not going to back down yet. She got up off her ass and then walked towards me. She leaned over towards me and I could smell her perfume. She refused to meet my gaze with her pretty blue eyes, but instead stared down at the cum all over my body.
"I..." she started to speak.
"Don't want to hear it, unless it is exactly what I want to hear..." I reminded her. Sara let out a long sigh and her shoulders drooped. She closed her eyes again and started to lean forward. Her mouth hovered near my shoulder. I watched as her tongue darted out of her mouth. She made it wide and flat. I could feel her hesitating very briefly, but I had made myself clear. After a brief pause, I felt Sara's warm tongue, so recently planted in my asshole, flatten out warmly against the skin below my left clavicle. I moaned loudly, making sure she knew how lovely it felt. Her tongue pressed into a large, wet glob of sperm. Her tongue lapped at me and I watched my cum disappear into her mouth. My cock started to get hard again as I watched the thick, white liquid disappear between the mayor's beautiful lips.
Sara's mouth moved around my body dutifully and efficiently. It was clear that she did not enjoy her task, as she tried to get it done as fast as humanly possible. Her mouth slide across my shoulders, down my side, and across my belly with real speed. Her tongue felt warm and wet and left a streak of sticky saliva behind it. Eventually, Sara had cleaned all but the most...troublesome spots. I could see that the cum was already collecting in her cheeks as she considered where to go next. I saw her open her eyes briefly and look at my breasts. They were glazed in my sperm and she seemed to consider them next. I saw her shake her head slightly.
Instead, she moved her lips up towards my neck. I made a loud trilling sound as I felt Sarah's warm mouth against the sensitive skin of my throat. Her hair hung down against my body, tickling my nipples and, incidentally, cleaning some of the sperm from my breasts. I didn't complain, Sara's "kiss" felt incredible on my skin. Her tongue slinked up my throat and around the curve of my chin. I could feel the hot breath from Sara's nose against my cheeks. Her eyes were closed as her tongue spread out across my chin, even spreading across my lips. I stuck my tongue out, and she jumped as it ran gently across her own lips. I giggled and smiled, her eyes opened and she gave me a look. But she also saw that she'd gotten all of the sperm from my face and neck. Only my breasts were still glazed.
Sara knew what she had to do, and once again she moved quickly. Her head dropped down and in a moment I felt her lips pressed against the top of my breasts. Her face sank slightly into my soft flesh and I arched my back into her face. Sara didn't seem to notice, her mouth moved all over my breasts, pulling my white cum into her mouth. I warbled out something indecipherable as I felt her mouth skitter across my left nipple. My nipple was already hard and incredibly sensitive. As her rough, limp tongue slipped across it, I felt like all the nerves in my body were tuned towards it. My cock ached and quivered pressing against Sara's leg. She jumped a little, but quickly moved her head to my other nipple, delicately sucking the cum off of it as well. It felt even more amazing and I gripped the armrests of my chair tightly.
Finally, Sara licked the underside of my right breast, sucking up the last of the sperm on my torso. Her lips bulged with sperm and her face was slick and wet with saliva and jizz. Sara pulled away from me now, moving back so that she was on her knees a few feet in front of me. She looked so incredibly sexy nude with her mouth full of sperm with a pissed off look on her face. I was at least as horny as I had been before I'd cum, with my cock hard and quivering. I couldn't believe how fast I'd recovered. But Sara was sexy and good at what she did. Perhaps more importantly, the power I wielded over her was an aphrodisiac like I'd never felt before.



Sara gave me a look, raising her eyebrows as if to ask "what next?" I stopped considering her appearance and my own arousal and planned my next move. I didn't know exactly what I wanted next. I looked down at my rock-like dick and saw that drip of cum was still on the tip. I realized I had a way to buy some time.
"You didn't get it all," I said, pointing to the tip of my cock, "Give my cock a bath in that cum in your mouth, but make sure you keep in all inside your cheeks." I ordered. Sara rolled her eyes but didn't make any noises (I guess that would've been tough, considering she had a mouthful). She'd already sucked me earlier, so I guess she knew better than to complain.
She inched forward slightly. She placed her lips gently against the tip of my dick, giving it a gentle kiss. She pressed her lips against my cock, letting it carefully open her mouth and slide inside. Her mouth was full of cum so she had to be very careful not to let it all spill out. I moaned as the tip slid into her mouth. I felt my own hot sperm swirling around my cock as it slipped deeper and deeper into Sara's mouth. Soon, my entire shaft was buried in Sara's mouth and my entire cock was coated in my cum and Sara's saliva. Sara's tongue was just as active as it had been the first time, sloshing through my cum and gently rubbing my shaft. Finally, Sara pulled my hard cock back out of her mouth. I gasped as my cock, now shimmering with spit and cum, was once against exposed to the cold air. Sara sat back, an annoyed look on her face, cheeks bulged.
My mind was almost completely blank, that fifteen second had been almost enough to get me to cum again. But I didn't have time to dwell on how good it felt. I had to make my next move. I decided to do something lots of people were very much not into, though it was a favorite of mine (hell, I'd kind of done it the day befor). But it was something that Sara probably wouldn't like
"Sara," I said, "Why don't you give Hena a kiss, and let her taste what you are enjoying. You're such a selfish boss and lover." Sara's eyes narrowed. I looked over at Hena, her eyes were wide and her mouth was slightly open. I saw her hand move up and cover her own breasts, as though she felt exposed. If Sara felt any compunction about cum swapping, she was good at masking it. She got up on her knees and walked over towards Hena. I slide out of the way, so she could reach.
Sara was still sitting on the bed next to me. Sara roughly grabbed the younger woman's legs and spread them wide open. Hena let out a little yelp but didn't move. Sara walked forward so that she was standing between Hena's legs. Hena looked up at her boss, towering over her. Sara quickly reached behind Hena's head, holding her in place. Then she leaned down and planted her lips against Hena's. For a moment they kissed in a very chaste fashion, pursed lips pressed together. I saw Sara's tongue dart out and she split Hena's lips apart. Hena took the hint and opened her mouth. Almost immediately, Sara opened her mouth. I could see just a little bit of white sperm and cum as it dropped in a big glop out of Sara's mouth and into Hena's. Hena's eyes opened wide and she made a gurgling sound.
"Don't swallow that Hena, just hold onto it," I said. Hena nodded slightly and some cum rolled out of her mouth and dribbled down her chin. I saw Sara's tongue forcing into Hena's mouth, spilling the rest of the cum out. When her mouth was empty, Sara stood back. Hena put her head down slightly, her cheeks now bugling.
"Show me your mouth," I demanded of Sara. Sara put her hands on her hips and stared me down for a second. Then she opened her mouth, exposing her bare teeth and tongue. She'd given it all to Hena.
"Happy?" she asked.
"Your breath smells like jizz," I lied and Sara gave me a disgusted look and crossed her arms in front of her chest, "And a shitty kisser. Hena look over here sweetie," I said.
Hena turned towards me and I laughed out loud. Her cheeks were comically stretched, her eyes were wide and glassy and her hair was disheveled. I shook my head. I had really done a number on this girl in the last couple of days. I leaned towards her and put my hands on either side of her face. I looked into her eyes. She looked so cute and uncertain.
"Everything is going okay honey," I whispered, "This will all turn out alright." I said, low enough so that Sara couldn't hear. I then leaned forward and put my lips against Hena's. She leaned into me passionately. It was clear that the tension was getting to her as well. In a moment I felt her tongue pressing against my lips. I opened my mouth wide and let her tongue pour into my mouth. I felt my sperm, mixed with Hena and Sara's saliva, pour into my mouth along with her tongue. It was salty and thick, almost frothy. I felt some of it run down my chin and I closed the gap around our mouths, sealing the gaps. Our mouths were locked together now. Our tongues moved through the shared cavity of our mouths, exploring each other's cheeks, gums, and teeth. All the while our mouths shared my cum. It slid from her mouth into mine and back. Our saliva added to it. Hena pressed her tongue deeply into mine, scooping up cum in her tongue like a bowl and then letting it drop back in. Her passion was incredible.
I hazarded to open my eye slightly while Hena continued to kiss me deeply. I saw Sara watching us through slit eyes. Her arms were still crossed in front of her breasts and her lips were pursed. I wondered if she'd ever shared such a sexy kiss with her assistant and figured she had not. She was too stuck up.
It was time to finish this. I started to suck the cum rapidly out of Hena's mouth. At first she tried to get it back, smiling and giggling. Then she realized that I was serious and allowed me to take it all. She even tilted her neck up so that it would dump out of her. The thick, salty, musky wad of sperm and spit collected in my and I let it slide over my teeth. Then I broke my kiss with Hena.
I immediately turned back to Sara, who was still looking at me in stony silence. My cheeks were bulging with sperm, it was trying to dribble out of my pursed lips. I realized that I didn't have any way to communicate with Sara. I could've planned it better. I shook my head and snapped my fingers, pointing at Sara. There was more than one way to communicate. I snapped again and pointed to the floor. Sara didn't move.
"I think she wants you to get on the floor," Hena said. Sara's head snapped toward her quickly.
"Shut up!" Sara yelled. It was clear that she knew she couldn't take her aggression out on me, so she was turning on Hena. Which was fine, I guess. But I needed her focused. I snapped again and pointed to the ground. Sara gave one last daggered glance at Hena and then got down onto the floor. Luckily, she didn't get cute, but instead got down quickly on her back.
For the first time since the mayor had arrived, I got up off of my chair. Sara had laid down on her back with her head facing away from me. I walked around quickly so that I was standing with my feet near her head. I got down on my knees and leaned my head over top of hers. My head was about two feet above Sara's face. My cheeks actually hurt and jiggled from all of the cum.
I snapped my fingers and pointed to Sara's mouth. She looked up at me with lizard eyes and didn't move. I didn't have time for these games, my mouth actually hurt. I reached down and put my fingers on Sara's lips. I roughly pulled her lips opened, exposing her teeth. She kept them clenched. I'd had dogs my entire life, I knew this game. I reached back through her guns behind her teeth to the gums and squeezed in. Sara's mouth opened slightly. I pulled my fingers out. Sara started to close her mouth again. Now I slapped her face, hard but not too hard. She shook her head quickly. She was definitely surprised. I looked down at her menacingly. She opened her mouth.
I leaned over her now, aiming my mouth just above her. I opened my mouth and let a thin, sticky dribble of sperm roll out from between my lips. It pulled out in a long string. I watched it fall and splatter against Sara's upper lip, salty and cool from exposure to the air. Sara winced. I moved my head slightly. The stream of cum and spit was still drooling out of my mouth, and now it shifted so that it was landing in Sara's mouth. It landed all the way back down to her throat and Sara gagged. But I kept the sperm and cum aimed at her mouth. The long, thin dribble of cum kept rolling out of my lips and piling up inside Sara's mouth. I kept it coming constantly, but just a small amount. My lips slowly started to deflate. Eventually, Sara's mouth was filled with my sperm and all of our spit. It coated her tongue and her teeth. Her eyes were watering. Finally, the last bits of cum landed in Sara's mouth.
I took a few minutes to just enjoy the view. Sara looked so sexy when she was completely degraded. I looked down at her breasts and saw that her nipples were harder than ever, straining out from her body. I guess she liked degradation too. Her whole body was quivering.
"Close your mouth," I insisted. Sara quickly did so. "Swallow," I said. She must've known where that was going. Despite that I could see in her eyes that she hated the idea. I could see her gagging before she even tried to swallow my sperm, "Or give in." I said. It was a bit of a mistake on my part. It reminded her of the stakes. She closed her eyes and I saw her throat working. In a moment, she opened up her mouth, exposing bare teeth and gums. She'd swallowed it.
She looked at me in triumph. It was a look that implied she'd taken the worst I could do. I felt a rage boiling inside of me. She was tougher than she seemed. And the more I pushed her, the more steely her resolve became. I walked around her quickly so that I was again by her feet. I admitted that when this first started, I'd wanted to toy with her a bit. But now I was starting to dig into my actually dirt and she was not backing down. I decided not to give her any time to revel in her little victory. Time to push the envelope. Besides, as I was reminded by my hard bouncing cock as I walked around her, I was ready for more as well.
"That all you g..." Sara started to say, probably reading my body language. I didn't say anything. Instead, I interrupted her by grabbing her leg and throwing it roughly across her body. Sara let out a little squeal and rolled over, as I'd intended.
"Fuck you!" she yelled, and started to get up, which was actually just what I wanted. As soon as she got up on her hands and knees I dropped to my knees behind her. My hands quickly fell to Sara's hips and my knees dropped down between her legs. My cock slapped between her asscheeks as I fell. I heard Sara grunt, clearly surprised by my actions. I decided not to give her time to react.
I kept one hand on Sara's hips, holding her down, though she was no longer trying to get up. The other hand grabbed my cock. It felt hot and pulsated in my hand. I could smell Sara's pussy, light and heady, and it was making me desire this more and more. I'd always thought that all the mayor needed was a good fuck and now I was going to put that theory to the test. I stuck the glistening tip of my penis against Sara's tight opening.
"You are wet, you fucking whore!" I said to Sara. At the same time, I took my free hand and slapped her ass harshly. She gasped and I pushed my cock in towards her pussy. I hadn't been lying, Sara was wet. In fact, she was practically dripping onto the hotel room floor. I didn't know what I thought about that. Clearly, I liked to be attractive and to be sexy and I was turning this woman on. That always felt good. But I was also trying to push her in places she didn't want to go. That wasn't really compatible with arousal, was it? Maybe it was; repressed conservative women were a bit of mystery.
I didn't take a lot of time to consider the implications. Instead, I brought my hand down on Sara's ass a second time. Her body jumped and, as she did so, I took the opportunity to slam my cock home in a single motion. The whole length of my shaft slipped into Sara's body. I heard her groan loudly and she fell forward onto her elbows. This only served to push her ass farther into the air and my cock deeper into her pussy. I looked down at the tight red rosebud of her asshole and my cock buried deep her pussy and felt my cock quiver.
Now I moved my hands so that they grasped around Sara's slim hips. I used my hands to start pulling her body into towards me. I started to thrust my hips in the same rhythm so that when her hips pulled back, my hips thrust forward, driving my cock deep into her. For several minutes I just pounded hard at her pussy, barely keeping myself from cumming. Sara's pussy was soaking wet, but it was still extremely tight. I hadn't been inside a girl that tight since experimenting with a virgin girl my freshman year of college! Even tighter than Hena. It felt incredible.
Sara was moaning loudly, and her body trembled all over. She didn't sound so smug now. I knew from what she'd said before that she wasn't fond of getting fucked. So I hoped this hurt some. In fact, the idea that it was disgusting to her was kind of a turn on for me. I released her hips with one of my hands and started to rub my breasts, through my corset, feeling where my nipples poked out towards the hard fabric.
"Oh Christ!" I heard Sara moan. I couldn't tell if it was a moan of pleasure or a plea for relief. I decided I didn't care. I was struck with inspiration. Time to pile on.
"If you want your mouth busy, that can be arranged," I explained, while still throwing my hips toward Sara, I turned to Hena, "Go lay down on your back under your bosses face," I ordered. She actually gasped. She'd been watching me fuck Sara with complete surprise, but now she quickly jumped up and ran over in front of Sara. She knew what I wanted and lay down on her back with her legs spread, just below Sara's head. She refused to make eyes contact with her boss.
"Eat her pussy," I moaned, while I shoved my cock harder into Sara's pussy. I wondered what Sara would think, now that she was placed in a subjugated position below not only me, but also Hena. I didn't give her time to think about it. I gave my hips an extra-hard shove, placing Sara off balance and sending her face tumbling between Hena's legs.
"Oh Shit!" I heard Hena moan a moment later. I looked around Sara's body as best I could. Sara was following orders. I could just make out Sara's tongue pressing against Hena's body. Hena moaned again and grabbed her own breasts. She threw her head back, once again. She still refused to look at her boss.
"Hena, look at Sara. Sara, look up at Hena," I ordered. I saw Hena's eyes flutter open and she looked back up towards her boss. I could see her looking at something and assumed that Sara was doing the same. I started to move my hips faster. It felt so amazing to be orchestrating this. For several minutes we just moved together, my cock pressing into Sara's wet cunt and Sara's tongue pleasuring Hena with abandon.
It didn't take long for things to come to a head. Although, I was surprised that I didn't finish first. Just a few minutes into our threeway I heard a loud squealing noise. I looked up from Sara's tight asshole, where my eyes had been trained, and I saw Hena's eyes closed, her teeth biting her lower lip, and her legs quaking. She was letting out constant and shivering noise and I saw that Sara wasn't letting up. In fact, Sara's body was moving faster. She moved her whole body to lick Hena's pussy. The end result was that she was pushing back into me as well.
The sight of the fucking, mixed with Hena's noises and the smells of both women's pussies was more than I could take. I felt the flesh of my cock expand and my eyes slammed shut. I felt all of the muscles in my body tightening as my body banged harder and harder into Sara's cunt. I was moving without rhythm now, each thrust moving faster and faster than the last. I couldn't breathe and I felt complete exhaustion, but kept moving. Finally, when I felt lightheaded like I was going to pass out, I felt an absolute release from all of the pressure. The pleasure was so intense that it was more like a void that an actual feeling. A complete absence of anything negative, just pure good. Slowly, my thrusts slowed as I felt my cock pouring sperm into Sara's cunt. I could hear myself wailing.
After a few moments, my orgasm subsided. I felt my cock, now limp, slide out of Sara's cunt, and I dropped back onto my ass on the floor. Sara collapsed over onto her side. Hena was still lying on the floor panting. I looked over at Sara. I hadn't been paying attention. But based on the way her body was flushed, the way she was panting, and the glassy look in her eye, I wondered. Had she cum? I smiled a little, hoping she had, though I couldn't say why. We all stayed on the floor for a few moments, catching our breath.
Eventually, Sara and Hena sat up, "So, are we finished," Sara said coldly. Her breasts were rising and falling rapidly still, but it was clear she was already over the situation. I looked over at the clock next to the nightstand.
"It is not that time yet babe," I said in the same tone that she had.
"You came twice, what more do you want!" Sara said.
"You know what I want. And if I don't get that I want to cum a third or fourth time," I said. Though, truth be told, I was a little bit tired. Sara snorted and looked down at my dick.
"I think your mouth is writing checks your cock can't cash," she said and then reached over and grasped my cock. Her fingers felt nice, but it was clear she was just teasing me. I reach down and slapped her hand.
"If you want to grab at something, reach under the bed and grab my bag. Don't look in it, hand it to me," I said. Sara shook her hand like I'd caused her serious injury. But then she leaned over as I'd instructed and pulled out the bag I'd gotten at the shop earlier in the day. I snatched it out of her hand and looked down into it. Both Sara and Hena were looking at me as I rummaged through the bag. I reached around a couple of objects and found what I was looking for. I pulled out three silver steel balls. They were weighted and each was about an inch in diameter.
"Ben Wa Balls," I said. I took one and tossed it under hand to Hena. She looked a bit nervous, but caught it easily. I another one and tossed it to Sara. She caught it effortlessly in one hand.
"What is this thing for?" she asked, holding it up and turning it over in her hand. I smiled. She wasn't going to like this.
Instead of saying anything, I popped my remaining Ben Wa ball into my mouth and rolled backwards. I pushed the chair back slightly, but in a moment I was on my back. I lifted my legs back towards my head and spread them. I hooked my elbows behind the backs of my knees and leaned forward a little. My soft cock hung down between my legs, obscuring my asshole. I used my left hand (while still keeping my elbow behind my knee) to pull my cock up, exposing my asshole. I reached up to my mouth with my right and spit the Ben Wa ball out, along with a large amount of saliva. I looked up at saw Sara looking at me with disgust and Hena looking intrigued.
I moved my right hand back down between my legs. I grasped the ball between my thumb, my forefinger, and my middle finger, sorting of perching it there. I moved it down and pressed it against the soft, tight rosebud of my asshole. It had been a long time since I'd had anything in my asshole (other than the tip of Sara's tongue), and I felt my whole body craving it. The ball felt cold and hard against my skin. I gave it gentle pressure. My asshole was already wet from cum, spit, and sweat that had gotten on it during my earlier adventures. The wet Ben Wa balls started to press easily into my body. For a moment there was a bit of pressure. Then, I felt my asshole stretch open and in a quick motion, my body enveloped the ball. It slipped in easily. There was some slight, strange pleasure that I always enjoyed.



"Christ," Sara said, "Of course that just went right in." I looked up at her and smiled.
"We don't all have a stainless steel vice for anus," I said, "Your turn. Both of you." I said.
"Oh I don't..." Hena started, looking around the room for someone to help her.
"Do it Hena," I said.
"We are not doing this," Sara said, reaching her hand out and taking Hena's. Hena looked touched, clearly not realizing she was being used.
"So you are giving in?" I asked.
"No, we are..." Sara started
"Put the ball up your ass. Hena you can put yours in your pussy," I said. Now I got to be the nice guy, "They were designed to go in your pussy. It isn't a big deal." I said. Hena looked at Sara. It seemed she was considerable less nervous about placing the object in her pussy as she was at least quiet about it. Hena looked around once more, as though something might give her a reprieve. Then she slid her hand out of Sara's. Divide and conquer. Hena looked at me and shrugged. Then she slipped the ball into her mouth. A second later she spit it back out. She spread her legs wide and moved the ball down between them. She looked at Sara and then at me. I nodded at her and smiled. She took a deep breath. Her pussy was wet with her own juices and Sara's saliva. She rolled the ball around in her juices, getting it nice and wet. After a few moments, she started to press it against her wet hole. She was extremely wet at the ball had a small diameter. After a few second of careful pressure, the ball slipped inside of Hena's body. She looked up at me, smiling, her eyes wide.
"Good girl," I praised.
"It feel weird," she said, "But good!"
"I knew you'd like it," I said. Then I turned to Sara, "Now you."
"Fine," Sara said, I guess realizing that she had no choice. She put the ball into her mouth and let it roll around inside her cheeks. They she pulled it out. She took it in her hand and brought it down to her pussy.
"No, not there," I said as she started to roll it in her pussy juices, "We are both going back door."
"I've never..." Sara said, sounding less cocksure now, exposing a real fear. Excellent.
"Never had anything up your ass?" I finished. For a second she didn't want to answer me.
"No..." she said finally.
"Tough. No time like the present." I said. Sara's lip curled. But she rolled back like she'd seen me do, putting her elbows behind her knees. She pushed the Ben Wa ball up to her asshole. I expected her to break at any second. To say she was done. But, once again, I'd underestimated my mayor. She found that her asshole was a bit dry and she used her free had to slide my cum and her juices down from her pussy onto her asshole. She pushed the Ben Wa ball against her asshole. She never made eye contact with me and she never acted as though she was thinking about anything but achieving the task at hand, without any qualms. After a few moments (and a slightly pained and slightly happy groan) the ball slipped into Sara's asshole.
"There," she said, looking up at me. She looked so pleased with herself. I smiled back.
"Get it out," I said.
"What?" she asked, "I just put it up there!"
"Good point," I said, "Get it out immediately. Pop it right out into your hand" I said. Sara sighed deeply but placed the palm of her hand under her asshole. I saw her putting a little pressure on her asshole. She was looking down, avoiding my eyes. I watched as her asshole started to stretch. I saw a small circle of silver in the middle and it started to stretch out wider. Eventually, Sara's asshole stretched to a full inch and then the ball plopped out of her and into her palm. She let her legs down and looked the ball with revulsion. It was totally clean, smooth and shiny, but she knew where it was been. She hand her hand out towards me.
"What's that?" I asked, pointing to the ball.
"Your disgusting toy," she said like I was stupid.
"I get that you fucking cunt," I yelled back, "I mean what do you think you are doing, handing me a dirty Ben Wa ball?"
"It's your damn ball," she explained.
"Clean it first," I said. She started to talk, "And you know how things get cleaned here don't you?" She stared at the ball wide eyed. She looked at me. I could see her wavering. She wanted to give in. This was too much for her. She was repulsed by the idea. This wasn't a little darting tongue into an asshole, this was an object she'd pushed out of her bowels.
"It doesn't look bad Sara," Hena said, "It won't be bad." I winced. Sara was reminded that she would be losing face in front of her subordinate, a complication I hadn't really considered before. But now, I saw Sara's eyes set in determination. She quickly popped the ball into her mouth. Her eyes watered and she gagged, but she sloshed the ball around. She then spit it out onto the floor in front of me.
"There, not so bad," I said as she coughed. I am sure it was more psychological than anything, Hena was right, the ball had been clean before she'd tasted it.
"Fuck off," Sara said testily and slumped back.
"Don't get comfortable," I said, "You have more balls to retrieve. Go get that one from Hena," I said. I saw Hena start to push the ball, "Not yet. Wait for Sara to get her mouth there." I said. Sara got up on her hands and knees and crawled over towards Hena. She'd just tasted a steel ball out of her own ass; apparently getting one from Hena's pussy was not nearly as repugnant. She put her face down close to the ground and opened her mouth. I saw Hena's body quiver as Sara's lips touched her pussy. Hena moaned, but started to push. I looked at Sara's ass up in the air. After a minute or so, Sara sat up. Her face glistened with Hena's juices. She turned back to me and spit the ball onto the floor.
"One last ball," I said. My legs were still spread and I again rolled back and held my legs apart with my arms. Watching the girls put objects up their asses and then watching Sara retrieve them had enticed me more than I'd expected. My cock was at half-mast now, and just my balls hung lover above my anus. Sara looked at me. She didn't seem to have the energy to give me a dirty look. She was calculating. Once again, I thought she was going to give up. Something from her own asshole was one thing, my asshole was something entirely different. I felt my asshole tighten with anticipation, squeezing around the ball (which felt great!). She was going to quit!
Instead, she took a deep breath and started to crawl towards me. I was both disappointed and excited. I wanted her to quit but I wanted her lips on my asshole again. She moved quickly and certainly, once again like she was working automatically. In a moment, her face was just inches from my asshole. She reached up and gently lifted my still-heavy balls up. Her eyes started into my anus. She looked up at me, pleading it seemed, caught herself behaving like she was nervous, and cast her eyes back at my anus. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth.
After a moment, I felt her lips press against my anus. They felt soft and wet, I could feel them trembling against my skin. I smiled and pushed my hips forward as best I could in that position. I felt her lips press hard into my asshole. I immediately started to press with my bowels. The ball still felt hard and solid inside of my body. The pressure quickly started to push it out. The pressure started to build as it did so. I could feel my body straining around the ball. I felt it start to press out towards Sara's mouth. Finally, I felt it stretch me almost to the breaking point and then pop out. I gasped at the sudden release in pressure. I looked down quickly. Sara moved her head away from my asshole. She spit the ball out and I watched it slip from her lips, bounce against my thigh, and land on the hotel room floor.
"There," she said and moved away from me. She'd passed another test. Sara didn't look at Hena as she returned to her spot from earlier. She had won, but the strain was starting to work on her. I decided to keep pushing, no need to belabor this with more talking than necessary. She knew the stakes and the conditions.
I collected my three dirty balls and dropped them back in my bag. And then I grabbed the other object inside by its harness. I pulled it out quickly and tossed it to Sara.
"A strap-on dildo?" Sara asked, lifting the eight inches of molded rubber up and raising her eyebrow.
"You aren't as sheltered as you act," I said.
"So your cock isn't going to be enough then," she teased.
"Put it on," I said without acknowledging her snide comments. She shrugged and stood. This was one of the easier tasks I'd given her. Sara stepped into the harness and pulled the dildo up. She expertly tightened the harness and I became certain she'd worn one before. In a moment, she was wearing it.
"I always said that chicks look sexier with dicks," I said, grabbing the base of my cock and waving it at Sara.
"You're disgusting," she said.
"Your wet pussy disagreed," I shot back, "Now go stick that dildo in Hena's pussy," I said. I heard Hena make a peep. The dildo was bigger than my cock, and I'd been a lot for her the previous day. It didn't matter, I was just using her for lube.
Sara shrugged and walked over to Hena. Hena was still sitting on the floor with her legs spread. Sara dropped to her knees between Hena's legs. Hena looked scared and I heard Sara whisper something. I couldn't hear what it was, but Hena smiled, nodded, and spread her legs wider. Sara grabbed the base of her fake cock and pushed it against Hena's pussy. Very carefully Sara started to apply pressure. She put her free hand on her own hip, to stabilize herself and ensure she didn't move too fast. After a few moments, she started to push a little harder. Hena croaked and closed her eyes. Sara reached forward and rubbed her assistant gently on the leg as the cock slid deeper and deeper into Hena's overstretched body. Finally, the cock slipped completely inside as Hena squealed loudly. Sara smiled at her lover. I needed to put a stop to this.
"Is it wet?" I asked.
"Yes," Sara said, but keeping her eyes on Hena.
"Get it out of her," I said. I didn't stop to watch. I quickly stood and then turned around. I put my palms down on the seat of my former chair, sticking my ass up in the air. I spread my legs slightly, my hard cock dangling down below my body. I looked back over my shoulder. I saw Sara turning towards me, her fake cock bouncing slightly. She looked a bit startled.
"Fuck my asshole," I said. Then I spit into my right palm, reached back, and smeared my spit all over my anus. I was sort of hoping that playing with my asshole and giving me pleasure would be something that Sara would be unwilling to do. However, I underestimated how much pleasure she would derive from getting back at me, getting to stick it to me for a change. She quickly walked over towards me and put her hands on my hips. Her fake cock instantly pressed into the crack of my ass.
"Ugh!" I moaned at the quick smack that I felt against my anus.
"Your wish is my command," Sara said and I started to feel a little nervous. Sara didn't waste any time. She quickly found the base of the fake cock. She positioned the tip of the cock against my anus. Sara's hand bore down on my back and I felt the press of the dildo pressing up against my anus.
Sara was anything but gentle. She thrust the hard dildo so fiercely that it bent up and pressed harshly against my asshole. She pushed it again harder. I felt intense pressure, my eyes started to water. I felt like I getting torn in half. Luckily, it was far from the first large, phallic object to be thrust roughly against my body. Where some women might have given up, I stood tall. In a moment, the pressure broke, and the tip of the dildo pushed roughly into my anus. I let out a low grunt. The drop in pressure didn't cause Sara to ease up. Instead of easing into my asshole, as most of my lovers did, Sara shoved the cock hard inside of me. My asshole, luckily already stretched slightly, was up to the task. Sara's dildo pounded hard into my asshole, sliding in deeply and quickly. Before I knew it, Sara's hips were pressed against my ass.
She didn't slow down after that, she immediately pulled the cock back out of my asshole until just the tip was inside and then slammed it back in. I arched my back and moaned loudly. Sara moved with reckless abandon. Her hips moved rapidly, slamming against my ass with loud smacks. Her big, black dick stretched my asshole to the breaking point. The whole time her fingers sunk deeply into my skin and she screamed invectives at me. My cock flopped up and down, smacking into my belly. My breasts bounced along with my corset.
I knew that Sara thought she was getting even with me, that she was punishing me. I guess there was no way for her to know that I absolutely loved a rough fuck. That, far from getting even with me, she was giving me the thing I liked the most. I moaned loudly as she plowed away at me, my cock ached, and with one free hand I grasped top of my breasts, trying to work my fingers inside the corset to feel my nipples, and begging silently for more. I abandoned myself to Sara's actions for several minutes, just letting her do what she would.
All I wanted was to keep going, to just let Sara fuck me until I came, to take the full share of pleasure I desired. But after a few moments, I felt Sara's passion start to slacken. Not much, but noticeably. I realized that I'd placed her under a lot of tension during the evening. While the hard fucking was not "getting back at me" it was giving Sara a release. A relief value had been thrown, and now Sara was feeling better than she had before. I knew that I wanted Sara to keep fucking me, thank I basically needed it.
But something pulled me out of my personal desires. I looked over my shoulder to watch Sara fucking me. And out of the corner of my eye I saw Hena watching, eyes wide and mouth pursed. She was deeply involved, but her innocence reminded me of those that weren't. Other LGBTQ people who I had resolved to help. I recognized, once again, that I wasn't in this for sexual pleasure. I was here to achieve a mission.
"Stop," I said in a small voice. Sara didn't even hear me, she kept pounding, gloriously, at my asshole. I sighed, enjoyed the sensation for another moment, and yelled, "Stop!" Sara instantly stopped moving, perhaps surprised by how loud I'd been. I actually felt a bit embarrassed. I looked over my shoulder again and saw her smirking. She thought she had driven me into submission. I smirked back. She was going to pay for putting me in a position where I had to make her stop.
"Get that out of me and take it off," I said. Sara shrugged and quickly slid the dildo out of my asshole. I groaned loudly as it popped out of me. Damn, that felt amazing. I heard Sara working on the straps and slipping the dildo off of her body. I stood up and turned around as Sara left dildo wet on the floor.
"Clean that off and give it to me," I said. Sara shrugged her shoulders, reached down, and picked the dildo up off the floor. She was feeling cocky now, not to be too cute. She'd already tasted things out of my asshole before. She lifted the strap-on up to her mouth and pressed it up to her lips. She looked over at me, so I could see she didn't care, and pushed the dildo into her mouth. Displaying the same amazing oral skill that she'd shown before, Sara titled her head back and opened her mouth wide. She calmly, slowly, and evenly pressed the dildo down into her throat. She didn't stop or gag or even think twice. Inch by inch the dildo disappeared into her mouth. Soon, her nose was pressed against the harness and all 8 inches were in her throat. She pulled it back out and handed it to me nonchalantly. The message was clear, she was nowhere near beat.
I took the dildo and looked at it. I had not planned on letting Sara fuck me with that dildo that had been a spur of the moment idea. It had backfired a bit. Now it was time to go through with the original plan. I took a moment to catch my breath and let Sara revel in her short term victory. Once I felt ready, I started to move quickly.
I took the dildo and stepped into the harness. I quickly pulled it up. I had selected this dildo specially, after a long while of searching in the adult shop. It was a strange design for a strap-on. It allowed me to slip it on high and adjust it around my dick. I won't get into the technical aspects, but when I was done the dildo was sitting about three inches below my bellybutton (on the hem of the corset), and slightly above my actual cock. I now had two dicks, both erect, one right on top of the other. Now it was my turn to give a smug look to Sara. Her eyes were wide and her chest was rising and falling deeply. The girl was nervous!
"On your back," I said.
"Those won't both fit in me," Sara said quickly, already anticipating what came next.
"I was born in Missouri, the 'Show Me State,' don't be offended if I don't take your word on it," I explained, "I need to see for myself."
"Can we take a little break for a second," Sara said. The confidence she'd had just a few seconds before had clearly faded. It had all been conditional. She thought I was done, but now I was threatening something more intense than ever before. I knew that I was going to break her now. This was the end.
"No breaks. On your back," I ordered. Sara breathed deeply and ran her hand through her hair nervously. She looked at Hena, shook her head, and then sat down on the now-wet hotel room floor. She took a moment to gather herself and then leaned back onto the floor. She deciding not to fight me the whole way this time, but left her legs spread open. My body was tired and my breathing was still ragged, but I had a new reserve. I could feel the end coming on. And I was looking forward to the final act.
I got down on my knees in front of Sara. She closed her eyes and threw her head back. "Look at me," I said. She needed to see this. She opened her eyes languidly and watched me. I spit into my palm and moved down between Sara's legs. I moved my palm against Sara's asshole. I felt the crinkled, tight skin of her anus and felt her body recoil from my touch. I smeared my spit around on her tight opening. I moved my hand up to her pussy and found that it was already extremely wet. She was ready.
I decided to go with the easy one first. I grasped the end of the dildo moved it down towards Sara's wet cunt. Sara groaned as the rubber tip pressed against her clitoris. I pushed it down further and the very tip of the dildo quickly slid into Sara's pussy. I gave it a slight push and heard Sara moan. I looked up and saw that she was still looking at me. I gave a short shove and a couple of inches of the dildo quickly slid inside of her. Sara shivered. I pushed a little further and about three inches of the big, black dildo was inside of Sara's wet snatch.
Now that it was far enough in, it was time for the greater challenge. The dildo wasn't going to go anywhere, so I let go of it and wrapped my hand around my actually cock. I couldn't see below the dildo, so I had to go by feel. I dropped my index finger lower until I felt it graze across Sara's anus. She shivered and I knew I was in the right spot. Using my finger as I guide I placed the tip of my finger against Sara's anus. It felt wet but extremely warm, almost hot, to the touch. I could feel Sara shivering and I looked at her. She looked incredibly nervous, ready to crack. I knew that if I said anything, she might stop find deeper resolve. She'd done it before. She knew what had to be done to get me to stop. I would push on.
I used my hips carefully, pressing my cock against Sara's tight anus. The tip of my cock was extremely hard and I felt a lot of pressure as it pushed against her little rosebud. Sara moaned and squirmed a bit. I reached forward with my free hand and placed my palm flat on her large, perky breasts. It clearly indicated she was not supposed to move. She held still. I kept pushing with my hips. I applied steady, even pressure. I didn't press too hard, I didn't want to tear anything, but I didn't stop either.



I was surprised, because it did not take particularly long. After a minute or so of carefully pressure, I felt a sudden release. Sara sucked in breath quickly and I felt the tip of my cock slide into Sara's ass. She squeezed me tightly and I groaned with her. It was somehow tighter than her pussy and felt smooth and soft.
Sara moaned loudly as the first two inches of my cock started to disappear inside of her. Now I pushed with more pressure, and I started to drive the dildo in deeper as well. Both my cock and the fake cock started to move together. I looked down and watched the dildo slide into Sara. I felt her anus, tight but surprisingly willing, as it squeezed around my cock. For several minutes, I just pressed into her and let both cocks move. In just a few minutes, I felt my hips press into Sara's. I was completely inside of her, as was the dildo. I looked up at her. Sara's face was contorted, but she wasn't telling me to stop! I was inside of her, her bowels were squeezing my cock and a fake cock was filling her pussy, but she wasn't giving in.
I decided to take a page out of her book. I pulled both cocks out relatively quickly, until just the tip of my actual cock was still in Sara's asshole. Then I slammed it back in. Sara grunted and her hands flew to her legs. I watched as her nails dug into her thighs and she bit her lip. But she didn't say "uncle." I pulled the cocks out again and slammed them in again. Soon I was working on good rhythm, my hips moving my cocks easily and in unison.
I just let myself enjoy the feeling. Sara's asshole felt amazing around my cock and the room was thick with the smell of sex. I liked the way that Sara squirmed and squealed, and felt her body reacting even when her mind did not want to. For several minutes, I just pounded away at Sara, and got closer and closer to orgasm. I could tell that Sara was getting closer too! The way she was moaning and her body was shaking, it was absolutely certain. She might not intellectually enjoy this, but she wanted it too bad to stop! I couldn't make her give in this way.
I didn't want to stop, it felt too good. Instead, I was suddenly struck with inspiration. Sara seemed way more sexually versatile that she'd seemed initially. But she still didn't not have any positive feelings for me. Maybe romance, rather than sex, was the way to go. I leaned forward while keeping my hips in motion. Sara's eyes were closed again (I didn't have the energy to yell at her). I reached behind her head and grabbed her neck, pulling her up slightly. Her eyes opened and I pressed my lips quickly against hers. Her body froze and a moan died in her throat. My tongue probed around Sara's lips and even pressed into her mouth. Her teeth were parted, but her tongue did not move. She just let me press my tongue explore her mouth. But despite her revulsion, I soon found that she was unable control the reactions of her body. Soon she was shaking again, moaning loudly into my mouth. She was about to cum! The idea made me so angry that I gave one hard shove with my hips.
That was a fateful step. I had been close for a while. And this time, the force of my thrust caused Sara's anus to clench. She squeezed my cock hard in her asshole and it felt like her ass was sucking on me. It was all I could take. I moaned loudly and felt my entire body go rigid. I screamed out the mayor's named and balled my hand into fists. I felt, vaguely, Sara's body going rigid below me. The last thing I saw before I closed my eyes was the mayor's face, contorted in pleasure, as an orgasm we shared tore through our bodies. I cannot describe how good it felt, it was totally different from any orgasm I'd even felt before. It wasn't necessarily the best I'd ever hand, but it was unique. It felt like I was having it with another person, like we were having the same orgasm. It was intense.
Finally, the orgasm subsided and I felt backwards. The cocks both popped out of Sara's body. She was also lying back on the hotel carpet, breathing deeply. For a long while I couldn't think about anything. I just breathed deeply, gasping for air and trying to get my physical body under control. After several minutes I finally sat up. And at that moment, I looked over and saw Sara, also just sitting up. She looked exhausted. Her eyes were wet, her make-up was running, her skin looked red and she was gasping for air. But she hadn't given up yet. I'd failed.
I couldn't believe it. I had been certain that this was the one thing I could do that would break her. I'd saved it for last. I was out of ideas. I never expected things to make it this far. Sara was much tougher than I'd imagined. I'd done all the sorts of sexual things that I imagined she would be unwilling to even think about, let alone try. But here we were. Both of us exhausted, but all she had to do was hold on. She gave me a smile. She realized it too. I felt like I was about to cry. I was so close!
I stood up frantically. I was absolutely desperate. I needed to think of something quickly. I needed anything. I needed to push past the boundaries. I had to find something that she would refuse to do. I needed to win. It was past the point of being about anything. Now I just needed the power I had not to slip away. I needed it to mean something. I didn't even have a fully formed plan, I just started to flail. I was a cornered animal, absolutely without scruples.
"Hena, get up here and get on your knees," I said, trying to think of the most repulsive thing I could think of. Hena stood up nervously. She must've seen the half-crazed look in my eye. But she did what she was told, as she had done all night. I'd promised her I would end all of this trouble and, despite her better judgment, she was trusting me. She got on her knees directly in front of me. I looked down at my cock, it was soft. Exhausted. I grabbed it around the base and held it towards Hena's face. I didn't even want to do this, but I had to.
"What are you doing?" Sara asked. I looked up at her, my hatred overflowing. Sara looked genuinely concerned, her arms crossed in front of her chest and her mouth pursed. I rolled my eyes at her.
"I am going to piss in her mouth and she is going to spit it in yours, then you are going to drink it," I explained. Nothing about this felt good to me. But it was disgusting. I needed that. Hena closed her mouth and clasped her hand over it. She turned to the side and talked to Sara. Sara looked absolutely shocked, much more so that before.
"I can't do that, it is too much!" Hena said frantically. Sara took a step forward towards Hena. She looked less angry that I expected. In fact, she looked like she was thinking deeply.
"You aren't doing that," Sara said after several seconds of contemplation.
"I tell you what we are and are not doing," I said, sensing a weakness.
"Sara, I am tired and scared, I don't like this!" Hena begged. I looked over to Sara. Her brow was furrowed and she was shaking her head. She stared at Hena for a long while, just looking at her, seeing the fear in her employee's eyes. She looked up towards the ceiling and took a deep breath.
"No..." she said and I thought she was about to hang Hena out to dry, "No, this ends now." She said. She grabbed Hena by the hand and pulled her away from me. Victory! She'd finally given in! I felt like weight had been lifted off of me. I was triumphant. I had to resist the urge to lift my hands up over my head. She had been bested! I looked over at the other two women, and saw my success writ large.
"So you are not going to veto the bill?" I asked, my voice much more excited than I'd intended. She looked at me for a long second. Then her head dropped and she shrugged her shoulders. I was certain that she was about to tell me what I wanted to hear. I had thrown all of my virtues and my ideals out the window to win. I had stopped at nothing to achieve victory. It had been hard, it often felt sickening (even when it felt good), but it was all going to be over now. Over, with me on top.
"Yes. I will still veto the bill," she said, looking at me coldly. She no longer seemed angry. I was confused. What had she just said?
"But..." I said, "But it isn't morning yet. I will turn you in. You are backing out on the deal. You have to not veto the bill." Sara looked at me and then down at Hena. She shook her head slowly.
"She's right," Hena said, and she started to shift over towards me, to get back on her knees. I didn't think I could keep going now anyway, I was too beaten. It didn't matter, Sara held her lover back.
"I let this get out hand Hena. I am sorry. I never should have put you through this," Sara said as she did so, "I have made mistakes. But I am done with this," Then she looked at me, "Turn it in. Have your story. Just...Just do me one favor." My stomach lurched and I felt like I was off balance. What was she saying? I'd come too far to get almost nothing!
"No favors, you need to listen," I said desperately. What was going on? How was this getting so far out of hand? She wasn't thinking clearly. I needed to remind her of the stakes. I needed her to recognize my power and bend to it.
"No, one favor," she said, "When you release the video, make sure that no one can tell it is Hena. This is about me and you. There is no reason to hurt her. I will protect her anonymity when the story breaks." My mouth dropped open. This was not happening. I'd invested too much to take the silver medal. I wanted it all.
"But this will destroy you," I said.
"I already destroyed myself with my decisions," she said wearily, "I thought I could bluff out of it. But I was wrong. You... You were more ruthless than me. I am not hurting Hena anymore for this. You win, for what it's worth."
For a moment I was about to push back at her again, to give some new argument. But then what Sara said seemed to trickle into my brain. Rather than just hear her, I listened to Sara's words. They seemed to pierce through something. I felt like a fever had broken. A part of my brain that I had been suppressing suddenly poked through. I felt weak and dropped back onto the chair behind me. I was overwhelmed.
What was I doing? How had this...happened? The realization of where I was and what I was doing was disorienting. It was like I was awakened from a nightmare into a bigger nightmare. I felt sick. I had come here to do something good. To make the world a better place for people who were actually oppressed. How had I come to this?
I thought back at my actions over the course of the last few days. I felt disgust. I had been conniving and ruthless. I used people as objects to achieve my own goals. I was letting the ends justify any means. I was using sex, fear, and shame as weapons against my enemies. I was trying to achieve something I believed in, but only by utilizing the tools of my opponents. And if that was the case, how was I any better than them? I felt a wave of shame roll over me, this an earned form of shame. I couldn't believe what I was doing. Was I even the same person I'd been a week ago?
I looked up nervously. I saw Sara and Hena quietly picking up their clothes. I saw two women, looking tired and sheepish. Both looked scared. These were people. I had caused this exhaustion. I had caused this fear. And while Sara, in her short-sighted hatefulness did not deserve the power she held, I was not the person who was supposed to put her in her place. I'd dropped to her level, I'd let her corrupt me with her negativity. It was bad for my soul. I needed to put this right. No, it was too late for putting things right. I just needed to make it...less reprehensible.
"S...Sara," I said slowly, not even sure what I was going to say. The mayor looked up from where she was lifting her bra. She no longer looked at me with that old hatred, her eyes looked tired.
"What?"
"Why did you stop this right now?" I asked, "Why are you letting this get out?"
"What do you mean? I don't owe you anything, any explanation."
"Just tell me your reason, please," I begged. She stopped collecting her things and sighed. She raised her hands (with her clothes held) and then dropped them again.
"I was tired. I didn't want any more of this," she explained, but I could tell she wasn't giving me the whole story. She was holding back.
"You didn't want to hurt Hena anymore?" I asked.
"Yeah," she said and it was clear this was the honest answer. She looked over at Hena. For her part, Hena was looking at her feet, and didn't acknowledge me.
"Do you care about Hena? I know we talked about...your past earlier. But do you love her, maybe in some way?" I asked. The question had been with me all the time, even though I'd never dared ask it before. This was really the heart of the matter, the center of Sara's hypocrisy. But, because of the hard road I'd taken, I couldn't go there. I could reach such a tender emotion, because I'd been playing with baser motivations. But now, I didn't have any will left for dark impulses. Sara's eyes softened as I spoke.
"Of course I love her," She said. I saw Hena smile despite herself. I forgot about all the power and the leverage and everything else I'd obsessed upon for the last few days. None of that mattered now. I thought about the reason I'd come here initially, what I'd hoped to achieve. If nothing else, I had the mayor's attention now. I could use that one time, to do something that was actually good
"All I ever wanted was for you to realize that your actions... Your actions hurt lots of innocent people. People exactly like Hena. I was willing to hurt one innocent person to make that point, to make you see," I said, looking at Hena, "To see how that happens. And I hoped you would realize that all I, or anyone like me or Hena (or you in your heart), really wants is to be with the people they love. To protect the people they love and to be happy. Your actions do all the damage I did to you and to Hena, but to hundreds, maybe thousands, of people in this city every day. I just...I wanted you to feel the pain you gave to others. I thought if you could see that dynamic in yourself that maybe you would understand how someone else hurt might feel. That maybe you could feel empathy for the people in your community who are different. And if you, or someone like you, wants to love someone like Hena, then why do you want stand in the way? What do you get for causing that pain? I got caught up in the politics and the power...but that, at its heart, is what this was supposed to be about. Even if it doesn't seem like it now," I confessed. Sara looked at me sort of sideways.
"Oh..." she said and I didn't really care if she was actually listening to me now. The truth just needed to be said.
"And I want you to know, I am not going to publish the video. It wouldn't be right. I just want you to remember...When the time comes for you to make a decision. I want you to remember what the people you're denying want and why they want it. I don't want to win this because you're scared of me. I want to win because I am right," I said. Sara looked at me. She looked like she didn't believe me. She looked at Hena and then shrugged her shoulders.
"I guess I can't guarantee anything, but you will see," I said, "in a few days, nothing will be posted. You will see. Your secret is safe," I said. I still didn't know if Sara deserved this reprieve. I knew that Hena did. I just knew that I wasn't doing it for Sara or for anyone else. I was giving up because it was the decent thing to do for me. I'd almost given up every last shred of morality and virtue that I held dear for the sake of gain. But, at the last second, I pulled back. I had to hope, for my own self-respect, that this would count for something. It was something to start building on again.
Sara and Hena stared at me for a long while. The room was totally silent. Then they collected their items without speaking, dressed, and fled the room. Just as she opened the door, Sara looked back towards me.
"Thank you," she said, and then closed it behind her.
Epilogue: The Path of Righteousness
Two weeks later Mayor Barker vetoed the same-sex benefits bill after it passed the city council by a wide margin. I was already out of town, back in L.A. trying to find a different story to work. I had spent the week trying to forget my time with Hena and Mayor Barker. I heard the report of the veto from a 15-second report on public radio while I was driving to the grocery store. I felt my chest tighten and I wanted desperately to cry, but I fought that down. I didn't deserve to win that fight anyway. I was incredibly disappointed and personally hurt. I'd known it would happen, but I still felt so angry with myself for not preventing it. It took a long while for me to not feel the pang of disappointment each time I woke up in the morning.
It was a little over 8-months later before I thought about Mayor Barker and the gay benefits issue again. In the intervening time, I started writing about other issues important to the LGBTQ community, things outside of legislation. I had successfully put my experience in the past, thinking of it as an anomaly in an otherwise virtuous life. Not that the process had been easy. I'd spent many nights deeply ashamed of my actions, feeling disgusted with myself. But the fact that I hadn't completely broken my covenant with myself to be a good person allowed me to keep going. And I built on that virtue, and put my life back together, trying to be the person I'd once been, only wiser.
Regardless, I probably wouldn't have thought about Mayor Barker at all, except for the fact that I ran into an old acquaintance. I was at a bar in LA after work. I stopped by there often, I'd briefly date the bartender and we'd remained friends. I was getting a beer and a burger as I did about three times a week, before heading back to my apartment. I was sitting at the bar watching the local news and didn't notice as someone sat down next to me. I took a big bite of my burger and heard someone clear their throat.
"Well what a coincidence," the voice said. I turned and looked. Sitting next to me on the bar stool was Carol, the old school reporter with all the advice on power. My mind instantly raced back to the last time I'd seen her, in that bar after the press conference. I repressed all those negative memories and smiled at Carol. I didn't blame her, even if she'd sown the seeds for my actions. I was responsible. In fact, I was happy to see her.
"Oh hi!" I said in a muffled voice around my burger. I swallowed it and the turned to look at the reporter, "How are you?" I asked. It felt like seeing someone from another life, I felt awkward.
"Fine, fine," she said, "In town for the National Governor's Association Convention." She explained, "This place came with a good recommendation from the hotel staff." She said, looking around at the dive. I smiled.
"Get a burger, they are the best in town," I said.
"Haven't heard from you much lately, was thinking maybe you'd left the news. What are you doing here?" she asked
"I live here," I said matter-of-factly. I didn't know I needed her permission to be in L.A.
"No, I mean why aren't you covering the story?" She said. I looked up at the TV. The local news was talking about basketball.
"The Lakers? Not my beat," I said.
"No," Carol said laughing, "Here." She handed me a newspaper. Her paper. I looked below the fold and saw a short blip of a story, with a small photograph of Mayor Barker. I had no idea what had happened with her. I started to read the story. The lede threw me for a loop and before I was halfway through the second paragraph, I was thoroughly shocked.
"She switched her position?" I said. I couldn't believe those words were coming out of my mouth. I never thought this would happen.
"She actually requested that the Commission meet in a special session so that they could again consider the measure and she would sign it. Just yesterday. No real reason or anything else given," Carol said. The mayor was signing the same sex benefits bill the next Monday with members of the LGBTQ community in attendance. I was absolutely floored.



"She didn't say why?" I said. I couldn't believe it. This wasn't just refusing to veto something, she was embracing the bill. Carol shrugged.
"I don't know, she said something about it. It's on the page A-7," Carol said, she caught the attention of the bar tender and ordered a drink and a burger. I rifled through the pages and found the rest of the story. Another, larger photograph of Mayor Barker was there, Hena was actually standing next to her. I read quickly and felt a jolt through my heart as I found an unbelievably quote. I actually read it aloud.
"'When asked for the reason behind her sudden change of heart on the matter, Mayor Barker stated, 'All that the gay and lesbian citizens of this town want is to be with the people that they love. They want to protect their families and to be happy. I don't have to agree with someone's life to empathize with their need for these things. It is what we all want. If someone wants to love and care for someone else, who am I or the city to stand in the way?'" I couldn't believe it. I was reading my own words to the Mayor several months before (stated better I had to admit), but as the justification for a change in real world policy. My blackmail had failed to sway the mayor, but the force of my opinion, the seed of truth at its heart, had convinced her. Not right away maybe, not in time to prevent some real pain, but fast enough to make a real difference. I felt light, lighter than I had since before I first met the mayor. It felt like forgiveness from the universe.
"Nice sentiment I guess," Carol said, picking up her glass of wine after the bartender left it, "I didn't think she had it in her. I wonder what made her change her mind?" I looked at Carol and the dropped my eyes back to the page. I saw the Mayor smiling and looked to her left at Hena. The young aide, looking beautiful and carefree, smiled back with equal joy. They looked nice together.
"Well," I said, finding some other words I'd stated 8 months earlier, "If people get all the facts, they make the right decision. People who love one another deserve to be together. When people see injustice, and I mean really see it, they react."
The End.
Thank you for reading my story. This one was a real bear to write, I sort of worked on it in dribs and drabs between other things. Some rewrites and other things. But I am actually very happy with it. I think it touches something real, maybe just a little bit. I hope that you all enjoyed it.
Anyway, I honestly write so that I can hear the comments you all give. So please just tell me what you think. Even if it is just a sentence (though I always prefer more). Consider that your payment for the free story. Seriously, I am begging you. And if you like this, I'd love for you to read my other stories. Thanks!
YKN
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Dear Readers: I have gotten some (deserved) criticism of my lesbian stories for a lack of emotional content and a focus on story structure over content. While I am proud of my other stories, I decided to do something different. This is a simple story of emotional discovery and I hope it appeals to people who might have wanted something different from me. It builds slow, but the pay off is worth it. Enjoy!
The door to the restaurant had a vague mirror-like quality and I stopped to look at my reflection before walking in. My stomach was flipping over itself and I was nervous to even attempt to gauge how I looked. It had been a very long time since I had been on a first date (or any date, really) and I had never been on a blind date before. I was so nervous that I leaned one hand on the side of the wall to keep myself steady as I inspected myself.
Unfortunately, I saw exactly what I expected to see. A mess. I'd walked twenty blocks from my apartment ("it's a nice night!" I said to myself, "and I am early, might as well walk." Moron) and my hair hadn't stood up well. I kept my black hair long and had straightened it before I left, but it was a getting frizzy from the humid air. My eye shadow, which had looked smoky when I put it on at the apartment, looked a little raccoonish now around my large, green eyes. I have exceptionally pale skin and so, in my apartment, I'd tried to redden my cheeks a bit. Now I found in the natural light that I'd put it on too thickly, looking a bit whorish. Somehow, the bright color made my aquiline nose look even bigger than usual. At least my teeth were white.
Below my neck, the situation was even worse. I had debated a long time about what, exactly, I should wear. I'd tried on several dresses, ranging from conservative to slutty. But I finally decided that none of them worked. I'd put on a suit I often wore to work because I liked the way it made my ass look. But now, looking at myself in the reflection, I found I looked far too professional for an evening dinner date. The suit was form fitting with a short coat and tight pants, but it still looked like I was preparing to meet clients. My small feet were clad in flats that didn't exactly scream "I am ready to date." Worse, for some reason I'd buttoned my shirt all the way up to my throat.
I quickly pulled out some tissues and dialed back the makeup on my face, giving it more even look around my eyes and cheeks. I also used a corner of a tissue to straighten up my deep red lip stick. I didn't want to whip a brush out in the middle of the street or anything, so I just patted my hair down as best I could. Finally, I self-consciously unbuttoned the top two buttons blouse, exposing the tops of my 34-C breasts. I looked into the half-reflection of the door again and saw, once again, what I expected to see: a desperate 5'3, 138lbs, 34-year old woman who hadn't been on a date in six months and hadn't been fucked in nearly a year. But hey, at least my make-up looked better.
I took a deep breath and pushed the door open. The restaurant was dimly lit and with what appeared to be bare bulbs hanging down on wires from the 15 foot ceilings. I looked around the room and saw that the dining area was very deep and narrow. I looked in the back of the room and saw a wave-shaped bar against the back wall, it was also dimly lit, though it had a somewhat green color. There were tables against both side walls, so that one person would sit on a chair facing the wall and another person in a booth seat across from them. There was a narrow hallway down the middle between the backs of all the chairs. The door entered on the right, front side of this dining room and the hostess' stand was directly in front. I looked to my left as I walked in and saw one booth against the large window pane in front of the restaurant. The hostess smiled at me.
"Good evening, welcome to Apple, do you have a reservation?" she asked sweetly. This was, by far, the trendiest restaurant I'd been in since I'd entered my thirties. I looked around the room and saw a large crowd of hip people talking quietly. How had Kim and Eric thought this place would fit me? If I was going on a date with someone who would like this place, how could he fit me?
"I uh...I am meeting someone here. My friends said you'd be aware..." I said. God, was there anything more mortifying than that? 'Hello, I am a grown woman going on a blind date; I was told this restaurant had a separate "desperation" section with a separate ventilation system...'
"Oh, you're one of Kim's friends," the hostess said and I blushed, "How is she doing?"
"Fine," I said awkwardly. Glad to be the center of attention here.
"She used to bartend her like two years ago, I hadn't heard from her for a while before she called to set up this reservation," she explained. I had forgotten that my close friend Kim had taken up bartending for a couple of months after she quit teaching and before she became an accountant.
"Oh yeah..." I said. Not certain what I was supposed to ad.
"So are you Ash or Riley?" She asked.
"Oh, uh..." I said, I hadn't expected that. I hadn't known my date's name. I was just told to show up at a time and what to say to the hostess. But it was surprising that we both happened to have androgynous names. I suppose either Ash or Riley could be a man's name, or a woman's name, "I am Ash."
"Well you are the first one here, let me show you to your seat," the hostess said. She grabbed two menus and a wine list. She quickly moved from behind the stand and beckoned for me to follow. She led me right to the booth in the window. She pointed to the seat where my back would be to the door and I sat down.
"Thank you," I said nervously.
"When you date arrived I will show them to the table," she said then she turned and left. I slunk down in the booth and looked at my watch. It was already 5 minutes after 9. I thought I was going to be late. Maybe "Riley" was blowing me off and I could go home and watch television in my pajamas like a normal, happy Friday night.
How had I let Kim and Eric talk me into this? Kim and I had gone to college together, freshman roommates in fact. She was pretty much the only person from college I kept in touch with. She was still my best friend in the city, maybe in the world. And Eric was her husband, they'd met junior year. I hadn't liked him much at first, but he'd grown on me. All of that was to say that they'd both known me for around 15 years. They knew I'd been more relieved than anything when I'd decided to give up on dating six months ago. Kim, and I suppose Eric, had heard all of my horror stories about deadbeat boyfriends and awful dates.
Yet here I was, sitting in a booth waiting for some guy named "Riley" from Eric's office to show up. I had resisted this date for three solid weeks. I remember the first time it came up, Kim and I were sitting on the couch at her place, Eric wasn't yet home from the office.
"So, what are you doing this weekend?" She'd asked and I'd snorted.
"Working, were you under the impression I get weekends?" I asked. I worked around 70 hours a week, usually ten hours a day, every day.
"It is supposed to be nice out this week, you should take a day off, relax," Kim had said. She kept her eyes on the television, but I saw her look at me out of the corner of her field of vision, gauging me.
"I don't have the time," I said. Now it was Kim's turn to snort.
"You've been at that office since you graduated from business school and you've never taken a day off. You must have a solid month of personal leave and a month of sick leave all saved up," she said. Actually, it was a lot more than that. But I liked to be busy and liked to work. Besides, what did she care if I didn't take my sick days?
"Yeah well, there is a lot to do this week. They really can't be without me this weekend," I said in a voice that indicated I didn't want to talk about this.
"So said every office drone ever!" Kim shot back. I turned and looked at her now and she turned too.
"What?" I asked.
"What what?" she asked.
"Why do you want me out of the office on Saturday? This isn't another ill-fated surprise birthday party is it?" I asked, referring to a notorious event ten years earlier in which no one except for Eric had showed up for my surprise party. Not even me. Everyone stuck in traffic. Kim laughed, probably remembering that day.
"No, it isn't even your birthday for a month."
"That's what makes it a surprise," I replied.
"No," Kim said, getting a little more serious now, "In all honesty, Eric said there is someone at his office who he thinks would be absolutely perfect for you and..."
"No, thank you, but no," I'd said.
"Come on," Kim said, inching closer to me on the couch, "Consider it a favor to Eric."
"Eric owes me six favors already remember? Three trips to the airport, babysitting your son twice, and babysitting your dog once," I noted.
"Then as a favor to me, he said this person would be perfect for you. It could be fun," she said.
"No," I'd said again.
"Come on, just hear me out," she'd pleaded. I found it sort of off putting and I decided to put an end to it.
"I don't want to talk about it," I said, loudly and rudely and then I turned back to the television and made it very clear that the conversation was over. And with that she'd dropped it. But every night for the next two weeks when I saw her, or spoke with her on the phone, she'd gently broached the subject again. She'd be quiet about it whenever I told her to drop it, but she'd always find a way to bring it back up again. She was really driving me insane.
It was about two weeks to the day that I'd finally caved, but not without a fight. We were sitting on the couch again, but both of us were drinking coffee and just chitchatting about our days. Suddenly, Kim became quiet. It was clear she wasn't listening to what I was saying anymore. It looked like she was summoning her strength for something. Kim took a deep breath and let out a sigh.
"Ash," she said and I looked over at her, she refused to make eye contact, "You know that I love you and I am always going to love you," she said. I felt my heart quicken. My mouth went dry and my palms got wet. I was nervous. This sounded like the start of a bad conversation. What was she going to say?
"What? Is something wrong?"
"I am worried about you," she said finally, "And I can't sit by and let this happen anymore. I love you and want you to do what makes you happy, but I can't sit by while you choose to be miserable," she explained. I felt like I'd been slapped. I had not expected that. I put my hands up and shook my head.
"I am happy Kim, really. Happier than I ever was when I was dating," I explained, feeling defensive. Kim had never questioned my life choices before, just like I didn't question hers. If she wanted to marry and have a boatload of kids, more power to her. If I wanted to be alone and focus on my work, that was my choice.
"Ash I know you. You are not happy. You haven't been happy in a long time," she said. I could see tears in the corner of her eye and I felt my defensiveness fade. Even if she was wrong (and I told myself that she was totally, TOTALLY wrong), she at least was being sincere.
"I am happier than when I was with Todd," I said, referring to my most recent serious boyfriend (and the last person I'd slept with).
"Well yeah, that isn't saying much," Kim said, "I think that you always date...the wrong kind of people...and are miserable, that you think the absence of misery is happiness." Now she looked up, her eyes slightly red. I felt a pang, Kim had touched on something. I felt a shiver.
"I am good," I said, my voice sounding small and cracking.
"Ash, how often do we see each other? How often do we talk?" she asked suddenly seeming to change the subject.
"Every day I guess," I said sheepishly and she nodded.
"At least once, usually two or three times a day. You are here almost every single day, even if we talk on the phone twice while you're at work," she said.
"We are best friends; that's what best friends do," I said, wondering what she was getting at.
"We are not best friends," she said and I felt the wind come out of me. Not best friends? What the hell did that mean? One minute we were talking about some stupid blind date and the next we were talking about...what? Not being friends.
"We..." I started, feeling sluggish and off-kilter, but Kim put her hand up.
"I am your best friend. And you are my best female friend, the person I go to when I need someone outside of my marriage to talk to. You were the maid of honor at my wedding. We have a very special bond and I recognize that. We had it when we first met. We will always have that. But Eric is my best friend," she said, and I her words came out choked, like it was hurting her to say this. I felt my cheeks getting red, embarrassed and angry at myself. I hadn't expected that.
"I never meant to like...insert myself into your marriage; I wasn't trying to be a third wheel or something..." I stumbled. I felt myself crying now. I felt so stupid. All this time, Eric and Kim were resenting me, wishing I would go away. And there I was, oblivious to how annoying and intrusive I was.
"Oh please Ash, you know that isn't what I mean," Kim said, actually sounding angry at me, "I love you and Eric loves you. We like that you are around all the time, we like that Steven has an 'aunt' who is with him all the time. Don't be stupid. I am not telling you to butt out or something, it isn't about that." Now I was more confused than ever.
"Then what are you saying?"
"I am saying...I am saying that you need something more in your life that what you have," she said. She reached forward on the couch and grabbed my hands. She looked deeply into my eyes. I was so confused and still embarrassed but I found comfort in my friend's touch. I could feel her affection for me and see love in her eyes, "I am not talking about my needs or my...whatever. I am not talking about me. You. I can tell, and Eric can tell, that you are not happy. You are not miserable anymore, but you aren't happy. You are grasping for something here, with me, that my family and I just cannot provide for you. You need intimacy, and I don't mean sex. You need... you need more than I can give you as your best friend. You need to love someone and be loved by someone on a level that you don't have. You need what I have with Eric."
I felt myself getting angry again. Of course I'd compared my life to Kim and Eric's life together in the past and found it...less fulfilling by comparison. And yes I wanted something that they had, but it wasn't Kim's place to tell me that. It wasn't her place to rub it into my face that I was less complete than she was. I resented it and I stood up quickly to leave her house.
"Ash..."
"I am not some pathetic loser..."
"Ash, honey that isn't what I am..."
"I don't need what you have, just because what you have makes you happy, doesn't mean that everyone wants it or needs it..."
"I am sorry," she said suddenly, "I said it all wrong. I know that. Trust me, I definitely wasn't trying to say anything more than...please stop and listen." I had been moving towards her door but I stopped.
"Okay," I said coldly, deciding to give her one last chance.
"I am not saying that I have the key to happiness and you just need to follow my example and you will get it. I am saying that...I think you want a romantic relationship whether you know it or not. I think you want something that you don't even know that you want and cannot understand. In the same way you knew I was pregnant before I did, before the test knew, because you know me so well. I know this because I love you. I am saying this for the sake of that connection; I want you to trust me. And if you go on this date and you feel less happy with this person from Eric's work than you do here with us, then you come back and we forget I ever said anything. I will admit I was wrong, and that will end it. But do me this favor."
I looked at Kim on the couch. She was leaning towards me, her face was absolutely earnest. While I knew she was wrong about me, I also knew that she thought she was looking out for me. I felt my anger fall, replaced by a little bit of embarrassment, but also a potent love for my friend. She always looked out for me, how could I need anything more in my life? But I knew she was hurting. Hurting for me, even if she had no business doing so. I was touched. And I wanted to stop her suffering.
"One date?" I asked.
"Only have to commit to one," she said, her face relaxing, she knew I was in.
"Okay," I mumbled and she smiled widely, making me smile in return.
"Thank you," she said, "But trust me, in a couple of days, you'll be thanking me."
"I doubt it," I'd said.
Now, sitting in the booth in "Apples," nervously playing with my bread knife, I found that my prediction was, unfortunately, extremely accurate. If things kept up this way, I would not be thanking anyone for any of this. At least my obligation would be discharged. I'd never have to go through this nonsense again. I looked at my watch again. Another ten minutes had passed. I resolved that Riley didn't arrive in three minutes I was going to leave. I kept my eyes down on the clock, willing it forward until I reached my excused time. With just thirty seconds left, I heard hostesses voice.
"Right here," she said and I felt my heart jump into my throat. So close to getting out of this, but now my date was here. I looked up as a person flopped into the seat across me.
"I am so sorry," she said, "I could get a c...oh...I am sorry... must be the wrong table." It was, I was shocked to find, a woman sitting across from me. Clearly, more than one date was going on tonight and the hostess had made a pretty blatant error.
"Yeah uh..." I said, "I am waiting on a blind date..." I looked to find the hostess, but she had already walked away.
"Me too," the woman said. She was a good deal younger than me; I estimated she was around 25 years old. She didn't exactly look like she was prepared for a date, though I had to admit she looked much prettier than me. She was around the same height as me, but much thinner. While I had a voluptuous build (or doughy if you ask me on a day when I am not feeling so hot about myself), she was rail thin. I estimated she weighed around 105lbs. She was wearing a tight white t-shirt with black lettering that said "The Clash" and a pair of skin-tight black jeans. She had small, perky breasts that sat up high in her t-shirt, a flat stomach, somewhat narrow hips, and thin legs. I noticed (for some reason) that she had small, delicate hands that clasped her iphone and her fingernails were painted black. She had pale white skin, thick pink lips, a small pixie nose and bright, massive blue eyes. Her make-up was kind of intense though applied with some skill. Most strikingly perhaps, she had messy dirty-blonde hair underneath a trendy black hat. And when I say messy, I mean it had a strong rat's nest appearance. Though, somehow given her general appearance, it actually kind of worked.
I laughed a little to myself, not exactly the tall, dark and handsome date I'd expected. "I guess the restaurant made a mistake, we will get it sorted out when the waitress comes," I said. The girl nodded. She gave me an awkward smile, pretty and toothy.
"I should've figured something like this would happen, my luck," the woman said and shrugged her shoulders. She sort of stretched out a bit, looking a bit tired. She arched her back into the booth, pressing her breasts forward against her tight shirt, and then leaned back.
"Oh I know, I told my friend this was going to happen. Well, I mean not this exactly, but something bad," I said and the woman nodded.



"Your friend the one who set you up?" she asked.
"Yeah, how about you?"
"Oh some guy I work with," she said. There didn't really seem to be anything else to say. I looked across at her for a moment, felt self-conscious, and then looked away. She seemed a bit embarrassed too. Though, to be honest, the fact that she was in the same predicament made me feel a little better. She was a very attractive girl, so maybe a blind date wasn't just for pathetic, old people.
"Maybe our dates are sitting together at some other table," she said after a long awkward pause. I laughed, a little more forcefully than I intended, trying to sound casual.
"I think you'd have heard by now," I said, "Guys would be...less understanding. I think our boys are late." I explained.
"Yeah, a little uptight," she said and we both uncomfortably nodded together. There was silence for nearly a minute after that. I looked at the pattern on the tablecloth. I heard her hand tapping on the seat next to her.
"Well at least it is a nice night for a date...if they ever show up," I said, looking out the window.
"Yeah..." she said. It was very dark already, but the moon was full, casting a pale blue light on the street outside the restaurant. People shuffled by slowly and each youngish man who walked passed raised the possibility that prince charming was here.
"Well...you look really nice for your date," I said. I didn't really know what else to say and the silence was making me tense. She smiled.
"Thanks...I never know how to dress for dates. I feel like I look, I don't know, trashy," She laughed, "but I guess I am a little trashy. You look pretty too, you're going to wow him." I knew that she was just talking for the sake of noise, like me, but it was nice to get a compliment.
"I felt too business-like," I said.
"Well it suits you," she replied and I didn't know if that was a good thing.
"Well you don't look trashy, you look...at ease. And it suits you," I said returning the compliment. We smiled at one another and then lapsed again into silence, but we felt a little less strange now. At least we weren't complete strangers anymore. But soon, that silence stretched out too. Where was that waitress? Finally, the woman sighed.
"Even the men who aren't in my life yet aren't reliable," she joked and I smiled back in response.
"Well look at it this way," I said, "Everything that could go wrong at this point has. At least we are due for some good luck."
"Ugh," she said, "I had a concert tonight and I cancelled for this date! Things had better go really damn right after this."
"I was supposed to be working," I commiserated. She shook her hair, letting her wild hair wave, and then picked her cell phone off the table.
"The guy who set me up said my date was like...anally retentively prompt. This is pissing me off," and then she lifted up her phone toward her face and started to flip through it. "Maybe I will text him, Eric is a bit absent-minded, he may have given me the wrong place." I felt a sudden stab and looked more closely at the girl. Had she said...Eric? Did she look like the kind of person who would work at...a record label? That couldn't be right. What a weird coincidence. I realized that I was lacking some very important information about this woman.
"What's the name of your date?"
"Oh the hostess just said, I'm looking for some guy named Ash. Like the Evil Dead, I guess. Weird name," she said, flipping through her contacts. I felt the world spin a bit.
"Riley?" I asked and she looked up from her phone. One of her eyebrows was raised.
"Yes?" she asked and that confirmed it. I felt like I couldn't breathe. What the hell was going on here?
"Hi, I am Ash. Short for Ashley, but please call me Ash" I said, extending my hand. I sounded wooden and choked, but I didn't know what else to do. Riley's mouth dropped open; she smiled nervously, and shook her head. We both realized what this meant. Our "boys" weren't late. Both our dates had been on time.
"Uh...No, I...I am looking for a man," she explained. I blushed. I felt so stupid.
"Me too," I said. I really couldn't comprehend what was going on, "but my friend Kim set me up with someone from her husband Eric's office, someone named 'Riley.'" I explained. Riley snorted and shook her head again. I knew the facts of what was happening. It was absolutely obvious that I'd been set up on a date with a woman. But the implications could not sit still in my mind. I felt a jarring buzz in my brain, a total lack of context.
"Eric Carter and Hot Kim?" she asked, shaking me out of my thoughts.
"Yeah Eric and Kim Carter," I said, but her phrasing seemed strange, "Hot Kim?" I asked. Riley's face was extremely red and she was looking down at her phone, avoiding my eyes.
"Oh uh, yeah. There are two guys in department with wives named 'Kim' so we call one 'tall Kim' because she is taller than her husband, Hank, and the other one 'Hot Kim' because she is so...hot and Eric is such a dork. Some of the other guys made it up," she said absentmindedly. Well we were definitely set up together. Eric and Kim had set me up with a woman named Riley from Eric's office. They knew I was a straight woman. They apparently knew Riley was a straight woman. And they did this to us. Why?
"This is so embarrassing, I am so sorry" I mumbled but Riley didn't say anything. I don't know why I apologized; it felt like something to do. Something real to do. For a minute we sat in complete silence, too uncomfortable to speak. What the hell was all this supposed to mean? I tried to focus on one idea, to try to place this situation in frame where it would make sense. All I could tell was that I was absolutely mortified. And I could only come to one conclusion.
"This is not a funny joke, I didn't think Eric was such a dick," Riley said, apparently reaching the same conclusion I had. This was some sort of elaborate practical joke. Maybe Riley had been single for a while too, so they set us up to make us feel...I don't know. Stupid? It didn't make any sense. But none of this made any sense. I wasn't a lesbian. Why would Eric and Kim think this was funny? God, this was just the most humiliating thing ever.
"It isn't like them..." I said finally, but without conviction. What else could this mean? Maybe they had sat us next to the window so they could look in at us and laugh. I looked out the window but didn't see anyone I recognized in the street.
"Well here we fucking are!" Riley snapped. I felt the heat of her anger and quailed. I must've made a face, "Sorry. Not your fault. Just feel really conspicuous. Everyone thinks we are on a date or something. The whole wait staff is probably in on this joke. And honestly I am uncomfortable with you seeing me this...uncomfortable."
"I am in the same boat, you don't need to be embarrassed with me," I said. I was still just trying to get a handle on my ideas. Beyond the same embarrassment I was trying to talk Riley out of, I couldn't begin to register my own emotions.
"Hi, I am Heather, I am going to be your waitress tonight," a voice finally said. Riley and I turned and looked at a cute young girl in a black shirt and tie smiling brightly, "Would you like a bottle of wine or something else to drink to get started." I felt flustered. The last thing that I wanted was to leave.
"No...uh, thank you but no," I said, stumbling out the words. But I suddenly knew what I wanted to do, "We changed our minds. We are going to go." I explained. Riley nodded without looking at the waitress and grabbed her purse, ready to go. She apparently agreed. The joke was over. The waitress put her hands on her hips, tilted her head to the side, and bit her lip.
"Oh, I am sorry to hear that," the waitress said, "What should I tell Kim about the bill?" I felt so strange, hearing her reference Kim.
"Kim? What does it matter to her?" Riley spat.
"There is no bill, we haven't ordered anything, we are just going to go," I said, starting to stand up.
"Oh I know, I mean the agreement," she said.
"What agreement," I asked, stopping. What other joke was there. Some sort of wedding cake or something? 'Look at those two women who can't get men. Might as well just buy them a dozen cats and put them together.' Funny stuff.
"Kim and her husband, they agreed to pay your dinner tonight. Should I let her know that you don't want it? Or what?" The waitress asked. I didn't care if Kim and Eric agreed to pay the mortgage on my condo, I was done.
"I don't care, I just want to go."
"How much did they agree to pay," Riley said, sitting back down in her chair. The waitress shrugged. I was reaching back into the seat to grab my purse. I stopped moving as there was something different now in Riley's voice.
"Oh they didn't say, they just said they'd get the bill. They left their credit card on file," the waitress explained. Riley looked over at me. A broad smile spreading out across her face, making her look devious (and pretty). She leaned forward on the table, placing her elbows on the surface and rubbing her hands together.
"Is that a fact?" she asked. The waitress nodded, looking a bit confused. Riley turned back towards me, "You thinking what I am thinking?" she said, her voice sounding low and malicious. I instantly surmised what she was hinting at. A little bit of revenge. My humiliation in exchange for a very, very expensive meal. For a second I thought about it, but I started to shake my head.
"No, I can't, they..." I started.
"Want us to have a good meal," Riley said, smiling sweetly at the waitress, then she turned towards me, raising bother her eyebrows and speaking slowly, "I am in payroll, trust me Eric can handle it. And they DESERVE to hear about US being happy," she said, each word dripping with meaning. I knew she was right, but I was about to demur again.
I was angry at Eric and Kim, and confused, but I couldn't do that. It was wrong to take someone's money. Especially a friend. Even if that friend was being...weirdly cruel without provocation. But thinking about that strange spite from my friends, and hearing about what I deserved and about being happy, I thought about my conversation with Kim. The one where she'd cried and told me about me about my future and my needs. I thought about the emotional ups and downs of that conversation, the way that Kim seemed to really hurt for me. The fact that I sacrificed what I wanted just to make her happy.
It was all for this...joke or prank. And I got what, a free meal out of it? Hardly even. Each memory, the feelings and guilt she'd stirred in me, heightened the rage. I had never felt so angry in my entire life.
"Actually, I am feeling pretty hungry," I said, sitting back down in the seat. Eric and Kim were going to pay until we were equal and then pay some more. Then I might not ever speak to them again. This was unforgiveable. A joke in bad taste was one thing, but this went beyond it. (I mean not really, I was never going to cut them out. But it felt powerful to pretend I could). The more I thought about it, the less I was able to understand it. My friends were being just hatefully mean to me for no reason. They left their credit card to mitigate the shear meanness of it, but that wasn't really enough. Apparently Riley felt the same way. She picked up her menu.
"Yes, miss. We'd like a bottle of your most expensive red wine...and a bottle of your most expensive white wine. Uh...we'd like one of...let's say each of the appetizers. We'd also like two of your most expensive entrees and...let's say the catch of the day for us to share," she said, pointing to each item on the menu as the waitresses eyes got wider. Riley spoke pointedly, each word spilling out of her mouth like she was spitting out a razor blade. I liked the way she sounded, feeling my righteous indignation mirrored in her voice.
"Actually, we have a really nice white to pair with the fish..." The waitress attempted to say.
"Is it the most expensive white wine?"
"No but..."
"We want the expensive one. Our pallets are crazy sophisticated," she said and, despite my anger, I had to giggle, "Thanks." And then Riley handed the menus back to the waitress. The waitress looked a little bit dazed but nodded and walked away.
"Oh my god, you are so crazy!" I said once the waitress was gone. I was glad that this girl was on my side. I wanted to get even, but I wouldn't have even known where to start.
"I hope you don't mind me ordering for you, we are on a date after all," she said and I actually smiled.
"Not at all, as long as you promise to save room for dessert."
"Desserts," she said and we both laughed a little bit. We sat in silence for a few moments, just trying to come to terms with the new situation. Finally, I had an idea.
"Hey, do you just want to leave? I mean, they are going to charge them for the food anyway, let's just both go home," I suggested.
"Uh...No Ash. I appreciate the offer, but I am staying," she said, "First of all, I am nowhere near done here. Second, like I said, I cleared my schedule. I have nowhere else to be. Do you?"
"Well I could go back to the office I guess, but really no..." I replied, wondering what I could be doing more productive than this.
"Then fuck it," Riley responded, "Let's just take it easy and have the most expensive meal of our lives. You seem like good company, let's get back at them by enjoying our 'date.'" I tilted my head to the side and looked at Riley. What she said made sense. I nodded.
"Yeah, I guess so," I said, "You seem like more fun than paperwork"
"A ringing endorsement," she responded and I laughed. At that moment, the sommelier arrived with two bottles of wine. He seemed surprised that he was bringing two bottles for two people. But he popped the corks and we inspected them. He was about to pour the wine into the glasses.
"Woah there," Riley said, grabbing at the red wine bottle, "We can handle that part." She said. The sommelier looked at her like she was crazy.
"They usually do that kind of stuff for you."
"No, I usually do this stuff for me. He is going to fill it like a quarter of the way up so it can pretentiously 'breathe.' I want to get drunk on someone else's dime, I am filling my glass," she said, tilting the wine bottle up, "and yours to the top." And she poured out her wine until it was almost at the rim. The sommelier shook his head and walked away.
"I have work in the morning," I said, placing my hand over my glass. I really did.
"Don't make me drink alone Ash," she said, she started to pour the wine out of the bottle! It splashed against my hand and I quickly drew it back. Soon she was filling my glass just as she had hers. I wanted to be angry, but I just laughed at her boldness. She didn't try to convince me of anything, she just did what she wanted and expected me to get in line. I admired that.
"Well, you drive a hard bargain," I said, "But I guess I am in." Riley lifted her glass, very carefully, for a toast. I did the same.
"To...a dyke date I guess," Riley said and clinked her glass against mine. I laughed.
"To...that," I said. We brought our glasses up and both took deep drinks of the expensive (and tasty) wine. Riley didn't hold back, she downed her glass of wine, gulping it like water, and then set her glass back down.
"Wow, I haven't pounded wine like that since college, and that was cheap stuff," Riley said when she finished, her eyes watering.
"That couldn't have been that long ago," I said, taking another big drink of my own wine. For some reason, I wanted to keep pace with her.
"I graduated...two years ago. But it feels longer," she said. The drink seemed to relax her some and she leaned back in the booth, "How about you?"
"How about me what?" I asked.
"How long ago did you graduate?" she asked, and then she smiled, "I guess that's my not-so-sneaky way of asking how old you are." I laughed.
"Oh wow, I am 34 so I guess I graduated about...11 years ago," I said, had it really been that long?
"Wow!" Riley said, "Wouldn't have guessed that."
"What do you mean?"
"Don't take this the wrong way, I am not saying you are childish or anything but...you don't look 34. I thought you were like 25 or 26 at the oldest."
"I can tell you are under 30, because no one over 30 ever takes being called 9 years younger than calendar age to be anything but a compliment," I said back. I felt a sort of warm glow that was a mixture of the expensive wine settling in my stomach and feeling flattered by the compliment. Maybe my "date" would give me a little ego boost, despite the obvious handicap.
Riley refilled her glass and then topped mine off with the remains of the bottle. I wondered how much money we'd just drunk in a couple of minutes. But I didn't care. I took another swig of the expensive wine and felt the effects already starting to occur.
"So where'd you go?" I asked.
"I'm right here," Riley said and then giggled a bit. She had really been attacking the wine and it sounded like it went right to her head. I laughed at her joke.
"No college, you said you haven't pounded wine since college, where was college? Party school? Hey no, judgment I went to state" I said. Riley actually laughed a little bit. She reached down her shirt between breasts and grabbed something. She pulled the chain of a necklace up over her hair and handed it across to me.
"Oh it was an absolute trip, but it wasn't a party," she said. I felt my brow furrow and I reached out and took the object that Riley offered. The chain was thin silver band, but the pendant was large. When I looked down I saw that it wasn't a pendant at all, but a ring. A class ring in fact, from Davis Bible College.
"Bible College?" I asked, raising my eyebrows. Riley laughed and nodded, taking the ring back from me.
"Yeah," she laughed, "I figured I stood out as a Davis alum from my modest dress, my humorless demeanor, and chaste behavior." She said and then to accentuate she took a big drink of wine. I laughed at her joke, but really couldn't ever see this punky looking girl at bible school.
"I can honestly say that was the last thing I expected. I would've been less surprised if you went to clown college," I responded. At around this moment, the waitress arrived with the first of our giant load of appetizers. We started eating immediately and the food was worth the price. Or at least the price to Kim and Eric.
"Well," Riley said as she finished off a shrimp, "My parents are both INSANELY conservatively Christian. It was choice between Bible College or no college." She explained.
"Not much of a choice," I said.
"Not for me, I needed out of that house. I didn't want to be married at 18 like half the girls at my church," she explained. I felt a sudden well of admiration for this girl. It must've been difficult to buck her tradition upbringing, even just a little bit, and go to school. That took courage. I looked up at Riley now, taking a sip of my wine, and considered her. She was young and a bit wild, but she was also funny, delightfully impulsive, and brave. Not to mention very pretty. I found that I liked her and wondered if Eric and Kim had not set us up as a joke, but maybe so that we could be friends. Of course, if that was the case, they could have just introduced us. Why all this play acting at romance? I didn't spend much time considering that possibility, the taste of wine on my tongue made me realize something.
"Where were you pounding wine at Bible College?" I suddenly asked. "I would figure it would be wall to wall true believers." Riley laughed and shrugged her shoulders.
"Yeah it pretty much was, except for my junior and senior years. When I was a junior another girl like me showed up as a freshman, Heather. We ditched the religious classes together and actually had fun. It was kind of like a a real college experience after that. And I was old enough to buy alcohol, so it was just a matter of finding a place to get drunk," she explained. I figured that that made some sense.



"Judging by that wine glass and your professional demeanor, you weren't much of a partier in college," She said. I felt a little self-conscious and finished the last of my wine. I might not have had quite as much as Riley, but I was a lightweight. I wasn't feeling it too much yet, but I knew I would before long.
"I guess I wasn't," I said, "Every once in a while Kim would convince me to..."
"Kim as in Hot Kim? You've known her for like ten years?" she asked. It was still such a strange nickname, though I had to admit that Kim was a beautiful woman.
"Yeah, longer really," I said.
"Does this seem like...in character for her?' Riley said, switching back to our earlier guess as to our friends' motive. "Like I can't imagine Eric doing this, is Kim a schemer? I've only talked to her twice."
"No," I said, thinking about my friend, who was sweet and kind and sensitive, "No, not like her at all. She is a lovely person." I said, being more honest than maybe I should have.
"So weird," Riley said, placing some sort of fried puff ball into her mouth and chewing, "Oh God!" she said, spitting it back out into her napkin, "Not nearly as weird as that!" I laughed so loudly that people in other booths looked over and I quickly quieted, though I leaned in towards Riley and kept laughing.
"I think it was some sort of sea food," I said while laughing.
"I think it was locker room feet and burnt hair!" Riley said, causing me to laugh again, "god damn hipsters and their weird ass food." She finished ruefully.
"At least it's free," I said and Riley raised her glass. I found my glass of wine and the new bottle, and decided to join her.
I suppose it would be tedious to go over the conversation we held at dinner at length. Not to say that the conversation was tedious, far from it. Just, that the blow by blow is not necessarily essential to the story here. A few more appetizers came and eventually our gigantic meal arrived. There was far too much food to eat and soon we were both stuffed.
The whole while, we carried on a lively conversation. Mostly I spoke about work, because it was really the only thing that I had to talk about. I felt bad, like I was boring her and also driving home to myself that I had no real life. But Riley seemed genuinely interested both in my job and in me as a professional (as well as a person). She asked me for professional advice and I got the feeling that despite her slacker appearance, that she had large ambitions for herself. And the acuity of her questions indicated that she had the perceptiveness necessary to achieve those ambitions.
Regardless, I didn't need to worry too much if I was making boring conversation, as Riley spoke enough for two. I learned that Riley was one of six children, the youngest. I learned that she grew up in an outer suburb of the city and that her parents had nearly disowned her when they learned she took a job at a secular record label. She jokingly said that she couldn't tell if her father was angrier that she'd chosen to work in a "sinful" medium or that she had chosen a profession in a field ripe for extinction. Her mother, whom it was clear she hated, revered, and loved deeply all at the same time, had just feared for her soul. She explained that she convinced them that it would be both a chance to spread the word of God and also to learn transferrable business skills and they had relented. All of Riley's stories were uproariously funny, even the ones that should not have been. Despite the monopoly she placed on conversation (which grew more overwhelming she drank) I wished I could hear more about her. I found her absolutely fascinating and undeniably cool.
The whole while we were talking and eating we were also drinking. About an hour into our "date" we had ordered a third bottle of wine. This was a cheaper bottle (we decided to take it easy on Kim and Eric because we were having fun) but it was arguably stronger than the first two. By the time we both abandoned attempts to finish eating, we were both pretty well drunk. Riley suggested that, instead of buying a dessert, which we couldn't eat, that we head to the bar and "drink" our dessert. Normally, I would decline such an offer. I never much liked liquor. But I was already drunk and eager to extend my positive mood and Riley's attitude was absolutely contagious. So I agreed and we moved back. I can't remember if I had two or three shots of tequila before, I came to my fateful realization for the night, but I remember how it happened.
Riley and I were sitting on the far left side of the bar, we both had a shot of tequila in our hands, as I remember it, and I was laughing at something that she had said (though I can't recall exactly what it was, she made me laugh a lot that night). I was feeling more loose and uninhibited than I had in years. Maybe ever.
"Okay look," Riley said, "It is a simple sequence. First, the salt. Then the tequila. Then the lime. Last time you did it backwards, and you have to do it right."
"Will I not get drunker if I do it in the wrong order?" I asked playfully.
"No. And you'll prove once and for all that my dream of opening a drinking school is dead as I lack the capacity to teach drunks," she said and I smiled. She was standing up at the time, just barely resting her ass against the bar stool. She sort of towered over me as she instructed.
"Well I'd hate to do that!" I slurred, "Okay, tequila, lime, salt." I said. I can't remember if this was a joke or I really didn't remember.
"No! Salt, tequila, lime. Watch!" Riley said. She quickly licked salt off of her wrist, pounded a shot of tequila, and finished it off with squeeze of lime. Her face contorted in agony. Why do people do this? "See, easy."
"Right," I said, "Lime, Salt, and then Lime,"
"You didn't even remember tequila that time!" Riley laughed and then she pushed away from the bar, "Okay, do not drink that in the wrong order. Just wait for me. I am going to run to the little girl's room, I am going to come back and get another drink, and show you how this is done. Got it?"
"Got it. Get another drink, go to the bathroom, show me how it's done," I said, purposefully mixing the order this time (I promise). Riley laughed and slapped my arm playfully.
"You've got some weird ideas Ash. You figure out the bathroom on your own when the time comes," she said and then turned to walk towards the bathroom. As she walked away I found my eyes follow her. I noted the way her hair cascaded messily down her back, the feminine narrowness of her shoulders, the way her figure sloped down from her armpits to her thin waist, and then ballooned back out in an hourglass shape. The swell of her ass in her tight jeans and the way her legs looked long and delicate in the denim. In short, I was checking her out and found myself...liking what I saw.
I guess I was drunk and normally I wouldn't have put much stock into those thoughts (I figured any woman could objectively respect the beauty of another woman's form, it didn't mean anything), but one idea in particular caused me to pause. As my eyes scanned over Riley's ass as it saw high and first in her pants, I had thought, "she's got an amazing butt, it looks like Kim's when she was in college."
At first, this idea barely registered. Just one thought amongst many. But then I began to think of how strange it was that I had decided to compare physical attributes of my new friend with that of my old friends. And as I thought about that, I realized that it hadn't been the only thing. I realized other thoughts I'd had during the course of the evening, "She has a lilting laugh, like Kim," and "She rubs her lower lip with the back of her thumb, like Kim," or perhaps most damning, "she has a dirty sense of humor, nothing like Kim." Even when Riley was nothing like Kim, I found myself making that the point of comparison. It was like I was using Kim as the measuring stick by which to gauge Riley. And as I thought of that, I realized it wasn't just Riley. I compared everyone to Kim. She was the universal constant.
I felt extremely strange coming to that realization and I placed my elbows on the bar, trying to figure out what it was, exactly, I was grasping at. Thinking about Kim made me remember why I was here, the "prank." But now drunk, and no longer horribly embarrassed, I no longer felt that this explanation for the situation made any sense. Strangely, the drinking had cleared my mind a bit, allowed me to look at the situation clearly. Kim wouldn't do something just to hurt me. She wouldn't have found it funny even if it happened by accident. Eric and Kim hadn't been pulling a prank. Hell, they left money on the table for us. So what were they doing?
Suddenly, my conversation with Kim earlier in the week, when she convinced me to go on this date, flooded back to me. And listening them in my memory, without denial and discomfort I had felt in the initial event, allowed me to hear things that I hadn't heard before.
Kim said: "I can't sit by while you choose to be miserable," and "I think that you always date...the wrong kind of people...and are miserable, that you think the absence of misery is happiness." She asked "Ash, how often do we see each other? How often do we talk?" Perhaps most importantly she'd said, "You are grasping for something here, with me, that my family and I just cannot provide for you...You need... you need more than I can give you as your best friend." And she summed it all up saying "I think you want something that you don't even know that you want and cannot understand."
I stood up quickly from the bar stool, almost losing my balance. The bartender looked over at me quizzically, perhaps wondering if I was alright. But the shot of adrenaline I felt now had done wonders to mitigate my drunkenness. I cannot completely or fully describe what I was feeling at that moment, the emotions were too chaotic. All I can say was that I felt an intense existential embarrassment that had attendant branches of fear, self-loathing, confusion, shame, and surprise.
I felt like some sort of feral animal, caught play-acting like a human being. I know that makes no sense, but that was the totality of my emotion. And, as an animal, I quickly slipped into fight or flight mode. And the only thing in the world that I wanted was to be away from this place. To go back to my home, close the door, and die. That is not youthful dramatics. At that moment, the weight of my life was unbearable and while I did not want my existence to cease, it felt like it would be easier if it did.
"I am on Kim and Eric's tab," I yelled, in a crackling voice, at the bartender. He turned to me, confused. He'd been speaking with someone else. I didn't care. I felt tears in my eyes, tears that I could not adequate explained, and I turned and ran towards the door. Still a little drunk, I bumped into chairs as I moved quickly. I reached the table where Riley and I had eaten, grabbed my purse, and then I quickly made my way for the door and out into the street.
It was cold outside and I could see my breath steaming out of my mouth as I stumbled out into the dark night air. It hadn't been that cold when I arrived, but early fall was turning to late fall without the sun, it grew cold. I didn't know what time it was, but I took a deep breath and steadied myself. Then I oriented myself towards my condo and started to walk.
I didn't get very far when I heard someone calling my name. For a split second, I know it is crazy, but I thought that it was Kim. But then I heard it again, "Hey Ash? Ash? Are you alright?" It said and now I recognized it as Riley's voice. I realized I'd just abandoned her in the bar. I turned quickly and she was standing about twenty yards behind me in the doorway to the restaurant.
"I..." I started but couldn't finish. I didn't even have any idea what I was going to stay. The urge to get away came over me again and I started to turn and walk away.
"Ash? What the Hell? Was it something I said? Hey hold on!" I heard Riley say. I just kept moving. I figured she'd go back inside and find someone else to talk to. I couldn't be company right now. Maybe she'd meet a man in there and at least it would be a happy story for her. Maybe this date would be a strange story she told her kids someday about how she met their father and I would be a little color thrown in.
"Ash stop, why are you running away? I wasn't trying to offend you, drink your fucking Tequila any way you want!" Riley said and now I heard her right behind me. Riley had run after me. I stopped walking, sighed, and dropped my head. I was going to have to actually tell her to go away. I turned toward Riley and she was standing about five feet behind me. The street was completely empty and it was now very dark. Riley was standing under a street light, leaning against the pole and it seemed like the rest of the world existed as an impenetrable blackness around the light. Riley had a concerned look on her face and had her arms crossed over her breasts in the cold.
"I'm...sorry," I said finally, I walked back towards Riley and stopped when I too was standing underneath the light, just next to her.
"You don't have to be sorry if you just tell me what I did?" Riley said, she sounded very concerned. I wonder if her sort of brash attitude, which I enjoyed, was off-putting to some people. Maybe she had a fear of driving people away and I was playing into that fear. I felt an intense guilt and shook my head.
"No, no you didn't do anything," I said, "It was me, it was all me." I didn't want to say any more than that. We stood in silence for a few minutes. I was shivering in the cold and I could see Riley shaking as well. Finally, she spoke.
"Hey I've gotten the old 'it's not you, it's me' thing at the end of a dozen dates," Riley joked, "but I usually get a little more explanation." I winced when she called it a date and her features softened. Riley looked at me deeply for several seconds, "What is it Ash? Come on, we've had fun tonight, we are kind of like friends already, let me know why you ran out of that place while we were laughing and having a good time. I can listen."
I considered for a moment just making something up, just some lie to cover over everything and get home. The desire to do this was so overwhelming that for a second I opened my mouth to explain that I was sick. But I looked into Riley's eyes. I could feel a sort of...I don't know, empathy or understanding pouring out of her. I could feel her sort of going out to me. And she was right we'd had fun that night, but more than that I'd felt some connection to her that I couldn't really understand. She deserved to know the truth, she was in the same boat as me. More importantly, I wanted to tell the truth. To get this realization out of my brain and out into the world.
"I..." I started and my voice sounded choked, but Riley nodded and looked at me inquisitively, "I realized tonight that I am...sexually attracted to my best friend Kim. I think I am infatuated with her," I finally managed to say. Riley jerked back like she'd been hit.
The effect on me was even greater. Ever since I'd had my sort of dawning of knowledge in the bar, I had avoided actually, explicitly thinking about what it was that I was thinking. I had sort of walled it up, one last ditch defense by my denial. But saying the words out loud made it undeniable. I desired my best friend, I wanted to love her and make love to her.
Thinking that caused a dozen scattered images to flitter through my brain, things that Kim had clearly noticed even when I did not. I remembered watching a movie with Kim in college and cuddling up extremely close to her, actually putting my head on her shoulder. I remembered going to the beach with her one year and conspicuously wiping sand off of her ass. I remembered driving to a concert with her once when Eric was sick and couldn't make it and actually saying that I wished it was always just the two of us. Perhaps most damning, I remembered her picking me up at the airport once after a long business trip, we'd hugged at I'd held her a little too long. I'd gone to kiss her on the cheek, but leaned too far and kissed the corner of my mouth. We laughed it off, but it hadn't totally been an accident.
Now, these were just a handful of moments across a relationship that spanned a decade and a half. Each event was a tiny little bit of my life that by itself was largely meaningless. I hadn't even realized that there was a pattern. But, now the first time thinking of these events cumulatively, I suddenly felt pathetic, transparent, and stupid. Obviously, Kim had seen these isolated events and discerned what I could not. She knew I loved her in a way that was far different from the way she loved me. And so she'd...tried to make me understand. Oddly, this made me both intensely ashamed but also made me love Kim even more. Not embarrassed or disgusted by me, she just tried to help me. That was the Kim I knew, not the prankster. But I was still pathetic.
Riley was still looking at me, her eyes wide and her mouth slightly ajar. She was still shivering, but her focus was entirely on me now. I realized I owed her a little bit more.
"I'm really sorry. I wasn't trying to leave you like that...I mean I was but it wasn't about you. I think that my friend realized that I had feelings for her and so she set me up on this date with you. I don't think it was a joke, I think she was trying to help me. But when I realized it, I just needed to leave. I didn't want to make you uncomfortable. I don't even know why they picked you, maybe they thought because you were young and sounded rebellious...I don't know. But I was just trying to leave before anything got awkward." I spilled it all out, trying to be truthful but to say as little about myself as possible. I noticed Riley's eyes drop and I figured that she understood. She was shaking her head. I felt dirty and ashamed. I hoped this meant I could now leave.
"It all makes sense," Riley whispered and a winced. Had she been able to tell I was attracted to women too? Was I the only one who didn't know? "The Christmas party," she said.
"What?" I asked. Riley looked up at me. I saw something familiar in her eyes, confusion or something different. She was taking deep breaths and gulping. What was going on?
"Last winter, at the office Christmas party," Riley said and then paused for a minute, not letting her eyes meet mine, "I got really drunk. I always get drunk in social situations. I always act the same, drunk or sober, but at least when I am drunk I don't feel embarrassed about it. Anyway, I got into a yelling match with some secretary from a different department and Eric had grabbed and pulled me into his office. Everyone got a laugh about it.
"Once we were back inside, Eric calmed me down, got me to realize that I was going to get myself fired. I was really pissed at him at first, but he was really sweet about everything. So I started talking to him about how I used to get in fights all the time when I was drinking in college and that got me reminiscing about college. You know how it is when you are drunk, and you just want to talk about stuff. And Eric was just fine to listen and everything. So I told him that when I was in school that Heather would keep me out of trouble, just like he was doing then.
"That got me talking about Heather, just general stuff, stories and everything. And I must've told him (I can't remember 100% if I told him, but I must've) about something that happened my senior year. Heather and I went out drinking and I got in a screaming match with some girl. As a result, we didn't get back to campus until late. Heather was only a sophomore so she still had a roommate. She didn't want to wake her roommate up, so I invited her stay in my room. Got back to the room and I passed out drunk on the bed.



"So I woke up the next morning hung-over with Heather in my bed. But she wasn't just in my bed. When I woke up Heather was already awake. She was lying on my left side on her belly and her left arm was draped across me, she was actually holding my breast. And she was kissing my neck. So I sat up really quickly.
"'What are you doing?' I asked, or something like that. She looked kind of confused.
"'We got back last night and talked about fooling around. You said you wanted to. You brought it up. Then you passed out. I thought we could try it again today.'
"And I was shocked. I mean, I had no recollection of that at all. But I knew she was telling the truth. I knew that I had...feelings for Heather. They were always just below the surface. We were so close." For a moment, Riley stopped talking and just looked down at the sidewalk below her feet. I heard a slight hitch in her voice. But she continued.
"And apparently I'd finally said something to act on it when I was drunk. And Heather hadn't just been into it then. She was still ready the next morning. I mean, it was the answer to my unasked for wish! I couldn't believe how lucky I was. How could Heather feel the same way?
"And she said...And I will never forget what she said, because she said, 'come on sunshine, I won't bite unless you ask.' She kind of laughed but I felt my blood run cold. My mother...She always called me 'sunshine.' It was an ironic nickname she gave me because I was such a blustery kid. And suddenly I wondered what my mother would think if she saw me like this. If I went any further. I could rebel against my parents by going to school or by dressing funny and swearing. Or even drinking. But lesbian sex... sexual purity was like THE primary belief of my parent's church. I had asked Heather to commit an abomination with me. And she would. And, I didn't think I believed in that. But my whole family believed it. And even though I pushed back against everything my parents stood for, my mother was still my model for womanhood. I still wanted...desperately wanted to be a woman like her. I knew that I wasn't, but I couldn't give up on the ideal of being like her. Even then I think I knew I couldn't be the woman my mother is, but I wasn't ready to accept it.
"So I told Heather that it was a joke or something. I said I didn't really want it. I tried to be gentle; I didn't mock her or anything. I just said it was a misunderstanding. She knew it was a lie. And worse, she'd exposed herself freely to me. She had the same upbringing that I did. And she had been willing to love me because I asked her to, and I couldn't follow through. She must've felt so...abandoned. We weren't ever really the same after that. I haven't talked to her since I graduated. I think she dropped out." There were tears rolling down Riley's cheeks as she recalled this memory. I felt for her, though I didn't have any experience to compare. I wanted to show her that I understood, I reached out and took her elbow. I cradled it gently and rubbed her arm with my thumb, trying to show her some affection.
"I must've said something to Eric and so when his wife said something about you...they just decided," Riley said. And the final piece of the puzzle now made sense.
"I am sorry if this hurts, I didn't want you to deal with any of this, I just want to leave, I am so sorry," I said. Riley sighed and shook her head.
"I live with this every day. Part of me always knew who I was. Maybe that was why I reacted so...I don't instantly to this date. Like why I jumped to being angry and defensive so fast. Fighting against who I am, you know?" I thought about Riley's words for a moment. I understood who she was and why she behaved the way she did. It made sense, even if it was terribly sad. But I felt less certain of myself. Where did my hang-up come from?
"I guess it was different for me," I said, "It wasn't just below the surface or anything. It was so deeply buried that I didn't even realize it myself. Kim almost came out and said it and I still didn't realize it. I just...I couldn't realize it." I was trying to explain to myself as much as to Riley
I couldn't claim to have any religious-tinged fear of same-sex attraction that stretched back to childhood. My family was not a church going group. I didn't have an overbearing, conservative mother who sought to keep a tight lid on sexual conformity. My mom was almost a hippie and while we rarely talked about sex, I knew she wouldn't have cared as long as I was happy. My father was not appreciably different. The only explanation I could find was that, from my earliest days, it had always been my outright goal in life to do everything to do everything the "right" way. And doing things the right way meant following the most conventional path to a happy and successful life. People were supposed to work hard in grade school, join clubs and sports, apply to impressive colleges, go to a very impressive university, get an impressive job, and then work like crazy. I did all those things.
And one thing that women were supposed to do was find a man they loved and marry him. And so I never questioned that that was what I was supposed to do. And when it didn't work out, I considered it a failing on my part. I was doing something wrong. It just...it never occurred to me that I had set one goal that was unachievable. I couldn't fall in love with a man and marry him, but because my heart (and my body) didn't want that. I needed something different. I hoped that Riley could understand.
"It was something that just wasn't one of the things that was supposed to be 'Me' so I didn't think about it. Like I actually repressed it. It wasn't just waiting for a chance to get out. It was like it didn't exist. Like I didn't really have sexuality. I didn't even have the first inkling of awareness of it until tonight."
"What made you realized it tonight," Riley asked, her brows furrowed. I looked at her, this woman I had spent the evening with. She was funny, quick, outrageous, and brave (though maybe not as brave as I'd first believed, she was vulnerable too, which was alluring). And I was learning that she was sweet, insightful, and caring. I looked at the gentle curve of her cheek, the brightness of her blue eyes, the long, delicate lashes above them. I saw the thick, full pinkness of her lips (quivering a bit in the cold). I found that my body felt like it was vibrating, my limbs felt weak, and my heart was simultaneously in my throat and at the bottom of my stomach, pounding. I felt an electrical feeling all over, something I'd never felt before. An anticipation for something, anything. My inner thoughts were a half-formed riotous requiem for a barrier that was about to break.
"It..."I started to explain, but found that my words failed me. The final dam had been broken. I had torn away all the defenses of a lifetime and suddenly I didn't have anything to hold me back. 34 years of longing was too much to hold back. And now there was this person in front of me, finally, reminding me of where that desire came from and where it was directed. I closed my eyes, turned my neck slightly to the side, and leaned forward. My body now did the work that my brain could not comprehend, urging my being forward towards oblivion or a new me. And both.
I felt my lips press softly against Riley's. Her lips were slightly cool and were pillowy soft. They were just slightly damp and thick and my two lips bracketed her lower lip carefully in an easy lock. The external sensation of my lips pressed against hers was absolutely lovely. But it was not entirely alien. It was a sweet, almost chaste kiss. But internally, the physical power of the kiss was overwhelming, beyond even the intense emotional effects.
I had heard people talk about the way a kiss, especially a first kiss felt. I had felt "nice" kisses but I always thought that further descriptions were just wishful, romantic nonsense. If anything, I had underestimated the power. Inside my chest, my heart fluttered lightly, course blood quickly through my body. Along my arteries and all my nerves, electrical impulses seemed to shoot. Every spot on my body felt like it was pulsing with raw energy and the overall whole felt like something more. Despite this charge, my body felt loose, relaxed like I'd never felt before. In fact, I felt like my body had melted into Riley's kiss. I lacked any form except for the way my lips conformed to hers.
When her lips responded to my kiss, matching my lock, I felt my knees grow weak and my head grew foggy. The rest of the world sort of faded away. Everything that was not contained within the skirt-shaped light above our heads was an abstraction, an idea. The only thing in the entire world was us, shivering slightly in the cold. Our lips were pressed together and I could smell wine mixed with perfume. My hand still rested gently on Riley's elbow and we leaned towards one another but our bodies didn't touch. It was...perfect and we stayed that way for a long while.
Finally, our kiss broke and I opened my eyes as I pulled away slightly. Riley's eyes were still closed and she looked angelic, innocent. Eventually her large blue eyes fluttered open, but her body stayed relatively limp and relaxed.
"Wow," she said after a long pause. I couldn't read her tone. I didn't know if she was offended or confused or what. More importantly, I didn't know how I felt. The sudden realization of what I had just done crashed down on top of me. I'd kissed a woman. I'd kissed a woman by surprise. I kissed a woman by surprise and I barely knew her. My brain was swamped by the influx of terrifying information.
"I am so sorry," I said, feeling my heart rate pick up. Riley instantly started shaking her head.
"That was amazing," she said, smiling. Then she reached her right hand up and snaked it around the back of my neck. I felt her fingers slide through my hair and her palm felt warm against my skin. Soon the pads of her finger draped across my spine and she pulled me in towards her. The fear I had felt, the almost panic that had gripped me, dissipated even faster than it had arisen. I felt only excitement now. And desire.
As I allowed Riley's hand to pull my head in, I looked at her beautiful face. She closed her eyes and parted her lips slightly. I closed my eyes and did the same. In a moment, our lips were back together again. This time, there was no confusion or surprise. We both knew that we wanted this kiss. That we wanted more than this kiss. In I felt Riley's lips part and her tongue slipped ever so slightly between them. I felt it skitter briefly across my lips. I let my own tongue out of my mouth, chasing and trying to catch hers. She was too quick, but I still allowed my tongue to lick Riley's lower lip. I heard her giggle slightly.
While our lips moved against one another and our tongue tested the tiny remaining gulf between us, our bodies could abide the distance no longer. My left hand rose from my side and found her hip. My arm slithered around her lower back. I could feel her cool skin through her flimsy shirt, the way her muscles and flesh felt against mine. My hand wrapped all the way around her back, grabbing her hip on the far side and sinking slightly into her flesh. This pulled us tight and I felt my hips press against Riley's. Our hips and our legs were pushed together but our backs were arched slightly, a cavity existed between our breasts.
While her right hand was still against my neck, her left hand shook off my grip on her elbow. She slid her arm between my body and my arm, brushing my breast and sending a shiver through my body. She now hooked her arm up through my armpit and sort of grasped my shoulder over the back. Now she pulled me in sharply. I felt our breasts and then stomachs press together. My arm grew tight around Riley's waist while she essentially hugged my around my neck and shoulder, pulling me in tight.
The whole while we were kissing, our tongues flirting with one another's lips. But as our bodies grew tight and tighter together, our inhibitions loosened. I know we both felt the same desire for one another. I could feel her body trembling against mine the way mine trembled against hers, and it wasn't just the cold. I felt the way that my breasts pressed against hers, a strange sexual pressure I'd never experienced before. As a result, our tongues grew bolder.
After a few moments, I felt Riley's mouth open wider. I wanted desperately to feel the inside of her mouth, to know what she tasted like. I opened my mouth at the same time. Apparently, Riley had the same idea, because our tongues poured out of our respective mouths. I felt the wet warmth of her tongue as it pressed against mine. It felt rough, but incredibly soft. She tasted on the surface like wine and tequila (and that wasn't bad honestly), but beneath it was something more, something primal and necessary.
I felt Riley's tongue enter my mouth and felt it slide across my teeth. Her tongue thickly and languidly explored my mouth. I then pushed into her mouth, letting my tongue probe her smooth teeth, warm gums, and generous tongue. Soon our lips hand formed an almost perfect seal, our tongues sharing a single large mouth, moving freely together and against one another.
I don't know how long we kissed that way; our bodies pressed tightly together, our mouths fused as one. It felt like forever and no time at all. It was like we had activated all of my sensory perceptions to a degree never experienced before. My eyes were closed tightly but I felt like I could see Riley's delicate features. I could smell Riley's perfume, but I could smell something deeper burbling up underneath. I tasted her mouth, trying to swallow down her essence so that it would be a part of me. I heard nothing but the gentle slurping sound of our kiss. And I could feel her body, real and beautiful against my own. And some other sense, a sense of my sexuality and desire, seemed explicit to me for the first time in my life. I knew what I wanted and needed.
Finally, at long last, our kiss broke. I stayed entwined in Riley's arms as our eyes open. We stared at each other for a moment, smiling like a couple of moonstruck middle school kids. Then we giggled together. Our grips loosened as we realized we weren't going to lose one another, but we stayed close together.
"I've never had a kiss like that," I said.
"Me neither," Riley responded, if felt strange to talk. Like we'd become something different than we'd been just moments before. But what did we do now? I knew what my body wanted. But what did Riley want? I decided to be forthright.
"Do you want to...come back to my place?" I asked nervously. Part of me knew she would say yes, but I was still not comfortable in all of this. Beyond the fact that none of it felt real. Riley cooed slightly rested her head on my shoulder.
"I only ever had this kind of opportunity once before and I blew it," she said, "I don't want to blow it again. My apartment is only two blocks away." She lifted her head again and looked at me. She had this playful smirk on her face and I must've returned it. In an instant, Riley's hands slipped down off of my body. She quickly grabbed my hand and started to run. I didn't even think, I just followed after her.
We ran pell mell down the street, heedless of everything else in the universe. I could hear Riley laughing as she ran and watched the exquisite form of her body as she moved. I laughed along with her and enjoying the ride. We sprinted back past the restaurant where we'd met. And then across a side street. Riley picked up speed now, running faster and my 9-year-older workaholic legs struggled to keep up. We ran through another intersection and I heard a car horn blare at us but didn't see it.
In few moments we ran up to tan brick building. Riley threw the door open and we ran inside. There was a somewhat large lobby with four elevators, two on either side. Riley ran to the middle of the room and pushed the button, jerking me across the floor panting and giggling and I flopped around wildly. The elevator did not instantly arrive and so she pulled me gasping, farther into the room. She opened up a set of doors.
"Just the second floor," she said and started to drag me up the stairs. The fact that we were so close gave me a second wind and I pounded up the winding staircase. A few seconds later we spilled out onto the second floor of the apartment building. Riley moved quickly to a door, presumably hers, and stopped.
"Shit," she said.
"What?"
"Let my purse and keys at the restaurant," she explained. I felt a draining feeling. This was going to fall apart. What was I doing? "Fuck it," she said and dropped to her knees. I wondered if she expected me to make love to her right there (and I was tempted). But she lifted up her welcome mat and retrieved a key. She quickly got up, slammed it into her lock and opened the door.
She turned the lights on as I stumbled into the room. It was a small studio apartment with cheap furniture but a big window opening up on the street just fifteen feet below. Riley had a large sofa that sat along the wall a few feet from the front door. It was a converter bed and was clearly the place where she slept. It was open and the sheets were a bit disheveled. She hadn't planned to bring her male date home it seemed. I didn't care if it was messy. I wanted on that bed.
Before I could do anything, Riley took my arm and swung me around. She wrapped her arms around my waist and pulled me into her body. Once again I felt our hips and our breasts press together. I closed my eyes and felt Riley's tongue play across my lips. The excitement was building now. We were both hurtling toward something and that realization made us want it faster, now! Our kiss was wilder this time, our mouths moving chaotically. Without realizing I was acting, I felt my arms move around Riley's body and my fingers felt her lower back, her shoulders, her neck was we passionately embraced. We were both completely wild with lust now, our novice uncertainty couldn't hold us back. Our bodies had taken over and we were going to keep acting until we achieved something that would give us peace.
Out of the cold and into Riley's cramped, overheated apartment, I instantly felt hot. Of course, my contact with Riley might've had something to do with that as well. I pushed back slightly from Riley and quickly slipped one arm out of my coat. I then sort of flung the whole thing off quickly and turned back to continue kissing Riley. But she'd acted quickly. While my arms were outstretched her hand had flown to my body. Her fingers found my buttons and was rapidly opening my shirt. I moaned slightly and let her continue. She untucked my shirt from my pants and then flung it off over my shoulders. I let my blouse slide off my arms. Now I was exposed save for my black demi-bra.
Riley looked at my body, the flare of my hips, the swell of my breasts, my dimple of a bellybutton, now all fully exposed. I could see the desire in her eyes and I felt so sexy in that moment, something I never recalled feeling before. But Riley had a need to see more. She reached forward and slipped her fingers into the top of my left bra cup. I gasped as I felt her warm fingers and cool nails press into my skin. Then Riley quickly pulled down, popping my breast out of the cup and into the exposed air of her home.
I gasped at the feeling, less from the physical sensation than from the emotional impact of exposure. A part of my body that I rarely exposed was free. For the first time in my life, my breast was not dutifully exposed while having obligatory sex with a man I did not care for. I was desperate for Riley to see all of my body. It felt...good. I looked down at my breast briefly. I saw the gentle curve of the top of my breast (pushed up by Riley's warm hand), I saw the dark red outline of my areola, around the size of a quarter, and I saw my nipple, a hard nub around a half inch long that ached in a way that I'd never felt before.



I didn't have long to gaze. In a second, Riley bent over at her waist, her mouth open. In a split second, my nipple was no longer exposed, it was engulfed her mouth. I grunted (I admit it) and my legs shook a little. I couldn't keep my balance and I felt back against the front door. Riley didn't seem to notice. I heard a soft moan emanate from her throat as she continued to kiss my nipple. Her hot, wet tongue moved thickly across the taut skin of my nipple, flicking it and playing with it gently.
"Oh Jesus!" I moaned and closed my eyes. The sensation was just too intense to bear. Riley's face sank into the soft flesh of my breast and her attentions on my nipple were intensely passionate. It seemed like all of the nerves in my body were routed through that nipple and each tiny movement of her tongue pulled strings in my knees and shoulders, causing me to slump.
Riley began to suck gently on my nipple and I opened my eyes. I looked down across my chest. I could see Riley's big, beautiful eyes looking up at me from there. Her irises, generally very bright, shone with a kind of brilliance I didn't think was possible. Seeing those big blue lights shining up at me increased the ardor of the moment. I needed something more.
While Riley's mouth was still wrapped tightly around my nipple, I pushed myself up slightly from the door. I reached behind my back and clumsily unhooked my bra. I let the bra slide off of my arms and it dropped down between Riley and me. My other breast now exposed, Riley's hand shot up, finding its hardened nipple. Her hand gently rubbed my breast, squeezing the flesh but not so roughly as to cause any pain. She let my nipple roll between her thumb and forefinger, giving it little pulls and rubs.
"Oh fuck Riley, that is so good!" I moaned and I saw her smile around my breast. Somehow, Riley had managed to increase the level of sensation I was feeling, it had climbed past the point where I thought it possible to comprehend. Her mouth and her fingers moved with a knowledge and skill that I'd never experienced before with a lover. Like she knew just how my body worked.
While she played with my breasts, Riley worked her free hand down between our bodies. I felt Riley's hand against my belt buckle. I moved my hips back slightly, giving her the access she needed. I felt her slipped my belt out of the loops and flop it open. I felt her fingers fumble for my buttons. Eventually she unbuttoned my pants and even got the zipper down.
It was at this moment I realized that, in a few seconds, I was going to be completely naked and Riley would still be fully clothed. I desperately wanted to see her body. Even the thought of doing so made my stomach flip. I looked at Riley, whose eyes were now closed, concentrating on all of her tasks (and still doing an amazing job). I noticed that her feet were sort of far forward, her butt sticking backwards. She was a bit off balanced. I had a fun little idea.
In one quick motion, I moved my hands up towards Riley's neck, grabbed her collar and pulled it wide over on her t-shirt, and gave her a gentle shove with my wrists. Riley tottered and then started to fall backwards. My nipple popped out of her mouth, "Woah!" she said as she completely lost balance. As she fell, I held on tight to her shirt. It popped up over her head and a moment later, Riley fell onto her back on the pull-out sofa, giggling, and wearing only a pink bra above her waist.
"You think you are pretty clever," she said laughing and I smiled back at her. I tossed her t-shirt at her and she caught it and threw it on the floor. "Come here," she said, hooking her index finger at me. I wanted to go after her right then. She looked so amazing. Her body, what I could see of it, was just as lovely as I'd imagined. She was soft and delicate, with exquisite curves. Her small breasts sat up high on her chest as she sat on the bed.
"I showed you mine, show me yours," I demanded, pointing to my breasts. Her eyes followed my finger and I saw her sort of get a dreamy smile when she looked at me.
"I don't think my breasts compare to yours, even if I take the bra off," she said and licked her lip.
"I will judge that," I responded. Riley seemed to want to do it and, without further comment, she reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. In a moment, she slid it off of her small body and threw it on the floor.
"So pretty," I said without thinking the instant she removed it. Her small breasts still sat high on her chest, as though she hadn't removed her bra (ah youth!) and had the perfect, tear drop shape that everyone wants. Her nipples were small, and extremely pink, standing out beautiful on her creamy white skin. They looked like they would taste lovely, popped into my mouth.
"You think so?" Riley asked, actually sounding a bit reticent.
"You are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen," I said and in that moment, I absolutely meant it. I'd never felt desire to possess anything as much as I wanted Riley's body. Riley smiled broadly.
"Come get a closer look then!" she begged. I was done holding back. I took two steps toward the bed and then jumped on top of it. Riley giggled as we jostled on the bed. Soon she was sort of sitting with her back to the headboard (and by that, I mean the back of the couch) and I was near her feet. In a quick motion, I threw my right leg over Riley's hips and grabbed her wrists. Now I was straddling her waist and Riley flopped back onto the bed. I loved the way her breasts spread out across her chest as she laid down. She was looking up at me now, biting her lower lip. I pushed her wrists back so that they were on the bed on either side of her head.
"I can't believe this is happening," I said, suddenly struck by the unlikelihood of the day's events.
"Don't let it slip away," Riley begged and it seemed like good advice. I leaned forward and my hair draped around Riley's face. I felt my large breasts hand down over Riley's body and I leaned forward more. I moved my hips back some, so that I was straddling Riley's knees and my body dropped lower. I felt my nipples brush across Riley's skin.
"Oh fuck!" Riley moaned. I felt a shiver and didn't know if it was from Riley's skin or her words. I let my body fall farther and my breasts pressed against Riley's. Our breasts pressed together entirely now. I can't describe how strange (and wonderful) it felt to have her flesh against mine, so soft and perfect. I felt her hard nipples pressing into my skin and it heighted the sensation.
Riley and I were still ensconced in the canopy formed by my hair. I could see her smiling in the soft light. I leaned forward and pressed my lips against hers. This kiss felt different than the others. It was no less passionate that our earlier kissed, but they were more knowing. Our lips found one another easily, our tongues moved into place without thought. We had already learned what the other person wanted.
For several minutes, Riley and I just laid on top of one another on her couch. Our lips sealed together, our tongues once against exploring. Our breasts were pressed together, adding a pressure and a thrill to our kisses. Most interestingly, both of our hips were moving. I can't say we were intentionally trying anything, but the tension was boiling over. While I kissed Riley, I rocked my hips back and forth across her legs, my body desperate for some sort of release from the sexual tension. Unfortunately, my positioning made it difficult to get any satisfaction, though occasionally my pussy would rub against Riley's knee through several layers of fabric, causing me to groan. For Riley it was even worse. Even as our kisses drove her more and more toward complete sexual frustration, her position was such that she could only squirm on the bed and moan loudly into her mouth.
Finally, after a long time just kissing and feeling our bodies pressed together, I decided to give her (and myself) some relief. While still kissing Riley (actually she was sucking on my tongue at that moment), put lifted my legs and put my knees together. Riley's legs split opened and I dropped down on my knees between them. I sat up slightly, my breasts rising off of Riley's, but I kept our mouths tight together. Riley's hands quickly found their way to my breasts, kneading my skin and causing me to moan loudly.
I licked at Riley's tongue while my hands flew to her jeans. I quickly unbuttoned them and drew down the zipper. I sunk my hands into the waistband of the tight jeans (loving the way that my fingers felt as they brushed across her hips) and Riley knew what I wanted. She lifted her taut ass up off of the bed, arching her back slightly. She actually lifted up so high that our kiss broke and her stomach pressed against my breasts. I scooted back slightly, and started to work Riley's jeans down. They were so incredibly tight that I had to yank hand first on one side and then the other, trying to will them over her round ass. Riley giggled and bit her knuckle as she watched me struggle.
"You could help," I said and she shook her head. I smiled at her playfulness and worked harder to get the jeans down. Finally, they rolled down over her ass. I quickly slid them down her body. Riley's legs were beautiful. It was smooth, a delicate and tapered wonderfully from her full, feminine thigh down to her small feet. I moved slightly to the side, giving room to remove her pants and throw them on the floor, and then lifted her left leg so that I could kiss her milky calf. Riley laughed and pointed her toe, kicking my hair gently as I kissed her.
Now Riley was lying on her back on her bed, wearing nothing but a pair of pink boy-short panties. Her legs were still spread and I could see a small patch of dark pink in the center of her panties. Riley was extremely wet. In fact, I could already smell her scent on the air. It was surprising both how potent her pheromones seemed to be and also how much I enjoyed it. I'd never liked the smells of sex (or sounds, or tastes...etc.) before. But Riley's sharp, but delectable aroma filled my nostrils and made my mouth water.
Beyond that, now that she was almost naked, I could see her whole body in its natural state. She was thin, she had long, somewhat bony arms and a surprisingly round ass, and her breasts were perfectly proportional. Somehow, she was more than the sum of her parts. She looked so innocent and sexy at the same time. I couldn't believe how badly I wanted her.
I was near her feet now, and I decided that I desperately needed to kiss her again. I determined to try to move in a sexy fashion. I dropped down on my hands and knees, facing up towards her face. I gave her an animalistic, almost lupine stare, and then started to slink up towards her. I felt my large breasts swinging underneath of me as I crawled towards Riley. She spread her legs wider and looked at me with her perfect eyes. I put my hands on either side of her hips, slinking closer to her.
As my nipples started to trail across Riley's stomach and then her breasts, she did something a little bit interesting. Her legs were still spread, but she brought them back slightly, pulling them up toward her stomach. Then she deftly hooked her big toes into the waist band of my work pants, near my hips. I barely noticed at first, just feeling a slightly pressure on my hips. But, my pants were stilled unbuttoned and unzipped from our kiss at the door. As I scooted forward, I was surprised to find my pants slipping off my hips. In fact, Riley's toes had gotten so close to my skin that they were pulling my panties down as well! By the time my face was hovering a few inches above Riley's my pants and underwear were down around my knees! I was essentially naked.
"Cute trick, Monkey Toes," I said and Riley giggled.
"Oh god, please don't call me that while we're..." she said and then I laughed too. I figured it was too late now to be modest. I shift my weight from one knee and then the other, and quickly took my pants off and threw them on the floor. I was completely naked now. I could see Riley trying to look around me and realized that she wanted to see what I looked like entirely naked. I felt flattered and decided to oblige. I leaned forward and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek and then got up on my knees between her legs again.
Instantly, Riley's eyes traced their way down from my eyes, over my neck, down my chest, over my breasts and then belly, and then down between my legs. What she saw between my legs was my pussy, waxed bare (I hated doing it, but it was a "first date" tradition), with puffy, dark red labia. My inner labia were somewhat large and a little off-symmetrical, and it usually made me uncomfortable when someone saw it. But for some reason I didn't feel self-conscious about it in front of Riley. I saw by her eyes and gentle smile, that she liked it. I was just as appreciative of her body, as I could see that the little red nub of my clitoris was clearly visible and out from its hood and my whole pussy glistened with my juices. The sensations that had tingled my nipples and through my fingers had all seemed to resonate in that tight spot. My pussy felt aching, like it would burst if something did not relieve the unbearable pressure.
"Can I touch it?" Riley asked and looked at me excitedly. I almost laughed at the innocence of her question. As though that hadn't been the goal all along!
"I want you to do whatever you want to me," I said, trying to convey to Riley the feeling of abandon I had. Released, I wanted her to take every part of me. I wanted to give myself up to her. She nodded slowly, sensing the complete depth of what I was saying.
I moved so that I was straddling Riley's right leg, my wet pussy almost dripping down onto her upper thigh. Now I leaned forward again, more quickly. I placed my hand down on the bed behind Riley, slipping it under the curve of her neck, wrapping my fingers around her spine and pulled her up towards me. In a moment, our lips met again. Riley's mouth opened, letting my tongue dive into her mouth. I she just let me entirely in, and my tongue probed deeply, almost to her throat.
With my right hand, I quickly found Riley's left breast. I felt my fingers sink into her flesh (and her moan slightly). Her nipple felt like a hard bullet against my palm. I gently circled my palm around the very tip of her nipple, teasing her and hoping to make her body shake. Then I moved forward more forcefully, squeezing her breast firmly but delicately and loving the way it felt in my hand. I'd never felt a conscious desire to feel a breast before (I didn't even play with my own while masturbating) but for some reason, touching Riley's breast felt so right. Maybe it just felt right to feel a woman.
Regardless, Riley's attention was no longer on our kisses or her breasts. Riley's right hand rose up from the bed and found its way between my legs. "Fuck!" I moaned, almost screamed. Riley's warm fingers had slid up between my legs and rubbed gently across my wet slit. Just the barest tips of her fingers against my skin. But the feeling was intense. The ache inside of me instantly grew more powerful and my body shook. My hips moved downward, almost automatically, trying to find Riley's fingers. My tongue became rigid in Riley's mouth. Riley kept playing coy, just barely stroking across my slit and moving her hands away from me. I whined in true frustration.
I decided that two could play at that game. I slipped my right hand off of Riley's tit, moving it down over her stomach and between her legs. She was still wearing her panties, but I could feel heat emanating out from between her legs. She could feel my hand against the inside of her thigh and her hips bucked slightly. I carefully moved my fingers against the fabric of Riley's panties. They soaked totally through and my fingers felt slick with her aromatic juices. Riley squealed and writhed on the bed.
"Oh my God!" Riley moaned, "Get my clit! Please get my clit!" She moaned.
"You started this, give it to me first," I moaned back. As I spoke, I let my fingers trail across Riley's pussy again. I want to touch her so badly. But I needed to hold off. It wasn't long.
"Oh God, this is so intense!" Riley groaned as my fingers just barely tripped across her clit through her panties. That seemed to be all she needed to get her going. In a moment, I felt her right hand move up, no longer moving away from my pussy, no longer teasing. Now I felt the pads of her fingers press wetly into my slit.
"Oh!" was the only noise I managed to make. In a few moments, Riley's fingers were making tight circles across my labia, pressing slightly into my warm slit. After that, her fingers were drenched in my juices. She kept circling her fingers, but moved them higher on my pussy. I felt her slick, wet fingers circling around my aching clit and for a moment my mind went blank. It was almost like it was just too much, too much sensory perception and too much emotional discovery. My mind couldn't handle it. No thoughts, just pleasure. My body was consumed by the rising sexual tension inside of me and the desire to see that tension burst.
"Me too baby, please," Riley moaned. I looked down now into her eyes, and they looked desperate and pleading. I dropped my head back down, kissing Riley deeply. Her mouth opened easily, expectantly, taking my tongue. At the same moment, my right hand dropped down fully onto Riley's wet panties. I felt the panties press down into Riley's wet mound and I heard her groan. I started to move my fingers in tight circles, just like Riley's fingers were moving on mine. My fingers circled around, sliding the wet fabric of Riley's panties against clit. Riley shuddered, and her fingers moved faster against me.
For a long while, Riley and I just stayed that way. I was still lightly straddling her leg, bent over her body. Our lips were pressed together, and our tongues moved freely between our mouths. My left hand was behind Riley's neck while my right hand moved furiously between legs, slipping around on the wet cotton of her panties. Riley's left hand had moved up to her own breasts and she was squeezing her flesh and pinching at her nipples. At the same time, Riley's right hand was against her thigh and her fingers were playing knowingly between my legs. I felt her finger tips slide across my inflamed lips and my hard little clit. We both moaned loudly into one another's mouths and I could feel Riley's body shaking underneath of me. The smell of our arousal had mixed together and become overpoweringly lovely in the room.
I could've stayed like that all night, just playing with Riley's pussy while she played with mine. There was something absolutely wonderful about it, something perfect. And I felt myself rising higher and higher toward a climax. The anxiety was too intense to last much longer. But then Riley did something that changed the action. She quickly pulled her right hand away from my pussy and broke our kiss. I groaned loudly as she did so, the loss of her touch was almost too much to bear. I was almost going to ask her to keep going, but I saw her quickly bring her fingers up towards her face. Her fingers glistened with my juices and, so close to my face, the smell of my arousal was thick. Riley looked at me with her shining eyes, smiled, and then dipped her index finger deeply into her mouth. "Mmmm," she said.
I couldn't believe how hot the sight of the beautiful Riley sucking down my juices was. For a moment, it felt like her fingers were once again gently stroking my slit. The pleasure I felt from watching her was almost physical. She kept her eyes open while she sucked on her finger, giving me a naughty glare. Suddenly, she pulled her index finger out of her mouth and then plopped her middle finger quickly into my mouth! Suddenly, I was feeling the warmth and softness of Riley's finger against my tongue. More exquisitely, that finger was covered in my own juices. For the first time in my life I tasted the salty, tangy essence of my sexuality. I sucked hard on Riley's finger, closing my eyes and reveling in it. Soon, I had sucked Riley's finger clean and my juices were resting in my stomach.



But I wanted more. It had been too good to stop now. What's more, I didn't just want to taste my own essence. I wanted to taste the supreme femininity of my lover's sexual center. I wanted to drink her in entirely so that her sex would fuel my body, become a part of my cells and therefore a party of my existence. I gently pulled Riley's finger from my mouth.
Then I moved quickly. My fingers slipped out from between Riley's legs and I retreated down the bed. Riley started to sit up, but I placed my hand against her breast, slowly easing her back down onto her back. In a moment, I was crouched on my knees between Riley's legs. She was looking up at me uncertainly, her still-wet hand now across her mouth. I reached forward and grabbed the waistband of Riley's panties. She instantly lifted her hips up off of the bed and I easily removed the wet garment.
Once I had dropped her panties on the floor, I looked now between Riley's legs. Her pussy was absolutely, stunningly beautiful. Her inner labia were the same light pink color of her nipples and her slit was small, tight, and symmetrical. Because she was extremely aroused and her legs were spread wide, I could see the beautiful pink flesh of her slit and could sense the mysteries contained deeper inside. At the top of her pussy, her hard little clit, about the same size as mine, stood up firmly and achingly. Above her clit, on her mons Venus was a tightly manicured strip of blonde hair. She was breathtaking and I needed to be closer.
I quickly scooted back a little bit farther and then dropped down onto my elbows and knees. Now my face was just a few inches from Riley's pussy. I could see the contours of her sex more clearly now, the gentle colors and the soft curves. Beyond the good looks, I absolutely loved the heady smell of Riley's arousal. Her pussy glistened with her juices and they smell raw and divine. Something delicious. I felt my mouth watering and my body ached. My pussy was evening wetter now that it had been, and I felt my wetness cold against my inner thighs.
I bent forward slightly, closing the gap between my face and Riley's pussy. For a moment I stopped, and I looked up towards Riley's face. It was such an amazing view from that spot. My eyes moved over Riley's flat, sexy tummy, up over the soft white mounds of her breasts, then to her neck and her beautiful face. Her eyes were bright, looking down at me and seeming to will be to go further. Her hand was still over her mouth and I wasn't sure if she was stilling breathing. I decided not to leave her in suspense any longer.
I leaned forward and pressed my lips against Riley's slit. My lips sunk into the soft, wet flesh of her labia. I could feel the intense heat radiating out from her pussy and soaking into my lips. It was the most amazing kiss I'd ever shared with anyone. I embraced fully my desire for femininity, my need for it. The kiss symbolized, to my lust-fevered mind, an acceptance of my realizations about myself. And it felt liberating.
I broke my kiss briefly and licked my lips. "Mmmm," I said, from somewhere deep in my throat. Riley tasted differently from me. She was not quite as salty and her juices were thicker, most potent. I couldn't believe how good she tasted. I needed more. I stuck my tongue out, flat and thick, and pressed it gently against Riley's pussy. I felt her body trembling as I did so. I moved my tongue up and into her slit slowly. I moaned as I did so, overcome by the moment. Riley's juices covered my tongue and her warm lips squeezed slightly around my tongue. I savored her flavor and her touch, never wanting the moment to end.
"Christ baby, oh Christ!" Riley moaned. Her hands shot down to the bed and I saw her fingers sink into the blankets. My tongue rolled up to the top of Riley's pussy, pressing against the hard bead of her clit. Instantly, Riley's entire body went completely tense and I heard a swift intake of air into her mouth. I smiled as well as I could in the situation. I knew exactly what Riley wanted.
I wrapped my lips gently around Riley's clit, kissing it gently and reveling in the squealing noises that she made. My lower lip pressed against her slit and my nose was buried in the downy soft patch of pubic hair above. I took my left arm and sort of wrapped it around Riley's right thigh, holding her close while she squirmed. I flattened out on my tummy on the bed, letting my breasts press into the fabric. At the same time, my right arms snaked up Riley's body until the tips of my fingers fell on her nipples.
Now that I was comfortable and in position, I began to give Riley the attention she deserved. I darted my tongue out between my tight lips and I felt the tip slide across Riley's clit. She moaned loudly. Her hands sprung up from her sides and I felt them on my head, pushing me down and grasping at my hair. She pulled on my hair roughly and I groaned. The vibrations from my groan rocketed through Riley's body, making her squeeze harder. I flicked at Riley's nipple with my right hand and my tongue mimicked its motion against Riley's clit.
I stayed between Riley's legs for a long while. Sometimes I would make my tongue hard and circle around her clit, or even briefly move down lower and push into her slit. Other times, I made my tongue fat, wet, and soft and lapped at her pussy like a kitten. Still other times I would flick my tongue hard and fast against her clit. I didn't really have any idea what I was doing, I just sort of threw out the occasional things that lovers had done for me that had worked in the past. But I quickly learned the things Riley liked, based on the movement of her body and the sounds that she produced. Every time she moaned or twisted on the bed, I knew that it was something that worked for her and I would double up on it. I wanted to desperately to give Riley pleasure, to thank her in some way for her part in my epiphany and for bringing me back home in the whirl of passion and giving herself to me.
It didn't take too long. After a few minutes of playing with Riley's nipple while I teased and licked her clitoris, I could tell she was getting close. Each flick of my tongue made her body jump. Her eyes were closed and she was biting her lower lip, breathing shallowly. Soon, her muscles became incredibly tense. Her fingers wrapped more tightly in my hair. Her legs squeezed in around my head (pinching my hand off of her breast). I never let up, I kept teasing at Riley, pushing her farther and farther. Until, finally, I heard Riley let out a long, low sigh. Her body tensed to the point that all her muscles were locked (and my head felt like it would burst), then she let out a cute little moan ("Oh god...") and her body started to shake. At that moment, her body went completely limp and she fell back on the bed. My chin was somehow even more covered in her juices than it had been before and I could feel something inside of her seem to pulse. Riley had cum. I had made a woman cum. I'd never felt sexier in my entire life. It was like I had found something new that I wanted to do right and I'd nailed it on the first try.
For a moment, I kept licking at Riley, trying to get her to go again! Riley giggled, and pushed me away, and I got up on my knees. Then Riley then closed her knees together. She was too sensitive to be touched there again. I smiled at her as her eyes opened.
"Ash, that was...amazing. I've never had...an orgasm like that in my life!" she gushed and I felt myself becoming embarrassed. But also happy.
"Glad you liked it," I mumbled.
"Oh god your face!" she said and I didn't know what she meant. I put my hand up to my cheek. But in a second she got up on her knees in front of me. Her eyes were still glowing with that intensity from before, but I could see a relaxation in her that hadn't been there before. She looked serene and beautiful. I wondered briefly what sort of crazed frustration she saw in me.
"What's wrong?" I asked, but she didn't say anything. Instead, she leaned in close to me. I felt a wet softness against my chin and realized that Riley was licking my face!
"You're covered in my juices, let me clean you up," Riley said and I shivered. I don't know why that idea turned me on, but in that moment I wanted her to do it more than I'd wanted anything in my entire life. I felt her tongue trace over my chin and across my lips, even slightly on my cheek. I could smell Riley's juices on her mouth as she drank them up. After a few moments, my face felt warm and sticky, but dry.
Riley's tongue found its way back to my lips and pressed inside. Soon we were kissing again, Riley's tongue darting into my mouth. I sucked on her tongue, pulling her juices off it and swallowing them down. It had tasted more potent from the source, but there was something naughty about licking Riley's sex from her own tongue that made me feel bad in all the right ways. As we kissed, Riley wrapped her arms around me, pulling me tight. Once again our breasts pressed together, hard nipples pressing into one another's flesh, while our tongue licked and kissed with speed and intensity.
After several minutes of kissing, I felt like I was losing my mind. Every moment from the second I'd first kissed Riley had been like one long, extended tease. Each action we'd taken had pushed me farther and farther into a sexual arena I'd never reached before. I was losing the capacity for rational thought. All I wanted, all I needed, was to feel what Riley had felt. For the first time since we started, an image of Kim flipped into my mind. But I didn't feel desire for her, I felt an understanding that there was something I needed that she couldn't give.
Thankfully, Riley seemed to know what it was that I needed and, while she could be a little sadistic, she decided not to let me hang any longer. She broke our kiss, but kept her arms around me. She jerked me quickly, taking me by surprised. I pitched over Riley's left leg and tumbled onto the bed, giggling. I rolled over on my back on the bed.
"What's the idea?" I said in mock anger. Riley turned so that she was looking at me.
"Turnabout is fair play," Riley said, referring to my earlier shove. I spread my legs on the bed now and tossed my hair to the side.
"I was thinking the same thing," I responded. Riley smiled mischievously and quickly dropped down to her hands and knees on the bed. Her eyes were focused between my legs, looking wild and hungry. I liked the way her body looked from my position, the way her round ass sat up in the air, the curve of her waist and hips, her breasts hanging down from her body. I wanted to grab her and pull her in to me, but I let her come at her own speed.
She didn't wait too long. In a few moments her long, messy hair was draped across my lap and her face was just a few inches from my pussy. I stared at her intently over my breasts, unable to look away. Both of my hands were balled into fists underneath of my chin and my toes were curled. I had never felt such a tightness in all of my life. My heart was hammering, my breathing was shallow, and I felt a little bit lightheaded. And I had a sensation of desire so great that it encompassed my whole consciousness.
Riley looked up at me now, just opening her big eyes and allowing them to flicker up at me. My heart stopped for just a moment. The line that had shined within them since we got back to her apartment was brighter than ever. I think they would have glowed if all the lights were turned out. I saw her breath in deeply with her nose, smelling my arousal and reacting pleasantly. I looked down at my glistening pussy, and wondered if she loved mine as much as I loved hers.
Finally, Riley's mouth dropped lower. Her eyes stayed on me the whole time. For a moment I felt her hot breath against the bare skin of my vagina and I groaned loudly. But then a new sensation overwhelmed the humid feeling of Riley's breath.
"Jesus fuck!" I said, all of the muscles in my body tightening just like my fists and toes. I felt the rough, wet feeling of Riley's tongue rubbing across my clitoris. My eyes squeezed shut as every inch of my attention was focused squarely between my legs. Riley's tongue began to play across my clitoris. Like me, Riley didn't really seem to know what she was doing, but she knew what she liked. She replicated my motions back to me and paid close attention to my reactions. And I think I gave her some good cues. While she licked at me gently, my body writhed on the bed and moaned loudly. I couldn't believe that I hadn't cum yet, my need for release was unbearable, but would not arrive.
And each little thing that Riley did increased that need further. Her tongue was by turns soft and loving, and hard and forceful. It seemed that she knew just when to bring me so close that I was about to tip over, only to change tacks and find a whole new way of driving me crazy. The whole while, I could feel her soft skin laying against mine and her hot breath against my body and it just felt so right.
After a long time of Riley licking me gently, I felt a soft pressure against my slit. My eyes, for the first time since Riley had started to lick me, flickered open. I looked down and saw that her eyes were still open, looking at my body rapaciously. Even as she sucked on my clit, she seemed to have a smile on her face. Her hand was cocked up under body and I realized what had given the pressure. Riley's index finger was pressed against my wet slit. I couldn't speak or even moan, all I could do was nod.
Riley didn't need any more encouragement. And, given my state at that time, the task was not particularly difficult for Riley. I felt a slight amount of pressure, but I was so wet that Riley's finger slipped right inside of me. My breath caught in my throat and my eyes felt like they went crossed. Riley's hand was palm up and, as her tongue continued to lick at my clit, she curled her finger up, rubbing against the soft ridges inside of my body. I felt my pussy squeeze around her finger, involuntarily. My body was trying to hold her in place, to will her into maintaining her actions.
For a few minutes we stayed like that. I was on my back, my eyes now open and my legs spread. My hands had somehow found their way to my breasts and I squeezed at my flesh while my body shook gently. Riley was on her stomach between my legs. Her cheeks glistened slightly and her mouth covered my clit. I could feel her tongue against it. Her finger was inside of my pussy, curling and massaging my insides to the same unbearable rhythm that led her tongue. The beautiful agony of those minutes are indelibly etched into my mind. I can remember every sight, smell, taste, sound, and bodily sensation on a whim. Sometimes the memory of that tormenting, sensual joy will steel over me at the strangest moments, at the oddest times. A memory of wonderful contradictions of sexual desire, desire I had denied for too long.
When that mass of contradictions fell, it was replaced by a purer, less ambiguous sensation. I remembered that I had stopped breathing, there was not enough capacity in my mind to remember to breathe in and out any longer. My eyes were open but I didn't really see anything. The tension continued its relentless building and I felt like it would never cease. Suddenly, I reached a crest and found myself tumbling down the other side, almost before I realized what was happening. An electrical vibration started from deep between my legs where Riley was loving me. It started as an intense, while hot feeling smaller then a pin prick. After a moment, it started to spill out from beyond that point, unable to be contained in such a small area, unable to be contained by my entire body. Like a rolling wave, an intense physical and spiritual pleasure undulated out from my most sacred area and engulfed my body. It rolled down my legs, up my torso, across my breasts, into my throat and then overwhelmed my mind.
My mind was completely given way to the purest sensation of pleasure. A sexual release the likes of which I'd never felt before. Never with a man. Never by myself. Nothing had ever compared to the unadulterated perfection of the feeling I was receiving. I could not, at that moment, have thought "Kim was right" or "Riley gave me this pleasure" or "I am a lesbian." Those thoughts were far too complex. But as I lay on the bed, moaning with abandon, I knew that I had found something else that I was "supposed to do." But unlike the other "obligations" in my life, I was not "supposed to do" this was some sort strange, outside ideal of what was the "right thing" to do. I had been made for this, it was one of my reasons for being here on this earth. I was supposed to do it because it felt right to me. And that gave me a feeling of peace that I'd never had before.
I don't really recall coming back down from the most intense orgasm of my life. Sometime later, I recall Riley lying down next to me at the top of the bed. I remember our arms and our legs just naturally intertwining with one another as though we were made to fit. I remember her lips once again pressing against mine and tasting my thick juices on her lips and then her tongue. The rest of that evening remains blurry, almost overwhelmed by a sense of satisfaction I'd never felt before. But I know we held one another, I know we kissed one another, I know we felt right with one another, and finally, we slept next to one another.
* * * * *
My eye lids split open the next morning as sunlight streamed through a window. The light was so bright that I couldn't see anything. For a moment, I had absolutely no idea where I was or what I was doing. I had a slight headache and a somewhat strange taste in my mouth. I remembered that I had been drinking the previous night. I then had three realizations in a row. First, I remembered who I had been with the night before. Second, my eyes cleared and I could see Riley asleep, facing me just a few inches away. Third, I could feel her body against mine. We were intertwined as we had been the whole night; I was on my side with my legs apart. Riley was on her stomach with her right leg between mine. My pussy was on her right thigh, her pussy was on mine.
What had we done! For a moment I felt a cold panic. I hadn't really realized the previous night that I'd been drunk. But now, in the light of day with the headache and the girl I barely knew to prove it, I realized that I'd been making some rather unexpected decisions. Before I could fully process what I was thinking, my first instinct was to just get away. Something strange had happened and I wanted to be alone, in my condo, to think about it. Figure out what it meant. But, before I had the chance to attempt an escape, I realized that Riley was essentially on top of me. It would be impossible to leave without waking her. I settled back into the bed, my heart and brain pounding the same rhythm.
I found myself staring at Riley's sleeping face, trying to make sense of it. I now remembered the way she'd looked the night before, her features flush with sexual desire. I saw her innocent, sleeping face now. No matter what, I'd crossed some sort of barrier the previous night. It was no longer possible for me to pretend that I was not attracted to Riley. Or to women in general. I could not deny I was lesbian. She looked so beautiful, her body felt so...right against mine. That I knew it was the truth. Now, sober, that realization seemed even stranger than it had the night before.
I still hadn't figured out anything beyond that fact when I saw Riley's eyes start to flutter open. I held my breath, trying not to wake her. For some reason, I was nervous about it. I don't know what I expected. Maybe she would be angry or ashamed. She'd pushed away her friend from college after a night of drinking got out of hand. Maybe I was in for a rejection as well. My efforts were in vain, after a few moments, Riley's beautiful blue eyes were looking right at me. She seemed confused for a moment, and then smiled sheepishly.



"Uh...Good morning," she said and then laughed nervously.
"Morning," I replied. Her eyes moved away from mine, unable to meet my gaze. I was glad, I felt so awkward. But neither of us dared moved, our naked bodies remained tangled together and I could feel her muscles move slightly against mine. After several agonizing minutes, Riley's gaze returned to me.
"Sorry, just not used to this," she apologized. I shrugged a little.
"Waking up with a girl?" I asked.
"Well yeah, obviously that. But I mean, waking up after a drunken hookup and having the person still in my bed," she explained, "It is a little weird." I remembered my attempt to bolt.
"Well I guess that shows how men are different from women, it would have being so disrespectful for me to just abandon you," I said, trying to lend a knowing air to my voice. Riley seemed to pick up on it.
"Couldn't get out from under me eh?" she asked.
"Not for lack of trying," I said and now she laughed, this time without anxiousness. I loved the way she sounded, that musical, feminine quality of her laugh and I joined her. Riley rested her head on the pillow next to me, looking at me with some concentration.
"So what happened?" she asked after a long pause. It seemed like a simple question, but wasn't. I gave the simple answer.
"We had sex," I said. Riley made a raspberry noise with her tongue.
"Well yeah," she said, "But I mean...What happened? One second we were drinking and being friends, the next we were baring our sexual dirty laundry, and then all of the sudden we were back here having sex. Like incredible sex." I blushed at her description, but it was accurate. The best sex I'd ever had. And very sudden.
"I don't know," I responded honestly, but the more I thought of it, my mind now sober, the more it made sense. Well, some kind of sense. So I decided to share it with her, "I think our friends realized that we wanted something that we'd hidden from ourselves. And last night, in an unguarded moment, we'd both been exposed at the same time. We both, at least for the night, accepted what we wanted and were surprised to find someone else who wanted the same thing. And we grabbed onto one another both because we knew what the other was feeling and because we knew that if we stopped then, if we backed down, we would just hide from ourselves again. We both knew without thinking or saying anything that...if we stopped then we might bury ourselves forever." It was the only explanation I had, and it felt so right in my mind.
"Thank you," Riley said after a long moment. I shook my head slightly.
"Why?" I asked. I hadn't done anything that I could think of that deserved thanks.
"I think you are right about last night. And I don't think I could've done that without you. And I don't just mean the obvious, like that I couldn't have had sex without another person. I mean, I don't think I could've gone through with doing anything with anyone, except for you. Someone who was feeling and thinking the same things."
"Well then thank you," I responded, "Because I feel the same way." I leaned forward now and kissed Riley gently on the lips. It felt like the only thing to do. Our eyes closed, it felt much like our first kiss the previous night. Chaste but somehow sexual, gentle but powerful. I felt my body begin to react and I could feel Riley respond as well. Slowly, our kiss broke. We looked at each other again for several minutes, just smiling like two kids in love for the first time.
"What does this mean? Like for me...or for...us?" Riley asked after a long while. I'd been thinking about the same thing but lacked the courage to ask. I let out a sigh.
"I don't know. I know, for me, this means I can no longer delude myself. I know that I am a lesbian woman and I know, from last night, that it is right for me. Nothing ever felt as right as last night," I said, Riley blushed and nodded, "But I learned last night that I have some complicated feelings for my best friend that I've never really come to terms with. I know that those feelings can't go anywhere, Kim is not a lesbian. But I have to sort of get a handle on those feelings now that I recognize them. I don't know what that means for us..." It was difficult to say. I wanted to just tell Riley I loved her and to have my story end with a happily ever after, but life is not that easy. Even after a single night I had real affection for Riley, I shared a bond with her that even Kim and I did not have. But that didn't mean that I knew anything more than that. Hell, I really did barely know this girl who was 9 years my junior.
"I still can't imagine what my mother would say, if she knew," Riley said after a long pause. I realized that her life was no simpler than mine. I rubbed my hand, gently across Riley's arm and gave her some support, "I know I am not going to Hell for last night. I know that because I know that there is no such place as a lake of fire and if there was, I wouldn't go there for doing something natural. But it is hard to just turn that off. I mean I believed it for so long." Riley sort of stared past me as she spoke. I knew she was trying to say the same thing I was. I decided to just come out and say it.
"It is too early to know," I said, "My life changed completely in the last 12 hours. All sense of predictability is gone." Riley's eyes focused and she smiled again.
"So what do we do? I mean I always just did whatever I was told to do. How do I live if I am not living my mother's life?" She asked. I wondered the same thing. What was my life if it wasn't the mystical vision of normality that I'd created for myself so long ago? Strangely, that thought was comforting. I felt a freedom from constraint that I couldn't describe. My life, just like Riley's mother's life, was irrevocably broken. Whatever we made now would be whatever it was.
"Well," I said smiling, "Maybe we just live today like we did last night. Let's not make any plans or bind ourselves to anything we can't bear. Let's just do today what feels right for today and assume that it will lead to something right tomorrow." It was the only possible decision and Riley nodded back, her face looking without worry.
"What feel right at this minute?" she said, and as she spoke, she moved her right leg slightly. I felt the smooth, hot skin of her thigh rub across my pussy and I gasped slightly. My body tingled. I moaned slightly and looked at Riley. She looked so beautiful and I remembered the way she made me feel the night before. I realized that she was the only person in the world, at that moment, who knew who I really was. I spoke without thought.
"I don't want to say something that goes beyond this moment. I am not trying to plan out a future I can't possibly yet imagine. But I need to tell you that now, at this moment, I love you. And no matter what the future brings, if this is our last moment together, I will love you forever in this moment. What feels right, at this moment, is to show you how much I love you." I leaned forward now, closed my eyes and pressed my lips to Riley's cheek. My lips melted into her soft skin and I heard her gasp slightly. Her breath was in my ear and I knew that her mouth was right against my cheek.
"I love you too," she whispered, and then turned her face toward mine. I turned to meet her. In a moment, our eyes closed and our mouths met. Opposed to the exhilarating novelty of our first kiss or the quenchless passion of our later embraces the night before, this kiss had something else. A genuine tenderness. I felt Riley's lips on my mouth and the slightest hint of her tongue and felt a comfort from her. I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her tighter into me. Our breasts, still unclad from the previous night, pushed together and I felt the sticky warmth of her body.
For several minutes we just lay there, naked in one another's arms, our mouths pressed together. Occasionally, I would open my mouth and her tongue would find mine. But even this was gentle, sweet more than ardent. I thought of how different it felt to kiss Riley while I was sober, to have complete control over myself. But even with that control, to know that this was what I wanted. In some ways, it was better than the previous night.
I felt my body start to respond to our embrace and to our kisses. Just because we were calmer did not mean that to kiss Riley was any less arousing. In fact, our loving embrace felt even more exciting. I felt my pussy start to grow wet from the excitement. Perhaps more importantly, I could feel Riley's pussy dripping onto my thigh. She was aroused as well. And it created some sort of virtuous cycle. My arousal turned her on, just like her arousal turned me on. My excitement drove her excitement higher and vice versa.
It wasn't really a conscious thing, but soon our bodies began to crave something more. I sort of rolled over completely on my back. My mouth stayed hot against Riley's because she rolled over with me. I kept my right leg bent slightly at the knee and Riley straddled it. At the same time she buried her right knee in the bed, slipping it below my ass so that my pussy was still against her thigh. Riley leaned over me, her nipples dangling down slightly (though perkily) against my skin. Her kiss continued to entrance me as we moved positions.
Without any sort of communication, we both started to move at the same time. We didn't really have a plan, we just sort of acted as our bodies willed. I started to grind my wet pussy against Riley's thigh. From her position straddling my legs, she began to do the same. I could feel the heat of her pussy and its delectable wetness as it rubbed up and down on my leg. Her nipples traced across my skin as she moved. I started to grind against her harder, loving the way my wet clit felt on her deliciously smooth skin. I moaned into Riley's mouth and she returned the favor.
For a long while we stayed like that. Our mouths locked together in a ceaseless embrace, our breasts just barely touching (causing our bodies to tingle and enhancing our excitement), and our pussies pressed against one another's legs. I kept grinding harder and harder, feeling my hips move sensuously as I chased the sensation. Riley moved the same way and as my hands moved over her body I could feel the sexy, feminine movement of her body as she grinded her clit against my thigh. We found a rhythm together, moving at the same time and in the same manner, feeling the same thing. It was like there was a shared pleasure that we were both reaching for, and we were going after it together.
The longer we moved together, the louder we became. We refused to break our kiss, but I made noises in my throat and I could hear Riley make a cute, sexy little chirping noise. I could feel the tension building together, her noises bringing me higher just like my noises were affecting her. Our sexual smells, the ones I had so intimately learned the previous night, melded together as well, creating a sort of haze that deliciously engulfed us. As our bodies, sounds, smells, and tastes meshed together, we ceased to even seem like separate beings. I knew what she experienced because I experienced it, I knew what she thought because I thought it, and I knew what she felt because I felt it. At right at that moment, I understood exactly what Kim had said when she told me I was looking for something I didn't even understand. It wasn't just a lover, it was this exquisite togetherness, this intimacy of spirit that my soul had been lacking and now found.
"Oh God," I moaned around Riley's mouth. That thought, the perfectness of that idea was enough. Just as I came to that realization, my body, too, reach a climax. I felt Riley shaking and I knew that she felt it too. Our bodies locked together more closely and it was impossible to know whose body was where and where the wondrous, orgasmic sensation was located. It flittered between our bodies and encompassed us both as one. I heard a cry and I could not tell if it was my voice or hers. I felt such intense pleasure; such a rolling encompassing absorbing warmth that I knew it could not come from a single body. I had become one with my lover, and we shared the emotional and physical desire of two.
Riley collapsed on top of me as our orgasms faded. We were both breathing heavily and we lay together. She buried her face in my breasts and I wrapped my arms around her. For a long while we just laid that way, together and satisfied. The afterglow of our orgasm felt more intimate that it had the previous night, perhaps because we'd shared them. I played gently with her hair for a while and felt no overwhelming need to talk to think as I had before. Everything made sense and I felt so content. I could tell by the way that Riley felt against me that she was feeling the same thing. After half an hour, I almost fell back asleep. But then Riley spoke.
"Well, I have to get up and eat," Riley said comfortably. It didn't seem like we needed anymore explanations, we felt at peace, "come on I will make you breakfast." I kissed her one more time as she rolled off of me. She got up and walked across the room and I enjoyed the sight of her naked body walking away from me, the toned features of her butt and the gentle curves of her body. I reached over to grab my phone as I sat up. I hadn't called into work, and I wondered if I was in trouble. I would tell them I was sick.
All I had was a single text. From Kim. I opened it quickly and read it, "Oh my God!" I said, "You have to hear this!" Riley was almost to the kitchen area of her apartment, but she turned back and looked at me.
"What?" she asked.
"Kim wrote, 'I checked my account balance this morning. Your dinner cost Eric and I $421.74. You better still be on that date!'" I looked up from my phone at Riley. Her eyes got wide and then we both started to laugh. How much did each bottle of wine cost? Eventually our laughter died and Riley shook her head.
"I never expected that!" Riley said and I thought of her devil-may-care attitude and how it had drawn me to her. Of course she hadn't expect it, that was what made her Riley, "We will have to pay them back." She finished, showing there was no malice in her carelessness. I smiled at her and felt my affection growing.
"I don't think we ever can," I said and I got up from the bed to eat breakfast with my blind date. We'd solve all our problems later.
The End.
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"Oh yeah you fucking whore," Dale bellowed at me. I was on my knees between his legs. He was still wearing the shirt he had worn to work and his pants were around his ankles. His big gut was somewhat in my way, but I had his dick in my mouth. I was completely naked. He told me to get naked the instant I'd walked into his office. It was after hours now, so I wasn't concerned about anyone else from the floor walking in. Why would I be concerned anyway? Every person in the office knew I did this. And hated me for it.
"Suck it bitch," Dale thundered now, roughly grabbing my long blonde hair and pulling down. I looked up at him, he looked annoyed. I slipped his cock deeper into my mouth and winced as I did so. He hadn't showered after his morning trip to the sauna. I could smell sweat and cedar on him. It tasted sour. He'd promised he'd stop doing that. I ignored his flavor and sucked his cock into my mouth deeper.
"Don't fucking play with it, get that cum out. This isn't fun for you, I know it. Just make it quick," he said, yanking on my hair so hard I felt tears well up in my eyes and I yelped a bit. At that moment his cell phone rang. He leaned over to one side and picked it up. I don't know why, but I felt so embarrassed; this wasn't enough to keep his attention?
"Hello?" he said disinterestedly. I felt awkward and stopped my head from bobbing on his dick, "Hi honey, yeah late at the office again," he said. It was his wife. I felt a wave of shame and revulsion spread over me and I grabbed Dale's cock by the base and pulled it out of my throat. I looked up at him.
Dale furrowed his brow and looked down at me. He snapped his fingers three times and pointed to his short dick, "No honey, I don't think I will be much longer and I think that I will be able to get home quick without the traffic." I apparently meant nothing to him. I was an employee performing a task. I would suck his cock, then he'd pull up his pants and go home. I thought about his wife and kids sitting at home waiting for him and I guessed that I deserved it. Dale snapped one last time and I returned his cock to my mouth, bouncing the thing up and down on my tongue. He closed his eyes and sighed lightly.
"How did junior's game go?" he asked and I felt bile rising in my throat, but fought to keep it down. Dale listened to the response, "Haha, takes after his 'ol dad I guess. Everyone gets ejected from a game every now and then, but that boy has some real fire. And how are you doing tonight baby?" he asked. The tears were still in my eye and I could feel a lump in my throat (besides the cock. It hardly registered as a lump). Dale kept talking to his wife in a nonchalant fashion and I kept bobbing my head up and down on his cock.
After a few moments, I could feel Dale's body start to tense. It hadn't taken very long. I looked up at him. His eyes were still closed. For a moment, he held up his hand. After a few moments, he started to wave it slightly. Then I felt him thrust his hips once and I felt his sourish sperm dribble into my mouth. I wanted desperately to spit it out, but I knew it would make him mad. So I swallowed it. Dale was still waving his hand, but now he moved it forward, putting his palm on my forehead and shoving me away. His cock popped out of my mouth and I lost my balance tumbling over onto my side. Dale let out a long sigh as he felt the brunt of his orgasm. For a moment he was silent.
"What was that? What do you mean?" he asked his wife innocently. He looked at me, his eyes wide and his lips pursed and he shook his head slowly, "Oh the sound? Yeah, I was on the toilet taking a shit. Sorry about that. Yeah I know. Hey then, just let me get off the phone and I will be home soon," he said and hung up. So I guess I was shit. I certainly felt like it at that moment.
"What the fuck were you doing you fucking idiot?" Dale asked.
"Giving you head," I said sheepishly. I couldn't figure out why he'd shoved me or what I'd done wrong. Dale rolled his eyes and shook his head. That was a good sign; it meant he wasn't going to hit me again.
"Didn't you fucking see me put up my hand?" he asked and I nodded. I knew my eyes were open wide, staring at him with a glassy appearance. I pulled my legs together and crossed my arms across my breasts, trying to cover myself while I was getting dressed down. I felt like a small child being berated by my father and then felt disgusted that that was the image that came to mind. Dale pulled up his pants and buckled them.
"Did you think I was holding up my hand because I couldn't control myself from how great your perfunctory blowjob was?" he asked sarcastically. I didn't say anything. I looked around for my clothes. They were on the other side of the room. I wouldn't move. It would make him madder, I would just stay naked. "I was telling you to fucking stop so I wouldn't cum when my dumb-cunt wife was on the phone." He said.
"I didn't know," I said, then added quickly so he would know I knew it was my fault, "I am sorry, that was dumb. It won't happen again."
"Yeah, well..." he said. I was lucky. He didn't seem to be in a particularly bad mood. Dale never really hit me. He didn't need to. He knew all my weaknesses and just what to say to get to them. "Get dressed, I've seen you naked enough to get the gist." He said. I thought about my body. I was 5'4 and 115lbs. I had long, straight blonde hair and wide blue eyes. My eyelashes were long and I had a slightly upturned nose. My lips were thick and pink. I had a petite body with small, 32-A breasts, a flat stomach, slightly narrow hips, a toned butt, and somewhat short legs. My feet were very small. The only thing that Dale ever complimented me on was my body. I felt tears welling again when I thought he didn't want to see it anymore. Now I was reluctant to get dressed, I wanted him to notice me, to say I looked good. I wanted him to call me his "sexy little girl," like he usually did.
Not that I particularly wanted to be with Dale or that his approval really meant anything. He was my boss. Actually, he was my boss' boss. And he had a giant mouth, so that everyone in the office now thought I was a slut, trying to sleep my way to the top. But it hadn't been like that. I hadn't been looking for anything. A month after I started working there, Dale had just sort of grabbed me and kissed me. I wanted him to stop, but I didn't say anything. I just sort of...let it happen. And I was just still letting it happen. What's more, if I was trying to sleep my way to the top, I was doing a really shitty job of it. Six years and still an "administrative assistant."
"Wake up!" Dale yelled.
"Sorry," I replied, shaking my head.
"I gotta get out of here. My wife made plans or something," he said, tucking his shirt into his pants. I slowly moved over to my clothes and started to get dressed.
"Sorry about everything again," I said, desperate for something.
"Yeah, don't sweat it. It was a pretty decent blowjob," he said and I perked up a bit. Why did that make me feel good? The fact that it made me feel good made my stomach churn, but I looked past that.
"Thanks," I said, sounding a bit too cheerful. Dale snorted a bit.
"You are a weird fucking chick," Dale said, "You have a degree, but you are a Secretary. You can grasp complicated and technical concepts but you hate to speak in meetings. You are punctual, courteous, and professional but you only look happy when someone tells you that you give a good blowjob." He said and shook his head. He grabbed his coat and his brief case. I don't know if I was impressed that Dale was smart enough to grasp my strengths as an employee, or depressed that he was so accurate with my weaknesses.
"I don't know," I said, I was blushing. I knew what he was saying was right, but I didn't really have any explanation for it.
"Whatever, don't spend too much time thinking about it," he said and headed out the door. By that time, I had my bra and my skirt back on. I was afraid that someone form the cleaning crew would be there; see me like that. When Dale was at the door he stopped and turned back in.
"Oh hey, I almost forgot. There is this guy I know from my country club. Real nice guy. I told him a little bit about you. He said you sounded interesting. So I said you'd take him out and show him a good time," he said. My head swam a little.
"What?" I said.
"I said if he bought you dinner you'd probably blow him," Dale said crudely. I felt my face twist in disgust. What the hell did this guy think I was?
"I am not going to do that!" I said, slipping my blouse back on, "And you shouldn't want me to. We are...We are..."
"What? dating? I fuck you in the office. I am married. You should think about doing it soon too. You aren't getting any younger. What are you, 28?"
"29," I said. I could still taste Dale's unpleasant sperm on my mouth and it made me sick. Why was I letting this man, this thing, inside of me?
"See," he said.
"So is that why you set me up with..."
"Richard? No. I mean, I just thought you'd get along. He is married too," he said as though that were normal, "Hey come on. I don't have time; just say you'll do it." I knew I should say no. This wasn't right. But what else was I going to do? Say no? That wasn't an option. I needed this job, and I shouldn't want anything better than this. This is what I deserved.
"Fine," I said and I felt completely defeated.
"You're beautiful! Alright, he is out of town for a bit. But he is a busy guy, wife and all, so he has to schedule in advance. A week from Friday at 8. I will see you tomorrow," he said and he slipped out the door. I felt the tears finally falling now as I slowly buttoned my blouse.
* * * * *
Around an hour later I was on the bus, heading toward my apartment. It was winter at the time, so despite the fact that it was not quite 7:30 it was already very dark. I was very close to home and I lived in a not-so-great part of town. As my bus stop came into view about three stoplights up, I could see that the streetlight in front of my building was off again. I sighed and prepared to run briskly to my apartment building. A woman had been assaulted two blocks away just a few weeks earlier. No one had been arrested yet.
As I was picking up my purse on the seat next to me, I realized that it was vibrating slightly. I quickly started to dig through my bag, looking for my cell phone. I found it and saw a number of the screen that I did not recognize. It had a local area code. For some reason, an unknown number always made me nervous. But I clicked "answer."
"Hello?" I asked.
"Hello, is this Roxanne Fuller?" A clipped female voice stated, making me wonder if it was a bill collector of some sort.
"This is Roxie," I said wishing, as I always did, that I didn't have a slutty 1980's name.
"Ms. Fuller, my name is Dr. Sandra Garner at Mercy Hospital. I have some bad news, please brace yourself," she said. I felt my pulse quicken and my mouth was dry. Who did I know that was sick?
"What?" I said, nearly speaking over her, I could hear panic in my voice. I was not great under pressure.
"You parents were involved in an accident this evening at around 6:30 p.m. Their car was struck by a tractor trailer. They were rushed to the hospital but...I am sorry. They were pronounced dead on arrival. I cannot express my sorrow for your loss. You were the emergency contact for their insurance. Please come down to the hospital and fill out your paperwork," the woman said. At no time did her voice rise above a dull drone. I felt totally numb.
"My parents are...dead?" I asked, incredulously. My parents, only in their mid-fifties, both dead. At almost the same instant I was blowing Dale. I just refused to accept it.
"I am sorry Ms. Fuller. Support staff will be on hand for your arrival," she said and with that, the line went dead.
* * * * *
It took nearly an hour to get to Mercy. I'd run home quickly and called a cab (there were six bus transfers to get to the hospital). While I'd waited (and later in the taxi itself), I tried to understand what the doctor had told me over the phone. My parents were dead. It still didn't make any sense. I mean, I knew in my mind that everyone died eventually. I knew that it didn't exclude me or anyone else I knew. But my parents...I mean it didn't seem like it was possible. They had always been there.
Not that they had really been there in any real sense. My parents and I had never really gotten along, to put it mildly. I couldn't remember a time when I would describe my relationship with them as anything but terrible. In fact, I hadn't spoken to either of them in months and hadn't seen them in...Oh God, nearly a year. They only lived fifteen miles from my apartment. But, it was never good when we were together anyway. They seemed just as happy to be rid of me as I was to be rid of them.
What was so strange was that my parents were so different that it should have been impossible for me not get along with both of them. But somehow I'd managed to have catastrophically broken relationships with both of them in completely different ways.
With my mother, it was a white hot, passionate anger that simmered between us at all times. Ever since I was a little girl it seemed that I had been the wrong kind of woman for my mother. She'd wanted a little girl who was exactly like her in every way: outgoing, boisterous, athletic. I was not those things. She'd tried to mold me into her image while I was growing up, forcing me into clubs and sports. But none of that had ever appealed to me. I would try to quit, to do the things that I liked to do (though, to be honest, I never really had a chance to figure those things out) but she had always told me how ashamed she was that I was a quitter. I would be punished, usually corporal punishment followed by some sort of demeaning taunt. More than one time I remembered her yelling that I was not really her daughter and that she wished I hadn't been born. I think that stuff started when I was 5.
Over the years, she'd grown to resent that I had stolen the opportunity for her to have the daughter she'd always wanted, while I resented her for refusing to accept that I was a real person and not a failed project in self-re-creation. After I left for college, we rarely spoke. When we did it would invariably devolve into a screaming match with my mother belittling my life choices as being unambitious and embarrassing and me telling her she was a dried-up bitch trying to live vicariously through me. Not that she wasn't right. I was unambitious and embarrassing, I was pathetic really. I brought all of the disappointment and bad things in my life down on myself. But I didn't like hearing it from her.
My father was a different matter altogether. If my mother tried too hard to mold me into a woman, my father didn't try hard enough. I remember when I was very young going days, sometimes weeks, without hearing anything from my father beyond "pass the salt." I remember that my mother would get on him to talk to me about report cards, he would look at my grades (usually Bs) and then tell me that I was "just a little stupid" but say it in such a way that indicated that it really didn't matter.
I remember that as I got older, my father would occasionally tell me that I was "pretty" or that my figure was "coming in nice." I don't know why, but that little bit of positive feedback from my father had seemed so important. My mother hated everything about me, my father thought I was stupid, but at least he could think I was good at something. Good at looking good. I started to dress somewhat provocatively, not just at school but at home, so that he would note that I looked good. As I got into high school, my father started to object to the way I was dressing. He noticed that it brought boys (generally the kinds of boys from families as broken as mine). He would still compliment my appearance on occasion, but he would temper that by saying that I "dressed like a whore" or acted "like a bimbo." The older I got, the more provocatively I dressed and the more extreme my father's reactions became. A few weeks before I went to college, my father nearly tackled me on my way out of the house to meet a date and tried to force a bulky sweatshirt over my head because he didn't like my tube top. This came just a few days after he told me his friends told him I was "hot" as though I should be impressed. The mixed signals got so painfully confusing, that I found it just easier to stop talking to him as well. I don't think he even really noticed. His compliments and his anger were far more important to me than they were to him.
Now they were dead. And I didn't know what to feel about it. I cared about them I guess, despite everything about them. They brought me into the world. There were memories, a few, or real happiness in their home. I was ashamed to say that ten years earlier I might have been happy they were dead. I know that sounds terrible, but a 19 year old with bad parents can be terrible. But now that they were not in my life, I didn't really wish anything bad for them. I just wanted them to leave me alone. I wanted the scars they left on me (some physical, most emotional) to leave with them. But now they were gone and I was still here, as broken as ever.
I arrived at the hospital in a daze. All of these thoughts had been running through my mind and I barely recognized the taxi arrived at my apartment and then dropped me off at the ER. The place did not look busy and there was a nurse at a duty station in the waiting room. She was looking at a clipboard and didn't seem to notice me come in.
"Uh hi," I said, my voice sounding small and scared like a child, "My name is Roxie Fuller. My parents..." I started then just opened and closed my mouth like a dry fish. The nurse looked up, annoyed, but then saw the glassy look in my eye and the way I was sort of swaying drunkenly.
"Fuller?" she asked and I nodded. She gave me a sympathetic smile, "I am very sorry. Please follow me," she said. The nurse wound me around through the hospital and I quickly got disoriented. I just kept my eyes on her back and tried to ignore the awful sights, smells, and sounds that come with being in one of those places. Finally, she led me into a small office. There was an overweight, middle-aged woman sitting behind a small desk in very dim golden light. She looked stern.
"This is Ms. Fuller," the nurse said. She looked at me, smiled, squeezed my hand, and then left the room.
"Hello Ms. Fuller, I am Dr. Garner, we spoke on the phone. Please have a seat," the middle aged woman said, gesturing toward a chair. I dropped down into it. The doctor began to speak, but I can honestly say I have no idea what she was talking about. Her eyes were very sympathetic but her voice was flat and unemotional. I found myself staring off into space, too shell-shocked to pay attention to anything. I wondered why I wasn't crying, but felt no compulsion to do so.



"Here is some paperwork we need you to fill out," the doctor said eventually, passing a clipboard over her desk, "I will give you some privacy. A counselor will be in shortly." The doctor stood up and walked around her desk.
"You don't uh...need me to like..." I stumbled, trying to spit out a fear I'd had ever since I first got the call, "To like identify..."
"Oh no honey, you don't need to seem them like...you don't need to see them now. We know who everyone is," The doctor said, for the first time sounding like a person. I realized she had probably just been speaking from rote memorization before. Insert commiseration here. My question made her a person.
"Oh thank you," I said and felt some level of relief. I was not ready to see my parents. I suddenly thought about the funeral and felt unbearably tired. The doctor slipped out the door and closed it behind her, leaving me alone. I picked up the papers she'd handed me and leafed through them briefly. So much information. I sighed and started to fill them out, they would keep my mind off of things.
I was only working for five minutes or so when I hear someone jiggling the door handle. I set my pen down on the clipboard and looked over my shoulder. The door opened and a woman walked in quickly.
"Doctor Garner, I am sorry it took me so long, my name is..."
"Debra?" I asked. The woman was wearing a thick winter coat and the hood was covering her eyes, but I recognized her. She looked up quickly.
"Oh my, Roxie. You aren't the Doctor...but I suppose this is her office," she said.
"Yeah..." I noted. Suddenly she realized why I was there, the same reason she was. She quickly sat down in the chair next to me and grabbed my hand.
"Oh Roxie, I am so sorry that this happened," she said, her voice containing all of the emotion that Dr. Garner's lacked.
"Thank you Debra," I said. Then I realized what Debra was doing here and I felt my breath catch in my throat, "Does Andy know?" my voice sounded choked. Debra took a deep breath and nodded her head slowly, and then sighed. Debra had been Andy, my brother's, personal tutor when he was a kid. Even after he'd grown up and stopped going to school, Debra remained close with my parents. And with Andy. She was probably his best friend.
"How did he take it?" I asked, my fingers growing cold.
"Better than you'd think," Debra said, "I mean he is devastated. He is going to be devastated. But he is staying strong. He even offered to watch my dogs while I came to the hospital." I nodded my head. That sounded like Andy.
It was so strange that in all my thoughts about my family upon hearing the news that I didn't once thinks about my older brother. This affected him more than just about anyone else. My brother had been born with a mild intellectual disability. They used to say that he would grow up to have a mental and emotional age of a seventh grader, but they didn't like to talk like that anymore. Andy still lived with my parents (I felt so ashamed it had been nearly a year since I'd seen him too) and their death meant a complete change in his life. It meant...What did it mean?
"Debra, what happens to Andy?" I asked. I couldn't believe I hadn't thought of that, "How is his trust fund?" I knew that Debra served as an advisor to my parents as it related to my brother. She would know what was happening.
"One thing at a time," Debra said, sensing my unease. She still sounded like a teacher, despite the fact that she was getting pretty old and had surely retired long before. "I don't know what happens to your brother now. Your parents and I...we figured there was still time to make more definite arrangements." I closed my eyes and took a breath. Andy must've been so scared. He, like his younger sister, hated uncertainty.
"What is he going to do? Where is he going to stay?" I suddenly realized that I was the only adult family member Andy had left, and I had no idea of what was best for me, let alone him.
"Calm yourself," Debra said again, in her teacher voice, she reached over and touched my hand, "We will figure this all out."
"I just...I thought I had a long time before this happened. I thought I would have kids of my own before I was taking care of my parents' kid," I said wistfully, realizing how fucked up my life was at just that moment.
"I know honey. But that is the way life works. We will work this out," she said. She had such a calming demeanor, I soon found myself nodding in agreement with her.
"Okay...Okay..." I said, trying to get myself ready, "So his trust fund?" I asked. My parents, for all their faults, had wanted to take care of my brother. They had been putting money aside for him as long as I could remember. I needed to know that he had enough money to live on. But Debra was shaking her head.
"Your parents planned on working another 20 years. There is considerable money put away. But not enough to meet all of his needs for the rest of his life," I felt my heart sinking. I couldn't afford myself, "But he does work you know. He contributes to his upkeep."
"He works?' I asked, I had no idea. Debra nodded.
"He works at the elementary school. Has for several years now. Maintenance. Works under my old friend Mr. Ghent," she said and started telling a story about the head janitor. I was shocked; I should have known my brother worked. I realized just how removed from my life he'd been.
"Okay, so he can work and he can use money from his trust fund to supplement it. I can help with that," I said. I took accounting classes in college. In theory, I could keep a budget together based on the trust disbursements. I was feeling a little bit better. But then there was a larger issue.
"Do you think he can take care of the house?" I asked, thinking of my parents ugly ranch house in the suburbs.
"Oh no, it is far too big a project for him. The house is for a family, not for a solitary man," Debra said and that made sense. But I was already thinking it was a blessing in disguise.
"Well why don't we sell the house? We can put the money in the trust fund and move him to an apartment. Any other money that is coming to me too, he can have it," I said. Suddenly things seemed brighter. Andy would be taken care of and I wouldn't have to worry about it anymore. I couldn't handle the responsibility. But once again, Debra was shaking her head.
"You're parents just got a second mortgage last year to pay for your mother's surgery. The house has almost no equity. You will need to sell it as I doubt the both of you can make the payments. But you'll be lucky to get a couple of thousand dollars in profit out of the sale," Debra explained. I felt deflated, but not entirely.
"Well we will move him to a smaller apartment then," I said, desperately searching for something that would stick. Debra just kept shaking her head.
"Well you raise the larger point now. I do not believe that it is in Andy's best interest to live on his own," she said. I had been dancing around this issue, not wanting to talk about it. I had no concrete idea of what I was afraid of, but even barest outline of a thought regarding Andy's living situation filled me with a deep sense of foreboding. I guess I knew what was coming.
"Why not? I mean I remember when he was a kid they said he could grow up to be self-sufficient. He has a job. He will be okay. I can give him money when I can afford to," I said. Feeling a bit panicky again. This was starting to sound like my role was going to be expanded. I couldn't handle it. I cared about my brother, hell I was just willing to give away my inheritance to take care of him. But I needed to be able to support him from a distance.
"He is capable of living on his own," Debra said, obviously choosing her words carefully, "He is self-sufficient in many ways. But...take his job for instance. He does excellent work, but requires close supervision. The same is true in his life in general. He can function on his own, but he does so much better when he has support. Close support." I felt my fingers starting to shake. I could not handle this level of responsibility.
"Can he...Can he stay with you?" I said, suddenly striking on a desperate, but feasible plan. I just could not handle this, "You can handle his trust and money and everything. I am sure you do now. It will be like nothing changed." I said. I felt myself hyperventilating. Debra squeezed my hand and smiled sympathetically.
"I am 78 years old and not in the best of health," Debra said, "I already sold my house. I am moving to Arizona. To be with my daughter and her family." She said. I felt like my legs were kicked out from under me.
"No...I...you can't," I said. I needed Debra to be here. She needed to take care of Andy. I couldn't do this. I was pathetic. I'd screw him up like I screwed myself up. The sudden realization of the nature of my condition struck me. I had spent the entire trip to the hospital trying to figure out what my parent's death meant to me and now I found that I'd focused on the wrong thing. My life was about to change in an infinite number of ways and I was not ready. My father was right, I was stupid. My mother was right, I was a loser. In their death, they would prove to everyone that they were right and I was worthless.
"I have to go honey," she said.
"I can't..." I started again. Now the tears started. I don't know if I was sad about my parents, or frustrated with my own inability to behave like an adult, ashamed of the way I thought of my brother, or scared by how poorly I would do as a caretaker. I am sure it was all of that. Plus a lot of self-pity. I buried my face in my hands, letting the tears fall. Debra rubbed my back and spoke gently to me. Eventually, I was able to get myself together. I wiped the tears from my eyes and looked at Debra. I was so scared.
Debra looked at me deeply, and I could sense she was going to say something. I hoped (though I did not believe) that she would say that she'd changed her mind, that she would stay and take care of my brother. If nothing else, I hoped she would say something of comfort. But instead she said, "You are an adult. So is your brother. No one can make you take him into your home. But even if I stayed...I will not be here long. He is very soon to be your responsibility. You can step up and take a wonderful man into your home, your brother, and let him make your life better. Or you can selfishly think only of yourself and thereby deprive yourself of a good friend and condemn your brother to a much harder life." Every word she said was the truth I suppose, but it was so hard to hear.
"I am so scared. I am not good enough to do this," I said.
"That's life," she replied.
* * * * *
Viewing. Funeral. Bad food. Sad relatives. Pitying glances. A lot of money spent. You know how those things go and you don't want to hear about them anymore than I want to talk about them. Suffice it to say that the accident that killed my parents had spared their faces so they looked like themselves in their boxes and that when the funeral was over, the last two people in attendance were Roxie and Andy Fuller. They were going home together.
I had told Debra the night of the crash that I needed to think about what I was going to do about Andy. But, I guess I never really had any other plan. Listen, I know that I am was a totally shitty person and I have done just an amazing amount of things in my life that I am not at all proud of. But, I knew that Debra was right. Andy could not live on his own and he didn't really have anywhere else to go. He had to be with me. In the long run, I felt certain that he would be worse off with me than with just about anyone else. But, I was better than nothing. Hopefully.
"Hey Andy, you ready to go," I said. He was looking down into the holes, side by side, where we'd planted our parents. In the four days since my parents' death, I had come to terms with it. Like I said, we were not what anyone would ever consider close. I still didn't like that they were dead, but I accepted that it was the way things were. Andy had always had a better relationship with my parents. He took it harder. Mom condescendingly babied him though he didn't complain so he wouldn't hurt her feelings. Dad didn't care what Andy's IQ was so long as he turned out tall, strapping, and handsome. Andy achieved that goal, so dad was happy.
Andy was around 6'4 and a big guy. He fell somewhere in the middle of the spectrum for a big guy between being chubby and beefcake. He sort of looked like a former high school football player who'd let himself go a little bit. But just a little bit. So you know, a sort of stocky muscular build with shortish legs for his height. He had short blonde hair and blue eyes (family traits) and generally looked like an attractive young guy. Hell, he was an attractive young guy (I had to stop qualifying things). I used to get a kick out of seeing cute girls walk up to him, lay on their charm, and then watch as it went over his head. They thought he was being withholding and dickish, which made them throw themselves at him even more.
"What?" he asked in a flat voice.
"Come on man, there is nothing left here, let's go back to the apartment," I said. We'd already contacted a real estate agent about putting the house up for sale. She thought we could sell it for enough to clear the debts, which was as best we could hope for. We'd been staying there before the funeral, but now it was time to return to real life. Andy had already moved most of his stuff into what had once been my cramped living room but was now his bedroom that morning. We were roomies.
"Yeah Roxie, okay," he said in the same flat tone as he looked up from the graves. I saw him take a deep breath and shake his head. Then he turned and faced me. His eyes were a little bit watery, but he looked no worse for the wear. But he looked like he needed a little affection. I couldn't bring myself to hug him, so I reached out my hand. He took it (his large hand essentially enveloping mine) and we started to walk down toward my parents car (they each had a car, one that belonged to my dad and was crushed. One that belonged to my mother, it was now mine). There was some snow on the ground and the wind blew fiercely across the open fields of the grave yard. I pulled my coat up over my throat. Andy didn't seem to notice, he was lost in thought.
"Today was a hard day," I said to him and he just nodded, "you doing okay Buddy," I called him the nickname I'd given him when I was a small child. He smiled when he heard it.
"It was okay, because you were there," he said. I was taken aback slightly. I rarely made things better. In fact, I was sure I looked like an ice queen. I hadn't cried. Just stared at the coffins with a blank stare. People thought I was glad they were gone.
"Of course I was there. Where else would I be?" I asked rhetorically.
"You just haven't been around in a long time," Andy replied, looking over at me. I refused to meet his eyes, "I miss you."
"Yeah, I missed you too," I said quickly, "I am sorry about that."
"Don't be sorry. Just letting you know I missed you," Andy said, squeezing my hand. I realized that he had grown up quite a bit. I guess I had fallen into the trap of thinking of him as a child or something forever. He was not a child, he was a man.
"Well you are going to get more of me than you can stand, roomie," I said playfully, I pinched his nose like I used to do when we were kids. He laughed and gently pushed me away.
"We won't get tired of each other. We are family," he explained. I didn't know what to say to that. I had gotten pretty tired of all of my other family members long before they died. Now I was looking down the barrel of a 50 year roommate situation. I was not feeling optimistic.
"Well it isn't all going to be fun and games there Andrew," I said, poking his chest with my free hand, "We have to make sure we figure out how to live together." I don't know why, but I was always able to speak so much more comfortably with Andy than with other people. He also brought out a more playfully side of me, even at a funeral it seems.
"Everything will be okay sis," he said, "I know you are worried. But everything is going to be good. I go back to work tomorrow." Andy was giving me a deep look as she spoke. I hadn't expressed any concern, I guess he just picked up on it. I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. I had to avoid underestimating him.
"You like your job?" I asked. Andy smiled broadly.
"Yeah, we have a lot of fun. And I like the kids," he said. "Do you like your job?" I snorted and thought of Dale and the taste of sickly cum.
"Not really," I said honestly. Andy nodded.
"Maybe get a new one," he said.
"Easier said than done," I responded. Andy shrugged. By that time, we had reached the car and I released his hand.
"You can find a job you like, you don't have to do what you don't like. I worked at McDonald's for a week and then I told Debra that I'd rather go back to school. I guess she thought I was serious," Andy said and I laughed. Hard to blame him there.
"Well, I will think about it," I said, brushing him off and unlocking the doors to the car.
"You should," Andy said, opening up his door and sitting down. I breathed in the crisp air for a moment longer and looked back over the gravestones to where my parents were planted. Then I too opened my door and sat down.
"Well, let's get going," I said as I buckled into my seat. Andy was looking over at me.
"Did you look at Mom and Dad just now?" He asked. He must've seen me looking over my shoulder.
"Yeah, I guess I was," I said.
"I know you didn't like Mom and Dad that much," he said. I was a little shocked by that. I mean, not that he knew. It was hard not to know. But just that he would bring it up.
"No, it's not..." I started, but Andy lifted up his hands, to show that he wasn't done talking.
"I know you didn't like them because they were meaner to you than they were to me. I love Mom and Dad a lot. But I understand why you didn't want to see them very much. I just want to say... I am not mad at you for not coming over very much. And I am sorry about Mom and Dad. But I am not sad we will be living together. I love you Roxie," Andy said. I could tell by the way he spoke that he had been trying to say something to me for a while and that it had been difficult for him.
I suddenly remembered that, when I first heard about my parents' death, I recalled briefly a few fond memories of my childhood. I suddenly realized that almost all of those memories centered around my brother. He had always been such a big sweetheart and we'd had a lot of fun together. Countless hours in the backyard building forts and chasing lightning bugs, going down to the community pool on summer mornings, staying up late on school nights to sneak television in the guest bedroom. These were all the good memories of my childhood, my parents were just incidental to that. Andy had been my best friend.
Then I remembered how infrequently I had thought of him in the last few years and how much less contact I'd had with him. Something about those happy memories made me uncomfortable. I wanted to be away from them. I had let my best friend slip away and I had been too self-centered to even feel guilt about it. I now realized he felt the need to apologize in some way, to me, for my absence. I felt disgusted with myself. I knew that I didn't deserve his love. I wanted to tell him how I felt too, but I couldn't. I didn't deserve that, I didn't deserve to feel good by saying those words.
Now there he was, sitting in the car across from me, waiting for something. I didn't know what to say, and all the anxiety I felt about my future piled up on my shoulders, heavier than ever. "Yeah Buddy," I said, feeling the words catch in my throat, "I know. Hey let's get something to eat."



* * * * * *
The next couple of transition weeks were...difficult. In fact, they were extremely difficult. It would have been nice if the largest issue had been logistics, though it wasn't. Don't get me wrong, logistics were a big problem. My apartment was three rooms, a bedroom, bathroom, and a combined kitchen/living room that now served as Andy's room. There was simply too much adult life in that place to live comfortably. We both seemed to need the bathroom at the same time. Andy's things, which had been given a lot of space in my parents' house, took over the kitchen area as well. Neither of us cooked very well, but we even had trouble getting to the microwave. We had too much clothing for my washer/dryer, too many dishes for the dishwasher, and too many people for the bathroom sink and shower. We were constantly in each other's way. And with each passing day, as I realized more and more that this was not a passing thing; this was going to be my life from now on.
But the logistical problems were just a small part of that. Major personality differences seemed to provide even larger friction points. For example, Andy didn't like how messy I was. I could tell just looking at him that sitting amongst my old paper plates and dirty clothes made his skin crawl. At first he tried to ignore it, but it became too much for him. But when he tried to clean up after me he would put my stuff in places I couldn't find. So we both got angry with each other, Andy because I couldn't make the effort to make him comfortable and me because he was losing my shit.
Even when we were able to get past that sort of stuff, the friction was still there, and mounting. There was just no way to get comfortable. Back before Andy moved in, I had spent most of my time in my living room. I liked to watch television or read a book on my couch to unwind after work. Now that my bedroom (along with my only television) were in Andy's room, I'd lost my refuge. I resented the fact that I'd lost my living room. But it was bad for Andy as well. He'd never been a home body like me. At my parents' house, after work he would go out in the neighborhood for walks or ride his bike. I was nervous about the dangerous nature of my neighborhood and told him not to leave. He said I was treating him like a child but I stood firm. So he stewed unhappily, cooped up in the living room. Taking the space and doing the things I wanted to do, but feeling miserable doing it.
I think that the timing of the move-in was a major factor in our rocky start. I think if I had planned to have Andy move in and prepared, it would have gone better. Not perfect, but better. But coming as a surprise was bad. The fact that Andy was extremely depressed about my parent's death made it worse. I think that some of the mopey sort of things he did that got on my nerves wouldn't have been a problem. And I think the fact that my parents' death affected me less than him confused him and made him wonder about my state of mind.
On top of all of that, things at work were just as miserable as ever. Dale had kept his hands off of me for a week after my parents died, he even told me he'd reschedule my "date" with his friend. But after that I guess he figured I was over it. I was staying late two or three nights a week to "help" the boss. The same dynamic was generally true of my other co-workers. They hated me, but they cut me some slack when I was going through a bad time. But now they had forgotten my parents had just died and they didn't know I was struggling with my 31-year-old brother. So the cold shoulders and hateful whispers were back. I deserved it, but it didn't make it hurt any less.
About a month after Andy moved in, the whole situation came to a head. It was a Friday morning and I was in the bathroom, trying to get ready. I was already running late because the power had gone off the night before in an ice storm. I had my towel wrapped around my chest and I was trying to straighten my hair. There was a knock at the door.
"Roxie," Andy said, "Are you almost ready?" I rolled my eyes. He had already gotten his shower.
"Just open the damn door Andy, I hate talking through this thing," I said. He opened it up and stepped inside. Seeing me nearly naked (I mean the towel barely covered my ass) made him step back a half step.
"Oh, sorry," he said, blushing.
"I told you to come in, you don't need to apologize," I said, much more hastily than I intended. I looked back at the mirror, "But as you can see, I am not nearly ready yet."
"Can't you just get dressed now. You look good," Andy said impatiently, then he turned and looked at the clock in the living room. He was already dressed for work.
"What difference does it make to you?" I asked, my voice sounding cold. I had just finished straightening my hair and I set the iron down.
"It is cold today," Andy said.
"Well I will dress warm, I don't know what the problem is," I said, looking around for my make-up bag. I was listening to Andy as I knelt down on the floor and looked for it in the cabinet under the sink.
"No, not you," he said, "You told me on Monday that if it snowed today, you'd give me a ride to work." I suddenly remembered what he was talking about. The weather report had said it was going to be 15 degrees on Friday. I'd promised he wouldn't have to sit at the bus stop if it got that cold. Fuck.
"Shit!" I yelled, suddenly overwhelmed with frustration. I started grabbing cleaning items out from under the sink and tossing them all over the floor. I didn't have time for this. I was already late. Blowing your boss' boss doesn't change the fact that if you're late your boss will give you hell. Arguably, it makes it worse. As he had for a month, Andy's demands, even if spoken quietly and reasonable, were interfering with my life. I wasn't together enough to run my own life and now here he was. And he seemed so fucking helpless all the fucking time.
"What's wrong?"
"I am so goddamn late and now I have to drive you halfway across the fucking city and I am going to get my ass chewed out. And mom and dad's funeral used up the last of my personal days so I can't even call in!" I spat back quickly. It wasn't just the frustration with the moment; it was like a month's worth of feeling like I'd lost control of my life. Or lost what little control over my life I'd once had. And it was Andy's fault.
"You don't..." Andy started.
"No, fuck it. I will take you," I said, shaking my head, "that's what I do now. I do what other people need even if it screws me," I vented. Andy looked anxious, like he (reasonably) did not know where all of this was coming from. I threw more items from under the sink all the way out into the living room, almost hitting Andy.
"What are you looking for?" he asked finally.
"My fucking make-up case," I said, dropping down on my ass on the bathroom floor and turning towards Andy.
"I put it in your bedroom," he said. I felt my eyes widen and my nostrils flair. Again with the moving of my shit! I had already talked to him about it!
"Why in the Hell did you do that?" I asked, my voice coming out as a hiss.
"I was just cleaning..."
"When do I ever put my make-up on in my bedroom? Why do you think I keep my make-up in the bathroom? So I can cart it back and forth?" I started to get up now, and then walk towards Andy. All my pent up frustration was leaking out at me. And Andy had been the cause of that frustration. It felt so good to let it out, to put it on him. He looked nervous and took a step back.
"You don't keep it anywhere. Make-up was all over the house. I just put it in one place," Andy said. He was probably telling the truth. But at that moment, I didn't care.
"Why can't you just leave well enough alone? Why do you have to mess with all my shit? Why do you have to be so goddamned stupid?" I yelled. At the last line, Andy's head cracked back like I'd struck him. Suddenly, the self-righteous anger that had been boiling inside of me drained instantly. What in the Hell had I just said? I could have called him inconsiderate, or mean. Those would have been lies, but so what? But stupid? What the fuck was wrong with me. I saw hurt creep into Andy's eyes and he pursed his lips.
"I am going to get the bus. It will be here in 20 minutes," he said brusquely. I could hear how embarrassed he felt and my shoulders slumped.
"Oh Andy, I'm..." I started.
"I need to go. Have a good day at work Roxie. I love you," he said. Then he turned and walked quickly out of my house. As I heard the door close behind him, I dropped to my knees on the floor. I felt like I couldn't breathe. I felt disgusted with myself. I desperately wanted to climb out of my skin and leave this disgusting person behind. How could I behave like that? How could I say those things to my brother? He had endured bullshit like that from people his whole life and never deserved it. How could I, his sister, treat him like that?
Each stage of my conversation with Andy played over and over again in my mind. I felt literally sick as I thought about the things I'd said to him and the way in which I said them. My stomach hurt and there was a terrible taste in my mouth. It had felt so good to say those horrible things, it was like I was having a hangover from them now. I hadn't felt self-loathing like that in a very long time. I wanted to something to hurt myself, to make myself pay for my actions.
When I got to work that day, I asked Dale if his married friend was ready for a date that evening.
* * * * * *
It was two-thirty in the morning, Richard (Dale's friend "call me Rich") and I were stumbling up the stairs in my apartment building, heading for my door. The bars had closed at 2 and Rich had offered to drive me home. Despite the fact that he was visibly intoxicated, I had agreed. I was even drunker than he was, I was not making great decisions.
Of course, I had been making poor decisions all day. My outburst with Andy, my talk with Dale, those things had all been terrible decisions. I was reveling in them now. The whole date had been one giant bad idea and I was just enjoying how weird and unpleasant it made me feel. I deserved to feel that way. Drinking more than I had since college had just been the icing on the cake.
Dale, I think, had been a bit surprised by the head-first way I'd plunged into self-destruction. He had not brought up his friend Rich since shortly after my parents died, when he'd cancelled the date. But I gave him a look when he asked about it that suggested I was not going to change my mind. If he wanted to pimp me out to his friend, the look said, I was fine with that. I was a fucking awful person. This is what awful people do. So Dale had called Rich. Rich had initially said that he was probably going to be busy, but then Dale whispered something into the phone. Rich quickly changed his plans.
So after work, Rich had picked me up in his Lexus at the office. He was a fat slob like Dale. I wasn't wearing anything particularly sexy, just my normal work clothes. But I guess he could tell from the look in my eye that I was a woman on the edge. He skipped dinner entirely and took me to a fancy bar. We drank champagne until we didn't give a shit anymore, and then we drank vodka. Now we were climbing the stairs back to my apartment. I hadn't invited him, but I guess I hadn't stopped him either. In a short period of time we were giggling in front of my door.
"So Rosie," he slurred after a while, getting my name wrong, "Think I can come in, get a nightcap?" I wavered a bit on my feet and looked at my door.
"Well," I said and I was about to invite him inside. I heard a slight noise behind the door. For a moment, I thought in my drunken haze that someone had broken into my house. Then I remembered. Andy.
"'Well' what sexy?" Rich asked and then reached forward and pinched my breast.
"Well, I can't let you in..." I stated. I was just about to finish that if he wanted to find a hotel room, I would go with him. Hell, I was about to offer to blow him in the stairwell. I wanted to feel the shame that would come with doing that. I thought maybe the next day I would feel better if I did. I know, what sense does that make? Regardless, Rich did not wait for me to finish. His eyes suddenly narrowed and his smiled quickly faded.
"What the fuck do you mean you can't let me in?" he hissed at me. For a moment, I kept smiling, but I could feel the menace emanating from his body and fear started to rise in the back of my throat.
"I just mean..." I said, once again trying to offer my body to calm him down.
"You just mean you want to drink $200.00 worth of booze and then give me blue balls, you fucking cunt," Rich yelled back quickly. He took a step towards me. I backed up, feeling my ass bump against my door. I felt a lump in my throat and adrenaline began to pump into my veins, slightly lessening the effects of the alcohol.
"You need to calm down Rich," I said now.
"Fuck you, you fucking slut," Rich said. He reached his left hand forward and grabbed my chin, "You think this is some kind of game. We had a deal. We go out, and I get off." Rich said. I struggled against Rich's grip, but his hand squeezed tighter. I felt panic start to overcome me, and I squealed slightly. With his right hand, Rich reached below his waist and unbuckled his belt. In a few more seconds, I saw Rich pull his short, flaccid cock out from his underwear. It brushed up against my leg.
"Oh god!" I said, realizing what was happening here. I wanted to be hurt, but I didn't want to be raped. I didn't have time to think, I just acted. In a quick motion I brought my knee up, finding Rich's testicles. I heard the air go out of him and then there was a low grunting sound. Rich's hand slipped off of my chin and he sort of bent over. His hands rushed between his legs and his shoulder were hunched over. I could hear him panting in pain. I felt embarrassed and confused. I didn't know what would happen next.
"Rich I..." I started. Rich's head shot up and looked at me. His eyes burned and his lips were peeled back from his lips in a snarl. He looked at me for one minute and then lunge. He brought his hand all the way from below his waist in a long, wide arc. It moved so quickly I couldn't get out of the way. His open palm landed against my cheek with overwhelming power.
I heard the air escape my lungs and my face felt like it was shaking off my skull. I couldn't keep my feet, and collapsed onto the dirty hallway floor. For a moment, my face was completely numb. Then white hot, blistering pain overcame me. My hands shot to my face and I could feel tears rolling down over the aching skin.
"Oh god!" I yelled, to terrified to do anything else. I could still hear Rich panting and he lurched over toward me, still holding his balls.
"That's just the start, you stupid cunt!" he yelled, leaning down toward my face. I could smell the booze on his breath. He gave me a quick, sharp kick in the ass and then stood up. I moaned and tried to curl into a ball. I was too scared to even consider what he was going to do next. I looked at him, and saw him bringing his foot back to kick me again, this time full force.
Suddenly a bright light was cast over Rich's face and he stopped moving, covering his eyes with his hand. I could sense the light was coming from behind me, and I rolled over slightly. The door to my apartment had opened up, the light was on inside. Andy was standing in the doorway, looking tired and confused.
"What is going on out...Oh my God! Roxie?" He said, noticing me on the floor. He bent down next to me, putting his hand on my shoulder. I had never been so glad to see Andy. But I was still crying, I was still in pain.
"Oh God Andy," was all I could say.
"What happened? Where have you been? I was worried," he said.
"Who the fuck are you?" Rich said. Andy had been so concerned for me, that he had completely forgotten about the other person in the hallway. Andy looked back down at me and saw the red mark on my face. It was already starting to swell (and it hurt more than it had before). Andy instantly realized what had happened. I saw his jaw set in anger.
"What did you do?" He said, looking up at Rich now. Rich apparently could see the anger in Andy's eyes and could see Andy's large body. He took a step back and put his hands up. But he was still a very stupid, very drunk, man, so he proceeded to make things worse.
"Hey man, it isn't my fault your old lady is a skank. I didn't know she was with someone," Rich said.
"What did you call her?" Andy said, his voice rising to a level I'd never heard before. Rich quivered slightly.
"Hey buddy I..."
"Don't call me Buddy!" Andy yelled back at him. Andy took a half step forward towards Rich. I was afraid of what would happen, I reached up and grabbed Andy's arm. But it turns out I didn't need to worry about anything. Rich, seeing Andy start to move, let out a high yip, and then began to sprint down the stairs.
I felt relief like I'd never felt before. But, instead of feeling better, this relief seemed to break me down. As the threat of Rich completely disappeared, the fear that had been holding the last shred of my composure together went with it. I collapsed onto the dirty floor, crying my eyes out like a small child. I was completely oblivious to the world around me, and just abandoned myself into my pain. All of it, the physical, the mental, the emotional. I just broke there.
I guess I could hear Andy calling out my name, asking me questions, sounding concerned. But I was past the point where I could respond to that. I was too far gone. After a long while, I became vaguely aware of arms sliding underneath of me. I was still bawling as Andy lifted me up off the ground and carried me into my apartment. He closed the door behind him.
I am not really sure what Andy did immediately after that. I was absolutely hysterical, and piss drunk to boot. I knew he was doing things to take care of me. I recall an ice pack against my aching face. I remember him wiping the sweat and tears from my face and cleaning off my caked-on make-up. I remember him removing my shoes. Most of all I remember him speaking to me. I don't really remember what he said, but he spoke in soothing tones, trying to get me to calm down. In short, Andy had become my caregiver. And he was far better at the task with a far more needy patient that when the roles had been reversed.
Rational thought returned to me some time later. I am not really sure when. It was probably only an hour or so after Rich had left. I found myself in my living room. My face had been cleaned, and my shoes were off but I was still wearing my work clothes. I was sitting on the recliner, facing the television, while Andy sat on the edge of the couch bed. We were facing one another.
"Andy?" I asked, and the side of my face hurt as I spoke.
"Roxie?" he asked, sounding incredibly relieved, "Are you awake?" he asked.
"Yeah, I am here."
"You have been so weird," he said, "It was like you were asleep with your eyes open. I was about to call the ambulance. What happened? Who was that guy?" Andy wore a look of intense concern on his face and I felt bad for causing him so much trouble. But how did I even begin to explain what was going on with me?
"I am glad you didn't call the ambulance. I am going to be okay now," I said. Andy nodded, but didn't look convinced.
"Where have you been? Who was that guy? Why was he hurting you?" Andy asked, insistent on getting the full story. I sighed and sat up in my chair. The ice bag fell away, but I let it. I thought back to where I'd been that night, to Rich, and why he was hurting me. I felt an intense stab of fear, just for a moment. That had been so incredibly close. I might've been assaulted and beaten. There was a small chance I could have died. I shook my head. I looked up and saw my brother, still looking at me intently. I felt overwhelmed by the emotions I felt for him.



"You saved me Andy," I said, my voice sounding a bit amazed. Andy looked a little sheepish and shrugged.
"I wasn't even thinking. I just saw you were hurt," he explained and I nodded.
"I don't deserve you Andy," I said, tears once again coming to my eyes, "I am so terrible to you, and you are so good to me." Andy's eyes narrowed and he shook his head.
"Roxie, you are my sister. It isn't about deserving...or whatever. I will always love you," he said. I felt my heart swell (I mean that literally, it felt full somehow).
"I..." I started. I wanted to say something meaningful to Andy. I wanted to say that I was sorry I had abandoned him for so long and forgotten him. I had never felt like I deserved the way he always seemed to look up to me. I wanted to apologize for getting frustrated with him and for yelling. I wanted to apologize for calling him stupid; I was the stupid one. I wanted to apologize for not coming home that night. I wanted him to know that I was sorry that he had to protect me and take care of me, because those things were not his responsibility. But more than apologize, what I really, really wanted to do was to tell him that I loved him. Because I really did. He was my Brother, and I loved him. He needed to hear me say it.
But my mouth continued to strain around words. Andy looked at me as my mouth opened and closed impotently. I could hear the words as they would sound coming out of my mouth. I could hear how I wanted them to sound, but I knew if I spoke, it would be wrong. Everything I always did was wrong. I couldn't even go out for a one night stand with a desperate asshole without screwing it up. This would be no different. I was so terrible at expressing my thoughts, especially my feelings, that I knew I would just make it worse. It would sound like I was trying to make myself feel better rather than trying to express myself to Andy. It would just be me, trying to get out of the guilt and shame that I deserved for being so terrible to him. I would end up getting frustrated again, maybe getting angry again. In fact, I was already getting frustrated. I badly wanted to speak with Andy but I couldn't.
I'd never been good at anything. No wait, that wasn't true. There was one thing I was good at. The only thing anyone had ever really wanted me for. Yes, my shame and my total lack of self-worth made me a really wonderful slut. My father had been right, that was all I was good for. I could fuck. I'd sucked a couple of hundred dicks in my life and everyone said I was great at it. So I had been out in the hallway just a short time before, ready to blow a stranger who I hated, but here I was unable to tell my brother how I felt about him. Could I get any more disgusting?
"Roxie, are you okay? Is it happening again?" Andy said after a long while. My eyes had sort of glazed over while I had been paralyzed with indecision. I turned and looked at my brother now. He still looked pensive and he was sitting on the edge of the bed.
""No, I am...okay," I lied. Then I found myself looking at Andy and wondering what to do next. He was wearing a tight white t-shirt and a pair of gray sweatpants as pajamas. For some reason my eyes found themselves glancing between his legs. I could see the slight outline of Andy's cock in his sweatpants. At first I was disgusted with myself for even noticing it. But then, something strange began to percolate in my mind.
For a moment I wondered if my older brother was still a virgin. I don't know why that idea came to mind, but I quickly concluded that he probably was. He'd always lived with my parents. I thought about the irony that I desperately wanted to show my brother how badly I cared for him, and the only way I really knew how to do that well was the one thing I could not do to my brother, the one thing he'd probably never done. It was the only thing I was good at, and I couldn't share it with the only person who deserved it.
Then, most strange thought occurred to me. Why not? For a second, that thought just stuck in my mind like a wedge. I didn't even really understand what it meant. Then, the full implication dawned on me. Why not? Why couldn't I do something "nice" for my brother? He was missing out on a vital life experience and I was good at it. Further, he had been depressed about my parents, what better way to cheer him up? What was the harm? I expected to find obvious disgust for this thought (lord knows, I had a deep well of self-disgust to access if I wanted it), but I didn't find it there. I had never looked at sex with way other girls did, as something you did with people you love. Or to find love. Or whatever. I'd always looked at it as the only way I could express myself. So why not express myself to my brother? It didn't mean anything in and of itself. But this time, it would allow me to say what I could not say. I would actually be expressing love. Using sex the way I was supposed to. He would know that I cared for him, and that is really what I wanted. And what he needed.
I have to believe that a big part of why I did what I did next was born from those thoughts. But there was another aspect as well. One that I didn't consciously think about at that time, but which in retrospect seems like something important to note. I was extremely drunk. I went out that night with a man and had every intention of cutting loose and getting laid. I had been extremely horny during my date, ready to fuck Rich even if he was a pudgy bastard. Now I was back, sexually frustrated and projecting lust on top of the real admiration I felt for my brother for saving me. Like I said before, my brother was a big, handsome guy and to my drink-blurred eyes, he looked better than Rich. By a long shot. But like I said, I wasn't really thinking about this. I was thinking about thanking and apologizing to my brother.
I slipped off the bed and landed on my knees on the floor. For a second, Andy looked a little concerned, like he thought I was hurt. But I waved him off and he sat back down. I crawled over toward him on my hands and knees. I could feel the way my ass ticked side to side in my skirt and the way my small, perky breasts hung down in my low cut shirt as I moved. I saw Andy looking at me and I wondered if he thought that I looked good. He still looked largely concerned, but he was not moving.
"Are you okay Roxie?" he asked, I saw his eyes move over my body. At first I just nodded and bit my lower lip. I put on the whole act for him, I knew what men liked so I gave it to him. Finally, I crossed the distance between us so that I was right in front of Andy.
"Roxie, did you hurt your leg or something? Do you need help up," he said. I realized that I was now one of those girls, throwing myself at Andy and watching my efforts go unnoticed. I decided to be more direct. I sat up quickly on my knees and wondered if he noticed by breasts bouncing. I brought my arms down on top of Andy's thighs, sort of crossing my arms. I pressed my breasts against his knees and laid my head on my arms, in his lap. Andy's muscles seemed a little tense, like he did not know what I was thinking.
"I am just fine, here with you," I said. I looked up now, giving Andy a doe-eyed stare. Andy smiled at me, but still seemed a little put out by my sudden change in behavior.
"If you are feeling better? Maybe you should go to bed," Andy offered and I smiled.
"But I am not tired yet Andy," I said. But Andy sort of shrugged. I realized that any brother, not just Andy, would have a hard time with these signals. I decided to get still more direct.
"Andy, I really appreciate all the help you gave me tonight. It was...a bad night. A really bad day. And you were really good to me," I explained. Andy smiled and gently rubbed my hair.
"You'd do the same for me. We are family," he said. This certainly wasn't going where I wanted.
"Andy, do you trust me?" I asked now. Andy furrowed his brow, apparently trying to figure out what I was getting at. But eventually he shrugged and nodded.
"Yeah, sure I do Roxie," he said.
"I want to do something to...pay you back for the help you gave me today," I said. Andy shook his head.
"You don't have to do that," he said modestly and once again stroked my hair. I doubt that he realized his touch was driving me crazy. But it was.
"I want to. Will you trust me that this will be fun?" I asked playfully. Andy still looked like he was not sure what I was implying, but why wouldn't he trust me?
"Okay," he said uneasily. I unfolded my hands from on Andy's lap. I turned my body slightly to the side so I could slip between Andy's knees. I felt my heart in my throat and my body felt like it was vibrating, like I always did with someone the first time. I was not longer thinking about the fact that Andy was my brother. This was the thing I did. This was what I was good at. I was just enjoying the feeling of having a purpose.
I reached up and placed my hands on the waistband of Andy's sweatpants, slipping my fingers inside the elastic. Andy's skin felt warm on my hands. But I felt him jump.
"Roxie! What are you doing?" he asked, sounding almost panicked. He squirmed slightly on the bed.
"Shh, shh, shh," I soothed, "Remember, you said you'd trust me." I said. Andy moved a little less now, but he was still looking at me strangely.
"What are you doing Roxie?" he asked in a voice that implied he knew exactly what I was doing, but couldn't believe it.
"You'll see," I said, and I gave a quick yank on Andy's pants. They slipped down to around the mid-point of his thigh. Andy let out a surprised yelp and moved back slightly on the bed. This only served to pull his pants down a little farther. It also caused his cock to bounce up between his legs. My breath caught in my throat. Andy's cock was... nice. Like really nice. It was around 6 and half inches long and extremely thick but completely flaccid. I could tell by the way it looked that it was going to get a lot bigger when he got hard. I had seen a lot of cocks in my day and he was definitely in the top 5%. His balls hung low and I wanted to get the cum inside of them out (Like I said, I was in my element now, I thought in a completely different way than I normally did. With purpose). My mouth was watering.
"Roxie...my pants!" Andy said, looking extremely flustered. His face was bright red and he looked extremely embarrassed (and very cute). He reached down try to grab the waistband of his pants, but I pushed his hand away. Instead, I reached forward and wrapped my left hand around Andy's cock. It felt hot and dense in my hand, with a tremendous weight. Once again, Andy let out a surprised yelp.
"Roxie, what are you doing?" Andy asked now. His eyes were wide and he was looking down between his legs. He was no longer moving, too entranced by what he saw. I moved my hand gently over his cock, letting my fingers slide down the length of his shaft to the tip. I could feel the blood pulsing in it and the heat he produced. I loved the way it felt to hold a cock as it went from soft to hard, to feel the effect I had on a man.
"I am going to make you feel good," I said, letting my hand slid back down his cock, letting my fingers touch his hot, heavy balls. My mouth was watering. My nipples felt hard, pressing against the fabric of my bra, and my pussy was already sopping wet, making the insides of my legs feel slick.
"I know what you are doing, Roxie," Andy said now very seriously,
"How do you know, have you ever done this with anyone before?" I asked. Andy somehow managed to blush deeper.
"No," he said, "But I know what it is and you can't do this!" He squirmed some more, but not so much that he risked getting away. I had him now.
"Why can't I? Don't you want it? You are big, strong young man. Don't you ever get...desires?" I asked, looking up at him.
"Your my sister!" he said, but even as he said the last word, I leaned forward slightly, lifted his cock up, and pressed my lips against the circumcised tip. Andy groaned deeply when I did it, barely finishing the last word. His skin felt smooth against my lips, and incredibly warm. I kept my lips there for a second. My eyes were open and I looked up at my brother. He looked completely anxious, but also like, despite himself, he was enjoying my touch. I realized that I almost had him now. I pulled my lips away.
"I am your sister," I said, speaking with my mouth so close to his cock that he must've felt my breath on it, "But I am also a woman. You are my brother. But you are also a man. This is what men and women do," I said. I stuck my tongue out and rubbed it gently along the cleft bottom of Andy's cock. I heard him suck in breath quickly.
"Roxie!" was all he said, he was looking at my pink tongue intently.
"Tell you what," I said, sliding my tongue off my brother's dick, "I will do one more thing. It will take...I don't know...five seconds. If you like that I will keep going. If you want me to stop after that, I will stop and we won't ever have to talk about it again. Okay?" I asked, my voice humming seductively and my breath likely cooling my brother's now-wet cock. It was already beginning to harden, I could feel it swelling in my hand. He looked around the room for a moment, like he was searching for help in making this decision. Finally, he looked at me between his legs.
"Okay," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. He was looking at me intently, it was clear he was facing an internal struggle. I wanted to make this choice easy.
"Good decision," I said. I didn't give him time to change his mind now. I opened my mouth widely and let the tip of my brother's cock slip into my mouth. It was still somewhat spongy and felt hot against my tongue. I could feel Andy's muscles tighten all through his body. I placed my free hand against Andy's thigh, rubbing it gently to try to calm him.
But I kept moving forward at the same time. I felt Andy's cock sliding across my tongue and the way his urethra felt against it. I loved the feeling of his shaft pressing against my tight lips and reveled in the way I could feel the cock growing hard in my mouth. Andy's skin was very warm, almost hot against my tongue and tasted salty but clean. I rubbed my tongue against the bottom of his shaft, savoring that flavor. I groaned, it felt so good to be doing this, so good to be doing what I did well.
Andy's body was still tense, but he did not do anything to stop me. So I didn't stop. Inch by inch, Andy's cock was slowly pushing deeper and deeper into my mouth. But even as it was going in, Andy was growing more aroused and he cock grew longer. And harder. After a few seconds, I found my nose pressed all the way into Andy's belly and my chin resting on his hot, swollen balls. But the six inch cock I'd fed into my mouth had grown to around 8 and a half inches in length and was so thick my jaw stretched to hold it. I could feel the now-hard tip of Andy's cock pressing against the back of my throat. I cannot describe to you how wonderful I felt in that moment. I wanted nothing more than to stay there forever. But I had a promise to keep.
I allowed my gag reflex to act. Yes, allowed. I have a good deal of control over that. Lot's of practice. I felt my body seize slightly and then my mouth filled with thick saliva. I let an inch of my brother's cock slip out of my mouth. I moved my left hand back up, wrapping it around the slick, wet base of Andy's shaft. I slowly slipped the rest of Andy's cock out of my throat and mouth. I let it bathe in the thick saliva I'd produced as I pulled it out. Eventually, just the hard tip remained inside of me, the rest slick, wet, and cool. I sucked sharply, pulling my saliva off of Andy's cock and swallowing it down. I finally, I popped Andy's cock entirely out of my mouth and looked up at him, smiling.
"There you go Andy," I said, licking my lips, "Do you want me to stop now?" I asked. As I spoke, I pressed my breasts more closely against his knees and rubbed my hand gently up and down his shaft. Andy's eyes were wide and his mouth was open. He was looked down at my hand on his cock and looked completely stunned. I leaned forward again and kissed the tip of his cock.
"You awake Andy?" I asked. My lips against his shaft seemed to waken him. His eyes focused and he looked up at me. His face was still red with embarrassment, but he smiled at me self-consciously.
"Sorry Roxie," he said and for a half second I thought he was going to tell me to stop. I wasn't even good at sucking cock anymore, "I was just...I've never felt anything like that." He said. I smiled again, maybe this wasn't over. I nodded at him as I continued to slowly, gently stroke his dick.
"That is just the start. It will feel so much better. If..." I said, pausing dramatically, "You let me finish." For a half second, Andy paused again. But I kept up the pressure on his cock. I could feel his muscles twitching with each of my movements.
"Well..." he said.
"You have such a big, pretty cock Buddy, let me suck it," I said in a girly voice.
"Please Roxie," Andy said, his voice sounding strained, "Please do it." Once again, I didn't want to give Andy any time to change his mind. Instantly, I opened my mouth again and popped the warm top of Andy's cock into my mouth. For a moment, I swirled my tongue around on the tip, feeling the salty flavor of Andy's pre-cum this time. He was clearly aroused and it made me feel sexy that I was able to do that.
I tried to move as quickly as possible, I made my lips loose and my tongue flat and wet. In just a few seconds I felt as Andy's big cock slipped easily through my mouth and down into my throat. I couldn't breathe, but I kept Andy's cock buried there. I rubbed my tongue against the base of Andy's cock, even slipping it out slightly to rub against his balls. I pulled my cheeks in tight, making sure that Andy's hard shaft felt the soft, pillowy wetness inside my mouth. I kept it there for as long as I could stand not to breath, just massaging my brother's cock with my mouth and throat.
When I felt like I desperately needed to breathe I pushed harder, driving Andy's cock deep into my throat. I choked then and I felt my throat squeeze Andy's cock. Then I carefully slipped his dick out of my throat and through my mouth. I kept my tongue moving and my cheeks and lips tight as Andy's cock slipped out of me. When Only Andy's tip remained in my mouth I took a deep breath. I bathed his tip in my warm saliva while I tried to catch my breath. My eyes were watering, but the light-headed feeling was nice.
Now I started to move more quickly. I kept my throat open and once again shoved Andy's hard cock into it. Once I felt my chin press into Andy's balls I immediately pulled it back out. Now I started to work into a rhythm, driving Andy's cock into my throat and then pulled out until just the tip remained inside of me at a very quick clip. I kept my lips tight and my tongue soft and wet at the base of my mouth while I bobbed my head up and down on my brother's cock.
Usually, a guy would put his hand on my head, pull my hair, or at the very least say something lewd while I was sucking his cock. Generally, I didn't mind that stuff. It let me know that I was getting a reaction. I could feel Andy's muscles tense against my body, but other than that, I gave no reaction. I usually kept my eyes closed while I sucked cock, but Andy's lack of reaction had me nervous. I opened my eyes and looked up at Andy. His eyes were closed and his hand was over his mouth. He was completely still, except I could see that his hand was trembling. I heard a low groan emanate from his throat, and I knew that I was giving him a kind of pleasure that was almost too much for him to handle. I had frozen him in his tracks.
For some reason, Andy's reaction to my blowjob was incredibly arousing to me. As I looked up at him, enjoying my actions, I felt a surge of sexual energy through my body. My nipples ached against my shirt and pressed into Andy's knees. I could feel a familiar hot dampness between my legs. As my head continued to bounced up and down on Andy's cock I decided that I wanted in on the action. I needed to feel something as well.



I was still on my knees between my brother's legs so I rose up slightly into a sort of squatting position. I spread my legs apart (brushing my knee against my brother's couch bed). My skirt hiked up onto my hips as I did so. I could smell my pussy as my legs came apart, the familiar scent of arousal. I bobbed my head faster on my brother's cock, feeling more excited now. While I was still sucking his dick, I moved my right hand down between my legs. I quickly found the soft, wet area right at the apex of my legs. My fingers sunk into the slick, wet fabric of my panties. I could feel my fingers pressing against me through the panties and I groaned into my brother's cock. I needed more.
I slipped my fingers into my panties and pulled them aside. My pussy was dripping wet and I shivered as the cold air in the room buffeted it. I took my fingers and slowly started to move them around on my slit. I did not slide them inside of my pussy; instead I just circled them around on my labia. Each touch of my finger sent a quick chill through my body. My mouth was watering more fiercely around my brother's cock. Soon, my fingers were dripping wet with my juices. I slid them up my dripping slit and found the hard, pink nub of my clitoris. I had consciously avoided touching it before, allowing my arousal to build while I sucked Andy's cock and fingered my slit. But now I needed it, I couldn't wait any longer.
I slipped my soaked finger against my clit and I made a chirping sound in my throat around Andy's cock. The sensation was so amazing. I rarely masturbate while I sucked a guy off, I wanted him to know that he had my full attention. But I needed it badly now. My fingers just barely alighted across my clit once again and I felt my thighs shake. It was difficult to balance on the balls of my feet, but my hand on Andy's cock kept me balance. I started to swirl my fingers around over my clit, letting the wet pads brush my hard nub gently. I could feel the tension rising in my body, the pleasure that only sexual contact provided.
For a few minutes, we stayed like that. Andy was sitting, frozen on his bed just soaking in the sensation. His cock slid in and out of my mouth and throat across my tongue as I bobbed my head up and down. Occasionally, I would bury Andy's cock all the way in my throat, gag, and let my throat muscles squeeze him tight. I kept my left hand on his shaft or gently massaging his heavy balls. While I sucked my brother's dick, I slipped my fingers across my wet clit, occasionally running my fingers across my slit to keep my fingers lubricated. My pussy leaked greatly, some of my juices dripping directly onto the floor, the rest sliding down my legs. Andy breathed deeply, making no other sounds, while I gave muffled groans around his dick. The slurping sound of my actions filled the room. Andy's cock tasted slicker and saltier with each movement of my neck. Finally, the room smelled of arousal, like my brother's cock and my own dripping pussy.
I don't know how long we stayed like that, I but I know what stopped it. While Andy kept his hands down by his sides, I could feel his muscles tensing. I watched as his hands clenched tightly on the edge of his the bed. Andy's eyes pinched tightly shut and I heard him groan loudly through his hand. His hips bucked wildly on the bed, but I kept his cock buried deep in my mouth. I moved my fingers faster on my clit, feeling the tension rise inside me as well, willing myself into oblivion. Finally, Andy let out a deep, shaking sigh and thrust his hips once more. I felt Andy's urethra swell against my tongue, I closed my eyes, knowing what was coming. A sudden surge of hot liquid splashed against my tongue. Bit globs of thick liquid splashed against my teeth and the roof of my mouth. My brother's cum was very thick and had a salty, earthy flavor. The smell of it filled my nose.
I think it was the feeling of the second spurt from Andy's cock that sent me over the edge. I felt hot, sticky jizz splash against the back of my throat, and I completely lost control. My fingers were still sliding all over my clitoris, moving faster than ever. As Andy's sperm slid down my throat, I felt all of the muscles in my body tighten, that familiar tension that come just before...And then it happened. A rolling wave of pleasure that began and my clitoris and then spread, like ripples on a pond, across every inch of my body. It rolled down my legs and across my toes. It rolled up my body, across my nipples, and back down my arm. But most of all, it rolled up my neck, through my jaw (which was now overflowing with my brother's surprising amount of sperm) and then to my brain. For a brief instant, all of the cares, insecurities, and worries that stalked me ceased to exist. I was just a woman who was doing what I was good at, fulfilling my only purpose in life. They were dissolved in a sea of pleasure. Only the feeling of absolute pleasure and the simple taste of cum stayed with me.
As my orgasm began to subsided, my legs stopped shaking. I pulled my head back from Andy's cock, letting it slip out of my mouth. My cheeks were bulging with sperm and I could feel more of it dripping off of my chin, down onto my tits. I swirled my tongue around in my mouth for a minute, enjoying the fruits of my labor. Then I swallowed it down. I savored every second of it, enjoying the way the big load of jizz felt as it slipped down my throat in a big ball and then splashed with an alcohol-like warmth into my stomach.
At that moment, I opened my eyes. I was still squatting between my brother's legs. His eyes had since opened, but his hand was still over his mouth. He was looking at me intently. I could not make out exactly what his face was trying to say. I know he was confused, but I had just given him an orgasm as well. There is nothing confusing about pleasure, it is just there. I licked my lower lip, sucking up some of the cum that had dripped down onto my chin and smiled at my brother.
"There you go, I hope that says what I can't" I said. Andy's eyes narrowed and he turned his head to the side. I saw his cock growing softer between his legs.
"Said something?" He asked in a faraway voice. But I couldn't answer. I guess in that exact moment, the last of the alcohol I'd drunk that night hit my blood stream. My vision went out. I blacked out.
* * * * *
10:15 a.m., my weekend alarm went off. I sat up in my bed like a shot as the horrible beeping sound occurred. I turned quickly and shut it off. My head ached and my stomach felt sour. I had that horrible taste in my mouth that could only come from drinking the previous night. I put my hand over my eyes and flopped back down on my bed.
"Fuck..." I croaked, "I am hung over!" I suddenly felt incredibly hot and threw the covers off of myself. I felt sticky with cold sweat and tried to recall how much I'd had to drink the night before. As I threw the covers off I was surprised to see that I was wearing a lacy black bra and a pair of black (sticky) panties. I'd worn those the previous day to work. I rarely wore anything to sleep and if I wore panties and a bra, I would wear something comfortable, not sexy.
"How did I end up here, dressed like this?" I croaked again. I very rarely drank to the point that I blacked out, but it happened on occasion. I knew that usually I would remember everything (whether I wanted to or not), if I just got up and started to get ready for the day. That would help with the hangover too. So I rolled myself out of bed and walked over to my dresser to get some clothes.
While I was getting my stuff ready, I struggled to remember what had happened the night before. I remembered going to work upset. I remembered getting a date with Rich. I remembered the date being terrible, but getting wrecked. I remembered inviting Rich back to the apartment.
I opened up the door to my bedroom quietly and walked out in the narrow hallway that separated the bedroom from the living room. I make a quick left and darted into the bathroom. I closed and locked the door behind me. I quickly peeled off my sticky panties and threw off my bra, still trying to remember what happened after I invited Rich back. I looked at myself in the mirror. I looked like Hell. And it went beyond the normal stuff, I mean my eyes were baggy and my hair was a mess. But it was more than that. I had a large bruise on the side of my face. Had I fallen over at some point? Maybe it was rough sex, I looked a little like I'd had sex and I could taste cum under the awful flavor of last night's alcohol. But clearly Rich wasn't here last night. Unless he snuck out early. But if he snuck in and out, he would have had to get past...Andy.
'"Well, I can't let you in..." because of my brother,' I heard the spoken, and unspoken, words from my conversation with Rich the night before. Suddenly the previous night's events came flooding back to me. Rich's slap, Andy's rescue, Andy telling me he loved me and...oh God! I remembered it now. I had...blown Andy! I had performed oral sex on a man who was (if unofficially) in my care. And that man was my brother. My headache grew to an unimaginable level and my nausea grew far worse.
I dropped to my knees on the bathroom floor, trying to stop my head from swimming. Tears were already forming in my eyes as I rolled over onto my back staring at the ceiling. I pulled my legs up into the fetal position and abandoned myself to self-loathing. I couldn't believe what I had done. All of the horrible, disgusting things I had done in my life, even the most depraved sexual acts I had performed to gain approval from older men paled in comparison. This was the kind of thing that animals didn't do, sleep with their brothers. I was below an animal. I was below anything I'd ever deemed to think of in my life. Prostitutes and crack heads would feel disgusted to be in the same room as me.
And then, even those thoughts faded. My mind was overwhelmed by a punishing, crushing blackness that had no rational end or facets. I just felt the weight of all of my self-loathing without context or content. It was just the hate I felt for myself. The only rational thought, which existed only for a moment before being swallowed up, was that I wished I was dead. I wished I was no longer menacing the world with my existence.
I don't know how long I felt that way. I know that I did not sleep or rest. I was in a constant state of agitation, but it was simply so deep and dark that it was hard to understand. Eventually, I began to realize that I was not going to simply collapse and die right there. My mind began to return to me. The darkness eased back slightly, only to be replaced with a sharp, aching regret that knew my sins all too well.
"Christ, you're a fucking pervert," I said out loud after a long while. It felt good to speak and better to vent some anger at myself. Images from the previous night filtered into my brain and I felt physical pain with each one. I saw visions of myself kissing the tip of my brother's penis, of burying his cock in my throat, of drinking down his cum, and of fingering myself to an orgasm. Each image was first accompanied by arousal, and then swiftly followed by disgust at what I had done and a deeper loathing that it still, when I was sober, elicited arousal.
"How did this happen?" I asked myself, putting my head in my hands. I had never had any sexual thoughts about my brother before. I had not lusted after him, even though I'd seen him while I was drunk before. Slowly, my motivations the previous night began to return to me. I'd been trying to tell him something. I'd been trying to...show him that I loved him.
A different feeling now stole over me. I was no longer consumed by revulsion, though that was still present. Instead, I felt intense embarrassment. How pathetic could I get? So insecure in my own emotional state that I had to blow my brother so he would know I cared for him. But would he even know that? Had I actually conveyed any other message beyond, "Roxie will fuck anyone in a vain attempt to make herself feel better." I mean Christ, I had probably scarred him for life. I suddenly realized that, while my internal hatred had taken precedence, there was another person involved in this. Andy.
I had used him the previous night. I know I had been trying to...communicate with him. But I hadn't really considered what was best for him. And now I was doing it again. I was on the bathroom floor, wallowing in my self-hatred, when Andy was out there. In my living room. Confused, maybe angry at me. Or maybe feeling something completely different. I had let him down.
It was then I realized that I truly was my parents' daughter. What had I done in the last 24-hours? First, I'd yelled at Andy and called him stupid because he wasn't just like me. He wasn't messy or disorganized, so I'd lashed out at him for it. I took my frustrations with my own life and put them on him. Sounded a lot like my mother. I felt bad about it, which I am not sure my mother ever did. But when I tried to make it better, I swung too far in the other direction. I had been unable to make an honest connection with Andy when I tried. I had been too uptight, too uncomfortable to see the world in any sort of nuanced emotion. I was only able to view the world through the prism of disgust and lust. So I ended up making some sort of bizarre, incestuous come on. Sounded a lot like my father. Although I guess I went farther than he ever had. Regardless, for the first time in my life I felt like I really understood my parents. I could see where their actions came from.
But, in understanding their actions, and understanding their motivations, I was finally able to fully grasp the full contours of their behavior. In understanding them, I was able to see that there was no justification for their actions. They'd royally fucked me up. I'd know that for a while. But it hadn't been about me. It had been about them. Their insecurities and frustrations. And I realized that my actions towards Andy were just as unjustified. I wasn't frustrated by Andy the day before when I'd called him stupid. I was frustrated by myself, with my inability to handle the stresses of adulthood. I hadn't been helping him when I...blew him. I was filling up some space inside of myself. And if I wanted to make things better, I needed to be better than my parents. I needed to make things right.
I stood up again and looked at myself in the mirror. My eyes were red and puffy from crying and I looked haggard. I could almost smell my reflection's breath and my stomach was still sour. I needed to talk to Andy, but if I went out like this it would only make him scared for my sanity. I grabbed my toothbrush. I quickly brushed my teeth, hopped in the shower, I scrubbed myself thoroughly, washed my hair, and shaved my armpits and my pussy. When I stepped out of the shower, I felt a little bit better, like I was somewhat ready for a fresh start. I dried my hair and straightened it, put on my make-up (being careful to cover up my bruise), and got dressed. I wore the clothes I had picked out before I got in the shower: a pair of loose fitting Victoria's Secret sweatpants and a tight black t-shirt. I hadn't brought a bra or panties and I didn't want to wear the dirty ones, so I left them off.
Finally, I was completely ready for the day. My headache was still present and my stomach did not feel 100%, but I felt better. Physically. Emotionally, I was about as bad as ever. While I got ready for the day, I continued to beat myself up about Andy and about my life in general. Even as I was getting ready, I found myself becoming more and more nervous. I knew I was going to speak with Andy, but I didn't know what I was going to say. I didn't know what he would be like. As I finished getting ready, I began to grow crippled with fear. I didn't want to go out there. I didn't want to face the problems I had created.
"Mom and Dad never addressed the mess they made with you or any other part of their lives," I said to my nervous reflection in the mirror. I didn't really know where the words came from: they were just there, "And now they are dead. You can't hide from this. You either get to it now, or you run out of this apartment and never come back." I nodded to myself. I would have to face Andy eventually. I took a deep breath, turned, and opened the door. I jumped 15 feet in the air.
"Oh...I was just waiting for my turn..." Andy said. He was standing in the doorway, looking at the bathroom. His eyes were cast down, but he spoke evenly. He was still wearing his clothes from the previous night and the memories felt very close. I noticed that he looked handsome when he just woke up, but felt disgusted by that thought. I felt my heart pounding in my chest. "You were in there awhile."
"Oh uh..." I said flustered, "Yeah I am done." I said. I shuffled out the door and brushed past Andy. I felt him shake a little at my touch and my face got red.
"Thanks," he said, moving past me nervously. I had not expected to run into him that quickly. I didn't know what I expected. He seemed willing to just ignore what had happened the previous night. I could just ignore it too. It would be like it never happened. Just as he was about to close the door, I spoke, once again, with a voice that seemed to come from somewhere inside of me, unbidden.
"When you get out...can we talk about something," I said. I emphasized the final word and there was no question as to what I was referring. Andy looked back over his shoulder at me and nodded nervously. He closed the door.
The next twenty minutes were extremely trying while Andy showered and got ready for the day. I walked into the living room and saw that Andy had already made the bed. I sat down on the edge and then realized I was sitting right where Andy had been the previous night when I'd...given him a blowjob. I stood up quickly and walked over to the kitchen. I sat down on one of the stools that lined the breakfast bar and waited. I ignored thinking about the previous night, but the minutes dragged on forever.
Finally, the door to the bathroom opened. Andy stepped out. He had a large towel wrapped around his waist that fell all the way to his mid-calf. His broad chest was exposed and his hair was wet. I was mortified by how attractive I found him at that moment, and I shook my head, trying to keep it together. Andy saw me and shrugged his shoulders nervously.
"I need to get changed...I thought you'd be in your room. I will go back to the bathroom," he said, lifting up a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. I couldn't take anymore waiting.
"No," I said, a bit too forcefully, "It is fine. That towel...you are really covered. Just come sit on this bench so we can talk." And looked at his jeans but then dropped them onto the floor. He walked from the hallway over to the kitchen. In a moment, he sat down on the stool across from me. The towel was cinched on the side of his waist, so it split along one leg, but he was not particularly exposed. I felt better, we could talk like this.
Or could we? For nearly a minute my brother and I sat in silence in my kitchen. I stared down at the floor and I looked up at the ceiling. The tension was so thick I could nearly taste it and my mouth felt incredibly dry. I had never felt more awkward in my entire life. How do you start a conversation, 'hey brother, sorry I sucked your dick,'? It was absurd. And disgusting. But, I realized that I had asked him to talk, I needed to get started. So, after the longest minute of my life, I spoke.
"Did you sleep well..." I started. I don't know why, I just needed to talk. But what the hell Roxie? Get it together. "No, I mean..."
"Okay..." Andy said.
"What?"
"I slept okay," he explained. I waved my hand and then pinched the bridge of my nose. My heart was in my throat.



"I'm sorry, that isn't what I wanted to talk about," I said. I took a deep breath, "I need to talk to you about what happened last night...over there." I said, pointing to the couch bed. Andy looked at where I was pointing then looked back, nodding.
"Okay," he said, his cheeks turning red. He wasn't going to make this easy. But then, why should he?
"Do you hate me for what I did last night?" I asked, my question coming out in a single breath. It was a selfish question to ask, but I needed to know before I went forward. Andy's brow furrowed and he shook his head.
"Hate you? No I...why would I hate you...You've been so weird last night and today...I just...Aren't you mad at..." Andy said, he was clearly confused about what had happened (so was I) and my question had thrown him off. I reached forward and placed my hand on his knee. I wasn't even thinking when I did it, I was just trying to calm him. But Andy jumped slightly.
"I'm sorry!" I said, instantly bringing my hand back, "I was just... I wasn't doing anything."
"No...it is okay," Andy said, "I was just surprised." But his red face told another story. I owed Andy an explanation. I needed to be strong for him now, because I was so weak the night before. I took a deep breath.
"Okay Andy, listen. I need to explain what happened last night, as best I can," I started. I didn't really know what that meant, so I decided to just talk and hope that I could get out what I needed to say, "I have been really terrible since you got here. Since before that..."
"No..." Andy started, shaking his head. I lifted my hand, indicating that I needed him to hear me out.
"I have been annoyed and short tempered. Especially yesterday. And you have been...very sweet. So I was so angry at myself that I decided to go out last night and do something stupid. I wanted to do something stupid make myself hurt. And it was really stupid," I said. Andy was looking at me intently and I found that I couldn't meet his eyes. I suddenly found that I couldn't speak about the actions I had taken. It felt like someone else had acted. Once again, Roxie the Slut seemed to have done something that now, no longer drunk or horny, I couldn't fathom. I tried to explain to Andy what I'd realized instead.
"I am...not a happy person Andy," I said finally. I always knew that was the case, but I rarely said it aloud or admitted it to myself, or anyone else. Andy nodded, and I realized he probably could tell that I was not happy, "I know it sounds dumb and cliché, but...I don't think Mom and Dad ever really cared if I was happy. I think they liked it better when I was not. Like I was supposed to be."
"Mom and Dad were harder on you," Andy said, nodding with understanding. I wondered if he was confused, this didn't really have anything to do with what had happened between us.
"You rescued me last night," I said, trying to burrow down to the cause of the problem here, "And people don't do things like that for me. And people don't try to make me happy. I don't know how...I don't know the way to deal with someone like you."
"What do you mean?" Andy asked, "Like me?" The word I'd said the morning before (stupid) floated in the air. But that wasn't what I meant.
"Someone good to me Andy," I said, the words spilling out of me now. I felt my blood pumping quickly, this was the crux of the matter. "First, I can't trust that you are for real...I don't believe it. I don't deserve it Andy...I am bad and don't deserve someone like you in my life."
"Roxie don't be silly, I am your brother. Of course I will be in your life. And of course I will love you," Andy said. Now it was his turn to reach forward and pat my knee. There it was again though. That affection. Those particular words. I knew now what I wanted to say. What I needed to say. What I needed to be able to express. Even now, sober and facing the consequences of my actions...I couldn't do it. I felt so helpless and stupid and disgusting. And what would it mean if I said something affectionate to him now...We'd had sex. It had changed things. It was dirty now.
"I never learned how to do things like most people do..." I started, "No...it isn't about learning. I only know how to do stupid, dirty things. There are things I wish I could do, but I can't. I am not equipped to do them. They are missing." The more I spoke, the more frustrated I was becoming. This was the same helpless feeling that had led me to do something so reckless and disgusting the night before. I wanted to show affection like a normal person. Hell I wanted to grieve my parents like a normal person. But all I had inside of me was sex. I never trusted any other part of me. I was a stupid loser. And when sex didn't fit the situation, I tried to make it fit. But without alcohol to allow me to do something stupid here, I was just spinning my wheels, "I can't...I lack something other people have...you wouldn't understand..."
"I know..." Andy said. I looked up at him now and saw him looking at me. I realized that if anyone knew what I was talking about, it was Andy. He was different, but he bore the same cross. We both were cursed at birth. It came from our parents. I snorted.
"I used to joke, I guess it was a joke, I don't know, but anyway I would joke that Mom and Dad were so terrible at being parents that they couldn't even make complete children. First they had you and the doctors said you were never going to be good at school. And then they had me and found out I wouldn't be good at anything else," I said, giving the same bitter laugh I always gave when I made that 'joke.' Andy looked at me intently for a minute.
"That is wrong," he said. I could see pain in his eyes and I felt terrible. Why had I said that to him? Again. Christ what was my problem.
"No, I know. I didn't mean to hurt your..."
"I am not less of a person because I am slow," he said and my heart felt like it was breaking. I was making things worse.
"I know, it was terrible. I didn't really mean it, I just...":
"And you are not less of a person because you are sad," Andy said. His words hit me full and hard. I felt so terrible about saying mean things about Andy, but I did not rush now to defend myself. My head dropped.
"You're wrong," I said. I felt tears now. Andy had found my weakest spot. The part inside of me that knew, despite what anyone could ever say or do, that I was less than a person. It wasn't about my actions or what I'd done the night before, or even a lifetime of actions. I was born as less. And I knew it. The rest of the problems in my life just flowed from that.
"Do you ever think I am less of a person?" Andy asked now. I looked up, my vision blurred. Even as I looked up, I was shaking my head.
"No...I," I started.
"Do you think because I am slow that I am like a little kid?" he asked intently. I looked at him now and felt my cheeks get slightly red. I don't know if I thought of Andy in childish terms because he was slow or because I had spent so little time with him as an adult. But I did feel that way. I felt ashamed about it though.
"I know it is dumb..." I said, unable to actually say what I felt. But Andy clearly knew what I meant. I wondered what he was getting at. But I found that I was thinking about him, rather than myself for a change.
"Lots of people think like that," Andy said, "Ever since I moved in you have thought of me like that I think. Like I am not a grown-up. I can't go outside when I want. I can't do the things that I want. I know I am slow. But I am a man..."
"I know..." I started, wanting to reassure him. To apologize. But Andy lifted his hand, silencing me now.
"The thing that is different between you and me is that there are things you can do that you think you can't. But for me...there are things I can do that people think I can't. Last night..." he said very slowly, trying to keep his thoughts in order, and I found myself feeling extremely nervous. We were going to discuss what had happened, "Last night when we I came outside... you said I saved you. And you looked at me like a grown-up. Like I was good and tough and manly. And that guy, your friend, in the hallway. He was afraid of me because he thought I was just like any other man. A big man who could chase him. Then, later, on the bed when you...When it happened...It was like you knew that I was a grown-up. Like no one else ever knew. I knew you were drunk. Mom got drunk enough for me to know what it looks like. I didn't stop it, so I thought you'd be mad today. But last night...I couldn't stop you. I liked that for once you were treating me like a man. That someone was treating me like a man. I am not as stupid as people think. I am smart enough to know what I want. I am smart enough to do the things that men do. My problems don't make me any less of a person; it just makes some things harder. But if there is something I want...I can..." For a moment, I thought that Andy had lost his train of thought. I was trying to understand what he wanted to tell me. My mind was whirring with confusion. I wondered what problems lurked within Andy's mind. What demons he felt. He really was my brother. I had not expected anything like this.
"Andy," I started, trying to apologize for the confusion and to explain that what I did was wrong and that he had not been at fault...
"I will show you," Andy said. In an instant, Andy's hand reached for knot cinched his bath towel shut. He pulled it apart quickly and flipped the towel up off of his waist. Now Andy was sitting on the towel on top of the stool, his body completely exposed! My eyes instantly moved between his legs and I saw his cock (not blurred from alcohol like before) sitting half-mast between his legs. My eyes got wide, but before I had a chance to say anything, Andy reached forward and grabbed my hand. My body was limp from shock and Andy easily moved my hand over between his legs. In a moment, I felt the soft, hot skin of Andy's cock against my palm. Instinctively, my fingers wrapped around Andy's shaft. It all happened so fast. I looked up at Andy.
"Oh Andy," I said, feeling incredibly confused. What had he done? "I can't..." And grabbed my wrist and started to move my hand up and down so that my hand was stroking his cock. I felt his cock stiffening in my hand. Soon he released my wrist, but I kept stroking Andy's cock, too shocked to stop.
"No one ever thinks of me like a man who wants this. I have a hard time saying what I want sometimes," Andy said, "But you are my sister and I love you. So I can tell you. Please do this Roxie." My hand was stilling stroking Andy's cock and I looked down at it. I saw the tip pop up through my fingers and then slip back down. It was a mechanical thing. Something I'd done a thousand times. But I couldn't, could I? I knew it was supposed to be wrong (thought it felt right). Something about what Andy had said made me think...I stopped moving my hand, but let it sit on the base of Andy's cock, afraid to move it away but afraid to stroke any longer. I didn't want to stop, but everything I'd ever known told me I had to.
"Andy, I was wrong to do anything last night. I can't do this," I said. My heart was in my throat at this point. I felt like I was lying, even though I was doing what was supposed to be right. I could feel the heat coming from Andy's body and I could feel my own excitement rising. I was upset that I found my nipples hardening, my pulse rising, and my pussy growing wet. This was the only thing that made me feel good in the world. But I had to stop. It was wrong. How did I end up here again? Andy did not look mad, he stared at me intently.
"I know you love me Roxie," Andy said, "You don't have to feel embarrassed or scared about saying it." I felt like there was no air in my lungs.
"How did you know..." I said. I remained completely frozen, still with my hand wrapped around Andy's cock.
"You always stop talking at the time when other people would say it," Andy explained. Well, I guess it was pretty obvious. I felt my cheeks turn red. I was so disgusting and stupid. Of course, he could figure it out.
"Well..." I said, too upset to say anything else.
"And if you stop now you will still love me and I will still love you," Andy said simply. For a second the words just sort of passed over me. That was the sort of thing people said all the time, one of those meaningless little things.
"What was that?" I asked, though I can't say I understood why.
"I just mean...I told you what I wanted and showed you. That is what I wanted to do. To tell you. I like when you look at me like a man. But you are my sister. I always love you. You don't have to do anything. That is all I meant."
Now, for the first time in reality, I did look at Andy as a man. Not as my brother. Not as someone who was slow. Certainly not as a child. And, unlike the previous night, I wasn't ignoring things about him, pretending to get what I wanted. Here he was, a grown man before me. He was handsome (in fact, he was sexy, my body was reacting to him). He was kind. He was honest. That was the main thing. When Andy told me he would love me no matter what, for the first time in my life, I believed him. We couldn't possibly be more vulnerable. He could have said I needed to do it (and I probably would have) to earn the love I was afraid I'd lost last night. He could have said I had to do it to prove I thought he was a man (and I would do it). But Andy didn't make conditions on his feelings. It was the first time I'd ever believed anyone when they said that I could stop and that they would still love me (and men will often say they will love you forever when their dick is in your mouth, I'd heard it a lot).
Through the depths of my despair from the entire day, up to just a few minutes earlier and after all of the terrible things in my life, Andy still loved me. He didn't need me to hate myself to overcome my failures. Hating myself just made me fail more. And if someone as good as Andy loved me, there had to be something more than the hateful ugliness I usually saw within myself.
I suddenly felt so...light. I know that seems strange. But all I can say is that Andy's easy explanation of our situation clarified something for me in that moment. An epiphany, of sorts. To this day I can't explain what occurred. I guess it was the combination of the various shocks I'd been through the last few days, the situation I was in, and the fact that my brother and I had now been living together for some time, driving the point home. But now the facts were evident. I loved my brother. My brother loved me. Just like he'd always said, it wasn't contingent on anything. I didn't have to sleep with my brother to show him that I loved him. Love wasn't a declaration. It wasn't something you said to someone to give them validation (or yourself). And it certainly wasn't something you earned over time. No matter how many times I fucked Dale, he wasn't going to love me. I'd always known that, but I also hadn't really. I couldn't earn someone's love with sex.
For what it was worth, I'd never earned my parents' love either, because that wasn't ever going to happen. They should have loved me. They didn't. And when I told them that I loved them (or they said they loved me) it was a lie. Because the words didn't matter. It was about what existed between us. And I guess that is what Andy told me: our love existed and we both knew it. I had run away from Andy and the love we shared for so many years. And then when he moved in with me, our love made me frustrated and confused. But nothing we could do would extinguish that real affection. I didn't deserve it. But love wasn't the kind of thing you deserve. It just was.
I felt Andy's hard cock in my hand still. I thought about it, its weight. I thought about Andy's desires, deferred through most of his life. I thought about the way my body was reacting to his touch. And I wanted him. I wanted him badly. But I felt different now. I didn't want him because I was trying to show him I loved him or, more importantly, to earn the love he gave me. Sex wasn't a reward. I wasn't thinking of it in transactional terms. I wanted it because he was a man and I was a woman. I wanted to have sex with Andy because I loved him and because he loved me. Sex would be the real manifestation of that love. It wouldn't fill the gaps in anything else or represent anything more. Sex wouldn't fix our problems or make us more complete people. I just wanted to make the love that I already felt real in the world.
Holding Andy's swelling manhood in my hand and feeling this upsurge of emotions made me think. I realized that I could give Andy something that no one else would give him: validation as the man that he was. And he could give me something that no one else could give me: unconditional love. Together we could have what was impossible when we were apart.
"I love you Andy," I said, and the words flittered off my lips so easily I could hardly believe I said it. It didn't feel profound, because I already knew it to be true. It felt like I'd said it a thousand time.
"I know Roxie. I love you too," Andy said blushing. I kept my hand between Andy's legs. I leaned forward slightly and closed my eyes. My body was just acting. Andy did not move, but kept still. In a moment, I felt my lips press against my brother's. His lips were warm and I pressed deeply into them. I felt his lips kiss back. It was a closed-mouth kiss, but far too passionate for a brother and sister. I didn't care. I leaned into him, feeling his strength and pouring my love into him. Finally it broke, and I leaned back on my stool, keeping my hand on my brother's now-throbbing cock.
"Andy, you are the only man I have ever loved. You are the only man I can ever love. I never understood what it meant to feel good around you. I was afraid of that for a long time," I said, my voice sounding throaty and sensuous. But this was no act. This was not me doing what I knew men liked. This was an honest feeling. I wasn't looking for approval. We knew exactly how we felt. I let my hand start to stroke up once again on Andy's hard cock.
"You don't have to," Andy said, taking in a deep breath and watching my hand.
"For the first time in my life, I really want to," I said. Once again, I leaned in towards my brother. This time, he leaned towards me as well. Our eyes closed and, once again, my lips met my brothers. A burst of excitement shot through my body, a feeling like a first kiss for some reason. Like I was a different person than I had been just a few minutes before. I opened my mouth and licked at Andy's lips. I could feel his body trembling, but he slowly opened his mouth, letting my tongue inside. Andy's kisses were awkward and a little messy (it was likely his first open-mouthed kiss) but he made up for it with his passion. My legs felt weak and my hands felt shaky. I leaned my free hand forward, bracing myself against my brother's knee.
While my tongue explored the inside of Andy's mouth, my other hand continued to stroke up and down on his hard shaft. He was completely erect now, his hard cock throbbing in my hand. I squeezed his cock slightly (making him groan loudly into my mouth) and enjoyed the feeling on hard, knotted muscles just below the thin layer of smooth skin. I could feel Andy's pre-cum near the tip and wanted to taste it, but I was too excited by my kiss to pull away.
Instead, I began to wonder if I would make Andy cum, just by stroking him. I didn't want that to happen yet. I stopped stroking with my hand at the base of Andy's cock. He whimpered slightly and I smiled around my kiss. But I moved my hands down lower, finding my brother's balls. I slipped my hand against the stool between Andy's legs, cupping his testicles gently. I squeezed and played with them as I continued to kiss Andy. His balls felt incredibly hot and very heavy in my hand. It made my mouth water just thinking about them (that thought also made me realize that, for the first time in my life, I was engaged in a sexual act while sober and completely without shame or regret. But I didn't have time to dwell on it). Andy seemed to like the attention I paid to them, I felt his hips moving slightly.



I didn't really have a plan when I had started kissing Andy. I guess I figured that I would jack him off and see what happened after that, I just didn't want it to happen too quickly. But, it seemed each movement of my tongue or my fingers sent electrical shocks directly to my erogenous zones. The excitement kept building higher and higher inside of me. This made me kiss more passionately and play with Andy's balls more excitedly. This just caused more excitement, creating an intense escalation in my sexual desire. I'd never really wanted any man in my life for any reason other than to validate my existence. I found that my sexual desire, when not bent towards gaining justification but just as an expression of actual love, was almost limitless. I felt my nipples aching against my shirt and my pussy leaving a wet spot in my sweatpants. I couldn't wait any longer. I needed more now. I broke our kiss.
"Fuck Andy!" I moaned, "I need it, give it to me please!" I begged, sounding like a whore but not faking this time. The passion really was running over now. Andy's eyes opened slowly, but I didn't give him any time to react. In an instant I had moved my hands off Andy's body and was reaching for my clothes. I quickly slipped my shirt up over my head, exposing my hard nipples to the air. Andy's eyes, now wide open, instantly gazed and my exposed body. But I didn't wait for him to enjoy the view. I quickly slipped my sweatpants off as well, standing up in the process and kicking them across the kitchen.
Now I was completely naked in front of my brother with my hands on my hips. I saw his eyes moving all over my body. He seemed to have experienced a sensory overload, just drinking in my body. I took it as a compliment. I also took as a compliment the fact that his hard cock was twitching between his legs. He was clearly ready for something. He was a man. He loved me. Together, we could do something amazing.
I was ready. My nipples stood up hard on my perky breasts and the insides of my legs were slick with my juices. I'd never been so horny in my life. I decided not to bother Andy to worry about positioning. I would take care of it. I moved forward slightly, feeling my breasts bounce as I did so. I stopped when my thighs pressed against Andy's knees on the stood (I wondered if he felt my pussy brushing against him slightly). I reached my right hand up and cupped it against the back of Andy's neck, pulling him down slightly. Andy moved with ease, seemingly too shocked to speak. I smiled just as my lips pressed into his (who knew sex could be so much fun?)
Andy and I kissed for a few moments. But I wasn't done yet. I moved my right food forward and placed in on the rung of the stool, on Andy's left side. Using Andy's thick, strong neck for balance, I pulled myself up so that I was standing with one foot on the stools rung. I then tossed my left leg over Andy's thighs, finding the rung on the other side with my left foot. Now I was straddling Andy's lap. I almost melted as I felt the hard, throbbing shaft of his cock press against my clitoris and lower belly.
"Oh Christ, Andy" I moaned as the waves of sensation pulsed through me from his touch. I needed more of that. "Lift me up Buddy, put me down on your hard cock!" I begged. Andy's eyes were open now, he was looking at my breasts. For a second he seemed confused about what I had asked him. I moved my hands now, finding both of his wrists. I lifted his heavy hands up, and the placed his palms against my hips. Andy's massive hands sort of wrapped around me, feeling rough and strong.
"Like this?" Andy asked, I felt a slight amount of pressure. Then I felt my body lifted off of Andy's lap. Andy was exceptionally strong and he lifted me with little effort (I have to admit, that being lifted up like that, feeling so small made me feel safe and sexy in Andy's arms, a feeling I had never experienced before). I kept my legs spread as Andy pulled over his hard cock.
"God, you are so strong," I said, "That was perfect" Andy smiled proudly, "Now lower me down onto you cock, let it slide inside of me."
"I know how it works!" Andy said, excitedly. I smiled and nodded. I needed him to give it to me. I was still holding onto Andy's neck with one hand, so I looped the other one around his neck too. He was looking directly into my eyes now, and I could see the animal desire he felt as well. We both wanted this to happen. It was our decision, a decision that we didn't really think we were able to make. To love. To make love. It was so...sexy.
My pussy was almost dripping onto Andy's cock as he slowly pulled me down. He could not reach between my legs to line up his cock with my pussy, so he was moving slowly, making sure we were lined up. The anticipation was horrible and wonderful at the same time. I wanted that big cock inside of me and wanted to get teased by waiting almost as much.
"Ohh!" I moaned loudly as I felt the bulbous tip of Andy's cock press against my wet slit. Andy's eyes got very wide, he held me in place for a moment. I felt Andy's cock, pressing against my pussy lips. A little pressure was pressed against my clitoris and the tension was unbearable.
"It's okay, go ahead, don't stop," I cooed. At looked up at my eyes again and nodded. Slowly, he started to let me down. I cannot describe adequate what it felt like as inch after inch of my brother's hard cock slipped into my wet pussy. His cock was very thick and I felt it splitting me apart as it slipped in, a slight amount of pain mixed with an unbelievable amount of pleasure. Luckily, I was wetter than I'd ever been before, my body lubricating Andy's entry with little trouble. My body trembled as Andy's cock slipped deeper inside of me.
"Oh Roxie," I heard Andy say and I bit my lip. It was such a sexy sound, to hear my brother moan my name. To hear someone who loved me speak to me with passion. Finally, I felt my ass settle softly against Andy's thigh and my feet once again came to rest of the rungs of the stool. Andy, my older brother, had his whole cock inside of me. I felt my body squeezing around it, reveling in the sensation of his hardness.
"How does that feel Buddy?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.
"So good Roxie," Andy said, and it sounded like he struggled to speak. I smiled, loving the effect I was having on him. But his effect on me was even greater. I couldn't keep my hips still. I found myself rocking slightly in Andy's laps, feeling his cock moving around inside of me.
"Do you like fucking your sister?" I asked, needing to hear myself say it out loud.
"Oh God Roxie. It is so good," Andy said. While he spoke, I saw Andy staring intently at my breasts. I knew what he wanted. I still had my hands wrapped around the back of his neck. I pulled him in gently while I arched my back. Andy followed my motions easily, letting his head drop. In a moment, I felt my brother's face pressing into my breasts, hips lips finding my left nipple. Andy began to suck on my nipple. I moaned and rocked my hips a little harder. I quickly reached forward and grabbed his left hand, pressing it against my other breast. Andy's strong, rough hands groped at my breast, squeezing my flesh and rolling my nipple between his fingers. As with his kisses, he was a bit rough around the edges but incredibly enthusiastic. Everywhere he touched felt absolutely alive. Perfect.
I found that my simple rocking was no longer enough. I braced my feet against the rungs of the stool and pushed myself up slightly. Andy kept his face against my breasts, moving with me. I felt Andy's cock slide a few inches out of my pussy (moving out feeling almost as lovely as going in), then I brought my hips quickly back down onto Andy's lap. Then I lifted myself again, a bit higher this time, then once again dropping back down. I felt Andy's body trembling underneath of me, but he continued to squeeze and suck on my breasts, enjoying the sensation. I started to move a little faster now, rising up off of Andy's cock and then dropping, so that he pushed back into me. I arched my back harder, pressing my breasts tighter into Andy's body. He moved his right arm around my waist, wrapping entirely around my back, pulling me in closer while I bobbed up and down on his cock. I he held me gently but firmly and I felt like I was entirely his.
For several minutes, I can't say how long, Andy and I continued like this. Andy sucked on my nipple and squeezed at my breast. I could hear his breath coming ragged. His strong arm was wrapped around me, I could feel his muscles pulsing around me. The whole while, I was bobbing up and down on his lap, pushing myself up onto my tip toes so that only the tip of his cock remained inside of me, and then crashing back down, splitting myself open on his dick. Each time I moved, I increased the tension in my body, and I could feel the tension rising in my brother as well.
I could the tension reached him first, and I was so glad it did. I wanted his essence inside of me. And I got it. I had risen up halfway up Andy's cock, feeling his skin sliding out of me. I was about to pull up further, but suddenly, Andy's arm that was wrapped around my back pulled down hard, shoving me back down onto his cock. For a moment, I was worried he was upset. But I felt his mouth freeze on my nipple and his had squeeze hard on my breast. Andy's entire body went rigid and I could feel all of his muscles tensing. My brother was cumming inside of me. Filling me with his seed, like he'd filled me with his love.
"Give me that cum baby, give it to me!" I begged, "I want that thick cum in my pussy Buddy, give it to me," I groaned. I wrapped my arms around my brother's head, pulling his face tighter into my breasts. Finally, I heard a stifled groan against my sternum. I felt Andy's body go so stiff he felt like he was made of stone. I felt his cock bulge inside of me. Then, in the same instant, I felt Andy's body going slightly limp and I felt the hot, dirty sensation of Andy's cum pumping into my pussy. I could feel it filling me up, taking up all of the space inside of me, coating me in warmth.
"Oh Andy!" I said, feeling his hot sperm dripping out of me, overflowing me. Andy did not respond. I heard him slowly catching his breath. I wanted to keep fucking him (his cock was still hard inside of me), but I knew that this had been intense for him. I sat on his lap, moving my hands away from his head.
Eventually, Andy was able to catch his breath. He pulled his face away from my breasts (though he kept his hand cupping one of them). He looked up at me, a sly smile on his face. I'd never seen a sexier man in my life and couldn't believe I'd had the chance to fuck him.
"How was that brother?" I asked, wiping my hair out of my eyes.
"It was great!" Andy said, still sounding slightly winded, "It was...the best feeling I ever had." I felt myself blush, the honesty of his compliment making me self-conscious.
"I am glad you liked it. I hope it was...what you wanted," I said and Andy just nodded. Then, I noticed a look of slight concern on his face.For a moment he didn't speak, but I felt his arm (still wrapped around my waist) slacken slightly.
"Was it good...was I as good as other...men?" he asked.
"How many men do you think I have been with," I said playfully and Andy blushed. But then, I didn't really have any room to complain, "Well actually it is kind of a lot. And trust me, no one has ever made me feel like this before. You are the best," I said. It wasn't a lie. I hadn't had an orgasm (yet) but it was still the most satisfying sexual experience I'd ever had. I just felt so...in the moment with it. Andy smiled happily.
"I was afraid that..."
"What, are you trying to tell me this is your first time! And you're that good?" I said, though I'd known as much. Andy could tell I was joking with him.
"I told you last night...I've never done that before..." he said, looking embarrassed.
"What was all that talk about 'I know how it works' then?" I said, teasing further. Andy blushed very deeply now. "What?"
"I have a computer..." Andy said. Well Andy was a different kind of man, but he was definitely still a man.
"Internet porn big brother?" I asked, and he nodded. I laughed and kissed his cheek, "Don't blush around me. Anything you've done, I've done worse. Most people look at internet porn." This just caused Andy to blush deeper.
"Oh..." was all her replied. I slipped Andy's hand off of my hip, leaning back slightly (driving his still-hard cock into me and making my head swim).
"Do I look as good as your internet girls?" I asked, pouting slightly. Andy ran his free hand up the curve of my hip slowly.
"You are beautiful Roxie. So much more beautiful..." he said. I could hear the honesty in his voice, and the way he seemed to really be considering my beauty. I had just been playing for a cheap compliment, but his obvious reverence for me was touching. It made me feel sexy. I still needed more.
"You are really smooth, brother," I said, my body tingling all over. I wanted to repay the compliment in some way, "So, you are a man who wants to be able to say what he wants and to have people take it seriously. Is that right?" I asked running my hand along Andy's shoulder. He looked at me seriously.
"Yes, that's what I always want," he said nodding.
"Tell me what those girls on the internet do that you really like. Tell me what it is that you want. And I will do it," I said, my voice sounding sultry. Andy looked at me surprised. I don't think he was expecting that. "You are a man. Take charge brother," I said. Andy smiled broadly, and seemed to think for a moment. I started to rock my hips again, moving his cock inside of me. He groaned loudly, but kept thinking. The sexual tension returned to me quickly, I was already so close. Andy needed to make up his mind.
"Get on your knees. On the floor," Andy said, after a long pause. It was sexy how direct he was. He put his hand on my hips now and lifted me. I gasped as his cock slipped out of my pussy. He set me down on my feet on the floor. My legs felt rubbery and weak. But I had orders. I instantly dropped onto the bathroom floor. I didn't really know what Andy wanted from me, and I didn't care. I wanted to give it to him.
In a few seconds I was on my hands and knees, my ass up in the air. I looked over my shoulder at Andy, who had stepped off of the stool and was standing behind me. His cock was still completely erect, glistening with my juices. Andy quickly moved in behind me. I felt excitement brewing, I wanted that cock back in me fast. I spread my legs wider and Andy dropped to his knees between my feet. I felt his cock press haphazardly against my ass cheek and my body shake.
"You want to fuck me doggy-style baby," I asked.
"Yes," Andy said, after a slight pause, as if he was wondering if I was about to back out, to say I didn't want it.
"Give it to me, Andy. Take what you want. Hold you cock with one hand and just guide it in," I said. I felt one of Andy's hands drop onto my hips, feeling his firm grasp. I was facing forward, my eyes closed, just waiting. After a few moments, I felt a little pressure against my pussy. I gasp. The tip of Andy's penis was pressed against it.
"Did that hurt?" he said.
"No, good noise, please just put it in!" I begged. This request seemed to satisfy Andy. I felt his hips thrust forward. The tip of Andy's cock popped inside of my dripping pussy. My arms went weak and I had a hard time keeping myself from falling forward. I moaned, but this time Andy didn't stop. In fact, his hand slipped off of his cock and grasped the other side of my hip. After that, Andy quickly started to press his cock deeper and deeper inside of me. I was still stretched from our earlier action and he quickly pushed all the way inside, so that his stomach was pressed against my ass. My pussy squeezed around him, and I felt sexual strain rising quickly.
"Roxie, you are so tight," Andy said and I squeezed him closer.
"In and out baby, rock in and out, I need it," I begged. I had never needed to cum this bad in my life. Andy seemed willing to oblige. He squeezed a little tighter on my hips and pulled his hips back. He left just the tip of his cock inside of me and then quickly slipped it back in. I groaned, "faster." It was barely a word but Andy knew what I wanted. He started to pick up the speed of his hips, thrusting his cock in and out of me at a healthy pace. His hands squeezed on my hips, his thumb rubbed on my ass.
"Roxie!" he said.
"Pull it out and slam it in!" I begged. I could barely think anymore. My mind was completely blurred. I just wanted my brother to fuck me harder. My body felt like it was shaking all over, my nipples ached, and my pussy felt like it was about to overflow with tension. I heard myself moaning loudly as Andy pulled his cock out and then slammed it home. I wanted to encourage him, but I couldn't speak anymore, I just felt Andy's hard cock slamming into me.
It did not take long. Andy was moving faster and faster with each thrust of his hips, his balls were swinging forward with a steady rhythm and slapping against my hard, wet clit. My breasts ached and my pussy was stretched to the breaking point. Andy's hands were squeezing tight on my hips.
"Oh Roxie, I love you!" Andy groaned.
"I love you too Andy," I said. At that moment, I felt Andy's cock slam into me and his balls rubbed hard on my clitoris. I don't know if it was that, or if it was our words (and the feelings the girded them) but it put me over the edge. I heard a loud squealing sound emanate from my throat. I felt a vibrating, electrical hum seemed to build from my clitoris. It spread out from my pussy, moving past all impediments and conquering my entire body. A thick, electrical sensation wrapped over my entire body. My entire mind went blank. For a few moments, I just rode the sensation.
It was an orgasm like I'd never felt before. Leaving aside the fact that I rarely came while having sex, this felt entirely different than anything I'd ever experience. The pleasure was just overwhelming and seemed to envelope my entire body. But it was more than that. It heightened some sort of emotional connection I had formed with my brother as well. With the strength he projected. It is hard to explain. But rather than throwing me outside of my experience (like most of the orgasms I had) this one pulled me in more tightly. I could sense my brother and I could feel (taste, smell, feel, hear, and see) the spiritual connection between us. I felt a euphoria that surpassed orgasm. I felt, for the first time in my life, right. But it was beyond conscious thought, it was a pure feeling. It was lovely.
The first thing I could remember thinking as the orgasm subside was what I'd said to Andy, my joke from years past, about how my parents had not created a single complete child. I knew then, as the orgasm started to subside, that I was broken. Like I'd suspected, this hadn't fixed me. But, I guess that Andy was broken too. I knew that, in reality, everyone is broken. No one is any less a person by being broken. That is what makes you a person. And sometimes, when you love someone, two broken people fit together in such a way that it feels, just while they are together, that they aren't. Their strengths make up for the other's weaknesses. They give each other the only things they needed. The fact that it was difficult to get to this point did not mean I was unworthy of the love that made it possible. It just meant that it was so much sweeter now that I found it. In that moment, with Andy, surrounded by our love, I felt more complete than I ever had before. Complete with him.
As the thought, and the orgasm, subsided completely, I found myself on the floor. I guess my arms had given out and my face and tits were pressed against the linoleum, my ass was up in the air. Andy's cock was still inside of me, but he wasn't moving.



"Oh my God, Andy, that was the best...it was the best everything I'd ever had," I said, shakily getting up from my face. I wanted to say so much more, all the things that I was thinking. But it was too much. I think he knew what I meant. I crawled forward slightly, letting Andy's hard cock slip out of me. I got up on my knees and turned to face him. Andy was looking at me slightly concerned.
"Are you okay?" he asked.
"Andy, I am so much better than okay. I can't describe to you how good you make me feel. Andy I love you," I said, all the words coming so easily now. Andy smiled broadly. I had a sudden urge, I can't explain. I had a need to somehow...cap the moment. I needed to make a part of this moment a part of me. And I wanted to cleanse our love of my actions from the night before. I wanted to make all of our experiences fit into this moment. I wanted everything with Andy and to forget everything else. Andy was still on his knees just a few feet ahead of me. I dropped onto my hands and knees once again and quickly moved toward him. Andy didn't move, just watched me.
I quickly wrapped my hands around Andy's hard cock and dropped my head, slipping the tip of Andy's dick into my mouth. I heard him gasp slightly. I had done this the night before for all the wrong reasons. I had marred Andy's first experience with sex. But I wasn't going to beat myself up about my failures anymore. I was going to make things right. Andy's love would make it possible for me to make things right, just like my love allowed him to be the man that he was. I quickly opened my throat, pushing Andy's cock inside of me.
I could taste my juices on Andy's cock (I'd always loved doing that) and felt him once again stretching my cheeks. I quickly started to bob my head up and down on Andy's cock. I kept one of my hands on his cock, trailing my fingers after my mouth, making sure that every inch of his dick was getting attention. With my other hand I squeezed gently on his balls. They still felt heavy, and I knew that Andy was ready to cum. I moved quickly, trying to finish him as quickly as possible, to taste his juices while the euphoric glow of my own orgasm was still on me.
It didn't take very long at all. After just a few moments of my overwhelming attention, Andy reached the end of his ability to hold on. He groaned loudly and I felt his hands grasp quickly to my head. He thrust his hips up and I opened my throat fully for him. I felt his cock bulge in my mouth and felt his balls seize up in my hand. After a moment his hot, sticky liquid burst out of his cock and splashed across the inside of my mouth. The warmth from his sperm seemed to reinvigorate the fading warmth of my orgasm and I moaned loudly. Andy's cock continued to jerk, spewing more and more of his hot spunk into my mouth, filling me up once again. As the last few drops of Andy's cum poured into my mouth, I slipped his cock out from my lips. I swished my brother's sperm around in my mouth for a few seconds to taste his essence, and then swallowed it down. I felt his warmth settle inside of me, filling in the spaces where I was missing, soothing my broken places.
Andy collapsed back onto the kitchen floor, laying on his side and panting. He had a guileless smile on his face and was looking at me longingly. I smiled back and then rolled over onto my side as well, my hot skin cooled by the linoleum. I moved back toward Andy, pushing my back against his chest and my ass into his midsection. We fit together, spooning (I felt his softening cock against my ass), and he draped his arm over my shoulder, grasping my breast.
We hadn't said a word, but somehow we'd both known that we needed to get into this position, two pieces of a puzzle coming together and forming one. The Fuller children: flawed, like all other people on Earth, but able to have a moment of transcendent happiness in this moment together. I finally understood the meaning of my life.
"I love you Roxie," Andy said.
"I love you too," I replied and we meant it. It was just so easy; it was the way things were supposed to be. Andy squeezed me tighter in his arms, and I settled in. I'd never felt so sated and safe after sex. It had never felt so right. Andy paused for a long minute as he held me.
"What happens next?" he asked.
"I don't really know," I replied, shaking my head, "I just know that we have to do it together." And I took Andy's hand from my breast, lifted it to my lips, and kissed it gently.
The End
*****
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I sat down on the hotel room bed and crossed my legs. Then I uncrossed them and crossed them again the other way. Then I went back to the original crossing.
I kicked off my sandals and looked down at my size 6 feet. I wiggled my toes and then slipped my feet back into my sandals.
Then I straightened out my skirt. It was pleated and I did my best to keep each pleat spaced evenly across my lap. I checked to make sure that the grey skirt spread out onto the bed spread the same distance on my left side and right side. It was a little too far to the left, so I pulled it right. I had over-adjusted, and I moved it a little bit back to the left.
I looked at my yellow cardigan that I had draped over my shoulders. I shuffled the sleeves up my elbow, saw that it looked a little hokey and smooth them back down. I wondered whether I should button the sweater but decided against it. I looked at the white blouse underneath my sweater. It was tucked into my skirt and buttoned up all the way to my throat. I unbuttoned the top button, trying to look casual. I wondered if she would see my cleavage as my breasts were quite large and I buttoned it back up.
I looked across the room at the mirror. My lipstick looked a little smeared and I quickly straightened it with my thumb. I adjusted my wire glass frames on my nose, adjusting them in front of my large, brown eyes.
My hair was cut in a somewhat long and messy pageboy style that Linda said accentuated my high cheek bones. I saw that my hair was sort of wild and I tucked some of it behind my ear. It pushed my ear out extremely wide, and I felt like Dumbo. I pulled the hair back out and shook my head once, letting my hair fall naturally.
The whole while my heart was pounding furiously in my chest. In fact, it was moving so quickly that it didn't feel like pounding. It felt more like...fluttering. Like there was a humming bird trapped in my rib cage. My breathing was extremely shallow and I saw some spots of flashing light from lack of oxygen. I really wished that I could have a cigarette, something to calm my nerves. But I didn't smoke anymore.
I was unbearably tense. Tense like I had perhaps never been before in my life. Or, at least not for a very long time. I needed something. I quickly scooted down the bed (and messed up all of the careful straightening I'd done with my clothes and hair) and opened up the drawer on the night stand. The Gideon's Bible was sitting there, flipped on its back and staring at me. Linda always said that she felt extremely calm when she was reading her Bible verses. I knew that my own personal Bible was sitting in my purse, but I didn't want to get it out yet. The Gideon's Bible would be fine for now. I snatched it out of the desk and started to flip through the pages, desperately trying to find something that would provide me with serenity.
Just by chance, I flipped open to Matthew 25:35-36, my absolute favorite verse. I felt my heart slow considerably and I decided it was a sign. I started to read it aloud, "For I was an hungred, and ye gave me meat: I was thirsty, and ye gave me drink: I was a stranger, and ye took me in: Naked, and ye clothed me: I was sick, and ye visited me: I was in prison, and ye came unto me." I let out a deep breath, and I felt a tranquility I hadn't felt all day.
I thought back to the first time I'd heard that passage five years earlier. Coincidentally, that first reading had set in motion a chain of events that led directly to me sitting on that hotel room bed, nervous to the point of exhaustion, and waiting for a woman named Eve.
I first heard those beautiful words while I was snorting coke off the back of toilet in an L.A. club. I couldn't remember much about the night (or really the month) before that moment. I hadn't slept more than an hour a night in a week. I was already high, but I was doing more because I was falling asleep but afraid to do it. And then those words had cut through the confusion and the exhaustion that seemed to be bone deep, and touched me somehow. My fatigue had faded away and it was like I was...reborn.
It was like waking up from a long dream. It was almost impossible to remember how I had gotten to that place in my life. It felt like I had been hurtling toward that moment since birth. I guess it started because my parents were extremely wealthy, extremely detached, and willing to give me anything I asked without question or concern so long as I didn't bother them. I never really understood what it meant to not get everything I wanted, the instant that I wanted it (except for affection. But I don't know that I ever really wanted that from them anyway).
I was your classic spoiled rich kid. I was born with a silver spoon in my mouth and the attitude to match. As a small child, my room overflowed with all kinds of exquisite toys and expensive gadgets. I had a nanny who lived in the house and cared for me. I learned early on from my parents that she was beneath respect and I treated her like a servant from the time I was old enough to talk.
As I grew older, I only became more enamored with material things and superficiality. I had jewels and clothing like renaissance royalty when I was in middle school. I had an expensive German car before I turned 16. My parents gave me a limitless credit card while I was in high school and didn't say a word unless the monthly balance went into five digits. I had the kind of absolute freedom to indulge that most people will never experience in their lives and believe desperately that they want. My wish was the world's command.
I can honestly say that I did not handle it well. I was a particularly nasty person with little regard for anyone but myself. But even though, to this day, I had the memories of the person I once was, I can still understand how it happened. If all you know that everything you want is law, then you take everything you want. Worse, you come to expect it. I had enough stuff (clothes, cars, jewelry, everything) to outfit the entire school. All of it needlessly gaudy and showy. I went on expensive vacations and then spent more money while I was there. I mean even if there was something about myself I didn't like (physically at least) I could just say the word and it was change. For example, I convinced my parents to give me massive fake, D cup breasts on my small frame. I lived without limits.
The problem seem to be that no matter how much I got, even when I had everything I could think to take, I never really felt satisfied. In fact, I didn't even really know what it meant to feel satisfied. It wasn't a concept I was familiar with. I was allowed everything. So when I got something, it was just expected and gave me no sense of fulfillment. When I didn't, I became enraged and petulant like a small child. Nothing made me feel good. I could either be neutral or miserable or, usually, someplace in between.
Maybe it is possible for some people to have that level of material overload and still maintain some semblance of happiness. But I completely lacked the capacity to find joy outside of my minute-by-minute desires. I had friends. But really, we only called ourselves friends. It was and endless merry-go-round of back stabbings and plots against one another that were carried out with a ruthlessness of mafia dons. I guess I found pleasure in "beating" them at this game, but it was a particular good-feeling kind of pleasure. If friends offered me nothing, school was worse. I never had any interest in education or bettering myself, and no one really cared if I did well or if I flunked. I was set for life, so what did it matter? Achievement never really did anything for me. That was the same whether it was school or sports or anything else. I didn't get any sort of joy from helping others, which I guess was something that was possible given my financial resources. I never really tried. Finally, I didn't get any sort of fulfillment from family. I had my parents. But they were an ATM, not a source of meaning. They were happy with our arrangement whereby I stayed out of their hair. I was...well, I was good as long as the money kept flowing. Nothing in my life beyond material things and my own desires meant anything to me.
The problem with an endless search for pleasure is that each pleasurable thing eventually grows old. Maybe one day you can be happy buying an expensive skirt and a pair of shoes that matches it perfectly. But that sensation gets old. And eventually you have an entire closet full of shoes and skirts and even the idea of new ones brings you nothing. So then you start buying jewelry. But then the same thing happens. A bracelet turns into several jewelry boxes full of diamonds that you don't have places to attach. So then you switch to something else, cars or gadget or whatever. Each step is more expensive, either financially or spiritually, and each step feels less exciting and the pleasure you get for it lasts less time.
I guess that was how the drugs started. In my late teens, they were just the next thing in a long line of attempts to get some sort of satisfaction for my life. And, at first, they were great. I think it was Oxycontin first really (I didn't even smoke weed before that). It just gave me a boost, like buying a dozen skirts. And then I started doing more and more. I started doing other things. I did a lot of coke in those days. Some ecstasy when I went dancing. Whatever anyone was handing out, I would take. The drugs were a lot better than the other things I'd been hooked on in the past, there was just a limitless variety of substances to give me the illusion of happiness.
All of this started really accelerating around the time I started going to clubs. I had no intention of going to college and my parents didn't push it. After I'd graduated from high school (a year late at 19) all structure had disappeared from my life. With the ability to get into bars at 21, I found a new structure. Wake up hungover in mid-afternoon. Eat, shower. Get ready to start drinking and using again.
I don't want to give the impression that it was fleabag motels, dirty mattresses, and turning tricks. That wasn't the nature of my drug habit. For me it was a constant party. My friends and I would get rowdy at clubs, we'd dance for hours at a time, we'd stay out until the sun came up. We drank, did every drug imaginable, and had sex with each other. The kind of fun that lots of people dream about. Old fashioned rock n' roll lifestyle. When people saw us out they would think that we were having the times of our lives. And we told each other, and ourselves, that we were.
But I guess I always knew I was lying to myself. Just like all of the other things I'd done to fill in the gaps of my life, the constant partying was an illusion of happiness. And it had diminishing returns. I had to dance longer, snort more, and have sex with more people just to get the same level of excitement I gotten the day before with less. And to a greater extent than the clothes or the jewelry, this was starting to take a real toll on me.
So that was how I found myself in the bathroom of a club at 1:45 a.m. in L.A., cutting a line with my limitless credit card at 23-years old, feeling more exhausted than a 90-year-old woman, willing myself to feel something positive about the night. I was drunk and high and my mouth tasted like sperm because I'd performed fellatio on a stranger on the ride over. My eyes hurt to open and my heart was rattling in my chest.
But despite feeling terrible, I had no idea that this night would be different than the night before or that the next day would be any different. It was just another day in an endless stretch of decadence and unhappiness. But in that hour of darkness disguised as blinding light, a voice called out to me, a led me toward a more righteous path.
Matthew 25:35-36 called out behind the bathroom door. I had, of course, heard Bible verses before. It is impossible to grow up in America, even if you are a decadent materialist, to have no conception of Christianity. But something about the words in that moment sounded different. Sounded more real.
I left my coke on the toilet and opened the stall door. A small, middle-aged woman was standing in the middle of the bathroom. She was modestly dressed, a bit mousy. Some of the other women in the bathroom were ignoring her, a few were actually laughing. But I found myself drawn to her like a moth to the flame.
This was Linda. She was a preacher's wife and a messenger of the Lord. She told me that she came to places like this, to find fallen women. And to restore them to the Lord. I don't know, I think that at any other time and from any other messenger, I would have laughed and walked away. But there was something about the calm, motherly look in Linda's eyes that drew me to her. And the message she bore. The way the Word left her mouth and instantly found its way to my heart...I don't know. It gave me a feeling like I'd never felt before. It was...peace.
Linda took me home that night from the club. I was the only person who left with her. I was still with her and her husband and her three children five years later, trying to re-dedicate my wasted life to the Lord. I know that sounds sort of...abrupt. To just have one life for such a long time and then to just...stop it. I attribute the decision to two things: 1) of course, is the power of God. 2) a part of my heart had never completely hardened to the world. I had always known that I was desperately unhappy with my life of limitless everything. But I needed someone or something to show me that there was a way out. That someone was Linda and that something was Faith.
The day after I left, once I sobered up entirely, I couldn't believe the decision I'd made. I mean, I'd gone home with a lot of weird people in my day. But never a religious nut! But when I'd come downstairs from Linda's guest room, groggy and still wearing skimpy club clothing, Linda and her family were sitting down to breakfast. They invited me to sit with them. I saw the way a family, a real family, interacted with one another in the morning. They were a little awkward, I was a stranger. But I could just feel something real there. Something I'd never felt before. An authentic...goodness. Happiness. Satisfaction with life. For the first time in my life I didn't want something. I really, truly needed it. I decided to stay.
I won't lie and say it was an easy transition. I didn't really have any conception of what I was getting myself into. I knew that I wasn't happy. But, at the time, I didn't know the source of my unhappiness. It was difficult coming to terms with self-denial. Sometimes I wanted things (whether as relatively benign as new shoes or as sinful as drugs) and I found that I didn't understand why I could not have those things. Linda and Pastor Andrew (her husband) tried to explain it to me. Self-control, denial, and celibacy came to me all at once, but it was incredibly hard to deal with at first.
There were many times that I wanted to quit. That I wanted to go back to my actual parents and get my old life back. It was so much easier to live that life. And sometimes, the benefits of righteous living were not as apparent as they could have been. But Linda and Pastor Andrew were always there. When I was down they would pick me back up. When I was childish, they would put me in my place. When I was sinful, they would remind me of the Word. And while some days were bad, I began to find that, on average, a life of self-denial and piety was a happier life than a life of decadence and gluttony.
Over time, their steady guidance began to change the way I thought about the world. And them. Linda and Pastor Andrew became my parents. The first real parent's I'd ever had. And like my new parents, I adopted a simpler kind of life. I filled my days with things, going back to school at the local community college and working at the church in my free time. I found intense satisfaction in bettering myself and helping others.
I began to grow outside of myself, to see things in the world that I valued that were not solely about me. I made friends with Linda and Pastor Andrew's children. I made friends with other people at church. I got involved in fellowship at school. I began to see myself as part of a community.
Through it all, my actual parents didn't care much one way or the other. They'd been happy when I was a sinful floozy as long as I didn't bother them. If I wanted to be a religious nut, they were fine with that too. So long as I didn't bother them. They still sent me money. It was a regular trust fund thing. I used some of the money for things I needed (school, medicines, and the like) but most of it I gave to the church. It had given so much to me.
As I grew older, my responsibilities in the church began to grow as well. At first, Linda and Pastor Andrew would give me small tasks on Sundays like getting the collection plate. Later, I began to organize Sunday School events and day trips. Eventually, I began to be seen as an important part of the church community.
That was why I was in the hotel room at that moment. Just as Linda had come into the bathroom of the Club all those years ago and pulled me out of sin and into righteousness, so now I had to go and find lost souls. That was our primary purpose in the New Light Congregation. We went out and found those who no one else wanted and we made them part of our community. It was our greatest calling and it was why we were known in the seediest areas of the city.
Linda had trained me for months on the ways to spread the word of God to the lost people of the city. She had gone through her own experiences in spreading the word and explained to me strategies and methods. She had given me all of the knowledge that she had, on top of my own experience in transformation, so that I could go and return people to the Lord's fold.
Today, she had sent me out into the world to put those lessons into action. I have purchased a hotel room and then called an escort service. I had "ordered" a special girl. And I was going to save her. I cannot explain to you how important it was to me to save someone else. I thought back on my life...and I didn't feel anything good about it. I knew I had changed, become a better person. But I still didn't feel fulfilled. I was missing something. But if I could save someone else, if I could bring them the word, I would finally be convinced that I had saved myself.
And so in that moment, while I sat on that bed, reading Matthew 25:35-36 and preparing to speak the Truth to a fallen woman, I felt as though everything in my life over the previous five years had, in that moment, almost come completely full circle. Just as I had been sinful and decadent but found peace with these words, I would offer the same to someone else. And it would give me a kind of strange, inexplicable peace that Linda explained. Whatever plan God had for me, certainly all of these signs were pointing to Divine Intervention.
A sharp rap on the door shook me out of my thoughts. My heart began to hammer again and I dropped the Bible into the drawer. I swallowed twice, trying to get myself under control. I had never done this before and while I was definitely trained, I knew that it would be difficult. I didn't want the woman to run out before I had a chance to speak, but I didn't want to come on too strongly either. I needed to do this right, to prove to Linda and Pastor Andrew that I deserved their trust. And to prove to God that I had learned the lessons from my past.



"Come in..." I said, "The uh...door is unlocked." I heard the door open, but could not see it down the small hallway. I heard the door close again and then the sound of footsteps. I could feel my blood pounding in my ears and my mouth tasted like pennies. I could barely breathe. But I was ready. I was picturing the woman coming in and then plotting exactly what I was going to say. The time had come. I had traveled through the fire and come out the other side a hardened soldier of God. Now was the time for battle.
Finally, the woman stepped out from behind hallway, into the main room of the hotel. She was wearing a large fur coat that covered her from neck to thigh, but as she walked into the room, she tossed it off. I was absolutely shocked by what I saw. I don't know what I had been expecting. I guess I was thinking I would find a woman much like I expected I had looked when Linda first found me, bedraggled and tired. Someone wrung out by the world and ready for something new. But then I remembered how much I had promised to pay to meet this woman (though, as I was not going to be sleeping with her, I would not have to pay) and figured that she could maybe afford to make herself look good.
And Eve, undeniably, looked good. She was a small woman, probably around 5'3 and around 120lbs. I took her to be of mixed-race descent because of her light brown skin. Her hair placed in innumerable small braids and hung down from her head well past her shoulders. It was very dark in color. She had enormous brown eyes with large whites that made her look exceptionally innocent. Her nose was small and well-shaped. She had high cheekbones and very small ears. I remember that her neck seemed very long and slender, giving her a very elegant look.
I was surprised when Eve had thrown off her coat. She was dressed so...revealingly underneath. I guess I shouldn't have been. She was a prostitute so she would dress skimpy. And she had to cover it up on the street. Nonetheless, the revelation of her body was a bit of a shock. Eve's body had the perfect hourglass shape of an underwear model. High, firm B-cup breasts, thin willowy arms, and a trim belly. Her body tapered down from her tight bust to a very narrow waist. It then flared back out into a set of wide, feminine hips. Her butt was very high and firm, though actually quite large. Her legs were thin and willowy, like her arms. Her thighs did not touch when her feet were together. She had very small feet. Encasing this incredible body was a very small amount of clothing. She was wearing a pink demi-bra that seemed more like a lace tripped strap against her breasts, which were straining against it. Her areolas almost peeked out from the top. Like me she was wearing a pleated skirt. But while mine was long and gray, hers was very short, barely covered her bottom, and a leathery black color. She was wearing a pair of black high heeled boots, to finish off the look.
I compared her body to mine (something I still did, despite all of my best efforts to suppress my vanity) and found myself a little distressed that she was more beautiful than me. I am ashamed to say I was intensely proud of how I looked. I rarely believed anyone looked better than I did. Nothing I had done had been able to change this self-regard. At the time I was 5'5 and around 105 lbs. I had long blonde hair was now lying flat against my back (no longer behind my ear). My large blue eyes were behind my wire frame glasses, making them look even larger. My nose was small and upturned (it better have been, my father paid a lot for it). The high cheekbones and somewhat large ears finishing off a kind of face that looks out at you from the magazine rack at the grocery store (I said I was vain, but I think it is true). My body had an hourglass shape, though not quite as symmetrical as Eve's. My breasts were very large, my waist narrow, and my hips not quite as wide. My ass was small but firm and my legs were long and thin. In short, I looked very good that day. But I do not believe I compared to Eve.
"Oh a sexy lady, a nice change of pace!" Eve said, apparently agreeing with my self-assessment. I opened my mouth to speak, but found that there wasn't anything there to say. I don't know if it was Eve's appearance or the fact that this was no longer theoretical (someone was actually in my room!) or something else entirely, but I froze. My breath sort of caught in my throat, I just sat silently. All of my preparation and ideas seemed to have flitted out of my head. Like Eve had opened a window and they'd all just flown out. Eve smiled at me.
"You did call for me didn't you? I don't like to come uninvited. Are you Cora?" she said. Eve's voice was silky smooth. She let each word drip slowly off her tongue as though she savored each syllable. I saw her red tongue bouncing between her perfect white teeth as she spoke. My name sounded exotic and foreign coming from her mouth.
"I...uh," I started. Which was good, a little progress. But it was still far less than needed to do. I was trying desperately in my mind to remember my training. What had Linda told me to do when I was starting? I didn't want to screw this up, I wanted to justify the trust that she and Pastor Andrew had placed in me. I could feel this opportunity slipping through my fingers. She was going to think I was weird and run out. Finally, I managed to nod my head. Eve, I suppose, was used to people who behaved bizarrely. She just nodded back and started to walk into the room towards me. I felt my heart beat faster in my chest, I was so nervous.
"You a little nervous sweetie?" She asked as she walked. My eyes followed her hips as she moved and I watched her breasts bounce gently in her bra. My mouth was dry. I tried to say anything, "Don't worry. I like first timers. I promise I will be gentle. Or rough. I promise to be whatever you want. That is the job," she said and smiled warmly, trying to pull me out of my shell. I tried to smile back, but I wondered if that sent the wrong message. What would be the right message? How did I started now?
"A pretty girl like you...I shouldn't even get paid for this!" Eve said enthusiastically. A second later, Eve was standing right next to me, where I sat on the edge of her bed. I could smell her sexy, fruity perfume and could feel the heat coming from her body. I nodded at her again, not sure exactly what I was agreeing to. Eve lifted her hand and I felt as she moved it close to my head. I wasn't sure what she was doing, but I felt my body tense. Her hands sunk into some of my long, soft hair and I felt her run her fingers through it. I looked up at her. She was staring at my hair with a seductive look in her eyes and wry smile on her face. Without further preamble, she sat down on the be next to me. I felt her right thigh against my left.
I don't know if it was the feeling of contact or if it was just that enough time had passed, but finally my tongue came unloosed, "Have you accepted Jesus Christ as your Lord and Savior?" I asked. I hadn't intended things to go like that. I planned on talking to her about her life, talking to her about the things that she didn't like about it, then explaining that there was another way, that she could leave her life of sin behind, like me, and find real happiness. But I had been so overcome with my nerves that I'd jumped right into the middle. Maybe I wasn't ready to be a solider for God. A retreat might have been in order.
"You are into some weird foreplay," Eve said in a voice that indicated she hoped I was joking. I took a deep breath and then slid over on the bed slightly so that there was some separation between us.
"No, I...uh," I started, I found that I could speak again, and I tried to get everything back together, "Sorry...My name is Cora Thorpe. I am from the New Light Congregation, and I wanted to talk to you about...your future," I said. I smiled at her woodenly, but as best as I could. I couldn't go back to the beginning and start over, but I could try to fix it. I could make my congregation proud of me. I would prove my worth.
"Nice to meet you Cora," Eve said, but she crossed her arms over her breasts, not angrily but defensively, "I have heard about you all from some other girls. You try to save whores right?" I hadn't expected that, but at least she was talking.
"We try to save everyone," I responded.
"I hear most of you New Lighters are old men, like to come talk to whores and get a rush out it. They don't usually come after girls like me," she said. She still had the same sultry voice, but she did not say her words as seductively. It was clear she knew I was no longer a client.
"It isn't like that. We just want to help people. I want to help you," I said. Just having her talk was good and I felt like I was getting things back on track. But Eve laughed. Not rudely, but with no small amount of surprise.
"Who said I need help baby?"
"Aren't you tired of...of selling your body to just get by? Don't you wish you could find a way out of the life?" I asked, remembering the things
"Honey, how much did you agree to pay to meet me here for half an hour? I have a boy out in the hallway that will come running if someone tries something funny. I pay him. All I gotta do is scream. If you want to find a girl who is having trouble, go find one of those street hookers giving blowjobs for $10.00. I make good money here Cora. I like what I do. I am more than fine," she said. And honestly, those were normally the kinds of girls that the New Light Congregation sought out. But I had called a high end escort service. The lines that Linda had given me really didn't apply. But I had wanted Eve, or someone like her, for my own reasons.
"Is your soul fine Eve?" I asked, trying to use the ins she was giving me. It was starting to feel like the training that Linda had given me. If I just followed the protocol and did everything that the Church had asked me to do, then this would all work out. Everyone would be so happy for me and I would finally feel whole.
"You're cute so I am not going to get angry with you," Eve said, smiling her beautiful smile at me, but then standing up the bed, "But I don't need help for my soul from some crazy little religious chick whose never spent a minute in my world. You don't know anything about me. Now you are wasting my time. I can go to another hotel room and make some money and have some fun." She started to walk away. I felt despair creeping up from my chest
"I've sucked a man's penis for cocaine before," I spat out. It was the truth. Just one time. A guy I knew for a while. I had the money to pay for it. But I had done it. Just because I wanted to do it at the time. I don't know why I said it now. I just felt the need to...connect with Eve. Eve stopped walking.
"Well that isn't something that most good Christian girls say," Eve said, turning to face me again.
"I know what your life is like...I lived a...similar life I think..." And then, without further input from Eve, I started spilling my guts. I told her about my wild life, about the parties, about the sex, about the drugs. I told her about feeling wrung out and tired and about being dissatisfied with always getting everything that I wanted. And then I told her about finding Linda and then God. And about learning how to really be happy, but only being able to do so with less. I told her about how denying myself everything, had gained me something.
I don't know if initially I was intended to tell Eve my entire life story. Linda had told me that I could use little bits of my story to try to connect with the prostitute, but that the goal was to keep her talking and getting her to think about her life. But I completely forgot all about that. I just needed Eve to know that we were the same, so that she would believe me when I told her that I was happier now. With a new life. Finally, my stories all sort of dribbled out. I felt rung out. I had told Eve things I'd never told anyone else.
"Quite a life you've led..." Eve said finally, when she'd heard everything, "But I don't know what that has to do with me."
"This isn't the life you should be living. I know what I am talking about. I lived that life. I am better without it," I explained.
"First of all, I never lived the kind of life you lived. I work for everything I get, this is work. I fuck for money, not get mommy and daddy's attention." Eve said, "And secondly, even if we've both done shit that your God doesn't like, that doesn't mean we are the same. You could escape back into your Christian world when you got tired of being crazy. But I don't have that option."
"Everyone has that option," I said, "We can all choose to be part of God's community."
"I figured that you called the escort service so you'd know what you were dealing with but this is it," Eve said. She took one step back towards me and then reached over to her skirt. There was a zipper along the left side, she unzipped it quickly, in a single swipe. The skirt completely split in half and Eve let it tumble down onto the floor. Now Eve was standing in the hotel room wearing nothing but her demi bra and a pair of high heeled boots. Eve's body exposed offered all of the curves and soft skin that one would expect: a beautiful body clad or exposed. But, between her legs, waxed completely bare, was a long, veiny cock, lying softly against her thighs. I was shocked by how pretty it looked on Eve's feminine frame. Once again, I told myself that I was aesthetically appraising her body and I found that somehow, it fit. It just looked right on her.
But whatever else I was feeling when I saw Eve's long, slender cock dangling between her legs, I was not surprised. I'd called Eve for a reason. Despite my lack of surprise, I still felt uncomfortable with Eve's attractive body so exposed, I felt my cheeks get red and looked away. Something about the fact that she wasn't disgusting was disconcerting. I wanted to feel disgust, but I didn't. And that made me feel ashamed. Eve must've thought I was surprised or taken aback, but she when she spoke next, she sounded triumphant.
"Go find a lost girl who wondered too far from home. Your church will want her back. I am not lost, I know exactly where I am. And I know exactly where I won't be wanted," Eve said, placing her delicate hand on her hips, her cock bounced softly as she moved. It had been a very long time since I'd seen another persons' naked body, I felt my cheeks flush.
"You're wrong again," I said. My pulse instantly quickened. I didn't really plan on broaching the topic in this way. I was following the flow of the conversation. But I felt real terror now. My body ached and my mind felt fuzzy this was so real. This was actually going to happen. I was going to try to leverage my story to help her, and it meant I was committed to telling my whole story.
"What do you mean?" Eve asked, arching her eyebrow.
"I am a lot more like you than you know," I said slowly. I wanted to say more, but also didn't want to. It had been a long time since I had brought this up with anyone. But it was the reason that I had called a special girl like Eve. She was the kind of person that I needed to help. I needed to be strong and try. This would put the conversation over the edge. This would change the course, and make Eve see the Light.
"How is that?" Eve said, but she was looking at me very closely, it seemed like she was figuring it out. But I needed to be brave. I needed to show the strength I'd gained by changing my life.
"I am not just like you because we've both lived for the flesh. But...I live within the same flesh. Down, between my legs...I am just like you. And I was saved anyway," I said, my cheeks turning a dark crimson. It felt dirty even to talk about it. My secret, out in the open.
And it really was my secret. In my life I had very rarely told anyone, only a handful of lovers. I hadn't been lying when I said I'd lived for the flesh. But most of my...sexual experience was...oral. I did not allow people to truly see me exposed, even in my wildest days. Because I was not a normal person. Like Eve, I was a girl with a penis.
One of the many benefits that had come with having extremely rich, extremely disinterested parents was that when I was 10 and said that I was supposed to be a girl, they didn't say a word. They wrote a check. Whatever sort of surgeries or hormone therapies or whatever that I'd asked for I had gotten. They didn't seem to lament the loss of their son or have any feelings whatsoever about the rise of their new daughter. I was left to my own devices entirely and I spent the next 8 years transforming my body so that it would exactly as I wanted it. It was the one thing that I still took from my parents, the money it took to maintain my body.
I had been planning on completing gender re-assignment surgery when I first met Linda. I had been living my life as myself for a long time and I was ready to make the shift. When I had found God, I no longer thought that it was the right thing to do. God had given me a body, I should've been happy with it. It was too late to go back now (and honestly, despite all the changes I'd made, I really didn't want to go back. For whatever faults in judgment I'd had in other areas, this still felt right), so I had to stay in my body. But I decided to keep my body just as it was. I would lock myself into the body that I had when I met Linda. If I couldn't have the body that I had when I was born, I could have the body I had when I was saved. My body, and all its parts, were a reminder of my misspent early life. I didn't so much regret it, as I did consider it a symbol of my former fallen self and the change my soul had seen.
"I don't believe you," Eve said, "Show me." She was looking at my skirt, seeing if she could see my cock. She did not know it was taped back tightly against my body, unlike the other parts of my anatomy I found this part to be particularly shameful. I shook my head at her. I didn't know how to feel about Eve knowing. It did not feel real to me yet, that we both understood each other. I was surprised that I didn't sense a new understanding or intimacy between us.
"It would not be proper," I explained, "But I promise you. I am a girl just like you. Despite that, I have found my way back to God. And he loves me anyway." This was the message that only I could bring to these girls. That was why God found me. To preach to the people like me. To find happiness in doing so.
"Does you church know you have a dick?" Eve said, crossing her arms in front of her chest. I winced at her coarse words but despite myself, when she said the word 'dick' my eyes instantly moved back to the area between her legs. She was still naked there, her body totally exposed. She looked comfortable that way, like it didn't bother her to show the world her body. But I wished she'd cover. I didn't like the way it made me feel. What was it making me feel?
"They don't need to know about it," I said. I had resolved early on that I would not tell anyone, not even Linda. It wasn't so much that I thought that they would reject me (though they might), it was that I no longer considered that a part of myself. Whether I had a penis or not was immaterial. Or I guess it was material, but I had promised myself to a world beyond the here and now. I had promised myself to god, so the flesh no longer mattered. I would never take another lover. I would never masturbate. That was how I would atone. So what did it matter? Eve smiled at my answer.
"That's what I thought," she said and then laughed.
"What?" I asked uneasily. Eve walked over to the bed now and once again sat down next to me. Her leg was still uncomfortably close, but she did not touch me. I could smell her again and desperately wanted her to move away. But I felt that this was good, I was getting her talking now. I just let her stay there. She was feeling the intimacy I'd hoped to build.



"You think you'd stick around for a second if they saw your balls Cora? If you are telling the truth, and I guess you are, then you know as well as I do that maybe God loves you, but his people wouldn't," Eve explained. I shook my head. I knew that Linda and Pastor Andrew and the church had supported me in my darkest days.
"They love me at my church, we are a community,"
"They love Cora, the cute girl with big tits and a will to go speak to prostitutes. They don't know that Cora has a cock," Eve said fiercely.
"It doesn't matter. I don't ever use it. I am not going to use it. I gave up on sex. It is bad and wrong, so it doesn't matter," I said, knowing that sounded extreme, I added, "But I get other stuff instead. It is so much better than sex."
"You just quit sex? Like all forms of sex?" Eve asked. She looked absolutely incredulous. Her tone had completely changed. She was not longer just seeing where this went, she flat out did not believe it, "You don't have any other urges for sex, you don't ever want it again?" she asked and I shook my head.
"See, so it doesn't matter. I am celibate," I said.
"So you want me to quit my very lucrative position, join you weird church, never have sex again, and go around convincing other hookers to live like me?" Eve asked, her voice sounding derisive. Why didn't she just understand this?
"You are focusing on the negative, think about finding peace, real internal peace," I said, I felt like I wasn't getting this across.
"Is that what you have now Cora?" Eve asked, but it sounded more like an accusation, "You have internal peace?" I felt some relief. This was solid ground for me. I knew I felt better than I'd felt before in my life. I could answer without question.
"Yes," I said, with absolute self-assurance. This was the good stuff. But Eve snorted.
"You cut out an entire part of your life, the most important thing in life, and call the crater left there 'peace'," Eve said. I was taken aback. I started shaking my head.
"No, the most important thing is...It isn't this world. You have to understand..." I said.
"Why do I have to understand Cora? Why do I? If you really have peace, isn't it enough that you know it?" Eve asked. Eve's question sort of hit me from a strange angle. I'd never really thought about it like that before. I hadn't been expecting her to push back, I figured she would be interested in all the great things that my change in life had brought me. But I didn't know why I needed her to believe it. I don't know why I needed her to follow me. I just knew that I did. I hadn't really thought about the 'why.' Ever since I'd started becoming active in the church, I just knew I wanted to do this. To save people like Linda saved me.
"I don't..." I started.
"You need something to tell you that you made the right decision? Is that what you want? You want something to show you that you were wasting your life before and doing something good now? Is that why I need to understand? If a whore understands and makes the same choice as you, then it will make sense to you too?" Eve interrupted. Her words sort of hit me in the gut. Hadn't I been thinking that exact same thing? Hadn't I hoped that by saving Eve, I would be confirming that I saved myself? Was there something wrong with that?
"I..." I started, but trailed off. My head was spinning and I was not ready for this. Why was she questioning my motivation, I was just trying to help? And why was her questioning throwing me off kilter?
"Well here you go Cora, you can take this to the bank: you did the right thing. I heard your story. You were not ever going to be happy in the life you were living. Quitting and learning to control yourself was something you needed to do. But it has nothing to do with me. Don't try to save me to prove that the nonsense you spew about being in a peaceful place is true." She asked. I felt my cheeks getting hot.
"I am in a peaceful place. I just want to share it with you," I said now, but my voice sounded broken. I don't even know if I believed it now.
"Here is the thing Cora. Quitting your old life was good. You couldn't handle having everything you wanted whenever you wanted it. But you know why you are here?" she asked pointedly. I shook my head, wondering if somehow she had some insight that I did not, "Because having nothing you want won't work for you either."
"I don't want anything else, I have everything I need," I said, I didn't even know what she was referring to. My head felt light and I was intensely confused. What was it that I wanted that I didn't realize I wanted? I had always wanted things in the past. I had learned to stop wanting. That was the secret.
"You had all you wanted and went way overboard. Drugs, partying, that kind of stuff...That ain't part of a person. It was good to get rid of them. But you overcorrected by cutting out whole pieces of yourself. Your actual real self," Eve said, she was speaking briskly now, she was looking directly at me, but I couldn't meet her gaze. I felt...cowed. But what was she talking about? She didn't know me. She didn't know what was me and what wasn't me. Did she? Did I? As if to answer, Eve's slender left hand raised and pointed directly between my legs.
"That is a part of who you are. Even if you take it off, that is still a part of who you are. You can ignore it all you want, but you know something is missing in your life. Something real. You came here to vicariously get a piece of that and to convince yourself that it is okay to give it up."
"I am not..." I said, sputtering. I was surprised by how vehement Eve had become. It felt strange; it felt like a role reversal. Who was evangelizing who? I needed to get this back on track, it wasn't supposed to be about me.
"Let's talk about God..." I tried, it sounded flat and unconvincing. But Eve took it and ran with it.
"My god is Sex baby. That's where I see God. You honestly trying to tell me that in all these years since you cleaned up, you didn't ever want sex? You just always wanted celibacy? There ain't nothing inside of you, screaming to get out?" Despite my efforts to keep my mind on things that were pure, I found myself following Eve's directions.
I could remember early on, when I first started to live with Linda, deep desires for cocaine or alcohol. I would feel bored and want to party. I would want and want and want. But I would control them. Over time, those desires became less frequent. The never truly went away (I still have them to this day) but I was able to control them. I felt pride in my ability to control them.
But Eve was right, sex had been different. The desire for sex had been so strong at first. I had woken up, aroused, and wanting sex. But I knew it was wrong. More than that, I knew that having sex could expose my...secret. It could cause difficulty for me within the church. I didn't know how they would react, but I knew that it probably wouldn't be good. But over time, that desire had not faded. It had grown more intense. I remember weeks of praying by myself, trying to eradicate my body's desires. I spoke with Linda and Pastor Andrew (always obliquely and without exposing anything) and was simply told that denial was what I needed. I tried everything I could think to stop my sexual desires. But nothing worked. The need for sex grew more and more powerful. I couldn't leave the remnants of my sexuality there as a reminder as I had done with my other addictions. I had to cut it out entirely. I had, over time, completely willed my mind to no longer see the world in that way. I had taken my sexuality and bottled it up. Just like my cock, taped up tightly and bound where no one could see it, I created a new reality where it did not exist. Where I couldn't feel it.
"I saw your eyes on me Cora, what did you think when you saw me?" Eve asked. I shook myself out of my thoughts and turned to Eve. She was looked at me intently. Her face was so beautiful and kind. I thought about how her body had looked when she first arrived. I thought about my discomfort when seeing Eve's body, even as I tried to blind myself to what it meant. I thought about Eve's perfume and the feel of her thigh against mine. Her cock limp against her leg just inches from me. I realized I'd been attracted to her, not just comparing her beauty to mine. But I had willed myself into blindness to that fact. My sexuality existed in an alternative place, outside of my consciousness. But it was still there. But I shook my head, realizing the ramifications of that thought. It had to stay there.
"No..." I said, "It is wrong. There is temptation in this world. I have to resist." That was the way I thought about my other vices.
"Don't you feel anything about this?" Eve said. She quickly grabbed my hand and then placed it against her breast. I felt her flesh through the velvety fabric of her bra. My hand squeezed involuntarily and I felt the soft warmth of her skin. I wondered what her nipples tasted like. I quickly moved my hand away, shaking my head. Those were bad thoughts.
I felt a crushing level of guilt. Linda and Pastor Andrew had sent me out in the world to reform people. And what was I doing? Lusting after prostitutes? Being tempted? I was clearly not ready for this. Maybe I'd never be ready for this. I was still the same bad person I'd always been. I needed Linda and Pastor Andrew to be right there with me every step of the way. That was the only way I could control myself. I felt so pathetic. Not for my feelings, I couldn't help it. I felt like I'd let everyone down.
"I shouldn't have done that. It was bad," I said, dropping my head. My hand felt dirty, bad. I shouldn't have allowed any of this to happen. I should leave now, while my sins were still relatively small.
"You didn't do anything, I did," Eve said. "Oh wait, you did do something!" Eve said laughing. I looked at her eyes, which looked warm and understanding, but did not know what she was referring to. She looked down briefly, down between her legs. Eve's cock looked slightly different. It no longer lolled languidly against her thigh. It was not erect, but I could see that it was growing thicker, plumping up slightly. Eve was becoming aroused. I felt my mouth water. She really had a beautiful cock. It was thick with large veins and a cute pink tip. And it was pretty large as well, about six inches when limp against her leg. It was getting larger now. When was the last time I had really seen someone else's cock? When was the last time I had been aware that I was causing someone else to become aroused? It felt so good to be the object of desire, I had forgotten how nice that was.
"I am sorry that I made you sin," I said, but I didn't know if I meant it. Eve laughed.
"I choose to sin when I choose to sin. Though, I must admit, I don't look at this as sinning. This is just part of nature," I said.
"We must be more than nature," I said, trying to convince myself. My eyes were still on Eve's twitching cock and also on the other, lovely parts of her body. I tried to resist the temptation to look, but could not. I told myself I would not voluntarily touch her.
"Your buddy Linda, does she fuck her husband?" Eve asked coarsely. I felt my face tighten involuntarily.
"That is inappropriate..." I said. I did not want to talk about Linda like that. She was like...my real mother. She was not consumed by sex, the way I had been consumed by all of my various demons.
"Does she have kids?"
"Yes," I said.
"So she has been fucked at least that many times. But if she really is happily married, probably a lot more," Eve said.
"I don't see how..." I started. This was not helpful.
"Talking about fucking has me a little..." Eve started. I looked down and saw her cock was completely erect now. It was around seven inches long and thick. The veins stood in sharp contrast to her light brown skin. The pink tip looked so delectable, I imagined it sliding into my mouth. And then stopped the vision. I had to stop. This wasn't right. But Eve wasn't interested in my prudishness. She reached her left hand forward and I watched as her thin fingers wrapped around her own hard shaft, down near the base. Her fingers were resting on her robins-egg sized testicles briefly. Then she started to move her hand up the length of her shaft. In a few seconds, Eve was slowly, but steadily, stroking her hand up and down her own cock. I looked, mesmerized and distressed all at once.
"Don't talk about Linda when you do that," I said.
"I am not thinking about Linda, I am thinking about you," Eve said. "I am just saying that maybe you little church group doesn't drink and maybe they don't do blow, but fucking is natural. You don't have to feel bad about just doing that. Come on baby, I came here ready to go. I still want it. You think I am pretty don't you?"
"You are very pretty. And...part of me really wants you," I blurted out against my better judgment. I was just looking at Eve's hands moving on her cock. I couldn't lie. "But sex is...one of the bad things. I can't do it. I have to just ignore it. I can't feel this way." I was almost pleading with her. I felt my body reacting to her. I knew that my defenses were wearing down.
"Sex isn't wrong baby. You can do wrong things with sex. Evil things. But sex itself is, at worst, neutral. It can be as beautiful or ugly as you want it to be," Eve said, "I've done it both ways Cora, I know." She smiled warmly at me. But I couldn't share in her warmth.
"Even if that were true," I said in a way that indicated that I didn't believe that it was, "Even if it was. It is too dangerous for me. Sex for me is part of a bad life. Getting rid of sex was part of getting rid of all the other bad stuff in my life. If I backslide with sex...I will backslide on everything. I can't have that life again." And that was the crux of it. Sex was evil, I knew that because I had been taught that. But more viscerally, all of my addictions were all tied together. Removing sex from my life allowed me to stay in my church (and remove any stigma that my body might cause) but also prevented me from returning to the life my parents would pay for me to have once again.
"You have to learn to strike a balance Cora. It ain't all or nothing. You were unhappy because you had no limits and you are happier with limits. But you aren't a saint. You're a person. You can't be nothing but limits. Are you really fulfilled right now either? And if your church doesn't like you as a real person, a full person, then what good are they? I am not telling you to leave this place now and go get a drink or score some coke. Like I said, that was clearly bad for you. I am just...aw Hell!" Eve said. Without any warning, both of Eve's arms reached out towards me (one hand dropping her erect cock). She quickly tore off my glasses and threw them across the room. Before I knew what was going on, her hands were on either side of my face. She turned my head towards her and closed her eyes, leaning in quickly.
I froze as Eve's thick, pink lips pressed against mine. My eyes were still open and I found myself looking at her smooth face and delicate features. I felt her lips sink into mine. They felt incredibly hot, and very firm. I felt my own lips give in to hers. I did not so much kiss back as I allowed her to kiss me. The sensation of her lips against mine was...electric. My entire body seemed to come alive all at once. All of my nerves were firing, my skin felt prickly, and my heart pounded like a drum. Eve's beautiful smell filled my nose and, despite myself, I felt actual arousal. Not repressed. But right there on the surface. I felt my nipples harden and my mouth go dry.
I felt Eve's mouth open slightly and her pink tongue darted out of her mouth. I was still too stunned to move and I did not open my mouth to let her in. I desperately wanted to. I wanted to feel her tongue in my mouth, to taste her. My body wanted it. But I knew I was supposed to resist. This was bad and I wasn't supposed to be doing this. I was making this situation worse. I needed to stop. Stuck between these two poles, I just sat stiffly, but enjoying Eve's kiss nonetheless. Her tongue flittered across my lips, wetting them and sending a shiver down my spine.
And while our lips were together, I was thinking about what Eve had said. She'd correctly noted that I hadn't been fulfilled when I had everything that I wanted all the time. I was less than a person, I was just an animal with constant desires. But now I had control over myself, and that was good. I was much happier. But was I completely fulfilled? I had walled off a part of myself, but I knew now it was still there. Could I be happy for the rest of my life, pretending that I was something that I was not? But could I have sexuality and still remain a decent person, or would I fall back into my old habits? It was so risky. But even with the fear, I realized now that part of me desperately wanted it, that I always had, I'd just ignored it.
More importantly I realized why I had come to this placed and met this woman. It was the same reason that part of me wanted to have sex so badly. Intimacy. It was likely the one thing I still lacked that would provide me with fulfillment. The one thing that in all my time I had never had. I hadn't been able to buy a real connection with anyone. And now, in my church, I had to keep a part of myself, a big part of myself, secret. I couldn't allow a real connection with anyone. I'd spent so much time becoming a real person, but now I could not share that real person with anyone else. I had hoped to have that kind of connection with someone, someone who would understand me. Eve was a "fallen woman" and "transgender." I had hoped to short circuit intimacy, to find it with someone in a way that avoided romantic or sexual entanglement. Someone I could explain my feelings to and know that they understood. I realized that this was what I was missing in my life as well. As much as I loved Linda and Pastor Andrew, I sat outside their intimacy. The intimacy of lovers. I was just certain that my past had made that path to intimacy impossible for me now. I had burned that bridge. My defenses to my sexuality were, for good reason, far too high.
But then something happened, Eve turned her body slightly in towards me, pressing her lips more tightly into mine. She scooted her body closer to me as well, rolling her hips towards me. It was not on purpose, but, despite my best efforts to simply freeze, something unexpected happened. My left hand was sitting against my thigh. As Eve turned, the tip of her hard cock pressed against the back of my hand. It felt like it was kissing me as well, the hard but still spongy skin pressing against my tendons. I could feel the slight warmth of her pre-cum as it smeared across my skin. The feeling was...explosive.
Up until that point, I had felt my arousal growing at the same rate that my will to resist had grown. It was like I was trying to build a dam of moral purity higher and higher even as the flood waters of temptation were rising behind me. I could feel both impulses growing to an unsustainable degree. And what was worse, the lust was rising faster than I could build. But I didn't have a choice, I had to keep trying. Then Eve's cock had brushed my hand. And like a dam that is overrun, the water does not simply dribble over the top. The dam fails. The whole thing fails at once. When I felt Eve's cock against my hand, I couldn't fight my urges any longer. Five years of repressed sexual energy rushed out of the dark recesses of my brain, crashed down into my conscious mind, and found my body, suddenly willing to play along.
I felt my lips begin to kiss Eve back. Just a little added pressure. Eve seemed to notice as well as I heard a slight moan in her throat. I opened my mouth slightly. Eve's tongue was still slipping across my lips, but now it slipped inside of my mouth, the tip running across my teeth. I met her tongue with my own, licking it quickly. I got just the barest taste of her cinnamon-sweet flavor and wanted more.



Any thoughts of confusions that I had before were swept away in the flood waters of my uncontrolled sexual need. I thrust my tongue out slightly. I found Eve's mouth open, willingly accepting my tongue inside of her. Her mouth was hot and taste so alive. I felt her tongue rise to meet my own. Soon our tongue were wrestling languidly, lapping over another and tasting each other with lazy movements. I could hear the gentle slurping sound as our tongue worked together and I could smell Eve's sweet cinnamon breath, as she panted excitedly.
Each movement of my tongue, each taste of Eve's essence drove the excitement in my body higher and higher. My nipples ached against my conservative clothing. The tight tape cut off most circulation to my secret spot, but I could feel the desire to stir. Years of unacknowledged sexual need overlapped at once.
Eve's cock was still brushing against my left hand. I could feel it twitchy hotly against my skin. I plunged my tongue more deeply into Eve's mouth and, and the same instant, I reached my right hand across my body. In a moment, I felt my fingers wrap around Eve's hardened shaft. Eve's mouth opened and she moaned loudly as my tongue pressed more deeply into her mouth. Eve's cock was hot in my hand and I could feel the corded, muscly feel of her rod under the velvety smoothness of her skin. My fingers were resting gently on her smooth, heavy balls. When was the last time I'd grasped an arouse cock? Even mine? If felt like a lifetime ago, it felt like I was losing my virginity again.
For a moment, I just kept my hand grasped tightly around Eve's cock while I continued to kiss Eve deeply. Her body felt more tense than it had before, but she returned my kisses with even more passion than before. Our tongues make loud slurping sounds and I could feel Eve's spit on my lips and my chin. I reached my left hand up from my side, running my fingers through Eve's braids. Eve began to rock her hips slightly and I heard her coo as she tried to get some resistance from my palm.
I couldn't tease any longer, I needed to know more about Eve. Slowly, I started to stroke my hand up the long, thick length of Eve's shaft. I felt the muscles and veins against my palm and felt as the skin bunched up under my tight grip. After a minute, I felt my palm slide up the tip of Eve's cock. I moved my palm so it was placed down directly on top of Eve's tip and swirled it around slightly. Eve moaned and squirmed on the bed. I then quickly wrapped my fingers around Eve's cock once again and slide it down her shaft. Eve spread her legs slightly and my hand quickly slipped down against her balls. I started to stroke faster now, up and down the length of Eve's twitching cock, always swirling my palm against her tip as I reached the top.
While I was stroking Eve's cock and pushing my tongue into her mouth, I felt her hands moving. In a few moments, she reached behind her back and unhooked her demi-bra. I barely noticed her movements, as I was focusing too intently on the way her cock felt against my palm. But then I felt her arms go forward and the bra slid down until the cups were in her hand. She threw it off to the side. I broke our kiss now, my face slick with Eve's saliva.
"Oh baby Cora, I read you right," Eve said and I didn't even care. I was passed the point of shame or nerves. My body was totally in control and it needed sex. And Eve seemed like the perfect person to get it from. I continued to stroke Eve's cock with the same steady rhythm, but leaned back slightly. I desperately needed to see Eve's breasts.
I'd never been with another transwoman before. I'd seen my own body in the mirror (and generally approved of it) but I wanted to see what another chick with a dick looked like. Eve's breasts were stunningly beautiful. When they were not squeezed into her tight demi-bra they still remained remarkably high on her chest. They were the perfect size for her small frame and had the tear-drop shape that looked natural and alluring. Her nipples had small brown areolas and were hard, point up at a slight angle. Perhaps more importantly, Eve's perfect breasts with her long, hard cock proved to be more enticing together than either one was on its own.
Eve looked at me alluringly and I knew what I wanted to do. I closed my eyes and leaned in toward Eve's chest. She arched her back slightly, pushing her breasts up. In a moment, I felt my wet chin press against the soft, warm pillow of Eve's right breast. My face sank into her soft flesh and her skin felt smooth and velvety against my own. My lips part slightly and I found Eve's nipple pop easily into my mouth. My tongue quickly rushed up to find it. I found the hard nub of Eve's nipple with the top of my tongue, flicking it gently. Eve's body trembled while I tasted the salty-sweet flavor of her skin. I swirled my tongue around a few times on Eve's nipple, enjoying the flexible hardness of it. Then I made a vacuum with my mouth and started to suck.
"Oh baby that is so good, I knew you wanted this!" Eve purred. I felt her hands on my head now, running her fingers through my long, straight blonde hair. I am not sure how low we stayed like that, but it felt wonderful however long it was. I was sitting on the edge of the bed, turned slightly toward Eve, my mouth had entirely engulfed Eve's nipple and my tongue was rubbing on the underside of her breast. The whole while, my hand was stroking up and down on Eve's cock, squeezing her tightly and resting occasionally on her balls. Eve moaned and said my name over and over again while I played with her.
After a while, she spoke more definitely, "Oh baby, I wanna cum so bad!" she said. I could feel Eve's balls seizing up slightly and I could sense her muscles tightening. When Eve talked about cum, I could almost feel the way it would feel against my skin, hot and sticky. I could smell the clean scent and I could almost taste it. It had been so long since I'd tasted cum. I'd always liked the flavor, even my own, back when I was a sexual person. I didn't want to waste Eve's hot cum on my hand.
I quickly unhooked my lips from Eve's nipple and briefly stopped stroking her cock. Eve mewed, wordlessly expressing her intense need. I didn't want to keep her waiting long. I quickly swung off the bed and turned so that I was facing Eve. I kept my hand on her thick cock, but moved so I had an overhand grip. In a few moments, I had positioned myself so that I was on my knees on the hotel room floor, between Eve's spread legs, looking at her cock. Eve was looking down between her breasts (the right once glistening with saliva) at me and biting her lower lip.
I pulled Eve's cock down so that it was looking me in the eye. The skin was pulled very taut now and seemed to glisten. Eve's scent was very strong here. The fruity smell of perfume with a strong, almost overpowering undercurrent of earthy sex. Eve's cock was quivering in my hand. A bit of pre-cum was dripping from the end and it made my mouth water. I wanted desperately to pop Eve's cock directly into my mouth.
But I decided to tease her a little bit longer. I leaned forward as though I were going to slip Eve's cock into my mouth. But, at the last instant, I turned my head slightly to the side. I heard Eve gasp as her cock pressed against my soft cheek. I felt her pre-cum smear against the skin on my face. I turned my head now and kissed the side of Eve's cock. The hardened muscles of her shaft felt so hot against my lips that it felt like my mouth would burn. I moaned loudly, overwhelmed by the sensation. I stuck my tongue out slightly, pressing it against Eve's shaft. I started to move my lips down the length of Eve's dick, trailing my wet tongue and occasionally planting kisses against it.
Back in my party days, because of my reticence about actual intercourse, I had sucked lots of cocks. It was kind of like riding a bike, I still remembered exactly how to get where I was going. In a moment, I felt my head rest against Eve's lap and my lips and tongue pressed into Eve's smooth balls. My hand was still wrapped around the base of Eve's shaft and I pushed her balls towards my mouth with my thumb. I felt her balls press against my lips and I opened my mouth, letting one pop inside.
Eve's testicle felt heavy and almost seemed to be pulsating in my mouth. I swirled my tongue around on her ball, and tasting its salty flavor. I breathed in deeply with my nose, the unmistakable scent of sex filled it quickly. Eve groaned and then moved her hands between her legs. She put her hands on my head, seemingly unsure of what to do next. I sucked on her ball for quite a while, until her flavor coated my whole mouth. Her cock was twitching against my face and I knew she was very close to cumming.
I slowly pushed Eve's testicle back out of my mouth, her balls were dripping with my spit and I kissed them twice gently. Then I slowly started to kiss my way back up the length of Eve's shaft. Each time my lips pressed against her skin, Eve moaned. Her whole body was trembling now and her hands were squeezing at my hair. After a few moments, I had kissed my way all the way up Eve's cock. My lips pressed against the side of her cock, right where the tip mushroomed out.
I moved my head now so that, once again, I was facing Eve's cock head on. More pre-cum had formed to replace the stuff that had been smeared on my face. My mouth was literally dripping wet, my tongue was coated in saliva. I'd never wanted more in my life to put something into mouth. Eve's hands were on either side of my head now and she looked down at me with her big innocent eyes.
"Suck my cock baby. Please, I want to cum for you," Eve moaned at me. I smiled and raised my eyebrows, there is something so wonderful about being begged.
"I want you to tell me before you cum," I said, my mouth close enough to her cock that she could probably feel my breath against it. Eve swallowed and then nodded, but did not speak. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth. I leaned forward quickly, no longer having the will necessary to tease. I took a deep breath with my nose and let my tongue get loose and fat.
I felt the tip of Eve's cock press against my tongue. My entire body lit up like a Christmas tree at just the barest touch. My nipples ached through my conservative shirt and my knees shook on the cheap hotel room carpet. The pre-cum from Eve's cock pressed, salty and sticky, onto my tongue. But I didn't stop. The tip of Eve's cock entered my mouth. I felt my lips close around the mushroom tip. I swirled my tongue around gently, coating Eve's tip in my saliva.
I felt Eve's hands squeeze more tightly on my head and I could hear her breathing sharply. I opened my eyes and looked up at Eve. I could see her looking down at me between her breasts. Her eyes were wide and her mouth was gaped open slightly. Her breasts were rising and falling and I could see each slight motion in my tongue mirrored in the tense motions of her body. I had forgotten how wonderful this could feel, especially when sober and everything is just being experienced.
I slipped my hand off of Eve's shaft now and instead, gently cupped her balls. I didn't want anything in the way. I massaged her balls slowly as I started to press my lips forward again. I kept my eyes up, looking at Eve as my mouth slid over her shaft. I kept my tongue against the bottom of my mouth, but undulated it strongly as I felt Eve's urethra passed over it. I kept my cheeks tight, squeezing Eve's heavy shaft tightly. I moved steadily as Eve's cock moved deeper and deeper into my mouth. My lips spread to take her impressive width.
Eve was panting and squeezing on my head as inch by inch her cock disappeared into my mouth. Soon, I felt the tip of Eve's cock press passed my uvula. As Eve's cock started to pass into my throat, I gagged slightly. I used to have better control of that, when I was in practice. Regardless, my mouth filled with thick, viscous saliva and I used my tongue to bath Eve's cock. But I kept pressing my face closer and closer towards Eve's body as I did so.
After a few moments, I found that my nose was pressed into Eve's belly. My chin was resting against Eve's scrotum. I slipped my tongue over my lower teeth and outside of my mouth. I poked at Eve's scrotum with my tongue, even running it along her balls. My eyes were still looking up at Eve, mostly now seeing the undersides of her breasts. My eyes were watering fiercely and I gagged again. I had gone as far as our bodies would allow.
"I've seen whores who can't deep-throat like that!" Eve said, her voice growing higher as she spoke. Her body was shaking. I slipped Eve's cock out of my mouth slowly, letting it slide from my throat, over my tongue, and out towards my lips again. When her cock was no longer in my throat, I took a deep breath. I moved my hand up off of Eve's balls and rubbed my spit into her skin, stroking her cock slightly.
I started to swirl my hand around on Eve's cock, letting my spit lubricate my quick motions. But, having caught my breath, I wanted to keep Eve's tasty cock in my mouth. I started to move my lips back down Eve's shaft, chasing my skittering fingers down her shaft. I moved much more quickly this time, my throat was ready and Eve's cock was well-lubricated. When my lips reached the end of her shaft, my fingers once again found her balls.
For a few minutes, I just continued like that, my mouth bobbing up and down on Eve's shaft while my tongue rubbed her gently. My hands were always on whatever part of her cock was not in my mouth, rubbing it gently and stroking it toward my lips. I would also rub her testicles whenever I'd get the chance. Occasionally, I would bury Eve's cock all the way into my throat and then bounce my head up and down on it, just driving it hard into the back of my throat while my tongue swirled around.
Eve's reaction was beautiful. I kept my eyes open the whole time, looking up at the prostitute and gauging her reactions. Eve's eyes were closed. She kept one hand firmly on my head, always trying to push my head down onto her cock. With her other hand she was rubbing her breast furiously, pinching on her nipples and squeezing her flesh. Her muscles felt taut under her skin and her breathing was ragged. Occasionally, she would moan so loudly I wondered if people in the rooms next to us could tell we were fucking.
Finally, while Eve's cock was burned all the way in my throat and my fingers were gently spanking Eve's low-hanging balls, she spoke, "Oh shit baby, I am about to cum," she moaned, just above a whispered. Part of me wanted to just let her shoot her big load right down my throat into my stomach. But I had a vision in my head and I desperately wanted to make it happen.
I quickly slipped Eve's cock out of my throat. As it emerged from my lips, my hand once against found it, wrapping around quickly. I was already started to stroke Eve's cock as her tip pressed against my lip. I popped Eve's cock out of my mouth quickly and dropped down slightly lower on my knees. I opened my mouth wide and kept my eyes open. I kept stroking Eve's cock.
I had just barely gotten into position when I felt Eve's body finally give in to my actions. "Fuck me!" Eve groaned loudly. Her one hand squeezed her breast squeezed tightly, pinching her nipple. Her other hand moved from my head, finding the edge of the belt and holding on tightly. Eve's legs were shaking uncontrollably and toes curled up on the floor. She let out an inarticulate, animalistic moan. It just sort of hung in the air.
I felt Eve's cock jerk in my hand before anything else. It jerked hard and it felt like Eve's entire body was convulsing. My thumb was pressed against Eve's urethra and I could feel it bulging and I knew what was about to happen. I felt it before I saw anything. Eve's balls were so full that the first big spurt of her orgasm jetted out of her cock and splashed into the back of my throat. I almost choked, but quickly closed my mouth.
Eve's cock was hardly finished. While Eve rocked her hips and continued to make croaking noises, I kept my hand stroking her dick. Every second or so her cock would convulse hard in my hand and another large glob of sperm would pour out of her cock. My mouth was now closed and her cum was leaving her body with a lot less velocity, but still a lot of volume. Big globs of sperm landed on my lips, my nose, my eye lids, in my hair. Soon my entire face was glazed in Eve's dirty spunk. Her scent filled my nose and made my head feel light. The whole time, the mouthful of cum that Eve had sprayed into my throat was still sitting in my mouth. I swirled it around, tasting the salty flavor. It tasted just like I expected Eve to taste, salty and sweet with a dirty undercurrent.
Eventually, Eve's orgasm subsided. Her moaning slowed and then finally stopped. I could only hear her panting now. I felt her cock jerk a final time and a last bit of sperm dribbled onto my chin. I opened my eyes now and looked up at Eve. My vision was blurry and my eyes stung as Eve's sperm dripped into it. Eve was looking down at me, smiling. I smiled back up at her. I felt a high like I had never experienced before. I'd never felt so good in my life. I felt like a live wire.
Eve seemed to sense that my excitement had not waned. Without speaking she slid off the edge of the bed. I was sort of crouching now at the foot of the bed, up on my toes with my legs spread slightly. Eve dropped onto my lap so that her ass was sort of slung in my skirt and her thighs draped over mine. She put her booted feet on the floor so that I wasn't holding all of her weight and draped both of her arms around the back of my neck. She had moved so gracefully and quickly that she was in my laps before I knew what was happening.
"I get paid to get blowjobs from all kinds of people. That was something special," she purred, I smiled and felt some of Eve's sperm drip down over my lips. Eve seemed to notice it as well.
She closed her eyes and leaned into me. I closed mine as well and tilted my head to the side. I felt Eve's lips press into mine, just as delectable as before. But this time, I could feel her sperm spreading against her lips and felt a chill. Soon her tongue was sliding across my lips, taking her own sperm back into her mouth. I opened my mouth slightly and decided to give Eve a surprise. Eve's tongue probed into my mouth, I licked her tongue gently, but then pushed the big wad of cum and spit that I'd been sloshing around in my mouth, back at her. She moaned slightly and opened her mouth wider. Soon the whole load was in her mouth!
Eve broke our kiss and pulled back slightly. She gave me a naughty look and I wondered what she was thinking. She started to lean back in towards me and I closed my eyes, anticipating another kiss. But, after a second, I did not feel Eve's sexy lips against my own. Instead, I felt the rough, wet texture of Eve's tongue against my eye lid. I didn't know what to think. But after a few seconds, I realized what she was doing. Eve's mouth and tongue moved around my face, licking up her sperm and sucking it into her mouth. I heard a slurping sound as she sucked her sperm out of the loose strands of my hair. I found myself moaning slightly as I felt the warm wetness of Eve's mouth explore my entire face, followed by the gentle coolness of my now-clean face as she passed. Finally, she passed her tongue across my lips once more, collecting the last of her own copious sperm. My face was clear.
I opened my eyes again and saw Eve looking at me, her cheeks bulging. I knew she was tasting her own sperm, mixed with the flavor of my body and even some of my spit. I felt my mouth water and I felt jealous that she got to taste it. But I also found it undeniably sexy to watch her. Eve could tell that I was enjoying her naughty show and I guess she decided to up the stakes. Eve threw her head back and opened her mouth. I could just barely make out a pool of white liquid in her mouth. Then I heard a gentle humming sound followed by a deep gurgling noise. I saw bubbles forming in Eve's mouth. She was gargling her sperm! I watched as big, lazy bubbles formed and popped in Eve's mouth and I could see her tongue moving quickly in the liquid. Her actions put the smell of sperm thick in the air and my whole body ached with desire.



Finally, a small stream of cum overflowed the corner of Eve's mouth and rolled down her chin and dribbled onto her breast. Eve instantly closed her mouth, evidently afraid of losing more. Her cheeks now strained with the puffed up sperm as she lowered her head and looked at me again. She swished it around in her mouth once more. But I was watched the small amount of sperm dribbled down from her chin and then roll down her breast and stop at her nipple.
I couldn't help myself. I leaned my head forward and wrapped my lips around Eve's still-hard nipple. As I leaned forward Eve's cock, which was also still hard, pressed into my belly. Eve's nipple tasted salty and I sucked on the sperm and spit that had collected there. I flatted my tongue now and started to trace my way up Eve's breast, following the trail of her accidental drool. Eve moaned as I moved. The sperm tasted even dirty now, having been gargled in Eve's throat. It had a slight cinnamon flavor from her mouth mixed with the salty, earthy flavor of sperm. Soon I reached the point where the dribble had dropped onto her chest. I moved up to the side of her chin quickly, finding the place where the drool had started. I licked up it, taking more of her juices into my mouth.
Just as my tongue was about to graze across Eve's lips, she turned to me quickly. Our lips pressed together and I felt Eve's tongue push into my lips. I felt a sudden rush of adrenaline as I realized what was going to happen. I opened my mouth wide. Eve immediately followed suit and I felt her tongue push into my gaping mouth. A tidal wave of warm sperm and spit poured in a giant sticky ball into my mouth. The smell of it filled my nose and the taste, which I had gotten just a hint of from Eve's breast, was intense.
Soon the entire load had been dumped into my mouth and I closed my lips around it. My cheeks bulged with spit and sperm and I swished it around my teeth and let it play on my tongue. Finally, I couldn't take it any longer and it I tilted my head back. I let the thick liquid pour down my throat in a steady streaming, feeling it sticky, slimy texture as it worked its way down my throat. Finally, I felt it settle, warm and naughty, in my stomach. The whole load was inside of me now.
I opened my eyes now and looked at Eve. She was staring at me intently, her eyes looking innocent and playful all at once, "Did you like that baby?" she asked.
"It was incredible Eve," I responded. I lacked the words to describe how good that had felt. Years of clean living had apparently created in me a fetish for things dirty. Just the idea of what I'd just done...it was so bad that it was good. Devilishly good.
"I can't tell you like it," Eve said, pouting slightly. I furrowed my brow.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Well...I am sitting here in your lap and...if you really were a girl like me," she said, reaching forward and grasping her long cock, bouncing it slightly, "I would be feeling it right now." My cock was aching to become erect. I could feel an intense discomfort between my legs, an aching desire for release. I had been ignoring it, as I had ignored it for years, but now the need became too intense. Eve was right, she needed to know how I felt.
"Hop off my lap and I will show you how I feel," I said in a whisper. Eve leaned forward and kissed my once, gently, on the cheek. Then she stood quickly and sat back down on the bed. My feet ached slightly from Eve sitting on me and I stood up as soon as her weight was off me, stretching out my muscles. I took a couple of steps back from the bed, to give myself some space.
It had been a very long time since I'd completely disrobed in front of someone. Much longer than it had been since the last time I'd given a blowjob. The last time I'd had actual sex was...several months before I was saved by Linda. I suppose that it should have made me nervous or reticent. But all I knew was that I desperately wanted to be exposed to Eve.
I quickly unbuttoned my cardigan and threw it onto the floor. Likewise, I unbuttoned my white blouse underneath. In fact, I had a little trouble unbuttoning my blouse and had to resist the urge to just tear it off. But in no time, it too was lying on the floor in a heap. I was wearing a very unflattering tan bra (I always had very modest underwear these days) and I wanted it off instantly. I reached behind my back, unhooked it, and had it off on the floor faster than I'd ever done so in my life.
I could feel Eve's eyes find my large, silicone breasts. My parents had ensured that they were created by the absolute best surgeon in the country. They looked a bit like Eve's, only much larger. They had a soft, bulbous underside and a slightly concave top, the two sides meeting at small, pink areolas (with longish nipples). They were very heavy and hung slightly lower than Eve's small breasts, but they were so large that a little droop was expected. They were, for their size, extremely perky and hung much better than most women with very large breasts.
Regardless of Eve's focus, I knew mine. I was not nearly done disrobing. I kicked off my flats quickly and then reached up to my waist. My long gray skirt zipped on the side and I quickly had it unzipped and lying in a pool at my feet. I was wearing a pair of tan panties with a particularly boring cut. I quickly slipped my fingers inside of them, dropping them down to meet my skirt.
I stood up straight now. I was, for all practical purposes, now naked. But, as Eve looked down between my feminine hips, below my thin waist, and above my shapely thighs, she would not have seen anything particularly out of the ordinary. I was waxed entirely bare and, at the apex of my legs, was a small patch of white material. A very powerful piece of tape. I looked very smooth in that area. But my body was aching against the constraints of that tape.
I always hated this part, but savored it now. I found the corner of the tape and picked at it slightly, pulling up a small amount. I knew from experience it was best to do this all at once. I pulled up enough so that I could pinch the corner with my thumb and forefinger. I looked up at Eve who was staring at me intently, and I ripped the tape. The pain was pretty intense (as it always was), as the tape separated itself from my skin. I felt a great amount of heat, followed by a soothing coolness of the air. I felt my cock slip out of the crack of my ass and hang down between my legs.
This was the thing that had prevented me from barring myself fully to my church community, the original sin that had prevented me from reaching true intimacy with my friends (and I suppose potential lovers). It was a reminder of my past and a block on my future. But it was a part of me as well. Like Eve had said, it was always a part of me and always would be. I couldn't wish it away and didn't really want to, I was who I was. And sometimes, acknowledging who I was meant accepting just a little bit of bad in a good life, a little balance.
My cock seemed to sense the newfound freedom. As soon as it was no longer squeezed by the tape, it began to fill. My balls hung very low, aching with sperm. I looked down between my legs, watching as my limp, thin 4-inch cock began to swell with arousal. I looked up at Eve and saw her looking back at me. That seemed to accelerate the process. I knew that once I was completely aroused, my cock would be around five and half inches long and somewhat thin and veiny. I was already getting close.
"I'll be damned," Eve said, "you really are a special girl. And beautiful." I blushed at her words.
"I clearly think you are beautiful too," I said looking down at my cock. Eve laughed, her voice sounding clear and honest.
"Come here baby," she said, hooking her index finger at me and biting her lip. Her legs were spread slightly and her cock looked like it had fully recovered from her orgasm. I felt a sudden lightness in my being. Even back when I was a partier it had never been this easy to get someone to accept the real me. I mean, Eve accepted me for obvious reasons, but it was still a new sensation. I suddenly felt the intimacy I had been craving all this time, but in a form that I had definitely not expected.
In this light state of mind, I bounded over to the bed and jumped on top of it. I jumped sort of feet first, but sideways, like I was sliding into home plate. I sort of landed on my side to the right of Eve and we both bounced on the bed. I felt my breasts rise up toward my chin and my cock flop against my thigh. I heard Eve laughing as she popped up on the bed. She flopped back on the bed as well.
We were both lying on our sides on the bed now, facing towards one another. We were sort of head to foot. I hadn't really planned anything, I'd just jumped on the bed. But, without further words, we both knew what we wanted to do and we were in the perfect position. We sort of inched toward one another.
In a few moments, the distance between us disappeared. I felt Eve's breasts press into my stomach and I could feel her hot breath on my half-mast cock. Her face was just inches away from it. At the same time, I felt her hard, glistening tip of her cock pressing into the bone between my breasts. Her balls were just a few inches below my throat. I placed my hand on Eve's inner thigh, her top thigh and pressed up slightly. She spread her legs wide and I moved my head forward, resting it against her bottom inner thigh. I then wrapped my left arm around her top hip, pulling her thigh close to my body and driving her cock deeper between my breasts.
The next thing I remember was a slight, but highly significant sensation. I felt the soft pads of Eve's fingers as they grasped the very tip of my cock, lifting it slightly. Eve's touch was gentle, but my cock was so sensitive that my entire body seemed to shake at once. Both of Eve arms were close to her body, folded up with her hands close to my face. My cock was still not completely hard and it wiggled slightly as Eve's hands slid down the length of it. I felt her shake it slightly and giggle. I could feel her breath on it and her body snuggled up closer to mine. I felt her other hand, her left, find my aching testicles. Her fingers rolled them around, massaging them gently.
I tried to look down and see what Eve was doing. But our bodies were so close now that my breasts and Eve's balls blocked my view. Instead, I looked forward. Just below eye level I could see the mounds of Eve's shapely ass. Because of the way that I was sitting between Eve's legs, her ass cheeks were pulled apart slightly. I looked down and followed the small line of tissue that ran from Eve's smooth balls to her asshole.
Eve's asshole was a little pink kiss planted between the muscles. The color contrast between her light brown skin and the cotton-candy colored pucker of her asshole was stark. Her flesh looked crinkled, but sort and inviting. I felt my mouth watering and wondered how it would taste. It looked clean and sweet, I wanted to know for sure. I had done this many times in the past and always enjoyed it. But Eve's bottom looked special. Even as Eve was waving my cock in her own face, I leaned my head forward.
I closed my eyes as I felt the flesh of Eve's ass press against the skin on my face. Her skin was smooth, dry, and warm. As I bent my neck, I felt my chin press against Eve's balls. I felt her jump slightly as she did so. I smiled, but kept moving. After moment, I felt my lips, not yet puckered into a kiss, meet the prostitute's crinkled asshole. Eve's anus felt dense and hot against my lips. I pouted and pressed more firmly against it. I heard Eve moan as she felt the sensation of my kiss and her asshole tightened slightly. I kissed her again.
Eve seemed to take inspiration from my actions. As I started to pepper her anus with kisses, I felt her fingers circle around the tip of my penis. For a moment, her breath on my cock became very intense. And then, I felt a gentle, wet pressure against the tip. I could not see, but I could tell that Eve was kissing the tip of my cock. A shiver ran down my spine and I moaned loudly. With my lips pressed against Eve's asshole, my moan vibrated through her body and her kissed became more intense.
Feeling Eve touching me and kissing me in my most private area was more than my little remaining restraint could take. I pushed my tongue out from between my lips quickly. I felt the tip of my tongue press forcefully against Eve's anus. I felt my tongue press into the crinkled folds of Eve's anus. Her skin there tasted salty, as it had on other places on her body, but had an sweet current in it that was absolutely delicious. I flattened my tongue, making it thick and wet and began to lap at Eve's anus. I love the way the dense, crinkled skin felt and the way that I was able to suck up her flavor. The sexual smell of her body, so close, added to the experience.
Once again it seemed that Eve had taken some inspiration from my actions. She moaned and her body tensed as my tongue dragged up and down over her tight little anus. But her mouth remained active. While she moaned, sending tremors through my body, she opened her mouth. I felt the hot tightness of her mouth as her lips slipped around the tip of my cock. I felt her tongue swirl against the tip, tasting my pre-cum and rubbing me gently. It had been so long since I'd felt the hot, overwhelming sensation of a blowjob. I'd forgotten how wonderful they were. Slowly Eve's lips slipped farther and farther down the length of my cock. It was completely hard now, I was so excited. I could feel it rubbing across Eve's tongue and eventually felt as it pressed into the back of her throat. Eve's hand continued to massage my balls as she deep-throated my cock. Then I began to feel as my cock once again slid out of her throat. In a short time, Eve was bobbing her head slowly up and down on my cock, coating me in her warmth and spit. She moved with grace and care, allowing my arousal to build, but not to crescendo.
I was starting to go crazy from Eve's actions. I was bucking my hips as best I could, but she soothed me with her now free hand and kept her motions slow and steady. I decided that I needed to do more. I kept my tongue flat and gave one last long stroke across Eve's anus. Then it was time to do something a bit more extreme. I made my tongue rigid in my mouth. I positioned the tip right against the opening of Eve's anus. For a few seconds I just moved the hard tip of my tongue around in tight circles on Eve's anus. Eve groaned with my cock in her throat.
Then I pushed my tongue down steadily. Eve's body tensed and I felt the very tip of my tongue slip inside of Eve's anus. The inside of her body was incredibly smooth and tight. The light flavors I had tasted on the outside of her anus were much more intense here. Salty, sweet, and earthy, Eve's insides were the most amazing flavor I had ever experienced. I felt my balls seize up slightly, from the excitement of driving my tongue Eve's ass and loving the taste. I kept pushing my tongue in further and further. My tongue got squeezed more and more tightly, but the smoothness and delicious taste of Eve's insides made it more than worth it. Soon I found my teeth pressed against Eve's ass cheeks and I realized that my tongue was buried as deep in Eve's asshole as it would go. I wiggled my tongue insides of her for a while and felt her body quiver with each of my movements.
For a moment, Eve pulled my cock out of her mouth, "Cora...Holy fuck, your tongue is so big. That is...so fucking nasty. I love it!" she panted. I smiled as best I could and wanted to respond in some way, but I didn't want to stop tonging Eve's asshole. I pulled my tongue out slightly, only to drive it back into Eve's body. Her hips shook around me and I felt her grinding her cock against my breastbone. Soon I was slipping my tongue in and out of Eve's asshole with the same measured rhythm that she was using on my cock.
Apparently, that slow rhythm was not enough for Eve anymore, or maybe my tongue wiggling and tasting her insides gave her ideas. Regardless, Eve had a new idea. I felt her left had move off of my balls. For a moment, I felt it wiggle inside of Eve's mouth, right next to my cock. I felt her swirling it around against her cheek and coating it in spit. Then it slipped back out. Eve then reached her left around over my hip, sort of hooking it around my leg. I felt her finger press momentarily against my balls. Then she slipped her finger back. I felt the tip of her wetted finger press against my anus. My body jerked and my tongue plunged deep into Eve's anus.
While Eve was still deeply sucking on my dick, she started to circle her wet finger around my anus, the same way that my tongue had once circled hers. After a few moments I felt an intense pressure against my anus. I moaned loudly, my tongue vibrating inside Eve's ass. This just made Eve press even harder. In an instant, Eve's finger slipped into my asshole up to the second knuckle. I grunted and felt the familiar (though distant) feeling of pleasure and pain that came with being anally penetrated. Eve continued to push, forcing her finger deeper into my ass. The pain started to subside, while the pleasure intensified. Soon, Eve's hand was all the way against my ass and her index finger was buried to the hilt in my anus. I felt her wiggle it inside of me and felt like I would die from pleasure.
We stayed in that position for quite a while, and each moment spent built the tension inside of my body. I felt Eve's cock grinding between my breasts and felt my own breasts and hard nipples press into her belly. My tongue was at times rigid, jackhammering in and out of Eve's anus and at other times soft and flat, lapping at and tasting her ass. Eve was deep throating my cock in and out of her lips, the skin of her cheeks taut against my quivering shaft. While she sucked my dick, Eve was slowly working her finger in and out of my anus. Sometimes, I would squeeze on her finger and she would push harder, giving me a little bit of pain with the pleasure. The room was filled with the gentle slurping sounds of our tongues and the sighs and pants of lovers.
I thought that we were going to keep going until we both came all over one another. I was holding out, but I knew that it would happen before too long. But, just as I seemed to be entering another level of arousal, Eve slipped my cock back out of her mouth and spoke, "Oh Cora, baby...your cock is all wet. My little asshole is all wet and stretched. Please fuck me baby!" she moaned like the whore she was. I dipped my tongue once more into Eve's ass. I desperately wanted to cum now, on Eve's face. But the prospect of fucking Eve was too great. I pulled my tongue out of Eve's ass and pulled away from her slightly. I felt Eve's finger pop out of my asshole as she pulled away as well, giving me the sort of strange empty feeling that only comes when an alien object is removed from that place.
Eve seemed to know what she wanted and, as soon as our bodies had separated. She moved so that she was once again laying at the foot of the bed. She positioned herself so that her ass was just hanging off the end. She spread her legs and put her feet up so that they too were just on the edge of the bed. She laid back on the bed, slipping her right arm behind her neck. Her breasts sort of splayed out across her body, her hard nipples pointing up to the sky. Her cock was still hard and looked slightly reddened from pressing tightly to my breasts. It was pointing up toward her face, her balls hanging low. Somehow, with her narrow waist and wide hips, it just looked...right. I watched her as she moved into position, enjoying ever slight ripple of muscles and jiggle of flesh. Once she was in place, she turned her wide eyes to me.
"I am ready for you baby," she cooed. This sort of shook me out of my reverie. I quickly slipped myself off of the bed and moved around towards the front. I tried not to run, I tried to move slowly so that Eve could see the way my breasts bounced as I walked and the way my erect cock point out from my body, my balls jiggling. I don't know if this is what Eve saw, but I do know her eyes stayed on me as I moved around her body.



Finally I found myself standing at the foot of the bed, looking down over Eve's body. I could see her glistening anus and I could tell from the location of my cock that she was at the perfect height. Her body looked incredible from this angle, all smooth curves and taut skin. Her face was angelically beautiful and her hair was splayed out across the bed like it had been arranged by a photographer.
"Don't hold back baby, I need this now," Eve moaned. I needed it too and I didn't want to wait. I placed my left hand on Eve's right knee to steady myself and, wrapped my right hand around my cock to steady it. Eve was biting her lip and nodding at me slowly. She reached her free hand to her chest and started to grasp and her nipples and squeeze the flesh of her breasts.
I looked down at the pink tip of my cock, just inches from Eve's anus. I had never done this before. I had been fucked in the ass on many occasions and even fucked a girl's pussy once. But I had never fucked anyone in the ass before. I was nervous and excited. But I wanted it so badly, I just kept moving with confidence.
I felt the tip of my cock press against the wet, crinkled skin of Eve's anus. The sensation was pleasant and promised more fun in the future. I remembered how lovely it tasted and had to control myself to prevent thrusting my hips too forcefully at the memory. Eve was staring at me intently with her gorgeous eyes, willing me forward. I squeezed my hand on Eve's knee and started to press slowly with my hips.
"Come on Cora, give it to me baby. Give me that cock!" Eve chanted in a low voice, encouraging me forward. I started to feel pressure on my cock as the dense flesh of Eve's anus pressed against it. Eve moaned and pinched her breasts more tightly. I felt her pushing out with her anus and knew that she was trying to open it up for me. I pushed more forcefully with my cock. The pressure felt incredibly intense, almost painful, as I pushed into Eve's anus. It was like I was stretching a rubber band with my cock. But then, suddenly, the pressure broke. I felt an instant release of pressure and heard Cora grunt. I looked down. I saw Eve's hard cock pointing up towards her face, I saw her heavy balls splayed out on her body, and I saw the tip of my cock buried in Even's ass! I marveled at the way the pinched skin of her anus stretched out around my cock, holding it like Eve's lips had held it earlier.
"Don't stop, I need more Cora!" Eve begged, bouncing her hips slightly.
"Sorry!" I said, not realizing I had been lost in the excitement of the moment.
"Don't be sorry, fuck me you fucking cunt!" Eve moaned. I realized she wasn't just play acting the whore. She really needed this. For some reason, that was a major turn out. I moved my right hand from my cock, spit in my palm quickly, and then rubbed the saliva around my cock, getting it lubricated. I wanted to make sure I slipped right into Eve. Her eyes were pleading with me now and she was torturing her breasts horribly. My cock ached and my balls felt like they weighed a thousand pounds. We both needed a release.
I started to rock my hips slightly. I would push my cock in a half inch and then slide it back out a quarter inch. I was constantly pushing my cock deeper and deeper into Eve's asshole, but moving slowly and methodically. Eve's asshole, smooth and tight, felt even better on my cock than it had on my tongue. I felt her insides squeezing me warmly and wondered how my body was able to stand such intense sensation. I moved my right hand up to my breast, squeezing it as well, trying to get some relief. I listened as Eve panted and moaned while I groaned occasionally as Eve's insides squeezed me tight.
Eventually, I felt my hips press into the flesh of Eve's ass cheeks. I looked down and Eve's scrotum was against my belly. My cock was buried completely inside of Eve's ass. I looked up at Eve with shock. Her eyes looked dreamy and she was smiling slightly. I felt her insides squeeze around my cock and I could tell she was feeling euphoric. I rocked my hips slightly and listened to Eve moan. I liked the way her balls felt against my lower belly and how her breasts and cock rocked to my movements.
"Fuck me Cora! Fuck me Cora" Eve began to chant. I didn't want to disappoint. I started to rock my hips back and forth slightly. I never pulled my cock too far out of Eve's ass, maybe two inches at most, before sliding it back inside of her, my balls smacking the bottom of her ass. Eve was so tight that each thrust felt like it was going to send me over the edge. Eve started to rock her hips in time with me, increasing the power of my thrusts.
"Oh God, that is amazing," I moaned. I had always loved getting fucked, but this was something else entirely. It was incredible, I felt so sexy and powerful. And I felt so connected to this woman underneath of me, so much a part of her as I was cradled in her body.
I looked down at her now. Her eyes were closed and her face looked so peaceful and beautiful. Her neck was so long and elegant, her breasts (bouncing in time) looked so coy and natural. I loved the way her chest tapered to her waist and then spread back to her hips, her small inward bellybutton. And I liked her long, hard cock and the balls that smacked into my belly.
I focused on Eve's cock, it look almost like it was coming from my body, except upside down...it was in such a perfect location. Without stopping the thrust of my hips I took my right hand off of my breast and reached between Eve's legs. I felt my fingers, once again, wrap around Eve's cock. Her eyes opened suddenly, and she looked surprised and aroused. She looked at my hand and nodded. I started to stroke my hand up and down her shaft to the same rhythm that we were thrusting our hips. Eve's cock felt just as hard and hot in my hand as it had earlier and I loved the way the muscles felt slipping through my palm.
Eve and I fucked like that for a long while. Eve lay on her back with her legs spread wide. She bit her thumb and moaned loudly while she thrust her hips down towards me, her breasts bouncing with each motion. I stood between Eve's legs, my left hand on her knee. My cock slipped in and out of her stretched and lubricated asshole. She squeezed my aching shaft with her insides. The whole while, I was furiously stroking Eve's cock, putting my thumb tightly on her urethra, willing her to cum.
I was shocked that I was able to make her cum, again, before I was able to cum the first time. The tension in my body was such that I felt like I was made of glass. If Eve touched me the right way, I might have cracked and then melted into a pool of cum. But that didn't happen. Instead, my hand flew furiously up and down on Eve's cock and my cock pistoned in and out of her anus, driving her over the edge.
"Holy fuck!" Eve moaned loudly, spitting her thumb out of her mouth. I felt her asshole clench tightly around my cock, almost allowing me to cum. I felt her urethra pulse in my hand and I could feel her muscles tense in her leg. Eve's eyes slammed shut and her mouth froze open. She let out a deep groan and then, I saw a thick blob of white liquid shoot out of the tip of her penis. It spread out as it flew and landed on her breast and throat. For a moment, I stopped stroking and thrusting, just enjoying the sight of Eve cumming.
"Don't stop baby, oh God!" he said, and I continued to fuck her ass and stroke her cock. More sperm flew from Eve's body, landing on her breasts, her stomach, and even pooled in her bellybutton. Eventually, the sperm stopped flowing from her cock and Eve lay panting on the bed. I felt her cock start to soften slightly, and I released it. But I was still unbearably horny, I kept thrusting my cock in and out of Eve's tight anus even as she caught her breath. She nodded slowly with her eyes closed, and seemed to enjoy the feeling.
I looked at Eve's body while I continued to thrust my cock into her stretched anus. The light white color of her sperm contrasted so beautifully with the light brown of her skin, that I found myself speaking without thinking, "You are so perfect!" I gushed. Eve's eyes opened, she was now breathing normally, she smiled back at me and looked down at the cum on her body.
"Don't stop fucking me baby, I have an idea," Eve said. Her half-soft cock bounced up and down on her body as I moved. While she started to once again thrust her hips towards me, it was clear her focus was not on her ass. I saw her release her breast with her free hand. She looked around on her breasts, finding the biggest wad of sperm. With her finger she scooped it up and lifted it off her body. It was thick and stuck cleanly to her finger. She held it up to her eyes and looked at it, smiling. She even sniffed it. Then she pointed her finger at me, hooking it slightly. I knew what she wanted. I started to lean in towards her finger, even while I continued to thrust with my hips.
"Don't swallow it baby, just save it for me," Eve said. I nodded and opened my mouth. Eve's elegant, slender finger slipped between my lips. The taste of Eve's fresh sperm was intoxicating. It was almost better than before. Or maybe my intense arousal had just made the sensation more intense. Regardless, I wanted more.
Eve was more than willing to oblige. While I continued to fuck her tight asshole, Eve scooped the sperm up off of her body one finger-full at a time and fed it into my hungry mouth. As my hips continued to thrust, my mouth slowly filled with Eve's salty, sweet seed. Finally, Eve's body glistened, sticky with the remnants of sperm, but most of it was in my mouth. A small mouthful of the delicious nectar was coating the inside of my mouth and filling my nose with its aroma.
"Stop now baby," Eve said as I pushed my cock in once more. I whimpered. I needed this so badly, I was so close to cumming, I could almost taste it, "I promise it will be worth it. Trust me," she said. I whimpered again but stopped thrusting. I took a half step back while Eve pulled herself back on the bed. I groaned as I felt my cock slipping out of Eve's tight anus. The last instant, when the tip pop outside of her was the most intense.
As soon as my cock was out of Eve's ass, she quickly rolled forward on the bed so that she was on her stomach facing my cock. It was just a few inches from her face and still hot from being buried in her asshole, "Let me clean that up for you baby," Eve said.
Before I could ever consider what that meant, Eve opened her mouth and popped the tip of my cock between her lips. She groaned lewdly as she tasted her own ass on my cock! I watched in stunned silence as my cock disappeared quickly into Eve's mouth. Inch by inch, my cock slipped across her tongue and down her throat just like seconds before it had been pushing in and out of her asshole. Eve looked up at me with her big eyes as my cock pressed against the back of her throat. She gagged once and then quickly slipped my cock out of her mouth. I was absolutely shocked. It had been so dirty and felt so good. It was beyond my ability to comprehend.
"There you go, all clean," she said, smiling as my cock slipped out from between her lips. She then quickly got up on her knees on the edge of the bed. Her breasts jiggled cutely as she did so. "Now give that back to me," She said. Her hands came up quickly and sunk into my hair. I felt her fingers against my head as she pulled me in towards her. I was still shocked by what I'd seen, but I was putty in her hands. I would have done anything she asked.
I closed my eyes and tilted my head. After a moment, I felt Eve's lips press against my own. She leaned in so closely that my cock pressed against hers. Her tongue quickly slipped across my lips and I wanted desperately to give her what she wanted. I opened my mouth and Eve's tongue instantly made its way inside. Soon our tongues were rolling together, wrestling in a pool of Eve's sperm. Eve's lips tasted like sperm and her own ass and I she smelled like pure sex. If I could bottle that sensory experience, I would be a very wealthy woman.
Her kiss was absolutely passionate and part of me wanted it to last forever. But I could feel my cock, pressing into Eve's and I knew I needed more than a kiss. Eve's cock was, once again, hard and I could feel it poking me as well. The flesh of our cocks rubbed together nicely. I moaned in pleasure and with real pain, my body needed release. Finally, Eve sucked the last of her own sperm out of my mouth and she broke our kiss.
"Bend over and touch your toes," Eve gargled around the sperm and saliva in her mouth.
"What?" I asked, I had no idea what she was talking about. Touch my toes?
"Don't argue, just turn around and do it!" she slurred back at me. Like I said I was putty and I quickly did what she said. I turned so that my back was to her and then bent over and my waist, reaching for my toes. My hard cock pressed against my own belly as I did so.
I looked around over my shoulder to see what Eve was doing. I saw that she had dropped back down so that she was in a sitting position on the bed, directly behind my ass, which was now sticking straight up in the air at Eve's face. She looked at me and winked. Then she quickly lifted both of her hands and placed one on either of my ass cheeks. She spread them easily and I felt the cool air of the hotel room against my anus.
I heard Eve swish the cum around in her mouth for a moment. Then she began to lean her head in. My legs were shaking and my cock felt like it was about to explode, but I focused all of my attention on Eve. I felt her braids first, as they spread across my ass. Then I felt her face against my ass cheeks as she leaned in. Then, I felt the soft warmth of her lips as they pressed against my anus. My body trembled and I moaned. I'd always loved that, loved to have someone kiss and lick my asshole.
Eve seemed to sense what I wanted. She planted a few passionate kisses around my anus, but then I felt her tongue slip out from between her lips. I felt it, half-hard, press against my anus, licking it. I wondered it Eve liked my taste as much as I'd licked her. After a few quick laps, Eve made her tongue fully rigid and she pressed it firmly into my anus. I groaned loudly and felt like I was going to lose my balance. Eve kept her hands tightly on my ass, holding me steady.
The next thing was very strange. I felt Eve sort of turn her tongue into a loop inside of my ass, so that it was shaped like a funnel. I groaned and squeezed on her tongue and she rubbed my thigh until I relaxed. As soon as I did I felt a strange and...completely unprecedented sensation. Eve was using the funnel she had formed with her tongue and was blowing the cum and spit from her mouth into my asshole! I felt a strange pressure and lovely warmth as the sticky liquid started to fill my asshole. I groaned and pushed my hips back into Eve's face. My body wanted more!
For several seconds, Eve filled me up with the dirty mixture. The feeling grew more intense as the volume of spit and sperm inside of me increased. When Eve had put about three-quarters of the stuff into my asshole, I felt her tongue slip out of me. Her lips remained close to my anus, and she kissed it again. As she kissed, she forced the remainder of the spit and cum out of her mouth. She used her big, thick tongue to swirl it around on my asshole and I felt her tongue move over the tight, dense ridges of my asshole, coating it in liquid. Finally she broke the kiss.
"Stand up baby," she said, her voice sounding velvety. I did what she said. My body felt strange, like it was filled up with something. I suppose it was. Eve spread her legs on the edge of the bed, "Sit on my cock baby, you're all lubed up." She said. I suddenly realized what she was doing! Eve wanted to fuck me! And I wanted to be fucked.
"Fuck me Eve!" I groaned. I felt her reach forward and her hands landed on either of my hips. I loved the way her delicate fingers sunk into my flesh right where my hips flared. She pulled me back so that I was standing between her legs. Her cock was as hard as it had ever been and I was impressed with her stamina. But I supposed that was part of her job. I looked down between my breasts and saw my cock, slick and pulsing, ready to cum. I was ready.
I reached my arms back and placed on either of Eve's thighs. I started to bend down in a sitting position, waiting to feel Eve's cock. Eve moved her right hand off my hip and quickly wrapped it around her cock. I looked over my shoulder at her and I saw Eve looking intently at my ass. I lowered myself down slowly, allowing Eve to push me and pull me with her left hand.
After several seconds, I felt it. A slight amount of pressure against my ass cheek, right next to my anus. I felt Eve push me slightly to the side and move her cock as well. I felt her dick slip directly against my anus. We were lined up.
"Go at your speed baby, I got you," Eve said. I nodded over my should. I slowly started to sit down onto Eve's cock. I felt the intense pressure as her cock started to push into me. I could feel my anus resisting, so I pushed it open, hoping to allow Eve's cock inside of me. Eve had a big, thick dick, but my asshole was well lubricated and I knew what I was doing. More important, as I opened my asshole, some of the sperm and saliva that Eve had spit inside of me trickled out, adding additional lubrication.
After several moments of intense pressure where I felt like Eve was simply too big to get inside of me, I felt a sudden release of tension. I felt the sensation of being filled up and had my insides moved strangely. There was no pain now; my body was ready for it. Just intense pleasure. Eve's right hand returned to my hip and she gently began to guide me down. I did not move too quickly, nor did I move particularly slowly. I just let inch after inch of Eve's cock slip inside of me, pushing deeper into me. The spit and saliva that Eve had put inside of me dripped out of my asshole, down the shaft of Eve's cock and puddled on the floor.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!" I moaned over and over again as I lowered myself down. Eve's cock was so thick, it felt like it was splitting me in half. But, just as I was wondering if I would be able to take all of her, I felt Eve's balls against my ass! Eve's long cock was buried entirely inside of me.
"Oh baby, you take a cock like a pro," Eve said, smiling. I turned my head over my shoulder and kissed her. She kissed back, slipping her tongue into my mouth. Finally, I broke my kiss and turned back, facing forward. I was sort of squatting in a seated position with only my legs and Eve's cock holding me up. My legs quivered with fatigued, I needed to keep moving.
Slowly, I raised my hips up off of Eve's cock, letting it slip partially out of my ass. I used my hands on Eve's thighs to give myself leverage. After a few seconds, I dropped back down, letting Eve's cock slipped deeply inside of me once again. I looked down and watched my breasts jiggle and my hard cock bounce as I did so. Slipping in the second time was almost more pleasurable than it had been the first time. I decided to keep going.
I started to push myself up and down on Eve's cock, letting it slip in and out of my anus. Soon whatever mild pinching I felt was gone, my insides had been moved to easily accommodate Eve. The sensation of my asshole getting stretched even ceased to feel uncomfortable, instead, it increased the pleasure. I started to bob up and down on Eve's cock, enjoying the rough feeling of her member entering my body. Eve kept her hands on my hips, pushing me up and pulling me down as we fucked.
No one touched my cock. No one had a free hand to do so. If I was going to cum, it was going to have to come from Eve's thrust into my willing asshole. I looked at my cock as I fucked. I watched as it bounced up to slap my belly and then dropped down so that my ball smacked against Eve's. I had never been more happy in my life to have my cock, not as a reminder of deeds in the past, but as an object of connection in the here and now.



I had been so close so many times with Eve during our time together, that I scarcely believed it was happening until it happened. I felt Eve's cock slamming into my ass and powerfully massaging my prostate. I felt my nipples grow hard as diamonds and my muscles grow tense. I thought that I was just going to reach another, unbearable level of tension. My eyes were closed and my mouth was open. I felt tortured, tired, and unbearably horny.
Suddenly, everything in the world fell away. The tension that had suffused my entire body for nearly five years seemed to give way. The release after a very long denial was just perfect. I felt all of my muscles go flat, like I could not move them, except for my legs that continued to move up and down so that Eve's cock slipped in and out of me. I heard my voice screech loudly, but it sounded like it had come from somewhere else. I felt my mind go blank and suddenly all of my anxieties about what I had been doing were not just repressed, but ceased to exist entirely. The entire world was just my body with Eve's body. And a wave of pleasure the likes of which I'd never known. I felt my asshole clench tightly around Eve's cock as the orgasm build from between my legs and then spread out from there, encompassing everything that existed in my little world. My fingers buried into Eve's knees. I felt her presence around me, willing the pleasure higher. I felt things that I did not believe it was possible to feel, especially during sex. I felt, whole and complete. I felt right.
The first thing I remember as I opened my eyes was a large blob of sperm smacking me in the face! I had started to cum just as I was rising up from Eve's lap. As a result, I had shot my load just as my cock was flipping back towards my body. The sperm had sort of formed an arch as I released it, splattering across the room, only my body, and even over my head. It was on my tits, my face, in my hair and even on Eve's face and her hair. I continued to rock up and down on Eve's cock, even as the orgasm began to subsided. Sperm continued to arc over my body in amounts that I had never produced before. The sperm was all over my tits and face and a good deal of it was on Eve as well. Finally, the intense pleasure and also the sperm from my orgasm subsided.
I felt incredibly rung out, tired like I'd never felt before. A good kind of tired. I tried to sit down on Eve's lap, but I was too weak to hold myself up. I started to fall towards the floor. To avoid having her cock wrenched painfully, Eve slid off the bed and collapsed down onto the floor with me. Her cock slipped out of my asshole (and the sensation was extremely pleasant) as she did so. Soon I found myself panting on the hotel room floor, cum and saliva leaking out of my ass, Eve wrapped around my body in a tight spooning shape (with her cock still pressed to my ass), and both of us coated in a layer of my semen, spit, and sweat. The room smelled of sex and my semen had added greatly to it. But I was essentially dead to the world for several minutes, just catching my breath and trying to wrap my head around mind-bending pleasure I'd just felt.
Eventually, I was able to breath normally and the world felt real again. I could feel Eve's warm body against mine. Her chest was rising and falling and her skin pressed against me. Even as the afterglow of the orgasm faded, I felt peaceful.
"Sex has never felt like that before," I said after a long pause. I hadn't really been planning on speaking, the words just came out.
"Well baby, you hired the best," Eve said and she nibbled my ear. I giggled.
"I don't mean that," I said, "but you are the best."
"What do you mean then?" Eve said. Her arms wrapped more tightly around me, her palms on my breasts. I tried to think about what I meant. But I couldn't. Instead, I just started talking.
"I had a lot of sex in my party days. Well, lots of certain kinds of sex. I never even thought about it though. It was never emotional on any level. I mean I never fucked because I was in love or because I was angry or anything. I wasn't trying to feel anything. That was the whole point. I was just numbing my boredom. This felt different...It felt like. Essential," I said, struggling to grasp what was happening.
"Having everything you wanted made it impossible for you to know what you need," Eve whispered into my ear, "You took the things you needed for granted. And when you cut out the bullshit from your life, you cut out some of the good things too, some things that were a part of you. You aren't going to stick to the good life that you made for yourself, unless you make a little room for the things you need. You were a powder keg waiting to blow when you came into this room. I saw it in your eyes. It can't all be denial," Eve said. It was what she had been saying all along, but now it felt different. I understood what she was saying. And she was right.
I had detoxed the self-absorbed, jaded, spoiled, awfulness from my life. I'd lived as a devil and then as an angel. Now it was time to start a real life. I didn't really know what that would entail. I knew it meant leaving my second-childhood with Linda and Pastor Andrew and re-entering the world. I wondered if they would continue to accept me as a fully-rounded woman with needs and hopes, rather than a virginal missionary. I thought that they loved me, I believed they would understand me. It's not that I rejected the things that they gave me or taught me. Unlike Eve, I didn't see sex as my God. But I no longer saw myself as irrevocably tied to Linda and Pastor Andrew, or the church in general. The training wheels needed to come off. Time to get on my own life's journey.
More importantly, whatever the path I took on my journey, I knew the goal. I realized that, in my misspent youth searching for pleasure I had come to think of sex as just another kind of pleasure. When I eliminated pleasure from my life, I eliminated sex. But sex was about so much more than mere pleasure. Certainly it was pleasurable, but there was something deeper there. Something I'd never known, or had always ignored. But it had always been with me, waiting to surface. I could feel the edge of it now, I could sense a little piece of something powerful and amazing. I wanted to map the contours of that power, to learn about it, and gain some fulfillment from it. This was not something that could get old, something that would lose its luster. It was the stuff of life. I could continue to lead a life where I denied myself empty pleasure, while still exploring the power of sex that existed beyond mere pleasure. The search and exploration of love and intimacy would be the meaning of my life.
"Thank you for your help," I said finally, in a low voice.
"That's what I get paid to do," Eve said. I smiled and wondered how what I was going to say next would go over.
"I uh...didn't bring any money. I wasn't planning on this. I was just going to talk you out of the life," I said. Eve pinched my nipples playfully and again bit my ear.
"Thou shalt not steal, missionary woman," Eve whispered into my ear, her voice laughing, "We will have to work out some...other form of payment." I laughed at her suggestion, but I could feel the real connection that existed between us now. This easy affection that we had. It felt real. I didn't think this would last long, but there was something here. I was on the right track.
"I am willing to do whatever I need to do to balance the account," I said as I tilted my head over my shoulder and my lips met Eve's.
The End
*****
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My eyes opened, but I shut them again quickly as the light from a window blinded me. I groaned and reached for a pillow behind my head. I threw it over my face, trying to block out the light. The slight movement of my head dropping made my head pound viciously and my stomach turned. I felt like I was going to puke. The whole room felt like it was rocking slightly and I had intense vertigo. I groaned loudly and tried my best not to move. The only time I ever felt like this was when I used to get wasted back in college. A hangover of epic proportions. But I was 31 now and didn't drink to get blitzed. I hadn't gotten drunk last night, had I?
Suddenly, the room started spinning faster. This time it wasn't a physical feeling. I was lost. I suddenly realized I couldn't remember anything about the previous night. I pulled my pillow off of my face and willed my eyes open. My head felt like it was caught in a vice and I my eyes burned, but I looked where I was at. My childhood bedroom? What was I doing here? Why was I hungover? I had never been so confused in my life.
"What the fuck did you do Bianca?" I asked myself, but then had to clamp my mouth shut to avoid getting sick. I put my hand over my face and tried to think. The previous night was one long, black spot. But I tried to think back earlier. What was the first thing that I could remember?
I then remembered why I was in my childhood bedroom. Or at least, I thought I remembered why. Parts of the previous day were coming back to me. It had been a Friday. I'd gotten off of work early because the power went out at the office. I'd decided to give in to my mother's constant nagging about how she never saw me anymore and go home for the weekend. I'd decided to make it a surprise and just drove the three hours to their house. I'd gotten in and found out that mom and dad were out of town for the weekend. My little sister Sofia told me it was a romantic getaway they'd planned for a while. I guess I really didn't pay attention when my mother talked on the phone. Sofia was 18 and a senior in high school so she was at home for the weekend. My little brother, Nico, who was 21 and in college had been home as well to visit his girlfriend.
I remember offering to take them both out to dinner since my plans of spending time with mom and dad were shot. My parents had had me as an accident when they were teenagers. They got married and raised me but avoided having other kids until they were older and better able to handle it. As a result, I was much older than my siblings and we had a different kind of relationship. They were too young to have been playmates when I was a kid, I was like a third parent. As they got older I liked to sort of be a "fun adult" in their lives, different from my parents. So a free dinner for the kids sounded like a good idea. I didn't see them as much as I liked, so I was actually sort of happy my parents weren't around. I'd get credit for coming over and being with family without having to talk to my mother about why I wasn't married yet. I was pretty sure that my brother and sister had accepted the offer. After that, I couldn't remember a thing. How did I get from a dinner out in the burbs with my siblings, to hungover in my old double bed?
I felt incredibly hot now and realized that, despite the fact that it was June, I had my big winter blanket over me. I don't think my mom had changed the sheets after I'd visited in February. Regardless, the blanket was absolutely killing me and I shoved it off. I found that I was naked under the sheets. I sometimes slept naked in my apartment, but never at my parents' house. I felt a cold sweat forming on my skin. I just had a sense of foreboding. The headache felt worse than ever and my stomach was knotted up.
A slight buzz in the room blasted through my head and I stopped thinking about my naked body. I felt confused for a minute and then looked over at the nightstand next to my bed. My phone. I'd just gotten an e-mail or something. I reached over to my phone and clicked on the button. Maybe I'd gotten some texts or something the previous night that would give some indication of what I'd done. Maybe an old friend was in town at the same time and I went out drinking or something. I entered my password and the screen lit up. I saw instantly that my phone was open to the picture app. There was a photo on display. As my eyes adjusted, I saw the picture. I gasped at what I saw.
It was a side profile shot of a woman. She was on her knees. She was around 5'2 and weighed about 120lbs. She had very long black hair that was very straight and was slipped behind her small ears. She had big dark eyes, a small slightly aquiline nose and thick red lips. Her skin was a dark olive color and very smooth. She was completely naked in the photograph. From the side view I could see that she had perky 34-C breasts. The bottom of her breasts were rounded and heavy while the top of was sloped, giving the breasts a teardrop appearance. Her areolas were somewhat large and a dark red, almost brown. Her nipples were long and looked hard in the picture. Her arms were thin and taut. Her stomach looked flat and she had a glittery bellybutton ring. Even from this angle you could see a slightly voluptuous build with a narrow waist and wide-set hips to go with her large (for her frame) breasts. Her legs looked somewhat short compared to a long torso (for her height) but they were thin and muscular. She had very small feet. There was no question about the woman in the photograph. She was me. There could be no confusion on that point.
I don't make it a habit to keep naked photos of myself on my phone. And I had dated anyone or even hooked up with anyone in months so there was no reason to take naked photographs. But that wasn't why I was shocked by the photograph. I knew what my body looked like naked. No, what shocked me was the rest of the picture. My hands were lifted up and away from my body. My left hand was gently cupping a pair of testicles. My right hand was wrapped around the shaft of a penis. The tip of that penis was inserted between my thick red lips. The penis in question looked pretty large, probably around 7 inches (though it was hard to see how big the tip was, because it was in my mouth) and had large, low-hanging balls.
This, in and of itself, was quite shocking. I hadn't, to my knowledge, given anyone a blowjob in nearly a year (I had broken up with my last long-term boyfriend at around this time the previous year). Further, I could see on my calf the small nick I'd given myself the previous day while shaving. This wasn't some old photograph. This had just happened. And I had no recollection.
But that, by far, was not the largest surprise in the photograph. The penis in the photograph, as most penises generally, was attached to a man. This man was extremely tall, probably around 6'4, but also exceptionally thin, probably only weighed a scrawny 135lbs. His legs were thin, gangly, and only had a gentle sprinkling of blonde hair. His stomach was very thin and he had a chest with well-toned but small muscles. His arms were long, but somewhat bony. He had a long neck. His face was youthful with a slightly pug nose, blue eyes, and short blonde hair.
I have always taken after my Italian father with dark features, dark hair, and a small build. My brother, on the other hand (and despite his Italian name) took after my Swedish mother: light skin, blonde hair, incredibly scrawny thin but exceptionally tall. The body attached to the cock that was in my mouth in the photo, belonged to my brother. There was a photo on my phone was of me, the previous night...giving my little brother a blowjob!
Once the full realization of what I was looking at dawned on me, my hands felt weak and the pain in my stomach intensified. The phone dropped from my hand and I heard it clatter on the laminate floor. A thousand thoughts were running through my head all at once, tripping over one another and leaving me completely unable to process what was happening. I just sort of sat, frozen on my bed, staring at the wall while my mind reeled.
Nothing in my life could have prepared me for what I had seen in that picture. I had never done anything in my life even remotely as fucked up as blowing my brother. I had never had even the slightest thought about my brother in even a vaguely sexual manner. Hell, I was the most straight-laced of all my friends in terms of sex. I only fucked people I was dating for more than a month, I didn't do any weird kinky stuff, I was vanilla and boring. And I liked it that way. This was beyond kinky. This was...an abomination.
I couldn't imagine any scenario where anything even remotely like this could happen. I couldn't imagine myself getting so drunk while I was at home to visit family that I'd black out. I couldn't imagine that even if I had gotten blacked out that I would have slept with anyone. And I couldn't imagine that if I slept with someone that the someone would be my brother. But...there was the photograph. It was plain as day. I had stared at it for several minutes. There was no question about what I was seeing. I had...performed fellatio on my brother.
It is hard to describe the feelings that I had as these thoughts raced through my mind. I was disgusted, first and foremost. I had seen physical evidence that I'd broken once of societies greatest taboos. I had done something that I deemed morally and physically repulsive. I was confused because I couldn't remember anything about it and couldn't imagine a situation in which it could occur. I was embarrassed and felt like I was stupid. I was disappointed with myself for failing to uphold a standard I didn't think would ever be a challenge. And I was angry. Angry and myself for doing such a repugnant act and angry at...
Suddenly I thought of something. I quickly fumbled down around the floor and found my phone once again. I pulled up the picture (wincing as I saw it again. There was still no doubt about it). There I was, on my knees, sucking my brother's cock. But he wasn't stopping me. He had one hand on my head and another one on his hip. He was looking down at me, a smile on his face. I had clearly been drunk or sick or something the night before. I had done something I wasn't supposed to do, but I was clearly not in control of myself. My brother had seen me in this condition and apparently taken advantage of me! He was 21 years old, he wasn't a kid anymore, he knew right from wrong. And this was so clearly wrong.
Suddenly the conflicting emotions and the scattered thoughts all crystalized into one thing: a white hot hatred for my brother Nico. All of the anger, the disgust, the disappointment, and embarrassment that I felt for myself was now multiplied several times and then dumped back onto my brother's back. I felt my Italian temper rising and my cheeks got white hot. A sudden burst of adrenaline shot through my heart to accompany my anger. My headache subsided and my stomach felt like iron.
I jumped up quickly from my bed and headed for my door. I didn't even bother to get dressed. I was so angry, I needed to act that very second. I opened the door to my room and headed out into the hallway with only my cell phone in my hand. My brother's room was just next door. I didn't bother to knock, I just walked right in.
I don't know what, exactly, I was planning on saying. When I get really angry, I just sort of act without thinking. I knew that I needed to tear Nico a new one. In fact, I was afraid that I was so angry I would never speak to him again. This was not some little thing. It was the kind of action that could destroy a relationship. Nico needed to know that I felt violated by what he'd done that that his actions were inexcusable. Of course, I was not in any position to state it that eloquently.
"Hey fuck-head, wake the fuck up!" I yelled as I slammed the door behind me. Nico's room was very small, just wide enough to slip his double-bed inside. It was mostly cleared out because he had taken most of his stuff to college, so my voice and the sound of slamming door reverberated through the small room.
Nico was lying on the bed with his own pillow covering his face. He was also naked and lying on top of his sheets. He was so tall that his feet almost hung off the end of his small bed. His dick was now soft and lying across his right thigh limply. But as the noise of my voice and the slamming of the door shook the room, Nico bounced up in the bed, flinging the pillow off of his face.
"Ah shit," he said, his voice sounding hoarse, "What the fuck? Where am I?" he asked. His eyes were just barely open and he sat up groggily in the bed. He rubbed his eyelids. "I am fucking...hungover."
I crossed my arms in front of my breasts, and tilted my head to the side. I was willing to wait for him to get his head straight. I wanted him to be fully aware of the shit storm that was about to rain down on him. My heart was humming in my chest and the adrenaline had completely eaten up my hangover.
"Morning you fucking asshole," I said, the word spitting out of my mouth like fire.
"Christ...Bianca? What the hell? I am naked?" he said, sounding panicked. He quickly picked up his pillow and set it across his lap, "What are you doing in here? What is wrong?" He said, put his hand on his head, like it ached horribly. Poor baby. Then he finally looked up at me. He screamed, "You're naked too!" he said. I rolled my eyes.
"Don't sound so shocked you...pig!" I yelled at him. I took a half-step forward into the room so that I was only two feet from the foot of his bed.
"Why are you naked in my room? What the hell is going on?" he asked, wiping his eyes.
"You can stop the fucking act, we need to talk about this!" I yelled back at him. I held up my cellphone.
"Talk about what? About you barging into my room naked while I am naked? Not much to talk about, get out! I feel like shit," he said. I guess I shouldn't have expected him to confess right away.
"It isn't anything we haven't seen before, apparently," I shot back.
"What? Bianca, what is going on? What happened last..." he started. But I was tired of his bullshit. I had the photograph loaded up on my phone. I quickly whipped it at him. The phone went sailing across the room rapidly. It was headed straight for Nico's face. Good. But at the last second he lifted the pillow up out of his lap and blocked it. His cock flopped around and I saw that it was even bigger than I had supposed in the photograph, maybe 7.5 inches, though I ignored that I noticed it.
"Shit Bianca, you've fucking lost it," he said incredulously.
"No you have, you fucking pervert," I shot back.
"Pervert?" he said, his eyes narrowing.
"Stop pretending, it is as clear as day," I said, pointing to my phone. Nico dropped the pillow and reached down on the bed where my phone had landed. He lifted it up and looked at it. His eyes instantly got wide, "Didn't remember leaving evidence?" I asked.
"Oh my God Bianca! What the hell is this?" he said, he looked up at me. I must admit, his face registered legitimate shock. What a fucking actor, my pervert brother.
"You tell me?"
"What do you mean?" he asked, "is this was it looks like?"
"Is it you taking advantage of me while I am drunk and forcing you give you a blowjob? Yeah, that is what it is," I shot back at him. Nico's eyes got wide and his mouth dropped open. He dropped the phone onto his bed and started shaking his head.
"Bianca...Christ...I have no idea where this picture came from," Nico said. He was looking directly at my eyes, a bold move for a liar.
"So what? Were you sleepwalking and your cock just found its way into your older sister's mouth? My god Nico! What the hell is wrong with you. This is not a thing that people do! You are disgusting!"
"It is disgusting, but I didn't do it!"
"You clearly did! I can see your dick in my mouth in the picture, can't you?"
"Do you remember me doing that? I don't remember anything from last night. I remember you getting in around 6 o'clock and then I remember you standing in my doorway naked screaming at me!" Nico yelled back. I suddenly felt thrown back. That was exactly my experience, how would he know that?
"I don't believe you," I said, "Just tell me what you did, so that we can try...maybe...someday...to have a brother-sister relationship again."
"Bianca, I don't know what is going on. I don't remember anything, do you?" he said. He looked at me pleadingly and I was surprised to find that I he sounded honest.
"No. I remember leaving to go out to eat last night. That's it," I said.
"I don't even remember that," Nico said, "Bianca, I don't know what the hell happened." I felt the anger falling slightly. I still did not know if I believed him. But...his experience was so much like mine. He looked around his bed and found the camera again. He looked at the picture and I saw him wince slightly.
"That honestly doesn't bring back any memories?" I asked. Nico looked at the camera for a few more seconds. His cheeks grew very red but he shook his head. "Actually, come look at this!" Nico said. For a moment I hesitated. Then I walked over to his bed, turned and sat down at the foot. He scooted up so that he was sitting next to me and shoved the camera back under my nose.
"Why am I looking at this again?" I asked.
"Two things," Nico said, "First, look at both of our eyes." I looked back down at the photograph, focusing on my eyes. I avoided looking at anything else. They looked like my eyes but...strange. I turned and looked at Nico's blue eyes. Here the strangeness was even more pronounced. They looked...glassy and unfocused.
"We look zonked out," I said, looking over and Nico he was nodding at me seriously. We both looked like we didn't know what was going on. Maybe he really hadn't masterminded this. But what had happened? My anger was now gone entirely. Replaced by confusion.
"And look. I mean, here you are in the picture and here is me. Neither of us is holding the camera. You can tell this is the basement, right in the billiards room near Sofia's room. I don't know if your phone has a time-shoot, but even if it did, there is no table or anything from this perspective down there. Someone else took this picture," Nico said. I had never even considered that. I had just seen the picture and the seen...what I was doing to my brother and assumed that he had been behind it. But now I didn't have any doubt. He hadn't been lying to me. He was as much a victim here as I was.
"Oh Nico," I said, "I am so sorry." Just as my anger comes on quickly, so does my remorse. Especially when I get angry at the wrong person. I didn't think, I just turned quickly and wrapped my arms around my brother's neck. I pulled him in closely for a hug. I just wanted him to know that I was sorry and that he didn't deserve the epithets I had been hurtling at him.
In doing so, I had completely forgotten the situation. I didn't realized that both my brother and I were naked until I felt my bare breasts rubbing against Nico's bare, hairless chest and felt my bare arms against the expanse of his back. I felt my cheeks get red but felt too awkward to release the hug as quickly as I wanted to. So, for a few seconds I just felt my bare nipples press against my brother and felt the heat of his body.
"Sorry Nico, I just felt bad about the terrible things I said," I explained as I inched away from him.
"It is...uh...okay," Nico said, I could see his cheeks were also red. More importantly, I noticed something else. I had noticed (without trying to notice) while I was talking to Nico about the photograph, that his cock was lying limping against his left thigh. But now, as I pulled away from our hug and my breasts moved off of his body, I saw that it plumper than it had been before, it was sitting up slightly between his legs. It wasn't erect, by any stretch of the imagination, but it wasn't really soft either.



I tried to tell myself that it wasn't a big deal. He was still a young college kid. He was thin, lanky, and a bit nerdy. I was pretty sure his experience with breasts was pretty limited. It was just a totally physical reaction on his part. Not real arousal, just an accident. But no matter how forcefully I made these arguments to myself, they didn't explain my own reaction. Both in feeling my breasts pressed against my brother, and then seeing the physical reaction my touch had caused I felt...strange. If I was being honest with myself I'd have to admit that my mouth felt a little dry, my nipples were hardened a bit, and I felt juices flowing between my legs. I wasn't a hormonal college kid, I was a 31 year old woman. I shouldn't have those reactions to my brother. Regardless of the situation.
But there was definitely a feeling in the room now. A tension that had not existed there before. Or at least, hadn't been noticed. Even when I had been naked and yelling at my brother, it had still just felt like we were siblings in the middle of a giant, weird fight. Something felt different now. There was something in the air. It wasn't a bad atmosphere, but I could tell instinctively that it was wrong. I tried to deflate it.
"So...obviously you and I didn't take this. And we can't remember taking it. Who do you think did?" I asked. I ignored Nico's cock, which was about half-mast now. I figured he wanted to cover it up, but it would be more awkward now to do so. So we just pretended that it wasn't there. The tension stayed in the room, but it dissipated slightly.
"I don't know. Can you remember if we were with anyone last night?" He asked, and I shook my head. For the next twenty minutes my brother and I sat naked in his room discussing the situation. I noticed that occasionally I would see his eyes dart to my chest or to the shaven area between my legs, but he tried not to do it. I felt strangely flattered when he did it, even if I knew it was wrong. For my part, I occasionally looked at his body, but told myself I was not. I could not tell what was happening, so I just denied it all together. Staying naked somehow made it easier, like we were proving that it wasn't an issue.
Regardless, after twenty minutes, we had no idea. Neither of us could remember anything specifically. We could think of anyone who would wish to do something like this to either of us. We couldn't even figure out how someone had managed to knock out our memories or what they'd use to do it.
"It just doesn't make any sense," Nico said after we'd been around the issue several times. He shook his head and looked up at the ceiling. I bit my lip. We both wanted to know what had happened, there had to be some way...
"Hey, hand me the phone," I said, tapping his thigh with the back of my hand. He quickly turned the phone over to me. I figured there might be some sort of clue. I looked down at the picture again. I grimaced, but it was really more of an affectation at this point. I was no longer shocked by it. In fact, honestly, it was having some strange affects. I looked pretty good in the picture...Nico's cock was pretty big and...No, I shook my head. That stuff didn't matter. It was about clues.
I looked at it for about five minutes, my eyes scanning over the various areas in the background. I was looking for a reflection or something. But the wood paneled walled betrayed nothing. I didn't really see anything else that was of interest, except...
"So you said there was like no flat surface here to put the phone on right?" I asked. Nico nodded, "So what is there? Like where would someone be to take this picture?" I asked. Things had been moved around a lot since I'd moved out of the house. I couldn't even remember the last time I was in the basement.
"Um...from there it would be..." Nico said, looking at the picture intently, "Someone sitting in the recliner." He said. I had been almost positive I saw something. Nico's explanation seemed to confirm it.
"So that would make this..." I said point to the bottom left corner of the picture.
"The foot rest on the recliner," Nico said, "Oh I see! There is a little bit of someone's shoe, you can see someone's shoe who was sitting on the recliner. It was a pink sneaker!" Nico said. That was exactly what I was seeing as well. I felt my cheeks flush and my eyes get wide. Nico looked at me nervously.
"What?" he asked. It was the one person we'd never even thought to consider. The one person it seemed impossible to blame.
"Sofia wore pink shoes to the restaurant. I remember making fun of her for it on the way out the door. It is just about my last memory," I hissed. Once again, my anger was totally in control now. Given what had happened with Nico, I guess I should have been in better control of myself. I guess it was possible that Sofia had a good explanation. But I was not in the mood. All of the anger that had subsided while I was apologizing to Nico and then investigating the problem all came flooding back to me instantly. My heart was humming, my fingers felt like they were vibrating, and I was livid.
I didn't know the exact connection or why it had happened. All I knew was that my brother and I had been knocked out in some way and, as a result, I had given him a blowjob. My sister was there. She saw it. She took pictures of it. I couldn't imagine that she was taking pictures on my phone while she was also conked out somehow. That just didn't make any sense. I could not even begin to fathom what possible reason Sofia could have for what she did, and frankly I didn't care. I was just as disgusted by her as I had been with Nico. In fact, I was angrier now because she'd made me unjustifiably fly off the handle at my brother. And her kind of perversion was even weirder. She wasn't even trying to get off! She was just trying to get a vicarious thrill by watching me blow Nico. She was gross. I stood up quickly from Nico's bed.
"That little bitch!" I said, I started to walk to the door. Once again, I was on the warpath.
"No, Bianca, wait!" Nico said, "Get yourself under control first! Put some clothes on!" he begged. I ignored him and pushed open the door. I walked out into the hallway, my eyes aflame. I heard Nico swear behind the door and then I heard him opening up his dressers, apparently taking his own advice.
My parents lived in a split level, so I walked out of Nico's room and moved down a hallway. I looked in every direction as I walked, looking for Sofia. I was seeing red. I was thinking about smacking her. I had been like a second, fun, mother to her. How could she do this to me? How could she want to? I walked down the stairs towards the front door, then turned and took the remaining stairs into the basement.
I found myself in the billiard room, the scene of the crime. It smelled like chalk and old potato chips, but I thought I could catch an undercurrent of sex on the air. I looked where I was kneeling in the picture and felt my flesh crawl. Sofia had violated me. I walked up to her room and barged inside.
"You little Cunt!" I yelled. But, when I got inside, I saw that her room was empty. The bed looked slept in but she was not there. I looked down at my phone. Once again I saw myself blowing my brother, but I exited out of the picture. I saw that it was nearly 1:00 p.m. Whatever had been used to knock me out had been powerful. Sofia was clearly awake. I turned to walk out of the room. Nico was standing directly behind me and I jumped. He had thrown on a pair of large sweatpants and rushed down after me. I could still see his half-hard cock through the sweatpants material.
"Bianca, wait...you are going to do something you'll regret. There is probably a good explanation!" he said. Nico would never do anything in his life to help Sofia, especially when she deserved trouble. I must've looked like I was going to kill her.
"I'm not going to hurt her, I am just going to teach her a lesson," I said and went to walk past Nico. He put his hands on my shoulder (almost touching my breast) to stop me.
"Hold on!"
"Get off of me Nico!" I yelled back. Suddenly I heard a faint voice to my right. It was coming from outside. There was a door in the basement that led to the backyard. I wiggled out of Nico's grip and starting walking to that door. She was out in the backyard. By the pool. I could tell it was her voice. Nico started running up behind me.
"You can't go outside Bianca, let me bring her in and we can talk to her!" Nico said.
"Mom and dad's closest neighbor is half a mile away and the whole yard is surrounded by trees. I am going," I said over my shoulder without stopping. In a moment, I pushed open the back door and walked out into the back yard. The basement door opened onto a concrete patio that surrounded my parents' in-ground pool. As soon as I walked outside I saw Sofia, lying on one of the deck chairs. She was wearing a pink bikini and a pair of oversized sunglasses. It almost looked like she was napping, though I'd just heard her talking to herself. How peaceful.
If I took after my father and Nico took after my mother, Sofia was an amalgamation. Like me she had my father's dark olive skin and Italian features. By that I mean, she had an aquiline nose and very large, ovular dark eyes. Her lips were very thick like mine and, in fact, we had very similar faces. She also had very long black hair. However, in body shape, she was more like my mother. She was tall and willowy, rather than short and curvy. She wasn't nearly as tall as Nico, but she was tall for a girl at around 5'9. She probably weight about as much as I did, about 120lbs. She had very thin arms, small but perky 34-A breasts, a long thin torso, a very narrow waist, only slightly wider hips, and long slender legs. She had the build of a model. And she just looked so beautiful and carefree sitting by the pool.
"Bianca! Why are you out here naked!" she asked, clearly indicating that she was not sleeping in her chair. I sensed a nervousness in her voice and she sat up quickly in the chair. She adjusted her sunglasses but kept them on. Nico ran up beside me and stopped. He looked at Sofia. His eyes looked angry, but not nearly as angry as me. He was still willing leave her un-maimed.
"I thought you liked me this way, you little shit!" I yelled back.
"Calm down, Bianca," Nico said, reaching over and placing his hand on my arm. It felt soothing, but I didn't want soothing, I pulled away.
"Nico, what the hell is wrong with her?" Sofia asked, but she looked around nervously as she spoke. This conversation felt much different than my conversation with Nico.
"What is wrong with me?" I asked, before Nico could respond, "What is wrong with you, you little pervert?"
"What the hell is that supposed to mean..." Sofia said uncomfortably. Her voice was quaking and she pulled her legs up to her chest, almost a fetal position. I was much more fired up now than I had been earlier, I didn't have time for games.
"I mean this!" I said. I took my phone and opened the picture back up and then tossed it to Sofia. Sofia, never particularly athletic, caught it awkwardly and then looked down at it. Her mouth hung open.
"Oh shit!" she yelled.
"Yeah oh shit!" I shot back.
"No Bianca!" Sofia said. She quickly stood up from her chair and tore off her sunglasses, "I didn't mean for you to see this. I thought I got rid of them all!" My mouth dropped open.
"She was right! Bianca was right! Oh my God Sofia, what the fuck?" Nico asked. I turned and looked at him. He blushed and couldn't meet my gaze, "I thought you overreacted again. I thought there would be an explanation," he mumbled.
"No there is guys. Oh my God, I am so sorry!" Sofia said. Her face looked pained and I could already see tears welling in her eyes, "I have been out here all morning a nervous wreck. I was just out here trying to calm down, talk myself out it. I thought I'd taken care of it all," She said.
"Oh we clearly gotten taken care of," I said.
"Just listen, it isn't as bad as it looks," she said and I raised my eyebrows and leaned in towards, "I mean, yes, it is as bad as it looks, but I am not as bad as I look. You don't understand," Sofia whined. I crossed my arms in front of my chest and sort of raised my hip, tapping my foot on the concrete.
"Then make me understand little sister," I said angrily, "Because all I know is that I woke up this morning from a black out, the last thing I remember is going to dinner, and there was a picture on my phone of me giving my younger brother a blowjob and that you took the picture." Sofia hung her head now, looking at her feet. Her body was trembling and she looked very nervous. Good. She deserved it.
"Okay, so listen...I didn't intend any of this, it just sort of happened?"
"You didn't intend an incestuous porn shoot, you just fell ass backwards into it?" Nico yelled back, and I was happy to see he was on my side now.
"No guys, listen. Don't interrupt. I am so sorry, but I will explain what happened, just listen," Sofia begged. Nico looked at me and I shrugged.
"Alright, spill it then," Nico said.
"Okay, so last night we went out to dinner like you said," Sofia started, pointing towards me, "And we got there and ate and everything and then you remembered, Bianca. You remembered that you hadn't been home for Nico's 21st birthday, so you offered to buy him a drink. And then you both got drinks. And I asked if you would buy me one too, because I was getting left out.
"And I am guessing I said 'no,' right?" I said. I had no idea where this was going. Sofia nodded.
"But you didn't just say now. You kind of laughed and said there was no way," Sofia said.
"Probably because it is illegal and I would get arrested for buying an 18 year-old high school student a beer in public!" I said. I had no recollection of this at all.
"Whatever, I just felt left out. And you guys were super not cool about it. Like you each bought two drinks and even asked if I would drive home. And then when I asked for just a sip you both laughed and said I couldn't handle it."
"So you decided to try to trick us into fucking?" Nico asked hotly.
"No...you said you'd listen, so just listen. I am an adult too, I don't need to be treated like a kid," Sofia said, "So I decided to teach you guys a lesson. I was just so angry at you guys. I wasn't thinking straight. I just wanted to do something." Well, that sounded familiar.
"So you guys said I couldn't handle it," Sofia continued, "So I was going to prove to you were the ones who couldn't handle it. So I had these pills..."
"Pills?" I asked. I couldn't imagine my little sister with drugs. I mean, I know she was 18, but...she was my baby sister. This was insane.
"So there was this new date rape drug in school and yesterday the Sheriff's Department came in and raided some lockers. They found some of it and brought it into the principal's office. I work in the office during fifth period instead of study hall. The deputy who found the drugs went in to talk to the principal and he left the pills sitting on the counter. The secretary was out, so I was alone in the outside office...I was just curious so I went and looked at them. I was holding a few of them and the principal's door started to open. I was afraid I'd get in trouble, so I just slipped them into my pocket and sat back down. I was going to get rid of them, but I forgot they were in my pocket until dinner yesterday. And so I thought I'd slip them in your drink (and I did, when you were in the bathroom and Nico was flirting with the waitress) so that you guys would black out and then I'd tell you that you couldn't handle your alcohol and that I was just as much an adult as you guys are."
"You gave us drugs?" I said. I was past the point of being angry now. I was hurt. Really hurt. How could she do this to me? And to Nico?
"I know it was dumb, but I wasn't thinking. I just wanted to get a little joke over on you guys and I was really angry because you treated me like a kid. I knew it wasn't dangerous, I heard the deputy talk about it. You'd just wake up the next day and be sick for a little bit," she pleaded.
"You are insane! You don't know anything about this stuff! We could have been hurt! We were violated. How the Hell did that happen? Did you decide to escalate your little prank?" I asked. Sofia raised her hands in protest and shook her head.
"No! It wasn't like that at all. After I gave you the pill, that was the end of the joke. I thought I'd take you home and it would be over. But the pill like...increased the alcohol effect. You like...got really drunk really fast. And you guys were loud and annoying at the restaurant and everything. I had to take you out. But it wasn't really bad there, it was kind of funny," she said and smiled slightly.
"Not laughing sis. Finish the story" I shot back. My heart was pounding away now, I knew, at least to a certain extent, how this story ended. But I kind of hoped for a twist or something. Some way in which I didn't blow my brother.
"I know, I am sorry," she said, dropping her head again, "Anyway. You guys were real drunk in the car and just saying silly nonsense. But it wasn't a big deal. I was just going to take you home and put you to bed. But as soon as you got in the door, you guys were like crazy. Just running all over the place and acting nuts. You were both talking a lot. And then..." Sofia said and she started to trail off. Nico and I both leaned in towards her.
"And?" Nico asked.
"So I did some research on this date rape drug this morning...after...Anyway, I learned that it is becoming popular because it doesn't just erase you memory and knock you out. It like...lowers inhibitions or something...and makes you like...want...to sleep with people," she said. While she spoke her cheeks got very red.
"What did we do?" I asked.
"At first you guys just went down to the basement to play pool. But you didn't play. Like you both just started taking your clothes off! And like, there was no reason for it. You didn't even talk about it. You just got naked. And then you were sort of prancing around the basement naked and jabbering away. I just thought it was funny, because you weren't doing anything. So I got you to unlock your phone. I was just going to take some pictures of you dancing around naked, so I could make fun of you about it later," Sofia explained. Her words dribbled out of her mouth and I felt my throat getting tight.
"Really fucking funny Sofia. Want to make fun of me now?"
"I was just taking pictures of you dancing around!" Sofia said, "And that was all. I didn't even plan that part, but I didn't think it was a big deal. Then, like all of the sudden you bumped into Nico. And it was like you didn't even think about it. All of the sudden you dropped down to your knees on the floor. Before I had a chance to do anything, you were already...started. I was just clicking away pictures so...I got one. Then I jumped up off the chair and ran over to you. I knew I had to stop it; I really didn't want it to happen. I didn't even realize it could happen; it never even crossed my mind. But when I came over you and Nico like...pushed me away. I could stop until...Nico was finished..." Sofia's words came out of her mouth in fits and starts. Her face was as red as I'd ever seen it and she couldn't meet my gaze. I could barely breathe, I was so livid. Somehow, knowing exactly what had happened was worse. We'd been completely out of control, no one planned anything, I'd just done something terrible because my sister had violated me. I felt sick again.
"So what happened after that, is that the end?" Nico said, his voice sounding embarrassed. I hadn't even considered the possibility that it could get worse. Now I was terrified. What had we done? Sofia twisted her hands in front of her breasts and shrugged.



"Pretty much," she said nervously.
"What does that mean?" I asked.
"Well, once Nico was done and you'd swallowed it, Nico was like...tired. You wanted to keep going. Like you were lying on the floor with your legs spread and stuff...I am sorry. But I pushed Nico up the stairs and closed him into his room. You followed and you were saying...stuff about what you wanted. But once Nico was out of sight you like...forgot about him. So I started to lead you over to your bedroom too. When I got to the door you...you grabbed me and you pulled on my breast and kissed me...with your tongue," Sofia said. She could barely get the words out and she was crying pretty hard at that point. Her shoulders were slumped and her legs looked weak.
"Serves you right," I said, but I couldn't really believe it. I'd never had any sort of homosexual urges, and especially not for my sister. What the hell kind of drug did she give me?
"Well, I got you into your room and when you laid down, you fell right asleep. So I went and got your phone. I thought I deleted all of the pictures and put the phone in your room. But I guess I missed the last one. The worst one. When it stopped being funny," she said.
"It was never fucking funny Sofia, how can you even say that?" I said. I had to resist the urge to lift up my hand to smack her.
"I know Bianca, I am so sorry!" Sofia said. Finally, her knees gave way and she collapsed down onto the concrete patio. She buried her face in her hands. I could barely make out her words. I heard her say "sorry" at least a half a dozen times and heard her swear that she didn't know what was happening and that she probably would have told us anyway, even if the photo wasn't destroyed, because she felt so guilty. And she promised she would never do anything so stupid again. She said over and over again that she would do anything for us to forgive her and that she would never talk about any of it again.
Sofia had always been a ridiculously transparent girl, there was no deceit in her, this wasn't an act. She felt like shit. I let her feel. I stood in front of her with my arms crossed looking down at her. I didn't say anything, I just let her wallow. It wasn't nearly punishment enough, but it was a start. But what was a just punishment here? Abandoning my sister forever? Smacking her? I didn't know what was appropriate.
"Alright quiet!" I said, as I thought about it. Sofia instantly became quiet, but stayed on her knees with her face in her hands. I needed to think about how to handle this.
I looked over at Nico and he stared back at me and shrugged. He seemed to be saying that he had no idea what to do next. This was not a situation anyone planned for. But I was the eldest child, I was a full decade older than both of them. I had to take charge and figure out what to do. But that was not an easy decision.
I really didn't know what I was thinking or feeling as Sofia begged for forgiveness. She had hurt me. There was no doubt about that. And I felt that hurt. Not so much what she had done, but that she had so little regard for me and for my brother. It felt de-humanizing. And on the surface this was all I could feel: intense disappointment and blind rage.
But, deep in my heart, I could see she acted impulsively while she was angry and did something truly reprehensible. I knew that. I'd done that. Hell, just a few minutes ago I'd almost broken my brother's teeth with my phone for no reason. And she had taken an action without fully thinking through the consequences, I totally believed that she was telling the truth. She didn't expect what happened to happen. She did something dumb and it spiraled out of control, but that is what being 18 is about. Nonetheless, the consequences were...terrible and absolutely enraging.
While on the surface all I could feel was anger, inside I was torn. Part of me wanted to tear my little sister apart. To absolutely kick her ass and then never speak to her again. If it was anyone but my sister, that is what I would have done. But, another part of me understood what had happened and, even if I couldn't condone it, I at least knew that she hadn't really wanted to hurt me. And, despite myself, I loved my sister. I was angry that it was causing me pain to hate her right now. She was my baby sister, someone I'd looked out for and loved for her entire life. She, and my brother, were so important to me that I couldn't stand myself to be angry at her. I wanted to forgive her and get passed this, but I didn't know how. I just needed to find some way to...
"Make it even," I said aloud, my voice having the acidity that came from my most outward feelings. I didn't even realize I'd said anything until I saw both Nico look over at me.
"What was that?" Nico said nervously.
"Make it even," I replied, more loudly this time. At first I didn't even realize understand what I was saying, it was just an extension of my thoughts. But, as that thought bubbled to the surface, it got caught in the whirlwind of my anger. Suddenly, I began to think of ways of making us even, setting us straight so I would be in a position to forgive myself. Take my pound of flesh so that I knew justice was served, but free myself to somehow put it behind me. But, given my intense and justified anger, this was going to be no normal punishment. I needed to make her feel all of the horrible things I'd been feeling since I woke up.
"What do you mean?" Sofia said now, in a very small voice. She pulled her hands away from her face and looked up at me. Her pretty face was a bit puffy and red and there were tears streaming down it. Hearing her speak and seeing the false innocence of her face fanned the flames of my rage.
"I mean you wanted us to treat you like an adult while you were acting like a child. I mean that when adults make mistakes they have to pay for those mistakes. You want to be an adult? Time to take your lumps," I yelled back. Sofia recoiled.
"You aren't going to tell mom and dad are you?" She asked. Something about the childish nature of that fear made me angrier. This was so much bigger than whether mom and dad would be angry.
"You wish you little cunt," I spat back and she winced. The tears rolled more freely now. No, tattling on my sister was certainly not enough. And I wasn't really sure I wanted my parents to know about this. I just needed to make things even.
"Nico," I said turning to face him, "drop your pants." Nico blinked twice and looked at me incredulously. He looked at Sofia and then shook his head.
"What?"
"Sofia says she wants to apologize and she will do anything to get our forgiveness. Well, she is going to feel exactly how we felt. Sofia is going to suck your cock," I said. I honestly don't know where this plan came from. It wasn't really a plan. It was an expression of pure anger. Sofia had drugged us purposefully and made us do unspeakable acts accidentally. I didn't want to physically harm her, so I wasn't going to drug her. But I sure as hell could make her do something she wouldn't like, and I could do it on purpose.
"She can't do that...she is my sister!" Nico said, his eyes wide. He looked down at Sofia again.
"So am I. And I sucked your dick. Apparently to completion. So you've already crossed that barrier. And I am not asking you to do it for fun, we are getting even!" I said.
"Bianca, I can't do that...I've never..." Sofia started and then trailed off.
"Do you ever want us to forgive you?" I asked.
"Yes, but..."
"And do you want me to forget to tell mom and dad..."
"Well yeah, I mean..."
"And do you ever want us to speak again or do you want this to be our last conversation?"
"What," Sofia said, her voice cracking. She looked up at me so pitifully, her lip pouting, that I almost broke right there. But part of me meant what I said.
"You broke our relationship Sofia. This isn't like when you 'borrowed' my car last summer. I can't even look at you again unless you make this right. You need to feel like I feel!" I said. There, I'd said it. She needed to understand the stakes.
"I don't think I can do this," Nico chimed in.
"You want to be the first man in history to turn down a blowjob from an 18 year old girl whose built like a Victoria's Secret model? " I said, my acid tongue once again spreading to Nico.
"Yeah but..." Nico started, his face looked deeply conflicted.
"I will do it," Sofia said and Nico stopped. We both turned and looked at her. Sofia was looked up at both of us, her eyes wide, "You are right Bianca. I said I'd do anything. I don't want to...but I'd rather do this than break up our family. I never meant to hurt you guys. But I am a grown-up. I will take responsibility for it." Sofia said. I had to at least respect that. I looked over at Nico, his eyes were wide and he wasn't moving. He had apparently realized that it wasn't just me being angry, this might actually happen. I knew, in deep in my brain, that he'd been aroused when I was in his room. His body was calling shots over his head. His ability to protest was diminished.
"Nico go walk over into the grass. Sofia crawl over to him when he gets there," I demanded. Both of them looked at me for a second. It seemed like they were about to balk. I recognize now how weird the situation was, and how outlandish my order. But at the time, it all seemed so rational. I guess my certainty convinced my younger siblings. This was going to happen. After a moment Nico walked out toward the grass. As he walked, he pulled his pants down. They slipped off of his hips and down his legs and he sort of walked right out of them. His cock was sort of at half-mast. He stopped and turned around to face us again. He still looked nervous, like he kind of wanted to put a stop to the whole thing, but also like he was excited. It was, after all, a blowjob. This one he'd remember.
Sofia looked over at Nico and then turned to me. My arms were still crossed over my tits and I stared down at her impassively. She had her orders, I wasn't going to tell her again. She was sort of kneeling already so she put her hands on the hot concrete patio. She winced a little and then turned towards the grass. Nico was about ten feet away, standing in the grass. Sofia hesitated for a moment and then, slowly, she started to crawl towards our brother.
She moved slowly at first, moving one hand, then one knee. He arms were shaking and her face looked tight. She looked like she was heading for the gallows. I stood on the patio and watched as she moved. Soon, she was directly in front of me, her ass up in the air. Suddenly I realized something. This wasn't quite fair.
When she was about five feet from my brother and already in the grass in the back yard, I walked off the patio and caught up with her quickly. She sensed me and stopped moving. She looked up at me and I could tell she thought I'd reconsidered. I reached down toward her back and made as if to rub it. I even smiled at her. She sighed.
"My tits and pussy were out. Yours will be too," I said smiling into her face and, at the same instant, I unhooked her bikini top. Sofia's face dropped as the bikini top slid off of her shoulders and landed on her hands. My sister's breasts were now exposed. They were much smaller than mine and had a slightly different shape. They were round little mounds of flesh with small, red areolas. Her breasts were so perky that even as she crawled on her hands and knees, her breasts didn't so much dangle below her as sit a little higher. Her nipples pointed forward slightly. Her skin was incredibly smooth. But she wasn't done yet.
"Keep crawling," I ordered. I moved so that I was standing behind Sofia. While she continued to lumber forward slowly, I reached up and put my hands on her hips. Her skin felt warm and soft and my fingers sunk slightly into her flesh. Her bikini was tied on at either hip, a sexy design. I quickly grabbed the strands and pulled them at the same time. The bikini bottom sort of came apart and dropped down into the grass between Sofia's legs. This time she didn't stop crawling.
I looked at Sofia's ass as she crawled towards our brother. I could see her pussy between her legs and could tell that, like her big sister, she kept her mons pubis shaved bare. Her labia were tight and red and looked remarkably like my own. I could also see her round ass cheeks bare, with the smooth expanses of olive skin. I could even see the little red kiss of her asshole. Good. She was just as exposed as I had been the night before. But she was still moving very slowly toward Nico. I decided hadn't had enough.
I walked up next to her and slapped her on the ass as hard as I could with an open palm. A loud cracking sound reverberated through the backyard and Sofia screeched in pain. My hand felt white-hot and I could see a red mark on Sofia's ass, "Keep moving!" I yelled. Sofia kept scrambling forward. I felt a strange sensation, a kind of excitement that felt both familiar and completely alien. I chalked it up to the satisfaction of starting my revenge.
Regardless, Sofia now stopped on her hands and knees at Nico's feet. He sort of towered over her and he looked down at the top of her head. Sofia's ass was very red now and she was clearly holding back more tears. Nico's cock was now completely hard (it is never hard to convince a boy to do anything that might result in a blowjob) and he looked at me expectantly. I was going to have to run this show. I walked up so that I was standing next to Nico, looking over my sister.
I heard her sniffle. For the briefest second, I considered exactly what was happening here. I was naked, in my parents' backyard with my brother and my sister. I was having some very strange sensations and I was about do something extreme and in anger. What the fuck was going on? But then the image of the picture from last night flashed back into my head. The anger was still there and it was still overwhelming. However crazy this was, I was going to ride that crazy.
"Get on your knees," I said flatly. I could see Nico's body tense as I spoke, he was clearly anxious. Sofia looked up at me, her big eyes shining like glass.
"I don't know how to do this," she said, "I don't..."
"What? Do you think there is a course on it or something?" I asked pointedly. As I spoke I bent over quickly and stuck my arm into Sofia's armpit. I wrenched her up quickly and she shrieked. She was pulled up quickly to her knees. As her head rose, the side of her face and then even the side of her neck brushed against Nico's cock. Nico groaned and Sofia recoiled slightly. But soon she was up off of her hands, facing Nico and me.
"Ouch!" Sofia protested and she shook hand off her arm. But she stayed on her knees. Sofia's breasts, no longer dangling, sat up high on her chest. I noticed that her dark nipples looked hard and I wondered if it was because of the gentle breeze. From my angle, I could see her slightly from the side and noticed the gentle curve of her body and her high, muscular ass. Regardless of everything else, I hadn't been lying earlier, she had the body of an underwear model. I was surprised that I found she looked...good.
I shook off the thought. I had more important things to worry about now. Given the slope of the yard, Nico's cock was about level with Sofia's breastbone. The pink tip of his cock was probably only four inches from his sister's tits. His balls hung low and heavy and I thought, briefly, "Nico has a pretty nice package." But I didn't really didn't ruminate on that thought long. Sofia needed to get moving. She looked forward at it for a second and then she dropped her eyes.
"His cock is big but it doesn't sit on his feet," I said sharply. I heard Nico laugh nervously. I hadn't been trying to compliment him, but I guess he took in that way. Men.
"I don't know what to do!" Sofia said, "Bianca, I don't think I can!" I chose to ignore the second statement. She could. And she would.
"Take your hand and grab around the base of his cock. Do it quick or this will get worse!" I responded. Sofia nodded nervously.
"It is okay Sofia, just do this and it will be over," Nico said. I was about to tell him that we were punishing her, not just trying to get his rocks off, but Sofia bit her lip and started to lift her right hand. Maybe Nico's good cop to my bad cop would make sure that this got done. I bit my tongue.
Sofia's hand moved slowly up from her side and then shakily started to bridge the distance between her body and Nico's. Nico was looking at Sofia intently, his mouth pursed. I found that I was holding my breath. For a moment, Sofia's hand hovered over Nico's cock. Then, slowly, her hand lower down on top of it. Her palm landed on the top of Nico's shaft and then she quickly wrapped her fingers around it. Her thumb and a couple of fingers sunk into Nico's scrotum. Her hand closed firmly, but it didn't look like she was squeezing either.
"Oh fuck!" Nico groaned and looked down at Sofia. She looked a little startled.
"Keep your hand there!" I ordered, and she complied. She then looked up at me nervously and shrugged her shoulders. I gave her a sour look, "Well it isn't rocket science. Girl's stupider than you have sucked a cock. Of course, girls smarter than you have done it too, you saw how I did it last night, just do it! I don't want to hear anything else but the sound of you sucking your brother's dick. Got it?" responded.
Sofia nodded and then turned and faced Nico's cock again. She put a little pressure on the top, pulling Nico's cock down slightly. He groaned and closed his eyes. Sofia took a deep breath and eyed Nico's cock for a moment. She bit her lip for a moment and shook her head. She said something to herself, but I couldn't make it out. Then she started to lean forward. Just like when she was crawling, she leaned forward slowly. I wanted to yell at her to go faster but...at the same time, I wanted to see this happen. I told myself it was so I could really savor the revenge.
Sofia's thick lips slowly closed the gap between her and Nico. She kept her eyes open so she could see where she was going. I saw Nico's hips rocking slightly, trying to get some resistance from Sofia's hands. It was clear her slow motion was torture. But a good kind of torture. Eventually, Sofia's lips were just a fraction of an inch from the tip of our brother's dick. She looked up now at Nico and I, perhaps waiting for one last signal to stop. But Nico was still breathing slowly and expectantly and I was staring daggers down at my little sister. She deserved this.
Sofia pushed forward slightly and I watched as her thick lips pressed against Nico's hard cock. A gentle kiss against the tip of her brother's penis. Nico moaned loudly. Sofia pushed back slightly. I saw a thin string of pre-cum now attached the opening of Nico's cock to Sofia's fat lips. She seemed to sense it too and instinctively she drug her tongue across her lips, to break the connection. It was only after the deed was complete that she realized what she'd done. As her tongue slipped back in her mouth, I saw her eyes widen at the realization she was tasting the salty flavor of our brother's precum. I still had some of that in my belly from the previous night, I knew it. She was going to need a lot more to get even.
"Put the tip in your mouth now," I ordered. I felt my breathing coming shallowly and my body felt...strange. Part of me knew that my nipples were so hard that my breasts ached and I felt a strange tension between my legs, but ignored it, focusing on Sofia and Nico.
Sofia opened her mouth slightly and then breathed out her nose. Finally, she moved her lips forward again. I steadied myself by placing my hand on Nico's shoulder and leaning in. I wanted to see this. The way that she'd seen me. Nico's shoulder felt warm and I could feel the lithe, but strong, muscles underneath.



Sofia's lips touched Nico's cock again and once again, Nico groaned. But this time, Sofia's lips parted. I watched as the pink tip of Nico's cock sunk into Sofia's mouth. I focused on the way her thick lips spread to allow him inside and then closed more tightly again as the mushroom tip got inside of her.
"Oh fuck!" Nico moaned and opened his eyes. He looked down and saw Sofia's eyes looking up at him.
"Swirl your tongue around on the tip of his cock like the little whore you are," I said. I watched Sofia's mouth and I could she her cheeks moving slightly. I felt Nico's muscles tighten underneath of my palm and I knew that Sofia was following my instructions. My little sister's hot pink tongue was moving around the tip of our brother's cock, tasting his salty skin and swallowing down some of his pre-cum.
"Oh fuck, if she's never done this before, she is a natural," Nico said to me. I don't know why, but before I could fully register his words, I felt a pang of jealousy. Jealous of whom or what I couldn't say. But I decided to take it out of Sofia.
"That is enough on the tip," I ordered, "Did I deepthroat Nico last night?" I asked. Sofia's eyes shifted so that she was looking at me. She seemed to sense that I didn't want her to take the cock out of her mouth so she just nodded slowly. Nico's cock bounced up and down as she did so and he moaned. "Then I want you to deepthroat him too," I said. Revenge meant giving her everything I had gotten.
Sofia's eyes refocused so that she was facing forward. About an inch and a half, maybe more, of my brother's cock was already in my sister's mouth. I saw her tongue slide out from underneath of Nico's cock, lubricating his dick and wetting her lips. Nico was right, she was a natural. I watched as her tongue slid along Nico's urethra and felt myself wondering what it felt like.
I didn't have much time to think. After a moment of preparation, Sofia started to slip Nico's cock further and further into her mouth. I watched as Sofia's pink lips slid across the pale white skin of our brother's cock. Inch by inch the cock disappeared into Sofia's mouth, sliding across her tongue. However, when about three inches of Nico's cock remained outside of Sofia's mouth, she simply stopped. She still had her hand wrapped around the base of Nico's cock, her lips were against it.
"Oh keep doing that with your tongue!" Nico groaned. I felt angry, this wasn't what I asked for.
"That is just deep in your mouth, I want it in your throat. I know how to deepthroat, I know you saw me go all the way in," I said. Sofia looked over at me ashamedly, letting me know that I was right. Her hand slipped from Nico's dick. She stuck her lips out slightly, stretching another half inch of cock into her mouth, but stopped. I felt my rage boil over again.
"I said throat-fuck your brother you little shit!" I said. My left hand slipped off of Nico's shoulder and I dropped down into a squatting position next to him. I kept my left hand against Nico's hip for balance and, and the same time I reached out my right hand placed it on the back of Sofia's head. I pushed sharply and heard a gurgling noise.
"Oh yeah, thank you!" Nico said. He moved his hand down now and placed it on top of my head, balancing himself. I ignored it. My hands sunk into Sofia's hair and I felt my fingers and thumb press against the back of my sister's head. I applied constant pressure to the back of Sofia's head, driving the cock deeper into her mouth. Sofia didn't try to resist, she just let me press on her head. I looked on closely, watching as more and more of Nico's cock slipped between Sofia's lips.
Not that it was easy. I could feel the muscles in Sofia's neck tighten and I could both hear and feel her gagging. There were choking noises coming from her throat and I knew that Nico's cock was pressing against the back of Sofia's throat. She let out a garbled breath. I could see her eyes watering and I knew what she was feeling. I could have told her to try to open her throat, but I didn't. Instead, I kept the pressure on. Despite Sofia's gagging and choking, after a few more seconds of pressure, I watched Sofia's nose press into Nico's stomach and her chin rest against his balls.
"Oh fuck Bianca, thank you!" Nico said. I kept the pressure on Sofia's head for a few more seconds. She was still gagging and her eyes were completely blurred. But, I didn't want her to pass out from asphyxiation with our brother's dick in her throat so I finally released her. Instantly, Sofia's pulled her head back. I was only a few inches from her face and I could see Nico's cock slip halfway out of her mouth. His dick was now coated in her thick, gagging spit. This close, I could smell the aroused, earthy scent of my brother's cock and wondered if I could sense it on my sister's breath.
"Keep putting that cock in and out of your throat like that. I don't care how much you choke. If I have to help you again, I am going to be pissed!" I said. Sofia reached both of her hands forward and placed them on Nico's thighs to hold herself, I moved my own hand slightly to give her space. The tip of Nico's wet cock was still in her mouth and I watched her breasts heave as she caught her breath.
After a few seconds, she seemed to have caught her breath. Her eyes were still a little bit wet from choking and her hair was mussed from where I hand shoved her, but in her eyes I saw new determination. It was too late now, this had already happened. She'd learned that this was actually going to happen, so she just needed to get it over with. I watched as her lips once again started to slip down the length of Nico's cock. I watched as the spit that had collected on Nico's shaft sort of collected on her lips as, inch by inch, it disappeared inside her face.
Once again, when Sofia had only about three inches of our brother's cock left, she stopped. But this time, she didn't waiver. Instead, I watched as she closed her eyes tightly and then started to push her head forward. She shook her head to the sides, driving the cock in deeper while she gagged. Sofia's body convulsed as she choked on our brother's cock. But she didn't stop. Soon, she once again had Nico's cock buried in her throat, she left it there.
"Oh fuck Sofia, every time you choke it squeezes my cock, don't stop!" Nico begged. Now his hands left his free hand left his side and it found its way to the top of Sofia's head. Nico was using both of his sisters to hold himself up while Sofia deep throated his cock. When Sofia couldn't hold out any longer, she slipped Nico's cock back out so that just the tip was inside of her, and she breathed deeply.
But she no longer needed any prompting from me. As soon as she caught her breath, my sister immediately started to slip Nico's cock back down her throat. She seemed to be getting the hang of it as well, going deeper faster than ever before. She was still choking and gagging and her eyes were watering but she didn't stop.
For a few minutes, I just admired my handiwork. I watched as Sofia's mouth slid up and down Nico's cock. Sometimes she would leave just the tip in her mouth and swirl her tongue around as I instructed earlier. Other times she would slide Nico's dick in and out of her throat quickly, sometimes even bouncing it off the back of her throat (and gagging harshly). Still other times she would just bury his cock deep in her throat for several seconds at a time, gagging and squeezing around it. She was pulling up a lot of thick, sticky saliva from her choking and I watched as it drooled out of her mouth in thick white strands. Most of it hung from her chin, looking dirty and depraved. Some dripped down onto the ground as well as Sofia's thighs, breasts, and neck.
It was, without a doubt, the dirtiest thing I'd ever seen. Forgetting anything else, it was just the messiest most depraved blowjob I'd ever seen. Not that I'd ever seen anyone else give a blowjob, I just meant that I never gave anything even close to that naughty. But obviously, the biggest issue was the fact that I was watching my two younger siblings engaging in an explicit sexual act. I mean, that had been the plan I suppose. But seeing is so much more than just thinking. Watching my brother's dick slip in and out of my sister's mouth was...indescribable.
"All the way in Sofia, you are so good!" Nico said as Sofia shook her head back and forth, willing Nico's dick deeper and deeper into her throat.
I can't really explain what I felt then. I heard Nico speak and the first thing I thought was that the goal hadn't been to get Nico off or give him the best blowjob of his life. The goal was to punish Sofia. I also felt an intense wave of jealousy, that felt so alien. I could not tell where it came from or why, I just knew that it was debilitating. I was feeling other things as well, things that I was reluctant to put a label on. I was watching Sofia deepthroat our brother's cock and I was experiencing the sights, sounds, and smells of sex. Sofia had decided to just do what I said and so she was giving it her all. Nico was clearly enjoying himself, despite his earlier protests. There was just an energy in the air that I was responding to. But I refused to accept that, instead I focused on the jealousy.
I told myself that I wasn't jealous because my siblings were having great sex and I was just a bystander. I refused to even let myself think it. I wouldn't have even considered that I was jealous that Nico loved the way my sister made him feel and that he couldn't even remember what I had done to him. I didn't consciously consider whether the fact that my hand was on my brother's firm ass, feeling his muscles tighten, had anything to do with it. For that matter, it was beyond comprehension that I would be jealous of Nico, because he was touching such a ripe young woman, and getting her to do whatever he wanted. Instead, I convinced myself that I was jealous because Nico was basically administering the punishment. I'd set the stage and now my role was over. I wanted my chance.
"Okay stop," I said, looking at my brother and sister. Nico's cock was all the way inside of Sofia's throat, but at my words she carefully pulled it out. His cock was still against her lips, but she didn't move. Nico kept his hand firmly on Sofia's head and looked at me angrily.
"Shut up Bianca! I was going to cum!" Nico said.
"We aren't here to make you cum, you pervert. We are here to teach Sofia a lesson. Now it is my turn to teach her," I said.
"Come on, I am like a minute away..." Nico begged. I
"Quiet Nico, and watch. You might enjoy this," I said, hoping to get him off my back. I slipped my hand off of his ass and then sat down in the grass next to him. I spread my legs wide. The instant I did so I could feel the heat emanating from my body and I could smell the tangy scent of my sex. I looked down between my legs at my bare pussy. My labia were red and looked swollen with excitement. My clit was hard and aching. The insides of my legs were soaking wet. I couldn't deny what was happening to my body. I told myself that I was just happy to be punishing Sofia and ignored it. It I hadn't been so far gone, I wouldn't have believed my own lie.
"Now eat my pussy," I said. I told myself that this wasn't about receiving physical pleasure. Clearly, Nico had been unable to control himself, he forgot what we were doing. I was going to punish Sofia and I wasn't even going to enjoy it. My obvious physical excitement and the feeling of anticipation and the longing I now felt inside of my chest were immaterial. I pretended like they didn't exist.
To deflect anything thoughts about this, I looked over at Nico and his eyes grew wide. He had been looking at my body as I splayed myself out, but now he took a step back, so he could get a better view. A blowjob might have been was he desperately wanted, but he would settle for seeing his sisters in a lesbian embrace. I saw his hand move up and wrap around the base of his cock.
"No!" Sofia said, wiping some drool from her chin with the back of her hand. Her eyes were still wet and there was still spit on her tits as she looked at me incredulously.
"No? I don't think you are in a position to deny anything," I said. Sofia crossed her arms in front of her small breasts.
"I am not doing that?"
"Oh the moral high horse now? I just watched you blow your brother!" I shot back. Sofia winced and looked at Nico's dick. She let out a sigh and then shrugged.
"You did that last night. So that is fair...I guess. But this is more. You are asking me to do things I didn't do!"
"I got drugged. I didn't drug you. You still owe me," I shot back. Sofia's eyes dropped. I had her there, "Even if you were even with Nico..."
"I didn't cum..." Nico whined.
"Quiet," I said to him, "Even if you were even with Nico you aren't even with me," I said. Sofia looked over at Nico, maybe hoping he would say something to stop me. Maybe she felt like she was all paid up. But his eyes just roamed our bodies. I think she realized that it didn't matter when she thought she should be forgiven. It mattered when we were done with her. And I was still angry.
"Okay..." she said, sounding like she was a little kid and I'd just asked her to clean her room. I looked down over my body: my large pert breasts, my flat tummy, my feminine hips, my tight pussy, and toned legs. Was it such a terrible thing? I felt this compound my anger. She'd suck on Nico's cock with little complaint, but there was something wrong with me? As Sofia started to crawl over to where I was lying I suddenly had an impulse and I gave in to it.
"No, you don't get that anymore," I said and then I rolled over quickly and got on my hands and knees. My head was facing away from Sofia and my legs were pointing in her direction. My breasts were hanging down between my arms and my ass was up in the air. I turned and looked over my shoulder.
"You had your chance. Now you have to eat my ass," I said, "You need to lick my asshole Sofia."
"Damn, that is dirty!" Nico said and it was hard to tell if he was disgusted or excited. I don't know where this demand came from. I had never been much for anal play. I actually broke up with a guy once because I didn't feel 'sexually compatible' with him because he wanted anal sex and I wouldn't give it. No matter how much he talked it up and explained how everything worked, I had no interest. I had never licked anyone's ass and never had my ass licked. I'd never even had the desire to do it. But somehow, it seemed like the right thing for my sister. It seemed like a very justified punishment at the time.
"Oh god!" Sofia said, "I..." she sounded like she was about to protest, but then she trailed off. I wonder if she was afraid of how much worse it would get if she didn't do what she was told. As a result, Sofia kept her mouth shut and crawled over, dripping spit, to where I was on my hands and knees.
I spread my legs slightly so that she could fit between them. I felt her knees slid in between my calves. I knew she was kneeling behind me now, I could feel the heat of her body. I looked over my shoulder again and I could see my sister, kneeling with her hips about two feet from my ass. She was looking down at my ass. I knew that she was seeing a little pink rosebud of an asshole between two big mounds of flesh that looked very much like her own body, if a little thicker. She looked nervous and uncertain. But also beautiful.
"Okay," she said and it wasn't clear if she was speaking to me or to herself. She lifted her hands. I looked forward now, and closed my eyes. I wanted to savor this. The first thing I felt was Sofia's hands press, at the same time, into either of my ass cheeks. Her fingers were cool, probably from nerves, but her palms were warm and sank deeply into my flesh. As she pushed into them, my ass cheeks spread slightly and I could feel the breeze against my exposed asshole. I moaned slightly. I couldn't help that it felt good.
"Bianca, you have a pretty body," I heard my sister say. I felt taken aback. That was such a strange thing to say at that moment. I wondered if she was trying to butter me up for some reasons. But I also felt a surge of pride and suddenly felt sexy. Everyone likes to be told they are pretty, especially when they are naked.
"Be a good girl and do what you are told," I responded, but not as harshly as before. Her words didn't make me want her to act less. In fact, I wanted it more.
I felt Sofia squeeze a little on my ass cheeks, but she didn't talk back or even sigh. Instead, I could feel as she started to bend over towards me. I felt more pressure on my hips and thighs as slowly Sofia started to lean in towards me and her weight pushed against me.
After a few seconds, I felt Sofia's hair tickling my ass cheeks as she bent her head over me. As she continued to lean forward, I felt more and more of her silky hair caressing my cool skin. Next, I moaned and arched my back as I felt Sofia's hot breath. I felt it first as she exhaled across my back, then more intense as she breathed out against my anus and my wet pussy. After exhaling, she breathed in through her nose I wondered if she liked the way my sex smell. I could sense my arousal from where I was propped up, I imagined it was intense where she was leaning. Next I felt smoothness of Sofia's skin as her face pressed against my ass cheeks. I could feel a little bit of wetness, as some of her saliva was still on her chin. Her face was now buried between the mounds of my ass and I could feel the heat from her body and the gentle caress of her hair draped all over my hips.
Sofia hesitated for a second at that point. I looked over my shoulder briefly and I could see her face, buried in my ass, and I could see her eyes closed. She didn't look pained or uncomfortable. She looked like she was concentrating, or even at peace. Then I felt a soft warmth against my anus. For a moment, it spread out so that it covered all of my crinkled little hole. Sofia had planted a kiss on my anus. I felt a strange warmth wash over my entire body. All of the nerves there seemed to fire twice as powerfully as ever before. The sensation was so intense.
"Oh...fuck..." I moaned loudly. Without thought, I brought my left hand up off of the grass and found my left breast. They still ached with desire and I quickly grasped it. My fingers sunk into my own hot flesh and I felt my hard nipple against my palm. I pushed my hips back instinctively, my body chasing the sensation Sofia had given me. In the very minor amount of exploration I'd done with my anus in the past, nothing had ever felt good, let alone wonderful like this.
Sofia seemed to take note of my reaction and knew she was on the right track. Just a few seconds after I felt her gentle kiss, I felt an even more powerful sensation. I felt a hot wetness against the gentle folds of my anus. My body trembled and I felt a shiver run up my anus to my spine and then all the way to my neck. I threw my head back and gasped. Sofia had licked my anus. She'd just barely poked her tongue out as drug it across, but she'd done it. And it felt amazing. My hand squeezed tighter on my breast.
"Oh yes, Sofia don't stop," I begged. Sofia's head stayed buried between my ass cheeks and I felt more of her hot tongue spill out from between her soft lips. She left it limp and thick and I shivered again as I felt the wetness spread out on my anus. She began to swirl her tongue around on my anus gently, just letting it circle around her lips and scrape across the folds of my anus. Each movement of her tongue seemed to activate a new set of nerves and I felt my body growing tenser and more excited with each lap of Sofia's wet tongue.
The Sofia did something I was not expecting. After several minutes of running her tongue up and down my anus, she changed her routine. Rather than circle my anus lazily or lap at it gently up and down, I felt Sofia's tongue grow hard and rigid against my anus. Her hands slipped off of my ass cheeks and instead wrapped around my thighs, pulling me in towards her. I felt her breasts press against my upper thigh and she dropped her body lower and lean into towards me.



I felt an intense pressure mixed with a wet warmth on my asshole. I felt my hips shaking, but Sofia held me tight in her arms. I looked over my shoulder and I could see Sofia's eyes open and looking at me, but her face was buried more deeply in my ass than ever before. Her eyes didn't look scared anymore or nervous. They didn't look angry or upset either. I saw something else inside of them. Some sort of...desire.
I didn't have time to ponder what that meant. Instead I moaned deeply as I felt the pressure give way. I felt a slippery feeling inside of my body and I knew that my sister's tongue was planted inside of my asshole. I could feel at least an inch, if not two, of her thick wet tongue wiggling inside of me. I could feel my insides squeezing her. I wondered what I tasted like inside, if Sofia liked it. For some reason, I wanted her to like it. Sofia pushed harder and more of her tongue slipped inside of me. I didn't realize how much I could feel inside and my nerves surrounding her hot tongue felt like they were bursting. Sofia pulled her tongue out slightly, and the sensation of her tongue leaving me was almost better than going in.
"Oh God Sofia, in and out just like that," I begged. My hand was still grasping my breast. My nipple felt like a pebble against my palm. I needed something more, it was too intense. Without thinking I craned my neck down at the same time I lifted my breast up. My breasts were enough that I could tilt my nipple all the way up to my lips (though I rarely ever did so). In a matter of seconds I felt the hard little nub press against my lips. I gasped as Sofia started to bounce her head between my ass cheeks, poking her tongue in and out of my asshole, making my insides slippery and tense.
As I closed my mouth after gasping, I felt my lips close around my nipple. I felt the tense, taut skin of my nipple against my lips and I dragged my tongue across it. My skin tasted sweet and salty at the same time. I moaned again at the sensation that ran through my body. I felt like my tongue and my sister's tongue were working together. My actions in gently lapping at my nipple contrasted and complimented with my sister's tongue jack-hammering in and out of my asshole. Each movement from each tongue backed up the motion from the other.
For a minute or more (it could have been hours, for all I could tell), I just stayed in this position. I rocked my hips back, shoving my ass into my sister's face. Her tongue would slip in and out of my ass, going deeper each time. Her hands held me close, pulling me in and I could feel the hot breath from her nose against my flesh. Her breasts were against the backs of my legs and felt warm and soft against my skin. At the same time my left breast was lifted into my mouth and I sucked on it gently, my tongue swirling around the dense tissue. My other breast swung beneath me as I rocked. The air in my parent's backyard was filled with the sound of moaning and sucking, as well as the wet slurp of Sofia's tongue in my asshole. Even outside in the breeze, I could smell my arousal on the air and, I thought, my sister's as well.
I could have stayed that way forever, and just ridden the sensations that I was feeling at that moment. But at one time, as I gasped, my eyes opened. I saw Nico standing in the grass, a few yards away. He was looking at Sofia and me intently. His mouth was pursed and his muscles looking tense. His right hand was moving up and down the long shaft of his cock while he watched.
I wasn't surprised. He was a boy and we were giving what I was sure was a hell of a show. I suddenly felt extremely guilty. Not for what I was doing to my sister. I still believed I was in the right. But Nico. I knew that I had pulled him away from Sofia because I wanted to punish her and this really wasn't about his pleasure. But I had stopped him right in the middle of getting what I was now getting. What was the harm in feeling good while doing this? I felt bad for ruining it for him.
But what was I supposed to do? I felt Sofia's tongue slip, once against, deeply into my asshole (why had I not been more into this in the past?) and I knew that she was busy with me. I wasn't going to let her go back to Nico now. But what could I do? I let my nipple fall from my lips. Now both of my breasts swung in unison below me.
"Nico, come sit here in front of me," I prompted. For a second Nico's eyes stayed on me and Sofia and his hand continued to stroke. But then he seemed to register what I was saying. My eyes rolled back in my head and I groaned at Sofia's motions, but I managed to pat the grass in front of me with my now-free left hand as I looked at Nico. He realized what I was suggesting and quickly moved over towards me.
I don't know if I can really map out my thought process on this turn of events, but I will try. I knew that Nico was in need and that I had been a bit bitchy to him. I knew that I should make Sofia do it. But I also knew that I was "punishing" her and that I didn't want to stop. So the only person who could help Nico...was me. I knew it was wrong to do what I did next and that technically it was the reason I was angry Sofia in the first place. But I figured that, at this point, the Rubicon had already been crossed. I'd already done this with my brother (even if I couldn't remember) so no harm would be done. I did not consider whether I was enticed by my brother's long, hard cock or if I wanted to prove I could give better head than my sister. If these thoughts existed, they were beneath the surface.
Nico quickly moved over towards me, his cock bouncing awkwardly as he almost ran. I sort of smiled and laughed at him. In a moment he was standing in front of me and then he sat down quickly. Nico spread his legs and scooted forward in the grass. He moved forward closer to me as his legs extended out on either side of my body. In a few seconds, Nico's hard cock was just a few inches in front of my face. It still glistened from my sister's saliva and I felt my mouth watering. I pretended I was just doing this to even things up. Sofia continued to tongue at my ass, making it easier to pretend.
"Bianca, are you really going to do this?" Nico asked. I looked up at him. I could see excitement in his eyes, but also unease. It was clear my brother was feeling conflicted. He was being overwhelmed by the situation. He knew what was right, but also what his body was telling him he wanted. I never considered whether I faced that same situation. I knew what I wanted.
"Don't worry Nico, I will be gentle," I said, consciously pretending like I didn't understand his concern. I reached my left hand forward and slipped it carefully through the grass. Soon my hand slipped between the apex of my brother's legs and I felt his heavy balls weighing in against my fingers. In a moment, both of his testicles, hot and full, were sitting in my palm. Nico groaned and I squeezed my hands around them loosely. I massaged my brother's balls gently with my hand, feeling their weight. I'd never had any particular affinity for balls before, but I loved the way my brother's felt in my hands.
While keeping my ass up in the air, I bent my head forward. My brother's cock twitched as I moved towards it and I could see the muscles in his legs tense. I could smell the clean, masculine scent of his body and I felt my body react (even if I did not acknowledge that reaction). Soon, my pouty lips were only a half inch away from my brother's cock. I pressed my lips together briefly and blew. My brother moaned as the saliva on his cock and my breath cooled his skin. I saw goose bumps on his skin.
Like I said, I'd never liked giving blowjobs. But now I felt like I'd never felt before. My mouth was almost dripping and I desperately wanted to know what my brother tasted like. I told myself that the curiosity was natural. I'd sucked his cock the day before (against my will) and had an experience I could not remember. I was just trying to fill in the gaps of memory now. I leaned forward and kissed the tip of my brother's cock. His skin was very warm and felt taut against my lips. I felt my lips sort of melt into the tip of his cock and I could feel the sticky warmth of his pre-cum as it smeared across my lips.
I poked my tongue out of my mouth and drug it across my lips from left to right. My brother's pre-cum collecting on my tongue. Incidentally, the back of my tongue slipped across the tip of my brother's cock. Nico moaned I could see his hands clench in the grass on either side of his body. I slipped my tongue back into my mouth. I could taste my brother's seed on my tongue. It was very salty and had a strong, earthy flavor. I loved it. I'd always been a spitter. I'd never swallowed any cum of any kind before. But I swallowed down my brother's pre-cum now, and wanted more.
My lips were still kissing the tip of my brother's cock (and my sister was still tonguing away at my ass, for that matter, though now she had returned to lapping at my anus lazily, her mouth apparently tired). I opened my lips and let my mouth move down. My brother's cock slipped into my mouth. I let my tongue swirl around on the tip for a moment and let him savor the sensation.
But I wanted him all inside of me. I kept my lips right around my brother's wet shaft as I pushed his cock deeper and deeper into my mouth. I felt the silky skin of his cock with the hard, ropey muscles underneath and they slid across my tongue. I made my tongue undulate underneath of his cock and kept my cheeks tight against him, giving him plenty of resistance to press again. Nico was groaning loudly and his legs felt like the muscles were tight enough to burst. My brother's cock tasted salty and dirty against my tongue and I loved every facet of it. My nose was just inches from his hair now, and I could smell the sharp scent of male arousal. I pushed farther.
I hadn't been lying to Sofia. I knew how to deepthroat. I did not do it very often because I rarely saw what the woman got out of it, but now I wanted to show off a bit. Sofia was a little bitch, barely more than a girl. I was a woman, and I was going to show her (and Nico) how this was done. I felt the bulbous head of Nico's cock as it pushed into the back of my throat. I gagged slightly but controlled the reaction. Instead, I opened my throat. I kept pushing at the same pace. Nico's cock slipped deeper and deeper into my throat. Soon, I felt my lips pressing into my brother's hair, my nose in his belly and my chin against his balls (and my fingers). But I wasn't done then. While still trying not to choke, I slipped my tongue out underneath of Nico's cock and over my teeth. I gagged slightly, but soon I felt my wet tongue pressing into my brother's scrotum, rubbing at his hairy balls.
"Oh my god Bianca...Oh my god! This is...I can't..." Nico groaned. If I could have smiled I would. Instead, I just pushed my brother's cock back deeper into my throat, bouncing it against the back of my throat while I held my breath. The taste, the smell, and the feel of his body inside mine was...unbelievable. I wished I'd never have to pull his cock out so I could breath.
But I was reminded that it wasn't just me and Nico this time. While my tongue grazed my brother's scrotum, I felt Sofia's tongue still working on me. Sometimes it was just the gentle lapping and other times she probed her tongue hard inside of me. But, after a while, I could tell she was watching me suck Nico's cock. As I pulled back slightly for a moment to catch my breath, I felt Sofia stop entirely, she even pulled her face out of my ass for a moment.
"Wow, Bianca..." was all she said. I could not tell from her tone if she was upset that I was now voluntarily doing the thing for which she was being punished or if she was...impressed with my ability to hold Nico's big dick in my throat for long periods of time. I didn't care. What she was thinking or wanted or whatever didn't matter. I needed her to know she was still being punished.
Just the tip of Nico's cock was now in my mouth, as I caught my breath. I was swirling my tongue around on his tip. Again, I had an impulse and just gave in to it. I very quickly pushed my head down towards my brother's lap. I felt his cock slip quickly across my tongue and down my throat. I moved forward so quickly that I didn't have time to control the muscles in my throat. I felt Nico's tip press harshly against the back of my throat. Instantly, I started to gag. I felt my body convulse, eyes water, and my throat squeeze shut around my brother's dick. He moaned loudly as he felt it. But even as he was moaning, I felt my mouth filling with thick, sticky saliva. This was what I wanted. I quickly slipped my lips back up my brother's cock, keeping my lips close to his skin and keeping the viscous, choking spit in my mouth. When I got to the tip, I bathed my brother's cock in the saliva briefly, swishing it around on his skin. Then I pulled off. Nico groaned.
"I'll be back," I said and patted his thigh. It came out sort of garbled because I was trying to keep my saliva in my mouth. I turned and looked over my shoulder. I saw Sofia, kneeling behind my ass with her hands still sunk into my cheeks. Her eyes were very wide.
"Who told you to stop?" I asked harshly. Sofia shrugged nervously and looking around.
"Sorry," was all she said and then started to lean back towards my anus.
"No!" I yelled back and she froze. We couldn't just pretend like she'd never stopped, she needed additional punishment, "Open your mouth," I said. Sofia looked at me like I'd spoken a different language. "Do it!" I yelled. Instantly, Sofia's mouth opened. As soon as I could see her pretty pink tongue I threw my head forward slightly and spit. The big wad of sticky saliva (and a little bit of pre-cum) sailed through the air quickly. Sofia instinctively flinched, but she kept her mouth open. I had aimed very well and, as I watched, I saw my spit splatter into Sofia's mouth (and across her right cheek).
"Shit!" Sofia yelled, clearly not ready for it. I could still see my white spit on my sister's tongue. She looked like she was about to spit it out.
"Swallow it!" I said. Sofia looked up at me, her eyes looking hurt and confused. For a moment, I could almost see it in her eyes, a will to defy me. But, she looked around the backyard. She knew there was no way out. And being willful would just make the punishment more severe. She closed her eyes and I watched her throat move as she swallowed it down. I noticed that she make a slight face and thought that she didn't like it. But then she moved one hand up to her cheek and, with her index finger, scraped the remaining saliva into her mouth and swallowed it down. My body reacted to my sister's dirty actions. That was hot.
"Get back in my asshole," I said. I felt Sofia's hand, not a little damp, return to my ass cheek as she started to lean forward. I didn't bother to watch, I knew she was going to do what she was supposed to do. Instead, I quickly turned back to my brother. He was looking at me, his eyes wide with surprise. I guess I should've been surprised too. Like I said, my sexual tastes had always been very vanilla. Nothing even remotely kinky for me, thank you. Now I was in the middle of messy, spitty, threesome with my siblings. I couldn't explain it then. All I can say now was that, having passed the world's biggest taboo (sex with a relative) without my consent, doing it again or crossing other lines seemed less daunting. And while it felt good, I was going to do it.
I didn't waste my time worrying about it though. I gave my brother a dirty smile and then, once again, dropped my head down between my brother's legs. I stuck my tongue out and tapped the tip of his still-hard cock gently and he moaned. At that same instant, I felt Sofia's tongue find its way back to my asshole and I moaned as well. Then I quickly slipped the tip of Nico's cock back in my mouth. In a short time, it was buried in the back of my throat once again.
For a few minutes, the whole clan stayed in those positions, committing those acts. My brother sat on his ass in the backyard, his hands sunk into the grass, staring forward. I was on my hands and knees in front of him with my eyes closed. I bobbed my head up and down on my brother's cock, swirling my tongue around his shaft and sometimes deep throating him for long periods of time. My body stretched out above the grass and then my sister knelt behind me. Her fingers were sunken into my ass cheeks and she was leaning forward intently. Her face was completely buried in my ass, her tongue probing and lapping by turns. My pussy ached as she did this and I could feel liquid dripping from my labia into the grass. Nico groaned while I sucked his cock and I added my own moans (vibrating around Nico's cock). Sofia was quiet except for the slurping sound of her tongue working its way into my asshole. The smell of sex filled the air. But it couldn't last forever.
"Bianca, oh my god!" Nico yelled. His cock was about halfway into my mouth and my tongue was furiously sliding up and down his urethra. I opened my eyes and saw Nico's hands squeezing intently on the grass. I felt his muscles trembling and he started to thrust his hips up erratically. I kept his cock in my mouth and kept my tongue moving at the same rate. I heard Nico breathing raggedly and then he went completely stiff, his entire body rigid. Finally, he let out a low groan. I felt Nico's urethra expand against my tongue and felt his balls seize up in my hand.
"Bianca!" was all he said. Then I began to feel it. A hot, hard spurt of liquid shot into my mouth and splashed against the back of my throat. I moved my tongue up toward the opening of my brother's penis just as the second thick jet of liquid splashed out. The salty, earthy flavor I'd tasted in his pre-cum was back, but a thousand times more intense now. I felt my brother's hot jizz spray against the insides of my cheek and coat my teeth. It was very thick and felt intensely hot. More and more spurts of cum found their way into my mouth and I took them all. I felt it collecting in my cheeks and covering my tongue. I could smell it in my nose. It was divine.
Finally, my brother gave one last thrust of his hips and the last bit of cum was added to the mouthful. I swirled my tongue around Nico's cock and he squirmed uncomfortably, too sensitive. I smiled and slowly slipped my brother's dick out of my mouth. It glistened with my spit and his cum. But now that it was out, I could feel just how full my mouth was with my brother's jizz. I swished the big mouthful around for a little while, letting it slip through my teeth and across my tongue. I'd barely been able to tolerate cum before, but now it was delicious. I desperately wanted to swallow it down, to feel it warm in my belly.
But I couldn't. While Nico collapsed down, lying on the grass and catching his breath, I started to rise up onto my knees. As I did so, my ass dropped and moved forward. I felt Sofia's hot tongue slip out of my asshole and soon her face moved out from between my cheeks. Without my ass cheeks to hold herself up, Sofia sat back in a kneeling position. I turned quickly so that I faced my sister. Still up on my knees, I moved over toward her quickly.
I can't say that it was a plan, that would be giving it took much credit. But as soon as Nico's tasty cum started filing my mouth, I knew exactly what I was going to do with my brother's load once I had it. Share it with my baby sister. I crossed the distance between us rapidly. Because she was sitting on her knees with her ass resting on her calves and I was straight up from the knees, the height difference between us was neutralized. Sofia was looking directly into my eyes. I found it impossible to read her face.
I didn't slow as I came closer to her. I wanted to be very close. In a matter of moments, I threw my arms out from my side and quickly wrapped them around my sister's neck. I wrapped all the way around so that my elbows crossed on the back of her neck. As I pulled myself in towards my sister, I felt my breasts press into my sister's. I felt my long, hard nipples sink into her flesh and felt her hard little nipples press into mine. Her flesh felt so hot against mine. Sofia's body smelled thickly of sexual arousal and the scent filled my consciousness. She was still sticky with sweat and spit.



Sofia looked at me, our faces separated by only a few inches. I knew this would be the ultimate finale to my punishment. But, as I considered that, I saw Sofia's eyes close and she turned her head slightly to the side. Her thick lips parted slightly. She knew exactly what I was planning; she was ready to be kissed. I should've been mad. This was not a punishment if she was just going to meekly accept it. Except, I didn't really care. I looked at the pillowy softness of Sofia's lips and all I cared about was feeling them against my own.
I leaned in toward my sister closed my eyes as well. After a moment, I felt my lips contact something smooth, soft, and warm that gave way instantly to my lips. I could feel, just for a moment, Sofia's sweet breath as it swirled between us. And then my sister and I were kissing. At first, it was somewhat chaste, just my lips pressing against hers. But with our naked breasts pressed together, no one would confuse this with a sisterly peck.
Then, to my surprise and unacknowledged excitement, Sofia began to press for more. I felt Sofia's tongue slip out from between those big, wet lips. Her tongue, only recently in my ass, was wet and thick. I felt it skitter across my lips, probing for weak points. I savored the feel of her soft muscle as it probed my mouth carefully.
But, I couldn't wait long. I needed to do what I was here to do. I squeezed around Sofia's neck more tightly and slowly opened my mouth, just the barest crack. My mouth was so full of Nico's cum and my own saliva that some of it quickly overflowed my lips and started to drool down my chin. Sofia must've felt it against her skin, because in a moment her tongue found that area. She lapped at my chin just as minutes before she'd lapped at my asshole. Now our brother's cum collected on her tongue and she quickly slipped it into her mouth.
Instantly, her tongue was back out of her mouth and finding its way to my lips. I opened my mouth wide and felt as Sofia's tongue entered my mouth. I felt it press against my teeth, gums, and tongue. I felt her tongue swirling throughout my mouth at a rapid pace. I met it with my own tongue and felt our muscles press together. I could taste her tongue and feel the sexual power of her muscles. While we were kissing, our breasts pressed together more forcefully and I felt the pleasant sensation that went with touching my sister's perky orbs.
But most importantly, our tongues danced together in a pool of our brother's hot sperm. It sloshed back and forth between our mouths and we chased the flavor around one another's teeth and gums. I kept a tight seal between our lips and we lost very little of the cum between our mouths. We kissed deeply with our tongue coat in sperm, sometimes driving our tongues deep into her other's mouths. And as we did so, our brother's cum mixed with our saliva until soon, there was no just the flavor of sperm. Instead, passed between our lips was the combined flavor of me, my little brother, and my little sister. All together, in one. And the taste was incredible. I wondered what we'd look like now, if someone took our photograph.
It would be inaccurate to call what I felt next, as my sister's tongue probed my back teeth, an epiphany. There was no spiritual "seeing of the light." But it was just a simple thought that suddenly unwound the whole experience and put it together in a new way. It was just six words in the form of a question: "What kind of punishment is this?"
I realized, as I heard my sister moan into my mouth, that she wasn't exactly feeling punished at that moment. It sounded like she was enjoying herself. And as I moaned back, pressing my breasts more tightly against her body, savoring my brother's cum, and feeling the wetness between my legs, I realized that I was enjoying myself as well. And not just because I was getting justice for a past transgression. I was feeling pleasure right there, in that moment. I liked that I was having sex with my sister. And with my brother. I didn't want to be anywhere else and wouldn't have traded them out for any two other people on Earth. What sort of motivations did I have, that led me to this position?
In a flash, I thought back on the events of the day. I remembered the way that I'd felt when I'd first seen the picture. I remember how I'd walked out of my room naked and gone to see my brother. I remember how I felt when I first saw my brother, naked in my bed, and how it had felt when we'd hugged. I thought about running out, naked, to find my sister. I thought about my decision to engage in a sexual punishment for my sister, and the way I'd felt when it happened. I had been angry, confused, and uncertain at times. But...had I always felt something else as well?
I wasn't lying earlier when I said that I had never had any thoughts even remotely related to sex that involved my brother. The same was true doubly sister, for what it was worth. But I don't know, maybe it was just that I'd never let myself have those kinds of thoughts. Never even considered it because I knew other people considered it "wrong." So it was never on the conscious thought. But seeing that picture, and then following the events that happened afterward, had made the possibility of sex with my siblings seem...less shocking. It was still shocking, don't get me wrong. But...shocking in a good way. Once I knew it could be done. I began thinking about my siblings in a different way. They were young and attractive people with sexuality. Suddenly what had once been unthinkable became...possible.
When it first started, I wasn't really in any position to accept these feelings. I knew that I was aroused by the picture, but I also knew that I couldn't be. How could I accept that I found the idea of sucking off my brother to be...enticing. So my mind had told me to be angry, and I had gone absolutely overboard with anger, to protect myself from my taboo arousal. And when I'd come to find the role my sister played and decided to punish her, I hadn't consciously allowed myself to recognize that I was aroused by the fact that a pretty girl, my sister had seen me engage in a sexual act. Added to the fact that I was aroused by a girl, and the anger to cover it had grown even greater. But I couldn't resist my arousal entirely. So I'd decided to punish my sister sexually.
With that, I realized what I was doing (having sex with my siblings) and what I wasn't doing (punishing anyone for anything). In my heart, I'd never really wanted to be angry with my brother or my sister. I was angry at myself, for being aroused by them. But, in the state I was in, at the absolute peak of sexual arousal, I no longer saw the need to hide my feelings behind anger. I was aroused by my siblings. I wanted to fuck them. It didn't have to be right and I didn't have to understand it, but that was what I felt.
I came to an almost instinctual decision. My sister had done something stupid that could have caused a lot of pain, but she hadn't intended to hurt me and, what was more, she'd opened up this possibility. A possibility that I desperately wanted to embrace. And, as I accepted that, I felt my anger slip away. And I felt the love I'd been denying to my sister flood into its place. Here I was, in a sensual embrace with one of the people I loved most in the world, with another of those people just feet away. What else was there to feel but love?
As this realization poured over me, I slowly pressed my tongue towards my sister's mouth. Her own tongue retreated back to her mouth. It was quickly followed by a large ball of spit and sperm that had formed between our mouths. Sofia's lips spread white as I dumped the salty load into her mouth. I tasted so good as it globbed off of my tongue and slipped heavily and messily between my lips. I heard her moan as it landed on her tongue. As the last of my brother's sperm landed in Sofia's mouth, I closed my lips and carefully broke our kiss. I opened my eyes.
I saw that my sister's eyes already open and her cheeks bulging with cum and spit. I'd never seen her more beautiful. What's more, I saw her beauty in a whole new light. Rather than pretending I was admiring her beauty for purely aesthetic reasons, I allowed myself to feel the true attraction I felt to her. I looked to my side briefly. My brother was watching us, his face a blank stare of arousal and his cock, once again, hard. His tall lanky frame and his handsome face...I recognized an equal attraction there as well.
Once again, I turned to my sister and leaned in towards her. Her eyes followed me and I believe that she thought I was leaning in to kiss her again, to take the sperm back from her. But I let my head slip to the side of hers. I felt my cheek slip across hers and soon my lips were at my sister's left ear. I nibbled her earlobe for a moment, too excited to do anything else. But then I spoke to my sister in a very low whisper.
"Punishment is over Sofia, everything is okay now. Swallow," I said, my voice barely audible. While my face and neck were still against Sofia, I could feel her throat moving, the muscles tensing below the skin. I could almost feel the spit and sperm slipping down Sofia's throat, making its way down to her belly, and sitting warmly there at her center. Once she'd swallowed it all down, she turned and whispered into my ear as well.
"Bianca, I am so sorry..." she started, her voice cracking as though she'd cry again. Even from the side, I could smell sperm and also the smells of my body on her face and it made my breath catch in my throat. But I shook my head slightly.
"No more sorry. We are passed that now. I love you Sofia," I said and I felt my heart swell with that love. I could feel Sofia's lips as they smiled, incredulously on her face.
"I love you too Bianca," she said, her voice sounding confused, but lighter. I knew she believed me.
"Let me show you how much I love you. Let me apologize to you for being so bitchy," I said, and I meant it. I wanted to make up with Sofia. I felt bad for how much suffering I'd put her through, even if it was necessary to get to where we were.
"What are you two whispering about," Nico asked nervously, looking in towards us. Both Sofia and I turned to look at him at the same time.
"I love you Nico, I love you so much," I said, unable to contain the love I felt, "I am sorry for being crazy today and I am sorry for not being around more. I love you."
"I love you too," Sofia said. They fought so much over the years, it might've been the first time she'd said that without prompting. Nico leaned back, not quite sure what to think and I laughed. Sofia smiled too. Nico looked around nervously and then laughed. He seemed to accept that he didn't understand women.
"I love you too," he said, "Both of you." With that I turned back to Sofia.
"Lay down on your back honey," I said softly, looking into her innocent eyes. She nodded softly.
"Okay Bianca," she said. This was about to get going again. But it was happening now because we wanted it. We could stop pretending it was about anything else. I knew my brother and sister felt the same as I did.
Sofia carefully unfolded her legs from under her ass and then swung them in front of her, towards me. Soon she was sitting on her ass with her arms thrown back behind her body, propping herself up in a sort of half-reclined position. Her legs were spread wide and bent at the knees. She was biting her lower lip and looking at me intently.
I dropped down on my hands and knees between Sofia's legs. My face was only a foot or so away from Sofia's body and I took a moment to admire it. Sofia's beautiful, innocent face stared at me with fiery intensity. Her long, dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, hanging down her back in a silky flow. Her breasts sat up high on her chest, her hard nipples point directly at me. Given the way she was sitting, the curve of Sofia's body down to her hips looked smooth and trim. Her legs looked long and silky in the grass. Between those legs I could see Sofia's dark labia, dripping with liquid and her clit sitting hard up on her body. I felt my mouth grow wet and I wanted to taste my sister.
I moved forward slightly, closing the distance between us. I could feel the heat of Sofia's body as it emanated off of her. She was trembling. I kept my heard low and titled my big eyes up towards her. Sofia didn't move, she just watched me. I moved my mouth in towards Sofia's chest. Though I'd never had the slightest interest in other women's breasts before, I now needed to know what Sofia's nipple tasted like. I took a deep breath in through my nose, smell Sofia, and then move my lips towards Sofia's breasts.
I closed my eyes as I felt my lips press into Sofia's nipple. I opened my mouth slightly and the hard nub of Sofia's flesh popped into my mouth. It tasted salty and felt very dense against my tongue, much like my own nipple had. But better. I groaned at how naughty it felt to have it in my mouth. I swirled my tongue around on my sister's nipple, running the rough texture of my tongue against her skin. I pressed my face into Sofia's breast more deeply, feeling her soft skin against my cheeks. While keeping my tongue on her nipple, I started to suck on it gently, pulling it harder into my mouth. Sofia groaned and I could feel her body shaking underneath of me.
I sucked on Sofia's nipple for a long time, just enjoying the taste and the sensation of having it against my tongue. I could feel Sofia's body writhing underneath of me and I could hear her shallow breathing. She sunk her hands into the grass, just as Nico had done. I could smell her arousal growing, filling my nostrils while I continued to work on her breast. The longer I worked, the less in control of her body Sofia seemed to be. She was being carried away by her excitement. Finally, she couldn't take it any longer.
"Oh Bianca," Sofia sighed, "Please, I need it!" she whispered into my ear. I didn't need to hear anything else. I started to pull my face out of Sofia's breast, but I kept the suction tight on her nipple. Soon, I was pulled her nipple away from her body. Eventually, it pulled from my mouth with an audible pop and Sofia let out a deep breath.
I decided not to let her get her bearings. I moved back a half step and quickly dropped my head into Sofia's lap. The smell of arousal that I had sensed while sucking Sofia's nipple paled in comparison to what I sensed now. Sofia's arousal was hot and dense as I quickly dropped my head between her legs.
In a moment, I found myself just inches from my sister's pussy. I took just a moment to admire it close up. Sofia's pussy was incredibly beautiful. Her labia had a dark red color that looked inflamed with arousal. They were very tight and mostly internal. As her legs were spread open, I could see the petals of her labia open beautifully. They were very wet with arousal. Sofia had a small clit but it was very hard and glistened with her juices. I saw that the insides of Sofia's legs were wet. I'd never seen anyone so excited for sex. And I was ready to give it to her.
I took one last deep breath with my nose, savoring Sofia's excitement, and then closed the distance between my lips and Sofia's cunt. I felt my lips press into my sister's wet pussy. I felt her juices against my cheeks and the unbelievably soft sensation of her smooth labia against my pouty lips. Sofia shrieked in a high pitched voice and her whole body shook. I smiled and then kissed Sofia's pussy gently. I moved my lips around Sofia's pussy, planting gently, forgiving kisses on Sofia's hot, wet flesh. This was how I showed my love.
I could feel my lips coated with Sofia's juices and I could smell her thickly. I desperately wanted to taste her. Eventually, I moved my lips back so that they were in the middle of Sofia's pussy. I could feel her clit against my nose as I slipped my tongue out from between my lips. In a moment, I felt my tongue brush against my sister's hot cunt. The taste was overwhelming. It had the same strong, salty flavor that he scent had filled in the air, but it was a thousand times more concentrated. It tasted like pure femininity. I needed more. I flattened my tongue against Sofia's pussy and started to lap at it, up and down, tasting every inch of her hot flesh. For her part, Sofia moaned and writhed in the grass. I spent several minutes, just tasting my sister and savoring her.
However long it was, I guess the show sort of got to Nico. I had almost forgotten him, as I was so enraptured with touching and tasting Sofia. But he hadn't forgotten us. He must've been watching and growing more and more excited as his two sexy sisters played shamelessly in the backyard. He must've wanted in.
The first I noticed Nico was when I felt to large, strong hands grasp onto my hips. I felt a brief moment of confusion and then realized who it was. I temporarily pulled my glistening face out from between Sofia's legs and looked over my shoulder. My brother was on his knees behind me. He had one hand on either of my hips, his thumbs almost touching in the small of my back and he was gripping me tightly. I could not see his cock but I knew that it must've been between my legs. Nico was looking at me intently, I could see unthinking desire in his eyes and a wicked smile on his face. He just wanted to fuck me.
I don't know if he would've stopped then, even if I said something. But I didn't want to say anything. I could feel my pussy dripping down my leg and it ached to be touched. My clit felt like it was going to explode. I wanted my brother to fuck me. I didn't say a word, I just turned back towards Sofia (who was moaning and writhing on the ground, apparently missing my touch).
I quickly dropped my head back between Sofia's legs and I heard her sigh with relief. But I was no longer content just to lap at Sofia's cunt. I wanted to make my baby sister cum. The excitement I felt, knowing Nico was behind me, meant that I couldn't tease any longer. My lips instantly found their way to Sofia's aching clitoris.
"Oh fuck!" Sofia said, sucking in air between her teeth as my lips wrapped around her most sensitive area. All of her muscles went tense and I smiled. Sofia's clitoris tasted lovely and had the same hard, dense feeling that her nipple had given me earlier, albeit much smaller. I opened my mouth a little wider, surrounding the area around Sofia's clit. I moved my tongue rigid against Sofia's clit, flicking at it gently and then circling around it. Sofia moaned and shook in the grass. I alternated between flicking her clit with my tongue and making my tongue loose at lapping at it. I always tried to keep Sofia's body guessing as the tension grew stronger and stronger inside of her.
But I admit that my total focus was not on Sofia and her body. I was thinking a lot about my brother as well. As my head returned to my sister's lap, I felt the hard tip of my brother's cock slip under my body and rub against my clit. I moaned into Sofia's clit as I felt it. Nico pulled his cock back from under my body and I felt him slip his shaft up between my ass cheeks. I felt his hard cock and bulging urethra and it slid up over my wet anus and my entire body felt weak. My pussy felt like a gushing torrent and I desperately wanted my brother to plug it with his cock.
Apparently Nico could read my mind. Or he wanted the same thing. I felt one of his hands leave my hip and I knew he was wrapping his hand around the shaft of his cock. After a moment, I felt the bulbous tip of my brother's dick as it pressed against my dripping labia. I gasped at the sensation and, involuntarily, I felt my hips thrusting back. I was so wet and my body so desperate that I felt the tip of Nico's cock slip easily into my body. I could feel him inside of me, and it was incredible.
Nico's hand returned roughly to my hip. He knew that his cock wasn't going anywhere now, and he didn't need to hold it in place. Instead, I felt as he slowly and carefully started to thrust his hips in towards me. As my brother moved I felt his hard cock pushing deeper and deeper inside of me. I felt the lips of my puss stretch out to accommodate my brother and I felt his hard flesh slip through my inside. I was so wet and so desperate that my body gave no resistance. In a matter of seconds, Nico's cock was buried completely inside of my body and his hips were against my round ass. My body was wrapped entirely around my brother's hard penis and I didn't feel anything approaching shame. It felt so right.



Nico slowly pulled his cock out of my pussy, about halfway. The sensation of his cock leaving my body was almost as intense as entering. I was moaning loudly now as I pleasured my sister's cunt. Nico pulled out a little farther and soon, only the tip of his cock was still inside my body. Then, very quickly, Nico slammed his cock back deep into my pussy. I groaned and my arms almost gave way as a ripple of pleasure shook through my body. I felt even more pleasure as Nico low balls swung forward as his cock slammed home and slapped harshly against my clit. It was heavenly.
My brother, sister, and I were now working in perfect harmony. Sofia was sitting on her ass in the grass with her legs spread, her body shaking and her muscles tense. I was on my hands and knees, my head buried in my sister's laps. My mouth was closed tightly around Sofia's clitoris and my tongue was working at her furiously. My eyes were open and I was looking up, between my sister's breasts at her beautiful face. My brother was kneeling behind me, slamming his cock in and out of my pussy with increasing speed. His hard thrusts made my breasts shake under my body and pushed my face harder into my sister's lap. More importantly, each thrust drove my brother's delectable cock deep into my body and sent his heavy balls slapping against my clitoris. The yard was filled with the sound of Sofia's high-pitched shrieks and my brother's low grunts, not to mention the wet sounds of dirty sex. I felt so alive with pleasure and excitement, I wanted it to last forever.
But it couldn't. And Sofia was the first person to bring it to an end. After one particularly hard thrust from my brother, I found myself moaning around my sister's clit. The vibrations from my tongue seemed to set Sofia off. As my tongue grazed her clit, I heard her moaning. But this was not her normal moan, it was low, slow and sustained. I felt all of the muscles in her body tighten and I could feel, against my face, her vagina contracting sharply inside of her body.
At the same moment that I realized that I'd just given my sister an orgasm, Nico's cock slammed into me again. His balls slapped hard against my own clit. The excitement I felt from getting my sister off and the sensation of my brother's body stimulating my pussy was enough to push me over the edge. I felt the sexual tension inside of me rapidly rise to an almost unbearable crescendo. I felt my body begin to shake and I could hear myself moaning loudly into my sister's cumming pussy. I felt my pussy clench around Nico's cock. Then I felt all of the tension inside of me lift instantly. And just as intense as that tension had been, a new equally intense pleasure replaced it. It began at my clit, a white hot blinding instant of pleasure. My clit was too small to contain such an unfathomable amount of pleasure and it quickly rolled up and down my body, bringing a shiver with it. I felt absolute satisfaction as it slipped down my arms and legs and up through my breasts, arms, and head. I could feel my body shaking, but could barely register it. I just felt...perfect. The most powerful orgasm I'd ever had in my life, better than any two other orgasms added together.
Slowly, the pleasure began to subside. I found myself with my head still in my sister's lap and my ass still in the air. My brother was still pounding at my sensitive pussy, he had not yet cum. I looked up and saw my sister looking down at me. She had an embarrassed smile on her face and she was panting deeply. Her hair looked slightly messy and I couldn't remember ever seeing a woman so beautiful.
"Bianca...that was amazing!" Sofia said and I blushed. I carefully pulled myself up onto my hands and knees again, out of Sofia's lap. I looked over my shoulder and saw my brother still pounding away at me and I could feel his cock in my wet pussy. He looked so handsome, I couldn't believe such a perfect looking man was actually fucking me. I realized that if he kept plowing away at me, he was going to cum again. I didn't think we were quite ready to be done yet. I turned back to Sofia.
"Are you on birth control?" I asked and Sofia laughed. But she saw I was serious.
"No...I don't..." she started, looking embarrassed. I wondered, for the first time, if I'd just taken my sister's virginity. But I didn't have time for that. Nico couldn't fuck my sister's pussy. But, I had a new idea.
"That's okay, get up and...oh fuck!" I moaned as Nico's cock slammed into me, interrupting my thoughts, I continued, "Get on your hands and knees, facing away from me." Sofia gave me a strange loo but quickly complied. Once she got up on her hands and knees she looked over her shoulder at me.
Now I needed to get free of my brother. I tried to pull forward but Nico's grip was too tight on my waist. I looked over my shoulder, "Nico baby, stop now," I said. He looked at me, sort of dazed.
"Bianca...Oh baby, I am about to cum!" he said.
"No honey," I coaxed, "stop. I promise I will make it worth it. And it won't take long. Let me give you a surprise," I said. I didn't care if Nico came inside of me, I was on birth control. Actually, I kind of wanted to know what his cum would feel like inside of me. But I wanted to do something. Nico pushed his hips into me one last time, and then his eyes sort of focused.
"What do you want to do?" he said, stopping his thrust. I almost begged him to start again, I missed the pleasure instantly. But I kept my resolve and carefully slid forward, letting Nico's cock slide out of my pussy. That, in itself, felt amazing.
As soon as I was no longer impaled on my brother's cock I spun around quickly so that I was facing my brother. His cock was red and looked like it was pulsing. The muscles on his body stood out in sharp relief and I knew that he was tense. But I also knew that I was going to make it all better for him.
I moved toward him quickly and without a further word. Nico looked at me, but did not move. I quickly wrapped my hand around the base of Nico's cock. It felt hot and slick against my skin and I knew that they were my own juices. I wondered what I tasted like. In a quick motion, I moved my head down and opened my mouth. Just as I had before, I pushed Nico's cock quickly into my mouth. I could taste my own juices on my brother's cock and they were similar to my sister's, but somewhat different. I loved the way it tasted. But I didn't stop to savor. Instead, I quickly moved my brother's cock down across my tongue and into my throat. I moved as quickly as I could. In a moment, I felt Nico's cock brush the back of my throat. Once again, I felt my body convulse and I choked. I gagged around my brother's cock, squeezing it tight. My mouth was now filled with my own taste.
"Oh Bianca," Nico moaned and I opened my eyes and looked up at him. He was smiling down at me and gently rubbed my cheek with his hand. I winked at him. I quickly slipped my brother's cock out of my throat and then pulled it out of my mouth.
Once again, my mouth was full of thick, sticky saliva from gagging. But this time, I had a more interesting idea with it. I turned away from my brother now and looked over at my sister. She was still on her hands and knees, looking back at me. I was just a few feet from her and I crawled over to her quickly. She watched but didn't move as I positioned myself behind her hips.
I got up in a kneeling position and placed my hands on either one of my sister's ass cheeks. I felt my hands sink into her cool (from the ground) flesh and squeeze it gently. Sofia groaned as I spread her ass cheeks apart. I looked down between the mounds of my sister's flesh and saw the little red kiss of her ass hole. My mouth watered, adding to the saliva that was in my mouth. I didn't want to wait long, I knew that Nico needed to cum.
I quickly leaned my head forward and followed my sister's example. In a matter of seconds, I felt Sofia's skin against my cheeks. I felt my lips press against the crinkled, dense skin of my sister's asshole. Her anus felt hot against my lips and the texture felt surprisingly enticing. I'd never imagined I would ever kiss anyone asshole, let alone my sister's. But I was happy to be there now. I slipped my tongue out between my lips licking at the gentle folds of my sister's asshole. She groaned loudly. She tasted lovely, a flavor that I can't describe.
But I wasn't there to taste my sister's asshole. I slipped my tongue back into my mouth. I pressed my lips tightly against Sofia's anus. I started to push the thick, sticky saliva in my mouth out between my lips. I felt it course between my lips and then I felt it push into Sofia's asshole. I heard her grunt and push her hips back towards me. I kept a steady stream of spit pushing into Sofia's asshole. Some of it entered her body, while most of it started to drip out, coating her anus and dripping down her thighs. But I kept pushing it out. After several seconds, my mouth was empty, all the spit was in or on my sister's ass. I stuck my tongue back out thickly, roving my tongue around Sofia's ass, spreading the saliva around so that it her anus was glistening.
I pulled my head back from Sofia's ass, sitting up in my kneeling position. I quickly slipped my right index finger into my mouth. While it was no longer filled with spit, my mouth was still very wet. I wrapped my tongue around my finger, coating it in my saliva. I looked over at Nico as I did so. His cock was still hard but he was looking at me intently, trying to figure out what I was doing. I winked at him again and then turned to my sister.
Sofia still had her wet asshole sticking up in the air. With my left hand I carefully spread my sister's ass cheeks apart. I then took my wet, right index finger and placed it gently against my sister's warm anus. She moaned as she felt the pressure. Slowly, I started to press my finger against my sister's asshole. I felt some pressure as I did so and I could feel Sofia's body shaking underneath of me. She never cried or told me to stop, but I could feel a little discomfort. I increased my pressure, still finding resistance from Sofia's body. But, I gave just a little bit more effort and I felt Sofia's resistance give way. She groaned loudly as the tip of my finger slipped into her asshole.
The inside of Sofia's asshole was very warm and very tight. It felt like her whole body was squeezing me. "Just relax," I instructed and I felt the pressure lessen slightly. Sofia was still tight. I was so happy at that moment that I'd listened to all that ex-boyfriend said about anal sex me (I just wished I'd remembered more). I spit quickly on Sofia's anus, watching the white liquid collected around my finger. Then I started to press some more. Sofia was very tight, but once I was inside of her, it became easier. Slowly, my finger started to slip deeper and deeper into Sofia's ass. I felt her body tremble as my second knuckle popped inside of her. The smoothness of Sofia's insides and their tightness felt more pronounced the deeper I went. But I could feel her relaxing as well. And I could tell from her panting that she was enjoying it. After just a minute or so, I felt my knuckles sinking into Sofia's skin and I knew that my index finger was completely inside of Sofia's anus. I had stretched her out.
"Jesus Bianca, you are a freak!" I heard behind me. I turned and moved slightly to Sofia's side, keeping my finger in Sofia's anus. I saw Nico looking at me with a mixture of awe and disbelieve. I wiggled my finger inside of Sofia's asshole and heard her moan and then looked back at Nico. He smiled broadly. With my free hand, I hooked my index finger and Nico, beckoning him closer. In a matter of seconds, Nico was standing just behind Sofia.
When Nico was close enough, quickly moved forward and wrapped my free hand around his cock. He looked a little surprised, but watched to see what I would do. Once again, I moved my head down to my brother's cock. I smelled the familiar smell of his arousal and tasted the familiar, and incredible, taste of his cock as, once again, it slipped into my mouth. I let my hand slip off Nico's cock. I quickly slipped my brother's dick back into my throat, gagging and choking and filling my mouth with saliva once again. But this time, as I slowly pulled my mouth off of his dick, I left my big wad of sticky saliva there, coating his dick. Nico's cock was covered in wet spit, almost dripping wet. My eyes were watering as I pulled back. Nico looked at me, waiting.
"Get on your knees baby brother," I ordered. Nico instantly did what he was told.
"What are you guys going to do," Sofia added, looking over her shoulder. I could not tell from her voice if she was nervous or excited, I think it was both.
"Nico is going to fuck you in the ass," I said finally, "I am stretching you open now. You will like it," I said. I, of course, knew no such thing. I'd never had anal sex. But Sofia couldn't get pregnant from her brother if he fucked her ass. So I wanted to make this happen.
"Fuck...do whatever you want, just make me cum again," Sofia begged and I smiled. With my free hand I carefully wrapped my fingers around Nico's cock. It felt just as hot and hard as ever. I pulled him in closer to his sister.
"Spread your legs a little honey," I said to Sofia. She spread her legs so that her knees were about two feet apart. Nico's cock was lined up perfectly with her asshole. I carefully slipped my finger out of Sofia's asshole, feeling her squeezing me with her smooth insides on the way out. Sofia groaned and I could tell that she felt pleasure. When just the tip of my finger remained inside, I pushed Nico's dripping cock all the way up against my finger. As I slipped the last of my finger out, Nico pressed the tip of his cock against our sister's asshole.
I was very close to the action at this point and leaned in to watch. I heard Sofia grunt, but actually push her hips back to get more. I watched as Nico carefully pushed his hips in towards our sister. Nico's cock was much bigger than my finger, but I had given him a little window to work with. While I saw Sofia's body giving resistance to Nico's cock, I also saw his wet member pushing into her wet, tight hole. Sofia moaned the entire time. Soon, the resistance increased. I spit down into Sofia's asshole, adding a little more lubricant. This seemed to do it. All at once, Sofia's anus opened just slightly more, stretching out around Nico's cock. I saw the tip of Nico's penis disappeared into our sister's body.
Sofia grunted loudly, but was rocking her hips. I spit on Nico's cock now as he continued to push his cock. Now that he was inside of her, especially the widest area at the tip, I knew that Nico could push further. I released Nico's cock and watched as he put his hands on Sofia's waist. He carefully pressed his cock harder and harder into Sofia's asshole. I was impressed with his patience as he carefully slipped deeper inside of her.
"Oh yes Nico! Fuck...my...ass!" Sofia moaned and it was clear that she liked it as well. As her body relaxed, it became easier for Nico's cock to enter her anus. Sofia's body rocked as about half of Nico's cock was inside of her. Now I realized that I wanted more, this wasn't enough for me. I trusted that Nico would be careful and take care of his baby sister and I quickly moved away from him.
I walked up to the front of Sofia's body and dropped down to my knees in front of her. Sofia's eyes were open and she looked at me wildly. A filthy smile as on her face and I knew that my baby sister liked to get ass fucked by her brother. It made me feel so naughty. And my arousal started to grow at a greater rate. I might've cum. But I wanted more. I leaned forward briefly and pressed my lips against my sister's. She kissed me back passionately. I could feel her lips pressing into mine tightly and I knew it was because Nico was shoving his cock up her ass. But I didn't just want to kiss my sister.
I broke the lock in our lips and then lay down on the grass. Sofia watched me, but it was clear that her focus was on her asshole. As soon as my breasts were pressed into the warm grass, I rolled over on my back. I put my arms up straight over my head in the grass. I dug my heels into the ground and started to pushed with my feet. I was surprised by how easily my body slid the trough the grass.
Sofia's arms were somewhat I wide apart, and I felt as my head started to slide under her body, my hands leading the way. I felt my head breast against her breasts and then my armpits brush against her arms. Sofia couldn't move much, as Nico was slipping his dick inside of her, but she allowed me to slide under her. I felt my face and nose press into her breasts and then pop out under her stomach. I felt her nipples trail along my belly and I pushed my arms out to the side, out on her side of her breasts, no longer straight ahead. But I kept pushing back. In a matter of minutes I felt as my pussy came to a rest right below my sister's face. My head was between my sister's spread legs, and I was looking up between them.
The view that I had from that position was...incredible. While I had been moving, Nico had continued to press into Sofia. When I opened my eyes, my nose was just a few inches from my sister's pussy. Above her pussy, I could see her anus stretched out wider than I thought possible. I could see the last rigid inch of Nico's cock pressing into her anus and I could see my brother's hips. As I watched, the last inch of Nico's cock slipped inside our sister and Sofia groaned with pleasure.
As Sofia reacted to having our brother's entire cock in her ass, her arms seemed to weaken. Her head pitched forward slightly and I felt her long hair cascade down over my legs. I could feel her hot breath against my thighs now. My hips were right under Sofia's face, but my legs were out in the yard. I spread them wide and felt Sofia breathing against my pussy now.
Sofia seemed to get the hint. Her face quickly closed the gap between my pussy and her lips. I felt her soft, bee-stung lips press against the quivering wetness of my pussy. I groaned as I felt her kiss around my wet labia. She seemed to have moved past the point where she could control herself and I felt her kisses move around me passionately and wildly. But soon, her mouth settled over top of my clitoris. She seemed to be mimicking my actions earlier, but at hyper-speed. I wasn't about to complain. Soon her rigid tongue was flicking my aching clitoris and then lapping at it gently. My body writhed underneath of her.
As mind-bending as Sofia's attention to my pussy was, it was not my primary focus. I was watching intently from my perfect vantage point as my brother ass fucked our sister. After he sank his dick entirely inside of her, he just kept it there for a few seconds, probably letting Sofia's insides squeeze him tightly. Then, he slowly pulled his cock back out of Sofia's asshole slightly. I saw her body quiver as he did so and felt her moan around my clit. He only pulled it out two or three inches before sinking it back in again. While he fucked her, I saw Sofia's pussy quivering. In fact, it dripped her tasty liquid down onto my face.
This was more than I could handle. I needed to be more involved. I craned my neck upward, reaching towards Sofia's cunt. I felt my brother's balls on my forehead at the same moment I felt my lips reach my sister's clit. I felt my brother's shaft slide up and down my forehead as he rocked his cock in and out of my sister's pussy. My lips wrapped completely around Sofia's clit, my nose went into her slit. I sucked on Sofia's clit gently and worked my tongue against it. The scent in this area was intoxicating. All of the variety of sexual smells were here, concentrated and alive. The sounds of moaning and swishing sound of sex were overwhelming in my ears.



I briefly pulled my lips off of Sofia's clit and moved it up to Nico's shaft. When Nico's cock slipped a few inches out of my sister's anus, my lips found his urethra just as it slipped out. I tasted my brother's cock with the flavor of my sister's ass on it. I rubbed my tongue along it, tasting the flavor and savoring it. When Nico began to move his cock deeper into Sofia's asshole, I moved my lips back to her clit.
We stayed in this position for a while. Sofia had her head buried between my legs and was furiously licking and sucking on my clitoris while her nipples tickled the skin on my belly. I lay on my back with my legs spread and my head up, sucking on my sister's clitoris most of the time. Our brother was on his knees behind Sofia, slowly and methodically pulling his cock out of her ass, only to slam it back in. Occasionally, I would lick Nico's shaft, keeping it lubricated and tasting their combined flavor.
Once, apparently on a whim, Nico pulled his cock all the way out of my sister's asshole. It was amazing to watch the full length pull out of Sofia's ass and especially the tip. I heard Sofia moan and grunt. But Nico knew what he wanted. He grasped around the base of his cock with one hand and my head with the other. He pulled my head back and, before I knew it, Nico shoved his cock into my mouth.
My eyes got wide, but I kept my throat relaxed. The intense flavor of Nico's cock was unbelievable and I bucked my hips against Sofia's face in excitement. Soon, Nico's entire cock, coated in my sister's ass, was in my throat. I choked, letting my throat squeeze around my brother, but he quickly pulled his cock back out of my mouth. Before I knew what had happened, I saw Nico's cock once against pressing against Sofia's anus. Now that she was stretched out and relaxed, her asshole opened easy for her brother and he slipped back in. We returned to our earlier routine, but the taste and feel of my brother's cock was still on my mind.
Nico, who had to put up with me stopping his pleasure some time before, was the first to go. I was sucking on Sofia's clitoris as I felt Nico's cock slam home into Sofia's anus. I heard him groan loudly. I felt his balls seize on my forehead and I could see his urethra pulsating. I knew that my brother was cumming.
"Oh Bianca. Oh, fuck Sofia," he groaned loudly and thrust his hips again. I sucked harder, aroused by watching my brother cum in my sister's asshole. Sofia also felt Nico's cock expanding inside of her and I felt her tongue move more quickly on my clit while her hips shook. Finally, Nico's orgasm subside and I watched as he fell backwards, exhausted, his cock popping out of Sofia audibly. It looked so hot. Sofia groaned at the sensation.
Sofia and I were still sucking each other's clits. But I watched her asshole. It was still open slightly and I saw that she was pushing. After a few seconds I watched as a big, white glob of cum was forced out of my sister's anus. I noticed as it dripped down her body and felt as it rubbed against my nose, hot. I quickly moved one hand up between Sofia's legs.
I couldn't let that cum get to her pussy, it would be dangerous. Or something. Whatever, I wanted it. My fingers found their way to my sister's clit and my lips immediately began to seek out my brother's cum. While my finger swirled around my sister's clit, my tongue lapped at the bottom of her pussy and at her asshole, sucking the cum into my mouth. I didn't bother to wait, as soon as the salty, thick liquid hit my tongue I instantly swallowed it down, savoring the flavor and then the warmth as it hit my stomach. Soon, all of my brother's cum was sucked into my mouth and resting in my belly.
I had been so excited about eating my brother's cum that I didn't even really notice the steadily growing tension inside of my body. But as I swallowed down the last drop. I noticed that all of my muscles had tensed and that I had stopped breathing. Suddenly, the tension I'd barely noticed gave way and I realized I was about to have an orgasm. I pressed my finger hard into Sofia's clit and I could feel her body start to shake as well. She was joining me. I felt my pussy clench and I felt and explosive instant of pure pleasure.
Everything in the world sort of faded away as physical and spiritual pleasure drowned out everything else. I couldn't even see. I just knew that I was with people I loved and I was making them feel good and I felt good. Nothing else on earth mattered. The fear, confusion, and moral considerations that had been such a big part of the day no longer mattered in the slightest. The orgasm made all of those considerations moot. The conflicting thoughts about my brother and sister seemed unnecessary. I was finally just feeling what I was feeling. I was the absolute picture of happiness. I was the spitting image of pleasure.
As the world returned to me, I found that Sofia had, in fact, had an orgasm. As it subsided, she had rolled off of me. She was now laying a few feet away in the grass on her back. Nico had made his way over and way lying down next to her, about three feet away. They were both panting heavily, looking at one another, and smiling. I sat up and smiled as well. I was breathing heavily, but the afterglow of my orgasm made me feel entirely relaxed. My muscles and joints all felt absolutely without strain and my body, glistening with sweat and cum and spit, felt totally at peace.
I looked at my brother and sister and felt all the love I'd ever felt for them. I'd known them their entire lives and had always loved them. But I'd shared a new kind of love with them that day, something that had changed our relationship. It hardly seemed possible that what had happened could even occur. I shook my head and started walking over to my siblings. They looked so beautiful, and I wanted to be in the middle of their love for a little while longer.
As I moved towards them, I saw my phone in the grass, where it had been dropped or knocked during our escapades. I bent over and picked it up and looked at it. That had been the cause, the source of the day's events. I looked at it, considering the picture that I'd seen that morning. I made my way over to my siblings and lay down on the grass between them. They looked at me, smiling, but no one spoke. We were all just enjoying this impossible moment while it lasted. I kept thinking about the photograph.
Some people say a picture is worth a thousand words. I don't know. Not after all those events. I think a photograph lets you see yourself in an angle you never seen before. In doing so, it creates new possibilities that you never considered before. Maybe a picture is worth a thousand new futures. Usually they are mundane (does my hair really look like that? I need to get it cut!) but sometimes they can be profound.
In the absence of the very strange situation that happened that Friday night and the photograph that resulted, I am about positive I never would have done anything with either of my siblings. But it had happened. I had seen the photograph and it had changed my life. It had caused a realization, that I could love my siblings in a new way and that I could love that a thousand times more deeply. I could tell that they had felt the same way. They hadn't planned this or even wanted it before, but once it started, they were in it. And as one possibility came into focus so did others. A 31 year old woman who never had impure thoughts about her siblings and liked vanilla sex can be seen, from the right angle, as an incestuous slut who wants to do anything and everything in bed. So as I thought about it, even as the afterglow of my orgasm faded, I didn't regret that strange photograph. In fact, I was thankful.
I adjusted the phone in my hand. I turned on the phone's camera setting. "Scoot in," I said, finally breaking the silence. My brother and sister leaned in so that each one of them had their head resting on either of my breasts and I wrapped my arms around their shoulders. I kissed each of them on the top of the head and then they smiled up at the camera. I snapped another picture now, of my brother and sister and I naked and glowing with sexual satisfaction. I wondered what new possibilities this photograph would open. I couldn't wait to look.
The End
*****
I honestly write so that I can hear the comments you all give. So please just tell me what you think. Even if it is just a sentence. Consider that your payment for the free story. And if you liked this, I beg you to read my other stories. Thanks!
YKN
P.S. - I do one edit on my work and I try to be thorough. But I figure when it comes to handing out free erotica you all would be better served by getting it fast (if a little rough) than waiting for me to polish it like I was getting paid for my work. So, in short, I know there are some errors and I don't really care that much. Just try to enjoy the sex story.
YKN
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Dear Reader, thank you so much for reading this story. It has taken nearly a year of my writing life to get the whole thing finished. This is Chapter 1 of 14 chapters and the total is over 250,000 words. It is my Dirk Diggler/Jack Horner act of hubris: my attempt to write an erotic adventure story that pulls you in with a story you want to read, even when there isn't any sex going on (though there is a lot of sex. Crazy, weird, fun sex). It is the most ambitious piece of erotic fiction I have ever attempted. So I hope you enjoy it.
With that said, this book is not for everyone. It will be too long for many people (no shame in that, it is a big time investment). Some of the sex scenes are intense and include themes like hermaphroditism, non-consensual activity, incest, etc. For some people, that will likely be the appeal. In fact, while this story is definitely not for everyone, I think for a select group of people this story will essentially have everything you could ever ask for. So if that is you, congratulations, you found that thing you have been searching for.
The first section here does not dive directly into sex (there is sex, but maybe not quite as much as later chapters). This is a very long story and all of the pieces fit together to tell a single story in a series of episodes, so there is a good deal of background to set up. As the story goes on, the sex becomes more and more central to the story. You can skip ahead to the sex and I won't be offended, but I think this story is more than the sum of its parts. If you read this whole story, you will not be disappointed.
Please, please, please, please, please tell me what you think after you read this. I put an embarrassing amount of work into this and I want to know what you think. Especially if it is good things.
*****
The Sultanah
Part I: An Empire in Ruins
Prologue: Desperate Times
"All rise for Kral, Sultan of Ülke and fourth of his name since the founding of the Hanedan dynasty, Emperor of Bütün Dünya, Lord-Mayor of Şehir, King of Bolge, Devlet, Vali, Yer, and Popo, Admiral of the Akdeniz, Descendent of Gunes, the Sun God, and Defender of the Faith, vassal only of Tanri, God of all creation!" So said the Royal Herald in the early evening on the 13th day of Temmuz in the year 1297, 22nd year in the reign of Kral IV. And so he said every time my father entered the throne room of his palace. No one, including myself I suppose, gave a damn that it was, almost entirely, a pack of lies. And not only lies, but embarrassing, transparent lies. Lies designed to sooth our fragile egos but which, instead, served to highlight our degradation.
Let me explain.
Perhaps it would be best to start with the claims that, at least, bore some semblance of truth. My father Kral was certainly the Sultan of Ülke and therefore a member of the Hanedan dynasty. All members of the Hanedan dynasty claimed to descend from Gunes, the Sun God. However, very few people still honored the Sun God. Certainly, my father did not. It was included in the procession, because it had always been included by the Royal Herald. My father was, further, the Lord-Mayor of Şehir, the Capital of Ülke. Everything else the Herald stated was an outright falsehood.
For example, Sultan Kral was not the fourth of his name since the founding of the Hanedan dynasty. He called himself "Kral IV" but he was the fifth to take that name. Four hundred years before my father's coronation the Güllerin Savaşı War had pitted two branches of the Hanedan Dynasty against one another in a civil war. At that time, Kral of the Kıdemli branch of the Hanedan Dynasty had seized the throne upon the death of the Prens IX, who had died without children. He proclaimed himself Kral II. His cousin, Kral of the Askeri-Oğrenci branch of the Hanedan Dynasty claimed a more direct right to the throne. More importantly, he backed it up with a private militia almost half as large again as the National Army. The two cousins marched against one another and, at the famous Battle of Berbat, Kral of the Askeri-Oğrenci branch overcame overwhelming odds and defeated his cousin, killing him. This Kral also named himself Kral II and declared that his cousin had never legitimately held the throne, and so his name was not included in the official lists, despite his 11-month reign.
The other lies in the Herald's proclamation were less technical and more humiliating. My father claimed the title of Emperor of Bütün Dünya. Officially, Bütün Dünya was the name of the Empire founded by the Sultanate of Ülke, with the capital in Şehir. A thousand years before my father's reign, the Sultan of Ülke was the most powerful man on earth. Hence the reference to Kingship of Bolge, Devlet, Vali, Yer, and Popo. These were the ancient Kingdoms that the Sultanate of Ülke had conquered to form Bütün Dünya. Those countries had not existed for well over a millennium. And that land where they once sat had not been a part of Bütün Dünya for hundreds of years. In fact, the entirety of Bütün Dünya was at that time only the traditional heartland of Ülke.
Actually, it was far worse than that. The Sultanate of Ülke had withered to the point that that it was little more than the capital city of Şehir and the farmland surrounding it. A massive empire that once stretched 2.5 million square miles and most of the known world had withered to 750 square miles. In its place, new kingdoms - Temsilci, Dusman, Surgun, Doldurucu, Astar, Tikac, and dozens of other, minor nations - had arisen. Many of these countries had once been Prefectures of the Empire, ruled by civilian governors and military attaches. Over time, these regional governments had grown more and more autonomous, until they no longer recognized central authority. It happened so slowly, that by the time these Governors began to call themselves Kings, the Empire was too weak to enforce its legitimate claims. By the time of Sultan Kayıp Zafer VI, the Empire had faded until it was just one weak country, roughly Ancient Ülke, among many.
Except, that the Empire still had delusions of grandeur. The Sultans who followed Kayıp Zafer VI behaved as though their actions were still backed by a massive land and sea empire, with thousands of paper soldiers. In the end, their bellicosity with their new neighbors cost them dearly. The newer, more vibrant countries chipped away at even the borders of Ancient Ülke, until just Şehir remained. While Şehir was still the largest, and most magnificent, city in the known world, my father's inheritance was minor compared to his history.
This degradation explains the next lie in my father's heraldry, Admiral of the Akdeniz. Şehir was a river city, sitting at the confluence of two rivers, Kuzey and the Güney, forming the Bati. The Bati ran 200 miles to the Bay of Defne. The Bay extended another 75 miles before it reached the great interior Akdeniz Sea. The borders of Ülke were nearly 200 miles as the crow flies from the sea and had been for a hundred years. Other than river skiffs, the Sultanate of Ülke had no Navy. No need for an admiral.
Finally, there was the appellation "Defender of the Faith vassal only of Tanri, God of all creation." The worship of Tanri had begun almost 500 years earlier in what was then the semi-autonomous region of Dusman. At that time, most of the known world had worshipped Gunes, the Sun God and patron of Ülke. As the empire faded, nations chose other Gods, following the stronger lights of more successful idols. Sultan Kâfir I had converted to the worship of Tanri three hundred years before my father's reign, attempting to regain the slipping authority of the empire even within its own narrow borders. As a result, the worship of Tanri was known as the "New Religion" and was still referred to in that manner in my father's time. Sultan Kâfir III attempted to move the center of worship from Kasaba, the capital of Dusman, to Şehir a hundred years after "The Conversion," but by that time, the Empire was too weak to enforce such a move. Şehir remained a theological backwater, with Kasaba a smaller but more culturally potent city. My father believed in Tanri, but he was hardly a religious man and certainly no defender. That God had never protected us, why should we do anything for Him?
And so, as my father strode confidently into the throne room, a bright smile beaming upon his face, he was preceded by disingenuous but comforting words. He looked absurd in his traditional, Sultan's clothing (a billowy pair of pants that cinched at the ankles, a large belt with golden buckle, a white shirt, a long robe over the top, and his golden crown), as though he'd stepped out of an earlier century. I sat at my normal spot, at a chair along the side wall of the throne room, with the other women of the Court. I did not note the absurdity of the situation at the time, it was as things had always been. It is only now, late in my life with many years to reflect, that my father's unstated and perhaps unknowing mortification is apparent.
At the time, I was simply sad, mourning a personal embarrassment that I could scarcely stand, forced to sit and watch this ceremony as it was performed. The throne room was filled with people that day for a rare (though not unheard of) occasion. The room itself was stately and intimidating, quite indicative of the former power of the Empire. It was nearly 300 yards long and 100 feet wide. The entrance was a massive, oak door imported from the wilds of the far North. All along the side walls were massive windows that stretched from the marble floors, nearly to the ceiling 30 feet above. Between these windows were large tapestries depicting the foundational events of the Empire. Large marble pillars held the ceiling in place. All along the walls were high-backed, comfortable chairs (one of which I sat upon) that could accommodate nearly 300 people and there were nearly that many present. From the entrance, a long, thin red carpet ran up to the dais where the Sultan's throne was located. The throne sat nearly ten feet from the ground (with a smaller throne for the Consort to its left). The Sultan, my father, had strode out from the large door to the left of the throne to make his entrance before the sycophants of the Court.
"Welcome one and all, welcome on this most glorious occasion!" My father proclaimed, dipping his head slightly and allowing his long, bushy mustache to wiggle. The fact that my father spoke was a signal for those of us in attendance to sit, all except for two men standing on the carpet before my father. In a sign of respect, my father descended the dais and approached these two men. His arms were outstretched as though in preparation for a hug and his smile seemed to grow still larger.
"King Sican, Prince Lider," My father said warmly, "I welcome you to Saray Palace, it has been too long." This too, was a lie, the King and his son had been present for a week, in careful negotiation. But it was important to maintain the fiction.
"Yes your grace," King Sican said with less cordiality than my father. King Sican, like the other Kings of the various countries formed after the collapse of Bütün Dünya, refused to refer to the Sultan of Ülke as "sultan" or, heaven forbid, "emperor" believing that to do so would legitimize the claim to overlordship that the Sultan nominally maintained. King Sican was even more meticulous in this habit than most.
Sican was the King of Dusman and the Lord-Protector of the Temple of Tanri. Of all of the successor states to the Empire, Dusman was the most powerful. And King Sican was a worthy, ruthless leader of that powerful country. And that day, in my father' throne room, he looked the part. He was dressed in a more modern style than my father, wearing a martial chain-mail hauberk, plate armor around his legs, and metal greaves on his feet. He had close cropped hair (in opposition to my father's flowing, traditional locks). He had a stern, hawk-nosed face and icy blue eyes and pursed lips. He looked like, and had a reputation as, a harsh man. His son looked remarkably like his father, though his eyes were warmer brown color and his hair had not yet turned gray. I suppose that Prince Lider was even slightly handsome.
"My friends, to what do I owe the pleasure of your visit?" My father asked theatrically. Behind my pink veil I rolled my eyes. This was all an act. Every person in the room knew the purpose of this meeting. However, the throne room was a place for ceremony and show.
"You grace, I come to make a request," King Sican said, his voice sounding like he was speaking from rote memory (which he was).
"But of course my friend, any request will certainly be granted. It is the feast of Şükran today," My father said, looking around the room as though he was surveying his bounty.
"I ask..." King Sican began, then he stopped. A few moments later, his son spoke.
"Oh...Actually father, please let me..." he began. Clearly, Lider had forgotten his lines and ruined the effect of taking control. I tried to stifle a giggle, but was unsuccessful in the attempt. I felt a sharp stab in my rib and turned to my right. Arkadas, my servant, gave me a withering stare. I suppose that as my servant, Arkadas should not have taken it upon herself to rebuke me. But she was nearly five years older than me, my lifelong companion (my father had bought her as my playmate after all), and my very best friend. One of her jobs was to keep me out of trouble. She did so now. I quieted myself and turned back to the ceremony.
"Your grace...I ask for permission to marry your youngest daughter, Nislani." Lider finished and a murmur went through the crowd as though they did not know. I looked across the room to where my sister Nislani was sitting. She was just 18 years old and only just eligible for marriage. She was a pretty girl, around 5'2 and 100lbs. She had long black hair, a dark olive complexion, a pretty face (that was somehow enhanced, rather than harmed, by a somewhat large nose), and an ideal body for child production, a good queenly body. Her breasts were high and firm and her hips wide, with an extremely narrow waist. And, having heard those magic words from Lider, she was beaming with pure joy. At that moment, I hated her like I'd never hated another person in my life.
"My...my youngest daughter!" My father said, looking down the room to Nislani. He looked completely distraught and shook his head vehemently. "My friends, you know that I can refuse you nothing. But I beg you, request anything else for I cannot bear to part with my youngest child. Anything else!"
"How about your second youngest daughter. You know, Varis," I whispered under my breath, quietly so Arkadas would not hear. But I needed to say it. Yes, at 21, I was the second youngest daughter of Kral IV, but I remained without betrothal. My eldest sister, Kardes was sitting on the opposite side of me vis a vis Arkadas, and must've overheard my comment despite my caution. She put her hand on top of mine gently and then gave me a smile.
Kardes had just returned home for the first time since her marriage. She was nearly 38 years old and now a widow, her husband (the sixth son of the Duke of Astar) had died six months earlier (gored by a wild boar) and she had returned to live with our family during her mourning period. Apparently their marriage had not been particularly happy as she had no children and appeared blasé about his death. I only vaguely remembered her from before her marriage, but I smiled back at her now. She looked much like Nislani, though two decades older with a handful of wrinkles. She had the same nose, the same hair, complexion, and features. Her breasts were larger and her body slightly rounder. Further, her eyes were a deep emerald color that gave her a kinder aspect than my bratty little sister. Her eyes were honest, as she did not reproach me as Arkadas would; she clearly knew how painful the day would be for me.
"I apologize for any embarrassment your grace," Lider said woodenly, "But...But I can ask for no other reward. My heart wants only Nilsani, I mean Nislani." Perhaps his tongue wanted something different.
"Would you love her with all of your heart for the rest of your days?" My father asked, sounding more serious now. Nislani had always been his favorite and some of the reticence must've been real.
"On my honor sir, I would," Lider promised. My father smiled broadly.
"Would you make her your Queen when you succeed your father, and treat her with the respect due to her in that position?" My father asked.
"On my honor sir, I would," Lider repeated. And this was the crux of the issue. My mother (16 years dead at the time) and father had 10 children. Two sons, Ilkolu and Kafasiz, and eight daughters. Early in my father's reign he had attempted to expand the borders of Sultanate of Ülke to their tradition limits, by force. He had built the army up to a level not seen in decades (at great, grinding expense) and marched on his neighbors. He was defeated in battle at Aşağılama Field by the combined forces of Dusmun, Surgun, and Tikac, the most complete loss for the empire in nearly a century.
After the loss, my father had pivoted his diplomatic strategy from the battlefield to the negotiating table. He attempted to cement alliance and maintain the independence and vitality of Ülke by marrying his daughters into the royal families of the various nations of the known world. Unfortunately for my father, given the weakened position of the Empire after Aşağılama Field, he was generally only able to marry his daughters off to men unlikely to reach the throne. Kardes to a sixth son of a Duke, another sister, Yegen, to the nephew of a King with four sons, and so on. Now, for the first time in his various attempts, my father had managed to snag, for one of his daughters, an heir. And not just any heir, but the sole heir of the most powerful nation in the known world. Powerful in fact, not in heraldry. This marriage would cement an alliance and end nearly 50 years of constant (if usually minor) warfare between Ülke and Dusman.
And so my father's last question had been the only one that really mattered. The affirmative response to that question was my father's justification for spending nearly 1,000,000 Nakits on my sister's dowry. At long last, Kral IV had pulled the empire back into the ranks of respectable nations.
"Well, my heart is heavy with your request. However, I recognize that you do me, and my daughter, a great honor with your entreaty. It is not possible for my daughter to find a better match," My father opined. I might have been more inclined to believe him, if he had not said the same thing three years earlier when my sister Sümük married the cousin of the Prince of Balgam, a man forty years her senior who picked his nose constantly and farted loudly during a ceremonial dinner.
"It is an honor to be in the same room as Nislani, your grace," Lider said as though a crossbow was against his back. My father clapped his hands.
"I grant my leave to you," My father said, "But that is not sufficient. Nislani...please come forward." I turned back to looking at my sister. She rose quickly. She was dressed in the traditional garb of a lady of the court. She had a headscarf that covered her hair and a thin, see-through veil across her nose and mouth. She wore a long, form-fitting dress that was designed to lift her breasts and her ass. The end of effect was simultaneous concealment and exposure. I was wearing the same thing, if I recall correctly. Nislani quickly shuffled up the carpet until. She passed Sican and Lider and stood beside my father.
"Have you heard all that has transpired?" my father asked, placing his hand on the top of her head.
"I am a lady, my Lord," she lied in the traditional fashion, "It is not my place to hear."
"Very good," my father said, "but this man, Lider of Dusman has requested your hand in marriage. What say you?" My sister looked at Lider and blushed, and looked back down at her feet. The whelp!



"Father, I have no opinion," she continued, "I am yours to give as you please."
"I have consented," my father said, nodding at my sister's submissiveness, "But I have decided to consult you in this matter. What say you to Lider of Dusman, heir to the throne?" Once again, my sister hazarded a glance at the Prince.
"Father, I can think of no better match and would like, to the best of my poor abilities, to be his wife and helpmate," my sister replied.
"Then it shall be done!" my father proclaimed and a great cheer went up from the crowd. I remained silent, brooding at this stolen moment. As the crowd roared louder, my father took my sister's hand and then placed it in Lider's. When the noise faded my father spoke.
"Under the traditions of the Empire, a princess betrothed has seven days to spend with her family. We will need this time to bid her good-bye and to prepare her for the wedding. King Sican, Prince Lider, I ask that you grant us this time and return in one week, prepared for marriage."
"We..." Lider began, but now his father cut him off. This time, it was not staged. The King was protecting his prerogatives.
"The Traditions of Dusman require the mother of the heir to be present for his marriage. My wife is absent. We shall return to our country and prepare her for this wedding, over which she will be most pleased. We will likely return in seven days. If this interim happens to coincide with an ancient tradition then this is a happy coincidence, but Dusman tradition dictates," King Sican said. This was another humiliation. Sican could not recognize any Ülke traditions. They had resolved on this wording in the ceremony as a compromise, though it sounded like a victory for Dusman.
"Then I will see you both in seven days, at the wedding," my father said, not acknowledging their word. Sican nodded and Lider bowed slightly. Lider released my sister's hand and then the two men turned and walked out of the throne room. Once they passed through the doors, the room erupted into cheers once more. My father hugged my sister closely; both because he loved her and because his diplomatic strategy was, at long last, vindicated.
Over the sound of the crowd, I heard the door open once more. I turned and saw that my father's personal advisor, Cin, had entered the door. Cin was dressed as usual, in a long-sleeved red dress with a plunging neckline (nearly exposing her small, pert breasts), tight waist, and flowing skirt. Her hair was the same bright red color of her clothing, the color of strawberries, as were her lips.
Cin was the Grand-Priestess of Gunes, also known as the Sun Priestess. While Ülke had officially converted to the New Religion long ago, many still followed the traditional religion of the Empire. The Grand-Priestess was the highest official in the religion and, by tradition, held the role of advisor. Unlike many Sultans over the last few centuries, my father actually listened to the Sun Priestess, despite the fact that he was ostensibly a follower of the New Religion. I hoped that he listened to Cin (his only female advisor) because she was extremely intelligent and wise, but I suspected that my father did so because she was undeniably beautiful. She was extremely tall, perhaps the tallest woman in the Empire, and exceptionally thin. It gave her kind of sexual majesty that added to her authority as well.
Whatever the reason, I knew as I saw Cin enter that my father would certainly listen to anything she said. She hastened up the carpet toward the front of the room. I thought for a moment that she glanced at me as she walked by (I had always liked and admired Cin and she took special interest in me). Eventually, she stood directly next to my father. At first he did not notice her, then he smiled and turned to her.
"Oh Cin, I did not realize you were present," he said, "My daughter is betrothed!" Of course Cin knew. And I had heard from gossip within the palace that she had fought against the marriage and lost. But she played the part well, smiling.
"Excellent news your grace," she replied, "Congratulations Nislani."
"Thank you Cin," my sister replied, acidly. She was clearly aware that Cin had tried to prevent the wedding.
"Did you predict this outcome, did you come to celebrate?" My father asked, hinting at Cin's well-known power of foresight and teasing her about it gently.
"No," Cin replied quickly, then catching herself, "though perhaps I will later. My lord, an emissary from Temsilci has arrived and wishes an audience." My father looked down towards the door. Usually, he would not conduct business unless he knew precisely what would occur, but he was still flush with excitement and so he quickly relented.
"Yes, of course. We have already had good tidings from old friends, let us have more. Cin, please allow him in," my father decreed, "Go sit Nislani." My sister retreated to her old seat, still smiling like a fool. My father climbed up the stairs and sat in his throne. The crowd grew quiet so that my father could conduct his business. Cin walked down the carpet and opened the door. She spoke briefly with the emissary and then they walked together back up the carpet towards the dais. My father sat impassively, but seemed to find some difficulty in preventing a smile. Finally, the emissary reached the area directly in front of the throne and dropped to his knees, placing his head on the floor. Cin continued to walk, climbing up on the dais and standing next to my father's throne.
"Rise," My father commanded, "What news do you bring from Temsilci? How fares King Köylü?"
"Excellently your grace, few years have matched this one in either success at arms or the fertility of our fields," the emissary said, giving the traditional Temsilci response to my father's question. Temsilci was a minor nation, though rich from trade on the Akdeniz Sea. Its capital and port had once been a minor part of the Empire.
"Glad to hear it," my father said, still so tickled that he sounded like he actually meant it, "How might I add to the King's bounty? What do you request?" My father asked. The emissary nodded quickly.
"Your grace, my liege King Köylü wishes to ask a favor of you. It would be a great honor to my King and further, to all of the men of Temsilci," the emissary said. I shook my head. All of this diplomatic nonsense was so...unnecessary. If he wanted something, he should just come out and ask it. I made a raspberry sound unintentionally and got another poke from Arkadas.
"Ask of it and, if it be reasonable, it shall be granted," my father said. That was a qualification he had not added with King Sican. This request needed to be reasonable.
"As you are no doubt aware, King Köylü has been blessed with a great bounty of children. His wife has borne him 6 sons and 8 daughters," the emissary noted.
"Every child is a gift from Tanri," My father said. I saw Cin's lip quiver, but she did not speak. I knew of her hatred for the New Religion. But she was smart enough to keep quiet in public.
"Yes your grace," the emissary continued, "But they can also produce many burdens."
"Is King Köylü asking me to take one of his children off his hands?" My father joked. The crowd laughed as though the joke were funny.
"No your grace," the emissary said good-naturedly, "In fact, it is the opposite. King Köylü would like to take one of your children off of your hands." The laughing slowly ceased.
"What do you mean?" My father asked, leaning forward and sounding more serious now. My father was always sharp when someone needed something from him. I was barely paying attention at this point, staring at my shoes on the red carpet.
"The King's fifth son, Prince Tezek has recently earned his spurs as a knight," The emissary explained, "And the King seeks a wife for his son," the emissary explained. A murmur went around the room. My ears suddenly perked up and I looked to the front of the room. This was certainly interesting. As I looked, I could hear my father laughing.
"My friend, I apologize most heartily for any confusion," my father stated, "But unfortunately I cannot fulfill the King's request."
"Your Grace..." The emissary began.
"Not that I intend any disrespect to the King. I would never dream of such an insult. I wish only to say that I have no more daughters to give. Only two of my daughters are unmarried. My eldest, a widow, is still in her traditional mourning year and cannot marry. Besides, she might be too...mature for a young prince, in any case. Further, my youngest daughter was just betrothed just moments before you arrived. My beautiful Nislani will, in the distant future I hope, be Queen of Dusman. And my grandchildren will sit on the throne of that great Kingdom." My father was so caught up in his fantasy about the future, that he probably didn't even stop to think about...
"Your Grace, I had heard the rumors about the beautiful Nislani and her impending marriage," the emissary continued, "But I did not come to inquire about her. Prince Tezek has heard that the most beautiful of all of your daughters has yet to marry and is not yet betrothed. The King has asked me request the hand of the lovely Varis, your second youngest daughter." Suddenly I felt all eyes shift to me.
I was absolutely dumbfounded. The most beautiful? I had always been told that, more so than any of my sisters, I took after my mother, Adil. But I had never heard anyone call me beautiful! Of course, no one dared say anything about the appearance of the Sultan's daughter. I was taller than my younger sister, 5'4 at the time around 125lbs. We both had exceptionally long, midnight black hair that was braided down my back. I had my family's olive complexion, though it was lighter than Nislani's. I had large brown eyes that were set slightly widely apart, a small nose and wide lips. My features were even and delicate. My teeth were small, and very white. I had high set, small tear-shaped breasts, a flat stomach, a very narrow waist and hips wider (though not too much wider) than my breasts. I had a high firm bottom and thin, well-muscled legs. I suppose I was somewhat attractive. I felt more so now, having someone else say it.
But before I could linger too long on the compliment, I considered the match that had been proffered. An eighth son wasn't particularly high on the pecking order, but I had heard once that Prince Tezek was handsome and kind. I didn't care if he wasn't. My heart fluttered. Someone had proposed to marry me. Whatever humiliation a 21 year old spinster felt at the betrothal of her younger sister instantly faded. I felt my heart welling with love for just the idea of someone who would love me and make me his wife. I allowed myself to briefly be swept into the dream, even if I knew that the dream was impossible. My father's face had become stony at the emissary's words. His lips pursed and he looked down the throne room towards me.
"That must be her," the emissary stated carefully as he looked directly at me, "She is absolutely stunning." I felt myself blush.
"The God, Tanri..." My father said loudly. The emissary turned back and looked at my father, "The God Tanri requires that all men give a tithe. They must give one part of every ten to the God as a thank you for his justice." My father stated. I felt my stomach knot, though I was not quite sure why.
"Your Grace..."
"My greatest wealth lies in my children. Nothing I own is more highly valued than my sons...and daughters. Therefore I have resolved to give one of my ten children to Tanri. Varis is not available for marriage, she is already betrothed to God," I felt a stab of pain directly through my heart. I knew that my father liked me least of all of his children. He'd never shown me the warmth he'd lavished on Nislani and the others. This seemed to confirm some sort of hatred my father felt towards me. I knew the reason for his hatred, even if no one else ever could. That did not make it easier to bear.
"Your grace wishes your daughter to become a Tanril Virgin?" The emissary stated.
"The proper forms have already been produced. She will begin her initiation in two weeks," my father stated. I could hardly believe my ears. In two weeks I was to enter the Nunnery? They would shave my head and give me only water for a week, until I had a vision on Tanri. Then I would be married to the God, and spend my life serving him by serving Tanri's priests! I did not even particularly believe in Tanri. Nor did my father. Any punishment beyond this would have been preferable.
I wanted at that moment to stand up. To run at my father and yell into his face. To demand that he explain himself to all of these people. To cease pretending that he cared for Tanri and to admit that he hated me. To admit that I embarrassed him as a daughter and that he would be glad to be rid of me forever. But I didn't dare it. That was not the place for a woman at court. I felt myself trembling and my eyes began to water. My entire life had just been announced, it totally opposed all of my wishes, and there was nothing I could do about it. I might make snide comments that Nislani would be afraid to utter. But I said them quietly in the back of the room. I couldn't actually say anything. I was just as submissive as my sister, if more resentful of my subjugation. I felt a sudden warmth on my shoulder and saw that my "mature" sister Kardes had wrapped her arm over my shoulder.
"Perhaps he will change his mind," she whispered tightly into my ear. I looked over at Arkadas, my best friend who I would leave forever in two weeks. Her eyes were glassy and she dared not look at me, perhaps because she knew we'd both cry.
"Sultan?" A voice called out, a familiar, feminine voice.
"Cin, do you have something to add?" My father asked. If any other woman had ever spoken up, my father would have lost his composure. But Cin was different.
"My Lord, I agree with you that a marriage to Tezek of Temsicli would not be in your best interests," she noted, "Though I mean your lord no disrespect." She said as she turned towards the emissary. I felt myself crumble. I thought that Cin had liked me, but here she was piling on.
"Good, then it is agreed," My father replied and the emissary nodded his understanding.
"But Princess Varis should not marry any False God either." Cin said acidly. There was a great murmur in the hall and the emissary looked shocked. These sorts of words were not usually spoken about the New Religion. I didn't care, I felt myself heartened. Cin was speaking for me.
"Cin, I am surprised at you!" My father said. And it was true that her words were out of character. No adherent to the New Religion, Cin had at least learned to accept that the Sun God was no longer dominant and usually kept her views about Tanri silent. At least in public.
"My Lord, on the night of Varis' birth I saw two shooting starts in the heavens above your palace. As she was born, these two stars crossed one another directly over her birthing room. A shooting star is the Sun God's emissary. Two are unheard of. Varis was marked by the Sun God for great things. You cannot allow this to occur," Cin spoke quickly. I was shocked I have never heard of Cin's prophecy at my birth. What did it mean?
"Cin, you are out of line," My father said firmly.
"Your Grace..."
"Varis will wed Tanri in two weeks. Nothing will change that. I apologize for the length of your journey and the fact that it must come to nothing, but now the emissary from Temsilci is invited to leave. I am through with discussion," My father said, and it was unclear if he was talking to Cin or to the emissary. He clearly did not want to have any more of this conversation. The more he talked the angrier he became. He actually stood up to leave the throne room. He did not like to be surprised when he conducted business and Cin's actions had embarrassed him in front of an official emissary. What was more, this was clearly not the first they'd spoken of this issue and he was uncomfortable with it. My mouth hung open.
"Gunes will not permit his prerogatives to be appropriated. There will be a reckoning..."
"Cin We have talked about this at length in private and I did not want to hear it then. I cannot imagine why you speak of this in public. You are embarrassing yourself," My father said, his face red. At his words, Cin slowly turned so that she was no longer looking at my father. Suddenly, I felt that she was looking at me. I turned towards her and our eyes met. For just a second, Cin stared deeply into me. Then she looked away.
"As you wish your grace," Cin said, completely submissive now. Had Cin been trying to tell me something? Why? I didn't have time to consider it. My father was already out of the throne room so fast the Herald did not have time to repeat the earlier lies. But his exit gave those of us in attendance the cue to leave.
Chapter 1: Dynastic Crisis
"Oh just eat something, you are going to waste away," Arkadas prodded me. It was six days after my father had betrothed me to Tanri and I was at a final banquet being held to wish my sister a fond farewell. We were in the dining room in my father's court. Only the most important functions were held there. The room was decorated brightly with banners and tapestries. Hundreds of torches were lit, illuminated the late evening dinner as though it were midday. Several hundred of the most distinguished people in the sultanate were present for the celebration. They were milling around, drinking and talking happily. Some were even dancing. A band played the most popular songs with great skill. The room was littered with large round tables and they were all covered with the most delectable foods. My father had spared no expense; it was going to be the party of the century. But I did not feel like I was at a party.
"Husbands want broad hips and generous breasts," I replied acidly, "Tanri only cares about an empty mind. That's easier on an empty stomach." Arkadas flinched. She turned on the bench at our table, and looked at me with real pain.
"You promised that we were going to go to this party tonight and have fun. We both said we wouldn't talk about the future, but just be as we were when we were girls," Arkadas prodded. She gave me the warm smile she'd always given me since childhood. The one that induced me to act in my own best interests, even when I couldn't see my best interests myself.
"You are right, I promised that," I mumbled.
"Well follow through!" Arkadas said, "Let's have fun!" Arkadas actually giggled as she spoke and I felt the normal contagious nature of her buoyant personality.
"Oh it is easy for you to have fun," I teased, "All the men are staring at you, just waiting for me to leave you alone so they can ask you to dance. Even if they wanted to ask me they are too afraid of my father and too aroused by you!" Arkadas blushed deeply, but it wasn't just from the compliment. I noticed a flicker in her eye.
"Don't say that," she said, more sadly than playfully. I tried to double down on my joke.
"Maybe you're right, my father isn't that intimidating. It must JUST be these that have fixated their attention!" I said and leaned forward quickly and pinched Arkadas breast. She squealed, blushed more deeply, and then slapped my fingers away. She looked around nervously, hoping not one saw.
I may have been teasing her, but Arkadas was just as beautiful as I had intimated. It was not in jest that I suggested the men were staring at her. My father had bought Arkadas from a slave trader who traveled the whole known world. She did not look like any other woman I had ever seen. She was slightly shorter than I, around 5'3 and voluptuous, with very large, perky breasts, a narrow waist, and a firm bottom. But what made her so special was her hair and skin. The hair was long and braided like mine, but a deep yellow color. Her skin was very pale, almost white in color and burned red any time she was out in the midday sun. She had a beautiful, inviting face with stunning, icy blue eyes. She claimed that all the people from the North looked like her, but I didn't believe her.



"After all these years and I still can't control you!" she said, "But even though you are trouble and even if it DOES disappoint the men, I am not dancing with anyone. I am staying with you the whole night." She leaned back in her chair comfortably, showing how content she was just to spend some hours with me.
"That is only because you know I will leave in a week and you can finally marry," I said. A life-servant was not permitted to marry until her Lady married. At 26, Arkadas had waited 8 years longer than most women, and three years longer than me.
"I am serious," Arkadas said sharply, "We are not talking about that." I looked at Arkadas and tilted my head to the side slightly. She was looking at me earnestly now, trying to stem my negative mood. She looked like her teeth were grinding, like she was right on the edge of something.
"It is the only thing I can think about," I admitted finally, I wanted to have as much fun as Arkadas did, but all I could think of was the nunnery. A life of celibate service to a God I barely understood until I died. It was hard to feel in the mood for a party with that kind of future.
"So I've noticed," Arkadas said. She reached forward and placed her hand on top of mine, rubbing it gently and smiling. Without words, she seemed to tell me that she understood my fear and that there was nothing to do about it. Just to live that night.
"Arkadas, what will I do without you?" I said, feeling somewhat soothed, "Who will keep me in line when I get out of hand? Who will be able to understand what I am thinking when I don't know it myself?" Arkadas laughed and patted my hand again.
"What will I do? I will have far too much time on my hands without cleaning up your messes!" she joke and I smiled back at her, "I really will miss you," Arkadas said. I heard a slight hitch in her throat and realized that she'd broached a subject that she had intended to avoid. I looked into her eyes and had a hard time knowing what I saw there. I knew her so well and yet, inevitably, because of the nature of our relationship, there had always been some distance between us. She knew me far better than I knew her. With so little time left, I was desperate to remedy that situation.
"Will you really miss me?" I asked, "You were always required to be my friend. Perhaps all you really want is your freedom."
"No...!" Arkadas started, her eyes getting wide.
"I won't be offended, it isn't personal," I said, though I felt my blood pounding in my temples. Here was the unstated heart of my friendship with Arkadas. Was she my friend or was she my servant? With a week to go, I want the truth before we left, "Answer me truthfully, or I won't stay for the party." I threatened (Arkadas was the only person I could ever be tough with). But I was afraid of the truth. I had learned a week before that my father bore no real love for me. I was tired of deceit; I wanted to know only the truth. I had wanted to ask this question for years. Only now, could I do it.
"I am either saddened that you think me so shallow or flattered that you think me so good an actress," Arkadas said, her head bowed. I saw a tear fall from her eye and splatter onto the bench between us. I felt my heart grow warmer. "It is so very personal Varis, how could you think otherwise? I asked your father yesterday if I could enter the nunnery with you. He declined to grant his permission," Arkadas explained. I felt the wind come out of me. I had not expected that. Arkadas had decided to give up a life outside, to stay with me. I felt a wave of guilt roll over me, but also tenderness for my friend. I wanted to apologize for my thoughtless words.
"I..." I began. But suddenly, Arkadas' eyes flashed at me. Like something had settled into her mind and she now needed get it out at me.
"All of your sentences start 'I,' Varis. Princess Varis. Every last one of them. You think you understand everything or that because you are a princess that your problems are more important than the rest. You don't give a damn about what the future holds for me, you just want to wallow. Well, I was here to have fun. For you. Just like I have always been there. For you. Not just because I had to, but because I wanted to. Because I was your friend and you were mine. But I don't care now. I am going back to my room." With that, Arkadas stood up quickly and thundered out the banquet. Several people looked at her as she stormed out.
I sat at the table, my jaw hanging wide open. I had no idea where that had come from. I realized now that I'd asked the question with a little less tact that I could have, but her reaction was bizarre. She'd gone from sad and sweet to righteously indignant in a matter of moments. And I still didn't understand what she was talking about. In a moment she was out the door. I barely had time to think when Kardes sat down in the seat that Arkadas had just vacated.
"Enjoying the party?" My older sister asked. I looked over at her, my mind still reeling. She was smiling calmly and had her eyebrows raised.
"Oh...uh, yes," I fumbled, "It is lovely. It fits Nislani perfectly." I had already practiced that line, I would say it to anyone who asked. Kardes laughed and then picked a bunch of grapes off the table. She popped one into her mouth, chewed it slowly and then shook her head.
"Father would buy that because it would be what he wants to believe," she replied, "You are miserable tonight. And you drove away your friend."
"No, I..." I started, but Kardes gave me a grin. I did not yet know how to read my eldest sister. She had been gone so long that my memories of her were quite bare. I recalled her taking me for a walk down by the river once and chasing away an angry stray dog. She'd left when I was three. Beyond that, I remembered nothing. And since she'd returned home a month earlier, I'd rarely had time to speak with her beyond extremely awkward, formal conversations with my father present. I realized that this might have been the first time I'd had a private conversation with her since that walk by the river.
"Today was going to be a hard day for you," she said easily. She handed me the bunch of grapes. I took one and placed it in my mouth, "You don't have to pretend otherwise. Father wouldn't notice anyway and everyone else expects you to be angry." She said. I looked at her, wondering what to make of her words. I knew she got on well with father and always had. I was slightly afraid that she might be a spy. But she at least accepted my anger and my disappointment outwardly, I didn't want to hold back.
"Well that isn't what Arkadas said," I said, "She wanted me to pretend that none of this matters to me. She wanted me to act like I was happy my younger sister was getting married and that I was to become a nun. To accept it and put on a happy face."
"Is that why she left?" My sister asked, her eyes following to the door where Arkadas had just run out.
"Well..." I said, realizing that by bringing Arkadas up, I now had an obligation to tell the truth, "I also asked her..."
"What?" My sister said, smirking slightly. She knew I was not quite the victim I presented.
"I asked if she was truly my friend or if she was glad I'd be gone, as she was only my slave," I said quickly. Kardes snorted slightly and shook her head.
"That was pretty low, Varis," she said.
"I..." I started.
"I remember when you were a very little girl, just before I left. Arkadas must've been 7 or 8. Some of other girls in the palace would tease her for bringing you with her wherever she went. Most of the other older slave girls would elude the princesses and the dukes' daughters and play by themselves. But Arkadas always brought you with her. When the girls mocked her she didn't say, 'I am required by order of the King to look after Varis.' Instead, she always said, 'Varis is already smarter than the rest of you idiots and someday you'll be begging to be her friend!' and they would laugh at her. But Arkadas was steadfast," Kardes said. I felt a deep shame at Kardes words and my head drooped. Arkadas had always been a steadfast friend. And I supposed I knew it. Perhaps I was just pushing her away, so it would be easier when she had to go.
"I am sorry," I said.
"You should tell her," my sister replied. I looked at Kardes, expecting to see her gazing down at me, her face pinched and disappointed. Instead, she was smiling at me warmly. She had not been berating me it seemed and she did not now revel in my shame. She seemed to be guiding me and I felt her empathy for me, warming me from her smile. Despite her reproach, I felt more comfortable with my sister.
"She told me that she wanted to come with me, to marry Tanri as well," I explained.
"I am not surprised at that," My sister said, but something in her tone indicated that she was not, once again, commenting on Arkadas' loyalty.
"I think that is crazy. I am glad father denied her request. Arkadas is a beautiful woman and she will make a fine wife. I am sure, before too long she will have many children," I replied, but I felt my voice hitching in my throat. I would never have those things and it saddened me because, while I did want Arkadas to be happy, I wanted to be happy as well. As I spoke, my sister tilted her head to the side.
"What are you talking about?" she asked.
"What do you mean? Arkadas' future without me," I explained.
"Varis are you joking or do you honestly not know?" She asked, leaning forward and furrowing her brow.
"I am make no jest," I said, feeling completely confused. Kardes reached forward and placed her hand over mine. She looked deeply at me.
"Varis, father gave Arkadas to you as a help-mate slave when you were a baby. You are going to become a Tanril Virgin, and such Virgins are not permitted to own anything, including slaves," she said, something I knew very well.
"Yes?" I said. My sister sighed deeply and squeezed my hand.
"
Well that does not change the fact that Arkadas is property. Becoming a Tanril Virgin is like dying," she said and I winced, "In a legal sense." She added quickly, "And that means, because you are unmarried and have no children, that your property will revert to father."
"To father?" I asked, confused. What did that mean?
"If father found a match for you and you were married, Arkadas would have come with you and, if you permitted, she would have married one of your husband's male servants. But that cannot happen now. Without you, Arkadas is not a help-mate slave, she has no status. Even if someone wanted to marry her, that would not be possible. She is father's slave. And a beautiful young women. Varis...Arkadas will join the Harem." Kardes words fell on me like a hammer. The Harem! With my father's concubines and their children? My friend, my servant, was to be made a whore?
"Oh Gunes," I swore, "Arkadas!" I looked over toward the door that Arkadas had fled earlier. I knew now why she'd been so angry with me. I had been so wrapped up in myself that I hadn't even thought of her and what would happen. And her fate was so much worse. I got up quickly, to run after her and apologize.
"Varis stop," my sister said, her hand clamping down on mine, pulling me back to my seat.
"I must go and apologize," I said, "you said so yourself." My sister shook her head.
"I know what I said and you must, you know that now. But you cannot leave this party, father would be furious. You must do it later," she explained. I twisted from her grip.
"I don't care about father and he doesn't care about me. I care about Arkadas," I said.
"After Nislani's wedding you will no longer be under father's control and it is right that you don't care what he thinks," Kardes said, surprising me with her vehemence, "But if you care about Arkadas, you will not make a scene here on her behalf. When you leave, she will belong to father. If you cause him to grow angry with her..." Kardes did not finish. She didn't need to. The life of a slave, especially a member of the Harem, could be quite unpleasant. I certainly did not want it to be worse for Arkadas than it had to. I felt hot tears welling in my eyes and could not tell if I was sad or angry. I believe now that I was supremely frustrated.
"What would he do to her?" I asked, "What is going to do to her?" I thought of the handsome husband and beautiful children than Arkadas deserved and felt her deprivation. More, I thought of the private jokes Arkadas and I shared, mocking my pompous father. She was now stuck with him, so much different than the man of her dreams that she'd described to me on so many lazy days together.
"Rumor has it that father rarely 'visits' his harem anymore. He is no longer...able to enjoy them as he once did. It will likely not be too bad. Perhaps just boring. They are well fed and provided for," Kardes explained, trying to cheer me. I suppose it helped some.
"It is not fair, Arkadas deserved more than that," I said finally.
"We all deserved more than what father has given us," Kardes said, very lowly, such that I could barely hear it, "You are right to be angry and you have been wronged more than most. I just came here when I saw you fight with Arkadas to remind you of who you should be angry at and who is a fellow victim." Kardes looked at me imploringly. Her hand squeezed mine tightly and I nodded. In that moment, I could feel a bond of sisterhood I'd heard about but never felt before. Kardes and I were sharing something, even if it was negative, and it went beyond words. And while I was still miserable (for myself, for Arkadas) I was happy that I'd gained something. Something I'd certainly never felt with...
"Thank you all for coming!" I heard Nislani's voice above the crowd. I looked to the head of the room and saw Nislani standing behind the King's table. She looked as though she'd had some wine and her voice was louder than it needed to be. My father was sitting in his chair next to her, smiling indulgently. Nislani was not supposed to be speaking at this dinner. Any speech was to be made by my father. But if any person would be allowed to break decorum, it would be Princess Nislani. Besides, it was only my father's men present, no need to be embarrassed in front of them, "Tomorrow I will finally be married!" The crowd cheered loudly, and I sank back into my seat.
"To the future Queen Nislani!" One of my father's men said, I believe it was Duke Hain. The crowd cheered loudly.
"Thank you so much again!" My sister beamed, "I will miss you all so much! But do not believe that I will forget you all when I leave. Ülke may be small by comparison to Dusman, but it will always be large in my heart..." I actually laughed as my father bolted upright out of his seat, falling over himself at the content of my sister's words.
"Very well Nislani, thank you for your words," My father said. It was one thing to let the Princess gush. It was another thing to denigrate the Empire. Even if Nislani, still smiling drunkenly at the crowd, was too puerile to realize she'd done it.
"To the future queen," I said acidly and Kardes smiled.
"She is just spoiled. She can't help it," Kardes said.
"I would've liked to have been spoiled," I rejoined.
"Would you? Does that seem pleasant to you?" she said, pointing up to my sister, so self-unaware that she didn't realize that she had said something that would get anyone else executed.
"Better than being a nun," was all I could muster.
"Friends!" My father said now. Clearly he had decided to make some sort of speech, something to gloss over my sister's ill-chosen words. "Welcome, uh... to my daughter's away-going feast..." My father said. He was a little bit drunk and definitely not at his best when speaking extemporaneously. Most of his speeches were well scripted by scribes and reviewed by Cin. I noticed, for the first time, that I did not see the priestess in the room and wondered if, like me, she did not feel like celebrating.
"I mean her farewell dinner," My father said, finding the right words on the second try. Then I saw his eyes brighten, and knew what he was going to say. He was going to slip into an old speech, something he was familiar with, "Tonight is a night of celebration! Not only because my beautiful youngest, and only unmarried, daughter Nislani will be married tomorrow."
"Gunes, it is like I am dead already," I hissed. Kardes sighed and nodded but did not disagree.
"But tomorrow is a beautiful day for the Empire as well. The union of my daughter Nislani with the noble Prince Lider will put an end to several decades of war between these two great nations. Furthermore, it confirms to the entire world what should have already been apparent. It shows that the Empire is still the greatest force to be reckoned with in this world. Dusman, one of the world's other great powers, considered an alliance with Bütün Dünya so important that its worthy King has decided to make his eldest son my son-in-law. Rarely have two such noble houses been fused together. And what is once fused in blood can never be torn asunder. This alliance represents the continued prosperity of Ülke for all time. I say to you, that today is the safest and most prosperous this great nation has ever had since its founding," My father's lies came fast, though believed with heartfelt sincerity.
Just as my father's last words spilled from his mouth, and his glass raised to his mouth, the door to the Emperor's Chamber flung open. It flew so widely that it bounced against the bare wall to the side, knocking down a tapestry. The loud noise hushed the crowd and we all looked toward the door. Sir Koruma, the captain of my father's guard stood at the door. His handsome face was black with soot, save for the area around his left eye that was caked with blood. His noble clothing was in tatters and, as he walked into the room, he limped heavily on his left leg. He held his right arm tightly to his side. I had never seen the noble guard in this manner. It felt like I suddenly existed in a different world.
"Good Gunes, Koruma what evil has befallen you?" My father asked, his voice echoing in the now silent hall. Now that the noise of the party had completely died, I could hear a strange noise from the window directly behind me. It was hard to describe. Like a grinding sound mixed with loud clunking. But soon Koruma spoke.
"Emperor, we are betrayed!" Sir Koruma spoke, his words spitting out in agony. My father's face twisted into a mask. I felt a gnawing feeling in the pit of my stomach. I looked around the room and saw concern on every face.
"Explain yourself sir!" My father demanded. Sir Koruma took a few steps forward and then dropped into a chair, "Do not sit before the Emperor when you address him!" My father demanded.
"I can sit and speak or stand and die, my lord," Sir Koruma spoke simply. My father, ever a stickler for decorum, stood down nonetheless. My heart started to pound in my ears. I did not know what the words portended, but I felt an irrational terror growing inside of me. I felt Kardes arm wrap around me, pulling me close. She looked nervous too, but she gave me strength.
"Then sit and speak, what is the meaning of your cryptic report?" My father asked.
"Sir, your guards have been attacked by the army of King Sican of Dusman led by the King and his son Lider. They are joined by the King's allies Temsilci and Surgun," The guard said and a murmur went through the crowd. I felt that I could not breathe. Attacked?
"Liar," Nislani yelled, by my father placed his hand over her mouth, pushing her down into her chair.
"That is impossible! They should be returning tonight for the wedding," My father blustered, "This is surely a misunderstanding..."
"You grace, with all due respect," Koruma said in a manner that implied that the respect due was quire minimal, "Does it appear to you that I am a member of a welcoming party? Does it look to you as though I greeted allies at our walls? Do you believe, sir, that the pike that pierced the skull of my second in command was placed there as a result of a misunderstanding?" The crowd groaned as Koruma speak. The entire world was flipped upside down. Everything we'd been expecting was reversed. The war was not over; we had not been accepted by the Kingdoms of the world. We were under attack. And ill-prepared.



I turned my neck and now looked out the window, realizing that the sounds I'd heard before were the sounds of war. My father's palace sat on a great bluff overlooking the city of Şehir. I looked down over the thatched roof tops of the city to the 30-foot walls that surrounded and protected the city. Behind those walls was a shorter, but still formidable palisade wall. Between them was a deep moat that was fed by the rivers. It was dark that night, no moon. But I could see numberless torches in the distance. An army moving forward towards our gates, the sound of their armored feet clunking on the ground. There were three entrances to the city, all on the eastern side of the city, the opposite side of the confluence of the rivers. I saw with horror that all three entrances were thrown open. Father had ordered them opened to allow the peasants into the city for the celebration.
King Sican and his allies had known we would do this. Everything had been a set up. The King had engaged in long, difficult deliberations for my sister's hand and planned an elaborate wedding. But it was all to get our guard down. To pave the way for the invasion. To allow for the final destruction of Bütün Dünya. I realized in that moment that when the fight ceased (and it would probably not be long) I would be raped and then murdered. I was living the last few hours of my life.
Or perhaps minutes, because even as I was thinking these horrifying thoughts, I saw several flames shoot through the air. Just passed the palisade walls, the archers of Dusman (or, more likely the famed archers of Surgun) had released a volley into the city. Most found arrows flew into the wooden homes in the city, instantly lighting them like kindling. Once archer, who must've possessed great strength, aimed his arrow further. I saw that arrow coming, and at first just watched it as it moved gracefully through the air. The flame against the blackness was eerily beautiful and my breath caught in my throat. Suddenly, I realized that the arrow was coming directly for my window. I dodged slightly to the left, just as the arrow shot through the glass, spraying me with shards.
The arrow entered the room and I heard a horrible "thunk." It turned quickly, shaking the glass from my hair. I saw the arrow. It had pierced the eye of a serving girl, her name escaped me. Her mouth was hung open, no sound emanated. The point of the air push out through the back of her head and her eye was flaming. After a moment, the girl dropped directly to her back. Dead on her feet. Part of me considered the fact that the arrow had very narrowly missed me, that I had very nearly died. But my mind felt as though it were in a fog. I could hear Kardes asking me, over and over again, if I was alright, but I could not understand her. It felt as though I was in a dream.
The death of the serving girl caused a panic to rile the room. People immediately began to stampede toward the door, to where it was not very clear. I had seen the army. We were surrounded on our landward side by a massive host, on all other sides were the deep rivers that protected, but also trapped us. Only one person seemed unfazed by panic. My father. Now, in the ruins of his foreign policy, he found a strength that no one, perhaps not even he, knew that he had.
"Ilkolu, Kafasiz," he said to my brothers, his voice sounding focused and stripped of pomposity, "Rush and find any men at your villas and meet me by the Duke's gate. There is no time for full armor, grab your swords and your helmets. They have breached the gates, but not overcome our walls. Our gates are narrow and they must come through a few men at a time. If we can bottle each gate, we can force them out." He said. The panic in the room slowed. The women still rushed from the room, but calmly, while the men composed themselves and began to think rationally about defense. I felt a sort of confidence I did not expect. Suddenly things did not seem hopeless. Dire, but not hopeless.
"Father, I know it is not the prince!" a voice said from the head table. Heads turned toward Nislani, still seated, her eyes wide and dazed, "Prince Lider loves me and will marry me. We must get a message to him so that Dusman may come to our aid!" It was clear that Nislani was not prepared to give up on her fairy tale.
"Quiet!" My father roared and Nislani slouched down in her chair. My father's voice softened, "Nislani, I love you dearly and I will have revenge for the wrong done for you. But now is the time for your silence."
"Father..."
"Silence," My father said. My brothers had already escaped out the door to find their men and their weapons. He turned away from my sister and suddenly, I found his eyes resting on me. "Varis, you have always been the most levelheaded of my children. Display that capacity again on this night. There may be men, or even guards, on the Western side of the city who do not know that we are under attack. Or, perhaps they do not know the degree of our peril. You must climb the Kule Tower and ring the Bell of Nara. Everyone must be summoned." I was almost too shocked by my father's initial words (and the chaos of the moment) to comprehend what he was asking. "Varis!"
"Yes father, I will ring the bell," I said.
"I must go my daughters," Kral IV said, looking around the room to where only Kardes, Nislani, and I now stood, "I love you all. Without exception." And as he spoke the last two words he looked directly at me. Then he turned quickly and rushed from the room.
I quickly rose to my feet, trying to orient myself. I felt like I was in a place I'd never been before. Kule and Nara seemed like fantastical names with no meaning. Slowly, the world began to make sense. I could hear the sounds of war and the crackle of fires outside the window. I dared not look, for fear could slow my actions. I headed for the door.
"Where are you going?" Nislani asked, panicked, after me.
"Father asked me to ring the Bell," I said.
"I am going too," Nislani said, "Father wouldn't trust you with something so important." Nislani's words came from her mouth sounding faraway and dreamy. She was still slouched at the table, but was slowly trying to rise.
"Go," a voice said next to me, I turned and saw Kardes, "Go and fulfill father's order. I will take our sister somewhere safe." She offered. I looked at my older sister, still calm in the face of this madness and I smiled briefly. I through my arms around her.
"I love you," I said.
"I love you too, now go!" I pulled my arms from around Kardes and ran through the back of the hall, the servants' door. The hall emptied onto an elevated walkway, essentially an ornate bridge, that spanned two towers of the castle, high above the city. The kitchens located in a different tower, to protect the Sultan in case of a fire. Climbing out onto the walkway meant that I was now outside. The din of the warriors at the gates grew much louder and I took a half second to look at the battle.
I could see our guards outnumbered greatly, but using the pinch point of the gates to hold the enemy off. The North Gate and the South Gate were, by that time, generally bottled up. Men were fighting and dying there, but it looked like the tide had been stemmed. The Central or Duke's Gate looked less contained. That was the largest gate in the city and used to allow great vassals enter riding abreast with their retainers. Now I could see that the courtyard immediately within the gate was packed with soldiers. In the growing darkness it was hard to make out exactly what was occurring, it looked more like a writhing field of black and red. But I could see the enemy's troops pouring into the courtyard from the gate. The enemy already outnumbered our guards in that area and each second shifted the balance further in the enemy's favor. For every man that the guards killed, two more entered the area. Worse still, our guards fell as well. We needed reinforcements. That was my task.
I shook myself and resolved not to look at the battle. I had more important tasks at hand. To reach the Kule Tower I needed to descend from the palace, go down into the streets and run west towards the confluence of the rivers. About a quarter mile from the confluence, the old tower, one of the oldest in the city, stood sentinel. It had once been the absolute edge of the city, before the empire grew out from it. I needed to traverse a dozen winding streets to reach it and time was draining. I sprang into action, resolving to keep my legs moving until I reach the Bell of Nara.
I sprinted across the elevated walkways, trying to reach the door into the main section of the palace 100 yards away as quickly as possible. As I ran, I could hear arrows whistling past me in the night. I did not know if anyone was aiming for me, or if they were stray. I did not dare stop to think of how close they were coming, I increased my speed. I reached the far side of the walkway and threw open the doorway and shuffled inside.
I nearly tripped over something as soon as I entered the next room, just a small landing near the stairs. I looked down and saw a small child huddled there. I looked down and saw more than a dozen people crouching on the stairs. They were the palace servants. They had decided to climb to the highest area in the palace that they could access (crossing the walkway would lead to my father's chambers, only invited persons were allowed across the walkway). I didn't speak to these people, there was no time. I started to move down the stairs, trying to avoid people when possible but not worrying greatly when I stepped on someone. Worse would happen to them if I failed in my task.
After a few steps I had passed all of the servants and could now sprint down the stairs. The stairway in the palace was seven stories tall and, after descending three stories, was actually cut into the stone of the mountain. I wound around the spiral staircase trying to reach the bottom floor where a door opened onto the street below. At each floor I could see briefly into the palace and I saw many people, cowering underneath of tables or trying to stuff themselves into closets. If the enemy entered the palace, all of these people would die for serving my father. And for me.
I reached the ground floor and my heart was pounding now from exertion rather than fear. Adrenaline had surged through my veins and I felt a steely resolve. I pushed open the Servant's Door which opened on an alley behind the palace. I knew of its existence from a childhood spent exploring the castle. I could still make out the sounds of battle at the gate and turned down the alley away from them.
Most princesses who had lived in the palace over the millennia, including my 7 sisters, had feared the city greatly and almost never ventured out of the palace without an armed guard and hidden within heavy wagons. I, on the other hand, had always loved the city and had spent many days with my face covered, ambling through the streets. I knew the fastest way to get to the Kule Tower and I also knew the most discreet way. Not knowing what was happening in the city and who had infiltrated the streets, I chose the latter.
No longer on the stairs, I felt I should move more quickly. But my long, formal dress for my sister's dead party were tangling in my legs and in debris on the ground. I reached behind my back while running and unbuttoned the top of my dress. My fingers worked quickly while I awkwardly lumbered forward. Finally, I'd unbuttoned enough that I could slip my arms out through the now-gapping neck of my dress. In a few more moments, I essentially ran clean out of the dress. I kicked off my uncomfortable shoes as well.
On any other night it would have been a major scandal for the daughter of the Sultan to be running through the streets wearing only her corset and pair of lacy, tight-fitting bloomers. However, as I moved farther and farther away from the gates, I became aware of how still the night was. I could no longer hear warriors and no one was in the streets. On the ragged sound of my breath and the slap of my now-bare feet on the cobblestones. There is no scandal if there is no one to scandalize.
It was well over a mile, maybe even two, from the Servant's Gate of the palace to the Kule Tower as the crow flies. My winding path, through alleys and over walls was considerably longer. But I knew each second mattered and, as my fatigue increased, I willed myself to run fasters. I moved as quickly as possible through the narrow alleyways of the city, through places that many were afraid to travel. The buildings over the narrow side routes were built out over the streets, creating a dank tunnel. Even if there had been moonlight, it would have been blocked. I ran, bare (but sure) footed through in that sheltering darkness.
I dashed through sickly streams of cleaning water and through unattended barns in a desperate bid to reach the tower. I climbed over fences and walls and climbed under barriers. I moved without planning, letting my memory guide me towards my locations. If anyone was present in those dark alleys, I did not notice them. I barely felt as the skin tore from my toes and nails that had fallen from horse shoes pierced my heels. My mind thought only of my mission.
At long last (I cannot say how long) I reached the tower. The Kule Tower had been built in the early days of the Empire to commemorate a great victory in the East. It was built on the site of what was then the Sultan's Palace. That building was now the seat of City Government and controlled by the Men of Şehir. I looked up at the crumbling tower and hoped that its bell, re-forged from the armor of the household troops that died defending the defeated King Kule at the Battle of Nara, still contained some magical elixir of victory for the Sultan's Army.
I pushed into the door open and again faced a spiral staircase. I took a deep breath, realizing that I was nearly out of energy, and pushed myself into the stairs. The tower was immensely tall, one of the tallest buildings in the city, perhaps the world. I lifted my knees high as I ran, happy that I'd discarded my dress. Eventually I moved past the point of fatigue, my limbs felt numb and my mind was blank. Stairs moved past me in a blur, my feet barely registering the sensation of foot falls. I was almost surprised when I found myself at the top of the tower, overlooking the city.
I looked to the center of the tower and, almost at eye level, I saw the great bell. Unused for nearly 600 years, it looked prepared to offer warning once more. I wasted no time, quickly grabbing hold of the thick metal chain that hung from the bell. I wrapped my hands around it and pulled hard. The chain was wrapped around a series of pulleys, promising to make the bell ring with a light touch. But everything was rusty and ill-used. The bell moved, but not nearly enough to send the clapper against the metal.
My hands were wet with sweat and my long hair clung to my skin, I was panting like a dog. I knew that if I did not work quickly, my body (used to easy palace life) would fail me. I jumped up, grasping at the highest point of the chain I could grab. I held on tightly, and I felt the chain pulling down. I lifted my feet off the ground, letting my weight pull the chain hard. Finally, my bottom landed flat on the wooden floor of the room and I released the chain. I slipped quickly back into the air.
I looked up, I the bell turn to the side and then swing back. I thought for a moment that I had not pulled hard enough and I felt too weak to get up off of the floor. My heart sank and I dropped my head to the ground. But then I heard it. A loud, clanging that shook my body to the core and burned my ears. The bell was ringing! I looked up to see the clapper once again slap the bell, rattling my teeth but raising my spirits. I had achieved my goal, I had rung the warning Bell of Nara!
My ears still aching from the clamor, I crawled over to the side of the room. The bell tower was essentially open at the top, save for the four pillars in the corners that held up the canopy. As I reached the edge of the platform, I could look down into the city below. I lay on my stomach, with my head hanging nearly 200 feet above the ground.
At first I noticed nothing. I wondered if perhaps the bell was quieter below of if only two clangs of the great bell was not enough. I felt my heart in my throat and turned my head toward the gate. I could not see anything through the darkness but I could smell fire. We were running out of time. I turned back toward the western side of the city. Nothing, just the town at sleep. Men and women, hours from total destruction, sleeping soundly in their beds. I had failed.
Then, even before I knew what was happened, I felt a long sigh escape me as I saw lights in the windows of many houses. As I watched, still more candles and lanterns were lit. Somewhere around a minute after I had rung the bell, I saw doors begin to open. The men of Şehir were leaving their homes. They carried with them clubs, knives, and pikes. They were answering the call.
I looked at them as they started to move from their homes, looking confused and uncertain. They knew from the ancient tales what they were supposed to do, but they did not truly believe it. And I suddenly realized that they did not know what they were being called to do.
"To the gates! Enemies are breaching the gates!" I screamed, my hands cupped around my mouth. I repeated my report over and over again. I screamed so loud that my voice crackled and my eyes watered with pain. My throat ached like I'd never felt before and I tasted blood on my tongue, but still I screamed. Eventually, the men either heard me or deduced for themselves what they needed. The last thing I remembered before I collapsed, exhausted on the tower platform, was the sight of hundreds of men, marching east to the gates.
* * * * *
The arrow glided gracefully through the sky. The flame that spread out from its razor tip stood out brilliantly against the blackness of the night's sky. It was so incredibly, eerily beautiful and my breath caught in my throat. I realized, without surprise, that the arrow came directly for my window and I braced my shoulders against the window frame. I kept my eye on the flame, and it seemed like a great red eye with a soul of blue, staring into me. I looked back at it without fear.
The arrow crashed through the glass but could not hear it. In that same instant the great arrow pierced my socket, replacing my cold, dispassionate eye with a new, flaming orb. I felt no pain as my body rapidly started to melt. I was like a block of ice, unable to withstand the heat. I stood without moving in the window and felt myself drip onto the floor until I was nothing but an oily puddle. I was no more now, just a pool of warm gore. But the arrow still burned on the floor, sitting atop my wreckage. Slowly and without warning, flesh began to rise from the puddle; bones and sinew drew together. The arrow became a backbone and the flame became a beating heart as slowly I rose like a Phoenix. In a time that was both eternity and an instant, I was rebuilt, piece by piece, until I once again stood at the window, unbowed. My fire eyes red and crackling...
* * * * *
"You must now awaken!" I heard a voice call and suddenly I was wrenched from my dream. It was perilously dark and I had no idea where I was or what I was hearing. I felt instantly chilled to the bone and a breeze tore through my clothes, causing me to shake. I suddenly remembered where I was, atop the Kule Tower, wearing nothing but my corset and bloomers. I remembered the siege. I instantly realized what had happened. We were overrun. An enemy soldier had scaled the tower looking for treasure and found me. A terrible fate awaited. I was about to be raped and murdered.



"Get back you...devil!" I shouted, trying to sound fierce. My voice cracked and broke, still exhausted from screaming into the night. I rolled over onto my back, trying to get away from my assailant. I was ready to kick and bite. I, like the men of Şehir, would die fighting.
"Quiet you fool!" a voice called in the darkness. I realized that the voice sounded familiar and was certainly not the voice of a soldier. I stopped thrashing and looked toward my assailant.
"Cin?" I asked. The priestess stepped out of the shadow cast by the stars and the bell.
"Yes, you must awaken," she said, without further ceremony. She walked over toward me and stuck out her hand. I grasped it and Cin easily pulled me to my feet. Her hand felt hot, almost like fire, and I broke the grip instantly.
"What has happened Cin? Have we been overrun? Are we to make our escape? Is Kardes with you? And Nislani?" I felt so terrified about all the things I did not know that I began asking them all at once. I listened out into the city, trying to make out where the looting was occurring, but it was quiet, a fog (or smoke) hung low over the city.
"Silence!" Cin stopped me. I took a deep breath and leaned back against one of the pillars holding up the tower.
"What is happening Cin?" I asked, more calmly now. The priestess nodded slightly.
"The militia arrived at the Duke's gate just as the guards were starting to falter. You father and brothers also arrived with their skilled troops. At the North and South gates, the enemies who had breached the walls were killed or driven back and the guards were able to close the portcullises. The free guards then rushed to the Duke's gate. The fighting there lasted for hours and ebbed and flowed both directions. About an hour ago, Prince Lider was slightly wounded and was pulled from the front. The enemy believed that King Sican had been killed and panicked. They escaped out of the gate, which was shut behind them. It is now less than an hour before dawn and the city is silent," Cin related the tale of night's battle in almost a bored tone, as though she'd known the results for a long time. Perhaps she did.
"So we won!" I said, "We threw the enemy back?" I giggled and clapped my hands. I could not believe it. They had maintained total surprise, but we'd managed to stop them anyway. Despite numbers, despite skill, despite everything! The Empire was not spent yet!
"They are not defeated. The enemy still camps outside the gates. They lost today, but they are still a mighty host and intend to besiege the city," Cin explained. A draw more than a victory. But, in this case, a draw was a victory. I breathed easily for the first time since my sister's party. Maybe earlier than that.
"It is hard to besiege this city. We still have access to the rivers. We can eat. Father will lead us through," I said, suddenly esteeming my father's abilities more highly than before. He had finally won a great victory, just as he'd always dreamed.
"Sultan Kral IV is dead," Cin said coldly, "As are his sons Ilkolu and Kafasiz, all died bravely in battle defending the city. They fought without armor for there was not time to get dressed. Had they paused to prepare themselves for battle they may have lived, but lost the city. Instead, they died but achieved at least a temporary victory. Ülke lives today, because they died."
For a moment, it was as if Cin had not spoken. The words reached my ears, but failed to penetrate my thoughts. Instead, I thought of Ilkolu, my older brother, carrying me on his shoulders as a small child during a fair so that I could see a man breathing fire. I thought of Kafasiz, my younger brother, as a tiny infant urinating on a nurse when she tried to change his diaper (sending me, a small girl at the time, into uncontrollable laughter). Finally, I thought of my father's final words to me before he left, "I love you all. Without exception." It was when I heard those words again, in memory, that the meaning of Cin's words struck me. They were gone.
"Dead?" I asked, but I no longer had doubts. My father and his sons were gone. The Sultan and the two heirs to Bütün Dünya were no more. I dropped to my knees on the platform. I felt tears in my eyes, but I lacked the strength even to cry. Victory was more demoralizing that defeat. The empire lived so that it might die shortly.
"Their troubles are over, but yours are just beginning," Cin said, walking around the bell until she was standing right in front of me, "There is no time for this, we must go!"
"My sisters..."
"They live, they are in the palace as we speak," Cin replied and I felt some comfort for that, "But you and your family are not safe. You must follow me immediately, down stairs to the Hall."
"What...?" I asked, sounding faraway (and still raspy). Cin reached down and slapped me hard. I shook my head, and looked up at her, my mouth open. I was desperately confused. Cin looked at her, her eyes shining brightly. There was no malice on her face, only anxiety.
"The 'great men' of the Ülke are meeting in the City Hall below us as we speak. They decided not to meet at the palace in light of the fact that you and your sisters should be there mourning. They do not know you are here. But it is well that they are not in the palace, for they seek to bury the Hanedan dynasty and the walls of that place would fall down on top of them. No one is there to speak for your family or for the Empire. You must follow me, we must prevent disaster."
"There are no heirs..." I said, "My father had no siblings, nor did his father. Distant cousins... I do not know..." I said.
"Let the lords make their arguments for themselves, you must get down there," Without further remonstration, Cin grabbed my hand. It still felt incredibly hot to the touch and was viselike. I had no choice; Cin quickly pulled me to my feet and then started to drag me down the stairs.
As we wound our way down the spiral staircase, I tried to come to terms with what Cin had told me. The changes that had been wrought in my life in a manner of hours were startling. My dynasty was at an end. My father and brothers were dead. Some sort of meeting was occurring in the room below and Cin wanted me to do something about it. What was I supposed to do? What was my purpose now?
In a few minutes Cin had led us down the stairs. Without pausing, she took me through a narrow hallway that led from the tower to the Hall, and she guided us towards the door. She then threw it open and marched inside. She dragged me in after her. As my eyes adjusted to the candlelight I could see that the hall, formerly a hall for the Sultans, had row upon row of ancient wooden benches. Upon those benches sat the Peers of the Realm. The heads of the great families of Ülke. Most lived in the city now, and those that did not had arrived for the wedding.
There must've been 400 men in the hall, most were bleeding, some severely. They turned and looked at me as I walked into the hall and I became acutely aware that I was nearly naked, wearing only my corset and bloomers. The men did not leer at me, they were far too exhausted and, I saw in their eyes, scared. Their world, it seemed, was crashing down on them as well. Their Sultan was also dead.
"Cin, what is the meaning of this? This is no place for women or girls," A voice from the dais in the front of the hall commanded. My eyes followed to the front of the room and I saw Duke Hain standing behind the City-Mayor's (as opposed to the Lord-Mayor, my late father) podium. He was a hulking man, nearly fifty but still built like an ox. His ugly mouth was curled into a snarl, exposing his crumbling teeth. He was the Duke of Şehir and therefore, the master of the city and the most powerful of my father's vassals. He was caked in blood and gore and did not appear happy to see me.
"Duke Hain, I am Priestess of Gunes and this is, of course, Princess Varis. We are not mere women and neither of us are girls," Cin said, "We as the representatives of Gunes and the Hanedan dynasty are here by right."
"There is no time for this nonsense," Duke Hain charged, "Sultan Kral IV is dead and so are his heirs. We, the Peers of Ülke must determine a course for the future." There was a low rumble of agreement within the room.
"What time? Why must we rush? When we rush, we make decisions we may regret," Cin stated and there was a murmur of agreement for her as well. Hain did not appear amused.
"There is no 'we.' You and that girl are not a part of this discussion," Hain replied, "And rush? This is not a rush, this is prudence. There is an enemy at the gate that outnumbers us 10 to 1. We have no Sultan. We are a broken people. This meeting must act quickly and decide on a course of action." Once again the crowd agreed. Cin, still holding my hand began to walk up through the narrow walkway between the benches in the hall. I saw the men's eyes follow me as we moved forward. I felt that I was in over my head and wanted desperately to leave. But Cin was insistent. In a matter of moments, we stood together on top of the dais, next to Hain, who fumed.
"What are our options?" Cin asked, once again implying that she and I maintained an interest in the deliberations. Before Hain could reply, a voice called out from the crowd.
"There are no choices. We are defeated. Perhaps we may ask Prince Lider to honor his betrothal and accept the Sultanate as his dowry," the man suggested. This produced hardy agreement.
"Anything else would surely be worse," Hain replied. This was the plan. To beg my father's murderers to fuck my sister. I felt my face becoming red. No one was willing to fight?
"We must fight," I said, not sure where the urge to speak came from, but I could not help it. The men turned their gaze to me. Some laughed, but most looked at me queerly. It was like they were...hopeful. Perhaps there was some fight in this room. They just needed someone to lead them. I hoped Cin was up to the task.
"We have no legitimate right to resist," Hain said, though he addressed the crowd, not me directly, "Our right to resist is based on sanctity of the throne. With no occupant, the throne is now open. The list of contenders is long, Princess Varis has many distant cousins. Sican has as good a right as many others. We might as well give it to his son and avoid further bloodshed," Hain said.
"Sican is not a member of the Hanedan Dynasty!" I said, scandalized by the thought that the insolent whelp would ever be considered for my family's throne. A historical throne going to the son of a backstabbing pirate! The absolute dishonor! I felt heat on my cheeks and spoke before thinking. But it needed to be said.
"His great, great, great grandmother was..." Hain began.
"I don't care if Tanri was his father, he is not of the Hanedan Dynasty!" I shouted back and I heard some sounds of support from the crowd. Once again, I was surprised to find myself speaking. I had thought Cin was going to speak the entire time, but I found that I could not avoid my position. My father and my brothers were dead and my sisters were not present. Someone had to speak for the family and, if there was no one else, that person had to be me. Cin was not a Hanedan either.
"The Hanedan Dynasty, despite its past glory, is extinguished," Hain said coolly. Now he was looking at me. His cold, lizard eyes driving the point home, "The line is dead. The empire is dead. We must cut our losses. There are no direct male descendants. No one can produce a legitimate heir."
I looked around the room now and saw eyes dart away from me as I found them. I had arrived at a funeral for my family and while most of the men in the room were sad to see the Empire die, they were ready to give up to save themselves. Besides, as Hain had stated, they lacked anything to rally around. They needed a leader and a symbol of sovereign legitimacy and they had neither.
My eyes now shifted from the crowd back onto the stage. I was thinking about Hain's last words. The need for heirs. Direct male descendants. I found myself looking directly at Cin. The world seemed to slow down for a moment. I could see her bright eyes staring directly at me. Her face was blank, but it seemed suffused with meaning. Like she was trying to tell me something but without words or motion. At that instant, the sun first peaked above the horizon. I felt the light hit my eyes as it leaked into the east-facing window of the hall. At first it was blinding and I almost shielded my eyes. But then, I felt something strange, and dropped my hands to my side. It was like the rays of the sun spread knowledge with its warmth. In an instant, I realized what it was that Cin was trying to convey to me. How did she know? But she must've known, what else could that look mean? I felt my stomach knot and my pulse quicken. But, without further spot, I spoke.
"I am a legitimate heir to the Hanedan Dynasty," I said in an impossibly small voice, "My heirs will be legitimate." I heard my words waft out into the crowd, carrying over the silence. For a long minute, nothing happened. Then I heard a snort, following by a guffaw. Hain was laughing. I turned and faced him. But even as I did so, I heard other men laughing. It seemed that the entire hall was laughing at me. Even those who had cheered in support of my earlier sentiments. Perhaps laughing harder than they would have otherwise because of the tension they felt in that moment. Hain wiped a tear from his eye.
"This is not Anaerki, only men can be Sultan of Ülke. No woman has ever sat on the throne, and none will" Hain replied and the men's laughter started to subside.
'Well you claim that Ülke is dead, perhaps it is better to break tradition that to die," I offered. I was not ready to fight yet. The men had all stopped laughing now and I hoped they were thinking about my words.
"Ülke is no longer land, it is no longer armies, it is no longer power. Ülke is tradition," Hain said solemnly, "Better to let it die with honor than let a little girl piss it away." The crowd nodded in agreement, though they did not seem enthusiastic. I turned and looked at Cin, feeling hopeless. If they wouldn't accept me as a female heir (and why would they I guess, I wasn't even the eldest daughter), I needed to do something further. My stomach, already knotted, flipped. I felt like I could barely breathe, my throat was tight. Cin looked back at me coolly. She made no movements, but she never took her eyes off of me. I knew what she wanted, any doubts about her knowledge evaporated now. She knew what I was. I knew what needed to be done. I just wished there was any other way. I felt I was pulling something open long sealed, and smelling the stench of decay. I didn't think too long about what I would say or do next. Thinking would impair what needed to be done.
"As it pertains to producing heirs," I said slowly, trying to breathe through a raw throat, "I am my father's... second eldest, and only remaining...son. I am the heir and, in light of my father's passing, your Sultanah." I said, using the feminine form of the word. Then, without worrying about their confused stares, I quickly tucked my hands into my bloomers and shoved them down over my hips. They pooled on my feet near the floor.
The men in the room were too shocked by my sudden movement to look away, as decency dictated. Instead their eyes were on me. Some men perhaps were looking initially at my face and their eyes would glide over my soft, pretty facial features, over my modest but well-formed breasts, along the gentle narrowing of my torso down to the womanly flair of my hips. Perhaps other men traveled up from my small feet, across my smooth, hairless legs and over my lady-like thighs to those same rounded, feminine hips. Regardless of where they started, all men's eyes found their way to the area between my legs. Where their eyes expected to find perhaps a patch of hair and a lady's soft cunny, they were confronted with a bewildering sight. My five inch cock and my large, chicken-egg sized balls. They could not see, because of the weight and size of my balls, but my cunny was there too, just shielded from view. The room was deathly silent.
"She...he is some kind of freak!" Hain said suddenly. I felt my face turn a deep red and I felt dizzy. It was like the nightmares I'd had since childhood were all coming true. Except I'd done it to myself. What was I thinking? What did I hope to achieve? They would likely murder me now as a witch.
"Varis is a man! She can produce an heir!" Another peer in the crowd, Lord Sadik, yelled almost immediately afterwards. Immediately the crowd descended into a tumult. It was hard to tell who was saying what. I could tell that some people, in particular Lord Sadik, were openly declaring me the Sultanah-elect, awaiting only coronation to continue the struggle. Others, including Duke Hain were calling me vicious, disgusting names. The vast majority of the crowd spoke loudly, but without content. They clearly did not know what to think. Confusion reigned. I was unable to do anything. I stood, mostly naked on the dais trying to determine what was happening. My small cock lay limp against my leg and I looked at the small, shriveled thing and its long history of mortifications.
I had, of course, been born with it. A cock as well as a cunny. According to my mother (who told me when I was very young and before she died), the doctor had never seen anything like it. My father had been disgusted by me, declaring that I was neither his son nor his daughter. He had the doctor executed so that he could tell no one. He shared my secret with only the empire's Chief Tanri Priest, Cardinal Rahip and (I had learned that evening) the High Priestess of Gunes, Cin (at the time only 14 years old and in her first year in the position). Or perhaps she had just known. Regardless, the priest suggested that I be killed. My father and mother refused (well, my mother did). Therefore, the priest demanded that my true nature be kept a secret. My parents wholeheartedly agreed.
They did not know if I would be a son or daughter. They claimed I was very sick and, for the first two years of my life, I lived within a few rooms in the palace. Some mystery about my sex existed, accentuated by my androgynous name of Varis. No one but my mother would bathe me, which was a very strange thing for a Consort to do. Eventually, my personality emerged and it was clear that I was a daughter. My father's dreams of a second son dashed, he hated me more than when I was first born. He suggested that I be castrated so that I could live as one of his daughters, my mother refused, noting that in all likelihood the procedure would kill me.
Therefore, I grew up as a princess. I occasionally saw other people naked, whether they were making love in the great hall after a feast or bathing in the river. (We royals were entitled to private rooms to sleep, everyone else slept in great halls with everyone else, sex and nudity were very often public). I knew that I was different, but I was told never to speak of it. No one was to ever see me without my clothing, not even Arkadas. As I grew and my body began womanly in all other respects, I grew to feel an intense shame about my body. I prayed that no one suspected my true nature and wanted desperately to maintain the secret my parents had created. I suppose that was a major reason my father had decided to make me a Tanril Virgin, to protect my secret.
But the secret, most assuredly, was dead. Now that the deed was done and my true nature was exposed to the crowd, I could not believe what I had done. I would never have thought that any power on earth or in heaven would ever get me to expose my cock to anyone. I wouldn't have told a family member about my true nature even if they promised on their death bed to never reveal it. But somehow, here, I had been forced into action. I had been thinking about Ülke, my family, and our glorious history. I couldn't let that die. It was more important than my individual fears or desires, it was everything my family had ever been. The throne meant more than my exposure.



But now, feeling my nudity exposed to the world, I wondered how I'd managed to do it. I felt so disgusting and dirty. These men had always thought of me as one of Kral's daughters. What would they think of me now? What would the world think when the truth rolled out from these doors, as it inevitably would? I felt as though I were going to be sick. Finally, seeming to sense that I was in a state of shock, Cin finally took charge.
"None of you men here have the right to make a decision about the future of the throne. The Hanedan Dynasty remains intact. Varis is the Sultanah-elect and while you may advise her, the only role allowed to the Peers. Sultanah is not a democratic position."
"Who are you to declare that!" a voice rang from the back.
"Where is Cardinal Rahip? If any lord spiritual is to speak on this matter, it should be Tanri's representative," called another. The crowd was loud again for a moment. But then Duke Hain spoke quickly, and found a weakness in Cin's argument.
"She has breasts, she speaks like a woman, she looks like a woman. Simply because she has some strange growth between her legs does not mean that she is heir to the throne. A throne must be capable of producing heirs," he said and there was the sound of agreement.
"I..." I said unevenly, once again finding the words to speak, "I produce seed." I felt my cheeks redden farther as I thought back to those shameful nights, waking from an arousing dream to find my accursed cock erect and my bed slightly wet. I knew these for wet dreams. I had never consciously given myself a climax (though I knew from the conversation of men that is was possible and how it was done) because such things were not lady-like. But I knew that I could produce seed.
"A mule can produce seed," Hain retorted, "But a mule cannot produce an heir."
"Funny, many told your mother the same thing, yet she insisted on fucking her mule, and here you are. More the fool I, I suppose," Cin lashed out suddenly. Some in the crowd gasped at her lewdness while other laughed at the witty remark. I was frankly shocked. Hain's face grew dark and he appeared as though he would strangle her.
"How dare..." Hain started. I saw Cin's eyes narrow.
"I know who you are Hain. I know you!" she hissed. Hain looked at her confused, but he could feel the malice pouring out of her every pore and he closed his mouth. Briefly. But when he spoke again, he seemed as though he was attempting to control himself.
"Stop with this petty name calling," he said uneasily, "My... my point remains, we do not know if she can produce an heir just because she has a member." Cin's demeanor changed and she seemed more business-like. Whatever there was between she and Hain, it seemed they would ignore it now.
"Would you accept," Cin asked, "That if she were capable of producing an heir that she would necessarily be the heir to the throne?" Duke Hain looked at the priestess warily. But he had no grounds upon which to object.
"Simply produce, no," he said, "But sire, then yes. If that...Varis can sire an heir then she is the heir to Kral IV." Duke Hain seemed uncomfortable saying it, but he looked nervous. There was no way for him to deny this, it was, after all, the definition of a father. But he seemed to hope he had caught Cin speaking farther than she actually knew.
"Many of you doubt all the powers of Gunes," Cin said now, looking out to the crowd, "But you also know that the Priestesses of Gunes possess some great powers." There was a general noise of agreement in the crowd. I moved my hand slowly over my cock as attention was focused elsewhere and tried to figure out what Cin was driving at.
"No one doubts your abilities," Duke Hain said dismissively, as though he believed her abilities to be quite minor. Though I had seen fear in his eyes when he looked at her.
"Many of you, and many of your wives have come to me throughout the years with questions. Questions about fertility and childrearing. And impotence. You know what the false God Tanri claims, but you also know that when a serious matter is at hand that you need Gunes. You need the Priestesses to tell you the truth. I have guided many of you through the issues. Does anyone deny it?" I looked around the room. I saw some men nodding. No one denied the truth. Most of the alms that came to the Temple of Gunes were given by wives, seeking to obtain desired pregnancies or to terminate those that were not desired. Gunes and Cin knew much about virility.
"I can test Varis and determine the fertility of her seed," Cin said boldly. I wondered what that meant, "If I test her and find that she can produce an heir will you all cease your interference with the House of Hanedan and allow the right Sultanah on the throne? Will you cease your actions when they are proved treasonous?"
"We will abide!" I heard a voice call out.
"How can we trust you?" Hain asked, "Even if you can tell, how would we know you were not lying?" Cin looked at him coolly. It was a dangerous move to doubt the sincerity of a priestess.
"A show of faith," Cin said quietly. I watched her close her eyes and begin to whisper. I could barely make out her words, but I could tell she was speaking to Gunes. She was offering up a prayer. Slowly her hand lifted so that it was close to her face. Everyone in the hall leaned forward, watching her.
"Amen!" Cin yelled loudly. Then she quickly turned her wrist and placed it into her mouth. I winced as she bit down, incredibly hard. I heard a murmur through the room. Cin pulled her wrist away from her mouth and then spat. Onto the floor, a large amount of flesh bounded. My face contorted in horror. Cin lifted her wrist up to the crowd, showing that she'd bit all the way to her bone. But no blood flowed. Bone and sinew was visible, the wound was dry as was Cin's face.
"Good God!" Hain said.
"Gunes is very good!" Cin said, "I have promised the God that if I lie to you that he may allow my blood to flow from this wound. If I lie then I die!" The crowd murmured. All eyes on the wound, disbelieving what they saw. "Does anyone now doubt me?" I looked around the room. The men were shocked into silence. But there eyes told them that some power was at work. How could they deny their eyes?
"Test the girl..." Hain said finally, begrudgingly.
"We shall return," Cin said, "It will not take long." She walked over to me and grabbed my wrist (with her wounded hand. I almost recoiled, but was afraid to do even that).
"Can you not test her here?" Hain asked.
"Gunes is light. But nothing everything Gunes does must be exposed to the light of day. We will not be long." Cin then started to pull me across the dais. I stepped out of my bloomers, leaving them in a small pile on the floor. Cin walked me off the dais and down one of the aisles towards a door to a room off of the side of the hall. As I walked, I could feel men's eyes on me, I'd never been so naked.
Finally, we reached the door and Cin pushed it open. We walked into a small hallway with a stairwell leading down into a cellar. Cin started to walk down the stairs.
"Cin, what is happening? I am so confused," I said, now feeling able to speak since we are alone.
"We don't have time for explanations. You did well. You demanded to take what was yours, they will respect that later. But we cannot wait, they will be talking amongst themselves while you are gone and will get into mischief," Cin said. This, of course, explained nothing.
"How will you test me? What...what is all of this?" I said, feeling extremely overwhelmed.
"No more questions, do as I say and this will all work out," Cin said. We had reached the bottom of the stairs and Cin pushed it open. We stepped into a small cellar; there were barrels all over the room, presumably beer for the men's meetings. A small table was set in the middle of the cellar and an oil lamp sat upon it. Seated at the table was...
"Arkadas?" I asked. My erstwhile friend turned her head and looked at me. I was standing behind a barrel, she could not see my whole body, just the area above my waist.
"Cin?" Arkadas said, ignoring me, "Why have you asked me to meet you here? I am not supposed to be in this Hall. I want to go back to the palace and check on my friends..."
"Silence," Cin ordered. She walked around the barrels so that she was standing in front of Arkadas. "The king is dead, his sons are dead. The Empire is in turmoil."
"Tanri be merciful!" Arkadas said, her eyes growing wide and her mouth covering her face.
Tanri is a myth," Cin said. It seemed she no longer had any interest in playing nice with the New Religion. For a moment, Arkadas looked at me, I thought I saw sympathy there, but she looked back at the table.
"What does that have to do with me being here?" Arkadas asked.
"Come here," Cin said to me. I felt a lump forming in my throat. Arkadas knew everything there was to know about me. She was my constant companion. She knew everything except for one detail. Now Cin wanted me to walk over and show her. "Damn you Varis there is no time!" Once again I was being asked to forfeit my dignity for the throne. I had no choice. As I walked around the barrels, Cin spoke.
"Varis is now the heir to the throne. In fact, she is the Sultanah-elect. But the peers of the realm doubt her ability to produce heirs. I need your help to prove otherwise," Cin said. But I could not tell if Arkadas was listening to her. As I walked from behind the barrel, her eyes had flashed quickly onto my nudity. They grew wide as she saw my limp cock, bouncing against my legs. She looked up briefly at my eyes and then back down at my cock.
"She is...what?" Arkadas said, her eyes looked like they were going to fall from her head and her voice sounded dazed. I knew how she felt. I moved so that I was standing next to Cin, directly in front of Arkadas.
"Don't worry about the details," Cin said impatiently, "Just do what I say."
"I..." Arkadas said, her head tilted to the side while she looked at me. She didn't finish he words, she just stared at me. She'd never looked at me in such an alien way, I felt very self-conscious.
"You aren't an 'I,' you are slave," Cin said cruelly, "Stop staring at your Sultanah and get over here." Arkadas did not resist. She stood up from her seat and walked over toward us.
"What do you want her to do?" I asked. I still had no conception of what Cin intended to happen.
"I need a sample of your seed to test," she said, "Your slave is going to extract it." For a moment I couldn't quite understand what she was saying. Extracting my seed? What did that entail...
"I will do no such thing!" Arkadas said at the same moment I realized what Cin was implying.
"You will," Cin replied without concern, "Now, I need you to..."
"No!" Arkadas said boldly, "Have her...extract her own seed. Or better yet why don't you do it!" Cin's eyes flared, but she maintained her composure.
"I cannot adequately perform the analysis of the Sultanah's seed if she extracts it herself. Further, I am the High Priestess of Gunes, it would not be appropriate for me to do so. I may only engage in such actions during the ceremony of...well that is not of your concern. You are a slave. This is your role. Do it without further word. I will need it collected in your mouth..."
"I do not do that! I will not...suck...Varis'...cock," Arkadas said, each word coming out in a confused struggle. The whole while I stood with my eyes cast down, listening to what Cin demanded but being unable to believe it. I, of course, knew what she was suggesting. Sex, except for royal sex, was a public occurrence as few people could afford private rooms. I had, in my life, seen many sexual acts. But I'd never engaged in any. How could I? Beyond my notable physical...handicap, I was a princess. Sex would dishonor me as well as my dynasty. Sex had never even been a consideration. Now it was being demanded.
"I see more than you realize Arkadas," Cin said meaningfully, "I know a handful of guards who would dispute whether you 'do that.'" Arkadas eyes got even wider and her pale face became crimson. Arkadas had...sex? We'd never spoken of that. Now it was my turn to be shocked.
"What I do on my own time is my business. I choose what I do and when."
"You do not have your own time, you are a slave!" Cin responded, "This is over. Get on your knees!" Cin placed her hand on Arkadas shoulder and easily forced her down. Arkadas made a small squealing noise, but dropped so that her eyes were even with my member, just a few inches away. I considered stepping back. I didn't want this either. But I couldn't. This wasn't about what I wanted. It was about what my people needed. They needed a Sultan. I could not hold that position unless Cin proved me capable. I would do what Cin demanded. If only Arkadas would.
"But..." Arkadas said, "I am not a prostitute." Her voice sounded very small, her eyes were closed. Suddenly, I realized the root of Arkadas reluctance. It was not just that this was absolutely strange and that she was shocked. Surely, that was a large portion of it. But not all of it. Arkadas had lived for a long time in anticipation that she would be sent to my father's harem. Her greatest fear was that the Sultan would force her into a life of prostitution. Her closest friend had not cared enough to worry for her and, in fact, had questioned her loyalty. And now, essentially, the Sultan was forcing her into prostitution. But that Sultan was now her careless friend. Of course she was reticent. She should have been. I had to make this right.
"Arkadas," I said calmly, "You are not required to do anything. I do not demand it." Arkadas, still on her knees before me, looked up, looking angry. She did not respond.
"To hell with this nonsense!" Cin said, her voice filling with rage, "There is no time for this. If we do not return to the hall shortly, the men will get cold feet. You must order your slave to act!" I felt a sudden rage overcome me. Cin had been quite rude to Arkadas. Now that rudeness was turning on me. Cin was working in my best interests, but they were still my interests. I would decide how to achieve them.
"Cin," I said, turning to the priestess, "Do you believe that I am the rightful Sultanah?"
"Of course, why do you think I am..."
"And do you believe I will be good at it? Do you believe I am destined to be a great Sultanah?" I interrupted her. Cin's eyes slit and she pursed her lips.
"My visions and my instincts tell me so, yes. Though neither skill is always accurate, I see only what may be if everything is done correctly..." she responded.
"Then kindly shut your mouth in the presence of your Sultanah," I said harshly, "I am the Sultanah, you are the advisor. When I need to hurry I will inform you of what is required." Cin looked as though she'd been struck, actually taking a step back. But in her eyes, I saw something else. I could have sworn it was...respect. Had this been a test? I didn't have time to dwell, I turned my eyes back to Arkadas, on her knees before me.
"Arkadas, will you consent to listen to me briefly?" I asked, intending to south as obsequious as possible. She crossed her arms over her breasts.
"Fine," she said, still intent on being angry. I agreed with Cin that there was little time to lose, so I began without preamble.
"I apologize for this situation, but it cannot be helped. Cin told the truth when she said that my father and my brothers are dead. I...I am not what I appeared to be. I apologize again for not speaking the truth about my nature, with you of all people. But...Secrecy was important. And it seems you had some secrets from me as well," I said and her cheeks reddened.
"I am not a prostitute," she said.
"And I would never imply that you are. I did not know about the harem until after we spoke. Had I known, I would not have spoken foolishly. But I was foolish. For a third time, I apologize and beg your forgiveness. But I also ask that you do me a favor. The request that Cin has made of you was not devised for your humiliation. However, I must trust Cin in this. If she says that it is required to secure my throne and protect my people, then I must find some way to do it. If I cannot prove my viability as an heir, then the throne of Ülke is vacant and Bütün Dünya ceases to exist. We will surrender."
"Tanri be merciful!" Arkadas said, her eyes getting wide.
"Cin tells me that we need your help now to prove that I deserve to be on the throne," I said. I didn't really think about the words as they came from my mouth. Everything I said just felt right at the moment and I chased that feeling, "But it doesn't matter if the men in that hall think that I deserve to be Sultanah. You know me better than anyone else in the entire world. Your opinion matters more. If you do not believe that I am entitled to sit on the throne, if you refuse me now, then I will not stand for my coronation. I ask you to help me now, to prove my birthright, as my equal and as my friend. Not as my slave. If you do not believe I deserve your help, then I am not a worthy heir to the Hanedan Dynasty," I said simply.
I took a deep breath afterwards. Every word had been the truth. But beyond that, I owed this to Arkadas, as an apology for my self-centeredness. Arkadas was still on her knees before me, her eyes closed as though thinking. After a moment, those eyes flashed open and she looked up at me. They were so bright and twinkled with tears.
"As you slave...As your...prostitute I could not bear to help you onto the throne. I would see the whole country fall to satisfy my own justice," Arkadas said. I could sense Cin stirring, but I raised my hand and she stopped, "But as your friend...I would die to put you on that throne." I felt a smile spread across my face and Arkadas smiled as well.
"Thank you," I said quietly. I kissed my fingers, reached down, and pressed them against my friend's face. We stood for a long moment, basking in our reconciliation. But there was still the matter at hand. "And I am sorry I never told you about this before. I didn't...I pretended that it wasn't the case. This was not a secret I kept from you, it was a secret I kept from the world."
"I've always known who you are. What is between your legs makes no difference. What must I do?" she asked, her face becoming serious. I looked over at Cin. She eyed me carefully, and then looked at Arkadas.
"You must fellate the Sultanah and collect her seed in your mouth. You must not swallow it, and then you must await my instruction," Cin said. It was so simple. But so impossible. I looked back down at Arkadas and her face was once again red. I could tell that I looked the same. I gazed down at my cock, still dangling limp between my legs. I couldn't even imagine what was to come next.
"Act quickly!" Cin said.
"It is so strange," Arkadas said, leaning forward towards me slightly, "I want to do it, but it feels so...unnatural." I could feel her breath against my skin. I could barely breathe. I shook my head.
"You are my best friend Arkadas," I said quietly, once again feeling the sensation of words coming from some unknown place inside of me, "And I love you. I know that you love me too. Let us consider this an opportunity to demonstrate that love. Nothing more and nothing less. Our friendly love is natural and so its expression will be natural," I said. I saw the words have their desired effect as Arkadas nodded slowly.
"I love you too Sultanah," she said slowly, "And it is my honor to show you."
Arkadas began to lean forward closer to me and I saw her hands rose shaking from her sides. I felt my heart start to pound more rapidly as the reality of the moment became clear. I was no longer thinking about politics, or my throne, or anything so complex. Sex was now the dominant focus of my mind. For the first time in my life, it sprang forward into my conscious thought without confusion or shame. I had always unthinkingly assumed I would die without ever having sex with anyone. My throat felt tight and my breathing ragged as I realized I had been wrong. Something new, exciting, and completely unknowable was about to happen.



"It will be alright Varis," Arkadas purred and I looked down at her. For the first time in my life I noticed that Arkadas was not just beautiful in an academic sense, but in a real, physical way. I looked at her delicate skin, her long blonde hair, generous curves, and angelic face and realized and sexual attraction to her that had always been there, but was repressed and distorted. I was especially taken with the way her bodice lifted her large breasts high, her cleavage just a few inches under her chin. I was overcome with desire for her and also my fear of that desire. I didn't know if I could go through with this. Arkadas seemed to sense something. She placed her left hand against the outside of my thigh, rubbing it gently and giving me a soothing look, "I have done this before and know what I am doing. You will enjoy it," she assured me. Arkadas words seemed to find my anxieties and lift them. It was not her words though, it was the manner in which she spoke; I knew that I could trust her in this.
Arkadas' right hand now lifted from her side. Slowly she lifted it up toward my midsection. My eyes carefully followed her movements, almost unable to believe they were actually happening. Arkadas' long, slender fingers reached up between my legs. I took a quick breath in as I felt the soft pads of her fingers press gently into the skin surrounding my balls. It felt so strange to have alien fingers touching my most secret and shamed area. But it also felt wonderful. I suddenly felt a rush of sensation between my legs; like all feeling in my body was now concentrated in that single place. I held my breath without thinking.
Slowly, Arkadas moved her hand so that my balls rested gently in her palm. I bit my lip and watched as she slowly bounced them in her hand. Her skin was so smooth and her touch was so careful, it felt wonderful. She looked at my cock while she bounced it and smiled.
"I have never seen balls so big before," she said, then added hastily, "Though I haven't seen many. They are very heavy." I heard Cin make an annoyed noise, but I was too entranced by Arkada's gentle attention. Slowly her hand closed around my balls, gripping them firmly but not squeezing. Her hand felt warm and tight and I groaned slightly. Arkadas fingers moved slowly on my balls as she held them, massaging them gently.
Arkadas bounced my cock once more. It was still flaccid and my 5-inch member flopped against her hand. I, of course, had had erections before. And I was certainly more aroused than I'd ever been in my life. It was so taboo and exciting to have another person touching my body. Especially a beautiful woman with a gentle touch. And the fact that it was someone I loved and had just reconciled with added a whole new dimension to my arousal. Despite all of this, my cock remained limp. I believe my excitement and nerves had overcome me and, for some reason I could scarcely understand, I felt embarrassed.
If Arkadas noticed my embarrassment, she did not seem put out. In fact she said, "It is such a surprising thing, this cock. It looks like a man's member, but it looks feminine too. The fact that you grow no hair above it adds to the effect. I did not ever guess I would think one of these items to be 'cute' but I can think of no better word for this one Varis. You have a cute cock!" Then, Arkadas closed her eyes and leaned forward. I kept my eyes on her face as she leaned in. After a moment, I felt a soft, warm wetness as Arkadas' lips pressed against the foreskin at the tip of my cock. Arkadas had kissed my cock!
"Gunes help me!" I moaned loudly, feeling my knees go weak. The sensation I'd felt when Arkadas had touched my cock, which had seemed overwhelming at the time, was dwarfed by this new impression. My skin prickled and my head felt light. I felt the blood starting to flow as my heart beat faster.
"You taste nice too, so sweet," Arkadas informed me. I smiled, despite the weakness in my body. I reached my hand forward and placed it on Arkadas' head. I let my fingers slip into her beautiful gold hair (while, I admit, using her slightly to maintain my balance). Arkadas leaned forward and kissed the tip of my cock again and I squealed. I'd never felt anything like this before. My body felt as though it would move without my volition.
"Arkadas," I gasped, "Please, I need you now." I essentially begged. Whatever dignified distance I'd once had with Arkadas over our lives was now extinguished. I was begging her. For the first time ever, I needed her more than she needed me. But I felt no humiliation. It felt wonderful, it felt honest and perfect.
"My Sultanah," Arkadas said and I felt the wind from her words on the skin of my cock, "Your wish was, is, and always will be, my command." With that, Arkadas opened he mouth slightly. I saw her pink tongue slip from between her lips and I trembled as it slipped along the underside of the tip of my cock. Her contact was just the barest hint of a sensation, but it was overwhelming. I felt my hand tighten on Arkadas' head and I craned my neck to watch her movements.
Arkadas was deliberate, but not necessarily slow. She swiped her hot, pink tongue against the bottom of my cock again, but then opened her mouth wider. In an instant, my foreskin and the soft tip of my cock slipped into Arkadas mouth. Her tongue retreated into her mouth as well. In a moment, I was overcome by the sensation of Arkadas' tongue circling around on my tip. She poked at my foreskin and poked at me gently. Her tongue felt both rough and soft at the same time, and the wet heat it brought to my skin was unlike anything I'd ever felt before.
As Arkadas swirled her tongue, my body seemed to overcome my earlier reticence or fear. The pleasure that Arkadas provided was so unequivocally good, so clearly right, that any remaining nerves evaporated. I looked down over my breasts encased in my corset, to Arkadas's beautiful, big blue eyes open and looking up at me and I felt my body reacting. My cock, to that point at best half erect, started to swell. I saw Arkadas smile around my cock, while keeping her tongue moving. In a few seconds, my 5-inch member was hard. In fact, because neither Arkadas nor I had moved, my cock had actually slipped a little bit deeper into my friend's mouth.
I guess that Arkadas let my cock lead the way, as it were. As soon as my member was rigid, my skin taut against the flesh, Arkadas started to move her head down. She also started to move her hand gently on my balls, rolling them slightly in her hand, but not moving them too much. I made a strange, unplanned, croaking noise and bit my lip. Inch by inch, my cock slowly disappeared into Arkadas' mouth. I felt the strange, tight sensation of her mouth and her tongue and lips tightly on my hot skin. I reveled in the feel of the hot breath from her nose against my lower stomach.
Now my cock was bathed entirely within Arkadas mouth. I could feel her rough tongue running along the bottom, undulating and sending shivers down my spine. I could feel the insides of her soft, slick cheeks as she sucked me in. I could even feel the sensation of her teeth rest gently (by no means biting) against my cock. My knees felt weak and I looked down in Arkadas' eyes. She was looking up at me with her bright, Northern eyes. It almost looked like she was smiling around my cock.
While Arkadas was slipping my cock into her mouth, I noticed that my nipples felt incredibly sensitive and I could feel them rubbing against the inside of my corset. For reasons I could scarcely understand, I desperately wanted to squeeze my breasts and pinch at my nipples, I even moved my free hand up to my corset. But the whalebone corset was too tough, I pressed my hand hard against it, but the sensation was dull and pleasure-less. In fact, the simple feeling of my nipples on the inside of the corset was far more enjoyable.
But I still felt the need, so, without thinking, I bent slightly to one side and slipped my hand into the top of Arkadas' bodice. I heard make a squealing noise around my cock and for a moment her body was slightly rigid, but then she purred and I felt her body melt. My fingers slid into Arkadas' bodice and down across her breast. I delighted in the soft, hot feel of her flesh and moaned as my fingers tripped across her hard nipple. I squeezed gently on Arkadas' breast, allowing her nipple to press into my palm and the weight of her flesh to register in my hand. I cannot now say why I did it, if it was to give Arkadas pleasure or if it was a desire of my own, but I loved the way her soft, feminine body felt and the excitement I felt from grasping her breath. Regardless of what she felt, she moaned slightly at my touch and I felt the vibrations of that noise echo through my cock, making me shake all over and sending her lips jittering on my shaft.
After her initial surprise at my movements, Arkadas did not cease in her primary task. While I gently rubbed her breast, Arkadas slipped the last of my cock into her mouth. I could feel her nose pressed against my stomach, her chin against my balls, and my cock on the edge of her throat. The feeling was almost too much to register, my legs were shaking. I wanted more and I thrust my hips slightly. Arkadas choked around my cock and I was surprised to find that the feeling of her throat closing around my cock was almost as wonderful as her tongue.
Arkadas pulled my cock a half in out of her throat. For a moment, she just let my cock rest in her mouth, her tongue swirling underneath of it. After a moment, however, I felt her head draw back slightly. I turned my head and watched her as best as I could, while keeping one hand on her breast and the other tangled in her hair. I saw a few inches of my cock slip out from Arkadas' thick pink lips. I felt the cool air on my skin, accentuated by Arkadas' saliva. Arkadas pulled my cock all the way out of her mouth, so that just the very tip of my cock remained inside. Then, she quickly thrust her head down, once against driving my cock into her throat, only this time with much greater speed. Once again, she choked and her throat closed around my cock. I could feel her mouth fill with saliva and it felt hot and wet against my skin.
Now it seemed we both abandoned ourselves to the moment. I kept my hand on Arkadas breast, my fingers moving faster and faster with each passing second. Arkadas bobbed her head up and down with speed and abandon. My cock slid in and out of Arkadas throat, over and over again. She left her throat wide open, letting me plunge in and out of her without any concern. The sensation I felt, my cock sliding through Arkadas lips and over her tongue, was too enchanting. I wanted nothing more than to feel that sensation constantly, and for the rest of my life. The whole time, I heard myself moaning loudly, sometimes calling out Arkadas name. Any thoughts about the larger situation I was involved in, or my grief, or the risks I ran in the future had completely fled my mind, it was only this pleasure that I wanted.
After several minutes, I noticed that the pleasure I felt was now tinged with something else, a kind of frustration I didn't really understand. I had never pleasured myself in my life (to consider such an action would acknowledge the shameful nature of my body) and any sexual experience I had occurred while I was asleep. I did not know what to expect. But after several minutes of feeling and watching as my cock pounded in and out of my friend's mouth, I noticed that my body was starting to lock up. I felt my toes curl on the floor, my hand clenched slightly, and I was barely breathing. I felt that my body needed something, some kind of release, but I could not begin to fathom what that would mean. I pushed down on Arkadas head and thrust my hips, instinctively searching for something, but unable to know what it was.
In an instant and an eternity, the sensation became unbearable. It was so uncomfortable that if it was not countered by the still-pleasurable feeling of Arkadas mouth I may have stopped and given up on sex forever, confused about its benefit. But then, the tension in my body reached an unbearable crescendo. I heard myself making a squealing noise and my head felt light. Suddenly, I felt frustration overwhelm me, crest, and then collapse on itself. And when it did so, the feeling was indescribable.
My head, already swimming from lack of air, seemed to go blank. My body felt weak and I fell back slightly. My cock slipped from between Arkadas lips. With quick movements, her hand slipped up from my balls, wrapped around my cock, and continued to stroke me. But I could barely register those actions. Instead, I felt a deep, vibrational warmth emanating out from between my legs. I felt like my entire body was shaking, but shaking so fast that it could not be seen. The sensation I felt, so much stronger than when I felt it in my wet dreams, spread out over me. It crawled up and down my body, each part of my body it touched intensifying the sensation. I gasped closed my eyes, it was all too much. Soon, the wave of pleasure reached my brain, clouding out everything but pure pleasure.
The first thing I recognized after a few seconds was Cin's voice, "In your mouth, get it in your mouth!" she said. My eyes flung open. I felt confused and absolute calm. Every muscle in my body felt limp and my mind felt sluggish. I barely remembered where I was or what I was doing. But as my thoughts flooded back to me, I looked down to Arkadas, between my knees with my cock in her hand. I was shocked by what I saw.
My cock was a few inches from Arkadas' face, still grasped in her palm. I watched as my cock jerked a large blob of thick, white liquid shot from it; my seed. Arkadas now had her mouth wide open and I watched as my seed landed on her tongue and splashed against the inside of her cheek. I also now saw that I had spread a great deal more seed while my eyes had been closed. Arkadas' face was coated in thick, white liquid. One thick strand of it stretched from the bridge of her nose, across her eye, and even up to her hair. Her cheeks and chin were soaked and I saw that it had dripped down onto her neck and even onto her breasts. There was so much, like someone had poured an ale tankard of my seed on her face. I groaned looking at it. Arkadas' eyes were wide with surprised and she lowered her mouth once again around my cock. I was surprised to find that I found she looked beautiful that way and that I was aroused by the sight of her, covered in my seed. Such a surprising emotion. My cock jerked again, filling Arkadas mouth with more of my seed.
Finally, it seemed that my climax was drawing to an end. I felt slightly winded and nearly euphoric. My cock had stopped jerking and it seemed that all of my seed had been deposited on Arkadas body and in her mouth. Slowly, Arkadas pulled my now-sensitive cock from between her lips and released it. I groaned and stumbled back a bit, feeling my legs again for the first time in several minutes. I looked at Arkadas, she was smiling at me, her face milky with my seed. I wanted nothing more in that moment to drop to my knees and pressed my lips against hers. I wanted to kiss her and taste my seed on her lips.
"That was amazing," I said then, realizing something, added, "How many times have you done that." Arkadas grin grew wider, her cheeks a bit redder, but she did not speak. The scent of my seed, clean and dirty all at once, filled the stuff store room. I could smell another, musky scent directly underneath of it. Cunny. Was it mine? Was it...no, it couldn't be Arkadas'. I didn't have time to think about it. There was still business and Cin ripped me right back into it.
"Did you save some of it in your mouth?" Cin said, suddenly bringing me back to reality. This had all happened for a reason and Cin was growing more impatient. Arkadas did not speak she simply nodded her head. Cin quickly walked over to the seat where Arkadas had been waiting when we first arrived. She sat down on it, "Stand up!" she ordered. Arkadas smiled faded, she looked a bit nervous.
"It will be alright," I said, not sure if I was telling the truth. Arkadas nodded and stood. Cin quickly grabbed Arkadas' wrist and pulled toward her closely. Arkadas tripped and looked upset, but Cin seemed not to notice.
"Deposit Varis' seed in my mouth," Cin said as though she was asking Arkadas to pass her the salt. Arkadas eyes got wide and she did not move. For a moment, we all stood frozen in the room.
"The seed damn you!" Cin bellowed after a moment. It did not sound like Cin's voice, it had a resonance I could not place and made my knees feel weak. Arkadas seemed to feel it too, and she quickly turned her head towards Cin.
Given Cin's position sitting in the chair, Arkadas was standing sort of above the priestess. Arkadas dutifully bent her head down and closed her eyes. Cin continued to grasp Arkadas' arm with one of her hands, the other reached up and found Arkadas' neck. Cin pulled Arkadas down quickly but not as gruffly as I'd feared. Now Cin also closed her eyes and tilted her head to the side. I stood transfixed as Arkadas sticky, wet lips met the priestess' own lips. They kissed. And, it did not seem unpleasant. Arkadas pillowy pink lips pressed into Cin's thick red mouth. Their lips seemed to quiver. I saw as my seed, spread on Arkadas chin and cheeks, dripping slightly onto Cin's face. I heard a gentle, wet sound as they lips moved together. Arkadas body seemed to relax and she made a noise in her throat. She seemed to like it.
After a few moments, I saw Cin's tongue slip out of her mouth and run along the curve of Arkadas' lips. My seed spread along her tongue as she did so. Then, she pressed her tongue hard against Arkadas' lips. It quickly pierced into Arkadas mouth. Arkadas seemed to know instinctively what Cin wanted. Arkadas opened her mouth wider, driving her tongue now into Cin's mouth. Cin now reciprocated, spreading her lips to allow Arkadas access. As Arkadas pressed her tongue into Cin's mouth, a large white glob of my seed went with it. I watched as the two women's tongues played in the small space between them. They batted my seed between them, allowing it to coat their tongues and teeth. Finally, Cin made a gentle sucking sound and I watched as she pulled the seed into her mouth and closed her lips.
Cin's hand slid off of Arkadas's neck and she released Arkadas arm. For a moment Arkadas seemed uncertain about what to do, she stood dreamily next to Cin. But then Cin broke their kiss and quickly turned away. Arkadas stood for a moment longer and then stepped back, dazed and aroused.
For her part, Cin no longer seemed to notice Arkadas. Whatever feelings Arkadas had felt during the kiss has been totally meaningless to the priestess. Cin placed her elbows on the table and then propped her head up on her palms. She looked ahead, her eyes almost blank. She swished my seed around her mouth, I could hear it slipping between her teeth. Sometimes her tongue would slip out along her lips, coated in a thick film of seed. A few other times, she opened her mouth slightly and I saw the frothy liquid on her tongue and coating her teeth. Finally, she rolled her head back, gargled for a few seconds, and then swallowed it down. Big bubbles of seed formed on her lips and the sound was lewd, but somehow sensual. I had no idea what she was doing or why, but stood watching her with strange, confused thoughts. And aroused. Something about watching Cin play with my seed...I liked it.
As soon as she swallowed my seed, the lights went back into Cin's eyes. She shook her head once and looked around the room. A smile spread across her face. She looked at me, her face glistening slightly with my juices, and winked at me.
"Gunes has gifted you with much," was all she said. Then she quickly stood from the chair and started walking. I stood still, not entirely sure what she meant. As she passed me, she grabbed my wrist and started to pull me back towards the door.



"What..." I started.
"No time, we will go over everything later," she said. I looked back over my shoulder and saw Arkadas, her face still coated in my seed, looking as confused as I felt.
"Go back to my quarters in the palace," I called to her, "That will be your home as long as I live." I said. Arkadas smiled back at me. As Cin and I reached the door, I saw her nod and then, I believe without considering her actions, she licked her lips. She pulled some of my seed into her mouth and looked a bit surprised. But I watched as she swallowed it down. The last I saw of Arkadas, she was scooping my seed off of her face and slipping it into her mouth.
Then Cin and I were rushing up the stairs, retracing our steps from earlier. Cin seemed to be moving with a purpose I'd never seen before. We rapidly reached the top of the stairs and then tore through the narrow hallways. In a moment, we again reached the door. Cin flung it opened rapidly. We'd heard the men arguing loudly in the room as we approached but as the door open, everyone went silent. Cin pulled me into the room and all eyes found me once again.
"The Sultanah-Elect can conceive heirs!" Cin yelled, then lifted her previous wounded arm into the air. The soft, smooth skin of her arm showed. No hint of blood was present, it was like she'd never been hurt. Though I'd sensed that this was what she was going to say, it still felt strange to hear it said aloud. So many things had happened in so little time, I was overcome.
From the sound of it, the Peers had experienced something similar. For several moments after Cin's announcement, then men stood in silence. Then, all at once they began to speak again. It was hard to understand what anyone was saying. I could tell that many were pleased that a new heir had been found and that that empire would continue. I could hear other sounding bitter and unbelieving.
I looked at Cin, wondering what it was that she expected to happen now. But she was looking around the room contentedly, perhaps happy to let confusion reign for some time. But these men were now my nobles. Further discord was no longer in my interest. Cin looked at me, her face blank and giving away nothing.
Suddenly, I realized what I must do. Slowly, I lifted my right arm in the air, balling my hand into a fist. I thrust it high above my head and turned my head to the sky. The Emperor's pose. I do not know why I knew to perform this action. It was rarely done and I never saw my father actually do it. It was an unequivocal command to obedience. Anyone recognizing the authority of the crown was bound to submit. Anyone who did not so act openly declared himself to oppose the Emperor and a state of war existed. The men in this room did not yet fully understand what was happening, they did not know if my...unusual nature meant that I was actually the heir or simply a circus freak. I did not want them to think. I wanted them to obey and hoped their ingrained sense of obedience coupled with their fear that perhaps, even if they had doubts, my claim was legitimate, that it was better not to make war on my crown.
Cin immediately dropped to her knees, as she was required to do by law and custom. Soon, peers noticed both Cin's supplication and my pose. Many, instinctively dropped to their knees as well. Other men noticed their peers and quickly followed suit. The room grew quiet once again. Some men resisted for some time, weighing whether to recognize my right. But soon, the wave of submission and expectancy overwhelmed them as well. After a moment, every man in the hall dropped before me, recognizing my right to the throne. After all, they had no grounds upon which to refuse, I was now destined to be the Sultanah.
End Chapter 1
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Dear Reader, thank you so much for reading this story. It has taken nearly a year of my writing life to get the whole thing finished. This is Chapter 2 of 14 chapters and the total is over 250,000 words. It is my Dirk Diggler/Jack Horner act of hubris: my attempt to write an erotic adventure story that pulls you in with a story you want to read, even when there isn't any sex going on (though there is a lot of sex. Crazy, weird, fun sex). It is the most ambitious piece of erotic fiction I have ever attempted. So I hope you enjoy it.
With that said, this book is not for everyone. It will be too long for many people (no shame in that, it is a big time investment). Some of the sex scenes are intense and include themes like hermaphroditism, non-consensual activity, incest, etc. For some people, that will likely be the appeal. In fact, while this story is definitely not for everyone, I think for a select group of people this story will essentially have everything you could ever ask for. So if that is you, congratulations, you found that thing you have been searching for.
From now on the sex will be much more prominent in the story, though plot remains central as well. You can skip ahead to the sex and I won't be offended, but I think this story is more than the sum of its parts. If you read this whole story, you will not be disappointed.
In Chapter 1, our main character, Princess Varis, finds that her father has died and that, by virtue of the fact that she is a hermaphrodite and can father a child, she is now the Sultanah.
Some recurring characters you might want by name are Varis (the Sultanah and narrator), Cin (the head priestess of Gunes), Arkadas (Varis' friend and servant), Kardes (Varis' older sister), Nislani (Varis' younger sister), Rahip (a Cardinal of the 'new religion'), Duke Hain (an important lord opposing Varis), Lord Sadik (a minor lord who has spoken in support of Varis); King Sican (the leader of Dusman, a rival kingdom), Prince Lider (Sican's son); King Köylü (the leader of Temsilci, a rival kingdom). Further, Gunes is the name of the Sun God, Tanri is the name of the 'new god.' The city where the story is set is Şehir in the country of Ülke and the Empire of Bütün Dünya. If you need more...reread the earlier chapter.
Please, please, please, please, please tell me what you think after you read this. I put an embarrassing amount of work into this and I want to know what you think. Especially if it is good things.
*****
Chapter 2: Coronation
"And after she walks from the stairway down towards the street..." Cardinal Rahip began.
"She should not be walking down after the crown is placed on her head!" Cin shot back, she should rise towards Gunes..."
"She should humble herself before Tanri, go down to the level of the Temple..." Cardinal Rahip interrupted in turn. Then both clergy members began to talk over one another so thickly that their words were impossible to hear. Soon other voices added to the cries, making the room reverberate.
We were in my fathers'...my throne room. I was sitting on the consort's throne (As I had not yet received my coronation, I could not sit in the Sultan, or in the future, Sultanah's throne). My elbow was propped on the armrest of my chair and I was supporting my head with my hand, watching the actions unfold before me. It had been nearly a week since my father and brothers had died and every day after the first had been like this. Constant, bewildering conflict.
The current fight was about the nature of my coronation. Cardinal Rahip, Tanri's representative in the city, was planning what had become the traditional, New Religion coronation, scheduled to occur in four days. Cin, on the other hand, was attempting to insert many older traditions in the ceremony, those that dated back to the early days of the Empire. Coronation rituals that were closely tied to Gunes. Each symbolic gesture had meaning to one or the other and it seemed that they agreed on nothing. I could barely understand the importance of each conflict and felt further and further out of my element with each new issue that arose.
The Peers were also present in the hall, lining the walls and watching the battle closely. No formal meeting had been called and they were not required to attend. But it was clear that something important was happening and they wanted to be involved. In fact, it was clear that the stakes were extremely high. They called out to Rahip or to Cin, to cheer or to insult, taking intense interest in each jab, each parry.
Things had moved with breathtaking speed in the days since my father's death. After I had obtained the acclamation of the Peers as my father's heir, I hadn't had any plan about what was to occur next. I knew that, given my...unique anatomy, that I was entitled to the throne. The people seemed shocked and confused by the state of affairs and they did not embrace me as they might a more traditional heir. Significantly, they had not rejected me either. It seemed that they were waiting to see what would happen. The Peers, satisfied with my right to throne (or at least cowed enough not to openly question it) agreed on little else. As such, they provided very little in the way of guidance.
In the days that followed, I kept my mouth closed and my eyes open as events moved quickly. I noticed, without stating anything to anyone, that there were clearly two factions in The Peers. Well, I suppose that is an oversimplification. There were dozens of factions in The Peers. Family groups predominated, but there were also regional cliques (different city suburbs and outlying regions tended to stick together). But those various factions seemed to be sorting themselves into two large coalitions. At first, it seemed like the factions within each coalition had little in common. For example, why would Duke Hain, the most powerful landholder in the Empire and the Lord of the Gates see himself allied with Lord Örnek, a low born, cowardly knight with a life grant of a small farm ten miles from the city center? Why would Lord Sadik, a youthful knight with ambitions toward extensive landholdings find himself allied with Duke Eski, an elderly man with many sons and no daughters? Only one thing bound these two coalitions together and set them against one another: Me.
It had not been clear to me at first that I had been the cause of this strife. But, as each day passed it became apparent. Fights about who would sit where during the coronation were actually fights about the nature and direction of my reign as Sultan. Arguments about security for the coronation were actually conflicts about my diplomatic position toward Dusman. Even the foods we would eat and the clothing I would wear seemed to hold deep symbolic value to both sides. It was almost impossible to avoid offense
After several days, I had a working theory on what the two groups of Peers really stood for. The first, and by a wide margin larger, of the groups I called the Collaborationist (though not to their faces) and they were led, without question, by Duke Hain. They stood for continuation of my father's old policies, most specifically as it related to Dusman and the other successor states of the old Empire. The Collaborationists seemed to believe that we could simply ignore the night my father was killed, have Nislani marry Prince Lider, and things would go back to usual. We would forgive their murder of my father and brothers and, in return, they would graciously give up their intention to overthrow Ülke.
The other side, whom I called the Loyalists, were nominally headed by the Duke Göstermelik, an elderly Duke and Keeper of the Privy Seal who had been my father's closest personal friend. However, the real reins of power in this coalition were held by the youthful and energetic Lord Sadik. I could see when they met that all eyes turned to him, I noticed that preferences he stated later became the preferences of the entire group, and I could not help but note how much Duke Göstermelik relied upon him. I knew when I heard Duke Göstermelik speak, that he spoke with Sadik's words. I called them the "Loyalists" because they remained, in my mind, loyal to my father's memory. Or, at least, his symbolic memory as the leader of Ülke. They chose not to ignore the massive insult that Dusman and its allies had offered us and sought some manner of redress. They argued that if we allowed such an action to go unchecked, that it was just a matter of time before we, once again, faced annihilation.
I should note that the difference in diplomatic posture toward Dusman and its allies was not purely philosophical. The great army that had tried to seize the city of Şehir a week earlier might have been pushed out of the gates, but it had not been wholly defeated. The great host of our enemy was still arrayed on the Eastern side of the city. Catapults and trebuchets still rained destruction down upon the city each day. No trade was allowed in by land and most from the rivers was intercepted before it reached us. We had not prepared for a siege, and food would soon become scarce: fishing off the city walls was the only source of need food, and this was perilous due to archers. My actions towards Dusman and its allies would be the first, most important, and perhaps last actions of my reign. Much was riding on it.
"And I say the headdress must be white!" Rahip said, shaking me out of my thoughts. Cin actually laughed.
"Do you want your Sultanah to be a priggish virgin like those girls you keep locked up in the convent?" She spat back, perhaps forgetting that I'd almost been placed in that exact station a week earlier, "Red is the imperial color and the color of Gunes. That should be her color!"
"All of the Sultans from time immemorial have worn red!" a voice called out, and I instantly recognized it as Lord Sadik, no longer able to contain his voice.
"This does not concern The Peers!" Cardinal Rahip shot back. But even I knew that this was not true. I had noticed, during the last few days, that Collaborationists and Loyalists had quickly settled into wary alliances with the two ecclesiastical authorities. The Collaborationists had gravitated, naturally, to Cardinal Rahip. The New Religion provided the only real link between Ülke and Dusman. It represented our continued mutual interest with King Sican in at least one sphere. Cardinal Rahip himself had been born in Dusman, a bastard of Sican's Grandfather, and had been trained for Tanri there. The Collaborationists saw him as a link to peace and, by following the New Religion and Cardinal Rahip in my coronation; they hoped to show King Sican that I was ready to deal, forgiveness for the right to exist.
The Loyalists considered this plan little better than surrender, they argued that it was a tacit admission of suzerainty by Dusman over Ülke; the inversion of the empire and its former tributary region. These men found themselves siding with Cin. Despite years of quiet submission to my father, Cin now showed that same fire and determination she'd shown that day at the Şehir city hall. She was pushing for an older style of coronation, like my ancestors would have had. This, she and the Loyalists hoped, would show Dusman that we were not cowed and that we would continue to assert our own prerogative. Men who had been tepid followers of Tanri, or completely without religion, now found themselves asserting the rights of Gunes. I wondered if that was Cin's primary concern the entire time.
"Can we move on to some other issue, perhaps, something less contentious and then come back to this later," Lord Pısırık called over the din of yelling Peers. He was a Collaborationist, but hardly vehement. He, like most of the Peers, was less dedicated to any one position and simply flailing from one panicked reaction to another. He respected Hain's strength, so he was a Collaborationist. He was the epitome of the squishy middle, the vast majority of the Peers. I noted that, despite my nominal position as Sultanah-elect, that these men did not automatically look to me for leadership. In fact, it seemed they were certain they would not find that quality in me. Hence, their weak gravitation to one or the other coalition.
None of these conflicts, of course, happened out in the open. I suppose I could be wrong about what I was seeing, I was young, inexperienced, and not groomed for leadership like my brothers. But that was my assessment of the situation before me.
"What shall be the tax to pay for this coronation then?" A lord I could not see said.
"A tax! This is not a parliament, Cardinal Rahip is not qualified to levy a tax. Cin is even less so..."
"What makes Rahip any more qualified..." And the fighting once again resumed. I rolled my eyes, it seemed that everything was controversial. I looked over to my side and saw Arkadas standing next to my chair. We had not spoken about Cin's ceremony on the morning of my father's death. Our actions...seemed like they had been done by other people. But she had returned to my side, a faithful friend once again. I leaned over toward her. I could smell her perfume and my gaze went over her high breasts (despite our silence, I had noticed that something had come unloosed inside of me. Even with my natural inclinations to avoid such thoughts, I found myself unable to once again place a lid on my sexuality. Arkadas was a beautiful woman, I could not help but notice).
"I need to get out of here for a few moments, to clear my head," I whispered to her, "Please take notes if...anything worthwhile happens." I did not anticipate that Arkadas would need her pen.
"Yes Sultanah," she whispered back.
"Varis," I said, still uncomfortable with my title, especially issuing from my friend's mouth.
"Get used to it," she whispered back and smiled. I did not speak. Instead, I simply rose from the consort's seat and started to move towards the Sultan's door and my father's...my chambers.
"Let us ask the Sultanah then!" I heard Cin call out. I froze in my tracks and my blood ran cold. It was like being called upon by a tutor all over again.
"Yes, the Sultanah-elect should decide whether we hold to tradition or engage in superstitious nonsense," Rahip said acidly. I turned back toward the crowd. My joints felt creaky and my mouth was dry. The room had gone silent and all eyes were on me. All eyes were on me, but I realized to my mortification that I had no idea what they were asking of me. I cleared my throat slowly.
"Um..." I said, my voice sounding tiny and girly in the massive hall, "What exactly..." I felt terrified that they would find out that I was in over my head.
"We have grown tired of fighting over each detail. It seems impossible to find a compromise position," Cin said directly, apparently sensing that I had not been paying attention, "We think it is best that you decide who should preside over your coronation in total: Gunes...or Tanri." It was clear by the way that she said the name of the New Religion's God that she considered it below contempt.
"Do you...agree to this?" I asked Cardinal Rahip, stalling for time.
"I believe that Tanri will grant you the wisdom to make the only choice available," he stated, but bowed obsequiously. The room became absolutely still. The whole matter had, essentially, been thrown at my feet. There was no way to evade. I was required to choose.
I looked between Cin and Rahip, between Gunes and Tanri. I had no idea what the correct choice would be. Having never found the charms of religion to be particularly apparent, I had never considered it deeply. To that end, I could not fall back on my personal preference. Therefore, I began to consider the political implications of my choice.
To Cin, and to Gunes, I owed much. Cin had been the person who had discovered my true nature and ensured my selection as my father's heir. She had been my friend when I was powerless and I felt that I owed it to be hers when I was powerful. Further, the Loyalists, and therefore Cin and Gunes, were more closely aligned with my views. I was not ready to bow to the power of Dusman and I did not believe that capitulation would be an auspicious start to my reign.
On the other hand, Cardinal Rahip and Tanri were far and away the most powerful religious force in the Empire. While few people were deeply religious amongst my people, they nominally followed Tanri. The Peers were even more devoted to Tanri than the people. It was boring, safe, and well known. Gunes seemed confusing, dynamic, and dangerous. Similarly, maintaining close ties to Tanri was the safer choice diplomatically. It would be possible to negotiate with Dusman as members of the same religious faith. If I made my Empire schismatic, it would add a religious dimension to our conflict that I could ill afford to introduce.
As I stood before the crowd, looking at me, I realized I would need some basis to make the decision, some reasoning. I realized that I had only one position from which to make decisions, one way of looking at the world that I could defend then, with my limited experience, "My father was a...great leader," I said and I saw Cin shaking her head. My first six words had already indicated to her the nature of my decision, "My father understood the fragile nature of his position as Sultan and the fragile position of the Empire relative to the rest of the world. He sought to mitigate those weaknesses with each breath he took as Sultan. I cannot in good conscience depart from my father's policies. I have not basis for doing so. The cornerstones of my father's view of leaderships were, on the domestic front, to form consensus with the Peers. On the international front, he sought to build bridges and to achieve peace, prosperity, and respect through diplomatic appeals.
"Today, we face division amongst the peers and war from our neighbors. Our priorities must be unity at home and a just, lasting peace abroad. While I cannot form consensus, I can choose to hold my coronation in the style that gains support from the greatest portion of the great nobleman assembled here. Incidentally, that coronation will also serve to illustrate to the world at large and to our enemies in particular that we share many interests and that we are more naturally friends," I concluded. I was not certain, even as I said the words, that they were the true feelings of my heart. But I did not know what else to say. How could I disagree with the majority of my Peers? How could hope to remove the threat of Dusman if I antagonized them with my first action as Sultanah? I felt I had no choice, Rahip had been correct.
"Excellent!" the Cardinal said, not even looking at Cin anymore, he turned and started to dictate to his secretary. He was already planning out the rest of my coronation.
"This is a grave error. You will sit on that throne because Gunes found you. If you turn your back on him..." Cin said coolly. I could not meet her gaze.
"Cin..." I started, trying to make her understand. I wanted her to know that I appreciate what she'd done for me and that, in my heart, I wanted to follow her. I wanted to explain to her that I hoped that by appeasing Rahip and the Collaborationists now that perhaps I could buy myself some space to follow the policies she and the Loyalists espoused. But I couldn't explain that, it would be fatal to everything I would ever hope to achieve. Regardless, Cin did not want to hear it.
"I have vision and I suppose I should've known that you would be required to make your own mistakes. But woe be unto us all if Gunes is not a willing and extremely patient teacher. You should all pray that we are allowed one mistake," she said, looking around the room. Then, quickly, she turned and walked out. I desperately wanted to follow after her, to try to repair our damaged friendship, but I could not.



The Loyalist Peers sat down in their chairs, cowed and angry. They would not meet my gaze. When I saw the men who despaired at my decision and those who rejoiced, I wondered again if had done the right thing.
"No red...not a drop of it, I don't want anything tainted," Rahip was explaining to his Secretary.
"Cardinal Rahip," I said.
"No, even the carpet, make it green," he said, not noticing.
"Cardinal Rahip," I repeated.
"And, the jewels, I have them...do I have them? Yes."
"Rahip!" I called out loudly and he turned, shocked. I saw anger in his eyes, but I felt my own anger rising as well. I was the Sultanah-Elect and I had extended Tanri an olive branch, the least the Cardinal could do was be courteous, to pretend her respected me. He seemed to sense that it was in bad taste to so brazenly ignore me, and his teeth flashed quickly.
"I apologize Sultanah," he said warmly, "I have been so excited in serving your interests that I did not hear you speak." I looked around the room, and saw my Peers looking at me. They wondered how I would handle such disrespect. I wanted to be bold, to show Rahip that I commanded deference. But he was a man, and I was a woman. I did not know how to begin such a conversation.
"I am retiring to my room. Please leave any notes with Arkadas," I said timidly. I saw Rahip smirk and some of the nobles shake their heads. I turned and finally walked out the back door towards my quarters. I did not want to spend another instant in the room.
As soon as the door was closed behind me and I stood in the hallway that connected the throne room to my father's old chambers, I dropped to my knees on the floor. I felt tears welling in my eyes as the stress of my decision left me. I had been placed on the spot in the room, my ability to lead sorely tested, and I had failed miserably. My decision, whatever its merits, had not produced consensus. It demoralized the side I respected most and had failed to gain the respect of the side most opposed to me. I felt childish and ill-suited to the task before me. It was not just this one decision I suppose, it was the entire uncertain situation and the realization that it all fallen on my woefully inadequate shoulders. I realized I was going to be the last leader of the Empire. What had I been thinking?
"Good, you should be crying," I heard a voice say. I lifted my head from my hands and looked up. For a moment, I thought it was Cin. I thought she'd come to damn me for my choices. I almost hoped that it was. But, after a moment, I realized that it was not.
"You don't deserve father's throne. You are a disgusting...animal!" Nislani said, towering over me. I was shocked to hear the words spilling from my sister's mouth. She must've been in my father's room (she'd spent a good deal of time mourning there, a luxury I did not have) and heard me come out. I knew that she had been angry and confused, but I had not had the opportunity to speak with her. I was completely unprepared for the level of her hatred. I stood up quickly.
"How dare you speak to me like that?" I said quickly. If I felt ready for anything, it was to trade angry exchanges with my sister. At least I was qualified for that.
"It is the truth! You are not...right. Women are women and men are men, you are unnatural and it is wrong that you should lead us!" Nislani said. I realized that as Nislani spoke, that while she was cruder than others might be, she had essentially hit upon the source of my insecurity, both emotional and political. She was right. I was not a normal woman. And while others might not say it, many people, Peers and Commons, felt that it was wrong that I lead the people. Many probably felt, after thinking about it for some time, that it was better that the Empire cease to exist than it have me as its leader. I knew that I had no real power; the men would not let me have it. And I knew I didn't deserve it, being a freak did not qualify me to be the Sultan. Nislani was right.
"You should let Prince Lider marry me and I will rule here with him! That way you won't anger any of the Gods and we can be at peace and I can be happy," Nislani said and stamped her foot like a spoiled child. I felt anger rising in me again, replacing the despair I'd felt just a moment before. I realized now why I had taken the throne, even if I knew I was not right for it. It was probably the reason the Loyalists wanted to fight on my behalf. While my claim was imperfect, it was certainly better than the alternative. The choice was to fight for a freakish Sultanah or give in to those who'd hurt us the most. With only those two choices, what else could we do? I felt a power I had not expected before. I stepped forward towards my sister, thinking about what she'd said. My eyes flashed fire and Nislani backed away, her eyes looking scared. She'd come to kick me when I was down, she had not expected me to rile myself.
"You whore!" I yelled at her, my words chosen purposefully.
"How dare you!" she said, but her voice sounded small. I poked her shoulder hard with my finger.
"What else should I call a woman who would open her leg and expose her rotted cunny to the murderer of her father? The favorite daughter! Father hated me and I am more loyal to his memory than you! You want to fuck father's murderer!"
"Lider did not do it."
"He led the armies to our gates! If he did not want father dead he was indifferent to that eventual outcome."
"Father and Lider liked one another. It was a mistake," my sister said. I realized the depths of her delusion.
"You are a fool as well as a whore!" I said, "You must realize that the negotiations for your hand were a ruse. They were designed to get father's guard down. They allowed our enemies to know that, on the night of the attack, we'd be holding galas and parties and wouldn't notice as their army descended upon us. The long days of negotiation were all a ploy and we fell for it. You are the only one stupid enough to still be falling for it."
Of course, I knew that wasn't quite true. Certainly every thinking person knew that the proposal was a sham, but it seemed that the Collaborationist thought that it could be resurrected. Laying out the situation to my sister made me realize how absurd their plan truly was. Buying peace with my sister's cunny was unlikely to work. My sister was the daughter of a murdered, powerless anachronism; what price could she demand? It was absurd. And, with the choice of a Tanril Coronation, it was partially my official policy.
"No..." Nislani said now. I looked into her eyes and saw that they were watery. Of course she knew, in her heart, that I was telling her the truth. But her delusions prevented it, "It would all work out if you were just gone! Everything would fall into place. The end of your unnatural existence would be a favor to every man, woman, and child in the Empire." My anger reached a new level, something I did not know that I possessed.
"I am here you cowardly bitch!" I yelled at her, "I am wearing only a robe, not father's armor. His sword is still lying across his bed for mourning. If you want me gone then kill me," I seethed. I was alive and had the right to be. Just like I was Sultanah technically by right. Any person, even my ignorant sister, who disagreed with either condition was welcome to try and stop me. My eyes widened and I stared intently at my sister. She took a step back, her eyes dropping.
"Tanri's sake Varis...I wasn't saying I would...I am just..." She was sputtering. It was clear that Nislani had spoken with more haste than she'd intended. The full implication of her words was likely not apparent until I'd argued with her. She just wanted to express her sorrow for the end of her betrothal. She had, after all, been public and outrageously dishonored. But that was not my concern. Lider, not I, had dishonored her.
"I don't have time for this childish nonsense," I said, speaking truthfully, "I had larger matters at hand. Leave me."
"Varis..." Nislani said, whining and wishing to drag it out longer.
"Sultanah Varis," I said. Nislani's mouth opened to speak again. She looked at me intently. And then, still angry, turned and shuffled away. In a moment, she was back in our father's room. I knew that she had not gone to grab the sword. She was beaten. I let out a deep breath. At least I was able to impose my imperial prerogative on someone. I stood for a few minutes, trying to regain my composure.
"You were quite rough on her," a voice said out of the darkness. I jumped a bit. I turned to my right, down a long, narrow stairway leading down to a lower level. I recognized the voice. Kardes walked out of the shadows. I had not spent time with my elder sister either, and I was surprised to find her here. Her quarters were a long way from here.
"Kardes, you scared me," I said.
"Sultanahs should not be scared of widowed princesses," she replied, I saw a wry smile on her face. I wondered for a moment what she was getting at. Was she upset that I was Sultanah as well?
"I..."
"Well I guess there are lots of things to be afraid of," Kardes said. I had a hard time reading her tone. Her face was still in the shadows and I was unsure of what she was doing. I felt uneasy.
"I was just trying to go to my quarters. My old quarters," I said lamely. Kardes seemed to ignore it entirely.
"It is easy now with all your power to hurt Nislani. What can she say back to you?" Kardes asked. She walked over from the shadows now and stood in front of me. I was surprised by what she said. What difference did it make to Kardes? Nislani and I had fought since we were kids and after all...
"She started it, I was just..." I started.
"People will always start things. She is a tempestuous girl. You are supposed to be more than that now. But you wanted to throw your weight around," Kardes said. I felt the heat rising in my cheeks. It seemed my entire family was trying to put me in my place.
"Well Kardes, if I am doing it wrong maybe you can do it better? Is that what this is?" I spat back, immediately bringing the heat that I had left over for Nislani.
"Probably," she said, making my teeth grind, "I have been out in the world a lot more than you, I have seen more. I know more. But I don't have the right to be there. You, apparently, do. So you need to get caught up. Fast." I looked at my older sister, my brow nettled.
"Stop being obtuse. What do you mean?" I asked. Kardes smiled broadly. She looked over to my father's old quarters, where Nislani had fled.
"Good. Decisive and direct without being overly rude," she said.
"That did not explain anything," I responded. I realized that I still did not know Kardes very well. I could not read her at that moment, I did not know what she wanted.
"I was in the throne room for a while earlier," she said, "I watched you. You looked bored. And when you weren't bored you looked confused and terrified at the same time." I felt my stomach tighten. That is exactly what I felt. I hadn't realized that I was making my internal discomfort so obvious.
"I was..." I started, but had nothing to say. I was transparent.
"And, because you were too nervous to use your power and your position in the appropriate forum, you came back here and screamed and Nislani. The history of the Empire is replete with insecure dictators who squandered their power by afflicting the afflicted," Kardes said. She was still smiling and, despite her words, I felt a sort of maternal energy. She was offering me guidance. For a moment I wanted to reject it. She knew nothing of my burden nor of my right to be angry with our jealous younger sister. I almost spoke, but I caught myself. Her smile was not as lupine as I'd initially thought. She wasn't vicious; I could see warmth in her gaze. While I didn't know her well, I knew her well enough to guess that she wouldn't just criticize my actions and then leave. She must've had something in mind. I mastered my pride, controlled myself and spoke.
"What are you suggesting?" I asked, controlling my breathing so that I did not become upset.
"You need to learn to wield your power effectively. And very quickly too. There are many people in the Empire who are not happy that you are on the throne. And I am not talking about Nislani" she said. Her words came out as nearly a whisper and she looked around nervously. I felt a cold stab in my stomach.
"What do you know about that?"
"Nothing specific. But the people are rumbling and many of the Peers are not convinced that you aren't simply a tool used by warmongers to prevent our capitulation to Dusman," she explained, "And that isn't your fault. But you have to manage it effectively," she said. She was alluding to many of the suspicions I already had. I had already recognized the problems she was illustrating. But, I had already realized, I didn't know how to handle them. I was struck by the nature of her insight and the fact that she seemed to have a pulse on everything. I did not know that women were capable of such things.
"How do you know about this?" I asked. Kardes smiled sheepishly now and shrugged her shoulders.
"I don't know," she said wistfully, "I suppose you don't spend over half your life in the dysfunctional Dukedom of Astar married to a moronic sixth son, desperately trying to force him into advancing his position without learning something." She did not sound bitter as she spoke, but a slightly wistful. I wondered about the nature of my sister's marriage.
"Dysfunctional?" I asked.
"Let me put it to you this way, as a lesson on how to effectively wield power," she said, "My husband, Tanri rest his soul, attempted to obtain the rents from a mill that belonged to his father. He wanted these rents in order to provide for our family once his father died and his oldest brother became Duke. They did not get along. The second eldest son was supposed to get those rents. I manipulated the old Duke as best I could; I had almost obtained his consent to transfer the rents to us. That is how you do things when you don't have power. You make people think it is their idea. Then my husband, the fool, spoke too openly about our arrangement. He was boastful with his friends about his future economic security. He took credit for my slyness and was heavy-handed. He forgot that when your power lies in being underestimated, it is important to keep quiet," Kardes said and then stopped. I leaned towards here, wondering what happened next.
"Well?" I asked desperately, "What happened?"
"My husband was never a hunter," she said, "He never once went hunting for boar, or even rabbits. One my husband's second eldest brother entered the castle and explained that he and my husband had gone together on a hunt. And my husband was gored. And died. I hadn't even known that he'd left the castle until they brought his corpse back. I saw his wound. How would a man, standing, be gored in the throat by a boar? And why would the wound be the shape of a star, like a pike, rather than round like a tusk?" Kardes' brother-in-law had murdered her husband! His brother. I felt dizzy. Politics was a dangerous business, I knew. But I had not really come to terms with the level of that danger. What dangers did I face now?
"Did that really happen?" I asked, putting my hand over my mouth.
"How many widows do you know who return to their father's courts when their husbands die? Wouldn't that only happen if a woman was...no longer wanted?" she asked. It made sense. I suddenly realized that the stakes were even larger than I realized. If a man could be killed over rents to a mill, what stakes existed for an Empire? Suddenly, I felt silly for quarreling with Nislani, that was certainly not worth my attention. I needed to focus on bigger things. But where did I start?
"What do I do? I mean, wield my power effectively, what does that mean? How do I control this?" I asked desperately. Kardes looked at me for a long time, her eyes looking both intelligent and soft. Finally she sighed and crossed her arms over her chest.
"Well you must be judicious in your power and you must not alienate your natural allies," she said.
"Meaning what?"
"Meaning don't abuse your little sister. I know better than most the danger of a scorned sibling," she said. She looked over toward my father's door again. My sister was inside. Hardly a natural ally in my opinion. We hated each other. And what good could she do me anyway?
"Do you want me to speak with her?" I said, my voice betraying my distinct lack of enthusiasm for the task. My sister bit her lip and then shook her head.
"I don't think that would be helpful at the moment," she said. "I will try to fix this problem for you this time. You would probably just anger her now." With that, my sister started to move towards my father's chamber, to go to my sister's aid. But I still needed more. I reached forward and grabbed my sister's elbow.
"What should I do now?" I asked, getting directly to the point. Kardes shoulder sank and she pushed some air out between her lips.
"I don't know," she said, "I can't tell you how to be the Sultanah you need to be. You are my sister and I don't know you that well. You need to find what makes you strong inside and you need to project it there," she said, pointing back to the throne room. I felt deflated. That was hardly helpful.
"How do I do that?" I asked. I wasn't even sure what it meant.
"I don't know, I am not the Sultanah," my sister said and she started to move away from me again, over towards where my younger sister was crying in my father's room, going to solve another family problem. "Perhaps pray," she said.
"Pray? You want me to do less than nothing?" I asked. She shook her head gravely and put her fingers to her lips, getting me to silence.
"If nothing else it might bring you peace," she said and she slipped into the door.
* * * * *
Forty-five minutes later I was in a small garden outside of the palace. I was sitting on a bench overlooking the Central Market, a few stories above the people milling about. I had gone to my room after speaking with Kardes and ordered a servant to bring me food. I had eaten quietly, thinking about all of the problems swirling in my mind. The coronation, Cin, Cardinal Rahip, the Collaborationists, the Loyalists, my sisters, my father, my Empire. I felt overwhelmed by the sheer amount of conflict in my life. After eating, I decided against my better judgment, to pray as Kardes instructed. I had always found it easier to pray outside in the sun, and so I have found a peaceful, quiet spot. But I did not really know how to begin.
I had never been much for prayer. In fact, it was a well-known in aristocratic circles that prayer was largely for the common folk and that it was little more than superstition. But, apparently, Kardes prayed so maybe there was something to it. At the very least, it would help to let my worries fall by the wayside and focus on something other than the burdens of leadership.
Unfortunately, I didn't even know to whom I should pray, or even how to start. Eventually, I decided that I Tanri was the best bet to have my prayer's answered. He was the God most of the people in the world prayed to. He was the official God of my Empire. Hell, I had been betrothed to him just a few weeks earlier. I got up from the bench and then sat with my legs crossed in a small patch of grass in the middle of the garden. I could smell the sweet flowers and a gentle breeze rippled the air. I breathed deeply and felt some small amount of peace.
"Tanri, grant me the wisdom to lead my people," I said softly under my breath. I closed my eyes and focused on the idea of Tanri, the New God. I allowed my mind to go silent, hoping that Tanri would fill that silence with knowledge. I let the silence sit for as long as I could. But, while the tranquility of the garden was pleasant, I felt no inner peace. As I tried to stamp out all rational thought, fears began to creep in. The things I was trying to escape kept reaching for me. I worried about my Empire and my family. Tanri provided me with no insight. Instead, I felt more and more agitated, more and more certain that I was wasting my time.



"This is stupid!" I said out loud, breaking whatever bit of concentration I'd managed to collect. I shook my head and looked around the garden. I felt silly, sitting in such a beautiful place, under the sun, essentially doing nothing while my enemies stood at my gates. If Tanri had ever existed he wanted nothing to do with me or my Empire. He wasn't going to help.
"I quit," I said and started to get from the ground. As I moved, the sun, which had been slightly behind thick white cloud, suddenly burst into view and I had to shield my eyes from the brightness.
"Gunes, that hurts," I said aloud, making a common oath that the people of Ülke had uttered for centuries. Gunes had once been the King of Gods and he was still the god of fire and light. People often spoke of Gunes when considering the sun. But as I spoke, I felt a strange sensation, like a rumbling deep within my stomach. The light that poured over me from the sun hung on me heavily, feeling like a warm winter blanket draped over my shoulders. My muscles tensed, but even as it happened, I felt my mind clear. My eyes stayed open, but they no longer hurt in the intense light. Only one thought remained in my brain, Cin had said I'd been marked by Gunes.
"Gunes," I said without thinking, that word and the ones which followed pouring unbidden from my lips, "I ask your forgiveness on behalf of myself and my people for our neglect. I pray that you give me guidance in this hour of uncertainty. Allow me to overthrow my enemies, and I shall overthrow yours." I felt confused as soon as I finished speaking. I did not even know where there request came from. But I still felt the intense, inner peace I'd noticed before.
My eyes were still turned up toward the light. I felt no discomfort staring into the sun. The golden rays felt soft on my eyes and I could almost taste the light, like honey. But as I looked, I noticed that a single stream of light was emitted from that sun that seemed...different. I could make out this single ray somehow against the backdrop of light. It was a different color, almost red rather than gold. I followed the light as it descended from heaven. It moved down through the air in a concentrated beam. I saw that it shot directly over my shoulder. I turned quickly to see where it was alighting.
I was surprised to find that the light was striking a birdhouse in the middle of the garden. I walked over towards the birdhouse. The sun was on my back now and it seemed to push me forward. When I reached the birdhouse I saw that it had been built with small windows with mirrors inset to give the appearance of glass. The red light had struck the mirror. It bounced off the reflective surface at an angle. Once again I followed the direction of the light. It was moving down toward the Central Market below. I ran to the side of the garden and leaned against the balcony. I saw the red light as it descended towards the cobblestone streets below.
Then I saw the light land directly on a man. I found that strange and watched to see if the light once again changed course. But it stayed on the man. What was stranger still was that as he walked diagonally across the market square, the light seemed to follow him, always striking the back of his head. I turned and looked at the birdhouse. It would have to somehow be turning to reflect the light in such a way. I could not tell if I was moving, but I was both excited and afraid that it was not. Gunes was telling me something.
Whatever the message was, the light had apparently given me all the information it could give. The light continued to follow the man as he worked slowly through the square. He was a short man, wearing a long black cloak. The hood was up and I could not see his face, especially from the distance. Nothing about him indicated anything of interest and I certainly did not recognize him.
Without stopping to think about what it meant, I started to act in the only way that seemed to make sense. I quickly rushed over to the bench I was sitting at earlier and found my head scarf. I tight it tightly around my face, obscuring my features. I then ran over to the stairs that lead down from the balcony to the street below. I moved quickly down the stairs, keeping my eyes towards the heavens and looking at the red light.
I don't know why I decided to follow the man. I just knew that the light was trying to tell me something and the man was moving farther and farther away from me with each passing second. Whatever I was supposed to learn from this man I would not learn it up in my palace. So I bounded down the stairs, past a half dozen guards, until I was in the Central Market. A few people turned briefly to look at me and then look away. Dozens of ladies left the palace each day, servants and slaves, with my face covered no one recognized me. Most would not have recognized me anyway.
So I quickly bounded off into the market, following the light in the sky. The market was packed with people. It was noisy and confusing. I heard men bellowing the prices of food (which had risen sharply with the start of the siege) and I heard women haggling over those prices. The people seemed tense, unnatural going about their daily routines and I knew that they were nervous about the army at our gates. But I did not have time to worry about them now. I took off across the market, following the red light.
I dodged between people (occasionally bumping into them) as I tried to catch up with the man. He had a few minutes head start on me and I could no longer see him. But the light was shining out of the West (where the sun was setting) and pointing East toward the city walls. I ignored people as they complained about my rapid movement and soon found my way to the edge of the market.
Dozens of streets moved out from the market like spokes on a wheel. At that end of the market, there were three different major routes to take, on top of several small alleyways. I looked up into the sky and again saw the red light, pointing down one of the alleyways leading towards the Duke's Gate. Without further thought I bounded into the alley.
It was a narrow route, little more than three feet wide in most places. It was extremely dark, as the buildings on either side had been built out over the alley, almost bridging the distance between them. The alley ran thick with waste and garbage, the smell was terrible. Evil looking men (my subjects) peered out from dark doorways, dogs rooted through the heaps of trash, and a chilly silence hung heavy over the air. Somehow, through gloom, I could still see the red light, faintly. In fact, it was the only light visible. I ignored the fear I felt walking through this place (my father would never let me walk in such a dangerous area) and pushed on. I ran as hard as I could, trying to catch the man and assuming he came this way.
After several minutes of rushing through the darkness I was surprised as the alley started to widen. The light started to become brighter, and the smell less pungent. In a few minutes more, I burst out from the alley and found myself standing just a few dozen yards from the Duke's Gate! I was standing to the far left of the gate such that I could not see the actual gate itself, but I recognized it instantly. It would normally take 20 minutes to reach that gate through the city streets. The alley had been a shortcut. I turned and looked at the main road that led from the central market out to the Duke's Gate. I was hardly surprised when I saw the cloaked figure, with the red light once again on the back of his head, shambling down the road.
The Duke's Gate had been cleaned of bodies after the battle, but there was still a strong smell of death in the area. I knew that my father and brother's had died very close by. Ever since the battle, the citizens had largely steered clear of the open directly behind the gate. Perhaps it was out of respect. Or perhaps fear. On that day, the area was abandoned almost entirely. I knew there must've been guards in the gatehouse, but out on the street there were only three people. There was the cloaked man and, standing near the gate itself, a man on horseback also draped in black. Then there was me.
For a moment, I was about to run out toward the man in the cloak, to confront him and determine his secrets. But something held me back, a slight foreboding. I did now know what would happen if I confronted the man, but I was afraid for some reason to find out. So, instead, of moving quickly and openly towards the men, I hunched low and walked slowly towards the men. The open area, the battlefield, behind the gate was still strewn with broken carts, shattered artillery, and other various used implements of war. I moved quickly, but silently among the items, shielding myself from view. As the cloaked man finally stopped, just a few feet from the rider on horseback, I settled in behind an old barrel, just a few yards away. I didn't not know what I expected to do or why I was doing it. But I hardly felt like I had a choice. I needed to know why the light had led me here. I was afraid to do more than listen. So that is what I did.
"You're late," the man on horseback said evenly. He made no attempt to keep down his voice, so I assumed whatever he said he was unconcerned if others heard.
"I cannot move with absolute freedom," the cloaked man said in response. He voice seemed strangely familiar, but I could not place it.
"I have almost completed my task," the horse rider said, "I got this horse as payment. Have you done yours?"
"Of course you nitwit," the cloaked man replied, "Here it is." I watched as the cloaked man reached into a satchel that hung around his waist and pulled out a collection of papers. He quickly handed them to the man on horseback. Were those papers what I was supposed to see? The red light was gone, giving me no indication of the importance of this meeting. I had no idea what these men were talking about.
"I need to look through these," the man on horseback said.
"There is no time!" the cloaked man said, his voice getting shrill, "The next guard shift is supposed to start in twenty minutes. They will notice. You must get these out now and order the other men up." He said. I felt my pulse quicken. Getting out? Ordering men? I began to wonder who these men were and what they wanted.
"I am not bringing these to Sican's..."
"Quiet you fool!" the cloaked man said. I leaned forward. This was sinister, but what exactly was happening?
"I can't bring these to...his troops until I am certain they are what we need. Most of the men can't read. I need to understand what all of this says before I lead them to all the right places."
"It isn't even strictly necessary, just go. We already have the way open. The rest of this is just semantics,"
"King Sican is a thorough man..." the man on horseback continued. But I was no longer listening. I knew what was going on here. Some sort of move was being made by my enemies. For the first time since I crouched behind the barrel, I turned and looked towards the gate. It was yawning open! Instantly I knew what was happening. The man in the cloak was betraying us. The man on horseback was going to go out, collect some men, and rush in to take the gate. Once they had the gatehouse, they would be able to get their entire army back into the city. We were stretched too thin. If they got in, the Empire would fall!
For a horrifying minute, I was paralyzed with fear. What was I to do? I thought about running back to the palace and alerting my generals. But that would take several minutes. It would be too late. I thought of jumping out and confronting the men. But I was unarmed. I would be killed. I looked around, searching for anything. Then I noticed that the door to the gatehouse was slightly ajar. It was directly to the left of the main gate entrance and part of the overall gate structure. The guards!
Without further deliberation, I turned towards the gatehouse. My two enemies were still talking in low voices as I carefully walked towards the gate. I kept myself shielded by debris and kept my footsteps light. It was clear my enemies had no idea I was present and, in a matter of moments, I had quietly reached the door. I opened it slowly and quietly, looking over shoulder and finding that the two men had still not seen me. Without a sound, I slipped inside the door.
The smell of blood. Bodies. I suddenly realized what the rider's "task" had been. The gate was raised from within this room. He'd killed the guards. There were three men dead in the guard house. One was sitting in his chair, a hole in his chest. The other two were face down on the ground in pools of blood. The rider must've snuck through the door I'd just entered and stabbed the sitting man. The other two guards, surprised, pulled their swords but were cut down quickly in the confusion. The man had quickly opened the gate, grabbed one of the horses outside, and prepared to leave.
"Shit! What the fuck is all of this!" A voice said loudly. I instantly dropped to my knees and grabbed a sword from a dead man's hand. It dangled limply in my hand, I had no training. I looked up quickly, holding the sort awkwardly in my hands. I was holding my breath and my heart did not feel like it was moving. I had acted entirely on instinct.
"Who the fuck are you are... What did you do?" I looked now at the source of the voice. A man had opened a door deeper inside the gatehouse and had stepped out. He was wearing a guard's uniform and was buckling up his pants.
"Quiet you fool," I hissed.
"You killed them!" he said. I looked at my sword, red from lying in blood. "You cunting bitch!" he yelled and started to move toward me. I felt panic. I did not know even the first aspect of using a knife. I quickly dropped my blade, letting it skitter onto the floor. I did the only thing I could think to do. I reached up to my head and quickly tore off my face covering.
"I am your Sultanah. These dead are my guards!" I hissed, still trying to remain quiet. The man's sword was along a few feet from my body now, if he wanted to swing. I'd be dead. I struggled not to close my eyes. If I was going to die, I wanted to see it happen. But the man froze. He looked at me intently.
"Princess...Varis?" he said, now whispering. I finally let my air out of me. I had participated in parades and processionals throughout the city my entire life. Beyond that, most guards spent at least some time in the palace during their careers. The man must've actually recognized me.
"Sultanah-elect actually," I said, I couldn't help but smile with relief.
"What happened? Why are you here? What happened to my friends?" the man sputtered, "I mean my grace." He quickly added and then dropped to his knees in front of me.
"There is no time for explanations," I said, "We are betrayed. I need your help to prevent the fall of the city. If you love your Empire, this is your chance to save it." The man's eyes got wide as saucers but he nodded intently and hopped to his feet.
"What are your orders My...Lady?" he asked. I suddenly realized that I had no plan. I didn't even know if the rider was still in the city or who the cloaked man was. I quickly turned and looked out the door. The man on horseback was still present, but he was stuffing the papers in his cloak and starting to turn towards the gate.
"How long does it take to close the gates, answer fast," I asked.
"Thirty seconds?" he said uncertainty. Far too long. If we started closing it, the rider would notice and escape quickly. "But I can cut the line and the portcullis will fall immediately."
"Do it now!" I cried, "And then meet me outside!" I did not wait, I picked my bloody sword up from the floor and then rushed outside. I did not at think about what I was going to do, I just rushed out, ready to do something to prevent disaster.
Even as I stepped outside I heard a loud cracking sound and then the noise of the portcullis falling. I heard a terrible squealing sound and turned towards the gate. The heavy, steel lattice of the portcullis had fallen in just the nick of time. It had fallen as the rider was just making his escape. It looked like the steel pikes at the bottom had pierced his horse through the top of its head, killing it and spilling the man forward. He was now sitting on the ground, looking slightly dazed. The man in the black cloak was just a few yards in front of me, he looked over toward me, then back at the gatehouse, and then turned to run.
I turned quickly and saw the guard coming out of the gatehouse as I had instructed, "There is a man right next to the gate, he is the one who killed your friends," I said. The guards eyes got wide, "I want him alive with all of his papers. He doesn't need to be healthy." I said. The guard instantly lifted his sword and started to move toward the gate.
I did not stop to see what he was doing. Instead, I took off as swiftly as I could after the man in the black cloak. He had a good lead on me and I could tell that he was heading back toward the Central Market. If he reached the crush of people located there, I had absolutely no chance of catching him.
I dropped my sword, it was too heavy to carry, and started to pump my legs harder. The man in the cloak looked over his shoulder and could see me and picked up his pace as well. Despite that, I could tell I was gaining on him. Each step I took I seemed to get a few inches closer to him. My chest ached from running and my legs hurt (It had been far more running in the last few weeks than a princess was designed for). I noticed the man in the cloak running more with a more loping gate the farther we ran. I began to believe I could catch him.
Then I began to notice something else. The closer we got to the Central Market, the more people were in the streets. Given the speed with which we ran and the noise we made in doing so, we quickly made ourselves the object of interest. People on the street turned to look at us, confused. Some people laughed at the spectacle of a woman chasing a man. We were only a few blocks from the Central Market when I realized that there were dozens of eyes on me and, further, that I might not catch the cloaked man in time.
"I believe it is Princess Varis!" I heard a voice in the crowd say. I realized that I was not wearing my facial covering. Everyone could see me. Suddenly, I realized that I was not just chasing this man for my own sake. He had betrayed these people as well. My people. They would be put to the sword if the city fell.
"I am the Sultanah Elect. The man in the black cloak has attempted to betray us!" I called out. For a second, not one acted. I kept running after the cloaked man. Then, people in the crowd seemed to understand what I was saying. In just a few seconds, a dozen men jumped out from the sides of the street and tackled the man in the black cloak. I heard him let out a pathetic groan as he was crushed. I let out a sigh of relief and slowed myself to a walk. I felt intense elation. Whatever Gunes had been trying to show me, I was about to find out.
I walked up to the crowd of men surrounding the cloaked man. The crowd that had been standing dumbfounded and confused in the street began to crowd around closely. I realized in that moment I had never been around so many common people without guard. I saw that some of them were looking at me, wondering what I was doing there and why I was chasing this man. I realized that despite my fatigue and nervousness, I needed to project the power of the Empire, to give these people reassurance. Kardes' words were echoing now, sounding more prescient than ever.
"I, Sultanah Elect Varis, witnessed this man," I said, pointing to a pair of feet underneath a pile of my subjects, "Aiding and abetting a man on horseback who had forced open the Duke's Gate and killed three guards. This man was attempting to provide documents to our enemies and betray this city to rape and plunder. A noble guard of this city was able to stop the man on horseback. Now you, brave citizens, have caught his accomplice." I could feel a nervous energy rush through the crowd. I could hear murmurs of fear and confusion amongst the people. They had no idea how close they'd come to calamity.



"Let us see the traitor!" a voice cried out after a moment that could be hurt over the general murmur. The crowd instantly began to cheer. I nodded my head and indicated that the men should rise up from the prisoner. The men in the dogpile warily began to rise up off of the cloaked man. He was limp on the ground and two men grabbed his arms and pulled him up so that he was facing me. His head drooped down to his chest and I could only see the top of his hood.
"Take off his hood, let me see him," I ordered. One man roughly grabbed the hood from the man's head and threw it back. I heard the crowd gasp. I heard a gasp of air escape my own throat. I couldn't believe it. And yet I could. I knew now why I had recognized the man's voice. I looked at the crowd and they stared back at me expectantly. I knew what I was supposed to do.
"Cardinal Rahip," I said coolly, "You have committed treason. Your life is forfeit."
* * * * *
"I will uphold the sacred and ancient rights of the Peers and follow the customs as they were established in Sultan Itirafçi IV's time. And I solemnly swear on my life, my lands, and my honor that I will, with Gunes' aid and instruction, serve the needs of the Empire above myself," I said, repeating back the words I had just heard. I was standing in the throne room, surrounded by peers and their wives. They stood in rapt attention, silent and gazing at me. The entire hall was decked in red. Even the windows were covered in red, giving the light an eerie pink aspect that made me feel as if I was inside of a massive womb. But red was the symbolic color of Gunes and this was the first coronation overseen by Gunes in nearly a thousand years.
"Peers of the Realm," Cin said loudly, gazing about the room. She then placed her thumb in an urn full of sacred oil. She pulled it back out, dripping, and then placed it gently against my forehead, anointing me, "I present to you the 57th rightful occupant of the Imperial Throne. Sultanah Varis I, long may she live!
"Love live the Empire. Long Live the Sultanah!" the peers called back as one.
"Love live the Empire!" I called back to them. I then took the Imperial Crown from a different priestess standing next to Cin, and carefully placed it on my head. At that signal, the throne room erupted into applause. Men whistled and stamped their feet and women clapped until their hands were red. I stood high above them on the coronation platform, brought to the throne room for the first time in decades. I smiled down at my most illustrious subjects, waving to them gently and displaying my imperial bearing.
Despite the near unanimous acclaim that greeted my formal coronation, as I looked around the room, I could see a few faces whose expressions did not match the raucous show of approval. Collaborationists.
After I had caught Cardinal Rahip, along with the rider (who turned out to be a member of King Sican's personal guard), there had been great turmoil in their camp. They had quickly repudiated the Cardinal and claimed that they had no knowledge of his plans. And what plans they were. The documents secured from the horseman by the lone surviving guard (named Saygili, in case you were curious) indicated that the horseman had snuck into the city, slayed the guards, and opened the gate so that Cardinal Rahip could provide him with maps, blueprints of the palace, and the names of important Loyalist lords to kill instantly. My location, of course, was on the top of the list. It was a plan to destabilize the top of the Empire's hierarchy before the attack. It almost certainly would have worked.
The documents did not include the names of any traitorous Peers, but did obliquely refer to "our friends within the walls" on several occasions. No lord, of course, admitted to being such a friend, and Cardinal Rahip would not name any names, despite our best attempts at...persuasion. He would only explain that as King of Dusman, King Sican was the chief servant of Tanri on Earth and that, in resisting him, I was committing a grievous sin. He claimed to be saving my soul by turning my body over to my enemies. Sican's guard refused to provide any information, not even his name. Both were currently in the palace dungeon, awaiting trial (a mere formality) and execution.
The end result had been the collapse of the Collaborationist position as it related to the coronation. Many Collaborationist had quickly called for Cin to conduct the coronation in order to shore up their bona fides as loyal subjects of the Empire. While none of them actually wanted a coronation conducted by Gunes, they were left without room to operate. The leadership of the New Religion was instantly seen as traitorous because of Rahip's actions: Tanri was seen as Dusman's God more firmly than ever. Even down below the leadership, many people were looking at the New Religion through skeptical lenses. Gunes provided the only viable alternative and, as it was the ancient God of our people, a level of respectability that no other coronation could provide. Cin had refused their advances, but she held no grudge against me. When I went to her chambers and asked her personally, she instantly agreed. She pretended as though my earlier decision to spurn Gunes had never occurred. I wonder if she knew about the beam of red light. Regardless, that was how I found myself in a red dress standing in a sea of red being declared the Sultanah by the Priestess Cin.
"Come Sultanah," Cin said, leaning up and whispering into my ear, "You must be anointed before the people." I nodded quickly and looked around the room once more. Under the New Religion, a Sultan was crowned before his nobles in his throne room and then a declaration was made by the Cardinal to the people, attesting to the arrival of a new Sultan. Gunes was the God of all of the Empire's people. As such, Gunes would not stand for an intermediary. Therefore, under Gunes, two coronations occurred. I was crowned before the Peers, and then I would walk to a balcony overlooking the Central Market, where my people were gathered, and once again stand for coronation.
"Peers," I said, and the crowd got quiet. I was simply following a script I'd practiced hour after hour for several days, "I thank you for your reception. Gunes has certainly been bountiful in providing me with fine noblemen. But the Empire is more than Noblemen just as it is more than a Sultanah. I must go to my people, so that they might know me."
"Love live the Sultanah!" A voice called again and the crowd cheered. I smiled at them and then, with Cin and the other Priestesses, descended from the coronation platform. I was actually happy to be done with this part of the ceremony. While it was very gratifying to be crowned, I was nervous about the peers. I knew now that it was hard to know who to trust. Further, I'd learned that attempting to win over my enemies would be more difficult than I'd assumed. I was excited, however, to be going to my second coronation.
After my adventure in the streets (chasing down spies and saving the city in just the nick of time) my star was on the rise amongst the commons. The story had grown greatly during retellings and I heard that the people now believed that I had killed the horseman by chasing him down on foot outside the city walls as he galloped away. Regardless, I was feted as a hero who had saved the city. The fact that I richly rewarded the dozen or so men who'd tackled Rahip did not harm my popularity either (ten gold pieces apiece, if I recall. A pittance or a fortune depending on your perspective). Further, I was not reputed to have mystical powers including the ability to heal the sick and make myself invisible to my enemies. I did nothing to disabuse the people of these fallacies. Whatever doubts the people once had, they were not at least willing to consider supporting me. As Kardes had explained, I could not take any allies for granted.
And so it was with palpable excitement that I went to greet my people in the streets. But first I had to get out of the throne room. As we reached the floor the peers moved out of the way, providing a path toward the rear door, toward my chambers. The men smiled and stuck out their hands to be shaken as I made my way through the crowd. I smiled back and did my best to behave as I believed a Sultanah should. The crowd was still cheering loudly. Finally, I reached the door, opened it and slipped into the hallway that led to the family quarters.
When the door shut behind me, the noise of the Peers softened. Only four people were with me now. There was Cin, two other Sun Priestesses who had aided Cin during the ceremony (they were her two chief subordinates in her order, Agiz and Got), and finally Saygili, whom I had promoted to my personal guard in recognition of his admirable service.
"Well," I said to Cin, "I believe that went well." I sighed and let my shoulders slouch slightly.
"Yes, Gunes provided a wonderful ceremony," she said, nodding sagely.
"Did I do well?" I asked.
"Absolutely your grace," Saygili said. Cin gave him an indulgent smile. I think she respected his dogged loyalty to me.
"You made no mistakes," Cin said, "You have given your enemies nothing to rejoice in." I closed my eyes and nodded. I knew now that I was walking a tightrope and I had been nervous about every aspect of my peerage coronation.
"Well then let us go to the next ceremony," I said. I turned and started to walk towards the stairs.
"What is the problem?" I asked. Cin looked at her sister priestesses and then smiled at me. However, only Saygili followed me. After a few steps I stopped moving.
"Your grace the second ceremony is not in that direction," she said.
"I think I know how to navigate the palace," I said, wondering if this was some sort of joke. I had been heading toward the garden where I had seen the red light. I had decided that was an auspicious location for my public coronation. This stairway led to that location.
"No your grace. You are heading toward the third ceremony," she said.
"Third ceremony?" I was confused.
"Your grace, you must be anointed by the Lords, by your priestesses, and by your commons. You have not received your spiritual anointment. That ceremony will be conducted in your quarters," I had no idea what she was talking about.
"We only rehearsed two ceremonies..." I said.
"This could not be rehearsed. Fear not, it will be a simple ceremony," she said. Then she turned and began walking toward my father's old quarters. My new quarters. I looked at Saygili and he shrugged. I could not very well go to the commons by myself, so I quickly went after my priestesses, more confused than even I usually was around Cin. They were already at my father's door.
"Guard, wait here and admit no one," Cin said to Saygili. He nodded and stopped. I walked up to my three priestesses and we entered the room together. Cin closed the door behind us.
My father's quarters, now mine, were exceptionally large and dramatic. There were five large windows that stretched from the floor two the ceiling, nearly 20 feet high. The floor was marble with thick fur rugs. A fountain was placed in the middle of the room that provided cool drinking water that was collected far from the sewage run-off of the city (most people drank where they pissed). There was a large round bed on the right wall heaped with blankets and pillows. It was large enough to sleep 12, but designed only for the Sultan. Or Sultanah. The room was lavishly decorated with tapestries, sculptures, and paintings. Sofas, bars, and furniture of various sorts were arranged throughout the room. It was gaudy, as all such places were, and had the feel of a strange museum. I had not yet slept there, but I supposed I would move in that night.
"Are you going to explain to me what this is about?" I asked.
"It is your ceremony," Agiz said, the first time she'd spoken to me rather than Cin.
"To mark your start as Sultanah," Got added, against a first.
"No, I understand that. It is what you said before, but why am I only learning about it now?" I asked.
"Go sit on the edge of the bed, and I will explain it to you," Cin said. I didn't see any reason to object so I walked over and sat down on the bed, facing toward the fountain in the center of the room. The three priestess arranged themselves in front of the fountain. They stood erect, side by side, with Cin in the middle. They all held hands and looked at me intently. I felt a strange, rumbling within my stomach that I could not explain. The room suddenly seemed lighter and it felt like the sun was shining more brightly through the window.
"Cin...?" I started.
"The Sultan of Ülke is not a mere political office," she boomed suddenly, her voice sounding clear and powerful, "The Sultanate and Gunes are one, tied together in bonds of matrimony. For many, many years the political office of Sultanate has tried to divorce itself from the spiritual bonds. The result has been the rending of the Empire. Discord in the spiritual marriage in the Empire has resulted in political calamity and religious collapse.
"Today, Sultanah Varis I, you have chosen to turn the tides of history. You have decided to re-establish the bond between Gunes and Ülke. You have determined to end the discord and return the Empire to its former glory, with Gunes at its head," she said. I, of course, had no purpose beyond saving my own skin and avenging my family. But I did not let her know that. Besides, Gunes was also the God of Revenge.
"In ancient times, the Sultan of Ülke and the Sun Priestesses were united in fact to demonstrate the symbolic unity of Empire and God. Just as a Sultan might have an earthly, political wife to further the needs and interests of the profane world, he also would have divine wives to further his needs and interests in the spiritual world. Today, in honor of your coronation, we reestablish that tradition, to consummate the dawn of a new day!"
"Amen!" the other two priestesses said.
"Divine wife? What are you..." I began, but before I could speak any further, Cin snapped her fingers. There was suddenly a sound like thunder and an incredible flash of red light. I shielded my eyes briefly, wondering what it was that I had seen. But as my eyes once again focused, I found that my bafflement increased, rather than dissipated. The three priestess still stood before me in front of the fountain. But their bright red dresses lay in piles at their feet. All three women were naked before me!
I felt like all of the air had been knocked out of my lungs. I knew my mouth was gaping open and my eyes were wide. I knew that my reaction was primarily that of surprise (it is not often that women's clothing, even mystical women's clothing, simply departs on its own accord), but I was also stunned by the objective beauty of the women's bodies.
Given the striking dimensions of Cin's body, it would be a lie to claim I'd never wondered what she looked like beneath her robes. Now, seeing it exposed completely, I saw that my imagination was no match for the Sun God's. Cin's long, red hair cascaded over her shoulders and lay heavy and silky across the tops of her breasts. Those breasts were not overly large, but sat up high on her chest. The breasts were perfectly shaped, dipping slightly down to the nipple on top and curving thick and heavy on the bottom. Her areolas were perfect round and a deep, red color. Her nipples were not over long not overly short and looked exquisite poking out just below her long red hair. While dressed, Cin looked slim to the point of hinting at a lack of feminine curves. However, naked I was able to see that her body tapered down from her high breasts to a very thin waist before rapidly curving outward to her round hips. Between her legs I could see a small patch of well-trimmed deep red hair and a hint of her sex below it. Her legs were incredibly long when freed from their dress and tapered down to her small feet. In short, Cin's body did honor to Gunes, who was also the God of Beauty.
Cin's appearance would have been grounds enough for veneration. But her beauty was compounded by that of her two assistants. I had noted while they were clothed that they bore striking resemblances to one another. I knew that the Temple of Gunes sent scouts far and wide to find young girls who bore the appearance of Gunes' legendary lover, Dostum. These girls were then rendered infertile in a secret ceremony and raised to become Sun Priestesses. However, I saw now that the appearance these women bore was not simply uncanny, it was nearly impossible. Both Agiz and Got were around two inches shorter than Cin, but they had the same hair, the same breasts, the same hips, the same legs. Their appearance was nearly identical. Only slight variations in their faces made their identities apparent. Agiz had a somewhat long (though not unattractive) nose and a gold capped tooth. Got had exceptionally large eyes and lips that were naturally almost a purple color. But, fully exposed, these differences seemed minor. I was overwhelmed by the sight.
"Sultanah..." Cin said, seeming to sense the freezing of my thoughts.
"Cin..." I said, with every intention of asking her a question, but she smiled at me sweetly, her eyes bright and the next words passed unbidden from my lips, "You are so beautiful. You all are."
"Thank you. A wonderful thing to say to your divine wife," Cin said and the other two priestesses laughed subtly. I felt my cheeks get red. What did this "wife" business mean? While I was considering that, my three new "wives" started to move towards me. They closed the distance between the fountain and my bed quickly. They moved in unison but without signal, as though pulled by the same force at the same time.
I noticed as they move briskly that their breasts bounced gently against their bodies. I noticed the way that their hips moved and the gentle touch of their feet on the marble floor. I saw their hair sway softly and their faces burn with intensity. The sexual power of the three women moving together was undeniable. I felt my face grow still redder as I felt my cock, covered in my flowing red gown, begin to harden.
Since my experience with Arkadas, I had done my best to return to my previous state as it related to sex. Specifically, I had tried to pretend that I was a woman like any other. No, that was not correct. I attempted to pretend to myself that I was completely devoid of any sexual nature. However, as I noted earlier, I found it impossible to place as firm a lid on my sexuality as I had before. I could not help but notice, for example, the extreme sexual beauty of Arkadas body. I was unable, internally, to master my sexual thoughts. But I did my best to master those feeling externally. That meant that I did not look at those I found to be beautiful (I would try to turn away), I would not express any admiration for anyone's appearance, and (most importantly) I would not touch my sexual organs. I still did not believe it was a lady's place to pleasure herself and so, since that morning with Arkadas, I had been chaste even with myself. Now, on the bed surrounded by objectively beautiful women, I found that that the internal was made embarrassingly external.
"Do not be ashamed," Agiz said and my head shook involuntarily. The women kept moving towards me
"We are your divine wives," Got stated.
"You need not hide anything from us," Cin said. Once again there was an incredible crack of thunder and a blinding light. This time it felt like the sound was coming from inside of my head. I would have screamed in terror if I'd been able to, but my body felt frozen. Then, just as quickly as before, my room was back as it had been. But once again, a woman had lost her clothes. I looked down at my body and saw my dress in a pile on the floor. My breasts were exposed and I felt half tempted to cover them with my hand. But my hard cock was pressing up from between my legs and I realized that there was no way to cover my exposure. I was naked before my "divine wives."



"She truly is the One!" I heard Agiz say and I looked up at her quickly. Cin gave Agiz a sharp look.
"Did you doubt me? Or the words of a thousand others in the last few weeks?" she asked, but did not sound as angry as the words would indicate.
"No... I believed you from the first you told me," Agiz said. As she spoke, Agiz eyes alighted on my hard cock. I looked over at Got and saw that she was staring at it as well. Was it just morbid curiosity? I was too over stimulated to reason through what was happening.
"And we've heard everyone proclaiming our Sultanah's...special attributes for the last few days," Got said.
"But seeing is believing," Agiz concluded and Cin nodded.
"I cannot believe that I have been given this honor," Agiz replied.
"Nor can I...I did not believe that I would live to see this day, let alone to partake in it," Got added. I felt like my head was underwater.
"You are making your Sultanah uncomfortable," Cin reproached.
"I'd never dream!" Agiz said, dropping her eyes from my cock. I was uncomfortable. But for a million reasons, not just because of Agiz's eye movements. I needed to know what was happening, but I felt too weak to do so. But I pushed forward
"Cin," I said, my voice quaking. All eyes turned toward me, "The One?" was all I could manage. Cin smiled at me indulgently.
"Agiz, Got, would you like to explain our cryptic conversation to your new Sultanah?" Cin asked. Agiz and Got, both on either side of Cin, bowed low toward their head priestess and then dropped to her knees before me. I almost pulled back, afraid of their rapid motions. They were so close that I could feel the heat of their bodies and gentle scent of rosewater emanating from them.
"In centuries long past, when Gunes still lived on the Earth,' Agiz said, speaking as one who has repeated her words many times in the past, "She wrote fifty prophecies about this future of the world. When she completed her prophecies she attained such perfect knowledge that she burst forth in utter brilliance blotted out the stars. She rose into heaven, and became the Sun. Her prophecies were protected by her earliest followers, the original Sun Priestesses." I had never heard Gunes referred to with a pronoun before. I had no idea that Gunes was a woman. But I did not have time to dwell.
"Through the years," Got added and my head swung to find her, "49 of the prophecies have come true, from the founding of Ülke, to the rise of the Liar, to the rise of Tanri. Only one final prophecy remains."
"Gunes prophesied that, in the depths of our doubt, when Empire she founded looked bleakest, that she would send some of her spirit to return."
"Gunes has the light of the Sun, the infinite store of brightness," Cin now added, looking directly into my eyes, "To show her bounty, she sends down the light of a single star each time a person is born. The light of that star is the animating force of the person, and can be seen in the light of their eyes. Gunes stated that, when the time came, she would send the light of two stars to a single person. That person would have twice the spirit of any person on Earth. Twice the power. And that person would lead the Empire, guided by the light of Gunes, to victory. More importantly, Gunes' Chosen One would eliminate all false religion, and make his Priestesses supreme over the spiritual lives of all people on Earth," As Cin spoke, I remembered what she'd said about the night of my birth. I was...the One?
"Gunes would mark this person with a sign," Agiz said.
"Gunes was a woman born with a man's cock," Got said and I felt my body start to shake. Gunes...like me?
"Gunes contained everything, man and woman," Cin said, "So she would make her presence known in that same way, so that we Priestesses could find her. And Gunes' Chosen One would be born with Imperial Blood, so that she would be a descendant of Gunes and have the right to sit on the throne."
"You are that Chosen One," Agiz said.
"We do you double honor, as the Sultanah (and therefore, rightfully our Divine husband) but more so, as the fulfillment of the final prophecy. The Age of a New History!" Got explained. I felt more confused than ever.
"That cock," Cin said, pointing between my legs, "Which you have despised your entire life, is a gift from Gunes. And symbol of her divine favor." As though Cin had made some sort of signal, both Agiz and Got leaned forward. They kneeling before me, both just inches from my knees. In unison, their heads came together between my legs. For a moment, I thought they were going to kiss. Instead, they turned their heads to the side, their lips moved quickly and pressed themselves firmly against the shaft of my hard cock! Their lips felt soft both first against my quivering flesh and I felt lightheaded. I looked down at the beautiful women, their lips pressed against my most secret place, and I felt like I was in some sort of beautiful and horrible dream.
"Unlike the Sultans of the past, you are not a symbol of the unity between the physical and the divine. You are the physical and divine, combined as one," Cin said. But I could barely heard her. I felt Agiz and Got as their lips parted slightly (though still in unison) and their tongues pressed into my flesh. "This ceremony now too moves beyond the symbolic. We break down the barrier between the physical and the divine and recognize it as one. The Divine Priestess of Gunes will provide you with your every physical desire, to show you the face of Gunes!"
"I..." I started. I didn't even understand. And still, Agiz and Got suckled on the shaft of my cock, making rational thought impossible.
"Do not speak Sultanah," Cin said meaningfully, "Witness as the spiritual bond between your body and Gunes is channeled through your divine, virgin wives. We will sense your desires through that spiritual bond, and meet them, without your order." And, without saying a further word, Cin closed her eyes and then leaned forward at her waist. I froze entirely as Cin's beautiful face inches closer and closer to my body. She leaned out over top of her two fellow priestesses as they continued to kiss the base of my cock. Finally, Cin's head bent forward. I felt her soft, hot lips press against the tip of my cock.
"Oh...Oh it's too much!" I moaned loudly. I looked at the three women between my legs. They looked so beautiful. I could no longer think. I let my mind go. My body took over. Suddenly, all three women broke away from my cock, pulling back.
"Gunes be praised!" Got said.
"I can't believe it!" Agiz added. I opened my eyes and looked at them. They were crowded around my knees, looking at me.
"We can sense your desires." Cin said, "We can hear them loud as day. Just as the prophecy foretold." I had no idea what they were talking about.
"It is fading!" Got said.
"Let your mind be free," Cin said, but she could apparently sense that my thoughts were crowding back in, the connection was becoming muddled, "We must give her what she desires. Can you still feel it?" she asked the other two.
"It is faint," Agiz said.
"I know," Got said, smiling mischievously. She hissed something quickly to Cin and Agiz in the liturgical tongue. I could not understand, but in a moment, all three women were moving. I could not have moved if I desired to do so. But I was trying to follow Cin's advice, trying to not to think about what was happening. That brief moment of release had been...divine. I wanted it back. Beyond that, these were beautiful women who wished to fulfil my desires. It ill-behooved me to stop them now! I just let the women go.
Cin and Got quickly climbed up onto the bed with me. Agiz moved slightly to her right, settling in between my legs. She was still kneeling and she placed her hands on my knees. Her hands felt extremely hot, but lovely. Like sunlight on bare skin. I moaned and she smiled up at me. She then slowly began to spread my legs apart. I had no desire to resist and let my legs move.
While she was acting, Cin and Got were not simply waiting around. Got climbed up onto the large bed on my right side. She crawled on her knees up toward me and then stopped when she was kneeling just a foot from my hips. Cin actually stood up on the bed and moved much more quickly. I watched as she walked around the left side of my body. Soon, she was standing directly behind me. She rustled the air as she moved past and rosewater again filled my nostrils.
Watching the women move about my body heightened the already intense reactions my body was having. I was reaching a level of arousal I'd never felt before. My skin felt like it was vibrating, almost like I was covered in something warm and plush. My nipples stood out tall on my large breasts. I was using my hands to hold my body in a seated position, but I desperately wanted to place my hands on my breasts, to squeeze my nipples and massage my flesh. My cock was actually shaking between my legs and my balls ached dully. I was overcome by sexual need.
My "divine wives" seemed to sense that and quickly moved into position. I had not really understood what Got had meant when she'd said 'I know.' They had been talking about seeing my desires, but I did not even have a sense for my own desires. These beautiful women saw me as an object of sexual desire (something I'd never expected anyone to feel) and the physical and emotional impact was beyond comprehension. I could not more conceive of my desires at that time than I could get my cock to soften.
But, as the women moved into their positions, I suddenly realized that, in my mind's eye, I had created a vision of what I'd desired. It had not been formed clearly enough to even register as a thought, but Got had seen it. I know it, because it all came together, at roughly the same instance.
I felt Cin sit down behind me on the bed. She spread her legs and pressed her breasts against my back and her cunny against the base of my spine. Her long legs slid against the outside of my legs, so that my body was sort of cradled in hers. Cin's body felt impossibly warm and enveloping, like I was taking a hot bath. She gently pulled me back, my body yielding to her touch. I leaned back so that I was lying on my back. I felt Cin's warm breasts against my back.
At the same instance, I felt Agiz slip her hands underneath of my knees. Her fingers pressed gently into the soft flesh as she carefully lifted my legs and then pulled them still wider. My legs were now spread incredibly wide, my cunny open and dripping below my sagging, full balls. Agiz leaned in closely and I could hear her gently sniff the air, taking in the scent of my cunny and balls.
Cin and Agiz, by pulling me onto my back and lifting my legs respectively, had allowed my cock to flop back against my bare stomach. It felt hard and warm against my skin. But, as I looked down at it, I saw Got's hand. She quickly reach down to my belly. I felt her fingers and nail slide against my skin as she carefully slid her hand underneath of my cock! In a moment, she grasped her hand around it, pulling the dipping tip back up so that it was facing the ceiling.
Suddenly I realized that these positions, the exact location of each person on this particular bed, had formed the basic outlines of a sexual wish I'd made while my mind was at its most black. Cin, wrapped around my body with her tits on my back, Agiz with her head between my legs, and Got with her hand wrapped around my cock. The realization that some sort of bizarre, sexual connection was too much for my mind to accept. Once again, I allowed myself to slip into a state of utter release.
That must've been some sort of signal, something that the Priestesses were waiting for. I felt a tremor run through their bodies and, in the exact same instant, they all began to move. Cin's left arm slide underneath my left armpit and her palm quickly found my breast. I gasped as Cin's warm hands began to knead my skin and her delicate fingers teased my nipple. At the same time Cin's right hand snaked over my shoulder. Her delicate hand wrapped gently around my throat. She did not choke me, merely grasped my throat and pulled my head back against her shoulder. I grunted as I felt her lips pressed against the back of my neck. I felt her tongue touch it gently graze my skin.
Even as Cin was grasped my breast, Agiz was moving. She moved her head forward quickly. I could no longer see her beautiful face (she was blocked by my breasts, Got's hands, and my cock) but I could feel her. I felt her soft hair as it brushed the inside of my leg. I felt her warm, long nose press into my balls, sinking into the soft flesh there. And I felt Agiz's tongue. Just faintly at first, but then spreading out thick and fat. I could feel her tongue sliding against my dripping cunny, just below my balls. My legs shook as Agiz's tongue splayed out wide and carefully slipped up and down my slit. Her nose pressed harder and deeper against my balls as she tried to press her tongue deeper and deeper inside of me.
Got was not slacking while the other two ladies began their movements. Instead, she quickly bent at her waist. She still hard her warm, soft hand wrapped around my throbbing cock and she now pulled it slightly in her direction. While my Cin was pulling my neck back, I kept my eyes forward, watching Got. She moved with a certainty and purpose that I found unbearably alluring. She closed her eyes and bent so far that her breasts pressed against my hips. In fact, I could feel her hard, hot nipples tickling against my hip bone. Then, I watched as Got's mouth opened and her head quickly sunk down around my cock. I could scarcely believe my eyes as my quivering shaft disappeared past Got's lips and down her throat. In just a few seconds I felt Got's nose press into my lower belly and her hair cascade over my abdomen. My cock was entirely within her mouth!
And oh, the sensation! Got's mouth was dripping wet around my cock and warm. No, not warm. It was hot. Hot almost to the point of being uncomfortable, but not quite yet. The heat of her tongue contrasted sharply with the mere warmth of Agiz's tongue as it fondled my cunny. Got's mouth was incredibly tight, but felt soft and in no way constricting. Her tongue moved rapidly around the side of my cock, occasionally wrapping to the right side and sliding down the thick vein that ran on the bottom. After a moment, Got began to slide my cock out of her throat and I gasped as the cold air struck my wet cock. When just the tip remained in her mouth, Got once again slipped my cock back into her throat.
Now, all at once, my un-stated desire had been consummated. And we stayed like that for a while, though I honestly cannot say for how long. My mind remained totally blank, devoid of rational thought. On my bed, my three divine wives moved in perfect unison and harmony. Cin stayed tightly wrapped around my body. Her left hand played with my breast while the right stroked my throat. Her tongue played on my neck as her hot cunny dripped her juices at the base of my spine. Agiz pressed her hard between my legs, pressing my balls against her nose and driving her wet tongue down into my cunny. She lapped at my cunny, sucking down my juices and teasing me with her rigid tongue. And Got, methodically bounced her head up and down on my cock. She drove my cock deep into her throat, working her tongue and saliva over every inch of its length. Her breasts continued to press warmly into my skin. The room resounding with the gentle gurgling sound of my lovers at their various endeavors and my nose filled with the scent of rosewater, cunny juices, and my own arousal.
In my foggy state I could perceive that my senses were overwhelmed, there was too much happening to my body to completely feel any of them. But that sensory surplus felt wonderful and perfect. In fact, as Got's mouth continued to work up and down on my trembling cock, I found that that my physical state was leading me towards one thing. Suddenly, a single thought burst through my mind, "cum!" I did not consciously desire to cum, though I could feel a climax rising. I was not capable of such thoughts. But the actions of my divine wives had pushed me in that direction.
However, that thought apparently served as some sort of warning or signal to the priestesses. At once they stopped moving. Got carefully slipped my cock out of her mouth, letting it flop back hard against my belly. She sat up slightly, moving her breasts from my hip bone. At the same time, Agiz pulled her head back from between my legs. She slipped her hands out from under my knees and they dropped slowly. I looked at Agiz's face and saw it glistening with my juices and her saliva. Cin's hands dropped from my body. She deftly slid out from underneath of me, pulling her legs back from around my body. Soon, I was laying on my back on the bed.
As their actions ceased, my mind began to flood back to me. I realized how perilously close I'd come to a climax. I heard myself whimper slightly. I looked at my cock. It was twitching and already since it had been pulled from Got's mouth it was producing a thick stream of clear, early seed. I needed to climax. I'd been so close and they stopped.
"Hush now Sultanah," Cin said, "The ceremony is not complete."
"I have it," Agiz said and my eyes shifted once again to her face. She was smiling mischievously and she licked her lips. "I know what she desires now!"
"I desire to cum!" I moaned.
"Do not look at your surface desires. We look below the surface. Once again allow your mind to be free," Cin said quickly. I tried to comply, but it was so difficult.
"Do you still have it?" Cin asked. Agiz nodded. I heard Agiz whisper something quickly in the liturgical language once again. I knew this time that they were coordinating their efforts. Apparently sensing that my mind was becoming clouded with thoughts, they moved very quickly.
The first thing I noticed was that I felt hands on my body. Cin had moved so that she was on my side, opposite of Got. They were both slowly cajoling me to roll over. I did so, loving the way that their warm hands felt against my cool skin. In a few moments, I was lying on my belly (my cock felt wonderful, pressed into the soft furs on the bed). But they did not stop, instead, Cin placed her hands on my hips and began to pull up. At the same time, Got placed her hands under my shoulders, also pulling me. I sensed what they wanted and quickly rose up onto my hands and knees. Cin grabbed my knee and pulled it, indicating that I should spread my legs somewhat widely. I follower her lead.
While Cin and Got were moving my body, Agiz was moving on her own. She rose up from her kneeling position between my legs and quickly moved so that she was on the bed. As Cin and got were lifting me up onto my hands and knees, I saw Agiz moving so that she was in front of my face.
But, as Agiz got onto the bed, the other priestesses began to get off. Both Cin and Got slipped off of the bed, down near where my feet hung off the edge of the bed, so that I could not see them, they were behind me. I wondered for a moment where they were going (despite my best efforts to clear my mind). But I did not have to wait long. After a moment, I heard a noise and felt something brush the inside of my legs. I dropped my head down, looking down my body. I saw my breasts hanging like pendulums from my body and my hard cock pointing slightly down, but generally towards my face. My large balls hung low. Despite these obstructions, I could see hands, palm up, between my legs. I saw these hands rushing forward (one grazed my cock and made my whole body shake). After a moment I saw arms then the red top of a head sliding between my legs. The Priestess continued to slide between my legs and her head, face, and body slid up against my cock. In a short while, I saw that Cin had slid so far up between my legs that was able to stick her arms out and wrap them around my knees. In fact, my kneecaps were now nestled in her arm pits. Her body was now under mine; her torso was between my knees, her breasts were directly under my balls (the space was so tight that my balls were resting gently between her breasts), and the tip of my cock was just inches from her mouth.



As I watched Cin moved into position, I felt Got's presence as well. I looked up over my shoulder for a moment to see what she was doing. She was standing, her legs spread straddling Cin's hips (Cin was sort of half sitting, half lying off the edge of the bed with her shoulders on the furs and her knees on the floor, her back bent underneath of me and around the bed). Got leaned forward and placed her hand on either one of my ass cheeks. She leaned her weight into me, spreading my cheeks apart. I dug my palms into the bed to keep my balance as she did so.
Agiz, now the only other woman on the bed, quickly moved into a new position as well. She sat down on the large bed with her back facing towards me. I saw her beautiful red hair cascading down over her shoulders and lower back. She was just a few feet in front of me and she quickly leaned back. I almost flinched because I thought her head was going to strike mine, but she slipped right in front of my nose. Then she was laying with her head directly under mine. In fact, her lips were directly under mine, though she was upside down. I looked up at her body, the way her perky breasts spread out across her chest, the curves of her soft white body contrasted with the dark colors of the blanket, her fiery red cunny looking wet. I could actually smell her juices from there (and it made my cock twitch and my balls slide on Cin's chest).
Once again, I realized that the positioning of the priestesses in my bed constituted a half-formed dream or wish that I'd hardly recognized. It almost felt like déjà vu, like I'd already been here with these priestesses before. And, with that recognition, I was able to slip back into a near meditative state.
As before, this served as some kind of signal to the Priestess, like I was sending them a message with my mind. Agiz reached her hands up towards my face. Her warm fingers slid through my hair and settled at the base of my neck. She carefully pulled my head down. I saw her gorgeous eyes close and I did the same. In a moment, I felt the soft warmth of Agiz's lips against my own. They were unbearably supple, I felt like my lips melted into hers. My heart whirred at the feeling of her kiss. My first kiss. If I'd been able to think, I would have attached some significance to that, but I could not. Regardless, for just a moment, I opened my eyes. I flicked my eyes up and saw Agiz's body laid out before me, more beautiful than I could possible imagine. But then Agiz opened her mouth and my eyes, on their own accord, closed. I opened my mouth as well and soon my tongue spilled against Agiz's. Our tongue were facing different directions and it felt absolutely incredible to run the sand-papery top of my tongue against the soft bumps on top of Agiz's tongue. I could taste her mouth. Soon, we were both exploring one another's mouths, devouring each other's flavors.
Cin had not simply been waiting around while Agiz and I embraced. In fact, our kiss was an important component in Cin's actions. As Agiz pulled my head down to meet her lips, my hips had dropped slightly. My balls settled more firmly on Cin's chest and my cock tilted up slightly, pointing towards her head. Keeping all other parts of her body completely still, Cin bent her neck upward. She opened her mouth instantly my cock slipped inside (this occurred at the exact instant I'd opened my eyes). I must've moaned around Agiz's tongue but I do not remember. I just knew that Cin's mouth felt incredible.
As she sucked the pre-cum and Got's saliva off the tip of my cock, I felt her cheeks caressing my shaft. Unlike Got, when Cin sucked my cock she did not bob her head up and down. Instead, she formed a gentle sucking vacuum in her mouth and swirled her tongue devilishly around. I felt her tongue everywhere at once, on the tip of my cock, poking at my stretched foreskin, tickling my shaft, and almost reaching out to touch my balls. I felt my cunny dripping wet down the shaft of my cock, some of those juices settling on Cin's breasts while still more dripped toward her mouth. The whole while, my balls remained cradled in Cin's soft breasts.
Got's contribution might have been the most surprising of all. Her hands remained sunken into the flesh of my ass. She then leaned forward at her waist. After a few seconds, I could feel the head of her breath against my flesh just as certainly as I could heard Cin's mouth sucking on my cock or smell Got's wet cunny. But after a moment, I felt something entirely more out of the ordinary. If I had been in a normal state of mind, Got's actions would have repulsed me. I never would have countenanced them and I would have pushed her away. But my mind was completely open to any experience and so, when Got's wet tongue pressed against the soft red folds of my anus, I simply felt the sensation. And it was incredible. Her tongue was dripping wet and felt smooth against my body. It seemed that there was a string connecting from Got's tongue all the way up my spine and as her tongue flattened and lapped at me. I felt a glowing warmth emanating from Got's tongue that I would not have believed possible. Who could have known that such a taboo location contained such sensitive skin?
As before, we quickly settled into our harmonious unity. My wives had made realized a dark desire I could not have created with my conscious mind. I kept my tongue buried deeply in Agiz's mouth, sucking her saliva into my own mouth and swallowing it down, just so that I could taste her beauty. Between my legs, Cin kept her neck rigid as she suckled on my cock. Her tongue swirled wetly all over the taut muscles and velvety skin of my cock. The sounds she made implied that she enjoyed my flavor. Finally, Got stroked her tongue up and down my anus, occasionally circling it with her tongue. Our noises were louder than last time, our smells more intense.
After a long while together, I began to feel the growing climax once again. However, it barely registered in my mind. I continued to just allow the intensity of the experience was over me. I was absolutely contained within the moment. However, just as my hips were starting to buck and my arms were starting to grow weak, Got broke my trance. I do not believe she intended to, but nonetheless it happened. Got made her tongue rigid in her mouth. She tickled my anus with it once and then quickly shoved it deep into my ass. I felt intense pressure and also unfathomable pleasure. My skin prickled all over and I screamed incoherently into Agiz's mouth. I loved every second of Got's actions, but I was immediately dropped back into my conscious mind. I remember asking myself how I could possibly find pleasure in such a loathsome act, but realized I didn't care about the answer.
Once again, my actions served as a sort of signal to the priestess. They immediately stopped moving. Got pulled her tongue from my anus, Cin slipped my cock out of her mouth, and Agiz broke our kiss and gently released my head. I let out a low moan. My balls felt like they were sagging deeply against Cin's body and my cock ached like it had been struck. I desperately needed the climax I'd been flirting with.
"Please, oh Gunes you cannot stop!" I begged. I'd never felt anything like this before. Through the years I'd kept such a careful lid on my libido that I rarely felt even the slightest prick of sexual desire. Even since my encounter with Arkadas, my sexual desire had been a controllable (if strong) undercurrent to my existence. I had never found any sexual need to have even the slightest impact on my desires. But now I found my hips thrusting against Cin's chest, my nipples aching to be pinched, and my hold being bent toward sexual need.
"Oh that is a strong one, I have it!" Cin said. This time I knew for certain what she was talking about. Cin had sensed my desires. I knew before she made any noises that she would speak to her fellow priestesses in the liturgical language and that they would quickly act to fulfill my needs. I let my body go limp, so that they could act quickly, I tried to again clear my mind.
As I suspected, Cin hissed out directions to her fellow priestesses quickly. Cin slid out from between my legs, down onto the ground. Even while she was doing so, Got was pushing me over gently, onto my side and then, over onto my back. As soon as I laid down on my back I felt Agiz reach under my armpits and drag me backwards. She was pulling me up on the bed, towards the pillows. Soon Got jumped onto the bed. She ran up and grabbed my left arm, leaving the right for Agiz. They pulled me up towards the pillow, my body still limp (except, of course, for my stiff cock). As they pulled me, I saw Cin hop up onto the bed and start to walk towards me as well. Her face glistened with saliva and my juices and she looked more beautiful than I'd ever seen her before.
Soon, Agiz and Got had reached the top of the bed. They leaned me back against the pillows so that I was sitting up. My legs were out straight in front of me (though spread slightly to accommodate my aching balls) and my arms were limp at my sides. Agiz and Got quickly sat down next to me with their legs pointed out slightly away from me. In a moment, Cin was standing in front of me. In fact, she was not just standing in front of me, she was standing astride me, her feet on either side of my thighs.
I looked up at Cin. She looked so tall and majestic and her eyes were fiery with passion. Slowly she lowered herself down towards my body. She kept her eyes on mine as she did so. I felt her knees land next to my hips. I glanced down slightly and saw my hard cock poking up between Cin's legs, just a few inches from her dripping cunny. I saw that now, with greater clarity than before. The folds of her cunny were a deep red color that matched her dark red pubic hair, which was trimmed short. They both contrasted sharply with her light skin. Her clitoris was hard and dripping with her juices. I had never seen a more beautiful sight. It was a dream of a desire, the sort of thing I wished I could want.
And with that thought I, for the third time, slipped outside of my mind. It became easier each time and much deeper. I could sense a connection with these priestesses that went beyond the mere physical contact that we shared (though that contact was incredible). I could not get my feelings around the contours of that connection, but in simply allowing it to be, my trace grew deeper still.
Once again, my actions served as a signal to my divine wives. Agiz and Got turned their heads towards me and then craned their necks downward. At the same instance, both of their mouths found my hard, aching nipples. I felt their warm lips wrap around my nipples and their tongues swirl gently on my areola. Their tongues moved at the same time and in the same direction, their teeth nibbling slightly at the same moments. Both priestesses had their legs spread wide and I saw each priestess furiously playing with her own clitoris. I could hear them moaning around my nipple, sending vibrations through my body.
Despite the beautiful feeling that these actions provided, they were nothing in comparison to Cin's movements. As Agiz and Got turned their heads toward me, Cin was lowering her body down on top of my cock. Cin's cunny was so wet and my cock was so slick with spit and pre-cum, that my tip slipped easily into Cin's body. As it did, Cin moaned loudly and threw her head back. I watched as the tip and then inch after inch of my cock disappeared into Cin's body.
Her cunny was hot inside and had a warm wetness unlike anything I could imagine, so much different even than the Priestesses' mouths. I felt Cin's body tighten, squeezing my cock with her insides and I could barely breathe. Cin released slightly, and then sank down entirely, impaling herself on my cock and sitting directly on my thighs. At the same moment, Cin leaned forward towards my face. This cause two things, first it pushed her hips back, driving my cock even deeper into her body and second, it placed her breasts in my face. Cin's gorgeous breasts looked even more divine up close, her skin so smooth and the curves so perfect. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth. Cin's nipple slipped easily into my mouth and the soft skin of her breast pressed into my face. I felt as Cin began to grind her hips back on my cock and to squeeze it with her cunny.
Once again, the Priestesses began to move in rhythm. Agiz and Got moved their tongues around my nipple in the same time and manner in which they moved their fingers around the clitoris. Cin was tuned into the same time, moving her hips to the beat. Each flick of Agiz and Got's tongues was answered by a reciprocal thrust of Cin's hips, driving my cock deep into her wet womb. For my part, I simply experienced the feeling and keep my own time with my tongue on Cin's nipple.
I cannot say how long this lasted, probably just a few minutes, I had been so close before. Once again, I felt my body rising towards a climax. If I had been in the spiritual state I had been in earlier during the ceremony I might have thrust my hips or tried to use my arms to grab one of the Priestesses. But now, I was completely at one with the experience, and completely devoid of any thought of control. I wanted my climax I suppose, but I was not concerned about it. I lived each second as it occurred without waiting for the next one.
And suddenly (though I suppose I cannot say without warning), the climax came. I cannot describe the feeling in any physical sense. I had many wet dreams and I had my experience with Arkadas. Those were intense, physical climaxes. This was something else entirely. This was a spiritual climax. The sensation of absolute pleasure started in my cock. I did not, until later, consider the irony that my dirtiest, least favorite organ had been in the lead towards my communion with the divine. But I digress. The pleasure in my cock instantly overwhelmed that small area and spread out over my body. I felt the pleasure slip down my thighs, over my shins, down my legs, and into my toes. I felt it spread up over my stomach, across my breasts (causing my nipples to tingle wildly), up my throat (and down my arms for that matter), until it overwhelmed my eyes.
That was when something particularly strange happened. For a brief moment I felt a slight coolness on my cock, and then my vision went entirely blank. For a moment, I could see nothing. It was like I had been forcibly removed from the known universe and my mind was cast into a void. Suddenly, an impossible light appeared before me. It completely filled my field of vision and was uniform in color and intensity. It was so bright that it should have burned my eyes, but I was able to look directly into it. And as the pleasure I felt continued to rocket through my body I felt something else. An infinite number of thoughts, visions, dreams, and desire suddenly crowded into my mind in a single instant. It was overwhelming, both wonderful and horrible at the same time. The sheer amount of information that in that instant lodged itself in my brain was beyond comprehension. I absorbed both all of it and none of it at the same time and even now I don't understand what that means. And it came to me all, somehow, draped in the sound of a woman's voice.
Just as suddenly as it came, the bright light faded before me. But, instead of returning to the void, I found my eyes adjusting to my father's (my) room. It seemed impossibly dim now, compared with the bright light I'd seen before. My vision fully returned to me just in time to see the last large globule of this, white seed shoot from my cock and splash across my breasts.
I realized that the coolness I'd felt on my cock some time before had been Cin hoping off of my cock. As my vision (and my climax) subsided I came to the startling realization about the amount of my seed produced. I saw my breasts, stomach, and arms with thick, white ropes of the pearly seedy splashed across them. I could feel wet heat on my neck and even my face. I turned to my side and saw some of my seed had splashed against Agiz's face. I was sure if I looked to the other side that Got would similarly be marked. I was shocked (but for some reason aroused) to see the priestesses licking the seed from their hair and off their chins, swallowing it down. I wondered what it tasted like. Then I remembered one person in the room already knew.
I looked forward. Cin was still kneeling over my thighs, looking at me intently. Some of my seed had splashed on her as well, mostly on her stomach and the undersides of her breasts. Unlike the other priestesses, she seemed in no hurry to juices from her body. In fact, I'd never seen her so still.
"You achieved it did you not?" she asked solemnly. The other two priestesses stopped moving. For a moment I was going to ask what she meant. But I found that something strange had happened. As I searched my thoughts I realized that I had somehow changed. In fact, it felt like my mind had changed in a million tiny ways that, each individually was insignificant, but somehow on the whole had made me an entirely different person. I thought back to the vision that I'd had during my climax. I realized without needing to ask what had happened.
"I looked into the face of Gunes," I said solemnly, "I have learned so much." A smile spread across Cin's face, a satisfied smile I'd never seen on her before.
"The communion has occurred, we have served your needs and formed a conduit to Gunes," Cin said. And now it made sense to me, though it never had before. Our actions had been in service to something greater, to allow me to reach a kind of knowledge I could not get on my own. My sex with the Priestesses was about so much more than it had initially seemed.
"Gunes is good," I replied.
"Amen," the two Priestesses on either side of me stated. I watched as Cin moved her finger on the underside of her breast, scooping up some of the seed that had deposited there.
"You are now prepared to be the Sultanah. Now it is time to set things rights," she said. She then slipped her seed-coated finger into her mouth. Her eyes closed and she moaned like it was the most wonderful thing she'd ever tasted. Once again it seemed like a signal, and the three Sun Priestesses began to lick my body clean, drinking up the seed that had been given to me by Gunes.
* * * * *
"All rise for Varis, Sultanah of Ülke and first of her name since the founding of the Hanedan dynasty, Emperor of Bütün Dünya, Lord-Mayor of Şehir, King of Bolge, Devlet, Vali, Yer, and Popo, Admiral of the Akdeniz, Descendent of Gunes, the Sun God, and Defender of the Faith, vassal of no one!" The herald called out to the masses gathered in the Central Market.
I stepped forth from the palace, once again dressed in my coronation gown, my body dried by the Sun Priestesses. I walked to the edge of the balcony overlooking my people. A great cheer went up from the crowd and I raised my hand to salute them. I know at that moment that a slight smile showed on my face as I gazed out at the small number of people who still lived beneath the rule of the Empire. But I did not smile in the false light of my father. I smiled because, on that day I was crowned, I spoke to Gunes. And I learned that I was to turn falsehoods back into the truth. I was the Sultanah of a great empire that was not yet made. I intended to start building.
End Chapter 2
*****
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Dear Reader, thank you so much for reading this story. It has taken nearly a year of my writing life to get the whole thing finished. This is Chapter 3 of 14 chapters and the total is over 250,000 words. It is my Dirk Diggler/Jack Horner act of hubris: my attempt to write an erotic adventure story that pulls you in with a story you want to read, even when there isn't any sex going on (though there is a lot of sex. Crazy, weird, fun sex). It is the most ambitious piece of erotic fiction I have ever attempted. So I hope you enjoy it.
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In Chapter 1, our main character, Princess Varis, finds that her father has died and that, by virtue of the fact that she is a hermaphrodite and can father a child, she is now the Sultanah. In Chapter 2, Varis unearthed a conspiracy to destroy her Empire led by Rahip, the Cardinal of the "New Religion" and later she received her coronation.
Some recurring characters you might want by name are Varis (the Sultanah and narrator), Cin (the head priestess of Gunes), Arkadas (Varis' friend and servant), Kardes (Varis' older sister), Nislani (Varis' younger sister), Rahip (a Cardinal of the 'new religion'), Duke Hain (an important lord opposing Varis), Lord Sadik (a minor lord who has spoken in support of Varis); King Sican (the leader of Dusman, a rival kingdom), Prince Lider (Sican's son); King Köylü (the leader of Temsilci, a rival kingdom); Agiz and Got (Subordinate Sun Priestesses); Saygili (Varis' guard). Further, Gunes is the name of the Sun God, Tanri is the name of the 'new god.' The city where the story is set is Şehir in the country of Ülke and the Empire of Bütün Dünya. If you need more...reread the earlier chapters.
Please, please, please, please, please tell me what you think after you read this. I put an embarrassing amount of work into this and I want to know what you think. Especially if it is good things.
*****
Part II: The Siege
Chapter 3: Sucking Out the Venom
"Sultanah Varis, the Steward estimates that, given your rationing decree, there is sufficient corn in the market to last another week and a half..." Danışman, my Secretary, stated nervously. He shifted from foot to foot and refused to look me in the eye. I stared at him intently, as if there was no one else in the throne room.
"How much corn is saved in the palace reserve," I interrupted him. I looked down from my throne as I spoke. Danışman was a portly man with a long, flowing mustache. I trusted him very little and I knew he had grown fat on my father's inattention. He could sense my displeasure. I enjoyed that everyone got to see me make him squirm. He looked around the room anxiously. The peers stared from their seats without movement.
Almost all of the Peers of the realm were present, in their traditional seats. More seats had actually been added to accommodate the lower nobility, who were only now being included. It was our daily planning session. I had called them since the day after my coronation. I lacked the actual authority to do anything on my own at that point, I was very weak. I wanted the Peers to feel flattered and to feel that they were an important part of the decision making process, such as it was. Truth to Gunes, I was actually hoping that one of them might come up with some useful idea. That eventuality never actually occurred.
"If is rationed wisely, it may last two months..."
"That is impossible, there must be half a million people in the city right now, the reserve is..." I started.
"I apologize for the confusion my lady," the Secretary sputtered. I should've cut his tongue out for interrupting me, to give the Peers a sense of my justice, but I wanted to hear what he said, so I took no offense, "I estimated only for the members of the royal household, the Peers, and the soldiers."
"Everyone must eat," I said. It might have been a mundane opinion, but it was becoming more and more poignant as the siege stretched on, "What good will it do us to eat in a month if all my subjects are starved to death?" I asked.
"I apologize again your grace," the Secretary sputtered, I heard a Peer laugh at his discomfort, "I will have to recalculate to account for everyone. The food in the reserve will likely only last a day or two at that rate...we were not prepared for this siege."
The Secretary was right about that. It had been almost a month since my father's death, a few weeks since my coronation, and it appeared I would have the shortest reign of any member of my house since Açlıktan ölen V. Our enemies, King Sican of Dusman, his son Lider, and their allies from Temsilci and Surgun were still camped outside my walls. They had further squeezed trade and choked the rivers that even fish became impossible to procure. The city was starving. I had been forced to shut down the market and seize all the food to avoid profiteering. It was an action that had made me extremely unpopular with the merchants, but it had ensured small meals for every person trying to live in Şehir. Even so, we were rapidly running out of time. Something needed to be done to break the siege, to return the city to life.
"How many soldiers are fit for duty today?" I asked, turning to my right and finding my newest general, Sir Albay. Of late, Surgun's archers had been targeting my officers on the walls. I was rapidly running out of anyone with leadership experience. My most recent general had been killed the day before while taking a piss. I had already forgotten his name. He, like his predecessors, was little more than glorified security guards. Sir Albay had been in charge of keeping the powder room dry before the siege, now he was my Marshal. He had rheumy eyes, smelled of rot and the arm pits of his tunic were constantly damp. A far cry from the General Mareşal in the glory days of the empire.
"2,206 Infantry, negligible cavalry, 291 on the gun and trebuchet, and 1,528 archers of some ability. There are about as many again militia at the wall, but they serve primarily to deceive the enemy and inflate the numbers, they would not be useful in a fight," Albay responded.
"That implies the regular soldiers would be," I heard a Peer whisper loudly so that all could hear him. His comment met with some laughs I felt my lips pull back from my teeth but otherwise pretended that I didn't notice.
"The legions have dropped to 8,000 soldiers, only 4,000 of which can fight" I whispered to myself. I knew the value of our actual soldiers, brave and willing to fight. But nonetheless, I shook my head.
"What are the Orders of the day my Sultanah," Albay asked after a long moment. Any thought that I may have had about taking decisive action with respect to the army at our gates had dried up upon hearing the numbers. Not that I would have hesitated to take action if it had been remotely possible.
After my coronation and the ceremony with my divine wives, I had found that I sat more comfortably on my throne. I cannot explain it, other than to say that a light had shown into my soul, finding deep reserves that I had not known existed. That is not to say that I had any more idea of what I was doing, I was simply better able to project a calmness and interest I had been unable to fain before. I understood the depths of my own ignorance now, and I suppose that was something. At least I could follow the conversations and preside over my own meetings. I sensed the Peers grudgingly respected that fact. The end result was that while I still had no idea of how I would drive the 75,000 soldiers from before my walls, I was not constantly gripped with panic and confusion. I suppose that was something.
"Same as yesterday, 8 hour shifts for each man, trained soldiers at weak points, tell everyone to keep their eyes open, prepare to swarm to trouble areas if necessary," I said to Albay. He nodded sagely as though we'd ever had another plan. This was the order the Peers had suggested at our first session and it was invariably followed now. There was no solution to our problem that could be found by the in the army. The best we could do was trick our enemies into thinking we could repulse an assault.
"Perhaps, your grace," Lord Örnek stated, "We should reconsider Prince Lider's offer of parley. It is possible that they do not realize how dire our straits have become. Perhaps we can sue for peace on advantageous terms now, they must be tired of their siege as well. I hear there is some sickness in their ranks." Örnek was a member of the Collaborationist party. I had been hearing some version of this advice paired with my military orders since my coronation, that it was time to surrender while we still had some leverage. I did not believe it then, I did not believe it now. Still, the Collaborationists were the strongest party at court. And every day, as the food dwindled, their case became stronger. Soon there would be no choice but to sue for peace or starve to death. My stomach rumbled at the thought. Or maybe it was because I was on half rations as well.
"Yes, Prince Lider's offer, I should consider that seriously," I said, trying to hide my true thoughts. Cin had been coaching me in kingship for weeks. I knew that it was essential to be all things to all people, and that meant keeping quiet and letting my Peers project their preferences onto me.
Still, I did think for a moment about the peace offer. I had to admit, based on what Cin told me of statecraft, and my own instincts, it had been somewhat clever of King Sican to offer peace through the auspices of his son. First, Sican had a reputation for being brutal, his son was seen as softer, his offer of peace more probable (even if he had no real authority to offer peace on his own). Perhaps more importantly, it left the impression that the marriage pact between the Prince and my sister could be revived. The Collaborationist had grasped hold of it. That was what they had sought since the beginning, to pretend my father had never been killed and that I was not Sultanah. I was running out of ways to put it off.
"May I send up a flag of truce?" Örnek asked, and as he spoke his eyes darted nervously towards Duke Hain, the leader of the Collaborationists. I guess they had sensed weakness in my avowed interest in Lider's mission. They thought that maybe, I had finally seen the writing on the wall.
"No," I said quickly. I saw the heads of peers look up, I had spoken too quickly, my thoughts were apparent. I dared not look at Cin, for I knew she would be disappointed. All the same, Örnek's eyes dropped quickly, whatever illusion he had about my willingness to speak with our enemies was punctured. Hain looked away, not wanting to be associated with the premature request. But I could feel the hostility from the Collaborationists in the room. My Gunes given title of Sultanah was buying their acquiescence now, but not for long.
Besides, I still felt uncomfortable challenging these men, they had been trained and prepared. I blushed at my harsh words and felt ashamed of myself. They were men. I felt embarrassed whenever I asserted myself in front of them, "I apologize if I sounded blunt my good Lord Örnek," I soothed, "I meant that I cannot make any decision without prayer. And I intend to do so now, to seek guidance from god," I did not say the name "Gunes" for fear of offending the numerous followers of Tanri, but after my ceremony with my spiritual wives, what I had seen, had made me a devout follower of the Sun god. I certainly would pray to her.
"A wise posture my lady," Lord Örnek responded and then sat back down in his seat. I looked around at the other Peers, trying to gauge their thoughts. Mostly I saw apprehension, mixed with boredom. I looked out the window and saw the sun hanging high in the sky. There was little more we could do, I stood only a chance of harming my position further by extending the meeting.
"I believe this meeting has gone long enough. I release you all and thank you for your attendance today. I will have a definitive answer for you at tomorrow's session," I said. Örnek nodded, placated by my avowed uncertainty and the fact that the meeting was breaking earlier than intended. Many of the other Collaborationists seemed to feel the same. But Hain, and the smarter members, could tell that I was just buying a little extra time. He and his closest associates stared daggers at me as they rose and left the chamber. I watched them all go, while I stayed motionless in my throne, projecting permanency but not feeling it.
Once the peers had left, I let out a long sigh and sank down deeply into the throne. I looked around the room, left now only with the people I trusted, the only non-Peers allowed in the meeting. Cin stood directly to my right, on the floor below me. Behind her were Got and Agiz, my other spiritual wives. To my left was my sister Kardes, sitting in her traditional seat. No other family members were present, as Nislani was still mourning her marriage and spitting angry over my rationing orders. My personal guard Saygili stood next to Kardes, the only guard (and man) allowed in the throne room.
Once the door closed behind the last Peer left the room, I felt the formality slip out as well. These meetings were also a tradition, a meeting of my private Inner Council. Here is where I felt comfortable being myself, speaking my own mind, and where I earnestly sought a solution to my predicament.
"They grow restless," Got said, once we had sat in agreeable silence for several minutes. I nodded and no one seemed inclined to disagree.
"The affair with the traitor Rahip sapped the Collaborationist strength. But it grows again, day by day." Agiz said. It always sounded like the three priestesses were thinking from one brain. Perhaps it was just three copies of Cin, always wise, but always blunt.
"In a few days, maybe as soon as tomorrow, Hain and his ilk will not sit quietly when you turn down the chance to sue for peace. In a week, they will be taking drastic action to force your hand, within 10 days, unless something else changes, you will either capitulate or there will be a coup," Cin said. I felt a chill run down my spine. I knew that she was right. I had been sensing something of that nature myself.
In the time since my coronation, I had done nothing but wait. I dared not surrender my throne but, I could not risk war. Unfortunately, our enemies were better suited to wait. If I sat for too long, I would lose just as certainly as if I surrendered now. When my power ebbed completely, the people (and the Peers) would know that I was not a true Sultan, they would kill me, and they would quit the fight. I had to act, but how?
"Then we, those still loyal to my empire, and the Collaborationists agree on one thing," I said to my Inner Council, "We cannot sit idly by forever. Time is running out, we must act." We were quickly sinking into the well-worn path of previous discussions. We had been over this and over this a million times.
"But how?" Kardes asked. That was the real question. I had been running that through my mind for weeks, trying to devise some plan. I had spoken with the Inner Council daily. No one had devised a workable plan. We just kept going in circles, never resolving anything. Cin claimed that Gunes gave her no hints of the future. I sighed deeply.
"Saygili," I said and my guard turned to me, "Have you rounded up the messengers I requested?" I was referring to the only practical plan I had devised.
"Yes your majesty," my guarded nodded, "Our fastest men, ready to move at a moment's notice."
"I cannot see all the future," Cin said, "But I can sense that this gambit will fail, it is a waste of time."
"We cannot break the siege ourselves," I said, "We need an army. The only way to obtain an army is an alliance with some other power. I am the Sultanah and therefore the most eligible bachelor in the world. Certainly some prince with some army will give me his daughter's hand in exchange for the use of his army." That was the best we had been able to do. Even then, there was little time to act. The Army would need to arrive in the next few days. That was why I would send my fastest men, and only to nearby countries with large standing armies.
"Even if, and it is by no means a small thing, that your messengers can get out of the city and reach the court of the princes of this world, you chances of success are miniscule," Cin said, repeating her earlier objections, "Any prince that would give you his daughter would be doing so for the sake of his ambition. Only a weak prince with nothing to lose would take on King Sican at this time, only a fool with a small army and no future. And even if such a prince were agree, he could not get his army here in time. But I don't think we have to worry about that, I think the world will reject you, no man will think you appropriate as a husband for his daughter," Cin said, her voice never changing in tone. This was as blunt as she had ever been.
"You cannot speak to her in that way!" Kardes shot back, protecting me. Cins words hurt, but I knew what she was trying to tell me. I raised my hand. I demanded absolute candor from my Inner Council.
"Cin meant no offense," I said to my sister, "She does not see anything...unnatural in my body. She is placing herself in the mindset of our possible benefactors. And she is probably right," I said. I could not imagine a father who would want me as a husband for his daughter, no matter how rich I might be (especially with my riches consisting of a single city that was doomed to fall). My nobles barely respected me, despite my absolute right to rule, the rest of the world likely saw me as an illegitimate circus freak. As a result, we focused exclusively on courts where my sisters lived, hoping that familial relations would lessen some of the stigma.
"Thank you your majesty," Cin said and nodded to my sister. Kardes seemed to accept that explanation.
"But, while she is likely right, I find no harm in acting. Saygili, send the messengers," I added. As I said, I was attempting to be decisive.
"If a messenger is caught, they will know you're desperate," Got warned. That was certainly true.
"If they looked at our meager legions guarding our walls they will know I am desperate," I replied, speaking a deeper truth "Saygili, go," I ordered.
"Yes your grace," My guard said and he walked out from the throne room, to seek his hand-selected messengers and to hand them the scrolls I had drafted the previous evening. I was begging the crowned fathers of the old empire to let me fuck one of their daughters. To make her a whore for their blind ambition. So there was still some hope.
The plan was to coordinate with some other power, to have them arrive at some instant immediately after my legions sallied forth from the city. If we could catch our enemies unaware, then we could drive them back in confusion. We would attempt to hit them where they were weakest and find spots on the battlefield where we could briefly have superiority in numbers. It was desperate and weak on details, but it was all we had.
As such, once Saygili was gone, we sat in silence for some time. There was nothing left to talk about. I supposed I should release them, let them attend to their own matters while I thought. But I needed them now. The world seemed to be growing more hostile by the day. The peers were cooling, my enemies heating up. Even the people, who had embraced me earlier during my adventure with Rahip and during my coronation, were holding back. They were apprehensive about their future. I did not blame them. But it meant that outside of this room, I was friendless.



I looked out the window as I considered my plight. The sun had already reached its apex and was now starting to slip back down towards the horizon. The light had taken on a slightly orange glow that gave my throne room an intimate air. I saw the light splashing through nearest window, and spilling out over the floor like a flaming sword through the darkness.
"My Sultanah," Cin said suddenly. I jolted, as though I had been asleep and looked at my priestess. She was looking up from the floor, her beautiful face looking serene, as it always did. I noticed that a streak of that beautiful light was across Cin's eyes, giving them a shimmering brightness.
"Yes Cin?" I said in response.
"As I said, this gambit will fail," She replied. Her eyes stayed on me, locked with an intensity they had not possessed of late.
"Yes, I heard you," I said, feeling a bit annoyed. I had made a decision about that. I was sticking to it. It was all I could do to avoid rolling my eyes. Cin shook her head, as though I did not understand her.
"I think, Sultanah, that you have been focused on the wrong problem," she explained, "I have had a new thought. You have been looking at this siege as a material, military, and political problem."
"Are you suggesting it is not those things?" I said. I stood now, this was a different tack that taken before. Cin was going to suggest something new. Anything new was better. I walked down the stairs of the throne slowly, to stand with the priestesses, my sister and Arkadas stood as well.
"Not primarily," Cin replied.
"Well what is it then?" Kardes asked. I appreciated that my sister always seemed able to ask the curt, blunt questions that I feared to ask, even when surrounded only by my female advisors.
"It is a spiritual battle," Cin stated, "Spiritual impurity haunts this city." I felt my heart sink. This was hardly what I needed now.
"Cin, I do not have time for ecclesiastical matters now. You see my heart, you know I love Gunes as I love the sun, for Gunes is the sun," I replied, "but have more pressing matters now," I said, now unable to hide my annoyance.
"You are not only an individual, you represent the empire, and the spirit of the Empire is ripped in two," Cin responded, nodding to herself slowly. I looked at Arkadas, who seemed not to be paying attention. Kardes' brow was furrowed. The other sun priestess stared at me impassively.
"Cin, what good would converting everyone to Gunes be if we are all dead in a week anyway?" Kardes asked, her words dripping with malice. A just question. I could not believe that Cin would worry about such distant matters when we balanced on the knife's edge of total destruction.
"Do not create artificial distinctions in your mind," Gunes responded, not returning Kardes' heat, "the solution to your material, military, and political problems can only be solved by curing the spiritual problem in our midst."
"I have eliminated Cardinal Rahip," I replied, "He is 500 feet below us in the darkest dungeon of the palace. He is in a place that light cannot reach, sitting in a pool of water filled with rats. He must relieve himself in the same water he drinks. He is not given a food ration. As a holy man, I cannot execute him. But he will not last much longer." For a moment I considered the fate of the old man, who I had known all my life, and shivered. But he had crossed me and threatened my dynasty. It was imperative that I not succumb to pity or mercy.
"So when you pull the snakes fangs from your flesh you simultaneously draw the venom?" Cin asked sharply.
"Don't speak in riddles!" Kardes shot back. But I felt the hair pricking up on my head. I felt a chill, but suddenly the sun felt brighter in the room, growing yellow where it was once orange. I looked at Cin.
"What are you saying?" I asked. Cin took a breath and looked at her sister priestesses before speaking.
"All throughout this city, people are becoming more desperate. People who might not usually turn to prayer are finding they have nothing left but to ask for guidance. While many correctly pray to Gunes, many from ignorance and habit pray to the false god. That god is the god of our enemies. When they ask Tanri to deliver the city, to whom does Tanri look? Their prayers aid our enemy. And every day there are more prayers. Prayers for peace through our destruction. Tanri's strength grows greater in the city. You feel it yourself, you feel you cannot say Gunes' name at your meeting for fear of offending your enemies. You have eliminated Rahip, but there are thousands of other people in this city who are infected with his views. With knowledge or not, they bring the calamity to our city. When you clean this spiritual impurity, you will cure your political problems as well."
"Oh, so religious babble disguised as political advice then?" Kardes said angrily. But Cin's words had washed over me in an almost physical way as they poured from her mouth. I could sense Gunes in her words, just as certainly as her red light had guided me to Rahip in the past. I did not know how, but I could sense that Cin was right. Perhaps not in the direct way that she implied, but the core of her point seemed nonetheless absolutely true.
There were still people in the city who wished it to fall to our enemies, that they took solace in Tanri, and that they led astray citizens who would otherwise be loyal. Other people, who only wanted peace, could be driven to accept the fall of the city if it meant an end to war. The will of the city to resist was falling and some of that drop in morale was caused by those who worshipped Tanri. I had to stem the tide and reverse this action. I had to convince the people that we could resist somehow, that Gunes (or something) was more powerful than our enemies' god and that we could be protected. If I could solve that problem, perhaps it would put my other problems in perspective, give my city unity, and show us a path to victory. I didn't know the mechanics of how the solution would work itself, but I could sense the truth in Cin's suggestion. I owed everything to Gunes, perhaps she would reward me again if I served her now.
And, to a certain extent, I was tired of sitting on my throne worrying. I wanted something I could actually do, something that could make me feel like I was actively seeking a solution to my city's doom. Cin's words had placed some action in my mind, a desire to stop hunkering down and waiting for a savior, a desire to make something happen. I had become the Sultanah and I was tired of waiting for something to happen that would allow me to lead. I had to just do it. I turned and started to walk towards the door of the throne room.
"Are we dismissed?" Arkadas asked sleepily. She had clearly not been paying attention.
"Where are you going?" Kardes asked. I turned and looked over my shoulder at my advisors.
"To suck out the poison," I said and turned and left.
* * * * *
Half an hour later I was out in the middle of Şehir. There were thousands of people in the streets, so much so that even the wide boulevards felt like they were crammed from doorway to doorway on either side. This was not surprising; farmers and their families had been sneaking into the city at night with the aid of their families in town (a major security concern, but something I could not bear to end). On top of that, the constant shelling from our enemies' siege machines had destroyed many homes and businesses. People had few places to go other than out into the street.
Despite the bulging crowds, the streets if Şehir lacked their usual vibrancy. There were more people in the public squares, but less life. The people of the city, and therefore most of the people of the empire, had an air of gloom about them that I had never felt before. I had always loved venturing into the city to see the street performers, hear the merchants yelling at customers, and breathe in the excitement of life. But that city no longer seemed to exist. Large crowds were mostly silent. Stooped shouldered men and glassy-eyed women stood with long faces in lines for their daily rations of food. Children, too tired from fear to play, lay on straw heaps looking at the sky while their mothers and fathers gazed around nervously. You could hear the shuffle of feet on the ground and the sound of an individual cough.
As I moved through the listless crowd, I wore dark, peasant clothing and covered my face against recognition, but I wondered if it was necessary. Everyone seemed so engrossed by their own fears and misery that it was unlikely they would have noticed me if I'd walked naked down the thoroughfares. Well...perhaps not naked. But the point remained, the people of Şehir appeared to have been beaten already.
This was the morale crises that I had feared. If the enemy had come crashing into the city now, I believed the people would simply drop to their knees and beg for mercy. They would turn me over quickly. Not because they hated me, but because they found no reason to resist. They could think only of their own worries. Those worries were all they had left, I could not blame them. But I had to change the tenor. I had to make the people believe that we could win.
As I left wended my way slowly through the streets, I did not so much have an idea of what I was doing or where I was going as I had an urge to move. I trekked through markets and alleys, always keeping my eyes open but not seeing anything. Despite the tension I felt in the streets, it was good to be out of the palace. Seeing my own worry reflected in the eyes of my subjects was oddly comforting. Ideas, half formed, percolated up from the sympathy I felt for their strife. Nothing solid yet, but I felt closer than I had in days to some sort of breakthrough.
About an hour into my journey I suddenly found myself standing in a large square near the center of the city. I had not been paying attention to where I was walking, so engrossed was I in thought. But I briefly looked up as I heard more noise in the street than that to which I had become accustomed. There was a slight murmur in the crowd and a little bit of electricity. After a moment, I looked up and instantly recognized where I was located. Kilise Square. Here was the Ibadethane Cathedral, the chief house of worship for Tanri in the city. It was one of the tallest and most beautiful buildings in the city, with sweeping pillars, beautiful stained glass windows, and a massive, ornate bell tower. It was Rahip's former seat and a symbol of the new God's power
As I looked up I heard a loud clanging sound. I heard the murmur in the crowd grow louder and all turned towards the bell tower. It was 5:00 o'clock, time for prayers. As the clock began to chime, the large oak doors to the Cathedral flew open. The crowd grew silent, and actually took a few collective steps back. As the second chime of the bell rang, people began to make their way out of the Cathedral. On the left were men wearing loose brown robes, their heads shaved in the monkish fashion. On the right were the nuns, wearing long, loose white dresses and elaborate headscarves. I thought for a moment that it was strange that in a different life, I would have been joining them. That didn't feel as though it was just a few weeks in the past.
But I quickly pushed those thoughts out of my mind. Instead, I was intrigued by what was happening. I pushed my way slowly through the crowd, trying to get closer. Of course, I had seen the hourly prayers of the followers of Tanri in the past. This was not a new tradition; they had been doing it since they first came to the city. But it had a new urgency now, and I wanted to gauge the reactions of the people.
The monks and the nuns worked their way down the steps of the Cathedral as the bell continued to toll. Their heads were bowed reverently and they moved in perfect unison. They looked like a snake, slithering over the steps. As they made their way out of the doors they fanned out, the monks to the left and the nuns to the right, spreading out in front of the Cathedral. In a few moments, all twenty nuns and all twenty monks (there were hundreds of Tanri followers in the community, but only 40 participated in each hourly prayer ceremony on a rotating basis. Forty was a sacred number to Tanri). As they reached their final positions in a semi-circle in front of the church, they all turned in an instant. In unison, their heads shifted so their eyes were facing the church.
"Glory be to Tanri!" they all yelled at once. In the silence of the square, their voices carried impressively. While I was still a few ranks back in the crowd, I was almost overwhelmed by the sound. I had seen this ceremony before. But never in so quiet a square. Usually, most people just ignored the zealots and commenced their shopping. Today was different. I found that it made my stomach turn and my head ache just to hear their overwhelming noise. Others in the crowd had a different reaction. As the holy men and holy women spoke, many of my subjects reflexively fell to their knees in prayer. I would not say that it was half of the crowd, but it was not far short. Further, even those who did not dropped to pray looked reverently at the Cathedral.
And not just the Cathedral. They were looking at what the nuns and the monks were looking at, the object of their prayers. When Sultan Kâfir III had tried to move the seat of worship for the New Religion from Kasaba to Şehir, he had attempted to entice the leaders of the religion through the purchase of a holy relic. In fact, the Sultan had still been a wealthy man at that time, and he had purchased one of the most important artifacts of the religion. It was a gem of enormous size. I had never been close enough to the object to know what it was, but I could not deny its beauty. It was the size of two men's heads and it was cut into a perfect sphere. Its color was a pale, ephemeral blue that gave the gem the appearance of ice or of a grandfather's eyes. Legend had it that the gem had appeared in the exact spot Tanri had been standing when he ascended into the heavens.
Kâfir III's attempt to woo the leaders of the New Religion to the city had failed, but the gem had stayed. The Cardinals of Şehir were still renowned figures in the New Religion and the gem stood as a symbol of their power. They had placed it in the center of their great clock tower and, as their religion required, they prayed towards it every hour on the hour from sun up until the sun finally set.
Evidently, the people felt the same reverence for the gem that the nuns and the monks felt. It was a physical manifestation of the authority of Tanri. A physical link to the spiritual word. Despite the fact that I no longer felt any affinity towards Tanri, I could feel the power of that symbol. And if I could feel it, how could my subjects in their misery fail to feel.
"Lord Tanri," a voice called out, emanating from one of the monks, "We humbly pray that you deliver us from the scourge of war. We ask that you give our Sultan..ah, the wisdom to put aside her pride and to think first of her people who suffer greatly. We ask that your will be done so that peace may come without further bloodshed. Amen!" The crowd, even those who were not on their knees, largely repeated the "Amen" to close the prayer. I felt a chill run down my spine. It was exactly as Cin had explained and what I feared. The New Religion was truly undermining me in the guise of calling for peace. I had eliminated their Cardinal, but the roots of the New Religion were too deep. This was a cancer in my Empire, it made certain subjects more closely aligned with my enemies than with me. I had to rip it out. But how?
I was watching as the nuns and the monks slowly began to file back into the Cathedral, the prayer was over. People in the square remained largely still and reverent. I tried to overhear conversations, but everyone was whispering and I could not make anything out without leaning in too closely. But I could tell from the tone of the group that there was great reverence for the New Religion and its followers. And I now understood that each gram of respect the New Religion received was yet another nail in the coffin of the Empire.
As I was thinking these dreary thoughts, I found myself walking towards the Cathedral. I certainly had no intention of going inside, but I found myself drawn to the building. I gazed at its stone pillars and bright windows, searching for the key, for the way of undermining its authority. But the building yielded no secrets. It, and the stone that crowned it, were a symbol of authority, not the authority itself. That authority was granted from the hearts of my people, cleaved in two with divided loyalty.
I looked back over my shoulder and saw those people, still standing quietly and appearing humble. I wondered briefly if they would kill me for their God in that moment if they knew who I was. If they would answer their own prayers. But as I looked at them, I noticed something. While the vast majority of people were on their knees or standing with mouths agape, there was someone moving around.
The person was wearing a long black robe and their head was covered such that only the eyes were exposed. In a dark alley this person would be invisible. My years moving through the city had sharpened my eyes to all of the various activities in the city. I had always prided myself on my ability to spot pickpockets and this one was particularly bold. I watched the thief walk up behind anxious mothers and reach into their backs quickly, or rifle imperceptibly through the pockets of a worshipping farmer. No doubt the thief was looking for food. I did not raise the alarm; instead I watched the pickpocket work.
After a few seconds in which the pickpocket had silently and without notice extracted goods from ten different people in the square, he quickly began to move towards the cathedral, towards me. I knew that the pickpocket was likely trying to get out before anyone noticed their items were missing. I briefly considered calling out "thief!" and summoning guards to arrest the pickpocket. People would once again be surprised and delighted by the adventures of their Sultanah, perhaps it would buy me a little more good will.
But, something more powerful was at work inside of me. Here was the only person in the square besides me who had been completely unaffected by the Tanril Hours Ceremony. If nothing else, that should have earned my silence. But beyond that, this person, so brazen and purposeful, intrigued me. For reasons I could not explained, I chose to simply watch the pickpocket move.
He was walking towards me at first, but before he reached the area directly in front of the cathedral he turned right. He started walking down the side of the cathedral, into a somewhat darkened alley off the square. After a moment to give him space, I turned and followed. I don't know why I followed; I just wanted to see where this type of person might be going.
He moved slowly, likely so that he would not draw attention if people in the square began to notice their thefts. But as the alley got darker and darker along the length of the cathedral, he began to move faster. Soon, he was jogging and I was jogging behind him, as quiet as possible. About three quarters of the way down the length of the cathedral, the pickpocket suddenly stopped, turned and faced the building, and dove forward towards the base. He disappeared in an instant.
I began to spring towards where the pickpocket had disappeared. I would have expected that his head would have been crushed against the base of the building by the speed with which he had dived toward it. But from the distance, there was no sign of him. I was confused and a little scared. What sort of sorcery was this?
After a few seconds, I made it to the place where the pickpocket had disappeared. I realized quickly that there was no sorcery at all. A large hole existed where the cobbles of the alley met the base of the cathedral. It was about two feet high and four feet wide. It was so dark that I would have believed it a mere pothole if I had not seen the pickpocket act. I realized that the pickpocket had entered the cathedral basement through the hole.



For a second, I considered this the end of my pursuit, a nice diversion from the worries of the day ended. But I still felt an intense curiosity to see where the pickpocket was going. Besides, he had presented me with the opportunity to enter the seat of my enemy's power within the city unnoticed. I didn't know if there was anything in there that would help me, but it could.
Without thinking more deeply about the possible dangers involved in my actions, I dove down toward the hole. The hole itself was quite smooth and I slid down it quickly, but comfortably. It was like a tube that extended from the street below the surface. It felt like polished stone. It had been there a long time. I tried to remain quiet as I slid down the chute. After just a few seconds the tube disappeared. I briefly saw a room with soft, orange light but then I crashed into the ground with a loud thump. I heard myself give a yelp before the air rushed from my lungs and then I felt pain all over.
I didn't even have time to gain my senses or determine if I was badly injured before I felt someone scoop my head off of the ground. In an instant a strong arm was wrapped tightly around my throat, nearly choking me. I felt a sharp point, likely a dagger against my side, and I felt hot breath in my ear.
"Who the fuck are you and why are you following me?" the voice hissed. The pickpocket. The voice sounded strange in some way, perhaps it was a bit high, but serious. I felt my limbs grow cold and bile back up in my throat. My head was still swimming from my fall and my ankle ached terribly. But I was more concerned about this person. I had dived into the darkness headfirst, away from the protective light of the sun. Now I was in someone's control. This person did not know who I was. I could be killed without a second thought, to be discovered by a Tanril nun.
If anyone. I realized. As my vision came back to me in the darkness I saw where I was located. It looked like a vast tunnel stretching the length of the cathedral. It was only a few feet wide and largely dark, except for a few torches against the outer walls. I looked briefly to my left and the corridor extended on into the darkness as far as I could see. I looked to my right and saw the same thing. I did not know if anyone besides my captor knew about this place. I was totally within the pickpocket's power.
"I am..." I started to speak.
"Quiet you fool!" the voice hissed again, pressing the knife harder into my side, "Your fall has already made too much noise, the fools in the cathedral will hear you." As the pickpocket spoke, he gestured quickly with his hand toward the wall in front of me. The arm quickly returned to my throat. Ahead of me was a long wall of misshapen bricks. Apparently that was the cathedral and I was in some sort of passage underground, just running along side of the basement.
"I apologize for my noise," I whispered back quietly. The knife eased slightly.
"Why were you following me?" the voice said again, tightening the grasp.
"I was not..."
"Don't lie you fool, it will get you killed," the voice responded. I nodded my head slowly. I looked down at my ankle. It was hard to see in the darkness, but it appeared slightly red. Perhaps sprained, but not broken. I wondered if I moved quickly enough if I could escape at a run. But where would I go?
"I saw you picking pockets in the square..."
"You saw no such thing!"
"And I was curious about where you were going. And then you entered the side of the cathedral and I had to see where you went. It was curiosity that drew me here. I had no ill will towards you and would not turn you in. If I had desired that, I would have called to you in the square," I said. I had spoken the truth, and wondered what it would profit me. The knife eased back even further.
"Are you one of the Cardinal's guards?" the pickpocket asked, "I can tell when you are lying."
"The Cardinal has guards?" I asked.
"Exactly what the Cardinal's guards would say," the pickpocket responded.
"The Cardinal is imprisoned," I replied quickly, trying to change the subject.
"Yeah, the smartest thing our dear Sultanah has ever done, Gunes bless her cock!" the pickpocket said wryly, "Would that she imprisoned the whole lot of these hypocrites and traitors!" I was more certain what was happening now (and I could not help at smile at the blessing for my cock). The cardinal hired guards to patrol for pickpockets. The thief thought I was trying to arrest him. But I liked his politics.
"Let me ask you, would a Cardinal of Tanri ever hire a woman to serve as his guard," I said. I swallowed hard, hoping that would be convincing. I felt the arm slip from my neck and the knife moved completely from my side.
"No, I suppose not," The thief said slowly, "They have never been smart about hiring their spies, always big muscular young monks who made a lot of noise. You really are just a curious, silly girl," the thief said. I scrambled away from the pickpockets knife quickly. My ankle screamed as I moved and I collapsed again quickly, sitting with my back against the far wall. I was panting. The pickpocket was giggling.
"I'm no murderer, I am not going to kill a silly girl for sport. If you aren't a guard we have no beef," the pickpocket said and slipped his knife back into its sheath.
"I am not used to knives at my side," I said harshly.
"Well you shouldn't be diving into strange passages where the light of Gunes does not shine," he responded truthfully. It gave me an idea
"Gunes seems to shine few places in this city," I said, testing out a theory.
"Aye, it is true," said the pickpocket, "and it is because of these fools here. These traitors and their Cardinal. I do the Sun God a favor by taking their ill-gotten goods." This confirmed a suspicion. The pickpocket had not mentioned Gunes as an idle blaspheme, he was a follower.
"Do you follow Gunes? Do you support the Sultanah, who worships the sun?" I asked somewhat aloofly. If this person was loyal to the Sultanah, perhaps I could convince him to help me (as a fellow loyal subject) get out of the Cathedral and avoid an embarrassing detection.
"I always follow Gunes. And I follow the Sultanah when she does the same," the pickpocket replied.
"Oh how wonderful!" I said loudly, smiling brightly. It was strange, it seemed that Gunes was always putting me onto some new path, now that I had opened myself to her. I wondered where she was leading me next.
"What was that?" I heard a voice say through the wall. It was a woman's voice.
"Oh fuck, now you've done it you stupid bitch!" the pickpocket hissed.
"Is someone out in the passage?" I heard the voice clearly. I suddenly realized what had happened. I had spoken too loudly. A nun in the basement of the cathedral (where the dorms were kept) had heard me. We were discovered! The pickpocket moved quickly across the distance between us, sat down next to me and clamped his hand over my mouth.
"Keep your fucking mouth shut, maybe she will go away," the pickpocket responded.
"Did anyone else hear that?" the voice said from behind the wall. The voice was very clear and I realized the wall was much thinner than I had supposed, the blocks were only an inch or so wide.
"Yes, I did," another woman's voice said.
"I heard nothing," a third, timid voice stated, "We are along the outside wall and underground. No one can be there."
"Shut up Acemi, you are a novice. What would you know about what happens within and beyond the walls?" the first voice stated.
"Rahibe, don't be rude to the novice, She just began her studies this week. She has much to learn. In fact, if I am right, she is about to learn a most important lesson," the second voice said. There was something knowing, almost sultry in her voice and I wondered what she meant. My heart was pounding like a hammer in my chest and the thief's hand was squeezing tighter on my mouth.
"Oh Ikiyüzlü, I hadn't thought of that. I hope you are right," Rahibe said, her voice now also taking on the knowing cadence, "I was wondering when someone would call on one of our new monkish novices," she replied.
"What are you two talking about?" Acemi, the novice, asked, "Is this some kind of prank? This is the edge of the building, are you just trying to scare me?" The novice sounded nervous, as though she was not enjoying her early stay as a Tanril virgin. For a moment, I thought about the fact that it could have been me.
"Who is out in the passage, we know you are there," Rahibe said, loudly. She was totally ignoring Acemi's question. I darted my eyes over to the pickpocket, who shook his head. There was a moment of silence. Suddenly, there was a sound like a panel sliding. Then another. I looked ahead of me and saw two circles of light on the far wall, where I had dropped in. The top circle was smaller than the bottom circle. I looked towards the pickpocket. I saw a beam of light pouring out from a round hole in the wall behind our backs. It was directly between our heads where we sat. The other beam of light was higher. The nuns had removed some sort of panel in their dormitory. They could see out into the passage. The pickpocket's eyes looked surprised, he had not known they existed.
"Can you see anything?" Ikiyüzlü's voice said.
"I think I see feet or...something, it is dark in the passage," Rahibe responded.
"May I look? What is going on?" added Acemi. The pickpocket and I sat deadly still, hoping that they would just ignore us.
"It is probably a novice priest." Rahibe said.
"Heard about this place from a more...seasoned student and is getting cold feet? Don't be shy. We don't discriminate," Ikiyüzlü said from the room beyond. I looked into the pickpockets eyes, but he just shrugged his shoulders. He did not know what was going on either.
"What are you all talking about? I don't like this prank. I will tell the Mother Superior that you are hazing me and she will be most..." Acemi began.
"Stop whining you twit," Ikiyüzlü cut her off. Then Rahibe began to speak, she spoke clearly and slowly and it seemed she was speaking to the imagined novice priest in the corridor as much as she spoke to Acemi.
"This room is a special room Acemi. As you see the walls are very thin and there are...holes cut into them. On the far side of this wall is a corridor. That corridor was built at the time the Cathedral was built, when it was far less certain that Tanri would be accepted in this city. It is part of an escape hatch. The years have proven that system unnecessary. But you see, the priests and nuns have always known about that passage.
"As you know, Acemi, you were brought here by your father as an offering, to be a Tanril Virgin," Rahibe said, suddenly changing tack, "What does that mean?"
"What does what mean? To be a Tanril Virgin? It means to maintain my purity here in this cathedral for the rest of my life," Acemi responded. I wondered what was going on, this little test seemed completely unrelated to the existence of a passage.
"What does it mean to maintain your purity?" Rahibe asked. There was a long pause.
"To...to refrain from all...sexual...contact," Acemi said and I could practically hear her cheeks turning red as she spoke. I shuddered to think that she could have been me. A life of celibacy worshipping a false god with a bunch of mean spirited nuns.
"Close, but wrong," Ikiyüzlü responded. And I was surprised.
"In the second century after the Cathedral's construction, the great scholar Oğretmen was the prior of the monks and priests. He re-discovered an obscure passage in the Incil, the very word of God, that shined new light on the role of the Tanril Virgin. A Tanril Virgin must maintain her purity to the world. That means to refrain from engaging in sexual contact with any man, woman, or creature of this Earth," Rahibe explained.
"I do not see the distinction," Acemi said and I tended to agree.
"Tanri, our God, is not of this Earth. But he is a man, like any other. With a man's needs. He cannot soil himself by coupling with normal, fallen women. Instead, he requires a pure touch. The touch of a Tanril Virgin. Unsoiled by all but the God himself," Ikiyüzlü explained. My mind was spinning, I had studied religion for many years at my father's behest. I had never heard of this doctrine. Frankly, it sounded strange given the avowed prudishness of the New Religion.
"Where does it say that in the Incil? And what does it mean? How can one...lie with Tanri? He lives in heaven."
"Do not worry about the location of the passage," Rahibe said quickly, raising my suspicions further, "as for your other concern. Does not Tanri have vicars on this Earth? Do not some men, pure men, whose actions exist as though they are the actions of Tanri?" Again a pause.
"Priests?" Acemi responded uneasily.
"She is not as stupid as she looks," Ikiyüzlü.
"I don't understand..." Acemi stated. Rahibe went onto to explain, but I had figured out the hypocrites deception already.
"Do I need to draw you a diagram novice?" Rahibe began, "Our god Tanri comes to use this wall. He gazes upon us from this top hole so that we may please his eye and from this lower hole he slides his cock so that we might please his body." Acemi let out a squeal.
"No...That can't be right...It is not Tanri, it is a priest," She whined.
"You are wrong. As Oğretmen explained, when the Tanril virgin cannot see the face of the priest and therefore know his identity, the priest exists only as a vicar of Tanril. A special unity occurs and the Virgin moves completely past the priest, and communes solely with Tanri. It is not actually sexual contact, it just appears as though it is," Rahibe concluded.
"Why can the priest gaze upon us? Certainly he will know who we are..."
"It is not a priest you fool! It is the spirit of Tanri" Ikiyüzlü spat.
"The eye that gazes upon you experiences the same mystic communion. It is likely that the priest through which Tanri enters the Virgin will not even recall her appearance. He sees only for Tanri. Therefore the Virgin remains a virgin and experiences a deeply spiritual connection with God," Rahibe explained.
I did not need to know the exact passage of the Incil used to justify the actions I had heard described. The pickpocket was right, the people within these walls were hypocrites, tying their scripture and their logic in knots to justify what, to them, amounted to a sin of the flesh. I burned in rage at the thought of all of my people, condemned as sinners by the priests and nuns of this order over the centuries, who had committed far less dire offenses. Still, despite myself, I felt my pulse quickening and my cheeks grow warm as I thought of what Rahibe had described. I pushed that thought aside.
"We heard once such vicar in the corridor, though perhaps he is scared to fulfil his role," Ikiyüzlü stated.
"This is wrong, we cannot do this. I will tell the Mother Suprior..."
"She was down here last night performing the ceremony, she insists all novices do so at the early possible opportunity, to feel the power of God," Rahibe explained in a voice that clearly spoke the truth and I confess I was shocked. This was not some silly young nuns trying to skirt the rules. This hypocrisy traveled all the way to the top.
"So young novice priest, please assume your position as God's chosen and we can begin the ceremony," Ikiyüzlü said, not directly at the wall. Clearly she was speaking to me and the pickpocket. We looked at each other in silence, not exactly sure what to do. I began to hope that if we waited long enough that they would just leave. A few minutes of waiting dashed my hopes.
"Novice, the other priests will not let you return until you complete the ceremony, so you may as well get started. I assure you it is a most inoffensive rite," Rahibe stated. I looked again at pickpocket again. He was still not moving. I leaned in towards him, carefully avoided the hole in the wall, and placed my lips near his ear.
"They will not leave. You must stand in for the priest," I said. I pulled back slightly and looked at the pickpocket and he shook his head vigorously, "They are not going to leave until they are satisfied!" I beseeched in a low hiss.
"I cannot do it," the pickpocket stated.
"You have said yourself that you believe they are hypocrites, what difference does it make to you? You say you follow Gunes. The Sun God makes no bizarre prohibitions against sexual contact. Obtain free pleasure and we may leave," I said more quickly than before.
"I cannot," the pickpocket repeated.
"You must!" I responded. The pickpocket sighed quietly and made frantic motion with his hands.
"You fool I am not being difficult with you. I..." he paused for a moment. Then he sighed again and reached up to facial covering her wore. Her worked his hands over the knots and carefully removed the black fabric. I felt a jolt. The face looking back at me was feminine with large almond shaped (and colored) eyes, a narrow nose, wide lips, and soft features. In fact, the pickpocket had a beautiful face. The pickpocket grabbed my hand and placed it against her chest. I could feel the soft flesh of her breast through her robe, "I cannot." She repeated finally her voice sounding even softer than before. I realized now why she had sounded so strange, a woman attempting to sound like a man.
I felt sunk. The pickpocket could certainly not perform the required task to give us freedom. The nuns did not seem likely to back down from their insistence. I thought, briefly about whether I could step into Tanri's shoes for this farce of a ritual. I felt my nipples rubs against the fabric of my robe and my cock twitched slightly at the thought. I was aroused by the word spoken by the nuns and the sound of their sultry voices. I had once again ignored my libido after my coronation. There was too much to do and too much worry to consider sex.
Besides, I was still not wholly comfortable with the strength and nature of my sexual desires. I could not trust myself; I did not know if I sought a place against the wall because it was a wise way to avoid detection or because I desired the touch of the women inside. Beyond that, exposing my body would let the pickpocket know of my identity, and I was not certain I could trust her. She was a thief with a knife after all.
"Something strange is going on out there," Rahibe said uneasily, "Perhaps we should get the Bishop to investigate the cause of the delay." I felt my blood run cold. I did not know if this was simply a ploy to get to "novice priest" to act or if the nuns truly intended to call for assistance, but the threat felt legitimate. The pickpocket and I could get up and run, but I didn't know where I was going. The pickpocket owed me nothing. I could be captured down here, but the forces of Tanri. They might turn me in to my enemies! What a horrible situation, why had I dived into the Cathedral behind the thief? I had not realized the magnitude of the risk I was running until that moment.
Suddenly, my previous concerns seemed smaller. Being caught by the guards and the acting Cardinal (the Bishop) were a far greater danger than the pickpocket, a single woman. Besides, she spoke somewhat warmly of the Sultanah and claimed to be a follower of Gunes. It was better to place my faith in the Sun God than to take my chances with Tanri.
I stood quickly and turned to face the wall. The pickpocket looked alarmed and she reached up to grab my arm and pull me back down. She was unbalanced where she sat and I flicked my wrist, knocking her back. While she was still trying to get her bearings, I quickly grabbed at my garments.
The nature of my robe was such that it was a long piece of fabric that was tied in a series of ingenious knots I had learned since childhood so that it covered my entire body. It was long and billowy and I enjoyed the freedom it provided so much that I wore nothing underneath. This was the robe I always wore on clandestine trips around the city, it was the only one I trusted to keep my secret even if my cock was unbound. Because I knew the robe so well, I also knew how to take it off quickly. I pulled in four or five different places and moved my arms in a gentle swinging motion. In an instant, the robe lay in a pile on the floor.



The pickpocket had regained her seat now and for a moment, she reached up again to pull me down. But I saw in her eyes as she did so that she now saw my body. I felt her black pupils drop from my long braided hair, across my face, over my small firm breasts, my flat stomach, and stop at my limp, 5-inch cock and chicken-egg sized balls. My skin, as always, was smooth and there was no obstruction of the pickpocket's view. Her hand dropped instantly and her eyes grew wide. Her mouth opened slightly. I was afraid she would make noise; I lifted my finger to my lips begging silence. Then I turned back toward the holes in the wall.
My skin tingled all over and my mouth was dry. My stomach was roiling and I felt incredibly warm. This, despite the fact that the passage was quite cool and a slight breeze stroked my naked body. I didn't know if I was nervous because of my peril, aroused because of the situation, or both. I knew that my actions here were not a choice; this was the best solution to the problem I faced. I tried to ignore the signals of my body, and I leaned my eye into the top hole.
I was almost blinded by the brightness in the room. All of the walls were painted white and there were several torches, giving the room the appearance of daylight. It was a small square room, no bigger than a privy in the palace and only a single door led inside and it was closed. There were a few benches around the outside walls. It was clear this room was used for only this particular ceremony.
"Oh, someone has finally graced us with his presence," One of the nuns said. As my eyes began to focus I saw the three nuns clearly for the first time. They were all wearing their informal, dormitory clothing (I had seen them a few times before) that consisted of a tight white, sleeveless tunic and a long white robe. The one who spoke was pointing at my eye and I recognized her voice as Rahibe. She was the oldest of the three, though still quite young, maybe 25. She had long brown hair and a pretty (though not beautiful) face. She had very large breasts and thin hips, her breasts making her small body look deceptively slender.
I recognized the two without hearing their voices. Ikiyüzlü was very tall with medium-length reddish brown hair. Her face was severe but beautiful and she had a very slender frame. Her breasts were small and her legs very long. I could tell by the look of her sensuous mouth the voice that belonged to her. She looked around 23 years old. Acemi looked younger, likely 18 (the minimum age for a nun). She was the picture of innocence with long black hair, a long neck, and a compact body. Her breasts were small and firm, her stomach flat, and her legs thin and youthful. Her most striking feature were her large, gray, round eyes that gave her an appearance of beautiful naiveté. There were three Tanril Virgins, my spiritual sisters in another life. And hypocrites who wanted my cock. At least they were all quite attractive.
"Do not be shy, Lord Tanri," Ikiyüzlü said to me, "We desire your body as well as your gaze." I realized that while my eye was pressed against the rough stone of the wall, my cock was still several inches away. I looked down between my legs and saw my limp cock there. I knew that the pickpocket could see me, but I felt less self-conscious about it than I had before. Hell, the whole world knew I had a cock now. Still, it was strange place it in a rough hole in the wall for these strange women. But I did not have a choice.
The eye and cock holes in the wall were almost perfectly placed for the size of my body. I guessed the old priests must've been short like me. I took a deep breath and pressed my hips against the cold material of the wall. I reached down with one of my hands to guide my cock into the hole. It was wide enough (and the wall itself thin enough) that I pushed my balls through the hole as well. The wall around the hole was smooth and I felt no discomfort, save for the cold feeling of the stone against my breasts and stomach. Luckily, my cunny rested directly on the edge of the wall, where it could not be seen below my balls. The room on the far side was warmer than the passage and I knew that the women could see it.
For a brief moment, I looked over at the pickpocket. She was free to run now, if she was so inclined. But she was still looking at me in shock, unwilling or unable to move. A voice from the far side of the wall drew my attention back.
"I knew it was a novice," Ikiyüzlü said, "I do not recognize this visage of Tanri's cock. What big balls this one has!" My eyes widened. This "ritual" was performed often enough that this "virgin" could recognize the identity of the priest behind the wall.
"Ah, I see why Tanri is a bit nervous. His cock is not yet hard. But it is a cute one, so pink and smooth," Rahibe said, pointing to my limp cock. Despite the absurdity of the situation, I felt myself blush, "Do not be alarmed Tanri. It is our job to stimulate you, if you cannot achieve arousal, the failure is ours." Rahibe licked her lips as she spoke. I wondered briefly if I was supposed to say anything to these women. But Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü seemed quite able to handle the situation on their own.
"Shall we make the novice start?" Ikiyüzlü asked. I saw Acemi's eyes grow wide and she shook her head. Clearly she was not enamored of this
"Two novices together? I think that Tanri would be less than pleased," Rahibe said, "Let us show these new members our community how it is done, before they complete the communion." Ikiyüzlü smiled lewdly, bit her lip, and nodded. Without further word, the two older nuns began to grab at the fabric of their robes. The two nuns displayed the same ease in removing there robes as I had with mine. In a moment, their white clothes lay in heaps on the floor and the two nuns stood naked before me. Rahibe's breasts seemed even larger now than they had before and stood up high on her chest despite their size. Ikiyüzlü's robe had made her appear more angular than she was and her round breasts, the curve of her hips, and the swell of her thighs were far more pleasant exposed than they initially appeared. Both women were completely clean shaven and I could see the tight, pink slits of their cunnies. I felt my cock twitch slightly in the hole.
"You see, it does not take much to entice Tanri, he is quite virile," Rahibe said, turning towards Acemi. The young nun was looking at my cock and her two naked companions with a mixture of awe and disgust. She didn't move, she just stared at us all with her wide, innocent eyes. Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü did not seem to take any notice. In fact, I noticed something lupine now in their eyes. They were looking at my cock with unconcealed lust. I could practically see their mouths watering. Clearly they enjoyed this rite.
Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü dropped down onto their knees in the room. I saw their breasts (especially Rahibe's) hang down towards the floor and their asses stick up in the air. Together they began to crawl towards me. My heart was pounding faster now and my knees felt weak. Only the fact that I would jerk my cock viciously if I fell kept me, precariously, on my feet. I kept my eye plastered to the hole, watching the women as the crawled ever closer.
In a moment, they were just inches away from the wall. Almost in unison they sat back so that they were sitting up on their knees. Their breasts were now level with my cock and I looked down at them, my body trembling. The two nuns stared at my cock for a few moments.
"I got bottom last time," Ikiyüzlü said, "I want top this time."
"I am better at top, and these balls are huge!" Rahibe said. I was not sure what they were talking about doing.
"There is no time for this nonsense," Ikiyüzlü said and acted quickly. I saw her hand dart forward and in a moment, I felt her soft, warm finger tips against the soft base of my cock. Rahibe let out some noise of protest but I could not really hear it. I bit my lip, wanting desperately to moan but afraid of the information my voice would provide. Ikiyüzlü formed her index finger and her thumb into a ring and slid it up near the tip of my cock. She pulled my limp (but aching) cock upwards toward her face. She gave a quick look up toward my eye and I saw a sensual spark in her gaze. Then her head dropped quickly and I was looking at her hair.
A moment later I felt something that was now somewhat familiar, though no less amazing. I felt the hot, wet sensation of Ikiyüzlü's mouth wrapping around my cock. She created a vacuum in her mouth and I felt it pull blood into the tip of my cock. Every conceivable part of the tip of my cock was being caressed by the inside of her mouth. She released the vacuum, but kept my cock in her mouth. I felt her tongue begin to explore my shaft, working around it thick and soft. I felt the tip of her tongue exploring my foreskin, poking inside and tasting at my salty musk.
While Ikiyüzlü worked, Rahibe was not idle. When Ikiyüzlü lifted my cock to place it in her mouth, Rahibe had dropped her head and craned her neck. The back of her head was pressed into Ikiyüzlü's belly (I could just barely see it around Ikiyüzlü's head. I felt a small amount of wet pressure against my right ball. For a second, I didn't know what was happening. Then, as the wet warmth spread, I realized that Rahibe was bouncing my ball on her tongue. She swirled her tongue around briefly on the bottom of my sack, giving me a delightful chill.
I felt the tongue disappear from my balls. But, a second later, I felt something else. I felt Rahibe's lips as they kissed my right ball. Then, her lips began to spread out as her mouth opened. Like Ikiyüzlü had worked with my cock, Rahibe made a vacuum with her mouth. I felt a slight pinch but also felt intense warmth as my ball slipped into Rahibe's body. I felt the walls of the insides of her cheek tightly hugging my balls, warm and wet. I felt her tongue darting around on my scrotum, lapping at my flesh. Her lips pursed tight, holding me firmly but gently in place. I felt her nose pressing into the side of my shaft even as Ikiyüzlü tongue slipped around my foreskin.
On the far side of the wall, I was having a difficult time maintaining my composure. The nuns' tongues felt so incredible on my body. That is not to say I was still nervous. As the women played with my cock, the nerves that had prevented my cock from hardening seemed to dissipate. My breathing slowed slightly, though my heart continued to pound. My body still felt warm, but my stomach settled. I felt my cock stirring, growing hard against Ikiyüzlü's lips, stretching against her fingers. I just enjoyed the sensation and my mind ceased to dwell on the fear and the anxiety I had felt before.
However, that relaxation was, in itself, a danger. I felt a moan erupting from my throat and wanted nothing more than to let it free. But I knew that was wrong. I bit so hard on my lips that I feared that it would bleed. My cock was nearly full erect now, my foreskin pulling back across my tip. Now Ikiyüzlü's tongue was better able to explore my cock. I tried to close my eyes, to avoid watching at the pretty young nuns massaged my cock with their mouths, but I found it impossible to look away.
And so I watched (and felt) as their ministrations became more intense. Now that my cock was fully erect, Ikiyüzlü's fingers slipped off of it. The tip of my cock was still firmly planted in her mouth. She looked up briefly, just flicking her eyes towards the top hole. Her lips spread in a sly smile, my cock planted directly in the middle of it. She reached up with her hands and pulled her hair out of her face. Then, slowly, she began to slide her lips forward. She kept her eyes open as she did, looking up along the wall. I watched as her pink lips slipped over my engorged shaft. Inch by inch, I watched as my cock disappeared into Ikiyüzlü's mouth. The sensation was divine, her tongue swirling around and tasting my shaft, her cheeks tight and hot against my skin. Occasionally, her tongue would dip out of her mouth and play along the underside of my cock, bathing it in her saliva and lubricating my journey into her throat.
Rahibe's actions were no less enticing. Despite the fact that my balls were, apparently, quite large, the nun was unwilling to lessen her ambitions. I felt her tongue slide out of her mouth, underneath my balls. Soon, I felt rubbing against the soft skin of my scrotum, bouncing my other ball. With the side of her tongue she tried to tuck my right ball into her cheek. Finally, she realized they were too large and I felt her hands on my balls. For a moment, she slid my right ball from her mouth and I felt the cool air against it. I felt my legs tremble and again resisted a moan. She squeezed my balls slightly (a little wince of pain), but I felt her lips against them. In a moment, I could feel both balls, together, entering her mouth. Her lips felt tight and there was a slight pain. But after a moment, she gave my scrotum a gentle nudge and my balls poured into her mouth. I felt her hot, tight cheeks wrap around them and her tongue exploring the space between them.
I could scarcely believe it when I realized what the two nuns had achieved. I felt, rather than saw, their lips meet near the hole in the wall. My cock was buried all the way into Ikiyüzlü's throat. I could feel the muscles pulsing around it and her tongue rubbing against the bottom. At the same time, Rahibe's mouth had completely engulfed my balls. She was pursing her lips, pushing them up towards my shaft. That is where their lips met partially; in an unholy (according to my understanding of Tanri) kiss. My cock and my balls were completely within the mouths of the two young nuns and their tongues moved around furiously. I could hear them both choking slightly on their respective tasks, but they kept at it.
After a few moments, Ikiyüzlü slid her mouth backwards, exposing my wet cock to the air. But she kept the tip in her mouth, swirling once around it, before plunging my cock back into her throat. She moved very quickly, bobbing her head up and down on my shaft. The sensation was intense and disorienting. Rahibe's motions were less manic, but no less extreme. She moved my balls around in her mouth (extremely carefully around her teeth), letting her tongue caress every inch of me. I felt her nose press into the small amount of flesh above my cock that poked through hole. Occasionally still, her lips and Ikiyüzlü's lips would meet.
On the far side of the wall, I was losing control of my mind. I had only placed my cock through the wall in order to prevent the calling of guards. I had tried, in the seconds during which I made the decision, to prepare myself for the awkward fumblings of a couple of nuns. I expected something that felt much like Arkadas touch of the day I exposed myself to the Peers. Nothing could prepare me with the overwhelming erotic skill with which Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü assailed my body.
I pressed my whole body against the cool rocks of the wall, trying to soothe the unbearable tension. But it was like all my anxiety and fear in the days since my coronation had suddenly found a release. I had been under such immense pressure, the pressure of centuries of Imperial Rule coming to a crushing end, and had ignored that pressure (and my more common sexual desires) in the interest of deep focus. Now, these nuns had broken something open. Rather than pacify me, the hard wall added to my dilemma.
If felt the rough coolness of the wall against my thighs, my stomach, and my face. My breasts scratched softly against the rock and my nipples pressed against the wet coolness of the mortar. I reached my left hand up, covering my left breast with my palm and feeling my hard, cool nipple against the skin. My right breast continued to press into the wall, and I could feel reverberations from the sensation running down the small of my back. My cunny was dripping wet and I felt it rubbing against the smooth, cool surface of the hole and dripping back down into the passage.
It was now impossible to deny that I had been aroused by these saucy nuns and their dirty talk. My heart had been fluttering from nerves, both from the pickpocket and the possibility of discovery, but no one had twisted my arm either. I could have tried to flee. I could have done something different. I had been more than willing to jump up against the wall, to feel the touch of Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü. And I was enjoying it. Perhaps a little too much.
As the nuns continued to suck and lick at my cock, I found my body shaking wildly against the wall. My hand squeeze hard against my breast and my teeth bit into my lip. But despite all my efforts, I could feel the desire to moan overwhelming me, the desire to make some kind of noise to acknowledge the intensity of what I was experiencing. I knew that this would be dangerous, and fought against it will all of my might. I shook my head and tried to focus on something, anything else. I fought my urge as long as possible, but finally, I could not hold it any longer. I felt it welling up from my stomach, rising up through my throat. My mouth opened.
And was filled quickly with the taste of leather. I pulled my eye away from the hole in the wall, confused. Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü were still sucking away at my cock, but the tension had lessened slightly. I looked to my side and saw the pickpocket, standing next to me. Her robe was billowing more than before and I realized quickly she had removed her belt and stuck it into my mouth. She was staring at me intently and leaned in towards my ear.
"Sultanah Varis," the pickpocket whispered quickly, apparently figuring out who I was, "I apologize for my forwardness. You are doing well and saving up both. Bite down hard," she said, looking directly into my eye. Her hand moved up and my body trembled as it lay against the small of my back. Her hand was warm and soft (supple, I supposed, as befits a thief) and she rubbed gently, soothing. In this way, I was able to keep myself from crying out. And I received further assurances in the favor of Gunes. I returned my eye to the hole in the wall, though part of my focus remained on the hand of the pickpocket.
I bit down hard on the belt, and further stifled any need for noise. But that did not change the fact that my cock was deep in Ikiyüzlü's mouth and her throat was squeezing tight around it. It did not lessen the slick, velvety feel of her wet tongue against the bottom of my shaft. Nor did it eliminate Rahibe's hot lips wrapped tightly around my balls. Their tongues moved more and more quickly all the time and Ikiyüzlü's head bobbed up and down on my cock with increasing speed.
The room was filled with the slurping sound of the nuns' mouths. I could hear dribbles and drabs as their saliva dripped from their mouths onto the cold stone floor. I could smell, over the dank mustiness of the corridor, the smell of the nun's cunnies, wet and excited. I likely picked up the scent of my own as well. I could see their heads bobbing and slipping around on my cock and I could make out other, smooth curves of their beautiful bodies. But while I gazed at them, moving like whores around my body, I noticed something behind them as well.
Acemi was watching the entire display without movement. Her hand was up over her mouth and her knees looked weak as she took in everything around her. But the most important thing I could see was her eyes. They were wide with astonishment and twinkled like stars. I could see confusion and disgust in them as befitted her obvious innocence, but something else as well. Back behind her eyes, I could see inside of her. I could see an excitement that she might not have recognized herself. After a moment, her hand moved down away from her lips, and I saw her mouth. It was open wide in shock, but the right corner was pulled back slightly, giving her the appearance almost of an astonished grin. She was shocked and appalled, but also enticed. I was sure she was in absolute turmoil, I had felt it as well. The wickedness of the other nuns, their hypocrisy had infected her, just like Tanri had infected my people. She was losing her innocence and replacing it with desire.



Something about that thought seemed to push me deeper into the pleasures provided by the other nuns, like I was finally understanding the nature of my problem. And it also pushed me over the edge. My cock brushed the back of Ikiyüzlü's throat and I felt Rahibe's nose press into the base of my shaft. At the same instant, their mouths and throats tightened on me. I think my surprise and confusion with the entire situation had allowed me to hold on longer than I would have otherwise. But all of the sudden the intense pleasure of their mouths on my body because overwhelming.
I felt my balls seize up first, they pulled hard, slipping an inch out of Rahibe's tight lips. I bit down harder on the belt as the tension inside of me reach a new level. My whole body became rigid and my eyes involuntarily slammed shut. I felt my cock quivering in Ikiyüzlü's mouth. My nipple ached into cold stone wall while my fingernails dug into the flesh of my other breasts. I made a low noise in my throat, low enough that it could barely be heard, but in doing so, I felt the release.
In one beautiful instant my eyes open, my lips quivered uncontrollably, my throat closed around a scream, my breast pressed harder against the wall, involuntarily, my knees bent, my toes stiffened and the whole world around me went black. I forgot for a moment that I was in the bowels of my enemies' cathedral and being pleasured by their perfidious nuns. I focused only on the pleasure. It was a liquid warmth that swelled from my shaft down into my balls and then spread from there. It was a familiar pleasure now, something I could recall. But, it lost nothing in the familiarity, in fact it was better. It is easy to ignore a hunger when you've never tasted food, but I now had a taste for pleasure and it was overwhelming to have it back. My climax rolled lazily through my body, slow but with unbearable force. It found its way into all of the various crevices and secret places of my body, dousing every part of me, eventually, in a euphoric haze.
After a moment contained totally within myself, my vision came into focus. I leaned in more closely to the eye hole in the wall. I saw the result of my orgasm on the women in the room opposite me. Rahibe was still on her knees with my balls in her mouth. I could feel my balls seizing up over and over again in her mouth as my cock spurted my seed. I could still feel Rahibe's tongue against me, lapping at my emptying balls.
More dramatically, Ikiyüzlü had fallen backward, away from the wall. She was sitting on her ass with her arms thrown back behind her and her legs spread and bent. Her cunny was lewdly exposed and I believe that even through the barrier of the wall I could smell her wet excitement. Ikiyüzlü's mouth was open and I could see thick globs of my seed resting on her tongue. A large mouthful, in fact and her tongue and lower teeth were barely visible under the translucent liquid. But that was not all; I had produced an almost unbelievable amount of seed. I could see it on Ikiyüzlü's face (especially her eyes), dribbling down her chin, in thin streams across her pert breasts and pink nipples, and even dripping down between her legs and puddling on the floor below her cunny. Her eyes were wide with astonishment and she looked completely incredulous.
For a moment, everything in the room stayed completely still. I could vaguely hear the burglar beside me stirring slightly, but I did not move. Even the slurping noise of Rahibe's efforts slowed as my balls ceased to seize and the last dribble of my seed fell onto Rahibe's knee. She stopped sucking and, in fact, I could feel the cool breeze on my scrotum as she dropped by balls from her mouth. Finally, a large globule of my seed dripped down from Ikiyüzlü's chin and landed with a splat on the white marble floor. At the noise, Ikiyüzlü's eyes seemed to come into focus. She closed her mouth and I watched as she swallowed my seed. Her tongue stuck out quickly, scooping up slightly more from her lips and then swallowed it as well.
"Tanri be praised!" she said after a moment, "I have never seen so much seed in my life! And it tastes divine!" I felt myself blush at the comment, though I could not say why. I noticed Rahibe stirring below me. I watched as she scooped some of my seed off Ikiyüzlü's leg with her finger and then popped it into her mouth.
"You are right on both counts Ikiyüzlü," She said, and then more frantically began to collect my seed from her friend's body. Soon Ikiyüzlü was searching for more was well, lifting her breast as well as she could to her lips and sucking my seed off of her nipples.
"It is a sin," Ikiyüzlü explained, "To let any of Tanri's seed go to waste. Sometimes it is a chore, but sometimes, like today it is a delight." Rahibe laughed in agreement. I watched, despite the fact that I knew I should leave, with intense curiosity. My spiritual wives, Cin and the others, had devoured my seed as well. But that had seemed less...hungry, more sensual. I watched as Ikiyüzlü's and Rahibe exhausted the supply of see on skin and ravenously dropped to the floor, actually licking the tile to taste Tanri's seed. It was arousing in its debauchery and degradation.
"What in the name of Tanri has just happened?" Acemi said suddenly. I had nearly forgotten that she was there. Apparently, the other nuns had as well. They looked up quickly at the young novice. Her eyes were wide and she was still stuck in place, looking beautiful and innocent.
"Is that the sound of rebuke in your voice?" Ikiyüzlü said accusatorily. She licked up the last of my seed on the floor and then stood up. Rahibe did as well.
"Your edifice of lies and sharp tongues kept me in check before and...shock kept me silent during your sin. But I cannot ignore what I have seen here. My father prepared me for my induction as a nun since childhood. I have read all of the books of Tanri, I have read the scholars' commentaries. Sexual congress for anyone is a sin and it is banned in all forms for nuns. You have invented a 'ritual' to satisfy your base desires. Or maybe it was not you, perhaps this tradition is as old as you claim, but it still finds no basis in the laws of Tanri. It is in direct contradiction of everything our Lord stands for. You are liars and hypocrites!" Acemi said boldly, but her body shook as she spoke. For a moment, the other nuns were silent. I wondered if the young nun had shamed them into silence. Then, to my surprise, I heard laughter. Both Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü began to laugh uproariously at Acemi's impassioned moralizing.
"A true believer it seems? It think I hear Tanri laughing on the other side of the wall," Ikiyüzlü said between bouts of high-pitched giggling. She placed her hand on her soft breast as she did so. I did not laugh, I watched from the other side, not sure of the reason but unable to look away.
"You were once as well," Rahibe said casually, as her laughter faded. Acemi looked shocked by the fact that her outburst produced no great effect. The weight of her morals and her god's beliefs afforded her nothing. In fact, I could see her resolve crumbling. The things she had believed to be true collapsed around her and her shoulders went limp.
"I was never that bad," Ikiyüzlü said. Rahibe started to walk toward Acemi now, Ikiyüzlü noticed and followed her lead. While she walked, she spoke.
"Be that as it may, Acemi needs, like you once did, to understand the true nature of the world and to be bound more closely to her Tanril Sisters. Despite her more acute case of fanaticism, I think that which cured you will cure her as well." Now the two older nuns were standing on either side of Acemi, staring at her. Acemi was looking towards my wall, her eyes glassy and nervous. Ikiyüzlü smiled and turned towards my wall as well.
"It appears that Tanri is prepared for that rite as well," she said lasciviously. She was staring directly at my cock, which had never truly softened, even after my powerful orgasm. If ever I had wanted to pull out from the wall and run before (as I should have), that option was now foreclosed to me. I was once again called to remain at the wall for some reason.
"It is truly a miracle!" Rahibe said with heavy jest on her voice, "A cock that rises twice!" Without further word, Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü began to grab at Acemi's clothing. The younger nun made a few noises of protest, barely above squeaks and not substantial enough to constitute words. It was as though she had expected her anger at their hypocrisy to set them straight and, failing that, had nothing else to fall back on. Her eyes showed innocence, trapped behind chains of fear.
In a few moments, Acemi's robes lay in a pile at her feet. Her small, pert breasts and youthful, feminine body making her look more innocent, rather than less. Her long black hair tumbled down over her shoulders and framed around her breasts, her nipples sticking out hard in the cooler air of the basement. Or perhaps it was arousal, unbidden but present nonetheless. I knew that feeling, I had once believed my life was destined for celibacy, and I had known the passions that roiled just below the surface, unknown until confronted. Or perhaps, I just wanted to believe that it was there is Acemi as well, an animal need for contact that I now associated with Gunes. I knew since my ceremony with Cin that Gunes lived in that need and its satisfaction, it was the stuff of which she was made. My eye fell to the area between her curved hips. A small, short patch of black hair stood over her cunny. She was too far away, but I thought that perhaps she was wet with excitement. The view did not last long, Acemi threw one arm across her large pink nipples and her free hand over her cunny. I felt my cock growing harder and my cunny growing wet against the hole in the wall.
Whatever the political situation in the city might be, or even my peril in the passage under the Cathedral, was no longer even a shadow of a concern. I ignored it all. I focused on what I was looking at and feeling. Whatever would happen after this would happen, but I was savoring the moment. My body, so long denied, demanded it and my mind, so tired from troubles, was happy to give way. I focused so intently on the three nuns in the room next to me that I nearly forgot about my burglar or even the passage around me.
Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü closed ranks around Acemi. Rahibe was on her left and Ikiyüzlü on her right. Rahibe grabbed the arm across Acemi's tits and Ikiyüzlü grabbed the hand over her cunny. Acemi gave a slight struggle but she seemed almost dazed, like she was in some sort of trance now. The older nuns jerked her arms away from her body, exposing her again. They each took her now limp arms and threw it over their respective shoulders. They bent at the knee. Their arms closer to Acemi snaked behind her back well, their outside arms relative to the younger nun grasped her legs, scooping each one under the knee. The two nuns stood quickly now, easily lifting the petite Acemi. As they stood, Acemi's feet rose from the floor. Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü pulled out slightly on her knee as they lifted, spreading her legs wide.
Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü started to walk towards me. They kept their feet in unison, though they did not seem to need much coordination. Acemi gave them no trouble, she was so delicate that it was as though they were carrying a bird, rather than a young woman. Acemi's eyes looked wild with fright and her mouth was pursed tightly. She shook her head to the side slightly, but did not actually resist in anyway. She could've easily twisted and kicked, made it difficult (likely impossible) for the other two nuns to move. But it seemed she was too broken by the circumstances around her to do anything.
In a moment, Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü were standing just a foot from the wall. I looked out of my small peephole at Acemi. She was staring down at my cock, her eyes slightly veiled. Her body was trembling all over and was covered in goosebumps. However, I could now see that her cheeks were flushed, her nipples were taut, and there was a slight glistening between her legs. She was torn between desire and the rejection of that desire and the result was paralysis. This suited Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü nicely.
"Tanri, we know from long experience that you prefer the purest brides for your ritual. Look at our delicate flower? Is she not beautiful? And pure as the driven snow?" Rahibe asked and bit her lip. I took a moment to savor the view of Acemi. I don't know if I was enticed simply by the fact that she was a naked woman, opened for my enjoyment or if there was something more. I don't know if I liked her degradation and the humiliation of her false beliefs. Perhaps a chance to stain Tanri's virgin would strike a blow for Gunes as well. Regardless, I felt my cock quiver and my breath catch in my throat. I found myself pressing against the cold wall eagerly, my cunny rubbing against the barrier. I wanted nothing more at that moment than to look into Acemi's big, innocent eyes while I poured my seed inside of her.
"Tanri appears to be quite ready," Ikiyüzlü said, looking at my shaking cock. Rahibe smiled.
"Is our virgin ready?" Rahibe asked. But it did not seem that they particularly cared about Acemi's opinion. Even before she had finished speaking, the two older nuns were lifting Acemi a little higher and pushed her forward so that her knees were against the wall. Acemi's pink cunny was suspended just an inch above my quivering cock and I could feel the heat of her body.
"Say a prayer to Tanri, and see it fulfilled," Ikiyüzlü said. It was hard to tell whether she was serious or mocking. Regardless, I could hear the barest whisper of Acemi's voice.
"Tanri give me strength," she whispered.
"Gunes give us victory," I whispered back even more quietly, around the belt that was still clamped tightly in my mouth. As though that unheard prayer was a signal, Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü started to lower Acemi down onto my cock. After a moment, I felt the warm, wet kiss of Acemi's cunny lips as they pressed against the tip of my cock. It groaned as quietly as possible. Her warmth was overwhelming and I felt the sensation spread down the base of my cock. I looked out of my eyehole and saw Acemi's breasts at eye level.
But soon she began to fall and I saw her throat, and then her chin. More importantly, I could feel the lips of her cunny spread and I could feel my cock piercing her body. Acemi let out a high groan as the bulbous tip of my cock passed her cunny lips and entered her. I sucked in breath quickly. Acemi's cunt was incredibly tight. As I entered her I felt a hot tightness squeezing around me. I felt her cherry give way.
"Not a virgin any longer!" Ikiyüzlü cried and Acemi let out a low whimper. As if that were a cue, I could see through my hole as Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü turned their heads quickly towards the younger nun. I watched as their heads tilted slightly inwards and their mouths opened. In a moment, Acemi's nipples slipped into their respective mouths. I heard a slight sucking sound and Acemi gasped. I knew that Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü's tongues, still coated in some of my seed, were lapping at Acemi's nipples and that their teeth were nibbling on her gently.
But even as they sucked on the younger nun's nipples, they did not cease to slip her body down onto me. Some of the pressure had given way with Acemi's cherry, but she was still incredibly tight. But she was wet as well, I felt her, a fraction of an inch at a time, allow me to enter her. She moaned and groaned (though I could not tell if she was enraptured or enraged) as I disappeared inside of her.
After a few moments, I felt the curve of Acemi's ass press against my balls and then stop. I had completely entered the young nun. He cunny was hotter, wetter, and tighter than I had imagined possible. Even the slightest motion in my body or hers seemed to tighten her around me. I could feel every speck of my cock and the way her virgin body felt around it. My body was aching on the far side of the barrier and I wanted nothing more than to reach through the wall and feel Acemi's soft skin wrap around me. Instead, I moved my remaining hand to my other breast so that I was grasping both of them now. I started to knead my breasts, feeling my nipples against my palms and trying to soothe my passion.
I looked through the peephole and now saw Acemi's face. Her eyes were open wide and she was looking forward, almost directly at me. Her innocence and beauty was even more pronounced here. Her body was shaking, but the look on her face was far from clear. I saw a slightly pained and confused expression, but roiling beneath the surface was something more. I could sense Gunes inside of her, desperately trying to get out.
This thought took me out of my passive state. I had stood quietly while Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü sucked my cock and drank my seed, I had watched quietly while they lifted Acemi and placed her on my cock. But now, looking into the nun's eyes, I could sit still no longer. Without thought, I pulled my cock back through the hole in the wall. I felt the cool air on my wet cock and the release of pressure was divine. I felt my balls slip back into the passage. When simply the tip of my cock remained inside of Acemi, I paused for a moment and savored the concentrated pressure. I could hear Acemi panting, I wondered if she wanted my cock out of her entirely, or if she wanted me to put the whole thing back in.
Regardless of her desires, I chose the latter. In a swift motion, I thrust my hips forward. I heard Acemi moan loudly. My cock pushed through her tight cunny, slipping back inside of her body. I groaned as well, feeling it wrap around me once again.
"Tanri has grown bold!" Ikiyüzlü exclaimed, pulling her head briefly away from Acemi's breast. I heard Rahibe groan and the vibrations from her voice seemed to made Acemi shake. Her trembling squeezed my cock tighter. But I was not content with mere vibrations. The feeling of slipping my cock in and out of Acemi's tight cunt was too delicious to do just a single time.
I squeezed my breasts harder and pulled my cock out again. Just as I reached the point where only the tip remained, I slammed it back home into Acemi's cunny. Acemi had sucked in sharply when I'd pulled my cock out and moaned loudly when I returned it. But the moan she gave now was different than her earlier noises. This was not pain or anger. This was more primal. It was pleasure. Acemi moaned like a whore.
After that, I could not control my body if I desired it. My cock once again slipped out of Acemi's cunt and them pressed back into it. I began to pick up my momentum, slipping my cock in and out of the young nun's body as quickly as my hips would allow me. I moved faster and faster as Acemi's cunny grew wetter and wetter from her arousal. Though it became easier to get inside of her as her cunny began to drip, she was no less tight on the first thrust than the thirty-first.
While I thrust into Acemi, I kept my eye tight to the peephole. I could see Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü's heads moving around on Acemi's breasts as they licked at her nipples, I could see Acemi's eyes staring with wanton abandon at the wall, her long hair thrown back. I could hear Acemi's loud moans which grew more and more impassioned with each thrust. Whatever she would feel about this encounter when it was finished, she was totally within the moment at that time. She screamed out Tanri's name and groaned out her most obscene desires. I could hear the slurping sound of the older nuns' tongues and their giggles as she did so. I could also hear my own panting in the echoing confines of the passage. I could smell the musky aroma of Acemi's cunt and my own arousal all around me.
After a few minutes, I noticed something change. It was, in many ways, imperceptible. Perhaps it built slowly. But after a while, while I grabbed at my own nipples and thrust my hips wildly, I felt Acemi asserting herself. I looked out the peephole and I saw her eyes. The innocence had been completely subsumed by something greater. The spirit of Gunes, the heat of the sun, lust. And I felt her cunny more forcefully. Acemi was thrusting her hips into me! She was forcing herself down from the grip of Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü. She was shoving my cock deeper into her body.



"Tanri's bride has finally felt the hand of god!" Rahibe remarked, feeling Acemi's new interest. The older nuns began to help her. They pulled her back when my cock slipped out of her and thrust her back down hard as I sought to re-enter. The end result was faster, more powerful thrusts. The older nuns continued to suck on Acemi's nipples and her body twisted in their arms as she moaned lewdly.
For several minutes, this motion continued unabated. I moved my hands off my breasts, letting my nipples fall against the cold stone. I placed my hands on my hips, panting with exertion as my hips continued to pound into the wall. Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü continued to lift Acemi up and slam her down hard on my cock. Acemi's cunny squeezed my aching cock tightly. I felt my balls sagging as they filled with new seed. My head felt light and my body felt weak. I did not think that I could continue to move, but still the sweet release from tension I needed did not come.
In fact, that pleasure found Acemi first. I felt her motions grow more frantic and her eyes looked more unfocused with each passing second. Finally, Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü gave her a final hard thrust down onto my cock, their mouths slurping loudly on her nipples. I felt something different, even as my cock slipped deep inside of her. It was tighter than before, rippling. I heard her screaming now, not in short bursts as before but in one long, sustained screech. Her body was shaking wildly and I could feel it through the wall. Acemi was reaching a climax. I thrust my hips out hard, burying myself in Acemi finally. Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü sensed what was happening, and kept Acemi hard against the wall.
Acemi's contracting cunny finally provided the relief my thrusts would not. I felt her cunt squeezing on me, trying to milk me of my seed. Finally, my body obliged. The relief I felt as the tension crested is indescribable. My breath was coming in ragged gasps. It wasn't so much that I felt the warm pleasures I had felt the first time, now I felt supreme relaxation, like a hard day's labor come to a satisfying end. This relaxation rolled from my cock all throughout my body.
While this occurred, I was acutely aware of my balls seizing up against my body. I could feel the vessels in my cock contracting. The seed poured from my cock so rapidly that I could feel the pressure as it sought to overwhelm my capacity. I felt my seed entering Acemi's tight cunny. It was already so constricted that I felt like her body would be unable to take it, but it just kept filling her. She groaned and twisted, but kept pushing her hips into me, willing more and more of my seed into her body.
Finally, I felt my cock give one final twitch and the last of my seed spilled into Acemi. I became aware that I had started holding my breath over the last several seconds. I was already light headed from exertion and beyond the breadth of my stamina. I stumbled back slightly. I felt my cock finally slip out of Acemi's cunny. I could feel my seed spurt out as that happened and I heard Acemi gasp. But by then my struggle was merely to stay on my feet. But, in that, I failed. I fell back into the passage, onto the floor on my ass. I let out a low groan as I landed, sucking in air like a beached fish.
My mind was still focused on one thing: the actions of the room beyond. I could not have stood at that moment if I had needed to, my legs were made of jelly. But I was able to pull myself quickly up onto my knees. I fell, rather than leaned, forward against the wall once again. I placed my eye against the larger hole, where my cock had been. The scent of my cunny (and Acemi's) was overwhelming in that location. But I was focused on the sights, wondering what had happened after I filled the young nun.
It had only been a few seconds since my eye had moved from the peephole, but already the women had moved. If I had been shocked and surprised by the nuns when I had first arrived at this place, I was absolutely dumbfounded by what I saw now. Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü had set Acemi down on her back on the floor of the cathedral. Her legs were now spread very wide. The two older nuns were kneeling between her legs, their heads pressed against her cunny. I could see their bodies writhing and I could hear a significant slurping and sucking noise. Rahibe and Ikiyüzlü were fighting over my seed! They were licking it from the insides of Acemi's legs and sucking it out of her cunt. I could hear them moaning with pleasure as they sucked it down. The two older nuns jockeyed for prime position between the young novice's legs, contesting with one another for the choicest location.
I looked up towards Acemi's face, wondering what the pious nun thought of her sister nuns' action. Acemi's eyes looked glazed, but a slight smile was formed on her face. She writhed slightly as their tongues moved about on her cunny. I could see her breasts rising and falling rapidly as she panted. After a few moments, I watched as her hands rose slowly from her side. Her palms landed down her own nipples, pressing against the spit-shimmering skin. She moaned loudly as her hands grasped around her own breasts and her palms rubbed gently on her nipples. Whatever resistance Acemi had was completely broken. She was just like the others now.
"Stop staring you fool...or grace. We don't have time, we should leave while we can," I felt a tugging on my arm and turned to look. The thief. I had nearly forgotten she was there. Her face was still exposed and her eyes looked tight and tense. I shook my head violently, coming out of what felt like a trance. I looked around the darkened chamber and remembered who I was and what I was doing. And I thought of something else as well. In an instant, a stroke of inspiration, the provenance of which I could not but guess.
"Do you know how to reach the clock?" I asked as I stood, grabbing quickly at my clothes.
* * * * *
I heard the bell calling once again, this time heralding the six o'clock hour. I was standing in the square, in the exact location I had been one hour earlier. The crowd in the square was larger this time. Those who still worked were now off and they had come to witness the hourly prayer to Tanri. All eyes turned to the door as nuns and monks began to walk out slowly and solemnly (some of them, perhaps, covered in my seed). Already, people were dropping to their knees to pray to the God of chastity and self-discipline.
My time in the passage below the cathedral with Soyguncu (for I had learned that this was the name of the pickpocket) had been, amongst other things, instructive. When I had stood in the same spot an hour previously and looked up at the beautiful, forbidding cathedral I had felt the power of the place as symbolized by the massive structure and the weighty symbols. I had sought the power behind those symbols, to find a way to undermine it.
When I pulled my eye away from the hole in the wall in the basement of the cathedral, I had realized that I had been looking for an illusion. Tanri was, and always had been, a false god foisted upon my people by foreigners. There could be no power in this place because any power had to come from Tanri. I had stood in for Tanri in a ritual and I had not felt him. All I felt was the hypocrisy of a religion that taught self-discipline and celibacy but found elaborate means to avoid practicing what it preached. The only God I could feel while spilling my seed on three of Tanri's "virgins" was my God Gunes, a true God. If Tanri had been a true god and believed the tenets of his own faith, he would have cast down the church that bore his name for betraying his legacy. He would have behaved as Gunes had when we turned our back on her, destroying to teach submission. Instead, Tanri's church had plodded along, sapping the strength and wealth of my people.
I could not deny that the Cathedral in the square, and the church it represented, had power. I could feel that power in its symbols, its icons. But I now recognized that these symbols were its power. Just as the nuns seemed pious on the surface but were hypocrites in their souls, the symbols of the cathedral shone forth on the outside, but were hollow within. The symbols and the chaste nuns hinted at a power that did not exist, and tricked my scared people into believing the lie. But I had seen past that now, I had seen what the church truly was. And in so learning, I devised a method to enlighten my people.
I glanced quickly up at the clock once again. The large, pacific blue gem stared down at me. I tried to strain to see any indication of change, but it was too far to tell. I thought, for a moment, I could see someone moving in the shadows, in the eaves to the left of the clock. The clock was still ringing and the nuns and priests had formed their semi-circle before the door. They were not yet looking up.
The third strike of the bell. Now I saw a black figure slip out from the eaves. The figure moved very slowly, keeping low against the ledge below the hands of the clock. I looked around nervously. The crowd was looking and the nuns or at the doors and seemed not to notice. The figure was very small from down below and I doubted I would have seen it, save for the fact that I expected it there.
The fourth strike of the bell. The black figure had crept all the way out so that it was laying below the gem in the center of the clock. In a half instant the figure rose, just to the left of the gem so that it did not obstruct the view. The figure held a vessel in its hand and it quickly upturned it on top of the gem. I could see some liquid pour from the vessel, but once it landed on the gem it became invisible. I ventured to look again at the crowd. I felt my heart pounding wildly in my chest, my mouth was dry, and my stomach was in knots. This was the riskiest moment, and discovery would be fatal. I heard the crowd mumbling slightly, but only as they had mumbled before, reverent for Tanri.
The fifth strike of the bell. The black figure dropped quickly down onto its stomach once again, clutching the vessel closely in its hand. It crawled quickly back toward the eaves from whence it had come, never rising or exposing anything but a dark tunic in the rapidly dying light of evening. I breathed easier now and my stomach eased. I was not completely at ease; the ultimate act was still to come. But I felt almost certain now in the red evening light of Gunes that the attempt would be a success.
The six and final strike of the bell. The dark figure had returned to the darkness of the eaves. But I could see a slight light in the darkness beyond. As the reverberations from the bell continued, I something fly from the darkness, tossed by the hand of the figured. A ball of oily rags, set alight flying across the sky. The ball was very small, no larger than a turkey's egg. The wind whipped at it as it flew through the air, almost extinguishing it (and, luckily, making it almost invisible from view below). I held my breath and said a silent prayer to Gunes. Just as the bell ceased to vibrate, the ball of rags struck the doused gem.
"Glory be to..." the voice of the nuns and priests began the ritual start of their prayer. I took a step forward into the crowd. I tossed back the hood on my cloak, exposing my face.
"Gunes be praised!" I yelled at the top of my lungs, "The gem!" The nuns and priests ceased their prayer in shock at my outburst. All eyes in the area quickly extended up towards the gem in the center of the clock. The crowd gasped in unison. The perfectly smooth blue ball seemed to have disappeared entirely. Replacing it was a jagged, red and yellow ball of fire in the center of the clock.
"The Sun of Gunes shines forth from the usurper's Cathedral!" I moaned in agony, "Gunes punishes us for our lack of faith, failing to remain steadfast and for following a false God. But Gunes has remained in this city despite our perfidy! In her infinite wisdom she offers another chance." I dropped to my knees and stared up at the glowing red ball. At that moment (though I could not have planned it if I tried), the sun sank down in the sky on its descent so that it seemed perched on the top of the spire. Two suns, one on earth and one in heaven, the sun God and her vicar.
"It is the Sultanah!" I heard some voices call in shock, "She brings a miracle!"
"Gunes save us!" others called in response. Soon, all around me my people were dropping to their knees and staring up at the fiery ball. There were no abstainers now, save the nuns and priests (who stood in mute, shocked silence, tears of rage in their eyes). All knelt before Gunes. I could hear their prayers all around me.
I looked up again at the burning stone and then turned my eyes towards the darkness of the eaves. I could just make out the sly smile of Soyguncu in the shadows. I resisted the urge to smile back at her. She had known the way to reach the clock, she had known a place to find oil and rags, and she had known how to get me back in the square with a few moments to spare. She was loyal to her Sultanah, loyal to Gunes, and more than willing to do anything to undermine the hypocrites of Tanri. She would be richly rewarded.
"Gunes is the true God!" I heard voices clamoring. I drop my head as the others did and for a long while, simply breathed and felt relief that my gambit had seemed to pay off. I had taken his stone; I had defeated it with a more powerful symbol, infused with the reality of Gunes. Only time would tell the scope of my victory. But I felt a lightness in my heart that I took for a positive omen.
I felt no remorse for my deception, as I heard the people clamoring to abandon Tanri. It was true that Gunes had not directly caused the ball to light aflame. But was I not Gunes' representative on Earth? Had I not made it happen? Besides, if it turned my people from the false and harmful God to the true path, could it possibly be a deception? Tanri was an empty concept; his power came solely from symbolism.
Even as I was justifying my actions, my eyes rose and I felt the breath catch in my throat and my eyes fill with tears. There had been little oil on the stone, only as much as Soyguncu had been able to carry quickly to the apex of the cathedral. It had quickly burned through its supply. But now, in the fading of my manufactured miracle, I saw something more substantial. An actual miracle.
The beautiful, blue ball that had stood for centuries as the symbol of Tanri had been changed. But not in the way I suspected. I had anticipated that it would be charred and black when the burning completed, a symbol of the fires eating up the false god. I was shocked to find something else entirely. The ball was just a clear as before; it sparkled just as brightly in the dying light of the day. No soot marred its beauty. But the blue color had been entirely eradicated. The ball was a deep, dark red. The color of blood. The color of Gunes!
I closed my eyes and bowed my head, now with real rather than affected reverence. I could not explain this miracle. Gunes had entered the Cathedral with fire and filled the empty symbol with her power. I could not think about what that meant in the moment. I could only cry and feel the warmth of euphoria as it filled my soul.
End Chapter 3
*****
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Dear Reader, thank you so much for reading this story. It has taken nearly a year of my writing life to get the whole thing finished. This is Chapter 4 of 14 chapters and the total is over 250,000 words. It is my Dirk Diggler/Jack Horner act of hubris: my attempt to write an erotic adventure story that pulls you in with a story you want to read, even when there isn't any sex going on (though there is a lot of sex. Crazy, weird, fun sex). It is the most ambitious piece of erotic fiction I have ever attempted. So I hope you enjoy it.
With that said, this book is not for everyone. It will be too long for many people (no shame in that, it is a big time investment). Some of the sex scenes are intense and include themes like hermaphroditism, non-consensual activity, incest, etc. For some people, that will likely be the appeal. In fact, while this story is definitely not for everyone, I think for a select group of people this story will essentially have everything you could ever ask for. So if that is you, congratulations, you found that thing you have been searching for. You can skip ahead to the sex and I won't be offended, but I think this story is more than the sum of its parts. If you read this whole story, you will not be disappointed.
In Chapter 1, our main character, Princess Varis, finds that her father has died and that, by virtue of the fact that she is a hermaphrodite and can father a child, she is now the Sultanah. In Chapter 2, Varis unearthed a conspiracy to destroy her Empire led by Rahip, the Cardinal of the "New Religion" and later she received her coronation. In Chapter 3, Varis humiliated the New Religion and raised the morale of her besieged people.
Some recurring characters you might want by name are Varis (the Sultanah and narrator), Cin (the head priestess of Gunes), Arkadas (Varis' friend and servant), Kardes (Varis' older sister), Nislani (Varis' younger sister), Rahip (a Cardinal of the 'new religion'), Duke Hain (an important lord opposing Varis), Lord Sadik (a minor lord who has spoken in support of Varis); King Sican (the leader of Dusman, a rival kingdom), Prince Lider (Sican's son); King Köylü (the leader of Temsilci, a rival kingdom); Agiz and Got (Subordinate Sun Priestesses); Saygili (Varis' guard); Soyguncu (a pickpocket and spy for Varis). Further, Gunes is the name of the Sun God, Tanri is the name of the 'new god.' The city where the story is set is Şehir in the country of Ülke and the Empire of Bütün Dünya. If you need more...reread the earlier chapters.
Please, please, please, please, please tell me what you think after you read this. I put an embarrassing amount of work into this and I want to know what you think. Especially if it is good things.
*****
Chapter 4: Lifting Siege and Spirit
"I am not saying that I don't understand the plan," Arkadas said, "I am saying I don't understand why you need to be involved. You are Sultanah, tell someone else to do it." With that, she flung herself down onto my chair.
"Can you explain this to her? I feel like I have explained it a thousand times to everyone who should know about it," I said to Kardes. The three of us were standing on the balcony outside of my chambers. The mid-afternoon sun poured down on us at our perch high above the city. As I finished speaking, I walked over toward the handrail around the edge of the balcony. I felt butterflies in my stomach and tasted blood in the back of my throat, however dismissive I was of Arkadas concerns when I spoke, I shared them.
I looked down over the edge of my balcony and could see, hung on the side of the palace, something that calmed me and slowed my pulse. The large red orb I now called the "Stone of Gunes" but which the people of the city were calling "the Sultanah's Stone." After my adventure with Soyguncu, Tanri's Bishop in Şehir had declared that evil forces, led by the Sultanah, had infected the stone with our malevolent powers. They had cast the stone from their cathedral, hoping (I presumed) that it would shatter on the ground.
Instead the people, fascinated by the remarkable change in color, had carried the stone to my home. I had wasted no time in lifting the great stone to one of the highest points on the Palace, so that it could be seen anywhere in Şehir. As I gazed that the stone again, I realized it truly was a remarkable transformation. The stone had not been scorched red. It had lost of none of its sparkling luster or luminescence. It was simply a deep, beautiful red where it had once been blue.
In the week since it had changed, my city had gone through a similar transformation. The story of the change in the stone and my role (my mythical rather than actual role, that is) in that change spread through the city quickly. In fact, thinking that I had made some sort of strategic mistake, Tanri's representatives poured through the city explaining the way in which I had maliciously deformed their stone. Unfortunately for them, hearing confirmation from Tanri's priests that Gunes had performed a miracle, and that I had been involved, backfired spectacularly against the agents of Tanri. Only one of the two gods had made presence known. Long dormant affection for the Empire's true god was ignited like the stone itself. And even as the excitement of the miracle cooled, the hearts of the Empire's people remained red and passionate for Gunes.
Just four days after the miracle, Cin held her weekly prayer services outside of her shrine. To her (and my) surprise, it seemed the entire city had turned out to pay their respects to a God who had shown herself when her people were at the breaking point. Cin had used the opportunity well. She had preached of the covenant between my house and Gunes, and the historical connection between the Sun God and Bütün Dünya. She made it clear that Gunes and the Empire were one and the same. The God provided protection to the people of the Empire so long as that Empire existed. She urged everyone to resist our enemies and promised that loyalty to God would deliver us victory. It should go without saying that she stressed that failure to hold our city would result in death.
The people, so deep into the terrible siege, and for so long without hope, became forged again in steel. Having seen or heard of a true miracle and then being reminded of their former glory seemed to change them. Almost everyone in the city ceased to attend services at Tanri's churches. People actively rejected the prayers calling for capitulation to our enemies. I had robbed the churches of their symbols and, as a result, exposed their lack of substance. All they had was empty idols and now the people knew it. Tanril priests and virgins no longer felt safe outside of their cathedral. I did not mourn for them, I was certain they would find other activities to occupy their time within their walls.
In a single symbolic gesture, without any appreciable violence, I had managed to sap the will of my internal enemies. The people of Şehir were as united as I could ever remember them. However, my triumph had done nothing to loosen the grip around my city's neck. The people were more defiant than they had been before, but there each day there was less food in the city. I steeled my people so that only starvation could cause them to yield, but starvation was not far off.
But the experience at the Tanril Cathedral had opened my eyes just as it had opened the eyes of my people. I had been thinking about lifting the siege in all of the wrong ways. Just as I could not forcibly remove all of the followers of Tanri from my city, I could not forcibly remove the enemy at my gates. But there was more than one way to defeat an enemy. And so I had devised a plan. I had told no one except for my Inner Council. I knew I could not trust all, if any, of the Lords. Cin and the priestesses had very much been in favor of the plan. Kardes had agreed, though with less enthusiasm. Arkadas, my trusted friend, was the only one opposed. In fact, she opposed it so vehemently that we were still arguing about it on my balcony an hour after the meeting had adjourned. I had already resolved to act, and sought only to advise the Inner Council of my plan. Which was why I saw no further benefit in reasoning with Arkadas and gave that task to Kardes.
"And you! You are her sister, I cannot believe you are not standing here next to me making the same arguments I am making!" Arkadas shot before Kardes even had a chance to speak, "If you loved her, like I love her, you would never let her do something so foolish." Kardes recoiled as if slapped.
"Do not speak to me in such a way! I love my sister. Her plan is not foolish, it is desperate. Because we are desperate," Kardes shot back quickly, ratcheting up her approval of my plan to match Arkadas vehemence.
"I am more of a sister to her than you have ever been," Arkadas said, tears welling in her eyes now, "She is going merrily to her death and you cheer her on!" I felt my heart seize as Arkadas spoke. She was like a sister to me and I certainly knew her better than I knew my older sister. But I was afraid her words would hurt Kardes, who had been standing by my side steadfastly since I had first been declared Sultanah. Kardes responded to Arkadas coolly, but without malice.
"I will ignore that previous comment and, once again, explain the situation to you. We are in a perilous position. We are extremely low on food and every day we are besieged increases the chances that we are overrun by our enemies. There is no time to waste, something must be done immediately..."
"And I agree, I just don't understand why Varis...the Sultanah must place herself in danger," Kardes interrupted.
"She must place herself in danger because she sits perilously on her throne! She must risk her life to save her life. If she sends others in her place she may lift the siege. But she will receive no credit. Lords will fall all over themselves to take credit for the action. The Sultanah will be one shrill voice amongst many clamoring for approval. When the immediate annihilation of the Empire is no longer a threat, the seat my sister sits upon becomes more attractive. Suddenly she is not a place holder in the last moments before the Empire dies, but instead the occupant of a potentially lucrative position. How long does Duke Hain or one of the other powerful lords who does not love my sister wait before deposing her in order to 'protect the Empire and provide a strong hand?' She is only a woman, after all, in the eyes of many.
"But so long as Varis brings miracles and Varis leads the efforts of the Empire she maintains the support of the people, she shores up the backing of her loyal barons, and she solidifies her position on the throne. As a woman out of her depth on her father's throne my sister is already dead, as the champion of Gunes leading the people of Bütün Dünya against all enemies, she cannot be cast aside.
"She plans her action to defeat our external enemies and she leads it herself to outflank her internal ones. You don't have to understand all of the politics at play to understand the truth of what I am telling you," Kardes concluded. She had far more succinctly explained the situation that I had before. Not for the first time I wondered at the scope of my sister's former role at her former father-in-law's court. Regardless, I nodded as she spoke.
I had been coming to the realization that lifting the siege could be perilous for me for some time. I saw in the way some lords, most Collaborationists, staunchly refused to abandon Tanri even as the people flocked to my side. I could not think in simply two dimensions, I had to consider all risks at all times and weigh them against one another. And I knew that I must always be out front of my people, so that those who would hold me back could never catch me.
"What good is any of that if she is dead?" Arkadas asked, and it seemed that all of the sophisticated arguments that my sister had offered were in vain. Arkadas did not understand.
"Its..." Kardes began again, sighing heavily. I pushed myself away from the balcony and turned towards my sister and my slave. I shook my head at my sister.
"Kardes, I thank you for your assistance, but I believe I need to speak separately with Arkadas," I said. Kardes opened her mouth as if she were going to speak. She looked over at Arkadas, who was staring blankly at her feet, smiled and me and nodded.
"Your grace," she said and turned to walk away.
"Sister," I said to indicate that I did not share Arkadas view of her treachery, "Please find me tonight when the deed is done."
"Of course," Kardes said and turned and walked away. Then it was only Arkadas and me on the balcony. We stood silently for a while as the breeze cooled us slightly. Finally, I walked across the balcony and sat on the chair next to my friend.
"To think I ever doubted your loyalty," I said and smiled. Arkadas did not return the smile. She turned and looked at me. Her pale white skin looked even lighter than usual and her eyes looked wide and nervous. I knew what she was afraid of. Arkadas was afraid that I was going to die. I was afraid too. But I understood that I could die if I acted and I could die if I did not. But Arkadas did not want to recognize that reality. I loved her for it, but I had to do what was necessary. I just didn't want to leave things like this before I left, I wanted her to understand. Just in case...
"It was an awful thing I said," Arkadas whispered, "To your sister. I will apologize the next time I see her." Arkadas did not meet my eyes as she spoke and her words came in a mumbled sigh. I did not think she actually believed what she said, it was what she thought I wanted to hear. I shook my head.
"Do not be anxious, I might not know Kardes as well as I know you, but she does not strike me as one who takes offense easily in situations such as this. She respects your concern for me. Besides, she is very wise in the ways of politics and would not make an enemy needlessly."
"She does understand politics, I will give her that. Very sophisticated," Arkadas said slowly, then finally, she raised her head and looked directly into my eyes, "But since when have you understood politics? Since when are sophisticated?" she asked accusatorily. I furrowed my brow, I had not expected that.
"What do you..." I began, but Arkadas cut me off.
"All of the sudden you are full of plans and intrigue. You are running all over the city getting into trouble. But do you really know what you are doing? Or are you just taking crazy risks and getting lucky? Because if you are just lucky, that will run out eventually. Sometime, you will take a stupid risk and..." The tears returned to Arkadas eyes and she shook her head bitterly. "You were not trained for this as your brothers were and you have no natural inclination towards politics or war, as your sister seems to possess. You had no interest in these matters before. I just... I worry for you." With that, Arkadas gave a shuddering sigh.
"I was thrown into this and am doing my best to protect my people..." I said, confused by her words. What did she mean about politics? What choice did I have?
"Your people?" she asked, "Where did this concern come from? You have always been just a silly girl worried about marriage and hating your little sister. Now you are concerned about the fate of an Empire..."
"Are you saying that in my position I should still be worried about petty fights with Nislani? That I can afford to be a silly girl?" I thought of my conversation several weeks earlier with Kardes outside my quarters, when I snapped at Nislani. I felt embarrassment again at my childishness. How did Arkadas not understand what I had learned weeks earlier?
"No...I am saying you still are that silly girl! You are pretending otherwise because you are too young to know the difference. You are doing what Cin wants or what your sister wants but you don't seem to realize that you can be killed. And it has always been my job to protect you and if no one else will, then I must!" I took a deep breath, trying to slow the conversation. Arkadas was leaning in toward me earnestly. Her eyes were aflame with passion and I was touched by her concern. But I did not think she understood the enormity of the situation. She could not protect me, even for a moment.
"Tell me, as you have in the past, about when I learned to swim," I said slowly after a moment. Arkadas' eyes narrowed. She seemed thrown by my request.
"To what end?"
"Indulge me," I replied. Arkadas sighed deeply and shook her head.
"We do not have time..."
"I am the Sultanah, I decide what we have time for," I said gently. I did not actually push my authority; I just let her know it existed. She bit her tongue and then proceeded.
"I had been trying to get you go down to the spot on the Kuzey River where the rocks form a natural pool," she said hurriedly, as though she wanted to finish the story as quickly as possible, "That is where I, and your all of your brothers and sisters, learned to swim. You were not afraid of swimming, so much as totally disinterested. I would take you down and you would sit on the bank and throw rocks at the birds. I threw you in more than once and you flailed around until I rescued you. You refused to even put your feet down when the water was shallow in for standing. I tried for two weeks and then gave up.
"About a month later, we were crossing the bridge over the Güney River, to see the traveling market. You were holding your new kitten in your arms and looked over the side. Your cat slipped out of your arms. Without a word you hurdled over the side of the bridge. I was terrified, it happened so fast. You plunged the ten feet into the water, much rougher than the pool on the Kuzey, and grabbed your kitten (who could swim just fine). Then, as if you'd been born knowing how to swim, you paddled over to the shore where the market was being held and lay down on the grass to dry while you waited for me." She said. Despite her anger, a smile spread across her face when she told the story. It was one of her favorites. She used it to describe my impetuousness, my willfulness, and my luck. I sat for a moment while she savored the memory.
"What does that tell you?" I asked finally. She looked at me and her smile faded.
"That you are stupid and childish and only luck has kept you alive this long," she said.
"I could not swim at all, I flailed in shallow water. Then, all of the sudden, I could swim. Does that mean nothing else to you?" I asked.
"I don't understand what you are getting at Varis... This is..."
"It says that I am only capable of doing something when I have to. I might be disinterested or completely oblivious, but when necessity arises, I am capable. You know that is the case, you can probably think of a dozen other examples," I said. I saw recognition in Arkadas' eyes. And a refusal to accept that recognition.
"I remember as many failures as successes," she said, her voice catching in her throat. As she spoke, I stood up from my chair and walked so that I was standing directly in front of Arkadas. She looked up from her from her chair. I dropped to my knees in front of her. Her hands were clasped tightly in her lap and I set my hands on top of them, gently.
"I cannot explain the changes that have come over me in recent weeks. All I can say is that I was thrown into the water. Swimming is risky and I may die, but if I fail to swim there is no doubt that I will die. And, for what it is worth, I do not praise Gunes simply because Cin is a powerful ally. Something strange has happened to me. I feel...something inside of me that was not there before. I do not know, but I feel that it heightens my intuitions...It tells me which risks to take and which to avoid."
"You are comparing things that are not alike. This is...different. This isn't childhood games. I was there to make sure you clothes got dry and your hair straightened so your parents did not realize you had jumped in the river. If you mess up now...I cannot clean up after you. You will die."



"It isn't different," I said. I began to explain further what I meant when I saw something in Arkadas eyes. I heard something in the way she protested that I had not noticed before. I stopped speaking for a moment, and looked at my friend closely. She was staring at me, concern emanating from her body like a warm glow. I felt my nerves for the evening's planned events soften slightly. I felt a warmth wash over me.
"I still need you Arkadas," I said slowly. Her body stiffened and she looked at me with a new look, embarrassed or ashamed. I could not tell. But I knew I was on the right track.
"I..." she began, but I cut her off.
"You are not concerned that I am still a silly girl, running headlong into danger. You see the changes that responsibility has wrought. I do not mean to imply that your concern for my safety is not genuine. But...you are concerned about something...more important. You are afraid I have lost myself in this role. In becoming the Sultanah. You are afraid I have outgrown you," I said. As I spoke each word I could see it burrow into Arkadas flesh. I had hit upon her anxiety.
"It has all happened so fast..." was all she could manage.
"I am Sultanah now, and I take risks and must consider what is right for all of my people. And they are my people. This role has been thrust upon me, but I have embraced it. I want to lift this siege and I want to secure my place on the throne. But I have not changed the person that I have always been. I must appear one way in front of the world. I must be bold and I must be certain. I must be the Sultanah. But I am still your friend Varis. I still desire to mock Lord Yanlış Telaffuz's lisp when he speaks at meetings and I still daydream about putting Nislani's head in the privy," I said. Arkadas smiled around her tears.
"I do not mean to be petty. It is not just that I am afraid you have outgrown me...It is that if you have outgrown me than I can no longer protect you," she said. And I knew from the way she spoke that she was telling the truth. This was the root of her concern.
"You protect me still," I responded, "You protect that part of me that is not Sultanah. I cannot be that person with the Lords, or the Commons, or Cin, or even Kardes. You are the only person who knows who I really am. Who can know that...while I have no choice and must act boldly...that I am scared for what I must do tonight," I said. I felt my voice crack as I spoke. I had not intended to be so honest. But Arkadas had always been the person to whom I confessed my hopes and fears. I could no more hold back my words than I could renounce my throne.
I felt Arkadas hands soften in her lap. She slipped them out from under my fingers. In a moment, I felt her soft palms slide against my cheeks. She lifted my head up slowly. I could feel tears in my eyes now. Both from fear, and for the love I bore my closest friend. She was looking at me now, her tears no longer streaming. Her eyes looked soft and she nodded slowly.
"Do not fear for tonight. I have always worried more than you, as it was my job. But you have always been extremely lucky. And wise," Arkadas said. I felt some of my anxiety melting away. As had always been the case, Arkadas' words always found a way to sooth me. And if she believed I would succeed, there was no doubt that she was right.
"I love you, Arkadas," I said, as I had told her many times.
"I love you too. I love you because you are my Sultanah and I am bound by honor to do so," Arkadas said, "But I love you more because you are my friend. It will be my honor to remain your friend, at your side." With that, she lifted my head slightly and bent at her back in the chair. I closed my eyes and leaned toward her. For a moment, I felt nothing. Then, I felt Arkadas soft lips press, slightly wet, against my own. I could smell the familiar scent of her skin as she pulled closely. Every so slightly, I could taste the sweetness of her lips. We had kissed many times as friends. A casual greeting or as a goodbye. This kiss needed not be anything more.
But as I pulled away from Arkadas I realized I was thinking about the one way in which our relationship had changed since the night my father died. That morning, down in the cellar with Arkadas and Cin. The act we had committed out of necessity. As my eyes opened after our chaste, friendly kiss, I noticed a sparkle in Arkadas eye as well. Something had felt different to her as well. I could see her lips curling slightly into a smile. I could feel the vibrations of her energy pulsing from her body.
As is the way with friends, we both knew what the other felt, what the other needed. Arkadas needed to feel my affection for her, to know my need for her. I needed comfort in the face of my coming danger (comfort only Arkadas, of all the people on earth could provide) and to express my love for my friend. And, I suppose, we both still needed to know what had happened between us that morning several weeks earlier with Cin. Now, alone, we needed to explore what it meant as two friends. That morning, I had been thrown into the deep waters of my sexuality, and once again I was embracing the opportunity to swim.
Rather than pulling away, I leaned forward once again. I felt a cautious breath split Arkadas lips, but her eyes were aflame. In a moment, I felt my lips press once again into hers. I moved quickly and I kissed her with a fierceness I had not expected in myself. I felt the soft flesh of her lips melt into mine and I felt my tongue slip from my mouth and quickly slide across her teeth. The passion was not mine alone. As my mouth opened wider, I could feel Arkadas body moving as well, like a taut spring finally released. Her hands reached up quickly and I felt her right hand caress my cheek while her left slinked around to the back of my head and pulled me in closer to her. Her body was trembling with excitement. I felt my tongue slip more deeply into Arkadas mouth. Her teeth gave way and I felt my tongue press into hers. Her tongue felt rough and tasted of the wine she had drunk at your meeting. I lapped at it, tasting her primal flavor.
It should have felt strange, to fall into this so quickly. Minutes earlier we had been fighting. We had not discussed our earlier experience in any way. But it felt natural now; it felt like it had to happen. Moreover, as my tongue probed Arkadas mouth, and as her tongue pushed hard into my teeth and lapped at the roof of my mouth, I felt the tension and nerves I had been feeling for the evening's adventure fading. I could feel Arkadas relaxing as well. And I could feel the distance that had grown between us shrinking.
In fact, the physical distance, as well as the emotional distance, soon disappeared entirely. I was on my knees on the balcony floor and Arkadas was sitting in the slightly reclined chair. I was leaning against her and I could feel her knees trembling. Finally, they simply gave way and Arkadas legs spread. I fell forward. For a moment, I managed to hold our kiss, but I was off balance. Soon I pitched forward between Arkadas' legs. Her dress rode up her hips as her legs grew wider apart. My head landed on Arkadas breasts, my breasts against her belly, and my stomach between her legs. I let out a little yip as I fell. I giggled as I came to rest against Arkadas body. I looked up at her and she was smiling down at me and laughing.
"I apologize for the slip," she said, her voice sounding husky, sexy. I felt my cheek pressing against Arkadas' breast. Through the thin, dark fabric of her form-fitting dress I could almost feel the smoothness of her pale skin. I could feel her hardened nipple as it pressed against my cheek. Her body felt warm and I could feel her chest riding and falling sensuously as she breathed.
"No need to apologize," I cooed back. I could feel her body tremble as the breath from my words skittered across her skin. She moaned slightly. I didn't want to keep her waiting any longer.
My face was pressed against the soft, inviting flesh of Arkadas' left breast. I was facing towards the middle of her body and I could see her other large breasts in front of me. Her right nipple was standing out hard through the sheer fabric of her dress. Her skin looked taut and youthful through the curves in the fabric. I quickly lifted my left hand up towards Arkadas chest. I glanced up again at her face and she was staring at my hand intently.
I brought my hand down slowly, pointing my fingers towards Arkadas chest. After a moment, I felt the tip of my index finger as it pressed gently against Arkadas nipple. I heard Arkadas take in a breath quickly. Her nipple felt hard but smooth through her dress against my finger. For a moment I rotating my finger around on Arkadas nipple gently, just feeling it press against me and feeling the denseness of it with my finger. Arkadas moaned quietly and writhed slightly in her chair.
I pushed down a little harder with my finger and felt my nail sinking into Arkadas flesh. She moaned slightly louder now. I turned and watched my hand as it worked. I slowly lowered my hand. Eventually, it fell flat against the flesh of Arkadas' breast. My hand squeezed around it. If felt dense and hot against my palm. I could still feel her hard nipple against my finger. I squeezed her breast now, savoring the gravity of her flesh.
"Oh Varis!" Arkadas said softly now. Her right hand rose up from her side and landed on the back of my left hand. The skin of her palm felt hot and smooth against my skin. I felt her squeezing my hand, encouraging me to knead more forcefully on her breast. I quickly obliged, pulling tighter on her. I felt my breath coming from me raggedly, my head felt lightly, and my limbs felt like they were tingling. Despite the fact that everyone knew of my true nature by that point, I still strapped my cock down (it was unbecoming of a Sultanah for her cock to be visible through her gowns), but I could feel it throbbing against my leg. I no longer worried or cared about what it meant to believe that Arkadas was a beautiful woman. I knew she was and that I wanted to see her body.
In fact, I wanted to see more of it. Arkadas' hand had slipped off of my own and I could see she was holding on tightly to the arm rests of the chair. I moved my fingers up slightly (and felt Arkadas nipple graze the palm of my hand). I felt my fingertips rub against the taut skin on the top of Arkadas breast. The dress was very low cut and her skin was exposed just a few inches from her nipple. My fingers felt the warmth of her body. For a moment I savored the sensation, but then I hooked my fingers and pulled the pink fabric of Arkadas dress down.
The dress was, like mine, tight as a second skin (the only difference in our dresses was that her dress was pink as my lady in waiting and mine was red, as the earthly partner of Gunes). The instant I pulled down on the fabric Arkadas' right breast essentially jumped out of the fabric. I felt my air catch in my throat as I gazed at her body. Arkadas skin was so incredibly, ethereally white that it appeared to belong to an angel. The white skin was completely unblemished. Her nipple, the size of a small coin, was pink as a ripe strawberry. I looked up at her briefly and saw her icy blue eyes framed by her wild blonde hair and felt overwhelmed. Never had Arkadas' exotic foreignness seemed so present. Or beautiful. But she looked frantic, like she needed me to do something more.
I turned my face back to Arkadas breast. I pulled the fabric down under the bottom curve of Arkadas' breast and it stayed there, pushing her breast up slightly. Her legs shook around my body as I rolled over slightly. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth as I rolled. I don't know how, but I could sense that I would fall directly where I planned. And I was correct, after a moment, I felt my lips press against the milky white skin of Arkadas' breast. I held my tongue back, but I could feel the air of my breath swirling around Arkadas' nipple. I let my kiss it on her breast for a long moment.
"Oh suck on it Varis, please!" Arkadas begged. I let my tongue fall down onto Arkadas' nipple. She groaned loudly and I felt her entire body go tense. Her nipple felt hard and velvety against my rough tongue. She was somehow smoother than the silky fabric of her gown. Her skin tasted slightly salty with an undercurrent of sweetness. I swirled my tongue around her breast, breathing in the delicate scents of her body while I bathed her nipple in my mouth. Arkadas rocked in the chair and I felt her hands rise up to my sides. She was searching frantically for my breasts and occasionally I would feel her fingers as they touched my hip or my back.
I sucked harder on Arkadas' nipple, pulling it hard into my mouth and feeling the smooth skin stretch. Arkadas' moaned and her body shook. I wanted to feel more of her pale skin against my body. With my right hand I reached up towards Arkadas' left breast. While I sucked on her right nipple, I pulled her other breast free. The V-neck of her dress pressed her bare breasts together. I slipped my hand back up over Arkadas' left breast, finding her nipple with my fingers. I rolled it between my fingertips, giving it the same pressure I gave the other with my tongue. I heard Arkadas moaning and could feel her writhing.
I stayed like this for several minutes. I licked and suck and pulled and rubbed at my friend's breasts, feeling the tension rising inside of her. Rising inside of me as well. I knew that I needed something else. The look and feel of her breasts were incredible, but I needed more.
My eyes, which had been closed while I sucked on my friend's nipple, opened. The evening sun was setting in the west and it cast a bright, red light across the city. It seemed to splash especially against the balcony where Arkadas and I embraced. Arkadas' pale skin looked positively red in the light, like she had transformed with the Stone of Gunes into a symbol for the Goddess. Arkadas femininity seemed heightened by the red color, she seemed to embody the virtues of Gunes with her wide hips and heaving breasts and the lights seemed to make them more pronounced as it faded all of the other colors around her. I felt the sudden urge, the need to worship at the altar of the Goddess' feminine aspects. I knew what I needed to do.
I detached my lips from Arkadas nipple and let my fingers from her breast. I looked up at her briefly. Her eyes were closed and there was a ravenous smile on her face. I felt her body writhing under me, asking for more, for something. I kissed the soft reddened flesh of her breast. I dropped my head slightly and kissed directly below her sweet nipple. Then still lower, kissing the underside of her breast. While I did this, I moved my hands around on Arkadas body, brushing my fingers against her thighs, hips, and ribs.
I continued to kiss down Arkadas body and listened to her gentle moans. I had soon kiss down below her breasts and my lips were now feeling her taut stomach through the sheer fabric of her dress. She seemed to anticipate my kisses and her body pulled away slightly, coyly before my lips pressed against her. I could feel the heat of her body and smell her perfume in the fabric of her dress. Her hands moved up from her side now and I felt them reach up onto my head. I felt Arkadas hands find my braided hair and her fingers pick at the loose knots until my hair hung loose across her breast and stomach.
I felt the hollow of Arkadas bellybutton as I continued to kiss my way down my friend's body. As I reached this point, I let my hands slide down the side of Arkadas body. Her dress was still hiked up slightly toward her thighs from where she had spread her legs. I moved my hands down toward the hemline of her dress. I slipped my fingers up against the smooth skin of Arkadas creamy white thighs and caught the fabric of her dress. I stopped kissing momentarily and pushed up carefully against her stomach. Arkadas knew what I was doing and lifted her hips slightly. I felt my fingers slip around the curve of Arkadas' ass as the dress pushed up over her hips.
It had been a particularly hot day in the palace and, like her Sultanah, Arkadas had apparently decided against wearing undergarments. I found my face just a few short inches from Arkadas cunny. I gasped at the beauty of her body. When I had been exposed to the Peers after my father's death, rumors had begun to circulate that I was clean shaven (despite the fact that I simply did not grow hair below my eyebrows). I had heard that many women at court had decided that this must be a fashionable look if the Sultanah had chosen it. I saw now that Arkadas had decided to follow this trend. Below her bellybutton was a triangle of smooth, clean shaven skin that reached its apex between her legs. Her skin here was somehow even whiter than that which was exposed, occasionally, to the sun. It was also completely without blemish. Her cunny lips were a light pinkish color and were very small and tight. I could see her clitoris sticking out hard from the top of her cunny. Her inner thighs were slick with her juices and so close, I was overwhelmed by her feminine smell.
I could feel heat emanating from her cunny, like the surface of the sun. I felt my nipples grow hard against the sheer fabric of my dress and goosebumps break out against my skin. In all the years I had known Arkadas, I had known her to be beautiful. But I had never actually dared to imagine what her body looked like, stripped of clothing. Just as she had never seen me naked, I had never seen her. Now I was overwhelmed by her beauty. My mouth watered, I needed to taste her beauty. I started to lean forward, into Arkadas' heat.
As I closed in I felt a sudden hard tug on the back of my head. A pain from my scalp. I could now tell that Arkadas' fingers were wrapped deeply in my hair. She was pulling me back. I looked up from between her legs. I could see hear breasts heaving, her arms shaking, and her eyes looked pained. I could sense some sort of conflict.
"Sultanah, please," she said, "Do not!"
"You do not desire..." I began. I looked down and saw that her cunny had grown even slicker and her body was shaking, her hips thrusting up. She clearly desired my touch. Why had she stopped me?
"You cannot," she pleaded. I suddenly realized the cause of her concern. While in the ancient days of Bütün Dünya any sort of sexual relationship was a tribute to Gunes, in recent centuries the more conservative mores of Tanri had taken hold. Sexual relations between those of the same sex were, of course, permitted, though they were never to be spoken of. However, it was absolutely essential that, in the event a master had sex with a slave, the master maintain the dominant position. That meant the master should receive pleasure and give penetration. For a slave to be pleasured by a master would be a scandal. In fact, for a Sultanah to purposefully pleasure anyone in such a manner would be impossible. If anyone were to know what was occurring on the balcony, I would be disgraced. Or I would, had I been a follower of Tanri. But even I had felt the power of those beliefs slipping in recent weeks. I no longer cared about the disgrace of sex. Sex was a sacrament of Gunes, something to be savored whenever it was desired.
I began to speak to Arkadas about these new beliefs. But I looked down once again between Arkadas legs, I felt my mouth grown moister. I desired nothing more than to taste her body and to give pleasure to my friend, and I decided on a different, no less honest, response to her concerns, "Arkadas, I told you that you know the actual Varis, beyond the Sultanah. On this balcony I am not the Sultanah and you are not a slave. We are friends and equals. I love you Arkadas, and nothing we do in that love can be disgraceful."
I did not wait for her to respond. Instead, I quickly dropped my head down between my friend's legs. Any resistance that Arkadas may have tried to give evaporated as my long, free hair cascaded over her legs. I felt my cheeks slide against the soft skin of Arkadas thighs as I moved into position. The wet heat from her cunny very intense and her smell, so musky and feminine, made my head swim.



I stopped just an inch away from Arkadas dripping slit. Both of our bodies were shaking. I looked at the pinkish red gash of her cunny and I could sense the Goddess there. I did not really know what I was doing, but my body seemed to know exactly what was necessary. I closed my eyes and leaned forward slightly. I felt my lips press gently against Arkadas cunny, her lips wetting mine.
"Oh Gunes!" Arkadas moaned as she felt me and I smiled. I pressed my lips against her cunny again and felt her trembling all over. My touch seemed to increase Arkadas arousal by an order of magnitude and I felt her juices dripping out of her and coating my chin. Arkadas hands were still in my hair, but her fingers had relaxed now. As I began to gently kiss Arkadas cunny, I felt her fingers rolling gently through my hair.
"I love you Varis," she whispered, "don't stop." I felt a chill run through my body as I heard her words, and I decided to increase the intensity of my actions. I opened my mouth slightly and let my tongue slip out, wet and fat. I pressed it flat against Arkadas cunny, giving a little pressure and letting it sink slightly into her folds. Arkadas taste was like nothing I'd ever experienced before; slightly salty and earthy but with a magical undertone, the flavor of femininity. The taste of Gunes. Arkadas groaned and she put some slight pressure on the back of my head with her palm.
I slowed moved my tongue up through Arkadas soft slit, savoring the flavor as I moved. Arkadas was shaking all over and her legs closed slightly around my head, covering my ears. My tongue reached the apex of Arkadas' cunny and I felt the tip rub against the hard, dense nub of Arkadas' clitoris. Even with sound muffled by Arkadas thighs, I could hear her groan loudly. I smiled and swirled my tongue around on Arkadas' clitoris. Her body rolled and shook as I focused my attention on that spot. My chin pressed against Arkadas wet slit and her smell and flavor overwhelmed my other senses.
For a long while we continued in that manner. I was on my knees on the floor of the balcony, leaning forward between Arkadas' legs. Arkadas was leaned back on the chair with her hands on my head, her breasts still exposed and her nipples hard. I kept my face between Arkadas legs. I would occasionally kiss Arkadas cunny, her lower lips, and creamy skin that surrounded it, but generally I kept my tongue out of my mouth. I would lap up and down on Arkadas slit, tasting her juices and taking them into my mouth. I would spend a great deal of time with my lips wrapped around her clitoris, sucking gently while my tongue swirled around it. Through it all, Arkadas moaned and shook on the chair, calling out my name and begging me not to stop.
After some length of time, the exact extent I could not say, I felt the pressure on my ears lessen and sensed that Arkadas legs had spread wide once again. I could hear her moans more clearly now and could sense her body shaking almost beyond control. It was all I could do to snake my arms around Arkadas thighs and keep my tongue buried inside of her body.
"Oh fuck Varis, I am going to cum! Don't stop, oh please don't stop!" she was moaning. I pressed my face even more deeply into Varis' cunny and worked my tongue with greater speed. I heard Arkadas suck in air quickly and then her entire body went rigid. For a moment I almost stopped, but I could feel even greater pressure on the back of my head as Arkadas pushed me inside of her. I worked my tongue quickly and finally I heard Arkadas let out a loud sigh. Her body moved in jerky fashion and I felt hot liquid drip from her cunny against my lips. It was salty and thick and I sucked it into my mouth, swallowing it down quickly.
"Oh Varis, Oh Varis, Oh Varis," Arkadas was essentially chanting now. I flicked my eyes up between Arkadas' ample white breasts and I could see her own eyes were shut and her body was slowly relaxing. I kept my tongue on Arkadas' clit for a few more seconds, but she finally pushed me off as her body had become too sensitive. I smiled at her as her eyes open. She gave me a satisfied grin in response.
"I have never felt anything like that Sultanah," she said after a long pause. I smiled.
"I should think not, it is unlikely you have been pleasured by many rulers, even if you are more...adventurous than you previously let on," I said. Arkadas laughed and she leaned forward in her chair. She kept her legs spread by she leaned deeply over her body so that her breasts were between her knees. Her face was only a few inches from mine. Her hand slipped around the back of my hand under underneath of my chin.
She clutched my jaw gently and pulled me forward. I closed my eyes as I moved toward my friend and lover. After a moment, I felt my lips press against Arkadas'. Unlike our previous kiss, there was no question about intent. As soon as my lips sunk into the soft flesh of her, Arkadas' mouth sprung open and her tongue pressed against my mouth. I felt the rough flesh of her tongue as it lapped against my lips, tasting her juices. In a moment, my mouth was open as well. I felt the soft, warm, slippery sensation of her tongue in my mouth and my tongue rose to meet hers. I felt her exploring my mouth, tasting the juices that she had deposited there. Our mouths moved together for a long while, until Arkadas had tasted every inch of me and I had explored her tongue in great detail. Finally, she broke our kiss and leaned back full in her chair.
"There is yet another thing that I had never felt before, but I would like to rectify it now, if we might," Arkadas cooed in a sultry voice.
"As your friend and lover, make a command and I will oblige," I said, matching her tone as best I could. My stomach felt light and my legs felt weak. I was overcome with desire and would have complied with any request that allowed me to touch Arkadas further. As I looked at my friend, she spread her legs, much wider than before. Her cunny, slick with saliva and her juices, was exposed to the rapidly cooling evening air.
"I have never felt a cock between my legs. I would like it now," she responded. I felt my head swim and I bit my lip, the slight pain keeping me grounded.
"The best way to learn how to do something," I replied, "is to jump right in." Without further word, I stood up in front of the chair where Arkadas sat. I grabbed my dress near my hips and quickly hiked it up above my waist. I quickly lifted it up over my head and threw it onto the balcony floor. My breasts and stomach were now exposed to the air and only the bindings I used for my cock remained. I quickly attacked these as well, pulling the fabric away quickly and tossing it to the side. No longer confined, my cock began to rapidly swell. The excitement I had been tamping down was no longer caged.
I looked up at Arkadas, her eyes were wide as she stared at my body. Her hands moved up her body and found her breasts. I watched for a moment while my friend stroked her nipples gently and stared at my body. Soon, my body had become fully aroused and I could no longer wait.
I moved quickly back towards the chair and fell forward. I placed my hands on the backrest of the chair, on either side of Arkadas' head. My breasts and my cock now dangled a few inches above Arkadas' body. In fact, our nipples were nearly touching. Our faces were only a few inches apart and without further thought or word, I pressed my lips once again into Arkadas' mouth. She kissed me back, just as passionate as before, and perhaps with more skill.
However, even as Arkadas kissed me, she was not otherwise idle. I did not noticed as her right hand slid off of her breast or when she moved it down between our bodies. But I felt as her fingers grazed my dangling balls, her fingertips slipping against the juices that pour from my own willing cunny. My body froze, my tongue still in Arkadas' mouth. But she continued to move, first playing with my balls and then moving down my shaft, and wrapping her palm around it. Arkadas continued to kiss me as she pulled me down slightly by my cock. I felt my breasts collapse down onto Arkadas' breasts, our nipples pressing together and her firm flesh buoying mine. This seemed to wake me up, and I began to kiss my friend once again. But her fingers still felt magical on my cock as she began to stroke me slowly.
Eventually, she broke the kiss, "Varis, you must know something," she whispered. I opened my eyes and looked at her. Our breasts were still pressed together and she continued to stroke my cock as she spoke to me. I groaned at the sensation but managed to nod my head.
"Then tell me quick, I will not be able to understand words much longer," I responded. Arkadas laughed slightly. And she kissed me again once, quickly.
"I don't know how we...ended up here. Though I can barely stop my heart from fluttering with excitement for it. But, even if we never had gotten to this point...You should know that you always could have told me about..." and as she spoke she squeezed my hard cock, "I would not have turned from you, just as I will never turn on you now." I felt a prickle in my eye and felt a tear fall. In this sudden onslaught of court intrigue and danger, a statement of unquestioning loyalty and devotion was desperately needed.
"How did I ever doubt you?" I asked again. But my last word came out garbled. Arkadas was pulling more forcefully now on my cock, taking me down. My breasts fell ever more deeply against Arkadas. I felt my cock closing the distance between our bodies. It was twitching in Arkadas' hand and I could feel the heat of Arkadas cunny against the tip.
"Do not speak anymore. I am yours, take me," Arkadas said. As she spoke, I felt the tip of my cock press against Arkadas' waiting slit. She was still sopping wet from her juices and from my saliva. I felt Arkadas' hand slip from my cock and felt body of her hands soon find their way to my hips. I looked into Arkadas' eyes now and she was smiling, nodding gently. My whole body was trembling and my mouth suddenly felt dry. But I had never wanted anything more in my life than to be in Arkadas' body.
I pressed my hips down gently. I heard Arkadas gasp and felt her body tense slightly. But Arkadas' body was so wet and so ready, the tip of my cock slipped easily inside of her body. Now Arkadas began to place pressure on my hips, pulling me in toward her. She wrapped her legs around my back, pushing into my backside with her heels. In just a few moments, my cock slipped completely inside of Arkadas' body, my balls slapping against her ass. Arkadas groaned loudly.
I was overawed by the sensation of Arkadas' body. My cock was wrapped tightly in my friend's warm wetness. Arkadas' cunny held me tight, but she was so went that my cock could move easily even in her tight confines. I felt intense pressure on the underside of my cock and I fear for a moment that I would spill my seed instantly.
Once again, my eyes moved up to look at Arkadas. I could see tears in the corner of her eye, though I doubted it was from pain. Her legs here now tightly locked around me and her arms moved from my hips and wrapped around the back of my neck. She pulled me in closer with all of her limbs, my cock pressing harder into her body, my lips finding hers. Our breasts were still pressed together and I could feel Arkadas' hard nipples pressing against mine, the sensation growing more pleasant the more our bodies shook. There was no daylight between us now, we were pressed completely together. I could hear soft moaning noises from a throat, but I could not tell if they were mine or Arkadas'. The smell of our juices hung heavy over the balcony and heightened the intensity of the feeling.
For a brief moment, Arkadas relaxed the pressure from her heels against my back. She pushed me back slightly and my cock slipped a couple of inches from Arkadas' cunny. I felt the cool evening air on my wet cock and gasped. But even as I did so, Arkadas heels returned and thrust my cock hard back into her cunny. Now it was Arkadas' turn to gasp and she pressed her tongue hard into my mouth as she did. She repeated her motions, pushing me out and then pulling me back in hard, several times. Finally, I began to feel the necessity to act. I pushed my hips back on my own and then thrust my cock back into the comforting warmth of Arkadas' body. Each time I did so, I felt the pressure grow more intense on my cock. I also felt Arkadas grow more desperate underneath of me.
We continued to move in that way for quite a while. Our bodies were pressed tightly together and Arkadas wrapped her limbs ever tighter against me. Our stomachs were pressed together, separated only by the thin fabric of Arkadas' bunched dress. Our breasts were still pressed together and each motion heightened the tension. We kissed passionately now, actually beyond the point of passion. In desperation now we kissed. The sounds of our moans and the wet sounds of our bodies colliding filled the air. Sex was all I could smell.
Finally, I could feel my seed coming. I pressed my hips harder into Arkadas, thrusting my cock deeper and deeper into her body. I bit at her tongue and felt her legs shaking around my body. I knew that I was just a few seconds away and...
"Varis, oh Gunes Varis, please stop!" Arkadas yelled at the top of her voice. I was so shocked by why she had said, and the level of her volume, that I instantly complied. My cock stopped half inside of her body, I was cold all over from sweat, and I could barely breath. I needed to feel release, my entire body was taut as a drum.
"What...?" I began to ask, but Arkadas spoke quickly.
"I do not mean to cause you pain Sultanah. But I am ripe to be with child but we do not want that. Further, I cannot help but thinking back to our first time together, all those weeks ago. The taste of your seed... I loved it. I have craved to taste it again every day since. Please, share your seed on my tongue," Arkadas said. Once again, my friend was looking out for me. If Arkadas became pregnant, well, I would have to accept it as my own bastard (an expensive proposition) or hear rumors about her virtue. Besides, I looked into Arkadas soft lips and pink mouth and considered the joy of spilling my seed there.
Perhaps more importantly I looked down briefly, pulling my chest up slightly off of Arkadas' breasts. The dying embers of the evening, the red light had become darker. I could see part of the shaft of my cock, now stained red with the light. The light of Gunes shining on the male aspects of the Goddess. Now it was Arkadas turn to worship at Gunes' altar. It felt so right.
I quickly slipped my cock from Arkadas body (an underrated sensation) and heard her gasp. But I was still very close to spilling my seed and wanted to move quickly. I unhooked myself from Arkadas' legs and crawled up the chair. I felt my breasts briefly press into Arkadas face and felt her tongue seek my nipple. My body slipped across Arkadas' body, though I was careful to place my limbs on open spots on the large chair. I quickly found the armrests on the chair and lifted my body, almost jumping up. My knees quickly found their way onto the armrests and I sat up quickly. Now I was kneeling, with one knee on either armrest, straddling Arkadas' body. My cock was sticking up, wet and hot, a few inches from her face. My balls dangled above her breasts and my cunny dripped on of her nipples.
Arkadas did not pause long, she knew I was in desperate need. I was so excellently placed that my lover did not need to move anything besides her neck. She bent over quickly and I felt an instant wet, warmth as her lips slipped over the tip of my cock. I looked down and saw the top of Arkadas' head, the exotic blonde hair beginning to bob up and down on my cock.
Arkadas' seemed even more skilled in her efforts than our first time together. I felt my cock slip deeper and deeper into her mouth, pushing against the back of her throat while her head bobbed. Her mouth and throat were tight and wet, and I felt weak. Her tongue swirled against the bottom of my cock and her balls pressed against her chin. I could feel my seed coming quickly, but I also felt weak in the knees.
I lifted my hands up towards my chest, somehow hoping to gain some balance. I pressed my hands against my breasts and felt my nipples cutting into my palms. I felt no more certain on my knees, but my nipples tingled deliciously. I began to squeeze and knead at my breasts while I watched Arkadas' suck furiously and skillfully at my cock. I moaned loudly, not even caring if my screams echoed down to the streets below.
It did not take long, I had already been so close. After a minute or slightly more of stroking my breasts while Arkadas sucked my cock, I felt the tension rising inside of me. This sensation no longer confused me; I knew that it meant that the anxiety would reach a crescendo and then crash into pleasure. I needed that break from the tension, I needed the pleasure. I thrust my hips hard into Arkadas' mouth and I could heard her choking of my cock.
Then it happened. The tension rose, just as I anticipated, but it was more intense than it had ever been before. I kept thrusting my cock harder and harder into Arkadas throat and my fingers were white from squeezing my breasts. I felt my entire world condense into a single point of tension until finally I felt that I could not move any longer. Thankfully, Arkadas mouth and tongue continued to move over my cock and then...release. I let out a high pitched scream as I felt the tension instantly drain out of me. A wave of luminous red pleasure poured from my cock out of my body. I was vaguely aware of my balls seizing, my cock jumping, and thick streams of seed pouring into my friend's mouth. But this was overwhelmed by what felt like an eternity of pure pleasure as my body reacted.
My eyes shot opened and the whole world seemed red. I looked down at Arkadas, her eyes closed, smiling around my cock while my seed spurted inside of her. I felt supreme relaxation and an absolute pleasure. I suddenly felt dizzy and realized I hadn't been breathing. I took a deep breath but it was too late, and I tumbled backward toward Arkadas' legs.
My cock popped from Arkadas' mouth and the last of my seed spurted against her face. Despite that, she reached forward and grabbed me as I fell, pulling me in around the waist. Nonetheless my knees had slipped off the armrest and I had landed with my thighs on her stomach. Arkadas' eyes looked concerned and I heard her start to speak. She was so concerned that she had forgotten she had a mouthful of my seed. As she tried to speak I looked into her mouth and saw that I had filled her cheeks with seed. Some of it dripped out of her mouth and landed on her breast as she started to speak. She realized what was happening, closed her mouth, and quickly swallowed it down.
"Varis, are you alright?" she asked, leaning it toward me, she sounded concerned and her breath smelled of my seed. I nodded my head slowly, and then shook it. I was breathing heavily and my balance was coming back. My climax was fading but the relaxation it had brought remained strong.
"I feel..." I started, "Wonderful." And with that I pitched forward and wrapped my arms around Arkadas. We collapsed together onto the chair, and Arkadas wrapped me up tightly in her arms. I could feel her kissing my cheeks and eyes as I quickly grew comfortable in her arms.
Eventually, Arkadas seemed to understand that I was in no danger and I began to catch my breath. We lay together for a long while, tangled up in the chair on the balcony. Our bodies were sticky with sweat, seed, and juices and the smell still hung thickly in the air. Arkadas' finger gently circled my nipple and I savored the feeling of my now-soft cock pressed freely against my friend's bare thigh.



"That was lovely Varis," Arkadas said at last, leaning over and kissing my cheek.
"Thank you for catching me there, I nearly fell back onto my neck on the balcony," I said, kissing Arkadas' breast, where my cheek now laid.
"It is my job," she said laughingly, "And my pleasure to catch you." And we lay together for a long while now in silence, enjoying the cooling night air and the closeness. In fact, I could not ever remember feeling this close to Arkadas, despite the fact that she had always been my best friend. Whatever formality existed in our relationship because of the fact that she was, technically, my slave had completely faded. I knew that I no longer held anything back from her and she no longer held anything back from me. We had shared our bodies and shared our souls. I felt my body, exposed, against hers and I wondered what other miracles that Gunes could work.
"It is getting late, you must be going," Arkadas said. Now I knew! I had nearly forgotten about my mission until that moment. I had been so caught up in my time with Arkadas that I nearly forgot.
"You are pushing me off toward my task?" I asked incredulously. Arkadas signed and shrugged her shoulders. She ran her hand through my hair.
"I do not want you to go but I know I can stop you," she explained. I rolled over slightly so that we were facing one another. Arkadas took my hands in hers and we pushed our foreheads together.
"I am doing what I must do," I explained again. This time, Arkadas just nodded.
"I do not understand. But now at least I understand that I do not understand. Besides, you now know the contents of my heart. I will never forgive myself if anything happens, but you will always know how I feel," she said. I smiled at my friend and kissed her lightly on the cheek.
"And you will know how I feel, if anything were to happen," I responded. Arkadas furrowed her brow and stared at me for several seconds.
"I should hate to hear you even suggest that," she said finally, "but ...I feel something..." she said slowly. For the first time since we had finished making love, I consciously considered what I was planning to do that evening. I realized that I felt something strange as well. Something I did not expect. The anxiety and nerves I felt earlier were gone. Like they had all been burned up on my climax. Like Gunes had taken them away in honor of my devotion.
But it was more than that. It was not simply that I no longer feared. It was that my fear had been replaced. I felt safe, in fact confident. I could feel light of Gunes shining inside of me and knew that I would survive. The final binding of friendship in the like of the evening sun was a religious rite and it had brought me to a different level of understanding. Gunes accepted the tribute of my sexual desire and rewarded me with certainty. I wondered if that was what Arkadas was feeling as well.
"I know," I said and Arkadas smiled. I looked up at her again and she leaned over and kissed me deeply. Less passionate now, but more than a friend's kiss. A lover's kiss.
"Thank you Varis. I did not know what I needed from you tonight in my pain and anxiety. I never would have expected that it was...that. But you know me better than I know myself I guess...I love you and know you will always love me," she said finally. Now I kissed her back, giving her what she had given me.
"I love you too Arkadas. You are the only one that Varis, the girl not the Sultanah, can ever love. But do not thank me, thank Gunes. And pray to her that she will give me what I need tonight," I said. And I rose from the chair and began to dress.
* * * * *
Not long after I was standing on the City Wall, directly next to the North Gate. I was wearing a pair of black leather pants and a tight, black shirt. My face was covered with a black scarve and I was nearly invisible in the darkness of night. Saygili, my loyal guardsman was standing next to me, looking nervously over the wall. The besieging camp was stretched out before us in the darkness. Their campfires burned in all directions between the two rivers on the plain outside of the city. Even from the distance (their first tents were nearly 300 yards from the city wall) I could smell the scent of shit that engulfs an army encamped. I could hear music and even occasionally a loud word emanating from the camp. It was a night like any other night during the siege.
"Sultanah, I do not believe they are coming," Saygili said, not for the first time. I smiled and looked at my loyal guard.
"Be patient, we have nowhere else to be tonight. It is better out here on the breezy wall that stuffed in the top levels of that palace," I explained.
"I just fear for your safety," Saygili responded.
"And that is why you are paid. I appreciate your concern, now simply be quiet," I said, my tone more gentle than my words. Saygili nodded and peered back out into the darkness.
"This is not a task for the Sultanah. It is too dangerous," Saygili said quietly.
"That is not, to my memory, the sound of quiet, though I admit it has been a long time since I heard it," I snapped back. Saygili nodded again and did not speak. I did appreciate his concern, but I was ready now. I still felt the confidence that Gunes had granted me and I was ready to begin my task for the night.
We stood in silence for a while longer and I began to wonder if Saygili was correct. Perhaps something terrible had happened. Perhaps my efforts were for nothing and I had sent many loyal subjects to their death. While I no longer feared for my safety, I feared for...
"Soyguncu," Saygili said in a hushed voice. I looked at him and he jutted his chin out into the darkness beyond the wall. I looked down at the wall and saw a figure also dressed in black. My eyes were keen, but apparently my guards were better. But as the figure drew closer, I came to recognize the outline of my newest staff member: my thief. In a few moments she was standing at the far end side of the moat, looking up at us.
"Soyguncu, is that you?" I asked nervously. I hardly allowed myself to believe she had really survived.
"Sultanah, you are the one who insisted on passwords and code talking. How am I to respond to that question?" Soyguncu spoke back, slightly louder than I had. I laughed. She was right.
"I mean, how fares the lunar eclipse?" I asked in code.
"The owl has left the barn," she responded in turn. I smiled and nodded. That meant everything was in place. I looked over at Saygili and nodded. He sighed deeply.
"I ask you one last time to let me go in your place," Saygili said.
"You have grown too bold at court," I said to him, but in a good-natured way, "Who led and who followed when we held the gate against Rayhip? There is no time for you to question my orders. Just follow them." Saygili did not speak farther. Instead he lifted his crossbow and shot a single bolt. I watched Soyguncu jump as the bolt sunk into the dirty and rock of the side of the moat in front of her. A long rope was attached to the back of the bolt and it lead back up towards the top of the gate.
"Careful!" she yelled back. Saygili was not paying attention. He was already tying the end of the rope around a metal ring on the wall.
"I will be back as soon as possible," I said to Saygili, "It anyone comes, cut the rope loose. We can always shoot another one down." I explained. He nodded solemnly.
I then took a leather belt that I had brought with me and threw it over the rope. I wrapped the ends of the rope tightly around each of my hands and then climbed up onto the edge of the wall. I looked down over the side and it suddenly seemed much higher than it had before. Suddenly, my certainty that I would not come to harm seemed laughably absurd. I felt dizzy and turned to look at Saygili. He was looking down at the bottom of the rope, where my journey would end. He had no doubt now that I would go. How could I back out now?
I kicked my feet over the edge of the wall and slid my ass off of the side. I felt a powerful drop like I was going to plummet to the bottom of the wall. My arms stretched up and locked above my head. Just at that moment there was a powerful jolts and I bounced up slowly. The belt hand caught me. It jerked so hard that it nearly flew from my grasp. I squeezed hard on the leather belt, my fingers barely managing to maintain a grip. My heart was fluttering in my chest and I could not bear to keep my eyes open. But I felt myself hurtling toward the ground. I felt like I was sliding across the rope faster than a stallion could carry me. I prayed that the bolt from the crossbow would remain plugged into the ground.
When it felt like I had been falling forever and I feared that I was going to slam at full speed into the earth and break every bone in my body, I decided to open my eyes and get one last glimpse of the word before I died. I managed to open them just in time to see a hand inches from my face. I crashed into it with an audible slap and I saw stars in front of my eyes. But I felt another arm swing around behind me and grab my back. I dropped my belt and stumbled forward. Soyguncu and I tumbled into the grass on the far side of the moat. I heard a loud groan as I knocked the wind out of my thief.
We lay for a moment on the ground, catching our breath. Soyguncu was breathing deeply, trying to dispel the pain from our collision. I was shaking my head trying to get my bearings. My face felt numb where I had slammed into the thief's hand. Nonetheless I turned back to the wall and saw Saygili looking down at me. I waved to him confidently to indicate that I had made it. I think he nodded and then I saw him lift something up from behind the wall and he hooked it onto the rope and sent it screaming down towards us. When that object reached the backs of the moat and hit with a thud, he hooked another one onto the rope. Before that one even found its way to the moat, Saygili was already hunkering down behind the wall to wait.
"Shit!" Soyguncu yelled when she finally managed to catch her breath. I put my hand over her mouth and she nodded slowly, "I apologize Sultanah...that hurt like Tanri's asshole after a night at the pub," she said. I smiled at her casual blasphemy against the false god.
"I apologize for striking you. Are you alright?" I scrambled to my feet now and held my hand down towards the thief. She nodded her head and reached for it. I helped to lift her to her feet and we both turned and looked toward the camp. The tents looked less imposing from here, perhaps because I could not see the end of them.
"I am alright Sultanah," Soyguncu said after a moment. Then she turned back toward the city and toward the objects that Saygili had sent whirling down the rope. I followed her over.
"Will these be enough?" I asked. I pointed to the two ten gallon barrels Saygili had sent down. The barrel had two ropes apiece attached to them; one at the top with an iron hook that Saygili had used to slide them down and then another rope that was attached in two places. I lifted one of the large, heavy barrels by this second rope and slung it over my shoulder. A moment later Soyguncu did the same with the remaining barrel.
"It should be, there are other factors at play, you will see," she said. And with that she turned back and started heading toward the enemy's lines. She walked briskly.
"Wait up, wait up. Do not rush!" I called towards her.
"Sultanah, we do not have much time!" Soyguncu responded, pointing towards the placement of the moon in the sky.
"That is because you are late," I responded and she stopped walking, "Where is everyone else? Where are we going?" Soyguncu had exited the city several hours earlier along with several...compatriots. They had been in and among the enemy soldiers for some time, but now only the leader had returned.
"It took us a greater time to find what you were looking for than intended," she explained, and started walking again, only slower.
"Why? Was it tightly guarded?" I asked. Soyguncu snorted and shook her head.
"Your enemies do not fear you, it was hardly guarded at all. It was just a much larger camp than we anticipated. Your enemies vastly outnumber us. It took us time to find it." She explained. We were stomping through the field that separated the city from the enemy's camp at this point. Each step we took, we instinctively spoke more and more quietly. But it was very dark night and the grass was very high and at no time did I feel in danger of detection.
"Well will you remember where it was located?"
"Of course. It is actually not that far from here, an hour's cautious movement at most," she said.
"Where are the rest?" I asked. Now Soyguncu had stopped walking. She turned back towards me and her eyes looked sheepish through her shawl.
"After we left they decided to stay awhile and...make a little money," she explained.
"Make a little money?" I asked. How could they behave in such a way. Yes they were prostitutes but this was...treason!
"You can't expect to take fifteen whores into a camp with thousands of men who haven't smelled a cunt in weeks and expect their eyes not to turn gold," Soyguncu said in her colorful way. I sighed. My empire relied on the reliability of prostitutes.
"Well, will they be there at the appointed time?" I asked.
"Whores generally have only one rule, they are loyal to the one who has the most money. I think they will realize the Sultanah's purse is bigger than a soldier's. Besides, I have seen where we are going, we won't need as many as we thought."
"And what if they give us away?" I asked, realizing there were worse fates than simply having the plan not work. Soyguncu stopped once again. We were only about a hundred feet from enemy lines now and she whispered back to me quickly.
"Then we are already dead. We cannot speak long now, let us move," Soyguncu responded, and then she turned to walk. I took a deep breath and followed after her.
We moved much slower over the last one hundred feet of the enemy lines, and crouched low as we moved. Soyguncu was correct, our enemies did not respect us. There were no pickets on the edge of camp. The enemy did not expect us to attempt to sneak up on them at night and raise the siege. They were right, of course. If we caught them completely by surprise with an assault by all of my soldiers, we would only kill a small fraction of their number. The rest of their army could mobilize in leisure and then finish us off when we were tired. Still, I was thankful for their laxity as Soyguncu and I crawled out of the grass and between two tents into the camp.
The camp was laid out in a grid stretching off into the distance with four-tent blocks the central organizational unit. In the middle of each four tent-unit there was a small campfire burning. It was very late at the time we arrived in the camp and most of the soldiers were sleeping. Regardless, it was very bright in the camp and as soon as I moved within the halo of the camp, I felt very visible.
Whatever my nerves were, Soyguncu seemed fearless. As soon as she entered the confines of the camp she straightened up and walked into the light of the first campfire. I followed behind her closely, I looked left and right as I moved, but I saw no one stirring in that location. Soyguncu grabbed my arm and pulled me in close to her.
"I have carefully scouted. I had a route to our rendezvous to the whores through the quietest portions of the camp. But we will need to careful nonetheless. Follow my lead exactly and watch your feet, no loud noises," she said. With that she turned and walked deeper into the camp.
We moved for what seemed like an eternity. Soyguncu could move in absolute silence and I did my best to mimic the thief's actions. We moved in a sort of zig-zag pattern throughout the area. Occasionally, Soyguncu would drop to her knees on the outside of a tent and sit quietly for several seconds while someone passed. I would follow suit, and I could hear the soldiers inside the tents, snoring. Sometimes, Soyguncu was essentially sprint between an intersection in the tents and as I ran after her, I could hear the sound of voices nearby, campfires that had not yet died down. The camp was quieter up close somehow but the smell was more intense. I had no desire to allow these people on my land for a moment longer. The more we walked the more certain I became that Soyguncu and I were acting properly.
Over the course of an hour we slowly made our way deeper and deeper into the camp until we had worked our way clean out of it. We had stayed relative close to the Kuzey River as we made our way through the camp, but I was surprised when we finally pulled up and stopped just a few yards from the water. I could hear it rushing by in the dark. It was only when we stopped that I realized we had passed through the last of the tents in that area. The ground was wet, sloped, and marshy, not appropriate for tents. But in the distance to our right I saw a large, flat expanse. I could smell the tingling scent of shit and could hear noises. I could see several farms as well, abandoned by their owners now in the city and being used by our enemies. There were no people in this area. I was gasping by this time, the heavy barrel on my back and the long run had sapped my strength
"We have made it Sultanah," Soyguncu whispered and jutted her chin in the direction of the nearest farm. I looked around and did not see anyone moving. It was darker now where we were located and very quiet. My bladder felt tight and my heart was thrumming in my chest.
"Where are the whores?" I asked finally. The whole plan depended on them.
"We just need three or four I think," Soyguncu stated. She looked over her shoulder into a copse of trees near the river. She squinted and strained her eyes in that direction and then, slowly, her mouth spread into a broad smile. I turned and looked, but saw nothing. Soyguncu lifted her hand over her head and waved quickly. After a moment, I saw a silent stirring in the trees. I squinted harder and then I saw women walking slowly out the shadows.
There were only eleven of them left, presumably the rest were still turning tricks. The whores were dressed for the job in short dresses, long boots, their faces painted garishly, and wearing high, curly wigs. They were immediately recognizable for what they were. Some had smeared lipstick and disheveled hair and it seemed they had weighted their purses generously before arrival. But I did not care; they had followed through on their promise (most of them). They arrived next to us silently; they were all smiling broadly when they saw us, though I doubt they knew who I was.
"Where are the others?" Soyguncu hissed.
"Working," One of the prostitutes whispered back and shrugged her shoulders.
"I should skin you all for this! Our lives depend on this, it is no time for sucking cock!" Soyguncu added.
"That's exactly why we are here!" One of the other prostitutes shot back.
"Silence," I whispered, "We will deal with those who reneged on their promises later. Now is the time to act. It will be light in a little over an hour." The prostitutes were nodding. Soyguncu made a show of continuing to look angry but nodded her head as well.
"They are over there," she said, pointing towards the abandoned farm, "We will be right behind you. Remember, get them all! If we die, you probably die too. And you definitely don't get paid. Your cunts would have to take a lot of traitorous soldier cock to get what the Sultanah will pay for a couple of minutes work." The prostitutes' eyes lit up and they began to walk in the direction Soyguncu had pointed. They moved slightly more loudly now and they talk to one another. Soyguncu and I followed behind several yards in silence. We crouched low and kept our heads down.



"Halt, who goes there?" A voice suddenly called out with a thick accent. The prostitutes instantly stopped. I looked up finally, and stopped moving. We had moved up and out of the marshy land by the water and were now standing a few dozen yards from the first farm. The barn was directly in front of us, but it was surrounded by a low wooden fence. The voice had come from that fence. I peered around the whores as best I could and could see three sentries sitting on the top fence post, looking at them. I dropped down lower, praying I had not been seen. I looked over at Soyguncu and she had also dropped onto her belly, facing towards the soldiers and watching. I continued to follow her lead.
"We are angels of mercy," one of the prostitutes said, "here to cure your wounds and heal your souls."
"Ain't that funny," one of the soldiers responded, "I didn't know you could reach the soul through the cock!" he said and the other sentries laughed.
"I imagine there is a lot you don't know about your cock, pretty young man like yourself. Why don't we go over to the woods and I will teach you a thing or two," the lead prostitute said. One of the sentries whistled and the others laughed.
"Well..."the sentry began again, and it sounded for the world like he was going to accept the offer, when another voice pierced the night.
"Nöbetçi, what in Tanri's balls is going on?" the voice called out. Instantly the sentries on the fence posts jumped up and stood with more dignity. I looked over in the direction of the voice. A tall, commanding man in a somewhat elaborate uniform had arrived. Flanking him were six soldiers.
"Sarge..." the one sentry stammered. I felt panic welling inside of me, there were too many things about the situation that were out of my control. I looked at Soyguncu. She raised her hand slightly and then lowered it in a calming manner. Settle down, she indicated. I took a deep breath and nodded
"We are just a couple of working girls, looking to make a few coins in the midst of a terrible war," one of the prostitutes responded. The sergeant looked over at the prostitutes now. For a long moment he just stared at them with a gaze that could freeze water. I wondered if any of my soldiers could fell this man. However, just when it seemed the sergeant would snap and sick his soldiers on my prostitutes, a broad smile spread across his face.
"Well Nöbetçi, I presume you and the boys have not fallen on these whores yet because you were waiting for me," he responded. I let out a low breath. Maybe this was still going to work.
"I was going to report to you Sarge," Nöbetçi responded. The sergeant laughed and shook his head.
"You're a piece of shit Nöbetçi, but I tell you what. I am going to give you a reward," he explained and started walking towards the prostitutes. He was looking over them carefully. Finally he found one in particular and grabbed her arm. He was gentle with her and pulled her out of line.
"I am going to go into the woods and fuck this prostitute. In exchange for you finding her, I am not going to court-martial you. Instead you will get to wait here while the rest of us get a much needed morale boost and watch the area. Since you let these hookers sneak up on you, I expect you to be extra focused," The sergeant explained. As he spoke Nöbetçi's eyes seemed to droop. He did not say anything and it was clear his conflict with his superior had been going on for some time. He knew he was beat.
"Yes, Sarge," he said dejectedly. The sergeant slapped him on the back and then turned to the other men.
"Men, pick a whore you can afford and meet back here when you're done," he said magnanimously, "Now madam, after you." He said and started to lead the prostitute he had selected back into the forest. In a short period of time all of the other sentries, except Nöbetçi had selected their prostitutes and had headed off away from the open field around the farm. Only Nöbetçi and the two ugliest prostitutes remained.
"What do you say handsome? You ready to go?" one of the prostitutes asked.
"Do you have a cock in your ear whore? I am not permitted to leave this spot. I am the only sentry remaining for the whole damned area. Besides, I wouldn't fuck you with a pig's cock," Nöbetçi complained. I looked over at Soyguncu and saw she was already looking at me. I looked toward the remaining sentry and gestured. Soyguncu shrugged her shoulders and the drug her thumb across her throat like she was slitting it and raised her eyebrows. I looked back at the young sentry. I didn't care if we killed him. He would kill everyone I loved and destroy everything I knew. But I didn't want him to make a noise. I looked at Soyguncu and lifted my finger. One minute, we would give the prostitutes some time.
"A pig's cock? Are they curly like the tails?" the other prostitute said and Nöbetçi smiled despite himself, "listen sweetie. All our friends are already gone. If we don't get some they are going to give us a real hard time. Like that cock sucking sergeant gave you," the prostitute said. The sentry's eyes rose and he smiled. It seemed this whore knew exactly what the sentry wanted to hear.
"Well one of you is out of luck no matter what, besides it ain't worth the risk," he said, but it sounded like he just wanted to be convinced. The bolder, smarter prostitute started to walk toward him. The other prostitute followed.
"Tell you what sweetheart, I know we ain't as pretty as those other girls. But I think we can make it worth the risk. Two, for the price of one. That solves our problem baby. And with two pairs of lips, two pairs of tits, and two wet cunnies, I bet we can get you satisfied and back out here before your sergeant finishes fishing his little cock out of his chain mail," the prostitute said. I felt my heart hammering in my chest, I was already looking over at Soyguncu. If he balked, she would have to kill him. She was pulling her small knife out of her pocket already.
"Well..." the sentry said, he was smiling and running his eyes over the two prostitutes.
"Tick-tock boy, times running short. Do you know any other boys who've fucked two at once?" she asked.
"Okay, let's go. Quick," Nöbetçi said. The prostitutes giggled and followed at him as they ran towards the woods. Once they were out of sight, Soyguncu quickly jumped to her feel and slung the barrel off of her back.
"Let's go quickly, there isn't much time," she said breathless. I stood quickly, removed my own barrel and followed after her. We quickly made it over the fence and into the farm. I looked around quickly and smiled as I finally saw that Soyguncu was correct, we were exactly where we needed to be.
I thought back briefly to the hours and days after Soyguncu and I had completed our previous caper at Tanri's Cathedral. That was when this plan had come into focus. I had watched after we had transformed the symbol of Tanri into the symbol of Gunes how the will of the Tanril followers had been sapped. Their beliefs were absolutely hollow and so, the destruction of their symbols had robbed them of any content. I had never needed to act directly against them and, in fact, did not have the power to do so. They outnumbered me. Instead, I had simply inflicted a small wound on their greatest strengths, their symbols, and exposed their larger weakness. And in exposing that weakness, I had defeated them. That insight had percolated in my mind. It had developed into something of a readily applicable maxim and then turned into a full-fledged plan. You don't need to comprehensively defeat any enemy when you are on the defensive; you just need to sap their willingness to fight. That was why I was standing at a make-shift supply depot in my enemy's rear with twenty gallons of pitch.
"You see, the grass here is dead from the heat, we won't need much pitch to get it started. I will take the barns, you take the field," Soyguncu said. My enemies had a massive army, that was their greatest strength. We could not move directly against them. But an army marches on its stomach. A massive army has a massive stomach. King Sican knew that his army could only maintain its siege if the soldiers were healthy and well fed. As a result, he had spent the weeks of his siege plundering the countryside. He had collect up all of the grains and all of the livestock from miles around Şehir. He had taken over the barns and the pens in this area to house them. In fact he had built more fences to hold cattle and more buildings to store corn. But still, he always needed more. Each day he was bringing in shipments of corn and sheep from his own country, his rents for the year in advance to feed his army. And it was all right here. A small wound with a little burned corn and dead cattle would expose the weakness of a massive army.
Soyguncu was already running towards the first barn. I had selected her to aid me in this task because she seemed brave, loyal, and stealthy. Besides, the reward I had offered her for the task would be more than enough to thank her for all her services for the crown. Saygili had found her easily, picking pockets in the market. She had accepted before the whole scope of the mission had even been explained. Now she ran inside a barn and I knew she was opening up her cask of pitch and pouring it out over the floor. Then she would move on to the next building and the next, leaving a trail of pitch behind her.
I did not wait to watch her efforts. I bounded off towards the fields. There were dozens of pens in the farmland on the edge of King Sican's camp that contained thousands of animals. But Soyguncu was right; the grass was high and dry in most of the pens. It would burn easily. I walked to one of the pens and looked at the cows inside.
"You are beasts of Bütün Dünya," I responded, "Better wasted than in the bellies of your enemies. Gunes praises your for your sacrifice. It will not be forgotten," I said. I popped over my barrel and then opened a smaller hole on the other side. The black bitch began to pour out of the bottom of my barrel. I took off at a run. I ran along the outside of the pens (they were arranged in a massive rectangle, with small pathways between the various small pens). I zigzagged around the various pens, surrounding some entirely with a thin line of pitch. After a few minutes, I felt my barrel become lighter. Shortly, it was completely empty and I dropped it in the grass. I had only spread pitch around a small fraction of the total area around the pens. I had to hope and pray that the wet grass and dry fencepost would be enough.
I made a beeline back to the place where we had encountered the sentries. Soyguncu was already there, looking nervous. She was holding a lantern in her hand, she had stolen it from one of the barns. It was lit. When she saw me she sighed with relief.
"Have you spread it?" she asked. She handed me the lantern.
"As far as I could. Let us hope it is enough," I replied.
"I was able to get to more than half of the granaries. We will do some damage at least," she said.
"Ah well that was not bad!" A voice said loudly. Out from the trees strolled Nöbetçi, a whore under each of his arm, "My father was right, ugly girls try harder...hey who the fuck are you?" he asked. He looked up at saw Soyguncu and I standing. I felt my blood run cold. We were out of time.
"Don't worry about them, tell me more about home," the clever prostitute said, trying her best. Nöbetçi shoved her to the side along with the other prostitute. They tumbled to the ground, got to their feet, and then took off in the direction of the river. The sentry seemed to gather that this meant something was not right.
"Alert! Intruder!" he called as loud as he could. I didn't hear or even see Soyguncu move. The next thing I noticed was a knife protruding from the sentry's throat. She had pulled quickly and thrown it with deadly accuracy.
"We should have killed him earlier," she said. But even as she spoke, the other sentries were pouring from the woods. Some still had their pants around their ankles, their cocks flapping ludicrously as they moved.
"Halt, and identify yourself!" The sergeant was yelling. He was in the lead and he was only a few dozen yards away. I watched as him feet pounded on the grass coming closer. I could hear stirring in the camp a few dozen yards distant. There was no time to be nervous now, I had to act quickly. I noticed where the sergeant was heading.
"I am Sultanah Varis I, the angel of death," I called out to him loudly. His face looked slightly perplexed but he kept running. And his foot feet directly in the line of pitch leading from the barn. I took the lantern in my hand, spun it once round my hand, and tossed it as hard as I could. I looked up in the sky to watch it arc across the darkness. I could see Soyguncu watching as well. The lantern reached its highest peak and then fell down onto the earth, crashing at the sergeant's feet.
The ceramic reservoir of the lamp burst and flames shot up all around the sergeant. He screamed in a primal rage as the flames began to licked up his leg. The flames reached the pitch and soon the grass all around the man was on fire. He no longer had any thought of pursuing us. Instead, he was running in panicked strides all around the area. Everywhere he touched spread the flames. Soon, the dry grass for two square yards around him was on first and spreading. More importantly, the pitched was igniting as well, racing out toward the granaries and light the grass around it. The other sentries saw what was happening and forgot all about us, they rush toward the fires even as the sergeant dropped onto the ground, and no longer moved.
"Fire! Fire!" they yelled and I could hear more rumbling from the camp behind us.
"This will not be safe much longer, we must go!" Soyguncu said now. I could feel the heat from the fires starting to lick at my face. I turned and looked out towards the pens where the animals were held. Already the pitch there was beginning to burn as the fire spread quickly in the grass.
"To the river!" I yelled to Soyguncu and we both ran towards the marshy land we had traveled through before. When we reached the low backs of the river we dove into it, sure that we were pursued by the fire. We swam out a couple of feet to where the water was around our waists before turning back and looking at the shore. Once we reached that point we realized the prostitutes were huddled on the banks of the river, looking nervous. They had obviously fled when their clients had rushed toward the fire, knowing that retribution would be swift if they were caught. We beckoned them out to stand with us. Once they reached the water we all focused on the shore and watched the fire burn.
If any of the sentries had noticed us sprinting into the water, they had forgotten it entirely. Already, one of the barns filled with grain was a massive inferno and others were beginning to catch. The sentries were running around frantically, searching for dirt to toss onto the flames. They had no buckets so they did not even attempt to run down to the river. They were screaming loudly for help as they worked futilely against the flames.
Finally, soldiers from the camp had reached the area. Most stopped at stared dumbfounded as the grass, fences, and buildings burst into red flames. By the time a few dozen soldiers had made it out toward the field, it was too late. Even the arrival of officers and lords was ineffectual. From my vantage point in the river, I could not see everything. But I could see several barns and temporary buildings that were so heavily engulfed in flames that there was no way to put it out, everything inside was ruined. And it was spreading.
Soyguncu had apparently done an excellent job of spreading pitch and also spotting buildings. I did not know fire could move that fast. Soon it was zipping along the dry grass towards the livestock fields. These were farther away but I could see the light in the distance growing brighter and brighter as the pitch I had spread, the fences, and the grass went up in flames. And I began to hear the animals. I felt more than a twinge of guilt and to this day cannot describe the sounds that I heard as the animals began to roast alive. The most horrifying sound was the clomping of hooves as animals tried to escape the flames. I feel no such concern for the soldiers who relied on them.
We had been watching in silence for several minutes when something slightly unexpected happen. There was already pandemonium in the enemies' camp. Most of the men had no idea what was going on and were terrified that a sally from the city had caught them unawares. Others knew there was a fire but seemed helpless to stop it. I imagined that the lords had already reported the fire and that King Sican and his command structure already knew that their food was in danger. I had expected and prayed for all of these results. What I hadn't expected was for the fire to so severely weaken the fences surrounded the livestock.
I heard a loud cracking sound and I assumed it was a barn collapsing (there had already been several of those). Instead, I heard a growing rumbling sound. I strained my eyes in the dark to see what was happening. There was a burst of bright, red light tearing through the nearest fence. The light shot swiftly into King Sican's camp, pushing through a campfire and lighting tents on fire. Soon, the light was followed by dozens, maybe hundreds of others. I could hear more moving in the distance. I thought for a single, fevered moment that Gunes had appeared herself, to throw fire balls at our enemies. Then I heard a loud, panic lolling come from one of the fire balls as it ran directly thought a tent and trampled a solider inside. A cow. The cows had been lit aflame by the fire and had burst from their pens. They were panicked, tearing through the enemy's camp and lighting everything they touched on fire. They had inadvertently been turned into weapons. I looked at Soyguncu, she turned to me, smiled and shrugged.
"Sometimes a plan works out better than expected," she said. Her face was lit was red light in that moment, flickering as it reflected off the river. She looked like a vision of Gunes herself.
"Sometimes you don't know what you can do until you jump right in," I said, and turned my eyes back to shore.
* * * * *
The rest of the night passed in a blur. We watched the fire burn and the panic increase for a while with increasing amazement. But eventually, the fire became so great that soldiers began to run into the river downstream from us to escape the heat and the flames. We realized that it would no longer be safe to wade there. Soyguncu lead us a mile or two upstream. We walked in the direction of the rapidly rising sun, splashing our tired eyes with reddish yellow light. Many of the prostitutes, too tired to go on, climbed back onto the shore and found places in the trees to hide. It was far too dangerous for the Sultanah, so I kept walking. Eventually, we reached a place in the river that Soyguncu knew to be a shallow ford used by farmers and traders in the region. We crossed on tiptoes in the cool water. It felt divine of my slightly toasted skin and the gentle flow of the river soothed my aching muscles.
We reached the far side. We knew that patrols from King Sican operated on this side of the river, but we moved in the trees directly near the shore and avoided seeing anyone. Now we started moving back the direction we had come, back towards the city. The sun was growing higher in the sky now and we could see the terror we had wrought. The fires were still burning in many places and the entire camp was engulfed in column of smoke. We could hear the cries of the wounded and smell burnt flesh, animal and man.
But we didn't have time to dwell on our handiwork. Only a handful of people in Şehir knew about my mission. I needed to get home quickly, climb back up the rope, and arrive back in the city before anyone decided to steal my laurels or take advantage of the chaos outside our gates.



It took us around an hour to make our way to the bridge over the river just a few hundred yards from the city. There had been guards on the bridge the day before, enemy soldiers. They were no longer present. Soyguncu and I scrambled up the banks of the river and climbed onto the surface of the bridge. I reflected briefly on the memory I had shared with Arkadas just a few hours before, the time I had jumped fully into the river and swam to the other side. I smiled; it must have had some significance to be here again. But there wasn't time to think about it.
From the bridge I could see the field before my city's gates spread out before me. To my left and far off into the distance I could see my enemy's camp, smoking in the early summer sun. I could make out places where fires still burned. I strained and I could see the King Sican's food depot, a charred black mass. In fact, I could see in the far distance several ornate wagons moving towards the sun rising in the east. Some of the more wealthy lords had already seen the writing on the wall. Not wishing to hunger before our gates, they were already heading home to Dusman, Temsilci and Surgun where they belonged. I was not surprised to find that Sican and Lider were among them. I felt my heart rise in my chest and turned toward the rising sun, offering a silent prayer to Gunes for her deliverance.
My eyes then fell directly in front of my city, to the no man's land that had existed between our gates and the enemy camp. I noticed that there were several bodies of enemy soldiers there. Apparently in fear of the fire that consumed their camps, they had lost their minds. They had rushed to the gates, seeking refuge and been shot down by my guards.
Finally, I turned and looked at the city walls. Never before had so many sentries been in place! It seemed my city had learned of the fire and everyone who could turned out to watch. They looked baffled and confused. They did not know what had caused the fire and they did not know what it would mean.
"How can we sneak back to your guard's location? Surely he cut the line when the enemy troops arrived. And even if he hadn't the city is teeming with people," Soyguncu said, "Not to mention that we have to be careful that we are not shot ourselves." We were nearly halfway across the bridge and I knew that everything she said was correct. No one was looking at us now, but eventually, someone would.
Rather than feeling nervous, I felt elated. All of the plans and schemes that had been put into place over the evening were through. All of the nerves I had felt before my meeting with Arkadas were gone. I would see Arkadas again! My empire would live to see another. The magnitude of the situation had finally sunk in. I had been, of necessity, so narrowly focused on each task the previous night that I had been unable to even conceive of what would happen if I won. And now I had and I more alive than I had at any time since my father died. Perhaps even before that. Any fatigue that I had previously felt instantly fled from my limbs. My eyes no longer burned from fatigue and smoke. I felt euphoric, and was ready for more.
"You are right, we must change the plan," I said. I quickly unwrapped my black head scarf and threw it on the bridge. Then, without another word to Soyguncu, I began to run across the bridge. I kept my eyes plastered onto the city walls, waiting for the right moment. I ran so fast that in a few moments, my lungs were already robbed of air and my legs began to ache. While I moved I reached into the belt of my pants and found the knife I had brought with me. It was short, only 5-inches long, and I didn't know how to use it. It was more ornamental than functional and had a round, clear glass bead on the bottom that made it look more beautiful than fearsome. I had brought it to take my own life in the event of imminent capture. Now I thrust it high in the air over my head to give myself a slightly martial appearance. My eyes were wide and I felt like I was breathing fire.
Finally, someone on the bridge noticed me. I saw a head turn in my direction, I could see the eyes of one of my subjects. That was my cue. I stopped running, but kept the knife above my head. I looked directly up at the wall, so that my features could be seen by the people. Some of them would surely recognize me.
"Citizens of Şehir, Countrymen of Ülke, Imperial Subjects of Bütün Dünya!" I called at the top of my voice. I was surprised by how loud and commanding it sounded, the particular acoustics of the location bouncing it off of the city walls, "Open the North Gate for your Sultanah! For I am Gunes Representative and I have called down the fire of the one true god and smote our enemies in the night! Fire balls have destroyed their camp and burned up their food and our enemies are defeated this day!" I called. My voice echoed across the valley and it seemed that everything was silent, save for the crackle of fires to my left. I knew I was exposing myself to some danger. If someone in the enemy camp was able to shake off their dismay and come for me, I had only my little blade for protection.
For a moment after my voice stilled, all was silent. Then I noticed people were turning to one another and whispering. The whispering grew into a murmur. I saw people looking down over the wall, staring down at me. I shook my head slightly, releasing my long hair I trying to make my face as clear as possible. I moved closer and closer to the gate.
"It is her!" I heard a voice call out.
"The enemy is retreating!" Another cried. I looked in the direction of my enemies. None were moving this direction. By I took my little knife and heaved it as hard as I could in that direction. It flew several dozen yards through the air. It landed, plugged directly into the grass. The rising sun was at the perfect angle to strike the bead on the handle. The light refracted within the glass and cast a massive rainbow across the fields and walls of the city. The crowd gasped at the beauty and I heard a woman begin to cry.
I heard the sound of cheering beginning, on the side of the wall closest to me. Slow and somewhat sporadic at first it began to grow. I could see heads moving down along the wall, people passing on the rumor to others farther down the line. The sound of cheering began to grow. I felt the euphoria rising in me. I strolled closer to the gates of the castle, looking up at my people as their voices began to rise. Soon the cheering seemed to rise up from all over the city. The words "Gunes" and "Sultanah" were on every pair of lips.
I happened to notice a bit of a tumult directly over the North gate. There seemed to be a slight argument before people quickly moved out of the way. I kept my eyes on that location as the cheering got louder. Finally, I saw a person pushing through the crowd. In a moment, the person became recognizable. Cin had climbed on to the top of the gates. Kardes and Saygili were next to her, both looking extremely relieved. Relief was not present on Cin's face, instead I saw something else. Pride. She smiled at me slightly and then raised her arms high above her head.
"Gunes be praised, the Sultanah has delivered us!" she called loudly, "Open the North Gate!" The crowd, still whooping in their release from their agonizing despair and fear quickly followed orders. People were still straining to catch a glimpse of me and others were yelling epithets at our vanquished foes.
The North Gate, or, as it has forever after been known, the Sultanah's Gate, was opened. Soyguncu had caught up to me now, but stayed several steps behind me as the gate was lowered. I felt absolute joy in my heart and a feeling of power I had never know before. I had my back to the enemy and I suppose they could have organized and come flooding in. But I felt a confidence from Gunes that told me they were defeated. I no longer feared them as I once had.
When the gate opened I saw the city crowds were not limited to the walls. The courtyard within the gate was packed with people, cheering loudly and chanting my name. I saw tears in their eyes and many had fallen to their knees. Standing in the front of the crowd, bawling like a child, was my friend Arkadas. I smiled at her and I stepped once more into the city, free for the first time since I had ascended the throne. Somehow as I entered the rea, the cheering grew louder. And the fearsome sound of our victory echoed through the valley, scaring our charred enemies and pushing them away from our rivers.
End Chapter 4
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Dear Reader, thank you so much for reading this story. It has taken nearly a year of my writing life to get the whole thing finished. This is Chapter 5 of 14 chapters and the total is over 250,000 words. It is my Dirk Diggler/Jack Horner act of hubris: my attempt to write an erotic adventure story that pulls you in with a story you want to read, even when there isn't any sex going on (though there is a lot of sex. Crazy, weird, fun sex). It is the most ambitious piece of erotic fiction I have ever attempted. So I hope you enjoy it.
With that said, this book is not for everyone. It will be too long for many people (no shame in that, it is a big time investment). Some of the sex scenes are intense and include themes like hermaphroditism, non-consensual activity, incest, etc. For some people, that will likely be the appeal. In fact, while this story is definitely not for everyone, I think for a select group of people this story will essentially have everything you could ever ask for. So if that is you, congratulations, you found that thing you have been searching for. You can skip ahead to the sex and I won't be offended, but I think this story is more than the sum of its parts. If you read this whole story, you will not be disappointed.
In Chapter 1, our main character, Princess Varis, finds that her father has died and that, by virtue of the fact that she is a hermaphrodite and can father a child, she is now the Sultanah. In Chapter 2, Varis unearthed a conspiracy to destroy her Empire led by Rahip, the Cardinal of the "New Religion" and later she received her coronation. In Chapter 3, Varis humiliated the New Religion and raised the morale of her besieged people. In Chapter 4, Varis lifted the siege through a daring midnight raid.
Some recurring characters you might want by name are Varis (the Sultanah and narrator), Cin (the head priestess of Gunes), Arkadas (Varis' friend and servant), Kardes (Varis' older sister), Nislani (Varis' younger sister), Rahip (a Cardinal of the 'new religion'), Duke Hain (an important lord opposing Varis), Lord Sadik (a minor lord who has spoken in support of Varis); King Sican (the leader of Dusman, a rival kingdom), Prince Lider (Sican's son); King Köylü (the leader of Temsilci, a rival kingdom); Agiz and Got (Subordinate Sun Priestesses); Saygili (Varis' guard); Soyguncu (a pickpocket and spy for Varis). Further, Gunes is the name of the Sun God, Tanri is the name of the 'new god.' The city where the story is set is Şehir in the country of Ülke and the Empire of Bütün Dünya. If you need more...reread the earlier chapters.
Please, please, please, please, please tell me what you think after you read this. I put an embarrassing amount of work into this and I want to know what you think. Especially if it is good things.
*****
Part III: Consolidation
Chapter 5: The Privileges of a Sultanah
"Humph?" A voice next to me asked as I carefully rolled over on the bed. I winced and placed my hand on Arkadas' shoulder.
"Don't get up, it is not yet sunrise," I said and I listened as she sunk back down into sleep. She had been sleeping in my bed with me for the last two months, ever since I had lifted King Sican's siege of Şehir and I had found her to be a very light sleeper. Other than that, I had found her to be an excellent partner. I had been in great need of...comfort of late and Arkadas had been very willing to provide. I smiled as I got up out of bed and thought of her and the experiences we had shared together in that room.
It was the very darkest part of the night, but a lantern was hung on the far wall. I no longer considered this portion of the palace to be my father's quarters and I felt extremely comfortable as I crossed the room in the low light. It was slightly chilly in the cool night air. Probably more so because I had recently taken to sleeping naked. With Arkadas, there was no longer any need to hide my true self and as I walked across my massive room, a gentle breeze from the open window hardened my nipples and caressed my limp cock. I shivered and headed to my privy. My cock bounced gently as I moved and I felt strange with the freedom of that motion.
I paused briefly and gazed out the window. The moon was low in the sky and the sun would soon be rising over Şehir. And over Ülke and Bütün Dünya. They all still existed, for what they were worth. From the window I could not make out the vast plain that sat before the city gates, but I knew it was there. I also knew that no enemy troops were encamped there. None had been present for nearly two months.
My plan had worked even better than anticipated. All of the enemies grain stores had been destroyed and most of their cattle. Beyond that, hundreds of soldiers had been maimed and killed by fire and thundering animals. This was only a small fraction of the enemy force, but the symbolic effect was greater. King Sican and the soldiers of Dusman had been unable to harm the city of Şehir after my ascension and now I had inflicted a wound on them.
King Sican had known that he could not maintain his position in front of my walls. His soldiers, low of morale after the fiasco of the fire, would not be willing to wait for weeks while more food was procured. Besides, he had to know that the victory would strengthen the resolve of the imperial citizenry and solidify my place on the throne. By the afternoon following my triumphant arrival in the city, King Sican's standard was no longer hanging over enemy headquarters. He had returned to Dusman with many of the lords. Prince Lider's flag flew in his stead. The young prince was tasked with maintaining order while the troops were re-organized, fed with what little meat remained, and marched away from the gates of the city. My people had staged three days of celebrations in my honor to celebrate the lifting of the siege and the deliverance of the city.
Of course, while the siege was won, the war was hardly over. King Sican had declared total war on the Empire and I was not in any position to simply forgive that action. Besides, Dusman had not given up dream of adding Şehir to the nation's holdings. King Sican could not push forward now, but he was already plotting and planning for a new way to take the city. He no longer had surprise and he had exhausted much of his yearly income in that loss, but he was far from helpless. He was still massively wealthy and cunning. I knew he would be back soon and all of my gains could be for naught.
In fact, he hadn't even really left. The massive army made up of mostly conscripts from Dusman no longer stood on the plain before my city. But the professional soldiers from King Sican's army had not dissolved. They were a tiny fraction of the total force, but they were paid and had access to food. They needed less of it. They could not hope to maintain a siege or even face my small army in a pitched battle. But they were largely mounted and they could strike quickly and disappear before my soldiers could retaliate. Farmers who had left Şehir after the siege and returned to their hamlets, traders traveling in caravans, and even fishermen on boats found themselves harassed by hostile knights. In short, Dusman continued to bring the war to my people and I was largely powerless to stop them.
The most obvious result of the raids was a continued shortage of food in the city. While starvation was no longer likely and caravans periodically arrived in the city, it was not enough. One in five traders who attempted to reach the city was captured. This led to shortages and also higher pay for traders, who had to brave Dusman's swords. As a result, food was extremely expensive. Most people ate catfish and bread just twice a day. Even in the palace, food was scarcer than it had been in my father's day.
Despite this hardship, I was pleasantly surprised to find that the people bore me no ill will. They were hungrier and a bit poorer than they would have liked, but they adored me. As I had hoped, I had received all of the credit for the raising of the siege. The people of the city spoke about me in hushed tones, as if describing an avenging Goddess who had come down from the heavens to defeat the Empire's enemies. No one dared openly speak against me. There was no longer any doubt, at least among the people, that I was the legitimate ruler of Ülke and Bütün Dünya. If I asked anything of the people, they would give it to me. A half empty stomach was a fair price to pay for such a leader. This was real power.
While the people suffered greatly and with impressive fortitude, the same could not be said of the Peers. They suffered marginally and many complained gravely. They had slightly less food than they might otherwise have, they had slightly less money. Many had holdings outside of the city that were targeted by raiders from Dusman. They blamed me and looked back fondly on my father's time. They seemed not to recognize that their prosperity had grown in times of peace and that the later years of my father's reign did not include a war for the survival of the Empire.
But I suppose I should be clearer. It was not that all of my Peers were against me. The Loyalists celebrated with the people and saw my victory as vindication of my placement on the throne. Some may have even subscribed to the notion of divine intervention that was favored by the people. The number of Loyalists had actually grown, as respect for my rule grew. Those who had once been undecided by leaned towards acceptance now came fully within my sphere of influence.
No, it was the Collaborationist party that complained most loudly. They had been shocked and appalled when I had driven the enemy from our doorstep without so much as a single soldier by my side. They had sat in silent, impotent rage as the people, and many fellow Peers, flocked to my side. Those who had hoped ultimately for my defeat were bitterly disappointed. Somewhat strangely, the ranks of the Collaborationists were growing as well. With the threat of conquest seemingly shrinking, many Peers who had once been on the fence began to side with my adversaries. They had no love for Dusman, but they did not like following a "mere girl." What was more; many who hoped that I would be weak and easily pliable were disappointed to find that I had some capacity for the position. These men found themselves easily slipping into the waiting arms of Duke Hain and the others who meant to clip my wings. The end result was that the Peers were more divided than ever and those who followed me were still outnumbered by my enemies. Only my popularity with the people kept the Collaborationists in check.
All of these various challenges required my attention. I had found that without the singular trial provided by the siege, my focus was not nearly as sharp in the weeks that followed. I felt the need to solve all of the problems at once. As I padded slowly to the privy in the dark, my tasks for the upcoming day popped up in my mind and filled me with a nervous energy I knew would sap any remaining will to sleep.
First, I had a meeting with my Peers early in the morning. These meetings had grown much less frequent after the lifting of siege, but I still tried to make time once every two weeks. That day we were to discuss efforts to increase the size and professionalism of the military. I wanted a standing army of at least 20,000 crack troops. Loyalists were willing to back new tax increases, particularly for the Peers, to bolster this effort. The Collaborationists planned to block this method in the name of economic distress, though I suspected they liked keeping me weak. When I relied primarily on the retinues of the Peers for the Empire's soldiers, I was more easily controlled. I anticipated the meeting would end in a stalemate.
After that, I had an engagement to meet Cin, Agiz, and Got to discuss recent changes on the religious front. Thousands of people had seen the end of the siege as a sign from heaven. Tanri had been almost completely abandoned within the city and people were flocking to Gunes, my protector. Cin and her priestesses were overwhelmed, though delighted, by the turn of events. We were to discuss the induction of new priestesses to serve the people and the refurbishment of the ancient Temple of Gunes to accommodate the new converts.
Following that I had a meeting with my entire Inner Council to discuss food in the city. Several merchants would be in the palace to describe locations where ambushes usually occurred. Soyguncu, who had been scouting outside the city for more easily defended trade routes, would also be present. It was absolutely essential that I get some manner of control over food prices.
I wondered for a moment if Arkadas would attend. She was still considered a member of the Inner Council and her seat was still available, but it seemed that she rarely participated in meetings. That was not a negative. She had rarely felt comfortable at the meetings and consciously chose not to add any comments. Now that we had a new...understanding about one another it seemed like she no longer felt the need to be near me at all times. She knew that I was not going to leave her. Still, on an issue like food scarcity her compassion and insight might be useful. As I thought this, I turned back and looked over my shoulder at the bed where my friend and lover still slept.
I felt icy fingers clutch at my insides and my I took in a sharp breath, even before I could fully understand what was happening before me. Arkadas lay in the bed where I had left her. Her face looked serene and relaxed while he arms and legs were splayed out under the covered, taking up most of the bed. But on either side of the bed were black figures. For a moment in the dark I could barely make them out. But I could see they were men, short but powerfully built. They were wearing tight black clothing and even their faces were covered. They were standing on either side of the bed, leaning over Arkadas. They must've arrived in the moments after I left the bed.
I felt my heart rise into my chest. My hair was standing up on end and my palms felt sweaty. I sensed my breath coming more quickly and I was careful to control the volume. Instinctively, I rose up onto my toes so that when I moved, I was nearly silent. I wanted to turn and run, but I wanted more to get next to Arkadas. I was terrified of what was about to befall here. Who were these men? Why were they in my room?
The men leaned over carefully and looked at Arkadas. They then looked up at one another and one of the men shrugged. I moved closer to the men. I had no real idea of what I was going to do. I was completely naked and had no way to force these men from my room.
I was only about fifteen feet away from the men, their backs to me, when suddenly they struck. They did not speak; they simply both knew they were going to act. One man jumped up onto Arkadas chest. He straddled her breasts and his hands instantly found their way to her mouth. The other man jumped on Arkadas legs, sitting on her knees and placing his hands on her hips, forcing her down.
Arkadas woke instantly and there was the barest hint of a yelp before the man on her chest was able to render her completely silent. Arkadas thrashed wildly on the bed, shuffling the covers and arching her back. But then men seemed to know what they were doing and they held her down firmly. I had to resist the urge to run toward her and throw myself on her attackers. I was outnumbered and would easily be subdued by the powerful men. I wanted to call to Saygili and the other guards out in the hall, but was afraid of what would happen in the instant after I acted. My nerves grew more unbearable and I found it hard to stand.
"She don't look like no person from Ülke that I ever seen," one man hissed at the other, once there was no need to worry about waking Arkadas. The one speaking was the man on Arkadas knees.
"What the fuck are you talking about, just do it!" the other man said.
"Look at her skin and her hair?" the first man responded, "She looks like girls I seen in Soğuk, up North. She don't look like no Sultanah." I felt my air catch in my throat. Of course these men were here for me. I had no idea what I had been thinking. I was so concerned about Arkadas that the absurdity of attacking a slave had never occurred to me. These men were here to do something to me. They had not expected a female lover in the Sultanah's bed and now they figured that Arkadas was me. I felt adrenaline coursing through my body; I would not let anything happen to Arkadas for my sake.
The man on Arkadas chest seemed annoyed by "Royal families intermarry; maybe this one takes after her great grandma from Suck Cock..."
"Soğuk," the other corrected.
"Whatever, just do it!"
"Can't you do your half first?" the man on Arkadas knees asked, "Put her out of her misery..."
"We got paid to cut her cock off and shove it down her throat, that is how she is supposed to die. I am only slitting her throat to make sure the work is complete. Now fucking move before a guard comes in," the man said. I felt my head grow light. I looked down briefly between my breasts and looked at my cock. Cut it off...
I watched as the first man reached into his pocket and pulled out a knife. It was a long hunting utensil and it shone in the pale moonlight. The man started to shuffle through the sheets, trying to pull them away from Arkadas body. Arkadas continued to thrash on the bed, her task made easier now by the fact that the man had to ease up on her knees. The man on Arkadas chest slapped her hard one time across the face and she briefly became still. The man on her knees was now able to pull away the sheets. The lower half of Arkadas body now lay exposed on the bed, her legs spread slightly.
"Katil," he said, giving a common name of Surgun, "this isn't right..."
"Just do it!" the man on Arkadas chest said.
"I can't!"
"Just fucking do it!"
"She don't have a cock. She just got a pretty pink cunny," the man said incredulously, "It was all just a lie!" He slumped back slightly. The man on Arkadas chest tried to lean back slightly to get a look. In order to do so, he moved some pressure off of her face. Arkadas chose that exact moment to flail one last time, with all her might. Her chest rocked and her arms slapped. Most importantly, her knee rose slightly. It pounded into the man on her knee's hand. Her kneecap collided with the handle of the of the man's knife. Unprepared for the impact, the man's grip was broken and the knife went sailing through the air and clattered onto the floor.
"Bitch!" both men said at once and quickly wrestled Arkadas back down onto the bed.
"Fine, I'll just slit her fucking throat," Katil said. But I was barely listening. I was already sprinting across the floor on my tiptoes, racing towards the knife. I held my breath as I ran and I tried to remain as quiet as possible. The blade of the knife was shining in the low moonlight as the man wrestled to once again subdue Arkadas.
In a matter of moments I had crossed the distance to the knife. I reached down and grabbed the handle of the blade as quickly as I could. For a moment, the knife skittered onto the ground as I tried to get control. The man on Arkadas legs must've heard, at that moment I saw his head raise and turn slightly toward me. I wrapped my fingers around the knife.
"Saygili!" I screamed at the top of my lungs. At the same moment I swung the knife. The man on Arkadas legs opened his mouth to speak, his eyes wide with disbelief at my sudden appearance. Before the slightest sound was able to escape his lips, the knife slammed hard into the side of his head. It pierced his temple and instantly entered his brain. His mouth dropped open and his eyes remained wide. He remained silent.
I did not have time to think about him. While he was still sitting upright on Arkadas legs, I felt a sudden weight crash into my side. I could smell the thick stench of body odor and alcohol on the force knocking me over. I knew it was the other assassin. The knife slipped form my hand and remained buried in the first assassin's head.



I crashed hard onto my back on the marble floor. I felt all of the wind go out of me and my head swim. Every inch of my body screamed out with pain and I coughed uncontrollable. I lay flat on my back. The remaining assassin now straddled my hips and I felt his dirty black pants scratching at my stomach and my cock. He had one hand flat on the ground next to my head and the other was rising in an arc above my head.
"So there you are you bitch, cock and all!" the man roared as his arm began to swing down. I realized what he was doing. My right hand was pinned against my side by but I lift my left hand. I tried to grab the man's wrist, to stop the fall of his blade, which was aimed at my chest. I miscalculated the distance. His blade continued to fall and my palm was in no position to catch his wrist.
But I was successful in defending myself. I felt a sudden sharp pain followed by a powerful punch. The pain was incomprehensible; it was so intense that I was almost unable to feel it. Instead, I saw it. The assassin's blade had pushed through the center of my palm. I could see the thin blade poking out of the back of my hand, the blade just a few short inches from my breast. Blood was pouring from my hand.
"Gunes help me!" I moaned, "fuck!" The shock was wearing off quickly and I could feel pain rising in my palm. All of my fingers felt completely powerless and my entire left arm felt like it was on fire.
"Fucking bitch, give it up! No time for ritual, just the deed!" the assassin screamed at my face, spit flecking off his moldering teeth. He wrenched the knife quickly out my hand. The pain tripled and I closed my eyes and bit my lip. My hand flopped back worthlessly onto my chest. I could feel the blood dripping down my breasts and ribs.
I opened my eyes again and looked up at the assassin. He was once again lifting the knife. I had no hands to defend myself now. The adrenaline rush I had been moving on faded from me now. The room seemed to grow darker. I was no longer reacting without thought. I looked at the man sitting on top of me. My bowels became watery and my heart felt like it stopped. I was about to die. This man would plunge his knife into my heart or my brain and I would cease to exist. I didn't have time to think of all of the political, familial, and social ramifications of my death. I just knew I, the person, Varis, was going to die. I felt tears rise in the corner of my eyes.
"Who sent you? Why are you doing this to me?" I choked out quickly. The man's hand froze for a moment.
"I don't owe you answers bitch!" he said.
"You take my life, you owe me an answer," I said, my voice sounding more pleading than defiant. Perhaps it was because I was young and beautiful, or because I was naked and pitiful. But the man paused a moment longer.
"The rightful ruler of the Empire, the strongest male descended of the Hanedan Dynasty sends me. Lo..." the man began to say a name. But at that instant he voice was stopped. I felt a spray of liquid against my face, hot and oily. The man was looking down at me, confused. The knife dropped harmlessly from his hand. It was only then that I noticed the spearpoint sticking through the man's throat. He let out a strange croaking sound and fell to the side. Saygili stood behind him, looking down at me with terror and confusion in his eyes.
"Sultanah!?" he said nervously, "are you alright?" I was too confused to answer and my eyes went out of focus.
* * * * *
A short time later I stormed into the throne room. The room was packed with the various lords. More had arrived in recent weeks with the lifting of the siege. Men who had managed to flee had come back to take their rightful place in the planning of the war. There were almost too many lords; we would soon have to more to the Kongre - the parliament building, to accommodate everyone.
Of course, logistical issues for future meetings with the Peers were hardly on my mind. My entire body felt like it was on fire. That fire seemed to emanate from my aching left hand. When I had awakened a few minutes earlier, I had found Cin sitting next to me on the floor in my chambers, carefully cleaning and wrapping my wound. She had used all the powers of her craft and explained that the knife had slid between, rather than through, bones. The dressing was skillfully done and the prayers to Gunes seemed quite effective, but the pain remained as I approached my throne.
"All rise for..." a herald began.
"Enough!" I said loudly, cutting him off. I saw heads of several Peers look up in surprise. I slight murmur went through the crowd. I didn't care. I was in no mood for ceremony. As I climbed the stairs to the top of the throne, I thought briefly about how I had made it there.
When I had awakened from my faint, my assassins had already been drug from the room. Blood had already been cleaned and my body was slightly damp with water and wrapped in a blanket. Cin had already ordered the assassins heads to be cleaved from their bodies and displayed on the palace. I did not countermand the order. In fact, I ordered that their cocks be severed and stuffed in each other's mouths for good measure. Let anyone and everyone know that I knew what had happened.
I spoke briefly with Saygili. He felt intensely guilty that men had managed to enter my room. He had offered his resignation and even his life. I had been too dazed to even consider it. Before I regained my composure, Cin had determined that the men had climbed through the window on the balcony side of my room. That meant that the guards below, and not Saygili in the hallway, were at fault. Further, he had rushed in at the slightest hint of danger and saved my life. He seemed relieved when I declined to take his job or his life. In fact, I thanked him and told him to conduct an investigation.
It was then I noticed Arkadas was not present, Cin quickly explained that she was being taken to her own quarters to recuperate, but that she was unharmed. From the moment I had awakened on the floor, I had been in a sort of confused daze. For some reason, the news regarding Arkadas drew me back out of it. I felt my cheeks growing hot and my heart begin to thump irregularly. A white, hot flash of anger had burst into my skull. Arkadas was alive. But that had been no sure thing just a few minute earlier. I did not even want to consider how close I had come to leaving the world. Someone had broken into my home, presumably the safest place in the castle. They had questioned my authority, gazed upon my naked form, threatened my life and the life of one that I loved, and I had no idea who had done it. Or why such a heinous act had been considered.
"You must rest now Sultanah," Cin said. She looked visibly shaken as she put on the last of the bandage around my hand. I felt more than a little angry at Cin. Apparently, Gunes had not bothered to tell her about the attempt on my life. "I will inform the lords that you will not be available for the meeting..."
"No!" I said forcefully. My voice did not quaver and I felt none of the human weakness I had experienced when the assassins dagger had been lifted above my head. I was not just Varis, I was the Sultanah. This disrespect demanded retribution, "I will not cower because my enemies desire that I cower. I allowed myself to believe that the end of the siege meant that I was out of danger. But I sleep on top of a wasps nest. I must remain ever vigilant."
With those words I stood quickly, letting the blanker fall from my body. Only Cin and I remained in the room, guards and others having been shuffled out quickly. I dressed quickly while Cin tried to convince me to rest. She did not plead, but she came as close as I imagined was possible for one with her level of poise. I had barely listened to what the priestess had to say. Instead, I quickly prepared myself and walked quickly to the throne room.
Now I had reached the top of my throne and was looking out over my Peers. The anger that had welled inside of me had not subsided. In fact, it had risen to new heights during the walk. Cin had walked behind me as I traveled and attempted to calm me. I had ignored her. As I sat now, I saw that she had quietly slipped into the throne room behind me and was standing in the corner, looking at me nervously. I knew she wanted to remonstrate with me further, but it would no longer be proper. She needed to protect my dignity here.
"Peers," I began calmly and I watched as the various lords looked at me intently, "as I lay in my bed this night an attempt was made on my life," I said calmly, my lips pinching as I spat out each word. Murmurs of surprise filled the room and I saw Peers turning and speaking to one another. Some of them looked absolutely terrified, others shocked, and a disturbing number appeared disappointed. I raised my hand and the men became silent.
"I killed one of my would-be assassins with my own hands. The other was slain by my faithful guard, Saygili. I will be nominating him for the position of Constable of Şehir in recognition of his service." There was some tentative applause for Saygili and a lot of confusion in the room. No one knew what to think. This was not the way I normally conducting business and the situation was exceedingly strange. The Peers were uncertain. My heart was hammering and my mouth was dry, but I knew what I wanted to say. To Hell with their expectations.
"His first task in that role will be to hunt down the men who attempted to take my life and ensure that they face the same justice that befell their incompetent assassins!" I called out. "Whether that person is King Sican" Then I dropped my voice lower and leaned forward slightly, "or someone in this room." I let my voice hang in the air. I stared out at my Peers. Many squirmed uneasily. They had been prepared for a mundane, perhaps even pleasant meeting. They were unprepared to feel my wrath. And they did not like the accusation of treachery. But I felt it warranted.
I suspected that the assassin's pay master was in the room. I did not fault Saygili for killing the assassin when he did. But I regretted I could not hear the full name of the assassins paymaster before he fell. The assassin had only uttered "Lo..." I assumed that he was beginning to refer to a "Lord." He would not have referred to King Sican or any of my other rivals as a Lord. All of the men in this room could claim some Hanedan blood, so there was no telling who believed he had the greatest claim to my throne. But I suspected them all. This suspicion had stoked my anger and led me, hot, into the throne room.
"I offer no reward for information regarding the assassins. I do not want you sharpening knives and settling old scores with wild speculation. Just know that if I determine the identity of my attacker and learn that any man, though innocent of that crime, was aware of the killer, that I will offer equal punishment. Death to all traitors," I said. Several men cheered this sentiment, but far more looked uncomfortable. They glanced at their mates with suspicion. I wondered if I was unintentionally (and unnecessarily) dividing my nobles against themselves in a time of war. I began to wonder if rushing into the room angry had been a strong strategic move. My anger cooled slightly and I had a strange feeling of wondering what I was doing.
"Do you have any leads on the identity of this person?" One lord, Katılmak, asked. I knew this lord to be a Loyalist. I suspected he was merely trying to help in the apprehension of the attempted murderer. But his words triggered a realization. I recognized the possible trap in answering. Casting suspicion in any way could be dangerous. It could implicate an innocent man. Or it could drive a guilty man to even more desperate action. If the assassin felt he had nothing left to lose, could I ever sleep soundly again? I felt my anger flagging further. I began to wonder what I was doing in this seat and addressing these men in such circumstances. An assassination attempt showed me to be weak. My reaction to it was showing me to be weaker. I had not shown my wrath, I was showing my fear.
"The Sultanah," Cin suddenly spoke, before I had a chance to respond, "cannot answer specifics. The guards may wish to withhold information for future interrogations. I can say that the Sultanah has already seen herself several clues that point outside these walls. She suspects firmly that someone connected with King Sican is, in some way, involved. She brings this matter to your attention only to gain your valuable aid." She said and looked up at me. Clearly, Cin had sensed the same dangers I had discovered. I had come into the room angry and allowed possibly damaging information loose. I had also caused discord amongst the nobles.
"Yes, Cin is correct," I said quickly, "I apologize if my words indicated something different. It has been a stressful time. I thank you all sincerely for attending the meeting and appreciate your many fervent prayers for my safety, which were surely answered last night." I felt the last of my anger draining from me now. It was replaced by worry. If my attacker was in the room, he knew that he had nearly succeeded, that I suspected the nobles, and that I was shaken. Even if my assassin was not present, it was possible his spies were. In venting my anger, I had allowed too much to slip. I needed to control myself. Perhaps Cin had foretold this eventuality, perhaps that was why she had tried to stop me. Whatever ill will I felt towards her dissipated now.
"This meeting will be rescheduled for another day. The Sultanah must attend to other, pressing matters. She apologizes for any inconvenience in your unnecessary attendance," Cin said. The Peers rose at this announcement, saluted me, and then made there was from the chamber. I heard them whispering strangely to one another as they left, but could not discern the content of their speech.
After several minutes, the throne room doors closed and the room was empty saved for Cin and me. I hung my head in my hands and let out a low groan. I had committed a grievous error. And had nearly made a graver one. I looked down at Cin and shook my head.
"How goes the search for a wife?" I asked after a few moments. If Cin was surprised by this question, she hid it well. I suppose the logic followed clearly. Now that my anger had subsided, I was able to rationally consider the events of the day. I had nearly been murdered. If I had died, the dynasty would have collapsed. My Empire's situation was exceptionally perilous.
"The second group of messengers are returning sporadically," she explained. After the siege was lifted, I had sent out more messengers, seeking a dynastic match. Rather than limit ourselves, as we had been forced to do during the siege, we had send messengers everywhere. Well, everywhere where we were not at war. That included sending additional messengers to states we had already appealed. This was because Cin's prediction had come true and many of our initial messengers had been captured and killed.
"And?" I asked hopefully, but not really feeling it.
"As of yet, no luck," she said, "Most, though not all, of the responses are respectful. But no King or even Duke has yet offered his daughter as your wife."
"Have we heard back from Venedik?" I asked hopefully, "They are ruled by a Doge, not a King. He is elected rather than ordained to his throne. Perhaps he will be flattered that a Sultanah desires his daughter."
"We have not heard yet," Cin said, but she did not sound optimistic. It was looking increasingly unlikely that I would ever find a wife. Therefore, I needed to live a long life. My actions that day had made a long life slightly less likely. I needed to be more cautious in the future.
"I apologize Cin," I said, "You provided wise counsel and I ignored it."
"My Lady, you were pushed to the edge. Anyone could make that mistake. We mitigated as well as can be expected. So long as we do no follow it with additional mistakes, the memory should fade quickly in the minds of your Peers. A minor oversight." She said, but I could tell she was simply trying to limit my anxiety.
"I must go back to my chambers and consider how to correct this. I must make a plan and put it in motion..." I began.
"Sultanah," Cin said, interrupting me gently, "Might I make a suggestion?" I sat up straight in my chair. After foolishly ignoring Cin earlier, I was even more determined now to take her sage advice.
"Many men want the seat upon which you sit," she stated flatly. I snorted and nodded.
"I am quite aware," I said, looking at the throne and shaking my head.
"Why?" Cin asked. I knitted my brow.
"I..." I began, but Cin cut me off again.
"Is it to make plans? To face danger? To weigh each word against the other? To be constantly on edge? Is this what men desire?" she asked. I was confused by where she was going I shrugged my shoulders.
"They want my power," I asked more than stated.
"Yes power. But not only power. Power gives birth to two unequal children. One is responsibility. You know this well. But the other is privilege," She explained.
"Cin, I do not follow your meaning..." I responded.
"I believe that you focused too intently on the responsibilities of your power. This is partially because of the exigencies of your ascension, partially because of your temperament, and partially because of my prodding," she explained. She walked closer to me, placing her foot on the first step of the throne and looked up at me, "You were quick to anger today, not that you weren't provoked. But you have been notably in control of yourself since you took the throne. I believe you have been pushed too hard, grappled too firmly with responsibility. You are dealing with wars and sieges. Diplomacy and marriage. Food and water. Enemies within and without. You sleep little and worry often. It drove you to make a mistake. Perhaps an opportunity to...indulge in the privileges of power will calm you and set you on a more even keel."
"Cin, I do not understand what you are saying. We must get to work," I stated. This was no time for riddles. I had to protect myself.
"If you trust me...follow me," Cin said and she headed for the door.
* * * * *
Half an hour minutes later we were standing in a corridor deep in the bowels of the palace that I had never been to before. There were no windows so deep and the gray stones in the narrow passage looked orange in the flickering torchlight. Cin had silently rebuffed all of my questions as we had wended our way downstairs and through narrow passages for a long period of time. She would only sporadically state that I should continue to follow her. Eventually, I had grown quiet, focusing only on ensuring that my feet fell safely as well climbed down narrow, spiraling staircases and crouched over in low passages.
Finally, Cin came to a stop in a spot directly in the middle of the narrow, dark corridor in which we had been walking for several minutes. She looked around with a satisfied gaze. I stopped as well and tried to follow the direction of her eyes. After a few moments, I grew confused.
"Why have we stopped?" I asked.
"We have arrived," she responded. I took the opportunity to look around again and saw nothing of interest.
"This is just a spot in the middle of a dank corridor. It has nothing to do with privilege that I can see. Other than the Sultanah's privilege to explore all parts of her palace, including the most boring and unpleasant areas." Cin laughed and smiled at me indulgently.
"Fine, no more games then," she said, "You will soon be eating your words," she said. With that, Cin reached forward and grabbed the base of one of the torches lighting the corridor. She gave it a gentle tug, pulling down gently. It seemed to move as if on a hinge. I heard a low rumbling sound and braced myself against the wall, wondering what Cin's magic had accessed. I noticed that the wall in front of me was shaking. Suddenly, a spot in the wall seemed to fall apart at the seams. The wall...moved backwards! And I saw brightly light pouring out from the sudden hole in the wall. I shielded my eyes from the bright light.



"Go inside Sultanah, it belongs to you," Cin said enigmatically. I felt nervous and wondered what possible necromancy could have produced this collapsing wall and this sudden burst of light. But Cin looked at me pacifically and nodded. I had followed her because I trusted her, and I would continue to do so. I stepped through the now-opened wall.
Once I passed inside my eyes rapidly began to adjust. I found that it was not nearly as bright as I had believed it be, it was simply much brighter than the dank corridor that I had exited. Once on the far side of the wall, my eyes were instantly drawn to the ceiling, the source of the light. And I stood, agape. The ceiling was very high, over sixty feet above the spot where I stood. But more impressive was that somehow...the ceiling was water. The light that passed through the water ceiling seemed to move gently, casting waving lines around the entire room that I had entered. The room had a strange, bluish tinge from the light.
After a few moments of absolute wonder, I realized that I recognized the ceiling. Well, not as a ceiling. I realized that it was the massive Fountain of Ceşme which sat in one of the more beautiful courtyards in the castle. It had a distinctive ovular shape that was identical to the roof above me. I was under the fountain. I then gathered that the ceiling itself was not water, but instead some strong, transparent glass. The water sat above the glass and no one looking from above could see through it. But the light filtered through and illuminated the massive cavern below.
After recognizing that feature, I found my eyes falling down from the ceiling. The room was supported in dozens of places by massive columns of polished red stone. The walls were made of a similar red stone. There were many ornate tapestries hanging from the walls and the entire room smelled of rosewater and herbs. Finally, my eyes had adjusted completely to the strange, underwater light and the shock of the room and I found myself looking forward. It was then that I instantly recognized my location, even if I had never been there before.
"Welcome to your harem," Cin said to my left. The room before me was a massive feast for the eyes. There was a large, shallow pool in the middle of the chamber with several ornate fountains. All of the fixtures and stones were plated in gold and polished silver. Around the pool were sumptuous chairs and couches. These were covered with fine blankets and thick, comfortable pillows. Fresh flowers, herbs, and other pleasant flora were set in urns and pots in tasteful areas throughout the room. Several more fountains were interspersed throughout the area but these ran red with wine. The floors were a stunning white marble color that seemed too pure to be real.
But these delights paled in comparison to the true feature of the harem. Dozens of women were in the room. I knew the total harem contained far more, but that most would be in their quarters at any given time. Only a fraction were kept in this area in case the Sultan (or, I suppose, the Sultanah) decided on a whim to take his pleasure. But if these women were but a fraction of my bounty, I doubted my senses could handle the whole.
These women looked relaxed and comfortable in the large, open space. There were women moving languidly in the pool, women curled up on chairs, woman lounging across couches, and other women stood by fountains sipping wine slowly from elegant glasses. The women varied wildly in appearance. Some looked as though they were born in Şehir, with dark hair, voluptuous builds, and dark features. Others looked like they were from the lands where Arkadas' people lived, with light blonde curls or long, straight red tresses. Still other women were even more exotic. Some of the women were tall, nearly as tall and lithe as Cin. Others were shorter and had large breasts and round bottoms. The women were in various stages of undress. Some, those in the fountain mainly, were completely naked and the water beaded on their skin. Others wore skirts with no tops, or loose fitting robes that largely exposed their bodies. The only constant was that the women were uniformly beautiful, though each in a completely different way.
I spent a few moments just gazing at the harem quietly, watching the women speak with one another, smile, and play in the water. They moved indolently, comfortably, and seductively. I was dumbfounded by the scene. The beautiful women, the decadent smells, the gentle sound of water tinkling and women laughing...It felt like I was transported to a different world. Finally, when I recognized that this place was real, I turned to Cin. She was smiling happily at my surprise.
"I never imagined this was here," I said, not sure what else to say. It was true that I knew a harem existed. But I never really thought about it or where it would be located. To think I had walked above it hundreds of times during my life, with no knowledge whatsoever. Cin reached over and took my hand.
"Only the leader of the Empire may know of the location of the harem, as it is the personal property of the crown. The Priestesses of Gunes also guard the secret so that the location of the harem may be passed down from father to son...or daughter, when a new Sultan is crowned. I should have brought you sooner, but the opportunity had no yet arisen," Cin explained carefully. I once again glanced back at the women.
I watched as a tall blonde woman with milky white skin and a gentle smattering of freckles across her nose carefully pulled her loose dress up over her head and let it fall in a pile on the floor. Her breasts stood up tall on her chest and her pink nipples appeared hard in the cool air of the chamber. Her stomach was flat and her legs looked slim and taut. Her body was clean of hair and the small, pink slit of her cunny was now exposed to the room. She seemed not to notice. Instead, she smiled at another woman in the fountain and dove into the water, coming up shortly thereafter, her hair glistening with water, her breasts floating slightly.
"How many of them are there?"
"There are always exactly 111 women in this room at all times. They are here for a few hours and then return to their chambers and are replaced by their sisters. At last census count there were over 3,000 women in total. Some were born into the harem, raised in the chambers, and added to the active members when they reached 18. Most were taken as prisoners during wars, purchased from slavers, or sold by their own hand to pay off their families' debts." I could not imagine another couple thousand women, just as beautiful as these sleeping or eating just a few yards away underground. I was amazed that I had ever seen my father, that he did not spend all his time here. Suddenly, that thought gave me an unpleasant thought.
"Had my father ever..." I asked, not sure how to complete my thought. I waved my arm out at the women and shrugged. Cin laughed.
"Your mother was a...somewhat jealous woman. She forbade your father from visiting the harem (though he did it anyway). When she died he stopped attending in her honor. It has been more than 16 years since your father last entered the harem. Most of the women present during his day have retired (though not all). The vast majority have been added to the harem during those years, in anticipation of a future visit. To that end, most of the women are, strictly speaking, virgins. Though they have used many apparatuses and tools and therefore are well-trained..."
"Well-trained?" I asked.
"Oh yes, trained in the sensual arts from their 18th birthdays or when they are added to the harem if older. They must be going absolutely mad, waiting for an opportunity to finally display their well-honed arts. The training, after all, is very rigorous and these women take pride in their abilities. Several hours of training each day, under the tutelage of the Pezevenk..."
"Who?" I interrupted again.
"The most senior active member of the harem, the woman who has been in the harem longest and the one who is to retire next. She instructs the younger women on the mysteries of sexuality. Though, she is assisted in that task by several of the other veteran members."
"What do they learned?" I asked, spellbound. Cin smiled at me coyly and squeezed my hand.
"Many of the women who enter this room ask the same question. I am told that the Pezevenk tells them what I tell you now: Would it not be better to learn from experience?" she asked. And with that she started to walk into the room. The women, who had clearly noticed our presence but had dutifully ignored us, now turned all at once and faced us.
"Welcome, Sultanah Varis I, to your harem," A silky voice called out. As she spoke, the heads of all of the women dropped in a respectful bow. My eyes instantly flew to the source of the noise.
A single women kept her head up and she was smiling at me. When my eyes met hers, she bowed quickly. She was a slightly older woman, though by no means old. She appeared to be in her mid-forties. But a lifetime of training and care for her body gave her a more youthful appearance. Only a few strands of gray in her long black hair and shallow crow's feet near her eyes gave her away. She was completely naked but stood before me without shame. The woman had large, nearly black eyes, a small nose, and generous lips. Her skin was an olive color, similar to my own. She was around 5'8 and had a thin, slender frame. Her breasts were small, but stood up high on her chest. Her nipples were small and erect. She had a flat stomach but some lines that indicated she had borne a child. Her pubic hair was removed, and she had a tight pink slit between her thighs. Her legs were slender and long, her feet very small. She was a spectacularly beautiful woman.
"Sultanah, please meet your Pezevenk, Tutuklu of Şehir," Cin said, indicating towards the gorgeous woman, "I leave you in her charge. I will be in the passage waiting. Please take your time; I will wait as long as necessary. It is time for my prayers." Before I had a chance to say anything, Cin turned and rapidly left the room. I watched her walk away, my only connection to the outside world. When she returned to the passageway and closed the wall up behind her, I turned back to Tutuklu, who was still standing and waiting for me. She had a serene smile on her face appeared to have an infinite well of patience.
"Welcome," she repeated, "May I make a suggestion?" she added quickly.
"Of... course. Speak freely," I said. It was hard to maintain my imperial dignity in this place.
"Your harem will remain respectfully silent, as they have long been trained, for whatever time you desire. But, it may be more comfortable for you...and for the ladies, if you order them to be at their ease," she said. It was only then that I looked around the room. The light still danced beautifully on the walls, but all other movement was still ceased. The women still had their heads bowed in obedience to me. I felt an incredible wave of power: any man on Earth would envy me this room, this level of control. I felt a chill run down my spine. But I shook it off, this feeling was unseemly.
"Oh yes, I hadn't noticed. I am sorry," I said, feeling a bit embarrassed but then regretted my apology. It was not proper before these women, "At ease," I said. The women raised their heads and it was like they had become unfrozen in time. They instantly went back to the tasks they had been performing before. They took no actual notice of me, respecting my prerogative to choose when and with whom I would interact.
"You need never apologize to us. If you willed us to stand without moving until our stomachs were empty and our knees collapsed it would be our honor," Tutuklu said solemnly. Such was her skill that I believed she was telling the truth. I looked back at her and nodded as the feeling of power returned to me, in a slightly more controlled manner.
As I considered Tutuklu's words, I recognized that my isolated spot next to Tutuklu was rapidly being invaded. Not that I was swarmed, but the women moved freely around me, their bodies elegantly glided around the chamber. As they brushed near me I could sense their eyes surreptitiously slipping over me. I figured that they were well-trained because while I was sure they were looking at their new Sultanah primarily out of curiosity, most of them managed to place a hint of repressed desire in their gazes. I did my best not to stare at any of the women, to maintain my power with an aloof attitude. But this was the only thing that I could manage. Now, so close, I could smell the scent of their skin and feel the ripples of their movement. I stood in the midst of the overwhelming femininity and soaked it in.
"We are very glad you have chosen to join us this day," Tutuklu continued, "It has been far too long since we have been visited by the Sultan. We had heard rumors from the priestesses who bring us our food that the new Sultan, or Sultanah, was a beautiful woman and that it would be a pleasure to serve her. I see that the reports were incorrect only in that they failed to capture the depth of your beauty." I felt myself blushing at the compliment. It should have felt transparent and forced, but Tutuklu's smoky voice sold it as authentic.
"Thank you..." I said. Not sure if I should return the compliment. But Tutuklu kept speaking in a manner that felt fluid rather than impertinent. It was clear why she was in charge.
"How may we serve you this day?" she asked with a sultry smile. I knew enough about this place to know that, as the Sultanah, I could ask for anything I wanted. Food, wine, pleasures of the flesh. These things belonged to me. But I was still shocked by the beauty of this place. Just a few hours earlier I had literally been under attack. Now I was in a place designed for relaxation and it felt somewhat unnatural. I thought of Arkadas and wondered how she was doing. I felt a slight pain in my hand despite Cin's competent, perhaps mystical, efforts. Tutuklu, having been trained for decades in the art of pleasure and ease, evidently sensed my discomfort.
She tossed her head to the side seductively and her long hair tumbled over her shoulder. She smiled at me sweetly. "Would you like for me to make a suggestion? The girls are very excited you are here, I am sure I know how best to...use their talents. Of course, if you ever disagree with any of my choices, all that is required is the slightest hint of a word and your wish shall be granted," She suggested. She spoke in such a soothing, relaxing manner that it felt wrong to deny her. Further, despite my various concerns, I was extremely curious. These women were beautiful and they belonged to me. Tutuklu was so gorgeous; I wanted desperately to do anything she suggested.
"Yes, that would be lovely," I said, trying to act as though I maintained composure. Tutuklu winked at me as though we were sharing a secret. Then she turned slightly (her surprisingly pert breasts bouncing as she moved), clapped her hands twice, and whistled. Seamlessly, two naked young women seemed to drip fully formed out of the mass of the crowd and stood on either side of me. I had never noticed either of them before, but that was not because of any lack of appeal on their parts. One of the women was short and voluptuous with brown hair, gray eyes, a long nose, and large, full, soft breasts. The other was slightly taller with pale skin, blonde hair, blue eyes, and small breasts. I assumed I had not seen them because Tutuklu had not willed me to see them. They bowed slowly, their eyes lowered deferentially, and took my arms.
"Good morning Sultanah," they said in unison, both had youthful, girlish voices but they spoke with great dignity. I nodded to them. Each took me by an arm and began to walk, pulling me forward without seeming to pull me. Their skin felt incredibly smooth against my arms and they smelled lovely, like roses with something more...animal just below the surface. They did not speak further, but walked in long, delicate strides. I did not even really pay attention to where I was going, I felt like I was floating with them. Eventually, we came to a stop. We were standing just a few feet away from the central fountain. A large, luxurious couch was directly next to us. It was a very long sofa, the back rising high, the arms extending only about half of its length, and the foot stretching out for several feet.
"May we disrobe you?" The blonde girl asked sweetly. I looked down at my long red robe. I knew what was underneath. An exposed secret, the source of my worldly power and shame. But, for the first time, I did not worry about it. The harem was highly trained, they knew better than to be shocked by my appearance. In fact, they had likely been specifically briefed on the...unique aspects of my anatomy. Or I suppose I should just say cock. I could be as free with my body as the other women here. Freer, in fact, because I could take it wherever I desired. It felt oddly liberating and I felt myself breathing a little easier.
"Yes," I said and then made it an order, "Disrobe me now." The women did not waste a moment. I quickly felt their hands about me, pulling at fabric and loosening the various knots that held my robe in place. Their hands moved so carefully and quickly that the various pieces of fabric seemed to disintegrate. Before I knew it, my robes had been removed and had been discreetly taken away. I did not even see where they were taken, they would be returned to me when I needed them. Only the bandage on my injured hand remained, but I found I barely noticed. It no longer hurt. I forgot about my clothing entirely, I was completely naked in the midst of the harem. My clothing had been loose and the morning had been...eventful, so I had not bothered to secure my cock. Now it was hanging limply between my legs. I saw that both of my attendants were looking at it briefly. They did not stare, but they did not bother to hide their gaze.
"The rumors are true," one said. For a moment I felt disappointed. It was not that they sounded disgusted, but that they had failed to ignore my cock entirely.
"Your body is beautiful as we had been told. So perfectly proportioned, voluptuous. And perfectly designed so that we might give you pleasure," the other said, as she spoke she ran her tongue along her upper lip and the other girl moved her hand slowly across her breasts, moaning slightly. I did not speak, but instead nodded. I felt the tension leaving my body. Better than ignoring my body, the harem seemed to want (or were capable of persuasively pretending they wanted) my body.
The two women turned me now towards the couch. Tutuklu had apparently shadowed our movements, though I had not heard or noticed her. She must've moved quickly because she had slipped into the couch while I had been getting undressed. She lay luxuriantly on the cushions, her hair fanned out across the pillows and her breasts. Her nipples sticking up between the strands of her black locks. My breath caught in my throat as I saw her legs were spread wide with once hooked up over one arm of the couch. This position had managed to pull her lips apart, exposing the soft, pink flesh of her cunny. I saw her cunny glistening in the wavy light of the room and felt aroused by her desire (or amazing ability to feign desire). My heart was hammering and I felt the blood rushing to my face. I had never seen any woman of any age look more alluring. She was a vision of sensuality
"Come place the back of your head here, I will give you a massage," Tutuklu said softly and gestured languidly toward her cunny. I no longer thought about what I was doing or why. I had felt the immense erotic authority of this place and I was willing to allow myself to slip under its spell. I walked over to the couch, led by my attendants, and climbed up on top of it. My knees sank into the plush fabric and my hands rubbed against soft pillows.



I moved closer to Tutuklu's body, crawling on my hands and knees. I felt my cock and my breasts swinging as I moved. In a matter of moments I was kneeling over Tutuklu's cunny and looking up at her. She smiled entirely with her eyes and nodded slowly. I looked down at her cunny, I saw the flesh of her lips and the warm flesh inside of her. I could smell her perfume with the slight scent of her sex underneath of it. My lips pursed and knew that I had to pull my gaze or I would be drawn in immediately.
I turned around quickly, planting my bottom on the soft fabric of the couch. I stretched my legs out on the silky material, letting the couch hug me closer. I had never felt anything so comfortably, my palace bed feeling like stones and glass shards by comparison. I felt a gentle sigh escape unbidden. Then I gently lowered my head down between Tutuklu's legs. Eventually I felt the soft press of her cunny lips as they pressed into the back of my head. She felt warm and soft and I felt her body tremble slightly as I touched her. Her legs quivered slightly on either side of my head. I felt her sit up slightly, pushing my head up a bit so that my eyes were facing forward, toward the pool. In another moment, Tutuklu's fingers reached my temple and she began to gently rub.
"Oh Gunes!" I moaned almost immediately and I closed my eyes. Tutuklu hands were soft but incredibly firm. Her fingers seemed preternaturally intelligent. It was as if they knew the exact spot to touch on the side of my head to reach the tense spots inside of my body, and to dissolve that tension into pleasure. For several minutes, I just let her rub my head expertly as I sank deeper into the couch and into her lap. The heat of her body and the scent of her cunny grew more intense, seeming to draw me deeper into my relaxing state. I moaned occasionally, unable to control myself.
"I am glad this pleases you Sultanah. Above all, we seek to heighten the pleasure of touch. But I encourage you to open your eyes to treat your other senses," she said. It took some effort, but I managed finally to allow my eyelids to pull apart. Tutuklu continued to rub my temples with easy skill. Once again it took me a second to adjust to the new light. But then the room once again came into focus.
I found that as my vision came into focus, there was a dark blur directly in front of me on the edge of the pool, just a foot or so from my outstretched feet. The blur began to return to focus, surrounded by a halo of light. In the water, just beyond the edge, I found that two women were standing. After a moment I realized that these two women were my previous travel companions, the tall blonde and the short brunette.
But these were not merely standing in the water. Their sides were facing toward me and the two women were facing toward one another. Actually, that would say far too little. They were not facing toward one another, they were pressed against one another. Their hip bones were locked tightly together and the breasts of the taller woman sat gently on top of the breasts of the shorter woman. The shorter woman's larger breasts were squeezed tightly against the stomach of her companion. Both women had their arms wrapped around one another and moved caressingly against their partner's back in gently, brushing movements. Their faces were turned toward one another, the taller blonde woman looking slightly down and the shorter brunette looking slightly up. Not exactly looking, their eyes were closed. Their lips were pressed together and they were kissing each other passionately. Their mouths opened often and they licked at each other's lips and deeply explored each other's mouths. As they kissed the blonde woman's hand moved down along her lover's back and squeezed gently on her round bottom.
"I did not think you would want to miss the show. These women are giving each other pleasure in order to give you pleasure. If you are displeased, you need only speak and they will stop without complaint," Tutuklu said calmly behind me. I settled more comfortably in her lap and she continued to rub my head as I watched.
"They are lovely," I responded, it sounded as though they were in a dream. My eyes seemed unable to blink, I could not resist the urge to look at them.
"I am glad they please you," she said. I heard her snap her fingers twice, but I was not paying attention. My eyes returned to the lovers. The snap was apparently not for these two women, as they continued their actions without abating. If anything, they grew more passionate, either to entice me or because they felt real pleasure in their shared touch.
Whatever the cause of their desire, I was mesmerized by the scene. Both women were stunning and I found that a kind of voyeuristic pleasure in their stunning display. I had seen people make love in the past in the great rooms of the castle, but this was different. But this was not furtive, clandestine, or tinged with shame as those actions had been. These women were perfectly formed and seemed to take pride in their exhibition. Their command of their sensuality was empowering. The brunette moaned loudly into her lover's mouth and then licked deeply into it, tasting her lover's tongue. The blonde's other hand slid up the side of the brunette's body slowly and then gently rubbed the side of her lover's massive breast, eliciting a sigh from the brunette. The Brunette then lifted her left leg and snaked it around her lover's thigh, thereby pressing her cunny against the blonde's knee. Her body was trembling.
As I watched this hypnotic, erotic play I suddenly became aware of a new sensation. I felt a gentle pressure against each of my nipples. A soft warmth and playful rubbing. Clearly someone's palms were pressed against my nipples, circling slowly and just barely grazing my skin. I squirmed slightly on the couch, but not from discomfort. The teasing feeling was pleasurable. For a moment, I figured that Tutuklu had reached over my shoulders to rub my breasts. But I had not noticed her moving. In fact, I could still feel her fingers on my temples, rubbing gently.
I managed to pull my gaze from the lovers in the fountain and looked on either side of me. Two more woman had crawled onto the massive sofa. They looked quite young, possibly only 18 years old. Both were wearing long skirts but no tops, their breasts exposed. The one on my left was very small, around 5'1 and with very small breasts. Her long brown hair was pulled up in pig tails. Her skin was lighter than my own, but not pale. Her body was somewhat plump and youthful but her eyes seemed mature. Her dainty hands were on my large left breast, rubbing it gently. On the right was an equally beautiful girl. She was around 5'7 and very slender. Despite her thin frame she had very large breasts with large, brownish nipples. Like her counterpart she had long brown hair in pig tails and mature gray eyes. Her hips were narrow and she seemed wispy and delicate. Her hands moved in unison with her partner. They rubbed my breasts expertly, and their motions seemed to shadow those of Tutuklu's on my temples.
The girl on my right look down briefly at my cock, before her eyes once again returned to gazing at my breast. I followed the motion of her eyes. I looked down between the canyons of my breasts and across flat, olive stomach, over my bellybutton, to the area between my legs. My cock was still soft, lying limp against my left thigh. I was surprised at first that it was not erect, but I supposed that the shock to my senses had been too great. But even as I stared at it, I saw it twitch slightly and I felt my blood coursing in my veins. I moaned slightly at the sensation.
"Ooh, the Sultanah is pleased!" One of the pigtailed girls at my sides said in a sing-song fashion. I saw that both girls were smiling and felt like blushing. Instead I looked up. The Blonde and Brunette in the pool were still kissing passionately. The Brunette was grinding her cunny on the Blonde's knee, while the Blonde played in the Brunette's hair.
"Not pleased enough," Tutuklu said with an authoritarian air, clearly taking on the role of Pezevenk. For a moment I felt her fingers moved from my temple and I could feel her body shifting slightly underneath of me (incidentally, I heard the Brunette moan loudly at the same moment and felt my cock twitch again). I saw the heads of the two pigtailed girls move in a jerking fashion toward one another, over my body. For a moment I thought they had both slipped forward, but then I felt Tutuklu's hands return to my temples, I realized that she had shoved them down.
If they minded her aggressive action, they paid no mind. In fact, the girl on my right smiled devilishly. Their faces were now just a few inches above my body and their hands were pressed more firmly into my breasts as they kept their balance. But as they readjusted, I felt their fingers slip easily off my breasts, tickling my nipples gently as they moved. I could see both pigtailed girls had their heads bowed but their eyes were up, looking directly at one another. I watched as they slowly began to move their heads down slowly, in unison with their eyes remaining locked. They both titled their heads down slightly, and opened their mouths. I gasped quietly as their mouths moved the last few inches separating their bodies from mine. I shivered as I watched my erect, reddish brown nipples disappear into their mouths at exactly the same instant.
Their mouths were wide enough to engulf both of my areolas as their lips felt hot against the skin of my breast. I could feel my nipples growing harder in their mouths and I squirmed slightly on the couch. Tutuklu rubbed my temples more forcefully, soothing me. But the pigtailed girls seemed not to notice my agony at their teasing. They kept their mouths locked over my nipples, applying only the slightest pressure by sucking. I stared longingly at the smooth skin of their cheeks and smelled their sweet, elusive fragrance. I needed more, the teasing was so awful!
Without word, they both dropped their tongue down toward my body. They moved in unison, though I could not imagine how they had coordinated their actions. But I didn't really care about that. I felt the soft, slippery wetness of their tongues as they pressed down against my hard nipples. The wet, rough feeling of the taste buds felt magical against the sensitive skin of my breasts. I could hear them moaning slightly as they tasted the sale of my skin. Their chins sank into the soft, heavy flesh of my breasts and their licking became more intense.
Their tongues moved around my nipple, as their mouths continued suck gently. I could hear the slurping sound of their saliva in their mouths as they tasted me. I noticed then that their hands hand returned to my body. While their lips remained locked around my nipples, their heads found my breasts, my ribs, and even my stomach. They caressed me gently, their four hands moving together as if controlled by one mind. Everywhere their hands touched, I felt goosebumps rise on my flesh.
I groaned then and lolled my head back into Tutuklu's lap. She continued to rub my temples slowly as I looked behind me, up through her pert breasts. She smiled at me gently, but did not speak. She looked more beautiful than ever and I was shocked to find that her simple massage seemed to be adding to the sensations I felt. But those sensations could not be ignored for long and I turned my head forward once again.
Briefly, the two pigtailed girls moved their heads apart slowly and I could see my cock between them. My cock was much harder than it had been just a few seconds before, having lifted up off of my thighs. My balls felt heavy and the hung down low over my cunny. As I was thinking about this, both of the pigtailed girls, in unison, nibbled my nipples. There was no pain but the sensation but it surprised me and I felt my body jerk. My cock jerked as well, and I could feel that it was now erect. I saw the pigtailed girls smile around my nipples, but they continued to suck on me.
As their tongues returned to my nipples, I tried to take in the sensations I was experiencing. I could hear the slurp of the girl's tongues (and the slight splash of water in the pool from the Blonde and the Brunette). I could feel the hot, slippery pressure of tongues against my nipples and the sensation of six hands massaging my body. It gave every inch of me a tingling, magical sensation. My cock was straining hard against my arousal and my legs felt weak. The air was now heavily suffused with smell of arousal. I could tell that some of it was my own, but that was not the only source. The musky, sensual scent of cunny filled the air, overpowering the sage and clean smells that the room was designed to emanate. I breathed it in deeply, savoring the way it felt as it slipped over the back of my tongue.
"Ahhh, Gunes!" I heard a voice say, interrupting my reverie. For a moment, I thought that the comment had slipped, unbidden, from my lips. But my eyes flashed up, following the sound better than my ears. I looked over the heads of the pigtailed girls and saw the Blonde and The Brunette. I had nearly forgotten them, I had been so focused on the sensations I was experiencing.
But I was exceedingly glad I turned back now. While my attention had been turned, the Blonde and the Brunette had apparently moved. The blonde was now on her hands and knees in the shallow water on the edge of the pool. She was, apparently, the one who had called out to the Sun God in her ecstasy. She was facing away from me. The Brunette was kneeling in the water to the left of the Blonde, facing towards me. She had her right arm draped across the Blonde's lower back.
The Brunette's hands were sunk deep into the flesh of the Blonde's ass and she was pulling the cheeks apart. The tiny, pink kiss of the Blonde's anus was partially exposed to the room, facing directly toward me. I say partially, because the Brunette was blocking some of the view. In fact, she was leaning over towards the blonde. The Brunette's right breast was pressed against her own hand and the flesh of the Blonde's thigh. Her head was slightly higher than the Blonde's hips and her hair cascaded around her lover's waist. The Brunette's head was bent down and her tongue was out. I watched as it licked languidly across the Blonde's exposed anus, pressing gently into the crinkled folds of her flesh. The Brunette had a hungry, near ravenous look in her eye as her rigid tongue probed at the Blonde's anus, and then became soft and supple to lap at it. The Blonde was trembling at the touch and seemed to lose balance each time the Brunette's tongue returned to her body.
"The Head Priestess intimated that this show might please you," Tutuklu whispered into my ear. I jumped slightly. I had been so enthralled by what I was watching that I had nearly forgot she was there. For a moment, I did not know how to respond, I was too jumbled. Finally, I managed to nod slightly. I thought of Cin and wondered what other notions she knew I would enjoy, that I did not even really know myself. Because I could not deny I enjoyed the view. The women's bodies, fused together but somehow draped on top of one another, seemed to be the embodiment of sensuality. I felt that even from the distance I could feel the heat of their bodies and taste the salt of their skin. And the act they were performing, so repulsive in the abstract, seem so delectable when actually viewed. These women were breaking a taboo, doing something that any of my subjects would think was a wrong and disgusting, but they were doing it to provide me with pleasure. The more restricted the act, the lovelier it became in my eyes. I could barely stand the joy I felt in watching them.
And I continued to watch them. The Brunette seemed to be warming to her task. She shook her hair out of her face and seemed to press more deeply into the Blonde's body. I watched as her pink tongue slipped from her mouth and caressed the Blonde's anus more rapidly than before. I heard her sucking, pulling her own saliva off of the Blonde's body and drinking it down. I watched as she tried to plunge her rigid tongue into the Blonde's ass. She was nearly crazed, as though she wanted to taste all of her lover's body at all times.
But it wasn't just her tongue, the Brunette had slipped her left had between the Blonde's legs. As the Brunette's tongue popped inside of the Blonde's anus, her fingers slipped up stealthily to the Blonde's now-dripping cunny. At first, the Brunette just barely mad contact, her fingers just grazing the Blonde's clean-shaven cunny lips. The Blonde trembled and moaned at the Brunette's rough tongue and gentle fingers. But as the Brunette grew more and more excited by her task, her fingers grew more insistent. I watched as The Brunette's hand slipped higher and higher between the blonde's legs. I saw the Brunette's fingers press more directly on the Blonde's cunny lips. Finally, I could just barely tell as the Brunette's fingers found the blonde clitoris. The Blonde moaned loudly and arched her back. This forced her ass backwards, shoving it into the Brunette's face, driving the tongue even deeper in the Blonde's anus. This seemed to be more than the blonde could handle. Her left had shot up out of the water and found her own breast. I watched as her fingers sunk into her flesh and her body began to shake.
The vision was so mesmerizing, the women so beautiful, and the sights and smells so authentic, that I could focus on nothing else. Clearly these women were enjoying their tryst, even if it was ostensibly for my entertainment. I felt my body reacting to their actions. I felt like I could not sit still, like I was about to explode with anticipation. I didn't know what I needed, but I knew I needed something. The thought crossed my mind to get up, and to join the women in the water. Maybe...
But just as this thought was entering my mind I felt like warm, soothing water had been poured all over my body. I felt my eyes roll back in my head and I moaned loudly, not even sure what had caused the reaction. I threw my head back and felt the sensation rushing over me. For a moment, I felt completely blank, unable to tell where my senses were being activated. Finally, I looked forward once again. Then I saw the source of my new, overwhelming experience.
Without gaining my attention, the two pigtailed girls had, apparently, stopped suckling on my breasts and rubbing my body. I had not even felt them leave, I was so enthralled by what I was watching in the pool. They had moved noiselessly down my body on the couch. They were body leaning over me now, their breasts just barely grazing my thighs (I could feel that tickling sensation now).
But more shockingly, and the source of my sudden rush of pleasure, was that both of the girls were now leaning in towards my erect, throbbing cock. They had tilted their heads gently to the side. Both had their pressed their lips against my shaft in a delicious kiss. Their mouths were wrapped around my cock such that their lips met around my shaft. I could feel their tongues rotating and rolling against my hard, hot flesh. They moved their mouths in unison, up and down the length of my cock, slathering it in their saliva. I could hear them moaning in their throats and I could feel the vibrations this imparted on my cock. Their pigtails draped down over my stomach and thighs, tickling me as their mouths moved up and down, sucking and licking on my cock. They never actually reached the tip of my cock, stopping when they reached the sleeved ridge around the mushroom-like dome.
"Gunes be merciful," I managed to moan. The tension I had been feeling grew even more intense. The delicious pressure and warmth of the girls' tongues on my cock seemed to be rising something inside of me. I felt my legs tighten and my hands felt powerless. As I watched the girls' mouths slip over my cock, I noticed that my nipples were still hard and glistening with saliva. My breasts were shaking from my trembling body. Without conscious thought, my two hands rose quickly from my sides and dropped down on top of my breasts. I felt a palm on top of each of my nipples and I squeezed the flesh around them. My fingers sunk into my generous body and I felt tension rising higher inside of me. My palms (including my bandages) massaged my nipples gently and I moved my hands in the steady rhythm set by the pigtailed girls. We moved together for a long while, my moaning growing more insistent as their tongue became more rigid and more expert in their touch.



Finally, I needed something more. Without warning (even to me), my hips started to rise of their own accord. I felt an antsy, squirming feeling all over my body as the tension continued to grow. I needed to move, to do something to lessen it. As I thrust my hips up, I felt my cock slip more rapidly between the lips of the pigtailed women. I let out a gasp, the feeling being so strange. My hips dropped, and my cock slipped back down between their lips.
The pigtailed girls seemed to grasp what I had done before I understood myself. They kept their lips wrapped around my shaft but did not move at all. For a moment, I grew frustrated, wanting to feel their tongues on me again. Then, once again, my hips answered the call, pushing up between their lips, and the dropping back down. As my cock slipped between their lips, the pigtailed girls licked and sucked on my shaft, encouraging me forward. I did not hesitate further. I could not have controlled my hips if I had tried. As soon as my ass reached the couch it bounced back up, thrusting between the hungry mouths of the pigtailed girls. I could see the tip of my cock glistening with arousal as it jerked between them. I started pumping my cock faster and faster between them, thrusting harder and harder. I could feel my large, full balls slapping against their chins as I pistoned between them.
I could feel the tension rises inside of me. My chest felt tight and my breaths were coming in ragged gasps. My breasts were shaking wildly against my palms as I bounced and I could hear Tutuklu moaning gently as I writhed against her cunny. My thrusts were becoming more and more forceful. I felt like my cock was trying to jump out of my skin. I pulled my hips down very far, sinking into the couch. The tip of my cock slipped down between the pigtailed girls' lips (and I felt their tongues slipping across it). I groaned loudly, teasing myself for just half a moment. Then, I started to thrust my hips up with more force than ever before, I felt my cock pressing up between the girls' lips.
But then something strange happened. As my shaft was moving up between their lips, the pigtailed girls leaned back. Their lips slipped off of my shaft and they sat back down on either side of me. I was confused and somewhat angered by their movement, I had been expecting to feel my body sliding between theirs. Regardless, my hips had been thrust so hard that I couldn't simply stop. My ass was completely off the couch, my feet planted in the fabric, thrusting up.
Then, to my considerable astonishment, I felt a silky wetness on the tip of my cock. It was a heavenly feeling and I groaned loudly. I felt a swirling hotness against the tip of my cock as my hips thrust to their apex. My eyes, which had been looking at the pigtailed girl to my left in anger and bewilderment, shifted immediately to determine what was happening. As my gaze found its place between my legs, I was shocked to see a woman, kneeling on the bottom of the couch between my spread legs.
She was absolutely gorgeous; a slim build with small breasts and a round ass. Her skin was a deep, beautiful bronze-black and her hair was cropped very closely to her head. Her eyes were very large, brown, and shaped like almonds. They looked particularly bright and alluring when contrasted with her complexion. But the most remarkable thing about her was that the tip of my cock was buried in her mouth. I had not noticed her arrival in the excitement. Apparently, when the pigtailed girls had slipped back away from my cock, this short-haired woman had slipped onto the sofa and caught my cock in her mouth.
My hips were already lifted to their apex at this point and my legs were shaking. The short-haired woman winked at me devilishly and swirled her tongue around, prodding at my foreskin. I could not bear my own weight any longer. My hips rapidly collapsed underneath of me and my ass fell towards the couch. With incredible deftness, the short-haired woman kept pace with my fall, maintaining my cock's position in her mouth. I felt my body settle on the couch and I let out a groan. But the short-haired woman, amazingly, continued to drop. Her ass stuck up high in the air and her head dropped. Without the slightly problem, her head made its way toward my lap. I watched as my cock disappeared into her mouth and throat, I felt her nose in my bell and her chin pressing into my testicles. I nearly screamed in ecstasy.
The inside of the short-haired woman's mouth felt divine. Her eyes were closed and she was sort of moaning around my cock, sending delicious vibrations throughout my entire body. Her tongue was pressed firmly against the bottom of my shaft, feeling wet and hot. She moved it around slightly, massaging my skin and covering me in her saliva. Her whole mouth felt like dripping fire and her lips squeezed tightly around my shaft. I groaned loudly and shook on the bed.
The two girls with pigtails were no longer licking my cock, but they were not simply watching me. I did not see them move, or even really notice. I had my eyes focused intently on the thick, warm lips of the short-haired woman in front of me, my cock engulfed entirely within her mouth. But the pig-tailed girls were moving. After a few moments I felt a simultaneous cool wetness against each of my nipples. I didn't need to look, I knew the pigtailed girls were once again on their knees at my side, gently suckling my nipples. I arched my back and moaned as the sensation sunk in. Now the pigtailed girls were humming also, sending vibrations down my nipples and soothing my entire body.
I don't know how long we stayed that way, though it must not have been too long. But the intensity of the sensation was so great that it felt like it existed outside time. It felt like it last both forever and for an instant. My nipples were erect and sensitive in the soft, pink mouths of the pigtailed girls. They were sucking gently, pulling my flesh into their mouths and flicking my nipples gently with their tongues. My cock was still buried in the short-haired woman's mouth, her eyes were closed. It seemed she could breathe through her nose or simply didn't need to breathe, she kept me entirely inside of her the whole time. Her throat contracted around me and her tongue swirled against my skin so that while her head never seemed to move, there were constant waves of pleasurable touch up and down the length of my shaft. I felt completely frozen with desire, sprawled on the sofa and just accepting the pleasure.
Regardless of the amount of time, it quickly became apparent that my body could not resist much longer. I had been teased and aroused for so long that there would be no stopping me. Each lap of the short-haired woman's tongue sent me closer and closer to the ultimate pleasure. I felt my breath growing more rapid, I felt my heart hammering more fiercely in my chest, and I felt my toes curling as my muscles contracted. I felt myself gasping, I could feel the pressure building and then...
I felt the trailing tip of the short-haired woman's tongue as it began to slip slowly up the shaft of my cock. I looked down at her, my eyes opening. Slowly, I saw the length of my hard shaft slipping inch by inch out of her mouth. My olive skin looked slightly red and enflamed as it slipped between the woman's soft, brown lips. Her eyes were open now and she looked at me seductively out of the tops of her eyes as she slipped my cock form her mouth. I groaned pitifully as the impending climax faded slightly. As my cock slipped out of her mouth, my skin felt cool from the wetness in the exposed air.
The short-haired woman stopped just as the tip of my cock remained in her mouth. She swirled her tongue around on the tip, probing my foreskin with her tongue briefly. I shook on the bed and she smiled beautifully. Finally, she pulled the last of my cock from her mouth, leaving her lips pressed against the tip in a gentle kiss. My cock glistened with her saliva and was twitching slightly. I still felt intensely aroused as the pigtailed girls had continued to suck on my nipples.
The short-haired woman continued to kiss my cock, by I noticed she was allowing her lips to slide down. I felt her kiss slowly move off of the tip of my cock. Her lips slipped down the shaft of my cock, peppering kisses against the throbbing vein on the underside. She moved slowly, savoring her kisses and moaning slightly. Down each side of my cock she moved, giving attention to every section. After a few moments, I felt her lips press softly against my balls.
I groaned. My balls ached from excitement and the slightest touch had given me a wonderful kind of pain. My balls felt heavy, throbbing against the opening of my cunny. I heard the short-haired woman giggle slightly. I could only see the top of her head now as she had slipped down low, her knees apparently on the floor at the foot of the sofa. I felt her fingers reach up and delicately clasp one of my balls. I felt my hips thrust, but there was no longer anything present to give it resistance, so my frustration just increased. The short hair woman lead forward and I could feel her hot breath against my balls. I knew she opened her mouth and after a moment I nearly screamed as I felt her warm tongue sink into the soft flesh of my scrotum. I felt her tongue grow soft and flat as she began to lap at my balls gently. She placed enough pressure against them to give me that beautiful, painful feeling, but no more. She pushed her nose into my scrotum while her tongue continued to work. Every place her tongue traveled felt wet and hot, even as she left.
I was more than content now to just watch the short-haired girl gently licking and sucking on my testicles. But after a moment, I felt a slight pressure on my shoulders and neck. After a moment, I realized that Tutuklu was pushing me up slightly. I didn't know what she was doing, but following her lead had been divine so far, so I kept going. I sat forward slightly and then Tutuklu reach over my shoulders and pull me back. When she pulled me back I felt my head rest on a soft pillow. Tutuklu must have placed it in her lap when she had pushed me up. Regardless, I was now sitting at a slightly more forward-facing manner and I could see more clearly out over the head of the short-hair woman playing with my balls.
And what did I see! I had nearly forgotten about the Blonde and the Brunette in the pool before me. I had been so focused on my short-haired companion. But my new position, drew my attention back to the girls in the pool. The Blonde was now standing a few feet farther out in the pool with her legs spread wide. The Brunette was sitting in the water between the Blonde's legs. The Brunette's head was turned up and she had her lips pressed against the Blonde's cunny. I could see her tongue working in and out of the Blonde's lower lips. At the same time, the Brunette's hand was reaching up, also between the Blonde's legs. Her thumb had found the Blonde's clitoris and was stroking it in slow, even motions in time with the movement of her tongue. Occasionally, the Brunette's tongue would snake up slightly, finding the Blonde's clitoris and licking it to keep it wet. The Blonde's eyes were closed as the Brunette played with her cunny. Both of the Blonde's hands were up at her own breasts, squeezing them gently playing with her nipples. She moaned loudly while the Blonde manipulated her body.
The vision they presented was undoubtedly alluring. But I would be lying if I said that I managed to keep my eyes on them for long. While looking up, I had caught movement out of the corner of my eye. As a result, I found myself gazing about the large chamber for the first time since I had sat down on the sofa. I was more than a little surprised by what I saw.
All over the chamber, the harem had thrown off the affected aloofness that had characterized their movements since I first entered the chamber. My eyes widened as I saw women, all over the room, consumed by fiery passions. Some of the women were sitting on the floor by themselves, facing me. Their fingers were flying over their cunnies playing with their clitorises or slipping their fingers deep inside their bodies. Their free hands grabbed at their own nude breasts and were pressed into their own mouths, sucking gently.
Still more women had paired up together. I saw many pair lying on the marble floors of the chamber, their bodies looped together in a perfect wheel of pleasure; each woman with her her head between the legs of the other, lapping gently. Other women sat on their asses on the cold marble, their legs spread, while their partner lay on their stomachs between their legs, licking them gently. Other pairs sat side by side, their legs overlapping, their arms crossed, and their clitorises and cunny's manipulated by mutual touch. Some of these pairs pushed deeper, their fingers pressing deeply into each other's bodies.
A few women had grouped together in even larger groups. In one spot in the middle of the pool I saw no fewer than six women together. They were a barely differentiated, pulsing mass of legs, arms, breasts, faces, asses, and cunnies. I saw fingers and even fists entering bodies, I saw tongues lapping at skin, and I saw lips pressed firmly to lips. These masses seemed to writhe as one. I wondered how long this had been going on, how long they had been engaged but I had failed to notice because of my own encounters. I lacked the mental capacity at that time to think about it deeply.
It was more than just these sights also. The room was filled with the sounds of women engaged in pleasure. I could hear deep moaning, wistful sighs, and high-pitched screams cascading through the air. Their sounds of bodies moving together created a deep undercurrent to these irregular screams. More than the sound, the air seemed suffused with smells. The gentle, floral smell I had first encountered upon arrival was completely masked now. The room felt hotter and wetter and the primal scent hung heavy in the air. I felt my body reacting to this sudden feast for the senses. Watching the beautiful women pleasure themselves and others while the beautiful women sucked on my nipples and my balls seemed to infuse my every atom with energy.
But then, after just a few minutes of watching my harem, something seemed to block my view. It just sort of glided in front of my eyes. Before I even had a chance to figure out what it was, I felt a slight pressure on the tip of my cock. My eyes still adjusting, I felt the pressure build on my cock. I felt a warm tightness wrap around the tip of my cock and then slip easily (but tightly) down over the rest of it. Finally, I realized what had blocked my vision, someone had come from out of my eye line and straddled my waist. My cock had just slipped inside of a tight, inviting cunny. I felt my backbone turn to butter and I lolled my head to the side, feeling the realization ripple through body.
But I kept my eyes forward, trying to figure out who it was. I saw large, pert breasts covered slightly by long, beautiful dark hair. I saw a well formed chin and a sensual mouth. I saw bright eyes and a knowingly look. I saw Tutuklu! She smiled down at me, arching her back and forcing more of my hard cock into her tight cunny. She let out a sigh.
"Oh Sultanah, it feels so wonderful," she moaned. She leaned forward slightly now and I felt her hands land on my breasts, her palms against my nipples (I hadn't even realized the pigtailed girls had gone). Tutuklu's own breasts shook alluringly in my face.
But it was now that I felt her skin against my breast that I realized what I was feeling and seeing was impossible. I turned back and looked over my shoulder, where Tutuklu was supposed to be. But instead, I saw pillows, nothing more. I looked to my sides where I could still feel Tutuklu's legs against my sides. But now I found the pigtailed girls, their arms pressed against my sides, keeping me from noticing that Tutuklu was gone. Somehow, she had slipped out from behind me when I was distracted. Now she had slipped on top of me. I felt my mind whirring.
I turned back towards her and I noticed once again the intensity of her touch. Her back was arched, pressing her breasts almost into my face and slipping my cock deep inside of her body. She felt so tight and she rocked her hips in a perfect, unknowable rhythm. The inside of her body was slick, but firm, holding me tightly and squeezing my cock. Tutuklu's hands were squeezing gently on my breasts as she rocked. I could still fill the short-haired woman's tongue on my balls as Tutuklu rocked on top of me.
Tutuklu now leaned forward, putting more pressure on my chest. Her long hair cascaded over top over my face, encircling us both in tickling embrace. Tutuklu was smiling. Her body continued to rock on top of me as she leaned and I felt the familiar tension rising inside of me again.
"Oh Sultanah," she moaned, running her tongue along her lips, "It is my right and pleasure as the Pezevenk to accept the first of a new Sultanah's seed on behalf of the harem. Please let me have it!" she moaned. I wanted nothing more in that moment than to lean forward and kiss Tutuklu's plump limps. But it would not be appropriate. Tutuklu seemed, again, to sense my desire. She leaned forward still further, and pressed her lips against my cheek.
In leaning over to kiss me, Tutuklu's ass had pressed down more firmly into my laps. She seemed to squeeze me with her cunny; her body seemed to ripple around mine. She had only been on top of me for a few moments, but I had been teased for so long and her body was so expert that as her lips lifted off of me, I felt the tension rising to a fever pitch. Tutuklu leaned over towards my ear.
"Give me your seed Sultanah, do not hold it a further second," she whispered in a sultry voice. I felt the vibrations of her voice shaking in my ear. That little vibration seemed to click perfectly into place. Into the feeling of Tutuklu's cunny wrapped around my cock, into the feel of her hands on my breasts, the feel of someone's tongue on my balls, the smell of arousal in the room, the sound of flesh and desire lying heavy in the air.
I felt all of the muscles in my body tighten. My hands shot up and grasped at Tutuklu's thin waist, my fingers sinking into her skin. I felt my mouth open as if to scream, but no words came out, only a soft croaking noise. My eyes slammed shut and my toes curled. I felt the sound of her whisper pull all of these sensations together and they worked as one to push me right over the edge, past the point of tension. Release, sweet release from the teasing, delicious agony of the harem. And briefly, release from the pressures of my position and the tension I had felt all morning as a result of my attack. Release from that pressure and a swelling of pleasure, as the joy and sensuality that filled the chamber seemed to fill me up, to replace my anxiety. I felt my cock bulging inside of Tutuklu's warm cunny, stretching her tightness slightly and filling her with my seed. My balls seizes against the short-haired woman's face. I let out a low, whimpering breath as the intense, soothing pleasure of my climax began to subside.
I collapsed back onto the sofa, feeling all of my joints and muscles completely relax. Tutuklu moaned and seemed to whisper a near-silent appreciation for my seed. But she moved quickly. She lifted herself up quickly off of my body. I groaned as I felt my cock slipping from her body and out into the cool air. As Tutuklu lifted from my cock, I felt warmth pouring out of her and onto my cock and stomach. I looked down and saw that my seed had overwhelmed her tight cunny and she was dripping it out of her and onto my body. She did not seem to notice or at least she did not allow it to stop her. She threw her leg up over my hips and stood slightly to the side of me.



As soon as she moved away, I felt sudden burst of new sensations. Like a pack of ravenous wolves, the pig-tailed girls and the short-haired woman had waited until the right moment to strike. Now that my body was clear, they moved at once. My balls fell from the short-haired woman's mouth and her hand shot up quickly, wrapping around the sensitive shaft of my cock. At the same time, the two pigtailed girls sat up quickly and leaned down towards my belly. At the same instant, all three women began to lick. The short-haired woman sucked at the tip of cock (making me squirm in lovely agony) while the other two placed their tongue on my stomach. They were all finding my seed, I could hear them slurping at it and I could feel their tongues against the parts of my skin that contained it. It had dripped out of Tutuklu and they wanted it badly. I could hear them moaning with joy and see their bodies shivering as they tasted at my juices.
But I also heard a slight splash. While I enjoyed the feeling of the women cleaning my body with my tongue, I followed the sound of the splash with my eyes. Tutuklu had waded out into the pool directly in front of the sofa. The Blonde and the Brunette were both on their knees now before her. They looked up at her expectantly. I watched her ass shake as she walked languidly through the water. Finally, she turned and faced me. I saw her smiling at me and she spread her legs slightly, placing her hands on her hips. Her cunny was still full of my juices and as she spread her legs, I watched as it began to drip out of her body, running in a small torrent down her leg. The Blonde and the Brunette noticed as well. They immediately dove for her legs. I watched as their tongues found her flesh and I could hear them moaning with pleasure as they tasted my seed. The Blonde and the Brunette ran their tongues desperately over Tutuklu's body and fought playfully with one another for a slight taste.
For a few moments, Tutuklu and I remained frozen in our spots, staring at each other across the distance. I could feel tongue probing at me and sucking on me (slower now, as they had swallowed down most of my cum and I could see the Blonde and the Brunette fighting for the taste of me. As the seed became rarer, I watched the girls move off in other directions, finding other girls in the room. Rippling like a stone thrown into a pond. I watched as they kissed these girls deeply and I saw my seed spilling into their mouths. I saw the eyes around the room grow wide with excitement at the taste of my seed mixed with the saliva of the other women. Some women seemed to like it so much that they spread my seed back and forth for several seconds, fighting to savor the flavor as long as possible, playing with their breasts as they did so. In fact, some women kissed and swapped my seed for so long that they were essentially forced to share by others, pulled to the ground and kissed passionately. Women of the harem were fighting gain just the slightest hint of the flavor of my seed.
Tutuklu looked absolutely content, like she had never wanted anything more than to feel my seed in her cunny, like she had achieved a life-long goal. I can't describe the feeling I had as I watched and felt these women, falling all over themselves to make me feel like they desired me. But it felt a lot like power. And for the first time, that did not feel like a burden.
* * * * * *
"Have you finished your devotions?" I asked quietly as the door to the chamber opened and I saw Cin, crouched in the darkened hallway praying. She did not squint as she turned to face me, as though her eyes were already adjusted to the blind of light. She was smiling slightly, and looked totally at ease waiting.
"Have you?" she responded, raising her eyebrows.
"Yes," replied, "the harem finished...cleaning me a few moments ago," I said and looked over my shoulder. It looked as though nothing had changed since the door to the harem had first been opened. Once again the harem was going about their business as though nothing had happened. Walking, drinking, and swimming without noticing anything around them. Those who had needed to be cleaning were swimming languidly in the water. Only Tutuklu was not engaged in the farce. She was standing to my side, slightly behind me, looking at Cin.
"Are you sure we cannot interest you in further enjoyments?" Tutuklu asked and I turned to look at her. Her cheeks were somewhat flushed and she looked more beautiful than she had when I first arrived. It seemed she enjoyed my visit. In fact, when the harem had first completed the ritual of sharing my seed, she had offered many additional experiences. For a moment, I had nearly agreed. I wanted to try everything and anything any member of the harem might even being to suggest. But after a moment, I had made the difficult decision to resist. Tutuklu and the harem appeared slightly disappointed but never dared to question my prerogatives. Instead, she had immediately set girls to work collecting my clothes and dressing me again quickly.
"No, thank you," I said, "I would love to stay. But I must get back to business, Tutuklu. But I assure you this time has helped. My mind feels much clearer than it did just a short time ago." I said, telling the truth. I let out a deep breath and it felt like I was using new lungs. Everything felt considerably calmer.
"It was our pleasure to serve," Tutuklu said and she bowed her head. She then turned and walked back into the room and I made my way out into the dark corridor. The door closed behind me. Once it was completely closed, Cin smiled at me conspiratorially.
"Did you enjoy yourself?" she asked and winked. I smiled but did not directly reply. It was a superfluous question, I was sure she could tell simply by my bearing that I had enjoyed myself immensely. In fact, I was already plotting how I would manage to get back to this place, to do this again. Cin nodded knowingly and then she gestured toward the darkened hallway. We turned and started walking through the corridor.
I moved in front while Cin walked just behind me. I could remember the route we took and moved briskly. At first, I found my mind floating back to the harem, wondering what they were doing. Wondering what they would do the next time I came. It felt a smile on my face and let it rest there.
The path in front of me started to wind its way back up toward the ground floor. I had been so enchanted by my memories of the harem that I had hardly paid attention to the gentle rise of the floor. I stubbed my toe hard against the incline and began to pitch forward. I let out a little yell and threw my hand out to the side to balance myself against the wall. I caught myself, but as I did so I felt white hot pain.
I regained my feet and immediately pulled my hand away from the wall. I held up my hand, only then remembering. I looked at the bandage on my hand, I could see a red spot in the middle of it. I had re-opened the wound that Cin had so meticulously cleaned and dressed. The throbbing pain had returned, perhaps worse now because I had aggravated it. All thoughts of the harem quickly slipped from my mind. I thought back to the morning. Just a few minutes ago, that had seemed like a different lifetime. Now it felt like it had just happened. I clutched my hand to my chest and shook my head.
"How is Arkadas?" I asked. I was ashamed of myself. I had so easily forgotten all of the troubles I had left on the surface. I had not thought of Arkadas at all while I was with the harem. Perhaps worse, I had not been thinking about the assassination attempt or my Empire. I had left it all behind. But that was a luxury I didn't have. A heavy feel returned to the pit of my stomach. I didn't know it had been there before, just realizing it now after my brief respite.
"We shall see," she said and I began to speak again. But if Tutuklu could anticipate my sexual anxieties, then Cin could anticipate my political anxieties. She quickly addressed me as though she had been reading my mind. "And we shall see about all of your concerns in due time. But that is not the issue now. All will wait on you, as you are the Sultanah. Bask in this pleasure a moment longer," she said. I was surprised by this, it was Cin who often kept me focused. Was this some kind of test?
"No. I am powerful, but I don't control everything. The world will not wait on me," I said and started walking again, more carefully, up the path. Cin reached forward and grabbed my wrist. Her palm felt hot on my flesh. I turned and looked at her and her eyes were like fire.
"What you say is, generally, wise. It is good that you recognize the limits of your power. Your father had to lose a war to learn his bounds. But you fail to recognize all of your limitations, and not merely the political. You cannot lead with righteousness if you are losing your head," Cin said. I thought back to my meeting with the Peers earlier in the morning, allowing the
"I know that," I said.
"It is deeper than you think," Cin said, releasing my wrist now, "The position of Sultanah is a lonely one. It entails stresses and concerns that most people cannot imagine. It is a role that many desire, but few can truly master. And one cannot master the office of Sultanah without constant attention and focus. And, Sultanah Varis, you cannot maintain constant attention and focus on your tasks if you do not love them."
"Love dealing with the Peers?" I snorted and Cin quickly nodded her head.
"Yes. Not for their sake, but for the sake of your people you must love the interplay of the politics. And you must love every other aspect of being Sultanah, so that you can devote your everything to it. Your people deserve it. And Gunes deserves it. And that is why it is important to realize that not all aspects of being Sultanah are a chore. You need not work to love everything. A wise Sultanah know that a trip to the harem on occasion is not an indulgence. It is a necessary to relax the mind and body and to give you pleasure so that you can then love the more difficult aspects of your reign. It provides you with joy that you will then you to lead your people."
I saw the light in Cin's eyes grow dimmer in the dark as she finished speaking. I felt the impact of her words. I could feel the wisdom in her explanation and I felt some of the guilt that accompanied my trip to the harem subside. I did not forget Arkadas, or the Peers, or the marauders, or the food, or my lack of allies, but I allowed myself to think of the harem as well. I thought back to what Tutuklu and the others had done, masking movements to make the whole appear more perfect.
"I had never thought of it that way," I said finally and Cin shrugged nonchalantly as though I would have figured it out on my own at some point. The throbbing in my hand become less intense and I started to work my way back up the path again. "I do feel more in control now. I was ready to leave when we went to the harem, to get away. But it feels right to return now, to get to work. I guess that is what you meant."
"Do not forget this lesson Sultanah," Cin said seriously behind me, "if there is anything else that I might do to protect your strength and manage your sanity you must not hesitate. Good management of the realm demands it." I had never thought of that either. All I need to is ask, as something could be mine. Just as it had once been for my father. I smiled a little, not really sure that I needed anything now. But suddenly, a small burst of inspiration hit.
"Well, actually," I said, and I made a brief suggestion.
"Consider it done," Cin said. And we made our way back to the world and to the sea of troubles with lighter hearts.
End Chapter 5
*****
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Chapter 6: The Tiebreaker
"That would add an additional day to the trip and would offer what? A marginal decrease in the chance of being murdered by horsemen? Why not..." the merchant said, pointing to the map that was spread on the table that I had asked to be brought into the throne room. He spoke loudly and gestured emphatically, but Soyguncu spoke loudly over him.
"Don't be a fool, that is just one part of a larger strategy..."
"Don't call me a fool you stupid bitch, I have been traveling around this part of the world selling salt-pork since before you slipped out of your mother's arse...:" the merchant retorted
"Call me a bitch again and I will cut out your eye balls and shove them up your arse..." Soyguncu responded, reaching towards her belt. Cin was sitting next to her and she placed her hand on Syoguncu's knife, preventing the meeting from turning into a brawl.
"Shut up the both of you, I need to hear about the river crossing..." Another merchant said over the din. I was sitting on my throne looking down at the meeting below. I was slumped in the chair, my head resting on my right hand. My left was still bandaged and slightly pained from the attack two weeks earlier, but my fingers we moving easily now and it appeared to be on the mend. That, essentially, was the only good news. Certainly this meeting could not have gone much worse
My entire Inner Council was present around the table, along with my scout, Soyguncu. There were about two dozen merchants either at the table or standing around it. They were discussing, if you could call it that, attempts we had made to increase the flow of goods into the city. Soyguncu had spent weeks attempting to find circuitous routes, easily defended passes, and clever camouflaging techniques to increase safety. We had invited many of the successful merchants who traveled regularly in the city to come and discuss these plans. Soyguncu had barely begun outlining the general impact of her plan when the objections had started. Her plans took too long, they would be less safe, if successful they would limit profits, and a half a dozen other objections of varying degrees of merit.
"Let's just stay focused on this..." Cin stated, trying to maintain order.
"What about soldiers? I thought there had been talk of escorts..." Everyone was talking at once now. I looked out the window at the city and sighed. Food shortages had grown slightly more acute in the last two weeks as Dusman's cavalry had increased their predations. The people in the city were growing hungrier by the day. Whatever hope I held for this meeting had quickly dissipated and now I was just waiting for it to end so I could formulate a new plan. Maybe bringing in seeds and earth to grow vegetables on rooftops...I supposed there were stupider ideas.
"Varis...Varis...I mean, Sultanah Varis," A voice called below. The crowd was still yelling loudly at one another at their tables and the various members of my Inner Council were trying desperately to maintain order. But as I looked down I saw, at the base of my throne, Arkadas. She was holding a piece of parchment in her hand.
"Yes, what is it?" I asked. At the sound of my voice, all discussion around the table instantly ceased. The people standing or sitting around the table all turned and looked at me. I had underestimated the weight of my authority. I could have controlled the discussion with a good deal more closely if I had exerted myself. But it seemed like a useless endeavor anyway. I needed to remove the threat posed by the horsemen, not hide from it.
"A parchment has arrived from the Kongre, the Peers have made some sort of proclamation," Arkadas said, looking down at the notice in her hand with a knitted brow. I felt an intense sense of unease.
"I didn't call parliament into session. How have the Peers met without me? Under what authority? Why haven't I heard about this?" I asked quickly. Arkadas looked up at me helplessly and shrugged. I looked over towards Cin. She was looking at me gravely and nodded her head.
"Gentlemen, the Sultanah would like to thank you for coming in today to discuss these matters. She has heard your various concerns and will likely re-evaluate this plan..."
"We have not even begin to express our objections," One merchant said.
"We were told we would have an hour and a half of the Sultanah's time..." another one began.
"My friends," I began, laying on the charm, "I have heard what you have said here today. What is more, I have heard beyond that, to the core problems with my plan. I assure you that I am not satisfied unless you are satisfied. I do not want this meeting to drag on when we all know this will not work. It is a waste of your time. Let me get you back in here in a few days or weeks and we will discuss a new plan, something you will like more..."
"It isn't going to get any better than this," Soyguncu shot back, crossing her arms in front of her breasts. Cin shot her an angry look but I ignored her.
"Please, tell my guard that I asked that you be taken to the reception hall for refreshment. It is the least I can do for all of the help you provided," I spoke calmly, soothingly in order to get the men to leave my throne room. But inside I was nervous. I had been resisting efforts to call a parliament for two weeks. I did not like the composition of the Peers and was nervous about who they would select as a Prime Minister. The fact that they met and had apparently produced some sort of document was disconcerting. It was not legal, in a strict sense, because I had not called a parliament. But it spoke to conflicts rippling below the surface.
"Well, I suppose we cannot argue with that," said one of the older merchants, one who was ostensibly elected as their spokesman, "We know you are busy. We thank you for your time." Many of the other merchants tried to argue with him, but he waved them off. Apparently, he understood how to take a hint, even if they did not. He rose from the table and started to walk from the room. Reluctantly, the others began to follow him.
In a few moments, all of the merchants had left the throne room and were in the hallway beyond, arguing with the guard about the location of their meal. I barely waited for the door to close before I was bounding down the stairs of my throne, reaching for the parchment. Cin rose also, and was walking over towards me.
"What a bunch of fucking pansies," Soyguncu said, jerking her thumb in the direction of the door, "They want complete safety with hazard pay. I mean this is a war, isn't it?" she asked.
"Not now," I said, completely forgetting about the merchants. I took the parchment from Arkadas hands. In a few moments, Cin, Arkadas, Kardes, Soyguncu, Agiz and Got were crowded around me as I tore open the seal on the parchment. Some of them may not have understood the significance of this missive, but they could tell that I was concerned. Once I had it open, I felt the papers trembling in my hands as I tried to read. I was almost certain that it was a notice that I had been deposed and that some faction of the Peers had seized power. I could feel the blood rushing in my ears and the words seemed to make no sense. I read the parchment aloud, so that others would hear it and be able to explain it to me if I could not control myself.
"To our most honored and rightful sovereign, Sultanah Varis I," the parchment began. That was a pleasant start, I had not been branded a traitor or criminal. I felt some relief, "on this, the 12th day of Eylül in the year 1298, the Community of the Realm convened at the Kongre to discuss matters of Imperial import."
"That is good," Cin said, sounding somewhat relieved. Many other eyes, including mine, turned to her curiously. She smiled, "The Community of the Realm is the technical term to describe the members of parliament when not in session. They are not defying you. They simply called a meeting of their own accord. It is somewhat improper, but it is not treasonous." I felt my panic subsiding slightly and turned my eyes back to the back. Once again, I read aloud.
"We herein proffer the following resolutions: wherefore, we Peers constitute the Community of the Realm and consequently have a direct stake in matters of governance and; wherefore that Realm, Bütün Dünya, is currently at war on many fronts, with many enemies and; wherefore, that war and those enemies would tax the endurance of even the most skilled and experience war leader, and wherefore the Peers care deeply for the health and happiness of our beloved Sultanah and; wherefore the Peers wish to relieve some of the burden from the shoulders of the Sultanah, and wherefore the participation of the Peers in the prosecution of the war would enhance, rather than hinder, the prerogatives of the Sultanah, and wherefore the large number of Peers makes participation in unofficial congresses or official Parliament burdensome and inefficient, be it hereinafter resolved that the Community of the Realm shall establish and create an Executive Assembly consisting of five lords elected by the Community of the Realm and led by a Chancellor selected from among there number."
"Those worms!" Kardes spat angrily as my voice faded. I dropped the parchment onto the table.
"What?" Arkadas asked, "They made some sort of committee or something? Who cares? That is what Parliament always does, right?" Arkadas peered around the room. She was the only one who appeared sanguine (though, in fairness, Soyguncu was still just upset because her meeting with the merchants had collapsed).
"They aren't parliament now," I said flatly. Even if Arkadas didn't understand, I had learned a lot in the previous months. I could smell what was happening.
"They are usurping the Sultanah's authority. They called a meeting that she did not sanction and granted themselves a chunk of her power."
"It specifically says they aren't doing that!" Arkadas shot back naively.
"Of course they did! Wouldn't you say that?" Kardes responded.
"This is because of meeting, the meeting after the assassination attempt," I said, looking over at Cin. She nodded quickly and then spat on the floor.
"Who signed it? Have they already elected their Assembly and its Chancellor?" she asked. I reached down and picked up the parchment again.
"Yes, it is signed by the Assembly, though no Chancellor has yet been elected from among their ranks. Though I should note that Duke Hain's name is first in order," I said, reading over the bottom of the document. The presence of Hain's name suggested to me everything that had occurred. After my outburst at the meeting, the Collaborationist party had poisoned the moderate nobles into thinking I was unfit for the task. I was overburdened and inexperienced. They had couched their intent in language of concern. They suggested forming a council to provide me with guidance and support. For fear of upsetting the Loyalists (and those on the fence) they could not come out and say what they were doing. They were usurping my power. Their goal was to make me a figurehead. Over a very gradual timeline, my importance would be downplayed to the point where I could simply be eliminated.
I felt a white hot rage the likes of which I had not felt since the assassination attempt a few weeks earlier. Those men had been trying to take my life, but this was not much better. They were trying to eliminate me as a political entity, to strip everything about the Sultanah that made me greater than the young woman, Varis. It was a political assassination, if not a bodily murder. I clenched my fist, but felt impotent. How could I counteract this?
"Who else has signed?" Cin said, keeping calm now even as my rage spiraled.
"Duke Hain, Lord Örnek, Sir Sakşakçı, Lord Sadik, Duke Göstermelik," I said, growing more enraged as I went, "Sadik and Göstermelik! I thought they were Loyalists? Were they just waiting for the right time to throw in with Hain and his ilk? Trying to get a better deal? Am I totally isolated. And who is this Sir Sakşakçı? I have never once in my life heard of him." I was essentially frothing with anger now and many of the people around the table had taken a step back. Only Cin stayed nearby. She walked closer to me and placed her hand against mine. I felt her calming warmth and my heart rate slowed slightly.
"I think you may misreading the significance of those five names and the fact they have not voted for a Chancellor as yet," Cin said calmly. I looked at the names again, but I was still too angry to think. How could Sadik do this to me?
"I see an attempt by the Peers to steal my throne but let me still pretend to sit on it," I said sharply.
"Yes and I see a shrewd maneuver to counteract that attempt," Cin said. I furrowed my brown, trying to discern what Cin had gleaned from the parchment. I sat down at the table and the other approached closer.
"Explain it to me," I said. Cin nodded.
"I agree that this is related to your accusations against the Peers after the attack. The Collaborationists are scared of being treated as traitors. And many other Peers are likely afraid as well. But if that happened all those weeks ago, then why is this parchment just coming here now?" she asked.
"Because the Loyalists were blocking it!" Kardes said, leaning now more closely towards the parchment. Cin smiled at her and nodded.
"Exactly."
"Well what happened? Why did they give in?" I asked.
"Numbers," Cin said, "My guess is that you are outnumbered now, more Collaborationists than Loyalists. Hain and his party eventually threatened to set up Community of the Realm meeting and vote unanimously to form the Executive Assembly. They only need a majority of the Peers to make a claim to speaking for them. So the Loyalists agreed to the meeting."
"So what, the Loyalist then just threw in with them?" Arkadas asked, more confused than angry. But I was starting to understand what happened and the significance of the lowly Sir Sakşakçı. I shook my head.
"No. They realized that if they didn't show up, that the Executive Assembly would be 100% Collaborationist, but if they joined, they could get a few seats," I explained, my anger subsiding now. I was still facing a challenge to my authority, but I was not alone.
"Why did the Collaborationists let them? If they could just set it up anyway and have 100% of the seats?" Arkadas asked.
"It would look like a naked power grab. Now they have the illusion of consensus," I explained.
"They both got something out of it," Cin added, "So it happened. It is not ideal for either of the parties. And that is where we have to seize the reins here." I was feeling better now, the wheels were turning.
"Well then who is who?" Arkadas asked, confused. She was looking at the names on the parchment, obviously trying to remember who they were.
"Duke Hain and Lord Örnek are Collaborationists. Hain is in charge and Örnek does whatever he is told. Basically the same can be said with Lord Sadik and Duke Göstermelik; Sadik will have two votes on the Assembly," Cin explained.
"And Sir...whatever?" Arkadas asked.
Sir Sakşakçı," I finished for her, "I don't know anything about him. But I imagine he is a moderate. And probably a pliable one."
"How do you know he is not a Collaborationist or a Loyalist?" Got asked. I did not have a chance to answer, Cin jumped in.
"If he fit in a faction, they would have already voted for a Chancellor. And if the factions were able to install their leaders they would have chosen Dukes or someone with a name. His obscurity speaks to the fact that he is in play. He has little money or position. He appealed to moderates because he didn't choose sides. But more importantly, he appeals to the Loyalists and the Collaborationists because they think he can be bought," Cin said, nodding in agreement, "I know him slightly. I think the Sultanah's assessment is correct."
"Well how do we buy him?" I asked and there was some nervous laughter around the room. Now that it was clear what was happening in the Community of the Realm, the course of action was clear. Rather than a threat, this could be turned into an opportunity. An Executive Assembly run by Collaborationists would steal my power and rule in my stead. An Executive Assembly run by Loyalists would give the impression that I was sharing power and flatter the pretensions of the moderate Peers, but actually continue to grant me a wide range of motion. If I could get three votes on the Assembly, then I was in a better position than before. The Collaborationists would suffer a self-inflicted wound. If nothing else, it would make my adversaries look incompetent. They had already allowed the matter to be thrown into the air by allowing a moderate on the Assembly, now I had to make them pay.
For a long moment after my question, there was silence. Everyone was trying to think of a way to ensure that
"Why get overly cute?" Soyguncu suggested (having now slipped seamlessly into a discussion with the Inner Council), "Collect a lot of money and hand it to him." I winced and shook my head



"First of all, that is what Hain and Sadik are going to do it," Cin replied, "The Sultanah is the richest person in the Empire, but her wealth is mostly tied up in non-liquid assets. Further, the resources of the various lords together far outstrip her power."
"Well then we need to find out what he likes that money can't buy. What sort of office does he want? I am sure Duke Göstermelik would relinquish the Privy Seal if we ask," Agiz suggested.
"Maybe," I said, feeling that the offer was weak. I wanted something that the man could not resist. An office that came with real responsibilities didn't seem to fit the bill. I needed to know more about him personally.
"Sir Sakşakçı..." Kardes said, as though she was thinking out loud, "You don't suppose his wife is the Lady Kukla Sakşakçı, do you?" Everyone turned and looked at my sister. Her brow was knitted and it was clear she was thinking deeply.
"It is not a common name," Cin replied, "It is likely. Why? Do you know the Lady? Would she have insight into how the gentleman might be bought?"
"I knew her somewhat what I left here years ago when she was a trouble-making child in the city. Just one of those little girls whose father worked in the palace. I have re-acquainted myself with her in recent months, just in passing. She is often at receptions and manages to get invitations generally above her station. I was a bit surprised to find her there at first. She is of low birth obviously, but perfectly charming and, in fact, quite beautiful. However, there are rumors at court amongst the married women and widows," she hinted. Now she was starting to smile slyly, it was clear she had something of substance.
"What about the rumors?" I asked, sounding only slightly less impatient than I felt.
"If what I have heard is true (and some of what I have heard has come directly from the lady's mouth), it isn't Sir Sakşakçı that you need to buy," Kardes explained. As she spoke, so confidently, I thanked Gunes for my older sister. Who would have known someone who, so recently, had been essentially a stranger, would eventually become such a necessary ally? Who else could infiltrate the ladies of the court? I was certainly no longer welcome there.
"What do you mean," Arkadas asked.
"I mean that in Sir Sakşakçı, the Lady holds the sword. Whatever she wants, she gets," Kardes explained devilishly. There was no way that Hain or even Sadik would dare to approach the man's wife. It would not be seemly. But the Sultanah? Well, a visit would be an honor and totally appropriate.
"I know a little something about the woman carrying the sword," I said, arching my eyebrows, "I better find out what she wants so she can get it."
* * * * *
"Gunes be praised, the Sultanah!" a voice said through the small crack in the door. I ducked my head slightly.
"Please my Lady, keep your voice down. I am out alone," I hissed at her and looked around me. I was in a part of Şehir I traveled to only very infrequently. I was in a small neighborhood where impoverished nobleman rented small apartments for their stays in the city. Most of the people staying here spent most of their time, under normal circumstances, outside of the city on their farms. But circumstances had driven them here, to a dead end street near the Eastern wall. The apartment buildings here were four or five stories tall and made of dully, gray stone. The street itself was only four feet wide and the apartments essentially kissed one another across the short distance. It was night now, but it would have been dark in the daylight. Garbage choked the narrow streets and I could hear rats splashing through puddles and gnawing on scraps.
I had arrived at one of these small apartment buildings just a few minutes earlier. I had received a report from Soyguncu that Sir Sakşakçı had left with several other rural noblemen in the direction of a tavern they often frequented. I was assured that Lady Kukla Sakşakçı was home and that her husband would not return for some time. I had been waiting, in disguise, in a different tavern nearby. I had been waiting most of the day for my opportunity and I had grabbed it immediately. I had rushed to the building (the location of which I already knew), in the alley I removed my disguise (exposing my normal, elegant robe in its place), and climbed the rickety ladder from the ground floor to the landing on the third story. This was the location of Sir Sakşakçı's front door. As I knocked, Soyguncu was standing in the alley below and Saygili, nervous and disapproving, was somewhere nearby with a cadre of loyal guards. Just in case. But I thought it necessary to humble myself before Lady Kukla Sakşakçı and to come without a formal retinue. Also, it was better to surprise someone with the Imperial presence.
It is hard to say what I was feeling then. The situation was a major threat to my Empire and to my personal power. This was the strongest move yet that my internal enemies had made against me. But I felt somehow surprisingly calm. I was feeling more confident in my abilities than I had ever had before. I had faced dozens of challenges at that point. Even though I didn't know how I would solve this problem, I was beginning to expect that I would solve them. That confidence was essential. And besides, the afterglow of my trip to the harem had not worn off completely; I still felt more relaxed. In fact, I felt like I was simply taking more pleasure in my duties as Sultanah. There was no reason for my tasks to be a chore, so long as I did them well.
"Oh dearest me, I ain't no lady!" the woman behind the door mumbled slightly. Her face was red with embarrassment and she seemed unwilling to meet my eyes. But she had recognized me simply by my face and the sound of my voice. My reach with the people was growing, "I am Sir Sakşakçı's maid and such. Well, a good deal more than that of course. I watch the little ones and I clean and I..."
"Hizmetçi, who on Earth are you talking to?" a more youthful voice called from behind the slit in the door. The maid looked even more flustered.
"Well it is..."she said loudly, then remembering my injunction, "May she just come in my Lady? I am sure you will want her to..."
"What are you talking about?" Lady Kukla Sakşakçı asked, sounding annoyed but as though she were used to her maid's odd behavior. The maid did not respond to the Lady's question. Her mouth just opened and closed like a beached fish. I looked around the dank alleyway and smelled the putrid smell of the garbage. I did not want to be exposed to the environment long because of the danger, but more so because of its filth.
"Oh fine, if it is a woman, then let her in," Lady Kukla Sakşakçı said in an exasperated tone. I hoped I was not causing her grief before I begged for her help. The Maid unlatched the door and opened it wider, stepping back to let me in. Light poured out from the apartment, blinding me slightly. I stepped in quickly and the door closed behind me.
"I present to you the Sultanah of Ülke and first of her name since the founding of the Hanedan..." The maid began. I felt like blushing and looked to make sure the door was sealed against her noise.
"That is not necessary," I said quickly and the maid quieted herself. Now that I was in the apartment, my eyes began to adjust to the lantern light that illuminated it. It was a very small apartment. It appeared to be just two rooms. One room, to my left, looked like the place where the maid and perhaps a few children slept. In fact I could see at least two children lying in the bed at that time. There was a slightly larger room directly ahead of me where the Lord and his Lady slept. The apartment was much cleaner on the inside than the outside would imply, with freshly painted yellow walls and fresh straw on the floor. But it was very sparsely furnished. Each room had a bed and there was a small table in the master bedroom, with two squat chairs. A woman was sitting at one of those chairs now facing me.
She was, as my sister had stated, quite beautiful. She was, I was a bit embarrassed to note, apparently getting undressed for bed, as she was wearing only a pair of white knickers, her red corset, and a loose, opened robe over top of it. She was around 5'5 and somewhat slim (though the corset must have accounted for some of it). She had very long, brown hair that was now out of its long braid and hanging messily over her shoulders. She had large, intelligent brown eyes, a small nose, and in inquisitive mouth. Her somewhat pointed ears gave her a slightly mousy, though not unappealing appearance. Her breasts were quite large and pushed up high on her chest by her corset. Her stomach appeared flat and she had a very dramatic flair from her narrow waist to her wide hips (narrow even for the corset to account for). She appeared to have a round, full bottom and slender, elegant limbs. In short, she was the kind of beauty that was far from common, but her rise from low birth to a Lord's wife could not be accounted for solely by looks. She was not quite as beautiful as say, a member of the harem. She must've had some intelligence, some craftiness. That intelligence was apparent and enhanced her sensual appeal.
Her shrewdness was apparent not only from her appearance, but also from her bearing. The Sultanah had just walked into her room, essentially unannounced. Yet, she did not look flustered like her maid. She seemed to consciously choose not to be embarrassed by the exposure of her body. In fact, she displayed no untoward emotions. She did not appear nervous or confused. She simply bowed her head slightly.
"Sultanah Varis. I cannot describe to you the honor you bring to my humble home. I wish only I had known that you were to arrive, so that I could prepare refreshments for your visit," she spoke slowly and with careful measure of her words. She acted as though I dropped by often and was only surprised by the hour and nature of my arrival. I admired her composure. It might be fun to see what kind of woman she was.
"You cannot be blamed. I chose to arrive unannounced," I said and nodded back to her.
"Regardless, I must apologize for the oversight," she said. For a woman of low birth, she certainly knew the manner in which a lady was expect to speak, "And I further apologize for my husband's absence. He just left for the Two Bells Tavern. I am sure you could catch him if you go quickly."
"No. That won't be necessary," I said, leaving it at that. I decided to test the woman's intelligence, see if she knew why I was here. She smiled slightly but did not immediately speak.
"I just can't believe it!" the Maid said, reminding me again that she was present. I turned to her and smiled awkwardly. Lady Kukla Sakşakçı looked annoyed.
"Hizmetçi, the Sultanah and I have a matter to discuss. Could you please go into the children's room and ensure they stay asleep?" she asked, clearly understanding that this was to be a meeting of some importance. I wondered if she had some inkling of what I was going to speak with her about. But I was still growing used to the idea that any visit from me was necessarily important and that people naturally expected something monumental when I arrived.
"Of course my Lady," the maid said after a moment. Her mouth was hanging open with a slightly as she stared at me with awe. Her voice sounded disappointed, as though she had wanted to sit with me, to hear whatever it was I had to say, even if she did not understand.
"Now," Lady Kukla Sakşakçı said forcefully but without malice. The maid jumped slightly and then nodded again. She then turned and walked briskly into the adjoining room, "And close the door behind you," the Lady added quietly. The mad did not speak again, but she kept her eyes on me with a rapt expression as she slowly closed the door. Once we were alone, I turned back to Lady Kukla Sakşakçı.
"Lady Kukla Sakşakçı..." I began. The lady lifted her delicate arm.
"Kukla, please. You are a guest in my home, I insist on informality," she said, her voice sounding calm, almost soothing. I appreciated the delicacy with which she had interrupted me and for a moment I was nearly compelled to reciprocate her informality. But I remembered why I was here. It was necessary that I gain this woman's trust and informality would go some way toward that. But more importantly, I was here to impress upon her the regality of my bearing and the physical presence of my power. "Call me Varis," hardly had the correct amount of gravitas.
"Kukla, then," I began and she bowed her head slightly to show that she was honored that I would speak to her in a familiar name.
"Thank you Sultanah Varis, you honor me," she said and now it was my turn to be impressed. She had taken the cue completely. Further, despite the fact that she likely had no idea why I was standing in her squalid apartment, she did not ask. She recognized my prerogative to choose when to speak. I stood in a silence for a moment and simply eyed her. I wanted her to feel the weight of my choices, to know I did what I wanted when I wanted. She stood patiently, motionless. She did not seem haughty or annoyed but also did not appear to tremble before my office. She suddenly looked even more attractive to me than she had before. I decided it was a good time to use charm rather than raw power.
"I am sure you are wondering why I have come," I began slowly.
"The question had crossed my mind, Grace," Kukla said with a sly smile. I laughed a little.
"I came to congratulate you," I said simply and raised my hands in a slightly before me in a benedictory fashion. For the first time, Kukla seemed a bit off-put. She crossed her arms in front of her breasts, recognized the defensive nature of her posture, and dropped her arms again.
"Congratulations Sultanah?" she asked.
"Oh I know it has not been made official yet, but I have heard about it," I said. I wondered if she was playing at ignorance or if she
"I apologize Sultanah," she said, sounding sincere, "I wish to accept your congratulations, as they are an honor I would never have expected. And yet, I must confess, that I know not of what you speak." Her eyes had fallen from mine and she looked a bit uncomfortable now. I could tell she was sincere. I laughed slightly and she raised her head.
"Oh I am not laughing at you my Lady," I said after a moment, "it is just...men are so predictable are they not?"
"I am finding little predictable of late, Sultanah," Kukla said, at a loss. I laughed again, this time a bit genuinely amused by her confusion.
"It appears that your husband has failed to tell you about the honor he received from the Peers this day. It is much like a man to forget something that could be of great important to his wife. He did not mention the Executive Assembly at all?" I asked.
"Oh," Kukla said, realization dawning on her face. I wondered if I, and my sister, had overestimated her intelligence, "he mentioned something about a committee to which he had been selected. He said only that it was something chosen by the Peers and..." she stopped suddenly, realizing she had said too much. It was strange how clearly I could see this now, this little dance.
"And?" I asked.
"And..." she hesitated, then spoke with a sigh, "that it did not pay any additional money." It was quite clear now that Sir Sakşakçı had either concealed the nature of his elevation from his wife...or was completely ignorant to it.
"Your husband is too modest it would seem. A mere committee!" I said jovially, "He has been selected as one of only five assemblymen in the entire realm to act as my executive counselors. Your husband will rank with Duke Hain, Lord Örnek, Lord Sadik, and Duke Göstermelik. He will be making decisions that affect the entire Empire." Kukla's eyes began to swim. Her mouth dropped open slightly.
"Hain and Sadik?" she asked, pinpointing the factional leaders in the Peerage.
"And Örnek and Göstermelik," I finished.
"My husband?" she asked incredulously. She seemed completely dazed now but I could tell she was trying to keep her composure, to not give anything away while she figured out the nature of the
"I admit, I have had little contact with your husband. But it seems he has the respect of the Lords," I said, "Think of all the other men of greater means that could have been selected. It must be your husband's wisdom that attracted the votes of the Peers."
"Yes, I am sure that is it," Kukla said wryly. Apparently she well understood the limitations of her husband and could not, despite some effort, hide her disdain for him. I could almost hear her swearing him for his stupidity under her breath. He did not understand the import of his office. But apparently his wife did. This was a coup if I could play my cards right.
"Well this is a pleasant surprise as well, not only to be able to offer you congratulations, but also to bring you the very news!" I said with enthusiasm. Kukla nodded dreamily. But I could see the gears of her mind working; she was trying to figure things out.
"My Sultanah," she said after a brief pause, "forgive me, but I must ask you something."
"Of course," I said, and now it was clear she was grasping the situation.
"I am humbled and honored that you have chosen to congratulate me on my husband's recent...elevation. But, why me? I told you where my husband had gone, you could have congratulated him," Kukla said. She seemed to have controlled her swoon now and she was looking at me with clearer eyes. Penetrating eyes. I felt a slight flutter and wondered what it meant.
"You would not believe that I simply prefer to bring pleasant tidings to women, would you?" I said coyly and Kukla smiled. I wondered now the best tact. I could continue to hint at things, to play the game I had been playing. But I had already thrown her off balance. There were limits to my time and what I could achieve with winks and nudges. Now, I decided, was the time to be blunt and honest. If this wife was shrewd and intelligent, as I suspected she was, then she would appreciate some straightforward talk, just between us girls.
"Your husband is a man of little material wealth and even lesser reputation," I said coldly, Kukla reared back as though smacked, but did not dare contradict me, "Duke Hain, Lord Örnek, Lord Sadik, and Duke Göstermelik are amongst the most powerful men in the land. It just so happens that two of those men, the two you named, lead the two largest factions at court. Your husband was selected, I suspect, for his pliability. The men of the Assembly do not respect, perhaps should not respect him, and so they engineered his elevation so that he could be bribed, cheaply, and used as a tool." Kukla's eyes grew wide and her mouth opened once, then closed again.
"I..." she began after a long pause.
"Do not feel the need to defend him; I do not begrudge your decision to marry him. It was shrewd, a quality I appreciate," I said quickly, not knowing whether she actually intended to defend him or not. Her eyes flashed in recognition of the compliment.
"Hain and Sadik are going to pull out all the stops to buy your husband's vote. Hain is richer and so, if he were buying your husband, he would win," I finished. Kukla made a non-committal gesture with her hands.
"But those men, and all the Peers, have underestimated your husband. They did not realize that he is a mere puppet, a cipher. They did not realize that they will be trying to bribe an inanimate object. I came to congratulate you because, without your knowledge, you have earned a spot by proxy on the Executive Assembly. And to ask that you support my choice for Chancellor of the Council." I said finally. I crossed my arms in front of my breasts and peered forward. I watched Kukla's movements, trying to read their significance. For a moment I saw her think about denying my charge, to claim she was nothing more than a devoted wife and mother. I had stripped away her mask and she felt uncomfortable in the glare. But I saw her recognition that I had found the truth, and her respect that I had done so. After a few moments, she gestured to the chair opposite her.



"Please, have a seat. It is a humble table, but it is what we have," she said, with significance placed on each word that tumbled from her mouth. I started to cross the room and made my way to the chair. My body moved in a slinky way that I hadn't necessarily intended. But I could not help, it felt right.
"Well then, let's talk about what you have. And what you want," I said as I sat down. I settled into my chair and sat facing Kukla. I did not speak; I decided to let her speak first. And first, she seemed content to wait, but eventually, she chose to speak first, obviously a little flattered by the recognition and excited by her sudden boon.
"Well," she said, "You claim that Hain and Sadik would bribe my husband with money and that Hain has more money. So you want someone other than Hain or Lord Örnek to be chancellor and you offer, what?" she asked.
"So you are familiar with the factions then?" I said. I had not mentioned that Lord Örnek was in Hain's camp. She was evidentially was. She looked at me thoughtfully for a moment.
"I don't think I have to pretend to be something I am not with you, is that right?" Kukla asked, her voice sounding a bit bold, a bit fresh. But I liked it.
"No, it is welcome," I said, "As for my offer...If it is just more money you wanted we wouldn't be talking right?"
"If you thought more money would do it, you would have just given it to Sadik. You don't think you can outbid Hain and you think you can do more. Further, and I say this will due respect to your position as Sultanah and with gratitude that you have come to offer me your congratulations, flattery will not be enough. You see how we live. Money can change that," she said. Now I felt like I was talking to the real Kukla. She had just gotten word of what was happening and she was already seeing the angles. She was sharper than even my sister realized. I smiled.
"Well I am Sultanah, I control levers that Hain might wish he could control," I said archly, "But most assuredly does not. Now."
"Like what?" Kukla said, leaning forward on the table, her breasts heaving inside of her tight corset as she did so. I ignored her looks.
"Well, the position on the Executive Assembly should come with additional awards, perhaps Keeper of the Privy Seal?" I said, using a suggestion I had received earlier. I didn't really know what I was going to offer Kukla, I had hoped she would give some inkling of what she wanted. This was just to test the waters. I knew there had to be something I could give her.
"That is a real position, with real power," she said.
"It is," I agreed.
"You think that lump of cow shit I am married to can handle that? If that is the kind of man you want in your administration, I am beginning to doubt your intelligence," she said boldly. No one had talked to me in that way since my elevation to the throne and I felt myself get hot. But I controlled myself, I had begun the frank exchange of ideas and I had to abide by it now.
"How about something more, ceremonial?" I said. She looked nonplussed and shrugged her shoulders disinterestedly.
"Sure, make him Admiral of the Desert, he won't know what it means anyway," she said. Clearly I was on the wrong track. My instincts had been right before, I needed to drop this and get back to more fruitful ground.
"Well, what about you?" I asked, "After all, that is why I am here. Those others will try to bribe your husband. I want to reason with you. It is clear that your husband has been...inadequate in providing for your needs. Perhaps a little independence would be helpful for you," I said.
"Anything you give me that man will find," she hissed, "He has only ever been good at two things: having noble blood and finding my money so he can piss it away." There was real bitterness in her voice and I felt my heart go to her slightly. It could not have been easy living in a place like this, with a man such as her husband, especially when he own mind was so clearly sharp. I reached forward slightly and grasped Kukla's hand. She almost pulled it back, but I held tight and she looked at me closely.
"Do not think that because I was born a Princess that I do not understand you," I said evenly, "It must be difficult, to have pulled yourself up with intelligence and beauty and to have married into a noble family with an ancient name, only to find that his blue blood had worn so thin that it was lower than yours." I could tell as I was speaking that she was growing riled. Her cheeks grew darker and her fists clenched. I was touching a nerve.
"I have never been ashamed of who I am," she said fiercely.
"And I do not expect you to be ashamed. I do not blame people for the accidents of birth. How could I?" I said and then looked down briefly, between my legs. Kukla caught the glance and I saw her sense my meaning, "Nor do I blame a woman for doing what is necessary to survive; it is what I do every day. And it is what the men in our lives are not burdened with understanding." I did not know if I was striking on the right vein. She was a tough woman to read and possibly too intelligent to allow me to gain her trust so quickly. But, then again, I was being sincere. Everything I said was true, even if I ultimately hoped it would get me what I wanted. Kukla gave me a hard look for several seconds, as though she were thinking about whether or not to tell me something. Finally, she let out a low sigh and spoke.
"I know what it is to be scorned, to be on the bottom, for something you cannot help Sultanah. I don't regret that I hear what they say about you, the wives especially, at court. But you should hear what they say about me. About my idiot husband. But the thing is, what they say is true. I am of common birth. I was poor. I did fuck an idiot to get a seat at the table. But I became the woman I am from eating garbage and sleeping in streets. Those women could not live for a minute in my shadow."
"I don't regret...what it took to make me the Sultanah, even if they hate and resent me for it," I said. She nodded slowly. I watched as her eyes slowly turned toward the door, leading into her children's room. I had an idea, and I pounced, "I just expected...I expected it to buy me some security. I exposed myself to the world, my real nature. Now you and all those ladies at court know my most private details. And I thought, once it was proven I deserved to be on the throne, that people would let me sit securely on it. But the lords don't respect me; they are trying to usurp the power that far worse Sultan's than I have accepted as their birthright. Because I am a woman. They are taking away my security." Kukla was listening, but her eyes were staring off as though she was thinking deeply.
"If I were a man as clever as I am, I would be in far different circumstances. I thought it meant something to be the wife of a nobleman. I thought it was a guarantee that I couldn't ever live like this again. That my children would never have to live like this. But my husband is so foolish that I cannot keep him in line. And whatever benefits he should be entitled to are denied him, because he married common street trash. He is already talking of mortgaging his property. If he dies without paying it off...my children will inherit nothing. It will all be for naught. They won't even really be considered noble." she said, sounding more angry than sad now. But I knew I was on the right track. I thought back to something I had heard earlier in the day.
"Are you familiar with Lady Dul?" I asked. Kukla seemed jarred by the sudden change in my line of questioning. For a moment she seemed off balance, but then she answered me.
"Lord Dul's widow? The 18 year old girl?"
"The heiress to the Castle of Arazi," I corrected, "Lord Dul died without children. His brothers are all dead and had no children. He had no sisters. His young wife is the only possible heir. Further, her parents and brothers are dead too, though everyone involved left an impeccable name," I said.
"Yes, I am familiar with her situation," she said, become more guarded in her speech now. She could tell I was using her words, searching for a way to secure her vote. She was smart enough to remain aloof as I did so. I pressed on, back on the pursuit. I felt my heart pumping with excitement, I felt slightly light-headed.
"And you must know she is the most eligible lady in the Empire," I said, brushing the hair out of my face and giving her a slightly devious look. For a moment I reflected on how closely this experience seemed to mirror seduction. But she spoke again quickly before I could fully explore the idea.
"I do," she replied. I could tell she was starting to gain an inkling of where I was going, her eyes were growing bright.
"Since her father is dead, it is my role as Sultanah, it is my duty, and my right, to ensure a suitable marital match for the young widow. As you know, a woman, generally, cannot hold property. I, as Sultanah, must hold the castle and the lands on the Lady Dul behalf until a husband is procured. That husband, of course, would then take custody of her property."
"It is an ancient and honored position that you hold, father of the Empire. It is like the Lady Dul is your daughter," Kukla said. I saw her cheeks flushing slightly and her chest was rising and falling more rapidly as she grew excited.
"Of course, it is also customary and appropriate that the Sultan receive some consideration for his role, of in this case, her role in ensuring a prosperous match. My High Priestess, Cin, is currently negotiating with several suitors who all deeply love the lady Dul. And her land," I said. I had been discussing that issue, in fact, with Cin that morning well before the issue of the Executive Assembly had been raised. I had not even considered the implications of that conversation until I spoke with Kukla. It seemed my plan was bearing fruit.
"Who wouldn't love 4'7 woman weighing 400 pounds? Her mustache is most appealing," Kukla replied, offering me a wicked grin. She licked her lips slightly in anticipation.
"Do you believe your son would love her?" I asked, raising my eyebrows. It seemed as though a tremor ran up Kukla's spine.
"He is a good boy. He love what his mother tells him to love. Though...it would be some time before he is ready to love a woman. He is but 10 years old. A lot can change in 8 years," she explained.
"Nonsense!" I said, "There is no reason why they cannot be wed now. By proxy of course. The boy would remain with you until his 18th birthday. Then he would go to his wife of 8 years and consummate the marriage. She will be 26 and in the prime of her life for the production of heirs. It would be morally sound and completely legal," I said, "More importantly, the instant the legal wedding went through, Lady Dul's new husband would be the legal possessor of all her estates. If the new husband's father, for example, pissed away all of his own property, the boy's property would remain. It would be under my control until he turned 18." I could feel that I was getting close, the excitement was electric. Kukla looked the same, her eyes had an intensity that I would not have expected, even from her.
"I look forward to welcoming the young woman into my family," she said, her breath coming out as a whisper.
"I hear she is very pliable. I am sure she will make a fine daughter-in-law," I said. "Do we have a deal?" I extended my hand now and looked over at Kukla. Her breasts were rising and falling in her corset and her delicate hands were twisting around one another rapidly. Her hair was slightly in her eyes but she seemed to be looking past it, past me even. After a moment, she turned her head and looked toward the door where the maid had retired. She seemed to almost speak, and then she sighed.
"There are two children in that room," She said, and slowly turned back to face me. Kukla would never sell herself cheap; she was going to make me work for it. I nodded; I respected her for her nerve in turning down a very lucrative offer. I could walk away now and she would be ruined. But I might be also. And I had the means, so I decided to blink first. My mind flashed to another conversation I had had the previous night, this one with my sister Kardes.
"Have you heard for Sir Toprak Sahibi?" I asked now.
"The old man, I know him well. I know of him at least. My husband used to drink with him," she said.
"All the better," I said, "But you are not entirely right." I bit my lip in a manner that suggested there was more information. And, from Kardes, I knew that there was.
"How so?" Kukla asked thickly.
"He was an old man. He is no longer among us," I responded.
"They are dropping like flies," she said, but her voice did not sound sorry. In fact, it sounded like she was practically vibrating with excitement, getting more out of me.
"He has no children or siblings. His wife is dead and she had only an old spinster sister," I explained. Kukla nodded slowly.
"A shame, though I suppose that is good for you," she said, knowing that by law his property reverted to the crown, "he owned whole blocks of the city of Şehir and collected considerable rents."
"He told me a charming story once, about your daughter. About how when he used to come to visit your husband she would call him 'uncle' and fetch him whatever he asked. It sounds like he truly loved her and she loved him as a second father," I said. I saw Kukla's eyes narrow slightly and she tilted her head to the side.
"I must admit Sultanah, I do not recall..."
"You should recall," I interrupted. I spoke with grave significance in my voice and raised my eyebrows as I spoke. I had, of course, heard no such story about Kukla's daughter. I was spinning a web, "Because it was that affection that caused Sir Toprak Sahibi to will all of his property to your daughter. A document can be produced to that effect" I said. And I truly meant "produced." I would have to have Cin work on a forgery.
"My Gunes!" Kukla said, legitimately startled this time. I saw her eyes grow wide and her chest was rising and falling rapidly. Her cheeks were red and her eyes looked almost feverish.
"Now, as Sultanah that property belongs to me. A lord cannot will away that kind of property," I said hastily. I saw Kukla's fall somewhat, wondering where I was going. I paused a moment longer before continuing, "But, I am a woman and therefore easily swayed by emotional appeal. I might give into this feminine impulse and grant the old man's wish, nonetheless. I could grant property to your young daughter, as was the owner's wishes. It would be held for her until she turned 18. Then, with the value in the land increasing over time coupled with her noble name, she could essentially pick whatever husband she wanted. She wouldn't be stuck with a...lesser man." As I spoke these words I looked at Kukla out of the corner of my eye. I saw her twitch slightly.
I was proud of myself for coming up with this plan, essentially, on the spur of the moment. I had come a long way since I had first ascended to the throne. I was no longer a child. I knew what I had as leverage and knew how to use it to get what I wanted. It was just a matter of how long it would take Kukla to agree. After a long pause, she spoke.
"You said that the land would be held until she turned 18. By whom? You as well?" she asked. I could see what she wanted in her eyes. Greed had made her less circumspect in her words and actions. I smiled because it indicated I was very close. I suspected there was only one thing left to do and I would finish the deal. And it would not cost me a cent.
"Officially, yes. It would have to be me. Anything else would not be respected," I said and Kukla nodded, she could tell I was going to say more, "But, I already have far too many properties to manage at this point. I will have to appoint someone to administer the lands, to make sure they are not spoiled before she reaches maturity."
"A wise and prudent decision," Kukla said, her voice choked with excitement.
"It could not be her father. His duties on the Executive Assembly are too important. Besides, if he were to administer the land directly, it could be counted against his property for the purposes of taxes. But perhaps...yes a legal fiction would help us here. Everyone will know that your husband administers the land, but I will put your daughter's property in your name until she reaches the age of 18. That way it will not affect the family for taxation purposes, but I will not be burdened by management. And of course, as an administrator, you are entitled to the yearly profits on the land," I explained slowly. The more and more I spoke, the overwhelmed Kukla seemed to be. Her entire body was trembling and she licked her lips nervously.
"Deal," she said quickly, almost as soon as the words were out of my mouth. It was like she was afraid I would take it all back in an instant.
"What kind of deal?" I asked, making sure that I her completely on the hook and I wanted to hear her say it back to me.
"My son will be betrothed to Lady Dul and married to her by proxy. His land will be held for him until he can consummate the marriage on his 18th birthday. My daughter will receive Sir Sir Toprak Sahibi's land and I will administer it until she reached the age of 18th," She was almost salivating over the last point.
"Halfway there," I said. I wasn't doing this out of the kindness of my heart.
"And you will have my husband's vote on the Executive Assembly. For whatever you want, as many times as you want," she said, her body almost going limp as she said it.
"I will draw up the letters guaranteeing your children their inheritance," I said, but I looked over the table sharply now and pointed my finger at Kukla, "But you don't get them until Lord Sadik is sitting in the Chancellor's seat. You work, and I will pay."
"It is already done," Kukla said easily, "My husband doesn't have the balls to go against anything that I say. Hain can bribe him with every penny he has, but he can't top me." She spoke with so much confidence and composure that I could not help but believe here. I leaned back in the chair, catching my breath. It was over. I had won. I had outmaneuvered my enemies before they even knew we were maneuvering. I felt a sudden warmth wash over me, a feeling of triumph and also joy and the humiliation of my enemies. It was nearly orgasmic. I sat for a few moments and just enjoyed the feeling of victory. But, after a few minutes, Kukla suddenly spoke.
"You know I always liked you from the beginning," she said finally, and I was a bit taken aback. Part of me had forgotten she was even there. Another part of me had no expected such a candid statement, "I always thought that smaller lords should side with the Royalty most of the time. Especially when the major magnates are resistant to the crown. Important lords hate minor lords, but a Sultanah in distress...she needs all of the support from the Peerage she can get." Kukla raised her eyebrows and I was impressed by how easily she had diagnosed my problem. If only more of the small noblemen agreed with her.
"But your husband disagreed?" I said, judging from the way she was speaking, I had surmised as much. She shrugged.
"I could never figure out his distaste for you," she paused for a moment and lifted her hand, "But he never liked you, ever since that meeting of the Peers at the Kule Tower the day after your father died. He sometimes mumbles some half-cracked political notions to explain his position, but they really don't add up to anything. In all honesty, do you want to know what it is?" Kukla asked conspiratorially. She leaned forward further on the table, her breasts pressed into the rough wood of its surface. Now that the negotiations were over, I didn't need to pretend I was ignoring the beauty of her body.



"What is it?" I asked, my voice barely a whisper. I leaned in too, my face now just a few inches from hers.
"Your cock," she said and my eyebrows raised. I assumed she was next going to tell me he didn't like a genetic freak on the throne. I would not have liked it, but it would not have been surprising to me. That was the impression I got from most of the Peers. Instead, she said something entirely different, "My husband said that the Priestess of Gunes proved that your cock worked. I think he resented it. My husband claims he had a riding accident right after our youngest was conceived. I think he just can't get it up anymore because he drinks himself into oblivion most nights. Regardless, his cock no longer works. He is jealous of you," she explained, her voice growing thicker and sultrier with each syllable. Her breasts were essentially heaving on the table and I could see her pink tongue looking fat against her teeth as she spoke.
"How long has it been?" I asked, then a moment later, "Since he was injured?"
"Years and years," she said, letting each word drip with meaning.
"That is a very difficult thing for a faithful wife..." I said, raising my eyebrows.
"For all his faults...always faithful," she said. We looked at each other across the shabby table for several minutes. I could feel the blood coursing through my body. It seemed like Kukla was growing more and more attractive by the moment. The air was filled with the scent of her body, delicate and sweet. Finally, without really thinking what I was going to say, I spoke.
"We have talked a lot tonight about what I could do for your children and I am very happy with our agreement," I said, "But lady, as a boon, is there anything that I can do for you?"
It was like my words had provoked something, something that I had hoped to trigger without even knowing it. As soon as the last sound slipped from my lips, I heard Kukla let out a low groan. She stood quickly, knocking her chair back on the floor. She walked quickly and elegantly around the table. As she did so, she let her loose robe slip from her shoulders and fall onto the into a pile, she stood before me now wearing only her tight corset and her white bloomers. Though, "stood" would be an incorrect characterization. She moved quickly around the table until she was in front of me.
Without pausing she dropped down so that she was sitting in my lap. It was a bit of a surprise and I let out a little yelp. She was slightly taller than me and not so small that she could easily fit in my lap and I instinctively wrapped my arms around her to keep her from falling. I could feel her tightly packed flesh and the heat it gave off through the silky fabric of her corset. Her ass fell warm against my lap and her silky leg felt smooth against my own. Her large breasts were essentially pushed into my face and she was looking down at me, her eyes fluttering.
She continued to move decisively before I could even react. She bent her head down and, at the same time, reached her right hand down and grasped my chin. She turned my head upward, facing toward her. I looked into her shimmering eyes and could see her white teeth smiling between her thick lips. Her eyes closed and she leaned forward. Instinctively, my eyes closed as well. A few moments later I felt the long, loose strands of her hair as they cascaded over my face. Shortly thereafter I felt a warm pressure against my lips. I felt Kukla's lips part slightly and sensed the shivering warmth of her thick tongue as it played across my mouth. I opened up to receive her and I felt Kukla's tongue plunge into my mouth. I pushed my own tongue out as well, rising to meet hers. I could taste the sweet, rough sensation of her tongue and I could hear her moan slightly as she tasted me.
The sound seemed to wake me slightly. What was I doing? How had this even occurred? I suppose we had both felt it in the negotiation. It had been building towards something. But, I had assumed, it was the excitement of meeting an intellectual equal and attempting to come to a mutually agreeable contract. But there had clearly been some kind of undercurrent that we had both been riding. In fact, it had almost felt natural when she had come across the table and kissed me.
But this wasn't right. The name Sultan Zina II flashed into my mind briefly. I could not remember the entire story that I had learned from my tutors as a child. But I remember that he had been deposed and executed by a mob of peers led by his younger brother. He was accused of, among other things, seducing the wives and daughters of the nobles and turning them against the throne. In fact, he had allegedly seduced his sister-in-law, the act that ultimately pushed his brother into the arms of the conspirators and ended his reign. This was a dangerous act I was engaged in, tampering with the marital vows of my Peers.
But even as I thought this, I felt Kukla's left hand snake down into the neckline of my robe. I felt her warm fingers press against the taut flesh around my clavicle. The tips of her fingers felt soft, but firm. I felt her hand slipping inside of my robe, pressing against the flesh of my chest and then rising up as it slipped across the swell of the top of my breast. A moment later, Kukla's finger's gently pressed against my already hardened nipple. I groaned and squeezed her tighter. Any ideas I had about the impropriety of my actions or the danger they posed were quickly whisked away. Her husband was an impotent fool. She was a strong, desirable woman. They had no love match. She deserved this for her years of neglect and I deserved it for giving her everything she wanted. I kissed her more deeply now.
I kept my left hand wrapped around her back. She was sitting in my lap somewhat sideways, her legs facing perpendicular to my own. Her body was twisted to face me. Her hand was still slipped, somewhat awkwardly, into my robe. Her hand had moved down entirely now so that it wrapped lovingly around my breast. I could feel my nipple pressing into the flesh of her palm and she was rotating her hand slightly. She was still looking down at me. I opened my eyes now slightly and I could see her face just above me, gazing at me with a fiery, sensual glare. I lifted my right hand up and slipped in around the back of her neck. I pulled her down closer towards me.
Our lips pressed more firmly together and I could feel her body tremble at my touch. Our lips opened together now and I could feel Kukla's tongue eagerly exploring my mouth. I felt its hot thickness slipping around my teeth and pressing against my own tongue. I felt my mouth fill with saliva and I could feel her pulling it into her mouth, tasting me. Her tongue moved in and out of my mouth languidly, touching me all over.
She moved her tongue at the same time she rubbed at my breast. Her fingers now became more responsive. Instead of just running her fingers across my nipple, I felt her take my little node of flesh and rub it gently between her thumb and forefinger. It felt like there was a string attached from my nipple to my cunny and my cock. Every little movement seemed to pull on them, making me more and more excited. My body felt warm all over and I found it hard to keep from fidgeting on the chair. I heard myself moaning loudly now into Kukla's mouth. I pushed my tongue into her mouth, trying to grab some more of the sensation. In response, it seemed, Kukla broke our kiss. She was still looking down at me, her hair (now shaken totally loose) draped around us.
"Ohh," she said, her voice taking on a naughty air, "I had almost forgotten what that was like." As she said these last words, her eyes darted down slightly. For a moment I was not sure what she was talking about. But I could feel pressure in my lap and I realized that she felt it as well. I smiled up at her, keeping my hand on the back of her neck and rubbing it gently. She was still rubbing my breast as we spoke.
"Do you remember what a real cock looks like?" I asked in a heavy voice. Kukla smiled mischievously.
"I think you'll have to show me," she responded slowly. Then she carefully slipped her body off of my lap so that she was standing. She immediately dropped down to her knees on her floor. Now I stood quickly. My robe was not so loose that I could completely conceal my hardened cock. Not that I wanted to. But Kukla could see it poking through the fabric. She reached up quickly, and placed her palm against it. I felt the blood rushing in my ears and my heart seemed to seize. I moaned loudly. Then I quickly reached my hand down and pushed her away.
"Not yet," I said and she giggled in a way that I would not have expected from such a serious woman. Once she settled back down onto the floor, I quickly began to slip from my robe. I had taken to wearing nothing underneath of my robes of late (it did not seem necessary) and after just a few twists and pulls on my clothes, I was standing naked before Kukla. My skin felt cool in the drafty apartment and as I looked down I saw my nipples were hardened, my breasts looked high on my chest, and there were goosebumps on my smooth belly. But if Kukla too any notice of that, she hid it well. Instead, her eyes were glued to my erect cock. My balls were hanging heavy between my legs and my cock seemed to be sticking out directly forward, like it was pointing at Kukla. I could practically hear her mouth watering and she didn't seem to be blinking. It really had been a long time.
"People have told me all my life that I walk around like I have a big set of balls," she said in a dreamy voice, "I always joked that I was too pretty to have balls. I was, obviously, mistaken. Sultanah, you are beautiful." Kukla spoke in a hushed tone, one that seemed to indicate real reverence for my body. I felt my cheeks grow red as I could feel her sincerity.
"Thank you," was all I could manage to stutter. I spoke as I was sitting back down in my chair. The rough material felt slightly uncomfortable, in a good way, on my bare ass. My cock was now pointing up, between my breasts and no longer directly facing Kukla. She looked a little disappointed, inching a little closer toward me on her knees.
"May I..." she said after a short pause, "May I accept my boon?" I looked down at Kukla on her knees, her face looking placid and beautiful, her cleavage heaving in her tight corset. I could barely speak, but I knew that I had to.
"You may take what is yours," I said finally. Kukla smiled and inched slightly closer to me. I felt her knees press against my toes on the floor. She reached up slowly and her hands eventually rested on my knees. Her skin so welcome against my own that just her touch was enough to make me groan. I felt a gentle pressure as Kukla spread my legs open slightly. I felt her body push between my knees. In a moment, she was completely between my legs, my thighs touching her arms. Her breasts were only an inch or two from touching my balls and I felt my cock twitching in anticipation.
"I hope I have not forgotten how this is done," she said slyly. As she spoke, she lifted her left hand from her side. She draped it over my leg so that my thigh was resting in her armpit. Then her hand snaked up over my leg and I felt her fingers slip around the base of my cock. Her grip was delicate but firm and I shivered at her touch. After a moment, she pushed down slightly with her hand. I felt her fingers press deeply into my scrotum, touching my aching balls. The skin of my cock, already taut from my erection, stretched hard against my flesh. I shifted somewhat uncomfortably on the chair.
"It is a pretty cock Sultanah," Kukla said. My eyes traveled up from my own cock and stared into her face. Her lips were glistening with saliva and her hair was pushed seductively over her eyes. She bit her lip slightly and her unobscured eye winked at me slightly. I heard her take a slight breath and her head dropped quickly into my lap.
"Oh Gunes!" I screamed an instant later. I could hardly believe what I was feeling. In an instant, Kukla had taken my entire cock into her mouth! She had essentially slammed into her mouth without a second thought. I could feel the warm pressure as it pressed against the back of her throat. I felt her gag instantly and her throat seemed to close tightly around the shaft of my cock, holding me tight in a particularly wonderful way.
Kukla's eyes were opened and she was staring at my stomach and I could see tears developing. I expected her to pull my cock out of her mouth and let it slip along her tongue, as other women had done in the past. In fact, I was looking forward to the sensation. I was surprised, instead, when I felt Kukla's fingers start to dig deeply into the flesh around my knee. Her body stayed still. Only her head moved. But rather that pulled back, Kukla pushed farther. She drove my cock deeper and deeper into her throat. I felt the tip of my cock bouncing hard against the back of her throat over and over again as she tried to push it farther and farther.
Her throat was making a loud clicking noise in Kukla's throat as she continued to bounce the back of her throat up and down on my cock. Her eyes were streaming with tears now. What's more, all the while she was gagging continuously. Her throat seemed to get tighter and hotter around my hard cock. But rather than stopping this seemed to make her push harder and faster.
The entire time she was moving, I could hear and feel her humming slightly. Even about the clicking sound of her throat, I could hear was sounded like one long moan. This moan seemed to send vibrations throughout my entire body. I could feel the tingling sensation all the way up at my nipples. They grew harder and more sensitive. So sensitive that just the mild breeze from the drafty room seemed to tickle and excite them. I wanted to reach up and play with my nipples, but I was too mesmerized by Kukla's actions and the intense sensations that followed them.
I soon became aware of another sensation. Kukla's constant gagging had apparently been filling her mouth with a thick, viscous saliva. I could feel it dripping out of her mouth and dribbling down her chin. It was pooling in a warmish puddle on the chair, just below my balls. If this bothered Kukla, she didn't show. But the added lubrication seemed to help push my cock harder and more rapidly into her throat. And it made the intense feeling her touch against my cock more smooth, almost velvety.
After several minutes of fucking Kukla's throat, she finally pulled back slightly. The clicking sound stopped. Her lips slipped slowly up my shaft, her tongue running up the length of it as she did so. The pounding pressure on the tip of my cock slowed and I enjoyed the slippery sensation of tongue against my flesh. I heard her take a deep, gasping breath, catching up with what had been lost while she'd repeatedly taken my cock in her throat. Kukla's thick saliva slipped out of the corner of her mouth and dripped down the length of my shaft. I was surprised by how much spit there was, and how thick and warm it felt.
Kukla seemed to notice it as well. A little more than just the tip of my cock was still in Kukla's mouth. Her eyes were still watering and she looked up at me from my lap. They looked so big and glassy as she stared up at me. Then I noticed a suddenly sharp, but not unpleasant, pressure on the tip of my cock. I heard a strange slurping noise. I looked down and I could see the thick saliva that Kukla had pulled from her throat was quickly slipped up my shaft! The slurping noise and the pressure grew more intense and I realized that Kukla was sucking her saliva back into her mouth. Her spit felt cool and deliciously dirty as it pulled in big ropes up the length of my cock. I moaned loudly and felt my body slump in my chair. After a few moments, Kukla had successfully pulled a large amount of her spit back into her mouth, though some of it still pooled in the hairless area at the base of my cock and dripped down my balls.
Despite my expectation that she would stop and rest for a moment, Kukla was instantly acting again. Her mouth was now full of thick, soupy saliva and her lips were wrapped around the base of my cock. I felt my head swim and had a strange, crawling feeling in my lower back as Kukla began to swirl her tongue around the tip of my cock. Her tongue was very knowing, probing my most sensitive areas and slipping around on my foreskin. The saliva seemed to lubricate and quicken her actions as well as add waves of touch and sensation that wouldn't have been there otherwise. The whole while, Kukla was continuing to hum slowly, sending vibrations through her tongue and even through the saliva. My hands quickly gripped the armrests on my chair and I sucked in breath quickly. My nipples felt harder than ever but I was too afraid to grab them, too nervous that I couldn't handle the additional pleasure. For a few minutes, I just let Kukla lick and suckle on my cock, the tension growing greater and greater each second. I was suddenly overcome by the need to make noise.
"Oh Gunes," I moaned instead, "I see how you managed to marry a nobleman!" I was not sure where the observation came from and I wasn't positive that it was an inoffensive remark. But the thought had suddenly occurred that her undeniable skill in the bedroom could have explained her rapid social rise.
Kukla stopped moving for a moment. I whimpered as my eyes shot opened. Kukla still had the tip of my cock in her mouth but she was not long sucking, no longer humming. Her eyes looked sharper now and it looked like there was the barest hint of a smile on her face. Her mouth opened and the thick saliva dropped in a large, slippery blob onto the tip of my cock. It poured down over the tip and ran, warm and slippery, down the length of my shaft. I felt a shiver run down my back as the saliva dripped down around my balls and pulled with the other spit and cunny liquids pooling on my chair.
"I did what aristocratic girls wouldn't," she said simply, more saliva drooling from her mouth and landing on my cock as she spoke. As though that were a signal, Kukla once again drove her head down between my legs. In a fraction of an instant, I felt my cock pressing into the back of Kukla's throat, my balls pressing against her chin, and her warm mouth wrapped around my shaft. I breathed in quickly, having forgotten how intense her actions could be.
Kukla continued in this manner for some time. She would bounce my cock against the back of her throat, gagging and choking but not stopping. The room was filled with the clicking sounds of her throat and the humming she continued to provide. Saliva poured from her mouth and dripped onto my body and her hair had become somewhat wild. Every once in a while, Kukla would stop to catch her breath and pull my cock from her throat. She would suck up all the loose saliva and bath the tip of my cock with her tongue. The room smelled heavily of our arousal. All I could do to control myself was hold on tightly to my chair. I could barely think, I could only moan and feebly attempt to keep my balance.
I don't recall how long this occurred or how many times my cock re-entered the noblewoman's throat. But however long it last, the ending was spectacular. I could feel the tension building inside of me and it seemed to grow exponentially each time my cock slammed into the back of Kukla's throat. The entire length of my shaft felt buffeted by thick, warm saliva. I was groaning loudly and I felt my muscles tightening. Each thrust of my cock seemed to tick up the tension, like a watch being wound. Finally, Kukla pushed my cock all the way into the back of her throat and then sort of shook her head back and forth, rubbing her tongue roughly against my shaft and causing herself to gag harder than before. The pressure this placed on my cock was all I could handle.



"Oh fuck Kukla, Gunes!" I moaned loudly. My hands shot up from my sides, grabbing onto Kukla's head and pushing, keeping my cock buried just where it was. I felt my body grow extremely tight and all thoughts outside of my immediate discomfort completely disappeared. My eyes slammed shut and my anus tightened. I felt a sudden, jet-like burst between my legs and I felt a tingling, numb, warmth spread down from the tip of my cock. Is moved rapidly down my shaft and then seemed to spread out all over my body in every direction. Wherever this sensation spread the muscles seemed to relax instantly. I felt the air go out of my lungs as my body grew limper and limper. The only other physical sensation I was aware of was the feeling of hot, pent-up seed pouring from the tip of my cock and spraying into Kukla's mouth.
After a few minute or so, the warming relaxation from my orgasm spread to my arms as well. The muscles grew limp and my fingers fell from the top of Kukla's head. Instantly, her mouth pulled back from my cock and I could hear her breathing deeply from her nose. I looked down at Kukla. Her eyes were slightly red and running, her face was flushed, and there was a slight smile on her face. As her lips slide up the now-sensitive shaft of my cock I saw big globs of saliva and seed pouring out of her mouth and dripping onto my body. Even then, the last few tremors of my orgasm were working through my body, putting a last bit of seed in Kukla's mouth. Finally, her mouth completely slipped from my cock and more of the seed and saliva mixture poured from her mouth in a large glob. It landed wet and slippery on my cock. I looked down at it and saw that it was literally dripping with the juices that Kukla and I had deposited on it.
"Oh Gunes," she gargled around the remaining liquid in her mouth, I forgot how much I love the taste of fresh seed!" Kukla's eyes were enflamed now though less watery. We were both gasping for breath and smiling at one another. The room smelled heavily of my seed, but I could sense something else well. The smell of Kukla's arousal was distinct, a savory aroma. Her breasts were heaving in her corset and she looked wild with excitement. She had leaned back slightly and spread her legs. I could see a patch on her bloomers where they covered her cunny and they were sopping wet, nearly see-through.
"Oh my lady," I said coyly, "It has been years for you. However much you like my seed, I am sure you need more than that." Kukla bit her lower lip, fluttered her eyelashes, and nodded.
"Yes Sultanah, I need it bad," she said. I patted the table in front of me and gestured with my chin.
"Have a seat," I said. I turned now so that I was facing the table. My cock was softening slightly now and it fell onto the hard wooden chair between my legs. There was a thick pool of saliva and seed there and my cock rested in the cooling liquid. I was ready to give rather than receive.
Kukla did not require any additional orders. She quickly rose from her place on her knees and moved over toward the table. She hoisted herself up onto the solid furniture, turned while she did so and placing her ass down on the table top. She adjusted herself slightly and, in a matter of moments, she was sitting on the table, facing me directly in my chair. Her knees were nearly touching my shoulder and from that close spot, the scent of her cunny was even more acute. I felt my mouth watering.
"Let's get these off," I said, my voice sounding thick. I reached forward slowly and slipped my fingers into the waistband of Kukla's bloomers. Her skin felt incredibly smooth and deliciously warm and I felt her shake a little at my touch. She lifted her ass up off of the table and allowed me to easily slip her bloomers down and drop them on the floor.
Kukla spread her legs wide now and inched closer to the edge of the table. I could actually feel the warmth coming off of her cunny now and it was dripping fragrant juices onto the table. I looked down at her cunny and saw that it was tight, red slit with a tiny, hard clitoris. Her cunny was shaven clean in the growing fashion of the day. Her skin seemed to glow with sexual energy. I licked my lips and wanted nothing more than to drop my head between Kukla's legs and taste her sweet body. In fact, I started to lean forward.
"Oh Sultanah, please give me what I need," Kukla whimpered. It felt good to hear her begging for me, but it suddenly reminded me of who I was and what I was doing. I was the Sultanah. No matter how much fun I was having with this skilled woman, she was still beneath me socially. There was no shame in sleeping with a woman below my station, but I could not bow my head between her legs. I sighed deeply, realizing that the interplay between my responsibilities and my pleasures never seemed to become less complex.
Nonetheless, I had promised the lady pleasure and I still desperately wanted to provide it. I leaned forward now but kept my head up. Kukla raised her arms and drew them about my body. I lifted my hands as well. My left hand snaked around Kukla's back, pulling her close. The other, dropped between Kukla's legs. My hand felt the humidity of Kukla's cunny and I could feel her body trembling around me. I looked up and saw Kukla's eyes looking down at me, agitated and desperate. They darted back forth from my eyes and down, trying to see between her legs.
"Yes..." was all she managed to whisper. I moved my fingers forward and felt the tips press into the warm, wet flesh of Kukla's cunny. The noblewoman groaned loudly and I felt her shiver. Involuntarily it seemed, her hips rocked slightly. I drew my fingers up and down Kukla's slit, letting my fingers slip slightly inside of her body. Kukla groaned loudly now and her hips grew more insistent. I moved my fingers up to the top of Kukla's cunny, finding her aching clit with the tip of my finger.
"Gunes fuck me!" Kukla groaned in the back of her throat and her body instantly grew tense in my arms. I smiled, after all I was Gunes' representative. I circled my index finger slowly around on Kukla's clit. I teased her slightly, never moving as fast or as hard as her hips seemed to indicate she wanted. I heard her sighing and felt her body growing more and more agitated with each movement.
"Patience Kukla," I said, adding to the tease.
"Fuck patience, it's been years," she said, her voice sounding more like the street girl she had once been than the noblewoman she now was. I liked it, "I can't..." she started, but didn't go further. Instead I felt her push away from me slightly, sitting back a little on the table. I was confused at first, but I kept my fingers circling Kukla's dripping clit. Kukla's hands flew to her chest. Her tight corset linked in the front and her expert fingers rapidly unhooked the clasps. While I continued to play with her cunny, Kukla tore her corset from her body and threw it to the side her room.
Kukla's skin was slightly was slightly red from the corset's pull, but I was shocked to see how little she seemed to need it. She likely wore the corset because it was fashionable, but even without it her body remained tight. Her breasts stayed high on her chest, perky and alluring. Her stomach was flat. And her hips flared out dramatically from a narrow waist. As soon as her body was free, Kukla took a deep breath, smiled and leaned back towards me.
As she moved, Kukla's breasts were now only a few inches from my face. Her skin smelled of flowers and sweat and it made my head swim. Her nipples were long and a dark reddish color, similar to the color of her tight slit. They were incredibly erect from her arousal and moved towards my lips as Kukla's breasts bounced slightly from her motion. My mouth watered.
It would be improper for me to lick Kukla's cunny, but I didn't see any problem with tasting her breasts. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth. Kukla knew exactly what I wanted and she carefully maneuvered one of her beautiful nipples towards my hungry mouth. I felt the silky, hard skin press against my lower lip and then pop easily into my mouth. My lips closed around Kukla's nipples and I tasted her salty flavor. I rolled her nipple around on my tongue, feeling its pleasant density. The smells of Kukla's body filled my nose and enhanced the experience. I began to suck on Kukla's nipple, pulling her in to me closer.
While I was beginning to provide attention to Kukla's beautiful breasts, I decided to stop teasing her as well. I turned my palm up slowly and carefully inserted my index finger in Kukla's tight cunny. She let out a gasp and pulled her legs farther apart, willing me to enter her further. She was so wet that my finger rapidly entered her. Her body was incredibly tight, squeezing my finger to the point it felt like the blood had been cut off. Once I reached the point where my finger knuckle was entering Kukla's body, I pushed my thumb hard against her hard clit. Kukla's body went rigid and her nipple shook in my mouth. Kukla groaned loudly.
"Oh Sultanah, that is so good!" she moaned, her hips pressing into me and begging for more. Kukla leaned forward against me, pressing her nipple more firmly in my mouth. She wrapped one of her arms around my shoulder, pulling me in closer. I felt my chin and nose sink into the soft, velvety flesh of Kukla's breast. I sucked on her nipple harder.
We stayed in that position for a long while. I kept my index finger quickly but gently massaging up against the inside of Kukla's cunny. At the same time, my thumb circled her clitoris, staying wet from the overwhelming deluge of juices form Kukla's cunny. My free arm was wrapped around Kukla's body, holding her close while I sucked on her nipple. Occasionally, Kukla would release my head and I would switch between her nipples, giving equal attention to both. Kukla's arms and even her legs were wrapped around me and her body was shaking like a leaf. The room was filled with the sounds of my slurping tongue and Kukla's restless moans. I could smell nothing but the overwhelming power of Kukla's cunny as it grew warmer and wetter. I could feel myself growing more and more aroused as we rocked together, my cock becoming hard once again.
The longer we stayed in this manner, the faster we moved together. I could feel we were building to something, I knew that Kukla was in desperate need of release. Her breathing was growing more ragged and her motions were become even more erratic. I could hear her almost chanting something under her breath and every time her eyes opened they looked nearly crazy with desire. Finally, I was almost certain she was about to cum. She threw her head back, her body went still.
"Oh Gunes, I need more!" she moaned, "Sultanah, fuck me!" I had not expected her to say that. What's more, I had not realized how badly I had wanted to hear her say that. In an instant I had slipped my arm from around Kukla's waist.
I desperately wanted to get my cock inside of her and I pushed back slightly from the table. Kukla pushed back as well and her nipple popped from my mouth. Finally, my finger slipped, white and squeezed, from Kukla's cunny. I stood up rapidly and my hands flew to Kukla's waist. I felt my fingers sink slightly into her warm flesh and I pulled her ass quickly to the edge of the table. Kukla leaned back slightly on the table, her lips curled in a devilish smile and her breast splaying out delectably across her chest. I looked down at my cock. It was still absolutely coated in Kukla's saliva and my seed. In fact, large globs of the thick liquid were dripping off of the tip and splattering onto the flood. I looked down at Kukla's wet cunny and bit my lower lip. I moved forward slightly
"No don't!" Kukla said suddenly. I stopped, very confused. I looked up at her and her eyes were wide, almost as if she were afraid.
"But..." I started to speak, backing away slightly.
"I know what I said and what...we want," she said her face now red, "But I am still fertile. My husband no longer comes to me...If I am with child...her would know." She said. Like me, she never allowed herself to be completely carried away. I respected that, even if I was very disappointed now.
"I understand my lady," I said disappointedly. My hands moved from Kukla's waist and I backed away slightly. Kukla shook her head and gave me a sensual, mischievous look.
"Don't go away Sultanah. I didn't mean stop entirely," she said coyly. She slid off of the edge of the table, her breasts jiggling slightly, "I discovered a method of maintaining my virginity, back before my husband. When I was trying to snag a nobleman but still trying to have a little fun." She responded. As she said that, she turned around and leaned forward. She pressed her breasts down against the tabletop and leaned up on her elbows. Her ass rose high in the air.
"Put it in my ass Sultanah," she said, her voice nearly breaking with desire, "I always came better that way anyhow." I looked down, somewhat surprised at the suggestion, at Kukla's round ass. Her ass was a heart-shaped expanse of tight, olive colored skin. Both cheeks were perfectly rounded and it seemed she had no blemishes. Her legs were in such a position that her ass cheeks had pulled apart. Her little asshole was a small, red bud in the center. I saw that it was glistening in the low candle light of the room. Juices from Kukla's cunny had dripped down over it while she was sitting on the table and filled in the little folds in her anus. My mouth was watering and any disappointment I had felt Kukla's earlier refusal was replaced with a ravenous hunger for her body.
"That's almost better," I said and I lifted my hands and squeezed my breasts slightly, to heighten my excitement.
"I am ready for you," Kukla whispered huskily. As she spoke, she reached back with one of her hands. She pulled her cheeks farther apart with three of her fingers and pressed her index finger against the glistening red bud. She pushed lightly and her asshole gave way easily, the tip of her finger slipping inside. She moaned slightly and moved her hand back to the table. Her demonstration had been clear, she was already warmed up.
I stepped forward and placed my hands on Kukla's hips. I allowed my fingers to briefly dance across the soft expanse of her ass before holding firmly with my right hand. With my left, I reached down and grabbed my cock. It was still slippery with spit and seed and my fingers squished around the hard flesh of my cock. I stepped forward slightly. I groaned loudly as I felt the sensitive tip of my cock press firmly against the bud of Kukla's anus. She groaned as well and pushed her hips back.
I felt a slight pressure for a long moment and my cock bent slightly at the pressure. I could see Kukla's legs shaking and she was moaning loudly. I wondered for a half second if perhaps she was too tight or if the tip of my cock was no wet enough. All of the sudden, I felt Kukla's asshole unclench (I hadn't even realized she'd been holding it). The pressure instantly released and I felt the warm tightness of Kukla's asshole wrap around the tip of my cock.
"Oh fuck, its been too long!" Kukla moaned.
'"Gunes you're tight," I said at the same time. She laughed as she heard me. But I had not been lying. Just as Kukla's cunny had squeezed my finger, I now felt her anus squeezing tightly around my cock. But Kukla's asshole and my cock were so wet with our juices that the tightness didn't seem to matter. It was as though I didn't even have to move, Kukla's asshole just started sucking me into her. I felt my cock slipping inch by inch deeper and deeper into Kukla's asshole. If she felt any pain or resistance, she gave no indication to me. In fact, she writhed on the table and moaned lovingly as my cock disappeared inside of her tight ass. After just a few seconds, I felt my balls pressing against Kukla's cunny. I saw a small amount of seed and saliva squeeze out of Kukla's asshole, it being too tight inside for all of our juices.
"My god Sultanah, that is so good!" she groaned. As she spoke she rotated her hips slightly, letting my cock roll around inside of her body. There was a slight pinch as she did so; it was so tight inside of her. It felt like soft, warm hands were squeezing around the length of my shaft. Kukla's insides seemed to roil, like they were trying to milk my cock. I whimpered at this feeling and moved my remaining hand to Kukla's waist to keep my balance.
Kukla now popped her hips back slightly and I knew exactly what she wanted. Every inch of her body was screaming "fuck me." My legs felt like jelly and I could barely breathe, but there was nothing in the world I wanted to do more. I sunk my fingers into Kukla's flesh for balance and spread my legs slightly. I pulled my hips back a small amount. I felt a release of pressure as a single inch of my cock slipped out of Kukla's anus.
"Oh that is it, now back in Sultanah please!" Kukla moaned. I quickly obliged, as I knew she had been waiting years for this. I slammed my cock back inside of her, feeling tighter than ever before. Kukla squirmed on the table and she wailed like a whore. I pulled my cock out two inches and then plunged it into her again and Kukla seemed to grow even more desperate. Kukla reached both hands back behind her, allowing her breasts and face to lie directly on the table, and pulled her asscheeks apart so I could sink into her even deeper.
Every time I moved, I pulled my cock farther out and slammed it in harder than before. Soon I was simply leaving the tip in before slamming my cock all the way home. Kukla wriggled and screamed and seemed to have given herself away entirely to feeling pleasure. I could move at ease now, despite Kukla's tightness. She was ready to take everything I could give. Neither of us could keep up with this level of sensation for long. As I fucked her harder, my large balls began to swing forward as I thrust in, slapping at Kukla's cunny and teasing her clit. Kukla was nearly in tears from this pleasure.
Just a few minutes after I had first entered her asshole, I heard Kukla's moan change into a new sound. It was a low, rumbling groan from deep in her throat. It came out in one long string. As she made this noise, her body began to tighten. Her eyes closed tightly and her fingers grew white pulling on her asscheeks. Her legs locked up and the noise in her throat grew high pitched. I continued to slam my cock in and out of her body, my breath growing ragged, and she continued to take it without difficulty.
Suddenly, Kukla let out a long, gasping breath. Her body went completely still and she groaned loudly. Then her body flailed and she was chanting "Sultanah" over and over again in a faraway voice. I could feel the muscles inside of her body contracting. Through the thin barrier of flesh, I could feel the muscles in her cunny tightening and I felt the insides of her thighs grow damper as juices poured from it. More importantly, I felt all of the muscles inside her anus tightening. The milking sensation I had felt before grew even more insistent.
Kukla was still in the throes of her own orgasm when her tight asshole caused me to cum again. I thrust my hips in hard as I felt the sensation coming on. I closed my eyes and squeezed on Kukla's body. I felt my balls seize hard against my body and I felt my anus tighten and loosen rhythmically. I felt the vein in the bottom of my cock expand and contract. I felt jets of liquid slipping up from my balls and then shooting out of the tip. That liquid squirted hard inside of Kukla's tight anus. So tight, in fact, that the seed came pouring back out of her, overflowing her insides and dripping heavily onto the floor. And on top of all these mechanical processes I felt the same unworldly, vibrating calmness I had felt earlier. There was no decrease in pleasure or sensitivity; I was euphoric as I came harder and harder into Kukla's asshole.



After a minute or so, Kukla and I both felt our orgasms subside. I was panting and lightheaded so I dropped backwards into my seat. My rapidly softening cock slipped easily out of Kukla's asshole (and felt very nice while doing so). A steady drip of seed poured from her ass as my cock slipped from it. I sat down heavily in the chair and watched as my seed dripped down Kukla's leg. Kukla stayed bent over the table, breathing heavily and issuing an occasional contented sigh. I caught my breath as well.
After a moment, I was able to think again. Had I just done that? How had I been negotiating one moment and then raucously fucking a noblewoman the next? Our discussions had felt like a seduction, but I hadn't really intended anything like this. And yet, I did not regret what had happened. I had given away nothing in my negotiation and gained everything. I had the Executive Assembly in my pocket, a weapon torn from my enemy's grasp and turned on them. In fact, I had gotten more than I had even set out to get (I thought of this while looking at Kukla's round ass). My confidence had paid off. I didn't even need to over plan or decide before hand how I was going to get Kukla in my pocket. I had walked in knowing it would happen and simply feeling that I wouldn't leave until I was finished. I could tell that Kukla sensed that confidence. She had given in to that confidence. And been drawn to it. Knowing I would win made it easier to win. And I got a delightful little bonus out of it as well.
"Most Sultans, I am told, seal their agreements with handshakes," Kukla said suddenly. I looked up and saw that she had turned slightly so that she was looking at me. She was smiling broadly, "I will always prefer Sultanahs, they know just what they want. And what I want." I smiled back and considered the ways in which loyalty is won.
End Chapter 6
*****
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Dear Reader, thank you so much for reading this story. It has taken nearly a year of my writing life to get the whole thing finished. This is Chapter 7 of 14 chapters and the total is over 250,000 words. It is my Dirk Diggler/Jack Horner act of hubris: my attempt to write an erotic adventure story that pulls you in with a story you want to read, even when there isn't any sex going on (though there is a lot of sex. Crazy, weird, fun sex). It is the most ambitious piece of erotic fiction I have ever attempted. So I hope you enjoy it.
With that said, this book is not for everyone. It will be too long for many people (no shame in that, it is a big time investment). Some of the sex scenes are intense and include themes like hermaphroditism, non-consensual activity, incest, etc. For some people, that will likely be the appeal. In fact, while this story is definitely not for everyone, I think for a select group of people this story will essentially have everything you could ever ask for. So if that is you, congratulations, you found that thing you have been searching for. You can skip ahead to the sex and I won't be offended, but I think this story is more than the sum of its parts. If you read this whole story, you will not be disappointed.
In Chapter 1, our main character, Princess Varis, finds that her father has died and that, by virtue of the fact that she is a hermaphrodite and can father a child, she is now the Sultanah. In Chapter 2, Varis unearthed a conspiracy to destroy her Empire led by Rahip, the Cardinal of the "New Religion" and later she received her coronation. In Chapter 3, Varis humiliated the New Religion and raised the morale of her besieged people. In Chapter 4, Varis lifted the siege through a daring midnight raid. In Chapter 5, Varis survived an assassination attempt and visited her harem. In Chapter 6, Varis faced a challenge to her authority and seduced a noblewoman to maintain it.
Some recurring characters you might want by name are Varis (the Sultanah and narrator), Cin (the head priestess of Gunes), Arkadas (Varis' friend and servant), Kardes (Varis' older sister), Nislani (Varis' younger sister), Rahip (a Cardinal of the 'new religion'), Duke Hain (an important lord opposing Varis), Lord Sadik (a minor lord who has spoken in support of Varis); King Sican (the leader of Dusman, a rival kingdom), Prince Lider (Sican's son); King Köylü (the leader of Temsilci, a rival kingdom); Agiz and Got (Subordinate Sun Priestesses); Saygili (Varis' guard); Soyguncu (a pickpocket and spy for Varis); Tutuklu (the head concubine of the harem); Kukla (a noblewoman). Further, Gunes is the name of the Sun God, Tanri is the name of the 'new god.' The city where the story is set is Şehir in the country of Ülke and the Empire of Bütün Dünya. If you need more...reread the earlier chapters.
Please, please, please, please, please tell me what you think after you read this. I put an embarrassing amount of work into this and I want to know what you think. Especially if it is good things.
*****
Part IV: Breaking the Stranglehold
Chapter 7: The Body of the Empire
"Sultanah, please we must rest!" a voice said from behind me. I turned quickly and placed my finger to my lips, unable to hide my annoyance with the source of the complaint. We were traveling on a narrow forest path near dusk, our horses traveling in single file. The forest path was flanked on either side by steep, wooded hills. I had no military training and was certainly no expert, but even I could tell we were in a prime location for an ambush.
"It is getting late," another man behind said, in a whisper. Saygili and his top two lieutenants were the only soldiers ahead of me. He turned and looked at me, shrugging. I knew that he was at least as annoyed as I was with the pace and tenor of this expedition.
We had set out from Şehir almost a week earlier under cover of night and with the highest hopes. The goal of our expeditionary force was to find raiders from Dusman and engage them in battle. Since the collapse of King Sican's siege, many professional soldiers had stayed behind to keep pressure on my Empire. They worked in small bands and seemed to have no interest in taking or holding territory. They sought only to disrupt trade and make life miserable for my subjects who lived outside the protective walls of the city. They posed no existential threat to Bütün Dünya on their own, by they were weakening us a little each day. They were severely limiting food entering the city, which would leave us with few, if any, reserves when King Sican returned to resume his siege with new levies.
All of our various efforts at finding ways around the raiders had gone nowhere. The various alternative paths that Soygyncu had skillfully and bravely mapped out were rejected by merchants for various reasons. In fact, the attacks were getting worse. The cavalry from Dusman was becoming wealthy from attacking villages outside of Şehir and sexually sated by taking scores of peasant women against their will. This kind of activity attracted mercenaries and other unsavory types, eager to join in the plunder. That meant that even if we could avoid them now, the problem was only going to get worse.
The only alternative to avoiding the raiders was taking them out. But this looked like it might be even more difficult. About a month after Lord Sadik was elected chancellor on a 3-2 vote (to the astonishment of nearly everyone), the Executive Assembly had issued a report estimating that there were no fewer than 15 armed cavalry groups within 20 miles of Şehir and that they varied in size from 15-25 soldiers a piece. The total number was estimated at 315 armed men. I feared that this considerably under counted the total number. The report also listed the Empire's mounted forces, which consisted of the three members of the city guards. On the other hand, the Peers had considerable numbers of horsemen at their disposal. Not counting the actual Peers themselves, lesser lords and common mounted soldiers numbered close to 600 men. The issue, of course, was that I had no right to these men and could only use them if their Lords permitted.
Saygili, as Constable of Şehir, was present in the Executive Assembly chamber when the report was read aloud by Sir Sakşakçı (who had insisted on holding the title Executive Speaker, an office he invented. I wondered what Kukla thought of that.). Having heard the report, Saygili had made a suggestion. He offered, as one of the three members of the guard with a horse, to lead an expeditionary force. The force would not need to number even close to the 315 armed men present estimated in the field. If he could get around 65 men, he would vastly outnumber enemy troops as he found them in squads of 15-25. If he could manage to find and destroy even a few of the squads, it would become too dangerous to keep them in the field. They would return to Dusman.
I, of course, wholeheartedly endorsed this plan. I had come to trust Saygili's instincts. If he was not a brilliant soldier, he was at least determined and loyal. This seemed the perfect task. The only problem was getting access to 62 additional soldiers. No one seemed willing to offer any men. Mounted troops were highly trained and exceptionally expensive. Even Loyalists were afraid that sending out troops would only result in a major loss in investment. Lord Sadik offered a handful of soldiers and several other Loyalists added one or two. In the end, Saygili's force amounted to no more than 40 men, hardly the overwhelming number needed to put his plan into action.
Finally, I made a momentous decision. Above the objections of Cin, Kardes, Arkadas and Saygili, I promised that I would accompany the soldiers on their mission. Soldiers who knew that I was out in the field would fight harder. Some, because they loved and respected me. More, because they recognized that I controlled an immense amount of wealth and would be able to reward them handsomely if I witnessed any acts of bravery. Further, I knew from my experience during the siege that if I went with the troopers, I would be given credit for any successes we had. However, I promised I would only go if I could raise 70 mounted troops. Several more Loyalists contributed troops. More importantly, several shrewd Collaborationists, hoping I would die on the mission, sent enough men to ensure we reached the requisite 70 but no more.
I assured Cin that I would keep these Collaborationist men split up amongst the loyal troops and sleep as far from them as possible. I avoided my sister and my friend, not wanting to hear their objections in private. Instead, I asked Soyguncu to go into my chambers, collect my clothing, and fetch me a horse. And so it was that the next morning, before news could spread, I left the city with my small force.
From that point forward, nothing had gone right. We moved slowly, despite the small size of our company. The mounted troops we had were used to posing handsomely in their expensive armor for ladies at court, not tracking enemies through rough terrain. Or trying to track, at least. We have extreme difficulty finding any of our quarry. We would stumble into burnt out villages days after an attack and find traumatized citizens (who loved their Sultanah) trying to come to terms with their loss. They would point in the direction their attackers had left, but the trail would already be cold. We rapidly became low on food and were forced to forage from the country side, taking scarce food from people already scarred by war.
Finally, four days into our expedition, we encountered an enemy unit. We had no so much tracked them as happened to run into as we approached a bridge from opposite directions. Our scouts had seen 20 enemy soldiers approaching the bridge through the forest. Rather than returning and allowing Saygili to plan an ambush, they had blown their horns, indicating an attack was appropriate. I had tried to hold the men back, but they were so excited to finally find an enemy that they charged.
The enemy had superior discipline. Rather than attempting to cross or trying to run, the raiders massed on the end of the bridge. By doing so, they created a bottleneck on the road. They essentially capped the bridge and prevented my troopers from crossing. In so doing, they turned Saygili's strategy back on us: they eliminated the strength of our numbers. Our troops backed up onto the bridge. Worse, pressure from behind pushed the front ranks directly into the swords and pikes on our enemies.
Luckily, I suppose, my soldiers were so poorly prepared for battle that it did not take long for them to break and run. Only five soldiers, all in the very front rank on the bridge, were injured. Two died of their injuries, dropping our number to 69 (counting me). The enemy suffered no losses. However, once my troops returned to me on the far side of the bridge, they could not advance. Our numbers were too great. Essentially there was a stalemate and we both slinked off in the night, avoiding further engagement.
The defeat had absolutely destroyed the morale of my troops. Whereas they had started overly confident and almost buoyant, they now seemed completely listless. It was not the death of their comrades (no one, apparently, was very close) but the crushing of their egos that seemed to destroy them. Now we were moping around the countryside at a snail's pace. We were tracking several different groups of raiders but we did not seem to be getting any closer to any of them. Worse yet, the men seemed frightened about the possibility of another engagement.
Now, nearly a week in, we were slowly making our way through the forest and, despite the fact that the sun had not yet set, the troopers were begging for a rest. Saygili and his two fellow guards were likely willing to push on, but we were vastly outnumbered by complainers. We had already discussed the possibility of being abandoned, or worse, by the noble troops and we had reasoned that it was best not to antagonize them.
"We cannot stop here," I hissed back, "We are surrounded by high ground on either side. The next time we reach a plain or clearing we will stop for the evening." The men grumbled something about this, by they seemed to realize that, in reality, they had won.
I slumped down on my horse and kept my eyes down. My morale was starting to flag as well. I had grown tired of exhorting the men to work harder and to be brave. I was losing faith in the success of the mission. In fact, I was considering returning now to the city. If I received all of the credit for successfully lifting the siege, what would be my share of the blame for failing to capture any raiders? Maybe it wouldn't matter; maybe my troopers would abandon me to my fate forty miles from the city.
"Fuck they are on us!" one of the soldier's shrilly cried behind me.
"Up on the ridge!" another screamed. I felt my blood run cold. I looked quickly to the left side, at the top of the ridge. The sun was setting in that direction and my eyes burned. But I saw no enemy on the crest. As I turned to my right I felt Saygili and the other two guards return to my side to offer me protection. I looked at the crest of the hill and for a moment I saw nothing. I felt my heart slow slightly; it had been a false alarm. Then, out of the corner of my eye, I saw something small and white moving on the side of the hill. The first of many soldiers? Once again on edge, I turned and looked.
For a moment, it was hard to see what was going on. My troopers were in an absolute panic. Many were trying to climb the opposite ridge on their horses. Others had turned and were running back along the path we had just traveled. The braver ones were turning toward whoever or whatever was climbing done the steep Western slope. The forest was alive with the sound of near panicked screaming and the various metallic sounds of bouncing swords, armor, and horseshoes. Finally, through the tumult I was finally able to see what had caused the commotion. Instantly my body and mind grew calm. In fact, my former fear was replaced with rage and embarrassment.
"Settle down you fucking fools," I yelled as loudly I could above the din. Some men near me, shocked by my language, go a hold of themselves. But there was still a large amount of commotion in the forest. I placed my hands in a cone around my lips, "Damn you cowards, it is nothing but a fucking girl," I screamed out so loudly that my voice cracked slightly. In just an instant, the tumult came to an end. The horses stopped stamping and swords were hastily returned to sheaths. Deadly silence fell over the forest. Half of the soldiers (many quite a ways down the path) turned and looked at me with sheepish looks on their faces. The remaining soldiers were already looking at the girl.
She was a thin slip of a peasant girl, though undeniably beautiful. Like most peasant girls, she was shorter than most noble woman, probably only 5'0. She had very long, dark hair that, at the time, looked quite wild. She had very large, innocent brown eyes with long lashes. Her nose and ears were quite small in a way that made her eyes and red, sensual lips look larger. She was very thin with small breasts, a narrow waist, and a small round butt. Her hips flared slightly, more girlish than womanly. She had small, bare feet.
At the time she was wearing an unsightly collection of rags and nothing more. It was apparent after a moment of observation that she had once been wearing and simple, yet elegant, white dress that fell to about her knees, accentuated her slim frame, and was supported by two thin straps over the shoulder. The dress had been torn completely around the bottom so that it was ragged and uneven at the hem and barely fell to cover her cunny and her bottom. The dress itself was caked in an orange dirt and torn in at least a dozen places, exposing her youthful skin. Most dramatically, the thin strip of material holding the dress over her left shoulder was torn away entire. The flap of fabric covering her chest was flopped forward, exposing a firm young breast with a small, brownish-red nipple.
It took a moment for the troopers to fully recognize what was happening. The girl's eyes looked almost blank and she continued to move awkwardly down the side of the hill apparently oblivious to the chaos she had briefly caused. After a moment, there was some nervous laughter.
"You fucking women, running from a little girl!" one trooper yelled. I noted that his voice seemed to come from a slight distance and I wondered whether he was, perhaps, covering for his own flight. I smiled at this, but I felt my pulse quicken at the next outburst.
"I didn't fucking run," a voice called, just a few feet from the girl, "The slut belongs to me!" I heard the man's horse start to make in the girl's direction.
"Not so fast, I saw her first!" a closer voice replied.
"I haven't had a piece in weeks!" Still another soldier claimed. Then, once again, there was tumult. Except this time, rather than running from the girl, everyone was heading in her direction. Angry words were exchanged as horses bumped into one another and men were knocked from their horses. Horses slipped up the sides of the steep hill as the girl began to move closer to the crowd, seemingly oblivious.
"Form ranks damn you!" Saygili cried over the noise of the crowd. But whatever military discipline the soldiers may have once had was completely dissipated now. Some men had broken out into fighting, less over a desire to have the first opportunity to rape the young girl, but because they were scared and tired and wanted to take it out on someone. But whoever did reach the girl would claim a victory and would want to take the spoils of war. That man would get the ultimate prize in transferring his frustration to someone innocent and weak.
I stood and watched, paralyzed by the situation. I knew this girl was no threat to us in any way and that she was in obvious distress. Further, given our location and the fact that she was barefoot indicated she lived close by and was one of my subjects. Therefore, she had my protection. I desperately wanted to offer her that protection, my heart hurt for her obvious troubles. But I also knew I had no control over the men. If I tried to assert myself now they might simply ignore me and demonstrate my impotence. Worse, they could turn on me. Despite the fact that Varis, the woman, felt her conscience screaming at her to act, the Sultanah waited for something to change.
One of the troopers had now managed to dismount and was climbing up the hill towards the girl. He had an almost deranged look on his face. Another soldier grabbed at his ankle but he kicked his mate in the face. Finally, he made it to the girl and grabbed harshly on her wrist, dragging her down. At that instant it was like a fog was lifted from her eyes. She looked up at the soldier holding her in a moment of disbelief. She looked around and saw the other soldiers all around her. Her eyes grew wide.
"Come here you little slut. You are too thin, I have a nice big piece of meat for you," the solider laughed. As soon as the words were out of his mouth, the girl's lips split. From somewhere deep inside of her, a piercing screech poured forth without warning. It did not build louder and louder toward a burst. Instead, she seemed to start in mid-scream. Her voice was high and quavering. There was an unmistakable note of sadness underlying the scream, everyone present could hear it.
The man holding the girl stumbled backward slightly, letting her go. His hands flew to his ears. Many of the other men closest to him followed suit. Farther back the noise was bearable, but heartbreaking. All of the men instantly froze, even those who were fighting their friends. Their heads turned once again to the girl, whose lungs seemed to hold limitless air to match the depth of her sorrow. Finally, her voice began to crackle. After another moment, she went silent. Her eyes rolled backwards and she collapsed in a small bundle on the ground. The echo of her voice was the only remaining sound in the forest.



"Saygili," I said now, my voice at a normal level carrying easily through the crowd now, "Please collect my villager and bring her to my horse. She appears quite pathetic and weak, she reminds me of your young sister." I had put a lot into the sentence. I had not-so-subtly informed the soldiers that, as a peasant, the girl belonged to me. It did not matter who saw her first or any other possible justification, peasants belonged to the Sultanah.
More importantly, I had referenced a "young sister" that Saygili did not, in fact, possess. He came from a family of sons. He knew enough at this point not to say anything. Instead, many of the soldiers around me began to reflect on their sisters and their daughters as the word rang in their ears. Many men dropped their eyes to their feet and many others placed their foreheads in their own palms. Whatever animalistic craze had come over them in their sudden fear followed by sudden relief seemed to dissipate. The man who had grabbed the girl nearly jumped backwards.
Saygili did as he was told. He quickly climbed up the side of the hill and scooped the small girl in his arms. She looked like a rag doll and I wondered if she had suffered something more than a faint. He carried her briskly down the hill and set her in gently in my saddle. He placed her in front of me straddling my horse. Her head lolled forward against the neck of my animal and looked for a moment like she would fall. I quickly wrapped my arms around her, holding her up. She felt completely limp and fragile, but I could hear her breathing. I threw a lash around her, tying her to me tightly.
"Form ranks you little shits," Saygili called out. This time, his orders were followed. The men silently reformed. Saygili looked at me imploringly and then at the girl. I nodded and he returned to the front of the line, "You've all wasted enough time now. Let's get somewhere to rest." He urged his horse on and we all began to follow.
The girl rocked gently in the seat without stirring. She continued to breathe and eventually settled into a stable position. Closer, she looked even smaller and more beautiful than she had from a distance and I was inwardly glad that I had managed to save her. Of course, she had largely saved herself with her scream and I had nearly allowed her to come to harm. But I had done what I could, when I could. The role of a Sultanah.
About half an hour later, we excited the thick forest and entered onto a wide plain with a small creek running through the middle of it. On the banks of the creek was a moderate sized village of two dozen hovels with a large meeting house in the middle. Surprisingly for a village of that size, it appeared to be entirely intact. There was no indication that Dusman raiders had bothered anyone. They were apparently not even on guard, as my troopers entered the valley without the slightest alarm from the village. Still, there were no signs of enemy troops and the area felt very safe.
"You men, camp down near the creek. The grass is dry, so keep your fires carefully," Saygili said. It was traditional when reaching a village for the men to camp outside and for the Sultan to stay in a place of honor. We had not yet reached a settlement where a standing hovel remained. Therefore, I spent every night in the bush. I was inordinately excited by the prospect of a bed and had to suppress a smile. The men grumbled and then made their way over toward the creek. Saygili, his lieutenants, and I turned and headed off toward the village.
We did not speak as we went forward, Saygili had a thoughtful look on his face and I decided to give my captain a chance to work out whatever he was thinking. The girl continued to bounce limply on my saddle and I wondered whether she had come from this village. A few moments later we moved our horses past the first of the hovels in the village. They were simple buildings of clod brick and thatched roof. They were a bit larger than they seemed, probably large enough to hold several families a piece. There were no windows cut in the walls and cook fires sent gray smoke up from holes cut in the centers of each roof. The roads between the hovels, such as they were, were simply dirt affairs that likely turned to mush in the rain. It was far beyond anything in my experience, worse than the slums in the city. But it was a paradise by comparisons to the burned down ruins we had experienced so far. We could hear people moving about in the village but did not see them yet. Finally, we entered the main square and stopped directly in front of the town hall.
For the most part the main square was empty. Calling it a square gave it more dignity that it deserved. It was a large muddy area directly in front of the town hall. Many homes opened up on the square, presumably the homes of the town's most important people. In fact, one of those important people was in the square when we arrived; a middle aged man nodding off on a bench next to the town hall door. His arms were crossed on his narrow chest and his head was drooping.
In the past, villages in Bütün Dünya were administered by Imperial Clerks. Those clerks wore large red hats to denote their status. Many town mayors continued to wear the hat, despite the fact that they no longer answered directly to the Empire. This man wore one such hat, faded and cracked.
We waited for a moment for the man to recognize our presence. Instead, his head began to droop more deeply and I heard a snore. Saygili grunted and dug his heel into his horse's side. The horse gave a low groan and the man's eyes shot open instantly. He turned and looked at us.
"Hey what the fuck kind of thing is that goddammit?" He asked angrily. He was shaking his head to the side annoyed. Then he recognized that armed soldiers were standing in the middle of town. "Oh fuck, raiders..." he said suddenly and then jumped up. He moved so quickly that his legs tangled and he fell to the ground screaming and became coated in mud.
"Shut up you idiot, we aren't raiders. If we were you'd already be dead!" Saygili said loudly. Nonetheless the man's scream had alerted the town and in a few moments men, women, and children poured into the street. They looked alarmed and many of the men carried whatever they could find handy, mostly shovels.
"Who the fuck are you and what kind of thing is that to do to a sleeping man? With raiders all about you nearly made me shit myself..." the mayor continued. I suppressed a smile. I could see why the people of this hamlet had selected him as their leader.
"You fool..." Saygili began, shaking his head. My commander was one his last nerve and I decided to step in.
"I am called Varis," I said simply, "Your Sultanah." The man's eyes grew very wide as they strafed me. I heard a loud buzz go through the crowd.
"Gunes fuck me sidewards!" the mayor said nervously. He jumped up from his spot on the ground quickly and saluted me. Then, recognizing that this was inappropriate, he dropped down to his knees and laid his hands down flat on the ground. The other people in town followed suit, humbling themselves before me.
"That won't be necessary," I said dryly, "Just show me to my quarters." I decided to simply act as though I had been expected. The man sat up on his knees for a moment and then bounced up quickly to his feet.
"Yes...Oh yes of course. Of course. It is my honor to welcome you to our village Sultanah. I must admit we did not expect you. Not that you aren't welcome. It is just we have never been honored with a visit from any Sultan in the history of the Empire. That is not to say we are not prepared, your quarters are ready and..."
"Just take her in you moron," Saygili said.
"This way of course," the Mayor said, not looking at Saygili. Instead, his eyes remained on me. I could feel eyes all over the village on me. But I had long since grown used to that feeling. I did not turn or look. The best way to act before provincials was haughty and entitled. The mayor turned toward the hall and walked through the door. I dismounted easily and walked to follow the mayor. Saygili walked closely behind me.
"Grab the peasant girl," I said, "I will allow her to sleep on the floor in the chamber." Saygili followed my instructions
Inside the chamber was very dark, the only light coming through the smoke hole cut in the center of the thatch roof. I could barely make out the chamber in the growing darkness. It was simply a long, empty hall with mats on the floor for sitting. People in the town would meet regularly here to discuss pressing matters. My chamber (one such chamber was kept in all town halls) was located in the back of the hall. No one was allowed to enter the chamber except for the mayor and for the Sultanah's retinue. The mayor was only allowed to enter once a day to ensure that the room was ready in case the Sultanah arrived.
As we walked through the chamber, the mayor continued to chatter on nervously about the village and the possibility of raiders. I barely listened. I could sense the bed in front of me and wanted nothing more than to sleep. Saygili walked slightly behind me, easily carrying the young peasant girl. Finally we crossed to the back of the long room. A narrow door opened up leading back into my chambers. The mayor stopped outside of it and turned. He did not look me in the eye but instead reverentially bowed his head.
"It is not much, I admit. But I do my part, it is ready for you," he said nervously. I peeked my head briefly into the door. The room was lighted by a single torch hanging from the wall. It was otherwise without adornment on the walls. There was a large round bed on the floor taking up most of the space. The blankets appeared clean. There was a small table in the corner with an earthenware jug of wine and crude cups. It was simple, but it contained no mopey soldiers. It was perfect.
"You have done well," I said the mayor. He beamed excitedly. He opened his mouth to speak but I heard the sound of low moaning instead. I turned towards Saygili. The girl was stirring slightly in his arms, though her eyes were still closed, "Put her on my bed. She can gain her senses there." Saygili nodded and moved her inside the door. The mayor watched the girl pass (her breast, after all, was still exposed).
"These are wicked days," the mayor said, shaking his head.
"I nearly forgot," I said, "Does that girl come from your village?" I asked. Saygili returned to my side, the girl safely placed in the bed. The mayor shook his head.
"No, she is not one of ours," he said. I figured as much. The mayor furrowed his brow slightly, "Though, I must say I recognize her."
"How?"
"I have seen her. In the next village over to the West. I occasionally trade with the mayor there. I recognize her. The miller's daughter," he clucked his tongue and looked genuinely upset, as though he just realized something terrible, "I suppose they are not well."
"Due west?" Saygili asked, "Or south by southwest?" I turned to him, searching his face for some sort of hint. What an odd question. He looked nearly white and his eyes looked slightly wild.
"You have the right of it, south by southwest it is I suppose," the Mayor said. Saygili grew silent, once again calculating. I had to find out what he was concerned about.
"How far away as the crow flies?" Saygili asked after a pregnant pause.
"Seven miles maybe."
Thank you for your assistance," I said quickly, "I am exceedingly tired. Please leave me now." The mayor jumped slightly. He looked at me searchingly, apparently trying to figure out if he had somehow offered an offense. I smiled at him dutifully and nodded.
"Oh yes, of course. I am sorry," he said. He then turned and moved quickly towards the door. I should say he was nearly running. Saygili turned as well, his countenance still quote troubled.
"Wait," I said, looking at my captain meaningfully. We both turned and watched as the mayor walked out of the chamber. I waited a few more moments to ensure he was out of earshot. Then I turned to Saygili.
"What is the significance of south by southwest? How did you know that?" I asked, in a hushed tone. Saygili looked nervous, "What are you keeping from me?"
"Oh nothing!" Saygili said quickly, "Or, at least I am not going to keep anything from you. I never would Sultanah. It is just...I wanted to confirm on the map my suspicion before I brought anything to you." I trusted Saygili implicitly and took him at his word.
"Well tell me now nonetheless, it seems you are at least relatively sure of the situation," I said. Saygili nodded slowly.
"We have been tracking several groups of enemy troopers the last few days," he said.
"I am aware."
"Yes Sultanah. Well, I have also been keeping track of burned out villages. Their locations and the dates in which they are burned. I have noticed a pattern," Saygili stopped for a moment and took a large breath, "The villages being destroyed in this area...I have been matching destroyed village to the raider group that I believe caused it. There are various hints based on the method of destruction used, the size of groups reported by survivors, even hoof prints offer some confirmation..."
"What is the pattern, spit it out!" I said. I could tell from his demeanor that he was not going to give me good news. He had not determined a way to track our enemies more effectively. I was growing nervous.
"If I had the map, I could show you," he started, "But...they are converging. The raider groups are hitting villages closer and closer together. Coming from all directions to a centralized area. I think at least 12 groups moving."
"Where are they converging?" I asked, but I already knew the answer.
"They have been funneling us in this direction all week, letting us get close and then pulling us in this direction. The stand at the bridge...that kept us moving here. They know we are out here. Maybe they even know that you are out here. And they are concentrating their numbers here. In this village." I felt a chill but tried not to show my concern. This was worse than I expected. We were not just facing a failed mission. We were facing destruction. We have only 69 active soldiers with terrible morale and surprisingly poor fighting ability. If we faced several hundred crack raiders...we would be dead. I ran my hand through my hair loosely and looked at Saygili.
"They are only seven miles away..." I said, remembering the location of the girl's village. Saygili nodded.
"The closest group, I think," he said, "Farther groups won't get here until sometime tomorrow, probably midday. I imagine they will wait until they are all massed." What was I to do? There was no way to fight. We had to figure out a way to run.
"Are they coming from all sides?" I asked, "Are we completely surrounded. Is there any gap in the noose?" Saygili shrugged as though he had been considering the question for some time.
"There still is now. They are too spread out. There are several ways we could go. I have been trying to figure out the areas where we would be most likely to avoid detection. If we are quiet and lucky, we can slip through and they will converge on an empty village," Saygili said.
"Not empty," I said, looking toward the main door. Saygili looked as well. I thought about the villagers standing outside at that very moment, gossiping about me excitedly.
"No," Saygili agreed, "They will die when we go in the morning. The raiders will unleash their fury on them and attempt to find out where we are going. But if we stay, we will die and they will fall with us. They will face the enemy's fury for daring to oppose them. This village is already dead and burned. I could see in the mayor's eyes, he already knew it." Saygili shrugged helplessly. I knew that everything he said was correct and I sighed. What good could we do for these people? If we stayed alive at least we might avenge them.
"Should we ready the men to leave?" I asked uncertainly. Saygili snorted.
"Those lazy bastards would mutiny if we roused them now. Besides, it is getting dark and we would get lost in the woods attempting to slip between enemy troops."
"Now that I think of it," I continued, "Leaving now would alert the townspeople that something was wrong. We can't afford that. They might try to follow us, slow us down." I felt an intense sensation of guilt as I said this, but I shook my head and reminded myself that there was no other way.
"We will wake before first light and slip out quietly. The enemy will still be getting into formation and the village will be sleeping," Saygili said.
"I agree. That will be the plan," I said solemnly, "Tell as few men as possible what we intend, I don't want word getting out. Set several watchmen so we do not sleep in. And get some rest yourself, we will need all the cunning we can muster come morning."
"As you wish Sultanah," Saygili said quietly. He bowed his head in obedience and turned to walk from the town hall. I watched him as he walked, his shoulders hunched slightly in thought or perhaps defeat. As he reached the door leading outside I placed my head in my hands. How had this all gone so poorly so quickly? And was I doing the right thing? Could I really leave without at least warning these people of what would come? So many questions that I could not begin to answer.
I sighed deeply and turned toward my quarters. I looked at the bed, barely noticing that the young girl was still lying under the rough covers. I suddenly realized how exhausted I felt. The dust from the path hung heavy on my skin and my knees felt weak. I had already given my orders. The plan was to turn tail and run. To give up for now and return to the city. Sacrifice this town because I could not save it. I couldn't change that now. I flopped down, exhausted, onto the bed. It felt like I was asleep before my head hit the rough pillow.
* * * * *
I was awakened sometime later with the sensation of hands on my shoulders. As my bleary eyes opened, I felt myself being handled roughly, tossed side to side in the bed. I groaned slightly, not remembering where I was or what I was doing there. I felt a hand grab at my face slightly, scratching me. I let out a surprised shriek and tried to move away from the flailing hands.
The pain focused my mind. I remembered where I was, in the obscure village town hall, sleeping in my appointed quarters. The enemy was closing in around me. From the feel of things, they had already finished closing. Saygili had miscalculated, the enemy had snuck into the town in the middle of the night and were capturing me now. Someone knew who I was and where I was located, I was going to be taken prisoner.
Whatever paralysis had frozen me upon waking quickly dissipated. I felt a shot of adrenaline race through my heart and my skin began to tingle all over. I started to move. Not with any plan or goal, but simply to flail away. I thought of the assassins who had once climbed in through my window and tried to kill Arkadas. I could almost sense the knife at my throat. I tried to call out, but I felt a forearm against my neck. I began to kick my legs and to toss myself around on the bed. I began to feel panic rising in my ears.
While I was thrashing and struggling, I gradually became aware of a sound near me. My attacker was speaking. At first, I was too scared to tell exactly the content of the words. But, after a few moments, I began to hear the sound of the voice, if not the message. The voice of my attacker why high, tinny, almost scared. It sounded like a small wounded animal. At first I felt confusion, wondering what strange creature had been sent to kill me. But my confusion slowed my panic and I began to hear the words for what they were.
"Where am I? How did I get here? What did you do to them?" And various other, similar questions. Finally, I felt the fear drain from me entirely. I sensed the small size of the hands grasping me and I turned towards the source of the words. The girl in the tattered white dress. She had apparently awakened and had been trying to attack me. Or maybe just rouse me. I stopped all struggling and took a deep breath. That, however, was difficult because the girl was still attacking me.



"Move your arm!" I gurgled finally, "I will explain everything, just stop." I could barely understand what I was saying, but the girl seemed to sense that I had relaxed. I was no longer fleeing from her and she wanted to know what I said. Her forearm eased back from my throat and I heard her breathing quietly.
"Thank you," I said.
"How did I get here? Where am I? Are you one of the raiders from Dusman? Where are you taking me? There are women in the raiders? Why did you do that? Oh Gunes!" The girl blurted all at once. I slowly pulled myself up into a sitting position on the bed. The girl's arms had become weak and they seemed to slip off of me now. She placed her face in her hands and cried.
"Please calm yourself and remain quiet," I said, "I will explain whatever I can, but you must get a hold of yourself." I said. The girl's breath hitched. She looked at me coolly, but nodded her head. I took a deep breath and quickly explained where we had found her and where, generally, we had taken her. I did not know the name of the village I was in, but I explained it was apparently 7 miles from where she lived. I said that she had been unconscious and had allowed her to sleep in my bed. She looked confused as I spoke.
"Are you here to destroy this village too? Will you burn it to the ground in the morning? Will you kill everyone?" she asked. Her words poured forth bitterly and tear raised in her eyes as she spoke. Her body was shaking with rage.
"Destroy?" I said shaking my head, 'No...No of course not. We are not raiders from Dusman."
"Well who in Gunes name are you to be here? Mercenaries? My family once had money, for ransom. If you have not already stolen it," she said, looking around nervously. It was clear that she was still very much on edge, trying to figure out what had happened to her. But her anger was also apparent.
"I am Sultanah Varis, I bring a contingent of soldiers from Şehir to rout the raiders," I said, but I felt sick as I spoke. Whatever the goal had once been, I now intended to participate in a rout. Regardless, the girl's eyes grew wide.
"Sultanah?" she asked, her eyes strafing me and her mouth hanging open.
"That is correct," I said. For a brief moment a hint of a smile flashed across her face, then an expression of mortification.
"Oh Gunes, what have I done?" she asked herself. Instantly she threw her head forward onto the bed, holding her hands out in front of her. She pressed her forehead into the blankets, her body was shaking all over, "Forgive me Sultanah, for the offense I have given you. I did not know it was you when I attacked. I thought you were an enemy. I apologize for the familiar way in which I have spoken to you...I have never been taught how to speak to one so...exalted. Please forgive me, oh Gunes..." All the while she spoke, I tried to calm her, patting her gently on the back.
"I took no offense, I brought you here. I knew that you were ignorant of my identity and reasonably scared," I said, trying to soothe her. Finally, she began to calm herself. I could still hear her crying, but her breathing calmer.
"I apologize nonetheless. Please, allow me to leave this lace and I will never bother you again," she said, starting to rise slightly, with her head still bowed.
"No!' I ordered and she stopped moving instantly, "You are not permitted to leave."
"Whatever your wish Sultanah. You may take my life for the offense I gave you. I no longer desire it anyway," she said, her body shaking slightly. I let out a soft sigh and placed my hand girl's arm. She flinched slightly.
"I do not desire your death," I said calmly, "I simply did not want you to run off. I want you to sit up, I want you to speak to me calmly. Speak to me familiarly, I will not be offended." The girl stayed cowering for a moment, as if she was not sure if this was some sort of trick. She turned her head to the side and let out a low breath.
"Perhaps I am already dead," she said more to herself than to me, "nothing this day has felt real."
"Then you are in no danger from me," I said, "Sit up, look me in the eye, tell me your name, and then tell me what happened to you this day? What has caused this turmoil in you?" The girl's body went stiff for a moment and I heard a ragged, crying breath. She sat up slowly, onto her knees next to me. Her hair was slightly disheveled and her breast was still exposed in her dress, but she did not seem to notice it. She looked forward with glassy eyes, seemingly unsure of what to do next.
"That is an order from your Sultanah," I said calmly. If I had known then the story I had just ordered her to relate, I would not have forced the issue. Nonetheless, the girl nodded slowly and turned towards me. She was still shaking but her voice, as she spoke, sounded less high-pitched and terrified. In fact, she seemed almost mechanical in her speech.
"My name is Mülteci, and I awoke this morning expecting a double celebration. Today was the occasion of my 19th birthday and, as decided in the contract my family had signed with the Mayor, it was to be my wedding day," she started. As she spoke this, she hung her head slightly and shrugged her shoulders. It seemed only the knowledge that I had ordered her to speak kept her speaking.
"My family, while somewhat prosperous, had made an exceptionally good bargain in marrying their eldest daughter to the son of the Mayor. He might have married a wealthier woman, a woman with property. But Kırık and I had been friends since childhood. He believed me to be the most beautiful girl in the village. He had demanded that his father arrange a marriage to me when we were still children. We had never wavered in our dedication to one another.
"Many girls with marriage contracts have, at best, mixed feelings on the day of their wedding. I was elated. I felt as though I had been waiting for that day my entire life. I awoke early and my mother braided my hair. She was happy as well. She was excited for grandchildren and for the prestige that would come with my match. She had spent months sewing me a beautiful white dress for the occasion, far finer than anything I had ever owned before," as she said this Mülteci looked down at the tattered remains of her clothes. A tear fell from her eye and landed on the grayed fabric. She wiped the tear away with her thumb, showing the bright white color that it had once possessed. She shook her head and continued.
"Before donning my dress, a traditional family breakfast was prepared. My father had slaughtered a goat the previous day. He was so proud of me, I had always been his favorite. And he toasted me shamelessly while we ate. My younger brother and two younger sisters seemed infected by my parent's enthusiasm. Whatever rivalries we had in the past had slipped away as we enjoyed the bittersweet moment as we ate one last meal together before I left the family to join my husband.
"After eating, my mother and sisters helped me into my dress and we exited my house. The entire village was invited to my wedding and as we emerged on the street, familiar faces surrounded me on all sides. Everyone was so excited about the party and the women complimented me on my beauty. The men congratulated my parents on the match they had negotiated. I floated on air through the narrow streets of town. Everything was decorated for the wedding. Every home held a wreath and the streets were strewn with flowers. As I moved toward the town hall, the people followed behind me, as was tradition. My father and mother stood at either side and my brother and sisters followed closely behind." Mülteci seemed almost in a trance now, her voice building toward something. It was not so much that she was telling me a story, instead she was reliving it. I felt myself holding my breath, unable to do anything but absorb the intensity of her story.
"We turned into the main square in town. I could see the mayor standing by the town hall, wearing his ceremonial robes. He was smiling broadly. If he had ever wanted a 'better' match for his son, he had long since reconciled himself to me. He was a good man and his son's happiness was far more important that advancement.
"His son, my Kırık, was standing by his side," Mülteci's voice caught as she said his name, "Was standing beside his father. He look uncomfortable in his formal clothing but excited nonetheless. He was looking down at his shoes, nervously. He must've heard the commotion as the villagers followed me into the square. His head rose. I saw his bright eyes and his knowing smile play across his face and..." Mülteci paused for a long while now. I could see the candlelight in my quarters playing across her eyes and I watched the tears slip down over her cheeks.
"And I saw the arrow pierce that smile. I watched as it emerge from his mouth, shattering the four teeth in his mouth. I watched as his eyes grew wide and blood poured from his lips. I saw him fall to the ground. No longer moving." Once again she paused, her shoulders shaking wildly. I could not speak, I waited for her to continue.
"It took a long time to understand what had happened. After a moment, I heard my voice scream, but it sounded like it was coming from someone else. I began to run. I ran pell mell across the square, running toward Kırık. His father had already dropped to his knees next to him. But before I could take more than few steps out towards my fallen fiancé, they were upon us.
"Riders seemed to come from every direction. Their swords and clubs were drawn and they descended on us all at once. I heard the clatter of hooves and the laughs of evil men. Then I heard the screams. We had all been massed together for the wedding. It seemed like we had acted purposefully, to make it easy for them. Whatever those raiders did, wherever they thrust their blades, they seemed to hit someone. I saw people falling to the ground around me, their guts spilled by sharpened blade. I turn around quickly. In time to see my mother and father killed by different men at nearly the same moment. My father's throat was cut and he fell forward quickly. My mother was not as lucky. A blade pierced her stomach and she fell forward into the dirt, screaming wildly. A horse trampled her head underfoot," As Mülteci spoke, she seemed to withdraw inside of herself.
"My siblings..." she paused, "I never saw what happened to them. I pray to Gunes that they are still alive. I wanted to run to them. Or to my fiancé. But all was confusion then. Horses were everywhere and the ground grew churned and muddy from the free flowing blood and dirt churned by hooves. Without thought, I began to run. I did not know where I was going, I was just trying to leave the village. The panic...I couldn't even think. I was thrown to the ground several times, but I kept rising and trying to escape. I saw friends and neighbors falling dead all around me.
"After a short time, I made my way out of the square and into the streets beyond. My eyes began to burn and my vision became blurred. I felt heat all around me. I realized that the village was being razed. The raiders were fanning out in the streets behind me, so I tried to run faster.
"I reached the edge of the village and made my way across a field leading towards the woods. I knew the woods from childhood, if I could make it there I could elude anyone. But just as I reached the edge of the forest, I felt a hand slap against my back. It was a man on horseback. He hit me at full speed and I fell on my stomach onto the ground. The man was a leader of a squad and several other horsemen were standing with him. He dismounted quickly while I was still disoriented, trying to rise again. The other men followed his lead.
"I remember the leader, the man who knocked me down, said something lewd about my white dress. The dress my mother had made for me," Mülteci spoke in a way that indicated she remembered what the man had said, but could not bring herself to repeat it.
"While I was still dazed the man jumped on me. He grabbed at my ankles, pinning me to the ground. The other men ran to me as well. I felt their hands on my arms and stomach. They tore at my dress and laughed as I screamed. I tried to wiggle away, but the men were too strong. I could smell the alcohol on their breath and I knew they were drunk. They traded jokes back and forth and after a moment, while I began to wail, they started to pull their cocks from their trousers. I felt panic rising inside of me and vomited in the grass next to the men. Rather than slowing them, this seemed to entice them further. They began to pull my legs apart.
"I do not know how it happened, but they began to argue over who were rape me first. The captain claimed some right by virtue of his leadership. A larger man argued that he had not been given the opportunity to 'have' any women during their previous raid. The drunk men began to physically fight with one another. Pushing and shoving. Other men released me, their hard cocks bouncing obscenely, and they moved towards the fight, to break it up. The men on both of my arms released me.
"There remained only one man crouching against one of my legs. He held me tightly so that I could not leave, but his eyes were averted. He was watching the fight. In fact, he was laughing at the altercation. I do not know where the impulse came from. But as the men began to pull the fighting soldiers apart, I crossed my free leg across my body and kicked the remaining man on his erect cock. He screeched loudly and moved his hands to cover his cock. But I quickly kicked again. He groaned, grabbing himself. He rolled over to the side, tears welling in his eyes. He started to roll around on the ground. He barreled into the quarreling soldiers and they all fell in a pile onto the ground, swearing and confused.
"I did not wait to see if I had any chance for escape. I simply rose and darted into the woods. I could not tell if the men chased after me or if they even noticed immediately that I had gone. Regardless, I sprinted through the underbrush, keeping to paths that I knew. Eventually, my mind went blank to everything except the impulse to keep moving. To keep moving and keep working so that I could stay alive," Mülteci finished her story now. Her voice just sort of faded out, just as she had faded out of her wits after her ordeal. Until we found her in the woods and terrified her again.
I sat on the bed next to the young bride, too overcome by the depth of her sadness and pain to think clearly. My eyes were wet and I felt stunned by the power of the girl's words. There was no doubt about her authenticity. She spoke with such fervor, I felt like I could feel see what she saw. It felt so fresh for her, a completely raw wound. In fact, it had only been a few hours earlier. Mülteci's life had been destroyed while I was just a few hours march away, trying desperately to find the enemy. Now they were on their way to this village, to wreak the same horror on still more of my people.
I decided at that time that Mülteci's suffering was over. My soldiers could not outfight the enemy, outnumbered and dejected as they were and so I could not save this village. But I would not leave Mülteci there to suffer the same fate again. If I could save this one girl from further damage, I could maybe accept the necessity of my coming flight.
Without thought, I draped my arm around Mülteci's shoulders, pulling her in towards, me, hugging her close. Her skin felt slightly cool, the after-effect of the shock that had clearly ravaged her body and mind. She was still shivering slightly, and she leaned heavily into me, placing her head on my breast. I wrapped my other arm around the girl, encompassing her in what little warmth I could provide. Mülteci was now sitting on her bottom on the bed and I was up on my knees, above her like a sentinel.
"I cannot begin to understand the pain that you feel," I whispered to her, "As your Sultanah, I will do what I can to protect you now. I am sorry there was nothing I could do before." Even as the words poured from my mouth, they felt weak and insufficient. What good was my protection now? It had already failed. What good was my protection to Mülteci? I could not offer it to all of my citizens, as they deserved.
"Please, just hold me now," Mülteci said through tears, "Part of me wondered if I would ever feel a loving touch again." My heart broke for her again, and I held her closer.
For a long while, we simply sat like that on the bed. I held Mülteci closely and offered her comfort as a woman, because I could offer her nothing of value as a Sultanah. Eventually, her crying ceased and her tears dried. But she remained leaning against me, her body warming slightly. I felt her head turn to look up at me. I bent down to look at her, to return her gaze. Her large, brown eyes looked impossibly deep. Her mouth opened slowly and I saw a red tinge rise in her cheek.
"You are as beautiful as we were told. We heard a lot about you," she said significantly, "But you are far warmer than I expected. Not at all distant or proud," As she spoke, her right hand slipped up and reached around to the back of my neck. She pulled me down slightly as her eyes closed. I did not even have time to react before I felt her soft, pink lips press into mine. My heart fluttered and I felt the electric feeling of a new lover's kiss. I was overwhelmed by it, allowing myself to melt into the feeling.
Her kiss was virginal, but my no means chaste. She did not part her lips or expose her tongue, but she nonetheless unleashed her passion. Her soft lips moved in-expertly, but enthusiastically, against my own and I heard a low moan in her throat. Her hand was soft but firm against my neck, holding me in place. She pressed into me more forcefully, making me hold her more tightly.
After a moment, I realized what was happening. My eyes shot open. I saw Mülteci's beautiful face directly in front of me, her eyes closed in an almost prayer-like fashion. I was terribly confused and uncomfortable. I had definitely not intended this when I began comforting her. How had it happened? Had I done something that had taken advantage of this damaged 19-year old girl in her hour of need? I pulled back from her quickly, our lips breaking. Mülteci's hand, for a moment, tried to hold me in place, but I pulled free.
"Mülteci... I am sorry," I said, unsure of what the appropriate response would be. Mülteci shook her head and gave me a wan smile. She leaned forward again, closing her eyes and attempting to kiss me. I placed on of my hands on her shoulder, holding her back, "Mülteci, it is not appropriate." I explained. I still had no idea where from this had impulse had implanted in the girl's mind, but I needed to knock it loose.
A primary cause of my concern as that I could sense that my resolve was in danger. I could feel my own body reacting to her innocent beauty. Her lips were so soft, her body so small and shapely, her eyes so earnest, and her spirit so enticing. And I felt like I could provide some comfort with my touch. I knew that if I did not stop this now, I might not be able to in the future.
"I apologize, Sultanah," the girl said, her head dropping. Guilt at her apparent discomfort flooded me now and I rubbed her shoulder gently.
"You have done nothing wrong," I replied.
"It is true what everyone said," Mülteci replied, "Everyone in the village said that the Sultanah loves us all deeply. I thought that it was just peasant talk. But here you are, caring for me. I just felt...something just told me...It seemed right," She said. My guilt grew deeper. It was just a few hours now before I would ride from this place with my forces, abandoning the peasants to their fate. This thought choked me, I was unable to speak. Mülteci continued.
"This night was to be my wedding night," she said slowly, almost entranced, "I was so ready for that. My mother had told me everything that would happen. I believed this night I would be in the arms of one who I loved and who loved me back. I thought I would experience..." Of course, I knew to what she was referring. My palms grew sweaty and I felt my cheeks flushing. "A communion of love. A final, physical binding to my Kırık."



"I cannot imagine..." I started to console her, but she kept speaking.
"And then those men tried to take that from me. What was to be a gift to one I loved was nearly snatched from me by a gang of stinking drunks," she said, her lip curling. She spat onto the floor as she spoke, her anger rising in a way that it had not when she initially told the story. Her face grew somewhat florid and red, her appearance growing more beautiful. My breathing grew shallow. She turned now and looked me directly in the eye.
"No matter what happens after tonight, there will be more enemy soldiers," she said, "They are everywhere. Everyone knows it. We know you are trying to stop them, but you cannot. Once I leave this place, there will be more raiders. Someday I will not be as lucky today. Someday they will take what was promised to my fiancé."
"That is not true, we will stop them," I argued, Mülteci shrugged her shoulders.I felt a pang and knew her ambivalence was correct.
"Maybe. But then, maybe not. Maybe not before it is too late," she replied, "I want to give myself to someone I love. But he is gone and there is no one left, save one."
"That will happen one day, I am sure of it," I said, but I was certain of no such thing.
"When will I ever have an opportunity to find another that I can love? My village...other villages the same. The whole world is falling apart, Sultanah," Mülteci said, her voice breaking. I was no more experienced in these matters than she was, but I felt the need to offer comfort, to say the things that people always say.
"In the fullness of time, your heart will mend. The world will put itself back together. You will always love your fiancé, but there will be other loves," I tried to sound convincing, but knew that I failed. I didn't even know if I believed it.
"My friends and family are gone. There is only one who I love now," she said.
"Who do you love?" I asked softly, not yet willing to admit to myself what she would say next. I knew there was no good answer to this question.
"Sultanah I owe you my love," Mülteci replied. I felt icy fingers all over my skin, my nipples grew hard against the fabric of my clothing. My emotions doubled back on themselves, contradicting themselves and freezing my mind. Mülteci reached up to me again, draping her hands of my neck.
"You do not have to love me in that way. An intimate love is different form the love you must bear your Sultanah. You do not owe me this," I said, my voice cracking.
"No, you owe this to me. If you cannot stop these raiders, protect my virtue by taking it for yourself, so that an enemy will not. My life and my honor belong to you, Sultanah. As the lives of all your subjects belongs to you. I do not feel alive now. I feel like I died in that square with my parents. With my fiancé. None of this feels real to me. I have given you the devotion owed to you as my Empress. You owe to me your protection. And I am so alone...please make me feel alive."
Everything she said made sense to me. She wanted a choice, to give what she had rather than being forced to give it up. She wanted to be with someone...someone who recognized her as a person. Was I even really doing that? Did I really think of any of my peasants as people? Or just abstractions? And would giving her what she asked for here mean what she thought it did? Would I be giving her the affection she needed? Or would I just be taking something I briefly desired, accepting it cheaply? I didn't know. But I felt the obligation now, to steel my resolve once again.
"I owe you much, but I cannot..." I began. She looked at me with a withering stare, a mixture of hurt and disappointment I could hardly stand to witness.
"You must. I cannot risk losing this again..." She replied. Whatever resistance I had remaining melted as I gazed into Mülteci large eyes and heard her plea put so simply. Her absolute need for comfort. The questions slipped from my mind, the consideration of what was right and proper disappeared. My reasons for stopping seemed foolish and impractical. Court and noble emotions down amongst the earthy peasants. I felt the need to touch this peasant girl and I accepted that feeling in the moment for what it was, powerless to resist.
"A Sultanah must always fulfill her obligations," I whispered and I bent my head down toward Mülteci. As I moved toward her, I heard a soft squeal emit from her throat and her hand tightened slightly on my neck. Our lips pressed together once again. This time, I took charge, being more knowledgeable than the young girl (a new experience for me).
As our lips pressed together, I parted mine and slipped my tongue free. I grazed it along the ridge of Mülteci's mouth. I felt her body shiver and she enthusiastically opened her mouth as well. In a moment, I felt her tongue pour from her mouth and crash delightfully into mine. Her tongue was thick, wet, and warm. She moved it wildly around against my tongue and probed into my mouth. Her excitement and was contagious and her lack of polish in no way limited the pleasure of her touch. I allowed her tongue to enter my mouth, sucking on it and tasting her sweet mouth.
We had both abandoned ourselves in the instant to the animal passions swirling around us. The events of the day and our strange situation melted away entirely. Mülteci needed to be enveloped in the protective power of love and I needed to feel like I was not completely powerless to help. Because of those powerful feelings, we experienced no hesitation, and dove headlong into a passionate embrace.
While our tongues continued to wrestle messily on our mouths, my hands rose and found Mülteci's body. Her skin felt firm and hot through the tattered fabric of her wedding dress. I could feel her bare breast pressed against my body and I felt an uncontrollable need to feel her skin. Quickly my hands seized on the dress fabric and began to pull on it. I lifted the torn dress quickly up Mülteci's body. She lifted her arms above her head to make the movement easier. Our kiss broke only for a moment while I pulled the dress over Mülteci's head and threw it into the corner. Our mouths then crashed back together, kissing more desperately than before. My hands made their way back to Mülteci's hips and I felt the hot smoothness of her skin under my hands.
After a few moments of reckless kissing, my curiosity grew too great; I had to see Mülteci's compact body. I slowly broke our kiss and pulled away slightly. Mülteci let out a slight mewling noise and her eyes opened quickly to register her disappointment. I ignored her, promising myself I would rectify her disappointment directly.
I now leaned back slightly and gazed at Mülteci. Her beauty took my breath away. I had already seen her small feet and lithe legs, but I now saw clearly that those legs were attached to small, tight round bottom. The way that she was sitting made it difficult for me to see her cunny, but I could see she had fashionably shaved herself bare for her wedding night. Despite her thin build, I saw that her hips flared dramatically and then tapered quickly to a narrow waist. Her stomach was thin and well-toned from work in the fields. My eyes continued to flutter up her body and I saw that her newly exposed breast was a mirror image of the other. The two small, perky teardrops sat high on her chest and her nipples, hard, pointed directly out from her chest. I groaned involuntarily, amazed that this beautiful girl had fallen into my lap.
And into my lap was correct. Mülteci was essentially sitting on me at that point, as I had pulled her on top of me slightly when I leaned back to get a look at her. As a result of this position, Mülteci could feel the rapidly growing evidence of my admiration of her body. My cock was pressing into her hip and straining against the fabric of my riding pants. Mülteci's wide eyes gazed down at my lap. I had no reason to doubt that she was a virgin before, but her excitement seemed to confirm the fact. But as she said, she had been taught what to do on her wedding night and was clearly excited by my arousal.
Now it was Mülteci's turn to let her curiosity carry her away. She slipped quietly off of my lap (maddeningly brushing my cock as she did so) and positioned herself in front of me, on her knees. Now I could see her tight red gash of a cunny, already glistening slightly with arousal. Her clitoris was quite large for her small body and I could actually see it, even from a few feet away, aching red from her body. But Mülteci did not give me much time to admire her body. She leaned forward quickly, her hands on my clothes. She pushed me back onto the pillows on the bed. I lay in a sort of upright position while she moved about me.
Mülteci disrobed me with incredible efficiency. In just a few moments, my various shirts, undershirts, pants, and other garments lay in a pile on the floor. As she pulled the last of my undershirts off, my breasts stood exposed to the air. Mülteci smiled at them slightly and placed her hand on one. She felt its firmness and seemed surprised by the way it shook on my body as I moved. But Mülteci was excited about something else and her attention could not stay long on my breasts.
The only clothing I was still wearing was a thin piece of fabric wrapped around my waist and covering my cock. It was not drawn tight over my body to hold my cock in place the way I had done in the past. As a result, it did not restrict my swelling arousal. Instead, my cock stood up high on my body, draped in sheer fabric. As Mülteci leaned back away from me, I saw her eyes stay on my cock.
I decided to let her go at her own pace. I kept my eyes on her sweet face and tried to control the overwhelming urge I felt to pounce on her. Mülteci lifted both of her hands up to her mouth, creating fists. She seemed to be biting both of her thumbs excitedly while her elbows and forearms covered, and pressed firmly against, her pert breasts.
For a while, she just looked at me, too nervous and excited to move. My hips felt like they were going to start rotating on their own and instead I tightened the muscles at the base of my cock. My cock twitched heavily and Mülteci almost jumped. But this seemed to shake her out of her stupor. She leaned forward now, placing her left hand on the bed next to my hip. Her perky breasts hung down (but only slightly) over my knees and her round bottom stuck up in the air.
Mülteci lifted her right hand and began to move it towards my cock. Her hand was trembling slightly and she moved slowly. My body was almost vibrating with excitement and I my head felt light. After a few moments, I realized that I was holding my breath and did my best to breathe. Mülteci looked up at me nervously and bit her lower lip. I nodded slowly and smiled at her.
This seemed to give Mülteci the last push she needed. I felt her palm land on the fabric covering the tip of my cock. I groaned loudly and writhed on the bed. Mülteci giggled and then finally pulled the fabric away from me, slipping it off my body and throwing it on the floor. Mülteci gasped as she stared at my cock. My erect shaft ached and pointed directly up toward Mülteci. My balls were heavy and I spread my legs slightly so they could slip down between my thighs.
Mülteci's curiosity overcame whatever nerves she was feeling. Her right hand reached forward now and touched the tip of my cock. Her fingers felt soft and delicate against my sensitive skin. I groaned and my cock twitched again. Mülteci looked into my eyes again, smiling. Her eyes were twinkling with excitement and she quickly turned her gaze back to my cock. Slowly, her fingers wrapped around the width of my cock, just below the tip. She squeezed a little tighter than I would have liked, but I did not dare stop her. Her palm felt too delicious against my cock.
Despite whatever lesson she had received regarding her wedding night, it was clear that Mülteci did not know what she was doing. Regardless, her innocent fumblings were extremely pleasurable. Her right hand moved around on my cock, sometimes squeezing it and stroking it and other times running her fingertips against the length of it. Still other times, she would gently grasp the tip of my cock between her thumb and forefinger, feeling it gently and moving it. The pads of her fingers found my balls at times, stroking and pressing on them as they grew fuller and fuller. All the while her ass swayed behind her and her breasts jiggled slightly over my knee.
After several minutes of innocent play, a fortunate accident occurred. Mülteci's hand was wrapped around my shaft and her pinky finger was pressed all the way down into my balls. She was pulling down and squeezing me tightly. Her actions forced a single, fat bead of clear liquid to drip from the tip of my cock. I groaned slightly as the liquid spilled down my tip and raced down the vein on the bottom of my shaft toward Mülteci's hand. Mülteci saw it moving towards her and, seemingly without thinking, she leaned forward quickly and pressed her tongue against my shaft. She got the little dribble seed before it could reach her hand. I groaned loudly and my hands rose involuntarily to find my breasts as I felt the hot wetness of Mülteci's tongue against my shaft.
My noise woke Mülteci to the implications of what she had done. Her eyes opened and remained very wide, looking at me nervously. Her tongue stayed frozen against my cock and I saw my shaft pressed against her face when I looked at her. I groaned again at the continuing pleasure of Mülteci's tongue on my cock and my hips ground involuntarily. Mülteci seemed now to recognize that, far from making a mistake, she had stumbled onto something pleasurable. A wide smile grew on her face and her tongue licked at me devilishly.
Mülteci threw herself entirely into this new course of action. Once again, her lack of knowledge was more than compensated by her enthusiasm. Mülteci made her tongue fat and wet and began to run it up and down the length of my shaft. My cock was coated in her warm saliva. She licked every inch of my cock, moving her neck and head so that she could lap at all sides. Each tongue of her warm, soft tongue made my entire body bounce. My hips felt like they were melting and my legs were shaking involuntarily. Eventually, Mülteci's tongue found the top of my cock and even my balls. She would move her tongue around on the tip of my cock wildly, even rubbing it on the slick, smooth underside of her tongue. When she reached my balls, she lapped at my skin forcefully, letting her tongue sink into my scrotum. Each touch was more alluring than the last.
At no time did Mülteci ever placed my cock inside of her mouth or let it slip into her throat. I suppose it never occurred to her. A large part of me wanted to take Mülteci's head in my hands teach how to properly suck a cock. I wanted to feel her tight throat close around my shaft.
But while Mülteci was lapping at my cock, I felt something that changed my mind. Mülteci's cunny was directly over my knees. While Mülteci's tongue was pressed into my scrotum and her nose was rubbing against my shaft, I felt a peculiar sensation: a slight drip onto my knee. The liquid felt warm and thick. For a moment, I did not realize what it was. But I could heard Mülteci's ragged breath and I could see her bottom shaking in the air. I realized, it was Mülteci's cunny. She was so aroused that she was literally dripping wet on top of me. I breathed deeply through my nose and I could smell her arousal thick in the room, a warm, savory aroma. I remembered that we were not engaged in this just for my pleasure. Mülteci needed something and I was obligated to provide it.
Summoning all of my will, I slipped my hands from my breasts and found Mülteci's shoulders. I pulled her up gently. For a moment her tongue remained stuck to my shaft, but then she seemed to notice I was pulling her up. She looked up at me quickly, wondering if she had done something wrong. I gave her sultry look and pulled her toward me more forcefully. Mülteci smiled at me and started to move forward. I guided her while she crawled carefully over my body.
After a few moments her knees were on either side of my hips and and my cock was sticking up between her legs. It was not touching her, but it was just a few short inches from her cunny. Further, her breasts hung towards my face, her small, hard brown nipples pointing at me. I could not help myself. I lifted my head slightly and opened my mouth. I let Mülteci's hard nipple enter my mouth. Her soft, silky flesh pressed against my face as my lips closed around her. I heard her moan loudly as my tongue found the dense flesh of her nipple. I sucked deeply on her nipple and flicked it with my tongue.
Mülteci's whole body became weak and her knees buckled. Her cunny dropped slightly and it grazed the tip of my cock. We both moaned together and Mülteci's eyes shot up quickly in surprise. Her nipple popped from my mouth as Mülteci's rose so that she was erect, straddling my hips with my cock almost touching her red clit. She was looking down at me, the innocence drained from her eyes. I saw only need now. Mülteci's red cunny was dripping down her thigh and her face was flushed. I knew there could be no more delay.
I lifted my hands and placed them on Mülteci's hips. They felt warmer than before and my fingers tingled. I looked up at her and she bit her lip, nodding. Slowly, I placed pressure on her hips. Mülteci's began to sink very slowly. After a few seconds I gasped as the tip of my cock pressed against Mülteci's hot, dripping cunny. Mülteci's body went incredibly tense and I stopped pulling on her briefly. Mülteci looked nervous and enticed at the same time. I kept her in place, my cock pressed against her. But I rubbed my hand gently her hips and her soft ass. I did not want to hurt her, and I was trying to be reassuring.
"You are ready," I said slowly, seductively, "Go at you own pace." I said. Mülteci's moaned slightly in response. But after a moment, I felt her lowering herself again. Mülteci's cunny was incredibly tight. As my cock pressed into her dripping body, it squeezed me tightly. Mülteci's panted and groaned as the tip of my cock pressed into her. She moved slowly, instinctively rocking her hips to lubricate me with her juices. Finally, the tip of my cock slipped inside of Mülteci.
"Oh Gunes!" I groaned and I made my hands into fists on Mülteci's hips. She was so soft and warm inside and almost unbearably tight. But now the hardest part was over, the tip of my cock was inside of her. With slightly more speed, Mülteci lowered herself farther and farther onto my aching cock. She grew tighter and tighter as she went and occasionally, she would stop, panting, while grew accustomed to the feeling. But her cheeks were red and her eyes were totally alive. It was clear she was enjoying the feeling. I was just as well, I had never felt anything as soft as the caress Mülteci's cunny provided.
After what seemed like a blissful eternity, I felt Mülteci's ass settle onto my thighs and I felt her hard little clit press into my pelvis. I was entirely inside of Mülteci. For a moment we just stayed still, staring at one another in awe. The connection between us felt almost mystical and the physical pleasure we already felt was intense. The smell of my arousal mixed with that of Mülteci, now that our cunnies were so close together. If perfumed the air in the room and made it feel more humid somehow.
My cock twitched involuntarily inside of Mülteci's cunny. She shivered and then offered a giggle. Her hips rocked slightly, tugging deliciously on my cock. It was clearly time for more. I softened my fists back out and placed my palms flat on Mülteci's hips. I pushed her hips slightly, making her rock slightly.
"Sultanah, oh my!" Mülteci's moaned. Her hands instantly shot to her mouth. Once against she placed her fists in front of her mouth, biting on her tongue. But I could see her smiling behind the coy posture. I rocked my hips slightly, thrusting my cock deeper into the warmth of Mülteci's cunny. Mülteci moaned lasciviously and rocked her hips in motion with mine. She gave no hint of pain and it seemed her wet cunny and our slow start had served her well. That was lucky for her, because I could no longer contain myself.



My hands clenched more tightly around Mülteci's hips and I dropped my hips down in the fabric of my bed. An inch or two of my hard cock slipped out of Mülteci's soft cunny. The air felt cool against the wet skin of my shaft. Mülteci trembled as I moved. After waiting a bare second, I thrust my cock up, back into Mülteci's cunny. She felt even tighter before as I drove my body into hers. Mülteci's body trembled and she continued moaning loudly. She smiled while her voice called out in ecstasy. I did not give Mülteci's time to react; instead I quickly slipped my cock out again and then rammed it home. I repeated that motion, again and again and again. I thrust my cock in and out of Mülteci's impossibly tight cunny and felt as the tension built inside of her body with each thrust and felt her grow weaker and more enslaved to her passions.
After a few minutes of thrusting, Mülteci became too weak from the pleasure and the tension she felt to hold herself upright any longer. Her fists came down from her mouth and Mülteci pitched forward. Her hands came out in front of her to catch herself and I had a small amount of wind knocked out of me as Mülteci's hands landed in my breasts. This motion pushed her hips back, driving my cock more deeply into Mülteci's cunny. Mülteci's was smiling and panting now as she looked up into my eyes. Her hands squeezed tightly on my breasts for stability and I groaned at the sensation of my hardened nipples digging into her palm.
Mülteci now began to rock her hips now. My cock was buried deeply inside of her and her hips bounced up and down on it. She groaned and arched her back now, feeling my cock slip ever deeper inside of her. Mülteci's hands remained on my breasts, squeezing them and playing roughly with my nipples. She was panting loudly and punctuating her breaths with soft moans. She was grinding her hard clit into my body, building herself towards something she had been waiting for her entire life. Her body shook on top of me and I kept my hands tightly on her hips.
If Mülteci was getting carried away by the excitement of the moment, I was even worse. I could barely stand the intensity of Mülteci's squeezing cunny. The room was filled with the thick scent of arousal and my hold body was growing stiff from anticipation. I was holding my breath again, but I lacked the will to breathe, I wanted the lightheaded feeling. Every move of Mülteci's tight young body seemed to tug at my cock, bring the tension closer and closer to its finale. Adding to that was the tingling feeling that spread throughout my chest from Mülteci's manipulation of my nipples.
Mülteci and I had been rocking our hips together for several minutes when she finally did something that pushed me over the edge. Mülteci's hips were shaking on top of me and suddenly, I felt the muscles inside of her tighten. She looked at me mischievously, clearly realizing she had stumbled onto something new. If Mülteci's cunny was already almost too tight to bear, her sudden clenching put it past all reason. I felt her cunny wrap tightly around me, milking my cock.
"Holy Gunes, fuck me!" I moaned loudly, my fingers sinking more deeply into Mülteci's hips. The sudden addition of just the right amount of pressure was more than I could bear. My eyes closed instantly and my mouth opened. I left it open, making a hollow croaking sound. I felt all of my muscles tighten in my body and my toes curled on the bed. All of my attention was focused on the tight grasp of Mülteci's cunny wrapped around my cock. I felt my balls seizing underneath of Mülteci's body. I felt like I could not stand to feel anymore, like every inch of my body and every fragment of my soul was consumed entirely by an unbearable, immovable, and constant tension and then...suddenly...it burst.
The tension broke and a wave of absolute pleasure radiated out from my cock, covering my entire body in a quivering warmth. All of my muscles released and I collapsed back onto the bed. My balls seized more quickly and I felt the vein at the base of my shaft expanding and contracting as it shot thick, white loads of seed deep into Mülteci's willing body. I heard her yelp in surprise and felt her squeeze the muscles in her cunny tighter. She was pulling more of my seed into her body and trying to hold it all inside of herself. Her hands squeezed more forcefully on my tits as she was laughing and moaning with delight.
Finally, the orgasm subsided and I lay, sated, on the bed. Mülteci still sat on top of me, my still-hard cock buried in her body. She could tell something important had happened and that her cunny was filling with my seed. But she was not done; instead she was smiling at me and trying to move her hips. I winced slightly at the sensitive. It was not that it was a bad feeling, on the contrary it was too much of a good feeling. My cock was far too sensitive to keep going. She sensed my discomfort and stopped.
"Have I done something wrong Sultanah?" she asked nervously, and once again she leaned back so that she was erect while kneeling over me, "I sought only to give you pleasure." I reached my hand up quickly and found Mülteci's cheek. I rubbed her smooth skin gently with my thumb and shook my head.
"Not at all, that felt wonderful," I said softly. Mülteci and looked slightly embarrassed. But I could still feel her body trembling under me and I could sense her cunny vibrating with continued desire. Mülteci had already given me so much, she needed satisfaction now. It was my responsibility. And also my pleasure. I wanted to do something for her.
I scooted back slightly and sat up quickly on the bed. Mülteci's small body was easily moved with me. She let out a surprised yelp and started to roll backwards, towards my feet. I had been hoping for this and I spread my legs slightly while I jerked my hips back forcefully. I felt my cock slip out of Mülteci's tight cunny, it felt delightful. She let out another, pleasured yelp at the sensation. A large blob of my seed spilled from Mülteci's cunny and landed on the bed. Mülteci now fell backward completely onto the bed, her breasts jiggling alluringly as her back sank into the covers.
It did not seem wise to wait to see what happened. Instead, I rolled over quickly onto my stomach. While Mülteci was lying on her back, giggling contentedly at this sudden turn of events, I scrambled over so that I was facing towards her on the bed. Mülteci's legs were slightly open and I quickly slipped on belly in between her knees, my face just a few inches from her red cunny. My breasts landed in the patch of warm seed that had spilled from Mülteci's cunny and landed on the bed and she felt wonderful as it pressed against my nipple.
I placed my hands on Mülteci's thighs, prying them open farther. Mülteci had not realized I had been moving and her body froze with the recognition that I was so close to her. Mülteci's cunny was close to my face and I could smell the mixed aroma of her savory cunny juices mixed with the tart undercurrent of my seed. Mülteci's cunny was as tight as ever and her little red clit stood out hard at the top. She was leaking from the bottom of her cunny, a mixture of my seed and her own juices. There seemed to be more of my seed and it was a milky color pooling on the bed.
I knew then, as I had always known, that it was not appropriate for me to be in this position. I was a Sultanah, it was my place to receive pleasure, not to give it. I would be lowering myself from my regal bearing if I went any further, especially with a mere peasant girl. And yet, these concerns, which had stopped me even in the heat of passion, seemed totally irrelevant now. I felt so deeply for Mülteci at that moment, that I did not even really consider stopping. And it wasn't just Mülteci, the affection I felt for her was tied up in something else, something I couldn't put my finger on at that moment. She represented something to me, a joyous duty or a cheerful obligation. And I wanted to fulfill that obligation. Somehow, by lowering myself to her, I felt that I was not lowering myself at all. If anything, I would rise higher.
After that, I pushed myself forward on the bed, I felt my hair push against Mülteci's thighs and felt her body tremble at the touch. The scent from her cunny grew more and more intense as I grew closer to it. I was surprised by how well her scent and mine mixed together. It made my eyes roll slightly and I felt my cock twitch against the fabric of the bed. In a few moments I was a mere half inch away from Mülteci's lovely cunny. The tights red lips of her cunny looked even more enticing here and her clit begged to be touched.
I waited a half second, giving Mülteci just a few moments of torture. I titled my eyes up at her. Mülteci was looking down at me, excited. She was biting her knuckle and her eyes were sparkling. She pushed her hips towards me, begging for further action.
Finally, I complied. I leaned forward slightly and let my tongue spill from my mouth. In a moment, I felt it sink in to the wet folds of Mülteci's cunny. Immediately my mouth and my nose were filled with an incredible flavor. I hadn't even really been thinking about the fact that I would, for the first time, or my own seed. But the salty, savory flavor of my own seed, mixed with Mülteci's juices gave me an electrifying feeling. I wished I had not waited so long to try. And there were still big, milky globs of it overflowing from Mülteci's tight cunny.
For the next few minutes, my tongue flew around Mülteci's, seeking out her juices and my own seed. I would hold it in my mouth and swish it around my teeth, savoring the flavor. My tongue flittered across Mülteci's sensitive skin while I swallowed them down. Mülteci's moaned loudly while I did so and after a few minutes, her hands found their way to my head. Her fingers sunk into my hair, holding onto me tightly and panting while I sucked our juices from her cunny.
After a while, my face now glistening with juices, I found that I had cleaned Mülteci's cunny entirely. I could sense the sexual flavors still on my tongue and knew it was now on my breath. All of our delicious seed and juice was now inside of me, giving my stomach an exquisite warmth. Mülteci's head was hanging back and she was moaning loudly, she didn't want me to stop.
I opened my eyes now and I saw Mülteci's little red clit staring me in the face. I was ready to finish Mülteci's agony. I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around Mülteci's clit. Mülteci's body jerked and she let out a high pitched scream. Her hands squeezed and pulled at my hair, pulling me more tightly into her lap. I did not need any more encouragement. I kept my lips wrapped around the girl's clit and quickly flicked my tongue against it. Mülteci's body bounced in time with my flicking tongue. After a moment, I made my tongue thick, soft, and flat and lapped at Mülteci's clit.
I stayed in this position for some time, lying on my belly between Mülteci splayed legs. I kept my hands on her hips to keep her spread wide. And I licked and sucked on her clitoris with all of my ability and energy. I followed the motions of her body, sensed her reactions, and tailored the movement of my tongue to maximize her pleasure. As I licked, Mülteci's body got more and more rigid and her hands squeezed tighter and tighter on my hair. Finally, I heard a loud croaking noise coming from Mülteci's throat and I felt her cunny tightening against my chin.
"Oh fuck, Varis!" Mülteci called out loudly as her body began to shake. I kept licking, sucking more of her flavor into me and breathing in her scent. Finally, Mülteci's body locked up entirely and, after a further second, went completely limp. She collapsed backwards onto the bed, panting and almost completely oblivious to the world. For a moment, I simply stayed down, between her legs, and caught my breath.
After a while I lifted myself with great effort. After sidestepping Mülteci's legs, I collapsed down next to her on the bed. As I lay down next to her, Mülteci turned and looked at me, smiling. Her face glistened with sweat and she looked completely relaxed. I wrapped one of my arms around Mülteci's should, pulling her in closely. She rested her head on my breast, burrowing into me.
"That was better than I could ever had dreamed," She said sleepily, "Though I am sorry I called you Varis, Sultanah," she added. I smiled and shook my head.
"Think nothing of it here," I said, "As lovers, I believe we were equals." She smiled more broadly now and looked up at me. She was so much more beautiful than the haggard girl who had been carried into the room. I felt for a moment like I had done something right that night. We both grew more comfortable in the bed and I enjoyed the feeling of Mülteci in my arms.
But my thoughts would not be still. As the euphoria from the encounter began to fade, I wondered what it mattered. What good did it do for one night of passion with Mülteci? She still faced depravation tomorrow. What difference if she was briefly happy now? She had already lost everything. After a long pause, I spoke.
"What will you do? Tomorrow? Thereafter," I asked. Mülteci did not look up now. Instead, she gave a long sigh and sat quietly for some time. When I began to suspect she had no intention of answering me, she spoke.
"Go on living I suppose," was all she said. She spoke no more. And in a few minutes. She was asleep. I thought deeply of her answer and their meaning and was unable to follow her into sleep. Sometime well before dawn, I rose, got dressed, and headed out to find Saygili.
* * * * *
Sometime around 4:00 p.m., much later after the sun rose and was once again beginning to set; I was standing in the center of the village, right next to the town hall I had slept in the night before. The noose had already tightened, our enemies no longer made any pretense of stealth. They were swirling around the outside of town, mounted and armed. I could hear their taunts and I knew that they were aware of my presence in town. They were slowly getting closer. They were making noise, trying to make their overwhelming numbers seem more intense.
And there numbers had become even more overwhelming since I had arisen that morning. The number of troopers at my disposal had fallen from 69 the previous night to 42. That morning, when I had announced to the troopers that the enemy had surrounded us and that I had made the determination that I would stay in fight, I gave my soldiers the option. Those who wished to stay and fight with me could stay. Those who wished to flee would not be punished. All of the Collaborationist lords had, as well as a handful of demoralized loyalists.
Our numbers were swelled, however, by the townspeople. They were not trained for war, but they stood arrayed in the town square, ready to protect their homes. I had given them no options when I roused their mayor. I simply explained that the enemy was closing in and that I needed their help in prosecuting the war. I was more than a little surprised and impressed with the speed at which the town mobilized. Each man and woman now carried some weapon, even if it was just a shovel, and possessed a grave visage that indicated a willingness to fight to the death.
Saygili had, likely, been surprised by my unilateral change in the plans. However, his loyalty prevented him from raising any objection. When I told him that I would be staying and fighting, he asked simply what I had in mind. I immediately laid out my plan of action for the coming day.
I did not, however, actually tell my trusted soldier my thoughts. I was thinking only of Mülteci's words the night before, "go on living I suppose." A simple, peasant statement of permanence. There was no option to quit, no ability to simply cease going. Mülteci had experienced an unimaginable level of pain and confusion, but she not only kept on living, she desperately wanted to live. She wanted to feel alive even if doing so meant risking future pain. I reflected on this strength while I lay awake at night. It reminded me of the history of the Empire, the famous legions of Bütün Dünya. Legions that were made of common men, trained hard, and taught that there was no option but victory. I thought of my troopers, all of noble birth. So weak, so willing to quit when they did not experience instant victory. Likely they would be happy to sacrifice a town of innocents to save themselves.
I asked myself about my role as the Sultanah, the Empress. I wanted to know what I believed my primary task would be in my office. Would it be to preserve myself and my blood? To make nobles wealthy? Or would my purpose be to preserve and foster the people of the Empire? To treat all of my subjects, even the peasants as human beings with dignity, importance, and something to add to the life of the Empire? In short, I asked whether was the Sultanah I wished to represent the strength and the body of the old Empire, or if would continue to align with the decaying, noble rot that had eaten it from the inside out. It was not a difficult decision.
And so I was handily outnumbered (at least in terms of actual soldiers) and totally surrounded by well-trained enemies. I, like all of my troopers, was dismounted. I had my blade in my hand and was facing towards the largest road leading into the town square, the location I assumed most of the enemies would choose as an entrance. My heart was fluttering and I continually asked myself whether I had made a mistake in failing to flee. But it was too late for that now. And I drew strength from the grim calm exuded by the peasants all around me.
I do not remember the exact time it occurred, but I will never forget the sound of the trumpet blasts that peeled out through the late afternoon air. They came from all sides. Each enemy crew seemed to know that the attack was to start at the same instant, and they all ordered the charge at the same time.
Raiders came pouring into the village from all directions. I could see a large mass of horseman entering the main street of the village from the fields beyond, heading directly towards me. If I looked to either side or peered into any number of side alleys, I could see the same sight. Soldiers, moving closer and closer towards the center of town, their sabers draw and their lips peeled back in terrifying grimaces. I saw also the thin line of peasants and remaining troopers that stood inside of town square, preparing to seal off each entrance to the town center with their fragile bodies.
As I watched the enemy raiders get closer and closer to me, my feet felt heavy and my head felt light. I felt very much like I was going to vomit or collapse. The sword felt unbearable in my hand and I knew that I had no knowledge of how to wield it. It felt as though my body was trying to pull me backwards, towards the center of the square, where the most bodies would stand between me and my enemy. But, just when my courage was about to fail, a voice rang out from the square.
"For Bütün Dünya and Sultanah Varis!" the voice called out. I instantly recognized the voice as Mülteci's. Before I could react, the crowd responded.
"Huzzah!" they cried, a mighty roar from the peasants that made them sound more fearsome than I thought possible. I felt their courage wash over me, soaking down into my bones and I stood still, my face becoming grimmer and fiercer.
The enemy raiders were closing at the same speed, their immense discipline allowing them to approach the town square from all quarters instantaneous. I saw the horses grow more and more defined as the came closer and closer. I held my sword up as they closed the distance nearer and nearer to our location. The sound of the hooves grew so loud it overwhelmed everything else; the vibrations seemed to shake inside of my stomach. They passed the last few houses on the outside of the square. I could see the decorations on the raiders' uniforms and I could nearly feel the heat of their horses' breath as they closed the last few feet between us. Murder was in the eyes of the raiders as they lifted their swords towards me and...they dropped.



The village was suddenly filled with new noises. The awful screams of dying men and horses rang out even over the din of hooves. I turned quickly and saw that the same result had occurred everywhere. The horses had dropped. I smiled. The plan had worked.
As soon as I had told the villagers about the attack, I had put them to work implementing my plan. I set crews of broad-shouldered peasant men to work digging massive, three-foot-deep holes at the very edge of each road leading into the main square. While they dug, their wives and children were encouraged to gather every fencepost or wooden stake they could find and hone both ends into spikes. As the spikes were completed, they were sunk deeply into the muddy holes dug by their husbands. When each hole was filled with spikes, a blanket (usually several blankets) was to cover it. This blanket was then covered in mud. A quick moving horseman would never notice the difference. While the villagers worked, my remaining troopers loudly maneuvered in the fields outside of town, ensuring that prying eyes did not notice. The peasants were used to work and worked quickly and, at around 3:00 p.m., each hole was finished and the troopers were brought back to town and (carefully) helped into the square with everyone else. We then prayed that we had done enough.
Now it seemed that, as usual, Gunes was good. Our enemies were tumbling into the pits we had dug, moving at full speed. Men and horses were pierced by spike and then crushed as more men and horses fell in after them. Even after the front ranks of raiders realized the trap, their attempts to stop moving were in vain. The men behind them pushed them forward, toppling them into the pits. After the initial shock wore off, resourceful raiders tried to jump the pits and reach the town square. Most were unable to clear the growing piles of their dead brethren or could not cross the entire distance of the pit and fell in anyway. Occasionally, a single man would make it across but such a man would be no match for our massed numbers. Each man who came across piecemeal was quickly swarmed and killed.
The raiders had not been expecting any real resistance. They knew we had only a fraction of the troopers they possessed and expect the rabble to break instantly when they entered the square. Now faced with determined, deadly resistance, the men in the rear ranks turned and fled. They were confused and scared, something they had never expected.
I anticipated that the enemy would regroup quickly and attempt to take us again. Therefore, I had no men to spare for the holding of prisoners. I ordered my peasants and troopers into the pits to finish off any men and horses still alive and ordered that their weapons be taken for our use. This bloody order was rapidly heeded. However, once it was done I looked down the road toward the fields outside of town. I saw no enemy troops. Their fear and confusion had been complete, they had routed entirely. The battle had lasted a mere half hour. And we had won.
"Victory!" I called out in my loudest voice and heard my loyal troopers and my loyal peasants scream out the word as well, swelling loudly (and no doubt scaring any enemy soldiers who remained close enough to hear). We would later learn that 75 enemy soldiers lay dead in the pits, crushed by their horses. Among their number were two high ranking Dusman lords who had led the charge. This represented nearly a quarter of the total troops and roughly half of the senior leadership of the raiders. Upon hearing reports of the battle, King Sican was stung by the fact that his elite troops were killed primarily by peasants. More importantly, he realized that he could afford the risk of losing so many men in what was, essentially, tactically unimportant raiding. He quickly called his troops back, ending for that time the deprivations of the raiders.
But we did not know that then. All we knew was that through our strength and ingenuity we had defeated an enemy far more organized and disciplined. Their arrogance and certainty of victory had allowed us to outwit them. We had survived (losing not a single man, woman, or child) and preserved the town.
"To Sultanah Varis," Mülteci cried now as we stood in the town square, "The People's Empress!"
"Huzzah!" was the reply. Once again, Mülteci's words triggered an idea. This was one I had been playing with since at least the night before. But now, it seemed, was the correct time to put that idea into action. I raised my hands in victory and walked over to the town hall. I climbed up onto the Mayor's chair and held my hands aloft until the crowd grew silent.
"The People's Empress is right!" I called and the people cheered again, "Because this is an Empire of the people." More cheering followed. I paused for a second to collect my thoughts. I had not prepared for what I was going to say next. But once I began speaking, it came naturally, "Every inch of ground that Bütün Dünya gained through the centuries was taken by the legions. By citizen-soldiers. When this proud Empire ceased to rely on its farmers and its merchants and its artisans as soldiers, it began to wither. I, Sultanah Varis, am no longer content with this atrophy and this rot. This Empire is glory and will always remain glorious. It will only fail if we fail to live up to the glory of its name. Fulfilling this responsibility to the Empire is the right, the duty, and the privilege of all who dwell within its borders. It is not only for me. And it is certainly not only for the Peers. So this I say: Any man who finds that life in this village is too small or that life lacks adventure follow me to Şehir and take an honored place in the renewed legions of Bütün Dünya! And see all our enemies join these. Dead and buried!" The cheers were deafening. I looked around at the people around me and I felt the strength of the empire in their faces, none more so than in the face of Mülteci, who cheered loudest of all.
When we returned to Şehir (to the shock of the deserters, who had brought news of our imminent death the day before) we came with 25 new soldiers, the core of a new imperial citizen-army. Mülteci was not among them, she went on to live her life.
End Chapter 7 - End First Half!
*****
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Dear Reader, thank you so much for reading this story. It has taken nearly a year of my writing life to get the whole thing finished. This is Chapter 8 of 14 chapters and the total is over 250,000 words. It is my Dirk Diggler/Jack Horner act of hubris: my attempt to write an erotic adventure story that pulls you in with a story you want to read, even when there isn't any sex going on (though there is a lot of sex. Crazy, weird, fun sex). It is the most ambitious piece of erotic fiction I have ever attempted. So I hope you enjoy it.
With that said, this book is not for everyone. It will be too long for many people (no shame in that, it is a big time investment). Some of the sex scenes are intense and include themes like hermaphroditism, non-consensual activity, incest, etc. For some people, that will likely be the appeal. In fact, while this story is definitely not for everyone, I think for a select group of people this story will essentially have everything you could ever ask for. So if that is you, congratulations, you found that thing you have been searching for. You can skip ahead to the sex and I won't be offended, but I think this story is more than the sum of its parts. If you read this whole story, you will not be disappointed.
In Chapter 1, our main character, Princess Varis, finds that her father has died and that, by virtue of the fact that she is a hermaphrodite and can father a child, she is now the Sultanah. In Chapter 2, Varis unearthed a conspiracy to destroy her Empire led by Rahip, the Cardinal of the "New Religion" and later she received her coronation. In Chapter 3, Varis humiliated the New Religion and raised the morale of her besieged people. In Chapter 4, Varis lifted the siege through a daring midnight raid. In Chapter 5, Varis survived an assassination attempt and visited her harem. In Chapter 6, Varis faced a challenge to her authority and seduced a noblewoman to maintain it. In Chapter 7, Varis defeats the raiders and comforts a peasant girl.
Some recurring characters you might want by name are Varis (the Sultanah and narrator), Cin (the head priestess of Gunes), Arkadas (Varis' friend and servant), Kardes (Varis' older sister), Nislani (Varis' younger sister), Rahip (a Cardinal of the 'new religion'), Duke Hain (an important lord opposing Varis), Lord Sadik (a minor lord who has spoken in support of Varis); King Sican (the leader of Dusman, a rival kingdom), Prince Lider (Sican's son); King Köylü (the leader of Temsilci, a rival kingdom); Agiz and Got (Subordinate Sun Priestesses); Saygili (Varis' guard); Soyguncu (a pickpocket and spy for Varis); Tutuklu (the head concubine of the harem); Kukla (a noblewoman). Further, Gunes is the name of the Sun God, Tanri is the name of the 'new god.' The city where the story is set is Şehir in the country of Ülke and the Empire of Bütün Dünya. If you need more...reread the earlier chapters.
Please, please, please, please, please tell me what you think after you read this. I put an embarrassing amount of work into this and I want to know what you think. Especially if it is good things.
*****
Chapter 8: Betrothal
"I announce Varis, Sultan of Ülke and fourth of his name since the founding of the Hanedan dynasty, Emperor of Bütün Dünya, Lord-Mayor of Şehir..." the herald began.
"That is unnecessary," I interrupted quickly. The herald looked at me, quite shocked, but shrugged his shoulders and stepped aside. With the herald out of the way, I stepped through the large, arched doorway into the main hall of the Castle Inhanet. The room was essentially a long hallway made of dark stone. One either side of the hall were small, squat windows that let in a negligible amount of light. Regardless, it was very dark in the room and even at midday, there were torches burning throughout the area. The room was cold and humid, causing the stones to sweat. A somewhat tattered rug started at my feet and led to the far side of the hall. It was much smaller and far less grand than my throne room in Şehir, but it served the same purpose: the ruler in this castle would receive visitors here.
The ruler of this particular castle was standing next to a small throne on the far opposite end of the room. As I stepped into the room, I took a moment to evaluate her. I was surprised that she, a widow, appeared so strikingly young and beautiful. Of course, "young" is a relative term. She was young for a widow, though still more than a decade older than me. She was, I had learned, 35 years old. She was quite tall, around 5'9 with very long black hair. She had piercing, nearly black eyes that dominated her severely beautiful face. She had a small, pointed nose and thick red lips. Her skin was somewhat pale, but in a way that gave her an aristocratic air. She had large breasts that sat high on her body, seemingly without the aid of a corset. She had slender, delicate arms and long fingers. Her body tapered down from her large breasts to a small waist. Her hips flared slightly and she had a small, compact bottom. Her thighs were thin and she had long, delicate legs. She was smiling in an honest but somehow cold way but looked totally at ease. In short, I was pleasantly surprised. My fiancé was a beautiful woman.
I suppose some explanation is necessary. Just one week before I had been in a meeting with my Inner Council, discussing plans for future expansion of the legions. Most of the lords objected to the re-growth of the legions, as a threat to their power. But the Executive Assembly had approved my plan, 3-2. Manpower was not an issue. The Empire had shriveled, but Şehir remained the largest and city in the known world. The walled city itself and the surrounding countryside still a multitude of people. Many fighting-aged men were without work and ready to be placed at the Empire's service. Therefore, the only issue was figuring out a way to pay for the troops.
Our finances were already strained and an army, even an army receives little in wages, is expensive. Cin and Kardes were arguing over increased duties on merchants now that the Dusman raids had stopped. Cin argued that increasing duties a slight amount could give us the money to raise a 10,000 man army, 6,000 more than the current establishment. Kardes argued that increasing duties now, when trade was still recovering from the wartime deprivations, would simply deter commerce and cause more trouble than good. I, on the other hand, was trying to figure out a way to make the Peers pay for the army without allowing them to realize it. Regardless, while all of this was going on, Soyguncu suddenly burst into the throne room, excitedly holding a parchment over her head.
"Sultanah Varis! A message has come, something I think you will want to read," she called out loudly, over all of the other voices in the hall. Everyone else gradually stopped talking and turned to look at my scout and spy.
"Yes," I said sitting up straighter in my throne, "What is it?" Soyguncu bounded down the carpet in the throne room, all eyes following her. There was a sort of electric feeling; we could all tell that she possessed something momentous.
"Where is the messenger from?" My older sister Kardes asked.
"How did you come by the message?" Cin asked at nearly the same instant. Soyguncu, still striding confidently across the throne room, laughed good-naturedly.
"Let the Sultanah read it and all will be revealed," she said. As she moved closer, I quickly descended the stairs of my throne and reached the meeting table. Soyguncu arrived on the opposite side and she dramatically tossed a parchment onto the table in front of me. Cin, Kardes, Agiz, Got, and even the normally aloof Arkadas, quickly crowded around the table. Saygili leaned in from his post by the rear door, trying to catch a glimpse. I quickly scooped up the paper and started to read.
"To the illustrious Sultanah Varis first of..." I skipped past my long title, "It is with a heavy heart I write to inform you of the death of my husband, Lord Sahte, the Castellan and Governor of Inhanet, has tragically succumbed to the plague," I read, "Who in Gunes balls is Lord Sahte of Inhanet?" I asked while looking up from the parchment. I had never heard those names before. Instantly, Cin and Kardes began speaking at once. Cin stepped aside and let Kardes continue.
"Inhanet," my sister explained, "Is little more than a small castle and the fields surrounding it. Maybe two or three square miles of land at most. I stayed there for several weeks when I was first traveling to meet my husband many years ago. Lord Sahte's father was the Castellan and Governor at that time."
"Where is it?"
"It is a few days ride to the East of here, near the frontier between Temsilci and Surgun, right on the edge of our own territory. I saw no more than 500 people living in the castle and the surrounding village. The castle straddles the Haraç River, a tributary of the Güney," she explained. I gazed at the map spread across the table, finding the rough area she described. The borders of Ülke, Temsilci and Surgun came together a single point, about 45 miles from Şehir. A small dot I had never noticed before read "Castle Inhanet."
"For whom did Lord Sahte hold his territory then?" I asked. I knew that he was not my Castellan or governor.
"No one," My sister replied.
"An independent duchy of only two square miles? Between two of my most powerful enemies?" I asked incredulously. Kardes shrugged her shoulders. Now Cin stepped in, to fill in the gaps.
"Castle Inhanet had been controlled directly by the Sultan of Ülke for centuries," She explained, "Temsilci and Surgun grew more and more independent as the empire decayed, to the point that Castle Inhanet was essentially isolated from imperial control. Both Temsilci and Surgun desired the castle but, at that time, they were afraid that by taking it they would provoke a war with the Empire, when it was still potent. Further, because they both wanted it, they were afraid of provoking a war with one another over an essentially worthless plot of land. So the last Castellan and Governor appointed by Sultan Bağımsız I simply declared the castle independent. It saved everyone a lot of trouble, so it was allowed to continue. They employ a small retinue of guards paid for with tolls charged on the Haraç River." I was, as usual, shocked by Cin's encyclopedic knowledge of imperial history. She seemed to have cleared up the issue, so I read on.
"Lord Sahte, Gunes rest his soul," I noted the choice of god approvingly, "and I produced no living male heirs. As such, Lord Sahte's exiled brother, Kayınbirader, holds the strongest claim to the Governor's Throne."
"Why do we care about this?" Arkadas asked, annoyed. Cin shushed her and I read on.
"I have never met Kayınbirader, but it has come to my attention that he currently resides in the court of King Köylü of Temsilci. My sources indicate that, in exchange for his support during the exile, my brother-in-law has consented to grant King Köylü sovereignty over Castle Inhanet upon his return.
"We at Castle Inhanet are weak, but proud people. We have maintained our independence for centuries. It was my late husband's fervent desire that Castle Inhanet remain free from foreign domination. While the legal succession is clear, in this case following the law would result in the eradication of all laws at Castle Inhanet. Therefore, I will not abide by the installation of my brother-in-law on my husband's throne. Unfortunately, I am but a young widow with only a small force at my disposal. I will not be able to resist my brother-in-law and his Temsilci forces for long.
"For many centuries, Castle Inhanet was controlled by Bütün Dünya. To this day our nations have never experienced rancor or animosity. I believe that, perhaps, it is time that the affection between the Empire and Castle Inhanet are once again renewed. I ask only for independence for my people. I offer the only thing which I possess, my hand in marriage. If you are, as I believe you to be, the hand of Gunes in this world and if you choose to accept this offer, please hurry to Castle Inhanet with all haste. There is no time to lose. I send you my undying love. Sincerely, Governess Cadı of Castle Inhanet," And with that, the letter ended.
"She is not subtle," Cin said immediately, "I am shocked that she would include so much information that could be intercepted by her enemies." Cin almost sounded disgusted by the lack of circumspection.
"She is a small town rube, what do you expect?" Soyguncu said.
"Let's not quibble about her sophistication," I said quickly, "We should not get bogged down in details. This is an offer of marriage." I said. No thoughts of romance or love flittered into my head as this idea took shape. I had no thought that I would love this Governess Cadı. But I had been fruitlessly searching for someone to provide me with heirs almost form the instant I was made Sultanah. This was the first actual offer I had received thus far.
"It is hardly a worthy offer," Arkadas said immediately, "We have been asking Dukes and Kings for their daughters. This is a dried up widow who controls a spec of dirt that the world has forgotten. Governess? I mean really..." I looked over at my friend and lover, but she refused to make eye contact. I wondered if jealousy, more than concern about the appropriateness of the match was her true concern. I did not have time to reassure her of my love at that time, I would have to approach her later.
"We haven't had much luck with that strategy," I said dryly in response.
"Even if you go and marry her, we cannot possibly protect such a small fortress in the midst of our enemies," Got said, pointing again to the map. She was right, our forces were spread perilously thin already. I could not garrison even a small castle.
"Don't be foolish," Kardes said, "Do you think this woman actually gives a damn about Castle Inhanet or its independence? Her brother-in-law is coming back to take over. She has no role there when he arrives. She will be out in the village with the peasants before she can bury her husband. She is looking for an out. She marries Varis and then, even if the castle falls, Varis can say she married a Princess (of sorts) and this Governess Cadı gets out." As usual, my sister had cut through the obfuscation and found the true source of the issue.
"Perhaps she was more subtle than I gave her credit for," Cin responded.
"Then we are both in great need of one another," I said finally.
"Grave mistakes are made in such circumstances," Arkadas offered.
"Alliances of necessity are made in such circumstances," Cin responded.
Given the precarious nature of my dynasty and my paucity of options, it was quickly decided that I must go to Castle Inhanet at once. My Inner Council seemed to accept the decision as inevitable, even if they were not enthusiastic about the rather weak match. Only Arkadas offered any real objection. But everyone knew the source of her displeasure and she was easily outvoted.
There was not much time to lose and I did not bother to inform the Peers of my plans. I had not yet formally decided that I would marry Governess Cadı, I had some questions to ask of her first. Therefore, their agreement was not necessary. Yet. I promised to send Cin a message as soon as my final decision was made. She could then present the marriage to the Executive Assembly as a fait accompli. I had no doubt a 3-2 vote in favor could be obtained.
Therefore, I quickly prepared for departure. I did not want to remove any of my existing troops from the city, as they were all needed for defense. I decided, with Saygili's assurance, to take the small, but growing, nucleus of my new legions. Two hundred new troops, well-equipped and trained daily by Saygili and his most competent fellow-soldiers. I decided to leave Cin in charge while I was gone and encouraged her to deflect questions regarding my whereabouts until I returned. Saygili and my scout Soyguncu would travel with me to Castle Inhanet.
The trip had been arduous, but uneventful, as we climbed through the hilly terrain leading to Castle Inhanet. And, just a short week after first receiving the letter, I was standing in front of Governess Cadı in her drafty castle, ready to hammer out the details on a marriage contract. Soyguncu and Saygili waited with my troops outside in the castle courtyard. My fiancé and I were alone.
"My exulted Sultanah, my love," she said, her voice sounding cool and silky, "I was certain that when I wrote to you that you would not fail me." As she spoke, she stepped down from the dais where the throne was located and bowed her head reverentially.
"Had your letter more clearly indicated your beauty, I would have arrived much earlier," I said, displaying my courtly charm, such as it was. Governess Cadı gamely played along, blushing and waving her hand as if to brush the compliment aside.
"You are too kind, my Sultanah," she responded. We then stood awkwardly in silence for a moment. It was not exactly clear how we were to move forward at this time. I took a few more steps towards her, getting a better look at her attractive form.
"I..." I began.
"May I interrupt?" Governess Cadı said as soon as I began to speak. I got the impression that she had been waiting for me to talk, just so that she could speak over me. Nonetheless, I nodded for her to continue, "I apologize for my rudeness. And I apologize still further for the bluntness I will now display. I do not believe we have time for the normal, courtly games of marriage. If you permit, Sultanah, I prefer that we simply speak frankly and quickly, to determine the terms of our agreement." Her voice sounded icier than before, but in a strangely enticing sort of way. This was not the sort of woman I was expecting. And I believe I liked it.
"I agree whole-heartedly, Governess," I said, wondering exactly what she had in mind
"Cadı," she said quickly, flashing a smile, "If we are to be informal."
"I cannot grant you the same indulgence Cadı," I said. This woman was clearly sharper than what I had been expecting and I did not want her to forget that, whatever our current needs, my position was well above hers. In fact, I vowed to display not only my legal superiority, but my mental superiority as well. I vowed I would knock this woman off kilter at some point, to let her know that even in a marriage of necessity I would be the dominant partner.
"Of course not, Sultanah. I have not earned that yet." she said deferentially and bound again. Satisfied, I walked towards her. She raised her head, watching me move. Rather than stopping when I was closer, I simply brushed passed her. I walked over to her late husband's throne, turned and sat in it. I looked up at her, affecting a most comfortable appearance. She turned and faced me, it was unclear if she took offense to my presumptuousness or accepted it as the normal, haughty behavior of a powerful leader.
"Well," I said after a moment, "You brought me here and demanded a blunt exchange. Perhaps it is best if you lay out your offer." Cadı nodded quickly.
"Yes," she said without inflection, "Excellent. I offer you my hand in marriage, officiated in any way you choose. I have heard of your full-throated embrace in Gunes and I have followed your path. If you would like a marriage under the Sun God's rites, I will be happy to oblige. In exchange, I ask that Castle Inhanet remain an autonomous region within the Empire. During my life, I will remain governess here, with any rights and responsibilities that entails. You will receive no rents from Castle Inhanet, but you will provide defense when necessary. Our eldest son will inherit Castle Inhanet upon my death, even if you, unfortunately, predecease me." She summed it up quite quickly. This was nothing more or less than I expected based on the content of her letter. I knew most of the requests regarding Castle Inhanet were simply her attempts to ensure she had some independent source of wealth. I was prepared for my response.



"Before I add my conditions," I said slowly, "I must ask a few important questions."
"Of course," Cadı said, opening her palms as if to say she had nothing to hide. I slouched comfortably on the throne and looked up at her.
"How long were you married to Lord Sahte?"
"17 years," she responded quickly. There was no sense of sadness or despair at this disclosure. She had been married nearly half her life to the man, but did not seem distressed at his passing. I did not put much thought into that fact, not all marriages are happy. Kardes, for instance, never seemed particularly misty eyed when she spoke of her late husband. I didn't really care about the state of her married like, the next question was the one that mattered.
"Did you fuck him?" I asked. Cadı's eyes grew wide and her cheeks flushed slightly red. I smiled slowly. It seemed I had achieved my goal. She was a little off-balance now.
"I..." she started, but did not speak further. For a moment, she looked around as though someone else might answer the question for her.
"I believe it was your suggestion that we be blunt," I reminded her.
"So it was," she said, clearing her throat. She paused a moment longer before answer diplomatically, "Lord Sahte and I shared a conventionally active marriage bed." I shrugged my shoulders and looked away from her.
"How often is 'conventionally active?'" I asked. The Governess let out a sigh and I looked back to her. She looked embarrassed by the question.
"If you fear a marriage such as I am suggesting would be without passion, I assure you I know my duty. You are a beautiful woman and it pleases me to look upon you. I cannot claim a general attraction to women, but I will not be derelict in my attentions to you. Further, while I will maintain the utmost fidelity to you, I will overlook any quiet indiscretion on your part," Cadı replied. Well that was certainly blunt. She did not find me attractive (though not unattractive either) but she would sleep with me. Further, I was welcome to cheat. My girlhood dreams of romance not exactly fulfilled. I snorted and rolled my eyes. She was on the wrong track anyway.
"I will tell you what I fear and what I do not fear if and when I decide to tell you," I explained, "Answer my previous questions. How often did you take your husband into your bed?"
"It varied," she answered quickly, clearly embarrassed by the dressing down, "Never less often than once in a month but usually much more. Throughout most of our marriage, I would say once a week." Her answer came out easily and sounded honest.
"And never any children for all of that?" I asked. The real crux of my issue with this prospective bride. I did not need love from her, I needed something more important. Heirs.
"I had no children whatsoever," Cadı responded, "No miscarriages or young deaths. Though I assure you that I am fertile." She now understood me correctly.
"How can you assure me that?" I said, sitting up in my chair.
"My certainty comes from two sources. As for me, I come from a family that produces many sons. I have eight brothers. Further, my father's mother gave birth to six sons. My monthly closeting has come since I reach the appropriate age, like clockwork. The second source is more certain. My late husband had a...wandering eye. And a small harem at that. Despite these interests, he failed to sire natural children as certainly as he failed to sire heirs. Any fault for the failure of this house to perpetuate lies at his feet," Cadı said forcefully. Her words confirmed some of the rumors that Soyguncu had uncovered after infiltrated Castle Inhanet a few nights earlier. I nodded my head.
"If that is the case," I said sagely, "Then the only matter is for you to hear my terms and accept them."
"I am sure you will ask nothing that I cannot give," Cadı responded, her voice growing higher and more excited. But her icy eyes stayed on me.
"You will come with me immediately to Şehir and the marriage will be consecrated under Gunes as soon as possible. While you may maintain your requested privileges here in Castle Inhanet, you will live in Şehir with me. You may appoint a regent of your choosing to maintain your interests. You will take on all of the traditional roles of Consort and that will be your only title. Chief among your duties, we will work nightly to produce an heir until that goal is reached. In fact, we will work to produce several heirs to ensure the stability of my line. When your fertility ebbs, you will be permitted to stay in Şehir with full honors, if you wish. Or you may return here, to Castle Inhanet, to live out your days. If that is acceptable, then we have an accord," I said swiftly.
I had discussed the terms of my conditions on the marriage at length with my Inner Council. Some, especially Arkadas, had called for harder terms. They were hard pressed to define what "harder terms" might be, but they were afraid that I was endangering myself with a rapid wedding. I wondered if Arkadas would be happy with my permission to engage in 'quiet indiscretions' or if she wanted something more from me than I could give. Regardless, I hadn't heeded their claims. I was desperate for heirs and I was willing to engage in a quick, seedy marriage to a woman of little note who I did not know in order to make it done. Apparently, Cadı was equally amenable, as a broad smile spread across her face. She bowed slightly.
"My love, you have made me so happy," she said, her voice for the first time sounding warm and excited. I gave a wry smile to indicate that her jovial attitude seemed misplaced next to the rapid closing of our tawdry negotiations, but she seemed not to notice. She took a few steps closer towards me, beaming. Then she clapped her hands.
"We need a celebration!" And then all hell broke loose.
* * * * *
It was some hours later and I was in the late Lord Sahte's bed chamber, preparing for sleep. Governess Cadı had insisted that I take the castle's largest and most luxurious room. It was a squat chamber, about a tenth the size of my chambers at home. It did not feel in any way inviting, with its narrow dark windows and bare stone walls. The various torches scattered haphazardly about the walls barely seemed to penetrate the dimness all around me. Regardless, there was a large feather bed in the center of the room and it looked sufficiently comfortable, given my fatigue.
I was not certain of the time, but as I peeled off my form-fitting dress and tossed it on the floor, I reflected on my "celebration." It seemed that Cadı had been expecting the acceptance of her proposal and had organized a "spontaneous" party in thanksgiving. As soon as she clapped her hands the room began to fill with servants and townspeople. I sat, dumfounded, as chairs and tables already laden with food were brought into the hall. Musicians seemed to appear from nowhere. I knew none of the people who came streaming into the hall wearing their finest clothing, but they moved with a certainty of those who knew they had been invited.
"I hope that you do not mind?" my fiancé had said, noticing my confusion and discomfort, "We had been under a great strain here since my late husband's death and I believed a party, where they could meet and thank their savior, would do them good."
And thank me they did! Even as people began to sit and eat the prepared food, a long line of well-wishers began form in front of me. Each person would inform me of his or her name and occupation ("Fırıncı the Baker" and "Demirci the Smith," and so on). They would thank me profusely for aiding in the independence of Castle Inhanet and congratulate me on my coming nuptials. I thanked them weakly for their kind words and begged them not to speak of my coming marriage to anyone outside of the room. I did not want news reaching Şehir before I did.
The party itself was raucous to the point of being manic. I was not sure exactly what the customs were in Castle Inhanet, but I found the experience off-putting to say the least. Everyone ate quickly, the food already being present. They tore into everything as though they were starving. They drank copious amounts and very quickly. In just a short period of time, many of the visitors were drunk. They danced madly as the musicians played, despite the fact that they could not play well. The whole while, Cadı circulated through the room to speak with others, virtually ignoring me and leaving me to the mercies of my well-wishers. The only times she spoke to me was a gentle encouragement to drink up so that I might enjoy myself with the rest of them. I had decided, in the strange environment presented, to stay sober. When the party began to break up, I had retreated, apparently unnoticed, to my chambers.
When I was shut inside, I finally let out a long breath and relaxed slightly. Everything had occurred so quickly and seemed so strange...it was hard to understand what had happened that day. I had, finally, been betrothed. It was nothing like what I expected. I felt oddly hollow, like nothing had happened. Or the opposite of what I wanted had happened. Or something else entirely, I couldn't tell. My fiancé's attitude toward me was also troublesome. So business-like and cold until the deal had been sealed at first, and then almost terrifyingly exuberant, like she was trying to prove something once we were betrothed. Now, as I climbed naked into my bed, too tired by the day's events to think any further, I gave up trying to figure everything out. But I resolved that I would consider everything in the morning. Despite my desperation, I held most of the cards and could set things the way I liked. The bed was just as comfortable as it looked and I smiled for the first time as I pulled the cool covers over my narrow body.
And then...a knock at the door. For a moment, I wondered if I was hearing the echoes of the party thrumming in my memory. I pulled the cover up over my head and closed my eyes. And then the knocking came again, more forcefully. The noise echoed through the room and it was readily apparent that it was coming from my door. I pulled the covers down off of my head. I sat up and let the sheets slipped down, exposing my breasts. The knocking came again, more loudly still. Whoever was present was not patient. I looked down at my dress on the floor and groaned. I would have to get dressed to take care of this.
"Hold on a moment, I will come directly," I said, not bothering to hide my annoyance. But, at the sound of my voice, I heard the latch on the door sliding and, as I looked, I saw the door opening. My skin felt prickly and I felt a panicky feeling in my stomach. Someone was breaking in.
"This is the Sultanah's room, I am not prepared for visitors!" I shrieked and I pulled the sheets up so that they were, once again, covering my breasts. But the door did not heed my command and, in a moment, it burst open entirely. Cadı was standing behind it. She was wearing the same dress she had been wearing all day, but the straps had slipped off bother of her shoulders, the material hanging low and exposing much of her large breasts, almost to the nipples. Her long, black hair was greatly disheveled. She was smirking, her eyes as icy as ever. She clasped in one hand a large bottle of wine and between the fingers on her other hand were two champagne shallow champagne coupes.
"I apologize my love," she slurred, sounding quite intoxicated, "But I could not go to sleep without wishing my Lady good night." She explained. With that, she kicked the door closed behind her and started to walk into the room towards the bed. She stumbled only slightly, but it was clear she was not entirely herself.
"I thank you for the sentiment, good night to you as well," I said, pointing to the door. Cadı laughed slightly and then stumbled closer towards the bed.
"That is not how a wife bids her husband goodnight," he explained haltingly.
"We are not yet wed," I pointed out and she snorted.
"Just a matter of time," she said, slinking ever closer to my bed. Finally, she reached the edge and sat down next to me. Her small ass just barely making contact with my thigh. She held up the bottle and her glasses and gave me a lascivious smile, "Perhaps we could have a little toast before going to sleep? A little celebration of our first night as a couple?"
"No, thank you, I have had too much already" I said, trying to get her out of my room. I couldn't say why, but I did not feel comfortable with her there. Perhaps it was my fatigue or her intoxication, but something about it did not feel proper. Or advisable.
"No you didn't," Cadı responded, pouting more like a young girl than the mature woman that she was, "I saw you, you didn't have a drop!"
"Were you watching me all night?" I asked dryly. Cadı smiled coyly, bit the tip of her pinky finger and nodded her head. She leaned forward towards me slightly, pushing her breasts out and allowing the thin straps to slip down to her elbows.
"I never want to take my eyes off of you," she said in a breathy whisper. I was, once again, put off by her sudden affectation of desire for me. I recalled our negotiations and was aware that she was simply acting out what she believed I desired. I don't know if I was more worried by the fact that I knew she was acting or if it was that she was doing such an excellent job of it.
"I am not thirsty now," I said, "Perhaps another time." Cadı rolled her eyes slightly and sighed.
"If that is what you wish Sultanah," she said dutifully. She then started to lean over, across my body. For a moment, I wondered what she was attempting to achieve and felt a slight concern. She was leaning towards my face, was she trying to kiss me? But she kept leaning past me and I realized that she was reaching for the nightstand next to the bed, looking for a place to set her wine and her glasses in the room.
Regardless, her maneuver had placed her large, round breasts into my face. Her left breast was a mere inch from my nose and I could smell the sweet scent of her skin. The material of her dress slide even farther and the pale curve of her breast was largely exposed. I believed that her nipple had nearly slipped free. All the while, she was trying to adjust the table so she could set down her items. This caused her breasts to jiggle, the left one gently brushing my face. Despite my misgivings about the situation, my body could not help but react. Cadı was a beautiful woman and she would, soon enough, belong to me. From a purely animal standpoint, I desired her. She seemed to notice.
"Oh!" she said, finally placing her items on my nightstand. She then leaned back so that she was, once again, sitting upright on the bed next to me. She was smiling coyly and she looked down at her nearly exposed breasts, "Do you like these?" she asked. I felt my cheeks get read and I stammered for a moment.
"I..." I began, but before I could speak, Cadı reached her hand out and placed it between my legs on the bed. I let in a quick breath of air and felt my body tighten. The fabric of the sheet was incredibly sheer and it was as if Cadı's delicate hand was wrapping completely around my rapidly hardening cock.
"I see that you do," Cadı said triumphantly, "That is good. They will belong to you, after all." And with that Cadı's hand slipped off of my cock. I let out a breath but I kept my eyes on her. Cadı reached up to the cupped fabric barely clinging to her enormous breasts. She flipped the fabric down and looked up toward me, winking. My breath caught in my throat. Cadı's breasts were gorgeous. They were large, larger than I had anticipated from the look of her clothing. They were a lovely teardrop shape with a perfect concave top and convex bottom. They sagged very little and looked enticing on her thin frame. Her skin was a perfect, milky color that offset the bright pink hue of her nipples. Those nipples were perfectly proportioned for the size and shape of her breasts and they stood out firmly now on her chest.
"You are beautiful," I said, no longer exactly sure that I wanted my fiancé to leave.
"Think of how much larger they will grow when I produce you an heir!" she teased. With that, she lifted her left breast up with her left hand. It appeared to have a good deal of weight and sat heavy in her palm. She craned her neck down and opened her mouth. Even as her face pointed down, I watched as her eyes flickered up briefly to look at me, sparkling in their iciness. Her thin red tongue then slipped from her mouth and grazed her small, pink nipple. Her eyes closed as if in ecstasy as she shivered. She then released her breast, allowing it to fall jiggling down to her body, and looked up at me. I was holding my breath now and I could see the outline of my hard cock as it stood up through the fabric of my sheet. Despite my growing desire, a small portion of my wariness remained.
"We must stop," I said, my voice sounding plaintive, almost whiney, "We are not yet wed." Cadı laughed lightly and ran her fingers through her hair.
"Neither of us are virgins," she asserted. While she spoke she reached down between my legs with both hands. Now at my cock, below that, at my knees. As she spoke she began to crawl her fingers on the bed. But she wasn't moving forward. Instead, she was carefully pulling the fabric of my sheet down. "We will go to our wedding bed as adult women. Why should we wait any further?" she asked. As each word slipped from her mouth, inch by inch my covering began to disappear. I felt the silky fabric as it slid down my neck, over the tops of my breast, and tickled my nipples. My breasts were now exposed to the cool night air, my nipples hardened. I could see my chest rising in falling in big, gulping breaths and I could feel Cadı's eyes upon me. My body began to tingle all over
"We..." I began, but my voice came out as a sigh.
"Should make each other feel good. A different kind of toast," My fiancé said as the sheet continued to slip down across my belly, exposing my bellybutton. My cock was completely erect now and bulbous tip caught on the fabric of the sheet, pulling it up, perpendicular to my body. Cadı continued to pull on the sheet and the fabric slipped deliciously across the tip of my cock.
"Oh Gunes!" I moaned. Without thinking, my right hand shot up to my chest and my palm clasped over left breast. My forearm lay heavy across my right breast and my left nipple felt hard in my hand. I squeezed my breast and moaned again.
"It's a bigger cock that I expected!" Cadı replied, sounding pleasantly surprised. I looked at her now as saw her eyes glued to my cock. As she spoke the last of the sheet slipped over the tip of my cock. No longer held back, my cock flopped back hard, falling against my lower belly and issuing a loud slapping sound. Cadı giggled. I looked down at my body and saw my breasts spread across my chest, my flat stomach, narrow waist, and wide hips. I saw my cock laying against my body, actually sitting up a few inches. It felt right that she would be impressed. I no longer felt even slightly nervous about my appearance. I was the Sultanah and people wanted me for my power regardless of what I looked like. And besides, my body looked pretty damn good.
Without further word, Cadı threw her legs up onto the side of the bed and pulled herself entirely onto the mattress. In one deft motion, she threw her legs over my body, straddling me at the knees. Her dress draped over my legs, but did not touch my cock. I could feel the insides of her thighs as they pressed against the outside of mine. Her large breasts bounced beautifully as she moved into position. I didn't know what she was trying to do, but I no longer cared. This was a beautiful woman and she was throwing herself at me. In fact she belonged to me (or would) and there was something empowering about that feeling. Like being in the harem. My cock was doing my reasoning now and I no longer worried about expelling Cadı from my chambers.



Cadi grinned at me and tossed her long, thick hair over her shoulder. She began to lean forward now. As she did so, her hands fell on either side of my body. She placed her palms flat on the mattress, straddling the narrowest part of my body at my waist. As a result, her elbows were close together and as she continued to lean forward, it pushed her large breasts forward and pushed them up towards her face. I felt my heart hammering in my chest and my mouth went dry. The smell of her skin and hair was overwhelming and I believed I could sense a musky aroma of arousal undercutting it.
After a few moments, I felt the hard nubs of her nipples as they skittered across the smooth flesh of my breasts. I moaned and felt my body quiver with excitement. I could feel the reverberations that the touch of her nipples sent flowing throughout my body. I felt my cock jump between my legs. Cadı groaned as the tip of my cock brushed the inside of her leg.
Now, with her nipples pressed against my breasts and her cool eyes staring directly into mine, she stopped. Her long hair now cascaded over her shoulders and tickled the skin on my shoulders and breasts. She paused, staring at me closely. I could feel my body trembling underneath of her and I wanted desperately to feel more of her touch, she was so close. I somehow tore myself away from her mesmerizing eyes and my gaze landed on her alluring lips. I licked my own lips and then closed my eyes, leaning towards my fiancé.
"If..." Cadı suddenly said. I stopped leaning towards her my eyes fluttered open. She had not moved, but her eyes were open, her lips un-pursed, "I might be bold. I am glad to be here with your grace and I do not want to stop now. But I ask..." she paused now. She looked indecisive. My cock was aching between her spread legs and her nipples were digging deliciously into the flesh of my breasts. The smell of Cadı's cunny was now so thick in the room I could feel it on my tongue when I breathed. I could not stand the pause.
"Ask for want you want and see it granted...quickly," I hissed. Cadı smiled devilishly now and her eyes glittered, like she had been waiting for just that response.
"I wish that our first kiss would be on our wedding day," she said. I was taken aback by this request, it hardly seemed worth raising. "I will make it worth your while," my fiancé promised. Despite the fact that I would have granted her request without further negotiation, I decided to accept her sweetened offer.
"How will you do that," I said, leaning back slightly, my lips receding from her own. Cadı bowed deferentially and closed her eyes. Then she slowly began to lean back. I even felt her thighs sliding down my leg. I was surprised, wondering where she was going.
After a moment, I felt her hands slip away from my sides. I watched as they rose up towards her chest. In a moment, she was cupping both of her breasts in her hands, pushing them up still higher on her chest. Her nipples poked between her fingers and I saw her squeezing them slightly. She looked up at me briefly, a coy look on her face. She then tilted her head down. Now she pursed her lips. I watched a large, white ball of spit slipped from her lips. I knitted my brow, trying to determine what she was doing. The ball of saliva dripped from her mouth and landed in the middle of her cleavage. Cadı pulled her breasts apart for a split second and the ball of saliva slipped between them. She pushed her breasts back together quickly and trapped the spit between them.
I had no idea what Cadı had hoped to achieve by her actions. But she didn't pause now. In a few moments, I had figured it out. Now that the canyon between her large breasts was wet with spit, she began to lean lower towards my body. At the same time, she kept slipping backwards while keeping her eyes fixed on mine. My nipples ached as they grew harder and harder and I raised my hands up to my breasts, seeking relief. My fingertips found my nipples, squeezing them tightly, tugging on them. The sharp pain gave some relief to the growing tension and my hands sunk into the flesh of my breasts.
But Cadı had not stopped moving. She was still slipping down my body. Now she was closer than ever and I felt the bottoms of her breasts rub against my stomach as they skidded down my body. I felt Cadı's stomach now fall onto my cock. I could feel the warmth of her body through the fabric of her dress and the pressure against my cock made me twitch and moan. Still, Cadi's body continued to slide down me.
After a moment, I felt a strange sensation. I could no longer feel the bottoms of Cadı's breasts on my stomach. Instead, I felt a soft warmth against the aching tip of my cock. I realized that my cock was pressing against the underside of Cadı's breasts! She did not pause for a moment. I felt a slight pressure as my cock pressed into her skin. But then, I felt my cock easily slip into the channel between Cadı's breasts. I felt the cool wetness of Cadı's saliva as my cock pushed into her cleavage.
Cadı kept her hands on her breasts, pushing them together tightly. Her skin was so incredibly soft and her flesh was hot and inviting. Her breasts wrapped around my hard cock, hugging it tightly and squeezing it. But the spit she had dribbled down between her breasts lubricated her nicely. Despite the squeeze, there was no tension. My cock continued to slip easily, deeper and deeper between Cadı's breasts. The space grew tighter and tight, but not constricting. Instead, it felt like I was being caressed or massaged. I moaned loudly, squeezing my own nipples more tightly.
After a few moments, I felt my balls press up against the bottom of Cadı's breasts. I tore my eyes away from Cadı's and looked down between her breasts. Poking between the large orbs of her breasts was the glistening tip of my cock. I could feel Cadı's hard sternum against the vein on the base of my cock. I could feel Cadi's soft breasts wrapped around the rest, placing an intense, but an even and comfortable, pressure all around my cock. My fingers were digging so deeply into my breasts that my knuckles were turning white. I felt lightheaded and my cock was seizing against Cadı's body.
"How does this feel, my lovely?" Cadı asked, her voice sounding pouty and sensual.
"Amazing," I gasped, wondering how I kept from coming.
"How about this?" Cadı asked. And with that, she thrust her breasts forward with her hands. I saw the tip of my cock slip down inside of Cadı's cleavage once again. I felt my cock sliding down between Cadı's breasts as they continued to squeeze me tightly. Before I could even comprehend the pleasure of what I had just felt, Cadı pulled her breasts down again and the sensation reversed. Once again the tip of my cock popped up between Cadı's cleavage and my balls pressed into the underside of her breasts. I was groaning loudly and writhing on the bed as best I could below my fiancé. The feeling was unbelievable. The grip Cadı's breasts had on my cock was as firm as a hand but as soft as the inside of a mouth. I would never have thought of such a thing and I could scarcely believe how amazing it felt.
"Cadı, oh Gunes!" I moaned. She nodded.
"That's what I thought. You might find it is nice to have an experienced wife. I may show you a thing or two," she replied. But she did not give me time to breath. Instead, she began moving in earnest. She glided in a rapid rocking motion, moving up and down my body. She kept her hands on her breasts and kept them squeezed together. I groaned and writhed on the bed as my hard cock slipped rapidly between the soft pillows of her breasts. My cock warmed as she moved faster and faster, but her saliva kept the path lubricated and I felt nothing but pleasure from her touch. I kept my eyes on Cadı's breasts, enjoying the pretty swell of her body and watching my cock slip in and out of view.
"Does that feel good, lover?" Cadı, smiling. Her voice came out in staccato bursts, she was moving so quickly. I flipped my nipples between my fingers and bit my lower lip.
"Oh yes!" I hissed after a moment. Cadı winked and somehow started to bounce her large breasts faster. My eyes rolled back in my head and I bounced my head on my pillow. It was too much. My body began to shake and I pulled in a deep breath, holding it in place. I could hear a groaning noise in the back of my throat and I knew that I was getting close, Cadı's touch was overwhelming.
I felt the tension growing inside of me. My lungs felt tight, my skin felt wet, my muscles felt cramped, and my joints felt locked. I couldn't think or even remember where I was, all I knew what that I had an insatiable need for this to be released. My fingers gripped my breasts and my body shook on the bed, I just needed it to stop.
I felt myself going light-headed and let out a long, slow breath. And as my breath slipped out in a thin, wispy stream, it felt like something had broken loose. My eyes opened and I looked down between my legs. Cadı was looking up at me, determination playing on her face as her hair fell over her eyes. Her breasts were bouncing quickly and my cock was pushing hard between her breasts. And that was where I felt it, the release. I groaned as the tension inside of me suddenly exploding, moving past the point where it had been before. By in building, I crashed through my discomfort into a plane of pure pleasure. It emanated out from my cock, sweeping over my body. Any army of pleasure routing its enemy and leaving me a quivering puddle of pure joy.
"Oh my!" Cadı said as the vein on the underside of my cock quivered against her chest. She stopped moving as my orgasm started to rise, "I know!" she said, but did not complete the thought. Instead, her hands moved from her breasts and the pressure instantly lessened on my cock. I groaned slightly, reach my hands ineffectually down towards her. But Cadı was moving quickly. She reached across my body, as she had done earlier. Now, her breasts pressed down on my cock and I felt a shiver roll through me.
Cadı quickly leaned back so that she was straddling me straight again. The pressure, once again, was removed from my cock and I whimpered in protest. I looked up at Cadı and I saw in her hand one of the champagne coupes that she had brought with her. She quickly reached down and her fingers wrapped around my cock. It was still seizing and thick, while globs of cum were spurting out. Cadı quickly moved her coupe into place next to my cock and she titled my shaft so that globs of cum poured from my body and landed thickly at the bottom. I groaned as Cadı squeezed on my cock, pressing her thumb against the vein running along the bottom and milking in the last of my seed. It dropped heavily into the coupe as the last of my orgasm subsides.
But Cadı wasn't finished. As I collapsed back on the bed, panting, Cadı was looking desperately at her breasts and my stomach. She found big globs of cum sitting on the tops of her breasts and she quickly scooped it off with her finger and deposited it neatly into the coupe. She did the same with a small smear of cum that she found on her belly. Next she turned to me. There was a small puddle of seed collecting in my bellybutton and quickly leaned forward on the bed. I felt her chin gently bump the tip of my cock as her lips pressed into my bellybutton. I felt the warmth of her lips and cool sucking sensation as Cadı pulled the white liquid up onto her mouth. She moved her tongue around on my belly for good measure, sucking up a bit more of my seed in the process. She then sat up quickly, her hair tossing in a wide arc. She then turned her lips down towards the coupe and spit a large ball of white seed into the bottom. I was still catching my breath as Cadı moved and I watched her movements, mesmerized.
"Maybe this would be better for a toast," Cadı stated thickly. The couple likely held 8 ounces of liquid and was around a third full of seed (and a small amount of saliva). Cadı rotated the cup in her hand and the seed swirled around the glass. She gave me a knowing look and paused entirely for a moment. Even now, as I caught my breath, I didn't know what to say or to think. My eyes were still glued to Cadı and the seed-covered coupe that she held between her large, glistening breasts. Then, Cadı winked at me, put the coupe to her mouth, and threw her head back. I could see her lips open through the wavy glass and I watched as the large ball of seed disappeared into her mouth.
Cadı lowered the glass and turned to face me. Her cheeks were bulging were seed and I saw that she was swirling it around in her mouth. She was smiling as best she could with the liquid in her mouth. She closed her eyes, tilted her head back, and sighed through her nose as though what she tasted was absolutely heavenly. She opened her mouth for a moment and I heard her gargling the liquid in her throat. Then her lips closed and she turned and faced me again.
"Naw enar..." she said suddenly. As she spoke, thick globs of seed slipped out from between her lips and dribbled down her chin. She giggled and quickly raised the back of her hand to her chin, pushing the seed back into her mouth. Then she quickly moved the coupe back to her lips and spit the whole glob of liquid back into it. She licked her lips slowly and then carefully re-iterated what she said before, "Not enough." I looked at the coupe and saw that the seed was thicker and frothier than before.
"What?" I asked, somewhat dazed.
"I like my glass filled to the top when I toast," Cadı explained, "here, give me some more!" she said. She did not wait for me to say or do anything. Instead, she quickly moved so that she was no longer straddling my legs. Then, by prodding and pushing and shoving on me, she quickly rolled me over on the bed and then pulled me up so that I was on my hands and knees. I was facing towards the headboard now and Cadı was crouched on the bed behind me. I felt Cadı's hands sink into the flesh of my ass and I turned and looked over my shoulder at her. Cadı was leaning in towards me, her nipples looking even harder than before. But she had a look of slight disappointment on her face.
"You're no longer hard," she said. I dropped my head and looked down belong my body. Between the hanging orbs of my breasts, I saw my cock, only half erect, hanging between my legs. I saw Cadi's hand reach forward and wrap slowly around my softening flesh. Her soft skin felt lovely against my cock but I also felt extremely sensitive. It nearly hurt. And my cock stayed half-erect. I raised my head again and looked back at Cadı.
"I just came..."I said helplessly, I did not intend to disappoint her. Cadı smiled broadly.
"The fault is mine, my Sultanah. I will have to bring it back," she said. Without bothering to explain what that meant, Cadı began to move. She set the champagne coupe on the bed just below my cock. She covered its wide base tightly with the sheets. She kept one hand on my cock, playing with it gently with her fingertips. I felt her other hand press into my ass, pulling it apart. I could feel the cool air on my asshole, where it had been wetted from my cunny.
I felt, rather than watched, as Cadı head dropped down towards my ass. I felt her hair land loosely on my ass and drape down my legs. After a moment, I felt her hot breath against my skin. Next I felt her smooth cheeks press against the insides of my ass cheeks. She let out a slow, sizzling breath and the gentle air cooled my anus and made it pucker. I could actually feel Cadı's lips smile. But only for a moment. The next thing I felt was a wet warmth as she pressed against my anus. I groaned and arched my back as the warmth of Cadı's tongue seemed to emanate out over my body. The nerves around my anus tingled as Cadı's rough tongue slipped over it.
It seemed to be a strong aspect of Cadı's personality that she jumped into everything very quickly. Before I even had time to full register than my fiancé's tongue was pressing against my anus, she had abandoned herself entirely into the act. I felt her tongue swirling rapidly around the crinkled red surface of my ass, leaving a dripping trail of saliva wherever she touched.
Cadı played with my asshole for a long while. I felt her tongue bathing my asshole carefully. Sometimes, she made her lips a tight seal around my anus and simply sucked on it, pulling her spit back into her mouth and putting a delicious pressure on my ass. Still other times, she probed the folds of my anus and I even felt her tongue go rigid and plunge into my tight, pink insides. All the while her fingers continued to play on my cock. In fact, while her face was buried in my ass, it freed up her other hand. This quickly made its way between my legs, caressing my aching balls.
The results of Cadı's actions were immediate. Whatever fatigue I had felt rapidly dissipated as I soaked in the attention of Cadı's warm wet tongue. My arms felt weak and my heart beat fluttered like a moth. Each movement of Cadı's tongue was accompanied by a gasping breath from my throat. I arched my back often, pushing my ass farther back into Cadı's face and driving her tongue deeper inside of me. This would invariably cause me to close my eyes, bite my lip, and moan loudly. Perhaps more importantly for Cadı, her ministrations quickly reignited my passion. In just a short time, my cock had grown hard in her hands. For a brief moment, she pulled her head from between my ass cheeks.
"I knew you would like that. I know just how your body works, you will see when we are wed," she said. Then she quickly pushed her head back into my ass. If she had achieved her goal of getting me hard, she apparently saw no need to stop. In a split second, her tongue was back in my ass, gently massaging my tingling anus.
But now that my cock was hard again, Cadı's focus turned there. She kept moving her tongue around deliciously, but her fingertips no longer slowly played with my cock. Instead, I felt her fingers wrap tightly around my shaft. It felt a little strange and I quickly realized that, because of my position, she was grasping me in an overhand fashion, with her thumb up towards my balls and her pinky finger pointing down towards my top.
Cadı started to stroke my cock downward. The tip of my cock was pointing directly down towards the champagne coupe on the bed. I arched my back again, driving my ass into Cadı's face and dropping my cock down closer to the coupe. She moved her hand in almost a milking fashion, squeezing me very tightly. Her other hand remained on my balls, caressing them and seeming to will the seed out of them.
Cadı now worked like a woman possessed. Her hand moved rapidly, milking my cock as hard and vigorously as she dared. Her thumb moved around wildly, sending shivers down my spine. Her other hand deftly handled my balls, squeezing them tightly but in a way that simply maximized pleasure, offering no pain. All the while her tongue was plunging deeper and deeper into my asshole, finding new nerves to titillate. I moaned on the bed and tried to keep from collapsing forward.
Despite the fact that I had just cum, Cadı's overwhelming attentions meant that I could not last for long. In fact, the feeling almost snuck up on me. I was simply enjoying the feeling of Cadi's hands on my cock and her tongue in my ass when, I suddenly felt a cool tingling all over my body. For a moment, I couldn't tell what I was experiencing and I held my breath as my body grew rigid. Unbidden, a loud groan escaped from my throat. The tingling feeling started to grow more and more intense with each passing second. In fact it seemed to grow exponentially until suddenly, the tingling sensation blossomed into a powerful orgasm that fired all of the nerves in my body and sent pleasurable impulses bouncing through my brain.
I gasped and squeezed my hands into the fabric of the bed. Even as I did so, I could feel my cock seizing under my body. I could feel the vein on the underside of my cock throbbing and I felt hot jets of cum begin to pour from the tip of my cock. Cadı seemed to be ready, like she had been expecting it even if I had not. She kept her tongue in my ass and continued to lovingly milk my cock, by her other hand moved from my balls. It found its way to the champagne coupe and Cadı quickly positioned it perfectly under her milking hand. As the big gobs of cum splurged from my cock, Cadı's cup easily caught it. She plunged her tongue deeper into my asshole and her hand squeezed me tighter, willing every last drop of seed from my body.



Finally, I could take no more. My orgasm began to subside and whatever little strength I retained fled with it. My legs buckled slightly and I felt my arms spread out, trying to keep from falling. As a result, my body dipped lower and I felt a warmth on the tip of my cock. After a moment, I realized that it had dipped into the pool of seed contained in Cadı's champagne coupe. Not wanting to upset it, I groaned loudly and rolled over to one side on the bed, lifting one of my legs so that it did not strike Cadı as I turned. Cadı's fingers slipped from my cock and her tongue popped out of my asshole.
I collapsed onto my back on the bed, my chest rising and falling rapidly as I caught my breath. Cadı was now sitting to the side of me on her knees. Her cheeks and lips glistened with saliva from licking my ass. She was holding the coupe, now half full, in her hands and protecting the precious liquid. But, as usual, she did not pause. Instead, she quickly bent over towards me. My cock was still hard and it was pointing up towards my breasts. The tip was coated in white seed. Cadı wrapped her hand quickly around my cock, pulling it towards her face. In an instant, I felt it pop into her mouth.
My eyes open and I stared at her. Her own icy eyes were looking at me mischievously. Her face looked so beautiful with the tip of my cock planted inside of it. I felt her tongue, freed from my ass, swirling around the tip of my cock. It was so sensitive, I moaned and writhed wildly on the bed. I nearly pushed her away, but after a second, she let my cock fall from her mouth. The tip now glistened with spit, but was cleaned of seed. She quickly raised the coupe once again to her lips and I watched as she spit the seed into the glass, adding to the already massive collection.
She was leaning over me now, the cup of seed hovering above my breasts. Her eyes were focused closely on my seed and she swirled it around in the glass. She licked her lips slowly and she seemed to shiver. Then her eyes turned towards me and bit her lip.
"I don't think there is enough," she said, "But I think you should check." She leaned forward now, her arms pressing her breasts together. She paused with her breasts just a few inches from my face. She was holding the coupe closely to me now, hovering just below my nose. I had manage to catch my breath now and I could smell the musky, salty scent of my seed. It was a pearly white color, with darker swirls and bubbles from Cadı's saliva. It looked oddly beautiful in the coupe and I felt my mouth watering.
"It looks a lot," I said honestly. I could not believe how much, in fact. Cadı shook her head and smile deviously.
"That isn't how we check," she said slowly. Then without further word, she lifted the coupe slightly and tipped it towards my lips. Before I could tell what was happened, I felt thick, warm liquid press against my lips. My eyes opened wide and I felt that the seed was about to pour over the sides of the coupe and drip down my chin.
"Oh my!" I said in surprise. Of course, this opened the flood gates. But, warm blobs of sticky seed poured over my teeth and into my mouth.
"Don't swallow it!" Cadı said sharply as she titled the glass still further. Instinctively, I followed her instructions, damming up the back of my throat. But more and more of my seed was dripping into my mouth. It flooded over my tongue and overwhelmed me with its tangy, salty flavor. The clean, naughty scent of seed filled my nose. I groaned, savoring these sensations and enjoying the feeling of being filled with my seed. Cadı tilted the glass up until the rim seemed to be pressing up against my eyebrows. I felt my cheeks growing strained and heavy as they filled to the breaking point with seed.
After just a few seconds, Cadı pulled the coupe away from my lips. A good deal of it still remained in the bottom of the coupe. I could feel a bead of cum glistening on my lips, I was about to burst. My teeth were flooded in the thick, viscous seed and it coated every inch of my mouth. My cheeks ached from the strain of trying to keep it inside of me. Nonetheless, the flavor was so divine that I did not mind the difficulty. In fact, I started to swish it around in my mouth, letting my seed slip through my teeth and coat every inch of my mouth. I wanted desperately to swallow it down, to feel it sit hot in my stomach. Maybe more, I wanted to gargle the hot, thick liquid as Cadı had done, but I was afraid it would overflow my mouth and drip down onto my breasts.
"There is not enough," Cadı said, reminding me that she was present. My eyes opened and I saw that the coupe was once again pressed against my lips. Directly behind the coupe were Cadı's hypnotizing breasts. I saw that she was smirking and I looked up to her icy eyes, "spit it back in here." For a moment, I considered disobeying her. I wanted to keep enjoying the taste and I didn't want her to think she could boss me around.
But instead, I wanted to see what she would do next. I opened my mouth and my seed began to pour down my chin. It fell in a large glop on the bottom of the coupe. It started to spread out, filling the coupe. It felt slippery and warm as it passed between my lips. I roamed my tongue around on the inside of my mouth, finding remaining seed and spitting it out into the coupe. Finally, I had cleared it all out and I saw that the coupe was filled even more before with the addition of my saliva and looked bubbly and frothy. I looked up as I felt Cadı's thumb press against my chin. She slipped her thumb across, collecting the last few drops of seed and then flicking them into the coupe.
"We still need more to make a proper toast," Cadı said. And with that she slipped off the bed. She quickly turned so that she was facing the bed and then leaned over, pressing her breasts into the mattress and pushing her ass out. She reached behind herself quickly and grabbed her dress. She quickly flipped it up over her hips, exposing her ass. "Put some in here," she said, shaking her hips.
Unlike the previous instance, the excitement of tasting my seed had prevented my delight from slackening. My cock was still as hard as before and I desperately felt the need to keep going. Without speaking in response to Cadı's order, I simply slid off the bed next to her. She kept her eyes on me as I moved. I placed my hand on her breast and then let my fingers run along her body as I slowly walked around behind her.
When I reached the area behind Cadı's ass, I placed my hands on my fiancé's hips and looked down. She was not wearing any undergarments and her body was exposed. I saw the small, tight mounds of her ass with her tiny, pink rosebud of her anus. Below it, I saw the thick, pink lips of her cunny. I could tell from this angle that, unlike the fashionable ladies of Şehir, my fiancé had a full, dark bush. The smell of Cadı's body was intense, an almost floral, salty scent that seemed to have been trapped below her dress and now freed. The scent went straight to my head, making me feel light. My mouth began to water and my cock twitched between my legs despite my fatigue.
"Don't wait, my Sultanah," Cadı said, turning back and looking over her shoulder, "Give it to me now." She said. Never one to disappoint my fiancé, I quickly complied with her request. She was a tall woman and I pushed her hips down slightly. Cadı giggled and shook her ass. I reached down and wrapped my hand around the base of my cock, pulling it down towards Cadı's glistening slit. She pushed her hips back, begging me forward. I placed the tip of my cock against Cadı's hot cunny. It seemed to pull me in, opening easily to accept the tip of my cock. It felt very warm, essentially hot and tight against my tip. But it kept pulling me in farther. Without any great effort, I felt my cock slipping completely inside of Cadı's body. Her cunny wrapped warmly and wetly around me and her muscles tugged on me. I groaned and felt my breasts bounce deliciously on my chest from the effort.
I knew what Cadı wanted, she wanted swift action. And I didn't want to let her down. I quickly returned my hands to her hips, sinking my fingers into her flesh. I pulled my cock quickly out of her body so that only the tip remained inside. Cadı gasped and her knees grew wobbly. Without waiting for her reaction to settle, I quickly slammed my cock back inside of her, feeling tighter than ever before. Cadı screeched in pleasure and pushed her hips into me.
It seemed like this was a signal, no holding back now. I began to fuck Cadı with absolute abandon. My cock flew in and out of her body with ever increasing fury. My fingers grasping more desperately on her ass with each thrust of my cock. My breathing rapidly became ragged and I felt my muscles tightening. Cadi, writhed on the bed and I saw her hands slip under her chest, grasping at her breasts. She was moaning loudly and her scent had become even more intense, seeming to fill all of the space in the room and filling my lungs.
The experience was so concentrated and my body so fatigued, I felt myself rapidly approached another climax. For a moment I wondered what Cadı would think, if she would believe I was a selfish lover. However, at that moment, it seemed like she read my mind.
"Don't stop Sultanah," she said, "Give me your seed so that I can give you and heir. Don't stop!" And then her words devolved into a moan. She flipped her head around, her hair flying wildly. I cannot tell if was her words or the fact that her muscles chose that exact moment to tighten fiercely around my cock, but I could not hold on any longer. This orgasm felt different than the last two. Rather than the overwhelming mass of pleasure I had felt before, instead I simply felt a pleasurable shiver tremble up and then down my body. More importantly, I felt absolute relaxation. All of the tension leaving my body being replaced by satisfaction and a feeling of well-earned exhaustion.
I leaned forward on Cadı's back, panting and trembling, while I felt my cock contracting inside of her body. Finally, I knew the last of my seed (and perhaps the last of the liquid in my body!), pumped into my fiancé's body. Then, I dropped down backwards onto the floor, my cock rapidly slipping out of Cadı's body (with a gratifying sensation). I sat on the floor, breathing deeply and looking up at Cadı.
If she was tired from our actions, she gave no indication. Instead, she quickly rolled over. She did not even look at me but instead bent over and set the champagne coupe on the floor between her feet. She then slipped off the edge of the bed and squatted on the flood, hovering above the champagne coupe. She kept her dressed hiked up around hips and I could see her cunny clearly as she placed it over the center of the coupe.
Still without word, I saw as Cadı's muscle contracted inside of her body. She made a slight squealing noise and I saw a large glob of white seed pour from between her cunny lips and splash into the coupe below her. She pressed again and another sticky blob poured out of her body, this once leaving a thin stream of seed pouring into the coupe. The coupe itself was now around three quarters full. Now Cadı dropped down onto the floor, hearing legs spread so that she was sitting with the coupe between her knees. Her breasts bounced beautifully as she fell into place with a look of satisfaction was on her face. Finally, she looked up at me smiling.
"Did I please you Sultanah?" she asked now, wiping her hair from in front of her eyes.
"It was lovely," I answered honestly. I felt like it would be nice now, to relax for a moment and enjoy the haze of our pleasure. But, as usual, Cadı moved purposefully and without pause.
"And there is now sufficient wine present for a toast," she said, reaching forward and grasping the coupe in her hands. She lifted it up to her face. Then she looked at me again, her eyes looking concerned, "But only enough for one. Aren't you thirsty?" she asked. I suddenly became aware of just how dry my mouth felt. I smacked my lips together.
"I do not think that would slake my thirst," I said, pointing to the cup full of seed. Cadı laughed as though I had told a particularly uproarious joke and then swatted her hand at my playfully.
"This is my coupe," she said, "I will get yours." With that she stood quickly and walked around to the other side of the bed. I sat up on the floor, shifting the rushes of fresh straw under my ass. After a moment, Cadı walked around the bed once again. In her left hand was a glass of champagne, filled nearly to the brim and in her right was her coupe of my seed. She walked over and sat down next to me. She handed me my champagne coupe.
"Finally, we can properly toast on our first night together," she said softly. She wrapped her now free arm around my shoulder and held her coupe out in front of her. The pearly liquid sloshed lazily in her coupe.
"I feel now that it is appropriate," I said, feeling the bliss that followed the end of my orgasms. I lifted my glass next to Cadı's. She turned and looked at me now and I found myself staring directly into her icy eyes. I found myself lost in them, wondering briefly how I had found myself here. And so quickly. But, just as I felt completely lost in my fiancé's gaze, I heard a slight tinkling sound. I looked down and saw that she had tapped her glass against mine.
"To the Night. And to the rest of our lives," she said slowly. I pushed my glass into her again.
"To the Night. And to the rest of our lives," I repeated. As soon as I spoke the words, Cadı tilted her glass up to her lips. I was desperate to watch and I held my glass, staring at Cadı's lips. She pressed the coupe against her mouth and opened wide. As with everything, Cadı showed no hesitation. Her mouth, and apparently her throat, opened quickly. The seed poured into Cadı's mouth in a large, warm ball. I saw it slipping through her lips. I could sense, rather than see, the thick liquid over her teeth and flooding her tongue. Instead of collecting in her mouth, I could see her throat expanding as the viscous liquid slid down into her warm belly. I cannot describe the emotions I felt as I watched her drink my seed, but I was surprised by how much I enjoyed it. As soon as she was done, she pulled the glass from her lips and looked back at me. Seed was glistening on her smiling lips.
"Sultanah," she said, "You must finish your glass as well!" I looked down at my hands and was somewhat surprised to see the glass still there. My mouth felt sandpapery and dry, "Drink it all up, to honor the toast," she said. I needed no prompting. I quickly lifted the glass to my mouth and drank down a large mouthful of the bubbly white liquid. The initial flavor was heavenly and I took another big mouthful. However, as the champagne went down my throat I began aware of an acrid, unpleasant aftertaste. It was absolute revolting and I realized that the wine had somehow turned. I instinctively spit the second mouthful of wine into the coupe.
I felt a brief moment of panic, realizing that this was certainly a bad omen and that Cadı might have been offended. After all, she had just drank my seed, how could I not drink her wine? But as I looked at her, I saw she was turned to the side, setting her coupe down on the ground. She hadn't noticed. I quickly moved the coupe down towards the ground and poured the remains out into the rushes on the floor. Cadı turned towards me smiling.
"Did you finish your wine?" she asked. My mouth still tasted terribly but part of me wished I had kept drinking anyway. I was so thirsty. In fact, I felt a bit light-headed now, a bit woozy.
"Yes," I lied. I was surprised because my tongue felt thick as I spoke and my voice sounded tinny and far away.
"Very good my Sultanah," Cadı said, but there was something unnerving about the way she had spoken. I opened my mouth to respond but I suddenly felt so tired, like I could not spare the effort to speak. The room was growing dark. I felt myself start to pitch over, but I did not notice when I landed on the floor.
* * * * *
I could not tell how much later that the world began to return to me. It was particularly strange because, in many ways, I was not aware that the world had left me. I was not really aware that time had passed, except that I suppose I was. And it was not as though everything came back at once. I left the nothingness of the haze and felt an empty floating sensation. I knew I was feeling it, but I did not know what I felt. After a while, I began to sense muffled noise. Slowly, the muffled noise began to take a more definite shape. I started to recognize that I heard mumbling voices, though I could not tell what they were saying. But as each second passed, it grew more and more definite. As the voices became clearer, I became more aware of who I was, though I still had no conception of what I was doing or my location. My thoughts came sluggishly and confused. But nonetheless, after some time, I could understand the words, even if their meaning was not always clear.
"Well I guess I should look at her," an unfamiliar man's voice said.
"She is in the rushes over there. She got sick afterwards, but I moved her out of it," A woman's voice responded. There was something familiar about the sound of it, but I could not be certain. I heard a crunching sound and knew it was someone walking on straw.
"Well I will be damned," the man's voice said, "It was true."
"Did you think I would lie about her?" the woman's voice offered back icily.
"Not that she is here you twit," the man shot back, "her cock. She is what they said she was."
"I could have told you that as well," the woman's voice said. Cadı. Suddenly, in my mind I registered recognition of the voice. It was Cadı. But I could not understand the significance of that fact.
"Is she dead?" the man's voice asked.
"I looked at her when she first fell. She hasn't moved. Her chest hasn't been rising and I put my hand under her nose, I didn't feel anything," Cadı responded.
"Did you give her enough?" he asked.
"I put everything we had left in the glass. She drank it all," Cadı replied.
"Was it enough?" the man asked.
"I purchased enough of that stuff to dispose of ten men," Cadı said, "It is not my fault that you used enough on Lord Sahte to kill nine! I hope there was enough left to finish her," Killed, Lord Sahte? Her? My addled mind could not comprehend what I was hearing.
"My brother is no longer Lord Sahte, do not refer to him as such," the man's voice shot back quickly and with real fierceness. Cadı's voice returned, more soothing now.
"Easy Kayınbirader," She said, "Your brother was never half the man you are."
"You should have let me dispose of him ten years ago!" Kayınbirader roared.
"We had to wait for the time to be right," she said, "For King Köylü to give you the resources we need. Forget about Sahte and Castle Inhanet. You will be made a Duke for this. A duke in a real Kingdom, not a muddy shit hole. And I will be your Duchess." Suddenly, her tone changed as though she remembered something, "And do not speak to me of waiting! I waited all night for this...Sultanah to down her glass. I had to do terrible...things to this animal to get her to drink her wine."
"Oh like you minded those things," the man suddenly said, sounding suddenly playful. I felt a rough male hand on my thigh, not understanding what that meant, "She is beautiful after all, regardless of her...deformity." Deformity? Were they talking about me, the words were so unclear, my mind so foggy. I heard Cadı snort.
"It was not as bad as I supposed it would be beforehand. But she is not the lover that you are, Kayınbirader," she responded. There was a brief pause.
"Does that mean that you are not yet satisfied?" the man asked, hopefully. I felt his voice moving farther away from me and it was then that I realized that I was located near these voices. I was in a room with at least two other people. They were talking about...something.



"Not yet," Cadı. And after that, there were no more words. Just the sounds of action. Kisses, caresses, and the rustling of clothing. In a short period of time, I heard the sound of lovemaking in the room. Moans, kisses, and cries of passion. But I was not focusing on those noises. Instead, the conversation I had overheard was piecing itself together in my mind. The bits of words and phrases moving in various orders through my mind. I could tell that they were important, but I could not tell why.
Suddenly, my eyes burst open. They almost immediately shut again as bright lights from the torches in the room nearly blinded me. I nearly groaned, but I checked myself. The entire import of what I had just heard had flooded into me. Cadı...and her brother in law...her husband...the wine... I tried to stir, but I could barely more. Even then, I suddenly grew wary. There were rushes all over the floor, movement would make noise and I would be discovered. Cadı had poisoned me. She had poisoned her husband as well. She was now fucking her brother-in-law and they had some mutual delusion that they would be granted a fief by King Köylü in recognition of my murder.
I could feel sensation returning to my body. This was most apparent in an absolutely dreadful headache that suddenly surged into my brain. It felt like every hangover I had ever experienced piled up on top of one another. But, despite the agony, I was grateful. Apparently I was lucky to be feeling anything. Gunes be praised for that. But now that I was awakening in body and mind, what was I supposed to do? I was too groggy and pained to feel the panic I should have felt, but I knew that my situation was dire. Each second, my fear grew more solid in my stomach.
Desperately searching for something, I turned my head very slowly towards the bed. I could see Cadı's feet hanging over the side of the bed. In between her feet, I saw the wide, tanned expanse of a man's hairy ass. He was leaning forward and his hips were thrusting back and forth. His boots were just a few short feet from my hips. If I made much noise, the two lovers were likely to hear me, despite their racket.
While I was staring at Kayınbirader's boots, I noticed something. In preparing to have his way with Cadı, the assassin had not removed his clothing. Instead, he had simply loosened his trousers and let them fall in a pile on top of his boots. His pants had, apparently, been held in place with a thick, leather belt. Connect to that belt and glittering in the low light was a scabbard with the hilt of a sword protruding from it.
For a second or two I began to consider what I was going to do, or even if I was able to do anything in my condition. However, the more I thought about it, the longer the odds seemed to be on success. I was woozy, possibly sick, and naked. Before my mind was allowed to more fully consider the difficulties ahead, my body suddenly acted intuitively. I was surprised by my actions, but my rational mind was essentially on the sidelines, watching my fight or flight instincts take charge.
In the hay rushes on the floor, I suddenly rolled over twice, towards Kayınbirader's boots. I moved jerkily and uncertainly, but not entirely slowly. I heard the rustling of the rushes, but ignored them. I was only a foot from the lovers now and I quickly reached my hand out towards the hilt of the sword. I quickly pulled back on it, feeling it slip easily from the scabbard and shake the man's pants. It was longer and much heavier than I expected and the orange light of the torches danced on it.
I did not have time to admire the sword. Instead, I quickly began to rise up onto my knees. All of this action had happened in just a couple of seconds and now, as I rose shakily, I became aware that Kayınbirader and Cadı had heard something. I saw Kayınbirader's body grow tense and he began to turn to look over his shoulder. On my knees, I felt woozy and sick. I was certain I was about to vomit and my head hurt so badly that my eyes felt like they would pop from my skull. I suppressed a small groan and pushed myself up more, trying to maintain my balance.
I scrambled up to my feet, slipping and aching as I did so. As I reached my feet, I stumbled backwards. For one terrible second I was certain that I was going to fall backwards on the floor, the sword skittering from my grasp. Instead, I took three steps backwards and regained my balance.
By this time, Kayınbirader had turned his head completely over his shoulder. I saw his beady, black eyes and tight, ugly face contract in horror as he saw me. He pulled his cock from Cadı's body and quickly began to turn to face me.
"What the fuck is it?" Cadı asked, panting on the bed.
"You fucking whore..." Kayınbirader said to me as he turned around entirely. He tripped a little as the pants tangled around his ankles bunched up strangely. I decided I could not wait.
"For Gunes and Bütün Dünya!" I screamed. And with that, I lifted the sword and pointed it directly forward. I started to sprint forward, but my legs felt like jelly. After a few messy steps, my toes caught on the rough floor beneath me. I began to pitch forward. For a moment I nearly lost total control over myself. I was relatively certain I was going to pitch forward onto my stomach uselessly. But I caught myself slightly with just the tips of my toes and pushed myself forward and, at the same time, I locked my elbows out in front of me, pushing the sword out straight towards the bed.
"Ugh!" was all I heard. I could feel a strange, tearing sensation as the sword pierced Kayınbirader's chest, right below his sternum. I fell with such force that it kept pushing through his body, tearing through his organs and pushing out of his back on the other side. Blood pouring in torrents from his chest and his eyes were wide. He was no longer making noise, simply looking down at the weapon finally stopped with the hilt pressed against his chest. But I pushed so hard and Kayınbirader was so thrown off by my sudden, surprising attack, that I kept pushing him back. Kayınbirader's balance was gone and he pitched backwards onto his bed.
"Oh god!" I heard from behind him. Apparently Cadı saw the sword emerge from his back. But everything happened in one quick, fluid motion. Before there was any time for Cadı to react. Kayınbirader was falling back first onto the bed, between her spread legs. Not really planning anything, but still shocked (and woozy) by what was going on, I kept my hand on the hilt of the sword, falling forward toward Kayınbirader and Cadı. I heard Cadı suddenly issue a piercing scream as I felt Kayınbirader's body fall heavily onto the bed. I bounced off of his leg, lost hold of the sword, and fell onto the floor.
I landed on my ass in the rushes, just at the foot of the bed. My eyes were swimming and I barely managed to avoid falling over entirely. But I looked back quickly to the bed, wary and ready for Kayınbirader to attack. But as I looked, I saw he was still laying on his back on the bed, on top of Cadı. He was not moving or making noise. Cadı, on the other hand, was flailing wildly underneath of him and screaming loudly.
I was wary, but I slowly rose back to my feet and stood next to the bed. It was only then that I understood what had happened. Kayınbirader's chest had been pierced, perhaps even his heart, as the sword traveled up and through his body. He was already dead, as his lifeless eyes facing the ceiling showed. When he fell, the sword had been poking out of his back. His weight, and the fact that my hand stayed pressed to the hilt, had driven the sword through Cadı's stomach.
He was now laying on top of her and the sword was actually pressed through the mattress of the bed. She was pinned underneath of Kayınbirader, the sword all the way through her belly, and he was bleeding all over her. She was also loosing blood quickly, her skin growing even paler than before. Her eyes were still glittering and icy, but they looked panicked as she flailed under the weight of her lover.
"You!" she screamed, suddenly noticing me standing woozily next to the bed, "Oh god...that fucking moron...not enough," she wailed. I placed my hand on the bed to steady myself. I was still understanding what had happened.
"You...betrayed me..." was all I could manage to say.
"I..." Cadı began and then moaned again. But as she did, she seemed to think better of what she was going to say, "This man...is my lover... oh God...I admit. I wanted you to sleep, so I could see him once last time before I left. We are not yet wed...I was no maiden anyway... I am sorry." All of her lies were punctuated by moans and I could see foamy red blood gathering in the corners of lips. She did not know how much I knew, and was playing for sympathy. Just a good bye fuck for an old lover.
"Your brother-in-law is your lover?" I asked. Cadı moaned, it was now clear that I knew everything. There was no use in lying.
"I did what I had to do. With Lord Sahte. With you. You are a woman. You know what it takes to survive. To get ahead. There is no room for sympathy. Please, mercy. My doctor" she groaned. Her eyes glittered feverishly as she spoke and she cough blood spittle when she was finished. I nodded.
"You took a large risk," I said, and I pinched my temples, trying to sooth my aching head, "And I respect that, even if I hate you. But when you take a big risk, you must live with the consequences," I said. And I meant it. I did not, at that time, imagine I could feel respect and hate together in such a way. I also did not understand how I could go from sleeping with a woman to hating her so quickly, but I did not question my emotion, Instead, I once again put my hand on the hilt of the sword, twisting it slightly. Cadı shrieked and writhed on the bed, though with less life than before. Her lips looked nearly white now.
"If you cannot save me..."she begged, "slit my throat. End this I cannot stand it!" she screeched again tried in vainly to push her lover away. I stood looking at her for some time. Somewhere, with my clothes, was a knife. One that I had taken with me when I lifted the siege of Şehir. It would be an easy thing to put the bitch out of her misery. Her icy eyes looked at me pleadingly. But I saw not understanding in them, only an animal desire to satisfy her own needs.
"You said it yourself, women cannot afford sympathy," I said. She began wailing violently, but I still felt so sick, I could barely understand the invective she threw at me. Instead, I went over to a distance corner of the room and pulled the rushes in a pile. I laid down on them and was lulled to sleep by my enemy's cries.
I awoke the next morning and found her quiet, though not quite dead. Her eyes were open and staring at the ceiling emptily. But her lips were moving and she was breathing shallowly. Her body was so white, the bed so red. I went downstairs and at breakfast at her table with my companions. In fact, I ordered all of my soldiers into the castle. I warned Cadı's servants that she was ill and that she would not be disturbed until I deemed it appropriate. She would die when the sword allowed and not a second earlier.
* * * * *
"She didn't even tell us about it until well after noon the next day. Then we all went up to her room, along with several of the leading persons at the ice-bitch's court. It was quite a scene when they saw what happened. They refused to believe it, or said they did. I think most of them knew. But our army was already there, in the walls. It was over before it began and it really didn't matter. Sultanah Varis placed both of their heads on the battlements, where her people could see them. She ordered that the bodies be sent King Köylü with a message that in light of the fact that they had successfully poisoned her but failed to kill her, the Sultanah suggested that he grant them a mere County instead of a Dukedom. We left only a small garrison, it will be hard to hold it and no one would want to take it. We packed up everything of value, including a store of jewels we found in the darkest places under the castle," And so Soyguncu finished the tale of my adventure at Castle Inhanet to the assembled Inner Council in the throne room at Saray Palace in Şehir. I sat on my throne, hardly feeling as triumphant Soyguncu had sounded in the telling. I took some solace in the fact that the treasure I had taken would be sufficient to begin work on my legions. But other than that, I felt troubled.
"Gunes save us!" Arkadas said, looking at me with shock, fear, and perhaps a little relief that I had not married the woman. The other members of the Inner Council, save one, expressed similar sentiments.
"You wish to formally annex Inhanet into the crownlands?" Cin said, hardly seeming surprised by the story. Perhaps, once again, she had foreseen it.
"I already requested that the chancery produce a proper deed," I responded, but I could not even muster up feigned enthusiasm.
"You know the significance of this?" Cin asked, smiling now.
"I am still not wed, and have no prospects of it," I said sullenly. The relief I had felt in defeated another enemy and taking her castle had quickly dissipated. I was left only with a headache and a vivid illustration of just how precarious my situation truly was. The dynasty, the empire stood on a razor's edge and I could see no way out. And underneath of this concern, I felt a lurking guilt that I could hardly grasp. I had killed an assassin before, in the heat of the moment. I rarely thought of him. He had threatened Arkadas, he was faceless. Empty.
But ever since I left Castle Inhanet I saw Cadı's face, the tortured look in her icy eyes. When the immediacy of the attack faded I was faced with the fact that I had killed not just an assassin, but a lover (however briefly a lover). I had been justified in that. It was necessary for the preservation of my empire. But it was more than that. I had found a coldness I didn't know I possessed. A vindictiveness that I told myself I had used as a warning to my enemies but had felt natural and right at the time. It felt like the actions of a Sultanah.
Strangely, I felt no guilt for these initial emotions. I welcomed them, they made me feel safe. I felt guilty that I did not wished to feel differently. That I did not cry for my betrayer or feel her blood on my hands. I closed my eye and I could see the foamy blood on her mouth just like the foamy seed that had been there just hours earlier. I felt nothing human towards her, not even the shadow of it. And I was relieved. And I felt wrong about that relief, because I knew it was right. I wondered what kind of person I was becoming in order to stay on the throne. Gunes sake, even going and agreeing to such a marriage had been an act from which I once would have recoiled.
I did not openly acknowledge these feelings. I could sense a duality in me still. I was afraid of letting Varis get too close to the Sultanah's actions; the private part of me might finally revolt. I guess I knew that deep inside, part of me wept not for Cadı, but for the innocence I lost in killing her. Luckily, Cin drew me back out.
"Not that" Cin said, "Bütün Dünya has been bleeding territories and fiefs for hundreds of years. This is the first time since Fatih II that the territory of the empire has expanded." I snorted.
"A rock sitting on top of another rock in the middle of nowhere, quite a legacy. Sultanah Varis the Conqueror," I said bitterly. All eyes in the throne room snapped to me. Their faces varied but they all spoke of confusion at my harsh words. They had come to expect more out of me and I dropped my head, shaking it. I found it hard to do my duty that day, an experience I would feel again many times. It never got any easier.
"Do not underestimate what you've done," Cin said, speaking as though she were trying to cheer me up as much as enlighten me, "The size of the growth is immaterial. The most important point is that centuries of decline and atrophy had been arrested. You have reversed the course. Now we must keep that momentum going." I saw the other heads around the table nodding at what Cin said. I smiled wanly at her. It was not so much that she was right, but that people wanted to believe she was right. That was the source of the power.
"You're right. We should publicize this information to the people," I said lamely, but wishing I sounded more authentic.
"Remember sister," Kardes said, "An Empire is not rebuilt in a single instant. You must take a first step before you can run." I looked at Kardes and appreciated her support. But she was 38 and childless and it reminded me of something more troubling.
"That might be true, but then, how is a dynasty rebuilt?" I asked finally. At that moment, the door to the throne room fling open wildly. They battered against the walls before flopping back inside.
"You were supposed to tell me when she got back!" a voice cried from the doorway. I, along with the rest of the Inner Council, turned and looked in the direction of the noise. I rolled my eyes as I saw my younger sister Nislani standing in the doorway with her hands on her hips.
"I told you I would..." Kardes said.
"No, no more excuses. I have been trying to talk to our beloved...brilliant Sultanah Varis the Cocked for weeks!" Nislani said impertinently. She was marching quickly down the middle of the throne room, looking self-assured and self-righteous. I felt a rage rising up inside of me, the same childhood anger I had towards my spoiled sister compounded by her disrespect for my office.
"I told you..." Kardes tried again. I felt a brief moment of sympathy and appreciation for my older sister. She had, apparently, been running interference for me. But that did not diminish my anger at my younger sister. If anything, it intensified it.
"I told you that I was tired of being ignored," Nislani interrupted again. Now she was standing just before the table where my Inner Council was meeting.
"The guards should not have let her in," Got offered, looking at Saygili.
"We have been told that we cannot restrain her, but she has been getting violent with the guards. Abusive. In the interest of morale and in an effort to avoid allowing anything to get out of hand, I have told the guards to simply let her have her way," Saygili responded while raising his hands helplessly.
"Do not speak about me as if I am not here," Nislani spat.
"Sister, what are you doing here? This is a government meeting," I said finally, giving her an annoyed look. Everyone turned to look at me. I could see anger and also embarrassment on the faces of my confidants. They were clearly unsure of how to proceed. In honesty, I was as well. Even Cin seemed taken aback by Nislani's sudden
"So your family is less important than Government? Your sister doesn't matter?"
"Kardes is sitting right there," I said, pointing to my older sister. I was remember Kardes words from early in my reign. Despite my rage at Nislani, I would control myself. It was beneath me to climb down to Nislani's level. Besides, an air of annoyed disinterest would really enrage her.
"I am your sister also! I am more important!"
"How so?" Kardes said, sounding a bit wounded. I ignored this exchange.
"You would have been invited if you showed any interest in government. As a member of the royal family, you are entitled to the level of involvement you desire. We just assumed you were happier playing like a child," I explained. Everything I said was the truth, but I let the words drip off my fangs. It actually felt nice, to indulge a little in my childhood games, even if I approached it as a Sultanah would. In a strange way, it felt like recapturing some of my innocence. How hardened could I be if I still teased my little sister?
"I don't care about government..."



"Clearly," Cin said. The Priestess then looked at me, as if willing me to end this farce before it got out of control.
"Nislani," I said calmly and then I sighed, "I will come find you as soon as the meeting is done. I do not have time for this now. But I promise," I said. Nislani shook her head and crossed her arms over her breasts.
"No, I want to do this now," she said. Before I could object, she simply started complaining, "I went to the kitchen today and they say we have no grapes. Just none. I said that we always have grapes and they said that we can't afford them because of rationing. And that is another thing. The rationing. Nothing is like it was when Father was alive. We never had to worry about how much we spent and we didn't have to give food to the people. There was enough food for them to eat themselves. And there weren't so many. The city is so crammed up with people that you can smell their body odor from the walls of the palace. Which, by the way, is in a total state of disrepair. You send all of the male maintenance workers out to join your stupid legion and now the women have to do maintenance. But there is no one left to do the house cleaning. The palace is dirty. My room is disgusting. But I don't even care about that. None of this would matter if you had just done what you were supposed to do and get me another match. I am getting old. I need to be married..."
Nislani's complaints continued but I was no longer really listening. I supposed that I could tell her that rationing was a necessity because of the war and that father had lived beyond his means and that the people did not smell simply to inconvenience her, but I did not. Instead, my head was slowly turning over some other ideas that she had raised. They were no definite thoughts, just a swirl of random ideas and concerns that had been swimming in my mind for weeks.
I look at Nislani, saw her mouth moving but heard nothing. I felt disgusted by her childish bitching and I looked away from her. But I did not want her to know I was ignoring her, so I looked over her shoulder, where my eyes would still seem to be following her monologue. My eyes happened to rest on a tapestry showing Sultan Tarih II and his wife, Sultanah Cinsel. I had rarely noticed that particular tapestry but I was familiar with the subject. They had been amongst the most successful royal couples in the history of the Empire. I thought briefly of the history of that illustrious pair.
Suddenly, all of my swirling thoughts crystalized and my stomach tightened. There was only one path out of the uncertainty and weakness that had surrounded my throne since I first sat upon it. It was the only solution to the problems I had been trying in vain to stop in any other way. There was a cure, but it felt to my heart that it was worse than the disease. Perhaps before that moment, I had not been hardened enough, threatened enough to understand that option. Now I was left with nothing else.
"Gunes no!" I said to myself, but it came out more loudly that I intended. Eyes turned away from Nislani and returned to me. Nislani looked enraged by my sudden words.
"'Gunes no' what? You think I am making this up?" Nislani asked haughtily.
"Quiet yourself, I am about to solve one of your problems," I said angrily. I felt my mouth moving mechanically now. When I had suddenly come to a realization about the course of action that I needed to take, it was like my emotions became completely overwhelmed and then shut down. My rational mind, the mind of the Sultanah, would not allow any internal objections. This was not a choice. This was what had to be done. In a way, it was like Gunes' voice was exiting through my mouth.
"What?" Nislani asked with a snotty tone. I ignored her.
"Cin," I said, turning to my priestess, "Correct me if I am wrong but Sultan Kâfir I, was the first Sultan to convert to the Tanril heresy, was he not?" Cin furrowed her brow but then nodded slowly.
"Yes..." she said slowly.
"What does this have to do with me?" Nislani said and again I ignored her.
"Now, Sultan Kâfir I, his older brother had been Sultan before him. Sultan Tarih II, correct," I said, indicating toward the tapestry. I had always been an excellent history student and I damned myself for remembering these facts.
"Yes. Sultan Tarih II's sons both died in their early twenties without children and so Sultan Kâfir I inherited from his older brother," Cin replied, still looking unsure about the purpose of my questioning. Nislani's fists were white and her lips were pursed tightly.
"And when Sultan Kâfir I aligned himself with the Tanril Heresy, he was devout. He followed all of the precepts of the Tanril faith assiduously. Correct?" I asked Cin.
"Yes, by all accounts his conversion was genuine, if misguided," Cin replied.
"And so he took a wife from Dusman, who was well-versed in the heretical religion and turned his back on Gunes preferred method of royal marriage," I replied. Suddenly, Cin's eyes grew wide. She turned and looked at the tapestry and then at Nislani.
"That is correct," she said, her voice sounding wary.
"Gunes was afraid that her blood would thin over time, was she not?" I asked. Now Cin did not speak, simply nodded, "And so the ancient Sultans protected Gunes legacy and Gunes rewarded them by providing able, capable sons and protecting against any otherwise expected...irregularities."
"Yes, but..." Cin stated, but I kept going, I felt my throat tightening and I was barely holding back tears now. I was going to have to say what I had been thinking and, in so doing, put my thoughts in an actual, rational order for the first time. I had wondered what kind of woman I was becoming to protect my throne. I was about to remove all mystery. One who would do anything, who would show no mercy, and who would have no sympathy. Not even for myself.
"When the Sultans embraced Tanri they forgot about Gunes' blood. And so Sultan Tarih II was the last Sultan to marry his sister, Sultanah Cinsel. And Gunes turned her back on the Empire. We have known only ruin since. But I have returned to the truth path. I have, once again, embraced Gunes. Therefore, I must protect what remains of her blood in my veins," I turned and looked at Nislani now, through glassy eyes, "Nislani, before the end of the month, we will be wed.
End Chapter 8
*****
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Dear Reader, thank you so much for reading this story. It has taken nearly a year of my writing life to get the whole thing finished. This is Chapter 9 of 14 chapters and the total is over 250,000 words. It is my Dirk Diggler/Jack Horner act of hubris: my attempt to write an erotic adventure story that pulls you in with a story you want to read, even when there isn't any sex going on (though there is a lot of sex. Crazy, weird, fun sex). It is the most ambitious piece of erotic fiction I have ever attempted. So I hope you enjoy it.
With that said, this book is not for everyone. It will be too long for many people (no shame in that, it is a big time investment). Some of the sex scenes are intense and include themes like hermaphroditism, non-consensual activity, incest, etc. For some people, that will likely be the appeal. In fact, while this story is definitely not for everyone, I think for a select group of people this story will essentially have everything you could ever ask for. So if that is you, congratulations, you found that thing you have been searching for. You can skip ahead to the sex and I won't be offended, but I think this story is more than the sum of its parts. If you read this whole story, you will not be disappointed.
In Chapter 1, our main character, Princess Varis, finds that her father has died and that, by virtue of the fact that she is a hermaphrodite and can father a child, she is now the Sultanah. In Chapter 2, Varis unearthed a conspiracy to destroy her Empire led by Rahip, the Cardinal of the "New Religion" and later she received her coronation. In Chapter 3, Varis humiliated the New Religion and raised the morale of her besieged people. In Chapter 4, Varis lifted the siege through a daring midnight raid. In Chapter 5, Varis survived an assassination attempt and visited her harem. In Chapter 6, Varis faced a challenge to her authority and seduced a noblewoman to maintain it. In Chapter 7, Varis defeats the raiders and comforts a peasant girl. In Chapter 8, Varis is briefly engaged and kills her fiancé for betraying her.
Some recurring characters you might want by name are Varis (the Sultanah and narrator), Cin (the head priestess of Gunes), Arkadas (Varis' friend and servant), Kardes (Varis' older sister), Nislani (Varis' younger sister), Rahip (a Cardinal of the 'new religion'), Duke Hain (an important lord opposing Varis), Lord Sadik (a minor lord who has spoken in support of Varis); King Sican (the leader of Dusman, a rival kingdom), Prince Lider (Sican's son); King Köylü (the leader of Temsilci, a rival kingdom); Agiz and Got (Subordinate Sun Priestesses); Saygili (Varis' guard); Soyguncu (a pickpocket and spy for Varis); Tutuklu (the head concubine of the harem); Kukla (a noblewoman). Further, Gunes is the name of the Sun God, Tanri is the name of the 'new god.' The city where the story is set is Şehir in the country of Ülke and the Empire of Bütün Dünya. If you need more...reread the earlier chapters.
Please, please, please, please, please tell me what you think after you read this. I put an embarrassing amount of work into this and I want to know what you think. Especially if it is good things.
*****
Part V: The Wedding
Chapter 9: Rehearsal
"Welcome, Sultanah Varis I, to your Harem," Tutuklu of Şehir, my beautiful, naked Pezevenk (or senior member of the Harem) stated as I walked through the secret passage and entered the vaulted chamber where my concubines were housed. There were 111 other members of the harem scattered about the great chamber, just as there always were. They were swimming in the fountain, lounging on the couches, and drinking wine. As was the custom, only the Pezevenk acknowledged my entrance, the other girls simply ignored me.
I returned the favor. Despite my natural inclination to stare at the beautiful women and revel in my ownership of this place, I was far too focused on the task at hand. It was the first time I had gone to the Harem since my first visit and this time I had come without Cin. I was biting my lip and moving my hands nervously. But it was not about the actual visit, it was about what the visit represented.
"Hello Tutuklu," I said and my Pezevenk nodded slowly. I looked around the room briefly, but not really sure what I was looking for.
"It is certainly a pleasure to see you back. We were all so delighted with your first visit. The girls who were able to serve you have been lording their experiences over the other, quite jealous girls," Tutuklu said in a joking manner, "Luckily, this is a completely fresh shift. None of the girls present today were with us the last time."
"That is good," I said, but I could not manage to make my voice sound normal. I was quite distracted.
"How may we serve you?" Tutuklu said, sensing my unease and seeking to do her job as my Pezevenk. However, this was the question I had been dreading. I did not really want to tell her what I wanted. I ran my hand through my hair and looked at Tutuklu. I turned and saw a couch sitting near the edge of the fountain. Without speaking, I walked over and sat down. There were two beautiful, naked women splashing each other playfully just a few feet ahead in the water, trying not to look at me from the corners of their eyes. Tutuklu had sensed that I wanted her to follow and a few moments later, she was sitting on the couch next to me. She did not speak, but looked at me, waiting for me to talk. I fidgeted in the chair for a few moments, trying to get my thoughts together.
"Have you heard?" I asked finally, leaning forward on the couch and putting my face in my hands. There was a long pause.
"Heard what?" Tutuklu asked. I sighed.
"I appreciate you efforts in maintaining the illusion that this is a separate place, outside of the world. But I know you speak with Cin on occasion. Eunuchs or someone must drop off food somewhere. You are not completely isolated. What I want right now is forthright conversation," I said. Tutuklu looked a bit shocked. Perhaps more than shocked, it might have been terror.
"Surely, Cin or...someone...this place is all I really know, I cannot give you any sort of advice," she said nervously. I reached over and placed my palm on her bare knee. I felt the heat of her body and the smoothness of her skin and we were both soothed slightly.
"I won't ask you any public policy questions, Tutuklu. And if you do not know something, simply say it. You will not be punished." The girls swimming in the water had stopped moving, they were listening. Tutuklu shot them an angry look and they move farther out into the water and commenced playing again. Tutuklu looked back to me and nodded.
"How may I serve you, Sultanah?" she asked.
"Have you heard?" I asked.
"That you are to be married in three days?" Tutuklu asked and I let out a low sigh. I felt a bit nauseated and looked up at the water swirling above me on the ceiling. I wished I could open the fountain up above me, to feel some air from outside.
"Yes, do you hear the identity of my fiancé?" I asked now. There was a long pause and I turned back to look at Tutuklu. She was biting her lip and her eyes would not meet mine.
"Your sister, Nislani," she said, noticing my gaze. I nodded my head. This was the source of my turmoil. I had made the decision to marry my sister in a sort of bolt of hellish, inspirational lightning. I could find no one to marry me and I desperately needed an heir. My sister also needed to be married off and I could not actually afford a dowry. Not with the war on. Further, the Empire had a long tradition of sibling marriage that had existed, successfully, for thousands of years. It had only been abandoned when Gunes was abandoned and the Empire's fortunes had faded with the tradition. Now that I had re-embraced Gunes, it was natural to reassert the ancient tradition. This would reinforce my commitment to Gunes, it would separate me from my enemies in Dusman, it would provide me with a wife, and it would eliminate the possibility of another spinster sister. It was an elegant solution to several problems. And, as the Sultanah, it was an easy decision. Once I had conceived of the idea, there was really no way to stop it.
In fact, it seemed that everyone agreed with the decision. The Inner Council had been relatively easy to convince. While Cin had been nervous at first, mostly regarding Nislani's suitability as my consort, she had grown enthusiastic with my decision to embrace the Ancient traditions. In fact, she seemed a bit embarrassed that she had not thought of it first. Got and Agiz followed Nislani's lead. Kardes seemed shocked by the decision, but never said anything against it. I assumed her keen sense of realpolitik told her this was the only move to make. Arkadas seemed relieved, as if she knew that the marriage would be a mere formality given my hatred of Nislani and that she would remain first in my affections. I figured she was right. Soyguncu and Saygili knew that it was not their role to question me in the sphere of my personal life.
The Executive Assembly had likewise been easily controlled. My allies, Lord Sadik and Duke Göstermelik, who had embraced Gunes wholeheartedly, agreed with my decision, even if they seemed to exhibit some personal distaste. Sir Sakşakçı had been drunk when he was informed of the tradition and stated he could not hold an opinion until he spoke with his wife. I had no concerns. More surprisingly, Hain and Örnek had also supported my decision. I supposed that they also liked the sharpening of ideological lines. My decision to throw my lot in irrevocably with Gunes and to take such a wildly taboo action, they felt, would only help their side to eventually triumph. Their physical disgust at my decision was evident, but their desire for power overcame whatever scruples they might have. The Peers in general had followed their leaders on the question, with only a few minor lords expressing any objection. The people, whatever their personal views, no longer saw fit to question any of my actions. As far as they were concerned, I was Gunes reincarnated and infallible.
Therefore, only two people seemed completely opposed to the union. The first, of course, was Nislani. As soon as I announced my decision she had rejected it out of hand. She had claimed I was simply making fun of her and that I had no intention of going through with it. When she saw I was serious and that other people took my suggestion seriously, she became even more intransigent. She locked herself in her room and threatened to kill herself rather than go through with the action. A few hours later, hungry, she had emerged undaunted. Even now she was claiming that she would take the red dress being made for her wedding (she was actually being measured on the last details at that very moment) but that she would never go through with the ceremony. She promised to call me all sorts of names at the wedding and further pledged that she would mean every word of it.
The final person opposed to the marriage was me. While, from a Sultanah's point of view, there was really no question about it, I was no solely the Sultanah. I knew that this action would solve several of my problems, but it seemed like such a horrible manner of correcting a political situation. I did not want to marry my sister, especially with that sister being Nislani. She thought I was cruel and cold, I thought she was childish and dull. We could barely stand to be in the same room together, let alone be married. Further, I had not entirely given up on the idea of romance, even if I was willing to marry for politics. This decision definitely foreclosed that possibility. I was constantly running up arguments in my mind for why this decision was terrible and why I had to call of the wedding. But each time I did so, the part of my brain that was the leader of my people and existed for more than just myself, would intrude. It would knock down the arguments, one by one, leaving me with the necessity of my actions.
The most effective argument I had given myself had actually lead me here, to the harem. Beyond the issues of romance and temperamental compatibility, there was a mechanical aspect that had to be considered. I was not marrying my sister simply to have a romantic or even platonic companion. The goal of our marriage was clear: to produce offspring. The problem, of course, was that in order to produce offspring, I would need to have sex with my sister. In fact, it was part of the ancient marriage tradition that I consummate the marriage with my sister on the first night. Witnesses would be present to ensure the validity of the marriage and to serve as oath-keepers if it were ever challenged. But could I do it? Even if my mind knew that I had no choice, that I had to have sex with Nislani, could I actually go through with it? I didn't want to. Regardless, I argued with myself for a long time until finally, I had come to a decision that had led me down into the harem. These thoughts were swirling in my head as I sat on the couch next to my Pezevenk.
"Tutuklu, you have had a child, have you not?" I asked. Tutuklu's eyebrows furrowed and she nodded.
"Yes, a daughter, Fahişe. She is actually out in the water now," she said and gestured out towards the fountain. In the center of the fountain was a young woman around my age who looked remarkably like a younger version of Tutuklu was wearing a loose fitting skirt and no top and walking languidly through the water. Tutuklu smiled at her daughter proudly.
"Is..." I said, finally reaching towards my ultimate purpose in arriving here, "Is she my father's daughter?" I asked. I looked more closely at the lithe, pretty girl in the pond. She did not look like me or anyone else in my family. Tutuklu shook her head.
"No. I was pregnant with Fahişe when I arrived here. She grew up here and entered the harem when she reached the age of 18," she said. I felt myself slightly disappointed, and then felt embarrassed and a bit disgusted by that disappointment.
"But there are women here who are my father's daughters correct? I have...half sisters in this place?" I asked, my mouth going try and my throat clicking. Tutuklu nodded, and I wondered if she understood where I was going.
"Many. You father visited here often before your mother put a stop to his visits. Many of the women in the harem are descended from your father, though I do not believe they would count as your half-sisters. They are your property as much as I am," She said deferentially. Suddenly a thought popped in my head. I looked at the beautiful Tutuklu and then, looked back at her daughter.
"Tutuklu," I said, "If, as your Sultanah..." I knew what I wanted to ask, but it suddenly felt embarrassing. Wrong. Then I thought about my wedding in three days, and I realized that I did not have a strong grasp of right and wrong. Or maybe that right and wrong were different for a Sultanah. I proceeded, "If, as your Sultanah, I was to order you to make love to your daughter, what would you do?" I don't know why I wanted to know the answer to the question but I desperately did. Could Tutuklu do her duty? She gave me a slightly pained look and then gazed at her daughter. She blushed slightly and then turned back to me. After a long pause, she spoke.
"As a member of the harem and as a Pezevenk, I have seen my daughter do...things in training that most mothers would probably never see. I cannot say I have relished those experiences, but I have done them with a happy heart. I would not seek out an opportunity to make love to my daughter and I do not desire it. But, if you were to order me to do so, I would do as my Sultanah commands. I would make love to my daughter and I would enjoy it, as you wish," she said. Each word came from her slightly tortured and I knew that when she said she would 'enjoy' it, she was speaking for my benefit. In short, she was doing her duty now and would do so in the future. I felt both saddened and galvanized by this response. Saddened because what it meant for my future. And also, because of something I felt just then. Some part of me that I did not totally understand felt a sudden flash of brief excitement. A sexual thrill. But I pushed this idea aside quickly and with guilt. Instead, the parts of me that dealt with responsibility and honor felt elated. This was the sort of solution I was looking for, a way of looking at my duty as being simply an administrative task and Tutuklu's response pushed me on to my next question.
"Are any of my half-sisters present? And if so, is her mother also present?" Tutuklu looked relieved that we were no longer talking about her daughter and she scanned the room. For a few moments, she was silent, though I could see her lips moving slightly. Finally, she began nodding.
"Yes," she said and I felt my stomach do a flip and my muscles grow tight, "Your...half-sister as you call it, Yarım and her mother Metres are both present." It seemed that everything was in place.
"Is she...attractive?" I asked, my voice catching in my throat.
"Yarım?" Tutuklu asked and I nodded, "She is a beauty. As are most of your father's daughters (and all of his legitimate daughters)." I wanted to acknowledge the compliment but I could not. My heard was humming in my chest now and I felt like I was gasping. The moment had arrived. I looked around the room, trying to find the right spot. Finally, I found it.
"Tutuklu," I managed to say, "Please gather Yarım and Metres and take them over there," I pointed to a distant corner of the harem chamber. There was a four-post bed in the corner with a massive canopy, making essentially a closed area within the room.
"Yes Sultanah," Tutuklu said and then she rose from the couch and began to walk away. Oh a whim, I stopped her.
"Tutuklu," I said and she turned and looked at me, "fetch Fahişe as well." I said. I saw the pained look once again cross my Pezevenk's face. She did an excellent job of mastering her emotions and soon her tranquil look returned.
"Yes Sultanah," she said, sounding slightly more wooden than before. I decided that I would reassure her.
"Do no worry, you will not be required to sleep with your daughter," I said, "I have other things in mind." Tutuklu looked slightly relieved, nodded, and then went about her task. Now I rose as well and made my way over to the small bed in the corner.
I moved quickly over to the location. I thought that I could feel the eyes of the harem on me as I moved and, for some reason, it made me uncomfortable. I felt like they knew what I was doing, why I was doing it, and that they did not approve. I did not like this feeling but I also welcomed it. To a certain extent, this was what I was trying to cultivate. And to overcome.
After a brief walk I was standing outside of the bed. It was actually larger than I had anticipated, almost as large as the massive bed in my own bedroom. The canopy, which hung down to the floor on all four sides and covered the top of the bed, was a thin, pink material that was somewhat see-through. I pushed through the gap in the canopy, climbed onto the bed, and closed the canopy behind me. The bed was incredibly lush with large, pink pillows and silky purple blankets heaped on it neatly. I crawled into the middle of the bed and laid down. The fabrics seemed to wrap around me and I felt slightly relaxed, despite myself. I had not slept well of late, and it felt good to lay down.
Before I had a chance to truly begin to relax, I could hear movement outside of the bed. I looked through the fabric of the canopy and I could see the silhouettes of four people standing outside. They were not speaking, but seemed to be waiting for me. "Tutuklu, is that you?"
"Yes Sultanah," was the response. I suddenly felt that I was not ready for this, that I could quit. But it was too late now, how could I stop this?



"Would you please come into the bed? Leave the others there for now. I must speak to you alone," I said. Without another word, Tutuklu spread open the canopy and slipped naked onto the bed. She crawled across the vast fabric until she was close to me.
"How may I serve you, Sultanah?" she asked. Something in her voice indicated that she was a bit confused about what was happening. Finally, I could not hold back anymore, I had to tell her the plan.
"You will instruct the other three women outside to disrobe. Then you will ask Metres and your daughter Fahişe to join you on the bed. You three will sit together at the foot of the bed and I will speak briefly with Metres. Then you will order my half-sister into the bed. You, Metres, and Fahişe will then watch as I have sex with my...with Yarım. This will be my trial run for my wedding night," I explained.
I remember where this idea had come from. I had been thinking about the fact that I would need to have sex with my sister in order to consummate the marriage. I had a fear that the time would come and I would be unable to act (it was only slightly more intense than my fear that the time would come and I would do it). I wanted a test to ensure that I would be able to do it, something that would allow me to back out before it was too late if I could not. But I could not think of any way. I certainly wasn't going to sleep with my sister before the wedding night.
I had refused to share my fears with anyone, but Cin had obviously noticed my intense discomfort. She had suggested that I go to the harem, to let off some steam before my wedding night. She had not suggested my current course of action. But when she said, "remember, you do not have to love your sister. Treat her no differently than you would a member of your harem," that the idea came to me. The inspiration to have my half-sister's mother watch (as well as another mother and daughter pair) had just occurred to me. It would help me replicate the awkwardness of the consummation ceremony on the wedding night. Although, as Tutuklu called Metres and Fahişe into the bed, it suddenly seemed like a much less clever idea.
The two women crawled into bed, also naked. As I said before, Fahişe looked remarkably like her mother, though younger. The same lithe form, the same high breasts, the same olive skin, even the same pink slash between her legs. Metres was around the same age as Tutuklu, perhaps a little younger. Despite this, she did not look quite as appealing as the Pezevenk. It was not that she was unattractive, in fact for a slightly older woman she was quite pretty, she just lacked Tutuklu's possessed, dignified air. Metres was slightly shorter than Tutuklu, maybe 5'6. She had black hair that was pulled back in a tight bun. Her face was open and warm (though it looked slightly nervous now) and she had an angular nose and wide lips. Her breasts were very large, but only sagging slightly with age and her nipples were large and pink. Her body was curvy with a slightly narrowed waist and a large bottom. Her legs remained shapely and her feet were small. She maintained a small patch of dark black hair above her cunny, though it was well-controlled.
"Please, sit at the foot of the bed, Metres in the middle," I said, my voice sounding shaky and uneasy. The women nodded and obeyed my commands. Soon, the three women were seated in the proper location. Metres sat in the middle her legs grossed in a manner than spread her cunny wide. Tutuklu and her daughter sat on either side of her. I don't know if they planned it or if it was part of the training, or if mother and daughter were simply so very similar, but Tutuklu and Fahişe sat in the exact same manner. This gave their appearance a distinctly symmetrical and attractive appearance. They propped themselves up on one arm, leaning in towards Metres with their legs folded over one another elegantly off to the side. I saw the way their pert breasts pressed against the flesh of their arms as they tilted their heads to the side, letting their long hair drape over their shoulders.
I wanted to stop and admire their beauty, but I saw the ill-concealed anxiety in Metres' eyes and I decided to push forward. "Metres," I said, "The girl outside, is she your daughter?" My voice sounded more commanding than I thought possible and Metres reacted with studied precision.
"Yes," she said, "Yarım is my daughter." The woman's voice was low and seductive, but it sounded trained. I wonder what she normally sounded like, how she wanted to sound.
"How old is she?" I asked sharply. It felt good to place myself in control here, I reminded myself that I would be in control at the wedding as well.
"20 years," Metres responded quickly. My father had stopped going to the Harem 16 years earlier.
"She was born here? How long have you been in the Harem?" I asked both questions at once. I trusted Tutuklu, but I wanted to get this information from the mother's mouth.
"She was. I was born here as well. I have never left," she said and I was a bit surprised. It was rare for a family to have several generations live entirely within the Harem. It was rare for the requisite skills and beauty to pass so many times.
"Who was your father?" I asked, intrigued.
"The Sultan, Kral III," she said, almost continued speaking, but I raised my hand. My grandfather was her father. She was my brother's half-sister.
"And who is Yarım's father?" I asked. Her eyes grew wide and she looked at Tutuklu. The Pezevenk nodded slowly and encouragingly.
"The Sultan, Kral IV, your illustrious father," she stated flatly. My father had, accidentally or not, continued the ancient tradition of Gunes as well. He had coupled with his sister.
"Therefore," I said, my mastery of the situation not quite enough to stifle my nerves any further, "Yarım is both my cousin and my half-sister." Metres shook her head and looked nervous.
"We do not place ourselves in that position," she stated, "We recognize our position below you..." she looked nervous. I wondered the source of her concern, I had raised the issue. As usual, Tutuklu sensed my concern and addressed it.
"We sisters of the Harem," she said, "are familiar with stories of the past. Certain Sultans have decided upon their ascension to dismiss their harems. Or dismiss part of their harems. Including their father's bastards. It is difficult for a woman who has known nothing but the harem. She is often made a common street walker. It is a fear many have had since you took the throne, though your previous visit eased some concerns." Tutuklu spoke easily. She already knew my plan.
"That is not my intention. This will remain your home and your daughter's home at least as long as it remains mine," I said calmly, smiling at Metres who looked relieved, "though you may like what happens here less than expulsion," I said nervously. Metres looked slightly concerned at that, but did not speak. "Tell me this," I added before she had a chance to think on it too deeply, "Is your daughter a virgin?"
"A virgin?" the woman asked, her brow knotting.
"Has she been fucked?" I asked. Metres looked helplessly at Tutuklu and shrugged.
"What else would she be, Sultanah Varis? She has had the training, she is not unskilled. But your father...he never came here. There is no...It is impossible," she said. I raised my hand again.
"I did not intend to trouble you, your answer is sufficient," I said. I had known she was a virgin, but again, I wanted to hear it come from her mother's mouth, "You must now watch as that status is taken from your daughter. I will steal your daughter's virginity. I will take my sister's virginity. You will watch. And this mother and daughter will watch as well," I said, pointing to Tutuklu and her daughter. An awkward silence descended on our canopied bed. I sat in it for a while, soaking in the discomfort, wondering how I would react.
"Do you wish for Yarım to enter?" Tutuklu asked after a while. I shook my head.
"No, first I must be disrobed," I stated, "Tutuklu, I want you and your daughter to crawl up here and disrobe me." Tutuklu and Fahişe moved as if they had been shot up by springs. They were so used to following commands that they didn't even think, they simply acted. Both women rose quickly onto their hands and knees on the bed. They began to crawl across the fabric expanse. They looked up at me as they moved, their full breasts swinging below their serene faces and their asses high in the air. Once again, they moved in unison through choice, training, or inclination. I was intrigued by the idea of looking at a beautiful spring morning on one hand and then, on the other, the same location on a full summer evening and realizing that while one was more uncertain and the other more mature, they were equally alluring in their own way.
In a few moments, they were on either side of me. As I had noticed before, it seemed that elegant disrobing had been one of the many skills imparted to the Harem. Without speaking to one another, or even really taken notice of one another, their hands flew over my body lightly. I barely felt as their palms and fingers skittered across my thigh or touched briefly on my nipple. They did not so much lift me as they encouraged my movements into the most economical motion so that, in a matter of seconds, I lay naked on the bed, my clothes dropped out of the canopy of the bed. Tutuklu and Fahişe knelt on either side of my hips, facing towards one another and waiting for my next order. I looked down at my body, laid out on the bed. It was tauter, more tanned than it had once been. My actions were making me more fit and less included to sit and eat indulgently. I looked good. But I noticed that, between my legs, my cock hung low and tight against my body. Despite the beautiful women around, I was not aroused. While I had taken on a commanding air, I was quite nervous still. Maybe more so that before.
I don't know what compelled me to take my next action, to make my next order. I had promised Tutuklu that her capacity would be to watch. I had no intention of going back on my promise. Further, I didn't really know what I was trying to prove. But I thought, if I could just see this happen, if I could see it and know that it was not disgusting or fatal, maybe I could go through with this. I believe that maybe this would calm me.
"Tutuklu, lean forward. You as well Fahişe. I want you to kiss one another. Not as mother and daughter but...as sisters of the Harem," I said, using the phrase Tutuklu had tried. I heard Metres on the far side of the room take in a sharp breath. Both Tutuklu and Fahişe turned to look at me, shocked. Despite their usual willingness to do anything I ordered, even before the words spilled full-formed from my lips, their natural aversion to the action had overridden them. Fahişe's cheeks were red and her mother looked like she felt betrayed.
"I..." Tutuklu began, but then stopped. She lacked the words to give defiance, but it was clear that this was what she desperately wanted to offer. I reached my hand up closest to her and placed it on her thigh. I felt the warmth of her skin under my hand and felt her trembling. I felt that same trembling inside of me and I knew I was chasing the right feeling.
"I promised you something and I will not breach that wall. But I need this. Do this, and I will forever be in your debt," I stated. Rather than ordering or blustering, as I certainly could have within my rights, I beseeched her as a person. I confirmed my promise and respected her aversion. She sensed this difference and, it seemed, respected it. She nodded slowly and then turned to face her daughter. Fahişe turned as well, looking at her mother nervously, her eyes wide.
"It is okay Fahişe," Tutuklu said in a voice that was different than her normal tone with me, it was the way she spoke with one she truly loved, "We will trust the Sultanah and do our duty." She said. Fahişe nodded uncomfortably, but it was clear from her motion that she had given up her will. She cast her lot in with her mother, and let Tutuklu take all the responsible actions.
And, now that she had decided to act, Tutuklu took those actions quickly. She leaned forward, over my body and lifted her hands. Her right hand (the one closest to me) reached forward and rested gingerly on her daughter's hip and her left hand reached up, grazing across her daughter's cheek and then coming to rest on Fahişe neck. Fahişe followed her mother's lead. Her left hand reached forward and rested on her mother's wrist. Her on right hand reached forward and rested on her mother's thigh. She leaned in as her mother pulled her gently on the back of her neck.
The two women paused. It was likely only half a second, but that time seemed to stretch out for an interminable period of time. Both women had their eyes open and they were looking at each other intently. Fahişe's eyes showed both fear and an underlying trust in her mother. Tutuklu's eyes showed intensity that seemed to combine both an intense love for her daughter with an overarching desire to do as she was ordered. In a moment, that pause was broken, both women closed their eyes as the same time, and leaned forward.
Fahişe instinctively tilted her head slightly to the side and I watched as her lips met and then sank into Tutuklu's lips. I heard a low moan escape from one of them as their lips fused together. I saw the muscles in their arms and legs tense as they touched. For a moment, their lips were simply pressed together, the soft pink strips of flesh resting on top of one another. But it was clear that whatever invigorating feeling that someone feels with a first kiss was not absent here. In fact, it seemed that the effect was greater than they expect. I saw a shiver run up through both of their bodies and, in the same instance, I saw their lips begin to move. At first they simply moved in opposition to one another, pushing more fully and trying to sink more deeply into the kiss.
They both groaned now, but as they did so, their mouths open. Without hesitation, their tongues spilled forth and found each other in the space over my body. I watched as their tongues, mother and daughter, fell over one another and lapped at one another. I watched as Tutuklu pressed her tongue into her daughter's mouth and then watched as Fahişe returned the favor. Their hands clenched tightly on one another, but somehow their bodies grew limper, like they were melting into one another. Their tongues grew bolder, slipping around one another's lips and tasting each other decadently. Either they were trained exceedingly well in the art of affecting passion, or they had actually released themselves into the sensations they felt.
The exhilarating sensation that seemed to envelop mother and daughter was not limited to the participants. I watched the proceedings, awestruck. At first, I had merely been shocked by what I saw. Despite the fact that I had precipitated it and had some idea of what it would look like in my mind, the effect was far more powerful that I had expected. The strength of the taboo and also the passion it aroused was greater than I could have ever expected. The shock faded quickly, but the excitement remained steadfastly behind. I admit that I enjoyed what I saw. It was no simply the fact that I would gain pleasure from watching any two beautiful women kiss one another, it was excitement from the fact that these two, mother and daughter, should not be acting in this manner. The taboo itself, was the draw. I had, perhaps, known this deep inside of myself before I saw Tutuklu and Fahişe together, but I could only acknowledge it now, in the full grip of my passion. And, in embracing the feeling, I noticed something different. I looked between their bodies and down towards my legs. Between my thighs I saw my cock growing hard, rising up to meet the mother and her daughter.
My eyes followed the tip of my cock up, rising to watch the women once again. They were growing more wanton now. Perhaps it was simply their training taking over. Maybe it was something else. Their tongues moved thickly, tasting one another with abandon. Their heads moved more quickly, trying to gain leverage to feel more of one another. They were moaning loudly now in time with their caresses. These, too, were growing more intense. I watched as their hands began to move on one another, stroking arms and hips, even bellies. Their motions became so emphatic, so loosed from control, that something they had no quite intended happened. Fahişe leaned in more fully towards her more, running her hand toward her mother's elbow. But, as she did so, Tutuklu turned slightly. The result, was that for just a briefest breath of a second, Tutuklu's nipples grazed against her daughter's nipples. I watched it from my location as if it were in slow motion, the touch of the sensitive, now erect, nodes at the ends of their breasts.
Instantly, everything stopped. It was like a switch had been thrown. The two women, at the exact same instant, seemed to recognize that some border had been crossed. Or, more accurately, that they had been crossing the line all along and only now came to terms with it. They jerks their heads back quickly, breaking their kiss, and their hands fell instantly to their sides. They both looked down, not daring to gaze into one another's eyes.
While the mother and daughter had stopped their actions, the excitement had not faded for me. If anything, my interest had grown. Trained concubines, blushing and feeling ashamed. Somehow, that was almost as thrilling as the kiss had been. My body felt like it was one fire and my cock was now fully erect, straining hard at my body. I felt ashamed of the feeling I had, but this shame was completely covered over with excitement and desire. In fact, that shame seemed to add to the intensity, to make the excitement I felt more acute and deeper. For a brief moment, a vision of my sister, Nislani, flittered through my head. I saw the shape of her body and also the outline of my distaste for her. Was there something there as well? Something I could use when I needed it? I didn't know, but I was ready for the test.
"Thank you both," I said, and both women jolted slightly, "Please return to your places. And call Yarım." Both Tutuklu and Fahişe returned to their spots next to Metres. They both looked a bit disheveled and uncomfortable, like they had been possessed and then returned to their changed bodies. Metres looked slightly terrified, but her cheeks were also flushed with arousal. I knew that I was not the only once excited. I knew that even Tutuklu and Fahişe were contending with the reactions of their bodies.
"Yarım," Tutuklu said woodenly, pulling me out of my consideration of the situation, "You may enter." All eyes turned to the canopy of the bed and listened as the footfalls of our last companion made her way to the bed. Surely, Yarım had heard what was spoken of beyond the canopy and knew what to expect. If she did not desire it, she had been trained well enough to comply anyway. The canopy split open and Yarım climbed into the bed. In a few moments, she was upright, naked, on her knees next to Tutuklu. Her appearance took my breath away.
It was not that she was beautiful, although she was undoubtedly that. Tutuklu had been right. I could see a resemblance to her mother. They were both basically the same height and their skin and hair was the same color, although Yarım let her grown long and lay in a thick ponytail. She also had the same open face, slightly large nose, and generous mouth. Moreover, I saw in Yarım's delicious body, the taut curves that must have served her mother well in the past. Like her mother, Yarım had large breasts, those hers sat up high on her chest. Her body tapered down slightly more than her mother and her stomach was thinner. Yarım, like her mother, had very wide hips and a large ass. However, Yarım's large ass was almost impossibly firm, sitting up high behind her like a shelf below her back. Like her mother, she had a small v-shaped patch of short, dark hair over her cunny. She also had her mother's shapely legs and small feet.



All of this was very appealing to me. But that was not what seemed to thicken the air around me. No, as Yarım looked up, I found myself gazing directly into her eyes. They looked nothing like her mother's gray, mournful eyes. Instead, it was like looking in a mirror. Her eyes were exactly like mine. If nothing else (and certain other features did imply it), I would have been able to tell the family resemblance from the eyes. This girl was, undoubtedly, my sister. Almost the exact same age and from the same father. The only difference between us was the identity of our mother. And that gave me the right to order and the obligation for her to obey.
I felt a slight thrill at these various realizations as Yarım stopped and looked at her mother. I felt the same excitement I felt when I watched Tutuklu and Fahişe embrace. I had the power to make something happen, something that should not happen. And that was, Gunes help me, and arousing feeling. More importantly, as I looked at Yarım, I saw the family resemblance but none of the family baggage. I did not see my hatred for Nislani there, no dread at having to do...something with my flesh and blood. I knew the taboo was there, but this was my sister in only a formal sense. She was...and she wasn't. Somehow, that made it easier. In fact, it made it feel necessary. I not only could go through with this, I wanted it. I wanted to feel that taboo exhilaration I had experience vicariously with Tutuklu and her daughter. Moreover, I had a somewhat surprising feeling that I had not expected. After the anticipation of committing a taboo action for so long, I was anxious to simply have it over with. I was ready and I couldn't wait any longer.
"Sister," I said and felt gratified when Yarım looked up, "Come to me now. I desire you." Yarım took a moment and looked back at her mother and Tutuklu beseechingly. Clearly the word "sister" had thrown her off. But the two older women, while rattled, found no trouble in maintaining their discipline. They did not react to the younger woman's gaze and gave a clear indication that she was to act. Yarım looked back towards me, her face showing more determination and less confusion, as if she was fortified by the actions of her mother and Pezevenk.
"Right away, Sultanah," she said in a trained, sultry voice. She then dropped down onto her hands and knees on the bed, her large breasts swaying against one another, and began to crawl towards me.
"No. Stop," I said forcefully. Yarım stopped instantly and looked up at me. She appeared nervous, wondering how she had angered me. I was not angry, but it was important that I maintain the correct mindset. "Do not call my 'Sultanah' in this bed. When we are enclosed in this canopy, if you need to address me, you will call me sister," I said. I told myself that this was essential to ensuring that this test, this preparation for my wedding, was an effective inoculation against the natural revulsion to incest.
"Of course...sister," Yarım said softly. I felt a shiver run down my spine and my hard cock twitched in my lap and I wondered how much my explanation for my actions was enough. How much of this was for 'practice' and how much did I just like the idea of committing a taboo? I shook these thoughts aside as Yarım began, once again, to crawl towards me. She was, of course, well-trained, and she slinked towards me rather than rushed. I saw her breasts rub against her arms and her large, well-built ass rock back and forth as she moved.
"Stay on your hands and knees," I ordered, "crawl up here so that you are straddling my legs, I want your hands on either side of my hips." I had not really planned out where I was going or what I wanted. There were certain ritualistic sexual acts that were a part of the wedding consummation but I was not prepared for those here. In fact, in my heart of hearts, I had believed I was going to balk before this point. So, I just decided to go with what felt right at the moment.
Yarım nodded slowly, and kept moving. In a few moments, she was in position. She was high up on her hands and knees with her legs spread quite wide. Her warm knees were actually touching, though just barely, my calves. Her hands were likewise touching my body, her thumbs just grazing my hips. Her breasts were hanging down over my cock and I could feel the heat of her cunny over my knees. I could smell the light perfume that Yarım had applied to her body and it made my body quiver with anticipation. My mouth grew dry. This might have been a task I had to complete before my wedding, but there was no reason why it could not be a pleasurable experience.
"How may I serve you now, sister?" Yarım asked, still tripping slightly on the final word. I smiled at her. I turned my head to the side slightly and looked at the other three woman, sitting a few feet behind Yarım's ass and watching. Then I turned back and looked at my half-sister. Now was the time to further heighten discomfort, to make everyone extremely aware of the events that were going to transpire and to put myself in a position where I should desire to walk away. I kept waiting for something to break inside of me, to finally accept that I could not do this.
"Sis," I began, "Have you been trained to suck cock?"
"Yes," Yarım said instantly and I saw her eyes, just for a moment, gaze down at my cock.
"And do you believe you are skilled at it? Can you suck cock well?"
"I believe I would be excellent at that task," Yarım responded, and I could hear real pride in her voice.
"Do you want to suck a cock, sister?" I asked. Yarım paused for a moment and again I saw her try to catch a glimpse of my cock from the corner of her eye.
"Yes," she responded at last and I thought I could see some redness rising in her cheeks.
"But you've never actually sucked one, right?"
"No," she responded.
"And this is the first one you've ever actually seen?"
"Yes it is...sister," Yarım said and I nearly laughed with pleasure. I could tell she was slightly uncomfortable, but she was doing her duty and trying her best to fulfill my wishes.
"Then how do you know you are good at it?" I asked. Yarım's eyebrows knitted, as though she were trying to solve an impossible equation. I decided to push forward. "Did your mother tell you that you would be good when she watched you train?" I asked. Yarım looked for a moment like she wanted to turn around, but did not. I found that, rather than heightening my own discomfort, I was becoming more enveloped in my arousal, more excited.
"My mother never watched me train. I never watched her. That is the common custom here," Yarım responded. A reasonable custom to be certain.
"Do you think your mother would be proud of you if you sucked cock well?" I asked.
"She is proud when I do my duty, so she would be," Yarım said with certainty, though I could tell she was uneasy with the topic. I nodded slowly. I reached my hand up under my body and wrapped my fingers around the shaft of my cock. Yarım did not respond, waiting for orders. My cock felt exceptionally rigid and hot in my hands and I pulled it up slightly. After a moment, I felt the tip of my cock press against the edge of Yarım's breast. My half-sister jumped slightly.
"Let's make your mother proud," I said finally, "Why don't you suck your sister's cock while your mother watches? Then she can see you do your duty." While I spoke, I rotated my hand around in my lap, making my cock circle around on the flesh of Yarım's breast.
"If that is your wish Sultanah," Yarım said, her voice coming out slightly shaky and uneasy.
"Sister," I corrected.
"As you wish, sister," Yarım said apologetically. With that, she began to lower herself down slightly and to rock back on her hips. The tips of my cock pressed deliciously against her body as she moved. In a few moments, I felt her soft, warm ass settled down onto my shins and I felt her voluptuous breasts press against the tops of my thighs. I could feel her hard nipples pressing into my skin. Yarım's hands moved from off of the bed, the left one pressed flat against my hip and then slide down against my ass. The right one moved draped across my thigh and poked at my fingers, which were still wrapped around the shaft of my cock. I quickly released myself and my hard cock flopped back and slapped my taut belly. Yarım didn't hesitate, in a moment, her right hand replaced mine around the shaft of my cock. Her palm felt silky smooth and her grip was tight, but comfortable. I suppressed a small moan.
"Does it feel like what you expected?" I asked. I could hear Yarım's breath coming raggedly from her throat and she did not speak for a few seconds.
"No," she said finally, "It is harder than I thought, and warmer."
"Find out if it tastes like you imagined," I responded quickly. I could actually feel Yarım's heartbeat through her massive breast. It was a rapid fluttering against my thigh and I knew she was nervous. I did not know if it was because she was excited or disgusted, but her reaction was enticing for some reason. Yarım pulled my cock back so that it was facing directly into the air. She opened her mouth slightly and moved her neck up so that her lips were hovering over the tip of my cock. In a moment, the tip of my cock disappeared into my half-sister's mouth.
It was instantly apparent that, despite her lack of practical experience, the training provided by the Harem was exemplary. Yarım's thick, hot tongue instantly found its way to the top of my cock. After a few seconds at lapping at the tip and swirling around wetly, Yarım's tongue grew rigid and began to probe and taste inside the folds of my foreskin. I heard her moan as she tasted me. I groaned as well and my fingers involuntarily grasped at the blanket covering the bed.
But Yarım was hardly finished. It seemed that now that she was acting, the training had taken over entirely. After coating the tip of my cock with her slick saliva and massaging my foreskin with her tongue, she opened her mouth more widely. I watched as she began to press her face down towards my stomach. As she did so, she moved her hand away from my cock, no longer needing it to keep my shaft in place. I watched as inch after inch of my cock began to slip into Yarım's dripping wet mouth. Her tongue was not idle. Even as my cock began to slip into my half-sister's throat, it swirled around on my cock thickly, covering it in saliva and squeezing my shaft in a warm embrace.
I was completely frozen by the pleasure I felt and the speed that the inexperienced concubine displayed. In just a few seconds, I felt Yarım's nose pressing into my belly and I felt her chin settle down on my aching, swollen balls. But she had nose roughly shoved my cock into her throat, she had slipped it in so easily and so warmly, I was shocked to think she had never done this before.
And she wasn't done. Her tongue continued to swirl around on my cock and then slipped out over her lower lip. My cock drove even deeper into her throat and I felt her tongue pressing into my scrotum and probing at my balls. For the first time, she made a slight choking sound and it seemed that she was having some difficulty in fitting the whole thing inside of her mouth. Her eyes shot open now just as I was looking down at her. I had wanted to see the look of her lips, stretched around the circumference of my cock and I had not been disappointed. But, I could scarcely believe it when I saw my own eyes, watery from choking, staring up at me from my own lap. My half-sister was taking my whole cock in her throat.
"Oh shit!" I moaned as I recognized this fact. It was no longer possible to keep up any semblance of the fiction in my mind that this was some sort of chore. This was just the pure pleasure of sex. In fact, it was better than most sex, because it was so much more depraved. Yarım pulled back slightly, letting my cock slide back between her lips so that only the tip remained inside. She then easily slammed it home once again, burying the tip of my cock in her throat and probing her tongue into my balls.
While this was an unbearably pleasurable sensation, I still needed more. While I had been telling myself before that I wanted to heighten the discomfort, I now admitted to myself that I wanted only to heighten the intensity of the taboo. While Yarım began to bounce up her throat up and down on my quivering cock, I turned my head slightly to the side and looked at the three women at the base of the bed.
"Aunt Metres," I said, addressing her for the first time by her unofficial title, "Can you see your daughter sucking my cock?" I asked loudly. I felt Yarım's body tense against me as she heard me address her mother, but she was too deep in her actions now. I could feel the heat of her cunny against my legs and I knew that she was enjoying her work. She kept going, kept swirling her tongue around on my cock and letting her tongue lap at my balls. I was focused on Metres. As I watched her I saw her face contract slightly with surprise that I had addressed her. She looked briefly at the Pezevenk for support and then answered honestly.
"I cannot see much from my vantage point," she said.
"Do you see your daughter's cunny lips? Do you see her asshole?" I asked, imagining what her view must be. My last word had come out more of a squeal than an actual word as Yarım's throat closed around my cock.
"Yes," came the simple response from the girl's mother.
"Do you like them? Are they beautiful," I asked now, my hands gripping so tightly on my blanket that my knuckles turned white. I could feel my legs shaking under Yarım's body and I could barely breathe.
"My daughter...is a beautiful woman," Metres managed to say.
"Are you happy you get to see her suck her first cock," I said, my voice coming out in a high-pitched wheeze. My hips were now bucking involuntarily as Yarım's tongue continued to swirl around on my shaft and balls. She almost seemed to have no need to breathe, as she kept my cock buried in her throat for long periods of time.
"Yes, it is a pleasure to see she can perform her duties well," Metres said, but it was unclear if she meant it or if she just wanted to please me. I didn't care. I threw my head back on the bed, thrusting my hips up into my half-sister's face. I could feel that I was losing control. I had been too excited and Yarım's touch was too skillful. I was rapidly approaching an irresistible release. I turned, one last time, and looked at Metres' red but beautiful face.
"Do you want me to cum in your daughter's mouth, to fill her throat with my seed? Don't speak of duty, speak of desire," I asked desperately. Metres looked distraught and I could feel her daughter's hands tightening on my hips.
"Yes," Metres said after an unbelievably long pause, "I desire it," she said defeated. And in that moment, I realized that she hadn't just been trying to please me. She was ashamed because she was enjoying the view. This was too much for me to handle and, finally, I felt sweet relief.
It was pleasure, but it was so much more than that. I had not been able to think about anything but my impending marriage for weeks and that particular worry had really only served to cover up a series of other equally or more important concerns for which I did not yet have a solution. The world seemed to be falling apart around me but now, I felt just one minute of complete, absolute, perfect release from everything. My cock was buried in my half-sister's throat and the only thing I could focus on was the radiating waves of pleasure that soaked through my body and jet-pull of my seed as it splashed into Yarım's throat.
As the feeling began to fade, I groaned loudly, and collapsed, totally limp onto the bed. I opened my eyes and looked down at Yarım. I could see her eyes, so much like mine, looking back up at me serenely. Her cheeks were bulging with my seed, some of which had leaked out of her lips. Her body was trembling all over, but she kept my cock buried in her mouth, her tongue was still swirling around on the sensitive tip of my cock, because I hadn't ordered her to stop.
"Sit up," I gasped, "Take my cock from your mouth, but don't swallow my seed." Yarım instantly complied with my order, sitting back quickly in the bed so that she was squatting over my shins. She kept her lips tight on my cock as she slid it out of her mouth, ensuring that all of my seed remained sealed in her lips. My thighs felt cool as Yarım's large breasts rose off of them. Now that she was sitting up, her large breasts bounced slightly and I could see her nipples were hard. In fact, her cunny was actually dripping down onto my knees and it was clear that she had enjoyed her first duty as a member of the Harem. She continued to stare at me with my own eyes and her cheeks continued to sag under the weight of my seed.
Now that she was sitting up, I could see slightly between her legs. I noticed a few drops of liquid glistening at the opening of her cunny, but I was not thinking about that now. Instead, I was looking through her legs, seeing Metres' toes on the bed. I smiled deviously as I caught my breath, I knew what I wanted.
"Yarım," I said, "Turn and you open your mouth, show your mother the seed I placed there." Yarım quickly turned her head, facing her mother. I could tell she opened her mouth and could see the interest on the faces of the three women behind her. Even her mother seemed intrigued by the actions, despite herself. It gave me an idea.
"Fahişe, Metres, Tutuklu" I said forcefully, "Lay down on your backs right where you are." The three women did not hesitate and in a moment they were laying shoulder to shoulder on the bed. Their breasts splayed out of their thin chests and their hair draped together on the mattress, and I found that my body had sufficiently recovered that I was beginning to grow aroused again.
"Yarım, go deposit my seed in Fahişe's mouth. Don't kissing her and don't spill it," I ordered. Yarım nodded her head obediently and then quickly turned. She raised her knees and kept from landing on my shins and then she started to move back towards the other three women. I watched her large ass bounce as she moved away from me.
I could sense her eyes run across the three women on the bed as she moved herself into position. In fact, I saw her pause briefly as she gazed at her own mother. I felt a sick thrill at this and I realized how deeply I was into this action now. I felt no shame, I was past that now. In fact, I felt pride at my devilish mind as Yarım stopped on her knees at Fahişe's side. Yarım bent over the slightly younger girl, hovering her mouth a few inches above Fahişe's face. Fahişe looked up at her, anxiously. After a slight pause, Yarım attempted to speak.
"O-hen, er mouf," she said, but even this attempt was too much, a large blob of pearly seed slipped form her lips and landed thick of Fahişe's chin. Fahişe's body trembled at the impact. But, I watched as her mouth opened quickly and her tongue darted out. She drug the bottom of her long pink tongue down along her chin, scooping up the seed neatly and then pulling it into her mouth. As she did so, she left her lips open.
Now Yarım bent over slightly further, still keeping her mouth a short distance from Fahişe's face. I watched as my half-sister's lips spread apart slightly. A small dribble of seed and saliva appeared and the center of her lips. I saw Yarım push slowly with her mouth and a thin, sticky stream of juices began to pour from her mouth. It hung in the air for a few second, just a thin stream. Then, Yarım pushed harder, a larger blob of seed and speed dribbled from her mouth. It quickly traveled the distance from Yarım's mouth and I saw it land thick and slimy on Fahişe's tongue. Fahişe moaned loudly as the liquid landed in her mouth, but she kept her lips parted, letting more and more of the salty seed land on her tongue.



"Do you like that your daughter is spitting my seed into Fahişe's mouth," I asked Metres.
"Yes," the mother panted.
"Do you like that your daughter is tasting my seed for the first time, Pezevenk?" I asked.
"Oh Gunes yes," Tutuklu sighed. I appreciated her increased ardor for the action. I saw Fahişe shiver when she heard her mother speak.
It took several seconds for the whole load to drip in one long line from Yarım's mouth to Fahişe's. Yarım was very careful, ensuring that each drop slipped from her mouth and landed on her companion's tongue. Fahişe was equally conscientious, working hard to making sure that the thin strand of cum stayed in a pool in her mouth. She moaned loudly while she tasted it, clearly enjoying her first experienced with her master's seed. Finally, Yarım stuck her tongue out, forcing the last of my seed into Fahişe's mouth. I did not hesitate or give them time to think, I kept pushing the action forward.
"Fahişe," I said sharply, "Get up on your knees and give that seed to my Aunt Metres, just like you received it." Yarım moved back slightly, giving Fahişe room to rise up on the bed. Fahişe moved quickly, jumping up to her knees so quickly that I saw her hard nipples bouncing on her smaller breasts. Her cheeks were also now bulging with seed. Soon she was leaning over Metres mouth, reversing her previous position. Metres mouth was open.
Fahişe was less careful that my half-sister had been. She opened her mouth more widely that Yarım had done and a large blob of seed poured from her mouth and landed in a lump on Metres' lips and mouth. Metres was now tasting the seed that I had deposited in her daughter's mouth. Her saliva added to the salty flavor that the mother now tasted. Fahişe kept spitting rapidly into Metres mouth, overwhelming her with my seed. But Metres struggled bravely, taking as much of my salty seed as she could handle and pushing loose droplets into her mouth with her finger. In just a few seconds, she was done.
"Now, Metres, give the seed to your Pezevenk," I ordered. Once again, the actions duplicated. Metres quickly jumped up onto her knees and leaned over Tutuklu's head. Tutuklu opened her mouth wide and prepared for my load. Metres, like her daughter, was controlled, spitting out a thin line of ejaculate into Tutuklu's mouth. Tutuklu, like her own daughter, moaned wantonly as the first dribbles of seed landed in her mouth. That seed included the saliva of many other women now, including her own daughter. Her lips seemed to be shaking, like she was begging for more. Metres kept her steady pace, but before, long, her mouth was full of the seed.
"Now you sit up," I ordered Tutuklu. She was quickly on her knees facing me, as were all of the other women. They all had read cheeks and were breathing deeply, clearly affected by the atmosphere under the canopy. I rose up on my knees as well, feeling my breasts bouncing. I was feeling the same effect. "Open your mouth," I ordered, "Let me see the seed." Tutuklu quickly complied. I saw her mouth coated in pearly liquid and white saliva. It covered her tongue and her teeth were swimming in it. In fact, some of the seed dripped from the corner of her mouth, landing thickly on her left nipple.
"Swallow it," I ordered. With that Tutuklu closed her mouth and gulped. She opened her mouth again, revealing a deep red mouth, a pretty pink tongue, and nothing else. The other women gazed at her jealously, no doubt wondering what it felt like to have the slimy ball of my juices slip down their throats and land warm in their bellies.
Regardless of what they were thinking, the seen I had just witnessed had stirred other thoughts in me. In fact, as I gazed down at my body, I saw my cock had easily recovered from my previous orgasm. I saw Yarım's eyes gazing across the bed at me, she saw it as well.
"Return to me Yarım," I ordered, suddenly knowing what I wanted to do, "Get on your hands and knees and get in front of me. Face your mother, my aunt." My tone brooked no dissent, but I doubted that Yarım desired that now. Instead, she practically scrambled across the bed towards me, her training in seduction giving way to the actual desires of her body. In a few moments, she was in the position I requested.
From that angle, Yarım was an incredible sight. Her large, heart-shape ass was thrust high in the air before more. Her legs were spread slightly at her cunny was split open, essentially dripping liquid. Between the stretched cheeks of her ass was a small, pink rosebud of an asshole. A thin back protruded out from her hips, her narrow spine outlined through her soft skin. Her head was facing away from me and her lustrous hair seemed to shine on its own. If my body had not already begun to react, it would have now. My cock was now absolutely hard again, the flesh seeming to strain against the skin and craving more pleasure.
Without thought, I raised my hands up and placed them on Yarım's hips. I crushed her skin under my soft palms and her flesh felt warm. Her knees buckled slightly at my touch and I saw her body trembling all over. I could feel the blood rushing in my ears and I could hear myself panting. I breathed in deeply, trying to calm myself. I became aware of Yarım's aroma on the air. The thick, musky scent of her arousal filled my nose and made me groan aloud. I looked out over her body and something caught my eye.
"Metres," I said, my voice quavering. My aunt looked up at me, her eyes slightly unfocused, her face a mask of lust, "Do you smell my sister's arousal?" I asked.
"Yes," Metres voice said immediately, coming out as little more than a whisper. I breathed in again, savoring her scent again.
"Do you like the smell of your daughter's cunny?" I asked her. I looked directly into her eyes, I felt the confusion and the disgust there.
"Yes, it is lovely," she said honestly after a long pause. I groaned again now and the tip of my cock felt tingly and hot. I couldn't wait any further. I tightened my grip on Yarım's hips and thrust my cock forward. It was a wild stab and I slipped underneath of Yarım's dripping cunning. In fact, I slipped through the soft skin of her lips, feeling her hot wetness on my cock. My cock slipped under her cunny, slipping easily across her hard clit.
"Oh Gunes be praised!" Yarım moaned and her arms grew weak, she almost pitched forward onto the ground as the pleasure from my touch raked through her body. Before she had a chance to recover, I pulled my cock back (sliding it across her clitoris once again) and then rammed it home in one quick motion.
Yarım may have been a virgin (or as much of a virgin as a girl can be who has been trained at the Harem) but her cunny was so unbelievably wet that my cock quickly slipped into her body. She groaned again as I felt the slick, hot walls of her cunny wrap around my desperate cock. Her body held me closely, so much more closely than even her tongue had held me earlier. She was so tight and her body's grip so warm and inviting that I could not pull my cock back out. Instead, I began to unthinkingly thrust my cock into her rapidly, just trying to get her body to squeeze me more. My breasts bounced lewdly on my chest as I moved. Yarım was already squealing in pleasure, I could tell that she was enjoying herself. One of her hands move quickly from the mattress and grabbed at her own breasts. I kept thrusting at her wildly, feeling her body's grip on my cock tighten.
A gasp. I sensed it more than heard it because I was too enraptured by the feel of Yarım's body wrapped around mine. But there was a gasp, I knew it. And I realized that there were other people in the room, it had fled from my mind while I entered Yarım. Now, as I kept my hips thrusting into my half-sister, I looked up at the three women sitting at the end of the bed. Their faces were slightly red, they had slightly damp skin, and their bodies seemed to be moving against their will. They were squirming, but not from discomfort. I did not know which of them gasped or why, but I knew it was them.
I realized then that we were no longer engaged in the project we had started in. We had believed we were all here to do our duty. Mothers and daughters of the Harem were responded, as required, to the whim of the Sultanah. I was here because I needed to prepare to fulfill my duty and marry Nislani. We had all expected some disgust and or some displeasure in fulfilling our duties, but we resolved to do it. But we were now finding something else. It was not just that we could go on, not just that we were capable of doing something distasteful. We were loving it! It was not just me. We through ourselves into our duty and were surprised, and a bit embarrassed, to find that it offered pleasures we'd never expected before. I decided to push into it further, to share the heightened desire with the four women who shared my bed.
"Yarım, can you see your mother," I panted. Yarım was breathing heavily and did not speak. I raised my right hand briefly and brought it down with a quick rap on her large, round ass cheek. She yelped in pain and thrust her ass back towards me, driving my cock deeper into her. She then groaned in pleasure.
"Yes!" she exhaled at last.
"Yes, what?" I asked.
"Yes sister, I see my mother!" she cried in ecstasy.
"Fahişe," I said, "Are you watching?"
"Yes," the girl responded enthusiastically. She was looking at my breasts bouncing on my chest and I saw her lick her lips.
"Do you wish you were here?" I asked, "Do you wish your mother was watching you get fucked?"
"Yes!" Fahişe panted as she squirmed on the bed. I saw her eye glance over at her mother and she blushed slightly, but she looked back at me.
"Is that what you want Tutuklu? Do you want to see your daughter get fucked, would you like to watch my cock slip into her wet cunny? Would that make you wet?"
"Yes!" Tutuklu essentially screamed now, "I want it Sultanah"
"Aunt Metres," I said, watching the older woman's eyes brighten slightly, "Are you watching your daughter get fucked?"
"Yes," she said with no hesitation now.
"Do you like it?" I asked.
"I love it," Metres responded honestly. Her eyes were glued on her daughter, watching me thrust my cock into her. A sudden inspiration struck. I knew what I wanted to do. I thrust my cock deeply into Yarım's cunny once and then pulled backward, trying to get out. Yarım was tight, but with some effort, I was able to slip my hard, dripping cock from her quivering cunny. I heard her whimper in displeasure. But I didn't stop. Instead, I rocked her hard to one side with the hands that where placed on her hips. She was slightly unbalanced and she fell over quickly. Soon she was on her back with her legs spread and I was kneeling in between them. Her large breasts splayed out on her chest and her eyes looked wild with desire.
"Aunt Metres," I said quickly, come up here immediately. "If you want to see, you should come closer," I said. I took my hard cock in my hand now and slapped it down hard towards Yarım's body. I heard the wet slap as it crashed against Yarım's dripping cunny. It slapped hard on Yarım's clitoris and she moaned in pleasure, writhing on the bed. I kept slapping my cock down, over and over again, under Aunt Metres was kneeling next to me, looking down at Yarım's body. I looked up at my aunt and stopped slapping Yarım. Once again, she whimpered.
"Can you see my half-sister better from here?" I asked. I could see that Metres' nipples were incredibly hard now and she was breathing deeply. Her hair was slightly out of place and she looked like her body was ready to burst with desire.
"I can see everything," She responded. I looked down at Yarım.
"You mother can see you now," I said to her, "Tell her what you want. What is it you want right now? Address your mother, let her know." Yarım writhed on the bed, trying to thrust her hips up to contact my cock.
"Mommy," she begged, "I want sister to fuck me. I want her to put her cock in my cunny!" she begged. I looked at Metres. She was holding her breath and looking at her daughter intently.
"Can I Aunt Metres? Can I fuck your daughter now, with you right here?" I asked.
"Yes, please Gunes, please do it!" Metres begged now, letting out a deep, rapid breath and looking down at my cock. It was a scream of passion I could not ignore. I quickly slammed my cock home, pushing it into Yarım's still tight cunny. Yarım groaned loudly and her body vibrated. I heard her mother suck in a breath sharply and her eyes remained fixed, watching my cock slip into her daughter. I pulled my cock out slightly and slammed it home again as Metres watched. I started to thrust in and out, and Metres watched, spellbound.
"Touch yourself," I ordered suddenly, the words seeming to pour from somewhere deep inside of me. For a moment, Metres' eyes raised from her daughter's stretching cunny and she looked at me, bewildered.
"What?" she asked. But now the idea was stuck in my mind, I wanted to see it.
"You are enjoying the scene. Your daughter is getting fucked. I want you to play with yourself, so that we can cum at the same time," I said, "that is an order." Metres looked down briefly at her daughter, a little nervous by this request. Yarım was looking up at her mother as well.
"Oh mommy, I love you," she moaned, "It feels so good!" If Metres had any intention of resisting me before, that impulse died quickly. From her position on her knees, Metres quickly spread her legs and, in a flash, her fingers were between them. I watched her fingers quickly flit around her clitoris and heard her high-pitched squeals of pleasure. She kept her eyes on her daughter, watching as I thrust into her warm cunny and matching her own rhythm to my own.
Both mother and daughter were moaning now and I was panting frantically. In an effort to catch my breath, I threw my head back and inhaled sharply. But as my eyes rose I became aware others were still in unbearable tension. Tutuklu and her daughter were sitting on the edge of the bed, leaking out onto the blanket, and squirming uncontrollably.
"You two, touch yourselves as well," I ordered. It was like the two women had been waiting desperately to hear those words. As before, they moved in unison. They were sitting on their asses with their legs crossed now but they quickly spread their legs and sat up sharply. Tutuklu raised her left leg, the one closest to her daughter and draped it over her daughter's right thigh. Now both their legs were spread and they were somewhat entwined together.
They both looked at one another briefly, their faces turning red. They both smiled sheepishly. I believed, at first, that they were just a bit embarrassed by the touch of their naked skin. But I was underestimating them. A silent conversation had gone on between them.
Tutuklu now raised her left hand and Fahişe now raised her right. While I had expected them to each play with themselves, I saw them now cross arms, reaching into each other's laps. In a moment, I saw Fahişe's fingers slip easily into her mother's wet cunny and I saw Tutuklu's own finger's find her daughter's hard clit. Both moaned loudly and began to move their fingers more quickly. The whole while their eyes stayed focused ahead of them (except for a few, slightly embarrassed, sidelong glances), watching as I thrust my aching cock in and out of Yarım sopping cunny.
I don't know how long we stayed in that position, but it felt like forever. Yarım was on her back while I thrust my cock wildly into her, her breasts rolling up and bumping her chin. Metres was kneeling next to us, her fingers flying around her cunny, her other hand grasping her nipples while she moaned. On the far side of the bed Tutuklu and her daughter finger each other's cunnies while they moaned and watched on the bed. We were all pulled forward on the strength of our arousal, unable to hold ourselves back.
I might have gone on forever, pounding away at my half-sister's cunny, if not for Metres. I was sweating and panting so hard I felt like I was going to collapse, I did not feel like I was anywhere close to finishing. I wondered if I would collapse before I could cum. But, as I was dealing with this thought, I saw Metres hand slip from her breast and reach down. In a very rapid motion, her palm came to rest on the soft, warm expanse of her daughter's heaving breast. Her fingers fumbled briefly, before finding Yarım's nipple, squeezing and pulling on it excitedly.
For some reason, this vision or a mother grasping at the breast of her daughter, to give them each pleasure, was too much for me. It sent me instantly over the edge. The wave came crashing down on top of me before I could even see it coming. But, more importantly, it seemed to have triggered something in the room. Because even as I heard my voice moaning loudly and felt my body beginning to tremble, I could hear and see the other women reacting as well. It seemed that Metres action had triggered everyone in unison, even Tutuklu and Fahişe were moaning and writhing on the bed. I could feel Yarım's cunny contracting tightly around my body. All of us, reaching the supreme state of pleasure at the same time with no thought of the propriety of the action. If anything, rebelling against the world to experience illicit pleasure. We all reach the same, shattering crescendo at the same moment. The last thought I had was to pull my cock from Yarım's body, just as I could feel my seed begin to well, facing the tip of my cock towards the woman's large breasts.
The next thing that I saw was thick, white spurts of my seed shooting from my cock and splashing against Yarım's body. It was a surprising amount, especially because I had already finished earlier. It was like I had channeled the excitement of all four other women, and that I was releasing their desires as well. The seed landed on Yarım's stomach, pooled in her bellybutton, splashed across her breasts, and even landed in the hollow of her neck before my body finally grew tired and I collapsed, panting, next to Yarım.
After a brief moment, I could hear the other women panting as well and giggling at the actions that had occurred. When I felt able, I sat up on the bed and look looked at the women sitting around me. Metres no longer had her hand on her daughter's breasts and Tutuklu no longer had her leg draped over her daughter's. Fahişe no longer hand her hand in her mother's lap. But any discomfort we had felt at the beginning was gone. We felt only the intense relaxation that came with having had our share of pleasure. I looked down at Yarım's body in particular and saw her smiling, contented, while coated in her sticky reward. Once last thought flittered through my mind.
"Metres," I said, "Why don't you collect the seed with your hands and drink it down. It is a mother's duty to clean her daughter." Metres smiled devilishly, no longer constrained by her former shame. She raised her hand back to her daughter's breasts, scooping up the seed with her fingers. Yarım groaned slightly at her mother's touch. Metres then lifted the finger to her mouth, pushing it into her lips before returning her hand to her daughter's body. She seemed to savor my flavor on her tongue and I heard her swirling it around before swallowing it back down when a new finger-full of seed was ready for her lips.
I watched as Metres, giggling, cleaned her daughter. I saw Yarım soaking in her mother's attention and enjoying the sensation of being cleaned. I also noticed that Tutuklu and her daughter were watching together, contentedly. They were holding hands and their heads were leaned together passively.
And while we all watched, I my upcoming wedding suddenly popped into my mind. I guess I should not have been surprised, but I was. I knew that the situation would be far different in a few days when I took Nislani to bed after the wedding. I was indifferent to Yarım and Metres, while I actively dislike Nislani. Perhaps more importantly, the taboo of incest felt stronger with my sister than it did with my half-sister and my aunt. This had been a tiny fraction of the problem I would face in the near future.



But still, as the afterglow of my orgasm faded, I felt somewhat relieved. There were parallels here that I could draw on, despite the differences. I did not have to like my sister to feel physical pleasure in coupling with her. I had seen two women experience physical pleasure with their mothers because it was ordered. They had no desired it, at least at first. But they were bound and required to feel pleasure. And, if anything, they seemed glad that it had happened. Their initial disgust had, in fact, been overcome by the physical pleasure they felt.
I did not hold out hope that this would occur with Nislani. I did not expect that I would enjoy the emotional and mental aspects of what was to come. I knew that even if I...placed my cock in Nislani that I would still not like her. My disgust could not be overcome because it was stronger than simply taboo. But I didn't have to, I knew now that it was possible to do my duty. If Metres could grasp her daughter's breast and Tutuklu could stroke her daughter's clitoris, then I could begat an heir. And, as Metres licked the last of the seed from her finger (which she had pulled from her daughter's bellybutton) I knew that I would.
End Chapter 9
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Dear Reader, thank you so much for reading this story. It has taken nearly a year of my writing life to get the whole thing finished. This is Chapter 10 of 14 chapters and the total is over 250,000 words. It is my Dirk Diggler/Jack Horner act of hubris: my attempt to write an erotic adventure story that pulls you in with a story you want to read, even when there isn't any sex going on (though there is a lot of sex. Crazy, weird, fun sex). It is the most ambitious piece of erotic fiction I have ever attempted. So I hope you enjoy it.
With that said, this book is not for everyone. It will be too long for many people (no shame in that, it is a big time investment). Some of the sex scenes are intense and include themes like hermaphroditism, non-consensual activity, incest, etc. For some people, that will likely be the appeal. In fact, while this story is definitely not for everyone, I think for a select group of people this story will essentially have everything you could ever ask for. So if that is you, congratulations, you found that thing you have been searching for. You can skip ahead to the sex and I won't be offended, but I think this story is more than the sum of its parts. If you read this whole story, you will not be disappointed.
In Chapter 1, our main character, Princess Varis, finds that her father has died and that, by virtue of the fact that she is a hermaphrodite and can father a child, she is now the Sultanah. In Chapter 2, Varis unearthed a conspiracy to destroy her Empire led by Rahip, the Cardinal of the "New Religion" and later she received her coronation. In Chapter 3, Varis humiliated the New Religion and raised the morale of her besieged people. In Chapter 4, Varis lifted the siege through a daring midnight raid. In Chapter 5, Varis survived an assassination attempt and visited her harem. In Chapter 6, Varis faced a challenge to her authority and seduced a noblewoman to maintain it. In Chapter 7, Varis defeats the raiders and comforts a peasant girl. In Chapter 8, Varis is briefly engaged and kills her fiancé for betraying her. In Chapter 9, Varis slept with a member of the harem, her half-sister, while her aunt watched.
Some recurring characters you might want by name are Varis (the Sultanah and narrator), Cin (the head priestess of Gunes), Arkadas (Varis' friend and servant), Kardes (Varis' older sister), Nislani (Varis' younger sister), Rahip (a Cardinal of the 'new religion'), Duke Hain (an important lord opposing Varis), Lord Sadik (a minor lord who has spoken in support of Varis); King Sican (the leader of Dusman, a rival kingdom), Prince Lider (Sican's son); King Köylü (the leader of Temsilci, a rival kingdom); Agiz and Got (Subordinate Sun Priestesses); Saygili (Varis' guard); Soyguncu (a pickpocket and spy for Varis); Tutuklu (the head concubine of the harem); Kukla (a noblewoman). Further, Gunes is the name of the Sun God, Tanri is the name of the 'new god.' The city where the story is set is Şehir in the country of Ülke and the Empire of Bütün Dünya. If you need more...reread the earlier chapters.
Please, please, please, please, please tell me what you think after you read this. I put an embarrassing amount of work into this and I want to know what you think. Especially if it is good things.
*****
Chapter 10: The Ceremony
It was only a matter of time now before it happened, there was really no way to stop it now. I didn't know that I wanted to stop it, but the option had passed. So I sat nervously in my throne in the reception hall of the palace, staring at the front door and waiting for it to open. Every time my eyes closed I prayed that it would still be shut when my eyes opened. But I also wanted it to be open, to be able to get everything over with. I just wanted it to begin.
I was not waiting for the inevitable argument with Nislani. That had already happened. It had been about three hours before the set starting time for the wedding when it happened. I was sitting in my private room with Arkadas. She was applying my make-up so that I could look like a traditional bride in the manner dictated by Gunes. I had agonized for a long time about whether I should dress as a 'man' for the ceremony but I had ultimately decided that I had sacrificed enough and that two brides would be appropriate for the wedding. I was sitting on my bed in a loose-fitting robe with my eyes closed and Arkadas was carefully applying shadow to my eyes while seated on a chair next to me. I heard the door fly open and crash into the wall, but I kept my eyes closed. I had been expecting this for days. I was actually surprised it had taken this long.
"I am not supposed to see you yet," I said coolly. Arkadas had paused and I could tell she was looking at my sister standing in the doorway, "Keep going," I said to her.
"She isn't even dressed or made-up yet!" Arkadas whispered to me, "You know how long she takes for everything. She won't be ready." I kept my eyes closed.
Arkadas seemed genuinely distraught about it. Her attitude leading up to my wedding had been surprisingly supportive. She had been afraid, I think, that I would find a love that would replace her friendship (our love, while still physical, had mutually never progressed beyond the point of friendship). While she sympathized with the emotional and physical difficulty I would have with marrying my sister, she seemed certain now that she would not be replaced. She would remain my greatest confidant and friend and so she was not concerned. While her interests were therefore quite narrow, I admit I leaned heavily on her in those weeks, supported by her commitment to me.
"Stop whispering about me you...slave!" Nislani said, her voice coming out petulant and childish. I sighed as Arkadas responded.
"Don't speak to me in that fashion!" she shot back quickly. I raised my hand slowly, not wishing to see this devolve any further.
"Nislani. Do not abuse Arkadas. She is the only person in this palace who doesn't already despise you. You would do well to treat her nicely," I said with a bored voice. But, despite my outward calm, I could feel excitement in my chest. I did not know what the result of this interview would be, but in my growing anticipation I had hoped it would clarify something when it inevitably came. It would somehow...make whatever happened next the obvious choice.
"I am glad everyone hates me!" Nislani yelled back, "If your degenerate friends and cronies liked me I would count myself a pervert!" I could hear her stomping closer now and, once again, Arkadas stopped applying makeup.
"Comb my hair or something then," I ordered her. I felt Arkadas crawl onto the bed behind me and start to stroke at my long hair. My sister sat down on the chair across from me. I kept my eyes closed to maintain the tradition and also to show my sister that her concerns were of little note to me. Perhaps more importantly, I did not know what I would do if I saw her.
"Sister," I began, "Why are you here?" My voice sounded weary, though I had not intended it. Nislani sighed loudly.
"Are you serious?" she asked, "Why the...fuck do you think I am here, sister." The last word was spat out in sniveling mockery of my own voice.
"I don't know, not getting ready for the wedding," I shot back in the same vein.
"We are three hours from the scheduled start," she replied.
"I know. You don't have a lot of time," I said.
"When are you going to...spring whatever trap this is. I am tired of being in the dark," she responded. I let that statement hang for a second. I was not sure what it meant.
"Trap?" I asked.
"Yeah, whatever game you're playing or con you are running, just tell me so I can stop going through with all of this stupid nonsense," she replied.
"Nislani, what are you talking about? What scheme?"
"I don't know you haven't told me!"
"I don't understand what you are talking about, what plan? We are getting...married in a couple of hours. That is the end of it!"
"You can't just tell me now? I have done everything you asked, I won't screw it up," she responded.
"You are screwing it up because you are not getting ready. That is literally all you have to do today!"
"Why?"
"So we can get married! Why else?"
"Don't fuck with me Varis. This is like your thing with Cardinal Rahip or the thing to lift the siege. I thought you were serious at first but the more I thought about it the less sense it made. You don't like me and I don't like you. Getting married...we are sisters! It makes no sense. But then I started thinking that you are so devious and crafty, you always have schemes going on. So you want people to think we are getting married for some reason. I didn't understand it, but I don't have to understand it. Once I figured that out, I just went along with everything. I keep waiting for you to do whatever it is you are going to do. But I can't stand it anymore. You have to tell me, we are getting too close and I am getting nervous," Nislani spat out all of this theory and paranoia in one long stream of words.
When she was done, I was actually somewhat impressed with her imagination, her creativity. She had completely convinced herself that this was some sort of conspiratorial plot. That I was using our wedding as a ruse to achieve some other action. I almost laughed. I wished I had figured out some way to make her right.
"Nislani..."
"Don't say it isn't true, I know it is," she said, before I could explain. Her words indicated a certainty that her voice could not back up. She was essentially begging me to admit that there was some secret plan. This was the last, delusional refuge of a desperate woman.
"In three hours, Cin is going to perform the marriage ceremony. Under the laws of the realm, that wedding will be legal. I will no longer be on the hook for a dowry for a virginal sister and I will have a spouse to begat me heirs. That is the plan. The scheme. The whole thing," I said.
"No, but..."
"Nislani. That is the only plan," I interrupted. I kept my eyes closed and I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks. My heart was humming. I didn't feel good about this either. And Nislani was dredging it all up. But now she was sitting quietly. For several minutes, the only sound I heard was the slight tearing noise of a coarse brush running through my hair while Arkadas combed me. But I could sense that Nislani was present, she had not moved. She was simply stewing in her anger. Finally,
"You're fucking disgusting." She did not scream. She spoke in a defeated, incredulous voice, "You want this. You hate me so much that you would do this to me. You probably meet with all the ladies at court, talk about it, to laugh it up." Now the heat in my cheeks grew more intense and it was my turn to unleash a little righteous fury.
"Do you think I have time to sorry about whether or not I hate you? You child. When we were both children, I hated you. Now I don't even think about you. You are a luxury I do not have. I no more ordered you to marry me out of hatred than I did out of love. This is politically necessary. I cannot justify any action in my life anymore that is not politically necessary. I cannot do anything just out of spite just like I cannot do anything just on a joyful whim. You think that I want this? You think I want to humiliate myself before the world by marrying my sister? Do you think that I want to fuck you? I absolutely do not and you are a moron if you think otherwise."
"You are the Sultanah, you get to do whatever you want, don't act like..." Nislani began.
"I am the Sultanah. I get to do whatever I need. I get to do my duty. I have not, as Varis, been able to do anything I want for a very long time. There are knives at my throat every second of every day. I wade through blood up to my knees just to gain the right to breathe tomorrow. I have to commit heinous acts and bear the moral responsibility on my soul because my empire demands it. I ruin myself so that others can live. I fight every day and I do it for you. I do it for my family and for the dynasty we represent. I have lost everything to be the Sultanah. I have nothing. You lose the chance to have one fancy wedding party with a handsome man at your side and you lose your cunny a few nights of your life. Your sacrifice is nothing compared to mine."
I unleashed everything. Every stray thought I had had for weeks, all of my resentments and my fears about my current situation. I poured it out hot and thick. As the last of the words spilled from my lips I felt totally drained. I could barely lift my head. I had already proven to myself that I could do my duty, but I was letting Nislani know that I didn't have to like it. As the whirring in my ears died down, I could hear Nislani sobbing on the chair next to me.
"Well I guess if you're unhappy, then it is okay that I am. If you are miserable because you have a cock and are an heir then I should be miserable too. You don't know what they are saying about me out there Varis. Not about you, they are afraid of you or respect you or something because you're ruthless. But what they say about me... All I have ever cared about it my place at court, you know that. You're destroying it!"
"I am already ruined, I cannot shed tears for you," I shot back. I did not really understand what she was talking about. I had heard nothing at court. Though, admittedly I ran in different circles that Nislani and, perhaps more importantly, courtiers tended not to tell me the truth. Regardless, her little troubles with her stupid little friends were beneath my concern. Her self-respect was inconsequential compared to the needs of the Empire.
"You aren't ruining me because you have the power, you are ruining me because your jealous of my freedom, is that it?" she sobbed. Something in her words stung. She was wrong, I knew that. My primary motivation was simply to solve a series of political problems. But I was jealous. I had not been all that much more grown than her just a few months ago. I had been shuffling off my childhood rapidly. And I was jealous. I had all of the cares in the world and Nislani was in a state of innocence and I did begrudge her that. Maybe that made my duty a little easier to stomach, I didn't know.
"It doesn't matter why. You don't get to ask why. Our father is dead, I am his heir. You are bound to obey me," I said, tired.
"Funny that you would even mention father. Nothing like this would have happened if he were alive," she said morosely, the tears nearly choking her voice. Inadvertently, her words crystalized something in my mind. I thought of my father, and the kingdom he bequeathed to me. I thought about all his attempts and machinations, his various failures. The failure of his will. While the personal parts of myself would still regret the future, Nislani's allusion to our father clearly indicated the correct action for Sultanah.
"It would not have. And he is dead and his Empire is a tiny speck of dust, inconsequential in world politics. And this is because Father and his forbearers, for hundreds of years, have been afraid to do their duty. I will do what I have to in order to save this Empire. I am no longer afraid. I will not let my own emotions get in the way. I will be the Sultanah that this empire needs. And you be the consort it needs," I said. I did not add "or else" but I suppose I could have. I don't know what my threat would have been, but this was not optional. I had allowed myself this brief opportunity to complain, to give my sister all of the reasons why my life was almost unbearable, but now it was time to stop whining. It was time to act in the best interests of others. That was my role.
"I don't want to do this Varis. I don't want to...I cannot take this. You have to make it stop. I don't want this." Nislani said, her voice breaking. This was not simply a childish fit. I could hear the sincerity in her voice, the pleading nature of her statement. I was surprised to find I was slightly affected by her despair. I still did not see her, but I could feel the physical force of her sincerity. It was powerful. But not enough; the die was cast. I ignored my sympathy just as easily as I ignored my own despair.
"Neither do I," I replied. I opened my eyes now and saw Nislani staring at me, deflated. I could not see Nislani, but I could sense something across the void, something in the silence that was different than the stony defiance before. I don't know what it was. The anger or sense of injustice seemed to have fled from her. I felt her thinking about the situation from my point of view. I saw her realizing that we were both lost, "But our choices are to marry and live or give up and die. I am not being dramatic. We live on a knife's edge. Go get ready," I said, "Arkadas, get back to my eyes." Nislani was still crying, but I heard her get up from the chair, defeated. She moved slowly out of the room.
So no, I was not waiting for Nislani's blow-up, she had let it all out. And I was not waiting for the wedding ceremony either. That had also already happened.
Three hours later I was standing on the balcony where I had once been crowned before my people. It was an absolutely still, windless day. There was not a cloud in the cerulean sky and the sun was shining down from the highest point in its daily journey.
Once again, I was preparing for a sacred rite that was to be witnessed before my subjects. They were standing far below me, in the public squares and stretching back into the filthy streets beyond. There were more of them present this time, people had come in from the countryside to view the wedding. Whatever personal discomfort they might have at witnessing a sibling wedding, they had come to trust me. Further, they were at least somewhat familiar with Imperial history. They knew that if a sibling wedding was inappropriate for a 'normal' person, it could be justified for royalty. Further, their desire for a celebration likely overwhelmed whatever moral qualms they might possess.
The Peers were also present. The Executive Assembly and the more powerful lords and their ladies sat on the balcony in front of me. Chairs had been specially arranged for the purpose. These dignitaries included both Loyalists and Collaborationists dressed in their finest clothing. Lord Sadik, as the Chancellor, sat in a place of honor. He was flanked by Sir Sakşakçı and his wife on one side and Duke Göstermelik and the Duchess on the other. However, Duke Hain and Lord Örnek and their wives were also close by, looking excited to be present. The members of the Peerage who could not fit on the balcony were placed just inside or even in rooms on higher floors of the palace, where they could look down on the ceremony.
The only other people on the balcony were the priestesses who would perform the sacred rite, Cin, Agiz and Got. They were wearing their traditional red robes and looked far more comfortable than anyone else on the balcony. Cin had been supremely jealous that I had thought of the marriage to Nislani. She had taken credit in a small way, by saying my idea showed that she had been successful in leading me towards Gunes. She had spent weeks in her library, researching previous sibling marriages in the Gunes tradition to ensure that this particular marriage would meet the exact specifications necessary. Every aspect of the ceremony had been planned by the priestess, from the red bunting strewn around the outside of the palace to the arrangement of the nobles in a semi-circular pattern around the balcony.
I had been announced before my arrival and I was standing near the edge of the balcony next to the priestesses. I was facing the nobles and my side was turned towards the people in the streets below. I had already waved to the people when I arrived.
I was wearing a traditional wedding dress, the likes of which had not been worn in hundreds of years. It was red, as was tradition, a very deep blood red that was slightly darker than the outfits worn by the priestesses. However dress, perhaps, is not an accurate description of the outfit. It included a long, tight red skirt that fell about three quarters of the way down my calves with short, gold tassels that tickled the tops of my bare feet. The skirt hung low on my body with the waistband actually riding around my body at the widest parts of my hips. The top curve of my ass (while not, thank Gunes, the crack) was exposed as it rose up to my back. Several inches of flesh were exposed below my bellybutton. In fact, my cock began just an inch or so below the hem of the skirt.



The expanse of flesh from the hem of the skirt to my top was vast. The feminine curve of my hips down to my narrow waist was clearly visible. As was the gentle slope of my torso back out as my body rose towards my breasts. The top itself was the same color as the skirt. It was, essentially, a very tight half-shirt. It had very short sleeves, barely more than a tank top. The fabric stretch across my back and was clasped together in the front between my breasts. There were no cups in the shirt to hold my breasts, in fact the bottoms of them poked out of the bottom of the shirt. The shirt was tight, however, and squeezed my breast into place. The clasp in the middle was just a single, small hook and eye. Above that clasp, the top clung tightly to my skin. However, there was not much fabric and my cleavage was exposed to my guests. Several gold tassels hung from the hemlines all around the top.
The only jewelry I wore was a small gold necklace with a ruby pendant that sat directly between my breasts. The exposure of my cleavage and the low-hanging necklace accentuated my neck, making it look long and regal. My hair was left completely unencumbered, flowing down my back and over my shoulders after being parted in the middle. A small, cloth ring was placed in my hair and my red veil hung down over my face from there.
With respect to my face, Arkadas had done an admirable job of applying make-up in the traditional fashion. She had applied powder to my face, lightening my olive skin slightly to make the rest of the make-up appear starker. My lips had been painted a deep red color, making my teeth appear particularly white. She had applied dark red eyeshadow to dramatically accentuate my eyes and offset this with a thick mascara that made my eyelashes look particularly long. Arkadas had done a splendid job of ensuring that everything, from my eyebrows to the powder on my chin, was just so. I had a symmetrical and alluring appearance that seemed more of an ideal than an actual human form. My face appeared more severe but also more beautiful than I had ever seen it before. I appeared as Gunes must have appeared.
These positive feeling about my appearance (so deliciously exposed and so desirable to everyone around me) was the only thing keeping me in place and secure. I could feel myself channeling Gunes as I wore her prescribed clothing and make-up. This allowed me to stand still and prepare to do my duty. Without it, I don't know that I would have been strong enough to go through with it, even knowing the stakes.
Perhaps Cin truly had the gift of prophecy and she could sense that, it we did not begin immediately, that I would flee from this place and all of my responsibilities. Or maybe she was simply excited about the prospect of a wedding performed in the "old" manner. Regardless, I had only been standing on the balcony, listening to the cheers of my people and looking at the face of my Peers, for a few moments when Cin turned to the crowd and raised both of her arms high above her head. She then launched easily into her prepared remarks, an amalgamation of what Priestesses had been saying at Royal weddings for centuries before the arrival of Tanri.
"People of Şehir! Subjects of Ülke! Vassals of Bütün Dünya, welcome!" A great cheer rose up from the crowd and Cin walked over to the edge of the balcony so that she could see them more closely. I followed her movements carefully with my eyes. Each syllable she uttered caused a jolt in my stomach and made my heart flutter faster. I felt dizzy and my eyes, involuntarily, closed. I breathed deeply, trying not to think about what was about to happen, and I leaned on Cin's words, trying to listen to the reassuring sound of her voice without hearing the content.
"It is my honor and privilege to be with you on this day, to witness the extension of our illustrious Hanedan Dynasty and to usher in a rebirth for our great Empire!" This was also met with cheers and Cin soaked it in. I gazed over towards the palace, looking for the door where Nislani was waiting. I wondered what she would do when the time came.
"Rebirth. The rejuvenation and reawakening of our Empire starts with the rebirth of the traditions that made this Empire great. Centuries ago, the traditional ways of doing things were never question. People worshipped the Sun God because they knew no other God was present. And, at the same time, they served the power of the Empire because they knew that no other early power was present. When unified, Gunes and the Empire were unconquerable. The armies of the Empire spread out over the world and everywhere found victory, honor, and glory. In thanksgiving for these victories, the Sultans and their subjects praised Gunes and spread the message of the Sun God. The armies of the Empire spread the true religion all over the world and the fidelity of the Empire to Gunes brought peace and prosperity to all Imperial subjects, even the new conquered peoples," Cin's voice sounded almost orgasmic, taken away with the glories of the past. She then dropped her head dramatically, sighing.
"It is impossible to pinpoint an instant when reckless doubt and childish ignorance upset this perfect partnership. Scholars have debated the causes for centuries already. Some believed that life in the Empire was too good, that a decadent people believed they no longer needed the Sun God's guidance. Others believed that minor setbacks in the Empire's fortunes caused fickle Sultans to forget the blessings of Gunes. There are thousands of other suggestions. It is not important.
"What is important is that through the centuries, our Sultans have slipped away from the traditions that bound the dynasty to Gunes and, as a result, bound our Empire to this Earth. First in surprise and then in wrath, Gunes then turned on the Empire, seeking to induce the Sultans to see the error of their ways. The Sultans, unbound from the Sun God, found that their Empire had been nearly wrenched from the surface of the Earth. The God-given authority of the Emperors has been usurped by heretical fools in faraway cities. The sacred place ignored and false idols venerated by idiots. All earthly authority slipping away as spiritual authority was ignored.
"The fortunes of the Empire have always been tied to the fortunes of Gunes. As Imperial ignorance of the true religion faded, the Empire faded. As if to represent this collapse of earthly authority, the Blood of Gunes drained from the veins of the Hanedan Dynasty like an hourglass draining sand. Gunes Blood was debased and diluted by the blood of foreign harlots and sacrilegious whores. It seemed inevitable that the last few grains of sand, the last few drops of blood, would drain from the Hanedan line, all hope of reconciliation with Gunes would be extinguished, and the Empire would fade into history," Cin's voice grew low as she spoke. It almost seemed that she was on the verge of tears and her sincerity overrode my annoyance that my mother and grandmothers were referred to as 'whores' and 'harlots." The people had grown completely hushed and they seemed to lean in towards the stage, needing to hear what Cin was saying and believing it in their hearts.
"But," Cin said, her voice perking up suddenly, "Just as it is always darkest before the dawn, in our most dire straits, a new light burst forth onto the world. The light of the Sun, augmented by the light of two shooting stars, has shaken the Imperial line from its ignorance and apathy. A new Sultanah has risen, versed in the history of the Empire and cognizant of the reality of Gunes' blessings. Sultanah Varis I," and as she spoke a great cheer went up from the people and I smiled despite myself, "has re-forged the bond between the Hanedan line and the Sun God. She has returned to the old traditions and has set the Empire, once again, on the path to glory.
"Today, the Sultanah has asked you to be present to witness the symbolic re-affirmation of that re-forged bond. Today, two daughters of Gunes, possessing the very blood of the Sun God, will be wed. Their blood will mix in a child, an heir to the Hanedan line. The debasement of the Royal Blood will cease. And, as centuries pass, the blood of Gunes will once again concentrate in the veins of our illustrious Sultans. And just as Sultanah Varis I will wed Princess Nislani today, the Hanedan Dynasty will symbolically renew its marriage with Gunes. And, just as this wedding will bring glory to our Sultanah and her wife, the marriage of Gunes and the Royal family will bring glory to Bütün Dünya!"
And once again, Cin raised her hands high above the ground, everyone cheered loudly, almost wildly. Though many likely missed the meaning of some of Cin's words, they could feel what she was saying. She was saying that this marriage would be blessed by the Sun God and that it would make their lives better. And they were ready for it.
"Will the Princess Nislani please come forward?" Cin bellowed and the crowd roared louder. I turned and looked once again at the door to the palace. I held my breath, waiting to see what would happen. I was still waiting for something to change, some accident of time or place that would allow me a way out of this prison that I had built for myself. Part of me wanted Nislani to have run away. To go somewhere and never return. It would be an absolute disaster for the Empire. But it would not be my fault.
A guard reached over to the door and grabbed the knob, pulling it open quickly. Standing in the doorway, dressed exactly as I was and wearing identical make-up, was my sister Nislani. In addition to her red eyeshadow, her eyes themselves were red from crying and her shoulders were slightly hunched. It was clear that she wished she was anywhere else in the world (she barely reacted to the massive cheer in her favor) but she had resolved, as I had, to do her duty. I had broken when we spoke, her last delusion run out. She had no mind for intrigue, no way to escape her fate. I took a breath.
Agiz and Got walked across the balcony rapidly until they were standing on either side of Nislani. They took her arms in theirs and began to walk her over towards me. I was struck by Nislani's beauty, though I felt a bit narcissistic in that thought because she looked so much like me. She had the same flow of wide hips, the same pert breasts squeezed into the small shirt, the same hair, the same eyes, even a remarkably similar face. Nonetheless, I had never seen my sister look more beautiful and I realized why my father had believed her to be such a prize on the international marriage market.
In a few seconds, Agiz and Got had returned to Cin's side. They had deposited Nislani directly next to me. We were separated by only a foot or two but Nislani would not acknowledge me. Her head was bowed and her eyes were closed. She was whispering something to herself, I assumed it was encouragement. I had ordered her to be here and she was, I could not demand that she enjoy the proceedings. I did not plan on enjoying them myself. I owed my sister a debt, for conquering her childishness and doing her duty as a Princess. I felt the first soft feelings I had experienced for her in a very long time.
"Varis Hanedan, I present to you, Nislani Hanedan, your betrothed," Cin called out over the crowd. Another great cheer rose up. As was required, I reached my right hand over and took Nislani's hand. Her fingers were icy cold and she did not react to my touch. She continued to whisper silently to herself. If Cin noticed, she gave no indication and continued on.
"Varis Hanedan, do you accept this presentation?" she asked me. I looked at my sister, so beautiful and distraught. I almost laughed as a thought rushed to my brain. Nislani was my Empire, brittle, unyielding, difficult, and on the verge of collapse. I loved it despite myself. And I guess her.
"I accept her," I said, my voice sounding clearer than I believed possible.
"Nislani Hanedan, do you accept your betrothed as she is presented?" Cin asked and my sister made no movement. Cin waited patiently, but Nislani simply mumbled to herself. There was absolute stillness in the air and the crowd around us had grown entirely silent. Cin looked at my sister angrily, apparently thinking that she was purposefully ruining the ceremony. I quickly realized that Nislani was not even listening. I squeezed her hand very tightly, my muscles contracting to the point that they ached. Nislani jumped and let out a quiet whimper. She looked at me, anger in her eyes. I quickly motioned my head toward Cin, who was staring daggers at my sister.
"I accept her," Nislani said, her voice sounding weak and uncertain. But in the absolute stillness, her voice carried out over the crowd. I was surprised by the feelings I felt as Nislani spoke. I was, to a certain extent, disappointed. I had hoped that Nislani would figure out a way out of it. A larger part of me was relieved, the trouble was past and the deed was done. But the greatest part of me felt something else. Pride. I had made this happen despite everything, despite my own wishes. It felt...good. Cin seemed to agree.
"As the Sun above us shines down in unequaled splendor, so do the blessings of Gunes fall on this pair. Feel the sunlight dissolve the ephemeral borders that separate you. Feel the heat of this day forge you once again into a single being. And what Gunes has joined, let no man tear asunder," Cin said, completing the prayer. Her smile was so wide it threatened to tear her face, "Sultanah Varis, you may now kiss your bride."
I woodenly turned and face my sister. She did not move, but I pulled gently on her hand. Her eyes were still closed and her head was still bowed, but she slowly turned to face in my direction. Her shoulders were rising and falling slowly and I could tell she was trying to control her breathing. I reached my left hand over and placed it on my sister's chin. Her skin felt cold and somewhat clammy. I placed some pressure on her chin. Her head rose in a hard, jerking fashion until her face was directed towards mine. Her eyes were still closed and her lips were still moving.
I looked briefly over at Cin. She still looked triumphant and was staring out at the crowd. She noticed my reluctance and looked at my sister. She shrugged slightly and indicated with her head, telling me to continue. I sighed and looked back at my sister. I slipped my hand off of Nislani's chin, I slid it back across her cheek, finding the back of her neck. Her skin here also felt cold, though it was smooth and pleasant to touch. I looked once more at my sister's face, but she continued to ignore everything. I closed my eyes and titled my head. I leaned in forward towards my sister. I tried to pull her in towards me, but she stayed unmoved.
After a moment, I felt my lips press into my sister's. They felt cold, almost hard to the touch and she did not return the kiss. I kept my lips on hers for several seconds. After first, I did not believe that she even noticed that I was kissing her. But then, I felt, against my cheek, a slight wetness. A tear had dripped from my sister's eye, run down her cheek, and touched my face. It was her only protest. I quickly broke our kiss and backed away.
"I now pronounce you married!" Cin declared.
And so no, I was not waiting for my marriage ceremony either, it was legally done, my sister was my wife. No, I was waiting instead for the consummation of that ceremony. The final rite to ensure the perpetuation of my dynasty.
I did not know exactly when it would happen. In fact, I had believed it would have happened already. The reception for my wedding had already been going on for several hours. It had started first in the streets. As soon as Cin had declared my marriage to Nislani, my subjects became absolutely ecstatic. The cheering and jubilation seemed to stretch the city to its limits. Only after they had shouted themselves hoarse, did the people move on to the actual celebration. All of the city squares were made available to them. Food was purchased at my expense and distributed in the city. The water in the city fountains was replaced with wine. Minstrels and musicians of all kind had flooded into the city and dances and impromptu theater had broken out all over.
The celebrations within the palaces had started scarcely any later. Entire floors of the building were given over to celebration. Kardes and Cin had overseen every aspect of the planning. Food, drink, and spices of every imaginable kind were found in great abundance. I had hired the finest musicians and most skilled singers to entertain my honored guests. No one from outside of the Empire had been invited, so those present were the members of my own Peerage, present to celebrate my marriage and drink for free.
The most honored noble guests were those who had been selected to eat in the throne room. I sat in the front of that room with my wife, Nislani, by my side. The magnates drank my wine and toasted Nislani and me often. A section of the room had been set aside for dancing and many of the magnates had danced with their wives (and each other's daughters). The room was overflowing with the sounds of conversation and the tinkling of glasses. The food in the throne room was the most exquisite kind and had been purchased dearly in these rough times. But the two most honored attendees of the reception did not partake. I was far too nervous to think of eating anything. Nislani had not spoken since the end of the ceremony, she looked down at her food listlessly did not acknowledge the world around her. Perhaps that was for the best.
I was just beginning to think that Cin had made some change to the order of events, when the rear door of the throne room open loudly and loud bell could be heard ringing out over the noise of the crowd. Slowly, the magnates in the throne room became aware of the ringing bell and grew quiet. The revelry of the other people in the palace, outside the throne room, as well as the peasants in the streets, could easily be heard, but the room itself was silent. Smiles began to appear on drunken, reddened faces and I saw lascivious old men wink at one another and trade hushed, bawdy remarked. I felt a lump form in my throat and my knees instinctively locked together.
I turned and looked at the sound of the opening door. I saw the Guardian Party standing at the door. There were nine members of the Party: Cin, Agiz, Got, Kardes, and the five wives of the members of the Executive Assembly. The Guardian Party had been invented centuries earlier as an institution to ensure the consummation of royal marriage. To ensure that the, often unwilling, parties actually engaged in sexual intercourse on the night of the marriage, representatives from both families (sometimes even fathers or mothers) would enter the bridal chamber on the first night and watch. At first, there had been no ceremonial aspect of the act; it had simply been a practical requirement, to ensure that the wedding was legal. However, over the centuries, many rituals had been attached to the process such that the entire event had become extremely formal.
And the first part of the tradition was that the Guardian Party was to burst in on the husband and bride in the midst of the wedding reception and drag them to their bed chambers. This was done quickly and with great mirth. The other people at the reception would scream out good-natured obscenities and predict the actions that would occur that evening. And, my Guardian Party was no different.
The nine members of the Party, with Cin in the lead, rushed to the table and grabbed at my arms and legs. Other women rushed at Nislani. It was customary for the bride and groom to put up some token resistance and, in the interest of tradition, I struggled somewhat as the women began to lift me. I even cried out slightly against the catcalls in the room. Nislani, on the other hand, went limp as the women grabbed her, and they pulled her easily out of the room and into the hallway leading to my chambers. I followed behind her and the door was closed, leaving the rest of the reception to their party and leaving me with ten of the most important women in the realm.



Nislani looked particularly aggrieved to see the Guardian Party. I assumed that she simply knew what their arrival meant. Though, I suppose I should have been aware that there was more. I should have thought about what Nislani had said earlier, during out argument. Nislani had her reasons to dislike the Guardian Party. Not the entire party, but instead, the wives of the Barons (save for Kukla). Before my father's death she had run in the same circles as the younger wives (amongst others). They had, in many ways, grown up together. When my father died and our position became precarious, they had let Nislani know in no uncertain terms that she was no longer as worthy of their friendship as she had been before. I knew some of this, I suppose, but did not think much of it. She had assumed their affection was genuine and was crushed to find it so...conditional. Regardless, she had been weak in her will and still desired to be a part of the most exclusive circles and was allowed to tag along, humiliatingly, as a charity case.
These women took every opportunity to deride her and humiliate her. I later learned that when it was announced that she and I would wed, they had scornfully tossed her out of the group entirely, claiming she was beneath contempt. Laughing, as they did so, at her despair. Part of her discomfort at the wedding had been anticipating not just her first night with me, but the fact that her tormentors would be present. This disdain had been what finally sent her into my chambers that morning. Now, as they looked on scornfully at her final humiliation, Nislani seemed to break. She was already humiliated in their eyes, brutalized and de-humanized by their hatred. The same thing that had caused me to rise to the occasion, to become the Sultanah, had crushed my younger sister.
But I had only the smallest inkling of these events at the time. I was more focused on what the nine women had in mind than their status as my sister's former clique. I should note, it was not common for women to constitute all, or even the majority, of the Guardian Party. This had been a somewhat contentious issues in the weeks leading up to my marriage. While there was no dynastic need for a Guardian Party (no foreign family was ensuring their daughter was properly 'accepted.') there were still those who wanted to ensure that the marriage was consummated. Those people included Cin and the various Lords. They wanted to know that I would do what was necessary to ensure the perpetuation of my dynasty. I believed that many Collaborationists hoped that I would be unable to perform, thereby giving them a pretext to depose me in favor of someone willing to begat an heir.
However, no one could determine the propriety of allowing men to witness my wedding night. While men were usually present, these men exclusively had an interest in the new wife present. Specifically, it would be the girl's father, brother, uncle, or (more commonly) some representative of the same. The only man present from the groom's side would be the groom himself. Here, Nislani and I, obviously, came from the same family. Further, there were no men left in our family. If there were, we would not be married. After long debate in the Executive Assembly it was decided that Cin and her fellow priestesses would be present as representatives of Gunes, Kardes would be present as a neutral representative of the Hanedan dynasty, and the wives of the Executive Assembly members would be present to represent the interests of the nobility. These women could be trusted to guard the interests of the peerage without affecting my sister's dignity.
And so, as we tumbled wildly into my room, Cin, Agiz, Got, and Kardes rapidly pushed me over toward my bed while Duchesses Hain and Göstermelik along with Ladies Örnek, Sadik, and Kukla Sakşakçı took Nislani into the privy for preparation. Once I was on the bed, the priestesses essentially attacked me. In a few moments, my wedding garments were lying on a pile on the floor. I was completely naked on the bed, my cock hanging limp between my legs and my nipples hardened by the sudden caress of cool, evening air. As soon as they had completed their task, the priestesses smilingly piled off of the bed. I noticed that Kardes carefully avoided gazing at my body, but I could see her cheeks were red. This would be terrible for her as well, as the representative of our family. The things she would have to see!
Now that I had been forcibly disrobed, the next stage in the highly formalized process could begin. There was a knock. It was not on the outside door, but instead coming from the privy, where my sister had just been taken. Kardes, fulfilling her role as the family representative, spoke.
"Enter," she said, her voice sounding tight and nervous. Regardless, the women in the privy opened the door and burst in, heading to my bed. They walked out in order of importance, with Lady Sadik come out first, as the wife of the Chancellor. The other women filed out slowly. With the exception of Duchess Hain, they were young, vibrant, attractive women. They were second or third wives, my age and younger.
The last lady to enter was my former love, Kukla. She gave me a wry smile and a wink as she exited the privy. In fact, they were all looking at me closely. They, of course, knew about my anatomical abnormality, there were no mysteries left in the Empire. But, despite their efforts to behave as though they were not shocked by my appearance, I could see their unease in their eyes. Kukla, of course, was less the least affected. The other four women had mixtures of curiosity, disgust, and excitement on their face. A combination I knew well. Lady Sadik blushed uncontrollably and Duchess Hain had a simpering smile on her face. Despite their intense interest in my body, they continued to walk towards me and eventually, when all of the ladies were standing at the foot of my bed, the turned to the privy.
"Consort Nislani has been inspected and her virginity is confirmed," Lady Sadik said (though this was actually no longer done, it was simply stated. She was a virgin since marriage, and that was sufficient for the law).
"Then she may enter," Kardes said and we all looked toward the privy door. Glassy-eyed, Nislani stepped out into my bedroom. I let out a deep breath. Unprotected and nervous, Nislani had an innocent beauty that I had never noticed before. Her eyes were so wide, her face so naïve, she looked younger than her 18 years. Her body looked remarkably like mine, though still encapsulated in her wedding dress. Her breasts were the same size and sat high on her chest, she had the same delicate arms, the same thin waist, the same wide hips and slender legs. She was only slightly shorter than me, her nose slightly longer, and she had a small black birthmark on her left breast that I could see where her flesh poked from the bottom of her shirt. Without the crowds and the bright sun shining down on us, she no longer looked like a doll or mannequin used for wedding ceremonies. She looked like a terrified young wife.
Despite our close physical appearance, with me naked and her still clothed, I could really sense the differences between us. I know that might sound strange or even impossible, but I could. And it wasn't simply that she was childish and I was, at least now, more mature. There were deeper differences. I could sense her delicacy, her need for protection. I could sense the loss she felt and her isolation (who had been with Nislani all these months while I had been ruling? Who did she confide in with her friends gone?). I could feel her softness where I was rigid. For the second time that day, I felt gentle feelings toward my sister.
"Approach!" Cin said, as Nislani remained in the doorway. Nislani jumped slightly and her wet eyes looked up at Cin. She nodded slowly and then made her way form the privy to the edge of the bed. She moved deliberately, like she had to order her feet to rise and fall with each step. But eventually, she was standing at the foot of the bed, directly in front of the Guardian Party. She was looking up at me where I sat at the top of the bed and I could see her eyes move, embarrassed, over my limp cock and balls. I could hear a slight sigh, but she stopped where she was supposed to stand.
"Are you prepared to enter freely into this marriage bed?" Kardes asked, her voice clearly affected by Nislani's appearance as well.
"I am..." A squeak of a voice escaped my sister. She spoke quickly. I wondered if her whispers to herself during our wedding had been an internal pep-talk and that now she was simply ready and wanted to get it over with. That was the way I felt, I did not to wait longer.
"You must prove three things to serve as a satisfactory Consort for a Sultan. You must prove your devotion as a wife, your dignity as a royal, and your dedication to the Empire as the Consort," Kardes explained in the ancient manner. This was where the rituals had become particularly rigid. Three sexual acts were required of the new bride to satisfy the Guardian Party. It was not really known when these particular tasks had been developed. Where there had once been no ritual, there was now no deviation. These rituals were as important as the kiss during the wedding ceremony. Perhaps more so, because after this, there was no turning back. But whatever discomfort my representative, Kardes, might have in explaining them was beside the point. Everyone had their role to play.
"Tell her what she must do and she shall accomplish it," Lady Sadik responded, giving the traditional lines as though she was reading them from her hand. She spoke in a somewhat haughty manner, I could sense her delight in the weirdness of the proceedings. The other Barons' wives looked equally smug. I looked to the side, by the bed, and saw Kardes looking down at the foot of our bed at our sister. Her eyes looked pinched and she gulped deeply.
"Nislani, to demonstrate your devotion as a wife, you must demonstrate your submission to your husband...er wife," Nislani said, recovering from the memorized lines to make her statement more accurate, "You kneel on this hard floor with no thought of your own comfort and you must pleasure your...wife in a manner which gives you no gratification. You are forgoing you own needs to serve the needs of the Sultanah, just as the Sultanah forgoes her own needs for the Empire."
While the script provided was too coy to actually spell out what needed to be done, it was clear to everyone the manner in which Nislani was required to "please" me. As such, the announcement served as my cue. I took a deep breath and briefly placed my hand on my heart, willing it to slow. I inched myself to the edge of the bed and placed my feet on the cold marble floor. I felt the eyes of the women around the room on me as I stood up next to the bed. My legs felt weak and I swayed uneasily for a moment. Kardes nearly reached out to balance me, but Cin held her back. I had been thinking so intently on the situation and on Nislani's obvious distress that I had barely noticed how nervous I was. It was not that I had conquered my nerves, they were all there, swirling in my stomach. I had just ignored them. Now they were returning to me with interest.
"She will do as commanded," Lady Sadik said. This was Nislani's cue. For a moment she simply stood at the foot of the bed. Unlike the other women in the room, her eyes had not followed me. Instead, she was staring at the spot I had been sitting a few seconds before. She made no noise, and the Guardian Party at her back looked at one another arrogantly. Finally, Duchess Hain reached forward and pushed my sister's shoulder slightly and then the women giggled rudely. Nislani made a quiet noise in her throat and jumped. But her eyes went back into focus and she shook her head. Her head turned towards me and she realized I was standing. Despite the fact that she had clearly not heard Kardes' command, she knew the part of the ceremony she had reached (the entire ceremony, in fact, was described in lurid detail by a female family member on a Princess' 18th birthday). She bowed awkwardly and then started to move towards me.
Her motions were jerky and mechanical and her eyes remained down, focusing on my feet. She moved slowly, but not so slowly that she could be faulted. Her breasts bounced slightly in her revealing shirt as her feet padded along the marble. Perhaps if she was not my sister and I was not surrounded by family members, priestesses, and strange women, I would have been affected by her ethereal, sensual beauty as she walked. Instead, my body remained motionless, standing next to the bed. My cock remained limp between my legs.
Finally, my sister walked directly in front of me and then turned so that she was facing me. She was only a foot away from me now, our breasts were nearly touching. Our eyes locked together for the briefest of times. But somehow, that fraction of a second seemed to stretch out into eternity. I saw her wide, scared eyes and her nervous, but beautiful face. But then the moment passed and I didn't even know what it meant. In retrospect, it didn't even really seem to last that long.
Regardless, the spell was broken by Nislani's movement. She slowly started to shrink before me. Where we once stood nearly face to face, I watched as her eyes slipped down below my nose, my lips, my chin, my throat, my breasts, and my stomach. Down and down, getting ever lower. The whole time she kept her pupils facing up towards me, as though she could maintain her discipline if she could see my face, if she could keep her focus on the parts of my body that she was familiar with.
But eventually, Nislani's knees landed on the cold marble floor. Her neck was craned back entirely and here wide eyes were looking up. I was looked down, between my breasts. I could see the tops of Nislani's breasts, separated from my limp cock by only a couple of short inches.
As she settled onto the ground, I hear a low sigh slip through her lips. Then she took a deep breath. I became aware of the absolute stillness in the room. I could not take my eyes off of Nislani to look around, but I knew that no one was moving. No one was breathing. I believe they were all thinking what I was thinking: 'when is this going to stop? Who is going to stop it? This can't possibly happen.' But, at the same time, we could all sense that this thing, this duty and requirement, had a will of its own now. It was pulling events forward even if no one, except perhaps Cin, really wanted it to happen. Or perhaps some wanted it out of spite. Regardless, it had to happen.
Nislani seemed to understand this as well as the rest of us. She was still looking up at me pleadingly, but finally, she blinked. And when her eyes opened again, her head had dropped slightly and she was facing my cock. She had seen it from a distance a moment before, but now, she was experiencing it intimately. This was the thing that had placed us in this situation. This aberration in my anatomy had placed us in this situation. Nislani surely hated it, it gave me power over her. And yet she as bound, by all of the conventions of society, to try to give it pleasure.
And yet, as Nislani's hand slowly rose from her side, her eyes flickered up to me briefly. And in that look I could feel something I had been noticing all day. Those soft feelings I had for my sister. My sister hated that I was Sultanah, but she had heard what I'd said to her in the morning. And I think she believed it. I did not want this power over her any more than she wanted me to have it. She felt trapped but she could sense that I felt trapped as well. That had been a revelation to her. I know she felt this, because I felt it in myself. I could feel the bond. I once overhead my father tell one of my brothers, "the enemy of my enemy is my friend." Nislani and I understood that principle in that moment. We were not allies, but we were both trapped in this situation, it was our enemy. The office of Sultanah was my enemy. The silly girls in the room were my sister's enemies. And we both knew that we could only get out of it together. As Nislani's hand rose up and her finger tentatively touch the base of my cock, a truce was called. A temporary alliance of expedience was forged.
I moaned despite myself. The pads of Nislani's fingers were very soft. She touched me with just the slightest amount of pressure, her skin just barely tickling mine. I felt my shoulders relax slightly and my breathing slow. Nislani jumped slightly as I moved, but she kept her cool fingers against my warm skin. She looked at my limp cock, seeming to study the impression it made on her hand.
She slipped her fingers around my cock, her skin skimming over mine. Eventually, I found her warm palm pressing against the side of my cock, her fingers were wrapped all the way around me. Her hands were so small that a couple of inches of limp cock still stuck out from her lightly closed fist, pointing towards her breasts. For a moment, she simply held it, her eyes glued to the tip of my cock. I looked down at her between my breasts, watching our chests rise and fall in unison.
After a few moments, I felt my sister flick her wrist slightly to the side. My limp cock bent to the side slightly and I groaned. Her fingers squeezed and slipped around me in a pleasant way. She then bent my cock the other direction, and I groaned again, more loudly. Then, Nislani leaned in slightly, I could feel the breath from her nose against the tip of my cock and I felt a prickly feeling up my back. But then there was nothing. I looked down at my sister, my brow slightly knotted. She was staring up at me, giving me a beseeching look. She moved my cock slightly in her hand and leaned upward. She hazarded a glance at the women around us then spoke to me so softly that I could barely hear.
"Isn't it supposed to be hard?" she whispered, "Varis, I have never done this before...I wouldn't even know how to do this if it was hard. What do I do now?" Now I looked around. I saw all the leering Guardians, leaning in towards us and trying to hear. I personified my hated fate with them, and leaned in towards my sister, working with my temporary ally. We had to get out of this, and that meant going through it.
"I am nervous and you're...this is difficult," I said and she looked a little pained. I hastened to explain, "Everything you're doing is good. You look beautiful. You can't screw this part up as long as you don't use your teeth. Just do what feels...good," I offered and then gave a little shrug. Nislani gave me a wry look, but I could tell she was drawing strength from me. Hell, it was the first time she didn't look catatonic since our conversation earlier in the day. Her eyes dropped back down to the two inches of soft cock poking out of her hand.
I saw her hesitate for a moment and then I watched as her thick lips part slightly. Her head leaned in towards my body. I felt her exhale sharply and warm air caressed the tip of my cock. And before that pleasant sensation faded, I felt my sister's tongue slide over my foreskin. My entire body felt tingly and my hands clenched into fists. I let out a low breath of air and felt a lump forming in my throat. This was so incredibly wrong, even if the sensation of my sister's tongue pressing against my foreskin was undeniably pleasant.
Despite the fact that my body seemed to be reacting totally to Nislani's touch, I did manage to hear something from the side. Nislani's saliva was just starting to wet the bottom of the tip of my cock when a sharp gasp issued from the Guardian Party, or at least the wives of the barons. I turned my head slightly and could see Duchess Hain shaking her head.
"I can't believe she did it," I heard her whisper only slightly discretely under her breath.



"I am not surprised. What do you expect from degenerates?" Lady Örnek responded. Even my 'allies' Lady Sadik and Duchess Göstermelik looked shocked and disgusted. On Kukla looked on totally unfazed. In fact, she was leaning in slightly, trying to get a better view. The Guardian Party, it seemed had been expecting this marriage to fall apart right here. They were looking forward to my failure. Whatever the politics of their husbands, these silly women were expecting to see a freak show and they were excited despite themselves to be seeing it.
I felt anger rising up in my chest, shooting adrenaline through my system. How dare they! What had I ever failed at since I had become Sultanah? And who were these silly women to doubt me. Maybe I was feeding of Nislani's displeasure with these women as well. For the first time I had been married I felt a surge of passion run through my system. It was not passion for my sister, but passion to succeed. I just directed that feeling towards Nislani.
"Oh Nislani!" I moaned, somewhat more loudly that I intended, "That is divine. Don't stop!" I gasped. It felt nice, but I admit to embellishing slightly. I looked down now at my sister. Her tongue was protruding slightly from her mouth, my soft cock was balanced on the tip. Her eyes were wide and she looked a bit stunned by my words. "Just lick it. They think we can't," I hissed afterwards.
As I said, I did not know Nislani's history with these women at the time. I did not know that they humiliated her and derided her for weeks before this night. But I had, unwittingly, unlocked a certain pathway in her mind. As soon as the words fell from my lips, Nislani suddenly jumped to her task with passion that had been missing before. While we had already aligned ourselves against our enemy, I had suddenly put a human face on that enemy. A particular human face that Nislani needed to overcome both for her dignity and for her sanity. It was more than just them, but they encapsulated all of her shame nonetheless. She was bound to commit an act that should be humiliating. Her only recourse was to refuse to be humiliated, to embrace her fate to strike at her enemies. And Nislani attacked with vigor.
Nislani was not skilled at her task. It was clear she had been telling the truth when she said she had never done this before. But, what she lacked in experience, she made up for in fervor. Her hand remained wrapped around the base of my cock, actually squeezing me somewhat sharply. Her tongue poured out of her mouth, finding the soft flesh of my cock. She moved her tongue manically, covering every inch of my cock with her warm, soft flesh. She lapped at the base of my cock, running her tongue thickly against it. She rubbed the bottom of her tongue furiously over the top of my cock, trying to stretch her tongue out to touch as much area as possible. She titled my cock first one direction, and then the other, planting kisses on and lapping at the sides of my shaft. She even lift my cock upwards and found my balls, covering them with her mouth and bouncing them on her tongue.
My sister had no idea what she was doing but she had followed my advice to do anything but use her teeth and, as a result, she couldn't help but give me pleasure. My body reacted to her touch almost instantly. Part of it was just the sensation of her rough, wet tongue slipping across my flesh. Some of it was the determination that I was going to do what I had to do to finish my task as Sultanah. Another, largely unacknowledged aspect was the taboo of having my sister's mouth on my cock. But, perhaps the largest part, was simply that I was fired by passion and could feel Nislani's passion as well. Our shared fervor built on itself, growing more intense with each passing moment. And, to my only slightly surprise, after only a minute or two of having Nislani lap at my cock and lick my balls, I felt my shaft growing hard.
As my shaft expanded, growing harder and longer in Nislani's grip, she began to notice as well. In a few moments, my hard cock was sticking out straight from my body, pointing to my sister's lips. She looked up at me, her cheeks flushed. I saw that she was actually smiling. Not a happy or surprised smile, but a vicious smile. She was proud that she had excited me and I felt her hand trembling with excitement around my cock.
"Put the tip in your mouth and swirl your tongue around it," I ordered, somewhat louder now. I could still hear the baron's wives whispering to one another but I no longer cared. I could tell that I was going to succeed now and I felt a wave of ecstasy as a result. Moreover, Nislani's actions were undeniably gratifying, and I wanted to focus on the pleasure I felt, rather than focus on the stuffy wives at the foot of the bed.
Nislani nodded her head at my instructions and she placed her tongue at the base of my cock, right where it met my balls. She made her tongue rigid, pointing the tip of her tongue against my skin. Then, slowly, she started to pull her head back, dragging her tongue alone the shaft of my cock. She traced the bulging vein on the bottom of my cock, keeping pressure on it. I felt a delightful, creeping feeling run up my spine as Nislani moved and I held my breath. Finally, Nislani's tongue slipped around the curve of the tip of my cock and then it was pressed against her lips. Nislani didn't hesitate, she opened her mouth and let the tip of my cock slip inside.
I felt Nislani's lips close around the tip of my cock. Her mouth felt humid and inviting. I looked down at her face, her eyes were open and she was looking up at me. Her face...it was so strange. For a moment, it felt and looked like I was on my knees before myself, sucking my own cock. But I did not have time to focus on this strange fact or to really consider the implications of having my sister sucking on my cock. Because, almost as soon as the tip of my hard cock was pressed into the wet, sticky confines of Nislani's mouth, her tongue had found me. Once again, Nislani did not know what she was doing. But this was even less important now. Nislani sucked on my cock slightly, making a gently vacuum in her mouth, pulling my skin into her lips. Her tongue began to swirl all around the tip, touching every inch it and bathing it in her saliva. For a long while I did not move. I stood rigid on the floor, actually rising up onto my tiptoes, closing my eyes, and just enjoying the sensation of the rough, wet tongue gliding over my skin.
Instinctively, Nislani could tell that something more was needed. As my cock was rigid now, her hand slipped off the base. In fact, she had been squeezing so tightly that she had been holding me back slightly. I let out a low breath as blood poured into my cock, making it harder than ever before, pushing more tightly into Nislani's mouth. Which was, apparently, just what she wanted. She opened her lips slightly wider, breaking the vacuum on my cock. And she began to press her face in towards my body. Slowly, my cock started to slip deeper into my sister's mouth. The whole while, she moved her tongue frantically around on my cock, covering it in her saliva and caressing it with her movements. In a few seconds, more than half of my cock had disappeared into my sister's mouth and she gagged violently, her eyes filling with tears.
The sensation was too much for me. The very end of Nislani's throat squeezed tightly around the tip of my cock as she gagged. Her tongue moved desperately around the bottom of my shaft. And, in an apparent bit to steady herself, Nislani's left hand rose up, finding my balls and squeezing them gently in her soft fingers. My cock felt like it was going to burst and there was simply too many sensations and emotions swirling in my overheated brain. I kept breathing in deeper and deeper, trying to catch my breath, but always forgetting to breathe out. My knees shook and I spread my feet slightly, to maintain my balance. My eyes were open now and I looked down at my sister's beautiful face, shocked by the feelings I felt toward her. I needed something to release the tension.
Without thought, both of my hands rose from my sides. My left hand quickly found its way to my sister. I felt my hand drop down on to the top of her hand, sinking into her soft hair. My fingers gripped loosely around her head, giving me something to balance on. More importantly, my right hand shot up and found my right breast. My palm sunk into my cool, slightly damp flesh and I felt the heft of my breast in my hand. Most of my fingers sunk deeply into my breast, squeezing at it. My forefinger and thumb found my hardened nipple, poking out straight, just like my cock below. I pinched the hard nub of flesh between my fingers, squeezing it and feeling the release of tension as the delicious pain registered in my brain. While my sister's tongue swirled over my cock, I squeezed my finger and forefinger together, rolling my hard nipple around and lessening the unbearable anxiety I felt in my chest. Finally, I was able to let out a breath of air, feeling light-headed and tingly.
Nislani was not done trying to get more and more of my cock into her throat. Tears were running down her cheeks from choking, but her beautiful eyes were still looking at me intently. Her tongue continued to lap at my cock in her mouth, coating it in slippery saliva, lubricating it thickly. She pushed her lips forward more, letting them slip over my silky flesh. She choked again, but as she recovered her pushed further. Her fingers were still playing with my balls, poking and rolling them gently. An inch of my cock still remained outside of Nislani's mouth, and she pulled my balls forward, pressing my scrotum into her chin. Nislani moaned as she felt the soft skin against her face and the vibrations of her moan rocketed through my body.
"Oh shit Nislani!" I groaned back, my hand gripping tighter on her head.
"Cease!" Cin said suddenly and with great force. My head shot up and I looked at her, confused. I looked down at my sister, my cock still buried in her mouth, her tongue frozen on the underside of my shaft. She looked out of the corner of her eye and Cin as well. Suddenly where I was and what I was doing returned to me. It would not do any good to shoot my seed down my sister's throat. There was a time and place for that in the ceremony. Cin had stopped us before it was too late. Time to move on to the next step. I stepped back slightly, letting my cock slip from between Nislani's lips. She did not move, but let my cock slide from her body. Pulling out of her mouth felt almost as good as going in. Once the tip of my cock emerged, glistening, from my sister's mouth, I noticed a long, thin string of saliva dripping from my sister's chin. My cock twitched at the naughtiness of the vision.
"Nislani," Kardes said suddenly, her voice sounding thick. I turned and looked at her and saw that her face was red. She saw me looking and her eyes darted away, embarrassed. I saw her nipples, hard, through her robe and guessed the cause of her embarrassment. But there was no time to dwell on it, she was moving to the next stage in the ceremony, "to demonstrate your dignity as a royal, you must go to the window overlooking the square and give this speech to the common people below. You must maintain your composure at all costs," she said.
Even as she spoke, the wives of the barons were moving toward her. They quickly pulled her up to her feet (Kukla wiped the saliva from her chin and looked at me as she surreptitiously licked her fingers clean). Nislani continued to look straight in my eyes as the Guardians prepared her for the next step. Lady Sadik handed Nislani the script of her speech (it was the same speech that had been given by ever consort for generations) and pointed out the correct window. While she was doing this, the other women were working on Nislani's skirt. In a few quick motions they had unhooked the back of the skirt, pulled it down my sister's legs, and then thrown it on the floor, discarded.
My sister now stood before me, wearing only her tight-fitting top. Her legs, stomach, hips, and cunny, were now completely exposed. My eyes instantly dropped to that portion of Nislani's body. I saw her narrow waist, flat stomach, and wide hips that were so similar to mine. Her long, legs and delicate feet were almost indistinguishable from my own. But of course, there was an extremely apparent difference between my sister's body and my own. There, between her legs, my sister had only a small, pink slit that terminated in a small nub of a clitoris several inches below her belly button. Her lips were tight together and the skin of mound was smooth and evenly colored. She waxed her body clean of hair and her cunny looked stunningly perfect. For a brief second I had a vision of what my body would look like if I were not cursed and blessed as the Sultanah.
But I did not have much time to consider the mysteries of life. In a few seconds, the hands of the Guardians were on my sister's shoulder. They turned her around quickly and shoved her towards the window. Nislani stumbled as they pushed her but they did not stop. In a few seconds, Nislani was standing directly in front of the curtain at the window. She looked back over her shoulder briefly at me, and then faced forward once again. Lady Sadik and Duchess Hain stood on either side of her, clutching the curtain.
"Begin your speech," Kardes ordered from beside the bed. With that Lady Sadik and Duchess Hain quickly pulled the top part of the curtain apart. Kukla then pushed my sister's shoulder forward, sending her head and chest through the open window. Lady Sadik and Duchess Hain then quickly closed the curtain around Nislani's body, tying it in place. Now Nislani's head, arms, chest, and the top of her stomach were protruding, fully clothed, through the window over the crowd below. Her hips, ass, legs, and cunny, exposed and bent forward slightly, were still covered in the room behind her.
"It is the Consort!" a voice called from the street below, noticing my sister at the appointed place at the appointed time. At first there was a low mumbling sound outside and then a great cheer rose up as the people welcomed their new Sultanah-Consort. I saw Nislani's ass and legs clench slightly, nervous, as she looked at the crowd below. I heard a strange squeaky sound as she tried to speak. She then cleared her throat, paused a minute longer, and began her speech.
"People of Şehir," she started and the continued on with the prepared remarks. I was not listening.
"Test your wife's dignity," Lady Sadik intoned impertinently, "For only in testing her to the utmost of your ability will you ensure that she deserves to sit by your side."
Of course, I knew what I was supposed to do. Nislani, standing in the window, knew what I was supposed to do. As did all of the other ladies present. In fact, all of the Royals and nobles in the palace were aware of the purpose of this particular ceremony. Only the people below were unaware of the exact nature of the speech they were about to hear. They simply knew that Nislani, like all consorts before her, was required to lean from the window and speak to the people. She was to introduce herself and to make a connection with them. She would promise to think first of the people and to be their intermediary with the ruler. It consisted mostly of platitudes but was an attempt to bind the people to the monarchy. The people accepted it as that and likely never thought more of it. They likely never wondered why they never saw the consort's legs during the speech. Maybe they noticed that the Consort often looked flushed, stumbled, and seemed nervous. But likely they figured it was simply nerves caused by the need to speak.
Perhaps they would have been surprised to see me moving quickly across the room, naked with my breasts and cock bouncing as I moved. Perhaps they would have been shocked to see me drop down to my knees behind Nislani, placing my hands on her thighs. But the entire idea of the ceremony was that Nislani was to ensure that they never knew what happened behind the curtain. And I was supposed to put her to the test.
And so, there I was on my knees behind my sister. I had my hands on both of her thighs and my cock was pressed slightly against her right calf. Her body was trembling and she was reading out her promises and obligations with a mechanical nervousness.
I rose up slightly on my knees, allowing my cock to scrape along the back of my sister's leg, giving me a slightly chill. I felt Nislani's body react, she knew what was touching her. I knew I had to commit completely because the ceremony would take as long as necessary. I also knew that I had to maintain my seed for the third and final ceremony. Therefore, I quickly began my task, trying to bring the same intensity to it that Nislani had brought to her role.
I was kneeling just a few inches away from my sister's body. Her large, round ass was directly in my face and I could see her cunny under her body, facing down toward the floor. I could see, even in the low light, that her cunny lips were glistening slightly. Her aroma was overwhelming, a thick musky scent that filled my nose and seemed to coat my tongue. Nislani had become excited by our actions thus far. Somehow, this made my chest flutter with excitement. I had caused this reaction in this woman. I noticed that it was easier to think this way now, when I could not see my sister's face.
Nislani's excitement was contagious. I wrapped my left hand around my sister's thigh and then lifted my right hand up between her legs. Nislani's body trembled as she felt my body moving against her and I heard her voice shake slightly. After a few moments, my hand was suspended in the air, just below my sister's slippery cunny. I could feel the heat coming off of her body and my cock ached as it rubbed more fully against her leg.
Slowly, my fingers made their way up to my sister's cunny. I didn't want to move too quickly, didn't want my sister to be startled. At the same time, I was nervous. I was excited about touching her, I wanted to make this feel pleasurable. I can't explain why, but it was part of my calculation. Finally, I felt my fingers gently stroke against my sister's wet lips. I heard her gasp slightly, but she continued speaking as if nothing had happened.
My sister's cunny felt incredibly warm and smooth to the touch. Her lips were dripping wet now and my fingers glided easily over her body. I felt the gentle rise of her mons, the puffy softness of her lips, and the sticky wetness of her slit with my slow, moving finger tips. Nislani's words became thicker in her mouth and her knees bent slightly, trying to get down onto my fingers. I kept moving my hand around, touching her everywhere and enjoying the feeling of her cunny against my skin.
After some time spent in gentle, teasing touches, I heard Nislani let out a low sigh and almost moan at the end of a sentence. Her cunny actually dripped into my hand. I knew that she needed more. With a careful movement of my wrist, finger tips found themselves buried slightly in the folds of my sister's cunny. All except one, my forefinger, instead, had found her clitoris. I placed the pad of my finger gently on the little button, pressing it gently with just the slightest amount of pressure.
"Oh Gunes..."my sister moaned suddenly, I could heard her through the curtain, "Please preserve me and help me to keep these oaths!" she recovered nicely. To reward her, I started to rotate my finger in tight little circles around her clitoris. I offered only the slightest pressure and her cunny was so wet that she provided absolutely no friction. I could hear the panting in Nislani's voice, even as she continued her speech.
I was leaning in closely to Nislani's body now, my fingers sliding over her cunny. My head was placed against the back of her thigh, my hair hanging down her leg. From where I was located, Nislani's scent was becoming overpowering. It had grown thicker, muskier, and I breathed her into my lungs. Her split cunny was dripping down onto my hands and I knew that her flavor would be even stronger than her aroma.



Whatever prohibitions normally attached to the Sultanah tasting a woman's body was suspended here. Beyond the fact that this was my wife and not a social inferior, the ceremony practically begged for such contact. I circled my finger around on my sister's clit once more and breathed her in deeply. Then, I turned my face towards her.
Given her position, I could not reach her clit with my tongue, as I might've like to. I kept my finger there, circling, instead. But, with her ass poked back and up slightly, Nislani's now aroused cunny was essentially open and turned back, dripping, towards my face. The excitement I felt in that moment and the effect that Nislani's body was having on me were overpowering. As I looked at her tight, dripping pink lips, I lost control and dove in.
I felt Nislani's body go rigid and she stopped speaking for a minute as my tongue plunged into her cunny. I felt the tight walls of her body wrap around my tongue, pulling at it. Her cunny felt hot and thick liquid instantly coated my tongue. Nislani's flavor was incredible, a strong musky flavor with delicate, aromatic notes underneath. My tongue plunged inside of her, lapping at her ridged insides and trying to push into her as deeply as possible. The rest of the world seemed to melt away and I focused entirely on tasting Nislani's insides, touching every part of her with my tongue, while my fingers continued to probe at her clit. I could not even tell if Nislani was keeping up with her speech, I focused entirely on the task at hand. My cock ached terrible and my balls sagged low against my body, filling rapidly.
I don't know how long I continued in this way, on my knees with my tongue buried in my sister's cunny. But I do remember what made me stop. I was pressed tightly against my sister, one of my ears actually resting on her ass cheek. But my other ear was open and, despite my wild excitement, I could hear. And, in fact, I heard one of the Guardians behind me.
"It is one of those things," she said, "You can't look away."
"It is better than most of these ceremonies," I heard Kukla said defensively.
"It is disgusting," I heard the first voice say, recognizing it as Duchess Hain, "Like two stupid animals that have gotten stuck together in a barn yard."
Once again, I felt the anger rising inside of me. I had not chosen this tradition and I had not decided that I would bury my head between my sister's legs. I had been forced to do this by tradition and would have gladly skipped it if that were possible. But, in being made to do this, I had made the most of it. I had allowed my body to react to the stimuli. Now these women speaking loudly, trying to make me feel ashamed of doing my duty. They created the world where I had to do this, now I would make them pay. If they thought this was disgusting...
I quickly pulled my head back out from my sister's cunny. My cheeks and face were lathered in her juices and her scent was thick in my nose. I heard Nislani whimper slightly under her breath, but she was still speaking. I looked to the side. Nislani's ass, like mine, was large, and her ass sat firm and high above her thighs. I moved my free hand from Nislani's thigh and quickly raised it up, sinking it into the firm, hot flesh of Nislani's ass. My face was still resting against her other cheek and I pressed slightly into her, gaining leverage. Then, I used my hand to pull Nislani's ass cheeks apart. There, in the center of her ass, was the small, purplish brown rosebud of my sister' asshole. It was just a small, crinkled spot in the large expanse of soft, smooth flesh that made up her ass. I blew on it slightly and watched it pucker. Nislani shivered.
"Oh my..." a voice said, "What is she doing now?"
As if that were my cue, I instantly pushed my face into Nislani's body. I felt the firm, warm flesh of Nislani's ass as it wrapped around my face. I even felt my nose sinking into the skin at the base of her spine. Nislani's scent, so strong at her cunny, was here was well. It was sharper, more tart that it had been, but still recognizable. But most importantly, I felt my lips pressing against the tights fold of Nislani's asshole.
"Revolting!" someone said behind me and I smiled into my sister's asshole. Then I got to work. At first, I just pressed my lips into Nislani's asshole, feeling the folds pressing against my skin. Each kiss I planted on her body caused my sister to jump.
After a few seconds, this wasn't enough for me. My lips part and I slowly pushed my tongue out between my teeth. I felt my tongue press into the wrinkles of my sister's asshole and heard her gasp in her speech. She actually stopped talking for a few seconds before returning to her script. As she began to speak again, I pushed more and more of my tongue out of my mouth. Soon my tongue was coiled against the tight skin of my sister's asshole. The flavor of her skin was salty and tangy and it made my heart beat faster. Her scent had grown more intense and I could taste it mixing on my tongue. My cock was aching and I found myself rubbing against my sister's leg inadvertently.
I began to swirl my tongue around on Nislani's asshole. I kept my face tight against Nislani's body and there was essentially not enough space for me tongue to fit outside of my mouth. Soon, Nislani's asshole was dripping with my saliva. Her body was shaking and, for a brief instant, her asshole relaxed and she sighed. Suddenly, my tongue plunged deeply into my sister's asshole. I was surprised by how quickly it happened.
My body tingled as I came to terms with what I was feeling. Nislani's asshole was squeezed around my tongue with a vice grip, but I was surprisingly deep inside of her. The walls of her asshole were smooth and rubbery, but constricted hard around me. She was incredibly hot inside and somewhat wet, but mostly from my spit. The flavor I had tasted outside of her asshole was here, but concentrated, more intense. I groaned, savoring the taste and surprising myself with how much I liked it. I think some of the reason I liked it so much was the women behind me had seen what happened and they were thoroughly disgusted. I welcomed their disgusted, twitching my tongue inside of my sister's asshole, massaging her insides.
The whole while, my hand remained on Nislani's clit, rubbing it furiously, and causing her body to tighten and her muscles to lock. My cock was flying furiously against Nislani's calf and I could feel my cunny dripping down my leg. I did not think about what I was doing or who I was doing it to. I just thought about my discomfort with the situation and my hatred for my fate and I poured that into my actions, feeling the tension rise inside of me and...
"Cease!" Cin said again. Once again, drawn by the force of her words I stopped moving. My tongue still buried in Nislani's ass, my hand froze on her cunny. For a moment, Nislani stopped speaking. Once again, Cin had stopped us before we went too far.
"Conclude your remarks," Kardes said, her voice sounding small and nervous. Nislani completed the sentence she was one, then finished up in the traditional manner.
"Thank you all, and I look forward to serving as your Royal Liaison in the future," she stated and then quickly disappeared back inside the curtain. No one outside ever knew why the speeches of this kind ended so abruptly or why some Consorts said more than others.
But that wasn't my concern. Once Nislani was back in the room, she turned quickly towards me. Her cheeks were very red, her hair was tossed slightly askew by the wind and her eyes were feverishly bright. I had never seen her look more beautiful in my life. Her looks retained their naïveté, her innocence, and her vivacity and somehow shed her immaturity, her pettiness, and her ignorance. If she was disgusted by my actions, she didn't show it. Instead, she appeared excited to the point of frenzy. I rose up so that I was standing in front of her, my cock twitching between my legs. I was barely breathing and I could see that Nislani was panting enough for both of us, her breasts rising and falling rapidly. We were both on the knife's edge, barely able to control ourselves.
"Nislani, to prove your dedication to the Empire as the Consort..." We heard Kardes saying. But more important, we could hear the women behind us, snickering.
"Fuck them Varis. Fuck all of this," My sister whispered, "Put a baby in me." That was enough for me. I did not hear Kardes finish her sentence and say "accept your wife's seed." I knew that was what she was saying, but I wasn't paying attention. Instead, I was reaching forward quickly to tear Nislani's shirt from her body, exposing her perky young breasts and leaving her as naked as I was. She shuffled it off, as though desperate to be free from its embrace. Then, I dropped instantly down onto the floor with Nislani. We didn't want to wait to go to the bed, we wanted to do this here and now. To shove it right in the face of fate and its Guardians.
Nislani dropped back onto the cold marble floor on her back. She instantly spread her legs. I saw her cunny, glistening with juices. I could see my saliva where the loaves of her ass where still visible. Her beautiful breasts were spread across her chest, her nipples hard. She had her arms outstretched and she was smiling.
I wildly dove between my sister's legs, throwing my body into hers. The first thing I felt was my breasts pressing into my sister's breasts. Our soft mounds of flesh squeezed together, becoming firm, but comfortable. The rest of my body closed the gap as my stomach landed on Nislani's quivering stomach and my hips pressed hard against hers. Most importantly, I felt my cock slap against Nislani's clitoris and rub across the length of her cunny. Nislani gasped.
"Oh Gunes, Varis get it inside of me. I need it," Nislani moaned. My mouth went dry and I looked into her eyes, seeing the need there. I felt her hips moving underneath of me and I moved my hips as well. I was about to reach down and adjust my cock with my hand, but our hips slipped into line and I felt the tip of my cock suddenly poke against the opening of my sister's cunny. Nislani was panting wildly now and shoving her hips down. For a moment I wondered if we'd both lost our minds, we seemed to be in a thoughtless frenzy. But that rational thought melted as Nislani shoved down hard, driving the tip of my cock into her body.
"Oh! Oh! Oh!" Nislani moaned.
"Gunes!" I cried in response. Nislani was even tighter around my cock that she had been around my tongue. But somehow wetter too. Her body seemed to pull on mine and, with seemingly no effort on my part, I suddenly found that my cock was sinking deeper and deeper into Nislani. Her cunny walls wrapped tight around my cock, squeezing and massaging me expertly. Nislani may have been inexperienced but her body knew exactly what it was doing. In a moment, my cock was buried completely in her body, my balls pressing against her wet ass.
Neither Nislani nor I were in any position to take our time. Almost as soon as my cock had completely entered Nislani's body, I was pulling it back out. As soon as the tip was the only thing remaining in, I slammed it home. Nislani moaned and wrapped her arms around me. I knew she must feel some pain, this was the first time she had ever done this. But she wanted it so badly she showed no signs of reticence. Instead, I felt her hips thrusting against me. I pulled back out and fired home again. Soon we were thrashing wildly on the floor, my cock pounding in and out of my sister's cunny. We were both moaning loudly, our eyes locked together.
It was impossible that we could go on for long at that pace. We were both already so wound up by our prior actions and we were fucking wildly. All the hatred I felt for my fate, for the Guardians, hell for Nislani, was put into my actions. I could feel Nislani's hate burning up as well. We converted it into pure sexual energy and threw it at one another. I cannot describe the feelings I had in those few moments, a lifetime of frustration boiled down to its purest for and then ejected in sex. It felt so good and also so...emptying. I cannot do the sensation justice. I never felt anything like it, before or since.
I don't know who started first. In fact, I think we might both have started our climax at the exact same moment. All I know is that I thrust my cock into my sister one time, extremely hard. And it felt like her cunny grabbed me tightly. I could feel the muscles rippling inside of her body. I felt myself go tense at the exact moment I felt Nislani's body going rigid underneath of me. I closed my eyes and heard a low croak issue from my throat, and I could heard Nislani moaning as well. Her arms pulled me in tighter and her cunny milked my cock expertly.
Suddenly, I felt a sudden burst of pure energy. I felt the world melt away and suddenly there was an intense, soothing wave that poured from my sister's cunny, wrapped all over me and turned my bones to jelly. The only bodily sensation I could feel was the seizing of my cock as gob after gob of thick seed poured into my sister's cunny. We had done it, the ceremony was completed. We had done our duty and accepted our fates.
A few seconds later, my seed spent, I collapsed onto my side next to Nislani. The marble felt cool on my sweat-dampened skin and I panted furiously to catch my breath. I could see Nislani breathing also, her hands were down between her legs, feeling the seed overflowing her cunny. I felt empty, drained entirely. There was a hush in the room and it seemed no one really understood what had just happened. The only sound was that of desperate breathing. Though, I thought I could hear the drip of my seed as it dripped onto the marble floor from my sister's cunny.
"The marriage has been consummated," Kardes said, "Nislani has proven herself and able Consort. The Guardians wish you both a lifetime of happiness. The ceremony is over. The Guardians are hereby disbanded. We may now leave." Kardes spoke quickly as if she was desperate for the ceremony to be over and to be out of the room. Cin and the priestess seemed ready to leave as well, more bored by the ceremony than disgusted. Cin had already achieved what she wanted, she had performed the wedding ceremony and preached a sermon about Gunes to the masses. Watching people who already believed fuck one another was really beyond the interest of the priestesses.
"You've done well Sultanah...And the Consort as well. I am proud of you both for doing your duty," Cin said. Agiz and Got both congratulated us quickly and then filed out of the room to return to the party. Cin was hoping to work with the aristocrats while they were drunk, to get commitment on conversion. The baron's wives moved slightly slower. I could still hear them talking, especially once Cin and Kardes were out of the room.
"Disgusting..."
"It is like they wanted to do it..."
"They enjoyed it, we all must do what we must but we don't have to like it..."
"I will never get the image from my mind..."
"You are all exaggerating, it went well," Kukla said. I turned for a moment to watch as the childish women collected themselves and walked from my chambers. But even as they expressed their disgust, I noticed that their faces were flushed and that their nipples were sticking out hard through their robes. They sort of slinked from the room and I could tell their cunnies were wet. None of these women had ever been fucked like Nislani was fucked, with their tired old men scrambling over them. They had never had someone abandon their senses to fuck them beyond the point of reason. They might have legitimately been disgusted. But they were jealous too.
I laughed a little to myself and then turned to kiss Nislani on the cheek, to thank her for doing her duty and for helping her dynasty. Apparently, Nislani had had the same impulse, and she turned her face towards mine on the floor at the exact same moment. Without planning, Nislani and I suddenly found our lips pressed together as we panted, naked, on the floor. For a moment we stopped and our eyes opened, confused. We giggled nervously but I saw Nislani's eyes grow softer. Mine did the same. I pressed my lips more easily into my wife's, and we shared our first real kiss.
End Chapter 10
*****
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Dear Reader, thank you so much for reading this story. It has taken nearly a year of my writing life to get the whole thing finished. This is Chapter 11 of 14 chapters and the total is over 250,000 words. It is my Dirk Diggler/Jack Horner act of hubris: my attempt to write an erotic adventure story that pulls you in with a story you want to read, even when there isn't any sex going on (though there is a lot of sex. Crazy, weird, fun sex). It is the most ambitious piece of erotic fiction I have ever attempted. So I hope you enjoy it.
With that said, this book is not for everyone. It will be too long for many people (no shame in that, it is a big time investment). Some of the sex scenes are intense and include themes like hermaphroditism, non-consensual activity, incest, etc. For some people, that will likely be the appeal. In fact, while this story is definitely not for everyone, I think for a select group of people this story will essentially have everything you could ever ask for. So if that is you, congratulations, you found that thing you have been searching for. You can skip ahead to the sex and I won't be offended, but I think this story is more than the sum of its parts. If you read this whole story, you will not be disappointed.
In Chapter 1, our main character, Princess Varis, finds that her father has died and that, by virtue of the fact that she is a hermaphrodite and can father a child, she is now the Sultanah. In Chapter 2, Varis unearthed a conspiracy to destroy her Empire led by Rahip, the Cardinal of the "New Religion" and later she received her coronation. In Chapter 3, Varis humiliated the New Religion and raised the morale of her besieged people. In Chapter 4, Varis lifted the siege through a daring midnight raid. In Chapter 5, Varis survived an assassination attempt and visited her harem. In Chapter 6, Varis faced a challenge to her authority and seduced a noblewoman to maintain it. In Chapter 7, Varis defeats the raiders and comforts a peasant girl. In Chapter 8, Varis is briefly engaged and kills her fiancé for betraying her. In Chapter 9, Varis slept with a member of the harem, her half-sister, while her aunt watched. In Chapter 10, Varis wed her sister and consummated the marriage.
Some recurring characters you might want by name are Varis (the Sultanah and narrator), Cin (the head priestess of Gunes), Arkadas (Varis' friend and servant), Kardes (Varis' older sister), Nislani (Varis' younger sister), Rahip (a Cardinal of the 'new religion'), Duke Hain (an important lord opposing Varis), Lord Sadik (a minor lord who has spoken in support of Varis); King Sican (the leader of Dusman, a rival kingdom), Prince Lider (Sican's son); King Köylü (the leader of Temsilci, a rival kingdom); Agiz and Got (Subordinate Sun Priestesses); Saygili (Varis' guard); Soyguncu (a pickpocket and spy for Varis); Tutuklu (the head concubine of the harem); Kukla (a noblewoman). Further, Gunes is the name of the Sun God, Tanri is the name of the 'new god.' The city where the story is set is Şehir in the country of Ülke and the Empire of Bütün Dünya. If you need more...reread the earlier chapters.
Please, please, please, please, please tell me what you think after you read this. I put an embarrassing amount of work into this and I want to know what you think. Especially if it is good things.
*****
Part VI: Unorthodox Thinking
Chapter 11: New Additions
"Frankly Nislani...Wife...I do not care. I do not have time for this..." I said, trying to make my voice sound less annoyed than it was.
"You don't care? You don't care?" she asked, "Well I guess if you don't care then it isn't important."
"It's not that it isn't important it is just right now..."
"I don't want to hear it," my sister yelled at me, "Do you think this is what I want to do? Have a banquet with," she looked down at the ambassadorial notice that was placed in her hand, "Prince Aptallar Altın from Ada to help you cement some sort of trade agreement? I don't care Varis. But this is my job as the Consort. To host parties and make you look good..."
"And I know you are good at it and you like it and..."
"I don't like it!" Nislani lied, "But I do it for you because you said we need to increase our grain supplies in the event of another siege. So I got you think meeting with..."
"I know, someone with grain. And I appreciate that but..."
"But nothing, you have to do this," Nislani screamed.
"I can't!" I yelled back. Suddenly the door to our chambers (I sighed when I thought about the fact that they used to be mine. I was essentially living in Arkadas quarters at that point) burst open and Nislani and I both turned to look and see who was bold enough to simply barge in on one of our arguments.
"I have been knocking for five minutes," Cin said, entering the room dramatically. I raised my hands as a sign of impotence.
"Varis is saying she won't go to the banquet tonight," Nislani whined.
"I said I can't..." I responded.
"From my point of view that is no different."
"Well your point of view is not the be all end all of everything!"
"Stop!" Cin shouted, "I am not here to counsel you on your marriage. I have come to take Sultanah Varis away," She moved closer towards me and I felt a rush of relief. My savior.
"But we only have five hours before the banquet and..."
"And I will have her back in plenty of time to go to the banquet, which she will definitely attend," Cin responded. Nislani opened her mouth to complain, realized she won, and smiled.
"Good," she said simply, then she turned back to her closet to pick out the clothing she would wear to the banquet. She no longer had a reason to consider me.
"Cin, I am not going to that damned banquet...I have other things to do," I said.
"Like what?"
"There is an Executive Assembly meeting tonight and I want to be present," I explained. I spoke as if it were self-evident that I would need to be there.
"You've never gone to those before," Cin pointed out, correctly. I raised my hand to explain further, but Cin stopped me, "I need to take you somewhere. We can discuss it on the way," she said. Without further word, she turned and walked out of the room. I looked at Nislani, throwing dresses on the floor from her closet, sighed, and followed Cin out. I closed the door behind me.
"I am not going to that damned banquet tonight. It is a waste of time," I said immediately. Cin stopped walking and turned and looked at me.
"You are going," Cin said, "It is a good idea."
"I wrote to King Tüccar and suggested a military alliance. He sent his youngest, stupidest son to negotiate a limited trade deal," I responded.
"If he is stupid, you should be able to really put one over on him," Cin suggested wryly. I sighed and dropped my hands to my side.
"I don't need trade deals right now," I replied.
"You do need trade deals. You need all the help you can get," she responded.
"I need more than that now. We are completely isolated militarily."
"This can be the first step towards a military alliance in the future, rulers need to learn that they can trust you," she said and I knew she was right. Nonetheless, it did me no good.
"There is no time for that if everything else were going right then this would be great. But the campaign season will be starting soon and..." I started.
"How is your marriage?" Cin interrupted. For a moment I didn't even really register what she was asking. It was totally irrelevant and I shook my head.
"I didn't meant that, I mean if my political situation were going right..."
"I know what you meant, I asked about your marriage," Cin explained. She crossed her arms in front of her chest and leaned in towards me. She raised her eyebrows.
"You saw it," I said, pointing to the room.
"I saw an argument, is that the sum total of your marriage right now?" she asked. As soon as the words were out of her mouth I snorted and threw my hands up.
"Essentially," I said and looked at my priestess evenly. Cin continued to stare at me, her eyebrows still up, waiting for more of an explanation. I sighed and then spoke, "It is different than it used to be. I don't know...I don't hate her anymore if that is what you are wondering. What we've been through these last few months...We have real things to hate now. But I don't know...We are not particularly well-suited anyway. We disagree on everything and can't seem to figure out how we are supposed to fit together,"
"Some would say that means you complement one another. You should stop fighting against your differences and accept them as strengths," Cin explained. Easy for a priestess who would never marry to suggest. I let that comment roll away without touching it.
"More importantly," I said, leaning in slightly, "it is still incredibly awkward that she is my sister..." This was, of course, an understatement. After the nerves and the sense of duty surrounding the marriage had melted away, my sister and I were left only with a confusing mass of emotions. Neither one of us really wanted to approach it, afraid it could explode. I tried not to think about it and spent as little time with Nislani as I could justify.
"Your wife. You should cease to think about her as your sister. She will be your wife for a much longer time," Cin responded.
"If we don't kill each other," I responded.
"How goes the production of an heir? That was the primary purpose of this wedding," Cin asked and I winced. I knew she was going to ask about that eventually, I had been trying my hardest for the past few weeks to avoid the topic altogether.
"Well it is too early to tell..." I stalled.
"Have you been trying?" She asked intently. I paused for a long time, trying to think up a way of lying without lying. Cin's eyes bored holes into my face and she could tell the answer before I finally abandoned my efforts and simply told the truth.
"Well, you saw us consummate the marriage," I said and then my face grew red, "And that night we...well we went again once after everyone left. Some residual energy I suppose. But since then...it doesn't feel natural."
"It never will if you create a barrier around it. Sex is an important part of marriage, Sultanah. Gunes urges us to be fruitful in our marriages not just because it produces children, but because it produces joy," Cin said slowly. I shrugged my shoulders noncommittally. In honesty, the memory of my wedding night was now painfully embarrassing to me and the thought of doing it again...was less than appealing. I had done my duty, need I do it ovr and over again?
"Joy is something I no longer seek. I do not believe it is my fate," I said honestly.
"Gunes fates no one with misery," Cin said certainly.
"You must admit that she has not exactly...endowed me with success in my personal life," I said, looking down between my legs. Cin snorted and shook her head.
"Gunes has gifted you a beautiful young wife to share your sorrows, yet you choose to be alone. Just like Gunes has gifted your empire with many advantages and yet you focus solely on your military isolation. It is as if you desire to be alone, despite yourself," Cin explained.
"I have always been alone. Even Arkadas and my family did not know me," I protested.
"You are not so alone as you think and that is what I came here to show you," Cin said angrily and then she turned and walked away. For a moment I paused, confused by this sudden turn of events. I looked back at my door and thought of Nislani inside, preparing for the banquet. I nearly shuddered and then ran after Cin, wondering where she was taking me.
* * * * *
"Believe it or not, Cin, but I have been to this part of the palace before. In fact a red priestess you may know was the first to demonstrate its utility," I said to my priestess. We were standing a doorway in the bowels of my palace, staring into the vaulted room with the watery roof that housed my harem. Cin had led me down to this location rapidly. She had not answered any of my questions on the way down and I had actually begun to wonder whether she had actually given up on telling me anything. But now, as we stood in the harem, Cin turned to me, smiling.
"I am not showing you the harem," she explained, "Or...that is, I am not just showing you the harem. There is something special here for you today. Do you not recognize anything different?" I turned from the priestess now and looked around the vast room. I saw all of the normal features, the columns, pools, bars, and couches. Everything looked absolutely normal. Except...
"Where are the concubines?" I asked. As I scanned the room, I saw only three women in the far corner. I saw Tutuklu, my head concubine or Pezevenk, completely naked in front of a couch. Two other women, clothed in robes, were sitting on the couch and Tutuklu was speaking to them softly. Usually there were 111 concubines in the room at all times. In fact, that was the mandate. I grew nervous, something was wrong.
"All but three are in their quarters," Cin explained. Well at least they hadn't left.
"Is this proper? Why so few?" I asked.
"It is by my order," Cin explained. Tutuklu had turned around from the couch and she had seen us. She waved and then began to walk in our direction. The two women with her rose awkwardly from the couch and followed.
"Is that within your duties as priestess?" I asked, confused by this turn of events. What was Cin's purpose in this?
"Not generally, but there is a reason today," Cin said enigmatically.
"Welcome, Sultanah Varis I, to your harem," Tutuklu said from a couple of dozen yards away. She was rapidly closing the distance between us. Her two fellow concubines followed behind slowly. I did not recognize either of them, though this was hardly strange. I had only seen a small fraction women in the Harem. As they got closer, I took account of their appearances.
The one on Tutuklu's left was a striking for her willow build. She was quite tall, around 5'9 and very thin. Her legs were very long and thin, her feet small and her knees slightly knobby. Her hips were somewhat narrow, though they gave her body a feminine curve anyway, because her waist was exceptionally thin. Her stomach was very flat and her torso was long and narrow. She had small, taut breasts that were sitting high on her chest despite the fact that her hard nipples showed that nothing was holding them up beneath her robe. She had long, thin arms with lengthy, delicate fingers. Her face was somewhat angular with a small, sharp chin, and a long, pointed nose. However, these features surprisingly did not make her appear severe or unpleasant. In fact, she had very thick lips and large, egg-shaped doe eyes, and small somewhat pointed ears that gave her an ethereal appearance, like an elf or some other mythological creature. Her long, straight, golden hair and skin that was the color of milk. She clearly came from the same region as Arkadas. She exuded an air of nervous elegance or reticent grace that was particularly alluring.
Somehow, the girl standing to Tutuklu's right managed to project that same aura while looking nothing like her companion. For one, she was much shorter, shorter than me even at 5'3 and had a slightly curvier build. Her legs were short, though delicate and she small feet and curvy thighs. Her hips were somewhat widely set and she had a large, high ass. Her waist narrower than her hips and then her torso flared out to her perfectly proportioned breasts, giving her a perfect hourglass shape accenting her hips. Her arms were toned and her hands were small. She had a somewhat long neck for her build. Her face was open an warm with high cheeks, a generous mouth, and a small, upturned nose. The only features she seemed to share with her companion were egg-shaped, gray eyes and small, pointed ears. Her hair was black as midnight and cropped around her shoulders. Her skin was a dusky reddish color that stood out prominently against her dark hair. If the tall girl was an elf, this girl was a pixie. Somehow a match, despite their difference. Both women were looking down slightly, unwilling to meet my gaze.
After looking at the women and appreciating their forms, I was more confused than before. I wondered why they were present. It was not that they were unattractive, quite the contrary. I just did not understand what made them, rather than the thousands of other beautiful women in the harem, necessary at this meeting. As if reading my mind, Cin began to speak.
"Sultanah, you were not wrong when you told me earlier that in some ways your path is difficult," she said loudly, "You are often forced to act independently and this makes you feel that you are alone. Being alone is not, in and of itself, a bad thing. You often do excellent thinking on your own. But solitude is destructive when it begins to feel isolating. However, as I said, no one is fated to misery. Certainly not a Sultanah. What you feel is not isolation. It is selectivity, exclusion, and distinctiveness. You do not make rapid connections and do not feel easy with society because you need very particular things and this makes you demanding. Further, others sense your needs, whether consciously or not, and perceive their inability to measure to your standards. They reject you pre-emptively, as it is certain you would reject them. However, goals achieved and connections made lightly deteriorate rapidly. As street merchants says, 'easy come, easy go.' In order to maintain your distinctive standards you must work hard. And make sacrifices. But, in so doing, you ensure that the bonds you forge are iron clad. The ties you create are not based on necessity or fleeting circumstances, but instead the recognition of a true, spiritual bond.
"When you first came here, it seems like quite a long time ago now, you asked me for something. We both knew that it was rare and that I might not be able to procure what you needed. True to form for your circumstances, the rarity of your dream did not make it expensive. You are the only person with this particular desire, making it available. But, it was nonetheless difficult to procure because it must be sought with great care and superhuman effort. Because of the love I bear for you as my Sultanah, I worked to achieve your aim. I give to you, as a gift, that which you wanted more than anything else: a demonstration that you are not alone. In every way you are not alone, but instead unique. You simply needed the time to find that absolute right thing. I hope that you take some time to savor that feeling."
Even before Cin had finished speaking, I knew what she had brought me. I had nearly forgotten, but on my first trip to the Harem I had whispered a fleeting request in Cin's ear. It had faded in my memory as the months passed and far more momentous events took up my time. But apparently Cin had continued to work on my request and here it was. Suddenly I knew why these two women were present. My breathing quickened and my head felt light. I did not even know what to think.
"Thank you, Cin," I said, my voice coming out as a gasp. Cin's words seemed to fade now. I was not really sure what she was talking about. My gift was all I cared for now.
"Thank me by taking this lesson to heart," she said, then she turned to Tutuklu, "I believe we should leave the Sultanah to her gift," she said. Cin then turned and started to walk from the room, heading back into the passage beyond.
"Of course," Tututklu said to me, smiling. Then she also turned, heading back to the harem's quarters. In a few moments, I was alone in the massive room with the two newest concubines. They were still looking at their feet nervously, perhaps more nervous now because Tutuklu was gone. My whole being was buzzing and I had to control myself. I had never even really considered what would happen if Cin had achieved her aim and filled my request. I was nervous and excited. I wanted to be with these women and I wanted to run away in fear and confusion. I decided to simply speak with them for a moment, perhaps to calm my frazzled nerves.



"Do you know who I am?" I asked first, trying to sound disarming but instead finding that I sounded arrogant. The two women nodded slowly, but chose not to look up at me. I sighed and tried a different tact.
"What are your names?" I asked. They both mumbled so quietly that I could barely make out noises, let alone actual names. "Please, there is no need to be nervous here. We are alone here. I won't pull rank," I smiled, trying to seem easy, "What are your names? You first," I pointed to the taller girl.
"Kıvrak," she said, her lip quivering as she spoke, but I saw her eyes glance up slightly, peering between strands of golden hair. I thought this was likely a good sign. I smiled broadly at her and she looked away.
"And you?" I said, turning to the shorter girl.
"Peri," The girl said, sounding slightly bolder than her companion. She even looked up at me, her eyes looking deferential but not afraid.
"Those are lovely names," I said, trying to sound encouraging, "How long have you been here?"
"Two weeks," Peri said.
"A month," Kıvrak mumbled at the same time. Then they both became quiet, giving the other a chance to be here.
"Have you received any training?" I asked. Both women shook their heads.
"Lady Tutuklu...she said that she did not want us to train with the...other girls yet. She said that we were meant for you...green," Peri explained in a small voice.
"How did you come to be in the Harem?" I asked, wondering if perhaps they had been concubines or even prostitutes in the past, somewhere else.
"I...was born a slave in Köle and had been a house servant until six months ago," Kıvrak said, "I do not know anything about this. I was simply purchased and sent here. I hope I do not displease you." Her words came in a long rush and I raised my hand, trying to sooth.
"Everything will be fine," I promised, "It pleases me that you are here." Kıvrak gave me a wary smile and nodded.
"My parents sold me," Peri said, sounding bitter, "They had difficulty finding a marriage match for me and then your agents offered them a small sum and they sold me. I am glad I am gone. I hated them and they hated me. At least I am apparently wanted here." I nodded slowly. Hers was not an uncommon story for a poor family with a beautiful daughter. Selling a girl to a Harem was much more lucrative than raising her dowry.
"You are most definitely wanted," I said, biting my lip. I had not intended to make any sort innuendo, I was simply reacting in the moment. Nonetheless, the girls interpreted it as such. They laughed nervously at my statement and looked at one another nervously. Despite this, they seemed a little more comfortable now, their bodies seemed less tense and they were looking up. And I was feeling looser well, perhaps their comfort had put me at ease. More likely, the surprise of their arrival had worn off and my thoughts had become more focused. I had never in my life expected to meet these women and I was absolutely curious. I needed to find out what, exactly, Cin had brought for me. I decided not to beat around the bush. Cin had promised me a connection to reward my years of isolation, and I expected it to be apparent.
"Kıvrak," I said, my tone growing slightly sharper, "disrobe for me." Kıvrak's eyes instantly grew wide. I had purposefully chosen the more timid girl. But Peri seemed to feel nervous and uncomfortable as well.
"I..." Kıvrak started, her hands instinctively crossing over her breasts. She shook her head and shrugged her shoulders.
"You have not been trained, but you know what this place is, do you not?" I asked her. Her mouth opened again to speak but no noise came out. After a moment, she closed her mouth and simply nodded.
"I was not lying when I said you were wanted. Both of you. You have always been seeking a place where you belong, a place where you fit so well that you did not need to think about who you are. You wanted a place where you could feel...natural," I offered. Despite their nervousness, the two women were nodding slowly, "Well, this is it. You have found your place in the sun. You can either embrace it now...or you can give it up and go back where you came from. I will grant you your freedom and you can go back to slavery or to your parents or wherever you want. I will put a coin in your pocket on the way out the door. But you won't ever find this again."
I had not intended to give a speech. In fact, just a few minutes before, before Cin told me about their arrival, I would have doubted I could have said those words to anyone. I had certainly not felt like I was in a natural fit when I was in my room, arguing with my wife. But I could feel it now. I couldn't explain why, but I was suddenly feeling more accepted, more natural. An aura was growing around us, the connection that Cin had promised coming together already. I pushed it right back out to them.
Kıvrak looked over at Peri and then turned her innocent eyes to me. She simply looked at me for a long while and it felt like I was being sized up. I think she was trying to determine whether or not I was speaking truthfully. I think she was partially tempted, to take my money and to leave. But, I could see in her eyes that she wanted to believe me. And her desire to be accepted was enough, she accepted her place as a concubine in my harem. A paltry price to pay.
"As you wish, Sultanah," Kıvrak said in an impossibly tiny voice. But then, she began to disrobe. Her robe was only loosely wrapped around her body and she quickly loosened the fabric over her shoulder. In a moment, the top of the robe flopped forward, exposing everything above Kıvrak's waist. Her small breasts defied gravity, perfectly shaped and high on her slight chest. Her nipples were small and pink and had a puffy appearance that I found appealing. Her body was thinner than I had initially thought and her stomach sloped dramatically down to her waist. She was beautiful, though clearly as a slave she had rarely eaten her fill.
Kıvrak looked up at me now, her eyes looking slightly feverish and nervous. She breathed in deeply and then let it out in a shaking rattle causing her breasts to jiggle slightly. She bit her lip and then looked down at her waist. Finally, she glanced at me again. I looked at her coldly, taking no notice of her obvious discomfort. Kıvrak grew awkward under my gaze and her eyes darted down to her feet again. I heard her mumble something to herself and then she reached down to the bottom of her robe and began to loosen it. Finally, the loose knot came undone and the thin fabric slipped down over Kıvrak's youthful hips and down along her long legs. My eyes immediately darted down to the area between Kıvrak's legs, searching to see if Cin had truly answered my request. And there my eyes found what I hardly could have believed was possible, Kıvrak's cock.
The willowy girl nearly placed her hands over her member, but she looked up and saw my eyes, recognizing that I wanted to see it. She satisfied herself by crossing her arms under her breasts, pushing them up and half covering her nipples. Her cock was around the same length as mine, so roughly five inches. However, while mine was somewhat thick, Kıvrak's cock was thin, only around an inch in diameter at its widest spot. Her balls were also quite small, hanging like small, pale grapes from her white body. Like me, Kıvrak had no hair on her body, making her soft cock appear slightly larger than it was.
"You are absolutely beautiful," I said, my tongue feeling thick and my mouth filling with saliva.
"Thank you," Kıvrak mumbled, her voice sounding as if she were uncertain if she should believe me.
I looked over at Peri and saw that she was turned, looking at her companion. Peri's eyes were wide and shock was clearly written across her face. I wondered if she had known about Kıvrak's body or if this was the first she had seen it. I decided to end the suspense about bodies, it was time for everyone to follow suit.
"Peri, it is your turn to disrobe," I said. Peri kept her eyes on Kıvrak's cock for a moment, then she turned and looked at me. For a moment, it looked like she was going to say something, then thought better of it. Instead of speaking, Peri nodded and then began to follow my order. She disrobed herself in the same way that Kıvrak had done, reaching up first and untying the loose material around her shoulder. Soon, her perfectly proportioned teardrop shaped breasts were exposed, showing her somewhat long, purplish nipples on her dusky skin. Unlike Kıvrak, Peri took no time to contemplate her next step. In fairness, her taller companion had already opened the door. Peri reached down and rapidly loosened the robe and let it fall into a pile on the floor.
Peri's cock was large and looked particularly massive on her small frame. It was probably six and a half inches long and quite thick, my hands would probably struggle to wrap around it at the thickest part. It hung down soft between Peri's legs, stretching halfway down the length of her thighs. Her balls were not as large as mine, though much large than Kıvrak's. She also had no hair on her body and I wondered if perhaps we all had the exact same condition.
"You look just as beautiful as Kıvrak," I said. Peri blushed slightly, but seemed more lively and excited that her friend.
"Thank you," she smirked, putting her hands on her hips.
Now it was Kıvrak's turn to feel stunned, staring at the body of her companion with her mouth slightly open. The two beautiful women stood in front of me, their cocks hanging between their legs and their nipples growing harder in the cool air. I could not believe that Cin had actually found, as I requested, members of the harem who were like me. My entire life I had wondered if there were other girls like me, born with cocks. Now there were two of them right in front of me, both beautiful and both totally within my possession. I felt my body reacting to the situation, my own nipples grew tight and I felt my cock stirring between my legs.
"Have either of you ever met someone...like you before?" I asked. They turned and looked at one another and both shook their heads.
"Peri, is that why you never married?" I asked, pointing to her cock.
"Yes ma'am," she said.
"What happens in this room stays here, with just the three of us, is that understood," I said suddenly, sharply. The two women rapidly nodded, "In that case, call me Varis," I said. I paused for a moment, looking at the girls and trying to control my excitement. These women were so beautiful that I would have desire them anyway, but the fact that they were so like me made me feel desirable as well. I wanted to express the sensuality and intimacy I suddenly felt. They felt it too, I could sense it. There was an aura engulfing us and I didn't question it. It felt, as I had predicted, natural and right. And it pushed me forward. I knew that there were things that I needed to do now, things that might not be appropriate given my social station. But they needed to be done, I didn't even question it or wonder where my ideas had come from. Everything that was to come would be absolutely essential, I could sense it. So the agreement to secrecy was important. Having gained agreement, I felt secure. I knew these girls could keep a secret.
"Have your bodies interfered with your ability to obtain romantic partners?" I asked, trying not to be too crude. Peri knitted her brow and Kıvrak shrugged noncommittally.
"I don't know what you mean," Peri said.
"Have you ever fucked?" I asked now deciding that it was an appropriate time to be crude. As the dirty word poured from my mouth it made my lips tingle and my heart beat hastened.
"No," said Kıvrak.
"Not...everything. Just those things I could do without taking my clothing off," Peri explained heavily. I knew exactly what I wanted now. I turned then and started walking away. I began making my way toward a couch I saw sitting next to a small fountain on the side of the room. After walking a few steps, I turned over my shoulder and looked at the two women, still standing nervously.
"Follow me," I said, "Peri, you are going to be tested on your claim and Kıvrak, I am going to put an end to your misery." And then I turned and kept walking. As I crossed dozen or so yards to the couch, I reached around on my robe, pulling out loose knots and untying straps. In a few seconds, the robe just melted off of my body and landed in a clump on the floor. I kept walking, stepping out of the robe with ease. I looked down slightly as I walked, seeing my breasts shake in time with my sultry gait and seeing my cock, half-hard now, bouncing with each step.
Finally, I reached the couch, turned rapidly, and sat down. I cross my legs at the ankle on the floor and threw my arms across the top of the couch. My knees were slightly apart and my cock was easily visible, lying somewhat on the silky fabric of the sofa, sticking up slightly. I opened my eyes and smiled. The two girls were standing close by, only few feet from my body. Peri had a look of excitement on her face, though mixed with nerves (I felt my own emotions matching hers). I wondered briefly about her life, thinking that perhaps she had always waited for a moment like this as well. Kıvrak, on the other hand, looked terrified. Only a lifetime of studied obedience kept her in her place. I did not so much see a disgust with the proceedings or an unwillingness to act, as I saw a fear about what was to come. I would focus on her first.
"Kıvrak," I said, "I want you to climb up onto this couch. Face me and stand with your feet on either side of my hips." Sensing Kıvrak's essential submissiveness, I spoke in an imperious tone, knowing that she would obey. I was not disappointed. She nearly tripped as she started to move forward, caught herself, and then walked quickly to the edge of the couch. Her long legs extended and she stepped up onto the seat, her foot grazing my hips. Then she rose up, her other foot coming to rest against my other hip.
I now looked up at Kıvrak's body towering statuesque above me. I saw her delicate legs rising up at my sides, her thin hips at my face level. I saw the long stretch of her thin abdomen and the soft curve of the underside of her breasts. I saw her puffy nipples sticking out straight above my head. I saw her face, looking down nervously between her breasts, her eyes wide and her lip pinched between her teeth.
But the thing I noticed most, of course, was her cock. It was directly in front of my face, just a few inches away from my lips. It was still very soft and looked slightly shriveled with nerves. Her foreskin closed completely over the tip. Each breath made her balls bounce slightly. I could smell the scent of her body, a mix of salty, nervous sweat, and sweet rose perfume. I felt my mouth watering and I licked my lips.
I had long since given up on ever being with a man. I had found in the past few months that while I had often in my childhood longed for a husband, this had truly been a longing to feel 'normal' than an actual desire to be with a man. After my first time with Arkadas, such a long time ago, I had slowly come to terms with the fact that I was, and always had been, more attracted to women. But, despite this, I had remained in my heart slightly interested a man's touch. Not a man's touch really, I didn't care about that. I wanted to feel a cock. To know what it felt like to be taken as a women. Perhaps my easy familiarity with my own body had kept this curiosity alive even as my interest in men in general faded. But I had never really expected to sate my curiosity in practice. Even if I had found a man to whom I was attracted, it was too dangerous. I could not be seen, as Sultanah, lowering myself before any man. It would be fatal to my power. But here, Cin had collected for me a solution to that problem. Here was everything I wanted in a single package. And I wanted to take it now. But there was still one last thing.
"Peri," I said around Kıvrak's body, "You said you have some experience in matters of the body?"
"Yes Varis," Peri purred, her voice showing the same excitement I felt.
"Prove it," I said, unhooking my ankles and spreading my legs. I felt my cock bounce slightly and I could tell that in looking at Kıvrak, I had grown completely hard, "Suck my cock," I ordered. I took this as a cue for myself as well. I didn't think, I just moved quickly, letting my desires lead the way, after all I was in my harem.
My right hand shot up from my side and I moved it quickly in front of my body. I quickly wrapped my hand around Kıvrak's cock, feeling my fingers sink into the spongy flesh. Her cock felt somewhat cool in my hand and I could tell she was nervous. But, nonetheless, the feeling was incredible. So different than feeling my own body. My fingers pressed into Kıvrak's body and I felt my thumb bump up against her soft balls. Her limp cock draped down on over my thumb, hanging down towards the floor. I instantly started to slide my fingers up the length of Kıvrak's shaft and my finger moved off of her balls. Soon, most of the shaft was encased in my hand and her skin felt silky and cool. Just the tip of her cock stuck out from the palm of my hand and I lifted it up so that I was looking at her body directly head on.
I could heard Kıvrak's gasping for breath and I could feel her whole body shaking around my hand. I looked up briefly and I saw her wide eyes staring down at me. She had lifted her left hand up to her mouth and was chewing nervously on her thumb. But I could feel the blood coursing in her cock and it had grown slightly harder against my palm. She was nervous, but her body was reacting to my touch. I took that as a signal to keep going. In fact, I decided to jump in fully.
It would not have been possible to hold me back if I tried. My mouth was dripping and my eyes were open, I knew they looked wild. Every inch of my body was tingling with excitement and I felt my cock throbbing in my lap. I opened my mouth slightly, stretched my neck out, and pushed my lips forward. In half a moment, I felt cool, smooth skin press against my lips. Instinctively, I opened my lips wider, pushing my head forward with more force. I felt the tip of Kıvrak's cock suddenly slip into my mouth.
My tongue rose up instantly to caress the bottom of Kıvrak's shaft. I moaned loudly, the vibrations shaking my mouth and causing Kıvrak to gasp. I cannot adequately describe what this felt like. Kıvrak's skin was so incredibly smooth and felt like it was gently caressing my tongue. I could feel a slight hardness to her and I knew that her excitement was growing. Her skin tasted salty and also somewhat bitter, but in a pleasant way like coffee. Her scent was growing more intense now, the salty, rosy scent from before now mixing with the scent of her cunny, which was now very close to my face, just behind her balls. Kıvrak's free hand came down and gently rested on the top of my head. For a moment I thought she was going to push me farther in towards her stomach, but I quickly realized that she as simply trying to keep her feet.
Whether she was trying to push me or not, I decided I would head in that direction. Kıvrak's cock was still quite soft, so I made a slight vacuum in my mouth, sucking on her gently. I felt the tip of her cock expand in my mouth. But I moved my hand away from her cock, placing it instead on her warm thigh. Kıvrak groaned slightly and her knees wobbled. But I kept sucking on her cock and moving my head forward, taking more and more of her soft shaft into my mouth. I felt her thin cock slipping over my tongue and I undulated it gently, massaging her cock gently as it moved deeper and deeper into her mouth.
However, when Kıvrak's cock was halfway into my mouth, I suddenly froze. It was not because of anything Kıvrak had done or any reticence on my part. Instead, I was momentarily shocked to find that Peri had started to complete her assigned task. I had not noticed her kneel down between my spread legs and, obviously, I could not see her. But while my tongue swirled over the tip of Kıvrak's cock, I suddenly felt cool fingers wrap around the base of my hard cock, giving me a firm but pleasant squeeze.



Peri's fingers sunk into my scrotum, feeling warm and firm against my aching balls. My cock, which was harder than I could ever remember feeling it, stuck up high and straight towards the concubine's mouth. She showed no shyness or confusion about her task. I was still coming to terms with the fact that Peri's soft, small hands were feeling my throbbing cock when I felt a soft warmth against my tip. Peri had kissed my cock. Soon, I began to feel kisses down the length of my cock, sometimes tickling the bottom of my shaft, other times the tip or the top. Occasionally, her gentle lips would find their way to my scrotum. Her tongue protruded slightly as she kissed, pressing her hot wet tongue against my flesh and leaving me slightly wet with her saliva. All the while she kept her grip on my cock, rolling her fingers and palm slightly to enhance the sensation.
After a few moments of moaning while I took in the sensation of Peri's touch, I realized that I had stopped moving. I realized something else as well. Despite her anxiety, Kıvrak's body had surrendered to my touch. No longer limp in my mouth, Kıvrak's cock now felt firm (if not completely hard) against my tongue. It had grown slightly as well, pushing out on my tight lips and working its way further into my mouth. As Peri continued to pepper my cock with kisses, I decided to reward Kıvrak further for her show of appreciation.
I parted my lips slightly and let the vacuum ebb, it was no longer necessary. But I kept my tongue pressed against the bottom of Kıvrak's cock. I started to push my head forward slowly, feeling Kıvrak's skin slipping deeper and deeper into my mouth. Soon, I felt the bulbous tip of her cock, now very hard, slip passed my back teeth and push into my throat. I felt myself gag, my throat closing quickly and my eyes filling with tears. My mouth fill with thick, sticky spit. I took a breath with my nose and kept myself calm. Then, as the gag relaxed, I push again, feeling Kivrak's cock pushing against the back of my throat. I felt my thick saliva dripping all over the length of Kıvrak's shaft and I worked my tongue around on the bottom, coating her with more. I gagged again, but now I knew what to expect, I kept pushing her cock into my throat further, letting my gagging throat wrap around her tip.
Perhaps Peri felt my body convulsing slightly as I gagged and she wanted to reward me. Or maybe she just felt it was time, having already coated my cock in soft kisses. Whatever her reasons, Peri decided to follow my lead. And, I must admit, she was more skilled at it. Her lips were planted against my balls and she quickly kissed her way up the shaft until her lips were pressed against my tip. Then I felt her lips moved and I realized that her mouth had opened.
I felt her mouth start to slip down the length of my cock. Only, it wasn't slipping against my cock, Peri had opened her mouth wide enough and was moving carefully enough that her tongue and her lips never made contact with my cock. I only knew what she was doing because I could feel the humidity of her mouth as it glided over my aching shaft. Liquid dripped from the tip of my cock and landed in Peri's mouth. I heard her moan but she didn't stop. Eventually, I felt her chin press into my balls and this seemed to give Peri the signal she was waiting for. In an instant, her lips closed and her mouth collapsed around my shaft. I felt her tongue pressing against the throbbing bottom of my cock and I felt her gag as well, her throat closing around my shaft tightly. Then she pulled my cock back slightly, letting it rest against her tongue. Her tongue moved rapidly, coating me in another layer of saliva and tasting my salty skin.
While she was moving, I kept my mouth largely still. Kıvrak's cock was still pressing against the back of my throat and I was now controlling my gag reflex. I kept my tongue moving around on Kıvrak's shaft, letting it bounce on my tongue and bathing it in my saliva. But I was focused on Peri's movement, moaning around Kıvrak's cock as I took in the sensation.
But as I felt Peri's chin hit my scrotum, I knew I needed to do more for Kıvrak. Now that my gagging was under control, I wanted to go further. Only a half inch or so of Kıvrak's hard cock remained outside of my mouth and I breathed in through my nose and pushed forward. Her cock was so slippery with my saliva now that there was really no trouble at all. I was surprised to find her cock silkily and easily driving across my tongue and deep into my throat. Before I knew it my nose was pressed into Kıvrak's flat belly and my chin was resting against her warm balls.
Now everything had locked into place. Peri was on her knees in front of me, her neck craned so that she could fit my entire cock into her throat. Her tongue moved lazily over my shaft, her head bobbing slightly. Her tits were pressed into the fabric of the couch, though I could feel the sides of them now against my thighs as I closed my legs slightly. Kıvrak was standing on the couch, her feet on either side of my hips. She had one hand gripping desperately to the top of my head, trying to keep balance. The other, I saw, was pulling fiercely on one of her puffy nipples. Her mouth was open and she was moaning loudly. Her hips shook slightly as she thrust into my face. And that was where I was primarily focused. I kept Kıvrak's cock buried deep in my mouth, only occasionally letting it slip out slightly so I could gobble it back up. Her cock had grown very hard and I could feel the vein on the bottom throbbing against my tongue. I could smell the scent of her cunny and my saliva. I had raised both hands up now, reaching them around Kıvrak's body and letting them sink into the soft flesh of my lover's ass, pushing her in more deeply into my face.
I don't know how long we stayed in that position. It felt both like an instant and an eternity. But I remember how it ended. Peri's hands were gently rubbing up and down my thighs while her mouth continued to work around my cock. I felt the tension rising in my body and I stopped breathing out of my nose. My hands sunk more deeply into Kıvrak's ass. I was moaning and shaking my head side to side, letting Kıvrak's cock bounce around my mouth and in my throat.
I felt myself growing so close that I hardly noticed Kıvrak's body tensing against my own and I certainly didn't notice that her hips were thrusting more and more rapidly towards my face. I felt Peri's tongue slip out of her mouth on the underside of my cock, pushing into my scrotum and I knew I was just seconds away. But Kıvrak was closer. Suddenly, I heard a loud grunt above me and my eyes fluttered open. I looked up at Kıvrak and saw that she was still leaning down over me but her eyes were slammed shut. Her mouth was wide open and she was groaning loudly. In fact, a thin drip of saliva dripped from her senseless mouth and landed on the top of my breasts. Her hips thrust twice more and then I felt the vein on the bottom of her cock expand in my mouth.
Then I felt hot, sticky liquid bursting into my mouth. The first thick jet shot right down my throat, filling my stomach with a warm, unfamiliar feeling. I was a bit shocked and I pulled my head back slightly. But Kıvrak's was not finished and soon more of the thick seed was pouring into my mouth. In coated my touch and covered my teeth. It tasted salty and musky and filled my nose with a strange, dirty floral flavor filled my nose. It was different than my own seed, somewhat alien, but delicious.
Kıvrak's cock kept expanding in my mouth, shooting more and more of her seed against the insides of my cheeks and off the roof of my mouth. My cheeks began to sag with the weight of her seed and I began to swallow it down so that it would not leak out. It dripped in a large, sticky ball down the back of my throat, landing in my stomach with a warm splash. Kıvrak moaned again, thrusting her hips and depositing the last few drops of her delicious seed in my mouth.
But I did not really have time to savor the sensation. Even as Kıvrak was generously filling my mouth with her seed, Peri was still sucking on my cock. In fact, she had grown more intense and my body had been pushed more and more closely to the edge. In fact, it felt like I was able to push farther, the tension growing more extreme, as I focused on sucking down Kıvrak's juices. But as the last few drops of Kıvrak's seed landed hot against my tongue, Peri pushed me deep into her throat and gagged. Finally, aware of what was happening, I rapidly tumbled over the edge. Soon, thick warm ropes of seed were pouring from my body and splashing into Peri's eager mouth.
And I felt that feeling of warmth and acceptance that one can only feel when another has given them supreme, physical pleasure. Especially when done selflessly, when another gives you pleasure but receives none in return. It emanated out from between my legs, but eventually swept up over my entire body, filling me with a sense of satisfaction and belonging. Everything else just faded away and I existed in that moment entirely. It was absolutely beautiful.
Eventually, the pleasure began to fade and I became aware of where I was and what I was doing. Peri was still on her knees in front of me and the sensitive tip of my cock was still in her mouth as she sucked the last of my seed down. Kıvrak was leaning forward heavily, her hands now on the back of the couch and her breasts resting against the top of my head. Her cock was still in my mouth, though it was rapidly growing soft. My face was smeared slightly with her seed, feeling sticky where it had dripped from my mouth. I opened my lips and let her cock fall out of me. Kıvrak sighed and then rolled over onto the couch, panting heavily.
I looked down at Peri who was now looking up at me, able to see me. She still had her hand around the base of my cock and it was still hard. She gave me a naughty look, winked, and then licked the tip of my cock. I giggled and then beckoned for her to release me. She did so reluctantly, standing up in front of me. Her cock looked painfully hard now, the circumcised tip looking red and desperate. Her nipples were also extremely hard and her breasts looked like they ached. I needed to help her. I licked my lips, tasting Kıvrak's seed, and knew just how I wanted to do it. But I wanted everyone involved.
"Kıvrak," I ordered suddenly, "Get down on your hands and knees on the floor." Kıvrak rolled over onto her back on the couch, her legs flopping over my thighs and her cock lying limp against her stomach. She was panting and her breasts were rising and falling rapidly on her chest. She gave me a look as if she could not believe I wanted her to act now. I didn't feel like waiting, I was by no means sated yet. I snapped my fingers and pointed to the floor. Now Kıvrak moved. In a moment, she was on her hands and knees on the ground.
Kıvrak was facing away from the couch and her ass was up in the air. Her long, narrow back extended down towards her blonde head. She was turned back, looking at me nervously. I looked briefly down towards her legs. I saw that her white asscheeks, small and tight, had pulled apart and revealed a small, crinkled pink asshole. Below that, I saw a tight pink slit of a cunny, glistening with juices and pulling apart slightly, inviting someone in. Her lips were somewhat large and looked inflamed with excitement. Belong that, I saw small balls hanging in a slightly reddened scrotum. And below that, I saw a soft, narrow shaft of a cock hanging down towards the floor. I had never been able to see myself in that angle, though I knew that is roughly what I would look like. I was surprised at how alluring I found Kıvrak's body. My cock, which had never really gotten soft after finishing in Peri's mouth, now grew as hard as ever before and my nipples began to tingle.
I slipped quickly from the bed and dropped to my knees directly behind Kıvrak. My hands instantly found their way to Kıvrak's hips. My cock, sticking up hard between Kıvrak's legs actually bumped into Kıvrak's cock, making it shake slightly. Kıvrak's moaned and her knees grew weak. I giggled at this and actually pulled back for a second and then leaned forward. I could smell Kıvrak's salty cunny and feel the head coming off of it. I pressed my lips against her balls and then kissed down the length of her cock, planting a final, long kiss on the tip (in fact I stuck out my tongue and bounced it against it. Then I returned to my position behind her body.
Her body was so much taller than mine, her legs so long, that as I situated myself behind her, I found that I could not reach her body. I reached underneath of her with my hand and pushed her knees apart. Kıvrak seemed to sense what I wanted and she splayed her knees out far on the marble floor. She groaned a little in pain as she spread her legs very wide. So wide, in fact, that the tip of her soft cock pressed against the cold floor. Now my hands returned to her hips and I found that her body was somewhat low, but in a perfect position.
I reached my hand up and licked my forefinger and middle finger briefly. Then I moved it down towards Kıvrak's cunny. Any concern I had was completely unfounded. After a moment, my fingers found Kıvrak's lips. My damp fingers barely added to her wetness. Her body was absolutely dripping with excitement. I could actually see her juices spilling out from her wet cunny and dribbling down the length of her cock. She was ready. And, as I looked at my hard, throbbing cock, I knew I was ready as well.
I moved my now wet fingers to my cock, wrapping my hand around my shaft and pushing it down slightly. My cock felt sticky form Peri's mouth and was slightly damp. It felt like a rock wrapped in velvet in my hand as I moved my hips and got myself in place. After a moment, I felt the hard tip of my cock press against Kıvrak's wet cunny lips. Kıvrak gasped and her hips thrust back slightly. No longer shy, the girl wanted this. So did I and I wasted no time in obliging.
My hips thrust forward slightly and I gasped as I felt the tip of my cock slip into Kıvrak's eager cunny. She was so incredible wet that I simply slipped inside. But she was very tight inside and I felt her muscles squeeze tightly around my cock. I bent my head down, looking at where my cock entered the woman's body. I felt a dirty chill just looking at it. But I had a more important task. I spit a large blob of saliva from my lips and it splashed down onto the top of my cock. My hand, still down between my legs, spread the slippery saliva all over my cock, covering it in a thick shiny layer and adding to Peri's drying spit.
Then, when I was wet, I started to push again. Kıvrak moaned and her body trembled, but her hips kept pushing back. I felt my cock slipping more easily into Kıvrak's body, her cunny squeezing me tightly the whole way. Finally, I felt my balls press into Kıvrak's balls and I felt her cock bounce limp against my body. Kıvrak moaned loudly and I let out a groan. I was completely inside of her now, my cock wrapped in the warm wetness of her body.
As soon as my cock was completely inside Kıvrak's cunny, my hands returned to her hips. I was just about to start thrusting in and out of Kıvrak's cunny when something caught the corner of my eye. Peri was standing to my left, watching me push my cock into Kıvrak's body. Her hand was wrapped around her own cock, her cheeks were flushed, her eyes were wide. She was breathing heavily and her breasts shook on her body. I had nearly forgotten. Peri was the only person who had not received any satisfaction yet.
"Do you want to join us?" I asked, looking directly in the shorter woman's eyes. As I spoke, shook my hips left to right and then back, moving my cock around inside of Kıvrak's cunny. I purred as her body tightened around me and she moaned. Peri nodded her head enthusiastically.
"More than I've ever wanted anything, Varis," She said, her hand moving faster on her hard cock. The tip looked like it was about to explode and my mouth watered. Kıvrak's seed had tasted delightful and I wondered how Peri would differ. I lifted my left up and hooked my finger at Peri.
"Come here, stand right by my side," I said. Peri practically jumped, bounding the distance between us and sending her cock and her breasts bouncing. After a moment, she stopped by my side as I had ordered. I started to slowly move my hips, pushing in and out of Kıvrak's body. I was rewarded with loud gasps followed by moans. I kept my right hand on Kıvrak's hip, holding her in place while her cunny wrapped ever more tightly and wetly around me. I listened to the sound of her cock bouncing back into my balls and then slapping forward against her stomach. Her scent was overwhelming and it pushed me to act with Peri.
Peri was standing nervously with her hand still wrapped around the base of her cock. She was very close to me. In fact, I could feel her cock near the side of my face and we both knew what we wanted. I turned my head to the side and looked up at Peri's body. I followed the slope of her hips up to her perfectly shaped breasts, her purplish nipples looking as hard as diamonds. Her pretty face was looking down at her own cock, watching her hand stroke towards the side of my face. My eyes dropped down to her cock. The tip was an inflamed red color and its circumcised dome was so hard it looked like polished marble. The reddish brown shaft looked almost as smooth between her fingers. I didn't want to wait any longer, I opened my mouth and leaned forward.
There was a small drip of seed on the end of Peri's cock and this was the first, salty sweet thing I felt against my tongue. I savored the flavor and marveled at the strange feeling of the tip of Peri's cock, so smooth and hot with the foreskin removed. But I did not get a chance to explore for long, Peri was absolutely desperate. She roughly pushed her hips forward, flattening down my tongue with the force of her movements. I opened my lips wider to accommodate her and felt the hard bottom of her shaft slip over my tongue. In half a moment, Peri's cock was in the back of my throat and I was gagging around it. My lips were stretched around the girth of her body and I felt like I was swallowing her whole shaft. She pulled back slightly, her cock coated in my saliva, and gave me a chance to breathe. But, before long, her cock was once again pounding into the back of my throat, causing me to gag.
I kept my hands on Kıvrak's hips and simply let Peri do what she wanted, I never tried to stop her rough thrusts. After a few moments, I felt one of Peri's hands reach around to the back of my head, giving her more control of my mouth. Her other hand dropped down and mercifully found my breasts. Her fingers skittered over my nipples, pinching them and sinking in the flesh of my breasts. I tried to gasp around Peri's cock but found that it only slipped deeper into my throat, making a vibrating gurgling sound.
Now the three of us were working on the same steady beat. Kıvrak, on her hands and knees, thrust back at a very steady rate, pushing into my body. I felt her cock and her breasts shaking with each movement and I could hear her wanton moans filling the cavernous room. I was kneeling behind her, thrusting my cock in and out of her body, savoring the sensation of her cunny wrapping tightly around me. My head was turned to the side and I was pushing my face into Peri's body. I felt her balls against my chin and my nose was pressed hard into her soft stomach. I could smell her scent, different from Kıvrak's, a fruitier, heartier smell that mixed pleasantly with the smell of Kıvrak's cunny.
Peri's cock was pressed deeply into my throat and I could taste the salty, rich flavor of her skin as my tongue undulated against the bottom of her shaft. Occasionally I gagged on Peri's thick cock and tears were running down my cheeks, my mouth was full of thick saliva. Peri's hand on the back of my head pushed more forcefully all the time, trying to drive her cock deeper into my throat. Her hand on my breast grew more insistence, pinching and grasping with abandon.



Given Peri's state of arousal, it was no surprise that she was the first to finish. The only surprise was the force she showed in finishing. At first, I simply felt her balls seize up against my chin. Then I felt her hand shove hard on the back of my head. Her whole body was shaking wildly and a croaking noise came from her throat. I felt her rise up on her tiptoes and her cock pushed up against the roof of my mouth. Peri let out a loud groan and then I felt the vein on the lower side of her cock expand in my mouth.
Suddenly, my mouth was filled with a sweet, musky liquid. Unlike Kıvrak (or me, for that matter), Peri's seed did not shoot out in giant globs. Instead, it seemed to pour out of her body in a steady, overwhelming stream of thick liquid. It rapidly coated my tongue and covered my teeth. I felt it pouring down my throat and my cheeks began to sag. I tried to swallow, but the position of Peri's cock made that impossible. Instead, Peri's cock continue to pour into me until it overflowed, pouring out from my lips and dripping onto my chin, neck, and breasts. Peri's hand stayed on the back of my head the whole time, but eventually, the flow of seed slowed to a stop and Peri's body relaxed with a sigh. She took a wobbly step back, her still-hard cock popping from my lips.
She looked at me and then gave me a lewd smile, "Varis, you look so pretty like that," she said, moving her hand in a way that indicated the seed toward the seed on my face and body. I looked down at the pearly liquid pooling on my body and shivered. I stopped thrusting into Kıvrak's body and moved my hands up to the mixture of seed and saliva on my breast. I groaned as I started to rub the liquid into my skin, kneading it into my breast until a sticky film covered my nipples and my breasts. The fruity, salty smell of Peri's seed filled my nose as it coated my skin and I breathed it in deeply. Peri kept her eyes on me as I moved. In fact, her hand returned to her cock, still hard, and started to stroke again as she watched. A girl after my own heart.
Kıvrak had no idea what I was doing, she just knew that I was no longer thrusting into her. She pushed her hips back once and groaned. I felt her hot, dripping cunny around me and I pushed back into her once as well. Her cock bounced back against me and I could feel that she was hard again, her cock pushing up and running along her stomach. I nearly continued what I had been doing before. But as I moved I felt a slickness between my thighs. For a moment, I was unsure of what caused it. Then I realized, my cunny was dripping down my leg.
Ever since my first experience with Arkadas, I had consistently ignored my cunny. My cock was, literally and symbolically, the source of all my worldly power. It was my right to act as Sultanah and the future of the Hanedan Dynasty. The women I had been with had recognized that power and had sought to please it. I, feeling a bit uncertain and insecure in my position, had also focused on it, ignoring that there was another half to my identity. I barely thought of my cunny or thought of it only in passing.
But here I was, with these two women who knew exactly how I felt and my cunny was making itself apparent. In fact, I could smell my own tart scent mixing with that of Kıvrak's dripping cunny and Peri's sticky seed in the room. Suddenly, I felt an overpowering desire to take the opportunity and embrace my cunny and to be taken as a woman can be taken. In fact, a sudden vision flashed into my head, something even more spectacular. I slipped my cock out of Kıvrak's body and heard her groan in disappointment. I would make it up to her.
"Both of you on the floor, I know what I want," I ordered. The two women looked confused but I began to grab at their limbs and to direct them into the correct position. After a few moments, they seemed to understand what I wanted and they rapidly began to get themselves into position. After only a half a minute of manipulation, the two women were ready and waiting for me.
They were both lying on their backs on the cold floor of the chamber. Their heads were facing opposite directions, their toes pointed toward once another's feet. But they weren't simply lying next to one another, they were overlapped. Kıvrak's left thigh was thrown up over Peri's right thigh and vice versa. Their bodies were pushed all the way together so that their balls and wet cunnies were pressed together. The shafts of their cocks shot up from their bodies, pointing towards the ceiling of the chamber. Peri's cock was longer and thicker, outstripping her partner's body, making my choice easy.
As soon as the girls were in position, I stepped over their bodies, placing my feet on their side of their interlaced thighs. I was facing Peri, my back to Kıvrak. The two were excited and I could see them writhing on the floor, pressing their cocks and the cunnies together. I didn't want to force them to wait any longer. I quickly started to kneel down on the floor, placing my knees where my feet had once been.
As soon as I was in position, I felt their cocks touching my body. Peri's cock slipped up against my own and I could feel her heat and hardness against me. Kıvrak's cock slipped up between the cheeks of my ass, grinding wetly against my anus and then pushing hard and wet against my skin. I shivered and moaned as I felt this, but I wanted more. I looked at Peri first.
"I want you in my cunny," I breathed at her, actually lifting her hand and placing it on her own cock, willing her to take the next step. I didn't even look to see what she was doing, instead, I looked over my shoulder at Kıvrak. In the same motion, I put my right hand to my mouth and spit a large glob of saliva into it. I brought it down to my neck, finding a patch of undisturbed seed there, I scooped up that liquid as well. As I looked into Kıvrak's eyes I slathered the saliva and seed against the crinkled folds of my anus, "I want you in my asshole," I said. Then I turned back to Peri. I put my hands on my breasts, squeezing my nipples and letting the girls know that they were to fulfill my commands, that I was done orchestrating their actions.
They jumped to their task quickly. They didn't even need to speak, they seemed to sense instinctively what needed to be done. I felt their hands and arms lifting me up slightly and I felt them moving their cocks into the correct position. In just a few moments, I felt Peri's cock pressing against the dripping opening of my cunny. I looked up and Peri nervously, this was the first time I had ever felt this sensation. She looked wild with excitement but smiled at me reassuringly. Slowly, she began to lower me down onto her cock.
The sensation was unlike anything I had ever felt before. I felt the lips of my cunny spread apart and then I felt the bulbous tip of Peri's cock push into my tight opening. I gasped as my body gave way, allowing Peri to enter me further. I was so incredibly wet that Peri's cock easily made its way inside of me. But I was tight, I could feel my body wrapping around hers. There was some pain, I admit, but the pleasure was undeniable. So different than being on the other side of this equation. After a few moments, I felt my body settle down onto Peri's, her cock buried entirely within my body. I felt her hardness filling me totally, a tingly wholeness I cannot adequately describe.
But I didn't have time to dwell on it, or even to catch my breath. Even as I was panting and moaning at this delightful, alien sensation, Peri was wrapping her arms around me and pulling me down. I let out a surprised yelp and pitched forward slightly. I felt my breasts land on Peri's breasts, our hard nipples rubbing together. I felt my hard cock press into Peri's belly, and then my own, as I collapsed down on top of her. Our faces were just a few inches apart and I felt Peri's cock shifting deliciously inside of my body.
Before I had a chance to figure out what was going on, Kıvrak's eliminated all doubt. I was still growing accustomed to the feeling of Peri's cock in my cunny, when I felt the forcefully kiss of Kıvrak's cock pressing against my anus. Peri had tipped me forward slightly so that Kıvrak could reach my asshole. My body went tense as she touched me and I sucked in air quickly. Peri's hand rose up on my sides, rubbing my ribs and the sides of my breasts. She shushed me, encouraged me to breathe, and told me to relax my body. Her voice was soothing and I took her advice.
With my body no longer overly tense, Kıvrak was able to begin. I felt one of Kıvrak's hands on my lower back while the other one was clearly wrapped around her thin cock. I kept my eyes forward on Peri, who was smiling devilishly. She moved her hips slightly, moving her cock inside of my cunny and making me swoon. But it kept me focused on pleasure and I barely winced when I felt the tip of Kıvrak's cock gently stretching open my anus. I nonetheless gasped as I felt the bulbous tip slip into me entirely. Peri reached her hands up to my head, playing in my hair and keeping me relaxed. I felt my anus stretching and there was some real pain now, though it mixed with the pleasure of Peri's cock in my cunny.
Kıvrak's took her hand from her cock (she was set inside of me now, it was not going anywhere) and she spit in her palm. I heard her slathering her saliva on her cock and then felt her wet fingers slipping around my anus. Now more completely lubricated, Kıvrak began to slowly pull my hips back. Rather than thrust inside of me, Kıvrak and Peri slowly rocked me back into my earlier kneeling position. As they did so, I could feel Kıvrak's slippery cock begin to inch its way into my asshole. The women moved slowly but deliberately, and I felt every inch of Kıvrak's cock as it stretched me out and pushed deeper and deeper into me.
The deeper she went, the easier it became. Soon the pain was subsiding and a new, pleasurable feeling started to replace it. My body began to tingle and I became aware of the sensations swirling around me. I felt Peri's cock rocking inside of me while Kıvrak pushed deeper. There was only a small amount of tissue separating their cocks and I could feel them both inside of me, rubbing against one another deliciously. Before I knew it, I was sitting up straight above my lovers' hips, both of their cocks shoved to the hilt inside of me. My own cock was sticking out straight away from my body, hard and excited.
"Oh Gunes, I feel so full," I moaned. I raised my hands above my head, sticking my fingers into my hair and pulling on it gently, seeking relief from the relentless sensation. Peri's hands rose up as I spoke, her palms instantly finding my nipples and her fingers sinking into my flesh. Kıvrak's hand were also busy, rising up to my full ass and grasping at my flesh. I ever felt her pull my cheeks apart so she could watch her thin, white cock disappear into my tight, stretched asshole.
We were all locked together perfectly and we began to writhe together. Our actions were not pre-meditated, but we all moved in the same way, our efforts complementing one another. I rock slightly on my hips, my head thrown back wildly and my eyes closed. I could hear myself moaning, but it was like a sound coming from a million miles away. All of my energy was focused down between my legs and it seemed like an entire universe of pleasure and formed there, engulfing everything else and washing away any other concern.
Peri kept her hands on my breasts, squeezing them and exploring them. At the same time, she bounced her ass up and down on the floor wildly, sending her cock pounding in and out of my virgin cunny. Each thrust of her cock seemed to push it deeper, finding new nerves and new pleasures. My cock and balls bounced wickedly on top of Peri's body and little droplets of early seed dribbled across her chest. I could feel her eyes on the curves of my body and I could hear her panting and tensing beneath me.
Kıvrak's motions were more controlled, but it took less movement to cause a huge reaction there. Rather than jumping up and down on the floor, Kıvrak largely kept her body motionless, letting Peri's movements gently rock her cock in and out of my anus. The more she moved, the looser and more comfortable I became. Any sense of discomfort or pinching had long-since evaporated and instead her careful motions seemed to be rocking me towards oblivion. The only force in Kıvrak's motions was in her hands, where she gripped ever more forcefully on the flesh of my ass and spread my cheeks farther apart so that she could watch herself fuck me.
Each of their actions individually were amazing, but it was the way they came together that made the experience so unbelievable. I could feel their cocks rubbing together inside of me. It seemed that each motion found just a little extra space inside of me to the point that I was overfilled, like their cocks would pop out of my mouth. But there was no discomfort from this, instead, the more and more filled I became, the better I felt. I could sense warmth growing between my legs, my toes stretched, my knees locked, my nipples tingled, and my throat issued moans unbidden from my conscious mind.
It was all too much. I finished first. The sensations swirling around me were so intense that I didn't even sense it coming on. I was riding the pleasure and the bodies beneath me and simply enjoying the feeling of everything coming together in this way. But suddenly, I felt a concentrated point of pleasure erupt from between my legs. It had an impossible intensity that instantly outstripped the narrow point that had birthed it and it erupted out all over my body, spreading from my cock down my legs and up over my breasts before overwhelming my brain. I heard myself screeching loudly and I could tell that all my muscles were tied in knots. But all I felt was the pleasure of my orgasm as it tore through my body.
As the sensation started to fade (somewhat) I once again became aware of the world around me. My eyes shot opened and I looked ahead of me. I saw a large spurt of seed, almost eye level, in the air. I watched it fall and then splatter on to Peri's face, coating her nose and splashing across her smiling teeth. It looked as though several globs had already fallen on her and Peri's face looked iced with my seed. There were also strips of seed across her stomach, breasts, and neck. There was even seed pooling in her hair.
Even while the last few globs of my seed poured from my body and landed on Peri, it seemed that I had pushed her over the edge. She was smiling, but her teeth were clenched and her eyes were closed. I was trying to catch my breath and feeling light-headed as I felt all of Peri's muscles tighten underneath me. Suddenly, deep in my cunny, I felt a burst of warmth that I had never felt before. I heard Peri groan and felt her fingers sink ever more deeply into my sensitive nipples. Peri thrust her hips a few more times and I knew that her sticky, pearly seed was filling my cunny.
Peri's rapid movements (as well as my instinctive clenching during my own orgasm) triggered Kıvrak as well. Peri's cock rubbed her through my body while my tight anus held her in place. I heard her groan loudly and felt her fingers sink into my ass. For the first time, she thrust her hips up, driving her cock deeper into my ass that it had ever been before. I grunted at the sudden jolt. I was holding my breath now, feeling like I might collapse as I withstood the onslaught. The same warmth I had felt in my cunny was now repeated, only deep in my asshole. It felt different, both because Kıvrak's seed came out with more force and because there seemed to be less space for it. I felt it stretching out my insides, making me feel hot and bursting.
For several seconds, the girls just thrust their cocks hard up into me, moaning and writhing on the floor and my body pulled the last few drops of their seed from their aching balls. Finally, they each gave one last, small thrust at the same time and then collapsed onto the floor panting. I took a large gasping breath and only then became aware of the pleasure I had felt, allowing the women to place their seed in my body.
But I was still far too lightheaded from sensation and lack of breath. I saw dark spots in front of my eyes, smiled, and then pitched over to the side. I heard the girls groan as their slipper cocks popped out of my body (a pleasant sensation that I had never experienced before) and landed panting on the ground next to them. No longer corked in by cocks, the seed now overflowed my body, pouring into pearly pools on the marble floor. I hardly noticed. I embraced the cold marble floor and took large, heaving breaths. I could hear the other women doing the same around me.
For a long while that was all I could do, trying to get myself together and enjoy the afterglow of a particularly powerful experience. Eventually, I was able to catch my breath and I sat up. The other women were still laying on the floor, getting their bearings. They cocks, now limp, lay against their thighs. I could see their breasts heaving as they breathed, but I saw absent-minded smiles on their faces. They were a million miles away, basking in the pleasure they had never expected to feel.
I noticed as I sat that my cunny and my asshole felt wet. I looked down and saw that I was sitting in a puddle of seed. The floral, musky smell rose up from it, making my tired cock twitch slightly. Without thinking, I reached my hand down towards the seed. It was rapidly cooling on the marble, making it feel slightly thicker but no less sticky. I played with it for a minute, watching the swirls in the pearly liquid as I mixed Peri's seed with Kıvrak's.
Without thinking, I scooped up a small amount of the mixed seed with my finger, pushing it into my palm. I looked up at the girls. They were looking at me now, but seemed too tired to say or do anything else. I saw Peri's face and noticed the seed, my seed, still plastered all over it. Without asking, I reached forward and put my finger against Peri's cheek. I moved my other hand over as well, still cradling the seed. I scooped my finger down along Peri's cheek, slipping some of my seed down into my palm.
I moved back slightly and looked at my palm. I used my finger to swirl the seed some more, mixing my juices with that of the other girls. The pearly color seemed to grow more luminescent, like it was infused with the rays of the sun. The scent became more powerful, a mixture of all the heady aromas we each had produced. Despite my fatigue, I felt my nipples grow hard just at the scent. I knew what I wanted to do. I quickly raised my palm up to my face, tilting it back towards me.
In a moment, I felt the cooling liquid press against my lips. I opened them, allowing the thick, salty seed to pour into my mouth and pool on my tongue. The taste was even more incredible than I would have believed given the scent and I stuck my tongue out, licking it rapidly off my tongue. I wanted to savor it, to taste it and let it roll around in my mouth, but I couldn't wait. I swallowed it down quickly, feeling it deposit deep in my stomach.
I closed my eyes and savored the aftertaste of the seed on my tongue, and breathed the scent of it through my nose. Despite the fact that the seed had been cooling, it felt warm in my stomach. In fact, I felt a certain calmness come over me and I no longer felt tired, no longer felt like I was short on air. I just felt at peace at that moment, I let it soak over me.
I didn't really notice that I had begun to think until I was already forming several complex ideas. I had been so excited when Cin had brought me here and showed me these women (and informed me who they were) that her words seemed to roll right off my back. I hadn't even noticed them. Now I found I had been ruminating over them all this time. Something about the acts I had just performed seemed to crystalize these thoughts together. I could not explain it, but I felt like I had gulped down wisdom and it was emanating all over my body, spreading out from my stomach.



Cin, of course, had been right. I had been searching for acceptance as Sultanah since the day of my coronation. Earlier actually. I had been trying to convince the people and the barons of my legitimacy by acting as a Sultan would act. I had been trying desperately to find an ally, someone in the world to take up arms against my enemy on my behalf, as my father had tried. Seeking allies was important (necessary really) but it had become more than that to me. I felt so strange, so alone and different. I felt that outside confirmation would make me feel whole. But I was rejected everywhere and by everyone. Even those who had an interest in my success. No one trusted me, they didn't understand me. I tried to project the male aspects of myself, to make myself seem like the other leaders (for my own sake, if not for theirs), but I was denying something about myself. I sought their daughters for marriage, I played their dynastic games, I thought of war on their terms. But I was denying something about myself in these encounters. I was different. But I understood now, that didn't have to mean I would be alone.
Cin was there for me. Arkadas was there. Kardes, Soyguncu, Saygili, and others were there as well. They had not (all) been there waiting when I first became Sultanah, I had had to work to find them. And to keep them. But now I had earned their loyalty. And we were stronger because of it. They would not have been a sufficient Inner Council for someone else, a normal, male Sultan. A bunch of women, a thief, a glorified guard. But I was not a normal, male Sultan. The world was not designed for me. But I was making a place for myself by working harder, by finding things that other people didn't want and using them in ways that no one else could.
Who else would want two cocked concubines? Even two as beautiful as Kıvrak and Peri? They would not know what to do with them at best, be disgusted at worse. But I had felt whole here, physically and spiritually, in a way I never did when I worked against my nature. They had filled me and made me feel invincible. I had searched through the trash of men, to find the diamonds in the rough for a Sultanah. It would not have worked for anyone else, but it gave me strength.
These thoughts truly illustrated Cin's insight or, perhaps the insight of Gunes, because I would never have been able to see the connection between this issue and my problems with my wife, Nislani. Why was I still in conflict with her? I had spoken honestly with Cin, my hatred of her had truly burned away. But if that was the case, what did we have left to fight about? What did it mean when I thought that we were not connecting? Perhaps it was not her or me, but the boxes we had placed ourselves in. I had married her. She was my wife and I was the...husband. We tried to fill those roles because that is what we knew and that is what everyone else expected, even if they were disgusted by us. But that wasn't who we were. I was not a husband. Nislani was not a wife. Placing a hat on a dog does not make him a man. But there was something there, between us. There had to be, Gunes would not have put us together otherwise.
And that was the realization that I had, covered in seed and panting on the cold floor of my harem, surrounded by concubines with cocks. I was thinking about my policy in a fundamentally flawed way. At the same time, I was thinking of my marriage in a fundamentally flawed way. What I needed to do was stop thinking about what I was supposed to do based on what anyone else would do. I was not anyone else. I needed to work harder and think about my situation differently. I needed to find connections on my own terms. And when I did, they'd be stronger than steel.
End Chapter 11
*****
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Dear Reader, thank you so much for reading this story. It has taken nearly a year of my writing life to get the whole thing finished. This is Chapter 12 of 14 chapters and the total is over 250,000 words. It is my Dirk Diggler/Jack Horner act of hubris: my attempt to write an erotic adventure story that pulls you in with a story you want to read, even when there isn't any sex going on (though there is a lot of sex. Crazy, weird, fun sex). It is the most ambitious piece of erotic fiction I have ever attempted. So I hope you enjoy it.
With that said, this book is not for everyone. It will be too long for many people (no shame in that, it is a big time investment). Some of the sex scenes are intense and include themes like hermaphroditism, non-consensual activity, incest, etc. For some people, that will likely be the appeal. In fact, while this story is definitely not for everyone, I think for a select group of people this story will essentially have everything you could ever ask for. So if that is you, congratulations, you found that thing you have been searching for. You can skip ahead to the sex and I won't be offended, but I think this story is more than the sum of its parts. If you read this whole story, you will not be disappointed.
In Chapter 1, our main character, Princess Varis, finds that her father has died and that, by virtue of the fact that she is a hermaphrodite and can father a child, she is now the Sultanah. In Chapter 2, Varis unearthed a conspiracy to destroy her Empire led by Rahip, the Cardinal of the "New Religion" and later she received her coronation. In Chapter 3, Varis humiliated the New Religion and raised the morale of her besieged people. In Chapter 4, Varis lifted the siege through a daring midnight raid. In Chapter 5, Varis survived an assassination attempt and visited her harem. In Chapter 6, Varis faced a challenge to her authority and seduced a noblewoman to maintain it. In Chapter 7, Varis defeats the raiders and comforts a peasant girl. In Chapter 8, Varis is briefly engaged and kills her fiancé for betraying her. In Chapter 9, Varis slept with a member of the harem, her half-sister, while her aunt watched. In Chapter 10, Varis wed her sister and consummated the marriage. In Chapter 11, Varis sleeps with two new hermaphrodite members of the harem.
Some recurring characters you might want by name are Varis (the Sultanah and narrator), Cin (the head priestess of Gunes), Arkadas (Varis' friend and servant), Kardes (Varis' older sister), Nislani (Varis' younger sister), Rahip (a Cardinal of the 'new religion'), Duke Hain (an important lord opposing Varis), Lord Sadik (a minor lord who has spoken in support of Varis); King Sican (the leader of Dusman, a rival kingdom), Prince Lider (Sican's son); King Köylü (the leader of Temsilci, a rival kingdom); Agiz and Got (Subordinate Sun Priestesses); Saygili (Varis' guard); Soyguncu (a pickpocket and spy for Varis); Tutuklu (the head concubine of the harem); Kukla (a noblewoman). Further, Gunes is the name of the Sun God, Tanri is the name of the 'new god.' The city where the story is set is Şehir in the country of Ülke and the Empire of Bütün Dünya. If you need more...reread the earlier chapters.
Please, please, please, please, please tell me what you think after you read this. I put an embarrassing amount of work into this and I want to know what you think. Especially if it is good things.
*****
Chapter 12: Connections Cemented
"If you didn't want to come you could have just said so," I said angrily. Kardes, sitting next to me, jumped slightly, then turned to look at me. Her eyes grew narrow.
"What?" she asked in a whisper. She looked around the reception room to see if anyone heard me speaking to her. We were, after all, technically prisoners. But I was not concerned about that. The Republic of Anaerki was a strange land, but it was not completely without social convention (Cin assured me). The worst case scenario was that we would be released without any other issue. We were waiting, shackled, in the reception room of the Mürebbiye of Anaerki, the elected head of government. Only the Mürebbiye could set us free or, I hoped, cement a deal. But the door to the throne room (or whatever a Republican leader elected for life calls a throne room) I had bigger things to worry about at this time.
"If you didn't want to come on this trip, you didn't have to. Just say you don't want to go, you don't have to be passive aggressive the entire trip," I shot back, not bothering to whisper. Perhaps that was not a great idea, but at this point my nerves were shot. Kardes had been giving them quite a workout over the last few days and I had reached my wits end.
It had started before we had set out for Anaerki. I had thought I was doing something nice for my older sister, but it seemed that I was wrong. Worse, I had no idea why I was wrong. In fact, as I thought of it, I realized she had essentially invited herself along.
The day after my experience with Kıvrak and Peri I had been in my room, going over some of my maps with Saygili. Kardes and Cin were present, talking to one another, and not really paying attention. Saygili and I were discussing the defense of a new trade route, having agreed to a deal with Prince Aptallar Altın of Ada (and no, Nislani had not let me hear the end of how beneficial the deal was). While looking at the map, I noticed a small gray area blocked out on the map that ran through some mountains just to the North of the Empire's current borders. The new trade route would not be affected by this area, nonetheless, I pointed to it.
"What is this?" I asked. Saygili shook his head and began talking about the trade route again, but I interrupted him, "Cin, come here, what is this?" I asked. Cin stopped speaking to Kardes and walked over to the table. My sister followed her. Cin gazed at the map a second.
"Anaerki," she said, then turned and started to speak to Kardes again. I snorted.
"Yes, and this is the land of milk and honey just to its left. There to the right, dogs are kings and the streets are paved in silver," I said dryly. Everyone knew the stories of the Anaerki. A mysterious land in the North with bizarre, savage practices. It was a fantasy land invented by adults to tell their children during long winter nights with nothing else to do. Saygili laughed slightly at my joke.
"The only country with a dog for a king is this one," Cin shot back, "That is the Republic of Anaerki," she said.
"That is a myth, really, what is that place?" I said.
"It is not a myth, Cin said, her voice growing somewhat annoyed. If this was a joke of some sort, she was really committing to it, "The Republic of Anaerki is a small patch of ground with a relatively small, warrior population. Their remote location and savage ways ensured that the Empire, in its hay day, enveloped rather than conquered it. The Anaerkis would, occasionally, raid into the Empire. Other times they were hired as mercenaries. That is how they got their fearsome reputation. But they have never left. They stay in the mountains and maintain their independence and neutrality," she said. I looked at her face, seeking some indication of a smile. But there was none. Cin was, apparently, telling the truth. I couldn't believe it. The stories I had heard since I was child...Some of it was true. But how much?
"Do they boil their enemies and eat them?" I asked, thinking about one story in particular that had given me nightmares as a small child.
"Many of the stories told of them are exaggerations," Cin explained, "But don't believe that it is all just stories. Their reputation is earned." Cin said. She saw me looking at her intently, still waiting for a straight answer, "Boil? Sometimes. Eat? Never," she responded. I felt so strange, like we had uncovered a strange new civilization just outside our borders. A legend come to life.
"If they used to act as our mercenaries, why have they ceased to serve us? Why have they faded into legend?" I asked. Cin smiled now, realizing I was taking her seriously.
"The Anaerkis do not worship Gunes. In the old days, given that they were outside of the Empire's direct jurisdiction, the Emperors did not press the point. They were allowed to worship their own, private goddesses. But Tanri was not as tolerant. The Anaerki refused to convert and the relationship faded," Cin explained. Yet another corrosion of the Empire that could be laid at Tanri's door. But Cin's story piqued my interest nonetheless.
"Are they still as war-like as they were in those days?" I asked now. Cin shrugged.
"My experience with Anaerki is extremely limited. They were always very traditional. I doubt they have changed much," she said.
"I am going. I am going to ask their King..."
"Their Mürebbiye," Cin corrected.
"Their...whatever, if what was once a profitable relationship can be salvaged all these years later," I said. I spoke with iron conviction. I don't know where it came from. But the sense of anticipation was rising in me with each word that Cin spoke about the ancient, mountain people. It was some sort of hunch, a realization that this was what I was supposed to do.
"I doubt it," Cin said without affect.
"Why? Is it dangerous? You know that does not bother me," I said, moving away from the table and joining Cin and Kardes.
"Unfortunately that is true. You don't know that there is a difference between bravery and recklessness. You are lucky that Gunes protects you," she said wryly, "No, I don't doubt you would go. But I don't think you would have much success." I ignored her chiding and pressed on.
"Why not? If the bone of contention was Tanri...Well that is gone. I am in no position to dictate to outsiders. The God of the Empire is Gunes. But our allies can worship whatever they want," I said, warming to the prospect. Here it was, exactly what I had been looking for. A different kind of alliance, one that no one else would court. One that would be difficult to procure. Isn't that what Cin had been implying that I should look for? It seemed like a perfect opportunity.
"I think that it is unlikely that they have forgiven the rebuke offered by the earlier followers of Tanri," Cin explained, "They are a very proud people."
"What is more humbling that the Sultanah herself, coming in person to apologize and ask for forgiveness? We simply explain that we made a mistake in the past, turned our back on an ally...a valued ally at that, and that we want to make amends" The more I talked, the more I warmed to the idea. It seemed like an excellent strategy to me. But as finished speaking, Kardes snorted. I turned to look at her, she looked annoyed. "What?" I asked.
"You think that will be enough?" she asked, "A partnership of several hundred years, discarded over what you will now admit is a passing fad, and you think you can just say you are sorry? What right do you have to expect them to come crawling back to us?" Kardes sounded bitter as she spoke, like she could sense enormity of the harm apparently felt by the Anaerkis. Cin remained quiet, looking at my sister.
"I am not responsible for the circumstances that gave rise to the breach," I said, "I won't lean on that fact, it is unbecoming. But certainly they will be aware. I will simply say that as soon as the situation came to my attention, I decided to rectify it." Once again, I believed I had a perfectly satisfactory explanation.
"So their concerns did not come to your attention until several months into your reign? How will that fly?" Kardes shot back.
"I have been a little busy defending my country and preventing it from being overrun," I said back, now feeling hot myself. Why was Kardes fighting me so hard on this?
"There are still issues closer to home," Cin said and then she looked over at my sister, making it clear she was lending support there. I had expected both my sister and Cin to think this was an excellent idea. But they both seemed reluctant.
"There are always going to be issues at home!" I shot back, "This is a chance to do...to do what you suggested Cin, and you know it. I am seeking new connections on my own terms. What is the source of your reticence?"
"I never told you to jeopardize your existing strength in the search for something new. What are you doing to protect your current network?" Cin said and I instantly furrowed my brow.
"What are you talking about? I don't have a 'network' that is the entirety of the problem!" I said. I had no idea what my priestess was getting at. I was about to continue along this line of questioning, when Kardes cut in.
"You are going no matter what we say aren't you?" she asked.
"It is my right. And I think it is best," I said.
"And you always do what you think is best. No need ask anyone else what they think or consider other options?" She spat back.
"That is what I am doing right now. I just haven't heard anything that dissuades me," I explained.
"If you are going, then I am going to," Kardes said suddenly, "I am going to make sure that you don't do anything rash. That you don't act without thinking." I was blindsided by all of this. When had Kardes ever questioned my wisdom in the past? When had I ever acted impulsively in a way that jeopardized my position? I sometimes acted quickly, but only when the situation dictated it. I shrugged my shoulders and stared at my sister.
"We are going to be riding though the mountains, it won't be an easy trip. But you are welcome to come if you want," I said. I usually enjoyed my sister's company and I knew that it was going to be a boring trek. I didn't see any reason not to allow her to come.
"Excellent," said Cin, suddenly sounding brighter, "If that is the case, then I will make the preparations for your departure." It seemed that Cin's mood had done a 180 degree turn. Suddenly, she was not only on board with the trip, but willing to put everything in motion. I stared at her, confused, but she refused to make an indication of the sudden, seemingly impulsive change in her attitude. Why had my sister's decision to go with me made such a sudden and dramatic difference?
"I will make my own preparations. If you believe it is important, we should leave tomorrow morning. Dawn," My sister said. Then she turned and walked out the door. I watched her leave, my brow furrowed deeper and my body felt tense.
"Alright," said Cin, "Let's plan this out!" And then she jumped into the planning of my mission with great enthusiasm, all previous concerns suddenly set aside. Anytime I alluded to this change, she simply brushed me off. Instead she focused on providing me with all of the information she had on Anaerki, which was more than she had initially let on.
We had set out the next day at dawn, just as Kardes had suggested. As with my last trip to search for allies, I took my small legion with me. Saygili was in command and Soyguncu was there with a small, new contingent of cavalry to act as scouts. Cin stayed behind to manage affairs in my absence.
I had hoped that whatever problem had caused my sister to be so disagreeable the previous night had faded. But it seemed as we left that she was just as angry, if not more so, than the day before. As we traveled I tried, in vain, to start conversations on a variety of topics. I did my best to choose things that I believed my older sister cared about. But Kardes refused to commit to any conversation. She would answer my questions in a monotone 'yes' or 'no' and then speak no further. After a few hours of nervous pestering I stopped.
As we traveled north from Şehir, things did not change. Well, the scenery changed. The army traveled over grassland, forded streams, and passed nearly single file through narrow forest paths. But all the while, Kardes stewed in her silence, leaving me questioning all my actions. I tried to think back over all of my encounters with Kardes over the previous few months, but I could find nothing that would explain this hostility. Eventually I gave up even trying to find out, I ignored Kardes as she ignored me. But within, I could feel a gnawing anxiety, an unease about the source of this sudden breach.
The army seemed to take on our somber, silent mood and we traveled for several days in near silence. Morale was somewhat low as the weather turned. As we made our way through forests in the foothills outside of Anaerki, it began to rain. It was an icy cold rain that fell lazily but persistently. It lasted for days, sinking into our bones and making everyone ache.
But we pushed on. The forest grew denser as we began to climb higher into the mountains. These were not white-peaked alps, but instead old, worn, green mountains that looked like nothing more than hills from a distance but became progressively more difficult to climb the farther we went. The men's calves ached and our horses grew exhausted climbing up and down the winding paths, heading toward the center of the gray spot on our maps. We didn't really know where, exactly, we were going. We were planning on being intercepted by the Anaerkis.
About a week after we set out, this finally happened and in a particularly embarrassing and terrifying manner. We were travel on a twisting mountain pass. To our right was dense forest trending upwards towards the peak of the mountain. The trees were exceptionally dense and it was hard to see more than a few feet into the gloom. The top of the mountain was not visible. To our left was a precipitous drop off, at least twenty feet high but in some places much higher, leading to a small valley below. The path was only wide enough for two soldiers to walk abreast and we were moving slowly. Everyone leaned in towards the wooded side, trying to ensure that they did not fall off the path and into the valley below.
Saygili, Soyguncu, Kardes, and I were in the front of the pack, leading the way. We'd been navigating the treacherous pass for well over half a day, wondering when we could possible stop to eat, when it happened. We made a sharp right turn, following the path. As we turned, I felt a sudden jolt of fear and excitement. On the road, directly in front of us, were two well-armored warriors blocking the way. They stood motionless just a few dozen yards ahead of us. They were armed with long swords and they had bows strung over their back. Their bronze helmets were plumed with red feathers, giving them a particularly fearsome appearance. They matched perfectly with the legends. They were the Anaerki.
"Hail!" I said, raising my hand in a non-threatening manner. We had no desire to trespass.
"Stop, you have no idea what you're doing!" Kardes said. I realized I had acted a little impulsively after being surprised and delighted by the sudden appearance, but I was in no mood to concede that Kardes was right about anything.
"You need to relax, let me handle this," I said to her before turning back to look at the warriors on the road. As I looked, I saw one of the warriors, the one on the right, raise a hand up in the air, locked in a fist. I heard a slight rustling to my right and turned to look. I jumped on my horse and nearly pulled it over the edge of the precipice. Just inches from my face, poking out from the woods, was a heavily armored head! I glance back behind me instinctively. All along the length of our lines, soldiers had suddenly popped out of the woods. The slightest shove delivered in unison could send my entire army tumbling over the cliff.
"I told you!" Kardes said.
"It was too late anyway," I said, my heart thrumming in my chest. I turned and looked at the helmeted face again, I could see cool eyes in the open slit. I could feel the warrior's breath sour on my face. We were in extreme danger. There was really only one choice, "Legion...This is your Sultanah. Keep your weapons in your scabbards. Raise your hands over your head!" I called out loudly. I saw the warrior to my side startle slightly and I grew very nervous. But I quickly placed my hands over my heads. I could hear armor clinking behind me as my soldiers followed suit. The two warriors in front of us hand moved closer now, closing the distance between us rapidly. They stopped in front of me, taking the reins of my horse.



"We have not been told to expect foreigners," a high voice said, I was surprised to find, in the common tongue (though heavily accented), "You are now prisoners of the Mürebbiye of Anaerki."
"We accept the situation for what it is and we will not resist. We meant no disrespect," I said, trying to sound calm. I could still feel the person at my side staring at me, "We only sought an audience with the Mürebbiye." I noticed that the warriors seemed to relax. I knew they must've been following us for some time, wondering about our intentions. They had waited until they got us in a vulnerable position and then materialized out of the trees. I was not surprised to find we outnumbered them greatly.
"Well, we will be taking you to the Mürebbiye's official residence. If the Mürebbiye decides to grant an audience, there are few places more convenient," the warrior responded. Then, both warriors turned, whistled, and started to walk forward. The warriors poured out of the woods and began to intersperse in our lines, clutching their weapons tightly. Another, large group came up behind our soldiers, capping the end of our line. We started marching together, everyone quiet in the rain. Everyone, that is, except Kardes.
"This is your fault," she hissed at me as we began to move. I did not respond. In fact, I didn't know how to respond. Her hostility seemed to grow during the trip and now she was 'blaming' me for doing exactly what we wanted: finding someone to taking us to the Mürebbiye.
Perhaps I was anxious about the meeting but I did not want to think about it. That is actually quite likely. But instead of focusing on the unknown (namely what would happen to us now that we were prisoners), I focused my anger and my anxiety on my sister. And, as our guides led us through the forest and through small, seemingly abandoned mountain villages, I stewed. This situation was tough enough as it was, I did not need members of my Inner Council, my sister for Gunes sake, second guessing me and growing angry with me.
We were not as close as I had expected to the Mürebbiye's residence. I don't know why I had believed that we would reach the conclusion of our mission in the center of the Anaerki. Regardless, it had been a mistake. The warriors walked us up and down the mountains, never pausing or flagged. My men, still hungry, were essentially jogging to keep up with the pace. The whole while, we moved higher and higher in the mountains and the air grew thinner. Evening was beginning to come on and I wondered if they were going to make us walk all night or if we would sleep in the elements. I considered asking one of the warriors, perhaps the one who had spoken to me earlier. But they all remained totally silent, not even their armor clinking as they walked. They moved more like specters than humans. The feeling made me uneasy and kept my mouth closed. And kept my mind stewing silently on my problems.
By the time we reached the Mürebbiye's residence, I was enraged with Kardes; if anything, the discomfort and the problems on this trip were her fault. I was so upset that I barely noticed the majesty of the Mürebbiye's compound. Calling it a castle would be giving it too much credit. It was a circular palisade wall surrounding a small village consisting mostly of hovels. There was a large residence in the very center of the building, a two story wooden structure with a slate, rather than thatched, roof.
While this hardly sounds majestic, it was the location of the residence that gave it some splendor. The palisades encapsulated a small, hanging valley near the highest part of the mountain range. From the village, it was possible to see out over the green-topped mountains stretching off in every direction. I could see a massive river at the bottom of the mountain, in a narrow valley. I knew from my maps that this was the source of the Kuzey River, wich eventually led to Şehir. The rain had stopped shortly before we arrived and the sky was a pure, cloudless blue just beginning to grow dark in the far east and I could see rainbows in the distance. In short, it was a breathtaking place. Beautiful enough to allow me to forget about my sister for a moment.
Once in the center of the village we saw several women and warriors walking around. They purposefully took no notice of us, though I caught a few glancing at us out of the corners of their eyes. Once we were all within the palisade, the warriors closed the door behind us. The warriors fanned out along the perimeter of the palisade, turning their weapons towards us. The women moved into their homes, recognizing that the village was now a prison. They did not seem particularly concerned, more that they were trying to stay out of the way than that they feared trouble. The warrior who had first taken us prisoner indicated to me (and to my chagrin Kardes) that we should enter the Mürebbiye's residence and wait on our audience. I looked at my soldiers, anxious and silent and nodded to them encouragingly. I, of course, was slightly nervous now (despite the details of my plan) but I tried to convey calm. I was not sure if it worked, but nonetheless I turned from them. Kardes and I entered the residence and were led quickly to the reception hall. There we waited for the Mürebbiye and eventually we began to fight.
"This is neither the time nor the place to discuss this," Kardes said in response to my attempts to get her to explain the nature of her complaint. She scooted away from me on the bench we were seated upon.
"All we have is time. Who knows when the Mürebbiye will see us?" I responded sharply.
"Please think about what you are doing! You are picking a fight in the middle of a diplomatic mission. Think of how this looks!" Kardes whispered back.
"This is a fight you chose to have. You are angry at me for some reason and you won't say why," I shot back.
"Please just stop it now, control yourself," Kardes pled.
"You have the power to stop this, just tell me why you are upset so that I can understand it," I replied, feeling heated. I saw a few warrior heads turn towards us.
"Varis, please..." Kardes said, her eyes growing wide and her voice starting to shake. She was getting angry now. She no longer bothered whispering.
"Just tell me," I interrupted. Kardes' lips pursed and her face was red. She was shaking with anger now.
"You want to know Varis? You want to know why I am upset with you?"
"That is what I have been saying all along!" I responded, exasperated.
"Why Nislani?" She said and I saw tears welling in her eyes. I barely understood the meaning of her words. Nislani? What did she have to do with this, "You decided you had to marry your sister. There were only two present. There was a spoiled brat who hated you and always tried to ruin everything in your life. And then there was your older sister, who was loyal to you, who gave you guidance before anyone else, who stood by your side when the world was trying to crash down around you. And what? You chose the brat! Is it because she is younger and prettier than me? Fine, I guess if that is important. But you didn't even discuss it with me. You just went and did it without even asking my opinion. And then, to make matters worse, you make me preside over it! You make me watch while you and Nislani consummate your marriage. And now you aren't getting along with her. Ha! I could've told you that was going to happen. But you didn't ask."
I sputtered, completely thrown off balance by this sudden harangue. Whatever I had thought was the problem, it certainly wasn't this. I tried to say something, anything. Feebly, I noted, "You were the one who told me to be nice to her..."
"I told you to ignore her because her petty concerns because they were beneath you. I didn't tell you marry and then fuck her!" Kardes responded. I was simply growing more confused. I felt like my body and mind were moving through molasses. What was Kardes saying? What did she want?
"So... you wanted...me to marry you instead of Nislani?" I couldn't believe she meant that.
"I wanted you to think of me first! I have been loyal to you since the beginning. I know how politics works and I would be an asset. I was in the room when you came up with your brilliant little marriage idea, but you didn't even think of me. It was Nislani from the first instant. This is what I always get for the work I do for people..." she trailed off.
"You know what Nislani and I had to do...have to keep doing. You saw it. You wanted that with me?" I asked, still not sure she was fully understanding what she was asking for.
"There was a time when I would've done anything for you Varis. I believed in you as Sultanah. I loved you and would make any sacrifice to make sure that you succeeded."
"Loved?" I asked, noting the past tense and feeling a coldness in the pit of my stomach.
"You may enter now," A voice said, causing me to jump. Kardes had not had a chance to respond and now she turned, her eyes welling with tears, towards the door of the throne room. A guard was present, beckoning us inside.
"Go Varis. You didn't need me in this decision either, so go do what you want," she said, no longer bothering to whisper. I rose mechanically and started towards the door. The guards were looking at us and I wondered how much they understood about what was going on. Maybe more than I did. I felt dizzy and my stomach was knotted up as I walked through the door. I heard Kardes walking behind me, moving lighter, like she was glad to have her troubles off her chest.
I barely remembered why I was entering the room. My mind was now completely consumed with thoughts of Kardes. I tried to remember everything that had happened in the run up to my marriage. It was true, I had never thought of Kardes. I was listening to Nislani complain and then it struck me that there was a solution to both of our problems. Was it just age? Kardes was 38 and it was less likely that she would produce an heir than Nislani. Besides, as a widow there was no actual need for her to be married. She was not like Nislani, who needed to be wed for the sake of appearances. Speaking of appearance, that was certainly not it. Kardes was older than Nislani, but she was still an attractive woman. And I hardly chose Nislani because of sexual attraction. It had been a necessity.
While I felt my reasons were quite clear, I had to admit to myself that these were more rationalizations than anything else. I had never even thought of Kardes. She already had a place in my life, as one of my trusted advisors. Nislani, on the other hand, had been a hanging problem. My only thought had been neutralizing her. Kardes had not even really figured into the equation.
But now that I thought of it, it became clear that Kardes had felt, at the very least, uncomfortable about the situation. When I had first made my announcement, Cin had been demonstrably in favor of the marriage. But I did not recall Kardes saying anything. Kardes did not, as usual, take command of the planning of the social aspects of the wedding, allowing Cin to do everything. Further, when she presided over the consummation, she had seemed intensely uncomfortable. I had just assumed she was uncomfortable because I was and Nislani was, but it was now clear that there was more to it than that.
While I now understood that Kardes was upset, I still could not honestly figure out why. She seemed to blow off the implication that she was attracted to me. Then was marriage to me a reward for her loyalty? I truly respect Kardes and loved her deeply; I would have done anything to prove my appreciation for her steadfastness and her support. She had become a pillar in my life in such a short period of time, filling any gaps I'd lost when the men in my family were killed. Doing more than that in fact. I just never dreamed that becoming my consort was the sort of reward she would have wanted. In fact, I had never thought about any reward for Kardes or anyone else. I gave things to people like Kukla and Nislani, those I needed to convince. I always assumed my success and the success of the Empire was reward for Kardes. I had been wrong.
And the more I thought about it, the more sense it made. Not, so much, that Kardes wanted to marry me. But what it was she believed the marriage would represent. I remembered Kardes story about her marriage to a man far distant from power. Her attempts to manipulate the situation to gain a seat at the table. The miserable failure of that attempt with the death of her husband. I thought about her knowledge of the court and the personalities at play there. Kardes was an important part of my success and she wanted a role that reflected her contribution, something that made her exercise of power legitimate. The story of Kardes life was a story of thwarted ambition, the role of most intelligent women in the Empire. Kukla was a similar story, a similar illustration. And when I had one place for a woman to gain some modicum of power, I had given to Nislani. I had never realized that, because I had neglected to think about it.
As I made my way into the Mürebbiye gloomy throne room, I was overcome with shame. I barely noticed the dirt floor, the roughhewn benches, the thatch roof. I was thinking of Kardes. Now all of her anger made sense. It even explained Cin's initial refusal to support the plan and the subsequent change of heart. She had understood what I didn't, that as important as it was for me to forge my new connections, it was equally important that I cultivate the loyalty of those dedicated to me already.
But, in truth, all of these thoughts were more of a jumbled set of impulses than the fully formed ideas laid out above. I instinctively knew all this to be the case, but I couldn't have put it so succinctly. And there was no time either. Because within a few minutes, Kardes and I had been led through the throne room, out a back door, and into the Mürebbiye's private chambers. Regardless of the importance I now placed on Kardes concerns, I had to focus now on the purpose of my visit.
In a daze, I came to terms with my surroundings. I was in a small room, around the size of the largest privy in my own palace. There were windows on one side of the room and they let a thin, pale white stream of lights into the dark room. It was dark because the walls were made entirely of some sort blackish wood. It was sparsely furnished, simply a bed, a chair, and a desk scattered with papers. One guard followed us into the room, closing the door afterward. There was only one person in the room. The Mürebbiye was seat at the desk, leaning over several papers. Unlike all of the other warriors we saw, the Mürebbiye was not wearing any armor. In fact, she was wearing very little at all.
The Mürebbiye of Anaerki, as all leaders of the Republic since its founding centuries earlier, was a woman. Those rumors, at least, had been true. Cin had told me as much during my briefing before I left. The Empire had always been unnerved by this fact, but the warriors of Anaerki were so potent, that the Sultans ignored the unorthodox nature of their government. I had been expecting as much when I arrived. What I was not expecting, however, was for the Mürebbiye to be such an attractive woman.
She was younger than I expected, mid to late thirties I believed, but in prime physical shape due to her status as a warrior-leader. A Mürebbiye, if successful, was elected for life. But she could be impeached if she was unsuccessful for battle. This particular Mürebbiye looked as though she would never lose a fight in her life. She was wearing only a loose skirt tied around her waist and a black, brassiere-like top that left little the imagination. As a result, I received an unimpeded view of her body.
She was quite tall, around 5'9 and had a trim, powerful build. She had slender legs with smooth, golden-brown skin with sleek muscles just below the surface. She had a muscular bottom and somewhat wide hips, especially given her height. Her stomach was flat and toned (though not overly muscled in any sort of masculine way). Her breasts were small and high on her chest, though they looked larger crammed into her small top. Her arms looked powerful without being overly muscular and she had a long, elegant neck. Her face was fiercely beautiful with a pointed chin, full lips, small nose, and large round eyes that were dark and intelligent. She had long reddish-brown hair that was tied behind her back in a long, tightly braided ponytail. In short, she looked like a beautiful athlete with skin tanned evenly from the sun and body toned expertly by daily practice.
She let us stand awkwardly for inside of the room for several minutes while she pored over documents on her desk. I did my best to maintain my Imperial dignity, looking off into the distance and ignoring the fact that she ignored me. I had plenty to think about, my sister's concerns still fresh in my mind. But, after a time, the Mürebbiye spoke without looking up.
"Why are you trespassing in Anaerki?" she asked, her voice sounding annoyed even though it was almost as thickly accented as the warrior we had first encountered. The sound of her voice focused my attention on the matter at hand and my concerns about my sister shifted into the back of my mind. I had to answer this question. Without an adequate explanation of my arrest, I decided to change the subject.
"Greetings Mürebbiye, I am Sultanah Varis I of Bütün Dünya, I have arrived on a diplomatic mission from Şehir..." I was going to speak further, but the Mürebbiye interrupted me.
"Why is the Sultan sending his wife on diplomatic missions? Does he think that will impress me? What does Tanri think of allowing women to work in politics?" the Mürebbiye spat. It seemed that she was at least as ignorant of the Empire as I was of Anaerki. I decided to disabuse her of her misunderstandings gently.
"There is no Sultan in Şehir. And there is no Tanri either. There is only me. And Gunes," I said solemnly. Finally, this seemed to get the Mürebbiye's attention and she quickly turned from her papers, looking me over now with increased interest. I was now able to see her more clearly and was stunned by her youthful beauty.
"The heresy has passed? And a woman sits on the throne in Ülke? There are new things under the sun after all," she said, sounding amused. She stood now, her statuesque body rising to full height. I decided to follow the strand of her words, trying to lay the charm on somewhat thickly.
"We have had great reason and ample opportunity to consider the mistakes of the Empire's recent past," I explained, "In a way, it is why I am here." I tried to sound as humble as possible and I bowed slightly as I spoke. I was really playing down my dignity as the Sultanah and I hoped that the Mürebbiye appreciated it.
"In that case, you are at least welcome to my quarters. We do not stand on ceremony in Anaerki, please excuse my informality." Her tone was much more inviting now. She walked gracefully around the bed and then stopped and sat down on the edge, facing us.
"Thank you," I responded, "It is a pleasure to make your acquaintance Mürebbiye..."
"Please, my first name, Maderşahi, will be fine" she insisted, "As I said, we are informal here." I nodded, unwilling to grant equal access to her. I was going to humble myself, not give away everything.
"Well Maderşahi," I said, the strange name catching slightly on my tongue, "I wish to apologize on behalf of the Empire for our previous behavior. As you noted, we were in the grips of heresy. We followed a false God that taught of the inherent subservience of women. Whatever offense our actions cause, I hope that we can put them behind us." Maderşahi looked at me quizzically. She glanced over my shoulder at the guard and then shrugged.
"Everyone makes mistakes. Clearly your ascension indicates that the Empire has recognized its past misogyny and has put it aside. I see no reason to hold a grudge. The apology is accepted," Maderşahi said and I felt shocked. Diplomatically apologies, even one offered as freely and easily as mine, were not generally just 'accepted' like a private affair. This was an opportunity for negotiation, an opening into a talk on more weighty issues. Maderşahi had simply shoved all that aside. She had not been lying about her informality. But it left me sputtering. Where was I to go from here?



"Your generosity is appreciated," I heard a voice to my left saying. I turned and saw Kardes speaking. Clearly she had seen my confusion and, as usual, she rescued me, "We have grown up hearing stories about the ferocity of Anaerki arms. Tales of your mercy were less accurate." I felt relieved. Kardes had known exactly what to say, Maderşahi smiled broadly and spoke to the
"Do you hear that, Kız? The Empire has not seen us in battle in hundreds of years and yet our reputation precedes us," Maderşahi said to the guard behind us. Her voice sounded amused (and a bit proud). I stayed quiet, letting Kardes take the wheel. Even if she was angry at me, she still recognized the interests of our family and our Empire. That was why she had decided to come with me. She said she no longer loved me, but she wanted to protect the Empire and, incidentally, me. She seemed focused.
"Well it is not merely legend. We had a demonstration of the Anaerki skill at arms today," Kardes stated and then described the way in which our forces were silently ambushed and taken prisoner during the day. Kardes played up the nature of our surprise. Maderşahi took great joy in Kardes' recounting of her nation's military prowess.
"But mercy also," I added suddenly, "Your warriors did not merely toss us over the ravine, the leader, he..."
"He?" Maderşahi asked, furrowing her brow. And then laughing slightly, "I don't know Kız, should you be offended?" she asked. I turned and looked at the guard standing at the door. I heard a good-natured laugh emanating from the helmet. Quickly the guard reached up and grabbed the plume on the helmet, pulling it off. I had been expecting a gruff face man with weather-beaten skin, someone like Saygili. Instead, I saw the smiling, youthful face of a woman. A woman who looked remarkably like a younger version of Maderşahi was staring back at me. Kız was, apparently, a beautiful woman.
"I apologize again," my face turned red, "I just assumed..."
"An assumption that many have made when facing our forces in battle," Maderşahi explained, "But all of our forces are women. Men are not permitted in our legions." My eyes grew wide. I knew that Anaerki was led by women. I assumed a council of old, wizened crones who were consulted by the military elite. Cin had not been certain, but had stated my assumption seemed likely. I had never expected a society that felt...inverted. Maderşahi laughed at my confusion, "It seems that the legends have neglected certain aspects. It does not surprise me that Imperial legions failed to tell their wives that they were whipped or saved by armed women."
"I guess not," I said, sounding as awestruck as I felt. Maderşahi seemed to sense that I needed greater explanation and did not wait for me to ask.
"We live in a totally bifurcated society," Maderşahi explained. "The women control the military and the government and stay here, in the Keep, and on patrol, for most of the year. The men live far below in the valley with the children and any women who are pregnant or nursing. Each year we meet for a several weeks with our husbands. Did you notice the empty villages along your path on the way in? Those are communal family units used at that time. There we re-unite with our children briefly and mate with our husbands. When a woman reaches 18 years of age, she is sent here to the Keep to begin her military training. Men, upon coming of age, run farms and act as merchants."
"Why?" I asked as she finished. It was not a diplomatic question, but I was simply curious. I could barely conceive of this organization for society. It seemed alien and unnatural. I needed to know more.
"Why what?" She asked, "Why women soldiers? That is easy enough. We are smaller and we eat less, making us more mobile and ideal for irregular cavalry units. We are more flexible, stealther, and we tend to live longer. Our senses are sharper. We go to war with light bows and small spears. When mounted and firing, brute force is not exactly an issue. Women also fight harder. We know when we lose that we will be raped and made slaves. We fight to the last. Further, we strike fear in the hearts of our enemies. At some of it is as simple as the fact that we are different, other soldiers do not know how to handle us." I could understand the logic in everything she said. In fact, I found it quite compelling. But that did not change the strangeness of it.
"Of course, we once had male soldiers as well. And female merchants for that matter," Maderşahi continued quickly, "But we found that the men, when armed, had a hard time accepting female leaders. When a female Mürebbiye was elected (which was rare) she often faced opposition to her policies," she explained.
"That sounds familiar," I said without thinking and I saw Maderşahi smile. But it was true; it was the story of my Peers if I ever heard it.
"Well many years ago, the women of Anaerki faced this dilemma and they made a choice. They could have accepted subservience. Instead, they chose resistance. They rebelled. They eliminated the most prominent males (their husbands, in some cases) and disarmed the rest of the men. We have been in charge ever since. We keep the men as far from as possible most of the time. They are busy with their duties. We are not tempted to grant them additional rewards. Our older daughters act as spies to keep them in their place but, in all honesty, they have accepted the situation at this point," Maderşahi said, with considerable, earned, pride.
That such a thing was even possible was beyond my comprehension. But Maderşahi spoke with such conviction and with such ease that there was no doubt that what she said was true. I had seen the 'abandoned' villages with my own eyes. And I had not actually seen any men, just warriors with face-covering helmets. I had seen no children either. And, despite my absolute shock, I was more certain than ever that I was in the right place, seeking the right kind of alliance. What better partner for a Sultanah than an army of women? I felt like Maderşahi had given me the perfect opening. I found my tongue and spoke.
"It is true what they say," I explained, "history repeats itself. I will be frank as you have been frank. I confide that I have sat on my throne for only a brief time and I have not sat easily. There are many within my Empire that doubt my legitimacy. More importantly, the rest of the world denies my legitimacy. Not because of any defect in my parentage, I am my father's daughter, but because of my gender."
"This is a sanctuary in a hostile world," Maderşahi agreed.
"I now ask you to be more than that," I said and Maderşahi furrowed her brow, "I did not come here merely to apologize. Though, if that is all I accomplish I will consider this trip a success. But, my most important mission was to renew an agreement that once existed. Or even to extend it. There used to be a tacit agreement between Anaerki and the Empire. Your nation provided force of arms and the Empire provided you with stability and support. I will to, at least, renew that agreement. But more importantly, I would like to sign a formal alliance with Anaerki on behalf of Bütün Dünya. This will help you to draw on the resources of the Empire. And it will help me sit more firmly on my throne, throwing the men who oppose me back on their heels. There are only two nations in the world, that I know of, led by women. It is imperative that we stick together."
I had not intended to lay all of my cards out so quickly, but the situation had felt right. I had taken a risk, but I hoped that my directness and candor would pay off. Maderşahi leaned back slightly on her bed and she rubbed her chin carefully with her thumb and forefinger. I saw her once briefly glance over my shoulder at Kız.
"You need not answer immediately," Kardes said, trying to backtrack my impulsiveness, "We merely wanted to give you the information to make a decision. We can be patient. Feel free to discuss this with...anyone who should be consulted"
"I appreciate that, but I was elected for my decisiveness in battle and in diplomacy. The women expect me to lead and they expect to follow. I would no sooner ask their opinion on this than I would on my choice of husband," Maderşahi explained coolly.
Then she sat for a while in silence. It was clear she was thinking deeply about the proposal. My nerves began to grow unbearable. It was almost worse not know that to receive a definitive rejection. My heart was pounding and the blood was coursing through my veins at lightning speed. Finally, Maderşahi leaned forward on the bed and opened her eyes. She smiled, but sadly and shrugged slightly.
"I am sorry, I cannot," was all she said, and she held her hands up as if to show she meant no harm. My jaw dropped open. Despite my nerves, I had honestly not expected that. A flat 'no.' I croaked for a second, trying to make noise before my voice finally cooperated.
"No? Why not? Surely you understand that the situation has changed...I apologized..."
"And I sincerely accepted the apology. There is no grudge here; a small country cannot afford grudges. But it cannot afford to take on the world based on some misplaced notion of female solidarity," Maderşahi explained patiently, "My heart, Sultanah, is with you. I want you to defeat your enemies at home and abroad if for no other reason to show the men in my country the folly of attempting to upset the balance of things here. But I have studied the decay of the Empire. I have monitored it to the best of my ability. It sounds to me like things have only gotten worse. I cannot commit my country to destruction." I felt like I had been punched in the gut. Her bluntness was no longer refreshing. She expected the Empire, and me, to fail. I was livid.
"I am not asking you to commit to destruction; I am asking you to take part in a glorious victory. You said yourself that your warriors are feared," I tried.
"That is because we know when to fight and when not to fight. We do not place ourselves in situations that we cannot win and thereby maintain our aura of invincibility," Maderşahi stated. The fact that she exposed her strategic vision told me a lot about how long she figured I would survive, "I am truly sorry Sultanah. I will not hold you prisoner, but I will not let you hold me prisoner either. I thank you for your visit and your apology, but it is time that we part." With that Maderşahi rose and then turned to walk back towards her desk.
I knew that I was now supposed to turn and exit the room. More than that, I was supposed to turn and exit the country. But everything had happened so fast. Once second, we were bonding over our shared struggles as women in power and the next I was being dismissed. Everything here was so abrupt and so off-putting. There was no chance for persuasion, not diplomatic dance. She made her decision, she stated it coldly, and then we were done. I was standing, sputtering, and trying to think of what I was supposed to do. This had not gone at all like I expected...
"What is that?" Kardes' voice suddenly interrupted my internal meltdown. I turned and looked at her and saw that she looked calm, unmoved. Her arm was extended and she was pointing towards the wall. I followed her finger and I saw, in the bright spot on the wall splashed by the bright sun light, a small wall-hanging. It showed some sort of scene and was very crudely rendered. I wondered where Kardes' sudden interest in primitive art had come from. I felt like her voice had unstuck me from my stupor. Now I was ready to turn and to leave. But Maderşahi stopped moving and turned to face the direction of Kardes' finger. For a moment, she simply gazed at the hanging, and then she smiled indulgently.
"Oh, the Tapestry of Goblen? Yes, it is quite unbecoming isn't it?" she asked. "But it is an ancient prophecy."
"Who is Goblen?" Kardes asked interestedly.
"The Sun God, of course," Maderşahi stated and my ears pricked up. The Anaerki worshipped the Sun God as well. My head, which had been bowed in defeated, shot up and I leaned forward slightly, trying to get a better look at the tapestry. The figures were quite small, but I could see that there were two panels to the tapestry. On the left were four human figures, little better than stick drawings, in a room together. They were lumped together closely, though I could not make out what they were doing. On the right, was a giant battle depicted with rivers of blood and clouds of fire.
"What is the prophecy, if you do not mind me asking, I know you are quite busy," Kardes said evenly. Maderşahi laughed indulgently.
"Certainly not, it is one of the prized possessions of the Mürebbiye's house," she bragged, "anyone is sure of its origin. Many say that Goblen herself stitched it with threats from a midnight sun in the far North. In the same way, no one knows how it came to be here. It has simply been here for as long as anyone can remember, going back to our earliest written records. Regardless, every Priestess who has viewed it has interpreted it in the same way," As she spoke, Maderşahi walked closer to the tapestry. She gazed at it for a few moments before turning back towards us.
"According to that interpretation, this prophecy predicts that Goblen, or her representative, will come to this world in human form. A mixture of the spiritual and the physical. Goblen will bind herself to Anaerki and then, in a great battle, she will defeat the enemies of light and usher in a new era of human existence," Each word that Maderşahi said made my ears prick and my skin tingle. My mouth went dry. I thought back to my coronation with Cin. This prophecy was so familiar. A Sun Goddess. A spiritual return. A new era. I looked at the tapestry glowing under the light of the Sun. I had never doubted the existence of Gunes before, but I would never doubt her absolute power again. I was too spellbound to speak.
"What are the people on the left panel doing? Who are they?" Kardes asked. I strained now to look at the tapestry, to make out the details that she saw. Maderşahi shrugged.
"No one is entirely certain. But the most common interpretation is that they are sealing an agreement in the manner wedding contracts are sealed in Anaerki," Maderşahi responded.
"How is that done?" Kardes asked, sounding genuinely curious.
"The female relatives of the marrying couple bind themselves together with a sexual act. Usually it is the mothers of the marrying couple, but it can be any two relatives," she said matter-of-factly, as though this were a common ceremony the world over. But it did not seem that strange once I thought about it. These women were alone together throughout most of the year; certainly they had sexual needs during that time. As for sealing an agreement with sex, I could hardly act as an impartial moral judge.
"They are having sex in the tapestry?" Kardes asked, keeping at it. Maderşahi did not seem to mind that we were not leaving, she was clearly enjoying the conversation.
"That is what they say," Maderşahi responded, then she suddenly grew more animated, "But the strangest thing, and the detail that the priestesses argue about the most is this character," she pointed to one of the stick figures, the only one stitched in red string, "This one character is interpreted to be Goblen or her representative. You can see the large loops and two dots that make the primitive drawing of her breasts. But there, down between her legs..."
"A cock?" Kardes asked and I could feel her eyes turn towards me.
"Exactly!" Maderşahi, "It is so strange. No one can tell what it means. But it is easily the most mysterious aspect of the entire tapestry."
"I believe," I said taking a step towards the center of the room. My body moved on its own and my words came without conscious thought. I was swept away by the magic of this moment, the utter impossibility that this could have happened without some divine plan, "That I can explain the tapestry and eliminate all of the mysteries." I heard Kız snort behind me, but Maderşahi stared at me intently.
"What do you mean?" She asked. I could not have spoken then if I had wanted it. But all of my intelligence had drained from my tongue and pooled in my fingertips. I did not explain anything; instead, my hands began to reach for my clothes. I could hear the confused sounds of Maderşahi and Kız asking me what I was doing, but I did not so much ignore them as I lacked the ability to heed them. I felt my armored chest plate fall from my body, my helmet then clanked on top of it. My boots, greaves, leather pants, gloves, and bracers soon followed them. I lifted my rough cotton shirt over my head quickly after that, exposing my breasts to the assembled women. Now I was wearing nothing but my bloomers
"Oh my! What is going on?" Kız said behind me, sounding confused. I hooked my fingers into waist band of my bloomers
"You are living in the prophetic moment, it will be fulfilled," I said and with that I quickly shoved my bloomers down, letting them pool at my ankles. I looked down briefly, seeing my limp cock lying between my thighs. I heard a gasp and realized that the others had seen it as well.
"Goblen be praised!" Maderşahi said and instinctively dropped to her knees. I heard Kız drop as well. I looked at Kardes and she only looked slightly less stunned than I. I could heard the two Anaerkis asking a thousand questions at once, now it was there turn not to know what to do.
"I was born until two falling stars, like the two in window in the tapestry," I said, pointing to the wall-hanging. In the first picture there was a window on the room with the figures, two white streaks were there in a blue field, "My birth fulfilled the 50th prophecy of Gunes. I also fulfill the prophecy of Goblen, the Sun Goddess. Goblen and Gunes are one and the same." The voice that came from my throat did not sound like my own. They filled the room and carried unmistakable authority.
"It cannot be," Kız said in a manner that indicated she was trying to convince herself. Maderşahi showed no such incredulity.
"It has finally happened. I never believed it would occur while I was in office. I have not noticed the signs, but they are so obvious now. The whole world is in turmoil. It is time for a change, the dawning of a new era," she said from her knees. I beckoned for her to get up.
"Are you...Goblen? Gunes?" she asked nervously as she rose. I shook my head.
"I do not believe so," I said honestly, "I am a representative, as you said before, and my path is often unclear to me. I simply know that I am on a path and that I must continue to go forward." Wonder filled the eyes of the women in the room. We all felt the power of the moment, we knew that we were on the precipice of something...incredible.
"What...What are we to do now?" Maderşahi said, suddenly deferring to my authority. The voice that had possessed me before was silent. I needed to find my own way now.
"Well...it is clear that we are to conclude an alliance," I said. This seemed natural. I had arrived to do that and the fortuitous discovery of the tapestry, just as I was about to leave, seemed to indicate that we needed to reverse course. Perhaps more importantly, I could feel electricity in the air. Something was happening here, something beyond the visible world. I could tell that something big had to happen and it had to happen now.
"The situation has changed entirely. I can no longer say no," Maderşahi stated. I could see a feverish excitement in her eyes and there was no longer any hesitation.
"Then it is agreed, a full military alliance?" I asked, shocked once again by how quickly the situation had changed. It was as if Gunes had changed the hearts of every person in the room. Maderşahi quickly took my hand, shaking it firmly. Her eyes occasionally darted, nervous and confused, to my cock, but then would return to my eyes.



"Of course, it is agreed. I wish that there were greater words that I could use," she said. And then we felt...nothing. We both stood for a moment, our hands shaking.
"I thought...I thought something was going to happen," Maderşahi said after an awkward moment. We had both been waiting for some sort of sign. Something momentous that would show we were moving in the right direction, to prove that the prophecy would be fulfilled. Now we both felt sheepish, the magic of the moment seeming to fade. We dropped our hands to our sides.
"Is this it?" Kız asked nervously, now she too had risen from her knees and walked around so that she was standing next to Maderşahi. I shrugged my shoulders.
"You have not completed the proper motions," Kardes suddenly said from my side, "Have you already forgotten about the tapestry," she said, pointing to it. The figures in the room. The sexual bond.
"We need to seal the agreement," Maderşahi realized, then she turned back to me, smiling nervously. I felt a thrill run up my back. I had forgotten in the excitement. Now a new form of excitement gripped me. Something I always associated with Gunes.
"We have made an agreement," I said, feeling my cock twitch slightly. Maderşahi looked down at it and smiled nervously.
"It has been a long time since I have had a cock..." she said. That seemed to settle it. We both knew what we were going to do. It was just a matter of starting. Once again, we paused awkwardly for some time.
"How exactly is this done?" I asked, "Is there some ritual to it?" I asked. I looked at Maderşahi's tight body and wondered what it would feel like. But I did not feel right just suddenly grabbing it. Things still did not feel rights.
"Usually...Well there is no usually, you just sort of do it after you made an agreement," Maderşahi said. Something still was not right. The room became darker as the sun slipped behind a passing cloud. We didn't feel like we could just jump right in. There was nothing that should have held us back, but there was some invisible force in the room, telling us that we were wrong. The same pregnant feeling of incompleteness hung in the air around us. My cock remained limp, the passions stirred once again resumed their normal course. Finally, someone spoke.
"Mürebbiye, I think that we are once again mistaking the message of the tapestry. We are not dealing with a normal agreement," Kız said after moment, "the tapestry does show the customary two people. There are four." All eyes once again returned to the tapestry. I felt a lump in my throat. The guard was right. Just thinking about it, made my blood warm and I felt my heart beating faster. It felt like we were on the right track.
"We are not binding two families together in a commercial or political transaction," I suddenly stated, my voice taking on the strange, mechanical aspect that had unnerved me before, "Yes, we are binding the physical. But we are binding the spiritual as well. Ülke with Anaerki. Gunes with Goblen. The additional significance requires additional celebrants." And with that the idea closed from my mind, but the inherent logic of it remained compelling. We all soaked in the meaning of the tapestry when coupled with my words.
"Who are the other two?" Maderşahi asked, though everyone was thinking the same thing.
"I can't imagine the prophecy was for four people to discover the truth, then for two to leave, and then for two more to arrive," Kız said, though it sounded like she was desperate to believe something different.
"But it can't be the four of us" Maderşahi said quickly, clearly waiting for someone to say exactly what her guard had said so that she could push back. She sounded almost panic as she turned from looking at Kız and appealed to me, "Kız is my daughter," Suddenly, their strikingly similar appearance made perfect sense to me. It also made sense that the younger woman would serve as her mother's bodyguard. Who could she trust more implicitly, especially considering there was no hereditary leader? But the implication of what that meant hung heavy in the air. It seemed to get to the Mürebbiye and Maderşahi continued her thoughts:
"I did not raise her, it is true. Her father did, as is the custom. I barely knew her, just a few weeks a year, until five years ago when she became a woman. But it is nonetheless inappropriate. There must be some other way," But even as she spoke, the air in the room seemed to grow colder. She ignored it, "I can see the family resemblance here, who is this Kardes to you, Sultanah?" I turned and looked at Kardes.
I was about to answer quickly, but as I looked at Kardes, her eyes turned to me. I saw her pupils clearly, her kind eyes. I thought the important place she held, unofficially, in the administration of my Empire. She had taught me to behave in a regal manner. She had discovered the means to control the Executive Assembly. She had prevented me from leaving this place impulsively when I was first dismissed. She had found the tapestry and understood its importance. I thought of her loyalty to me and to the Empire. I thought of the ways in which I had failed to reward her and had harmed her pride. I thought of times when I should have at least considered her advice, but did not even think to ask. The quick answer I was about to give no longer seemed to make any sense. I smiled at Kardes for a moment, and then I turned back to Maderşahi.
"This is Kardes Hanedan. She is a member of my Inner Council, an invaluable counselor, and the first woman in the history of the Empire to hold the title Minister of State as our chief diplomat. If any person should be involved in the sealing of an alliance, it is her," I said slowly and I could hear Kardes breath in sharply as I announced (impulsively perhaps) her new title, "She also happens to be my older sister." I finished. I turned and looked at my sister after I spoke. She looked completely taken aback. I reached over and took her hand. Squeezing it tightly I whispered into her ear, "You've earned it."
"You are... in favor of your sister being present for this. With participating?" Kız asked.
"This sister? Yes," I responded without hesitation. Kız looked over at her mother and shrugged. An impish smile formed on her face. We could all feel the energy rising in the room. This felt right. The normal rules clearly did not apply. Whatever we had been searching around for, it made sense.
"It is often said in Anaerki that agreements should be sealed in blood. I have never seen it done this way," Maderşahi said, then her face split into a smile, "But damned if it does not seem right, right now," she said.
"Do you think we can actually do this?" I asked, trying not to look at my sister out of the corner of the eye. I knew I could. I had done it before. But could everyone else?
"How can we not?" Maderşahi asked, "It is clearly willed by the Sun God." She did not speak as though trapped by fate. In fact, she seemed to welcome it.
"My mother has always been my ideal of beauty and strength. I have admired her from a far since childhood and my admiration has only grown since I have come to know her as an adult. I cannot say I have ever thought that this would happen. Why would I? But it would be an honor," Kız said and her cheeks grew red. Her mother also looked slightly embarrassed, obviously quite flattered.
"I would do anything for you," Kardes said to me and I felt my heart swell. I had let Kardes know that I loved her still and that I respected her. Her affection as returned to me and I realized its importance by my brief experience of is loss. There were no doubts now.
But, once again, we stood silently in the room, looking at one another. I could feel excitement rising inside of me, I knew something interesting was going to happen. But no one wanted to make the first move. No one knew what that move would be. The tension just kept growing and growing in the room, making the air feel thick, heavy.
Finally, Maderşahi was the first to crack, "Let's forget who we are now. We exist to fulfill the prophecy, our relationships begin and end with that. We can worry about the rest later. Let's just get passed the start and the discomfort will melt away," she said. Without further word, she turned quickly to face her daughter. Her hand slipped behind Kız's neck, pulling her slightly to the side. Maderşahi tilted her head to the side. I watched as their lips pressed together, mother and daughter. At first, their lips simply linked gently, their bodies staying distant. Eventually, Kız seemed to melt into her mother's kiss, pressing her body against Maderşahi. Their lips parted and I watched as their tongues began to explore one another's mouths. The electricity in the room grew more intense. I felt my cock stirring between my legs.
I felt a sudden compulsion to turn towards Kardes. I saw her looking at me already. Her nipples were sticking out hard through her shirt and her lips were slightly parted. The slight wrinkles that lines her face seemed to have smoothed, she looked younger than I could ever remember seeing her. Her bright, emerald eyes shone with excitement. We felt the same impulses that had pulled Maderşahi and Kız together playing on our bodies. There was no will to resist. We didn't bother.
My hands seemed to move on their own and they quickly found their way to Kardes' hips. I felt the warm, roundness of her body alluring and my hands moved to the narrowest area of her waist. Kardes reached up around my neck, hooking her elbows around the back of my neck. I felt my sister's large breasts press into my own, I felt my cock brushing against her leg. Kardes closed her eyes now and tilted her head to the side. I followed suit. In a moment, I felt my sister's soft lips brush against my own. My lips tingled and my cock felt thick against my sister's leg. I could smell her skin, fresh as the morning rain. I moaned slightly, opening my mouth. Kardes exploited the breach and soon I felt her tongue tumble into my own. Her tongue was thick and cool, and she moved the rough surface against my gums and then drug it sensuously over my teeth. I spread my lips farther, letting her slip deeper inside of me. I probed out with my own tongue, tasting her.
It felt so natural then. I cannot explain it. Just an hour earlier this was the last thing I ever would have expected to happen. Even before I had offended Kardes, I would not have thought of doing this. She was my older sister and she was beautiful (she looked so much like an older, kinder Nislani after all) but my incestuous experiences in the past had largely been the result of necessity. But somehow, this did not feel like incest. We were cloaked in the rays of the sun, we fulfilled the prophecy, we acted out our roles, and it felt lovely. Something else was in control of the situation. It could only have been Gunes, protecting me. She made the prophecy come true, she brought me new alliances, and she allowed me to honor my older, more important alliances, all in one moment. There was no room to second guess. Everything just came as it came.
Apparently Maderşahi and Kız felt the same way. While Kardes and I kissed and our bodies pressed ever more closely together, I became aware of a strange sound next to us. At first I could not make out the nature of the sound. Eventually, I heard a strange clanking noise. I opened one eye and looked over towards the other two women and I saw that Kız's chest plate had dropped to the floor. I saw her mother's hands working all over her, loosening ties and buckles, removing her clothes. Kız was attempting to do the same, though much more quietly. I saw her hands on the blanket around her mother's waist, pulling at it and trying to loosen it.
My eyes closed once again. But as my focus returned fully to Kardes, I was slightly surprised to find that my hands were already occupied. Like Maderşahi and Kız, my hands were flying over my partner's body, pulling clothing loose and dropping items onto the floor. Kardes offered no resistance. On the contrary, as I pulled on fabric or adjusted belts, Kardes moved to assist me. In just a few minutes, Kardes was naked before me; our lips still pressed together, my cock now sliding half-hard against Kardes' smooth thigh.
I heard a slapping sound as a shirt fell onto the floor next to me and I knew without looking that Maderşahi and Kız were naked as well. With difficulty, I was able to open my eyes and break my kiss with Kardes. I heard her whimper slightly as her eyes fluttered back open. She smiled at me dreamily and allowed me to turn and face Maderşahi and Kız (she gasped as my cock slipped from her thigh). Maderşahi and Kız had also stopped kissing and they turned to face me.
The bodies of the three women surrounding me were exquisite in their nude state. As I pulled away slightly, I was shocked by the degree to which Kardes' body looked like Nislani's, if a little more mature. Her breasts were the same shape as my wife's, but they were much larger. Despite that, they were not saggy or droopy, instead sitting up on her chest, her dark nipples pointing straight out. Her stomach was a little fuller than Nislani's but by no means chubby. Similarly, her hips were wider and her ass more generous. Her cunny was shaved bare in the courtly fashion and her cunny lips were dark, perhaps a bit larger than Nisani's. But in general, she looked like Nislani (or me for that matter). A slightly bottom-heavy hourglass shape with sweeping curves and delicate limbs.
As Maderşahi and Kız, their bodies were just as tight and athletic naked as they had appeared when clothed. Kız looked remarkably like her mother. They had the same faces, the same small breasts, the same flat stomachs, the same muscular asses, and the same runner's legs. I could see that both women had small, puffy red nipples, full red pussy lips, and small triangular patches of well-kempt pubic hair. The only difference was that Maderşahi's face was slightly lined and a bit more severe while Kız was slightly rounder. I attributed this to the stresses of the job. That would also explain the handful of gray hairs that topped Maderşahi's head but not that of her young daughter.
I looked up at the tapestry, the four naked figures standing together in a tight formation. I realized we had reached that exact moment, the predicted event. My body trembled and my cock grew harder as I realized that we had done everything right. I could almost feel a red glow, like the one emanating from the primary figure in the tapestry. The other women were looking at me, waiting for me to take my place in the lead. Somehow, I knew exactly what I wanted.
"Maderşahi," I said, "I need you to lay on your back on the bed. Spread your legs." I ordered softly, there was no force in my command. It was like I knew what she wanted and was giving her permission. Maderşahi responded with alacrity. Without speaking, she lay back on the bed, her legs pulling apart widely. She was laying across the width of the bed, her feet towards me and her head right on the edge of the bed on the other side. The reddish lips of her cunny spread open and I could see her glistening in the sunlight. The red nub of her clitoris stood out hard at the top of her cunny. Her breasts spread out on her ribcage and her lips were pulled apart, smiling. Her eyes looked feverish. Like she was desperate for me to begin. I wanted to oblige. But an urge came over me, an understanding of what was needed next.
"Kardes," I said and turned to look at her, rubbing her elbow with my hand, "My beautiful sister. I need you to go and straddle Maderşahi's face. Face me on your knees," I said. Kardes bit her lip and nodded. Then she quickly walked around to the other side of the bed. She stood and faced me when her hips were directly behind Maderşahi's head. She looked down at Maderşahi and smiled. I watched as my sister ran her hand over Maderşahi's hair for a moment and she may have whispered something. I saw Maderşahi nod and then my sister stepped up onto the bed.
Kardes placed her knees on the bed, lifting herself up easily over Maderşahi's face. She placed her hands down on either side of Maderşahi's hips as she adjusted her knees. Then Kardes sat back until she was kneeling over Maderşahi's lips, her large ass spread out of the Mürebbiye's face. Kardes let out a strange cooing sound and I saw her sink down farther onto Maderşahi's face. It was hard to see from my angle, but I could tell that Maderşahi's tongue was already moving around on Karde's cunny and sucking at her clit. Kardes moaned loudly. Maderşahi's hands quickly rose up to her own chest, finding her nipples with her fingers. I watched she began to play with her breasts, her hips moving slightly on the fabric of the bed. Her cunny grew wetter and the scent of it began to fill the air.
Whatever force was compelling me told me that it was my turn to move next. I did not speak, I just let the impulses move me as they wood. I stepped forward towards Maderşahi, my body vibrating with excitement. I was not breathing. My hands lowered and dropped down onto Maderşahi's knees and I felt her trembling as I pushed them farther apart. Her musky scent rose higher, filling my nose and actually coating my tongue. I looked down between my legs now, I saw my cock was fully hard now, my body ready and willing. Maderşahi's hips were shaking on the bed and it was clear that she was ready as well.
I heard Kardes gasp and I looked up. Her body was rigid and she was smiling, her hands on her own hips, holding tightly. I wanted some of what she had. I took a step forward, pulling Maderşahi's legs around me. I moved my right hand down, wrapping it around the base of my hard cock. I looked up at Maderşahi's tight body and I pushed my cock down. I felt the tip of my cock tap Maderşahi's clit and then slide down between her cunny lips. She felt wet and incredibly smooth. I heard Maderşahi moan, muffled by my sister's cunny on her face. She writhed more wildly on the bed.
I reached my free hand forward and grabbed Maderşahi's hip, rubbing her skin gently with my palm. The tip of my cock was now pressed against the opening of Maderşahi's cunny. In fact, it was buried within the folds of her lips, wetting the tip of my cock and preparing it. I felt the heat of her body surging through me. I wanted more.
Carefully, I started to press my hips in towards Maderşahi's body. I heard the woman groan as her cunny split open, making room for my hard cock. The slick walls of Maderşahi's cunny wrapped tightly around me. But I could feel her body pulling me in harder, desperate for more. Inch after inch of my cock slipped into Maderşahi's cunny. She became tighter and tighter as each second passed. My body tingled all over and I started to breath in ragged breaths. Finally, I felt my balls press against Maderşahi's asscheeks and I felt my hips lock into hers.
I looked down and saw the root of my cock pressed against the Maderşahi's stretched red cunny lips. Her hard clit sat up, aching for attention. Maderşahi was writhing on the bed, shoving her hips down, driving to drive my cock deeper into her body. Her wet body was wrapped tightly around my cock and it felt like it was milking me, trying to pull the salty seed out of my balls. I groaned and pitched forward. My right hand now landed on the bed next to Maderşahi's breast and I could feel her rubbing against the inside of my elbow. My cock drove deeper into Maderşahi's body and now our stomachs were pressed together and I could feel her trembling.
I could also hear her moaning into my sister' cunny more clearly. I looked up slightly. I saw Kardes looking down at me. Both of her hands were on her breasts now, playing with her nipples and sinking her fingers into her flesh. She was smiling at me and her muscles seemed rigid and tense. She was panting and occasionally her eyes would close and she would let out a satisfied moan.



Almost everything was in place now. But I suddenly became aware of a loose end. Or, more accurately, whatever force was controlling the proceedings finally indicated a role for our final participant. I did not think about what I was going to say. In fact, I had no idea what I would say until the words were suddenly flowing out of me, "Kız, get down on your knees behind me. Eat my ass!"
Once again, there was no hesitation on the part of my remaining companion. She was standing to my side (looking nervous that she would be left out) when I spoke. At my words she essentially jumped up and then ran around behind me. For a few seconds, I felt her carefully dropping herself down onto the ground behind me. Her knees settled between my calves and I felt her breasts press against the backs of my thighs.
I felt her warm breath against my ass and then, after a brief moment, her fingers were sinking into the flesh of my asscheeks. She carefully spread them apart and the air felt cool against my exposed anus. But not for long, Kız was desperate to get involved. I felt her face press warmly against my spread asscheeks. Her breathing became warmer, more concentrated on my asshole. Then I felt her lips press gently against the crinkled rosebud of my anus. I arched my back (shoving my cock harder into Maderşahi's body) and gasped. I felt her lips part and her warm, wet tongue slipped from her mouth and drug along the rough surface of my asshole. The taste buds on her tongue raked over me, sending jolts of sensation through my body, making my nipples ache. Kız moaned now, sending a vibration through my body and then she grew more adventurous, sticking her tongue out further and lapping wantonly at my asshole.
We were all in the correct position now, everything felt right. Kardes was on her knees, her back arrow straight and her muscles tense. She made a low croaking sound on occasion. Her eyes were closed and her mouth was open. She was rocking slightly and her hands were clasped on her ample breasts, squeezing them and playing with her nipples. I think she had already cum several times. Her ass was sitting flat on Maderşahi's face. Her asshole was perched on Maderşahi's nose and her warm red cunny was sitting directly on Maderşahi's lips.
I could sometimes see Maderşahi's tongue, slipping out from her mouth and running along my sister's cunny lips, focusing on her hard clitoris. Other times, her tongue was pulled back, actually shoved inside of my sister's cunny, tasting her slippery juices. Her chin was dripping with saliva and cunny juices. The whole time, Maderşahi was moaning loaning, sending vibrations through my sister's body. Maderşahi's body was laid out across the bed and it was writhing in ecstasy. One of her hands remained on her breasts, but it was simply grasping it, as though it was keeping Maderşahi in place. Her other hand was on the bed, pulling desperately at the sheets. Her legs were spread and her knees were pushed back far, so far that her limber body was almost completely pushed back with her thighs on the covers.
I lay into between Maderşahi legs, my stomach lying across her's and my head hung down, draping my hair over her breasts. My cock was pushed into her sopping wet pussy, which was leaving a damp spot on the covers beneath her ass. I was supporting myself with my hand and focused entirely on pulling my cock in and out of Maderşahi's body. Her cunny, still almost unbearably tight, was so wet that I could slip in and out easily. But I each time I went back in, I seemed to sink deeper and deeper inside of her. I groaned as Maderşahi's body seemed to suck and pull on my cock.
Kız was behind me on her knees. I could not see what she was doing, but I could feel it her so clearly that it felt like seeing. She had spread my asscheeks wider and wider, getting more and more access to my asshole. I did not know if she'd ever done anything like this in the past, but she took to it with gusto. Her tongue, soft and flat, lapped at my anus passionately, coating it with spit and massaging my sensitive nerves. Occasionally, she would make her tongue rigid, poking her tongue into me furtively, tasting the depths of my asshole. She moved her neck to the rhythm of my thrusting cock, keeping her tongue close. My cunny dripped down on my balls, making them wet. Each time I swung back, my balls smack damply into her chin. She was close enough to smell the musky scent of her mother's cunt while I fucked it. I could hear her panting wildly as she licked.
The power of our movements was too much. Whatever force was controlling the events had no interest in allowing me to hold one. After several minutes of moving together in a writhing mass, I shoved my cock hard into Maderşahi's body, my body rubbing hard against her clit. This seemed to push Maderşahi's over the edge. Her shaking stopped and her body became incredibly rigid. I felt her cunny, already so tight, squeeze hard around my cock, milking it wildly. At the same time, Kız's tongue plunged hard and rigid into my asshole. The attack on my nerves was too much.
Instinctively, my eyes closed and my muscles tensed up. I heard myself groan loudly and I tried to shove my cock harder into Maderşahi's contracting cunny. My anus tightened around Kız's tongue, locking her inside of me. My body trembled and my breath caught in my throat. I felt like the world was standing still, waiting for everything to break loose. Finally, the tension released in a wave of icy warmth that emanated out from my cock, spreading all over my body and soothing my raging mind. I felt my cock contracting inside of Maderşahi's taut body, shooting big gobs of milky white liquid into her waiting cunny. The room was filled with the sounds of wet bodies moving together and the passionate moans of women in the midst of climax.
Finally, the noise began to die down. The last of my seed deposited in my lover's cunny and my anus loosened on Kız's tongue. Even Maderşahi's cunny, filled to the overflow with seed, relaxed, and my cock slipped out of her, still hard. Seed poured from Maderşahi's cunny, pooling in a pearly puddle next to her ass. Kardes, apparently overwhelmed by a series of orgasms, collapsed onto her side on the bed. Maderşahi's glistening face remained looking at the ceiling. Even Kız dropped back on her ass on the floor, catching her breath. The room was silent except for the sound of panting.
But I could tell that the events were not over yet. Not by a long shot. My body was still tired, my brain still recovering from the fog and fuzz of my orgasm, when the imperative to act once again came upon me. I rose up quickly from the bed, pulling out from between Maderşahi's legs. I felt wobbly and lightheaded on my feet. I was short on oxygen and would not have moved absent the external impulse that drove me. As I moved, the other tired women looked at me, their eyes confused and surprised at my rapid movements around to the far side of the bed. In a moment, I found myself standing at Maderşahi's desk chair. I turned it around, away from the desk and sat down, relieved. I spread my legs wide. My cock was still hard and it stuck up straight in the air, glistening with Maderşahi's juices and topped with a singly bead of pearly seed. I put my arms on the armrests and took have a second to catch my breath. But I already knew what I needed to do next.
"Kız," I said, "come over here and sit on my cock, facing out." Kız rose quickly on the far side of the bed, looking around a little surprised that she had heard her name. Her face was slick with her saliva and I knew the taste of my ass was still on her recently-squeezed tongue. I was glad that I could help her now, she had been the odd-woman out the first time around. She was apparently excited as well and no longer thought of her fatigue. Instead, she rushed quickly around the bed.
It was almost like Kız had the same vision in her mind that I had. Because as soon as she was standing in front of me on the chair, she turned around quickly and placed both of her hands on the armrests. I looked at her taut back and smelled the sweet scent of her tightly braided hair. Her muscular ass stuck out towards me and my mouth watered to look at it. I was no longer tired. I was just as ravenous as I had been before I'd cum the last time. I wanted more.
Kız lifted herself up with her arms on the chair while she started to spread her legs. She pushed her hips back as she lifted and I shuddered deliciously when her thigh rubbed against my erect cock. Kız locked her elbows out now and she was essentially floating above me, her cunny levitating a few inches above my cock. Kız then slowly started to lower herself down on top of me. I moved one of my hands down, grasping the silky steel of my cock and holding it in place. After a few moments, Kız had lowered herself down onto my cock.
I felt the kiss of Kız's cunny lips against the raging tip of my cock at the same moment I heard her let out a loud, triumphant sigh. Kız's cunny lips split apart as she lowered herself still further, impaling herself on my hard cock. She was unbelievably wet, like I had punched inside of her and found a reservoir of liquid passion. Her juices dripped down the shaft of my cock as she pushed herself further and down onto me. Kız was unbelievably tight, even tight than her mother. If it had not been for her extreme wetness, I doubt I could have fit inside of her. I could feel ever ridge, ever variation on the inside of her cunny and they all caressed my throbbing cock.
After a few careful moments of lowering herself down, Kız's ass settled down onto my laps, warm and heavy and she let out a soft moan. My cock was buried deep in her body and stretching her lips, causing her clitoris to protrude. As Kız settled, she swept her legs back, allowing them to slide back in the chair on either side of my hips. She arched her back as she did so, sinking deeper into my lap and pushed her round ass into my stomach. She took her hands on the armrests and her cunny to wrap more tightly around my cock. I reached my arms up around Kız's body, under her arms. I grasped at her breasts to hold her up, my hands felt her perky flesh and my fingers toyed at her nipples. Her body felt simultaneously hard and soft against me and I could feel her muscles and silky skin all around. Kız began to bounce gently on my cock, moving it in and out of her body. I clamped my elbows at her sides, holding her tightly and helping her to bounced, pulling her up and down.
"Maderşahi," I said, my voice coming out before I even realized I desired to speak, "Get on your knees in front of the chair. I need you to lick us!" I moaned as Kız's cunny squeezed and milked on my cock.
Maderşahi had been watching our movements unfold from her position on the bed, her eyes wide as my cock (so recently inside of her) sunk deep into her daughter's warm cunny. Now she rolled quickly off of the bed and dropped onto the floor. She landed on her knees and quickly crawled the distance that separated her from the chair. She kept her eyes on us as she moved and they flittered between watching my hands caress her daughter's breasts to watching my cock gently work in and out of her daughter's cunny.
After a few moments, Maderşahi was on her hands and knees on the floor in front of us. Maderşahi was close enough now to smell her daughter's cunny and to hear the sound of my balls as they smacked into her ass. There was no hesitation now, no question about what to do. Maderşahi made an alluring cooing noise in her throat and then leaned in. I felt her ponytail tickle the inside of my thigh and then I felt her breath against my balls. I could no longer see her now, her daughter blocked the view. But after a short time, I felt her.
I felt the wet warmth of her tongue as it pressed into my scrotum. Her tongue grew broad and soft as she lapped at my balls. They were wet from her daughter's juices and she sucked them into her mouth. Her tongue then traveled up from the base of my balls, up the small piece of my shaft that was not inside of Kız's cunny. Maderşahi tickled this spot with her tongue, teasing it. Then I no longer felt Maderşahi's tongue, but I heard Kız moan more forcefully than before and I knew that her mother was licking her throbbing clit. After a few moments, Maderşahi's tongue returned to cock and balls and she continued to give both of us attention, alternating and keeping up with the steady increase of speed as I began to thrust harder and harder into Kız's cunny.
"Kardes," I said without knowing what I was going to say next, "Get behind Maderşahi. I want you fingers in both of her holes!" I pleaded. Maderşahi let out a whimpering noise but her tongue stayed where it was, lapping at the spot where my cock and Kız's cunny lips came together.
Kardes was even quicker into position than Maderşahi was, she had been given more time to catch her breath. In an instant she was on her knees behind Maderşahi's ass. I could barely see her around Kız's body but as I gazed around the young woman's breast, I saw Kardes dip all four of her fingers on her right hand into her mouth. Then I saw them drop down quickly between Maderşahi's legs. I heard Maderşahi gasp while she licked on my balls and I knew that Kardes was touching her wet cunny. I could not see what happened next, but I could feel without looking that Kardes slipped fingers tightly into Maderşahi wet, seed-filled hole; her middle finger, ring finger, and her pinkie finger. Her index finger, now dripping wet from Kardes' mouth and Maderşahi cunny slipped easily into Maderşahi's tight asshole. I could hear Maderşahi moaning while Kardes pushed her fingers in and out of Maderşahi's tight body.
Once again, we stayed in these positions for some time, exploring the pleasure it gave us. I sat on the chair with my legs spread and my hands grasping at Kız's breasts. Kız was wrapped around my body with her back arched, facing away from me. I could heard groaning and her hips bounced up and down manically. My cock bounced in and out of her tight cunny, stretching her tight lips and shoving her clit into her mother's face. Maderşahi was on her hands and knees, her tongue working wildly to lick at my cock and balls and also suck on her daughter's cunny lips and to lap at her daughter's clit. Her body was shaking and she was moaning into our bodies because Kardes was behind her, fucking her roughly and mercilessly with her fingers.
We did not stay like this long. We were all still far too excited by the events to last for very long. I admit that this time, I set things off. Kız's cunny was gripping me so tightly and her breasts felt so good in my hands. Perhaps most importantly, her back was now pressing against my breasts and her ass was shoved back hard into my stomach. The feel of her delicious body against me was more than I could take.
The feeling just sort of snuck up on me. One moment, I was thrusting into Kız's cunny, breathing raggedly and curling my toes on the floor. The next, the entire world had melted away and was replaced by flashing lights in my eyes and a euphoric sense of pleasure all over my body. If anything, this orgasm was more intense than the first, leaving my limbs feeling cold and my mouth trembling. I squeezed hard on Kız's breasts and I heard myself moaning loudly against her back. And I sensed that my seed was filling up her body. I heard her groaning as it stretched her out.
If anything, I produced more seed this time than I had the first. The pressure on the vein on the underside of my cock was so great, I felt like I was spraying inside of Kız's cunny. My seed rapidly overwhelmed the young woman's tight body and I could feel it dripping out of her cunny, sliding down the length of my shaft even as my orgasm was just subsiding.
Of course, that meant that the seed was rapidly coming into contact with Maderşahi. It dribbled out of Kız's in long, white strands. At first, I felt Maderşahi's tongue stop as she tried to figure out the source of this sudden change in flavor. She rapidly came to understand the exact cause of the flow and her tongue returned, only now with more force and excitement. She focused on the source of the seed, keeping her tongue right where my cock exited her daughter's body, lapping it up. This meant that her tongue was pressed hard against Kız's aching clit.
Already nearing the end of her limit, Kız count not withstand this renewed assault. As her mother's tongue began to lick and suck the seed off of her clit, Kız's body went rigid. I could feel the muscles in her back and her ass contracting against me. I heard a loud screech emanate from her throat. I felt her go completely stiff and heard a croaking sound in throat. Finally, I heard a deep sigh well from inside of her and I felt her go limp against me. She was breathing rapidly, her orgasm stealing her wits.
Kız was so limp that, as I moved my hands from her breasts, she pitched forward towards the ground. Maderşahi, recognizing the danger, moved her tongue away from my cock and sat back on her heels. Kardes could not keep up and her fingers slipped from Maderşahi's body. Kız reached her arms out forward and Maderşahi caught her in her arms. I gasped as Kız's cunny slipped wetly off of my cock. Mother and daughter collapsed, panting onto the floor.
Once again, there was no thought of waiting. Despite my two orgasms, I was more desperate than ever. If anything, I needed to cum more now that I had when we started. I was still breathing heavily, my cock still cool in the air after losing Kız's warm body, when I began to issue my next set of instructions.
"Kardes," I ordered, "Get on your hands and knees on the floor." Kardes quickly licked all four of her fingers (stopping for just an instant to savor the flavor) and then fell onto her knees on the rough surface beneath our feet. She turned away from me a few feet in front of my chair and away from the panting pile of Maderşahi and Kız. Kardes then sat her hands on the floor and put her ass up into the air. She turned and looked over her shoulder at me. Her eyes glistening and her lip caught between her teeth.
It is hard to describe what I was feeling at that time. Mostly because the overwhelming majority of my conscious mind seemed to be controlled by some sort of outside force and pushed me along and affected my thoughts. But beside those feelings I had my own thoughts still, I knew what I thought even if I was compelled to act. And in that moment, looking at my sister's round ass sticking in the air and seeing her large breasts hanging down under her body, I knew I would do the same thing even if I did not feel compelled. My sister...she was beautiful. I loved her. I needed her. There really wasn't anything else to it.
I slipped quickly off the chair, watching where I stepped so that I would not land on top of Maderşahi or Kız. They watched me as I stepped over them, I saw their eyes watching my bouncing cock and my hard nipples. I could feel their eyes were still glassy and their bodies were still taut. Just like me, they were not done yet. And I already knew what we needed to do to close this out. I moved behind Kardes and she continued to stare and me as I moved. I dropped down on my knees between her feet and put my hand down softly on her ass. My fingers suck into her soft flesh and my palms felt warmed. I scooted my hips in towards Kardes body and my cock flopped side to side. I felt the tip rub against Kardes' thigh and I heard her moan.
Now I reached down and found my cock with my right hand. Karde' hips were somewhat low and I pulled them up with my left. Her knees pulled together out and she grew higher. The smell of her cunny was intense now, I could feel it emanating with heat off of her. Her scent actually reminded me of my own and it seemed that our musky, salty essence mixed together and filled my nose. It pulled me in towards her. With my right hand I carefully began to guide the tip of my cock into my sister's dripping cunny. Kardes' cunny was spread as wide as it would go and looked red, ready.



I felt hot, electric feeling of her cunny lips as my cock began to slip into it. My cock was still wet and Kardes' body accepted me easily. I was surprised by how easily I entered her, a gentle push and she sucked me right up. Despite that she was quite tight and her muscles rippled around my hard cock. She gasped as I made my way inside of her and giggled as my hips pressed against hers. My balls rocked forward and slapped her red clit a moment later and she groaned, her shoulders trembling. But we weren't done yet.
"Kız," I said, "slide underneath of my sister. You need to lick her cunny." Kız quickly disentangled herself from her mother's body and rose. She moved over towards me, running her hand along my back as she made her way around me. She stopped when she was standing a few feet in from of Kardes. Then she turned so that her gorgeous back was to me. She sat down efficiently and then lay down on her back. The back of her head was now on the floor, just below Kardes' face.
Kız put her hands up over her head on the floor, locking her fingers together underneath of Kardes' breasts. Then she pushed herself forward on the ground. Her slim body easily slipped between Kardes' arms and she continued to move along the floor. Kardes' large breasts ran over Kız's face and then over her breasts as Kız slipped into position. Finally, Kiz's head slipped between Kardes' knees. Her hands released one another and she wrapped her arms back around behind Kardes' thighs, holding her tightly. A moment later I felt the familiar sensation of Kız's tongue on my body. I felt her tongue running up and down the length of my shaft as I moved my cock in and out of my sister's body slowly. I also few Kardes' body trembling and I heard her moaning. I knew that meant that Kız was licking Kardes' cunny too. Kardes dropped her head, panting at the sensation. That just wouldn't do.
"Kardes, keep your head up," I said, "Maderşahi, get in front of my sister. She is going to eat your cunny." I added. Kardes instantly perked her head up. This arched her back and pushed her cunny down onto Kız's face. It also tightened her cunny delightfully around my cock as I began to stroke slower, but more forcefully.
Maderşahi had been watching her daughter lick my cock and Kardes' cunny but at my order she quickly rose. She walked quickly around our wriggling bodies and moved to stand in front of Kardes. She walked carefully in closer to Kardes' face so that she did not step on her daughter's legs. Kardes was moaning on the floor arching her back so that she was getting in the right position. Maderşahi put her hands on her hips and arched her back forward. She happened to be just perfectly positions and I heard her moan as her wet cunny pressed into my sister's face. I could feel Kardes trembling as she began to lap at Maderşahi's cunny. Kız seemed to sense the increased excitement as well and her tongue began to move more frantically.
Now we were all in our roles and we locked into place. I continued to rock my hips forcefully but very slowly, letting my cock languidly draw in and out of my sister's cunny. Her body squeezed me, trying to pull my seed out. Kız was directly below my cock, running her wet, rough tongue up and down my shaft as is it slipped in and out of my sister. She spent a good deal of time focusing on my sister's cunny as well, flicking her clit with her tongue. Sometimes, Kız would rock back slightly and lap at my balls. Kardes rocked her hips back and forth, slamming herself into my cock and rubbing her wet cunny all over Kız's face. At the same time, Kardes kept her lips wrapped around Maderşahi's clit, moving her tongue around it madly.
The room was filled with the sounds of moans, groans, flesh slapping against flesh, and the wet sounds of tongues moving on wet surfaces. The room was humid and smelled thickly of female arousal. It was overwhelming. Our bodies were already exhausted from our exertions. Only the will to feel more pleasure kept me going. My body ached and my head was swimming. The other women seemed to feel the same, their passionate moans possessing a hint of exhaustion. In that state we could not last long.
Kardes was the first to cum. I heard her moan loudly into Maderşahi's cunny and I felt her body shaking wildly underneath of me. Kız sensed it as well and she focused more squarely on Kardes, her tongue lapping wildly at my sister's clit. As Kardes began to cum, her cunny contracted, squeezing my cock hard and pulling on it. I had barely been holding on already and this sent me to the edge. I felt head fly back, my mouth shoot open, and I heard my scream as if it came from someone outside of me. My tired, inflamed cock felt like it expanded inside of my sister. I felt the seed begin to pour out of me, falling heavily into my sister's sopping cunny. The pleasure was so overpowering that it seemed to exist in layers on top of itself, folding over and doubling in strength. If I could have lived in that moment forever I would have.
When I returned to my senses, I was lying on my back, leaning slightly against the chair behind me. I was panting wildly. I looked up and saw Maderşahi leaning heavily against the wall, her body slick with slate, her countenance sated. Both Kardes and Kız lay on the floor, catching their breath and smiling contentedly. Whatever force had pushed us past the point of endurance seemed to have left us. The smell of our sex still hung heavily in the room, but the energy was gone. We no longer craved sexual contact with all of our beings. Instead, we felt totally and completely at peace.
We stayed that way for a long time, gaining our bearings. One by one we rose from our places on the floor, feeling our heads and looking at each other awestruck. We all sat down on the corners of the bed, facing in. We did not speak, it just seemed like the right thing to do. No one moved to get dressed. What was the point? It felt natural and right to be naked. I felt no self-consciousness as my limp cock lay exposed against my thigh as I sat with my legs folded. Finally, perhaps half an hour after we stopped, I finally felt able to speak again.
"I believe that settles the matter, the first half of the prophecy has been fulfilled," I said. The other women laughed easily.
"I would say this matches the depiction on the tapestry," Maderşahi replied, "And I must admit that felt...Well I cannot say that I am disappointed or in any way in doubt. Whatever happened here...I am certain that we are in the presence of the predictive power." She seemed to struggle to convey the correct meaning. But we all knew what she meant and nodded accordingly.
"An alliance then, between the Empire and Anaerki?" I asked.
"Bonded in blood, solemnized, and irrevocable," Maderşahi agreed.
"If you need assistance, send for me and I will arrive at all deliberate speed," I responded.
"And the same to you. We await the second half of the prophecy, to fight glorious and attain divine victory by your side," Maderşahi stated. And with that, the spell seemed to be broken. We felt slightly awkward now and we all moved from the bed, finding our clothes and re-dressing. But despite the change in atmosphere, the connection remained real. Finally, at long last, I had formed an alliance on behalf of the Empire.
At one point, while we searched on the floor for our clothes, I found myself standing very close to my half-naked sister. It felt strange now, to see her in this way. Though, neither of us felt regretted what had happened. We accepted it for what it was. Nonetheless, Kardes looked out the corner of her eye at me nervously. Finally she spoke.
"Thank you...for the title," she said. I shrugged and shook my head.
"You have earned that and more. I was remiss in failing to do so earlier. I focused so much on new allies, on appeasing my internal enemies, and fighting my external enemies... I don't know, I made a mistake. I hope you forgive me," I said, pulling my puts on my feet.
"I apologize," Kardes responded instantly, "I was out of line. I... I do not begrudge you your marriage. I had no right to say the things I said. I did not meant to hurt you." I could see tears in the corner of Kardes eyes, though she quickly wiped them away. I smiled at her and shrugged.
"A wise person once told me that Sultanahs should not be scared of widowed princesses," I said and Kardes laughed easily, the tension seeming to break inside of her.
"A valid point," she responded, "You should let that person get away. She should be in government."
"It took me awhile, but I figured that out," I responded and dressed, we went out to find the army so that we could return home.
End Chapter 12
*****
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Dear Reader, thank you so much for reading this story. It has taken nearly a year of my writing life to get the whole thing finished. This is Chapter 13 of 14 chapters and the total is over 250,000 words. It is my Dirk Diggler/Jack Horner act of hubris: my attempt to write an erotic adventure story that pulls you in with a story you want to read, even when there isn't any sex going on (though there is a lot of sex. Crazy, weird, fun sex). It is the most ambitious piece of erotic fiction I have ever attempted. So I hope you enjoy it.
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In Chapter 1, our main character, Princess Varis, finds that her father has died and that, by virtue of the fact that she is a hermaphrodite and can father a child, she is now the Sultanah. In Chapter 2, Varis unearthed a conspiracy to destroy her Empire led by Rahip, the Cardinal of the "New Religion" and later she received her coronation. In Chapter 3, Varis humiliated the New Religion and raised the morale of her besieged people. In Chapter 4, Varis lifted the siege through a daring midnight raid. In Chapter 5, Varis survived an assassination attempt and visited her harem. In Chapter 6, Varis faced a challenge to her authority and seduced a noblewoman to maintain it. In Chapter 7, Varis defeats the raiders and comforts a peasant girl. In Chapter 8, Varis is briefly engaged and kills her fiancé for betraying her. In Chapter 9, Varis slept with a member of the harem, her half-sister, while her aunt watched. In Chapter 10, Varis wed her sister and consummated the marriage. In Chapter 11, Varis sleeps with two new hermaphrodite members of the harem. Chapter 12, Varis performs a sexual ceremony with three surprising women.
Some recurring characters you might want by name are Varis (the Sultanah and narrator), Cin (the head priestess of Gunes), Arkadas (Varis' friend and servant), Kardes (Varis' older sister), Nislani (Varis' younger sister), Rahip (a Cardinal of the 'new religion'), Duke Hain (an important lord opposing Varis), Lord Sadik (a minor lord who has spoken in support of Varis); King Sican (the leader of Dusman, a rival kingdom), Prince Lider (Sican's son); King Köylü (the leader of Temsilci, a rival kingdom); Agiz and Got (Subordinate Sun Priestesses); Saygili (Varis' guard); Soyguncu (a pickpocket and spy for Varis); Tutuklu (the head concubine of the harem); Kukla (a noblewoman); Maderşahi (the leader of Anaerki, an ally). Further, Gunes is the name of the Sun God, Tanri is the name of the 'new god.' The city where the story is set is Şehir in the country of Ülke and the Empire of Bütün Dünya. If you need more...reread the earlier chapters.
Please, please, please, please, please tell me what you think after you read this. I put an embarrassing amount of work into this and I want to know what you think. Especially if it is good things.
Special Note: This chapter contains non-consensual themes and extreme sex acts. Beyond the sex, it is an exceptionally dark chapter. You have been warned.
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Part VII: The Final Crisis
Chapter 13: Disaster and Revenge
"No," I said simply and shook my head. There was an audible grumble in the room as my voice reverberated around the hall. It was bulging to capacity and, in fact, several lords were standing out in the hall, peeking through the open door and trying hear what was said.
"I do not believe you understood what I said. I was not asking Sultanah, I was explaining the historical situation," Duke Hain eyes were protruding out of his head and his mouth was opening and closing like his mother's legs, "Castle Inhanet was deeded to my ancestor, the fifth Duke of Bok Kafa nearly eight centuries ago, I have all of the documentation. And, under the Restoration Act of 1215, lands recovered by the Empire revert to their lawful owner or that lawful owner's heir. There is no question I am the rightful heir to the Inhanet estate and I demand to know when you intend to hand it over to me." Hain spoke with growing vehemence with each word and spit flicked from his lips. He looked around the room as if to ask the other barons assembled: can you believe I have to ask? There seemed to be some agreement with him. But I was unmoved.
"Duke Hain it has been apparent for months now that you believe me to be a particularly stupid woman. But I assure you, I understood you the first time. That is why I said 'no,'" I explained with even greater heat than Hain had brought. I could not believe that I was having this conversation here and now. Who exactly did Duke Hain believe he was and why did he believe he could speak to me in such an insolent manner. Nonetheless, my sharp manner had placed the room on edge. Everything had become extremely quiet and the barons were leaning forward, waiting to see what would happen next.
"That is against the law..." Hain began, nearly shaking with rage.
"I am the law, in case you have forgotten Duke Hain. I may suspend or selectively enforce any Act passed by any deliberative body in the Empire at my sole discretion," This, of course, was true. Though most Sultans chose to tread lightly. But I had decided that today, I was going to make an example. And it felt good.
I guess I was feeling a bit confident. I had recently returned from my trip to Anaerki and the conclusion of my alliance there. Kardes and I had returned home and it seemed my Inner Council was more united and productive than ever. I had also shepherded several actions through the Executive Assembly to control bread prices, begin plans on widening several important canals, and modernization of city defenses. Perhaps most important, we were now well into campaign season and King Lider had not returned with the Dusman army. There was no evidence of the Temsilci either. I was beginning to think that the resilience the Empire had shown in the face of their previous invasion was giving them pause. Even if I could simply hold them off for another year, I believed I could be fully prepared for the defense of the Empire.
It was in that mood of confidence that I had met with the Peers. While most of the barons' business was now conducted by the Executive Assembly, I still liked to have the Peers around on occasion, to hear concerns that might not be raised by the Executive Assembly. But today, as soon as I called the meeting into Order, Duke Hain had immediately rose (without recognition) and demanded (as he had at every Executive Assembly meeting for weeks) the "return" of Castle Inhanet.
I was not the same scared girl who had sat down on the throne nine months earlier. I was no longer willing to be cowed by this fool. I had looked to my right and I could see both Kardes and Cin wordlessly pleading with me to remain calm and to ignore the Duke's tone. But I had learned a valuable lesson (and I still consider it a valuable lesson, even in light of the events that would later befall me) that I had been too accommodating to my enemies and not nearly loyal enough to my friends. I had been trying to cultivate Duke Hain's good will for months now and the only thing that I had achieved was an emboldened foe. He had constantly tried to belittle and undermine my authority. I expected him of every treachery, included attempts at my life. He believed he could treat me infamously in my own chambers, before the Peers, and that I would simply take it. Perhaps he believed I would be embarrassed by the confrontation in front of everyone and that I would give in now, having blocked him several times at the Executive Assembly. Well Duke Hain was mistaken and Cin and Kardes were to be disappointed.
After I shut him down, Duke Hain seemed nearly apoplectic. Now he was the one to be embarrassed in front of the Peers. They avoided looking at him, feeling uncomfortable in his disappointment. Even the loyalist avoided his eye. He sputtered for several minutes, before tactlessly addressing an issue that we all understood but consciously avoided discussing.
"I should expect nothing else, you have always played favorites. Certainly if Lord Sadik had requested the proper enfeoffment of Castle Inhanet he would be swiftly obliged. You have allowed our political differences to cloud your judgement. How can any Lord know that he will receive fair treatment at your hands?" he asked, looking around desperately. I saw several Collaborationist lords nodding. They may not have liked Hain's brash style, but they knew I did not favor them. Duke Hain was attempting, rather ham-handedly, to show me the limits of my power. Rather than tempering me, this pushed me farther.
"Your right hand, Lord Örnek, petitioned just three days ago for a six month extension in paying a military tax in lieu of providing the required 125 men for the defense of the city. I granted that request and also offered additional months of indulgence in the future as needed. I have extended this courtesy to several Lords disrupted by the war, regardless of their political affiliation. This has nothing to do with overall party politics. It is about you Duke Hain, and the manner in which you present yourself here, in my throne room. Do you believe yourself to be my co-Sultan? Is that why you behave in this boorish manner? Well let me disabuse of your notion. You are a Lord. You are surrounded by your Peers. I am the Sultanah. I sit above you. I have no Peers." I could sense Cin wincing without even seeing her. I was being heavy-handed. But I felt I had earned it. I had been demure and yielding for too long.
"I have never been anything but a loyal servant to you and your family..."he began trying to win sympathy from the crowd. He actually looked and sounded hurt, I half expected tears to well in his eyes. I didn't notice if any of the Lords were agreeing with him. I kept my eyes fixed on his ugly face.
"Good," I interrupted, "Then I expect you to loyally fulfill my following request. In light of your unstatesmanlike behavior at this meeting I ask that you resign your seat on the Executive Assembly effective immediately." The crowd actually gasped now. Lord Hain had essentially invented the Assembly. He was a leader of an entire court faction. I didn't care. I was trying to shake things up, to put foolish men in their place.
Of course, there had been no plan for this. I had always hoped to remove Hain at some point in the future, if possible. I had been waiting for my political position to improve. And it had been improving. But I had not yet decided the time was right until just then. Duke Hain was still quite powerful and many men followed his every word. I wasn't really sure I was powerful enough to take him on yet. But the words came tumbling out and they felt very good on my lips. Whether or not I was truly ready politically, I was ready spiritually, and I let that guide me. Lord Hain simply stared at me for a long while. His face was incredibly red and he appeared to be trembling with rage.
"You cannot remove me..."he began.
"No I cannot, that is why I asked you to resign. But If I needed you removed, I could certainly find three votes on the Executive Assembly for your censure and impeachment, could I not? You would think a man who believes himself to be so intelligent would recognize that he is constantly outflanked" I said, cutting him off again. I had him routed. He should have recognized I was willing to make this threat without making me say it, but instead, he was forced to absorb another body blow. He stammered for several seconds before finally, being able to control himself.
"Give me my Castle and I will resign immediately," he said and I actually snorted.
"If you had come to me and discussed this with me in an appropriate venue you probably could have received that request. But you chose to make a scene here, in this venue, of all places. You have dishonored yourself and you have embarrassed me. I cannot now give you anything but my contempt," I said, savoring my ultimate triumph. How much had things changed in just a few months? Could I have even imagined to stand so firmly on my convictions just a few months ago. I felt power surging in my limbs and I knew that others could feel it as well. Hain did not even speak. Before I was even done with my remarks he was already turning towards the door.
"I do not need to stay here for this abuse," Hain said dramatically, "I am leaving, and anyone who wishes to follow me may come. We will return to the Sultanah when she is more willing to speak in a respectful manner." And soon, in a huff, Hain was out the door. A handful of hardcore Collaborationist followed him out. Loyalists looked pleased. Many others looked troubled by the discord, unsure what to do. I did not say a word, instead I sat down and I held the meeting I intended to hold the entire time.
* * * * *
"I am not saying he did not deserve it. By the Sun God's eyes I cannot even say that I did not enjoy seeing it happen. But that does not change the fact that it was a mistake," Cin was sitting next to me in the throne room and she was running her hands nervously through her hair.
"What was I just telling you about your impulsiveness?" Kardes chirped in. She was pacing in front of me and shaking her head. The rest of my Inner Council were standing around the room, not sure of how to take this sudden assertiveness. We had waited here after the meeting with the barons concluded. They had filed out slowly, many still looking dazed by the encounter. Now, several hours later, we were going around and around the confrontation from every angle. I appeared to be the only person who believed I acted correctly. I sighed.
"I was being decisive. We can all agree that Hain has developed an exaggerated notion of his own importance. I was just demonstrating that today. Did you see how few lords followed him out? I think I made my point," I said, "There is no longer any question of who is the most powerful person at this court."
"Yes, but that does not mean that you can simply get rid of him. Not everyone who supports him left. You spoke in a manner that would worry all of the Lords, not just Collaborationists," Cin said wearily.
"I have never been in a stronger position. It was time to flex some muscle domestically," I explained my thinking.
"I agree that it was time for that. But you didn't flex your muscles, you put on a weight-lifting exhibition. And you lack the endurance to maintain the show! You are more secure than ever, but you will expose your still-weak position if you push too far too fast. You should have made a smaller demonstration and then built to removing Hain over time while simultaneously isolating him at court by picking off his followers," Kardes explained. That plan actually sounded pretty effective, but I was not yet ready to admit that my bold action was any sort of a mistake.
"I have spent months neutralizing domestic enemies. It was time to heighten the division and force them into submission. I did it," I said.
"You exposed the desperateness of their position. You are consolidating your power and you have gained a valuable time for the Empire to recover. That won't convert the Collaborationists to your side. It will make them reckless," Cin predicted. I was not in any position, at that time, to recognize the wisdom of her words.
"Good, their desperation will force them into further mistakes and I will exploit those too. I wasn't lying to Hain. He probably would have gotten what he wanted if he behaved liked a gentleman. Now I get everything and he gets nothing," I said.
"Don't be so sure that your actions have not been reckless. Maybe someone is plotting to exploit your mistake as we speak," Kardes replied, annoyed.
"Let them come," I said, "I am no longer afraid." At that moment, the world seemed to slow down. I will never forget that moment as long as I lived. For some time I almost believed that I had spoken some sort of magical words, that, in my hubris, I had summoned something into being that would not have been present otherwise. That my pride had risen and Gunes had to put me in my place. I still don't know. At best, it was a horrible coincidence.
Regardless, as I spoke those fatal words the doors to the throne room were tossed open. I was not looking at them, but I could hear them swing wide and slam into the walls on either side. I heard a clanging thump as two armored bodies were tossed onto the floor in front of the door. They were my guards. But that sound was almost immediately drowned out by the sounds of swords slipping from scabbards, armor brushing together, and the roar of enraged men.
Now I was able to turn around fully and see what was happening. It was all happening so fast I didn't really comprehend what was going on. But instinctively I knew that a disaster was about to occur. My skin prickled, my heart thudded, and my stomached tightened. I swung around in slow motion in time to see men beginning to pour into the throne room. The chairs that the peers had been sitting in were still strewn about the room and my Inner Council and I were on the far side. This slowed down the advance momentarily. But nonetheless it was clear that there were dozens of men throwing chairs to both sides and making their way in my direction. These men were heavily armed and expensively armored. There was no attempt to conceal their identity. In fact, in the front of the pack, with his visor set up so that he could stare directly into my eyes, was Duke Hain.
While I lacked the full time to fully work out all of the details of what was occurring, I already knew the broad strokes even before the front line of soldiers made their way halfway through the throne room. Of course, these were Collaborationists and their retainers. Duke Hain and his followers had been waiting for months for me slip up so that they could seize my power and destroy my dynasty. I had worked carefully and wisely and I had denied them any chance to do so. They had bided their time and come up with nothing. Then, today, they had seen me flex my muscles and they knew that the people, the other Peers, and the world as a whole were growing to accept my existence. Rather than strengthen with time, their hand was growing weaker. There were fewer Collaborationist than ever and they were certain to keep shrinking if they did nothing.
And so Hain had quickly gathered his loyal followers. They had likely discussed this possibility many times in the past, waiting for the proper opportunity. They had already been in the city, no need to crash the gates. I had few guards in the palace (most were on the city walls, waiting for external threats) and they had quickly overpowered my household retainers. They planned to rush into the throne room and murder me.
They would perform a coup, perhaps placing Hain on the throne or presenting the city to Dusman. Either way, with me dead they would present the situation as a fait accompli to the other Peers. With no choice, my dynasty would die and no one would say a word. They no longer believed they had anything to lose. It was a desperate plan, but the Collaborationists no longer believed they had any alternative. And, like my own boldness and decisiveness earlier, it seemed to be bearing fruit. They had breached the palace, found the throne room, and they were coming for me now.



With little time to spare, my Inner Council swung into action. But we were so few against the tide. Saygili drew his sword and looked grim. He rapidly walked in front of me, shielding my body with his own and preparing for the onslaught. He had a short sword in his belt, an extra (largely ceremonial) weapon. I reached for it, but Saygili recognized it was there and he reached down and grabbed it.
"No Sultanah," he said, "Stay out of the way." And with that, he quickly handed the short sword to the closest person he could find, my sister Kardes. She took it uneasily but stepped forward in front of me. I tried to grab the sword from her hand.
"Varis stop," she said, her voice sounding somewhat panicked, "You are more important...stay out of the way!" As she moved in front of me. Arkadas, terrified, grabbed a chair and lifted it above her head, taking a spot in front of me. I tried to pull her back, to stand with me, but she shook me off. She would not look back at me.
"I love you Varis," she said and I could hear that she had begun to cry. I felt choked and I tried again to throw my arms around my best friend. Saygili turned and shoved me backwards quickly, away from Arkadas and then turned to look in front of himself again. I lost my balance and tumbled into the ground, landing on my ass. I felt blood in the back of my throat and my eyes felt like they were bulging.
Cin, Agiz, and Got had carried ceremonial staves into the throne room and they took these in their hands. Soon, they had lined up in between my sword-bearing protectors, forming a tight semi-circle around me and penning me back towards my throne.
However, not everyone performed with distinction. In fact, before anyone else had even started to move I had seen Soyguncu pull her knife from her belt, run to the nearest window, and throw herself outside. I knew had no idea where she was going, it was a long drop but I doubted she was killing herself. I didn't have time to think about it.
"Step aside and let us have that freak of nature!" Lord Hain cried out, rushing quickly to the front of the room, "You need not all die, we just want the usurper." The entire time he spoke, he looked directly in my eyes and I could feel fire shooting from them. I stared back at him, feeling scared but trying to appear calm. My protectors closed ranks closer, making their circle around me tighter.
"This is treason," I said loudly, hoping that my authority would carry the day. My voice sounded small, almost girlish. Hain and many other laughed.
"We owe you no loyalty!" He said and now I raised my hand in the traditional submission symbol, hoping to repeat my actions from my coronation. The laughter grew more raucous
"You pledged!" I said indignantly, dropping my arm.
"You pledged to restore our estates and you have not," Hain retorted. I knew this was just an excuse for what they were doing. A mere pretense to justify my death. Of course, I had not been above resorting to pretense.
Now Hain and his cadre had made it through the sea of chairs. He was just a few feet in front of Saygili, who was standing directly in front of me. Hain's followers were close behind and soon our little semi-circle was completely surrounded. The room was full of men, perhaps 120 soldiers in all. We were horribly outnumbered.
"Step aside women," Hain said, "And you too, guard. We just want the Usurper!"
"You will not take the Sultanah," Saygili said and raised his blade to defend me. Hain made a move as to advance on Saygili. The other Collaborationists began to tighten up as well, closing in around my guardians.
"Stop!" Cin said and suddenly everyone stopped moving, "This is a mistake Duke Hain. Peers. I will not allow harm to befall my Sultanah," she said. As she spoke the top of her staff grew a dark, glowing red. Agiz and Got saw their staves to grow red as well, though they did not speak. The traitors backed up slightly, looking nervous.
"You know my power," Cin said coolly. There was a rumble of nervousness through the crowd and even Lord Hain briefly looked nervous. There was pure threat in Cin's eyes and I could feel the power of Gunes pulsing out of her. For a moment, I could feel my heartbeat slackening and I could breath. I sat up slightly on the floor, wondering what Cin would do next, how she would solve the crisis. It appeared as though Cin was about the speak again, when she was abruptly interrupted.
"She cannot kill you," A tiny, raspy voice stated somewhere in the back of the crowd, "Whatever power she has...she might be able to restrain you. Some of you. But there are too many. And she cannot kill. She has taken vows. Vows she will not break. Cannot break." The crowd seemed to part in the middle and slowly, the author of the statement came into view. I gasped as the creature stepped into the light.
It was more corpse than man. He was totally bald and his skin so white it was nearly translucent. All of the blood vessels in his eyes were broken, giving his a reddish, glowing whites. His mouth was wide open and I saw a few broken black teeth poking out. His skin hung loose on his face and he was impossibly thin. He was wearing no shirt, only a loin cloth around his waist. His ribs were clearly visible and this stomach was so thin I could nearly see his spine poking through his belly. He was all sharp angles with knobby knees, loose elbows, and all of his skin was covered in oozing sores.
"Cardinal Rahip?" I asked, knowing before he began to cackle that I was right. He had survived. Deep in the dungeon eating rats and drinking waste water. Hain had somehow dug him back out. To bring him here and boost the morale of his troops. From the look in Cin's eyes, the gambit would work. Rahip was calling Cin's bluff.
"You cannot eliminate me any more than you can eliminate the true God. Tanri will have his revenge and I will be the tool of that revenge," Rahip gasped through his shattered mouth. I looked more closely into his red eyes and I could see no sense of human feeling there. His time in the dungeon had driven him insane. My skin crawled and my body recoiled against him. Even the peers that surrounded him pulled back and away from him. He was a vision of their desperation and they wanted desperately to leave him behind, triumphant.
"Rahip, you look as shattered and false as your God," Cin said, "Who here wants to risk their lives on the word of a shattered old man?" Cin spoke with such malevolence
"If I lie, then strike me dead Cin!" he called out, "Come you whore. I give you my permission. Kill me now and prove that you will do the same to the rest!" He took a few steps forward towards us. Cin did not stand back, but instead lifted her staff above her head. She looked icily at Cardinal Rahip, staring into dead eyes and gruesome face. She stood for several seconds, staring while the red light of her staff pulsated. But nothing happened. Rahip began to cackle.
"Were you hoping I would just die on my own?" He asked sharply. It didn't seem like that bad of a bet. But it was now clear to everyone that Cin would not kill anyone. I felt bile in the back of my throat and I looked around for something, anything, to protect myself. The hesitation that had held the crowd back shattered. In fact, the men were now chomping at the bit to attack us. Duke Hain sensed this new found courage and decided to climb in front of it.
"They will not yield! Forward!" Hain called and the circle tightened rapidly around us. The living corpse of Rahip was nearly in the front of the press now.
It is hard to explain what happened during the next few minutes. Hain came charging at Saygili and my general blocked the attack, shoving the Duke him back. But more men were coming. They closed on the priestesses and on my sisters. Their swords were swinging and their spears were stabbing. Nonetheless, our attackers moved cautiously. None of them wanted to die knowing how badly we were outnumbered. They believed they could kill us all without harm. Still, it was not long before we were swarmed.
I stood back, trying to figure out a way to help the situation. But I felt desperate, panicked, and unsure of myself. I knew already that I had brought this on to us and the guilt was already crushing me under its weight. I saw sword and knives flying, I saw blood splash high into the air. I could heard the screams of battle and cries of fright or surprise. Soon, my guardians were each surrounded and men began to pour through the line, heading straight for me.
A number of things happened in the instant before the first of my enemies reached me. I can see each of these things so clearly in my mind, even as I grasp my quill. They all happened at the same time but I can see them separately. First, I saw the door to my left, the one leading to my private chambers burst open. Soyguncu was standing in the door but she quickly plunged inside. Behind her I saw familiar faces. Familiar uniforms. It was the legion I had formed many months ago. I had misjudged Soyguncu. She had jumped out the window, but she had swung herself into the floor below. She had raised the hue and cry, finding members of my army and sending them to the throne room. She told others to pass the word along and now they were pouring, one or two at a time, into the enemy's flank.
That was the only good news. More importantly, I saw Cin raise her staff over her head to block a blow. I saw a sword come down on the hard wood. Cin had misjudged the landing spot of the blow and the sword came down on her left hand, shearing off two of her fingers as if they were made of butter. I heard her scream and falter. To her side, I saw a blade pass through Got's eye and then pass out the back of her head. I saw Got fall to her knees, gasping on the ground before she died. I turned to find Arkadas, but I did not see her. Instead, I saw Saygili trip over something on the floor, landing on his back as Hain lifted his sword to his throat. I did not see what happened to Saygili. I turned away, afraid to look.
But just in time to see a swinging blade slice into my sister's body. The sword moved with force and ease. I would have thought it had missed her except I saw a fountain of blood pour from her throat. The blade had traveled through her neck, severing her throat, and pulled out impossibly dark with imperial blood on the far side. Kardes did not even have time to scream. I watched, horrorstruck but uncomprehending, as her lifeless body fell to the ground. I did not have time to process what I had seen, to understand the full horror of it or to accept my fault, when I felt the club, from somewhere I did not even see, land on the top of my head and the world went mercifully blank.
* * * * *
"Easy, Easy," the voice said above me. I could see nothing but a flash of red light and my head felt like it was pulsating to the erratic rhythm of my heart. I groaned loudly and realized that I was trying to sit up. I did not know where I was or how I had gotten there. I didn't even really have a sense of the last thing I remembered.
"What?" I asked, my voice slurring and my tongue feeling fat. I could taste blood in my mouth. Slowly my eyes began to adjust.
"Sultanah, you must be careful. We have not been able to have you evaluated yet," a familiar voice stated. It had called me Sultanah, not usurper. I knew that was good, but I didn't really remember why, "You must lay down." Now my vision came back as the candle light, that had seemed so blinding, faded. I recognized my location, seeing that I was lying in my own bed with my head on my pillow. The shadow leaning over me came into focus.
"I thought you left me," I said and Soyguncu laughed.
"I thought you knew me better than that," she said. Then she explained the way she had gathered my legion and brought them into the throne room.
She described the battle over my body after I had been knocked out. I remembered none of it. At first the enemy had outnumbered the legion because my troops were forced to enter one or two at a time. Many in my legion were picked off one by one as they entered. The enemy had taken advantage and my unconscious body was in the process of being pulled to the far door by my hair. Someone even suggested tossing me from the window. But each second, enemy troops were falling wounded and injured and more and more of my legionnaires began to enter the room. Soon the tide had turned. My body had been recovered after a blood encounter in the middle of the room. Dozens died as I was tossed back and forth like a rag doll. She explained that it was a miracle that no one had simply stabbed me in the melee, but everything was chaos. Eventually, Soyguncu captured my body and brought me to my room.
With their quarry lost and their casualties mounting, the enemy had broken. They had abandoned one another as they had all tried to bolt, to get out of the palace before death found them. The legion chased them, hacking men down as they ran. All of them were dead or out of the palace now and the building was secure. The enemy was still being hunted through the city streets. Soyguncu was more subdued than was her normal, story-telling attitude and I heard her sigh several times as she told the story.
"Who survived?" I asked as soon as Soyguncu paused.
"Hain and Örnek both made it out. Rahip with them somehow. Several other smaller lords. But we got a lot of them. Saygili sent the legion out into the city to find known Collaborationist who were not here, to arrest them on treason charges," Soyguncu stated and began to tell that story as well. I felt a desperate sensation climbing up the back of my throat. I shook my aching head wildly.
"No...No," I interrupted, "Who among us survived." I said. Soyguncu dropped her head and sighed. I knew she had known the question I had really been asking. She had tried to dodge it. Whatever blades I had eluded in the throne room found me now, icily piercing my heart. I felt a lump in my throat and knew that whatever I was about hear would be...unbearable.
"Well you have, Sultanah. And I. And, as I said, Saygili. He was stabbed in the shoulder, but he should live" she gave a shuddering sigh now.
"Is that all?" I asked, my voice catching in my throat.
"Cin is alive. She has lost..."
"Fingers?"
"And a lot of blood. But she is strong. Her fellow priestesses have both fallen. Agiz died throwing her body on Cin, to protect her when she fell." There was a pregnant pause after that. I thought of Got. Of Agiz. I thought of our night together when I was first the Sultanah. But the pain I felt for them was dwarfed by a memory that flooded back to me in full horror.
"My sister is dead, Kardes..." I said. I said it as a question in some ways. Hoping that I had hallucinated the image or that somehow, miraculously, she had survived her ordeal. Soyguncu nodded slowly. I saw tears in Soyguncu's eyes now, an unfamiliar and unnatural sight. Seeing them there made the world fell upside down.
"And Arkadas," she said barely audible. And that was all. It was confirmed. Both were dead. My elder sister. My best friend. I did not know in that instant who I missed more. That's too trite. I felt that way, but it was a larger feeling. A feeling that the world was no longer what it was and that nothing could ever be...I don't know. But as I struggled with that sensation, I felt an unrelenting hate for myself that surged from nowhere and coated me in a black shroud. My skin felt cold and clammy. My insides felt dead. Everything ceased to function. I heard myself make a choking sound and my head drooped. Guilt and shame were all I could recognize.
"Nislani?" I asked, suddenly realizing I did now know about my wife. I was no longer surprised to find that I felt real fear at the thought. She was my entire family now. That thought was more hateful than any of the others.
"She is alright. She was discussing the meals for the upcoming week with the cook downstairs. She didn't even know anything had happened. She wants to see you, but I have kept her out," Soyguncu said. I breathed slightly easier but my mind immediately returned to my older sister. And my friend.
I tried desperately in that moment to focus my thoughts on the people that I loved. I wanted to simply sit and bed and think of them. Gunes be praised, even think of Got and Agiz, all night. I would have held Soyguncu's hands and hated myself more and more with each passing moment. But before I could even begin to formulate rational thoughts, my door pounded open. I jumped, half expecting the horde to have returned to finish me off. But I relaxed slightly as I saw Saygili standing in the doorway.
"Gunes be praised, Sultanah you are awake," he said, "The way they tossed you about..." he shook his head. I saw him wince then and look down at his bandaged arm.
"Are you alright?" I asked him, my voice sounding small and childish. I needed my general now more than ever. I had so few allies left.
"I will be fine Sultanah. I worry only for you," he said.
"What is happening out there?" Soyguncu said. She was a scout and a spy, desperate for information.
"The coup has collapsed. It had no popular support. The people don't even really know what happened yet. They just saw the legions chasing a handful of fugitives through the streets. They tore off their armor to move more quickly, they were barely recognizable. Anyway, they needed to kill you to make it stick," Saygili said, looking at me. I nodded. My popularity with the people was small consolation now.
"Have they been apprehended?" I asked now. Saygili shrugged.
"Most are dead, wounded, or captured. I cannot be certain about all of them. But, and I apologize Sultanah, the one you care about the most...Duke Hain has not been located. A guard saw a small group of riders heading away from the city into the moonlight. They were well-appointed. No one knows how they got out. We suspect it was him. Lord Örnek was captured in his home, trying to change into peasants clothing," Saygili said. I felt bitter tears in my eyes, knowing Hain was gone. He was the only person in the world I hated more than myself at that moment.
"I want Lord Örnek dead tonight. His head on the Duke's Gate as a warning. Anyone else who is caught as well. I want a forest of heads," I said coldly. I cannot describe the way I felt when I uttered those words. It did not feel like I said it. It felt reptilian, cold, alien. I did not consider any circumstances or mercy or anything else. I needed to see my own pain reflected in the lifeless eyes of my enemies. Nothing else would suffice.
"We are rounding up Collaborationists who were not involved in the coup as well..."Saygili said.
"Their heads too," I said, feeling even less than I felt before, "They knew this was coming whether they participated or not. No one told me. No trials. I want them dead before the sun is up."
"Of course," Saygili responded. His eyes looked uncertain about the barbarity of my order. I felt no shame in my emotions and he sensed that. He dutifully complied, "We knew where most them lived. We have almost all of them now. We believe anyone we cannot find is likely already in hiding."
"Beg your pardon, Sultanah, but if you kill them...don't you want the details on the conspiracy?" Soyguncu asked. I thought of this for a moment, but my blackness overruled the idea. It tumbled over me and eradicated anything that could be misconstrued as mercy. It did not seem very fruitful anyway.
"We will speak with wives and children and learn what we can. Showing the world our resolve is more important now," I explained.
"That reminds me," Saygili said, "Lord Hain made arrangements for his own escape we believe. But we think he was pretty confident. We found his wife and daughter Kolza still at home. They are in custody."
"The fucking coward," I spat, "leaving his women to face the consequences while he runs off into the night like a thief."



"Worse than a thief," Soyguncu protested.
"I must admit I was surprised to find them there," Saygili said, "I have known many of his men through the years. He is a bastard, but everyone has always said he is very devoted to his family. His daughter, in particular, is supposed to be the apple of his syphilitic eye."
"Never underestimate a coward," Soyguncu said and Saygili whistled. But I focused on his words. I felt something growing inside of me. Something malevolent. Something I could not control. It came so quickly, I barely recognized it.
"So his daughter is his most beloved family member?" I asked and there was a tinny, otherworldly character to my voice. Both Soyguncu and Saygili looked at me strangely, hearing my voice.
"Yes, apparently. She is 24 and unwed because Duke Hain has yet to find a man suitable for her. She is said to be charming, beautiful, and arrogant," Saygili said, "Hopefully she will have good information, but I have not spoken to her yet."
"Well one of us should. Bring her here to me. Immediately," I said blankly. Saygili could tell from the quality of my voice that I did not want to hear more. He quickly turned and left.
* * * * *
Half an hour later, Soyguncu had gone, at my request, to send my regards to Cin and to check in on her condition and I was by myself in my room. At first, when left alone, I had inspected myself to determine what damage I had suffered. My head ached and I was certain that I would have a bump the next day. My arms and legs had some bumps and bruises, but nothing particularly troublesome. It could have been much worse.
Of course, it was much worse. When I had taken the time to assess my body, I finally had a moment of quiet solitude in which I could reflect on what had happened. The shock and surprise of the moment was still on me, but I was able, briefly, to look outside of it. And all I felt there was guilt and pain.
My first thoughts of were of Arkadas. As everything came into focus in my mind, I could see her face. Smiling. My companion and protector since childhood, my most trusted confidant, my most constant lover. There had been so many times in my life before the last year when I had been so very alone. My father hated me, my sister hated me, and my brothers barely noticed me. Arkadas had been my entire world. She had loved me when no one else had. She had led me into adulthood and protected me, the real me, deep inside the hardening body of the Sultanah.
I had told her so many times that I loved her and that I would always love her. I had meant it every time. For months now, I had so little time for her. So little real time. I kept telling myself that when events began to cool, when time began to slow, I would find Arkadas again. I did not know how our relationship would change in that time, but I had always known that it would be the two of us. There would always be time and we would die old women together, maybe lying in the same sickbed and trading jokes about our nurse. Now there was no time. I hadn't even gotten around to the technicality of emancipating her. Temporarily on the backburner, and now forever into the void.
I thought of the last time that I had seen her. Her eyes welling with tears as she went to war. She placed her body in front of mine, shielded me. She had never wanted that kind of life, but she had taken on danger, she had walked into the jaws of death. For me. I thought of her last words as she looked at me, so simple and so honest to who she was, "I love you Varis." And I had not said anything back. I could not remember the last thing I said. I was sure that it had not meaning. And then she turned from me, never to speak to me again. Never to see her again.
Or could I? As my weary eyes closed I was struck by an image. I could not know then, and to this day I do not "know" now, but I know that I saw her. It was a vision sent by Gunes and I know it. The beautiful marble floor of the throne room. Arkadas lying on her back, her legs together and her hands clasped between her breasts, covering a wound that will never heal where her breastbone was shattered. Her skin, so beautifully pale all our lives, was the color of snow. Her lips purple. Her eyes open, but uncomprehending. Her beautiful, long hair crimson and matted against the floor. The golden locks dyed the Sun God's color with her own vital blood.
I knew that this was how she had looked, the image was so clear and so horrible. It felt so real, so real that I wished nothing more than to reach forward into my mind's eye, to caress my friend and tell her that her worries were at an end. To promise I had always loved her as she had loved me. To let her know that I could never forget. But I could not. Even that little consolation was lost to us, whatever it would have been worth. Maybe nothing anyway. Unconsecrated ashes in from fire that consumed the purest thing in this life.
But the thought of Arkadas...body. The uncertainty I felt in not seeing her. It reminded me that perhaps there were worse things than not truly knowing. After all, I had seen Kardes fall. I could will the image into my mind at will. And I did. Over and over again, seeing it happen and each time being completely unable to stop it, to arrest the tide or even to scream out in agony. Too terrible to even comprehend, but for a time it was the only thing of my sister that I could truly remember. The indignity, the horror, and callousness of her death. She was so much and then, in that instant, she was nothing anymore.
"Varis stop. You are more important...stay out of the way!" My sister's final words to me. A keen understanding of politics and strategy to the end. Where would I have been without my sister Kardes? Without my Minister of State? She had taught me how to be a Sultanah in those first dark days, or at least shown me the path I needed to take. She had taught me how to search for advantage and to exploit it. And how to cover your tracks. Loyalty. Perhaps she had shown me that most of all.
But it is too little to simply explain what she had taught me, she was so much more than that. A lover too, of course. And not just the physical (though she had certainly been that). But a lover of life and of the opportunities it provided. Ambition. She had that, but in a manner I had never seen before. A desire for advancement without ruthlessness. A gentle desire to have what her intelligence deserved. It had certainly not been this. I had been wondering so much what my sister would be now that she finally had something of what she desired. Now the world would never know. She never received her chance to live what she had achieved.
Thoughts of both women jumbled in my mind as I sat and I waited. I sunk deeper and deeper into myself as I thought of them. So very different. So very much unlike one another. They didn't even really like one another. Seemingly the only thing that bound them together was the love they bore for me. I was the link that bound them together. That still bound them together in death.
And what was my role in all of this? This is where my thoughts became the most clouded. Though I knew that it was right to feel that way. In fact, the only thing I felt was shame and guilt. What else could I feel? I had antagonized Hain and I had failed to consider the consequences of my actions. I had acted impulsively. I had jumped right into the river, forcing my friends and lovers in after me. I swam to the other side, but they couldn't keep up. The two women who had most tried to control my passions had been dashed to pieces by them.
"They would be alive if it was not for me" I said aloud, hearing the words echo in my empty room. I could almost see them in the room at that moment. Kardes, standing by the window and giving me advice. Or Arkadas in my bed next to me, in the afterglow of love making. I closed my mouth and dropped my head into my hands. I kept thinking that I would do anything to go back, to change my actions to undo what had happened. I thought of all the things I would say to them when they came back. And then I would shake the ghosts away, realizing that the fantasy was preventing me from accepting that they were dead and I was solely responsible. I hated myself as Sultanah and I hated myself as Varis. I had let them down. The knowledge that both would likely have forgiven me made the guilt so much heavier.
In felt heavy, weighed down by the guilt. My breathing was slow, ponderous, and rasping. My brain flittered through a thousand different thoughts and had a hard time settling on anything for more than a few moments. I relished the pain in my hand and squeezed the growing bump in my fingers, savoring the pain I gave myself, knowing I deserved more. I wanted to cut off my hands or gouge out my eyes, I wanted something to relieve this pressure inside of me. This self-hatred that was growing and growing to the point that it was about to swallow me up already. I wanted to dive head first into it. To taste the oblivion.
"What on Earth do you think you are doing?" a voice called out. My head shot up instantly and I saw that the door to my room had been pushed open by guards and a woman had been shoved in. It was only then that I remembered my instructions to Saygili and the dark impulses that had placed them there. I felt those impulses flooding back, overwhelming my self-hatred and allowing me to breathe fire outwardly, "Oh it is you," the woman said as she adjusted to the light and looked over at me. The guards quickly closed the door, leaving me alone as per Saygili's instructions.
"Is that how you speak to me?" I said, feeling the same anger rising up inside of me. The anger directed inward was now pouring out. But it was more controlled now, and more focused. It was pure hate.
"I meant no offense, Sultanah," the woman said snottily, "But what is the meaning of this? By what right do you bring me here? Let me and my mother return home this instant. This is absolutely unheard of, though I suppose I should expect nothing less..." As she droned on with her complaints, she walked from the door in closer towards me. Slowly her form came into the light. Even in my state, I was surprised by how beautiful she was. It seemed so unlikely that a fleshy, unpleasant man and his wan, worn out wife had ever produced such an alluring creature. Of course, I did not think of it in just that way. I thought about a flower growing in a pile shit and wondered what it would feel like to stomp it into the ground.
She was petite and slim at around 5'1 and she looked younger than her 24 years. She had exceptionally long, black hair that hung down straight along her back. Her skin was a light olive color and very smooth and even looking. She had wide, innocent looking dark eyes, a small, slightly upturned celestial nose. Her lips were tight but pouty and her face had a look of intentional innocence. Her arms were thin and elegant, her breasts were perfectly proportional and sat up high on her chest. Her stomach was flat and her waist was very thin. Her hips were somewhat narrower than her breasts and her legs were similar to her arms, graceful and lean.
She had clearly been roused from bed and she was wearing only a nightshirt that fell halfway down her thighs and had very short sleeves. However, her eyes did not look sleepy, instead, she was enraged. It was rippling below her barely controlled surface. I fed on that, feeling my own heat rising. Her reasons were so insignificant compared to mine. She had no right to feel anything.
"Silence," I said and Kolza reacted to the coldness in my voice. She stopped moving towards me and stumbled a little. She took a deep breath and seemed to collect herself.
"Sultanah," she said, making an effort to sound more respectful, "I do not understand why I was roused by armed men in my sleep, dragged through the streets with my mother, imprisoned in this palace, and then finally brought here to you. I believe it is totally unconscionable and outrageous. I believe that this is the actions of a despot and a tyrant and I do not intend to stand for it," despite her efforts to be submissive, she got angrier and angrier the more she spoke. I saw her cheeks flushing red and her eyes growing wild. An unbecoming petulance in one so physically lovely.
"It is not for you to know why I do anything I do," I said to her. I was still not certain what I was going to do with her. That's not true. I knew exactly how this would end and I wanted it. But I couldn't admit it to myself in that moment. I can rarely admit it to myself now. Something had taken hold of me. That's a lie. I was directing this, but I knew, even then, that I did not want the responsibility.
"You have no right to hold me here. This is not fair and it is not right," she spoke as a child who is used to getting her way. She truly was the pampered favorite of an indulgent father. I had a long and spite-filled history with just such a girl and I felt that baggage shifting onto her as well. Just a little more kindling to throw on the raging bonfire, "And when my father finds out..."
"Where is your father?" I interrupted her. After all, she was here ostensibly to be interrogated. She looked taken aback, as if I had no right to question her.
"Why ask me? I am sure you have him here somewhere," Kolza responded coolly. I wondered if she was play-acting her ignorance, though I admitted she seemed genuine. She did not appear intelligent enough to manage artifice.
"Tell me where he is and you can leave now," I lied. I sat up in the bed as I spoke (feeling a little lightheaded) and then draped my feet over the side of the bed. In a moment, I was standing on the cold floor next to my bed. I walked slowly, gaining my bearings, until I was standing in front of Kolza, just a few feet from her face. I wanted to look at her while she answered.
"Did you not hear me or something?" she asked shrugging, "I said I don't know. I assume you have him here."
"When was the last time you saw him," I asked quickly.
"I don't have to tell you that!" she spat back. I raised my hand quickly and brought my open palm crashing against Kolza's cheek. I heard her grunt slightly and then the room filled with the sound of my slap. My fingers hurt slightly and my whole hand felt tingly. But the power was incredible. I felt weight lifted from my chest. I had shot some of my hate out of my hand and had deposited it in Kolza's smug face. It felt good. I had to restrain myself from hitting her again for no reason.
For her part, Kolza staggered slightly and remained on her feet. Her hands instinctively rose to her now reddened cheek, holding it closely. Her large, innocent eyes were staring at me in disbelief and she was whimpering slightly in pain. After a few moments, she mastered herself and stood up straight again. There were tears in the corners of her eyes but she spoke without sniffling. Ladies must always maintain their dignity. Though I planned to test that.
"You can't do that, you won't get away with it," she said pridefully.
"When was the last time you saw your raging prick of a father?" I asked. She hesitated a moment and I slowly raised my hand again. I wanted her not to speak, I wanted an excuse to hit her again, to feel that power over her grow. To feel the relief that it brought, the righteous release.
"I don't know," she finally mumbled, "It was likely this morning at breakfast." She was looking at me warily. I was beginning to believe that she didn't know anything useful. But she definitely did not trust me.
"Had he been acting strangely? Did he discuss any plans?" I asked.
"What?" she asked. I took this as an excuse. I quickly lifted my hand and slapped Kolza's face again. I swung harder this time and I felt the bones of her face hard against my palm. She screamed in pain and dropped to her knees. The physical sensation was more intense than before, but the spiritual gratification was somewhat lessened. I needed more than this to satisfy my rage. I could hear Kolza panting slightly and she rose to her feet again. Her cheek was very red and glistening with tears.
"Don't do that!" she begged, "Please, I don't understand. You can't do this..." I raised my hand again and she cowered slightly, "And I don't think so. I mean he doesn't talk about that kind of stuff with me. Or my mother."
"Where would he go if he fled the city?" I asked, but I was already nearly certain that she knew nothing.
"Where would he go?" she asked, then added quickly before I could react, "My father wouldn't leave. I don't know where he'd go if he did."
"Well he is gone," I said.
"No, he can't be," she said.
"Are you calling me a liar you shit? He is gone."
"I don't believe you! You cannot do this," she said. I raised my hand again, tired of that refrain. Kolza raised her hand in self-defense, "Please, I don't know what is going on." I felt now to that I needed to hit her in a different way. To cast down her idol and see her disillusionment.
"He burst into my palace an hour and a half ago and tried to murder me. He killed my sister Kardes, my closest advisor Arkadas, and two of my priestess. My army defeated his coup and he fled. Most of his co-conspirators will not live the night. He left you here because he doesn't care what happens to you," I spilled it all in a couple of long breaths. I saw Kolza's eyes go glassy and as I was speaking she was shaking her head.
"No..."she final said, "No, there is a mistake. Just bring him here and he will explain and it will all go back to normal. Don't kill anyone!"
"I didn't choose to kill anyone. He did. Things cannot go back where they were. And for the last fucking time, if I knew where he was he would be here. I cannot bring him here, he fled the city in the night and left you here."
"He wouldn't do that," she shot back but clearly she was growing nervous. Her breathing was shallower and she was glancing around, desperately, searching for some way out of this.
"Why not, because he is your daddy and you are his special little girl? He wouldn't leave you?"
"Stop!" she said and I knew that I was close to the truth. She felt abandoned.
"Is it tough to be the favorite and then find out that your daddy is a snake, a traitor, and a coward to boot?" I asked.
"He is not!"
"Then tell him to come here and save you!" I shot back. Kolza's eyes grew wide and her hand rubbed her cheek warily.
"Save me from what? What are you going to do to me?" As she spoke, she took a step back and her voice grew higher. It was clear we were building towards something. As my anger and my hatred began to rise to heights I had never felt before, I decided that it was time to let her know what that was. It was clear that she didn't have any information. Frankly, I hadn't expected or wanted any information. It wasn't about that.
"Your father could have found a way to just come for me. Maybe there were times that he tried. But he was a failure at that like he was a failure at everything else. And then today he burst into a meeting of my Inner Council. He killed my sister. He killed my friends. And he killed my priestesses. And he left me. And I have to live with that. But he was the one who decided to make it about family. About people we care about," I said, the words shooting from my lips like darts of ice. I saw the recognition come into Kolza's eyes. She almost turned to run, but seemed rooted in her spot. There was nowhere to go.
"I didn't have anything to do with this. I am sure it was an accident. He just wanted you!" she said. A light went off in my head.
"So you knew he wanted me dead?" I asked, it seemed she had admitted as much.
"Not dead. Just gone. I don't know all the details. I just knew he wanted you gone," she said desperately, "I didn't do anything about it. It was just...it was just an idea. Don't kill me." She was almost to the door now, looking at it desperately, her eyes panicked. I could see her large chest rising and falling in fear. I breathed that fear in. I loved it. I decided to leave that point hanging and address the first part of her statement.



"What idea?" I asked.
"Just...Just he would get rid of you and I would marry Prince Lider..."
"The heir to Dusman? The son of my father's murderer? My wife's former fiancé?" I asked. This was a revelation. I had always suspected that Hain was collaborating with my enemies. In fact, I knew it even if I couldn't prove it. Now I heard it from his daughter's mouth. I also knew where he was even if she didn't. On the road, halfway to Dusman territory now. It explained why Kolza was not yet wed.
"I wasn't involved. I just heard about it. I didn't know anything more about the plan than that I would marry Lider. I thought we were moving there if things grew too bad here," she was pleading so pathetically that I knew she was telling the truth, "Please, don't hurt me. You can't kill me in cold blood. I am sorry about your sister and your friend..." She'd raised that issue a second time, clearly that is what she thought of me. But I had more imagination than that. I decided to address her point at last.
"Kill?" I asked and then snorted, "Oh no. No one said anything about killing. You are going to walk out of this room very much alive," I explained. I saw Kolza give a sigh of relief. Though she was still nervous, my exact intentions were unclear. She stopped by the door, panting.
"I thought you were saying..." Kolza began and then trailed off.
"No. I didn't say I was going to kill you. I was implying that I was going to punish your father. He punished me by killing my Arkadas and my Kardes. Whether he knew it or not, I valued those people as confidants and advisors. As friends and lovers. By killing them, he took that away from me. I can no longer have them to, to speak with them, to love them, and share in their lives. I don't have that," I said. My voice nearly cracked and I fought to keep the tears from my eyes.
"I am...sorry," she lied, her shoulders sagging. I ignored her worthless comment and forged ahead.
"I now understand why your father values you. You are an attractive young woman with a haughty, aristocratic attitude. A fine wife, you would make. Your father valued you as trading stock. Your cunny in exchange for some sort of political favor. My guess is he would retain the independence of the Empire temporarily by naming Lider's children as the heir. That way, his grandchildren would sit on my throne. Not an entirely stupid idea. Regardless, you were essential for that. A marriage prize, that is your value to your father. And I am going to take that from him."
"What do you mean?" she asked, looking down between her legs. She sounded terrified and was rooted in her place on the floor. Perhaps she thought I was going to mutilate her or something.
"No one wants to marry a whore," I said simply. And, for the first time, I made it clear to Kolza and to myself what I was suggesting.
The shadow of the idea had come upon me the instant that the instant I had heard Saygili mention Kolza. It was no so much an idea as a need. A compulsion. Some, perhaps most of it, was simply pure hatred for Hain. He had destroyed two important people in my life and I was going to have my revenge. And I wanted to do it in a way that hurt the most. Both for him and for the people he loved. It was so elegant and beautiful because harming Kolza would give me relief in and of itself, but it was a means to harming Hain as well. Two birds with one stone.
But there was more to it than that. I could feel my self-hatred and my shame rising inside of me as I contemplated the events that led to the deaths of Kardes and Arkadas. I could feel myself slipping into a depression even as the emotions were raw. I knew that my true self, Varis, could never forgive myself for what had happened. I would take my shame and my guilt to the grave. My friends deserved that and so did I. I knew it. But there was a larger part of me now, something that had been slowly taking me over for months. It was the Sultanah. And, as much as it increased my shame and my self-disgust to think about it, the Sultanah could not afford to hold on to these things. The decisions I made, even the mistakes, were momentous. People died from my decisions with distressing frequency. If I began to feel that, even for a good reason, I knew that I would be lost. That I would lock up and fail to make any decisions of any kind. The shame and guilt that would be the only honorable option for a private person was not available to me. Too much depended on me to turn inward. And I hated myself more for these thoughts, increasing the need to neutralize them, hastening the cycle.
What I needed was to externalize that hatred. I hate to suck it out like poison and keep it from infecting me. The Sultanah needed to be protected from Varis' human emotions. I had to place the guilt and the shame that I had earned in the deaths of my lovers somewhere else. But I also knew that that that kind of hatred had to be directed somewhere. It could not be vented into the air or buried in the ground. If it did not attach to me, it had to adhere to another, guilty person. I had to turn my hatred onto someone else, to cast it away so that I could continue to function as the Sultanah. And Kolza was the perfect person. And now I have found the perfect way to give that hatred to her.
I crossed rapidly across the room towards Kolza. She remained stuck, frozen to her place on the floor. I reached forward now and grabbed the fabric on the front of Kolza's night shirt. I twisted the fabric in my hand and gave it a hard yank. Kolza let out a loud yip and I could see the panic in her eyes. She tried to turn and run. What my awkward attempt at grabbing had failed to do, Kolza's panicked motions completed. I heard a loud ripping sound and Kolza spun around twice. The seams of her shirt tore and soon the white cloth was balled in my fist. Kolza had lost her balance and had fallen naked onto her hands and knees on the floor. Her body was as lovely as it had seemed with perfectly shaped tear-drop breasts, large smooth pink nipples, and bare-shaven cunny with tight pink lips. I wanted it badly, I wanted to possess it in a way that would take it from her without killing her.
I pounced on her quickly, shoving her down so that her breasts and cunny were face down onto the cold floor. I sat heavily on her ass and put my hands on her shoulders, holding her down. She was panicked and flailing wildly, but I was possessed by some sort of strength that I did not even understand. My hands essentially dug into Kolza's shoulders, holding her in place while she writhed.
Kolza knew what was happening now. She had been a little bit uncertain, I think, of my actual intentions before this point. But as she lay naked on the floor, there was no longer any room for delusion or denial. She was crying now and kicking her legs wildly. She was calling out for help even though she knew that it was never going to come. A year in the saddle and out in the wild world had made me stronger than this little aristocratic fool. She could not escape. I had her in my power and the more she struggled, the more tired she became and the stronger I felt.
In fact, I was feeling a good deal of strange things. Things that I never expected. Perhaps more importantly, there were things that I didn't feel. I felt no compassion for this girl beneath me. I didn't even really think of her as a person. I thought of her as an object of Hain's affection and a symbol of his treason. I wanted to destroy it. As for what I felt, the most important and confusing sensation was...arousal. As Kolza's taut young body writhed under me and I felt the power I had over her, I felt my body begin to react. I knew that Kolza could feel my hardening cock pressing against her ass and I felt a chill at the sensation. Working one handed and keeping my other hand on Kolza, I rapidly began to pull my loose clothing off. The tears and rips that had occurred during the earlier melee made it easier and soon I was naked and holding Kolza down with two hands again. My cock was completely hard now and it rested between Kozla's warm asscheeks, rubbing against her small, pink anus.
"You are a woman!" she cried desperately, struggling with renewed effort on the cold floor beneath me, "You are a girl. How can you do this to me?" her voice came out in a choking gasp, more of a cry than a statement. Her body heaved in fear and disgust.
"Only one person truly knew me as a girl. Only two people ever counseled me to show compassion. Your father had them both killed. I am no girl. Any part of a girl I once was has been swept away. I feel no compassion. I do not know mercy. It is a pity for you that those restraints are gone. Your father sewed the wind and you will reap the whirlwind. I am only the Sultanah now. And whatever a Sultanah wants, she can take!" It felt so powerful to say those words and I felt the hate pouring out of my mouth and landing heavy on Kolza's body. There was nothing left to say now, just to do whatever I wanted. To give everything to Kolza, to leave it in her.
"Please," she begged and stopped struggling for a moment. She turned and looked over her shoulder at me, her eyes wide with terror, "I have...I have kept my purity for marriage." She said in a small voice. It was as though she had let me in on some momentous secret, like that fact would be enough to save her now. I snorted.
"Purity? You are pure because no one has been in your cunny?" I asked, "When you live with traitors and plot the end of the Empire. You are impure." She writhed some now and she screamed again, her voice growing hoarse, "But I won't take your cunny. You kept it 'pure' to your standards and I will leave it that way." I said. She relaxed some but remained largely tense.
"Thank you," she said nervously.
"But your asshole, that wasn't pure to begin with," I said. With that, I moved my cock slightly to the side, exposing Kolza's pink, crinkled anus. I bent my neck over it and let a large, wet blob of spit fall from between my lips. My aim was perfect and, despite the fact that Kolza was struggling again, it landed perfectly on her asshole, covering it in a thick layer of white saliva.
"No! No! No! No! No!" Kolza was chanting while she rocked on the ground. She was clearly exhausted now, but she still made an effort to fight me. I took my right hand and placed it between her shoulder blades now. Then I rose up off of Kolza's ass, sliding back into a kneeling position with my shins across her calves. She tried to rise up but I kept most of my weight on my hand, leaning forward. As a result, she was only able to raise her ass into the air. Exactly what I wanted. She moved her hips around as best she could, but it would grind her shins into the hard floor and eventually she stopped. I moved my hips into her, keeping her ass high in the air.
Now I took my left hand and spit into it. Then I dropped it down and wrapped it carefully around my hard cock. I worked my saliva around on my cock, getting it wet. I looked down at Kolza's asshole and I could see my spit starting to drip off of it. My cock felt almost unbearably hard in my hands. It was throbbing all over and the tip of my cock felt like hot, polished stone. I had never felt anything like it. I was so intensely excited.
Some of it, of course, was because she was an alluring woman. The round fullness of her ass tapering down to her narrow waist, her proportional back, her long hair, it was all a beautiful sight. But some of it was just the awesome feeling of power I had in that moment. I had been stripped of my power by Hain, and by seizing this from his daughter, I was taking it back. I would give back some of the evil this family had given mine. I used my hand to position my cock at Kolza's tight anus. I felt the cool wetness of my saliva and then the folded warmth of Kolza's body as I pressed into her.
"No, oh, please no!" she begged, the tears choking her and her struggle intensifying. She could not have said anything that would have pushed me towards her with more desire. I grunted and then shoved my hips in towards her. Kolza screamed with surprise and discomfort. I looked down, watching, as the tip of my cock press against Kolza's asshole. She was struggling against me and I could see her skin stretching and resisting my cock's efforts to stretch her own. I felt intense pressure and even a little, pinching pain on my cock as I pushed harder and harder into her. I felt my hard cock bending painfully as I tried to push it into Kolza's asshole.
It was Kolza, rather than anything I did, that finally broke the painful stalemate. I had almost decided that it was not possible, that Kolza's clenching muscles would keep me out. But, Kolza, growing more and more uncomfortable by the second, had tried to buck me away, shaking her hips wildly and screaming. But her motion had the opposite effect from what she wanted. Rather than tossing me off, her wiggling worked her hips backwards. Her efforts caused her to slip up slightly and her muscles relaxed. All the built up tension was released and I felt the pressure massively dissipated and I felt the tip of my cock slip into her wet anus. In fact, it was more than the tip. I had been pushing so hard that when Kolza's resistance broke, the tip of my cock and another inch sunk deep inside of her.
"No, Oh Tanri's balls, fuck!" Kolza moaned loudly as I entered her. I could her sobbing and her hips stopped rocking. Her head pitched forward and she buried her face in her forearms, folded on the ground in front of her. She dared not move now, knowing that her movements had allowed me to enter her.
Kolza's body felt incredible. Both physically and, of course, something more. Physically, her asshole was incredibly tight and her fearful motions were making it contract tightly around me. Despite her resistance, her insides were wet with my saliva and her body was trying to suck me in deeper and deeper, massaging the underside of my cock. I groaned as I felt her body trembling around me. Beyond the pleasurable physical sensation of slipping my cock into Kolza asshole, there was a spiritual aspect to it as well. I could feel all the hatred inside of me concentrating, pouring down into my cock. Each movement of my hips poured it into her. I could sense the self-hatred leaving me a little bit at a time as I took revenge for the wrongs done to Kardes and Arkadas.
With a little more than the tip of my cock now inside of her, I moved my hand off of Kozla's back. I slide both of my hands back now, hooking them tightly around Kolza's thighs. Despite the discomfort, I kept my shins folded over the backs of Kozla's legs, locking her in place. Not that she was trying to move anyhow. I could hear her crying slightly, but she was no longer trying to move away. Her earlier struggles had only made things worse and now she was accepting it.
I started to pull on Kozla's thighs, bringing her back in towards me. At the same time, I pushed my hips forward. Kozla's asshole was incredibly tight and she was, by no means, helping me as I worked, but I had already breached her defenses now. It was not as easy as it could be, but slowly my cock, so rigid and hard, began to push deeper and deeper into the debutante's asshole. Her legs were shaking underneath of me and occasionally I would hear a low groan, but otherwise she simply allowed it to happen.
After several minutes of careful work (and a good deal of additional spit deposited onto the top of my cock) I felt my stomach push into Kozla's round asscheeks. I felt my balls pressing against her cunny. I knew that I was totally inside her now. All five inches completely inside of the resistant woman. I had taken it from her.
"I am inside of you, whore," I said, "Do you think Prince Lider will want you now?" She went rigid for a moment and made no noise. I thought that she was going to ignore the question. I reached down and smacked her ass with my open palm and a loud smacking sound filled the room. Kozla wailed as I put my hand back on her thigh, and then she spoke.
"No," she finally moaned and her shoulders began to shake. I loved the feeling of her despair. It covered up my own, made me forget about the desolation I felt. In response to her cries, I began to move my hips back and forth. She screamed loudly now and her knees almost gave way. I held her up with my arms as my cock rocked out of her and then slid back in. Her tightness was unbearable now, I could feel all of her insides rippling up and down along the length of my cock. She occasionally still squeezed me tight, especially when she screamed out on occasion and I felt her milking my hard cock.
"Please, I don't want this. My poor...ass...please, don't do it," she said on a few occasions, but this only pushed me further. Her cries and her quivering movements were all the encouragement I needed.
After a few minutes, I began to slip into a solid rhythm. Despite her tightness and her resistance, I began to stretch her asshole out. I began to pull my cock back out of her farther and to put it back in more forcefully, more quickly. I kept my hands on her thighs and my eyes down, watching my cock slip in and out of her ass. I breathed in the smell of her body, the fear and the sweat and everything else, and I felt soothed by it. Kardes and Arkadas moved into the background of my mind and I focused on the pleasure I felt and the total control I had over Kozla.
I began to move faster and faster and my cock started to slip in and out of Kozla's ass with more and more force. I felt my hips smash into Kozla's ass and I felt her body shake at the force of my movements. I noticed that my balls were very full and they were hanging low as I fucked Kozla. As my cock swung forward and my hips shuddered to a stop, my balls with shoot forward, slapping hard against Kozla's cunny and tapping her clit. I occasionally heard Kozla yelp while this happened.
After a pretty long period of time, I began to notice something kind of strange. Where, in the beginning, I had to hold Kozla's legs tightly with my arms, reaching down low while I thrust my hips, I found that it was no longer necessary. Kozla no longer threatened to pitch forward if I dropped her. I didn't even hear her crying anymore. It was not that she was participating, she was not shoving her hips back into me. But she was passively taking my thrusts now. Her knees stayed solid and her ass stayed in the air as my cock moved in and out of it.
I took advantage of the situation. I took my hands off of Kozla's thighs and immediately brought them up to my breasts. My nipples were aching terrible and my breasts were bouncing up and down on my chest. My fingers immediately began to knead and my nipples and sink into the taut flesh of my breast. I could feel the nerves sending messages from my aching nipples down to my hard cock, heightening the experience.
A short time later, I became aware of something else. Two things, actually. The first was a gentle noise. I could barely hear it over the sound of my skin slapping against Kozla's, but occasionally, it would rise high enough that I could hear it. It was coming from Kozla's lips. It was no longer pleas for me to stop or whimpers of pain. It was a gentle moaning sound, or perhaps a groan. This sound was more ambiguous than her previous noises. It was possible she was just tired and these small noises were all the protest she could muster. But, they didn't sound like that. They didn't sound like she was in pain or that she was scared or angry. They almost sounded like pleasure.
The other sensation I felt a few moments later seemed to confirm this supposition. I felt a slickness against my thigh as I thrust. I took my eye from Kozla's lips and looked down between our legs. I saw a small streak of wetness on the top of my thigh. I could feel liquid on my balls, more so on than on my leg. At first I thought my cunny was dripping down onto my cock, but I reached back and felt. I was wet, but not dripping. Besides, most of the liquid was on the parts of my scrotum that was smacking into Kozla's body. I thrust again, and now I was certain. Kozla's cunny had split open for me and she was drenching my balls with her juices.



At first I could hardly understand what was going on. My thrusts grew slower, a bit more pensive. Was...was Kozla enjoying this? I felt a pinching feeling in my stomach and my head hurt more than it had since I'd stood up from the bed. If she was enjoying this...then what was the point? I felt my hatred grow even more intense and I didn't know what to do with it, I started to shove my cock harder and harder into Kozla, trying to make her feel the contempt I had for her and her entire family. And as I did so, I heard her shudder a bit, but I also felt her cunny get wetter and heard a sonorous moan escape from her lips.
"Oh fuck, I am betraying myself," I heard Kozla whisper, embarrassed under her breath.
My new burst of rage rapidly dissipated and a wide smile spread across my face. I realized now what was happening. It was not so much that Kozla was enjoying what was happening, in her heart she wanted me to stop. But it was also true that she had begun, despite herself, to feel physical pleasure at my touch. After all, she had kept herself 'pure,' she didn't know what she liked or wanted. Her mind and her spirit were rebelling against me, but her body was a traitor. Just as her father had betrayed me, her cunny and her tight asshole were betraying her. And that gave me more pleasure than I could possibly stand. I thrust into her again, watching the rebellion unfold.
In a few minutes, I could feel myself growing close. The tension was growing inside of me and my muscles were tightening up. I was panting and I could feel sweat standing out on my skin. But I could also sense something else. I was essentially crazed at that moment. My grief, my shame, and my rage had taken me over entirely. They were pushing me on to this and I was simply along for the delicious ride. But I knew that once I came, the spell would somehow be broken. I would not be able to keep doing this after I had finished. I would be released. But I wasn't done yet. There was more I needed to do. As a result, I stopped thrusting. The tension lessened slightly and I felt the orgasm begin to subside.
More importantly, I felt Kozla react to my sudden stop. I heard her whimper slightly and her legs shuddered, moving my cock inside of her body. I knew that if I did not stop now, she was going to push me over the edge despite myself. I moved my hands back down to Kozla's hips and slowly pulled my cock out of her ass. Her body was so tight, just the sensation of moving out of her was unbelievable. I noticed that Kozla let out a soft moan as I moved out as well. Now, as the tip of my cock slipped out of her body, I looked down and saw her cunny below her red, stretched asshole and saw that it was dripping wet.
Kozla stayed on the ground with her ass up in the air. She was not moving. I slowly stood up behind her, my hard cock glistening with spit and her wetness towering over her. My shins were no longer keeping her knees in place, but still she did not move. I walked up in front of her, but she kept her head down. I could see her panting heavily. But I could not see her face. Now that my cock was no longer inside of her and the pleasure had ceased, the anger was rising up in me again. I knew what I wanted.
"Just what the fuck did you think you were doing?" I asked her sharply. Her shoulders hunched but she did not look up. I was glad. I reached down quickly, grabbed a large handful of her soft, smooth hair, and then wrenched it around in my hand. Kozla let out a loud screech and rose up quickly onto her knees.
"Ouch, oh fuck Sultanah," she moaned, her breasts jiggling lewdly as she nearly rose to her feet, "I was not doing anything. I was letting you do whatever you wanted!" She winced in pain when I twisted her hair. I felt that old, powerful feeling surge through me.
"Look at my cock!" I said loudly. Kozla's mouth dropped open but her innocent eyes remained fixed on my face. I yanked once harshly on her hair, "my cock!" I said. She screamed again and her eyes dropped to my throbbing member.
"What about it?" She asked desperately, squirming. She squirmed so much that she fell backwards onto the floor, I gave her a little slack so she fell onto her ass with her legs spread. I looked down at her wet pink cunny and could see from where I was standing that her little clit was hard and slick with juices.
"It is covered in spit and ass!" I said.
"You put it there!" Kozla said, "I am sorry I did it," she added quickly, realizing that fighting me had already gotten her into a lot of trouble, "I am sorry just me go!"
"No," I responded and without saying more I started to walk towards my bed. I kept my hands tangled in Kozla's hair and she let out a scream of pain. She started to move after me. I did not give her time to rise to her feet and she skittered along on her knees. After a moment, I came to my bed and sat down quickly, facing out. I spread my legs and quickly pulled Kozla in between them on her knees. She made a yelping sound as she fell into me. Her elbow bumped into my thigh and her breasts crashed warm and soft into my cock. I groaned, but I kept my hand in Kozla's hair, keeping her in place. She was looking up at me with her big, innocent eyes. I let her sit there for several seconds.
"Well?" I asked after a time. Kozla looked at me more confused than before.
"Well what...Sultanah. My lady," she quickly added, sounding more respectful now, not just pretending to be. I nodded.
"Clean my cock, what were we just talking about?" I asked exasperated. Kozla froze for a moment and then began to look around the room. I let her go for a while, but I kept a tight hold on her hair. "What are you searching for?" I asked.
"A towel or something..." she said. I snorted and shook my head.
"With your mouth and your tongue you idiot," I said sharply. Kozla's eyes grew wide and she shook her head. She put her hands up and tried to move back, but I reined her in easily by her hair.
"Please Sultanah, I don't want to..." she said, tears forming in her eyes.
"Your cunny says different," I said, using my free hand to point down to her wet cunny. She looked down and blushed deeply (where her face was not already red from my blows). I think that perhaps she did not believe that I could tell. That I thought that her body hated it as much as her mind. She was surprised and ashamed that I had found her out. With less vehemence now, she simply shook her head no.
"I...please don't make me. It is dirty," she said.
"That is the problem, it needs to be cleaned. Now do it!" I said. Without waiting for a response I pulled her in towards me quickly. She let out a yelp and in a moment, I felt her face pressing against my cock. Her chin was resting on my balls and her lips and nose were against the shaft. I could feel her breathing against it and she was struggling slightly. We stayed that way for several seconds.
"I won't do it!" she said finally, moving her head side to side. I tightened my grip on her hair and she squealed with pain. I loosed the grip again.
"You are going to do it or I am going to pull all the hairs out of your head in one giant fist," I said, "You will lick and suck my cock until it is clean. I have already fucked your ass, you are already a whore. This is the end of the line for you. You aren't going to be a princess or a queen now. That is for me. Your body already wants it, just get your mind right."
Still for a few more seconds, she simply sat with her face pressed against my throbbing cock, sensing her ass on it. I saw her head droop slightly. Then I felt it. I hot, wetness against the base of my cock, probing against the vein running along the underside. A tongue. Kozla was licking, furtively, my cock. I moaned and threw my head back. But I kept her hair tightly in my hand.
"Good girl," I said soothingly, "I want you to get all of it." I felt Kozla's mouth open wider and I felt her hot, soft tongue roll out between her lips. I heard her whimper a bit, but I felt her tongue spread out along the base of my cock. It felt warm and wet and the taste buds gave a delectable roughness. I knew she was tasting the flavor of my cock, my spit, and her ass mixed together on it.
For a few moments, she just held it there, coming to terms with what she was doing. Her eyes were closed and she was breathing heavily. I gave her just the gentlest tug on her hair and that knocked her out of her complacency. I felt her tongue begin to move wetly around my cock. She slipped it up and down the shaft, tasting every bit of me. I felt her tongue go up to the tip of my cock and then slide back down it, wrapping up on the sides. She dropped all the way down and ran her tongue over my balls, licking her own juices and sinking into me. I moaned loudly and I could hear her panting.
After a couple of minutes she had licked the entire bottom half of my cock clean. My skin was tingling all over and I felt my muscles contracting. I knew that the taste of our bodies was in Kozla's mouth and I was somewhat jealous. Maybe more so because Kozla seemed to be enjoying it. She was humming slightly as she worked.
More importantly, and without prompting, Kozla wrapped her hands around the base of my cock, pulling it down so that it pointed straight out away from my body. Kozla rose up highly on her knees and then bent over me. I felt the tip of my cock push into Kozla's neck as she got into position. I saw her mouth open and saw her long, pink tongue slip from her mouth. I gasped as it landed on the top of my cock. I felt her tongue moving around quickly in a soft, un-tensed mass. She moved more quickly now and her tongue took in more and more of me. She moaned somewhat louder as she worked. I could see her legs squeezing together despite herself, teasing her own cunny.
Finally, she had cleaned my entire cock and sucked down our combined juices. But she kept her tongue on me, I knew she didn't want to stop, at least her body didn't.
"Put the tip in your mouth, it needs to be extra clean," I demanded. Kozla moved her head back and dropped down slightly on her knees. She kept my cock held gingerly in her hand and it was still pulled down, pointing towards her face. Her eyes were opened now and she was looking up at me. I could see a strange mixture of hatred and desire there. I knew that the hatred was turned in towards herself and I knew that I was giving it to her, this self-loathing. It was working out as I had planned.
Kozla's body had, by this time, clearly mastered her mind and she was enslaved by her desires. Despite the fact that I could tell she did not want to, she could no longer resist the need to act. Perhaps she'd convinced herself that I would hurt her worse if she stopped. She was probably right if she did. But it didn't come to that. Instead, she carefully opened her mouth and moved her head forward.
I felt her tongue touch against the sensitive, bulging tip of my cock and I moaned loudly. I felt a shiver run through my body. Kozla did not hesitate. Keeping her tongue soft and lip she slowly slid it along the underside of my cock. Her lips parted more and I watched as the tip moved in passed her teeth and into her mouth. Her lips now closed around me and her tongue sprang into action. No longer content to languidly massage the bottom of my cock, it quickly began to swirl around the entire tip. I felt her tongue probe at my foreskin and slip around the top of my cock. She sucked in gently, creating a vacuum and swirling her tongue more intensely.
"You're a natural cocksucker, I found your true calling," I groaned, thrusting my hips up. Kozla's eyes dropped for a moment, but she didn't stop acting. In fact, her motions became more rapid and the humming noise in her throat became louder. I saw that her legs were squeezing together more and more tightly. Her body was trembling again, but no longer with fear. I decided to fuck with her a little more.
I reached my free hand down along Kozla's body, letting it snake down from her throat, over her chest, and down onto her breast. Her body became somewhat rigid but she did not even try to move. In fact, she breathed in deeply, rising her breast up to find my palm. I moved my hand down along her flesh, cupping her breast in my hand and feeling her nipple against my palm. She groaned around my cock and I squeezed a little harder.
"Do you want to play with that clit," I asked her in a soft voice. Her eyes, which had gazed down to look at my hand on her breast, instantly shot up and looked at my eyes. They looking at me pleadingly, begging me not to go further, "Do you want to flick that little clit? I see you squeezing your legs, I know that you are wet." I said. I saw tears form in Kozla's eyes and coming dripping down over her cheeks. She was still sucking wildly on my cock, but I could see her inner turmoil. Finally, her eyes registered deep, unknowable shame and she nodded twice, just small movements of her head. She wanted it. "Go ahead, do it," I ordered.
From her crouching position, Kozla's legs spread slightly. The smell of her cunny, barely noticeable before, suddenly filled my nostrils. It was a surprisingly powerful smell, musky and salty. I watched one of her hands tentatively glide over her thigh and then come to rest in the wet spot between her legs. I heard her gasp and her tongue moved more quickly over my cock as her fingers found her clit.
"You know what you're doing," I said, "You might be pure, but you aren't exactly untouched. You're daddy's little slut." I spat. Kozla nodded and kept her eyes on me. Her tongue continued to probe into my foreskin and her mouth sucked on my skin. The whole while her fingers began to flitter across her wet cunny. My body tensed against me as the pads of her fingers found her clit. I could see her hand moving rapidly, toying with her cunny lips and making her fingers slick. Her eyes remained on me and I could see deep shame in them. Tears were flowing more freely now than ever before. She did not like that she was enjoying this or that she needed, absolutely needed, to give herself relief. But she did and she knew it.
We stayed like this for some time. I sat on the bed with my legs spread, my cock sticking up high and hard between them. I still had my hand wrapped tightly in Kozla's hair, but it was really no longer necessary. I didn't have to yank on it anymore, Kozla simply did what I willed. Part of her wanted it anyway. I could tell by the way she moved.
Kozla mostly kept the tip of my cock in her mouth, swirling her tongue around it. But occasionally, she moved it out of her mouth, and drug her tongue along the length of my shaft, sometimes even finding my balls, sucking them into her mouth and moaning shamefully while she tasted them. She kept her hand between her legs and I could see her circling her fingertips over her wet clit and occasionally diving her fingers inside of her wet slit. She kept her eyes on me while she worked and I could see that inside she was begging me to tell her to stop, but she couldn't ask. Her body was pulling her along.
Kozla's actions felt wonderful, but it was abundantly clear that she had never sucked a cock before. She had no idea what she was doing. I needed more. She moved her lips back to the tip of my cock, swirling her tongue around it. I decided to show her what she needed. Without warning, I took the hand on the back of Kozla's head and rapidly shoved it forward, in towards my lap. Kozla let out a surprised yelp and stumbled forward. My cock pressed firmly into her mouth. Luckily for me, her teeth gave way quickly as she opened her mouth to yell.
In an instant, Kozla's body was shuddering and tensing as she gagged around my cock. It had slipped all the way into her, buried deep into her throat. Her eyes were still open and they bulged pleadingly as her throat contracted around my cock. I moaned at the sensation and then once again grabbed into Kozla's hair, pulling her back off of my cock. Kozla was panting deeply and spit was dripping from her chin. Her eyes were red and she looked up at me confused. I did not give her time to get her bearings. I quickly pushed her head back down into my lap, my cock pressing through her lips, across her tongue, and then down into the depths of her tight throat. Again she gagged and her throat squeezed my cock, milking it.
Again I pulled her away from me and I could feel her body trembling. My cock popped out of her mouth and she sat panting again. I held her out for a while and I saw her eyes looking at my cock. I could see her self-hatred then, I could her twisting her body and trying not to react. But she was still furiously playing with her clit. Eventually, her humiliated eyes glanced up at me once again. In a small voice, sounding somewhat watery and hoarse she said, "More."
I didn't need to be told twice. I was absolutely reveling in the power I had over her now. What would Duke Hain think about this if he saw his daughter now? Begging for more? Even the thought of that made my body ache and my fingers quickly sunk into Kozla's hair once again. I began to shove her down, but she was too quick for me. In a moment, my cock was once again buried in her throat and she was gagging and shaking against me. She was doing all the work now, shoving her cock deep into her throat, holding it, then letting it slide out before going again. Soon my cock was bouncing in an out of her throat rapidly and she was no longer even gagging, she was simply letting my cock pound into her, bruising her throat. But the whole time she was moaning and writhing against me, her fingers pleasuring herself without the slightest slackening in pace.
Kozla was essentially in a frenzy now, her motions so rapid and reckless that I could tell she was hardly in control of herself. I enjoyed that sensation but, at the same time, I recognized that she was becoming too successful. Once again, I feel the tension rising inside of me, I felt my joints locking, and I felt my lungs tightening. As my cock slid in and out of Kozla's welcoming throat, I knew that I was about to experience an orgasm. And, once again, something pulled me up short. This was not done yet. Once again without warning, I grabbed Kozla's hair and pulled her back. She yelped as my cock slipped out of her lips and she looked up at me shocked. She was panting desperately and she seemed a bit unfocused, like she'd been in a trace. I caught my breath for a second and then smiled down at her.
"You like having that cock down your throat, don't you my little whore?" I asked, looking down now at Kozla. She was panting, her eyes were red, and there were thick ropes of spit connecting her lips to my red cock. She was staring at my cock intently. She heard what I asked and I could tell she did not want to answer. But she also knew there would be a punishment if she didn't. She sighed.
"Yes, Sultanah Varis...I...I love to have your hard cock in my throat," Kozla admitted, her breath hitching as she spoke.
"But not as much as you liked it buried in your nasty little asshole?" I asked. There was a long pause now. Kozla kept her eyes open, kept them on me, but looked sort of black.
"No..." she admitted again, "I miss having your cock in my asshole. I want it again, I need you to fuck me in my nasty asshole." She was repeating back the same sort of words I was using. She was acknowledging my complete control over her. Saying what she knew I wanted her hear. The feeling of power I had before swelled in me again. I decided to give her a hard time about her word choice. Without even thinking, a plan came to me and I ran with it.
"What are you Kozla? Are you your Daddy's girl? Are you a princess? Do you belong in the same conversations as kings and princes?" I asked now. There was no question about I wanted to hear.
"No. I am a whore Sultanah, your whore," she admitted now. She looked ashamed but I saw her cheeks go red as she spoke and her eyes glistened. Her nipples grew harder and her body leaned into mine. She liked that she was admitting it. It turned her on further, even if the shame in her eyes grew deeper.



"What are you good for?" I asked sharply. Kozla did not know exactly what she as supposed to say, but she guessed well enough.
"I am a whore, I am good for whatever you want and nothing more. I will suck your cock or take it in my ass...or whatever you want. It is my pleasure to give you pleasure," she said.
"Prove it," I said and then added, "You speak like a whore. You have a dirty mouth, don't you? I need to clean it out. My whores are classy," Kozla opened her mouth wider, indicating she was willing to allow me to do whatever I wanted. My sense of power surged higher than ever before. I once again pulled her down by her hair, more slowly this time. She let me move her. Soon, the tip of my cock, still glistening with saliva, moved between her wet lips. Once the tip was inside, I let go of Kozla's hair. I was going to make her prove her submission to me by not holding her in place. Kozla's tongue began to explore my foreskin again.
"Careful with that," I said, "You could make a mess. And I don't want any mess, understand? I am cleaning your mouth," I spoke sharply and Kozla nodded obediently, my cock bouncing up and down with her head as she moved. I think she knew what was coming next because her lips tightened more closely around the tip of my cock and her tongue moved to the back of her mouth. Her fingers continued to play with her clitoris, unabated.
It took me a moment. I don't know if it was the state of my body or some subconscious hesitation on my part, but I did not start immediately. I looked down at Kozla, her pretty face smeared with saliva, reddened by my hands, and masked in shame but suffused with an aura of desire. I could not ever remember seeing anyone more beautiful than Kozla in that moment. And that allowed me to feel free.
I had not realized my need to piss until that moment. But, as soon as I was focused on it, the need became overwhelming. I shivered a tingling, warming filling covered me and I felt a drop in tension. I could feel the hot, salty liquid pouring out of my body in a rapid jet. I wanted to close my eyes, but I simply moaned and looked down at Kozla. Her face contorted slightly in a look of disgust, but her lips stayed closely wrapped around my cock. She didn't pull away. If anything, she adjusted so that she could better contain it. She moaned in her throat and kept fingering herself as her cheeks bugled with piss. I felt totally relaxed as my bladder emptied into Kozla's mouth. My cock felt like hardened steel as my excitement grew. What could possibly be more degrading to Kozla and her father than this? I could think of only one way to heighten this experience.
After a few seconds of spraying my hot piss into Kozla's welcoming mouth, I suddenly clamped down on my bladder. The flow of piss into Kozla's body was shut off. I saw her swallow down the piss that was already in her mouth and she looked up at me, expectantly. I smiled. I pulled my cock back slightly out of Kozla's mouth, just leaving the tip against her lips.
"Do you like that Kozla? Is it your favorite?" I asked harshly. Kozla's head was nodding even before I had finished speaking.
"Yes, it is delicious Sultanah, please give me more," Kozla begged as my cock rubbed against her face, and some piss dripped out over her lips and landed on her breasts. I had gotten her not only to drink my piss, but to beg for it. I felt ecstatic.
I quickly shoved my cock back into her mouth. I had barely gotten it back in before I began pissing again. Kozla moaned as more hot liquid poured into her mouth. She didn't bother storing it in her cheeks now, she just let it roll down her throat after splashing across her tongue. I wished that I had more to give, but after only a few more seconds, I felt my bladder empty. I sighed and pulled my cock from her mouth.
Even as she finished swallowing it down, I could hear a sound in Kozla's throat. At first it was just a gurgling sound as the hot piss dripped down into her stomach. But as she miraculously swallowed the last drop, I could hear her saying something. Whispering something to herself. It sounded like she was arguing with herself or something, two sides to the conversation. Then she suddenly stopped, as if something had been resolved. She looked up at me now, staring directly into my eyes. The shame and the humiliation that had been written across them before had somehow left her and I found myself slightly disturbed by that fact. What did it mean? But then I noticed that he fingers were still fumbling with her cunny, in fact two were buried deep inside of her body. She had not resolved to resist me. Instead, it rapidly became clear that she had moved through the shame and the self-hatred, and let it swallow her entirely. She had come out the other side and simply accepted it.
"I need your cock and your seed inside of me. Fuck a bastard into me, Sultanah," she whispered, but her eyes were like iron. There was no turning back now. I had broken her entirely. She could have chosen to go any way from there as I cast her into the abyss. It looked like she had decided to embrace my actions and allowed herself to be remade into the whore I'd demanded. I could hardly deny her now. I only wished her father had been here to hear her and to see what would happen next.
My thoughts regarding control or revenge were still with me at that time, but they had definitely been relegated to the background. I had been toying with Kozla, but the result was that I had been teasing myself as well. Watching Kozla not only drink, but savor my piss and then beg me to fuck her had put me beyond all reason. I no longer cared about anything else but having some relief from my burning desire.
I took Kozla's hair now tightly in my hand and I tossed it roughly forward, away from my body. Kozla yelped and lost her balance on her knees. She fell backwards with a slap onto the hard floor and let out a long sigh. I didn't give her time to recover. I quickly slid off of the bed and dropped down onto my knees on the floor. Kozla already had her legs spread wide and her fingers were still on her clit. I could smell her arousal more clearly than before and it drove me mad, pushing me further.
I positioned myself quickly, not even really sure how I was doing it. Soon my hands were on either side of Kozla's head, my hips were pressed up against hers and my breasts were lying heavily on top of hers, our nipples rubbing together. My cock was against Kozla's wet thigh and I moved my hips easily and it slipped against her cunny lips. Kozla gasped and thrust her hips forward into me. She was so unbelievably wet that this was all it took. In a moment, my cock slipped easily into Kozla's wet pussy. She shuddered as I pushed further, letting my cock slip all the way to the hilt inside of her, my balls pressing against her stretched asshole. Despite her wetness, she felt very tight on my throbbing cock and her body sucked me in.
"Choke me Sultanah," she begged, "put your hands around my throat!" Perhaps earlier, I would have objected to her giving me any kind of an order, even one like this. But I was as taken away with the events as she was. I moved my hands off of the cold floor and quickly found Kozla's neck. My thumbs went across her throat while my fingers laced around the back of her neck. I squeezed slightly as I began to rock my hips in and out of Kozla's body.
"Tighter!" she croaked and I squeezed more, "Tighter!" she begged again, barely able to get it out. Now I was squeezing tightly, completely shutting off Kozla's air. I felt her nipples growing harder against my breasts and I could feel her writhing underneath of me. Her face began to grow red and her mouth opened and closed a few times. I was almost worried about her, I had no intention of doing any permanent physical harm to her (I had not realized that limit until that very moment). But I was surprised that as I choked and thrust her something happened. Her body shook violently and I could feel her cunny contracting tightly around my cock. Her mouth was opened wide in a soundless scream and I knew that she was cumming.
I don't know what I would have done then if I too was not on the very edge. It had only been a few seconds, but I knew that Kozla needed to breathe. I was just about to release her throat when I shoved my cock into her deeply one last time. I had not really expected it, I had been focused on Kozla, but that thrust sent me over the edge. My hands dropped instantly from Kozla's throat and I heard her breath in desperately, and then I didn't notice anything else.
For just a brief moment, the entire world melted away. I did not remember Kardes. I did not remember Arkadas. I certainly didn't think of Agiz or Got. I felt no shame about their deaths nor even any guilt. I did not think of Duke Hain's betrayal or the slaughter of his followers that was likely happening in the street that moment. I did not even think of Kozla, here underneath of me as big, thick gobs of my sticky seed shot from my cock and filled her desperate cunny. I felt nothing except a warm, all-encompassing pleasure that coated my entire body and blocked out everything bad in my life. It felt like it lasted forever, but I still regretted it when it passed.
Eventually, I was able to understand where I was and what had happened. I was lying against Kozla's body, my head on the hard surface of the ground beside her head. We were both panting. My cock had softened and slipped from Kozla's body and I could feel my seed pouring out of her as I overflowed her. When I felt able, I pushed myself away from her, rising to my knees. Kozla stayed on her back and she was looking at me. Her nipples were still hard on her chest as her breasts spread out across her body. Her face looked a bit puffy and ill-used, but she was smiling. Her eyes still looked changed, she had the same manic, broken appearance. She remained mine.
"Thank you Sultanah. You have honored me," she said humbly. I didn't know what to say. As I had suspected, something about finishing changed how I felt. All of the anger and the hatred I had felt about myself felt extinguished now. I felt completely wrung out. I had shot it all into Kozla. And she loved me for it.
But rather than feeling relieved or content, I simply felt empty. Horribly, horrible empty. Like I had put everything inside of her, everything good and everything bad. I felt nothing personal of human. Maybe it would have been better if I hadn't broken her, if she was still defiant and humiliated. I didn't know. I thought about Arkadas now. And Kardes. I thought about this "revenge" I had given them. Neither one of them would have wanted it. I didn't know what it meant. I had lashed out in my rage...so horribly. Now I didn't even know if I felt shame about it. I didn't know if I could feel shame. And I didn't know what I felt about my friends and lovers anymore. It was like...I had taken something from myself when I stole Kozla's innocence. I lacked the capacity to really feel for Arkadas. For Kardes. I guess that was what I had really wanted, so that I could go one. So I could be Sultanah without self-doubt. But it seemed like such an uneven trade off. I had lost something vital. I felt black inside and didn't know what that meant.
"Yes..." was all I could manage to say to Kolza. She was transformed entirely as well. Did she even have the capacity to regret it anymore?
"I apologize for my family's betrayal. For my betrayal," she said now and I could tell that she was being sincere. It made me uncomfortable. I had not expected this. I didn't know if I wanted it, "I would do anything to apologize for my transgression. To make myself, if not my family, square for our treason. I want to serve you," as she spoke the last word, her hand rose up to my thigh, stroking it slightly. I recoiled a bit, and she looked hurt. I didn't even know how to handle that. Nonetheless, I quickly thought of a way to get rid of her for now without doing her any further harm
"Guard!" I called. In an instant the door opened. A guard walked in and saw me naked next to Kozla but, if he was surprised, he made no mention. He simply looked at me obediently.
"Yes Sultanah," he said sharply.
"Take Kozla Hain to the Temple. Leave a message with Cin to take her down to the harem when she is able," I said and I saw Kozla eyes grow wide and bright, "Cin is to tell Tutuklu that Kozla will now enter my service. Let her know that she...likes to be on the bottom of the totem pole."
"Thank you Sultanah!" Kozla gushed now, "I cannot think of a greater honor. I cannot wait for the next time you visit the harem, I shall do you all the honors you deserve..."
"Thank you Kozla," I said, cutting her off. She nodded at me a few more times as she rapidly put her clothes on. At least she took the hint now, that I needed her gone even if I wasn't discarding her. She thanked me several more times before she went to the guard and then walked out with him. She spared one last glance at me before the door closed behind her.
Now I was alone. I didn't know what I felt and I was suddenly exhausted. I sighed deeply and sat down on my bed. Afraid of what I would think about if I allowed my mind to wander, I rolled over into the bed, pulled the covers all the way over me, and went to sleep.
End Chapter 13
*****
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Chapter 14: Renewal
I didn't hear the door open; I was completely oblivious to the world around me. It was the morning after the failed coup attempt and I had awoken feeling totally unsettled. I was thinking a lot about Arkadas, Kardes, Got, and Agiz. I was even thinking about Saygili and Cin, who had been injured on my behalf. I didn't know what I felt about it anymore. I was so numb. I just knew, despite the fact that I had just woken up, that I was tired. So, unbelievably tired. All of my joints seemed to ache and my head was foggy. Without really planning anything, I had gotten up from my bed naked and started writing. I didn't even know what I would be writing, but the words started to come. And the more I wrote, the more defeated I felt. My head was practically laying on the desk when the door opened.
"Varis..." a small voice said. Nonetheless, I was so completely on edge and so engrossed in my writing that my shoulders jumped and I turned quickly in my chair. For a moment I had an image of the throne room the night before, the doors busting open and the traitors piling in. But I relaxed as I saw Nislani standing just a few feet away from me. She was wearing her nightgown and her hair was slightly messy. I wondered briefly where she'd slept. She hadn't come in. Thank Gunes.
"Hello Nislani," I said flatly. Then I turned and began writing again. It was like I'd never left. There was a long silence where the only noise was my pen moving across the paper. I could sense that Nislani did not move. She just looked at the back of my head.
"I am sorry," she said eventually and I barely heard it. There was another paused, "About Arkadas...and Kardes..." even as she spoke the names I could hear tears well in her eyes. I set down my pen and turned to her. My sister was crying, her head drooped and her shoulders slouched. She shook her head.
"You don't need to apologize," I said, still sounding unnecessarily cold. I was surprised by the sound of my voice. I hadn't intended any anger at Nislani. I realized that whatever emotion I used to call hate and attach to Nislani was nothing of the sort. A minor emotion by comparison to real hate. I knew that now. Nonetheless, I let the cold words hang. Part of me wanted to comfort her, she looked so pitiful. But I lacked the will to do it. I lacked the warm feelings necessary to comfort someone else.
"But I do..." she said, looking up behind red eyes, "I have so much to apologize for..."
"Not for Kardes and Arkadas," I responded, "Or anything else that happened last night. Anything you have to apologize for pales in comparison to that anyway."
"That isn't true," she said, "That isn't true at all and you know it."
"Well what is it then?" I asked sharply. I felt so very weary. Nislani, for the first time in her life, did not respond to my anger. She grew quiet for a moment and then spoke.
"I need to apologize for being childish," she said.
"You are only 18, that happens," I said, hoping that was the end of it.
"No! Not like that. I have behaved like a spoiled brat...well forever. But in a way that I cannot justify since you became the Sultanah. I don't know if I was jealous of you or...what. But I was wrong. And I am sorry."
"Why now? Why are you apologizing? Because you feel bad that my lover and our sister have died?" I asked, sounding more annoyed than angry. Nislani shook her head vehemently. I wanted to tell her not to bother to explain, that I didn't really care. But I lacked the will to speak. I just sat, defeated, while my sister struggled to explain her un-relatable feelings.
"No, not that at all! Well, yes it is. But not like you think. I am not apologizing because I feel bad. But the fact that they...died. It change the way I thought about everything. I don't know...I know there has been a war going on. I mean I saw it. But it...didn't feel real before. I just...I didn't recognize it," she was clearly struggling with her explanation. I found it wanting.
"You know our father and our brothers were killed in this war," I replied sharply.
"I am sure I cried far more tears for Father and our brothers than you ever did," Nislani stated without malice, "It was not that. They were men. That is what men do. They fight in wars and sometimes die. It was horrible, but it was expected. This with Kardes and Arkadas...they were women. And gentle. And sweet. And they killed them," she was crying again now.
"Nislani..." I said, trying to calm her, but she raised her hand and continued.
"I didn't understand the stakes Varis. I really didn't. I just thought you were using your throne to lord over me because you could. Like we were playing games. It seems so stupid now. What a small part of all this I was, but I felt so much like...Like I was in the center. Now I know. You were hard on me and you were mean. But most of the time, in the last few months, you had to be. The margin for error was so small. You were balancing so many lives...I am so sorry I didn't help. This is as much my fault as anyone else."
Perhaps in another time or another place, I would have felt vindicated. I don't know. She had just admitted to me all of the things that I had accused her of or at least suspected. But my empty feeling stayed with me. I kept looking at her and I shrugged my shoulders. What did any of this matter anyway?
"Well don't worry about it," I said, "It is all over now anyway." Nislani's brow furrowed and she tilted her head to the side.
"What do you mean? Because the collaborationist are all dead? But Dusman is still out there. Surgun and Temsilci too..." Nislani's brow was furrowed and she tilted her head to the side.
"Not like that," I said, "I cannot do this Nislani. I tried. I am not cut out for it. This will take care of it." As I spoke I lifted up the paper I had been writing on. It felt so heavy in my hands. I hadn't even admitted to myself yet what I was writing. I had just let the words pour out of me and onto the page. But I felt strangely light when I said those words to my sister.
"What is it?" she asked, sounding nervous. I looked at it for a long while and then sighed.
"It is the end of all of this," I said. Nislani took a few steps closer to me and shrugged.
"I don't know what that means Varis, what does it say?" She replied. I sighed again and looked at the paper. Well, I was going to need to explain it a lot anyway, I might as well do it now. After all, it concerned Nislani.
"It is a letter to King Sican. I apologize in it for attacking his troops. I lament the war. I ask for forgiveness. I beg for a truce. I offer to annul our marriage. I offer your hand to Lider in marriage. I further offer to resign as Sultanah so that Lider can now take his throne," I said coldly. Nislani's jaw dropped.
"No!" she said, sounding surprised and angry at the same time. I shrugged and nodded. It was absolutely true. That, more or less, was what I had been working on since I woke up that morning. I guess I had come to the same realization that Nislani had. This was not a game. I was not dealing with domestic, womanly issues and gossipy tiffs. I was in the middle of a war. I was a leader in that war. And my mistakes reverberated throughout society. Every mistake I made cost lives. Other people's lives. Kardes and Arkadas for sure, but they had simply brought the issue home to me. But scores of others had died as a result of my actions. And what was I doing? Simply flailing around, doing whatever felt right in the moment. I had no idea what I was doing and I was hardly in a position to take responsibility for my actions.
These ideas seemed to have come fully formed in my mind when I awoke and it was only a matter of automatically putting them to paper. I didn't even feel bad about it. No, when I woke up my self-hatred and guilt may have been gone and but I hadn't forgiven myself for what had happened. I had simply stopped feeling anything about. I accepted that there was nothing I could do that my mistakes were inevitable. But only because I recognized my limitations as a leader and as a woman. And I resolved that no one else would die to vindicate my pride and my ego. I would take the full brunt of dishonor on myself. I would quit. I would let the men have their sphere and I would return, chastened, to mine.
"You can't do that!" Nislani said, she almost seemed like she would say more, but held up.
"Nislani, I can't not do it!" I said, sounding desperate. For the first time that morning, I was really feeling something. I didn't really understand why I felt so strongly about this, but I followed my emotions. I knew that I would find my reasons there.
"After you've been through so much...why quit now?" she asked, sounding more angry than incredulous. I began to speak then, the words pouring out of me without thought. The motivation for my abdication came out of me easily, as though I had not avoided thinking about it all morning.
"What am I becoming Nislani?" I asked, but did not stop to hear her response, "You don't understand the evil that is taking root in me, that is corrupting me from the inside. You don't know the things I've done. I have killed people Nislani! I had ordered actions that have resulted in still greater deaths. And I don't feel anything about it. I caused my friend...my sister...to die. I did that with my actions, and I cannot even make myself feel anything about it. Last night...I can't even describe what I did last night. Or what I tried to do. I tried to...crush a woman's soul, to extinguish it. I felt...good about it. But these are not games, I am not play acting. There are consequences that I cannot even fathom to the actions I take. And I can do it, I know that I can. But, who am I Nislani? Are these things that I can live with as a person? Everything I do, I do from necessity. This is what it takes to be on the throne. This is what the Sultanah does. Is that what I want? Can Varis survive this? I don't think so anymore, I am eating up the part of me that exists outside of this office. Burning it up to become... What? Miserable. I need it stop." Nislani looked at me in stony silence and then responded as though she had not even heard my concern.
"You have no right to abandon your throne. It belongs to our family and you are the only one who can sit in it!"
"I don't belong in it any more than any other person, it is a man's chair and I am a woman. I have tried to do what men do, but I don't have the stomach for it. Or I don't have the stomach for the fact that I have the stomach for it. I am going to stop before I kill someone else," I explained, I could feel tears coming to my eyes as well. I was surprised. I didn't know I could feel anything, not even frustration. It was so much bitterer to say all of this aloud. I shook my head. It had all been an illusion. It was like being with Kozla the night before. The power had seemed so present, so awe inspiring in the moment when I was acting as Sultanah, but once the pleasure faded I was left feeling empty. Powerless.
"Well of course you've failed if you definition of success is 'acting like a man,' Varis. Regardless of what is between your legs, you are a woman. And you will succeed by acting like a woman."
"Succeed like I have to this point? With a trail of blood and the bodies of loved ones in my wake?" I asked.
"If necessary, yes," Nislani said, "That is what you must do. Just like I must be by your side," she said, moving slightly closer to me. I felt so frustrated, it was as if she was purposefully not listening to me.
"Nislani, no one on Earth wants me in that throne. It is not right. I don't know how to do it!"
"That is a lie!' Nislani shot back, "Think of all you have achieved! You seized the throne, you established your church, you drove off our invaders, you gained control of the government, you protected the countryside, you made allies, you ensured the continuation of our dynasty, and you resisted a coup. A man didn't do those things. Father could not have. And you didn't do them as any man would. You did them as Varis would do it. As a woman would do it."
"No!" I shot back, "There is a difference between the Sultanah and Varis. I was playing a role as the Sultanah, but I am just Varis..."
"You are the Sultanah, Varis. There has never been another Sultanah. Those two things are one in the same."
"Arkadas understood. She knew the real me. She was the only one. She knew that the public Sultanah and the private Varis were different. And the private me, that is the only one that is real," I explained, "I just want to go back to that." The frustration was building now. I knew I sounded childish and petulant now. The things I said...they sounded absurd and inconsequential. But I could feel the truth of them anyway. I was split in two and I always had been. There were Varis, the girl who loved her friend and had romantic dreams about her future. And there was the Sultanh, the man who ran the country with an iron fist. These were two separate sides of me and one of them was an Act. And I was tired of maintaining the fiction. It was breaking down. Or collapsing into the fiction and losing my real self.
"Arkadas is dead. If she was the only one who knew the 'real you' then the 'real you' is dead as well," Nislani said, her voice not sounding as heartless as her words, "You are the Sultanah and your achievements are your own. And you have no right to stop now."
"I just don't want this anymore..." I said.
"Did you ever?" she asked. But before I could respond, "And what about what I want? I do not want to marry Lider. I do not want our marriage annulled."
"That is not what you said when our father's body was still warm," I said cruelly. I saw Nislani's eyes grow dark and she moved closer to me. I knew I had provoked her. I wanted it. I wanted to get us fighting, I was tired of her harangue. I had made up my mind, I was quitting. If she would just fight me and get pissed and leave, maybe she would realize it was for the best. Nislani's hands were balled in fists and she leaned down towards. Me I was ready for her to hit me. I wanted it. And then I felt it.
A kiss. I didn't expect that. Not in the slightest. I was suddenly thrown; I didn't know how to react. Nislani took advantage of my confusion. Her lips parted and her tongue played across mine. Instinctively, my lips opened and our tongues poured together between our mouths. Nislani's hand rose and caressed my cheek gently as she kissed me. She placed her remaining hand on my knees so she could lean down towards me, closer. But for a brief moment, she broke the kiss and pulled back. My eyes fluttered open and I saw Nislani looking at me with round, innocent eyes. I looked back.
"I love you Varis," she said, her voice sounding even and calm. My mouth opened and then closed. She continued, "I love you as my sister. I love you as my Sultanah. And I love you as my wife. I am sorry I didn't recognize it before." And then her eyes closed and she leaned in to kiss me. I felt her words, and more importantly the feelings behind those words, wash over me. For a moment, they took my thoughts away. Words came anyway.
"I love you too," I said, feeling the honesty in that expression. I hadn't expected to say that either. I didn't even know I meant it. Everything that had been happening before seemed to fade into the past. Nislani had diffused the frustration, changed it all around.
Nislani smiled as her lips pressed once again into mine. Our lips parted and my tongue explored the wet, warm cavern of her mouth. I felt her teeth and her gums and the taste of her saliva. Her tongue met mine and the soft bumps of our taste buds moved together. There was a wet sound of our tongue moving together and I felt the defeated feeling inside of me recede, slightly. After a long minute, Nislani once again broke our kiss. But she stayed close, her lips still almost touching mine and our eyes close together.
"It wasn't only Kardes and Arkadas," Nislani said, and her eyes dropped for a moment, "I mean that was the final straw, but it was something else. Something else that brought me here this morning," She whispered.
"What?" I asked, more confused than ever. Without speaking, Nislani reached down to my side and took my hand. She lifted it and then gingerly placed it against the fabric covering her stomach. She looked up at me, he eyes once again shining with tears. Somehow, I still did not know what she was going to say.



"I am pregnant Varis," she said and still it did not register with me, "Yesterday, before...everything. I went to Cin because I had been getting sick. In the mornings. She inspected me. She says it is going to be a girl. But like you Varis. A girl like you, another Gunes." Now, suddenly the meaning of my sister's words came to me. My jaw literally dropped and my heart fluttered.
"Pregnant?" I asked. Nislani smiled and then nodded. She had said that I had secured the future for the dynasty. I guess I didn't think of what that meant.
"How?" I asked dumbly. All of my previous thoughts were sort of wiped away. I felt a sort of vibration inside of my chest and all of my frustrations felt like they were rapidly slipping out of me, replaced by something else. My previous concerns seemed so abstract. Suddenly, there was this very real, very present thing. A child. I didn't even know what to think about it. But I felt my lips curling up at the corners. A child!
"It had to be our wedding night. That was the only time. My only time," she said and then shrugged. I laughed a little. Nislani laughed as well. Now her sudden urge to 'grow up' made a lot more sense. Even if nothing else in the world made sense. Me. A sire? I looked at Nislani, saw her glowing and smiling.
"I really do love you Nislani," I said again and I saw her smile grow wider.
"I love you too, Sultanah," she said in response. And then she kissed me once on the lips, just very briefly. Before I could respond or react to her use of my abdicated title, I felt her kissing me again. She lifted my chin up so she could kiss the underside and then trail down my throat to my chest. Her kisses were small and light and they tickled me as she moved. Soon, Nislani's lips were trailing down the top of my left breast and her lips were sinking into my flesh. Her long, straight hair trailed over my body, tickling my skin. I had nearly forgotten that I was naked, it felt so natural now.
In a moment, her lips came to rest on my left nipple. I felt it pop gingerly into Nislani's mouth. Her eyes were still open and she looked up at me coyly while she began to gently suck on my nipple, swirling her tongue around on me and tasting me. I felt my nipple grow harder in Nislani's mouth. I moaned and arched my back. Nislani smiled around my nipple and flicked her tongue against it. But she didn't want to wait there.
She continued to kiss down my body, planting another kiss on my nipple before moving down to the underside of my breast. She acted more slowly now, but was always moving. I could hear my own breath rasping through my nose and I felt like I could see my heart beating through my chest. For some reason, it felt like the first time. Perhaps it was because this was the first time we had chosen to do something like this.
She moved down across my stomach, placing a kiss above my bellybutton. She kept her eyes on my face as she worked her way down my body, but she seemed to know exactly where her body was lying. My cock had grown hard in response to Nislani's careful attentions but she avoided touching it. She leaned around to the side in order to kiss her way down my body, my cock stuck up hard, but just inches from rubbing her shoulder. Nonetheless, her long hair brushed across my cock and tickled it while she moved.
I felt it twitch with excitement. Nislani kissed down stomach from my bellybutton, down towards my aching cock. She shifted her head slightly to the left and moved to the side of my cock. She continued to kiss down between my legs. Eventually, I felt her cheek brush again my balls and the shaft of my cock as she kissed the spot where my thigh met my torso. I moaned loudly, but stayed seated immobile in my chair with my legs spread.
Now Nislani settled more easily between my legs on the floor. She was kneeling now; my cock was at her eye level. Carefully, she began to kiss to her right, moving closer towards the center of my body. I groaned loudly and squeezed on the arms of my chair as I felt her lips press into my scrotum. My balls moved against her lips, but she was persistent, planting her lips against me until her face was centered against my cock, her lips in my scrotum and her nose against my shaft. She looked up at me sharply and smiled. I nodded.
Slowly, Nislani began to kiss up the length of my shaft, moving her soft, full lips just the slightest amount each time. Carefully she climbed the length of my cock, her kisses tickling me and making my body tremble. My cock ached worse than it had the previous night and I moaned so loudly I wondered if the guard was worried. Eventually, Nislani's lips climbed to the tip of my cock. A small drop of clear seed had formed at the opening and a thin string of it connected to Nislani's lips after she kissed me there.
Nislani looked at me for a moment, with her lips against my cock. She raised her eyebrows and then she stuck her tongue out slightly. The hard, wet bead of her tongue pressed against my cock and I groaned from the hot sensation. Then, in a rapid motion, Nislani dropped her head, letting her tongue press wetly down the length of my cock. Her tongue skittered down the vein at the base of my cock, pressing into it and massaging me. Nislani's tongue felt so good and her actions so fast and surprising, I did not know how to react. I grunted and squeezed harder on my chair.
Once again, Nislani's lips were against my scrotum and she tucked her tongue back into her mouth. Now she started to kiss again. She began to kiss down. I felt her nose slide down my wet shaft as she began to kiss down lower and lower. For the first time, her hands became involved and I felt her gingerly take my scrotum between her thumb and her fingers and pull up. She pulled gently and there was no pain. I felt my heavy, full balls lift up from my body. I felt a coolness as my wet cunny was exposed to the air. Nislani continued kiss down my scrotum, lifting it higher so that she could get every last spec of my flesh.
Now Nislani came to my cunny. I took a deep breath, unsure of what would happen. My cunny ached and I could feel the wetness on it. I realized then that I often had this sensation when I was making love, this need for attention for my cunny. But I rarely heeded it. It did not seem proper. Only long ago with my priestesses and in the limited, fantasy experience with my new hermaphrodite harem-members had I ever indulged it at all. But it had been there all along. I needed it worse now than ever before.
Whether Nislani knew that or not, I could not say. But she did not hesitate. As her lips slipped from my scrotum, they pressed directly against my cunny. I groaned loudly as I felt Nislani's lips press against mine. I was so wet that Nislani's mouth just sort of sank into me. I heard her groaned and I felt her tongue stick out slightly, to take me. It was warm and dense against my cunny lips. Nislani groaned at the taste and her tongue moved around slightly more. Then she continued kissing me. Down and down her lips moved across my cunny, coating her lips in my thick, clear juices. I moaned on my chair, holding on for dear life.
Eventually, Nislani reached the bottom of my cunny, planting one last kiss on the small patch of flesh separating my cunny from my asshole. Then, just as she had done with my cock, her tongue poked just the slightest bit, hard, out of her mouth. She tickled the little spec of flesh for a moment and then ran her tongue up the length of my cunny. She let her tongue go out a little farther this time and it sank into my aching slit. I gasped at the sensation. My body closed around her tongue, trying to squeeze it and I could feel the bumps on her tongue as she slid it up through me. But she moved very quickly and I couldn't hold her in place.
Her tongue kept zipping up and soon it was passed my cunny and move up over my scrotum. Then it started to move up my shaft with the same speed, somehow maintain a delicate and delicious balance of moisture and friction. While she was moving up the last inch or two of my cock, Nislani's hands suddenly became involved. Her left hand rose quickly, wrapping around the base of my cock, so far down that her fingers and hands were sunk slightly into my scrotum. Her other hand reached underneath of my heavy balls and I felt her fingers tickling the sopping opening of my warm cunny. In a moment, her lips were against the tip of my cock and she looked up at me intently. She stopped moving.
"You are both of these things, Varis," she said, barely above a whisper. Her breath felt cool against the wet tip of my cock. I didn't at first, know what she meant. But then, in one rapid movement, she removed all doubt. Her head rose up and her mouth opened. She pushed down quickly and I felt the tip of my cock slip into Nislani's warm mouth. Not just the tip, she moved quickly and I felt the bottom of my cock dragging across Nislani's thick, delicate tongue and the tip of my cock pressing against the rough roof of her mouth. In a moment, most of my cock was buried in Nislani's mouth and her lips were pressing against her fingers wrapped around my cock.
But that wasn't all. Nislani's other hand had jumped into action at the same instant. Her fingers had been playing around at the wet opening of my cunny for several seconds before and she had coated her fingers in my sticky juices. Now, they were properly lubricated and as Nislani began to attack my cock, her fingers began to probe my cunny. Nislani was not gentle, she was going for full effect. Just as my cock plunged into her throat, three of her wet fingers charged into my cunny. I nearly screamed at the unfamiliar sensation, but I instantly fell in love with it. I could feel Nislani's digits twisting and shaking inside of me and she began to work them in and out of my cunny.
There was really no role for me to act even if I had wanted to, which I did not. I was completely mesmerized by Nislani's actions. All of it was so unbearably intense. I just sat in my chair, dumbfounded and enjoyed the sensations as I felt them.
Nislani had moved her hand off of my cock, no longer needing to hold me in place. Now my cock had slipped all the way into my wife's throat and she was gagging around it. But she did not pull the cock out. She let it stay there while her throat expanded and contracted around my flesh. She stuck her tongue out slightly, driving the cock deeper into her throat and allowing her to rub her tongue against my scrotum. She was making a moaning noise in her throat and it sent wonderful vibrations through my cock, reverberating through my whole body.
If anything, Nislani's actions lower down were even more intense. Nislani clearly had more experience with her own cunny that with cock (though she was doing an excellent job with my cock) and despite the fact that I had no clitoris (I guess I had a cock instead), she knew exactly what to do. Her fingers hooked inside of me rubbing forcefully and gently on the ridged flesh inside of my cunny. She essentially made a 'come hither' motion with her fingers, rubbing the most sensitive spot inside of my cunny. Occasionally, she would twist her fingers inside of me, giving me a strange twirling sensation that made my head weak, before returning to her steady motions. My cunny had never had this kind of attention before, I could barely understand what was happening.
In fact, my entire experience was absolute, lovely, confusion. I was completely immobile on the chair, just staring down at Nislani while she did her work. My nipples ached and I wanted to reach up and pinch my breasts, to feel them, but I lacked the will to act. Instead, I just felt my nipples grow harder and harder and ache in the cool air of my room. My breasts jiggled slightly, giving some relief, as I was breathing desperately, trying keep my head. I heard myself moan on occasion but mostly the room was filled with the slurping sound of Nislani's mouth and the wet noise of her hand moving into my cunny. The room was filled with the scent of cunny, my own familiar scent mixed with the scent of Nislani, which I remembered vividly form my wedding night.
After a brief period of time gaining her bearings, Nislani slipped into a steady rhythm. For the most part, she would bounce my cock in and out of her mouth with a steady back and forth, letting it go into her throat and then slip backwards, over her tongue, between her teeth, and out of her mouth, before shoving it back into her body. Her eyes were watering from choking but she never slowed. At the same time this action was going on, Nislani's fingers were moving inside of my wet cunny, rubbing my insides gently and making me drip with desire. Her fingers moved to the same pace as her throat as it coasted over my cock.
Then, every tenth beat or so, Nislani would change this up. She would shove my cock hard down into her throat, deeper than usual. Rather than pulling it out immediately like she did most of the time, she would simply allow my cock to stay buried in her throat. She would gag and her throat would contract tightly around my hard cock. She would rub her tongue wildly against the bottom of my cock, pressing the vein along the bottom with gentle pressure. At the same time, she would begin to spin her hand left and right inside of my aching cunny. She put all three of her fingers together and then just rotated her wrist back and forth rapidly. The ridges of her fingers moved against my cunny walls, stimulating them and making my eyes roll back in my head. Then, after a couple of beats, she would move back to her earlier actions.
Nislani's attentions were so powerful and so pleasurable that I knew that I could not go on for long. My muscles had begun tensing even before she had settled into her rhythm. I had been expecting an orgasm for some time. Nonetheless, when it finally came, there was still something incredibly surprising about it.
I heard myself groan incredibly loudly and I threw my head back. My hands squeezed tight on the armrests of my chair. I felt every inch of my body grow rigid and I clenched my teeth. I didn't breath out anymore, just sucked more and more air into my aching lungs through my gritted teeth. Finally, I felt the tension become absolutely unbearable, I heard a loud sigh from deep in my throat, and suddenly I burst the through the barrier, deep into the other side.
From the very first instant, I knew something was different. Something felt different. I felt the sudden burst of warmth at the center of my body and I felt the dot of pleasure in the center, so intense that it felt almost like pain. And I felt that dot explode, expanding out across me and shooting through ever nerve in my body, coating every part of me that could feel anything in a sensation of pure physical pleasure.
But it was subtly different in a way I could not explain. Not that I wanted to, the pleasure was so great I just wanted to savor it. But, somewhere deep in my mind I came to understand one aspect of the different. My cock was buried in my sister's throat, and it felt lovely, but I did not feel it expanding or contracting in her throat. I did not feel my seed pouring out of my body and entering hers. As the pleasure I felt slowly began to subside, my cock remained hard, it remained desperate for attention. I realized what had happened. My cunny had produced the orgasm. My cock had not been involved. It was the first time in my life I had truly cum as a woman. But as I made this realization, my orgasm subsided completely and I collapsed back against my chair, panting and smiling.
Nislani knew that something had happened, even though her mouth was not filled with seed. Slowly and carefully she stopped her actions. Her fingers slipped out of my cunny, which was now wetter than it had ever been in my life, almost dripping onto the floor. At the same time, she pulled her head back, slipping my cock out of her throat. It glistened with saliva and still sat
"What happened?" she asked after a moment, I saw that she was panting too. I smiled and waved my hand.
"I came Nislani, wasn't it obvious?" I asked. Nislani's eyes furrowed and she sat back on her ass on the floor, breathing and thinking.
"Really?" she asked, "I didn't feel anything," as she spoke, she rubbed her throat. I laughed at her for a moment and then shook my head.
"Not there," I said and then I pointed down low, between my legs and beneath my cock, "There," I said. Nislani smiled brightly.
"You see! I knew it!" she said, "You are special Varis. For 21 years every tried to make you into a woman and it wasn't quite right. Then for almost a year they tried to make you into a man and that was even less right. You are what you are Varis. You are both completely and fully. And it is beautiful," she said. Her eyes were red and her face was covered in saliva, but she looked totally innocent and beautiful. I had never had my younger sister admire me before. It felt nice.
"Thank you Nislani," I said. Nislani had caught her breath now and she rose up to a standing position in front of me (I noted that her hard nipples were pointing through her thin shirt and I knew my cock was definitely not yet satisfied). She leaned in towards me rapidly and I felt her arms wrap around the back of my neck. Her breasts pressed into my own and her thighs pushed into my knees.
"Don't give up on your family, that's how you thank me," she said sweetly into my ear. I smiled at this and I felt her hand, accidentally, graze my hard cock. I groaned a little and then turned my head and whispered into her ear.
"Oh Nislani, I am not even close to done yet." And with that I rose very quickly onto my feet. Nislani yelled out in surprise and started to stumble backwards. She kept her arms around my neck and I now wrapped my arms around her waist. As she began to stumble backwards, I began to rush forward into her. I held her up slightly as she stumbled backwards and she made an additional surprised noise. After a few feet of running, the backs of her legs pushed against the mattress on the bed and she tilted backward onto the bed with another yelp. I was so closely wrapped up in her that I fell forward on top of her, my hard cock pressing into her thigh.
We were now lying on top of one another on the bed, only my legs below my knees and Nislani's feet dangling over the sides. Instinctively, Nislani spread her legs on the bed and I sunk down between them. My cock pressed down into the mattress and my breasts sat heavily against Nislani's stomach. My head was leaning against Nislani's breasts. I could feel the soft sensation of her skin and I could sense her heart fluttering in her chest.
Out of the corner of my eye I caught a glimpse of Nislani's hard nipple poking through her shirt. I felt mouth grow wet and I lick my lips. Without speaking, I lifted my hands up and found the fabric of Nislani's shirt on either side of her body. Without taking my weight off of my wife, I began to pull the fabric up. I felt it slide between our bodies, tickling my nipples as it moved. Nislani sensed what I was doing and after she grabbed the fabric as well, pulling it up and then throwing it off over her hand. She dropped her hands back down, landing on my hair. The smell of Nislani's cunny became more intense now, it was no longer caged in her nightshirt. I breathed it in a moaned.
But now Nislani's cute, hard nipples were totally exposed and it reminded me of why I had been removing her shirt in the first place. I turned my head slightly, move my face into Nislani's body. She continued to move her hands through my hair as I centered my mouth over Nislani's nipple. I was so desperate to taste her that my mouth was overflowing. A thin line of drool dripped down from my lips and landed on Nislani's nipple. She moaned as the liquid warmed and then slowly cooled her skin. I looked up at her. Nislani raised her eyebrows and smiled, not in the least disgusted.



I dropped my head now, letting Nislani's nipple push past my lips and enter into my mouth. The instant I felt her hard, dense skin coated in my saliva enter my mouth, I moved my tongue against it, flicking it and swirling around it. Nislani cooed and arched her back, pressing her silky breast against my face, warming my chin, and driving her nipple more deeply into my mouth. I sucked on her nipple harder, drawing it into me even more forcefully. Nislani gasped.
I wanted to give her more and I quickly moved my hand up towards her free breast. My hand slid along her side, up her stomach, and over the underside of her breast. Nislani squealed as my soft hands moved over the tops of her breasts. Her other nipple was just as hard as the one that was in my mouth and Nislani's body shook as I touched it. Rather than grasp her breast (as I wanted to do), I held my hand palm down over her nipple, letting it just barely graze my skin. I circled my palm around slowly, letting Nislani's hard nipple trace against it. Nislani moaned and arched her back further, trying to push her nipple hard against my palm. I moved my hand back, keeping the teasing distance and trying not to grind my cock too hard into the mattress. I sucked harder on her nipple to compensate for my teasing.
After several minutes of playing with Nislani's breasts, it was clear that she could not take any more. She was writhing wildly on the bed and her hands had sunk deeply into my hair. She was pulling on it slightly. The scent of her cunny had grown so intense that it made the whole room feel hotter, more humid. Every time I breathed it in my body trembled. In fact, it was affecting me more than my touch was affecting Nislani. My tongue was moving more feverishly over her breast, sucking harder. My palm was closer to her breast now, grazing the soft, weighty flesh. We both needed more, but Nislani was the one who finally put a point on it.
"Fuck me Varis. Fuck me Sultanah," She groaned closely into my ear, "I love you and I want you so bad." I didn't realize that I had been waiting for these words, but it was clear to me now that I was. With the word 'bad' still ringing in my ears I began to move. With reluctance, I let Nislani's nipple pop from my mouth and I moved both of my hands onto the bed next to her head. Using my arms, I pulled myself up so that my head was no longer level with Nislani's chest. My hair glided across Nislani's breasts, neck, and face as I rose up higher. She moaned at the sensation. In a moment, I felt my hips slide into place between Nislani's.
As if she was afraid that I would somehow try to leave her, Nislani's legs reached around my, locking around my back. My breast mashed against Nislani's and I could feel my own saliva wet against my skin as her nipples dug into me. My hair was now forming a cone around Nislani's face and we felt totally alone together now. We looked into each other's eyes and I know that I cannot describe what we felt. But we both knew we were feeling the same thing. The heat of our bodies mixed together and I could sense the closeness of all of Nislani's most intimate parts.
Gazing at her innocent beauty, I was suddenly struck by a surprising thought. "Nislani, I am so proud that you are my wife. I don't know what I would have done without you today," I said, my voice sounding ragged but honest. I saw a tear well in Nislani's eye and it rolled down her cheek.
"I am your wife Varis, and I love you. It is my job to support you when you cannot go on. Just as you would do for me. Have done for me, really. Even if I didn't know it," she said. My heart ached for her and I closed my eyes again, leaning in towards her. I felt her chin bend backwards and, after a moment, my lips contacted hers, ever so gently. Just the barest whisper of a touch at first. And then we pressed further, our lips coming together. And then splitting, our tongues finding each other wet in the middle.
We kissed now with absolute abandon, our motions coming desperate and wild. I felt Nislani's tongue probing all throughout my mouth. I felt it flitter across my lips, my teeth, and my gums. I felt our tongues press hard together and I taste Nislani's sweet saliva in my mouth. She was panting now and her hips were grinding up. I heard her moaning slightly and I knew what she needed.
"Fuck me Varis...Fuck me," she chanted for a moment before her mouth plunged against mine again. I loved the feeling of teasing Nislani but I couldn't hold out any longer. I needed it now as much as she did. With a quick movement of my hips, I felt my cock slide against the sopping wet opening of Nislani's cunny. My sister gasped and her arms wrapped tightly around the back of my neck. Now she was completely draped around me and I could feel her heart thundering against my chest.
"Put it in now, Varis, please!" she moaned now. I guess I had just been waiting to hear that and I rapidly thrust my hips forward, driving them into Nislani's body. My cock had been perfectly lined up and Nislani's cunny was so unbelievably wet that there was no doubt what would happen, despite my rapid movement. I felt Nislani's body split open and I felt my cock press inside of her. The walls of her wet cunny closed around me, her tissue squeezed and massaged me as I passed inside. But it happened so quickly, in an instant, I was buried as deep as I could go inside of Nislani's cunny. Nislani grunted and threw her head back onto the bed, her mouth open.
I decided to give her no respite. While she was still soaking in the sensation of having my cock drive hard into her cunny, I pulled it back out, only to slide it back in again. I did not slam into her; I did not force myself at her. Instead, my cock slid out in a steady motion and then slipped back inside of her on the same beat. I did not move particularly slowly, but I did not move too fast either, I achieved a delicate balance. I saw Nislani's eyes flash open and she looked at me lewdly. It was clear I struck the correct chord.
Perhaps part of it was how closely Nislani had pulled me into her body. As I rocked my hips, thrusting my cock in and out of her body, I could feel the hard nub of her clit pressing against my lower stomach. Each movement I made reverberated through her clitoris, sending pleasure throughout her body. She moaned and groaned as I manipulated her body. She was getting twice the attention she would have expected as my cock massaged her insides and my stomach pleasured her clit.
We stayed that way for some time; I was surprised by both of our stamina. My cock ached so badly and Nislani's cunny was so wet that I figured it would be over in no time. But we continued to move together, my cock slipping in and out of Nislani's cunny while her body engulfed me. Our breasts were pressed together, our nipples teasing one another. My hair still encapsulated our faces and we kissed often, though perhaps more often, we simply gazed into each other's eyes, feeling this power of our connection. Maybe that is what kept us going, neither one of us wanted to break the lock we had on one another at that moment. It felt right, more right than any sexual experience I had ever had. I am sure Nislani felt the same, even if she was considerably less experienced.
Maybe it was this lack of experience that sent her over the edge first. Maybe it was simply that I had experienced an orgasm already and she was building towards one for a long time. Whatever it was, after a particularly deep thrust, I felt Nislani's body go rigid underneath of me. I saw her eyes close and her mouth opened. She began to squeeze me tighter with her arms and legs, so tight I could barely breathe. She pulled my cock into her further and she would not let me pull out. I heard a low groaning sound coming from deep in her throat and I could feel her body trembling. Finally, I heard her sigh loudly and I felt her cunny contracting around my swollen cock.
That was more than I could bear. As her cunny milked my cock hard and without relent, I felt the tension rising inside of me as well. Now it was my turn to freeze on top of Nislani's body. My toes curled off the edge of the bed and I thrust my hips hard into her. I made a croaking sound and then a loud screech. But the tension didn't break. Not as I expected. It kept building and my eyes slammed shut and my teeth gritted so hard that my head began to swim. My throat locked up and I couldn't even scream. I couldn't breathe. I became aware of the depth and breadth of my tension, nearly a year's worth of built up angst that was transferred into my muscles and joints and held there as my body pressed against my wife. My mind went blank, consumed entirely by the desire, no the need, for relief. I believe that for a brief moment, I must have lost my mind. Everything inside of me broke.
And then, just when it seemed that there was nothing left, when everything was darkest, a pinpoint of light appeared in my center. I perceived it in an animal sort of way, but only for the briefest moment. Because after that time, it exploded. Not like a normal orgasm. I did not feel an emanation of pleasure pouring in waves over me. I didn't notice seed pouring from my cock. Instead, I...I became pleasure. Everything had become tension and insanity and then, in an instant, it all flipped around. It became the opposite. I cannot say it any clearer than that and to this day I cannot even really fathom or recreate the notion of that feeling. But I was converted in a moment into pure energy and that energy was the force of pleasure. I touched the face of God and became like a god. The only image I kept in my mind was that of my dream, so long ago. The dream of a flaming missile piercing my eye, melting me down into nothing, only to build me up again with fire for an eye and an arrow for a backbone. It had been a premonition, and it was happening now.
Slowly, my mind began to return to me. I know became aware of the normal, still pleasurable, orgasm feelings. The sense of pleasuring rippling through my body (though already beginning to decline), the sensation of my seed pouring into my sister's tight cunny. Even the feel of my body, and Nislani's, on the bed. I could feel that again too. As the last of my seed entered and overwhelmed Nislani's cunny, I became aware that I was unbearably tired. I sighed deeply, felt lightheaded, and then collapsed onto my side next to Nislani. Still wrapped around me, she rolled with me as my cock popped out of her body and we lay panting on the bed. I felt cooled as my sweat settled on my body.
Eventually, Nislani's body loosened its grip on mine, though she stayed lying across my body, her hand fiddling in my hair and her head resting on my bare breast. She sighed contentedly and I could feel a wet spot on the bed where my excess seed dribbled out of her body. My breathing became slower and I simply lay with wife and with no thoughts. Just a sensation of contentment. A peace I had not felt in...ever.
It could not last forever and I suppose I would not want it to, it was better just being a brief period of time. Slowly, my troubles began to return to me. The fraught political situation. My lost friends and lovers. Those things were still fresh and raw. I still felt shame, sadness, and anger. But I felt different about them as well. The problems were just as enormous as before, just as daunting.
But somehow, I felt differently about myself. I no longer felt like my problems had engulfed me, like I was no longer up to the task. Maybe I had just felt so terribly alone and didn't see any way out of it. Nislani had showed me differently. Or I had seen something I hadn't understood before.
Slowly, I began to recognize the source of my new-found equilibrium. I considered myself, and I no longer felt the division inside of me. There was no longer Varis and the Sultanah. I could not discern the spot where they were separated. But, unlike my fear, I did not feel the absence of either half. I felt like they had been fused together as one, a complete whole. And I knew both halves were still there because, deep inside of me, I could feel the spot where they'd melded together. I felt the key that connected the seemingly irreconcilable parts of myself.
My family. Always abstract, theoretical before. It was so real to me now. I could feel the weight of the blood in my veins.
Nislani, of course, was a major part of that. She was a member of my dynasty. She was my sister. She was my wife. And finally, the emotions I felt for her connected, both to my role as a private woman and to my role as a Sultanah. She was my support, both politically and privately, a source of refuge and pleasure. She knew how to protect me here, in our sanctuary, and treat me like the woman I was and, at the same time, defend and protect me in the field of politics, where men held sway. She could keep these two halves together in one person, just as she pleasured both halves of my sexuality on our bed.
And, perhaps more importantly, my child. That was the key, the connection between the private Varis and the public Sultanah. She would be my child and the source of my private love and joy. But she would be an heir and the receptacle of the Hanedan blood. And I felt the importance of both of my child's roles and the need to protect them both. I recognized that they were inextricably linked and that, it proved that my two halves were linked as well. I recognized that her existence showed the duality of her role, and mine as well. Mother and Sultanah in one. Woman and man. This child seemed to represent some unrecognized harmony within these roles. It tied my two halves together in a way I couldn't understand. I didn't really know how to express it. I could barely contain the idea as it was, but I could feel its truth.
Whatever uncertainty or crisis of faith had conquered me before, I had moved past it now, re-forged as I was by the crisis. My problems had hardened me rather than broken me. My back was arrow straight and my eye was flame. I knew what I was going to do instantly, as though the plan was already fully formed in my mind and I simply uncovered it now. Maybe I had been working on it subconsciously. All I knew was that everything became clear to me.
I gently extricated myself from my sister's grasp. She let me go easily, not protesting. She likely knew that I had business to attend to and did not want to stop me. She was there to support me now. I felt it and leaned on it. I would repay her in kind when the opportunity came. I rose from the bed after a while and went to my desk. I looked at all the papers, the failed attempts at letters scattered about. I picked up the one that I describe to Nislani, the final draft of my abdication.
"Are you going to get rid of it?" she asked. I turned towards the bed and saw that she was lying on her side looking towards me. The covers were wrapped around her waist but her breasts were exposed, lying seductively against one another and draped in her long hair. She was smiling contentedly, her face unlined and beautiful. I looked at the papers again.
"No," I said and Nislani looked at me surprised.
"I thought..." Nislani began, almost rising and sounding alarmed.
"I know what you think. But I am not done writing this letter. And when I am done, I have more writing to go," I said, "Correspondence is woman's work, after all," I smiled at Nislani easily and she furrowed her brow. But I ignored her. She needed rest, after all, she was carrying my child. I turned back to my desk and got back to work.
* * * * *
"I think I see them, yes you can see the vanguard's banner in the distance," Cin said. She was lifting her hand to her face to shield her eyes from the sun. Her hand was heavily bandaged, but it still looked strange. It would be stranger still when the bandage came off in a few days. She'd been wearing it for four weeks. Four weeks since the failed coup and so much had changed.
For one thing, King Sican and the legions of Dusman were once again camped in front of my walls. Closer, in fact, than they had been at the end of last summer, when they had killed my father. My soldiers were, once again, manning the walls. There were more of us now, though not nearly as many as I would have liked. More importantly, they were not all were as loyal as I might have liked, having pressed the former retainers of the Collaborationist lords into my legions. I looked to my left, towards the Duke's gate. I saw their rotten heads still on display there and smiled. It gave me strength. I would need it.
Not that there was any indication of that now. Despite the presence of Sican and his army, the atmosphere was far different than it had been during the previous siege. And well that it should be. After all, Dusman was here upon my invitation. I had sent the letter I had read to Nislani after all. Everything I had written remained intact, expanded even. I apologized, I claimed ignorance as a woman, I lamented my weakness and my foolhardiness, I begged for aid, and I offered my sister's cunny to Lider. And a payoff as well. The imperial jewels as the price for my 'pardon.' I had caved entirely, just as a woman should. It is what my enemies had been expecting of me from the beginning.
Of course, I had added more than that as well. I had explained to King Sican that I had found papers in Duke Hain's possession after the failed coup that indicated he was in league with King Köylü of Temsilci, the King's most powerful rival and erstwhile ally. This much was true, documents to that effect were found. Similar documents were found regarding King Sican himself. That did not make it into the letter. Instead, I gave a date for the wedding and asked King Sican to arrive a week in advance. He had come three days ago and was waiting for the proper day. I had not received him yet, but I could see him strutting confidently in camp.
The people of Şehir did not understand what was happening. They heard rumors of the letter and there were surprisingly accurate accounts of the content floating through the streets. Soyguncu had heard it on lips all over town. The entire city seemed in mourning and there were bitter lamentations about the fall of the Empire and the inevitable sack that would follow. More than anything else, there was disillusionment with me. The people had placed all their trust in the Sultanah. She had led so bravely, and now she had simply given up.
And they would have been right. I had been so close to that ultimate betrayal, that night with Nislani. But that seemed like so long ago now, four weeks later. It hardly made sense anymore. I was like I had been a different person, mad with grief. The grief was still there, but I drew strength from it. I understood the stakes better now. My shame and my anger were a part of my growth as the Sultanah. It was my final lesson, the final welding of my person into a whole. I understood that now. The people were wrong, of course, I had no intention of quitting now.
"Yes, I see them as well," I said. I could see Gunes' sun, the sun that had chosen me for my current task, blinking off of the shields of the vanguard. This was the fruit of my second letter.
This letter was largely the same as the first. The same apologizes, self-deprecation, and defeat. It included the same offer of payment and the discovery of Duke Hain's treachery, this time naming King Sican and Dusman. It event included an offer of Nislani's hand to a prince of the recipient's choice. That recipient was King Köylü of Temsilci. I had given him an exact day to arrive for the wedding. That day was today. And it appeared that he was just on time.
I should note that both letters contained something else. A warning. I explained to King Sican that King Köylü's aggression was the impetus that had finally shown me that I was not equal to the task of government. I begged King Sican to come to rescue me and, in exchange, I would give him everything he wanted. He would be my champion. I said that my spies indicated King Köylü would be attempting a siege soon, in contravention of his alliance with King Sican. I begged King Sican to come armed and ready, in case King Köylü's army was to arrive before the wedding had occurred. Lo and Behold, my warning appeared prescient. Of course, the letter to King Köylü had contained nearly identical information. Two knights in shining armor, but only one damsel in distress.



"I must admit," Cin said, "this is clever, even by your high standards." I smiled. It felt good to have Cin back by my side, though I had noticed a change in her as well. She had, of course, conducted the ritual mourning that any Sun Priestess must abide by when her partners died. But, I got the sense that Cin truly mourned for Agiz and Got, that she was not simply going through the motions. She had returned to me, but I still felt the grief and melancholy on her, thick as my own.
This led me to a somewhat shocking realization. All this time, I had relied so heavily on Cin. She was my primary advisor, the person that I expected to have all the answers. But she had no foreseen all the dangers that lay ahead. And she had been brought low by the same forces that had nearly swallowed me up. I wondered to what extent Cin had come to the same conclusion that I had, that we were not playing a game and that we were meddling in forces far beyond our control? It felt to me that Cin had grown up in some ways, even if she had never seemed particularly childish before. But there was a hardness about her now that had not been there before and I felt it as a reflection of my own rising callousness.
And I was growing more callous. I could sense that now. I no longer felt the need to protect the "womanly" parts of myself, to try to ensure that I maintained some semblance of "soft" feelings. I knew that part of me was in no danger, that it was locked deep inside of me where I could find it. Where Nislani could find it. Where my child would be able to find it. If anything, the callousness I cultivated on the outside served to better protect that half of myself. I embraced the nature of being Sultanah and with it my own sense of cunning and ruthlessness.
"It is going to be a tight thing no matter what," I said, gazing out at the field ahead of me.
"Yes, I have foreseen much of today, but much of it is still cloudy. But beyond prophecy, I have a good feeling."
"It appears that the letters placed them in the right frame of mind," I said and looked over at Cin. She smiled bitterly and I could sense word 'revenge' throbbing behind her smile.
"You have dangled a damsel in distress. Two really counting Nislani. How can chivalrous gentleman refuse? Throw in a chance to humiliate a rival and there is really nothing better. It was a trap they were born to fall into," Cin explained. Her reference to my wife made me think of her briefly, hiding deep in the depths of the palace, waiting nervously for the results of the day's action. I thought of our child and hoped that everything would go off as I planned. But I shut those feelings out. There was no time for them now.
The plan itself was the fruit of months of preparation. The girl who ran through the narrow streets to ring a bell all those nights ago could never have even suggested a portion of this plan. But I had learned so much in so short a time. I had learned to trust in Gunes, to rely on myself, to value my friends, to control the government, to consider my dynasty, to believe in my people, to enjoy my role, and, most importantly now, to punish my enemies. And I learned how to do all of that as a woman. And all of that would come into play now.
"They expect a woman and so I gave that to them to rely upon. They wanted to believe so badly that I could not handle it that they took any excuse to believe it. How easy to turn boys against one another over a pretty girl, like this city. Why fight so hard to be considered a man when being a woman can be so much easier?" I asked. Cin laughed coldly. But at that moment, we heard a voice down below. A scout had come running up to the walls of the castle. His face was red and he was out of breath. He was one of Sican't men.
"Lady Varis!" the man said, careful not to refer to me as Sultanah, "Your reports were correct, the enemy has arrived on the field."
"Oh dear!" I said, "Whatever shall we do!" I tried to sound as though I was on the verge of panic.
"King Sican is hardly afraid my lady and I advise you to follow his lead," he said.
"He is so brave, I will rely on him greatly," I said and Cin suppressed a smile.
"He is drawing his men up into formation and will repel the attack. He asks that you provide your legions for his use. Your Colonel Saygili may lead your troops, but he needs them," the soldier replied. Saygili had been demoted when he was inducted into the Dusman army. He didn't complain. He was one of the few people, and perhaps the only man, who knew all that would follow his induction.
"Of course, of course, I should have thought. No I shouldn't have, it is not my place. Thank Tanri for King Sican," I said and Cin sighed now, concealing a laugh, "I will collect them immediately." With that I made a signal with my hands. Soldiers at the palace had been waiting for that mark. As I did so, they unfurled a giant banner that fell down over the sides of the palace, covering several floors in thick fabric. A giant field of yellow with a fiery yellow sun planted in the center.
King Sican had been told that this was my signal for my legions to assemble and prepare to fight. King Köylü believed that it was a signal to my legion to prepare to sally forth, to attack King Sican who was besieging my city. My legions, already assembled inside of the Duke's gate, stood silent and waited for a different signal.
Regardless, the soldier clipped a quick salute and then immediately ran back towards his camp. King Sican was out in the camp now, looking calm as he roused his troops and moved them into position facing away from my walls, to protect Şehir from invasion. I saw his son as well, Lider running around, somewhat panicked and trying copy his father's cool. On the other side, I saw the legions of Temsilci rapidly filing into the valley outside of my city. They wanted to get the jump on Sican, to strike before the Dusman army, which was slightly larger, could get into position (though even Temsilci's army was several times larger than my own). Just as I had hoped. The armies moved quickly, expertly. They were clearly better trained than my own legions, though the gap was shrinking.
I am no military historian and I feel no need to recount in minute detail The Battle of Şehir. If you require all of the back and forth of the battle and to feel like your hands are in other men's guts, I commend you to the history written by Tarihçi or the famous play by Yazar. I believe a rough sketch will suffice for our purposes.
The armies moved quickly into place. They both wanted to strike before the other gained an advantage. Further they were both fired by the supposed betrayal perpetrated by the other. Sican had prepared some shallow trenches for his men (not really expecting an assault) and his men filed into these. King Köylü was no put off by this maneuver, despite the differences in numbers. In fact, he opted to counter it with a rather unimaginative frontal assault. He simply moved his men in place in a line and then pounced on Sican's center.
It was mid-afternoon when the battle started and there was still a great deal of time before dark. The evenly matched armies ensured that this was butchery. Twelve times, King Köylü's forces charged into the trenches held by their enemies, hacking into them and trying to dislodge them, to make a breach in the line. Each time King Sican's forces pushes them back with great losses. Sometimes the Dusman lines wavered or even cracked. But the trenches were then filled with new troops and the enemy was repulsed. The more vicious the fighting, the angrier the participants became, fueling still more vicious fighting. Soon, it had spiraled out of all proportion to rationality and scores of men fell dead as the price began to outweigh the prize.
After Temsilci's eleventh assault, the scout who had spoken to me before, returned to the ground below the Duke's gate. Cin and I had watched the battle develop directly below us with mounting horror. We did not speak, but simply watching thousands upon thousands of men hack themselves to death before our eyes. I felt pity for the individual men involved. But, like me, they were trapped by their fates. I had made the best I could with mine, I hoped they could say the same.
Regardless, the scout arrived, drenched in blood with his left arm hanging limp at his side, "Lady Varis, King Sican begs to ask the location of your legions. The fighting, as you can see, has been hot. We are holding on, but they are giving us everything they have. Your men could turn the tide!"
"Oh yes, of course!" I said fluttering my hands in front of my face, "I just...I am so scared. There is so much blood."
"Please my lady!" the man begged.
"Of course, of course, I will have it done!" I said. The man saluted and then quickly rushed down to the battle. I looked at my men, standing solemnly and listening to the sounds of battle. I could also see townspeople in the streets, listening to the carnage with confused and terrified faces. It would be some time before everything became clear. Even for me. Nonetheless, I said nothing to my soldiers. They waited.
Temsilci's soldiers came again, one more attempt to break through Dusman's lines. Soldiers on both sides were exhausted and bloody. There were no reserves left. They had thrown everything they had at one another. Temilsci's soldiers made a small breach in the Dusman lines. King Sican himself saw the breach and bravely rushed into it, striking down common soldiers and willing his men to victory. Heartened by the display, Sican's soldiers rallied, plugging the gap and throwing Temsilci's soldiers back. However, this time, rather than allowing Temsilci to retire in good order, Sican pushed the action. He rose out of the trench and began to pursue his enemies. His men followed his lead, driving Temsilci back.
King Köylü's men, exhausted by the battle and responding to a rumor (later proven true) that the King himself had died in the assault, crumbled into a mass. They dropped their weapons, turned tail, and ran. Armor and weaponry fell by the wayside as Temsilci's army ceased to exist. Exhausted, King Sican and his men broke off their assault, they cheered and laughed, the battle won. Horns began to sound as Temsilci's men made their way rapidly back to the woods in the distance.
"There you bitch!" I heard a voice say, I looked down and saw that King Sican had moved his way back through the camp and come down near the wall itself. He was standing just a few hundred feet from me, looking directly at me, "You were too cowardly to fight. The Empire missed its last chance at a victory! Tomorrow, my son marries your slut and we end this thing!" I placed a shocked look on my face. But I loved every moment of it, I drank in his hatred and used it to fuel my fire.
"How dare you speak to me in such a manner," I said, making it sound good. Cin also placed a shocked look on her face.
"What will you do about it? You are afraid to lift a finger!" he said. My eyes darted up towards the woods where the Temsilci army was retreating. I strained in the distance and, after a moment, I saw what I prayed I would see. I smiled and then carefully placed my hand out in front of me, lifting my finger and pointing towards the woods.
"Are you sure about that?" I asked, my voice coming out icy cold, no longer a little girl's voice. It was Sulatnah Varis' voice, in all its commanding terror. Sican furrowed his brow and then turned around quickly. He could hear a murmur from his troops. He looked back at me once angrily and then dashed off towards the front again. When he got there, he saw what I saw. The soldiers of Temsilci, streaming back towards his lines. But not in an orderly army as before. They were running, as they had once been running in the other directions. Their arms were flailing, their eyes panicked, they were unarmed. Behind them, were the recipients of my third and final letter.
The horsewomen of Anaerki had come pounding out of the woods even before the Temsilci army had reached the shadows of the trees. They had been waiting for this moment since morning, hiding away from the road that Temsilci had arrived upon, but otherwise fanning out. I had told them to be here. I told them that two great armies would fight each other to exhaustion and then, when one side faltered and their advantage in numbers was least effective, they were to burst from the trees and create havoc. I saw Maderşahi in the front of the pack, her daughter Kız right next to her. Both were armed and brought death with them from the shadows. It spread out along the width of the plain, shepherding all of the Temsilci soldiers in one direction, back towards my walls. It seemed I had learned the importance of alliances as well.
In a few moments, the disordered soldiers of Temsilci crashed into the Dusman lines once again. No longer attacking, simply in a blind panic and attempting to escape from the armed, fresh riders. Dusman's troops had become slightly disorganized by their victory. Now the return of Temsilci's troops deepened that chaos. The Dusman soldiers attempted to kill some of the fleeing Temsilci troops, but many were unsure of what to do. Soon, rather than two armies, there was one large, disorganized mass. King Sican began to scream at his soldiers and even those of Temsilci, trying to get them to form into new lines to repulse the mounted troops. But the Anaerkis were hot on the Temsilci heels. In just a few moments, they would crash into Dusman's disordered lines.
I turned my head and looked down at my legions massed at the Duke's gate. I saw Saygili in the front, looking up at me. My soldiers were in ordered lines. They knew what to expect. Saygili looked up at me and nodded. I turned to Cin, "Now." I said calmly. Cin relayed a message to the men in the gatehouse. They cut the line and the door to the gate collapsed.
"Forward!" I heard Saygili's voice cry and I watched as my legions poured forth from the city, into the enemy's rear. With our allies, we surrounded our disorganized foe, despite their still apparent advantage in number.
What remained was not a battle. It was a slaughter. The Anaerkis smashed into the enemy mass, sending them reeling in confusion and pushing them directly into the organized ranks of my legions as they poured out of the city. Panic infected the Dusman soldiers and they melted into confusion. The ground was soon red with their blood. The sights I witnessed that day went beyond all legend and myth in terms of carnage. Bodies were rent apart like rag dolls and the screams of the slaughtered filled the air like the chorus of Hell. I kept my eyes focused on it, felt my lips curl in a snarl. I felt only one thing as I watched the carnage. Pleasure.
Anaerki lost two women in the attack. My legions lost four men. A handful were wounded, only one greatly enough to earn a pension. The enemy armies had ceased to exist as fighting forces.
* * * * *
Not an hour later, having climbed down from the tower, I was walking with Cin through the shattered remains of the Dusman camp. My soldiers and the horsewomen of Anaerki were still rounding up stragglers and killing any that resisted. I felt totally and completely safe walking on the battlefield without armor, trodding on ground where men had just minutes before been fighting and dying. Cin and I did not speak. We simply looked at the butchery. And smiled. Everything had worked out according to plan. Better, in fact, as I was about to learn.
"Sultanah," a small voice said to one side. I turned quickly and saw Soyguncu standing just a few yards away. She had been out on the field during the course of the battle and she was covered in blood. I knew that she had not been directly involved in the fighting, but even acting as a scout and spy had brought her in contact with untold amounts of death. Her skin looked pale and her eyes were slightly wild. It seemed she was ready to make her contribution to the bloodbath, if I was willing. To that end, there were two men on their knees on either side of her, she had knives at their throats, "I protected these two, I figured you would want them." She said, her voice shaky with emotion. I looked at the dirty men at Soyguncu's side. A feeling of warmth filled my heart and I smiled more broadly.
"Traitor Hain, False Prophet Rahip. It is a rare pleasure," I said, my voice sounding thick, almost velvety. Four weary eyes rose and glared at me. Both men had, apparently, been involved in the fighting. I assumed Hain was more closely involved in the action. His face was coated in blood and his expensive armor was in tatters. I was not sure which army he had fought for, but it didn't matter now. Rahip was simply covered in dirt and shit. He looked even more like a corpse than the last time I had seen him. I was not even sure if he was actually aware of what was happening around him. Nor did I particularly care.
"You filthy bitch," Hain said. Soyguncu moved silently, slicing off part of the Duke's ear. He screamed in pain and writhed on the ground. Soyguncu smiled. I laughed.
"It seems you will never learn manners," I said coldly, "That is what got you in trouble last time."
"I told Köylü not to trust you letter," he hissed, not responded to my gibe, "I told him that you were slippery as an eel and clever as a rat. I knew this was a trap."
"And yet, dumb as a rock, you walked right into it," I said.
"I would never miss my opportunity to end you, you whore! I would die a thousand times to kill you once," he said, more defiant than ever. Our games and plots were clearly at an end. Everything was out here in public now, there was no more room for maneuvering. Hain, it seemed, recognized that he was totally lost, at last. I felt oddly cold about it.
"I do not need a thousand revenges," I said, "just one."
"Be done with it," Duke Hain said in a tired voice, "I have no money for a ransom. Kill me now and end this charade," he said. I smiled at him now and considered my options.
As I thought about it, about the events of the day and then further, back into the past, I felt so strange. These two men, especially Hain, had been such an important part in my evolution to the Sultanah. They were my initial adversaries. The furnace that heated my metal and burned out my impurities. The final coup, their last attempt to violently pull me from this world, had been the impetus for my final transformation, the communion of my spirit with that of the Sultanah. But now, seeing them covered in mud and shit...they seemed so small. Next to the size of my ambitions, they were nothing. Compared to me, they were less than nothing. They had been tools, a means to an end. They had served their purpose in making me capable of rebuilding the Empire. Now there were such...little things. Broken items to be cast aside. So far beneath my notice that I suddenly felt embarrassed speaking to them. Killing them would almost feel petty, like holding a grudge against an animal. Suddenly, I knew what I needed to do to maintain my dignity.
"No..." I said, "No, I do not think that is appropriate. I would not want your death on my conscience. Rahip was once a man of some sort of god. And Traitor Hain, how could I look your daughter in the eye while I fuck her, knowing that I put her father to death?" I asked. Hain's eyes grew wide with rage and he began to rise. Soyguncu's knife bit into his throat and he sank again.
"You lie!"
"I suppose I do. I often can't see your daughter's eyes, the way I fuck her," I shot back. Then, before Hain had a chance to respond again, I spoke quickly, "gouge out their eyes in the old imperial fashion," I told Soyguncu. Then I looked at my enemies again, saw the despair in their temporary eyes, "And...cut off their cocks too. Only a Sultanah really needs one of those. Make sure you burn the wound so they don't bleed out, I want them wandering the world. Hang their bloody cocks around their necks." I grabbed two guards and sent them over to Soyguncu, to help her with her now squealing charges. I didn't bother to look.



I felt the weight of my decision and the flame inside of me was stoked higher. I suddenly felt the true depths of my power and the extent of my destiny. After shoving these two, inconsequential items into the past with other childish things, I could suddenly see the distances ahead of me. I felt no fear, only joy in the tasks ahead and excitement that I could start so soon. The day's business was still far from finished.
* * * * *
It was dusk and Cin, Saygili, Maderşahi and I were walking through the battlefield together. It smelled of blood and shit and we could hear the screams of the wounded. The towns people were out, picking the pockets of the dead and searching for valuables. Some soldiers were with them, but Saygili generally kept discipline intact. I didn't really care, I had more important matters at hand. I ignored the gore and misery and headed towards the living prisoners. There were many. No one alive had escaped. As I walked, Saygili debriefed me on the results of the battle.
"Nearly half the lords of Temsilci were killed in the battle. Not half of the ones present. Half of them total," Saygili explained, "Dusman faired better, a third of those present died. But we have taken over half the total prisoner. There were around 20,000 common prisoners."
"Take me to the nobles," I said coolly. We picked our way through the dead until we came to a circle of horsewomen. They had dismounted but we found them using their horses as a fence. There were almost five hundred noblemen in the circle. They looked exhausted. Angry. The circle of horses parted and my small party crossed through the lines and entered.
We just happened to enter near the spot where King Sican himself sat with his hands above his head. His cool features were coated in blood and he looked near exhaustion. However, he still appeared formidable and I could sense his hate emanating off of him. I already knew that his son had fallen in battle. As he saw me, he rose quickly.
"You deceitful bitch!" he began. I suppose that I could have pointed out his hypocrisy, or note that he was hardly in a place to call names, or simply protest that I deserved greater respect. But I did not have time for that. My realization regarding the nature of my fate had cast the "King" in an entirely new light as well. Besides, there were optics to consider.
"Maderşahi, kill him now," I said.
"Wha..." King Sican began but a sword sliced through his throat instantly and he dropped a corpse on the ground. I didn't even look at him again. He was beneath notice. Although his men noticed. Eyes grew wide and a hushed conversation passed back and forth between the assembled armies. No one killed Kings. Now one killed the most powerful King in the known world. Men looked at me as though I had lost my mind. But everything came naturally to me now, I knew exactly what I was doing.
"That was a rather large ransom you decided to forego," Saygili said with awe, looking at the corpse. He was, of course, correct.
"Some messages are more important than money," I said. Then I spoke louder, so that all of the lords and the horsewomen, my legions, and even the captured common soldiers beyond in the field could hear me more clearly, "The region known as Dusman has been in rebellion from the Empire for centuries. This man, the Outlaw Sican, has claimed to be the 'King.' As he openly professed his treason, there was no need for trial. Bütün Dünya does not recognize underkings and so the outlaw was killed." This point had come home to me so clearly when I had seen Sican arrive a few days before. I could not conceive of why the Empire had ever tacitly offered legitimacy to the descended of raiders and pirates. I decided that I would revoke that legitimacy, as was my right as the only true Empress in the known world. However, there was more than just this. I had other rights to the other men standing and sitting around me.
"Further, I do not have the troops necessary to taken prisoners at this time. To the common soldiers. You have been misled in your treason. By rights, as soldiers, you belong in my legions. Join me now and accept your full pardon and a role ensuring the continued glory of our empire. The legions today are reborn. Your presence in the army will ensure the safety of your families at home," This was for practical, rather than magnanimous reasons. Of course, I truly believe that the common soldiers surrounding me were simply doing what they had been told. And I felt for them in their awkward position. But I would have disposed of them easily if I believed it was in my best interest. As things stood, I had large ambitions and insufficient means to make them a reality. By offering a chance to serve to my enemies, I bound them to me in gratitude and would swell the ranks of my own army.
"To the so-called vassals of the Outlaw Sican. Your treason was as great as his. I cannot trust you. Whatever land you held for him is forfeit and belongs to me. I will appoint governors and maintain ownership on my own terms. These will not be feudal territories. The true Empire is reborn this day. You are lucky that you get to die on such a momentous day. I feel for you no personal animosity. Nonetheless, good bye," And with that, I snapped my fingers. The Anaerkis did not hesitate. The Lords were unarmed but still attempted to run and fight. They were exhausted and overwhelmed, the struggle did not last very long. Hemmed in and panicked again, they died like their king.
I have thought about that moment many times. Wondering often why I was not, as I suspected I would be, haunted by my actions. I ordered the death of the rebel nobles in cold blood. Perhaps it was a crime. I know I lost even more money on ransoms for those men all together than on Sican himself. I honestly could not hold 500 prisoners, not with the plans that I had. But such transactional consideration would be cold comfort for a "moral" woman, for the private woman I once was.
Maybe it all boils down to this: I was the Sultanah, the actions that would be moral for a normal person were no longer moral for me. Sometimes, in defense of a monarchy, in defense of absolute power, personal immorality is a virtue. It had taken me a long time to learn that, it was the final lesson necessary to make me fit not just for my throne, but for re-conquest. And I had taken that lesson to heart and applied it well. Time and time again I was asked to do what I believed was both right for my Empire and wrong for my soul. I always chose duty over self. And I was always, in the long run, successful. If a Sultanah's actions can be judge by results rather than by some arbitrary moral standard, my decision was a success. All 20,000 commons joined the legions
* * * * *
The rest of the campaign developed quickly. Without even waiting for a night's sleep, I quickly organized all of my new troops into legions under trusted subordinates. Saygili remained in overall control. I appointed Loyalist lords to other posts. From this point forward, appointment to official government posts, not the possession of private honors, would be the mark of distinction, as it was in the old days before the Empire began to crumble.
The heads of society in Dusman and Temsilci had been decapitated in the Battle of Şehir. More importantly, my legions moved faster than the news. Within a few days march, we had arrived outside of the capital of Dusman. There were few soldiers guarding the walls (which were not nearly as formidable as Şehir) and none of the important nobles were left to lead them anyway. We assaulted the walls easily, carrying them within an afternoon. All minor lords found were put to the sword. The commons were pressed again into service. Actually, they joined willingly, seeing their mates and knowing there was a chance for plunder in far off lands. They had no loyalty to any false King who became rich on their toil and they would follow whoever led them properly. We left Dusman with more soldiers than we'd arrived with. And we went straight for Temsilci. Again we arrived before the new and captured the capital there as well, even more easily. Again, the legions blossomed.
Finally, news reached Surgun and they sued for peace. I reluctantly agreed, knowing that it would take time to consolidate my gains. I did not recognize Surgun and their 'king' referred to me as 'Sultanah and Empress,' in my letter. I would deal with him later. In the meantime, I took the land for myself and gave the riches to my allies, the Anaerki. In a lightning campaign, the Empire was back, ballooning to several times its size. I felt little elation in the conquests. Instead, I felt a deep, calm satisfaction. I was putting things to right and I could feel the rays of Gunes support shining down on me, approving everything I'd done.
* * * * *
Just a few short months later I was standing in palace, preparing to walk out onto my balcony. Through the curtains, I could hear the people in the streets below, I could sense their excitement. They had come from all over the empire, from the farthest reaches of the old 'kingdoms' of Temsilci and Dusman to show their affection and submission. I was excited as well. After all, I held my first born child in my hands. Ilişki had been born just a few days earlier and she was as beautiful as her mother, who was on her way to a full recovery from a harrowing pregnancy (Nislani was nothing if not dramatic). An heir to the Hanedan dynasty. And today was the day when I would introduce her to her adoring subjects. She was, as Cin predicted, a woman just like me. And one day she would be their Sultanah. And the Sultanah of more lands not yet re-conquered.
Beyond the curtain, I could hear Cin speaking to the crowd, "All rise for Varis, Sultanah of Ülke and first of her name since the founding of the Hanedan dynasty, Emperor of Bütün Dünya, Lord-Mayor of Şehir, Conqueror of Dusman and Temsilci, restorer of Imperial dignity, living representative of Gunes on Earth, Defender of the Faith, and scourge of the Earth!" A smiled crossed my lips as I pushed through the curtains, holding my daughter. I did not smile from joy. That was no longer a public emotion that I was capable of feeling. It was something else, something that would surely terrify my enemies. I smiled because every word of Cin's address was true. And I wasn't nearly done yet.
The End
So that is it. I appreciate everyone who read the story (or will read the story in the future). I hope that it kept your interest through all this time and was more than just a quick porn story (but I also hope it was still hot). I am unlikely to return to Varis' life, or even to Şehir. That was a ton of work and I think I have said everything I wanted to say. But I still want to know what you think about this story (either this chapter or the whole thing). I am going to keep writing for you, so I want to know what works and what doesn't. And if someone comes up with a truly excellent idea for a sequel or a side-story, I am totally willing to re-think my decision.
To the people who asked about the inspiration for this story, it was simply a desire to write about a medieval fantasy world in a Near Eastern locale. I guess a lot of it is very loosely-based on what happened to the Byzantine Empire (Eastern Roman Empire), except there was no revival there. Also, good eye to the person who cracked the code on the names. English words translated on Google into Turkish (and then sometimes scrambled up a bit to ensure code wasn't broken for really important names).
*****
Note: I honestly write so that I can hear the comments you all give. So please just tell me what you think. Even if it is just a sentence or two (though I always prefer more). Consider that your payment for a free story. And if you like this, I beg you to read my other stories and comment on them too. I know who my loyal readers are and I really appreciate you. Thanks!
YKN
P.S. I do one edit of my work and I try to be thorough. But I figure when it comes to handing out free erotica, you all would be better served getting it fast (if a little rough), than waiting for me to polish it like I was getting paid for my work. Especially on a massive project like this, it took a year to write and could take longer to edit. So, in short, I know there are some errors and I don't really care that much. Don't complain about the soundtrack in your porno, don't sweat the typos in your erotica. Thanks.
YKN
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I could see myself reflected in the golden elevator doors and I smirked at myself. Behind me, I could see the expensive marble floor, the impressive (if a little gauche) Corinthian columns, and the gilded trim that was stretched around the perimeter of the lobby. Everything, including me, had a slightly gold-metallic tinge from the reflection, giving everything the impression of being made of money. I really couldn't help but sneer at myself; I looked so perfect from that perspective; like I belonged.
What I mean by that is that I looked like money, like self-consciously ostentatious cash. I looked like the sort of vulgar power, elegance, and sophistication that this place was trying to cultivate. That the men who lived here wanted to associate themselves with. I was wearing my most expensive pair of black, five-inch stiletto heels that ran a couple of inches up my calves. Those calves were quite shapely (a favorite feature) and, while they looked bronze in the reflection of the elevator, were actually the sort of sophisticated pale white that I cultivated all over my body. Tans are nice for some people, I guess. But tans turns to wrinkles and can be uneven. Soft, creamy white skin lasts longer and has a timeless appeal. And it fit perfectly now, in the dead of a New York winter.
Above calves were several inches of exposed skin. Despite the cold, I was wearing a rather short (but by no means slutty) dress that fell a few inches above my thin knees. The dress itself was a simple, dark blue affair that hugged my figure like a second skin. To that end, it tapered out as it ran up my thighs and then flared widely at my hips. I could not see it, but I knew that my most commented-upon feature, my large, round, but toned, ass was rising like a helium balloon behind my back. From my hips, the dress narrowed down to my narrow waist. I spent a good deal of time keeping this particular feature fit and trim, making sure that the sudden contraction from my hips to my waist was particularly dramatic. From the narrowest part of my waist, the dress tapered back up to my chest.
This dress was selected, in part, because of the way in which it accentuated my breasts. It fit so tightly and held me up firmly. Further it had a low, swooping round neck. A couple of inches of cleavage were exposed from my C-cup breasts and the full round shape of them was clearly visible. Between my breasts was the large pendant of a gold necklace, some sort of precious stone polished to a perfect shine. My breasts were not quite as wide as my hips, giving me a slightly off-balanced hourglass look. My shoulders were covered by my coat (a thick, fur item that fit the false-elegant theme), but it was possible to see the short sleeves of the dress. I knew that deep in the sleeves of my coat were my narrow, delicate arms and long, thin fingers. There were expensive bracelets and rings and on my hand (not too many, just the right amount to be a little trashy).
Regardless, growing up out of the top of the dress was my long, elegant throat. My oval face was rested above that perch. I had a strong, but feminine chin sitting below thick, deep red lips. I knew that beneath those wide lips were perfectly straight, white teeth, but they weren't visible through my smirk. I had a small, slightly upturned pixie nose and wide, desperately gray eyes. My ears were quite small and large earrings hung from them. I knew that my face had a somewhat severe, icy beauty that made me look intelligent and intimidating. My hair was silky, full and impossibly black. It hung down loose halfway across my back and laid slightly across my eyes, giving me a mischievous air. The whole package was around 5'3 tall (not counting the heels) and a little over a hundred pounds (I'll never tell exactly how little).
I suppose that the only thing that threw off the vision was that, over my right shoulder and in the distance, I could see the doorman behind his small desk. He was looking at me, ill-concealed disgust on his face. It was roughly the same look that the driver who had picked me up and was waiting outside for me had provided when he opened the door and let me in. I guess they knew why I was there.
My beautifully maintained body split in half and I looked into the elevator. I looked briefly over my shoulder at the doorman. I slipped my long red tongue out from between my lips. I ran it along the thick length of my lips and winked at the doorman. He looked slightly flustered and turned away. But I didn't pay attention to what he did next. I turned back to the elevator and stepped inside.
Well, fuck the doorman. But he was right. He knew what I was doing here (had seen me here many times, in fact) and apparently didn't approve of it. That was fine by me. A callgirl can't afford thin skin. And at the age of 25, I was more than a veteran at this and barely even thought of the moral aspects of my work anymore.
Hell, I guess I've never really thought about the moral aspect of my work. I started this when I was 18 years old, fresh out of high school. I had absolutely no interest in college or the military or a job of any kind. My family never really gave two shits what I did. They had important lives (or so they thought) and didn't really have any time for me when I was growing up. They'd pissed away the money they'd inherited from my grandmother and weren't really interested in bankrolling me while I lived the same kind of pointless lives that they lived. But I knew I liked nice things, I wanted money, I was sexy and I liked fucking. Day after graduation, I put up an ad on Craiglist and the rest was history.
Some girls like to mythologize their first time, to build it up into some sort of terrible, horrible, wonderful event. I can remember talking to some of them. They'd cry. They'd describe every little detail. They would talk about the way it made them feel. It was like a made-for-TV movie. Lifetime: I was a Craigslist call girl. That wasn't my style. I had fucked before my first time getting paid. There were only two differences between normal sex and callgirl sex: I had to pretend it was good even when it was shit and I got paid. A little acting was well worth the paycheck. Guys would pay a premium for a young girl, right out of high school. I'd wear my brother's letter jacket when I gave a blowjob. Johns got a real kick out of it.
I didn't stay on Craiglist long. That was only a half-step up from being a junkie on the street in my opinion. I guess it was other girls who helped me out. You get numbers and contact information from a girl you got to know (in one way or another) when she couldn't work. You call or text a guy and say, "I am Mary's friend, she said we'd get along. How'd you like to go on a date?" He'd know what that meant and set something up. Eventually, I got together what I called my "stable." A collection of stalwart regulars who always paid, didn't hit, and I knew were clean (both in terms of disease and legal trouble). Sometimes a new guy would slip in for a date, but I relied on my regulars.
And date is the correct term, I truly believe that. I was young, I was good looking, and I created the illusion of class that sophisticated Johns wanted. Glamor, I guess would be the most accurate word. And the guys expected it to kind of be like a date. It wasn't like Craiglist stuff and it wasn't like what I heard about street girls. This wasn't some 15-minute thing where I didn't have to pretend that I cared, just let a guy lay into me. They paid enough to deserve my interest and my charm. I dressed up nice, I smiled broadly, I laughed at the jokes. For a lot of guys, this was the major appeal. Most of them weren't exactly good-looking guys (not that I cared, do you care if your boss is good-looking?) and they wanted people to look at me fawning over him and think "what is that guys deal? He must be rich or interesting or something." The fact that he got to fuck me, for some guys, was secondary. Though, I think they all liked that they could fuck me whenever they wanted to. The sureness of the sure thing with a hot young girl was more important than the thing, if you catch my meaning.
So it was a little bit of acting on my part, pretending like I was truly enamored with whatever guy I was with that night (or that part of the night, I sometimes had two or even three dates in a night). But the payoff was great. I don't just mean the money (though that was excellent). I got more out of it than that. No, not fulfillment, don't think that I am getting sentimental about this. I got gifts (Johns loved to give an expensive gift in public. More Johns thought they were Richard Gere than hookers thought they were Julia Roberts), I went to all of the best restaurants, the most exclusive clubs, I had the best drugs.
Although, on that last point, I always tried to be careful. Look, anyone who doesn't get out of the business eventually ends up a streetwalker. That is the nature of the business. If you suck dick until you're 50, no one wants to pay real money for you and if you want to keep doing it, you have to do it on the streets. Unless you got some gimmick. I understood that, I knew I couldn't do it forever. But I also knew that the fastest way to the bottom of the rung was drugs. Heroin was especially bad in the circles I ran in, but I knew from stories about girls with meth or crack problems too.
Certain girls aren't cut out for this business. They need to make themselves numb to do what they need to do. I get it. I needed to be numb too, but I was able to do it organically. To divorce myself from my feelings internally. Some girls needed heroin. I guess that meth made some girls super horny, into any kind of thing the John got into. That made it possible for them to keep working. I stayed away from that stuff, I knew that if you start doing drugs just so you can do your job, pretty soon you are doing your job just so you can get the drugs. So I never got too hard into anything. A little coke every once in a while, pills other times. Never enough to really form a habit. Though I admit, by 25 sometimes I need a little bump before I hit the circuit for the night. When I was walking into the elevator, I still had a little bit of a buzz going.
I guess I had been a little tired that night, before I had gotten myself all coifed and ready. I wasn't really thinking about it consciously, but I guess I knew I was getting a little long in the tooth for this life. At 25, most of the girls I came up with were out of the life, strung out, in jail, or dead. Not many girls kept their looks and their interest as long as I did.
Some of it, I guess, was that I didn't mind the job that much. I mean my 18-year-old thought that I liked fucking, so why not get paid for it had long since faded. I didn't really know if I liked fucking anymore. I didn't hate it for sure. But it was just a job. I didn't get involved in the whole morality thing. I never really gave a shit about whether I was doing something fulfilling. Most jobs aren't. But most jobs also pay shit. And I guess that was the real reason I was still doing this. The reason that I spent a lot of hours (and a lot of money) every week at gyms and salons and boutiques was because it was an investment in the business of my body. And that business was still paying out handsomely. I was a skilled worker, I demanded top-flight payment.
More for some Johns that for others. That was why, despite my fatigue, I had agreed to come here to this swanky apartment at the last minute. This was one of my regulars and he happened to pay exceptionally well. Mostly because, unlike most of the Johns who just thought they were into weird stuff ("can I get...a footjob") this guy really was into some freaky shit.
Despite that, I had almost been hoping he would call. I needed the money. I had been putting some cash aside since I first started and I had a pretty good war chest now. I lived frugally and I got men to buy my meals. But lately, I don't know, I had been spending a little more money than I intended on coke. On pills. I didn't really know why. I wasn't really thinking about it. Just one of those things, I guess. I hadn't dipped into the savings but I wasn't putting anything away. Tonight was a chance to ensure the coffers remained filled.
The elevator opened near the top floor (not the penthouse, my John wasn't that successful. Yet). As I stepped through the door in the short, overly-sumptuous hallway, I felt my head sort slip into the right place. It wasn't even a conscious thing anymore, I wasn't acting. I was just entering into the role. My shoes clicked a little more forcefully on the floor, my legs extended a little more suggestively, my hips swung like a pendulm side-to side as I walked. I arched my back slightly to push my breasts out high and thrust my ass back. My lips curled back slightly into a seductive hint of a smile as my shadowed eye-lids drooped slightly, giving me a bed-time look. I could hear my voice, but I could hear my throat relaxing, knew that my voice would come out in a rich, honeyed tone. I was the dream now, and I was ready to give my John what he wanted.
I made my way to his door. I reached up to knock and, as it always did, the door opened up before my knuckles could touch the white-painted wood. The door swung wide and the light from the apartment filtered out over me. I could feel his apartment, a few degrees warmer than hallway and almost hot by comparison to the frigid temperatures outside. I stepped inside like I owned the place.
"Good evening Skye," the familiar voice of my John said as I entered his home. I didn't even look at him, I knew right where he was standing and, with eyes closed, I turned and kissed his cheek. Then I spun around in front of him, throwing my arms backwards. I felt his hands reach up and grab my gaudy fur coat and slip it from my bare arms.
"Daniel, I am so happy you called. I was waiting at home, wondering if you would," I said, not exactly lying. Once my coat was off and hung on the peg behind the door, I turned and looked at my John.
Daniel was a middle-aged man with a wife and children out in the suburbs. He was balding, had a fleshy face with small eyes, a bit of a paunch, but somehow no ass. He was quite wealthy (though not as fabulously wealthy as he wished he was. Trust me, I hear about a lot of people's shattered dreams) and he owned an apartment in the city for nights when he had to "work late." I don't know if his wife bought that line or if she was just happy he was out of her hair and not clawing at her for a night. Anyone who saw him knew that he wasn't much to look at. Anyone who fucked him knew he was worthless in bed. But he always got the money into my coat pocket before I left. I never even bothered to check until I got home, I knew he would pay. And well.
"I am sure you were," he said, both pretending not to believe my line but also obviously tickled by it. I smiled at him and he reached up and handed me a glass of white wine. I hadn't even noticed he was carrying it. I giggled like a younger girl and took it.
"Oh! What a nice little surprise," I said, taking a deep sip, "Are you trying to get me drunk before we even go out?" I asked, "Daniel, are you trying to take advantage of me?" I asked. He laughed at my little joke and began to walk down the hallway toward his living room.
"Nothing of the sort Skye, I know the kind of girl you are," he said, "I was just thinking that a change of pace might be nice for tonight." As I started to follow Daniel down the hallway I noticed for the first time that Daniel was by no means dressed to go out. He was wearing a robe and nothing more, from what I could tell. I was quite surprised.
My regulars (and there were a considerable number of them at that time) were my regulars, in part, because they had routines. I knew what they all liked. Some guys wanted me to come in and beg them to fuck me, only to have them take me out all night and "tease" me before taking me home. Some guys wanted me to play hard to get...Every. Single. Time. So that they could enjoy the conquest. One guy like to run me a bath and wash my hair while another liked to shave my pussy (he was quite good at it, saved me a good deal of money on grooming).
Daniel was very simple. He liked, what I called (to myself if no one else) the "Dream Date" package where we went out for a nice dinner, chatted in a witty sort of way, started up in the cab on the way home, and had sex on the floor of his apartment. This is what he had always done, since my first time with him five years earlier. The actual sex would be different (whatever kink he had on his mind that night) but the dance to get there was always the same.
"Did you want to stay in tonight baby?" I asked, making sure my voice sounded like I was totally up for whatever he wanted. I never tried to make a John feel like I was judging him about anything. First of all, it was bad for business. Second of all, how could I?
"In a manner of speaking," he said cryptically. He made his way through the small hallway near the door and then turned left at the end, entering the open floor-plan kitchen that overlooked the living room and dining room area. I quickly followed after him, wondering what he was thinking. It always made me nervous when a John acted "different." Sometimes it meant things would get violent. My mace was in my coat pocket, I trusted Daniel so I had left it by the door.
"Just tell me what you want honey. I am open to whatever you wa..." I said, but the 'pliable partner' routine that Daniel loved so much died on my lips as I stepped into the kitchen. Standing on the expensive tile floor, bent over against the counter with elbows on the table and ass sticking out, was a third party unknown to me. And not just any third party. It was a hooker.
As should be clear, I am not a hooker. I don't walk the streets and I don't give blowjobs in alleys (for less than $500.00). But I was in the same business generally and I could smell a streetwalker a mile away. This girl (and she was definitely 18-years old) was a streetwalker.
That is not to say that she looked burnt out or high or battered or anything else. I mean, those were common streetwalker afflictions, but she didn't have that problem. In fact, she looked remarkably fresh-faced. But I could tell anyway. Part of it, of course, was the uniform. The girl was around 5'1 and probably 105 pounds. She was wearing knee-high, red patent leather boots that clung tightly to her taut thighs. The heels of the boots were so high and her feet so small that porn star platforms were required. Her thighs were thin and toned, I was sure she had that thigh gap everyone was raving about for a while. Her skin was about as pale as mine, but it was hard to see her because of her black fishnet stockings running down into her boots. Her ass was, as I said, sticking back out away from the kitchen counter. It was squeezed into an exceptionally tight red skirt. It looked almost as full and round as mine. There was a gap in her clothing above her wide hips and I could see the way her body narrowed down to her waist. She had a flat stomach with a sparkly bellybutton ring. She was wearing a black halter top that looked more like a bandana wrapped around her large, incredibly perky breasts. Perhaps she had not warmed up from being outside, because her hardened nipples were easily visible through the flimsy material. She had long, thin arms and small hands. She had a very delicate neck and narrow shoulders.
Her face...was shockingly beautiful for a street walker. She had a small, but well-proportioned chin, a plump (but somewhat narrow) mouth painted a deep pink color. She had a narrow, somewhat long nose with a small cubic zirconia stud in it. Most strikingly she had massive blue eyes that screamed innocence and allure at the same time. Perfect hooker eyes. Her hair was a somewhat messy tumble of long blonde locks. The messy look worked for her though, making her looking seductive rather than disheveled.



So she was, by far, the best looking streetwalker I had ever seen. But she was still a streetwalker. And she was in my John's kitchen. For all intents and purposes, this was my kitchen while I was with Daniel. I turned towards him now and, for the first time ever during our relationship; I couldn't manage to speak to him in the seductive purr that he preferred.
"Who is she and what is she doing here?" I said flatly, crossing my arms in front of my breasts. Trying to feel less exposed. The girl stood up and turned towards me (I am not sure if she had even really noticed me before). Whether she noticed the look of proprietary anger in my eyes and ignored it or was simply oblivious, I will never know. But when she took note of me, she smiled easily extended her hand.
"Beth," she said, clearly using her actual name (something I had never been naïve enough to do, I was always 'Skye'), "A pleasure to meet you." Her voice was high and sweet. I didn't take her hand. I didn't look at her. I was looking at Daniel, trying to contain myself. Daniel looked like the cat who swallowed the canary. He definitely didn't notice my anger or inflection. He was just so excited that he had set up this meeting for some reason.
"Who is Beth and what is she doing here?" I asked again, sounding more annoyed (somehow) than before. Daniel's shit-eating grin faltered briefly. He wasn't used to this non-pliable attitude from me. Maybe he hadn't realized before that it was an act. But I was in no mood to be the good girl right now. I did not like this surprise and I didn't like that I had no idea what it meant.
"It's Beth..." Daniel said nervously. I raised my eyebrows and put my hands up in a sort 'so what?' manner. Daniel cleared his throat, "She is a friend of mine," he said finally, "I thought you two would get along."
"How long has Beth been your 'friend'" I asked, putting on hand on my hip and sipping my wine coolly. Daniel laughed a bit nervously, looked over at the girl, and then back to me.
"We just met," Beth offered innocently. She picked up her own wine glass from the counter and took a drink as well. Her face looked open and without artifice. She hadn't been trying to get smart with me; she was just answering my question. I fought the urge to roll my eyes. She was an idiot.
"Beth is a hooker," I said, keeping my eyes on Daniel. Beth just kept smiling at me, an unintentional admission of the obvious truth. Daniel shrugged nervously and his voice came out in a sort of bumbling stammer.
"Well...yes but so are..." he said and then stopped. I opened my eyes wide and stared him down. We both knew that the only word left for him to say was 'you.' I was also a prostitute. The only problem was that while that fact didn't bother me, it would crush him to have to say it aloud. It would ruin the fantasy that he was a virile catch and I was his trophy girlfriend.
"Yes?" I asked putting the screws to him. I saw sweat beading on fleshy face. I didn't really care. He needed to know that his behavior in bringing someone else into this without my permission was not going to fly. I was a professional and I had the right to demand appropriate treatment. He seemed to sense that now and he changed tactics.
"Look babe," he said, speaking like we were actually dating, "I know how...adventurous you like to get in the bedroom. I do too. I guess I shouldn't have...sprung this on you all the sudden like this, but I thought you'd like this. I mean she is young and pretty," I looked at him sharply at that, "Not as pretty as you..." he looked at Beth, but she didn't seem to notice. She was watching me intently, a look of pure curiosity on her face, "so I thought it might be fun." He let out a sigh as he finished speaking.
"We had a date tonight Daniel. This isn't what I expected," I found my sultry voice slip back in slightly. I had given him the stick, now it was time for the carrot. I reached forward and sensuously grabbed his wrist. He jumped slightly and I tapped the face of his watch, "we are going to run out of time."
"Danny told me about your 'date,'" Beth said, not reading the moment and speaking in sort of cheerful voice, "He said he was thinking about just staying in with you tonight. Like a date night in. He said I could join." She spoke very simply and directly, it was clear she was totally innocent. I'd never met a hooker like her before. I turned for the first time and looked at her.
"Where did 'Danny' find you?" I spat out his new nickname like it was cobra poison. Daniel looked as though he wanted to stop my questions, but backed down.
"Oh I don't stay in any one place. I move around on the streets to avoid cops and find Johns," she said, smiling broadly and coquettishly, as though she was discussing her daily commute to the office. She seemed to have no sense that what she was discussing was not only illegal, but also incredibly dangerous. Far more dangerous than what I did, I can assure you that.
"How long have you been doing this?" I asked her. It couldn't have been long. She looked too fresh and happy to be a streetwalker. Hell, her color was so good and her hair so clean I was pretty sure that she wasn't even on anything. She lifted her finger to her lips, taping it slightly. She looked off into the distance. One hip rose slightly as she thought and her large breasts bounced perkily on her chest. The seductive energy was pouring out of her, but it seemed like it was completely natural. She wasn't even trying. Or she was an even better actor than me and went with a sort of "bubbly, cheerleader, innocent sexpot" theme.
"About two months I guess. Ever since I graduated high school. Well, not graduated but, you know, I'm done," she explained nonchalantly. She seemed totally without guile. She took another sip of her wine.
"Do you have a pimp," I said. I had always done a good job of staying out of the gravitational pull of leeches. If this girl was even somewhat tainted by a pimp (which seemed likely), I wanted to get the hell away from her. No need to get caught in that bullshit now.
"No," she said sweetly and shrugged her shoulders. There was no chance she was lying, I could see right through her. So at least that was good. In fact, it was hard to have any real feelings about anything Beth said. She seemed almost completely devoid of substance, just an incredibly attractive body that didn't realize what it was doing. Whatever anger I'd had at her when I first walked in dissipated. No. That isn't right. It turned on Daniel. And I turned with it.
"So what is your plan here Daniel?" I asked, "I come in and see her and say, 'whatever you want big boy'?"
"You were just about to say almost that exact same thing before you saw her," he said, but he looked at his feet as he spoke. He was, of course, right. But only because I thought I knew everything that Daniel could possibly want. Thinking of his desires, I decided to change tacks.
"Regardless," I said, "How do you see this going down? The three of us are going to climb into your bed and you are going to play puppet master?" Beth looked over at Daniel as well, as though she were also curious about what happened next.
"I..." Daniel started.
"Who are you going to fuck first?" I asked, but I made it clear in my voice what I was really saying. I knew, and Danny knew, that he was not one for stamina. Usually, when it came to sex, he would ask me to do something kinky and he would cum before I was halfway finished. Once he came, all he wanted was to go to sleep. If he fucked Beth first, I wouldn't get fucked and vice versa. Not that I cared about his pathetic attempts at fucking. But I knew how Johns thought. Did he think he wasn't going to pay me if we didn't fuck? That just watching didn't count or counted for less? If that was the plan, he was sorely mistaken.
"Well, you know..." Daniel said, the sweat pouring from him now, "That...uh... that was not, exactly, you know, what I was thinking. Not like that." As he spoke, he rubbed the back of his neck nervously.
"You only have one dick Daniel, you can't fuck us both first," I said hotly, "And I will tell you this. Even if you manage to fuck both of us, I am not climbing on your dick after her. You pulled her off the street, who knows what she has!"
"I don't have anything," Beth said simply.
"No, not that," he said, more nervously than before, "I mean I wasn't going to...I thought that maybe you...and her. You know, that you would... I wouldn't..." Daniel said, clearly struggling for the words. Now it became apparent what Daniel had been planning.
"You want me to have sex with her while you watch?" I asked flatly. Daniel nodded vigorously, clearly relieved that I had tapped the issue on the nose. Beth turned and looked at me and gave me a little smile. She shrugged her shoulders and bit her lower lip. Well she was game.
"I am here for a date Daniel. That's what we do, we go one dates," I said brusquely, "I don't do live sex shows and I am not a stripper. I am not entertainment." And there it was, a statement of my professional ethics. I did certain things, I didn't do other things. I decided what went in column A and what went in column B and I made that decision before I arrived at a job.
"Yes but..."
"And even if I did, I would not have sex with a streetwalker, Daniel. Good god, I thought you understood that I have class. That is why you date me," I pointed to Beth, "She does not have class. She has chlamydia."
"I don't have anything," Beth repeated.
"Oh come on, she has only been at it a couple of months, she looks completely healthy. More than healthy," Daniel responded, acting a little bolder because he was defending his lady. I saw his eyes roam over her. I felt a stab of jealousy. Not for Daniel's 'affection,' but for the right to his attention and his money. I decided that this was definitely not a healthy way for me to feel. I was tired of Daniel's shit and I didn't even really want to be out that night.
"I don't care," I said finally, "I am leaving Daniel. Call me if, and only if, you are ready to treat our dates with the proper respect." And with that I turned quickly and started heading towards the door. My shoes clicked heavily on the expensive floor and I felt the righteous anger in me build with each loud step. It felt good almost, like I was standing up for myself and the dignity of what I did. I was a callgirl. I was not a hooker or a streetwalker. There were certain things that I got by virtue of my sophisticated and professionalism and I was not going to let Daniel or Beth steal that from me.
"Three times!" I heard a voice call loudly from the kitchen. The voice was Daniel's, it sounded desperate. I had no idea what he was talking about. I stopped in the hallway leading towards the front door and turned my head over my shoulder. I saw Daniel, poking his head around the corner, I felt his eyes slide over my round ass.
"What?" I asked, my annoyance really shining through.
"Three times," he said, more quietly now.
"What does that mean?" I asked. He looked down at the floor nervously and then shrugged. Finally, he let out a low sigh and rubbed the bridge of his nose with his thumb and forefinger.
"Three times your...normal allowance in your coat pocket if you stay," he said finally, keeping things just barely in our "dating" routine. His eyes darted up at me briefly, and then fell back down on the floor. My eyes widened; $1,800.00 an hour.
"Where do you want to do this? The clock started running already" I asked, even before I had thought through exactly what he'd said. So much for dignity and professionalism, I guess.
* * * * *
Around 15 minutes later, the three of us were in the living room. Daniel had a massive sectional couch that sort of boxed in the living room area on three sides. On the fourth side was a massive wall-to-wall, floor-to-ceiling window overlooking the city. The lights were off in the room, it was dark outside, and the patch of hardwood floor on which I stood was illuminated mostly by the sparkling lights of the buildings surrounding us outside. In the corner of the room, sitting out a bit from the wall and the window, was a small fireplace (a gas fireplace, no wood), that sent a few orange shafts of light onto the floor and warmed the room, making it feel cozy. The light from the window and the flames cast a somewhat golden glow upon us, I admit, could have had a sensual or romantic in certain situations. Though not really this one.
That was because Daniel, in his attempts to create a "natural" situation in which I would fuck Beth had sort of sucked anything that remotely approached spontaneity out of the moment. And, as a very good call girl, I knew that impulse was the heart of romance. Daniel knew that too but he didn't know how to allow it to happen. He had instructed us that we should "do what feels right," and that he would just sit quietly on the couch and watch. We were to pretend that he wasn't even there. He reiterated that point at least a dozen times. He wanted us to start clothed, to kiss (which was against my rules as a callgirl save for cheek kisses, but I waived here for the sake of the 'show'), and to disrobe one another. Then, once we were in a natural state, we were supposed to do "what felt right." But, in doing what felt right, Daniel wanted us to feel free to "do something nasty" or to "really explore" our "wildest fantasies, kinks, and desires." So, in short I was playing to role of some sort of kinky lesbian slut with this woman who I barely knew.
Beth and I were standing on either side of the room, both of us now barefoot but otherwise clothed. Daniel was sitting on the couch, naked now with his hand around his cock, staring at us but trying to be silent. My back was to the fireplace and my ass felt uncomfortably warm. I was looking across the room at Beth, trying to cover up my anxiety. I had agreed to this now, so I wanted to behave professionally. But I was still not sold on doing anything with this girl. Street girls were dangerous (regardless of the money). Without her massive boots on she was slightly shorter than me and this, for some reason, was less daunting. But I also saw now that she was standing the almost otherworldly proportions of her body. The smallness of her feet, the slenderness of her legs, the width of her hips, the narrowness of her waist, the massive roundness of her breasts, the beauty of her face, and the silkiness of her hair. Her sexual allure was downright intimidating. She had an almost blank, but not unintelligent, look on her face that I couldn't place. I guess it was that look that held me back. I guess I didn't even really know how to start.
Luckily, Beth's lack of self-awareness and her extreme naïveté carried the day and she was the one who got things going. She looked over briefly at Daniel and nodded her head once, a bit like a figure skater checking with the judges before starting her routine. Daniel nodded up and down rapidly but made no noise. That, I guess, was enough of a signal. Beth started to walk the distance separating us. For a moment I stood and simply watched her moving towards me, the swaying of her hips and the gentle bouncing of her breasts. Her lips curled up, showing animal desire so pure it could hardly have been an act.
I guess that is what got me moving as well. She looked like she was going to pounce on me and knock me over into the fireplace. I took a few steps towards her now as well. It felt a little silly and unnatural, like one of those old movies where two people who are in love rush towards one another and then crash together in an embrace. But once we started moving towards one another, there was really no other option available.
After just a moment of movement, Beth and I sort of ran into one another. Both because of the roles we were playing and for the shear need to hold onto something to avoid falling over, we wrapped our arms around one another desperately. I felt my breasts press into Beth's massive orbs and I could feel the heat of her skin through my sheer dress. Her face was close to mine and her hot breath smelled like peppermint.
Before I even had a chance to deal with the concussive force of our collision, I felt Beth's left had slip up my back and rest gently against the back of my neck. Her right hand dropped down and I felt her warm palm pressing against my tight ass. She squeezed it gently and I jumped a little. I heard Beth coo at my jump. When we had grabbed one another, both of Beth's arms had gone low, while mine had gone high. Both of my hands were wrapped around Beth's neck, almost to the elbows. I kept them there, thinking it looked somewhat natural, but loosened my grip slightly as I was sure I had kept my feet. My face was close to Beth's but I hadn't been looking directly at her. In fact, I didn't really register how close she was until I felt her head tilt slightly to the side and press upwards, her lips coming into contact with my own.
That kiss.
Even now, it feels almost impossible to describe what it felt like. In all honesty, I had kissed very few people in my life. Especially after high school. My sexual encounters once I became a callgirl were almost exclusively for pay and therefore I did not kiss. Even on those rare occasions when I had sex for the fun of it (like an accountant doing taxes just for the thrill, I guess), I did not kiss much, it had come to feel unnatural and wrong. But I had kissed a few people over the years. Nothing ever felt quite like this.
Even from a purely physical standpoint, this was completely different. Beth's lips were so unbelievably soft and full that my own lips just sort of melted into them. They were so pillowy and just the slightest bit damp that they seemed to envelop me. But it was more than just the raw physical feeling. There seemed to be a sort of sizzling sensation between our lips that vibrated down throughout my entire body. My eyes closed automatically as the feeling spread and I sensed a sort of warmth emanating out from my lips.
And that was even before I felt Beth's lips slip open slightly and felt her breath against my mouth. Instinctively, my own lips parted slightly. I could feel Beth's tongue skitter across my lips leaving a thin, warm trail of saliva. I should have recoiled at this thought (knowing where a streetwalker's mouth had likely been), but it felt so soft, warm, and rough against my lips that all I could do was open my mouth a little wider to moan. The moan came out sounding almost wanton and it sounded like it was coming from someone else. Like it was coming from a whore.
I didn't have time to consider this fact, or the fact that it was likely the first time I had ever made that noise without intending to impress a John. That was because Beth had sensed the opening of my mouth and she moved to exploit it. Once more she slipped her tongue across my lips, this time my upper lip. But as she did so, she slipped her tongue in deeper. My mouth, already opening to moan, gave way further, inviting her in. I felt her warm tongue press against my teeth and then pour past them. Her wet, warm tongue splashed against my own, seeming to fill my entire mouth with a crackling, velvety smoothness. I pushed back at her with my own tongue, feeling them roll together. I heard her moan now and her tongue began to move more quickly inside of my mouth. Beth's tongue dipped into my mouth more forcefully and it seemed to be everywhere at once, running over my teeth and my gums, my cheeks, and pushing back towards the back of my throat. I kept my tongue moving around inside of my mouth, trying to taste every inch of her and sucking down her peppermint-flavored saliva. The warm, sizzling sensation in my mouth only grew more intense.
But, while that strange feeling was centered in my mouth as Beth kissed me with wanton abandon, it was not limited there. I could feel the power of Beth's kiss all over my body. And I guess it was not just her kiss. I breathed in deeply from my nose and I could smell her scent, a rosy aroma with a hint of animal lust directly underneath. I could feel her hand on the back of my neck, squeezing just the right amount of pressure, her soft skin feeling silky against my own. Her other hand was gripping my ass tightly, I could feel her small fingers sinking in my toned flesh.



In fact, our tongues together in my mouth seemed to be just the most obvious place where our bodies had fused together. But in nearly every way we were connected. I could feel my toes pressing against hers, our thighs rubbed together and our hips were locked as one. I could feel her bellybutton ring pressing into my stomach. Our breasts were pushed tightly together and I could my nipples, growing hard from the intensity of the sensation, rubbing against hers. The sensation from that grew more and more intense the longer that we kissed.
For a long while, I was simply too overcome by the force, the enormity, of what I was feeling to do anything but simply fall into it and accept it. I felt my body tightening against Beth's, making every gap between our bodies shrink as my arms wrapped more tightly around her neck and her arms pulled me tighter. I felt my breasts ache and my body tremble as I felt the friction of Beth's hard nipples against my own. The smell of Beth's body and the taste of her saliva overwhelmed my senses. And upholding the whole edifice of my pleasure was Beth's lovely, warm tongue as it continued to gently, but forcefully, lap inside of my mouth, tasting me and sometimes nearly lovingly choking me with its insistence. Our heads rocked side to side, both of us trying to gain a better angle so that we could feel more of the incredible sensation. The room was filled with the slurping sounds of our tongues and the high pitched gasps of our moans.
I could have stayed that way forever. I would have happily wasted away from thirst or hunger to simply continue feeling the beauty of that kiss. In many ways it was like my first kiss, that electrical feeling that people remember wistfully for the rest of their lives. I had no experience within which to compare it. But, as suddenly as she had started, I suddenly felt Beth's tongue slip from my mouth, pulling between my teeth and lips. I felt her face pull away from mine and my eyes fluttered open. I could see Beth's beautiful face smiling beatifically at me. Her lips, like mine, glistened with saliva. I felt her begin to pull back slightly. For a moment, I tried to hold her close to me, to feel her heart beat against my chest for a moment longer.
But then, as her body began to move away from mine and the taste of tongue began to cool in my mouth, it felt a little bit like a spell had been broken. Not entirely, of course, I was still feeling the after-effects of Beth's overwhelming sexual energy. My knees felt weak and I was nearly panting, like I had not breathed in a long while. My nipples were straining against my dress and I could tell there was a certain slickness between my legs that was impossible to fake. I looked at her a bit in wonder as she pulled away from me. But the sensation was already fading and the question foremost in my mind was not "what did she do to me," but instead? "how did she do it?"
I dropped my hands (which were still sort of up in the air awkwardly) down to my sides. As they fell against my hips, I felt the short sleeves of my dress slip down slightly on my shoulders. I looked down at my dress and saw that it looked baggy and strange. It was only then that I realized that, while we had kissed, Beth had used her hands to unzip me. The long zipper was undone, all the way down to the top of my ass. I had been completely absorbed by the feel of Beth's body, but apparently she had the wherewithal to keep up with the act.
For a moment, I shook my head a bit, trying to control myself. The sensation of Beth's kiss faded deeper into the past and I remembered who I was and what I was doing. I decided to get back to business and earn my money. I looked back at Beth in her streetwalker clothes and I regretted not untying the knot that held her halter-top together in the back. There was no time to worry about that now. I reached my right hand up to my left shoulder and seductively rolled my sleeve down below my elbow, slipping my hand out of it. Without skipping a beat that freed left hand reached to my right should and I repeated my action. The top of my dress now flopped forward off of me, exposing my breasts to the warm air of the living room.
I never, ever wore a bra when I was on a job. I considered it a point of pride that my breasts, despite their above-average size and my advancing age (for a callgirl), sat up high on my chest. They were two of my favorite features, the kind of thing that kept customers coming back. I looked down at them now and saw the milky white, sloping curved tops ramping up to my large, pink areola and long nipples. I knew that the underside of my breast was a perfectly round shape and that each breast had a perfect teardrop silhouette. Women paid a lot of money to get fake breasts that looked exactly like mine.
The dress was so loose now from being unzipped that it sort of slipped off my wide hips and down around my knees. I took a step and just walked right out of the dress. Now I was wearing nothing but my panties. I had worn ones that Daniel had once bought me as a gift, a pair of tight black bikini cuts with frilly white lace (I knew he liked them). Beth looked at me hungrily and bit her lower lip. She reached out her index finger and hooked it towards her in the universal symbol of "get over here now."
I had sufficiently mastered my emotions that I knew what I was doing again, and what I was trying to do. I started to strut across the room towards Beth. I pretended like I wasn't' thinking of Daniel (though I really hadn't been while we were kissing). I essentially marched, my feet landing forcefully on the floor, causing my breasts to jiggle proudly when I walked. Beth kept her eyes on me as I moved closer to her. I could see the glistening skin on her lips now and I felt my heart ratchet up a few beats per minute. I knew that if I kissed her again, I might slip back into whatever trance I had been in, so I resolved not to do that. I needed to keep the show going.
I marched the remaining distance between us, stopping when I was just three feet or so from Beth. Her hands were on her hips and her head was tilted to the side. Her long, messy blonde hair hung down over her shoulder and covered the top of one of her breasts. I admitted to myself then that there were definitely worse people that I could have been forced to do this with. She might have seemed like a non-entity at first, but she was beautiful and she clearly had some sort of sexual gift. This kiss alone had shown that.
Beth closed her eyes and it was clear she believed I was going in for another kiss. I desperately wanted to do something, anything else. I let my eyes wander over Beth's body, taking in her curves and the smooth softness of her skin. After a brief moment I smiled to myself and realized I knew exactly what I wanted to do.
I took another half step forward and started to bend forward. If Beth's eyes had been open she definitely would have believed I was going in for a kiss. But, at the last moment, I dropped my head farther, tilting it towards the side. I had notice, in allowing my eyes to flit over Beth's taut breasts, that her shirt (if it could really be called that) was incredibly short and incredibly tight. I could still see her nipples poking through the sheer fabric and it was clear that she wasn't wearing a bra. Like me (and most 18-year-olds I suppose), Beth's tits defied gravity. They sat up high and perky on her chest, her nipples pointing slightly upward and slightly outward. I knew that they were holding her shirt up. I also knew that the shirt was far too short to actually wrap all the way under her breasts (she'd been out in the cold in this?). As I dropped my head down, I saw exactly what I had expected to see; the soft round curves of the undersides of Beth's breasts. Her shirt just sort of wrapped around the front of her breasts, the underside was exposed.
Now that my guess was confirmed, I jumped into action. I leaned forward slightly, opened my mouth, and raised my head. My left hand quickly found its way around Beth's back, my fingers tickling at her bare spine below the bottom hem of her shirt. At the same instant, my open mouth pressed firmly against the delicious curve on the underside of Beth's right breast. I felt heat of her body and could once again smell her alluring fragrance. My nose sank into her soft flesh and her breast sort of dropped into my mouth. My tongue moved around the bare flesh and I could feel the velvety sensation of her skin and taste her salty-sweet flavor. At that same instant, my right hand had raised up and come down gently onto Beth's left breast. My hand wrapped around the fabric of her thin shirt but I could feel the satisfying, surprising weight of her natural breasts against my fingers and I could feel her hardened nipple pressing into my palm.
Beth let out a surprised groan and I looked up, trying to see around Beth's ample breasts. I felt her body bend slightly and knew she was looking down at me. I smiled at the fact that I had apparently gotten the jump on her and I decided to keep going. I began to suck in gently, pulling more and more of Beth's breast into my mouth. Her skin felt hot and I could feel the blood pumping rapidly beneath it. She felt so smooth under my tongue. I began to move my lips around on the underside of her breast, trying to taste more and more of her salty skin. Meanwhile, my right hand stayed close on Beth's breast and I began to knead it just slightly, letting my fingers dance across her. At the same time, I rotated my palm ever so slightly, not applying too much pressure. The very tip of Beth's nipple circled on my palm, giving her just the barest hint of contact. I could feel Beth's body squirming slightly and she let out a slight moan.
If there was any doubt about Beth's enjoyment of my actions, she quickly dispelled them. I still had my eyes open and I could see and feel Beth's hands begin to move. I kept my mouth and my hands on Beth's body and I continued to breathe in her delectable smell, but I paid attention to what she was doing. Beth reached behind her back and briefly fiddled with something a little below her shoulder blades. She sighed slightly both in pleasure and frustration and fiddled a little longer. Finally she moaned slightly in satisfaction. I felt the fabric of her shirt (really just a long strip of material) fall loosely against my face and hand. Beth didn't hesitate for a moment. Soon her hands were back out in front of her body and she pulled on the fabric. I felt it slide across my face and out from under my hand. I could feel it rubbing against Beth's left nipple as pulled it away. Finally, she tossed it to the side on the floor. Beth was now topless.
Beth's breasts were exquisite. There is really no other word to describe them. As I said, I am very proud of my breasts and more than a little vain about them. But Beth's were another half-notch above mine. I can't really say why. They were the same teardrop shaped as my breasts and they were only a small bit larger than mine. It was something else. Maybe it was her nipples. Like mine, they were pink. Hers were slightly smaller and a little brighter in color. They were a little shorter as well. They were so perfectly symmetrical. Her breasts in general were symmetrical. They just sat so perfectly on her chest. I should know, I was right there. I knew Daniel was looking at them too, I could sense his eyes on her. But he was starting to fade into the background. It was hard to explain.
As I said, I was particularly enamored with her nipples, the perfection of them. I decided to focus there. I kept my right hand against Beth's breast, now feeling the actual skin against my fingers and the hard, warm nub of her bare nipple against my palm. I kept my lips pressed hard against Beth's breast, maintaining the vacuum. But I kept moving my lips, sliding them up from the underside of Beth's breast. After a moment, I felt the slight change in texture as my lips passed over the edge of Beth's areola. I could feel the hard nub of her breast as it began to press against my top lip. I kept sucking and pulling, feeling the tension rise in Beth's skin. Suddenly, Beth's nipple popped into my mouth, essentially all in one motion. I moved my neck slightly so I was facing directly towards Beth's chest with my head up. Her nipple remained in my mouth.
I groaned as I came to terms with the fact that I was sucking on Beth's nipple. I couldn't believe how lovely it felt. I had just known that it would look good, going after her body in this way, and it would keep me from kissing her. But as I felt the hard nub of flesh slip between my teeth, any thoughts of Daniel were extremely distant. I moved my tongue up to the front of my mouth and slipped it across the inside of my teeth. As my tongue moved across the center of my mouth it flittered across Beth's hard nipple. It tasted sweeter than the rest of her breasts and the firm texture was particularly pleasant. I sucked harder, pulling more of Beth's nipple into my mouth. Now it was resting on my tongue, the skin stretching taut. I flicked my tongue against it, feeling it bounce and vibrate. Beth moaned and her back arched. This caused her breasts to thrust harder into me. I welcomed it, taking still more of Beth's tit into my mouth. At the same time, her breast pressed hard against the flat of my palm, the nipple feeling like a hard bullet in the center. I squeezed her breast more forcefully now, luxuriating in the feeling of her flesh as I explored its seemingly limitless depths.
We likely stayed in that position for quite a long time, it was hard to reckon. I just kept sucking and flicking at her nipple and kneading and massaging her breast. She moaned and her body shook against me. But despite the pleasure I felt and the distance I seemed to have from the task at hand, I guess a part of me, a deep professional part of me, knew that there was still more to do. My mind and my body was focused on the smell of Beth's body, the feel of her breast, the taste of her nipple, and the sound of her moans, but an unconscious part of me was focus somewhere else.
This part of me controlled my left hand, which was still wrapped around Beth's back. It snaked down slightly, finding the waistline of her skirt. After a moment it reached the small of Beth's back. It tickled her momentarily and then dropped down, finding the zipper on the skirt. In a moment, my hand began to zip down. The skirt was made of a gaudy latex material and the zipper went all the way to the bottom. In one quick motion, I had the zipper all the way down and unlatched. Like her shirt before it, Beth's skirt had become a ribbon of fabric. As I let go of the zipper there was nothing holding the skirt in place and it crashed down into a heap on the floor. Beth cooed in surprise and I could see her hands rise above her head to play seductively in her hair.
I could have stayed sucking and playing with Beth's nipples for a good while longer. But I knew that I had keep the show going. Plus, if I am being honest now, I wanted to see what Beth's body looked like without her skirt on. Slowly (and reluctantly) I moved my hand from Beth's breast. At the same time, my mouth slipped off of Beth's nipple, making a loud popping sound as the suction broke. I looked at Beth's perfect pink nipple and smiled as I saw the reddened skin and glistening saliva.
I stood up straight now and took a step or so backwards. Beth was still standing with her hands at her sides, her back arched slightly. Her breasts were pointing out proudly and her stomach looked flat and toned. But my eyes were now drawn to a different location. Now with the skirt gone, Beth was essentially naked. Her fishnet stockings were thigh-highs and the tops of them had just barely been tucked under the hemline of her tiny skirt. They stopped several inches below her waist. Beth did not wear a stitch of clothing above those stockings. Despite the cold, she had not been wearing any panties.
Beth's legs were spread apart slightly and, at my close distance, her pussy was easily seen. It was a very pretty little pussy, maybe the most perfect I had ever seen. Beth was shaved completely bare (as was the style at the time for all working girls). The skin around her pussy perfectly matched the creamy white color of the rest of her skin. She seemed to be completely without blemishes of any kind. The outer lips of her pussy were quite puffy and her inner lips were a tight line of pink flesh the same color as her nipples. I could see her hard clit sitting up high on the top of her pussy and I could see all of her skin glistening with excitement. Beth was a perfect vision of feminine charm and desire.
Now that there was some distance between us (physically at least), I tried to gain my bearings. I thought (briefly) about Daniel and what he would like to see from here. But I spent a little more time talking myself into believing that I was not really feeling the things I was feeling as I looked at Beth's nude body. I wasn't really filled with desire and I didn't find her body beautiful in anything but a strictly professional sense. I told myself that nothing had been scrambled in my brain by Beth's transcendent kiss. I told myself that I was simply doing a marvelous job of acting, earning my money. I chose consciously to believe it. But part of me knew that something was rumbling under the surface, something I did not understand.
Regardless, I couldn't simply stand there staring at Beth's cute pussy all night. Whatever the real reason, I needed to keep going. But Beth evidentially felt the same way and, once again, she made the first move. She took a step towards me and the distance between us shrank. Our nipples were only a few inches apart and she was looking directly into my eyes. For a brief moment, Beth paused.
Then, in an incredibly quick and dexterous movement, she sort of pounced at me. But it wasn't some wild jump. Every action she took had a precise purpose and desired effect. I, of course, couldn't tell that at the time, but I felt all of the pieces fall into place. First she draped her right arm loosely over my shoulder while her left arm snaked between my arm and the side of my body. I felt her forearm just barely brush against the side of my breast as both of her hands emerged on the backside of my body. Her arms locked together loosely, holding me in a tight hug. I prepared for another staggering kiss, but Beth had another idea. She nuzzled her nose in against the right side of my chin. Instinctively, I titled my head to the side to make room, leaning it against Beth's thin forearm draped over my shoulder. This exposed my neck and Beth turned her head quickly, finding it. I could feel Beth's warm mouth press against the sensitive flesh of my neck. I could feel her kissing it gently, moving up and down the length of it. Sometimes, she would open her mouth, letting he tongue dart out slightly, tasting my salty skin and giving me chills. I moaned slightly at that sensation. Though it could have been other sensations as well, Beth was not solely focused on my neck.
I felt our bodies press together once again. But this time, there was no fabric to block the connection, save for my panties and Beth's stockings. I felt our breasts pressed together and I could feel my hard nipples sink into Beth's hot flesh. At the same time, I could feel her nipples against me, warm and hard, almost seeming to penetrate me. I could feel the soft skin of her belly against mine, the ring digging into my soft skin. More importantly, I could feel Beth's warm, soft pussy rubbing against my thigh. Beth's pussy lips were ever so slightly damp and the velvety, wet kiss of her puffy lips on my thigh made my leg tingle all over. For a moment, I was too overwhelmed by the feeling of Beth's pussy on me to wonder how it had gotten there. Then I felt a strange sensation. I felt a cool, smooth muscle run down the back of my right thigh and calf. I knew what it was, Beth's leg, snaking around the back of my own. I felt her foot land on the floor behind my own. She was essentially wrapped around my leg.



Her weight was mostly on me now and I felt a little trouble staying on my feet. I guess that is what Beth had in mind. While still sucking gently on my neck and while our bodies were laced tightly together, Beth took a deep step between my legs with her free, right leg. The action caused her to crouch slightly and I felt her nipples slip down my breasts. I also felt her weight start to pull me down. With her leg wrapped around my own, I couldn't take a step back to catch my balance. Instead, my moan turned into a surprised yelp and I began to trip backwards.
I felt Beth's right hand slip up my shoulder and gently cradle my neck. Her left hand wrapped around my waist and she held me close. I still fell backwards, but I could feel Beth's small arms holding me up. I bent my knees slightly as I started to fall, allowing Beth to catch me. I arched my back slightly and then sat gently on my butt. I could feel Beth's leg unlace from mine. In a few moments (and without much of an impact) we ended up on the floor. I was lying on my back. Beth was still on top of me, our breasts now pressed together by the weight of her body on top of me. I could still feel her pussy kissing my leg, more forcefully than before. Her lips were still on my neck and I was moaning softly. Her arms were no longer behind my back. Her right arm was resting against my shoulder, her left hand was planted on the floor next to my breast and I could feel her forearm rubbing against it.
We lay together in that way for a few moments and I could feel my body reacting to Beth's embrace. I felt my cheeks flush and my back go limp as Beth's lips and tongue moved up and down my neck. I felt my nipples growing harder as the pressure of Beth's warm, soft body on top of me increased. My leg tingled as Beth's puffy pussy lips kissed me without ceasing. I could feel my own pussy, though the fabric of my panties, pressing deliciously against Beth's thigh. Our legs were entwined together and I could feel her silky skin against mine.
I am not sure how long I simply allowed Beth to keep kissing my neck. When she started doing something different, it was so deliciously subtle that I didn't even notice right away. I was simply enjoying the sensation of being touched. And that is no lie. I was really enjoying the feeling. I didn't even bother to tell myself that I was just putting on an act at that point. I wasn't even really thinking about that. I guess I was just existing in that moment and enjoying the girl's expert attention. Why I was doing it or whether anyone else was in the room really didn't matter. I had not expected that reaction when I got started and I lacked the wherewithal to understand the implications of it now.
Eventually, I did recognize that Beth was doing something slightly different. I am not sure what I noticed first, the slight movement of her arm against the aching side of my breast, the feeling of her hard nipples slowly trailing down the underside of my breasts, or the feeling of her lips moving lower and lower down my neck until they were gently sucking on my clavicle. Whatever it was, I began to realize that Beth had begun kissing her way down my body. I moaned more loudly when I thought about it and I felt Beth begin to move a little more quickly.
I felt Beth's soft, supple lips kiss my clavicle, the top of my breast, and my breastbone as she slowly began to move her lips down my body. As she pulled herself back, I felt her long, sweet-smelling hair drape over my shoulders and tickle the skin of my breasts. Beth's breasts continued to slide down my own, increasing the friction on my aching nipples. Eventually, her breasts slipped off of mine and I could feel her warm, soft globes against my belly. At the same time, I could feel Beth's warm, puffy pussy slipping down my thigh. I gasped as her thigh moved out from between my legs and the beautiful friction on my pussy dissipated.
But soon my attention returned to Beth's lips. She was moving slightly faster now and I could feel her face moving down, down, between my breasts. I could feel her smooth cheeks as they actually brushed the sides of my breasts. When her lips sat on a line directly between my nipples, she suddenly stopped kissing her way down my body. Instead, she started to kiss (and lick) gently to one side, to the right side of my body. I felt her long hair trail teasingly over my skin as I felt her lips begin to kiss along the gentle slope of my breast. She pressed deeply, letting her face and her tongue sink into my flesh with each passionate kiss. After a short time and a number of soft kisses, I felt her cheek brush against my hardened nipple. I moaned and rolled my head on the floor.
Beth's mouth opened wider and her tongue splayed out wet and thick on my breast. She moved her head that last inch over and I felt her rough, soft tongue splay across my desperate nipple. I sucked in air quickly and I felt all of my muscles tighten. I couldn't believe how much sensation her lick shot through my body. My toes tingled and the hair on the top of my head stood on end. Beth's tongue swirled around my nipple a few more times and then her mouth closed around it. I gasped as I felt Beth begin to suck gently on my nipple, pulling it deep into her mouth and flicking it with her tongue.
There is really no way for me to know if Beth was simply trying to distract me by sucking on my nipple, but that was the result. I didn't realize that her fingers hand slipped into my panties, that my ass had risen up off the floor, and that Beth was carefully sliding my panties down my legs until they were well below my knees. In another brief second the wet clothing was slipped off of my toe and tossed onto the floor. My legs spread a little farther apart and I felt a desperate need someone or something to touch my exposed pussy.
Almost as soon as Beth had gotten the panties off of my body, she gave one last quick flick with her tongue and I felt the vacuum break on my nipple. I sighed and my body rocked involuntarily. But Beth was already on the move. She kissed my nipple once more, making me shudder. Then she once again began to trail her lips down my body. She left an unbroken chain of kisses down along the underside of my breast, across my stomach to my bellybutton and then down, slowly, between my legs.
I am not sure how long it took for her to make this journey, but it felt like hours. Every place her lips touched felt like fire after she left. Her long hair trailed across my skin, tickling me gently and soothing the flame of her kisses. Her pussy kept rubbing down my leg and I felt her tremble as it brushed across my knee. I felt her arms slide along my hips and I could feel her breasts on the top of my thigh.
But the sensations against my skin were no longer what held my attention. I was leaning forward slightly, looking down between my breasts. My eyes were wide and I was staring intently at the top of Beth's head. I could see the gentle curves of her body, the swell of her ass, her lithe legs. But I was focused on her head. My heart was thrumming in my chest, my palms felt damp, and my muscles were tight. I could not think of anything else except for staying focused on Beth's body. I knew that it was about to happen soon but the anticipation was too great. If her mere kiss had taken my breath away, what would happen now?
Now, I suppose, would be the time to note that this was not, despite my protests to Daniel, the first time I had been asked to perform a live lesbian show for a John. I had done it twice before with a callgirl I knew back when I first got started. She had kind of showed me the ropes so I had felt obligated to help. So whatever pull that Beth had went beyond the fact that she was a woman. I was not experiencing a woman's sexuality for the first time, it was something more than that. Despite my history and Beth's physical appeal, I was a bit nervous as I watched her moving now. It was an unwritten rule amongst callgirls that if a John demanded a lesbian show, that you simply fake it. You go into a dark room, you put your head between a girl's legs and everyone pretends. It was a way of putting one over on a dumb John, money for nothing. For a while I had been afraid that Beth wasn't aware of that fact. But sometime during the festivities my mind slowly began to change on that subject. Now, I was afraid she would fake it. I didn't even realize the change had occurred until I could feel my body begging for more.
I felt her lips press against the skin a few inches directly below my bellybutton. Like Beth, my pussy was shaved completely bare and I knew her mouth was on the smooth skin just above my aching clit. I told myself that I hoped she just pretended, but I knew that I didn't. I could feel Beth's hot breath against me. I groaned as the warm air buffeted my sensitive skin. The wave of that breath seemed to wash up over my skin and between my breasts. In a moment, I could smell her peppermint aroma mixed with the familiar scent of my own pussy, musky and earthy. The combination of scents worked surprisingly well together and I groaned as my nipples, impossibly, grew harder at the sensation.
But there was barely time to savor the sensation. I saw Beth's head move side to side briefly and I saw her shoulder drop slightly. Without further warning I felt it. Beth's pouty, wet lips had come in contact with my pussy. My muscles tightened further and I heard myself groan. She had placed just the gentlest contact on the dripping center of my slit, her nose just fractions of an inch from my clit. Her lips sunk into my softly and I could feel them, pillowy and sweet, caressing my over-stimulated skin. She kept the kiss there for a moment, then briefly moved her lips away from me. I sighed in disappointment. But before I could even absorb the desperate need for more, I felt her lips once again press into my lips, a little farther down this time.
Beth continued in this manner patiently, slowly dropping kisses down the length of my pussy, never pressing hard. Her lips were now very damp with my arousal and they lubricated her kisses, making them feel more forceful even when they were not. The smell of Beth's peppermint breath faded and was soon overwhelmed by the scent of my pussy which seemed to fill the entire room, wrapping us together in a sensual embrace. Eventually, she reached the bottom of my pussy.
To my joy and frustration, Beth began the slow ascent back up my pussy lips. But as she moved now, she was slightly more forceful, letting her lips sink more deeply into me. Occasionally, her tongue would dart out of her mouth, giving just the slightly penetration to her kiss. Despite the increased intensity, she didn't move any faster. She eked her way up my pussy, causing my body to shake and my breath to stop. When she reached the mid-point of my aching slit, she kept moving, bringing her lips closer and closer to my desperate clit.
With the top of her lip just barely avoiding contact with my clit, Beth suddenly stopped. She kept her lips planted against my slit. I saw her eyes flash open and they actually looked up at me from between my legs. Beth's eyes glittered and I could not tell if they looked aroused or feverish. Maybe both. We locked eyes for a long time, my body trembling, my muscles taut under Beth's body. Finally, she seemed satisfied that I was absolutely desperate. She moved her lips back away from my body and started to move her head forward again as though she was going to plant another delicate kiss, only this time on my clit. But just before her lips touched me, they split open. Her warm, writhing tongue dropped heavily out of her mouth and splashed with full force against my clit. Her tongue wrapped over my clit instantly in a thick, soft mass and drenched it in her peppermint saliva.
I gasped, but my body was too overwhelmed by the sudden sensation to fully understand it. I knew that the tension had suddenly ratcheted up a couple of hundred percent and I knew that I needed something to release the pressure. I began to move one of my hands up to my aching breasts, hoping to pull and pinch at my nipples. But Beth seemed to understand what I needed even before I could think of it. Before my hand had a chance to land down on top of my breast, I felt Beth's fingers slip underneath of mine. I felt her soft, delicate palm glide across my breast and I felt her fingers wrap around me, digging into my throbbing flesh. In moments, she was undulating her hand expertly, kneading the relieved flesh of my breast with her fingers and gently teasing my tight nipple with her palm.
There was no time to savor this feeling because, at nearly the same moment, the full effect of Beth's tongue on my clit came into focus. This was no act, she was really doing it. Her tongue swirled around on me loosely and it made my toes curl and my eyes slam shut. Strings of sensation burst out from my clit and spread all over my body. It was not, yet, an orgasm, but it was a kind of nervous release I had very rarely experienced. I sighed deeply as my fingers tingled and my bones turned to jelly.
My eyes opened after I came to terms with what I was feelings. I looked down and saw Beth's hand grasping my breasts, somehow firm and gentle at the same time. I watched her fingers roll and I could feel my nipple being lightly teased. My eyes followed the length of her arm down to her shoulder. I could see her long blond hair draped over them. Then I noticed Beth's eyes, looking directly up at me from between my legs. My little red slit was spread open and Beth's warm, fat tongue was splashed across it. I could see my hard clit resting on Beth's tongue like a pink pearl. She rotated her tongue slightly, sending shooting sensations throughout my body. Her lips closed around my clit and I felt it bathed her tongue and her spit. I could feel my pussy wet and aching as it vibrated to her moans.
We stayed there in that position on the floor for some time. Beth kept kneading my breast and licking at my clit with concentrated attention. I don't know how she did it, but she managed to push me further and further into delirium, my pussy essentially dripping onto her chin, but she always managed to back off before I could manage to cum. The sensation was simultaneous invigorating and maddening. My body flailed wildly on the floor and I could hear my voice moaning but it didn't even really sound like me.
After some interminable but ephemeral time, I could feel Beth start to change her position. I didn't mind because she kept her lips pressed between my legs, her tongue continued to swirl around on my pussy, languidly stroking me. But her hands and her body were moving. First I felt her free hand move down towards my thigh, her fingers sinking into my flesh. At the same time, I felt her body shuffle off of my other leg, her pussy slipping off of my shin, leaving a wet warmth behind her that I desperately missed. She put her knees together and between my legs, spreading my legs farther apart. Finally, her hand began to slip from my breasts. She kept her finger pressed tightly against my nipple as she slowly dragged her palm down my body. Finally, the last bit of tension holding my nipple under her fingertip snapped and my nipple jerked free, aching as it bounced on my chest. Beth's fingers were still pressing into the underside of my breast, but her hand was moving faster now. Soon her palm was gliding along my stomach and my hip. Finally, it found a spot that mirrored her hand the other side of my body.
Beth was still sucking on my clit, her tongue occasionally slipping out to run along, or even plunge briefly into, my desperate slit. She was sort of humming while she worked, the vibrations rocketing around my body as she did so. But her body was not staying still. Even as she was pleasuring my clit, she was pushing back with her hands, sinking her fingers into my thighs.
At first, she just spread my legs wider and wider. The wood floor had a good deal of friction and the skin of my back didn't slide. Instead, I stayed in place as my legs moved farther and farther back. I spent hours every week in yoga (like I said, I am a professional, I knew some guys would want a limber girl). Eventually, my legs were in a wide split and they wouldn't go back any further. But Beth kept the pressure on. A felt a slight pinch from her efforts and I tried to lift my ass slightly up off of the floor. Beth kept pushing and now my hips sort of rolled back, my split loosened slightly. Now, Beth lifted slightly on my thighs. To release the pressure on my legs, I let her roll me back slightly. My knees pushed up and back against my chest and my ass sort of rolled up, so that it was off the floor. My legs bent slightly now. I felt Beth's hands suddenly reaching up and grabbing my arms. She pulled my hands down and set my elbows back behind my knees, pushing my feet down towards the ground (like I said, very limber). Sensing what she wanted, I wrapped my arms back around my legs. Now I was sort of locked in with my back arched, my legs locked back, and my head looking down at my pussy and my ass sticking up in the air. I was a human pretzel.
The whole time she was pushing and maneuvering my legs, Beth had kept her tongue on my pussy. But now, that my legs were folded back and held in place by my arms, she started to change what she was doing. Not all at once mind you, but slowly and carefully. She sucked once more on my clit and then slowly started to trail her tongue down the length of my pussy. She made her tongue rigid and let it sink as deep as it would into my slit. I groaned and writhed on the floor. Eventually, Beth's tongue reached the bottom of my pussy and it slipped easily out of my slit.
I don't know what I was expecting next, but I know I didn't anticipate what happened. Rather than stop, Beth continued to lick her way down my body. I felt the warm, tickling feeling of the hard tip of tongue as it slinked slowly along the small patch of flesh that separated my pussy from my asshole. The smell of my pussy, now slightly closer to my face, was overwhelming now. I took a deep breath, not really believing she was going to do what it looked like she was going to do.
"Oh yeah!" I heard a voice from my side say. I kept my eyes locked on Beth's eyes as she continued to lick so very slowly down, wiggling her tongue suggestively. While I was focused on her, I was trying to figure out where the male voice had come from. It was only then I remembered that Daniel was watching this. That the point of this little endeavor was to earn my money from him. I knew (and Beth seemed to know or intuit at least) that Daniel was very interested in ass play. Hell, half the reason he hired me was because I allowed him (with proper lubrication, protection, and a good deal of extra cash) to do "that thing I like," on occasion. I usually didn't really care for anything like that, but I would do what he paid for. And Beth was apparently giving him his money's worth now. But, somehow, it felt different to me. I don't know if I would say I wanted it or I was waiting for it. But now that Beth was teasing that area of my body and I could feel all of the tightened nerves that were located right there firing, I felt that I needed relief. I'd never felt that before. But I rocked on my back, pushing my pussy and my asshole up into the air.
Beth was not one to be rushed. She kept moving at her own pace. Luckily, there was very little distance between the bottom of my pussy and the top of my crinkled, pink asshole. I finally let out the breath I had been holding in as Beth's pretty, pink tongue slipped across it. I felt my right nipple press more firmly into the side of my right arm and I knew that my body was reacting to Beth's tongue on my asshole. She made her tongue thick and soft and lapped at the ridged skin. The warm, caressing feeling spread to ever muscles in my body, my brain melting at the feeling.



But Beth didn't waste a lot of time now. She knew what she wanted and she pulled her tongue back into her mouth. Before I had time to protest, she pressed her lips in a tight ring around my asshole, actually sucking in a little and made a vacuum. I could feel the pressure as it pulled up on my anus. Once she'd secured the little ring, I felt her tongue makes it's way back out of her mouth, pressing into the sensitive skin of my asshole. I felt her tongue probing and lapping around the ridges of my asshole. Sometimes, I felt her tongue grow rigid and actually push, almost an inch, into my asshole. She twisted her tongue inside of me, the walls of my insides vibrating with pleasure as she hummed.
It was only after several minutes of lovingly sucking on my asshole that Beth added the final dimension to my pleasure. With my elbows locked in behind my knees, Beth didn't need to hold me in place. In fact, her hands were resting gently on my ass cheeks, her warm palms kneading my skin. But now she moved her right hand up, slipping it up against the bottom of my left thigh. Finally, she dropped her hand down. My eyes followed her fingers as they dropped down onto my aching, erect clit. I groaned loudly and my whole body turned to jelly. Either the movement of Beth's tongue or her gentle fingers carefully massaging my clit would have been enough alone to drive me crazy, but the two together made my mind go totally blank. I just heard squeals coming from my throat and felt my body trembling as she moved.
Sometime, several minutes into the combined feeling of Beth's tongue poking into my asshole and her fingers swirling on my clit, I took a gasping breath and, without intending to say anything, moaned out, "Oh shit, I'm going to fucking cum!" I rarely talked during sex and never with a John unless he asked. It was not something I was very good at faking. But this had come naturally, I had wanted to say it. I hadn't been lying either. I could feel an orgasm building. It was just seconds away.
Unfortunately, it seemed that my words had acted as some sort of signal to Beth. As soon as the last word dribbled from my lips, I felt a suddenly release of pressure. But not the release I wanted. The tension was still inside of me, but the action pushing me towards the edge had relented. I was just left with frustration. I looked down between my legs. I saw that Beth's fingers had slipped from my pussy. Her mouth had detached from my asshole, her cheeks glistening with my pussy and her own saliva. She was smiling devilishly, but she wasn't even touching me anymore. She sat up quickly on her knees (her breasts bouncing as she rose), she brushed her beautiful hair out of her eyes, and then giggled.
Then she spun around quickly, dropped down on her hands and knees, and crawled two feet away from me. Her large round ass was in the air, pointing back at me and I could see the pink lips of her pussy and the little red nub of her asshole. I could see her large breasts hanging down under her body, her nipples pointing down but away from me toward her head. Beth turned and looked over her shoulder, her hair once again draping over her eyes.
"My turn," was all she said. I was still gasping for breath from the sensation of Beth playing with my body. It took me a moment to figure out what happened and what she was asking for. I felt the orgasm that had been so close to the surface that it was about to crest start to recede slightly below the surface. I was, in all honesty, a little bit annoyed by this sudden turn of events. But I was still unbearably horny and Beth's body looked particularly enticing just a few feet away. I shook off my frustration, unlocked my body from the pretzel shape I was still curled into, and then rolled up onto my knees towards Beth.
It was difficult to maintain my composure, I essentially wanted scramble over towards her as fast as possible, but I managed to make my crawl look sexy. Eventually, I made it over towards Beth. I saw that she was still looking at me and her eyes looked particularly enticing. Now that I was closer, I could see the puffy lips of her pussy glistening from her wetness and I saw goosebumps all over her skin. As I drew up on my knees between her calves, I could smell her pussy. It was a thicker scent than my own, I could almost taste it on my tongue as I breathed. It was a delicious smell and a powerful taste and I felt my mouth watering.
But, as I looked down at Beth's body, I realized that I needed to taste something else. I leaned forward slightly, placing my hands on Beth's firm ass. I pressed down slightly and I watched as her ass cheeks split easily apart. Her little red anus looked up at me alluringly. I heard Beth giggle and I looked up at her again. She ran her tongue along her lips and lifted her left hand up to her breast, squeezing at her own nipple devilishly. It was an unmistakable signal that she knew what I was thinking about and that I should go on. I didn't wait any longer, I plunged my head downward.
As I leaned forward I put even more pressure onto Beth's asscheeks, spreading them farther apart. I heard her squeal as it put a bit of pressure on her tight little asshole and I smiled. In a few moments, my face had closed the distance between our bodies. The smell of Beth's pussy was so much more intense now and it made my nipples ache and my head grow weak.
The first thing I felt was the skin of Beth's asscheeks press against my face. They felt so unbelievably smooth and warm, a silky, summery feeling. In a moment more, I felt my lips press directly into Beth's crinkled anus. I felt her whole body tremble and I heard her coo as the sensation grabbed her. I felt a chill run down my spine as well. I could feel the dense skin of her anus pressing gently against my lips and I could smell the clean scent of her skin and pussy. It was an incredible feeling.
I can honestly say that as a call-girl, it was very rare for me to find something that I had never done before. I have sucked on everything there is to suck and put just about everything you could possible think of inside of me. But, for the first time in ages, I was doing something I had never tried before. As my mouth split open and my tongue slowly slipped between my lips, I was licking someone's asshole for the first time. Personally, the issue had never even come up. Professionally, only two Johns had ever even suggested such a thing. I had a rule that I never say "no" to anything on the job. If there is something I don't want to do I just quote a price so high (and must be paid in advance) that I figure the person will either give it up or I will receive a worthwhile payday for doing it. Neither of the two Johns had been willing to pay $12,000.00 for me to lick their assholes, so I'd never done it. But now I was here with Beth, doing it for no additional charge. I didn't even think about it, it didn't register as something I was doing. I certainly wasn't thinking about the show I was performing. I was moving as though compelled.
The instant my tongue brushed ever so gently against the dense skin of Beth's anus, I dove in full force. My tongue dropped instantly from my mouth in a big, wet slab. I could feel Beth's anus in the middle of my wet tongue and I could taste her smooth, salty skin around the sides. I lapped my tongue up and down Beth's anus, coating it with my thick saliva. I could hear her moan loudly and I could see her body trembling. I moaned as well, sending shivers through Beth's anus and through all the nerves surrounding it. I couldn't believe how much I enjoyed the feeling of her dirty little spot in my mouth.
I breathed in deeply and I could smell the Beth was growing more and more aroused. I kept my tongue soft and fat for one last long, slow lap up the length of her anus. Beth's body shivered, but I felt her muscles loosen and her tension release as she soaked in the feeling. As soon as I felt that change, I made my tongue rigid in my mouth and pushed hard into Beth's body. I heard her groan loudly and her hips felt weak under my hands. She stayed upright and I continue to push my tongue. I felt the dense flesh of her anus split apart and I felt my tongue plunge into the tight, copper-tasting insides of her body. Her asshole seemed to suck me up and I felt my tongue sink deeper and deeper into her. She writhed on the floor under me. I could see her looking back over her shoulder at me and I could tell that she liked the feeling. I slipped my tongue in and out of her several times, keeping my tongue hard and coating her insides with my saliva. Her asshole got more and more relaxed the longer I fucked it.
I don't know if I had been planning something or if the urge suddenly just struck me, but after several minutes of tongue-fucking Beth's willing asshole, I came to a decision. With little in the way of warning and moving with all possible speed, I quickly pulled my head back, letting my wet tongue pull quickly out of Beth's anus. I heard her gasp at the sudden change, but I was already moving. I moved back a step or so from Beth's hips, turned around quickly, and then landed down on my back. I felt my arms rub against Beth's calves as I lay down between Beth's legs. I had perfectly judged the distance and as my head hit the floor I looked up and saw Beth's wet pussy directly above my head. I reached my hands up, finding Beth's ass and pulling her down sharply. In a moment, her legs spread wide from the force, her back arched, and her pussy dropped down. I felt the hot wetness of it pressing against my face.
Beth gasped at the sudden change in position and the feeling of her clitoris rubbing against my nose. I giggled and breathed in deeply. Then I moaned as the full effect of Beth's wonderful scent seemed to overwhelm my nose. I could feel my own clit aching between my legs and I desperately wanted someone, anyone, to bite gently on my nipples. Instead, I opened my mouth once again and I felt Beth's silky, puffy pussy lips against my rough tongue. I heard Beth moaning as I started to slide my tongue up and down her dripping slit.
Beth's taste was unbelievable. Her juices were very thick, almost like syrup. It was salty and sweet with a slight tangy undercurrent that I couldn't place. It took all of the essences of her delicious scent and then concentrated them in a viscous liquid that dribbled onto my tongue as I continued to lick on Beth's cunt. I made my tongue rigid and, just as I had done in Beth's ass, I pushed my tongue inside of her. Beth screamed loudly and then giggled. I felt her rocking her hips, driving her pussy down hard on my face and pushing my tongue further into her body.
After several minutes of licking on Beth's delicious little slit, I tilted my head back slightly. I felt my head move and soon my lips were wrapped around Beth's hard clit. Beth's muscles went tense as I kissed her sensitive little bead of nerves, letting my tongue skitter out of my mouth and lick at it. After a moment, I sucked in slightly, pulling Beth's clit between my lips and into my mouth. I started to flick it gently with my tongue, rubbing my taste buds all around her smooth, dense flesh. Beth's entire body reacted to every movement of my tongue.
While Beth was distracted by my swirling tongue, I carefully raised my right hand up towards my breasts. I let my palm run across my nipple, making me shiver. But I was not trying to grab my breast, I had bigger things in mind. I slipped my hand up towards my chin. Soon, my fingers were just a few inches from my lips. Beth's pussy was so incredibly wet at this point from my saliva and from her own arousal that I didn't even need to stick my fingers inside of her to get them wet. Instead, I moved my index finger and my middle finger around in the wet opening of Beth's slit, coating it mostly in her juices.
My tongue was still wildly swirling on Beth's clit as I pulled my dripping fingers back away from her pussy. I moved my hand quickly around the swell of Beth's ass and sliding it between her cheeks. I used my thumb and my pinky finger to gently spread her cheeks apart, once again exposing her asshole to the cool room air. I dropped my index finger down between Beth's cheeks. I could feel the dense wetness of Beth's anus against the pad of my damp finger. Beth was still very wet and stretched from my tongue, just as I had hoped (had I hoped? I don't know, it felt after the fact like I'd hoped. But I was totally within the power of my arousal now, acting on instinct rather than thought).
I pressed the pad of my index finger against Beth's slippery anus and I heard her groan knowingly. I felt her anus relax under my pressure and suddenly the tip of my finger disappeared into the woman's asshole. She gasped, but I kept up the force. I felt more and more of my slick finger pushing into Beth's anus. Both her asshole and my finger were so well-lubricated that there was no friction at all, I just slipped deeper and deeper into her asshole. Her insides were unbelievable tight and seemed squeeze tightly on my finger, even as her insides gave way. When the second knuckle on my index finger slipped inside of her, I moved my middle finger towards her anus too. She was stretched out now and my lubricated middle finger popped easily into Beth's asshole right next to my index finger. Soon, it had got up and I twisted my two fingers together, pressing more deeply inside of her. In just a few minutes, my fingers had slipped all the way inside of Beth's tight, wet asshole and her pillowy insides were massaging my digits.
We stayed in that position for some time. I lay on my back with my head between Beth's outstretched legs. My lips were wrapped tightly around Beth's clit, my tongue flicking it mercilessly. At the same time, my arm was wrapped around Beth's ass and my hand was spreading her cheeks apart. Two of my fingers were pressed deeply into Beth's anus, stretching it farther and farther. I was pushing down hard with my fingers, driving them more deeply into Beth's asshole and, incidentally, pushing her pussy deeper into my mouth. Beth was trembling on her hands and knees, or I suppose hand and knees. Her left hand was still up grasping at her breast, I could see it from where I was laying on the floor, her nipple poking out between her fingers. She was moaning loudly and rocking her hips. Each second, her body became more and more tense and her voice became louder and louder. I knew that in a matter of moments, she was going to cum.
"Oh fuck me...stop!" Beth suddenly yelled as her body began to shake more wildly. I wasn't sure if she had actually meant it, how could she want me to stop now? I slowed my movements, but I kept my tongue and my fingers working, "No stop Skye, I want us to cum together!" Beth panted, clearly holding off an orgasm for all she was worth. When Beth said she wanted me to cum, my desperate body was willing to do whatever she said. My clit ached so badly that I wanted to pinch it tight, to just get some relief. My body complied without second thought. My head dropped back and Beth's delicious little clit slipped from between my lips. At the same time, I carefully slipped my fingers out of Beth's tight asshole. I felt the cool air on my skin as the blood began to return to my squeezed fingers. I heard Beth sigh wistfully as my fingertips slipped out of her.
But, if Beth was a bit disappointed by how close she had gotten without actually cumming, she was dead set on remedying the situation quickly. As soon as I was no longer sucking her clit and fucking her asshole, Beth was up like a shot. In the amount of time it took me to prop myself up in a half-sitting position on my elbows, Beth had jumped up to her feet, run around my body and seated herself on her ass in front of me on the floor. I could see her now, her cheeks flushed her and her breasts rising and falling rapidly on her chest as she gasped for air. I couldn't believe how beautiful she looked. I almost came just from the wonder of the sight.
"Come on," she said as she started to scoot her ass towards me on the floor, "I want to look in your eyes when you cum." She said. As she scooted, her right leg lifted and started to slide up and over my left thigh. At the same time, her left foot started to burrow underneath of my right knee. I knew exactly what she wanted to do and I instantly wanted the exact same thing. I lifted my right leg up, sliding it along Beth's thigh as I started to scoot towards her as well.
We both moved rapidly, our breasts bouncing lewdly as we moved closer and closer together. Our legs were locked in an overlapping pattern and our wet pussies were on a collision course. We were both looking into each other's eyes as we closed the distance. In almost no time I felt the puffy wetness of Beth's pussy as her lips kissed gently into mine. Our hips were almost on top of one another, there was no even a breath of air between our desperate bodies. We both had large breasts and we were leaning forward as we scooted. When our pussies kissed, our nipples did the same. I felt the hot smoothness of her breasts brushing against my own and felt her nipples digging into my flesh. We were close enough to kiss as our bodies locked together, but we didn't. We maintained a little distance, looking deeply into one another's eyes.
After a moment, Beth began to grind her pussy against mine. Our clits were both unbearably hard and I could feel the hard little nub of flesh as it pressed into my lips and into my own clit. I moaned at the beauty of the sensation and began to grind my hips as well. Our clits rubbed together delightfully, our hard little nubs sliding against one another. Beth's juices mixed with my own between us, lubricating our clits and sending a wonderful mixed scent up in the air between us. As the aroma hit our noses, I felt my muscles tighten and I could feel Beth tense as well. We began to grind faster and hard in towards one another.
We were both way, way too far gone to maintain any level of control or decorum in our actions. Beth's hips rotated lasciviously against me, her clit grinding hard into my own. This caused hot tendrils of sensation to rocket all throughout my body, pushing me to move my hips hard, grind more forcefully and move faster. This pushed Beth in the same way, creating a virtuous cycle that kept pushing us higher and harder into one another. Our breath came in ragged pants, our breasts jiggled wildly on our chests, our long hair flowed loose over our shoulders and across our eyes. The room was filled our scent and the fevered sounds of our moans and groans. Our arms linked together, holding one another close so that the force of our wild fucking wouldn't throw us apart.
Professionally, I prided myself on being able to get off (or not get off) on command as required by the situation. But this was no longer anything even approaching a professional situation. We had only been together for a few minutes at most when I could feel the orgasm that had just been lurking under the surface for such a long time finally burst through, no longer contained.
Beth thrust her hips hard against me, grinding in a particularly forceful and unmerciful manner. I was surprised by a sudden jolt of pleasure shaking me off balance. It was like a small tremor before an earthquake. My mouth dropped open and a small croaking noise came out of me. My eyes stayed open, staring intently into Beth's gorgeous blue orbs. Everything seemed to hold completely still for a moment. All of the muscles in my body tightened up to the highest possible degree, my breath caught in my throat. I could see Beth's face tighten, I could feel her muscles tense against me. I knew that she was feeling what I was feeling. That realization sent me careening over the edge.
A pulsating blast of cool-warm sensation suddenly burst out of my clit. It was like a bomb had gone off. A massive mushroom cloud of pure sensation burst up through my stomach and ballooned at my chest. It spread down my arms and overwhelmed my senses. At the same time, it drifted down my legs, sinking into my toes and causing them to curl in pure pleasure. Everything in the world receded in the pleasure, the absolute total physical release of climax. The only thing in the world was the sensation tearing through my body and Beth's beautiful blue eyes staring directly into mine. It felt almost like the continued pleasure I was feeling was pouring out of her eyes and coating me in its warmth. She had given me the pleasure of her body, let it soak over me, cover all of my holes and imperfections, filling me and making me feel the perfect, innocent joy of physical love. Her beautiful eyes pushed the orgasm longer, farther than I had ever experienced before. As the haze began lifted slightly, I could feel Beth's body quaking. I knew she was cumming too, that we were sharing this real connection and that it felt like...something.



Suddenly, my vision blurred. I could no longer see Beth's beautiful eyes clearly. I could still see the low lights in the room, but Beth's face had become a strange translucent blur. I moaned from the pleasure I was feeling but also from longing, I missed the feeling of seeing Beth in front of me. I blinked a few times, but this just seemed to make the blurring worse. My eyes burned slightly now and the orgasm began to fade faster. I became aware of my body and, more importantly, of my surroundings.
Then I realized what had caused my sudden, partial blinding and the fading afterglow of my orgasm dissipated entirely. Coating my hair, my eyes, my nose, and dribbling into my mouth, was a large, sticky load of Daniel's cum. I felt like ice water had been poured down my back. I could barely feel Beth's quaking body against me. For reasons I couldn't explain, I shuddered when I understood what it was. I had to master myself to prevent myself from getting angry or from rapidly cleaning it off. I suddenly remembered where I was, what I did for a living, and why I had just had that incredibly profound experience.
"Thanks Skye. That was great," Daniel said yawning, his now-limp cock already stuffed back into his pants, "Go ahead and let yourself out." And with that, he started walking to his bedroom, stopping only once to walk down by the door to put money in my pocket.
* * * * *
Less than ten minutes later I was standing in the elevator with Beth next to me, feeling entirely numb. I had cleaned the cum off my face in Daniel's kitchen and then Beth and I had dressed silently. I couldn't understand the feelings that were running through my mind as I did this. I felt butterflies in my stomach but I couldn't tell what caused them. I didn't know if I was feeling something strange for Beth or if I was disgusted somehow by my actions. There weren't any words for what I felt about either of those scenarios and I just felt completely unsettled and confused in a way I had never felt. Not even as my first time. I felt like I couldn't make eye contact with Beth.
"That was a lot of fun," Beth said finally when we stepped onto the elevator together afterwards. I finally managed to look up at her. Her brow was completely un-creased, her smile easy, her manner light. Whatever I was feeling was entirely one sided, it seemed.
"Yes, you're very professional," I said, not sure of what else to say. Usually that would be a major compliment from me, but now it felt hollow and empty.
"It was my first time with a girl, so I was just doing what came natural," she said nonchalantly. I raised my eyebrows.
"First time professionally?" I asked.
"First time ever," she said. I almost believed she was lying, she had moved so smoothly. But something about her manner seemed to indicate that she was unable to lie. Her preternatural innocence was absolutely genuine. I felt a sudden stab of something clawing at my stomach as that thought came to mind.
"Where are you going now?" I asked, already knowing the answer.
"Back out on the street. I can break my record tonight!" she said, lifting up the wad of cash (fall smaller than my wad, but still sizeable) that Daniel had given her.
"It's cold out there," I said, looking at her clothes.
"I don't mind," she said. I knew I wasn't reaching the source of my concern. Suddenly the correct words rose to my mind.
"It is dangerous out there," I said. Beth was a streetwalker. That was a dangerous profession. I knew that when I first met her. It was why I didn't want anything to do with her. But I was feeling something different now. Something... different. Instinctively, I reached out and pulled the 'emergency stop' button on the elevator. The elevator lurched to a stop and Beth looked at me, concerned.
"What are you doing?" she asked, her mouth opening playfully. My heart was hammering in my chest like a virgin on prom night. My hands were sweaty and my mouth was painfully dry.
"Come with me," I said suddenly, the words coming out honest and scared.
"What?" she asked confused, tilting her head slightly to the side.
"Don't go back out into the cold and the streets. Just come with me. Come to my place. Even if just for the night," I said desperately. Beth laughed slightly.
"Are you paying?" she asked jokingly. I shook my head vehemently.
"No...Not like that," I said, chasing the right words and not sure I was finding them. I didn't even really understand what I was saying. I had this compulsion to speak, this need to get Beth to come with me. I don't even know what I wanted with her. I just wanted to protect her. It felt almost like...I loved her. But that wasn't possible. It was a totally alien emotion. Beth laughed it off.
"First you don't want anything to do with me, then we fuck for Danny, and now you want me to give you freebies. I like you Skye, but you are a crazy chick," she said. She started to reach to push the emergency stop back in. I reached forwards and grabbed her hand, feeling the warmth of her skin underneath of me once again.
"I...you are in the wrong line of work Beth. This is too dangerous for you. You don't even understand the risks you're taking. Let me take care of you. Come home with me," I said, approaching whatever it was that was holding me back. Beth's shoulders fell and she smiled sweetly.
"Oh Skye," she said, nodding, "You are so sweet! But I am fine. I like this job. I am good at it. I don't need you to protect me."
"Please..." I started.
"No Skye, but seriously, thank you," she said. Once again her absolute genuineness shone through in her words. I could tell now that there was nothing I could do or say. She was going back out on the streets, with all her innocence and naïvete. I couldn't stop her. I wasn't even really sure why I wanted to. We stood in silence for a long time. I had no options. There was nothing I could do. Without thought, my hand suddenly reached into my purse. I found what I wasn't even looking for and thrust it quickly out towards Beth.
"Here," I said certainly, "Take my book. Take my clients. Get off the streets. Make more money," I said, saying what I thought it would take to get her to accept my list of Johns. She reached out slowly and grabbed the book, looking at it intently. As the weight of the book passed from my hands, I felt the butterflies in my stomach stifle. I felt my muscles relax. I felt only the slow ache that I had not achieved my goal. I had not saved Beth, I had just increased the odds of her survival. I also felt a certain freedom for myself. Something I had not expected to feel, or even realized I could feel. I didn't even know I wasn't free.
I did not think then, and I still don't think now, that there was anything inherently degrading about what I did. I performed a service professionally. Sex is as natural as a thousand other things that we sell without second thought and, in the right context, it can probably be a positive experience to sell oneself. Helping someone who is lonely or desperate. At the very least it can be morally neutral. But I realized in that second that that wasn't the situation I was in. That wasn't the way the system I existed in and worked in was set up to function. Prostitution wasn't inherently degrading, but the people I worked for wanted it that way. Most of them didn't want sex or companionship or someone to talk to. Maybe there are Johns like that. But the ones I worked for didn't really get off on those things. They got off on taking something beautiful and dragging it down into the dirt. They wanted to see me wallow in filth because it turned them on that they had the power to do it to me. I had told myself that that wasn't the case, I had convinced myself that I had not allowed myself to be tarnished because I was paid well, I behaved professionally, and I hadn't (really) gotten hooked on anything. But just below the surface, the job had been eating away at me for some time. It had made me tired, jaded, and unhappy. It had, somehow, stolen sex from me. It had converted the magic of sex into a job. Worse, a job I didn't love.
But that night in Daniel's room, I had experienced something. I hadn't expected it. In fact, I had assumed that I was going to be degraded when I first saw Beth. But there was something in her kiss. Something in her open innocence...I can't explain it. She did not realize that Daniel was trying to smear us with his own filth. She liked sex and liked to do it well. She gave me something of herself...for real. It was not an Act. Something inside of me...something that I hadn't even known I had shut off, had instinctively opened to that. My body...my sexuality opened to her even before my mind managed to catch up. And when I saw the good and pure thing that was there, when I felt the actual power of sex, I was able to look at my life in a new way. In the reflection of Beth's innocence (which I had seen so incredibly well when our eyes and pussies locked together), I could see my own degradation. Something had shattered I couldn't do it anymore. If I kept going now...I would be on the street in weeks. That was why I had felt this overwhelming desire to save Beth. I had seen the true nature of our lives and the way her innocence would be broken. I wanted to prevent that from happening. To save her. Now I was only able to save myself.
"Hey thanks!" she said, like a child who had been given a Christmas present, "This will be so much easier!" Then here brow furrowed and she bit her lip, "But...won't you need it?"
"No," I said with a certainty I was surprised I felt, "I'm done." I started the elevator again. I told her how to do what I did. When we got out of the elevator, she was a callgirl and I was out of the life.
* * * * *
I had saved some money and when I decided to quit, I had quit entirely. I had no idea what I was going to do with my life, but I suddenly felt lighter, more innocent. Eventually I got my life in order. I went back to school. I became a freelance writer and eventually a (somewhat) compensated sex writer for an online publication. I went over a year without sex right after I quit, but eventually I was able to return to it. Or maybe I was able to have real sex for the first time in my life. Beth had opened something up, sex had become natural and good in a way I hadn't understood before. Eventually I met a girl and we decided to get married (I'd had enough dicks for one lifetime). My wife knew about my past, but the authorities didn't so there was no problem when I adopted my wife's young son who I loved as my own. I had a family, a job, just a short time after I'd quit my old life.
When I first quit, I thought about Beth every day. I relived every second we had spent together and all the feelings I had felt. For a long while, I believed that I was in love with Beth. That we would be married one day. That faded eventually. I came to realize that I didn't even really know Beth. That whatever connection we had felt was different than love. Maybe more powerful. Or, at least equally powerful. But even as that slow reassessment happened, I thought about her constantly.
At one point I even told my wife about that night. The night I decided I had to stop. I told her about Beth, about the connection we felt. I told her all the things I felt and saw. My wife said I was crazy. Not that I had quit or the things inside that I felt, but she said that I was running on assumptions. She pointed out that I'd barely talked to Beth. I couldn't really say for sure what made her seem so innocent or pure in my eyes. I just knew it. Further, nothing she had actually done had exposed my degradation. As my wife put it, "you got fucked really, really well and it messed with your head. In a good way. But it was all you." I guess that sort of makes sense. I don't know. I can't say for sure now what I felt or why it happened. Maybe it was just seeing Beth's innocence and feeling the way that innocence affected sex that had cut me loose. I know that it felt real, so I guess it doesn't really matter.
Sometimes, late at night, I still think about Beth. I can still see her clearly, even though I had only known her for a couple of hours at most. I can replay every minute of that experience. I know I love my wife and would never leave her for anyone or anything, but a part of my heart will always belong to Beth. I gave her something and she gave me something. I gave her the life and she gave me freedom. I stole a little bit of her light so that I could see. I gave her my book in exchange. And every person in my book would have taken a little of her light afterwards, just to watch it be extinguished. To get a sexual thrill from watching it die. She took my degradation and went back for more and more and more. And so forever there is a nagging feeling in the back of my mind, the small black spot on my soul that is the penance I pay for my former life. I will never get over the guilt I feel for Beth, for my failure to save her. In fact, I know that in saving myself, I made it impossible to save her. I traded the world for innocence, and she had done the opposite. Only one of us, the harder one of us, could walk away from the trade. I have done the best that I can with it. I just hope that someday, somehow, someone will succeed where I had to fail. I hope that before the weight of her degradation breaks her, that someone innocent can set her free.
The End
*****
Note: I honestly write so that I can hear the comments you all give. So please just tell me what you think. Even if it is just a sentence or two (though I always prefer more). Consider that your payment for a free story. And if you like this, I beg you to read my other stories and comment on them too. I know who my loyal readers are and I really appreciate you. Thanks!
YKN
P.S. I do one edit of my work and I try to be thorough. But I figure when it comes to handing out free erotica, you all would be better served getting it fast (if a little rough), than waiting for me to polish it like I was getting paid for my work. Especially on a massive project like this, it took a year to write and could take longer to edit. So, in short, I know there are some errors and I don't really care that much. Don't complain about the soundtrack in your porno, don't sweat the typos in your erotica. Thanks.
YKN
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Part I: The Data Breach
I padded quietly down my stairs and crossed over into the kitchen. I felt the need to be absolutely silent for some reason even though I was, as usual, totally alone. Maybe it was something about the absolute silence of the early morning, with the crisp orange light pouring in through the window, that I didn't want to disturb. Maybe it was just that I couldn't believe that this beautiful home in the Hollywood Hills really belonged to me. I might've been small and the view of the city less impressive than some, but for a 24 year old woman, it should've been impossible. The end result was that I still felt a little bit like I was sneaking in. That none of this really belonged to me and that it could be taken away at any minute.
I had to remind myself every morning as I grabbed a banana and a glass of water that not only was it mine, but that I'd earned it. The packet of papers sitting on the kitchen table really drove that point home. I could see, splashed across the title page the words "Fallen, 2X22, 'Conjuring.'" Fallen was the name of my television show. My. Show. Thinking about it like that never, ever, ever got old. It didn't even matter that I really didn't "get" the show and definitely wouldn't have watched it if I wasn't the star. That's right, the star. I was the fallen angel referenced in the title. I was the superhero ass-kicker trying to get back into heaven's good graces. Or something. I guess people who read the comic book understood what was going on. I just did what I was told. And loved every minute of it.
I sat down at the table with my banana and lifted the script. The number was the production code and the 'Conjuring,' was the name of next week's episode. The second season finale of what had become, in the last few month, a surprise hit. We'd changed time slots after the first season and lost a ton of viewers. We thought they were gone for good. But suddenly, they'd come flowing back and brought along a bunch of their friends. The show was getting renewed. I was getting a raise. There was even talk of my character (portrayed by me, of course) getting tied into the comic publisher's universe for the movie franchise next summer. Somehow, all the sudden, it was coming together.
I'd come to Hollywood when I was 18 years old with a dream to be a star. I'd struggled and bumbled and screwed up so many times that it seemed like I was destined to fail. Literally nothing ever worked out for me. Before I read for "Fallen," I had never gotten a single job. No bit parts, no commercials, no nothing. Hell, I'd showed up at a movie shoot one day and got cut as an unpaid extra. The only way I'd managed to keep my apartment was working weird shifts at a local grocery store chain.
And then it'd happened. I'd showed up at an open casting call for some minor character in the pilot (like I did every possible chance that I got) and , just like out of one of those old Hollywood stories, a producer spotted me in line and moved me to the front. He said that the girl they'd originally cast in the lead had dropped out (if the tabloids are to be believed it was a heroin overdose) and I had "just the look," that they'd been searching for. He even had a sort of real-to-life drawing of the comic book character and he showed it to me.
The fallen angel had long, thick midnight black hair. Her eyes were large, wide set and a deep, icy blue color that looked almost hypnotic. Her nose was small, somewhat upturned, and it gave her face an arrogant, almost haughty look. Her skin was somewhat dark, I guess a sort of olive color. Her lips were full and a darkish red sort of color. She had large breasts (mostly exposed) sitting up high on her chest. Her body had a dramatic hourglass shape with a very narrow waist and wide hips. Her legs were long and slender.
Would it be vain to say that the producer was right? The fallen angel in the comic book looked taller than me, but if you could account for my 5'3, 105-pound frame, then I had to say I was almost perfect. I mean the character had my eyes! What are the odds? The only real difference was that I have a small beauty mark above my lip, to the left side of my nose. I also have a tattoo of a rose on the underside of my left breast (but that never makes it on screen). The audition was a breeze. I'd never had confidence like that before. And when the guys from the comic book company saw me, the guys who wrote and drew for the Fallen for years, they didn't have any doubts. I had the part.
Now here I was, sitting in the home that Fallen paid for, chewing easily on a banana and thinking about what sort of cliff-hanger was in store to end the season. A cliff-hanger...because we already knew we would be back for the next season! It was incredible. I flicked through the pages in the script, but even thinking about the future made me too excited. I had time to learn all of this stuff. Filming wasn't for a few more days. I decided to do now what I hadn't really had a chance to do yet: bask in the warmth of my sudden success.
"Oh come on," I said to myself, "Let's see who Jayne Catalina is dating." It wasn't my real name, of course, but that's what everyone knew me as. My stage name, I guess. Since my sudden rise to fame over the last year and a half, and the relentless publicity machine that is the comic/movie complex, I had become something of a sex symbol. Everyone wanted to know who I was sleeping with. My agent had recently been encouraging me to "become more of a celebrity, less of just an actress," meaning that he wanted me to go out on more dates and be more famous for being famous. But it didn't seem that the tabloids actually needed me to date anyone. Anytime I walked in public next to a famous man (no matter if he was married or what), I was "seen" with him. The same happened to any attractive guy I happened to see on the street. If I said hello, the tabloids would ask whether he was my "new guy." It seemed there was always someone taking pictures of me in public. I guess that was good for my career. If anyone could take pictures of me in private, they'd see I was always alone.
I didn't feel like worrying about that now. Who can feel too bad about being alone when you're just getting famous and everyone wants to know everything about you? I guess more established celebrities (oh god that word! So exciting) get bored with this stuff and then they need something real in their lives. But I certainly wasn't there yet. It was still so...fresh. I reached for the remote and clicked on the little television I kept on the counter in the kitchen (I certainly wasn't cooking in there, might as well have something to watch). The television was already tuned to the celebrity news channel. There was a story about George Clooney's new movie on and I sort of tuned out. Wouldn't be anything about me.
I chomped on my banana slowly and listened out of the corner of my ear for anything interesting. The program had just started and it seemed like they were focusing hard on the movies first. Maybe someday. It was right before the second commercial break when my ears perked up. They had just tossed back to the anchor after a taped segment. She was speaking with a little more somber tone than before, not the excited, gossipy tone that I was used to. I looked up and saw her looking directly at the camera, appearing very serious.
"Well it has happened again," the anchor said, "Several sources are confirming this morning that there has been another celebrity data breach. The private documents of dozens of Hollywood and international stars have been leaked. Most prominently, we are getting word that dozens of nude photographs from some of America's biggest stars are already posted on the internet. Our reports indicate that this could be the largest leak in history with at least two Academy Award nominated actresses included in the mix. One batch of photos purportedly shows a very high profile sitcom actress engaged in an act of adultery."
"How terrible," I said out loud, putting my hand over my face. I'd come to the channel for a little bit of thrill that came with being a celebrity and now I was facing the dirty, underside of it. The complete loss of privacy, the utter lack of security. I felt so bad for everyone involved. I hoped that they would catch whoever did it. Even thinking about the issue was making my stomach turn. I reached for the remote again, to turn off the television.
"Perhaps most shockingly," the anchor continued and, for some reason, I paused briefly, "We have been able to confirm that five photos disclose that a famous starlet, known for her role as a comic book heroine is, in fact, a non-operative transgender woman. More details on this story when we return from our commercial break." And suddenly I was looking at a commercial for eyeliner.
But I didn't see it. I couldn't see anything. My entire field of vision felt like it had gone black. It felt like my heart had stopped beating and my entire body felt icy. Whatever slightly nauseated feeling that I'd had there before was suddenly pushed into a completely different plain. It felt like someone had reached through my skin, grabbed ahold of my intestines, and squeezed for all they were worth. I gagged twice, but my guts were so badly knotted that nothing came out. My skin felt rubbery and it was instantly coated in a thin coating of greasy sweat. I was shivering badly and I couldn't breathe.
Slowly, the shock of the moment started to fade slightly. The blood whooshing in my ears slowed slightly and my vision came back to me. I was still staring blankly at the television screen. There was an ad for cat litter on. I wasn't sure how long I had sort of been out of it. I wondered how long I had before the show came back on. Before the anchor said the name of the "non-operative transgender woman" of stage and screen.
Part of me wanted to run up to my bedroom and find my iPad. I wanted to quickly Google the most recent document dump. I wanted to find the pictures. I wanted to see the evidence. I wanted to know what everyone had been seeing for the last few hours. But I already knew what I would find. The first hits on Google, the little indented news ones at the top, I could see the headlines already, "Actress Jayne Catalina, 24, secretly transgender" or "Jayne Catalina, 24, of Fallen born a male, sources indicate," and below that in the general search results, in the blogs, "Jayne Catalina is a tranny!" or more likely still, "Jayne Catalina has a dick and you're all perverts for wanting to fuck her!"
It didn't make sense to go and look. I already knew. I was a "young starlet," I was known exclusively for my role as a comic book heroine. And sitting between my legs, as it had been since the day I was born, as a small, incongruous cock. It had never fit me, but I'd never gotten rid of it. Through all of the hormones and all of the other surgeries to transform my body, it had remained a part of me.
It would probably be impossible to untangle all of the reasons that I'd chosen not to have the ultimate surgery. I could fill up an entire book with my intersecting and contradictory motivations. But, if I had to pick the primary reason it was probably, counter-intuitively, that I wanted to be famous. Ever since I was a little girl (and I was always a little girl, regardless of what was between my legs) I saw myself on television. Or in the movies. And, as I got older, I realized that if I wanted to be an actress, if I wanted to be famous, that meant sacrifices. And not just the normal sacrifices most people make (leaving home, foregoing school, that kind of stuff). I was in a unique situation.
Growing up, of course, I knew I was different. And I also knew that being different was bad, regardless of what Disney movies and Nickelodeon television shows had tried to teach me. It is a lesson that any different kid learns very fast. Sometimes someone would get to know you. You'd like them, they'd like you and it would be great. Then they'd learn who you really were. They'd drop you so quickly...When my parents moved me from my hometown to Denver, Colorado when I was 9 years old, I went as Jayne and I never looked back at the person I was before.
It was probably around that time that I decided I wanted to become beautiful and famous. I was lonely, I remember. It wasn't my natural inclination to be standoffish. That wasn't who I was. But that's what I became, because I had to be. But it never sat right. I knew that I still needed affection. Affection that even my supportive(ish) mother couldn't provide. I knew that I needed love, maybe even adoration. The older I got, the more refined my fantasy became. I saw myself on magazine cover, giving interviews on late night television, answering fan mail. I saw myself reaping the love of the world. From afar. From legions of devoted fans who cared about my every utterance, who followed my every move, but who didn't really know me.
That way I could get what I needed, without letting anyone get too close. Allowing someone to love me, rather the idea of me that I presented to the world was...dangerous. So dangerous, for so many reasons. And strangely, I guess that is why I kept my cock. Because I knew that I would always want something more. That there could never be enough love in the world for me. Or that a single kind of love would never be enough. Even if I was loved by millions, I would always want to be known by one. And so I kept my penis, as a reminder to myself that I couldn't let anyone in. A reminder that if anyone got too close, I would absolutely be found out. Even if I removed my penis, if I opened to the world, they'd find out it was once there. And they'd never forgive me for letting them love me under false pretenses. My penis was the insurance policy I kept to prevent myself from becoming careless.
And even with all that, it hadn't helped. I'd been found out anyway.
But that's the thing, I couldn't figure out how I was careless here. I had never let anyone see me naked. I wouldn't even strip down to a bathing suit or panties unless I was absolutely sure that my...'secret' was double taped down and flat against my body. Tucked up high between my legs. I'd never had a boyfriend (or girlfriend) and I had certainly never taken any naked photographs for myself. Only a handful of doctors, bound by redundant confidentiality agreements and professional creeds, knew about me. They certainly never took pictures. Did they?
I looked up at the television. Commercials were still on. The sunlight reflected off of a wind chime that hung from the back window of my house. The light struck my eye, blinding me for a second and forcing me to look down. The window. Suddenly I remembered. I knew exactly where the pictures had come from.
My first day in the house, a couple of weeks ago...I was so happy. I had gotten up out of bed and, without even bothering to put on my panties and my robe (the outfit I was wearing at that exact moment), I had just headed downstairs. The thick carpet in the bedroom felt so good on my feet...the air conditioned air felt so titillating against my bare skin. I hadn't even been able to help myself. I just want to take advantage of the freedom my new home provided. No more roommates. No more windows opening up on the busy alley behind the Chinese restaurant. Just privacy that belonged to me. So I'd walked.
I must've spent...I don't know...twenty minutes just going about my business around the house before I realized it. I was luxuriating the morning sunlight, just like I was doing now. And somehow, it dawned on me that this place was different from my old apartment in a lot of ways. The windows weren't tinted and there weren't bars on the outside because I didn't have to worry about meth-heads trying to break in. The windows themselves were massive. The view went on forever. And while all of that was lovely in theory...it meant that there was an unobstructed view into my house! I had basically dropped down onto the floor then and crawled back up the stairs to my bedroom and got dressed. My face was so hot and red it could've melted steel. Only once I'd gotten completely dressed had I breathed a sigh of relief. I remember say, "Dodged that one."
But now I knew that I hadn't. Someone had been out there, in the hills or in the valley below. There were dozens of people who followed me around most of the time now to get my picture. One of them had been really enterprising. He had somehow lucked out and gotten a view of me, standing their naked with my tits and my balls out, and he'd snapped some pictures. And now they were included in this "leak." And my career was over.
No, it was a lot worse than that. My life was over. I couldn't even imagine what was going to happen to me next. I didn't even want to think about walking back up to my room and seeing my phone. I was sure that my publicist and agent had already called to tell me that it was over. I was sure that there were calls from dozens of reporters. And hate mail. If they leaked anything I was sure they leaked everything. I'd have thousands of death threats already with more to come. People who had lied and said they'd dated me or who had just been insinuated with me would be ostracized. I would be more famous than ever but I'd never make any money ever again. I would be publicly humiliated and abandoned. All the love, all the new adoration that I was just starting to get...it would all dry up. It'd be gone. I'd turn to hate. And in a few months it would be gone. And I would be alone forever.
As these thoughts raced through my head, my body grew tighter and tighter. I could feel the pressure building all around me. I could barely breathe. I wanted nothing more in that moment than to rush back up to my room, to climb into bed and pull the covers over my head. I never wanted to come out. I wanted to stay there until I died of thirst. I didn't want them ever to find my body. The wrong body.
And I would've tried too. I know I would have. I would have climbed up the stairs and done...something. But I was locked in place. I couldn't die until I heard the actual death sentence was issued. I needed to hear the television say my name one last time. Finally the commercial was over, the anchor was back on television. She still had her serious look on, like she was disappointed to have to give the news. But I knew the glee they felt. It was such a...big story. I took as deep a breath as I could and watched.
"Welcome back," she said, each word dribbling from her mouth impossibly slowly, "As we reported before the break..."
"Oh Christ just fucking say it!" I moaned, putting my head down on the kitchen table and gasping for breath. She recounted pretty much exactly what she had said about the Oscar nominees and the adultery before the break, without naming names. I wondered if she was even going to say my name.
"And, perhaps most shockingly," she said and I felt my chest tighten. The whole world slowed down. I could barely hear her above the sound of my body collapsing on itself, "our sources were able to confirm five of the photographs show clearly that actress..."
"Oh Jesus," I whispered, unable to say anything else. I had everything I had ever worked for. I'd just about the grabbed the end of the line and now I was ready to start climbing up. And now it was getting yanked from my grasp. And it would never come back again.
"Bella Radnor, famous for her portrayal of Agent Double X in the Liberty Squad movie franchise is, in fact, a non-operative transgender woman. Needless to say, Hollywood is shocked by these startling revelations. Let's turn to our panel..."
For a long moment I sat completely silent in my chair. The television was little more than a buzz in the background. It felt like the entire world had fallen away. The words the anchor had spoken were rattling around in my numb mind and my body was totally and completely still. Everything was totally and completely still. Only one coherent thought managed to make its way from my brain. But I had to say the words in order to understand them.



"Bella Radnor isn't my name," I said, dumbfounded. I wasn't Agent Double X either. For a moment, the reality of what I had just heard didn't really register in my mind. My stomach was still knotted, my palms were still wet. I was still waiting for the other shoe to drop. There was another very long pause before I could think again. I was vaguely aware that the commercials had come back on again. Fifteen minutes of silence.
"Bella Radnor," I said again, "huh." Involuntarily, the corners of my lips pulled back slightly. Before I knew what was happening, I was smiling. The wave of relief washed over me even before my mind fully caught up with what was happening. I felt my guts loosen, I felt a warm wave sort of roll down from my shoulders to my toes. I was breathing again. The light seemed to have flowed back into the room. I laughed a little, incredulously to myself.
"It wasn't me," I said, laughing slightly again. I flopped back into the kitchen chair, nearly panting as I got my breath back. As the tension left me entirely, I was left feeling completely wrung out. My arms dropped down on my sides and I just sort of sagged down. It felt like I'd been up all day, not just digesting my breakfast. I closed my eyes for a minute, feeling my heart rate start to slow.
After another few minutes it began to make sense. I really had always been incredibly careful. Like I'd thought before, I had absolutely never consented to have a photo, or five, taken. I certainly didn't take any of myself. I looked briefly out the window again, at my view of the valley beyond. There was simply no way that anyone could have gotten a picture of me. And even if they did, the distances would have meant that it was blurry and distant that it would not have been clear. My cock wasn't big enough to see from a distance. There was no way someone could "confirm" my identity from a picture like that.
The more I thought about it the more silly I began to feel. There hadn't been any chance it was going to be me. The scare I'd had...I mean that was more intense than anything I'd ever felt in my life. But it hadn't really been warranted. The photos were not of me and they couldn't be of me.
Still...it was very strange. "Oh God," I said to myself, "What are the odds?" I let out another nervous laugh. A young Hollywood star. A comic book franchise. A transwoman. It seemed like there was no one else in the world that it could possibly describe. How could there be another person?
"Bella Radnor..." I said again for the third time. But this was the first time I really thought about that name as something other than simply 'not my name.' It was the first time I realized that if the anchor on television wasn't referring to me, she must've been talking about some real person. For a moment, my stomach locked up again. Not nearly as bad, but still uncomfortable. If this wasn't happening to me, then it was happening to someone else. A real person
Now that I had calmed myself down slightly, I began to think about the person called Bella Radnor. It took me a moment to place her in my mind. I certainly didn't know her personally, I didn't really know many famous people at that point. I still got star struck. I also couldn't really place any movies she was in, though I knew I'd heard the name before. I certainly wasn't watching anything with Agent Double X. Like I said, not a Sci-Fi girl until I got hired to be one. Finally, it clicked. I'd seen her in a romantic comedy like six years earlier. She was a struggling magazine writer and...whatever you know the rest of the story.
She was young then, very young. She was probably no more than thirty now. I had just seen a picture of her in a tabloid a couple of weeks earlier. She had just broken up with her boyfriend, a comedian or something. She was short like me. She had very long, very straight dark red hair. She had mischievous eyes and thick, pouty lips. She was renowned for her large, shockingly perky breasts, which she exposed in basically any movie that could in any way include nudity. But despite the large breasts, she was very thin, with a very small waist, hips that were only wide in relation to that small waist, and thin wispy legs. The rumor was that her breasts were fake. Regardless, she was stunningly beautiful. And, like me, apparently, she was a transwoman. I could barely believe it. Of course, few would believe it about me either.
At first, all I felt was sadness. Once I put a face to the name, I could suddenly recognize the humanity of this other woman. She had woken up just like I had, she'd felt the same sudden pang of terror, she'd sweat cold and gagged, and she wondered how it had happened. Unlike me, she hadn't gotten a reprieve. She was living her absolute nightmare at that exact moment. Somewhere else, probably just on the other side of the city, she knew for certain that she was ruined. I felt...I can't explain what I felt. It was relief mostly I guess, a sort of very clear "there but for the grace of God go I" sensation. But there was also shame at that feeling. Shame because my relief only existed because of Bella Radnor's misery. Shame also at my body, because it was "shocking" to others and always left me on the verge of being "discovered.
After a while, the shame and the relief started to mix together strangely. They built on one another. The sheer volume of my relief threw into focus how deeply ashamed I really was. This made me recognized how relieved I was that I had not been caught.
Then another sort of feeling was added to this. Curiosity. From the moment I placed Bella Radnor in my mind, and thought of how beautiful she was, I knew that I wanted to see. I knew that I shouldn't want to. I knew that even if I wanted to, I was obligated to resist. Of course, that obligation made the curiosity stronger. The taboo. But that was really only a small part of the curiosity. That was merely the surface. The real source of the curiosity, was the spiraling sense of shame and relief. I had to know why I was relieved, I had to see what my shame would have been. I had to know.
Eventually, the tension inside of me reached a fever pitch. I was sitting at the kitchen table, my muscles taut and my body shaking all over. I couldn't hear the television. All I had was the overriding need to see the pictures. I needed to see Bella Radnor's shame reflected back at me so that I could truly understand the depths of my relief. My sense of Bella Radnor's privacy failed me. I simply had to go. I had to see.
I shot up from the kitchen table like a rocket, almost rising a foot off of my feet from the seated position. All of the coiled muscles sprung at once sort of. I landed on my feet awkwardly but didn't think about it. Instead, I simply took off towards the stairs, running like someone was chasing me. My bare feet slapped hard on the tile, and then on the hardwood floors as I bounded towards the second floor. I wasn't even really thinking, my body was just dragging me along.
In a land-speed record, I was diving onto my bed. My iPad was underneath of my pillow and I reached for it as my breasts and my stomach bounced on my new King-sized mattress. I was still bouncing as I flipped off the little cloth cover and turned on the screen. In seconds I was goggling the, "Bella Radnor leaked photos."
As I had predicted, the news stories popped up first, except of course her name was in the headlines. The first one, from the respectable AP said "Actress Bella Radnor, 32, photo and gender identity leaked" another Hollywood paper said, "Bella Radnor, refuses comment on transgender photo rumors." Also, as I predicted, the blogs had dug in. One well-known celebrity blogger wrote "Bella Radnor's Ballsy Photo Shoot," another one said, "Bella Radnor's Tranny Secret Revealed!" still another one simply stated "Agent XY" and had a picture of Bella Radnor, looking beautiful and scared. I clicked on one of the blogs quickly, knowing that they would link to the pictures, even if the newspapers wouldn't. I didn't read the article, I found the last hyperlink and followed it (the blogs are predictable, they will make you read the thing before you get to see what you're after).
And then she was there. There were five pictures in all, I had to scroll down to see them. The pictures were taken inside. The person shooting them was likely no more than four or five feet away from Bella Radnor. The quality of the photographs was very good. They were obviously not professional photographs, but they were taken with a good camera. Each shot was very clear.
The first showed a fully clothed Bella Radnor. She was sitting on the edge of a four-post bed in a small skirt and a loose-fitting, white blouse. Her legs were crossed at the ankle and her hands were pushed down firmly into the mattress. She was leaning forward slightly and smiling broadly. Her long red hair fell messily and seductively over her eyes. She looked more beautiful than I remembered her being (I guess I'd never really had any reason to notice her though). She was absolutely feminine, elegant even.
The second photograph was largely the same thing. She was still sitting clothed on the bed with her ankles crossed. Now, however, her right hand was up off of the mattress. Her hand was lift up towards her face and it looked like she was biting one of her knuckles. Her face exhibited a sort of shy, flirtatiousness. What's more, several buttons of her loose blouse had been undone. The shirt had been pulled apart slightly and I could see the gentle swell of each of her breasts and the valley between them. The barest hint of the edge of her right areola might have been visible in the shadows. I couldn't be sure.
But I didn't have any patience for that. It was not her breasts, which nearly everyone in America had already seen, that interested me. I scrolled down a little bit farther. My heart was thrumming nervously and my fingers were leaving a sweaty streak on the screen. I felt a kind of nervous excitement, like a Christmas morning when you were sure you weren't good enough to get presents. When you knew you were going to be hurt, but you had to find out anyway. When I scrolled a little farther, I gasped aloud.
Bella Radnor was still sitting on the bed and she still had her knuckles up to her face. Except now her tongue was sticking out playfully, sort of sitting up on top of her hand, small and pink. Her blouse was now spread completely open and her large breasts were sitting up high on her chest, very perky. Her nipples looked hard. She was still wearing her skirt. But she had sort of flipped it back so that the hem was laying across her bellybutton. What's more, she was no longer crossing her ankles. Her legs were spread wide on the bed.
And there, coiled up slightly against her thigh, was Hollywood star Bella Radnor's cock.
It was soft in the photograph but there was no mistaking it. She was shaved completely bare, maybe waxed and the photograph was well lit. I could see the uncircumcised tip of her penis lying against her leg, the shaft was almost milky white. Her testicles were very large and were a sort of pinkish red color. Bella Radnor had a cock!
They say that seeing is believing, and I guess that is sort of true. I mean I saw this picture with Bella Radnor's beautiful face and her large, perky breasts and I also saw her pale, flaccid cock. Both of those things registered in my mind. But somehow it almost still didn't seem real. And it was so strange because I had seen my own body in the mirror, I knew that it was possible to have a face and a body that people found feminine, sexy even, and to have a cock between the legs. But somehow...it still didn't feel real that someone else could look the same as me, could be in the same situation.
Beyond shock, I guess I felt something else as well. I wasn't really able to acknowledge that it was there, but it definitely was. Bella Radnor was a beautiful woman. Beyond that, the tension inside of me had grown more intense, more insistent. Seeing her...entire body had done that. It had deepened my relief and my shame rather than resolved either of them. It had grown so overwhelming that I guess my body had tried to find a way to release it. At least...that's what I thought was happening.
Whatever, I won't dance around it now; I was becoming aroused. I could feel my nipples pressing against the soft fabric of my robe where my breasts were pushing into the mattress. My skin felt tingly all over and my mouth was dry. What's more I could feel my...my cock reacting. It was un-taped at the moment. Despite the fact that I rarely became erect (for a whole host of reasons really), I could feel it quickly filling. I could feel a slight hardness against my leg.
But I didn't really acknowledge that. I couldn't acknowledge that. Instead, I kept my eyes on my iPad screen and scrolled down farther. If I had been shocked at the third photograph, I was absolutely dumbfounded by the fourth. The skirt and the blouse were gone (maybe I could see them piled on the floor, I didn't really look). Bella Radnor was completely naked except for a small necklace. Her right hand was no longer up by her face. Her mouth was no longer obscured and I could see that she was smiling brightly. The hand was now down, grasping her own breast gently, her fingers sinking into the skin. But that wasn't the most unbelievable part of the picture. Her legs were still spread and her left hand was no longer on the mattress. Instead, she was reaching between her legs. Her fingers were wrapped tightly around her cock, which was now quite hard. It had grown more than I'd expected and I was surprised that the milky white shaft was poking out of her fist several inches. The tip of the cock was facing almost directly at the camera, her foreskin stretched taut.
As my eyes devoured the picture, my body involuntarily reacted. The tension was too great, I couldn't help it. I pushed my chest down harder into the bed, letting friction play on my nipples. My cock was about as hard as it ever got at that point (not nearly as hard, or large for that matter, as Bella Radnor's, but more than enough) and I was grinding my hips slowly against the bed, feeling the rush of sensation up my spine. However, I didn't acknowledge I was doing this. I just kept my eyes on the picture, trying to comprehend its dark magic. Trying to wrap my mind around the reality of the rigid flesh between the movie star's legs.
But I knew that there was still one last picture. One more piece of "evidence." So I somehow managed to pull my attention away from Bella Radnor's cock, grasped in her palm. I started to scroll down once more. Quickly, almost too quickly. But I got the final picture lined up across the screen. When it came into focus and I registered the image on the screen, I gasped aloud and pressed my cock down hard into my soft mattress.
For the first time, the perspective of the photographs had changed and Bella Radnor was no longer sitting on the edge of the bed. Whoever was taking the photos was now clearly standing on top of the bed, looking down. Bella Radnor was on the floor below, lying on her back. Her body from the top of her head down to below her knees. Of course, that was only because her legs were splayed wide where she laid on the ground. She was still completely naked now and her left hand was still wrapped around her hard cock, which she was sort of pulling up towards the camera.
More shocking, her right hand was no longer on her breast. Instead her entire right arm had sort of snaked down her body. Her breast was resting against her bicep and it was pushed up, her nipple fiercely erect. Her arm had actually slipped down between her legs and her hand was sort of...hooked back up towards her body. You know, bent at the wrist. At first, I really didn't really understand what I was seeing. I noticed thumb and index finger sort of curl up against her taut pink balls. I could see clearly because her balls were sort of flipped up on her body and they looked a little smaller than before. I also saw her pinky finger and ring finger pressing against her palm. But I didn't see her middle finger. It was only after looking extremely closely that I realized what had happened. Bella Radnor's middle finger was buried all the way to hilt in her own asshole!
Before the full weight of that realization could dawn on my mind, I made another startling discovery. I couldn't believe that I hadn't noticed it before. There was a gooey mass of pearly liquid pooling in Bella Radnor's bellybutton! But that was just the start. There were dribs and drabs of the white stuff up across the length of her taut abdomen, some spots larger than others. There was even a droplet on her left nipple! But it didn't even stop there. In the hollow of her throat, a pool almost as large as the one in her bellybutton had formed. Finally, there was a large splatter across her chin. Bella Radnor was looking directly into the camera's lens, her eyes half open looking sultry. She was biting her lower lip. Actually, it was clear that her teeth had overshot her lower lip, cutting the final pool of milky liquid in half! A few drops of her own cum must've been in her mouth.
The final picture was far more than I had ever expected. First of all, this wasn't simply a leaked nude photo. It wasn't even a leaked nude photo of a transwoman. It was a photo taken in the direct aftermath of an orgasm. Bella Radnor's face was positively glowing with her release. Seeing her like that, and knowing that everyone in the world could see her like...It drove home the absolute exposure she'd experienced. It was far worse than I'd expected. This most private moment of pure bliss...stolen from her forever.
What was even more terrible, at least from my perspective, was that the betrayal and the humiliation and the glimpse into this private moment, made her all the more beautiful. I suddenly found that I adored her. I couldn't believe that I would ever think another woman was more attractive. And my body was absolutely on fire now. The tension that I could barely acknowledge had reached a point of horrifying power. I felt like my mind and my body were no longer my own.
I kept the final picture framed in the center of my iPad. In fact, I took a screenshot of it. But I sat up quickly on the bed. I began to desperately remove my clothes from my body. I knew that there was really only one way that I could end this tension. I must've known what I was going to do from the instant I began to walk upstairs. But the need had become all-encompassing now.
I essentially tore the robe off of my body, letting it fall on the ground. I looked down at my breasts, jiggling slightly at my frantic motions. My nipples were stick up high and hard on my body. I looked down quickly at the picture. My breasts were slightly smaller than Bella Radnor's. Hers were sort of a heavy, round shape while mine were extremely perky teardrops. Her nipples were larger and redder too, mine pinker and smaller. But it felt good to compare them anyway. I moved my hands up, grasping my breasts and kneading the skin. I felt my nipples press like little bullets into my palms. I arched my back, threw my head back and moaned. I squeezed harder, feeling my flesh press between my fingers. My breasts had never been so sensitive.
But I needed more than that. I looked down between my breasts. I could see my tight red panties. More than that, I could see the small (but larger than usual) bulge. Usually, I would do everything in my power to ignore that little bulge. I rarely ever touched and I played with it...once a year...maybe? But today was different. Today I desperately needed to get at it. I dropped onto my ass on the bed and, in the same instant, hooked my thumbs into the waistband of the panties. In a moment, I lifted my hips up off the bed and ripped my panties down my legs. I felt a wet spot in the front, precum I guess, as I wadded them up in my hand and threw them across the room. Once again sitting on my ass, I spread my legs wide. I looked down.



My cock was small I guess, I don't know I've never seen another one in person before. It was around three inches long when it was flaccid, sort of dwarfed by largish balls (the most difficult thing to conceal). Definitely smaller than Bella Radnor's flaccid penis had been. When I was aroused it would grow much thicker and a little bit longer, maybe four inches, four and a half like now when I was really aroused. I was circumcised, the tip was the same pink color of my nipples. The shaft was the same olive color as the rest of my skin and it was very smooth, not veiny. Like Bella Radnor, I was waxed totally smooth (something I did myself). My cock was now quite hard, and listing a little to the left, but not touching my thigh. It ached like I'd never felt before, my balls felt impossibly heavy.
As I said, I was not very experienced with sex. I mean I was virgin, but I wasn't even very experienced with having sex by myself. But that day, I knew exactly what I wanted. My right hand returned to my breast, pinching at the nipple and kneading the skin. At the same time I flopped back onto the bed, on my back. My head was now on the pillow and I adjusted the iPad so that it was resting on the pillow next to me. I turned my head so I was facing it. At the same time I spread my legs wide.
My left hand now started to snake down my body. I felt my palm move down across my abdomen, over the swell of my stomach. I felt my fingertips graze my rigid cock. I gasped slightly. My entire body thrummed as the pads of my finger pressed into my smooth skin. I'd never felt anything like it before. I didn't know that I could be so...sensitive. As my cock became used to my touch, I carefully wrapped my fingers around it. The flesh felt harder, tauter than I'd ever experienced before. It was like I could feel the muscles tightening against my palm. My fingers wrapped all the way around myself and I moaned gently. I began to move my hand up and down on my shaft, very slowly, but very tightly. I was afraid that the pleasure I felt would be too intense if I moved more quickly.
Involuntarily, my right had had begun to squeeze on my breast more tightly. I loosened it slightly as the skin was starting to ache. I looked over at the picture. I looked at Bella Radnor's eyes. There was something about the glint in them, the way she was looking at the camera...it felt like she was looking right at me. I mean, it was like she was seeing me through the photograph. I knew that wasn't the case, I hadn't lost my mind or anything. It was just a feeling, it made me tingle all over...just the thought of it.
I started to pull a little harder on my cock. Not faster, if anything slower, just harder. I tugged hard on my skin so that it pulled up, sort of wrapping up over the bulbous tip of my circumcised cock. I pulled my skin so tight that it actually started to look like I still have my foreskin. When I pulled it all the way up, I held it there. I think the only thing keeping me from finishing right then was the pressure around the tip. I had barely noticed that while I had been doing this, my eyes had moved from Bella Radnor's sparkling eyes down to her rigid cock. It was beautiful.
But that wasn't the only surprise. The pressure on my breasts had completely dissipated. I was nearly shocked to see my right hand snaking down my body. I felt my palm glide down over my ribs, across the side of my belly and then against my hip bone. My hips were flexing then, my legs spreading wider, spreading so they looked like Bella Radnor's legs. It was only when my hand started to slide down the olive expanse of my inner thigh, in between my legs that I realized I was moving it at all. And where it was going.
Even when I understood what I was doing, I didn't stop. I kept my left hand grasped tightly around my throbbing cock and I kept my eyes on Bella Radnor. I was looking at her smooth belly now, marveling at the pearly liquid that was spread all over it. Wondering how warm and silky it felt against her skin.
It was while I was reveling in that thought that I felt my fingers on my right hand gently brush against my scrotum. My balls, feeling heavy and weighted, seized up slightly as my nails grazed across them. I moaned and stared at Bella Radnor's tight little balls. My fingers kept pushing forward and after a half second I groaned loudly and felt a sort of electric sensation in my shoulders. I could feel the sensation pulsing up through me. And it started right were my long, slender index finger was pressing against the crinkled, dense flesh of my anus.
I had never, ever even thought about incorporating anything like...this into my solo activities. I didn't even know that it was a thing that someone could do. But as the pad of my finger started to slide against the folded flesh, I felt my nipples grow even harder. Goosebumps broke out all over my body. The thousands of little nerves around my asshole came alive, tingling. I'd never felt anything like it. My hand, wrapped around my cock didn't so much stroke anymore, it sort of rippled and pulsated around the taut flesh.
I stayed in this position for...a long time. I really cannot say how long. My left hand continued to throb around my hard dick while my left hand fingers played teasingly at my anus. My skin felt like it was on fire with some sort of frozen flame and my nipples ached to be pulled. But I couldn't move my hands. And I couldn't move my eyes either. They scanned up and down Bella Radnor's nude body, taking in every inch of her beauty and her humiliation. My own touch was powerful, but I knew where the sexual tension and the desire was really coming from...it was from the picture.
After a while, this tension grew too great. The arousal and shame were still spiraling up and up, growing exponentially with each passing minute. And I knew that I needed a release. And I also knew, more importantly, that I wasn't done. I wasn't yet...I didn't yet really know what it was to be Bella Radnor. Or something like that.
Regardless, my fingers on my right hand brushed one more time against the tensed skin of my anus. It felt wrong to move them away, to change my position, but I knew that I had to, so I moved quickly. Like I said, I'd never incorporated anything having to do with...my ass into any of my sexual exploration before. I'd never seen anyone else, not even internet porn or anything (I hardly ever looked, and then only for very tame things). But I knew enough about the mechanics of the body to know that I needed lube. What's more, I knew that I didn't own any kind of lubricate, at least not actual lubricate (moisturizer, lotion, that kind of stuff, maybe). So I needed to make my own.
My right hand quickly flew up to my mouth. I didn't even really plan what I was doing, or think about where my fingers had just been. Instead, I hungrily took my fingers between my lips. In a moment, I felt my tongue pressing against my fingertips, bathing them in my saliva. My fingers, especially my index finger, had a strange, earthy flavor to them. It was bad or dirty, I wasn't unclean. It was just...different. And exciting. Soon my tongue was flying around my fingers, sliding in between them and coating them in spit.
As good as it tasted and felt to lick at my fingers, I continued to stare at Bella Radnor. It felt almost like she was moving. Like she was there next to me, pushing me forward. Begging me to be like her. I almost felt like I saw her wink at me, with those sparkly eyes. That was enough for me. I left a large glob of thick, white saliva on my fingers. I quickly moved my fingers back down quickly, back between my legs.
My left hand stopped undulating around my cock (which was now far harder than it had ever been). I just held tight while my right hand once again found its way underneath of my balls. The saliva had grown cool on its rapid trip down from my trembling lips and I shivered a bit as the pads of my fingers pressed against my anus. In order to warm it up, and to lube up my asshole, I began to spread the saliva around. With my fingertips soaked I explored the gentle folds of my skin. Soon, the whole area felt slick and warm. I closed my eyes for a moment and moaned loudly. But soon I opened them again, so that I could continue to look at Bella Radnor. I saw a glossy, glowing spot on the visible top of her asscheek, the spot where her own lube or spit was spread. That seemed like a sign.
The middle finger on my right hand was still very wet from my lips and my anus was extremely slick. I didn't really know what I was doing, but, in all honesty, it wasn't rocket science. Besides, my body seemed to know instinctively what to do. My hips pressed down and my fingers pressed up on their own accord. I felt my fingertip press against the dense skin of my anus. It naturally slid down towards the middle, towards my slick opening. I pushed harder and I felt a slight pinch. It hurt...but it felt good as well.
I pushed harder. It seemed like my body recognized what I was trying to do and, after a slightly more intense pinch, my asshole sort of...gave way for me. It opened up to my finger. I felt the crinkled skin part and the tip of my finger entered my body. I was so wet that I slipped easily in to the first knuckle. I gasped at the sudden sensations. My insides were slick and tight and squeezed tightly around my finger. I felt so incredibly full, like that little finger tip had taken up all the space inside of my body.
My eyes flickered over to Bella Radnor. I saw her fingers pressed tightly up against the skin of her ass. I her knuckle pressing hard against her tight purple-pink anus. I didn't hesitate. Despite the pressure, I kept pushing my finger harder and deeper into my body. Every millimeter felt like I was going to break myself in half, but then my body would make room for me. My insides grew warm, softer, more pillowing. It was only squeezing me uncomfortably tight right near the anus. The rest of my insides felt welcoming. And electric. Soon, I wanted to get more inside of me. I kept working, sometimes pulling out slightly to get a better angle, but always working to fill my body.
Deeper and deeper I went, thrusting my finger into my asshole until...I felt my knuckles press against the hot skin of my ass. I pushed again, feeling the intense resistance of my body and moaning loudly. Then I realized what had happened. My finger was completely inside of my asshole. I groaned at the realization and, for the first time, I allowed myself to feel what I was feeling.
My finger felt divine. The insides of my asshole were so...perfect. I'd never felt anything like it. It was so warm...so smooth. It was tight without being constricting. My anus held my finger in place, but it no longer felt uncomfortable. It felt like it was keeping my hand close, keeping it where I would feel the most pleasure. And the pleasure was not relegated solely to my finger. No, my entire body felt warm. Nerves and tendrils shot out from my anus and swept all over my body. Even the slightest movement of my last knuckle would send waves of pleasuring shooting off in odd, unpredictable directions. More hit that perhaps any other spot was my nipples. They were straining very hard now, they look like they wanted to burst. But it was even more intense in my cock. I can't really explain what it felt like. But there was clearly some connection between my dick and my asshole. I sort of instinctively stroked my insides with my finger and my cock quivered and vibrated in response.
The sensations were so beautiful and so all-encompassing that, for a moment, I had nearly forgotten what I was doing. But my eyes fluttered while I moaned and, once again, Bella Radnor filled my field of vision. The whole photograph now. Every inch of her beautiful, debased body. I looked away for a minute, looked at my own body. I saw the swell of my breasts with the hard little nubs of my nipples point up towards the ceiling, I saw the gentle slope of my flat stomach and then I saw the shaft of my penis growing up, pointing between my breasts. The tip look dark red, squeezed in my left palm, my skin pulled up tight around it. I saw my balls below that, slung low between my legs. I saw my right hand, pressed hard against my asshole, I could feel my finger inside of me. I turned back to Bella again. It was perfect...we were the same.
That thought broke any sense of control that I had over myself. I kept my eyes on Bella Radnor, but I couldn't deny myself any longer. I had done it. I had done all of it. And that had pushed the arousal and the shame to equal heights. Those emotions were towering over my body, too heavy and too narrow to stand any longer. I knew that they were going to come crashing down. And I needed to make it happen.
My left hand began to frantically stroke my cock. I was no longer holding up skin up against the tip, I couldn't think about that now. I just kept my palm against the smooth, hard flesh of my dick, squeezing up and down as fast as my hands could move. At the same time, my finger moved frantically inside of my ass. I had no idea what I was doing, so I made up for it in the passion of my movements. I curled my finger, feeling all around my insides. I shoved it hard into myself, pushing it as far as I could.
With Bella Radnor in my vision and in my head, I couldn't last long. It was probably only another couple of seconds at that point. I felt the physical aspects first. I felt my back arch extremely hard and my feet planted on the bed. My ass lifted up off of the comforter and my fingers and my toes clenched tight. My balls sort of seized against my fingers. I wanted to close my eyes, but I kept them open looking. The tension built to an unbearable crescendo.
Then it happened. I'd never felt anything like it. There wasn't a sort of building up of sensation followed by a slow, steady drop off. Instead, I was hit with the full force of an orgasm in the span of a single second. A feeling of intense, electrical warmth spread out from my cock and then rocketed through my body in more time than it took me to gasp at the power of the feeling. I could feel the orgasm pulling in the energy of my arousal and my shame, pulling them together and fusing them in the intense heat of my pleasure...it was something more than an orgasm. All of my nerves were overwhelmed at once. Everything physical and emotional...it was all just too much. It isn't possible to describe. I can't convey what I felt. I just knew that this was more than masturbation. It was more than even sex. It was...something deeper.
While the sensation of the orgasm happened in half an instant. It took me a little bit of time to recover. I lay on the bed, panting and moaning for nearly a minute afterwards, trying to remember who I was and how I had gotten here. Slowly, my eyes sort of came back into focus. The normal sensation of my skin came back to me. I could feel warm pools of wetness then. My eyes fluttered down and I saw...oh God it was too perfect and terrible. I had cum more than I had ever cum before. In fact, my cock was still twitching and dripping in my hand. I looked...just like Bella Radnor. There was a pool of cum in my bellybutton, warm and smooth. There were drips all up my body, I could see some on my right nipple. There was cum in the hollow of my neck.
A sudden thought seized me. I didn't even need to look. Quickly bit my lower lip, my teeth and my top lip draping over it. Just like I'd hoped (and known) I felt a wet warmth against them. In a moment, I felt an unfamiliar, salty, exotic taste fill my mouth and my nose. For the first time in my life, I tasted my own sperm (or any sperm really). And the taste was wonderful and horrible all at once. I let it slip into my mouth, I let the stick liquid drip over my tongue and the scent fill my nose. I swallowed it down, loving and hating it. But I kept biting my lip.
And, once again seemingly on instinct, my eyes turned back to Bella Radnor. And there she was, looking at me on the iPad screen. And I knew that I looked exactly like her. Exactly like her in every single way that mattered. And that the only thing different was that I was hidden and she wasn't.
Just like that, a spell was broken. And I started to cry. And I didn't stop for the rest of the day.
Part II: The Fallout
A lot changed after that day I guess. Most of it for the good and almost all of it unrelated to Bella Radnor's problems. Production continued on my show and there were now official, serious negotiations in the works between my agent and the studio regarding my movie tie-in. From what I understood, my silver screen debut as my character from Fallen was a matter of when, not if. More importantly, my profile continued to rise. I was all over magazines and tabloid shows like before, but now I was getting interviewed on national and international media to promote my show. I was on Conan and a couple of those other late night shows, even a few late-night shows on the BBC. My face was everywhere and my name was everywhere. Jayne Catalina: It Girl. And it was all so exciting. And terrifying. I guess some of the fear is just the nature of fame: losing yourself to the masses who love the idea of you. But of course, for me, it was so much more than that.
It was Bella Radnor.
Because as I watched my own star begin to rise, I watched from afar as Bella Radnor's dropped. I guess I was torn by twin impulses. On the one hand I felt completely ashamed of...everything about Bella Radnor. I knew that I had violated her privacy (along with thousands of others) and I tried to be respectful now, to make up for it. I tried to avoid learning about what was happening with her, I tried to respect her privacy. But the old curiosity was still there. I still wanted...hell, needed to know what was going on with her. And so while the better angels of my nature tried to steer me in a respectful course, I always found that I circled back. Back to the tabloids and the blogs, to find out what had happened to her and where she would go next.
It had taken a long time for her to resurface after the data breach. She kept total silence for days and that just seemed to feed the monster. I guess some people were waiting for her to come out and deny everything somehow. Like claim that the transwoman in the picture was her stunt double or something and put an end to it. And then, when she didn't say anything, it set in with the world who she was and what she was. And people freaked out. I mean all over.
Of course there were the bigots and they were by far the worst. I went onto a story one time to read about her, right before she broke her silence, but I immediately scrolled down to the comments. They were...too brutal to recall now. Suffice it to say that in the imaginations of the confused and "betrayed" conservative males of the internet, Bella Radnor had been raped and murdered a million times over. The more polite bigots weren't much better. Even politicians and television personalities had to pile up on Bella Radnor for "lying and deceiving" the public. She was diagnosed by TV quacks and pundits alike as mentally unstable.
Almost as bad though were Bella Radnor's so-called "allies." People popped out of the woodwork with demands on her. Some, before offering any kind of support, berated her for not being "open" about her identity from the beginning. Then they essentially demanded that she become a spokesperson for LGBTQ Rights. Like right at that moment. To come out of her humiliation and be a hero to a community that she didn't even really know or understand. It was like they only saw her as a symbol or a means to an end. They didn't recognize that a person was there and that she was hurt.
She made that abundantly clear when she finally returned, briefly, to the public world. Her nationally televised interview on prime-time news was a national event. The ratings were spectacular. I know because the news that night was my lead-in. Residual viewers gave me the highest ratings for Fallen in the history of the show. And it was during sweeps.



Anyway, she came onto the news program for her interview and just looked...destroyed. It wasn't that she was no longer beautiful. Far from it. She was just as feminine and lovely as she had ever been. Maybe more so, because she had a sort of willowy, broken look that she hadn't possessed before. No...it was more than that. Everything was exposed now, it was all on the surface and her vulnerability made her more beautiful, but also more damaged.
The interview didn't go well. She explained that she had agreed to the interview against her publicist's advice. She wasn't wearing any make-up and didn't look prepared to answer any questions. In the end, she was almost begging the viewers at home to respect her privacy and to pretend that nothing had happened. She asked for everything to just go back the way it had been before, that she was the same person she had always been. She cited examples of other female celebrities who'd had leaked photos and then gone back to their lives. Everyone thought it was hilarious. SNL did a cold opening about her (at least a woman played the role).
Under pressure from LGBTQ groups (and perhaps their own consciences), the producers of the new Liberty Squad movie publicly stated that they intended to bring Bella Radnor back to reprise her role as Agent Double X in the film that was going to start production in a couple of months. The Hollywood papers said that they then low-balled her agent severely, trying to get her to walk. Everyone knew that no other major production was going to want her, she was too tainted. Her agent took the deal, but she never showed up to filming. The character was scraped from the movie and Bella Radnor essentially ceased to exist.
Ceased to exist to everyone but me that is. I still thought about her almost constantly. For the most part I thought about her every time I considered my growing fame. I knew that the higher my profile got, the more information the public would crave about my personal life. They would dig deeper and deeper. I didn't know what they would find...I tried to be so unbelievably careful. But they could find out. There were always leads to chase. At any minute, Bella Radnor's life could become my own. Her data breach...it had stolen her privacy. But it had absolutely destroyed my peace of mind. I could never, ever be comfortable again. I could never completely enjoy the fruits of my fame. I had to shut more and more of the world out the more famous that I became. In order to keep my fame I had to deny myself the love that I'd hoped to gain from it. It was fame and it was work. And that was it.
But it wasn't only in relation to my professional life that I thought about Bella Radnor. Far from it. I remember once, shortly after the data breach first occurred, that a journalist actually asked me about Bella Radnor. Just trying to get a reaction. I had mastered myself (I had prepared myself for such a questions because the news was so big. I didn't want to look terrified) and shrugged. I said that a person's private life was theirs and I had no intention of violating Bella Radnor's privacy. But, of course, I was violating her privacy every day.
I had saved the five leaked photographs on my iPad. I looked at them...so very often. I had memorized every inch of every photograph. If I closed my eyes I could see every shade of color on her skin, I could trace the shadows against the wall. If I'd had any sketching ability at all, I could've drawn each photograph in perfect replication. I could paint hair, eyes, lips, breasts, legs, balls, and dick with ease.
And it wasn't just looking or imagining. I found that every time the twin pressures of my fame and my terrible secret became too great, I would return to my pictures of Bella Radnor. I looked at her because I knew, without a doubt, that she would understand the pressure I was under. And I looked at her because I knew that she could give me release. Whenever my anxieties became too great, I would find a place...any place with privacy, and I would prop my body up so that I looked like her. And before I knew it, I would be naked with my left hand around my cock and my right middle finger buried in my asshole. It had become almost a ritual, a religious rite. And I would finish quickly. And for a moment I would feel a...resounding and needed peace. And then it would fade. And I would be alone again, Bella Radnor would leave me and re-enter her picture. And I would cry in the fear for my future and the shame I felt for yet another trespass.
I guess I thought that would go on indefinitely, that kind of life. Maybe I hoped that it would. Because really, the only alternative I could imagine to the constant anxiety of my life and fame was exposure. And as difficult as it was to live each day in fear, I knew that living in a world where everyone knew the truth would be a thousand times worse. And so I hoped that my life of isolating fame, exhausting work, and limitless tension would simply last forever. But, in the end, that wasn't meant to be.
Because of Bella Radnor.
It was about seven or eight months after the data breach (okay it was seven months, sixteen days, and nine hours. I was obsessed) and I was at a comic book convention. Not THE Comic-Con in San Diego. I didn't really understand how any of that stuff worked. I had received an invitation to appear at a "Comic-Con" in Jackson, Mississippi. I knew that Comic-Con was a big deal, like 150,000 fans coming to see their favorite stars. Jackson seemed like a strange place to hold it, but I figured that just meant that they wanted to go somewhere where the hotel rooms were cheap. I thought it would be a good opportunity to connect with the people who paid my bills but in a safe sort of environment. Just love directly from the fans. Only after I had accepted had my agent explained to me that there wasn't one Comic-Con, but a bunch of them and that I had agreed to go to one of the lowest profile ones around. He encouraged me to just drop it, but I'd already made the commitment.
It had turned out to be sort of great. The city was lovely in its own way and I was by far the biggest star there. I mean if I had been at a bigger convention, I still think I would've gotten a good deal of attention, don't get me wrong. But when my biggest competition in terms of stardom was a car that someone drove in a Jurassic Park sequel, it wasn't even a contest. I got treated like a goddess by everyone there. The organizers said that in the first day the attendance of 8,000 people was, by far, the largest crowd they'd ever had. They put me up in a beautiful presidential suite in the Hilton and catered to my every whim.
More than that, I got to interact one on one with my fans. They came up to me, shy sometimes, bold other times. They told me about the way my work had made their lives better. They tried to get me to laugh or to blush. They had me sign things or take pictures. Or whatever they wanted. I was up for anything. It was just... great. It was everything I had always wanted from fame. I was let into these people's lives and they gave me back their love. It was almost enough to make me forget about the constant cloud of anxiety that hovered just above everything that I did.
That is, until the second day. It started the same as the first day, maybe even with a slightly larger crowd. It wasn't until around noon that it happened. My hand was cramped from autographs and I was desperately hungry. I'd woken up too late for breakfast and I didn't think it looked good to chomp away at the table while my fans were trying to talk to me.
"Sorry guys, I need a short break," I said, after signing one last autograph. There was an audible "aw!" from the crowd and I smiled, "I won't be long. I promise I am coming back." I said and I was greeted with cheers and smiles. Then I headed back out towards the door leading to a back room where catering was set up. My stomach was rumbling just thinking about it and I moved briskly. People saw me and stared, but they mostly just let me walk.
I was putting my hand on the door to the back room when I heard a bit of a commotion. I followed the noise and turned my head to the left. The front doors to the convention area were only about 20 feet away from me now. They were opened wide and the sun was shining in. Splitting the distance between the front door and my location was a small yellow plastic rope. This marked the barrier separating "guests" like me from the general public. My interest piqued by the sudden racket, I turned towards the rope and walked over. I stopped with my hands on the plastic, looking towards the door. Despite the fact that I was only a few inches from the crowd now, no one seemed to notice me. That's because there was a whole different level of spectacle going on, right in the front of the building.
At first I couldn't really tell what was going on. I saw security trying to manage the crowd and I could hear shouting. More than anything else, I could hear an irate woman's voice shouting. After a moment, the crowd shifted and I briefly caught a glimpse of the source of the voice. The source of the commotion as well. She was running, it was a bit of a blur. I couldn't make her out at first. Then a large security guard sort of lunged forward and wrapped his arms around her. She cried out and shook around slightly before, panting heavily, she accepted that she had been caught. Slowly she looked up and, for a brief second, our eyes met across the convention hall.
It was Bella Radnor.
I gasped and put my hand over my mouth. I couldn't believe that she was here! Why was she here? Did it have something to do with me? Did she know that I was...looking at her? Did she know my secret as well? How did she know these things? The thoughts swirled dizzily in my mind and I felt light headed. I gripped hard on the yellow plastic rope, trying to keep from falling down.
Bella Radnor looked as beautiful as ever. Her eyes were shimmering with a kind of feverish intensity, her hair was mussed but in a sexy sort of just-got-out-of-bed way. She was wearing a sun dress with thin shoulder straps, a low cut that showed off her cleavage, and plenty of exposed legs. Her makeup looked professional, except for a little smearing from her altercation. The guard's hands were wrapped around her thin waist, keeping her in place.
"Goddamnit," Bella Radnor yelled, shaking and panting, "I was invited to this...this fucking convention!" The guard didn't say anything. He just looked over her shoulder. I followed his gaze and I saw a convention director who I recognized walking briskly through the crowd.
"Ms. Radnor...is that you?" he asked. The word "Ms" hissed out of his mouth like it was some sort of joke. I felt my insides knot. The crowd began to murmur louder as it seemed that their suspicions were being confirmed. This was the famous Bella Radnor. The secret tranny. There was a sort of titillated excitement coursing through the crowd.
"Tell this asshole to let me go!" Bella Radnor responded. The convention director looked at the guard and sort of waved him off. The guard shrugged and let go. Bella Radnor stumbled forward slightly, turned and gave the guard the evil eye, and then looked back at the convention director. She straightened her dress and ignored the crowd.
"Ms. Radnor, what seems to be the problem here?" the director said. He spoke in such a condescending way, it made me angry. The crowd sensed it too. But they seemed to be behind him. There was a show, and everyone wanted to watch and see if justice and the side of right would prevail.
"They demanded that I pay for a ticket at the front door. I am here to sign autographs and they are charging me to get in!" Bella Radnor explained, sounding indignant and haughty. But I could see the fear in her eyes now, as the crowd closed in. She was acting tough.
"Ms. Radnor...you are not slated to be here. If you want to enter the convention, you need to pay..."
"I have a fucking invitation here," Bella Radnor explained, then she looked down at her purse and started digging around inside of it. After a moment, she produced a paper.
"Ms. Radnor, we invited you here months ago...Nearly a year ago actually," he said significantly, he then looked around the crowd as if to assure them that the invitation had been mailed before he realized the actress was some kind of pervert. Then he continued, "And you never responded. We assumed you weren't coming. We are a small convention. We are often rejected" He acted wounded. Like she was one of the ones who had hurt him personally.
"Well you assumed wrong," Bella Radnor said, "Obviously, I am here. Why make a big deal about it? Find me a table and I will sign autographs or take pictures or whatever." She was trying to sound calm, but there was a note of desperation in her voice. I squeezed the rope harder, unable to look away but unable to do anything either.
"I am afraid there isn't enough space. You are more than welcome to enter the convention. We would never bar anyone from entering. But there simply isn't enough space," the director explained.
"Christ I can see space fucking everywhere!" Bella Radnor said, she started pointed, "Look, there are empty tables left and right. I don't need anything special, just let me in!" She was growing slightly frantic and the guard began to look nervous. What's more, her nervous energy was spreading to the crowd. They were growing louder, more unruly. I could overhear conversations now. The words "shemale," "tranny" and "freak" were buzzing in the air. I tried to shrink back
"There isn't space!" the director thundered.
"Take a fucking hint dude!" a voice called out from the crowd, "You aren't wanted here." That brought out a laugh from the crowd. I winced as the word "dude" hit my ears and I saw Bella Radnor recoil like she'd been hit. Other taunts started to come out from the crowd. The director raised his hands as if to quiet them, but there was too much noise now. The guards backed away from Bella Radnor, moving out to keep the crowd from closing in around her. I pushed forward, my body stretching the yellow plastic rope, afraid.
"Listen, I am sorry I didn't confirm...My agent...did all that stuff. I...listen I need this...I need the money. I need to sell my autograph," she said. I felt ashamed. Charging for signatures...I saw the color rise in her cheeks. The haughty attitude had withered now, she was shrinking into herself. The shame was evident. I could barely hear her, her voice like a whisper in the din of the crowd. My stomach knotted tighter and I bit my lip. What was going to happen here? It was getting ugly.
I was leaning forward now, almost over the line. I could hear the crowd murmuring louder. In fact, I could hear a conversation next to me. A young woman was speaking with a young man. There was a disgusted looked on her face. She said, "It's not even what...she is you know? I meant there's that other one on that Netflix show about the women's prison. I don't care about that. That person is open about it. But Bella Radnor tried to pretend that...she isn't a man. And that's just wrong." The man nodded in agreement. I felt my blood running cold.
"I am sorry Ms. Radnor. I really am," the director said, sounding almost like he meant it, "but there is nothing I can do. It would probably be best if you'd just leave."
"Leave! Leave! Leave!" a couple of voices in the crowd started to chant. A few more caught on after a few minutes. To be fair, I saw many who seemed disgusted by the spectacle and who were unnerved by the anger of the crowd. But they were drowned out by the vocal minority who finally had a chance to humiliate Bella Radnor to her face. Perhaps they were making her pay for whatever attraction they'd felt towards her before they knew. Probably more than anything else, it was just that some angry people had gotten a whiff of weakness and desperation and they decided to make a game out of it. I don't know.
"If anyone," Bella Radnor said and then her head dropped, her shoulders bunched. I saw her shaking slightly and her voice became pitched, battered-sounding, "If anyone has any of...those pictures... the ones...I will sign them even. I will sign them if you pay enough." The crowd reacted to this in a roar. Bella Radnor looked totally defeated and humiliated. There was laughter and there was taunting. People started pushing in. More security arrived, pushing through the crowd to keep them clear. I felt ill. I couldn't believe what she had offered. I couldn't imagine what she must've been feeling. Or maybe I could imagine and I didn't want to.
"Ms. Radnor!" the directed shouted, "Stop it, you're embarrassing yourself!" Bella Radnor looked up now. I could see tears streaming down her cheeks and her eyes were fiery. She was biting her lower lip and shaking her head vehemently.
"Embarrassing?" she asked, "Embarrassing? You think I am embarrassing myself now? What dignity, exactly do I have left sir? What good has my self-respect ever done me huh?" Bella Radnor threw her hands over her head and then let them drop heavily to her side.
"Ms..." the director started.
"Don't 'Ms. Radnor' me, I know what you think. I guess I know what all of you think. What everyone will ever think," she called out, looking around at the crowd. The people embarrassed or ashamed by the spectacle had trickled away, shaking their heads (some even crying at the emotional, humiliating nature of the scene) leaving only the tormentors. They laughed and jeered as she spoke, but remaining quiet enough that they wouldn't drown her out completely.
"No matter what I've done or...the ways that I have entertained you over the years...everything I gave you and you gave back to me...none of it matters...I am just this!" Bella Radnor said. And as the last words fell from her mouth, I saw her hands rising towards the hemline of her dress. I saw her fingers wrap around it, start to lift.
My eyes grew large and my mouth dropped open. Even before I even realized what I was doing, I was pushing through the yellow plastic line, darting through the crowd. I pushed at people's back and they turned, saw who I was, surprised, and got out of my way. In a few seconds I pushed past security. They almost went to grab me, but again, noticed that I was one of the "guests" and let me pass. I wasn't even sure what I was planning, I just sprinted, panicked, through the crowd. I was barely in control of myself as I crossed the small amount of open space between the security and Bella Radnor. She must've heard my feet slapping on the concrete floor because, with her dress pull halfway up her thigh, she stopped and looked up at me. At about the same instance, my arms flew around her, locking her elbows in place.
The impact of our bodies sort of jolted me out of my mindless panic. For a half second I just looked forward at Bella Radnor and just...marveled at what was happening. After all these months of using her as a...fantasy and a cautionary tale, I was actually right next to her. In fact, I was sort of holding her in my arms. Her breasts pushed tightly against my own. I could feel our hips brushing together. Her face, even more beautiful in person, was just inches from mine. It was surreal.
"What is going on?" Bella Radnor asked, sounding confused and maybe a bit relieved. Like she hadn't even really been thinking about what she was doing. For another half second I just stared at her. What was I doing? How had this even happened?
The sounds of the crowd, in parts angry and surprised, shook me out of it. I turned and looked. I saw people around me on all sides. Some were still yelling, other were recognizing me and looking surprised. The guards, in particular, didn't seem to know what to do. The convention director was looking directly at me. In all my time as a "celebrity" I'd never felt so much on the spot. I heard my name on everyone's lips and felt every eye on me.



"Hey Angel," a man yelled, "This ain't no damsel in distress. She's a man, man!" He finished on an incredibly dated Austin Powers accent and some in the crowd laughed slightly. I could feel Bella Radnor's shoulder droop against me. In fact, I could feel all the weight of...everything sitting on her. Once again I felt the familiar closeness I felt with Bella Radnor, the understanding that we were the same. But I also recognized that our positions were different. I had something she didn't. I still had the respect of the crowd. I turned and faced them.
"You all should be ashamed of yourselves!" I said, my voice coming out shaky and uncertain. I took a deep breath and got my breathing under control. I pretended I was acted. I pretended like the crowd around me was a bunch of extras. It felt better, "You all need to...get back to the convention. The show is over here. This is not appropriate. It is embarrassing for me and it should be embarrassing to you. Now stop it." I spoke with a strength that I really didn't know that I had inside of me.
I looked around. I saw several people looking abashed, maybe even ashamed of their actions. A handful of people looked back at me with cold, defiant eyes. But I kept my head up. Eventually, the crowd began to slowly disperse. I turned back to Bella Radnor. She was still crying and looked impossibly tired.
"Come on," I said without any real thought or plan, "I will take you to my room." And I led her out the back, towards the elevator.
* * * * *
Ten minutes later, Bella Radnor was sitting on the edge of my king-sized bed. Her legs were crossed at the knee, her left arm was crossed over her breast with her hand tucked into her armpit, and she was holding a rum and coke in her right hand. She was looking down at the floor. She hadn't spoken since we arrived, other than to ask for a sweet drink. I was sitting in a chair about five feet away, feeling nervous.
I really didn't know what to say. I certainly hadn't been expecting anything like this to ever happen. I mean I hadn't had any idea that I would ever meet Bella Radnor, let alone that I would meet her in circumstances like this or that she would be in my room! I was completely bowled over. After the adrenaline rush that had come with jumping into the fray with her in the convention center passed I was just...completely dumbfounded. Now she was here, safe from the crowd, and I didn't know what to do with her. Instead, the tension just kept building in the room.
I sipped my own coke, sans rum, and tried to think of something to do or say. Obviously, there were about six million things I wanted to do and say now that I had Bella Radnor next to me. I wanted to commiserate with her. I wanted to tell her that we were the same. I wanted to explain what she represented to me. But, of course, I couldn't do any of that. And so I sat silently. Finally, after a long while, Bella Radnor spoke.
"You're an actress right...the Angel television show?" she asked and I felt a chill run down my spine. She knew who I was! It was even better than the first time I was recognized on the street. It was perfect.
"Yeah...Yes," I said, I left my mouth open after I spoke, feeling like I should say something else, but nothing came out. Bella Radnor nodded and kept looking down.
"Save your money," she said and then shook her head. I nodded like a schoolgirl, trying to make brownie points with the teacher.
"Yeah...that's a good idea," I said.
"You make plans into the future based on income you think you're going to have, because you think it is going to last forever. But it can all go away overnight. I mean...there are different ways of losing it. It isn't all as dramatic as...well..." She grew silent again. I saw her take a deep breath and then let it out in a shuddering gasp.
"I'm sorry," I said, because I didn't know what else to say. She looked up at me now, her beautiful eyes wrapped in tears and her lips closed tightly.
"Why do you have to be sorry? My manager was the one who invested all my money in a fucking tech startup that went belly-up. All my money in one place. And now what? I don't have any income anymore. How's that your fault...Jayne?" she said, as though she had just remembered my name. I knew what she meant, she was just being bitter about her misfortune (which was apparently deeper than I'd realized) but I felt, somehow, like her question was really directed at me. What was my fault? Why should I be sorry? The words crashed into me now. I felt them cutting into me. I thought about all of the things I'd seen and the thoughts I'd had about Bella Radnor. About what she represented to me. And here she was, a real person, her pain evident to me now in a way that was only theoretical before. She wasn't just "what could happen to me" she was...what happened to Bella Radnor.
"I looked at the pictures," I said and I was sort of surprised that the words came out of my mouth. I could feel the blood rushing to my cheeks and my throat instantly became dry. "I...uh...that's why I should be sorry. I was part of it. I knew it was wrong and I couldn't help myself," I said. I dropped my head. It just felt like...like I owed it to her for her to know that. I don't know if it made me feel any better. I doubted seriously it made her feel any better. But it needed to be said.
"Yeah well..." she said, not sounding particularly surprised, "Anymore, I just assume anyone alive in America has seen those pictures. If it had been someone else, I would've looked too. Hell, I've looked at earlier leaks. This time it was just...my turn and I was not in a position to weather the storm." I looked up again and saw Bella Radnor taking a drink from her glass. Her words came out bitter, but she just looked tired. "Do you have any pictures like that floating around? Something that could get leaked," she asked, suddenly turning her attention. I shook my head vehemently.
"No, absolutely not," I said honestly. She nodded and looked a little saddened, like she wished she could go back and have my confidence.
"I thought we'd deleted them all. My boyfriend...ex-boyfriend and I. He liked to take pictures before...well before we fooled around. He said he liked to capture the moment. And I let him, but I insisted that we delete them. He didn't mind. He probably wanted to keep them secret too. He's in the industry," I knew better than to ask who it was, though I probably could have deduced it if I wanted to. In fact, I knew that there was a kind of Hollywood guessing game going around, trying to figure out which celebrities that Bella had actually dated, to find out which Hollywood heartthrobs were "tranny chasers." Most of her exes refused to even comment, but the ones who did said that she was a prude, that they never had sex with her, that she said she was waiting until marriage. I wondered if that was true. Now I knew it wasn't.
"It's strange though, you know, very few people have even asked who took the pictures. Or who the pictures were stolen from. It's like I magically took a bunch of out-of-focus pictures of myself looking weird and unattractive," she said bitterly. She sort of tossed her hand in the air when she spoke like she was disgusted. I started to shake my head.
"I think you're beautiful, Ms. Radnor. You were beautiful before, you're beautiful now, and you were beautiful in the pictures...regardless of how terrible it was when they got out," I said. I wasn't really sure why. But it felt like...probably what I would have wanted to here in the same situation. Bella Radnor smiled wryly and looked at me.
"It's Bella. I called you Jayne after all. And thanks," she said. Bella. The name rattled around in my mouth for a minute. A person's name, an individual, rather than a label attached to an entertainment brand. It felt strange to have permission. Bella.
"Ok Bella," I said. We lapsed into silence again. After a while, Bella let out a long breath and then stood up. She paced around the room briefly. She stopped next to the television and then turned and looked at me.
"Well, Jayne," she said, "Thank you for getting me out of there. I guess I don't know what I was thinking. My thought process hasn't been very clear lately. I haven't been sleeping well. That could've gotten ugly. Really ugly. Thank you for that."
"I owed you at least that," I said. Bella's eyes narrowed.
"How do you figure you owed me anything," she said. I realized that she had no idea of how...important she had become to me. She didn't know the symbolic importance I placed on her.
"For uh...looking at the pictures," I said, "Now I guess we are kind of square." That seemed as good an explanation as any and she nodded. Still, I felt the guilt churning in my stomach, deeper and denser than I'd expected. I wasn't even really sure why.
"Well it meant more to me than that, really," she said, sounding somewhat grateful but more defeated than anything, "It has been...a hard couple of months. There haven't been a lot of people willing to go out on a limb to help me." She ran her hand through her long hair and took another sip of her drink.
"I'm not out anything," I said, feeling embarrassed, "I didn't have to go out of a limb." That was only partially true, I knew. But as far as anyone at the convention was concerned, I just did something nice for someone who was very much down on her luck. It didn't need to be anything more than that. "I was just doing what anyone would do."
"You'd think that. And then something like...this happens and you find out that there aren't a lot of people willing to do anything for you when you're a freak and a pervert. The guy who took the pictures, for instance, I'd been seeing him a long time. We were...well we were very close. And then all this blows up and he just...disappears. He isn't in any of the pictures. It's just me. So he gets to go on with his career and I get to take all of the...shit. You think you can trust someone in a situation like that. But when you're...like me, you can't trust anyone," She said. She stated it simply, like it was a fact. It didn't even sound like she was fishing for me to deny it; she was just broken by the weight of it. My heart felt like it was tearing open for her. I wanted to tell her...something that would make her feel better.
"It's going to blow over," I said, "I mean I know it's bad now. But...Americans like a comeback story. If you just lay low for a while, then when you come back...I mean people will pat themselves on the back for going to see you in a movie again," I said. I didn't know if I believed any of it. But it sounded true. It sounded like bits and pieces of things that I'd heard said about other celebrities. Celebrities on drugs, celebrities who'd committed crimes, celebrities who did far worse than anything Bella had ever dreamed of. Why wouldn't that strategy work for her?
"People will forgive a famous person for a lot of things. And give them credit for a bunch of things they don't deserve credit for. But nobody forgives someone for making them feel like a...queer. My fans were young males who liked to jack off to pictures of my tits, Jayne. The same people who watch your show. They aren't coming back now. They hate me more than they ever loved me," Bella said. I let out an audible noise but I don't think she noticed. It was just...she'd hit so close to home. Not only had she sort of pinpointed the exact spot where I was the weakest, but she was echoing fears that had been rattling around in my head since the data leak first appeared. She was independently confirming everything I was afraid of.
"Maybe they're gone. But I mean they will grow up also. Beyond that there are other audiences out there. So you lose this one. You take a break. And then you regroup and find a new one," I said. This was my back-up plan essentially. This is what I told myself I would do if I was ever caught the way that Bella had been caught. I looked at her hopefully. If she could believe it, then I could believe it. And if I could believe it then, maybe, I wouldn't have to feel terrified every minute of every day. I wouldn't have to worry all the time that someone was going to find out. I didn't have to know that my career could be over at any minute.
Bella snorted.
"Yeah my agent said the same thing. Saying I can make a living if I find a better audience and then he's out there renegotiating my contract for pennies on the dollar because he knows there isn't anything like that out there for me. Artsy types who'd see a movie with a transwoman playing a female lead don't go to see a superhero movie. And a movie that doesn't have a superhero or a number in it indicating it's a sequel doesn't make any money. I am not a great actress Jayne. I am good. I'm not going to be in any Oscar-bait movies. I was really good at what I did. And now all I am good for is maybe reality television or cameo in a spoof movie where I am a joke about myself," Bella closed her eyes as she spoke and rubbed her temple with her free hand. With her eyes still closed, she took another sip of her rum and coke.
"Times change. Audiences change. What seems impossible now can change in a matter of months..." I said frantically. I felt my heart thrumming because I knew that Bella had easily dismantled my back-up plan. There wasn't enough prestige work out there to begin with. And I wasn't...Meryl Streep or something. I was a comic book actress in a somewhat lame television show. If anyone ever found out, I'd be a joke...
"You sound like my fucking publicist. She was wrong too" Bella said, snorting derisively. I am scrambling now, trying to convince her so that I can convince myself that there is really something like hope out there in the future.
"Well I took some marketing classes in community college when I first came out here. You know so that I could do my own promotion before I could hire a publicist. I mean I remember some of the principles..." I started. I was trying to remember the things I'd half learned, ways to turn something bad into something good. I don't know why, it just felt like I needed to do this.
"Oh Christ, really?" she asked, interrupting me and suddenly sounding angry. She slammed her glass down onto the table next to the television and couple of ice cubes jumped up and skittered onto the carpet. The room rang with the echo and I was sort of surprised that the glass had held together. I was more surprised by this sudden change in attitude. Bella's eyes were wide and her lips were curled back. She looked really angry...The way I'd expected her to look when I'd told her I downloaded the pictures. I could feel the heat emanating off of her stare from several feet away. I sank back in my chair.
"Yes...It was only an intro level class..." I said, confused as to why this would make her angry.
"Intro level class, or lack of even that, sounds about fucking right. How could I be so fucking dumb? It had to be the shock...that's it," she said and then she swatted at the glass on the table, flinging it across the room. It landed with a cracking thud in the corner. I pulled my legs up onto the chair, more than a little scared. Bella's sudden mood swing made me uneasy. I knew she was under a ton of stress and I was not entirely sure that she was stable.
"I am not saying I am an expert or anything or telling you what to do..." I sputtered, "I am just trying to help."
"And why were you trying to help Jayne? Why did you help in the first place? Why did you jump into the fray downstairs?" she asked mockingly. She took a step forward and bent over at the waist, looking down at me in my chair.
"I just saw that you were in trouble you know...I didn't think that it was right," I said. I was confused now. Why, exactly, was she angry with me? She rolled her eyes as I spoke and shook her head. She put her hands on her hips, giving her a stern, authoritarian sort of look.
"Isn't that sweet!" she said, taunting, "You see a damsel with a dick in distress and, just like your television character, you jump in to save the day."
"It wasn't like that," I say, not sure why that would've been a problem. She didn't seem too proud for my help a moment ago.
"I know it wasn't!" she said and her eyes grew wider, more fiery.
"I just mean...like I said before, I wasn't out anything. I figure...you know...I am sort of famous and everyone there recognized me. They were all riled up but I could diffuse it because they would all know who I was," I said honestly.
"Then why'd you wait so long there, superhero?" Bella asked sharply. My mind was reeling now. How had this devolved into this strange cross-examination? I never in a million years would have expected this from a meeting with Bella Radnor. How had this happened? And why had I waited so long...there really wasn't an answer.
"I don't..." I sputtered after a few seconds.
"Well I do," she said, "you were waiting for the camera phones to pop out weren't you? Just fucking admit you...fucking piece of shit. You waited for someone to be filming didn't you?" I thought back to the crowd. Of course I had seen at least a dozen phones filming the altercation. Anytime I did anything I saw cameras. I hadn't even really been thinking about them.
"No...what?" I asked.
"Don't play dumb, you cunt" Bella yelled and I shrunk back further in my chair, "You saw a celebrity who is even more famous than you in the middle of a fucking meltdown today and you didn't do shit. And then you saw the cameras coming out and you realized this would be all over the television and all over the internet tonight. And then when you realized you could be the big hero you jumped in. You used your little marketing brain and you fucking used me, didn't you?"
"You're paranoid!" I shouted back. I finally understood what she was accusing me of and I was totally blown away. I hadn't even been remotely motivated by anything like a desire for fame. Until she'd just said that right then, I hadn't even really realized that it was going to be on television.
"Yeah, why the fuck would I be paranoid? Why would I, of all people, believe that people are out to use me and take advantage of me? Maybe if I'd been a little more paranoid before, I wouldn't be standing here right now!" Bella yelled. Even in my fear and my embarrassment over this misunderstanding, I knew that she had a point. Why wouldn't she be paranoid?
"Ok," I said, "I get that, but you have trust me...I really just saw a situation getting out of control and I tried to stop it. I don't care about the publicity...I wasn't even thinking about it. I didn't even realize that was going to be an issue until you said something about it. And I am willing to follow your lead on however you want to handle this. It isn't about me. I understand why you are...on edge but..." I was speaking about a mile a minute and stumbling over my words. My hands were moving frantically, trying to convey the content of my words. I couldn't tell if it was just the fact that I never like for anyone to be angry at me or if it was the fact that this was Bella Radnor, who'd I'd been dreaming about for months, and I had offended her. I had to make it right. But she was no longer listening to me. She cut in sharply.
"Oh you understand? Well isn't that fucking convenient. Let me tell you something Jayne Cataline, I understand you. Because I've been you. I've been the new up and coming little thing that everyone in Hollywood wants to hire and ever boy in America wants to fuck. I've been that and I know what a shallow, self-interested little prick it can turn someone into. So I fucking know where you're coming from and I can't even believe that I trusted you for a second. I let you...make me part of your publicity stunt. I should've decked you in the face when you came at me downstairs.
"But you sure as shit don't understand me. You said yourself you don't run the risk I run, you don't have those pictures floating around. You don't know what it is like to be humiliated by the entire fucking world. You don't know what it is like to have...who you are denied by disgusting strangers and to have your career shrivel up into nothing overnight. So don't tell me I should trust you. You don't know what it means to trust because you've never experienced betrayal."



Bella was essentially shaking as the speech poured from her lips. Her eyes were boring into me so fiercely that I almost felt guilty. It almost felt like she was right, like I had been trying to use her. But I knew that I hadn't been. I had simply been trying to help. I hadn't wanted any sort of notoriety for helping. Nonetheless, a sort of shame descended over me. I tried to make myself smaller in the chair. Bella finished speaking and stood, panting, next to the television.
"I really didn't do that..." Was all I could say in response. Bella rolled her eyes.
"I'm leaving Jayne. I'm glad you feel ashamed of your actions. You should," Bella said, looking at me intensely. Then she turned her body and headed towards the door.
Something inside of me clicked as I saw her body moving past me, just a few feet from the chair. Something about her words resonated for the first time. She was right. I should feel ashamed. The guilt I was feeling...it wasn't just because of the heat of her anger. It was earned. I'd known that I should be ashamed. I felt it before. I had known I was using Bella. Not the way she thought. But I had been. All this time.
I had been looking at Bella Radnor as a sort of...object. A sexual object, of course. I mean I couldn't deny what I had been doing with her pictures for months. But it was more than that, deeper than that. I had been using her as a sort of...talisman. That by reveling in her downfall, by luxuriating in the horrible details of her exposures that somehow, I was protecting myself. If I soaked in all of the humiliation vicariously through here then...maybe I wouldn't ever have to really feel it for myself. And so I was sort of...happy that it had happened, in a sickening sort of way. Bella's pain had made me careful and it had shown my own vulnerable spots, let me build new defenses. And so I was grateful for her humiliation. I used it. And here she was now, a person in front of me. Not a symbol, not a warning, but an actual person. A person who was extremely hurt and extremely afraid. And I no longer felt anything but pure shame for the secret happiness I'd felt for that pain and fear. And I owed her an apology. I owed her an apology because I...idolized her and I couldn't bear to have her leave like this. More importantly, I owed her an apology because she was a person, who deserved the dignity of an apology. From everyone, but from me in particular.
"Wait, Bella," I said and she shook her head and kept moving towards the door, "No wait, really, I need... I am sorry. You're right. I... owe you an apology."
"Too late," she said reaching the door. I jumped up off of the chair and turned to face her at the door. I felt frantic. I needed to keep her here. I'd never have the chance to apologize again.
"I'm not sorry about the publicity thing. You're wrong about that. But I owe you an apology. A bigger apology," I said frantically. Bella's hand was on the doorknob, her back was to me. She stopped and turned. She looked at me warily, like she wasn't sure what I was getting at. I waited for a moment, unsure of what to say next. What exactly was I trying to confess to her? Why had I felt the need to do this in the first place? I almost wanted to back out now, but she still staring at me. I couldn't stop now.
"I...haven't been totally honest with you. Not that I lied about anything I just...haven't been totally honest," I said finally. Bella crossed her arms in front of her breasts and knitted her brow. She shrugged.
"Okay..." she said. I sighed and screwed my eyes up to the ceiling. My thoughts were racing a mile a minute and my entire body felt tight and weak at the same time. Brittle I guess.
"I didn't use you today. But I have used you...I've been using you..." I said. I squeezed my fists at my side, frustrated. What was I trying to say?
"How do you mean?" She asked, sounding somewhat concerned, "Like before today?"
"Yes," I said, my voice coming out barely above a whisper. She took a step towards me and it took all of my strength not to recoil backwards. But I saw that she looked scared as well. I realized I was making this worse by being cryptic.
"What did you do?" she asked nervously. I could see her paranoia flaring up. I wondered what I would think if someone had said the same thing to me. She probably thought that I was some sort of psychotic stalker or something. Maybe I was. I needed to explain.
"I...when the pictures came out...It wasn't just about you...I mean it is, it is all about you...but I have been...I've needed..." I stammered and ran my hand through my hair. I knew what I needed to say. There was no way to tell part of the truth. In order to confess properly, Bella had to know everything. But if she knew everything...
"I don't know what your game is here Jayne, but I don't like it. It was bad enough when people abandoned me. Now I have fucking weirdos glomming on. Just leave me alone. I'm not going to say anything to anyone about this. You've got your publicity stunt," she said. Then she began to turn again. I realized that I run out of time. There was no longer any chance for explanations. She was going to walk out on the door and if she did...I would lose something. I couldn't say what. I don't know. Bella had lost the respect of Hollywood and had been humiliated before the public. But if I didn't...come clean now or I'd lose respect for myself. I would always know of my secret humiliation. There was only one thing left to do.
"Wait, look!" I said sharply. My heart was pounding and my hands felt damp. My mind was spinning like the wheels on a slot machine and I couldn't keep anything straight. I just knew what I had to do. Bella turned, one last time, and looked at me coldly. I took in a sharp breath and began to move.
In order to impress my fans, I had worn an outfit similar to my character's normal clothes on my television program. As a result, I was wearing a tight, black-leather mini skirt with a red corseted tanktop. I was also wearing knee-high black leather boots. The skirt zipped down the side and my trembling fingers now worked their way over to the zipper. I grasped the cold metal in my fingers and gasped for air. Slowly, I started to pull the zipper down on the side. Bella looked confused and kept her hand on the doorknob. But her eyes remained on me.
I unzipped very slowly, but it was as fast as I could move. After a few seconds, the skirt began to feel loose around my waist. Seemingly in no time, the skirt had dropped down my thighs and pooled on the hotel room floor. I was wearing a pair of boyshort panties. They didn't exactly fit the sexy outfit, but I wore them when I wore a skirt because they...covered a wide area and they were very, very tight. They kept everything in place without the need for tape. Still, I wondered if Bella could see the slight bulge in my panties as I disrobed.
"What are you doing?" she asked uneasily. I looked up at her briefly, pleading with my eyes for her not to ask any more questions. I had to do this, but I couldn't talk about it. If I started to speak, the panic and the anxiety that I was barely keeping in check would overwhelm me. I would stop right then. I didn't speak, but she didn't follow up.
Instead, I looked down over my body, I felt my long hair drape over my shoulders and hang down over my breasts. I looked down over my cleavage to my smooth, toned stomach. I saw the top of the hemline of the panties. Slowly, my hands reached back up towards my waist. I hooked my thumbs into the waistline of my panties, feeling the heat of my skin against my nails. My heart was pounding so fiercely that I could feel my body rocking to the rhythm. My body was fighting against my will. I knew I needed to act quickly, like ripping off a bandage.
I jerked my thumbs down and my panties slipped off my hips and pooled on the ground at my feet. I felt...it sort of bounce against my body as my panties fell down. I kept my eyes down, looking down between my breasts. I could see my penis, somewhat smaller and more shriveled than usual. I was so very nervous. The smooth white skin and the small, pink tip faced down towards the floor and I kept my eyes on it. The room was totally silent. Finally, I looked up.
Bella was staring at me, wide-eyed. Her hand had moved off the doorknob and instead it was covering her open mouth. She was standing rigid, every muscle in her body seemingly tensed. For an irrational half second, I realized that my greatest fear had come true, through my own stupid hand. Someone had found out about my secret. And I believed in that moment that the look on Bella's face exhibited pure disgust. I nearly turned to run...where I don't know. I was about to collapse. And then I realized that Bella wasn't disgusted. Of all the people in the world, she would be the one person who wouldn't be.
"For real?" she asked, sounding absolutely stunned. She took another step towards me. Her eyes were wider and I saw them keep darting up and down between my eyes and my cock. She let out a little choking laugh and shook her head. She ran her hand through her longer hair.
"You're not the only one," I said, and I realized for the first time that I was already crying. Bella closed the remaining distance between us and I felt her arms wrap around me. Now it was her turn to rescue me. I felt the strength of her arms as they wrapped around me, I felt her large warm breasts press into my own, and I felt the cool, smooth fabric of her dress against my cock. I felt her squeeze me tightly and I felt her head resting on my shoulder.
Soon, we were both crying.
We held each other for a long time. I can't really describe to you what that felt like. It was a kind of understanding...It was a kind of knowing that I'd never felt before. Here I was, open in front of someone with who I was, and there was acceptance. There was a sudden kinship I'd never felt with anyone in the world. We didn't have to say anything to know that the other person was completely in tune. It was like we'd known each other forever. And because we both knew the fear and the shame the other person felt...all the time, we just melted into one another. An instant connection that would last forever, something I didn't know could exist.
"I can't believe it. You really did know how I feel. Or you can at least imagine it," Bella said after a long while. We sort of pulled back from our hug. Our hips were still pressed together and my limp cock was against her dress, but we split at the stomach, our breasts now a couple of inches apart. We looked at each other in the eyes, I could see tears streaming down her face, making her look more beautiful than ever. I knew I was crying too. Bella was smiling and I could tell she was feeling the same strange, unaccountable feeling of relief that I felt washing over me. I wiped the tears from my eyes.
"I didn't know how to say it. I like...can't say it. I had to show you," I said and she nodded.
"I understand now," she said, "I really do. And I am sorry for yelling at you. I am sorry for everything. I didn't know." She said sincerely. But I started to shake my head.
"No," I said, "No, I owe you an apology still. You were right to yell." And then it just sort of came out of me. I couldn't hold it back now. There was no reason to withhold the truth anymore; the greatest secret was out to Bella. And so the truth forced itself from my lips. I told Bella about the morning I'd woken up and heard about the data breach. I told her about the fear that it was me. The surprise in finding out it was someone else. Rushing to my room to look at the pictures. The feeling of shame at looking and also...horrible feelings of relief. And in the flood of words I told her everything. I told her about the final picture. About the undeniable urge to recreate her scene. I told her about my growing ritual, my need to place myself like her, to touch myself in the same way she had touched herself, so that I could ward off the humiliation she'd felt.
I told her everything in a rush of words that came so fast I could barely understand them myself. But I couldn't stop either. Bella needed to know what she meant to me and also the fact that I had, in some ways, betrayed a confidence with her that she didn't even know we had.
By the time I was finished, my face was completely red and I felt like I was about to fall over. Only Bella's hands, still grasping my elbows, held me in place. She had looked at me sort of blankly while I spoke and I had no idea what she was feeling or thinking. I didn't know if I had somehow ruined the beautiful moment we'd just shared by speaking. But I knew that I didn't have any choice, I had to say what I said. For the first time in a very long time, I didn't feel any regret.
"I'm not mad at you Jayne. I don't know why you'd think I would be. I mean first of all...we don't even really know each other, " and then she smiled, "We didn't know each other. And I'm not...angry that you are still able to do your job. I don't blame you for being relieved. I am jealous of you." I felt something like relief, but it wasn't complete. I needed her to understand.
"But I didn't have any right to...use your pictures like that. It was like there was this tension inside of me from the fear. I needed to get it out. And I just...I followed your lead in the pictures. I know why I did it. I couldn't help myself. But that doesn't make it right," Bella nodded at me slowly. And pulled away from our hug. Her hands slipped down my arms and for a moment I thought she was leaving. But she stopped when her hands reached my own. Our bodies were now two feet apart and she looked me up and down (I blushed harder, somehow).
"You feel guilty for being one of the people who stole my pictures? For seeing them without my permission and making me a sex object?" She asked. I nodded and bit my lower lip. I held my breath, wondering what she would say. She let out a little snort.
"Huh," she said, "I never thought I'd ever hear anyone say that. I don't think people have ever really wondered what it was like for me. What that feels like. You don't know what that means to me." She said. She looked down briefly and it seemed that gather herself. I think she was surprised by the strength of what she was feeling. It had sort of come up on her, caught her unaware.
"I am sorry Bella, for everything," I said. She looked up at me now, smiling broadly and nodding.
"I forgive you Jayne," she said and I felt like a weight had been lifted off of me. I let out a low sigh and closed my eyes. But Bella wasn't done, "In fact," she said, "I'd be willing to retroactively give you, and only you, permission, to see my pictures. There won't be any need for forgiveness. I'll just allow you." I looked up quickly and tilted my head to the side.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Well," she said, her smile growing sly, "you got to see me intimately. And you said you even...posed yourself like me in those last few pictures. Why don't you show me? Then we really are even," she said, raising her eyebrows as she spoke.
I was more than a little shocked. It was about the last suggestion I ever expected to hear. But I hadn't heard any sort of joking undertone to her voice. She seemed completely serious. What's more, her request seemed completely fair. I'd seen her. Now she could see me. I guess I didn't really recognize it at the time, but there was something else there too. An energy sort of vibrating around the room. We could both feel it, I was sure. I guess some of it was the nature of what we'd been talking about and the fact that I was naked from the waist down. But it was more than that. It was the connection that we'd both felt when we both knew...knew that we were the same. It seemed like something needed to happen. Something needed to cement that relationship in place and to even everything out.
"Okay," I said, my voice coming out small, but husky, "Okay, that's fair." There really wasn't even a lot of internal deliberation. I just knew that I was going to do it. I didn't even feel nervous, I wanted to do this for Bella, to show her what she meant to me.
I turned and started to walk towards the bed. As I moved in that direction, I quickly slipped my tank-top up over my shoulders and dropped it onto the floor. I unhooked my bra (in the front) and let it sort of melt off of my body. My heart was fluttering harder than ever before now, but the heaviness was gone. It was all excitement. A kind of positive nervousness I could remember from casting calls and auditions. I'd never felt anything like in this sort of situation before.
When I reached the bed, I quickly turned and sat down on the edge and put my knees together. As I unzipped my leather boots, I looked up. I saw Bella walking back down out of the narrow hallway and into the main section of the hotel room. She was looking at me mischievously and took a seat on the chair where I'd been sitting just a few minutes before. By the time she got settled, my boots were off and I'd kicked my legs onto the bed.
The comforter felt cool and silky against my skin and I felt myself moving in a sort of slinky, seductive fashion. I felt a little like I was acting but it was...different. It felt more natural. I turned and looked at Bella sitting on the edge of her chair. She was looking at me intently, still smiling.
Now that I came to terms with what I was doing, my body sort of took over. I'd done this so many times in the last few months that it came as second nature to me. I leaned my head back on the pillow and I turned my head towards Bella, looking at her closely. At the same time I spread my legs incredibly wide, just like she had been in the picture. My left hand quickly snaked down my body, my palm dragging across the smooth skin of my stomach. My fingertips pressed into the soft skin of my cock and my whole body trembled. I let out a little gasp and I saw Bella shift slightly in her seat.
My penis was still pretty much flaccid, my nerves had been too much. But it was plumped slightly and, regardless, it still felt nice to touch it. Carefully my hand wrapped around the shaft of my cock and the slightly wet warmth of it felt heavy in my hand. As I usually did, I pulled my skin up so that it looked like I still had my foreskin. I saw no reason to change my routine now. And because my routine was so firmly in place, I kept moving quickly.
My right hand move quickly, reaching up towards my face. I kept my eyes on Bella as my fingers entered my mouth. I had learned through trial and error that no amount of spit was too much, extra lubrication was always good. I'd also learned that choking could really help in the production of spit. As my fingers slipped into my mouth, I spread my lips wide. I felt my fingertips slide along the wet, rough surface of my tongue and then plunge into my throat. My throat closed and my eyes watered as I gagged. My mouth filled with thick saliva and I let it drip onto my fingers.
Bella made a little sound as she watched me pull my wet fingers through my lips. I blinked the tears from my eyes and kept looking at her. She was biting her lower lip and looking at me intently. Her cheeks were slightly red and I could see that she was breathing more deeply than she had been before. But I didn't have time to think about that. I quickly moved my right hand down my body, careful to keep my fingers, especially my middle finger, as wet as possible.
In a few moments, I was using my thumb to lift my heavy balls up, away from my body. I swirled my fingers around on the crinkled rosebud of my asshole. I made sure that it was very wet, but kept my middle finger damp as well. I'd learned a lot in the last few months, I'd gotten better at this. Once I was properly lubricated, I moved my middle finger up against my asshole. I immediately started to put pressure on it. I felt a familiar force against my anus and I felt my finger slowly opening my body. Then I felt myself give way and my slick finger pushed its way quickly past my first and second knuckle. There was no difficulty now, I'd become a pro at this. In moments, my finger was buried deep inside of me and my insides were hugging me tightly. All these feelings were common now, familiar, comforting even.



Now I was perfectly in position, looked just like Bella had in the pictures on the internet. I turned and looked at her now, to see if she approved. She was sitting forward tensely in her seat, her eyes glued to my body. Her mouth was open slightly and he gave a sort of astonished look. She was moving slightly on the chair, like she was too nervous or excited to sit still. She looked redder than before, I thought I could see her nipples poking through the sheer fabric of her dress.
I smiled at her and then, slowly, I started to work on myself. First, I began to gently stroke my cock. It was still only half-hard at the time, but that was enough. My grip was very firm and I was used to this sort of thing. I felt the half-firm flesh in my hand and enjoyed the way it felt, slipping over the gentle ripples in my fingers. I moaned as I started to bring my hand up and down on my shaft. At the same time, I started to massages my insides with my finger. I sort of rippled my middle finger slowly, allowing my body to loosen and accept me more deeply. Sometimes I would pull my finger out slightly and then slip it carefully back in, ratcheting up the sensation further.
As the tension and the pleasure began to rise inside of me, I moaned loudly and closed my eyes. I pressed my elbows in towards my chest, squeezing my breasts and feeling the delicious pleasure of it. I soon slipped into the full effect of the routine. I didn't even notice the world around me. I just felt the familiar pleasure of my body growing more and more intense.
I must've been stroking myself for five minutes or more when it happened. I was feeling like I was getting relatively close to finishing, though not so close that I needed to open my mouth, to prepare for my load. My hand was moving faster between my legs and my finger was moving more insistently inside of my ass. I was completely oblivious to the end world around me, focused solely on the sensations inside of my body.
And then I felt something completely strange. And incredibly wonderful too. The tip of my penis suddenly felt very warm and it tingled all over. I felt a sort of glowing, electrical sensation running up my spine. I noticed the tip of my cock felt slightly wet now and I wonder if, somehow, I'd started cumming earlier than I'd anticipated. And then I felt something else strange. I felt a tickling sensation against my legs and my stomach. Then I felt something clasped around my left hand.
My eyes fluttered open quickly and I let out a low moan. I couldn't believe what I was seeing. At some point, Bella had gotten up from the chair and crossed over towards the bed. She was leaning over me now and her long red hair was tickling against my thighs and my belly. Her hand was grasped around mine, pulling my fingers away from my cock. More importantly than that, the tip of my penis had disappeared between Bella's thick, pink lips. Bella Radnor was sucking my dick!
"Oh my God!" I gasped. I felt Bella's tongue swirl around on the tip of my penis. The sensation was more intense than anything I'd ever experienced before. She was looking up at me, her eyes look large and bright. Her lips were wrapped around me tightly. She looked unbelievably gorgeous.
She slipped the tip of my cock briefly out of her mouth, pressing it instead against the side of her cheek. She smiled at me quickly, "Just relax," she said, "Let me do this," With that she moved the tip of my penis away from her cheek (it left a glistening wet spot) and pushed it back towards her mouth. My left hand suddenly grew limp and it finally fell away from my shaft. My penis, which had grown much harder now, was still standing up. Bella was holding it up between her lips, letting her tongue swirl around the tip. I couldn't believe what I was seeing.
But Bella wasn't done. While her mouth remained on my rapidly hardening cock, her hands started to move about my body. Her right arm sort of draped across my body and wrapped around my cock. In a second, I felt her fingers pressing into the soft, hairless skin of my scrotum. Her fingertips played with my balls and eventually, she cradled them loosely, but firmly in the palm of her hand. I groaned at the sensation.
At the same time, her left hand moved down between my legs. I felt her fingers find the back of my own hand. I felt her apply pressure, pushing in on my hand. I realized that I had stopped moving the finger that was buried in my asshole. Bella was urging me forward, trying to convince me to keep going. I bit my lower lip and nodded down at her, looking into her big, soulful eyes. I started to undulate my finger inside of my asshole. Bella kept her hand on mine, making sure I kept up the pressure and feeling the movement of my muscles against my ass.
Now that Bella had me where she wanted me, she sort of swung into action. In one, incredibly deft movement, I watched as her head dropped into my lap. She moved so fast that I thought for sure she was going to hurt me. But instead of pain, I felt an intense warming glow spread out over my body. I felt Bella's chin pressing into my scrotum and her nose was against my stomach. My entire cock was buried in Bella's throat. I gasped at the realization.
Bella kept my cock deep inside of her for...an impossibly long time. She didn't even gag as she bounced it deep in her throat. I felt her amazing tongue, her tight cheeks, and the strong slippery insides of her throat wrapping up my cock up. Nothing I'd ever felt in my life felt so...good. The sensations were just so all-encompassing. It wasn't just the feeling in my cock, it seemed to spread out all over, making me feel warm and safe.
And that feeling of well-being came from Bella too. It wasn't just that she was rubbing her tongue around on the bottom of my cock, bathing my urethra in her warm saliva. It was who she was as well. It was the fact that her big beautiful eyes were open, the eyes I'd seen in those pictures all those months earlier, and she was looking directly at me. It was a feeling that a fantasy had somehow, improbably, come true.
After a while, Bella slipped my cock back up, out of her throat. I heard her take a deep, gasping breath and I could see tears in her eyes from choking. But she didn't wait long. As soon as she caught her breath, she once again drove her head down into my lap, pushing my dick into the back of her throat. My cock was wet with her saliva now and it slid into her even easier. With no friction, the intensely pleasurable sensation became even more powerful.
Meanwhile, Bella's hand continued to massage my balls carefully and she made she my finger continued to probe deeply into my asshole. With my one hand now free, I felt like I needed something. I looked down and saw my nipples sitting up hard on my chest. My breasts ached and long to be touched. It wasn't so much a decision as an imperative. My hands flew to my chest, my palm landing on my hard nipple. I could feel the little nub pressing into my hand as I squeezed hard on my breast. I moaned loudly as the tension seemed to both rise and fall at the same time. I moved my hand to my other breast as well, pinching my nipple and reveling in the sensation.
Bella continued on this way for a long time. I think I must've been in shock because that is the only way I can explain the fact that I did not cum almost instantly. Instead I watched for several minutes while Bella's beautiful face bounced up and down, faster and faster, on my cock. I looked at the way her lips sealed around my hardened shaft, I felt the way her tongue worked over every inch of my penis, I felt the weight of her laying slightly on top of me. It was all so very, very much.
The orgasm sort of snuck up on me. I was so focused on feeling the new, and staggering, sensations that I barely noticed a familiar, powerful sensation sneaking up on me. I was looking down at Bella's beautiful eyes while her mouth bobbed up and down on my cock; I was pulling my nipple up, hard, towards the ceiling. I was panting frantically, unable to catch my breath. Every once in a while, a moan would escape my throat. I was totally overwhelmed.
I didn't even realize that I was cumming until I saw Bella's eyes flutter and she sealed her lips more tightly around the tip of my cock, no longer driving it into her throat. At the same time, I could feel my urethra expanding tightly and I could feel the pressurized whir as hot cum shot out of my cock. It was only when I recognized the physical aspect of my orgasm that the pure sensation of it washed over me. Rather than radiating out from my cock, like it normally did, the tingling sensation seemed to be everywhere at once. My entire body was floating on an electrical wave and I sort of melted into it. I heard myself moaning and I could still feel my body, shaking all over, but I was sort of outside of it as well, just a part of the pure pleasure.
Slowly, my orgasm subsided. After a minute or so, my eyes fluttered back open and I settled back down into myself. My feet were planted on the bed and, for the first time, I realized that I had been bucking my hips up into Bella's mouth while I came. She had bravely stood her ground and she still had the tip of my incredibly sensitive penis in her mouth. My finger, at some point, had slipped wetly out of my ass. I let my hips relax and my hips rested on the bed, exhausted.
Bella kept my cock in her mouth, dropping her head in time with my hips. I was so sensitive that it almost hurt, but I didn't dare say anything to her. When I was lying, panting on the bed, I moved my other hand up to my breasts. Now I had a hand cupping each of my breasts and I pulled them apart slightly, looking down the length of my body at Bella. I saw for the first time that a large amount of my sperm had dripped out of Bella's lips and was running down the shaft of my cock.
As soon as I was still, Bella began to suck loosely on the tip of my cock. The pleasure was painful and at first I didn't know what Bella was doing. I had just gotten off. But then I felt a strange coolness and, after a moment, I realized that the sperm was slipping up my cock, back into Bella's mouth. After a few seconds, she'd pulled almost all of it back between her lips. Finally, she pulled her lips from my cock, gave the tip a gentle kiss, and then sat back on her knees on the hotel room floor.
She looked at me, smiled brightly, and then opened her mouth to show me my pearly sperm resting on her tongue. There was a surprising amount of it and it almost overflowed her lips and dribbled down her neck. She quickly closed her mouth and I watched her throat work as the sperm worked its way down into her stomach. When she was done, she stuck her tongue out, showing me that it was all gone. I was lying, panting on the bed, my hands still on my breasts, completely dazed.
"What just happened?" I eventually said, my voice sounding small and stunned. Bella giggled and wiped her wet lips with the back of her hand and shrugged.
"I didn't think you would mind," she said, "It has been so long for me and you're so beautiful." I blushed.
"It's not that I minded. I didn't...I just can't believe that happened."
"But it felt right, didn't it?" Bella asked, tilting her head to the side. She didn't even sound nervous about it. She wasn't really asking, she was confirming. I nodded my head slowly.
"We aren't hiding anything. We don't have any reason to hold back," I said. And I knew that didn't fully encapsulate what we were feeling. The connection here went deeper than that. But it went so deep, that it was impossible to explain it any more clearly than that. But I could tell that Bella knew I meant more than I was saying, more than I could say. She smiled at me and rubbed her chin with her delicate fingers.
"Then let's not hold back!" she said excitedly. She popped up off of the floor quickly and was standing next to the bed. In a matter of seconds, she was reaching behind her back to find the zipper on her dress. In a blur, the dress fell down around her, a puddle on the floor. She wasn't wearing a bra or even panties under her dress. As it dropped, Bella was standing totally naked right in front of me.
"Bella...you're so much prettier than your pictures!" I said, in awe. It was true. From where she was standing, I could see every inch of her. The beautiful face, the delicate curves, the large breasts, the sweet little nipples, the shapely legs, and the erect cock. It was larger than it had looked in the pictures, the foreskin straining back against it. For some reason that I couldn't really explain, my mouth was watering just looking at her. She giggled at me and playfully swatted her hand.
"You're a charmer," she said and I couldn't tell if she was teasing me. But then she walked towards the bed, "And now you'll get your reward for it!" She said. As she got to the side of the bed, she reached over and grabbed my foot. She pulled on my leg, dragging me over. I thought I understood what she wanted and I started to spin around. She turned me until I was lying perpendicular across the bed, my feet hanging off the side and my head pointing away from her. Once I was in position, Bella took a step forward so that she was between my legs. She was sort of towering over me and I looked up the undersides of her breasts.
Without speaking, Bella took her right hand and brought it up to her lips. She opened up and soon her fingers were pressing back into her throat. I saw her body convulse slightly and I heard her make a low choking sound in her throat. But she kept her hand there longer and again she gagged on her fingers. After a few seconds, she pulled her hand out of her mouth. A long, thin string of saliva connected her lips to her fingers. There was clearly a pool of this saliva on her hand.
Bella dropped her hand down between my legs. I jumped slightly when I felt her fingertips brush slightly against my scrotum. But she dropped her fingers down further and soon I felt the pads of her fingers pressing against my anus. I gasped as the warm, wet feeling of her hand against my asshole. She giggled at my reaction but didn't stop. My ass had dried slightly while I'd been fingering it and it was clear that Bella was lubricating me once again. The tip of her finger popped inside of me and I groaned. Soon, the entire areas was slick and wet.
"I need more spit," Bella said to me and pointed to my lips. I knew what she wanted. Rapidly, I raised my left hand up towards my mouth, "No," Bella said, smiling devilishly and continuing to gently massage my anus with her wet fingers, "That one," and she pointed to my right hand.
I looked at my other hand, the one that I had just pulled out of my asshole. I knew what Bella wanted and I felt a strange thrill run through my body. I had done it before, of course, by accident. But now, doing it on purpose didn't just seem like a good idea, it seemed like an exciting, sexy idea.
And so I dutifully brought my right hand up to my lips. I started with just my delectable middle finger. Bella was watching me closely, her breathing growing deeper as she watched. My middle finger passed through my lips and skittered across my tongue. It had a familiar, earthy flavor that I remembered from before. But somehow it was sweeter this time and I closed my eyes and groaned. I sucked hard on my finger, tasting the way my body tasted and enjoying the fact that I knew it was driving Bella crazy.
Eventually, my eyes fluttered back open and I saw Bella staring at me. Her face was flushed and her hands had jumped up to her breasts. I saw her kneading at them and pinching on her nipples. She was clearly enjoying the show. It made me feel sexy in a way that I thought I could only feel while acting. I wanted to give her more. So I opened my mouth wider and plunged my fingers deep inside of my throat. I gagged quickly, but I pushed farther. Just like Bella, I gagged again. And then a third time. Finally, I couldn't take anymore, and I pulled my fingers, dripping with saliva, out of my throat. I quickly moved my fingers down towards my ass.
"No!" Bella said, quickly grabbing my wrist. I looked up at her and she bit her lip, "Not there," she said, "here." And she moved forward slightly and pulled my arm forward. In order to keep up with her movements, I had to sit up slightly, propping myself up on my free elbow. She guided my hand forward until it brushed against the taut skin of her cock.
Instinctively, my hand wrapped around Bella's hard penis. She groaned and arched her back into me. She was so much harder than I ever got and was a bit awed by her. My hand wrapped completely around her, but it felt like her taut muscles were bulging against me. Her skin was incredibly soft and smooth. It was like warm stone wrapped in silk. The heat coming off of her was intense; it felt like it was burning into my palm. It was already slightly damp and I look down at it. I could see a thin line of pre-cum dribbling down from the tip of her cock and slipping down the length of her shaft.
I started to move my hand up and down on Bella's shaft. I felt my slick saliva coating her hot skin and I heard her gasping. She looked down at me nodding, her eyes fiery with lust. I moved my hand slowly, first pulling down, coating her skin until my fingers pressed into her soft, smooth scrotum. Then I reversed my movement, pulling my wet fingers up her shaft until I reached the tip. That was smooth and road and I swirled my hand around it. She moaned loudly as my hand polished the top of her cock, coating it with saliva.
Finally, she could take no more and her hand shot out, and grabbed my wrist. She pulled my hand away from her cock and then carefully pushed my arm back. I sort of lost balance and fell onto my back on the mattress. Bella's free hand darted forward and she grasped my other wrist. Soon she had leaned forward, pinning both of my wrists to the bed on either side of my head.
She was leaning over me, her face just inches from mine. Her large breasts were hanging down over my body. They were so large that they brushed against my own. I felt her hard nipples pressing into mine, tickling and teasing me. Even more intense, I could feel the wet tip of Bella's cock pressing into me. It was hard against my scrotum, pulsing against my balls. It was even brushing up against the now-soft shaft of my own cock. The pressure felt dangerous and exciting.
Bella leaned farther forward, her cock and her breast pushing more strongly against me. Her face was just a few inches from mine. I was biting my lower lip and looking up into her eyes. Her mouth was opened slightly, but somehow her face seemed like it was smiling anyway. I could feel the positive energy flowing out of her.
"I can't believe I found you," I said. I don't know why. I just knew I needed to say it.
"I can't believe you exist," she said. And then she leaned forward. My eyes closed and I tilted my head slightly to the side. In a moment, I felt the soft whisper of her lips against mine and I could smell the sweet aroma of her body. Her hair draped over my, tickling my forehead and my throat. My mouth opened to moaned and Bella's lips covered it up. I moaned into her mouth instead. Her lips were so thick and so soft, I felt like we'd been fused together.
After a few moments, I felt Bella's lips split against mine. I opened my mouth eagerly. I'd never been kissed passionately before, at least not off of a movie set. My entire body ached to feel more. As my mouth opened, Bella's tongue tumbled inside. I could still taste my sperm on her tongue as it probed insides of me. My own tongue pushed back and they met together in my mouth. I tasted into her mouth as well, soaking in the warm feeling of her body. She tasted and felt so good...it sent chills down my spine.
Our bodies reacted to the passion of our kiss. I wrapped my legs around Bella's hips and I arched my back, thrusting my breasts into hers. She started to grind her hips, pushing her cock more forcefully between my legs. The friction of her cock against mine was incredible and I squeezed her tighter with my legs. Our kisses became more intense as the tension grew higher.



Finally, Bella pulled back away from our kiss, standing against the edge of her bed. She released my wrists and stood tall. Her face was flushed and my saliva was dangling from her lip. I whimpered, sad that she had gone, and kept my legs wrapped around her waist, "Goddamn," she said, "I need more!" Her left hand immediately dropped to my hip, pinning me in place. Her other hand dropped and wrapped around her cock. In a quick motion, she inched forward. I felt the bulbous tip of her cock pressing against my asshole. For the first time, I realize what she had in mind.
"Oh please, be careful!" I said suddenly and then I was frightened that I'd scared her off. It wasn't that I didn't want it. In fact, I needed it. But it was just..., "I'm a virgin," I explained. Bella smiled and rubbed my hip with her hand.
"Don't worry baby, I'm not going to hurt you," she said reassuringly, "You're all warmed up, stretched out, and ready for this." Her calm demeanor and gentle words made me feel a little better. I focused on the delightful feeling of her hand against my hip. Bella returned her focus down between my legs.
Once again, I felt the pressure of the tip of Bella's dick against my asshole. But I didn't shy away from it now. I remained relaxed. I hadn't thought I'd be able to put my finger there once, and that had turned out really well. Bella pushed hard, but slowly, and I gasped a little. The tip of her cock was a hell of a lot bigger than my finger. She continued to rub my hip and shushed me gently. My hands rose up off the bed. I put my left thumb in my mouth and bit it gently, trying to focus my discomfort there. My right hand rose up to my breast, pinching and playing at my aching nipples. The pleasure of that feeling lessened the pressure on my asshole.
"Come on baby, open up for me," Bella said gently. I moaned loudly tried not to think about any discomfort. Instead, I thought about how wonderful it would be to have Bella inside of me. To have her there were I could grip her and pull her and take her juices inside of me.
I guess those thoughts did the trick. My asshole opened slightly and the tip of Bella's cock slipped in. I shuddered as I felt it filling that tight space. I saw Bella shiver as well, but she was focused. She bent her neck, looking down at her cock, popped into my asshole. I watched as she spit a long, thick dribble of saliva. It landed on the shaft of her cock, making it even wetter than it had been before. Bella used her hand to spread it out. Then she started to push again, sinking inside of me.
Once she had pushed passed the tip...everything was better. My body no longer resisted her and there was no longer any pressure. I felt, inch by inch, as her cock entered me. I felt m asshole stretching out to accept her. I couldn't believe how full I felt, it was like her cock was filling my entire body. But it was lovely too, just so incredible. I could hardly believe it when I felt Bella's hips pressed against my ass. Her big, silky cock was all the way inside of me!
"Goddamn girl, you're tight!" Bella said and I giggled. My body moved with my laugh and I guess the sensation was a lot for Bella. She closed her eyes and let out a sigh. It felt good for me as well, feeling her cock moving inside of me. But I wanted more.
"Please Bella," I begged, "fuck me." It was like she had been waiting for just such a signal. As soon as the words were out of my mouth, Bella pulled her hips back slightly. I sighed as her cock slipped an inch or two out of my asshole. Before I could even process the sensation of her cock pulling out, Bella slammed her dick back inside of me.
"Oh Jesus!" I screamed, pulling harder than before on my breast. Bella stopped moving.
"Did I hurt you?" she asked, sounding concerned. I shook my head frantically.
"No, don't stop!" I begged. Bella smiled and then immediately got back to work. Now she moved both hands to my hips holding me in place. Once again she moved her hips back, sliding her cock out of my ass, and then she shoved it back in quickly. Now there was no pause. She moved her cock out and then back in again. And again. And again. And then I wasn't even really aware it was happening anymore, I was just overwhelmed by the pleasure I felt at her touch. I tried to hold still, just let her cock work on my willing body.
As Bella fucked me, I looked up at her. In fact, the way that my neck was slightly bent on the bed, her body was sort of framed between my two large breasts. I looked across the smooth expanse of my toned belly, and saw my limp cock bounced up and down as Bella slammed in and out of me. Thin streams of left-over cum and new pre-cum slung out of it, dribbling cold onto my skin. I tried to tilt my head more, so that I could watch her hard shaft slip in and out of my body, but I didn't have a good angle. Instead, I watched Bella's body, enamored by the elegant, fluid motion of her body and the hypnotic movement of her large breasts.
After Bella had been fucking me for several minutes, I saw her once again crane her neck down towards my cock. I knew that she was going to spit again. But suddenly, I had an almost uncontrollable urge. I had no idea where it came from, but it wouldn't be denied, "No wait!" I called out and Bella stopped, "No keep frucking!" I begged and her hips kept moving, "But don't spit that out. It's wet enough. Spit in my mouth. I need to taste you!" I plead. Bella smiled.
"You're kinky!" she said around the saliva pooled in her mouth. But she seemed happy to oblige. She took her hands off of my hips and placed them on the bed on either side of me, her arms brushing against my breasts. She started to lean forward, but she was only slightly taller than me. She had to lean forward hard so that her mouth would be over top of my face. She dug her toes into the hotel carpet, pushing herself forward. The end result was that she moved so her face was over mine, but in doing so she had shoved her cock harder and deeper into my ass that she ever had before.
The feeling was indescribable. It caused two things to happen at once. First, my mouth opened wide. Partially, it was to accept the hot saliva that I'd demanded from Bella. More importantly, the feeling of her cock pressing so deep inside of me was too beautiful not to react to. I was nearly screaming with pleasure.
The second thing was Bella. I guess that pressing into me in order to lean over me had pushed her past the edge. I felt Bella's body trembling against me. Her eyes slammed shut. Her mouth opened and a low groan came from deep within her throat. She dropped her head slightly and the saliva that she had collected began to pour from her lips. I opened my mouth wider, letting it drip against my teeth and splatter across my tongue. It was thick and sweat, tasting so much like Bella I could barely stand it.
But I am not even sure that Bella was trying to spit in my mouth. Her attention was clearly elsewhere. While I was swishing Bella's saliva around in my mouth, I could feel a pulsating pressure inside of my asshole. I knew what was happening. Bella was cumming. Her entire body was rigid. And her thick, hot sperm was pouring directly into my asshole. It made me shiver just to think about it. I looked her, watched the overwhelming pleasure play out across her face as spurt after spurt of cum filled up my tight ass, making the pressure grow even more intense. I'd never felt sexier, never felt better in my life. My cock, which had been bouncing limply against my body while Bella fucked me, started to grow hard once again.
After a very long time, Bella let out a deep sigh and her eyes opened once again. The muscles in her body went totally slack and she smiled down at me. She giggled when she looked at me, reached up with one of her hands, and pushed a little bit of spit that had dribbled onto my chin into my mouth. I tasted it hungrily and licked at her fingers. Bella laughed louder and looked happier, and more relaxed, than she had since I'd seen her on the convention floor. I realized how badly she had needed that. Not just the sexual release, but the totally acceptance I had given to her body with mine.
But while Bella was extremely satisfied, it was clear that she wasn't finished. Her cock still felt hard inside of my asshole. I was beginning to wonder if (and hope that) she was going to start up again. But to my surprise, she pushed herself back, moving her hips away from me. I groaned as her hard cock slipped quickly out of my asshole. It was almost like cumming, the pleasure from the drop in pressure.
Bella didn't bother to revel in the sensation. As soon as her cock was out of my ass, Bella dropped quickly down on her knees on the floor. I was a little surprised. I popped myself up on my elbows on the bed, trying to look down at her. Bella's arm reached up quickly, snaking under my knees and wrapping around my thighs. I let out a surprised squeak when she yanked on my legs, pulling me over to the side of the bed. In a moment, my ass was hanging off the side.
Once again, Bella moved quickly. As soon as my asshole was off of the bed, Bella pushed my legs back, sort of rolling my hips back a little and pointing my anus up into the air. Without a word, she pushed her head forward, burying her face between my asscheeks. I felt her nose press into my balls and, shockingly felt her lips pushing into my asshole.
It was only now that I realized what she was doing. As soon as Bella's cock had come out of my ass, the massive load of cum that she had poured into my ass had started to dribble out. It was not an unpleasant sensation, but it was not really my focus. But that sperm was Bella's focus. She didn't want to waste a drop. And now, on her knees, she formed a seal around my crinkled asshole. It felt hot and soothing after the pounding my asshole had taken, wonderful.
I felt Bella's tongue starting to probe at me and groaned loudly. I could no longer hold myself up on my elbows, and fell back onto the bed. Bella didn't seem to notice, her attention was totally focused. I felt her tongue moving around and lapping at my asshole, drinking down all of her own sperm that had collected there. Once she had cleaned everything that had gotten out, she grew more aggressive. Her tongue started to push inside of me, she started to suck. I could feel the sperm pulling out of my asshole and into Bella's hot, waiting mouth.
Bella stayed like that for several minutes and I adored every second of it. The feeling of the sperm moving out of my asshole was lovely. But better than that was the feeling of Bella's tongue and her lips against my sensitive asshole. I would have allowed her to stay down there, tasting me and feeling me, forever. But eventually, the well ran dry. Bella had sucked out every drop of her own sperm and swallowed it down. When she was done, she moved her lips away from my asshole and I gasped as the cool air moved against it. She rose so that she was standing next to her bed, her cheeks glistening with spit and sperm.
My cock was now completely hard again, maybe harder than it had ever been in my life. As Bella rose, I saw her cock bouncing as well. It was clear that while she'd cum, Bella was not yet finished. We didn't speak, we just looked into each other's eyes. We both knew what we wanted to do it. It felt like the only thing we could do. Bella jumped up onto the bed with me.
I remained on my back, laying down. As Bella got up on the bed, she repositioned herself, spinning around so that we were facing in opposite directions. Soon, she had thrown one of her legs over my head so that she was straddling my face. She was on her hands and knees on top of me, her palms buried in the mattress on either side of my hips. It was exactly what I had been waiting for.
From where I was lying, I was looking up at Bella's cock which was hard and pointing forward, towards her tits, her balls that were hanging down towards my lips, and her tight little asshole that made my mouth water. I wanted all of it. I quickly reached my hands up, feeling for Bella's hips. My finger sunk into her toned ass and I pulled her down hard. Bella sort of sat hard and the crinkled, purple star of her asshole dropped down perfectly, kissing my lips. I felt her balls dangling chin and the bottom of her cock was rubbing against my throat. The weight of her body was pressing down on my breasts.
But the only thing that I could really focus on was her asshole. Her skin there is so dense and so incredibly hot. The smell of her too, her asscheeks pressing into my nose, is so sweet and divine. I couldn't bear to wait any longer. I had to know how Bella tasted. I quickly split my lips open and my tongue oozed from my mouth. I felt slick pressure as my tongue pressed against the soft ridges of Bella's asshole. Her taste was lovely, clean and a little salty. I heard her moan and she thrust her hips back. I made my tongue rigid and, as Bella pushed back, my tongue plunged deep into her asshole. I groaned as I felt her smooth, hot insides squeezing my tongue and her flavors covered me entirely. Bella groaned louder and I get her started to grind her hips, rubbing her beautiful round ass in my face. I felt her hard cock pressing between my breasts as she moved.
At the same time, Bella's right hand rose up off of the bed and I felt it grasp around my hardened cock. I moaned and twirled my tongue around inside of her. Her grip grew tighter and she started to move her hand up and down on my aching shaft. She pushed down hard with her hand I felt her fingers sinking into my scrotum, rubbing on my balls.
For a while, we just stayed like this. I kept my tongue in Bella's ass, usually hard and pressing into her, tasting her coppery insides. Sometimes I would make my tongue fat and soft, let it slip out of her and lap at it gently. Always, I was trying to get more and more of her wonderful taste inside of me. At the same time, Bella would stroke my cock up and down, her hand tight but soft. She was also grinding her hips against my chest and I could feel it growing slick with pre-cum.
"Oh shit, Jayne, I need more!" Bella yelled after several minutes. I could tell she was losing control, her body shaking more furiously than ever. She suddenly lifted her hips up. I had my hands wrapped around her waist and I was pulling her hips down, but she jerked quickly and soon she was back up on her hands and knees. I was a little surprised but I didn't have a chance to think. Her right hand moved quickly off of my cock and she was pressing her hard cock back so that it was facing down, towards my mouth. I felt the uncircumsized tip press against my lips and I tried to open my mouth to give it a slight lick. But as soon as I opened my mouth a little, Bella once again dropped her hips. I didn't even have time to react.
In an instant, Bella's hard cock was pushing beyond my lips, bowling over my tongue, and burying itself in my throat. I gagged hard, my throat squeezing around Bella's shaft. But I didn't panic. I welcomed it. I could taste the salty flavor of Bella's cock mixed with the earthy flavor of my own ass, which was still coating her. I gurgled deliciously around the cock. Why would I want anything else?
But Bella wasn't content with just that. As soon as her cock was buried in my throat, I felt her body drop down on top of me. Her tits rubbed against my lower belly and I felt her arms against my legs. Her right hand once against found my cock, but she didn't start to rub it. Instead, she pulled the shaft up so that it was pressing against her lips. Then she opened her mouth and instantly devoured my cock. I felt her tight throat closing around me as she gagged again. Now we were perfectly mirroring one another. We were exactly alike.
Neither of us could last very long. We were both very close to the edge to begin with and, to make matters more intense, neither of us could breathe. Bella kept her cock pressed hard in my throat while I undulated my tongue against it. But to be fair, she kept my cock perfectly in place inside of her as well. A perfect loop.
Still, I wanted to hurry things along. And I wanted to try something too. My arms were still wrapped up and around Bella's hips, my fingers were grasping her warm ass. I moved my right index finger quickly down, over the loaves of Bella's ass, finding the dark purple center. I couldn't see it, but I knew it was there and that it was slick with my spit and stretched by my tongue. I didn't think, I just thrust my finger hard and deep into Bella's asshole. I felt her body go rigid as my finger suck all the way inside of her in one fluid motion. I could hear her gurgling around my cock.
But I noticed something else, even better. I felt Bella's urethra expanding against my tongue. I felt her cock shaking and pulsating. I felt her anus tighten around my finger. And then, I felt hot liquid pouring directly into my throat. I pressed my head back into the mattress as hard as I could and Bella pulled her hips up slightly. Soon the tip of her cock pulled back into my mouth and her hot, salty sperm splashed against my tongue and filled my cheeks. The smell of her cum wafted into my nose and I was in heaven.
More than that, it pushed me over the edge. As I savored the flavor of Bella's cum, my body couldn't take it anymore. I thrust my hips up hard, off of the bed, pushing my cock deeper into Bella's throat. It felt like as my cock pressed against the back of her throat that something burst inside of me. There was an explosion of tingling warmth that sort of grew out from my cock, pulsing and billowing inside of me, touching every sweet inch of my body. I could still feel Bella's body, in my mouth and draped across me. Her cum was still splashing ever-thicker into my mouth. And it was like the two of us, bound together in a circle, were the entire world. And that built the pleasure higher and higher until it didn't even feel physical anymore, until it was all that I was.
I guess that Bella came back to her senses faster than I did. I was laying on my back, panting through my nose, and swishing her thick sperm around in my mouth, while my mind remained entirely blank. But as I was doing that, Bella had jumped up quickly and flopped over onto the bed next to me. As I gradually came to understand who and where I was, my eyes came back into focus. Bella was lying beside me, our bodies touching. Her cheeks, like mine, were bulging. She reached her arm across the distance separating us and her soft hand rested gently on my cheek. She pulled me forward. Instinctively, I followed her wishes, leaning in towards her.
Our lips met passionately, like we were afraid that the other would disappear before the kiss could be completed. As soon as we met, our mouths opened instantly. We were both overflowing with one another's cum and it dribbled down our cheeks and splattered onto the bed. But soon our lips had sealed together and the pools of cum inside of our mouths crashed together. I could taste my own, familiar flavor mixing with Bella's and I moaned as the tastes fused, growing better than the sum of their parts.
We kissed for a very long time, passing our cum back and forth until, bit by bit, we swallowed it all down. Then we continued to kiss, pulling each other together on the bed. Soon our arms, legs, tongues, and cocks were intertwined on the bed. It was impossible to tell where I ended and Bella began. And it was like that, blissful unaware of the outside world, that we fell asleep.
* * * * *
Two years later I was sitting at my kitchen table, just like I did every morning. I was wearing my robe, cinched tightly, but nothing else. I had already finished my breakfast and I had decided to turn on the television. I no longer lived for the entertainment news, but I still looked at it from time to time. As soon as the screen came on, I was mildly surprised to see a video of myself, walking out of a restaurant. My new movie, my first starring role, was coming out in two weeks. I sort of expected to be everywhere right now. As I watched, I heard the voiceover speak.



"In shocking celebrity relationship news, Jayne Catalina, star of the upcoming film, "Radio Edit," has been linked romantically with actress Bella Radnor. The two have been seen in public on numerous occasions in recent weeks, including a romantic, candle light dinner just three nights ago. Reps for both actresses declined to make comments, but sources close to both of them say that the rumors are true.
"These reports will likely further fan the flames of Radnor's white hot comeback. Just two years after the shocking revelation that the former 'Agent XX' was a transwoman, Radnor has set a torrid pace of late. Following her Golden Globe nominated turn in "Tempus Fugit," Bella Radnor has erased any doubts about her staying power in Hollywood. No fewer than three movies featuring the actress will be released in the next six months. We will continue to keep you updated on this possible Hollywood power couple."
"Turn that nonsense off!" a voice said behind me. I felt arms drape over my shoulders, palms rest lightly on my breasts. I felt Bella's lips nibble at my ears and I giggled. I shut the television off and looked over at my shoulder at my fiancé. "Everything on those shows are unsubstantiated rumors and gossip."
"Some things are true," I said, rubbing her arm.
"I just heard a rumor that sex goddess Jayne Catalina, like he alleged girlfriend Bella Radnor might be a tranny," Bella said, rising her eyebrows. I smiled and kissed her deeply over my shoulder.
"I don't think that rumor is out yet," I said after our kiss had broken, "But you know, even if it was, even if I still have to worry about that and even if all of this could still be taken away, it wouldn't matter anymore. I don't need the love of millions. I have everything I need right here." Bella smiled and she kissed me back.
The End.
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"Oh Christ, are you kidding me with this? Another one?" the whiny voice of my youngest brother, Tyler, called from the backseat of my cramped, ancient Volkswagen Jetta. I smiled sadistically, but didn't turn around. Instead, I reached forward and pressed the 'volume up button' about fifteen times in quick succession. In a matter of seconds, the cab of the car was filled with the soulful harmonizing of those 90's pop gods, the Backstreet Boys. I could barely hear the groaning over the pounding chorus.
"Okay, it was funny the first time, but this is vicious," my other brother Brandon screamed from the shotgun seat. I shrugged my shoulders like I couldn't hear him.
"Can't we listen to like...One Direction or something," my younger sister Victoria called from the back seat, high voice barely carrying over the noise.
"First of all," Tyler screamed next to her, "You are 18 years old, you are way too old to be into One Direction. That is for middle school girls still learning about their bodies..."
"Gross!" I called back over the noise, but my smile grew wider. Tyler ignored me.
"Second, One Direction and N'Sync..."
"Backstreet Boys. They are saying 'Backstreet's Back' as you speak dumbass," I corrected and heard Brandon laugh. Still Tyler pushed on.
"One Direction and the Backstreet Boys are the same fucking thing!"
"No they are not!" My sister and I both yelled at the same time.
"Come on Nicole, turn it down!" Tyler whined again. I rolled my eyes and reached for the button, turning it down to a normal level. There was still a buzz in our ears from the loud noise and it felt like some of the oxygen had been sucked out of the cab. I clicked over to the radio. It came in crackling, a news report about some sort of liquor store robbery in some town I'd never heard of.
"Christ, thank you!" Tyler said finally.
"What would Dad say if he heard you talking like that?" I asked good-naturedly.
"Probably, 'hey, uh...Hey...Your...uh... Your mother... don't talk like that in front of your mother," Tyler said, doing a spot on impression of our father's halting attempts at discipline. We all shared a laugh over that and settled down more comfortably into the car. I could hear Tyler and Victoria bickering still but I was hardly paying attention. I returned my focus to the road.
I checked my mirrors and saw that no one was behind me. No one was in front of me either. It seemed that far off in every direction there was nothing but endless desert. It had been that way for nearly an hour now. Somehow I found that peaceful and I breathed in deeply, hunkering down in the seat. I sighed and soaked in the warm atmosphere, either from the desert or my family. Probably both.
"How's the gas looking?" Brandon asked, leaning over slightly to look at the gauge. I looked down and saw that there was a little less than a quarter of a tank left. My car had a tendency to say a quarter of a tank for hundred miles before it was suddenly empty, so I wasn't really sure what I was working with. I shrugged my shoulders and tried to look off into the distance. In the vast, flat expanse of the desert, you could see a long way, but there was still nothing around. I guess that some of it could have been that it was starting to get dark. I checked the clock, it was nearly 8 o'clock.
"I guess the next time we see a gas station we should stop," I said.
"The next time we see a restaurant we should stop," Tyler groaned from the back seat.
"You'll live," I shot back, but I felt a rumbling in my stomach as well. We hadn't stopped since we gassed up and ate at noon. No one ate in my car now. Not since the incident in Texas. I didn't want to think about that, the smell of chili was still everywhere.
"I don't think we are going to make it to LA tonight," Brandon said, "We aren't even in California yet." We were on Interstate 40 somewhere in the Arizona desert. We'd gone through Flagstaff...a little while earlier. I didn't really know where I was other than that it was somewhere around seven and a half hours between Flagstaff and L.A. I thought we were still several hours away and I knew Brandon was right. We had been driving for days from home in North Carolina and I didn't have the stomach for much more driving today. Nonetheless, I bit my lip a checked my fuel gauge again. Brandon was looking over at me, noticing my actions but I tried not to notice him.
"I can help you know," he said, "You don't have to pay for everything." It was like he was reading my mind.
I had volunteered to drive all of my siblings out to L.A. almost on a whim about a month earlier. It hadn't been a normally scheduled trip and the lack of planning was starting to show. In fact, my family's seams were starting to show. But, you have to understand, that was really, really not my fault. As any child would tell you, it was my parents' fault.
When my parents retired, my mother announced that she had always wanted to live in Southern California. She was a small-town, dinner theater actress and was as pretty as a movie star. I guess she wanted to pretend she was a Hollywood big shot in her retirement years. So the move might have been a relatively normal thing to do under some circumstances. But for my family, it had been a bit of a strain. My parents had put away a good deal of money and they'd sold their house at a profit, so they were able to retire young. My brothers and sister, still technically lived in the family home when my parents decided to split for the left coast. Both of my brothers were in college and my sister had just graduated high school (though she was already accepted to the college of her choice). My parents basically told them that they would help them rent small apartments near their various universities. My sister was supposed to live on campus if possible, even through the summer. Whether anyone said it or not, my studio apartment in Raleigh was going to become the de facto family home for an entire younger generation of the Wilson clan, just like that. In fact, Victoria had actually been forced to crash on my couch (with me) from about the time she graduated high school.
The whole move had occurred in a sort of whirlwind. It seemed like the instant my parents both decided they were ready to retire they were gone. They announced their plans in May and they were moving into a new place in June. Needless to say, the whole thing had been a bit traumatic for my younger siblings. I was 27 at the time, out of school and starting a nursing career. But the rest of them were young and felt a little like they'd been set adrift too early. Brandon at 22 was almost ready. But Tyler was only 20 and Victoria was 18, they felt like they were homeless.
So with my big heart and my small brain, I had decided that, as the eldest child and the closest thing to an adult left in North Carolina, that I would try to take care of things. With about as much foresight as my parents had shown in moving, I had suggested that in the two weeks before fall semester started, that we all drive out to California and check out my parents' new place. Maybe do a little sightseeing. It had seemed like a fun idea. Give everyone a chance to get over this little trauma in our lives and go out to visit. Make the move feel normal by seeing everyone in their place. More importantly, it would give us all a chance to be together for a while, do things as a family. We were all adults now, it seemed like it was important that we remain close (or, in some cases, get close). Our parents weren't there to ensure that we maintained our relationships anymore and I decided to take on that role as the oldest child.
And it had really worked. I mean we had had a blast on our trip across country. We'd seen the sights, we'd bullshitted about everything, and we'd had a bunch of laughs. It was everything I could have possibly hoped for, except that everything cost about twice as much as we figured. I had set aside a little bit of money but I had no real savings. My credit cards had very small limits and I was already having a hard time making the monthly payments. I was already cutting deep into my return trip money. I had really hoped when we started that morning that we could make a great pace and get to L.A. Then it was only a matter of tucking my tail between my legs and asking my parents for a little cash to get home. Now it looked like I would have to ask for a little bit more.
"No..." I said after a long pause, "You don't have to do that. This is my treat." I turned to my eldest brother and gave him a wan smile. I was in trouble, I knew that. But part of the motivation on this trip was to show everyone (including myself) that my parents being gone wasn't going to result in chaos. There was still a responsible adult who was totally on her feet and together. She would be able to take care of things, even if she had to do it alone. Brandon gave me a long look as though he were questioning whether I was telling the truth. Finally, he shrugged his shoulders and turned back towards the window, looking out into the fading desert light.
* * * * *
Half an hour later (and not a moment too soon the light on my dashboard had indicated) we flopped into a booth in a sweaty little diner that was buzzing with flies. The place had a sort of drab, old-fashionedness to it. There was a long, white counter, pastel orange tiles on the floors, big windows, and crumbling furniture. Maybe it was because of this that there was no one else in the place. But my stomach was rumbling and I didn't care.
Not that I really had a choice. This little one-stop oasis was pretty much my only option. There was an extremely expensive pair of gas pumps sitting up front that still used mechanical dials to tell you how much gas you pumped. Behind the diner, stretching off into the desert, was a dilapidated motel. Just a single story with doors opening up onto a baked concrete parking lot (that contained only four cars, including mine). The curtains looked dirty from outside and the whole complex had a strange smell. But surrounding the hotel in every direction as far as the eye could see was sand, dirt, and scrubby little plants. In fact, it even sat about three miles off of I-40, on some incredibly straight, incredibly dusty "county road." I hadn't even seen it, Brandon had noticed a fading sigh and we decided to try our luck. So, even if I was going to turn my nose up at this place, I didn't have an option. I was going to eat something greasy, I was going to overpay for gas, and I was going to sleep on top of the sheets, right here at the Budget-Safe Lodge.
"Hiya, welcome to the Budget Lodge Diner, I am Meredith can I take your order?" a pudgy, middle-aged waitress with (I swear to God) a cigarette dangling from her lip breathed in a single, droning stream. I looked around at my siblings. They were smiling sheepishly.
"Oh, uh...can we see the menus?" I asked, smiling. Meredith didn't speak. She just rolled her eyes and walked away. As soon as she turned, just like we were kids, we started laughing.
"Hiya, welcome to here, can we be done now..." Tyler said in a breathless haste, perfectly capturing Meredith's annoyed drawl.
"She is going to bring back the menu and it is just going to say "Food...$3.00, Drink $1.50," I said, laughing.
"Do you think she makes the food too? Is tobacco ash a serving of vegetables?" Victoria asked.
"Shh...Shh...Shh..." Brandon said, stifling his own laughter, "she's coming back." Meredith returned with two menus and dropped them on the edge of the table. She nodded as though she were annoyed.
"I'll bring you water, figure out what you want," she ordered. Then she turned and walked away. We could barely control our laughter before she walked back into the kitchen. I guess we were all feeling a little bit stir-crazy from all of our time in the car. A little punchy.
"They had even less drink selection that I thought!" Tyler said.
"I guess we should be flattered," I said, "They have to ship water in from 200 miles away."
"I think we should figure out what we're doing," Brandon said, "I don't think she is going to give us a second chance if we don't order now."
"Jeez, thanks dad," Tyler said sarcastically. Victoria laughed and Tyler mugged, happy that he'd gotten some recognition.
"Hey!" I said sharply. Everyone turned and looked at me. I placed a scowl on my face. My siblings looked a little confused. I held my angry gaze for a moment longer, then I let it break out into a smile, "You kids listen to you father!" I said. Tyler and Victoria laughed, Brandon rolled his eyes. His cheeks got a little bit red, like he was embarrassed about being the most responsible one.
"Fuck off," he said softly, but he didn't sound particularly angry. Nonetheless, I heard a gasp.
"Hey, none of that language: this a family place!" a voice, Meredith's, called from the back. We all dissolved into giggles again.
"We apologize to all the other families," Tyler called out, waving his hand dramatically around the empty room. I laughed harder but shushed him.
"Do you think they can hear us back there when we are talking?" Victoria asked, leaning in towards the center of the table and whispering.
"Oh my god Vic, are you really that stupid? I mean she clearly heard didn't she?" Tyler asked. I winced. My little sister was very smart, but a total ditz. She had a way of making even her intelligent questions come out in a particularly unintelligent fashion.
"Don't be a jerk Tyler," she spat back, "You knew what I meant, I mean would she hear us if we talked quietly. Or did she only hear us because we were talking loud."
"You said..."
"Stop it," I said in a harsh whisper, "Let's just figure out what we want and let it go." This seemed to shut everyone up. On our side of the table, Victoria picked up the menu and opened it. Brandon did the same on the other side. The selection was exceptionally limited. There was a burger, about three other sandwiches, a soup, and a coffee cake. They had Pepsi. I figured I was ready for Meredith's imminent return.
"Move your thumb, I can't see," I heard Tyler whining. I rolled my eyes and looked over the top of the menu at the boys on the other side?
"What is there to see on the edges?" Brandon asked, "There is next to nothing here." He then flopped the menu down. I could now see them both clearly across the table. I rarely faced them both at the same time while they were both so close together. I guess I shouldn't have been, but I was shocked by how much they looked alike. They both had relatively short cropped brown hair, soft brown eyes, and wide, mischievous smiles full of white teeth. They were both skinny, but not quite to the point of being scrawny. They had narrow shoulders, youthful chests, thin legs, and gunboat feet. Tyler had even closed the gap on height, they were both around 5'10 now. The only real difference was that Brandon had a more "adult" bearing about him now and I could see a smattering of chest hair poking up through the collar of his shirt. Handsome young men, it was hard to believe. I could remember when they ate bugs.
But then, I guess, they could probably have said the same thing about Victoria and me. I glanced quickly over at my younger sister. It was always shocking to see that she had become a woman. But there she was, with her long, straight auburn hair, her wide brown eyes, her small nose, and her full lips. She had a womanly, hourglass build now with high firm breasts, a narrow youthful waist, flared hips, and muscular thighs. She had our mother's bubble butt that she used to hate but now loved. Her feet were as tiny as our brothers' were large. And, it was kind of like looking into a mirror that sent me ten years into the past. And really, I didn't look that much different ten years older. My hair was the same color, if a little shorter, my breasts were a little bigger and hung a little lower (but not badly, I should say) and my ass was a little thicker. But we were the exact same height, around 5'3.
It was strange, I guess, all of us being adults all of the sudden. It was hard to realize when it had happened. One day we were just kids running around
"What'll it be?" Meredith asked and I jumped a little, I didn't even realize she was back.
"We'll have the food," Tyler said, looking around the table for laughs. But it wasn't really funny anymore.
"Forgive my brother, he died at birth," I said and even Meredith laughed a little. Tyler sneered, but he seemed he enjoyed it anyway. I ignored him, "We are ready to order." I said and pointed to the menu. I started to speak, but Meredith cut me off.
"Hey, you kids looking for a room too?" she asked abruptly. I sort of shrugged my shoulders. It seemed like an odd question to come over dinner.
"Well yeah, we haven't gone over to the hotel yet but..." I started.
"I'm the clerk over there too, I will just throw it on your tab here," Meredith explained.
"Do we have to tip on the room?" Tyler asked and Meredith gave him a cool look. I looked back
"I'd like to put twenty dollars in my gas tank too..." I said.
"Yeah, I can take care of that too," Meredith explained. Well what the place lacked in charm, variety, and breathable air, it made up for with convenience.
"Well would you look at that," Tyler said spreading his arms out across the table, "We have everything in the world that we could ever need right here. A little slice of heaven."
* * * * *
For a brief second I could see a flash of red and then my eyes opened, startled. It took me a minute to get my bearings. I looked up at the ceiling and I could see the dingy paneling. I could feel the cheap, paper-thin "comforter" underneath of my body. I could smell mildew and dust. I remembered where I was, that hotel in the desert. We'd come back here after dinner (Meredith gave us the key at our table), I'd run back out and filled up the gas tank. Then we'd come back here, watched a movie, and passed out in our beds. A pretty run of the mill night.
I could see the alarm clock sitting on the nightstand between the two twin beds. It was still 2:30 a.m. The sun wasn't up, someone had turned the lights on. I groaned. I could feel Victoria lying next to me in the bed, in the spot closest to the door, (in fact I could still hear her snoring softly) so I knew it wasn't her. I looked across the two-foot gap separating the beds and I could see Brandon rolled onto his shoulder facing towards me. His eyes were open, but he looked as dazed as I felt. I couldn't see over him, but there was really only one possibility left.
"Damn it Tyler! Every hotel room ever made has the same set up, can't you find the damn bathroom?" I hissed.
"Huh?" a familiar voice said and, over Brandon's shoulder, I saw Tyler sit up, rubbing his eyes in bed. For a half second, I could not figure out what was happening. Everyone was in bed, but overhead light had suddenly come on. Then my blood ran cold. That wasn't possible. I turned quickly, nearly flailing, as I spun over on the bed and looked toward the hotel room door. For half a moment, I swear to god, my heart stopped beating. My mouth went instantly dry and I could taste bile in the back of my throat.
There was a figure next to the door.
"Yeah, Christ Ty, get your head out of your ass," the figure said. She had a deep, throaty feminine voice, but she had a little Valley-Girl accent layered on top of it. I could tell that it was affected. She was mocking me. At the sound of her voice, all of my siblings jumped up in bed and turned toward the source. The figure standing by the door laughed.
"What?" I managed to ask. My throat clicked slightly and I couldn't say anything else. I was breathing heavily and I couldn't even begin to fathom why this person was in our room. My eyes began to adjust to the light and I could make out the woman's features. She was short, probably only a little more than five feet tall. She had long blonde hair with dark streaks in it. She was probably in her mid-thirties, but she wore a stunning amount of makeup. Her eyeshadow was incredibly thick, her eyelashes were fake-long, and her lipstick was laid on particularly thickly. She had an impressive body and she was showing it off. She had a short, tight jacket on that was unbuttoned in the front. She had a skin tight tube top under it which squeezed her ample breasts up toward her chin. Her midriff was exposed and she was wearing a very short skirt. Her boots were long, like a hooker in a movie. She was leaning nonchalantly against the door. One of her hands was running through her hair and the other was down by her side. She was smiling.



"What 'what' honey?" she asked now in her own voice, it slipped from her lips silky smooth and menacing.
"What are you doing in here?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. I could feel Victoria shivering in the bed next to me. My brothers were behind me, I could hear them breathing. The woman pulled her hand out of her hair, reached over her shoulder, and wrapped it around the chain locking-mechanism from the door.
"You left the door unlocked, I assumed you were inviting me in. Such a rude question to ask a guest," she said, the corner of her lip ticking up slightly. I couldn't tell if she was just messing with me or if she was absolutely crazy. I decided to play along, in case she was crazy. The whole situation just felt so surreal and even with the adrenaline running, I wasn't fully awake.
"We are sorry for the miscommunication, we are in for the night. We aren't accepting any guests. Maybe we can meet in the diner in the morning. But you need to go now," I said carefully. I was hoping that she would just leave and then I could jump up and locked the door. And barricade it. Instead, the woman laughed again.
"Honey I am here now, and anything we do from here on out, we do together," she said. Something about the way she said it made my skin crawl. I guess the whole situation made my skin crawl. I can't remember ever being so completely unnerved in my whole life.
"You are not invited here!" Brandon suddenly said, harshly, from the other bed, "You can't just walk into someone's hotel room. You scared the hell out of us. You need to leave." I felt a little relieved. I didn't want to be doing this alone.
"I haven't even begun to scare the hell out of you little boy," she said. I saw a flash in her eyes and I wondered what that meant.
"Why are you here?" Victoria now asked, repeating my earlier question. Her voice sounded small and girlish. The woman sighed and shook her head.
"You kids aren't going to let this go, are you? You just have to know. This is why I always get abortions," she said. No one spoke. I was so tense that my muscles ached. I was barely breathing and there was cold sweat all over my body.
"You don't have to tell us anything," I offered, "You just have to leave." The woman acted like she didn't even hear me.
"You kids weren't supposed to be here," she said matter-of-factly. "I was doing a little work today out in Elderville and I was coming back here to lay low for a little while. I think I took care of the security camera, but you can never been too sure." The name of the town seemed familiar for some reason. At first I wondered if we had driven through it. Then I remembered. The liquor store robber. Somehow, I managed to feel even more nervous than before. If she was telling the truth...
"We don't want to know about it..." I said. The woman laughed again.
"You know too much already honey," she said, "You guys must've really pissed off Meredith, she put you in this room." Then she laughed again. I thought of our jokes and Tyler's smart mouth in the diner. Was that why this bizarre woman had woken us up in the middle of the night? Tyler seemed to feel that responsibility as well.
"Oh come the fuck on," he said sounding more scared than annoyed, "Brandon, let's just get her out of here. She is like 5 foot nothing, a buck five." I heard him start to shuffle off of the bed. Brandon was moving too. I breathed a slight sigh of relief. They would get her out of here. I looked more closely at the woman. She seemed nonplussed. Once both of my brothers were out of their bed, the woman spoke.
"More like a buck six with this," the woman said in a monotone. The hand by her side rose up slowly. There was a semi-automatic pistol held gingerly. Like some sort of gangster movie. My breath caught in my throat and my eyes bulged from their sockets. Suddenly, this no longer felt like an unsettling experience, it seemed positively dangerous. My brother stopped in their tracks.
"See, look what you made me do!" the woman said, sounding actually angry. Her wrist hung loosely and the gun jump in her hand. I winced and tried to duck into my bed, afraid it would go off. My brothers dropped to the floor. The woman laughed again.
"Christ, please lady. We are sorry about Meredith and everything. We will just go get in our car you can have the room," Brandon said, his voice cracking. The woman was shaking her head slowly.
"Too late for that boy," the woman said coldly, "Like I told your girlfriend here, it is too late for that."
"It's my sister," my brother said automatically. I saw the woman smile slyly, but she didn't directly address his comment.
"We don't know anything," I said, "We don't know what your job was in wherever. We don't know your name. We don't know anything. We will just go."
"I'm Iris," the woman said immediately and I winced, "See you know too much."
"We won't say anything," Victoria said, "We don't want to know anything else."
"Did you know my uncle was a criminal, a real professional," she said. She reached over her shoulder again and slid the deadbolt lock in place. She walked over towards the hotel chair and sat down. She sort of slung herself across the chair sideways, her legs dangling over one of the arms. No one spoke, and she stared at us for a long time. Blankly, like she was waiting for something.
"No," I said finally, "I didn't know that."
"Well he was," she said quickly, like I had just been hoping I would say what I said, "And he always said that you never leave loose ends." As she spoke, she slowly raised her gun again, I could see the barrel rising and in a moment, I could see the end, I was looking down into the dark center. She was aiming between my eyes. My blood ran cold. I felt tears welling in the corners of my eyes. I knew in that moment, I was going to die. And I couldn't even come to terms with what that meant. I simply went blank.
"Please don't!" Tyler yelled out loudly. Suddenly Iris dropped the gun into her lap again. I breathed. A little.
"Though you know...I have a lot of time to kill...or not kill if that idea makes you nervous," she laughed to herself at her joke and I felt a deep hatred for her, something I'd never felt before in my life. But I also felt impotent, I didn't even dare move, "And you know there is more than one way to...not skin a cat."
"Just don't hurt us," Brandon said, his voice on the edge of panic. The woman lifted her gun again, but tapped it gently against her chin. I didn't know much about guns, but I knew that this was not something you were supposed to do. I prayed to God that it would go off. I should've felt guilty about that though, but I didn't.
"Well," she said, moving the gun back to her lap, "The problem is that you have all of my little secrets here. You have all the leverage." She said.
"You have the gun," I said. Iris rolled her eyes at me.
"Sure now, but you don't want me to kill you and you don't want to spend the rest of your life with me," she replied, "So I need something else."
"Whatever you want...I have a little money," I said, realizing that we were bargaining. But Iris laughed again.
"No...No that isn't it. Don't get me wrong. I am taking your money. But that isn't leverage. I need something to make sure you won't talk," she said. She had a thoughtful look on her face and she was staring up at the ceiling. For a moment I had a mad idea to jump up and grab the gun away from her. But I knew that I couldn't. I stayed frozen in place.
"Like I said, whatever you want." As I spoke, I saw a slow, steady smile spread across the woman's face. She looked at me out of the corner of her eye and then slowly licked her lips. She was an attractive woman, but the effect was cold, almost reptilian somehow.
"You have something I can't let someone else know. I need the same thing from you. And I need to entertain myself until my ride comes in the morning." she said. I had no idea what she was getting at. But I didn't really have any choice now. Whoever has the gun sets the rules, "You said, sister right? You're all related? I can see the family resemblance now." She took some sort of weird pleasure as she said that. I could almost see her mouth water. It was wolfish, bestial.
"What do you want? Like a social security number?" I asked. The woman laughed again. She sat up quickly in the bed, spinning so that she was sitting in it correctly. She spread her legs wide and, whether I wanted to or not, I could see into her skirt. I saw that she wasn't wearing panties. The lips of her vagina were clearly visible and I could see that she was clean-shaven. My eyes dropped to avoid seeing it.
"Hey you, older girl, what's your name?" she asked me. I looked up again, keeping my eyes on her eyes.
"Nic...Nicole," I said nervously.
"Ok Nikki," she said, biting her lip, "Pick one of your siblings."
"For what?" I asked, looking at my little sister, and feeling out in my mind for my brothers around me. She shook her head and laughed yet again.
"I promise I am not going to hurt anyone. Choose someone," she said. I had no idea what she was getting at. How could I choose someone for...something? The fact that her legs were spread made nervous. There was really only one thing I could do.
"I choose me," I said. I was the adult after all. That was the whole point here. Iris smirked at me angrily.
"I said a sibling," she said.
"I am one of the siblings," I responded.
"No fucking lawyer answers," she said angrily. She shook her head and then looked at me for a long time. Her eyes were icy. Almost dead. I could feel her gaze reaching inside of me, touching everything with cold. Finally she rolled her eyes and shrugged.
"Fine," she said, "This time I will allow it. But no more bullshit now. When I ask someone to do something, you do it just like a say. Okay Nikki, up out of bed walk over here." She said. For a split second I was afraid that my muscles wouldn't react. My bladder felt heavy and my chest was tight. Iris raised her eyebrows at me. Finally, I managed to raise myself off of the bed and I shuffled, heavily, over towards the chair.
"Careful Nicole," I heard Tyler say. Iris smiled at that. But she watched me closely as I walked toward her. When I was a few feet in front of her, I stopped with my shoulder hunched, scared.
"Sexy jammies, Nikki," Iris said sarcastically. I looked down at my clothes. A massive red t-shirt and socks. I had a comfortable bra and panties underneath for the drive.
"Yeah," I said and I shrugged sheepishly. That comment, combined with her still spread legs made me very nervous. I could feel butterflies in my stomach. Or maybe that doesn't say enough. I had a jackhammer in my stomach.
"Take 'em off. Take all of it off. I want you naked," she said. I honestly have no idea what I was expecting. I guess I was expecting something terrible without adding any form or content to that general fear. But I knew that I wasn't expecting that. Maybe if our intruder had been a man... But not this. I simply shook my head. I couldn't even imagine disrobing in front of this...woman. And my siblings too! That would just be...humiliating. I looked over at my siblings, they were staring at me wide eyed and scared.
"No...No I can't do that," I finally managed to say. I crossed my arms in front of my breasts. The woman looked at me coldly for a long time. The gun bounced hotly in her hand. Finally, she stood up slowly and walked a little closer to me. She was a couple of inches shorter than me but I felt like I shrunk in front of her. She pointed the gun towards me but down, aiming near my leg. But she kept an eye on my siblings as well. She clicked her lips and shook her head slightly.
"Listen, this part of the game isn't going to be fun for you and, thinking about it, it really isn't fun for me either," She said. I had no idea what she was talking about, I could barely hear her over the nervous rasp of my own breathing, "We can do this a few times: I will tell you to do something. You can say, 'oh no, I mustn't, dearest me!' and then I will say something else that will make you change your mind. Eventually I will just come out and say it." She paused again. Didn't speak. Just kept staring at me. I could feel the tension rising in the room. I knew my siblings felt it as well, and I heard Victoria crack.
"Say what?" she asked, timidly. Once again, Iris began speaking quickly, as though she had simply been waiting for someone to ask the question.
"That if you don't do what I say, immediately, I am going to kill you," she said, lifting her gun up slightly, "There is no negotiations now. We had our negotiation. I was going to kill you," she tilted her head to one side, "you said you didn't want to die," she tilted her head the other way, "So I compromised. I am keeping your mouth shut without killing you. But you kids have to compromise too. That is what teamwork is all about." She smiled at herself as she said that.
"Compromise?" I asked and Iris nodded vehemently. She inched closer to me. When she started to speak, she leaned in, pushing her thin finger into my chest.
"I promise I don't kill you and you promise that you don't say, 'no,' to any of my requests. You don't act like you can't. You suck it up and do it. You won't get more warnings about this. I know what I am doing. You have to trust me here Nikki and company. Think of it this way. Trust is life. If you don't trust me, then you don't have life. That isn't a threat. It is a fact. You have a choice. You do what I say or you die. Now take off your fucking clothes bitch." And with that, she backed up and flopped herself down on the chair.
"Why do you want them off?" I asked finally. I knew it was dumb. But I didn't know what else to say. Iris rolled her eyes and flicked her wrists, sending the gun lolling around.
"What did I say about lawyer bullshit? Don't look for loopholes. I don't want you questioning me at all. Just do what I tell you to do," she said. Then she just stared at me.
She couldn't have possibly been any clearer. I didn't really have any choice. I took a deep breath and let it out. I looked up at the ceiling. This entire situation was just so...crazy. How was this happening? I knew this wasn't a dream, because...it wasn't. But how could it be real? I didn't really have the luxury of figuring it out. I reached down to the bottom of my shirt. I closed my eyes and quickly pulled it up over my head. I dropped it uncomfortably onto the floor, kept my eyes closed. I knew that...everyone could see my comfortable white bra and my boy-shorts underwear. I knew that my siblings had seen me in a bikini before. Hell, probably in skimpier underwear at some point in our lives. But this felt different. Terrible. And it was going to get worse. I slowly reached up behind my back, thrusting my chest out.
"Wait, no, stop. Wait," Iris said suddenly. She waved her arms around annoyed. I let out a low sigh of relief. She had decided that she couldn't go through with it. She started to wave her arms more wildly, "I can't do this."
"Oh thank God," I whispered under my breath. If she noticed, she didn't say anything about it. Instead, she talked louder.
"I can't do this with you guys scattered all over the room. I need you guys, you other ones, to come over here and sit on the edge of the bed," she said. She kept waiving her arms. She wanted my...audience to be even closer. My air caught in my throat again. I felt suddenly cold, I was shivering. At first, no one moved.
"This is not optional," was all that Iris said. Slowly I could hear my brothers rising up from the floor. I could hear the bed groaning as Victoria rolled over and sat down. After a moment it was quiet. Despite my better judgment, I glanced quickly to the side. I could see all of my siblings, sitting side by side on the bed, looking at me nervously. They caught my gaze and looked down at my feet.
"Alright," Iris said, "keep going." The reprieve was over. All of the tension was back. Maybe it was worse. How could I take my clothes off in front of my brothers and sister? Even the half second of hesitation it took to have this thought seemed to annoy Iris. She looked at me sharply and raised her eyebrows.
Once again, my hands began to reach up behind my back. I found the clasp of my bra and easily unhooked it. Basically on instinct, without thought, my arms rolled forward. My bra loosened and then tumbled down into my hands. I could feel the air-conditioning against my breasts and I looked down. My breasts were one of my better features, they were firmer and higher than they should have been given their size. I could see my pink areolas and my thin, long nipples were contracted, almost hard in the cold and in my tension. I was standing in side-profile to my siblings, I knew they could see one tear-drop shaped breast, one hard little nipple. I wanted to lift my hands up, to cover them. I tried to pretend like my siblings weren't nearby, but I had only partly completed my task. There was still more that I had to do. The more mortifying half.
I decided that the best thing was to just get it done, like ripping off a Band-Aid. More like ripping off my dignity, but I didn't think about that. I hooked my fingers into the waist band of my panties. I kept my eyes closed still, pretended that I was simply sitting in my room at home, getting ready for a shower. I pulled the waistband down around the large rise of my bubble butt. I slipped them down around my hips and let them fall down around my legs, landing on the dirty hotel room floor. I was naked. I stood up straight, breathing.
"Open your eyes," Iris ordered. Automatically now, my eyes flashed open. First I looked down. I could see the swell of my hips, the light skin of my legs. I could see the small, tight pink slash of my vagina between my legs, my lips small, my large clitoris soft. I was waxed bare and my skin looked smooth. Under other circumstances, I might have been happy with the way I looked. As happy as I ever could at least. I glanced over at Iris and she was smiling. "Turn over, take a look at the fam and say hello." I shivered. I felt my stomach turn. I wanted not to act, but I could feel that gun. I could feel the danger it represented. I turned slowly, my eyes open despite myself. I saw the room spinning around me and I wasn't sure if it was because I was turning or because I was losing my mind. Finally, my eyes settled on the bed. Brandon, Victoria, and Tyler sitting on the bed in that order, all of them looking down.
"Hello," I said, my voice barely audible even to myself.
"Look up brothers and sister!" Iris said loudly, "Look at big sister Nikki. Come on Ty! Come on...other boy and...other girl! What are your names? Seriously, tell me," Slowly, my siblings' heads rose. I could see the terror and embarrassment in their eyes. Victoria looked like she was about to cry.
"Victoria," she said warbling.
"Brandon," my eldest brother said, sounding like rage was boiling just below the surface.
"Bran and Vicky, I like it," Iris said, then she turned toward me, "turn and face your family." I simply complied now, turning so that I was facing them head on. Iris was to my back. I felt my siblings' eyes on me, reluctant but compelled.
"There, I did it," I said, "can I be done now?" I asked. My knees felt weak and I could never remember feeling so embarrassed in my life. My cheeks felt red and hot, my stomach was churning wildly. Iris was laughing. I guess I didn't really expect anything else. I could feel the six eyes of my siblings on me, coating me and making me feel...dirty.
"We are just starting Nikki. Why don't we tell your siblings how often you masturbate?"
"What?" I asked, spinning around, and looking at Iris. She was smiling more viciously than ever. But I could see pure hate in her eyes now.



"Is that a fucking question? Am I looking at your fucking face when I haven't ask to see it? Or is this a fucking desert mirage?" she asked, almost too quiet to hear. I turned around quickly again. If I had any doubt about her ability or willingness to use the gun, it was gone now. I had felt her horrible sincerity.
"I masturbate two or three times a week," I whispered. I was looking over my siblings' heads at the cheap art on the far wall by the bathroom. In the periphery I could see them. They didn't move. They didn't make any sounds. But oh God! They'd heard it. My siblings...horribly...knew that I masturbated. I mean everyone did, they would have known that, but still. Why did this...beast want them to know that?
"You a finger girl? Or do you have dildos? Weird dildos?" Iris asked, laughter in her voice like we were all enjoying her jokes.
"Fingers..." I said.
"Well that is a lot of flicking the bean," she said, not giving me time to think about the fact that I'd just answered her horrible question, "I assume you aren't seeing anyone."
"No," I said honestly. In fact, all my answers had been honest. I was too shocked and nervous to lie.
"Well Nikki, how many guys have you fucked in your life?" I heard Victoria gasp under her breath and I could see my brothers growing tense. I felt a kind of despair I'd never known before. I felt so terribly lost. I was overwhelmed. I let out a low breath.
"Eight," I said. Why did she want my siblings to know my fucking number? I felt tears in the corner of my eyes, but I didn't know if it was more from shame or frustration.
"That's not that whorish. Less than me," Iris responded, "Any girls? You swing both ways Nikki?" she asked. I shook my head, thankful that I didn't have another confession to make. "How about anal? Any of those guys shove it in your ass?"
"Don't talk to her like that!" Brandon said.
"Seems a little late to say that Bran. And why are you so defensive about it? You take in the ass?" Iris said amused. But I knew how my brother worked. He had been angry about this from the beginning. He was going to lose control. That was dangerous. I lifted my hand and a made a gentle "easy" motion. I looked at him. Brandon blushed deeper and looked away. But he looked more controlled.
"No," I said, "never." Suddenly, Iris was on her feet. She was grabbing my arm and spinning me around so that I was facing her.
"Don't you ever fucking lie to me, you stupid fucking whore. Fucking eight men, probably all at once!" she sounded legitimately offended. I felt like I'd been slapped, I was completely disoriented, "I know you've taken it up the ass. Don't ever fucking lie. Tell the truth!" For a moment, my mouth opened, but no sounded came out. I didn't even know how to think. But, horrifyingly, she was right. I had been lying. Brandon's interruption had given me time to think. I'd tried to lie. Somehow, I was caught.
"I've had anal sex. Once. Drunk, more of an accident than anything," I said, barely able to make my voice register those sounds. I felt the tears on my cheek now. I knew that my siblings couldn't help but picture it. Me on my hands and knees, one of the boyfriends they'd met with his cock buried in my... God! The rage seemed to drain out of Iris.
"I am a master liar you dumb slut," she said, "I know you're telling the truth now. But I will always know if you lie," and with that, she flopped back down onto the chair. I turned around to face my siblings again. I didn't know if I believed her, that she could tell I was lying. I mean, the most likely explanation was that she had simply guessed, correctly. But she was in my head now. I believed that she could tell. It didn't seem worth the risk to ever lie to her again. I mean, how much worse could it get anyway?
"I am sorry," I said, feeling like it was necessary. She seemed pleased by that.
"You suck on that cock after it came out of your ass, taste it?" she asked. I made a face and shook my head.
"No," I said simply. She nodded, like she was confirming to everyone that I was telling the truth.
"Hey Ty," she said looking around me. My brother jumped slightly.
"You ever think your sister took a dick up her ass? Ever wonder? Ever suspect?" She asked. Tyler made a face.
"I never thought about it," he whispered.
"But you've thought of her big tits haven't you? You thought they looked good even though she is your sister?" I saw Tyler's mouth drop open and his eyes got incredibly wide. He sputtered like a fish for several seconds. I felt a churning in my stomach. I knew what it meant.
"Tyler, you tell the truth," I said to him, looking closely into his eyes, "We are going to do what we have to do to leave and then we will forget about this. I won't hold anything that happens here against you. No one will ever talk about this, do you understand?" Tyler looked at me, terrified. He nodded his head slightly. I could tell that Brandon and Victoria were looking at me too. They were nodding.
"My sentiments exactly," Iris said. Her ridiculous plan suddenly started to make sense to me. If we were all so embarrassed that we never talked about what happened here, how could she get in trouble? Would we call the police and say an armed woman made us talk about my sex life? But I knew that was only part of it. She so clearly loved every second of this.
"I have...thought about Nicole's...boobs," Tyler said, a shuddering breath leaving him after the words came out. At another time...I don't know what I would have felt. It just was such a relief that he said...something. Something that Iris would like.
"You ever masturbate while you think of your sister?" Iris asked.
"No!" Tyler said, sounding offended. Iris clearly believed it was the truth and I felt a little relieved. I don't know what I would have thought if he had answered differently. Despite the truth, Iris seemed a bit bored.
"This family is so...boring," she said, "I am tired of story time for now. Nikki my girl, choose a brother. Any brother," she said.
"What?" I asked, looking over my shoulder.
"A question was it?" I knew she would be mad, but I didn't even know what she wanted. What did she mean, pick a brother? Pick one to do what? And for what? How could I choose if I didn't even know what it was for?
"No, I just want to make the right choice for you," I flailed, "How can I pick if I don't know what you want?"
"That sounds like a fucking question Nikki," Iris said, I could see her fingering her gun.
"Brandon," I spat out. With absolutely no basis to make the decision, I just chose the older of my two brothers. Somehow, that seemed to make sense.
"Bran, stand up, come over here," Iris said. Brandon slowly rose from the bed and walked over towards Iris. He stopped, standing next to me but facing the opposite direction. I somehow felt better with him next to me, but he was avoiding looking at me (for my sake, I was sure). He was looking, tight-lipped at Iris.
"Your sister chose you Bran. She could have chosen any brother but she chose you," she said, "doesn't that make you feel special?"
"No," Brandon said flatly. He didn't seem to feel like playing Iris games. I looked over my shoulder at Iris. She was making a pouty face.
"Oh poor little Bran," she said, "Nikki, Bran isn't happy that you picked him. Let's make him happy. Turn so you are facing one another." I turned automatically. Bran resisted for a moment and then turned. He looked into my eyes, like he was afraid to look anywhere else. I could tell he was enraged, but I could see fear behind his eyes. I nodded at him, trying to indicate that everything would be okay. That was my role.
"Now Bran, I want you choose one of your sister's breasts," she said. We both nearly asked why she wanted him to choose a breath, but we simultaneously held our tongues. Brandon took a deep breath.
"Left," he said, like it didn't matter. I guess it didn't.
"Oh good choice," Iris said, "That is my favorite too. Why don't you go ahead and touch your sister's breast Brandon? Sorry Ty, your sister did fulfill your dreams. But for your brother! You'll be talking about this moment at Thanksgiving for years to come," The instant the words came out of her mouth, I felt my stomach somehow drop even lower towards my knees. Of course, I had suspected that we were going somewhere like this. And I guessed it could have been worse. But still... Oh god it was horrible. I looked over at Brandon and saw that he was panicking. I could see the sweat beating on his forehead. I could see him, trying to think of a way to resist. But out of the corner of my eye I could still see Iris. I could see the gun in her lap. I knew that there was a time limit on how much we could wait.
"It's okay," I said calmly. I reached forward with my left hand. Brandon winced and tried to pull back, but then sat still. I felt sick, like I was the one forcing him. But I knew there wasn't a choice. I wrapped my hand around his wrist. His skin felt clammy and cold. His arm was limp. I nodded again and slowly started to lift his hand, "It doesn't mean anything," I said. Brandon looked up, his eyes full of questions. I smiled wanly at him and nodded yet again.
Carefully, I raised his hand and he just let me move it. My heart was pounding harder than ever and I couldn't escape the implications of what I was doing. But I couldn't stop either. Slowly, I brought my brother's hand down. I gasped a little and squirmed uncontrollably as I felt the rough pads of his fingers gently stroke the smooth skin at the top of my breast. Brandon went rigid and almost tried to pull away. I held his and tightly, pulling it down more. Brandon stopped resisting. In a moment, his palm came down against the tough, hard skin of my sensitive nipples. Despite the situation, I could feel the sensation of his touch ricochet throughout my body. I ignored it. Brandon's fingers closed around my gently and I felt my nipple crush into his palm. He had done it.
"Do you like your choice Brandon? Was left the right way to go?" Iris asked. Brandon turned and looked at her. Iris' legs were spread again and I could see her wet slit as her skirt hiked up. I turned away quickly. I looked at Brandon. He was staring at his hand intently, like he couldn't believe he was touching his sister's breast. I couldn't really believe it either. He squeezed his hand slightly and I felt the pressure build on my breast. I didn't know if he thought he was supposed to do that or if he was just...curious. But the sensation, in another situation, might have been nice. Brandon seemed to sense he had behaved strangely and his hand slipped off of me quickly.
"It was good," he said, no inflection in his voice.
"Oh Bran, you are such a downer! You touched a tit, I bet you don't get to do that very often! No one will ever know it was your sister's tit, but feel free to brag" Iris said. Unconsciously, Brandon reached down and wiped his right palm on his boxer shorts. Iris laughed.
"Fuck you," Brandon said, now no longer able to contain himself. I wanted to stop him, but Iris didn't seem to care. Maybe she liked how much he hated her.
"I think you two liked it more than you let on. Vicky, get down here," Iris ordered. My younger sister gave a little bit of a yelp. I turned and watched her scramble off of the bed. She stopped, standing next to me, keeping her eyes on Brandon.
"Choose one," Iris ordered, "Bran or Nikki." Victoria knew the drill now. She didn't question anything. She just looked absolutely terrified to be off the bed. My heart went out to her. I didn't want her to be involved in this. I didn't want anyone to be involved in this. I was supposed to be protecting them, but I couldn't do anything. Victoria knew that I was naked, so she went the other way.
"Brandon," she said softly.
"Get on your hands and knees in front of your brother. Look at his boxers. I want to see if it's hard," Iris said. I audibly gasped. I started to shake my head. Brandon dropped his hands down and put his hands in front of his body. Victoria's looked completely blank, like she had overloaded and couldn't even react. Once again, I felt sick, knowing that I had to act. There was no choice. And no time.
I took a step back and then slipped behind Victoria. She was wearing a big t-shirt like I was and I put my hand on her shoulders, feeling the cotton under my palms. Victoria half turned to look at me, but I shoved her down hard. She let out a little yelp and then tumbled forward onto her knees. She landed right next to Brandon. For a moment he reached down like he was going to help her up. He looked at me, a little bit angry. I made a desperate face and shrugged my shoulders. He realized what I meant. He put his hands back at his sides.
For a moment, Victoria just stayed on her knees in front of Brandon. I stayed behind her, looking down. I didn't want to, but I had to make sure she did it. I couldn't risk...Anyway. I was just about to start doing something when Victoria sighed loudly. She slowly rose up onto her knees. I saw her lift up her right hand, it was shaking badly. She slowly placed it against my brother's hip. I saw him flinch a little. Victoria took a deep breath. Now steadied, Victoria looked at the little button that closed. Her face was only an inch or two away from Brandon's...body. Against my better judgement, I looked too. I could see the outline of my brother's penis, lying flaccid against the boxers.
"No," Victoria said simply. She pushed back a little but stayed on her knees. It was like she was too weak to move.
"Well Bran," Iris said, "I was wrong. Your sister couldn't get it up. She must be so embarrassed. But hey, on the bright side, you have a pretty big cock," she said. Brandon looked down at his bulge (I, against my will, followed his eyes). He shrugged nervously.
"Could you feel your sister's warm breath on your cock there Bran?" Iris asked. Brandon looked over at her, shooting daggers at her face. His lips remained pursed.
"Yes," he said in clipped voice. Iris clapped her hands slightly and smiled. Then she quickly turned back to Victoria.
"Say, how're you so sure that his cock wasn't hard? How'd you know what a hard cock would look like hard?" Iris asked Victoria. Victoria looked briefly at me, there was a pleading look in her eyes. I shrugged, but as little as possible. I didn't know what about the situation made her think I had any control over anything. Finally, she sighed.
"I've seen...videos on the internet," she said and her face got very red.
"You look at internet porn?" she asked. Victoria let out a shuddering breath and nodded. I admit to being a little shocked at that. I guess I still thought of my sister as a little girl, even if she was technically an adult.
"Show of hands, who in the room looks at internet porn?" Iris asked, raising her hand enthusiastically. Slowly, Victoria's hand rose in the air. She'd already spilled that story. She looked around the room miserably. In order to support her, and to be honest, I raised my hand as well. I saw my brothers hands raise at around the same time.
"Well look!" Iris said, "You've all been watching. You should've been watching together all these years! Save mom and dad a little money on the internet bill." I winced at the thought of that. I guess I knew my siblings had private lives and did things...well things that I do. But I never thought about it. I never wanted to think about it.
"So Vicky, since we're talking, what's the weirdest porn you've ever watched? No, the weirdest porn you've ever gotten off to. Tell your brothers and your sister the weirdest internet video you've ever cum while watching," Iris said. It was like she had a million horrible ideas in her head at once. She never seemed to get tired of it or run out of things to say. Victoria shrugged her shoulders.
"I don't know," she said, her face growing incredibly red.
"Now I know you are the delicate one so I won't yell. But what did I say to your sister about lying, you stupid little cunt?" Iris hissed. Her whole being sort of emanated hatred as she spoke and her legs, still spread wide, shook with anger. Victoria, on her knees on the floor with her head turned towards Iris sensed that. She had been lying and she was now afraid. She dropped her eyes.
"I guess," Victoria said, "I watched a girl have sex with a teddy bear." Victoria's ears, somehow, grew to an ever darker shade of red. I winced.
"What, like a teddy bear with a dildo strapped to it?" Iris asked. Victoria nodded slowly and Irish laughed loudly. She put her hand over her face like she couldn't take the pure humor of my sister's revelation. I reached forward and put my hand on my sister's shoulder. She looked up at me and I smiled wanly and nodded.
"You came from that?" Iris asked now and, once again, Victoria nodded. For a brief second, the image of my sister with her legs spread and her fingers playing with her clitoris, her eyes on a computer screen while a girl...fucked her teddy bear, bloomed in my mind. I shook my head and tried to chase the image out. I consciously chose not to think about what I felt what I thought about it.
"Ty, you've been kind of left out here, what do you think about your sister working her own slit over to a girl fucking a Care Bear?" she asked. We all turned to tie, the last of the Wilson children still sitting on the bed.
"I don't know," he said but it was clear he was trying to answer honestly, "It's a little weird, I guess. I mean...I wouldn't be into that." His face got red as he spoke and he avoided looking at Victoria. If he had, he would have seen that she looked slightly hurt, almost like he'd been judging her. I don't know. There were so many weird facts and revelations flowing around us now. How could any of us feeling anything but hurt?
"What would you be into Ty? What do you like?" Iris asked, sounding a bit like a therapist. Tyler's eyes flitted around to all of us and he gulped deeply then shrugged.
"Lots of stuff," he said noncommittally.
"Well I guess that's honest," Iris said, disgusted by his evasion, "But I need specifics. What if you could only watch one thing? What would that be?" She stroked her chin with her hand thoughtfully. Tyler squirmed on the bed and shrugged again before speaking.
"I guess...lesbians," Tyler said eventually. I smiled a little. Boys were predictable and I wasn't the least bit surprised that this was my brother's answer. It was so predictable, in fact, that I didn't even feel weirded out by it. It was almost like a freebie.
"So like burly softball players with combat boots, shaved heads, and hairy armpits?" Iris asked flatly. Tyler recoiled a little.
"What?" he asked, "No. Like you know... two porn stars together." Iris nodded sagely as if she had just come to understand what he meant.
"I see. Then let me give you a choice Tyler...first or second?" she asked. Tyler nervously rubbed his face with his hand.
"I don't know..." he started.
"First or second, make your fucking choice Sappho," Iris yelled. My mind was reeling as well. I couldn't imagine what this meant. It seemed that Tyler's first thought was the same that I had: a lower number had to be better.
"First," he said. Iris tut-tutted quietly and shook her head.
"Given your well-known love for Nikki's tits, you really shit the bed on this one Ty. Your sisters are your porn stars and they are going to put a little lezzie show on for you. Unfortunately, you only get to see them go to first base, not second," she said ruefully. My stomach seized again, harder than in had since Iris had made me get naked. I looked down at my sister on the floor. She was staring at me, her eyes like saucers.
"I can't..." Victoria finally said. Iris sat forward violently in her chair and grasped the handrails.
"You better be saying, 'I can't because I am a little fucking French girl and I don't understand your baseball metaphors' because if you are saying you can't kiss your fucking sister, we are going to have a fucking problem. Assuming that that was what you were going to say, I am going to reply that getting to first base means making out. You're going to make out with your sister Nikki. Immediately." Once she finished speaking, she sat down again in the chair, her legs spread back open.



"Unless..." Victoria added, "Unless Ty can honestly say that his sisters aren't sexy enough to be porn stars. Do your sister's look hot enough? Would other guys want to fuck your sisters or are they ugly bitches?" Our eyes turned to Tyler. We knew what we wanted to hear, but we knew that he had to tell the truth. My heart was thudding.
"My sisters are pretty," Tyler said miserably. Iris smiled and then turned back, looking at us. She didn't say a word, it was clear that was the go-ahead.
Vicotria remained on her knees down next to Brandon, not moving. I didn't want to move either. I looked up once at Iris. She raised her eyebrows menacingly. I let out a low breath and it came out in a sort of staccato rhythm. Victoria and Bran were too close to the bed for me to kneel down next to Victoria on that side. I had to walk around Victoria's feet. I dropped down onto my knees next to my sister. I could feel her trembling next to me.
But that wasn't the most unsettling sensation I felt. Iris was just a few inches from me now, her toes nearly touching my knees. Her legs were spread, maybe wider than before. The scent of her...arousal was very clear now. It was sharp, earthy, and filled my nose. Involuntarily, my head turned slightly to the side, looking at the source of the smell. Iris' skirt had ridden up so far that even in the poor light of the hotel room, I could see her vagina clearly exposed. She was bare like me, and I could see her juices glistening on her white skin and pink lips. I turned away quickly, looking towards my sister and wondering if Iris had noticed me looking.
Victoria's eyes met mine, wide open. Her lips were trembling and she was breathing rapidly. When she saw me looking at her, she shook her head once, sharply. I shrugged my shoulders desperately and gestured towards Iris with my head. I looked up at Brandon, towering over us. His eyes were blank, staring directly at me. I knew Tyler was on the couch, the same look on his face. Victoria's eyes closed and her head lowered slightly.
Everything in my body fought against me now. Every natural urge in my body told me to rise up off of my knees and...I don't know...lunge at Iris or dive through the window or something. Anything other than what I was about to do. But I had to fight my instincts. If I gave Iris what she wanted, she would go away. I didn't have a choice.
I turned my head and dropped it slightly. Then I closed my eyes and lifted my lips. I felt a soft warmth as my lips, trembling, pressed against my sister's. I felt her body recoil as our lips met, she almost pulled away. Quickly, my hand moved up to Victoria's neck, holding her in place. She didn't struggle, she held where she was and my hand loosened. Her lips stayed pressed against mine. I guess I'd kissed my sister before, little pecks or something like that. This was not much different than those kisses, if a little bit longer. But it felt...different. I could feel the other three sets of eyes on me. I could smell the arousal of one of those people and I feared what was happening with the others. My lips continued to tremble and I felt tears running down Victoria's face, dribbling onto my top lip as we kissed. But even that wasn't enough for Iris.
"Come on, I said first base, not a suicide squeeze. You're supposed to be making out there kids. I want to see tongue. This isn't a peck on the cheek. You aren't just giving a little kiss goodbye...unless that's what you want," Iris' voice grew extremely icy and dark as she concluded her statement. The nature of the threat was absolutely clear. A chill ran down my spine and goosebumps broke out all over my skin. It suddenly felt very cold in the room and I felt my nipples harden, but not from arousal. I was certain of that.
I didn't stop to think over Iris' threat, I just reacted. Instantly, my mouth opened and my tongue poured out from between my lips. I felt it press against the soft skin of my sister's lips, I tasted the salt of her silent tears. I moved my tongue along Victoria's lips, pushing in against her, feeling her clenched teeth as I lewdly probed at her.
I could hear Victoria whimpering as she felt my tongue pressing at her. But I didn't stop, I couldn't stop. Iris' gun might have been sitting in her lap, but I could feel it pressed against my sister's temple. Against my brothers' bodies. Against mine. This was a thousand times better than anyone getting...physically hurt. I just hoped that Victoria understood that.
Eventually, Victoria either came to that realization or she couldn't put up with my crude probing anymore. I felt her lips spread. Her teeth no longer barred the way and my thick tongue flopped into my sister's mouth. I could feel her tongue, thick and wet, at the bottom of her mouth. I scraped my tongue against it, felt her react. Her body trembled harder and her tongue moved. It pressed against mine. Victoria began to kiss back. Her mouth opened wider and her tongue pushed into my mouth.
For the next few minutes (or seconds, I don't know. It felt like forever), Victoria and I abandoned ourselves to necessity. My tongue moved freely in Victoria's mouth, and I allowed her in mine. I tasted the slick, sweet taste of her spit and she tasted mine. The otherwise silent room was filled with the sounds of our kisses, wet and deep. I kept my hands at my sides and Victoria did the same, so we wobbled slightly as we kissed.
I would be lying now, I suppose, if I said I felt no physical sensation from these kisses. I would be lying if I said that my sister was not a good kisser. Her lips were so soft, her skin so supple...Her tongue moved against me lightly, teasingly. She tasted lovely. I knew all of those things. I felt them as we kissed. I knew she was feeling something similar. I heard a small, almost imperceptible moan in the back of her throat as we kissed. But I pretended I didn't hear it. Just like I pretended I didn't feel any of the other sensations I was feeling. I told myself that these were all automatic reactions. I wasn't responsible for them. This was all Iris.
"Hmmm...Look at Nikki's pretty nipples," I heard Iris say and my tongue froze, "So hard and excited. She is enjoying this kiss, isn't she? I know I am. I know Nikki smelled my cunt before she sat down." I broke my kiss now and opened my eyes. Victoria's eyes were already opened and she was looking at me with a sort of helpless, dreamy look. My eyes dropped down. Iris kept speaking.
"We know that Ty liked it. Never seen a live Lezzie show have you? With those nipples and Vicky's little fingers I bet you wish you'd said second base now, don't you." I looked over at Ty, still sitting on the bed. His face was extremely red and I didn't want to think about why.
"But what about our big boy, Bran? Did he like it?" Iris asked. I turned my head to my older brother. He was looking down at me. His eyes closed. He was shaking his head.
"I didn't watch," he said solemnly.
"That's a lie boy," Iris said, but this time she seemed pleased by it "You watched. You deserve a punishment. So you have to choose now. You or Victoria? Pick one?"
"For what? You know this isn't fair!" Brandon shouted and I winced. I heard Iris moved the gun. Brandon must have heard it as well. He spoke rapidly, "I pick me, okay. I pick me."
"So chivalrous," Iris said dryly. "Well I wanted to know if you and Victoria...enjoyed that kiss. You picked yourself. So we need to find out if you enjoyed it. Vicky: Hand or nose?" Victoria looked confused for a moment and sort of looked around. I was confused too, I thought this was something Brandon had to do.
"Nose," Victoria said uneasily.
"Well I knew nose would be enough to check for arousal if Bran was going to check you Vicky. But now you have to check your brother with your nose. Smell his cock, get in close. Tell me now if he's excited. I don't trust you just to look anymore." I groaned. When was this going to stop? It just kept getting worse.
"Can't I just say..." Brandon plead.
"No. You all made your choices now you have to live with them. There are consequences to your actions. You don't want to turn out to be a delinquent do you?" Iris asked. There was nothing else to do. Victoria turned towards Brandon. He looked down at her. I stayed where I was, not breathing. Victoria lifted her hand up and wiped her lips off, cleaning my spit, with her palm. She took a deep breath and leaned forward, closing her eyes. I was so close to them, I could see every terrible second of it. I couldn't look away. I had to be sure they did whatever Iris asked.
Victoria leaned in further and after a moment, I saw her nose press into the fabric of Brandon's boxers. I knew that only a thin piece of cotton separated my sister's face from my brother's...penis. I looked at them blankly, unable to believe what I was seeing. Victoria was crying softly again. But she knew what she had to do. She took a deep, breath with her nose and then several smaller sniffing breaths. My stomach turned thinking about it.
"Good girl Vicky," Iris said, "Can you feel his cock against your nose?" I shuddered as she spoke so crudely. Victoria whimpered and then nodded.
"Yes," she said, extremely quietly. Brandon winced and looked away.
"Can you smell his balls?" she asked, not letting up. Victoria was silent for a moment and then nodded again.
"Yes," she said. I knew that Victoria had never smelled a man's body like that before, never been close enough to his...intimate areas. Something had been taken from her. It made me sick.
"Does he smell aroused?" Iris asked. Victoria shrugged her shoulders.
"I don't know," she said, sounding extremely honest, "Is that a...thing?"
"Get your nose back in there and find out," Iris yelled loudly. Scared, Victoria turned her nose back towards Brandon's body, pushing her nose into him and breathing deeply. She took several more breaths than before, her body trembling as she did so. However, after a few seconds, she jumped back suddenly. Brandon groaned uncomfortably.
"What?" Iris asked, leaning forward suddenly, "What is it?"
"Nothing," Victoria said rapidly.
"Nikki, tell your ball sniffing sister about lying," Iris said. I knew it wasn't a rhetorical suggestion.
"She can tell," I said flatly.
"What happened?" Iris asked again. Victoria let out a long breath.
"It moved," she said finally, barely above a whisper.
"Bran!" Iris said, sounding shocked, "Did your cock start to get hard against your sister's face?" she asked innocently. Bran's face was extremely red and he bit his lip. Then his head dropped.
"Yes," he said simply, but his voice sounding strangled. Iris giggled and clapped her hands. I rubbed my head with my hands. I still couldn't really believe what was happening and what I was hearing. Two hours ago, could we have every imagined this?
"Ty, you ever have a girl's face as close to your dick as your sister's face is to your brother's cock?" Iris asked across the room. Tyler sighed. I think he thought Iris had forgotten about him again.
"Yes," he said.
"You've gotten some blowjobs then have you Ty?" Iris asked.
"Yes," Ty said. Involuntarily, I pictured Ty with the last girlfriend he'd had, a cute little blonde girl named Andrea. I pictured her on her knees in front of him, hick cock buried in her throat. I shook my head, rejecting the image. I didn't want to think this way about my siblings. But I was. It was getting worse. The atmosphere in the room was so...strange. It was infused with terror primarily. Every second I wondered when this crazy woman was going to go off the deep end. But there was something else too. There was any energy. An energy I didn't want to name.
"Vicky," Iris said, switching gears, "You don't know what the hell to do with a hardening cock do you? You've never grabbed a cock before have you?" Involuntarily, Victoria looked at Brandon's penis, hardening in his boxers. I looked as well, unable to look away.
"No," Victoria said.
"Oh! Our little virgin! Mommy must be so proud. Not like Ms. 8 over here," Iris said, pointing her thumb at me. For some reason that made me feel better. Not that I believed that sex was immoral or that my sister should never have it but...she was still a kid to me. I just hoped I could get her out of this before she was somehow more spoiled.
"We know that Nikki, big slut that she is, would know what to do. Tell you what...Tyler my man, hand or lips? You choose."
"Hand," Tyler said instantly. It didn't take any special insight to see where this was going and Tyler chose cautiously.
"Nikki, use your hand to get Bran's cock out of his pants. That's what Tyler wants to see," Iris said. I felt icy tendrils wrap around my stomach. My limbs instantly felt weak. I guess I'd known something like this was going to happen. I mean Iris was clearly ratcheting things up. And I was already naked, wasn't I? It was just...this seemed like we were pushing into an area I was hoping we could avoid. I had convinced myself that there was some sort of boundary that we all recognized. If Iris asked me to do this...what wouldn't see demand that I do?
"Did I say take your time or did I say take Bran's dick out of his pants with your hand?"
"Move back Victoria," I said. My voice sounded wavery and tinny, not like my voice at all. Victoria moved her head away from Bran's dick. She flopped on her ass and pushed away. I didn't need her to be right here for this. I knew I was going to do it. I couldn't say no to anything. I might as well get this over with. Just go through the mechanics and pretend I was doing something else. I refused to look up at Bran. It would make this easier. Slowly, my left hand lifted up from my side.
At some point, maybe from Victoria's nose, the little button on the front of Brandon's boxer shorts had come undone. But the flaps were still overlapping, sort of closed. I watched as my own, thin fingers reached up. I saw it press into the fabric of the underwear, I saw Brandon shiver. I pretended like I was watching someone else's hand and I ignored the heat from Brandon's body emanating through the thin fabric of the boxers. Slowly, my fingers worked their way into the flaps of the boxers. I could see tufts of pubic hair and I felt my fingers touching it. Brandon gasped slightly and his body shook. My hand sort of disappeared into the boxers up to the wrist. I felt...my brother's penis against my fingertips. It was about half hard and extremely warm. It was slightly slick and felt smooth and muscular against my skin. It felt like other cocks I'd felt in my life and somehow that was worse. My...brother shouldn't feel the same way. And it shouldn't bring up any memories of other times or make me feel in any way similar to my...sexual experiences. But here I was feeling it.
Those thoughts made me feel queasy and I moved faster. My hand fished around inside of Brandon's boxers, seeking desperately to get a grip on his penis. Finally, my fingers slipped around it and I started to pull. A moment later I was horrified, and for some reason surprised, to find that I had pulled Brandon half-soft, veiny penis out of the hole in the boxers. I wanted to look away, but I couldn't. My brother was circumcised, his cock was surprisingly long, considering it was only half hard and he was very scared. It was just too difficult not to look. As soon as it was fully out, I dropped it and it flopped against my brother's leg.
"Oh poor boy, only half mast!" Iris said, leaning in and looking at my brother's veiny cock. That seemed to knock me loose and I was finally able to look away. But even as I looked away, I could see it in my mind. I could still feel it in my hand. I knew that I my fingertips would smell like my brother's pubic hair. Like his musk. In fact, I could smell it emanating off of me. And him. A primal smell. A smell that attached to the intimate parts of my mind. "We need to get you all the way up."
"I don't want to," Brandon said sharply. He looked over at Iris, pure hatred burning from his eyes. It made me scared. I wondered what he would do. I was in control of myself in that I understood that Iris controlled the situation. Did Brandon? I reached forward and put my hand on his knee to calm him. He quickly recoiled and looked down at me. I realized that my touch...what would have once have been sisterly now felt wrong. Dirty. I pulled my hand back. Iris laughed again.
"Well Nikki, it doesn't look like your touch is what Bran needs to get it up. That leaves Tyler and Vicky to do the work." I looked quickly over at Tyler, his eyes grew very wide and he shook his head. Iris laughed even louder, "Lucky for you boys that guy on guy stuff really doesn't do anything for me. That leaves Vicky. But then we have the little problem of Vicky not knowing what she is doing...a conundrum." Iris tapped at her chin like she was thinking deeply about an important issue. After a moment, her eyes brightened and she smiled broadly.
"Oh I know!" she said and then spoke quickly, as though she'd already known what she was going to suggest even before she started thinking, "Vicky, you are going to stroke Bran's cock until it gets hard. Your sister is going to tell you what to do," Iris said and then clapped her as if to say that the plan was so unbelievably easy. Silence fell over the room. I kept my eyes on the floor, not wanting to see any of my siblings.
"Come on," Iris said, "Get on with it."
"I don't understand what you want us to do," Victoria said, her voice on edge. It was like she desperately wanted to do whatever Iris suggested, she just didn't know where to start. Iris seemed to sense that and she was gentle.
"I want you to use your hand and put it around your older brother's dick. And Nikki, since she is a little whore from way back, she is going to tell you what to do to make your brother get hard. I want him all the way up," Iris said. Slowly, Victoria rose up off of her bottom and got up on her knees next to me again. She looked over at me nervously and bit her lip. I nodded, as if to say I felt for her but that there was nothing I could do.
Victoria turned her had back towards my brother's body. His cock was thick but lying heavily against his leg. Victoria had never seen a penis this close before (or any in person perhaps) and she looked at it strangely. I wondered what she was thinking. Slowly her hand began to rise, I saw her reaching for Brandon's penis, her fingers formed in a 'C' to wrap around it.
It's hard to explain what I was feeling in that moment. The cold feeling in my stomach was still there. Maybe worse than before. I felt cold all over in fact. My nipples ached from the cold and I wanted to rub my breasts to warm them. But I didn't know what sort of message that would send to Iris. But there was something else there as well. As I watched my sister's hand travel the last few inches to reach my brother's penis, I felt something like...anticipation. It wasn't that I would have wanted to see that happen at any other time. But now that it had to...I just wanted to see it happen. I don't know. It's hard to explain. I just know that when Victoria's fingers wrapped around Brandon's penis, I felt a sort of shiver that I knew, in my heart, couldn't just be explained by the cold.
As soon as Victoria's hand squeezed Brandon's cock, Iris spoke, "Good, now Nikki, tell little Vicky what to do. Give her the weight of your eight experiences." I almost explained that I'd had sex with some of my partners many times, that I'd had sex far more than eight times. But I didn't know why I wanted Iris, or my siblings, to know anything more than they had to. I just nodded.
"Don't squeeze to hard or too soft," I said quietly, "Then just slide your hand up and down on...it."
"What?" Iris asked.
"The penis," I said, the words feeling gravely and dirty in my mouth, "Brandon's penis." That felt worse. But Iris seemed pleased by it. "Stroke up and down on Brandon's penis. Move from his...balls all the way up to the tip and back down." I explained. I was sure that Victoria knew this much, but I had to humor Iris. But, evidentially, she was not pleased. She mad a sort of "tut-tut" sound with her tongue.



"Dry?" she asked, "You are making your sister give your brother a dry handjob? Do you like rug burn on your dick Bran? How did Nikki know that? You guys done this shit before?"
"Lean over," I said loudly, trying to drown out Iris' awful words, "And spit on Brandon's penis so that it will be lubricated."
"No, no, no," Iris said, "Nikki, I am sorry, but you fucked this up so you have to fix it. You have to be the one to spit on Bran's cock. Get it nice and lubed up so Vicky can finish the job." I didn't hesitate. I rose up on my knees and leaned over Brandon's penis. I looked down so that I could aim, looking at the white skin and blue veins on his body. I swear that my mouth didn't water...but there was plenty of spit. It dribbled out in a white stream and landed coolly on Brandon's...shaft. A thin string of saliva briefly connected my lips to my brother's penis. I wiped the spit away and backed away.
"Like a pro!" Iris said, "keep going." I sighed and ran my hands through my hair. It never stopped. For the first time in a long time, I recognized the tension that was growing inside of me. We all could sense where this was going. It was only going to get worse from here. I was anxious and scared and uncertain. The emotions were swirling inside of me and desperately wanted them to be resolved. But I knew that the only way that they could be resolved would be...terrible. And so I didn't want any resolution either. I just...I felt trapped inside of myself just like I was trapped in the situation. I felt the tension tearing at my insides, eating away at the parts of me that had taken years to make. But I couldn't even focus on that now. I knew Iris was impatient. I had to keep going.
"Victoria," I said in a professorial voice, "start to stroke Brandon's cock. Move your wrist around so that the spit gets worked all around," I said. Victoria looked at me briefly and then her eyes went back to Brandon's penis. We both avoided looking up at Brandon. But, I admit, I was curious. What was he thinking? How did this feel to him? What did Tyler think of this?
Victoria started to stroke her hand up and down on Brandon's penis. It was still somewhat limp and it sort of flopped around in Victoria's hand as she stroked. She moved furtively, nervously. She never got her hands too close to the tip or the balls, like she was safer in the middle. She didn't rotate her wrist or spread my spit around.
"She's doing it wrong. She isn't doing what you said. She should trust the pro," Iris said, "You are going to have to show her." Instantly, Victoria's hands moved off of Brandon's cock. It was like she'd been holding something toxic in her hand. I guess she did. Now I had to. Or so I thought.
"No, no, no," Iris said, "I don't want Nikki to stroke the cock. She's done that enough for one lifetime. I want Vicky to stroke it. Put your hand back up," Victoria's hand rapidly moved back up and grabbed around Brandon's shaft. "Good, now Nikki, put your hand over Victoria's and show her what to do," Iris said.
Victoria looked over at me, waiting. Quickly, I reached my hand up, I left my fingers wrap around my sister's. I tried not to squeeze too hard, I knew my brother's soft cock was underneath. It made me sick to know that, but I knew it. I tugged gently on Victoria's and it started to slide down Brandon's shaft, towards the tip of his penis. As I moved her wrist down, I sort of twisted it over gently, swirling Victoria's fingers all around Brandon's shaft. I made Victoria's hand slip around Brandon's shaft so that my spit soon covered every inch.
I looked down at my brother's veiny penis, ensuring that it was slick and white all over. I could smell Brandon's body and through my sister's hand, I could feel his cock growing harder and harder as we stroked. The tension in Victoria's fingers grew tighter and I could feel a denseness underneath.
In a matter of seconds, my careful attention to Brandon's penis was paying dividends. It was no longer flopping through Victoria's fingers as she stroked. Brandon's penis grew longer and longer and, of course, more rigid. Soon it was sitting up, hard from his body. I could hear Victoria breathing shallowly as she stroked and I could see that her eyes never left our brother's penis. When he became fully erect, I saw a hint of a smile cross her face. I felt the same way. We'd done it. It felt like an accomplishment, we'd taken what Iris could dish out. I told myself that I felt nothing about Brandon becoming hard, it was not about him. That wasn't why I felt slightly excited or why Victoria's cheeks looked flushed.
Iris didn't tell us to stop and I was terrified of making her angry. So even after Brandon had become hard, Victoria continued to stroke up and down on Brandon's cock. I kept my hand loosely draped over hers. I could hear Brandon breathing sharply and looked up at him. His eyes were closed and all of the muscles in his body looked tense. For the first time it really dawned on me what we were doing: I was jacking my brother off! He was...feeling pleasure at this, despite himself I was sure. But there was a sour feeling in the back of my throat. My hand draped more loosely on Victoria. Luckily, or so it seemed at the time, Iris came to the rescue.
"What's wrong over there Ty? You getting a little jealous?" She asked. The rest of us all turned and looked at my younger brother. He was shaking his head, but he was fidgeting uncomfortably on the edge of the bed.
"No. I'm fine," he said flatly. Iris shook her head in a sort of motherly fashion.
"Now need to go acting noble and brave. We're all family here. If you're jealous of the attention your brother is getting from your sisters, you just speak out. Air your grievances. That's what healthy relationships are all about. Communication. In fact, if your sisters loved you the way they should, they would be jumping at a chance to help you before you even ask. Vicky?" Iris said. Victoria was still stroking Brandon's penis, her eyes had returned to it and she watched as the shaft slipped through her fingers. She didn't seem to notice Iris had spoken to her, "Vicky, honey." Iris said sweetly now. This seemed to shake Victoria out of her trance. She blushed deeply and her hand slipped off of Brandon's penis.
"Yes?" she asked.
"I had to interrupt a labor of love, but you need to choose," Iris said, "cock or ball?" Victoria's eyes returned to Brandon's hard dick, seemed to drink it all in. Her face grew white and she gulped deeply. I felt my heartrate skyrocket. My breath came shallow.
"Balls," she said slowly as her eyes settled on Brandon's swollen testicles. Iris clapped.
"Excellent," Iris said, "Crawl over there on the floor to the couch. Take off Ty's boxers. And give your younger brother's balls a little bath with your tongue. Sorry Brandon. It isn't all about the eldest son. Time for you to learn that lesson. Being a man isn't all hand jobs from your sisters." My stomach fell out through my toes. Victoria looked like she was already panicking.
"My tongue?" she asked. But it was clearly just a stalling action. Iris didn't answer. Instead, her free hand slipped down over her hip, across her rolled up skirt, and down between her legs. I saw her fingers begin to press softly into the thick lips of her pussy and she gasped slightly. She gestured toward Tyler with her gun.
"Take your shirt off Ty, meet your sister halfway," she ordered. Tyler's hands rose up from his lap. I could see a large swell between his legs and I knew that he was already excited. I told myself it was because of the tension and the fear. I tried not to think about why my eyes had darted there so quickly in the first place. While Victoria dropped down onto her hands and knees on the floor, Tyler pulled his oversized shirt up over his head and threw it on the bed. Brandon had already been sleeping shirtless and now I could see slight differences in their builds. Brandon was slightly more muscular in his chest and had (a very small amount) of body hair. Tyler's chest was very thin, boy-like except for how lanky he was. His body was smooth. Once his shirt was off, he sat nervously on the edge of the bed.
Victoria crossed the small distance separating her from the edge of the bed on her hands and knees. It was only a couple steps. Victoria was wearing an oversized t-shirt and pink boy short panties, but somehow the sway of her hips and the movement of her breasts and she crawled created a seductive air. I saw Tyler's eyes rock side-to-side, following the motion of our sister's ass. She stopped and knelt right in front of Tyler's knees. His legs were almost closed shut together. His hands were on the bed behind him and he was leaning back slightly.
For a moment, my sister and brother just sat there, trying not to look at one another. Iris' hand was moving slowly between her legs. All she did was clear her throat quietly. Victoria jumped slightly and Tyler's knees moved apart. Victoria's hand reached up quickly and moved to the waistband of Tyler's boxers. Her fingers were trembling as she moved, but she moved purposefully. She knew what she had to do. As her fingers sunk into Tyler's pants, he sort of lifted himself up off the bed with his hands. Victoria grasped the boxers and then quickly pulled them down.
Tyler's penis flopped out of his boxers and slapped against his stomach before resting against his leg. His penis was not quite completely hard, but it was much closer than Brandon's had been when we'd first gotten it out. His skin was pale and the circumcised tip was a florid, hot pink color. It was around the same length as Brandon's hard penis, but it wasn't quite as wide. Once again I was struck by the fact that it was an attractive package. Even his pubic hair, the only body hair he seemed to have, was well kept and alluring. I shook my head, stopped thinking about it. I wasn't trying to look at my naked brother. I needed to focus on just figuring out a way out of this.
"Before Victoria starts to lick your balls," Iris said and we all winced, "Why don't you reach down there Tyler, and pulled that big shirt off of her." Tyler's ass had already come back down to rest on the edge of the bed. He quickly reached down towards Victoria, grabbing the shoulders of her night shirt and pulling smoothly. Victoria submissively assisted by holding her arms up. In a moment, her t-shirt was laying in a heap on the floor. She wasn't wearing a bra. Despite myself, I looked at Victoria's smooth back and saw the hourglass shape of her body as it tapered from her narrow back, down to her thin waist, and then ballooned out at her wider ass. Her breasts bounced slightly as the shirt slid over them and I could see the sides of them, round and firm. I noticed Brandon next to me, with a slightly better angle, looking as well. His eyes were cloudy and unreadable.
"You certainly are sisters," Iris said with a sigh, "I mean the spitting image. It must be like looking at a younger version of your own ass, eh Nikki?" She sighed a bit as she said it and I knew she was playing with herself. I could also tell that it wasn't just a rhetorical tease. I had to answer.
"Yes, she looks like me. Only younger," I said. Iris breathed in sharply.
"Do you want to look like your big sister Vicky?"
Yes," Victoria said simply. Iris breathed again.
"Well okay," she said now, sounding a bit distracted, "Don't stop just because I'm asking questions. You made your choice, now lick your brother's balls." Victoria shuddered slightly.
"I'm sorry Victoria. Sorry I pissed off that waitress," Tyler said softly as Victoria looked up at him from her knees. Iris' body went rigid.
"Are you sorry Ty?" she asked sharply, "Or are you excited. Are you wondering what your sister's tongue will feel like on your balls?" A sharp noise echoed from Tyler's throat. He looked up, over Victoria's head at me, pleading. I was the oldest. I was supposed to fix this. My hands and teeth were clenched tightly and I could barely breathe. I couldn't even react to Tyler. I just kept staring at him. His eyes, ashamed and disappointed, moved away from me.
"Both," he said softly, "I am curious. But I am sorry too. I don't...I don't want this and I don't want to be curious." He said. Iris laughed and her finger began to stroke her clitoris once again.
"Well Ty," she said, "You don't really have a choice. Vicky made it for you. So I say, embrace the curiosity and dump the guilt. It won't do you any good now. Vicky, get to work." She leaned back further in the chair, getting comfortable for the show she was orchestrating. Vicky settled in on her
"Tyler, tell me...Tell me if I do something wrong," Vicky said, her voice quavering as she cried. Tyler looked down at Victoria. His glazed eyes sort of softened and my heart wrenched.
"It'll be fine Victoria," he said, his voice not sounding certain, "don't worry...you can't...it'll be fine." It was likely the first nice thing Ty had said to his younger sister in his life and my heart broke when I heard it. Victoria sniffled slightly but she nodded her head. I glanced over at Iris and she was smiling maliciously. She might've liked this more than anything else.
Victoria's hand rose again and I watched as her fingers gingerly wrapped around the tip of our brother's penis. It was almost completely hard, but it was still hanging down slightly, obstructing Victoria's access to Tyler's balls. She lifted his penis up with her fingers slowly, sort of wrapping her palm around the tip. She paused for a moment, shook her head, and then leaned forward.
I closed my eyes and bit my lower lip. I knew what was coming. But for some reason, I couldn't keep my eyes closed. I told myself that I needed to...monitor the situation. I need to make sure that nothing bad happened, even though I knew that only bad things could happen. But I watched as Victoria's lips pressed into our brother's scrotum. I watched as her hand moved off of his penis, and it flopped forward, landing against her nose and eye. I watched her lips part and her tongue protrude out, pressing into Tyler's balls. I heard Tyler suck in a sharp breath and watched his eyes roll back in his head. I watched his penis instantly begin to grow harder, pushing more tightly against his sister's face. I heard the sounds of Victoria whimpering, and the wet, slurping sounds of her tongue dragging up and down on Tyler's balls. My body tingled all over and it was unpleasant. But I couldn't really tell why. I just know that everything felt unbearably heavy.
"Does Vicky's tongue feel nice on your balls? Do her tits look nice pressed against your skin?" Iris breathed from her chair. Tyler's eyes opened and he looked down at Victoria.
"Yes," was all he said.
"Yes to which question Ty?" she asked. There was a short pause.
"Both," he said. I couldn't believe he'd said that. I mean, he couldn't help it if it felt good. That was just... purely physical. But how could say it looked nice? But then, how could I now pretend I didn't understand? For the first time, I acknowledged, inside myself, that my nipples were aching from something other than the cold. I knew that I wanted to squeeze them, to release the pressure, whatever the cause.
"Is your little sister sexy Ty?"
"Yes," Tyler said, his voice cracking now. He shook his head. The pain evident on his face as the honest words poured from his mouth. I tried not to judge. Any of us. I tried not to think about what he was saying.
"Vicky, how do Ty's balls taste?" Iris asked. Victoria's head moved back slighty.
"I don't know...dense..."Victoria said and Iris laughed.
"No! Is it good? Do you like the taste?" She asked, "Lick again and tell me." I craned my neck to see and felt disgusted with myself. Victoria's tongue darted out and lapped once at Tyler's balls and pulled her head back again.
"It's fine," she whispered.
"No. That's not enough!" Iris said, pressing hard on her own clit, "Tell me this, do you like the taste and the feel of balls in your mouth?" Victoria's shoulder shuddered. She looked down and her long hair draped over our brother's penis. His shaft was still against her face.
"Yes," she said, and it was clear she was crying harder now, "Yes, I fucking like it okay?" She sounded nearly hysterical now and I groaned when she spoke. I just wanted to cross the room and wrap her up. Hug her and let her know it was alright. I wanted to hug Tyler too. To tell him the same. To tell him even more than her because the reaction of his body was so obvious, but it wasn't his fault. It was the situation. But we were all naked. Even if I could run to them, could I bring myself to wrap them in my arms? I didn't have time to think about it. Iris spoke again.
"Is it turning... wait no," she said, pressing her finger hard against her clit, "Vicky, take off your panties, I want you all the way naked. Keep your face against your brother's cock," Iris said. My stomach lurched by my eyes stayed on my sister. Victoria reached back carefully, keeping her face forward, pressed into our brother's scrotum. Her fingers slipped into her boy shorts and carefully she slipped them down over her hips. I saw the smooth, taut flesh of her ass exposed to the air. She lifted her knees carefully and soon the panties were in a pile on the floor.
"Nikki choose, tongue or finger?" Iris said, while Victoria was settling back on her knees. For a moment it hadn't registered that she had used her little pet name for me. I had been so caught up in watching the degradation of my youngest siblings that I had forgotten that I was involved in this too. My stomach knotted tighter and I turned to look at Iris in time to see her index finger disappear into her wet pussy. Her cheeks were flushed, but her hand remained firmly gripped on her gun.
There was really no question what she was going to make me do. I mean she had been about to ask Victoria if she was turned on. She was going to make me find out. I was going to have to...touch Victoria. I had no interest in that at all. And yet, I knew I didn't have a choice either. I was going to do it as soon as she asked. So it was all about minimizing the worst, making it bearable. I would touch her with my finger.
"Tongue," I heard my voice say and for a second, I believed that I'd said finger. And then it dawned on me. What had I said? That wasn't what I wanted. I accidentally said the wrong thing. It was a slip of the...
"Tongue?" Iris said sounding pleasantly surprised. "Vicky, keep your face in your brother's balls. Get up on your hands and knees though. Get that ass up in the air." Vicky moved quickly, her ass rising up of her calves and her knees moving back. Soon she was up on all fours, her tongue still lapping at Tyler's balls. I looked at her. Her ass was round, almost heart-shaped. The way her knees were sitting, her...cheeks had sort of pulled apart and I could see the purple-pink density of her anus. Below that, looking remarkably like mine, was my sister's pink pussy lips. Very tight and smooth, the lips a little bit fat. My stomach lurched but my nipples, for some reason, ached harder. I ignored those feelings, and focused on figuring out how I'd said the wrong thing. Iris didn't care. It was the right thing for her.
"Nikki, I need you to get down on your hands and knees behind your sister. Use your tongue and find out whether your sister is wet or not," she said. Despite the fact that I had known for sure that that was what she was going to say, it hurt to hear it. But there wasn't any sense in dwelling on it. I had already decided I would do whatever it took to keep my family, and me, safe.
I turned so that I was facing my sister. After she had backed up, she was only a short distance away from me. I sort of rolled over so that I was on my hands and knees behind her. I was shocked because the instant I rolled over in position, I found that my hands were brushing Victoria's calves and her vagina was only a few inches from my face.



I could tell before...anything else that my baby sister was aroused by licking our brother's balls. Or maybe from everything. Whatever it was, I could feel the heat pulsing off of her. I could see her liquid glistening on her lips. I could smell her earthy scent, so strangely like my own. I saw her hips quivering. I knew how she felt. I didn't think of it then, but if someone was looking at me now, from behind, they'd be seeing the same thing.
The threat of Iris' gun, ever present, pushed me forward. I closed my eyes and pushed my face forward. In a moment, I felt my nose press into the soft flesh of Victoria's ass cheeks. So very warm. My lips pressed into the soft, wet lips of my sister's vagina. I felt her juices smear over my lips. Her scent was so much stronger here. I breathed it in, involuntarily. It felt it warming me, settling over the tight places inside of me. I knew that Victoria was aroused. But I also knew that that wouldn't be enough for Iris. I opened my lips, feeling Victoria's pussy open to me as I did. I let my tongue pour out of me, thick and soft. My body was trembling all over and my skin felt tingly, hot. My tongue dragged across Victoria's hot slit. I felt her juices collected on my tongue. Salty, sweet, and hot. Delicious. I felt a noise rise in my throat and then stifled it. I pulled my lips back.
"She is wet," I said simply. Victoria whimpered, but I heard the slurping noise of her lips and knew that she was still licking Tyler's balls.
"She's not the only one," Iris said and I didn't know if she was referring to herself or to me. I felt my muscles clench. "Does she taste good?" Iris asked. I knew she was going to ask that. I didn't want to answer, but I knew if I hesitated, she'd make me taste again.
"Yes," I said.
"Then don't let me hold you back," Iris said, "Get your face back in there and eat your sister's pussy! And Vicky, if your sister's tongue feels good, then I want you to put one of your brother's balls all the way into your mouth as a signal," she said. I bit at the inside of my lip so hard that I almost burst through the skin. The tension inside of me was ratcheting up unbearably and I wanted to scream. But...I needed to lick my sister's pussy more. That was the way to survive. And I hadn't lied...it tasted good. I pressed my lips back into her's, letting my tongue lap at her salty, glistening folds. I tried not to groan as I tasted her, but I failed. Iris laughed and Victoria trembled.
"Ty, is your ball in your sister's mouth?" Iris asked after few more seconds. I heard him grunt loudly.
"Uh...yes," he said. My first thought was to picture Tyler's testicle in Victoria's mouth, to see her cheeks bulging and the saliva dripping down her cheek. Then I shook that image out of my mind. Then I realized that if Tyler's ball was in my sister's mouth, it meant that Victoria liked what I was doing. That it felt good. There was a horrifying kind of pride that came with that and, like everything else going on, I couldn't reconcile the feelings. My mind became fuzzy and I just pressed my lips in more, tasting more of my sister and pretending I wasn't.
"Hey Nikki, have you ever tasted your own pussy? Maybe on your finger or on the cock of some guy you're fucking?" Iris asked. I gasped at the question, but I pulled my lips away from Victoria's pussy quickly to answer. It was somehow more shocked that I could be shocked at this point.
"Yes," I said.
"Which one?" Iris pushed, as I'd known she would.
"Both," I answered honestly, knowing that my siblings were picturing sucking my pussy juices off some strange man's penis or from my own fingers.
"Does your sister taste like you?" she asked.
"Yes," I gasped again, before placing my burning cheeks back into Victoria's pussy. Iris seemed satisfied by that and turned her attention away from me.
"Well Bran, I know you're lonesome," I heard Iris saying, "And there really isn't any mystery about Nikki. If I can smell her cunt from here, then I am sure you can as well. But I will give you the same choice I gave her. Finger or tongue?"
"Finger," he said rapidly. It was like he was almost afraid that someone would think he'd say 'tongue.' For a brief second I wondered what my siblings had thought about me when I had said that word. But then I heard Tyler groan and Victoria moved slightly. Her movement caused her to shift her position slightly and my face moved. My nose now slid, pressing firmly into Victoria's anus. I felt her jump slightly and the dense, crinkled skin felt strange on my face. While I was coming to terms with that, I heard Iris speaking.
"Bran my boy, put your finger in Nikki's pussy. And don't just put it in there, move it around, she needs a little help. Move it around," Iris said thickly. It was clear she was feeling something as well. I kept my tongue in Nicole's pussy but I desperately wanted to see what Brandon would do. I heard him moving and dropping down to his knees (for the briefest second I felt his cock brush up against my thigh and my entire body felt like it was going to collapse). Soon he was on his knees next to me (there was really no room behind me), and I could feel his boxers against my leg.
After another moment I felt it and gasped. Brandon had reached his hand around behind me. He had quickly moved his finger (I think it was his index finger) towards my wet slit and slipped it easily inside of me. I could feel his finger deep inside of me. I could feel the walls of my pussy closing in around him. My entire mind went totally blank with the power of the sensation, good or bad I couldn't tell. I moaned loudly, the vibrations rocketing through Victoria's body. I heard her and Tyler groan as well as the chain reaction shifted through our bodies. Then I felt Brandon's fingers curling inside of me, stroking my insides. My muscles contracted and I squeezed him tighter. A sensation of pleasure, so much more terrible than pain, rocketed throughout my body.
"You don't need to tell me she's wet," I heard Iris say, "Your finger slipped right it." My cheeks felt hot even as the pleasure of Victoria's taste and Brandon's fingers grew greater. I think I hated Iris more in that moment than any other, for dragging me back into the world of thought and out of sensation. My body continued to react to the...pleasure I felt. But it was mixed with revulsion. Revulsion at the situation and at myself.
Iris just let us stay like that for...a long time. I don't know, it was impossible to gauge time. Tyler sat on the edge of the bed, his balls buried in Victoria's mouth. Victoria was on her hands and knees, her tongue working overtime and her ass high up in the air to give me access. My face was buried between Victoria's asscheeks, my nose pressing her anus. My tongue lapped, thick and soft at Victoria's pussy, sometimes accidentally pressing inside of her so deeply that her pussy clenched around me. Brandon stayed at my side, almost leaning on me for support. His finger was buried in my pussy, stroking my insides. The room was filled with the sounds of lapping tongues, embarrassed groans, and wet pussies, and Iris' fingers slamming hard into her own body.
To explain what I was feeling is not really possible. For every feeling I had, there was an equally powerful sensation that was the exact opposite. The flavor of Victoria's pussy was divine. The more I tasted of it, the more I liked it. It was like mine, but a little difference as well. Thicker, creamier. Tastier. And, Brandon's finger inside of me was even better. He probed my pussy gently, stroking my insides just firmly enough to make my legs shake but not enough to...make anything else happen. It was a kind of pleasurable torture.
But of course, the realization that I was feeling these things was repulsive and filthy. Each pang of pleasure made me realize that the things I was feeling were caused by my siblings. That they were things that I would never, in a million years, choose to do. They made my insides feel like jelly. They made me feel...worthless and scared and broken. The more pleasure I felt...the less of a person I felt like. I had heard the word 'degradation' before...but I'd never really known what it meant. I felt it now, tearing my self-respect apart bit by bit. I hated myself and I hated Iris.
I don't know if it was a disappointment or relief when Iris spoke next, "Alright that's enough of this. Stop." Instantly, I felt Brandon's finger slip out of my body. Victoria's body sagged and her pussy slid from her mouth. Soon all four of us, the Wilson siblings, were sitting on the floor, looking at Iris. My eyes, and Victoria's were swollen with tears. Our bodies were shaking but we did not dare comfort each other or seek our brothers' touch. Brandon and Tyler looked dazed and wounded. They gazed out around the room aimlessly; they never dared look at either of their sisters. Both of their penises were still very hard. I could sense hatred pouring out of my brothers, especially Brandon, but it was impotent. Iris held the guns and all the cards.
"You've got what you wanted," I said, looking up at Iris. I couldn't even meet her eyes. I knew what she had seen, I felt my shame reflected back from her, "We...did what you wanted. Now let us go." Iris laughed. This was the deal. We'd done it. As the oldest daughter, it was my job to close this out.
"Oh you misunderstood me Nikki. I am not saying to stop. I am saying I am tired with this little position. It's boring me now. We aren't done. My ride isn't here. We have time to go." She said.
"But that's not fair," I said, a wave of indignation so powerful that it overwhelmed my reason. We had fucking done it. She had no right.
"Look, this might be enough to make you feel good Nikki, but it isn't enough to satisfy me," the double meaning of her words making my skin crawl. I buried my face in my hands, crying again. I had no leverage. I couldn't make her stop. She could do whatever she wanted until she didn't want to anymore. And it was better to keep her interested. If she got bored...she didn't need us anymore. Empty rage filled me and I wanted to scream and scratch out my own eyes.
"But since you want to be in charge so bad Nikki, I'll let you choose. Pick a brother," she said. My blood ran cold. It was all starting up again. My throat closed, but my nipples hardened. I felt twisted out of place. But I knew she was getting tired of the game. I didn't have time to stall.
"Tyler," I said this time, simply because I'd chosen Brandon the first time.
"Ty my man, you're in the catbird seat," Iris said, "And we're going big on the opening round here. Choose: mouth, pussy, or asshole." I looked over at Tyler, my eyes wide. There was no question about what was going to happen. He looked back at me, scared, helpless, "And don't you dare give him any sort of hint, Nikki. This is his choice. You had yours." Tyler kept looking at me, shaking his head slowly. I could see the thoughts coursing through his mind. But I kept my mind blank, not daring to register anything on my face. Just when I thought that Iris was going to get angry, Tyler spoke.
"Asshole," he said. The word thudded into my head like a sledgehammer. Had he just said...what I thought he said?
"I love it!' Iris said wickedly. My eyes flared and I raised my hands over my head.
"Jesus Tyler, you know what she is going to say, what the fuck is wrong with you?" I asked desperately. Tyler put up his hands in protest.
"I didn't know what to pick!" he said, "I swear, I thought...this was best."
"Best?" I asked incredulous. Iris was laughing hysterically now, she had no interest in interrupting this. It was exactly what she wanted.
"Yeah," Tyler said, scared, "I mean...like you said, we know what she is going to say. I don't know if you're on birth control..." for the record, I was. But how would Tyler know? But that didn't matter, there was, of course, a better option.
"What about my mouth Tyler?" I asked.
"Would you want that?" Tyler shot back quickly. For an instant I pictured myself...doing the deed. I pushed it out of my mind.
"Of course not you...idiot. But I don't get to have my first choice, which is to do nothing. My mouth was by far the least bad option. Anyone could tell that," I said, my words cleaving into my brother like daggers. I could see the pain in his eyes. He hadn't intended this. But I didn't care at that moment.
"Girls say...they don't like the way it tastes," he said.
"That's because you never fucking clean yourself," I shot back angrily and pettily, but I couldn't believe how angry I was, "But that is a thousand times better than...up my ass! Jesus, Tyler. Do you want something up your ass?" I asked frantically.
"No...but you said...you said you'd done it before," he said and I remembered being forced to admit that.
"I said it was an accident when I was drunk Tyler. And it happened to be just about the worst sexual experience of my life. Now I get to relive it. Here. Like this," I said, my rage building with each word. I wanted to reach across the room and strangle him.
"God Nicole, I'm sorry," he said, "I didn't know." Of course he didn't. He wouldn't know that. And really he shouldn't know that. Or any of this. I knew what Tyler was thinking...It didn't make it anything but monumentally stupid, but he wasn't being malicious. The anger turned away from him, returned where it belonged, to Iris and myself. Iris was still laughing.
"Well the choice has been made," she said delightedly, "So we are locked into that. And you crazy little sodomites were right. You knew just where this is going. Tyler, I need you to fuck your sister in her ass."
"I can't do this," I said suddenly, the panic rising inside of my throat, "We've already gone too far. This is too much. I can't do this." A brief imagine of my brother...entering my body flashed through my mind. My stomach swirled and I felt lightheaded. Iris gave me a look...it was strange, like she was doing me a favor by not responding. I guess I'd technically broken the rules. She could've killed me. Instead, she just spoke to Victoria.
"Okay Vicky," she said, "Spit or piss?" she asked. My head sort of wrenched around, looking at Iris. Tyler's head rose off his chest for the first time since I started screaming at him, looking at Iris as well. None of us could figure out where this was going. Victoria squirmed a little on the floor at the shrugged.
"Spit...I guess," Victoria said. It was clear she had just picked the least offensive bodily fluid. But we were all nervous. Who was going to have to spit where? And why? Iris clapped her hands.
"Well we know that your pussy is wet Vicky, and I imagine that Nikki's is as well. I can smell her from here," as she spoke, I blushed. How could I have any modesty left? But it was true...I could smell my arousal as well. Iris kept speaking, "But no matter how horny big sis is, her ass still isn't going to be wet. You can't shove a dry cock into a dry asshole. Take my word on it. So you just picked the lube. Ty, I need you to start spitting on your cock. Rub that shit in, get it real nice and wet. Nikki, get up your hands and knees. Vicky, get your mouth down there and lick your sister's asshole until it's nice and wet." Victoria was shaking her head even as Iris spoke. I knew that, once again, it was my role as the eldest daughter to do something. I couldn't let this happen.
"We can do it dry. Tyler can do it dry, I don't care if it hurts," I said. That was, sort of, what happened the first time I'd had anal sex. I knew it was going to be bad, but I didn't want to enjoy it anyway. Maybe the pain would take my mind off of the facts of the situation.
"Oh no no no, but thank you for your selflessness," Iris said and it was like she had been reading my thoughts, "But we want you to really enjoy yourself this time. No pain. And Vicky wants to do that for you? Don't you?" she asked and drug her hand across the barrel of the gun. I immediately got up on my hands and knees. I wasn't going to allow anything to happen to Victoria.
I was facing down towards the foot of the bed with Iris to one side of me, the television ahead of me to the right, and the bed itself on my right side. Once I got up in position my brothers instantly got up off of the floor and sat on the edge of the bed.
"Getting a better look?" Iris asked them. They both turned away.
"Just giving them space," Brandon said, his voice barely more than a hiss. Iris didn't say anything. She just stared at Victoria. Victoria was still sitting on the floor next to me. I knew she was looking at me but I just kept my eyes forward. This was going to happen, I didn't need to think about what that meant. Victoria sight and I felt her move around behind me.
My mouth felt incredibly dry and I was shaking all over. It was almost impossible to keep up on my hands and knees. My stomach roiled over and over again. After a few seconds, I felt Victoria's palm press into the flesh of my ass. I felt her lower herself onto her knees behind me. She kept her hands on my ass cheeks and I felt them pulling apart. The cold hotel room air brush across the sensitive skin of my asshole. I shivered, but it wasn't only from the cold. I knew that everyone could see me now, exposed. I wondered if Victoria's eyes were on me.
"Come on Vicky, your brother really wants to get his dick in your sister's ass," Iris said and I groaned. "I guess she wants it too, get on it," Iris said. It wasn't worth protesting. I heard Victoria sigh. The next thing I felt was Victoria's hair. As she leaned down, I felt it drape across my ass and down my thighs. I gasped (and tried to stifle the sound) as I felt her warm breath against my skin.
"I'm so sorry Nicole," I heard her breathe.
"Please, don't apologize. For real. You aren't doing this. None of this is happening," I said, trying to convince myself as well, "This isn't your fault." I felt Victoria's trembling hands squeeze more deeply on my ass, like she was trying to hold herself up. I kept my eyes forward, I tried to think about anything else. I felt more of Victoria's hair tickling at my body and her breath became thicker, warmer.
There was...a delayed reaction I think, like my body refused to accept what I was feeling. I heard Victoria take in a deep breath and I felt her cheeks press against my ass and then I felt nothing. I thought...maybe she had backed out or she was trying to fake it. But then, I heard it. A sort of wet, slurping sound. It was Victoria's tongue. It was like hearing it made it real. All of the sudden, a burst of wet warmth spread out from the sensitive ridges of may asshole and spread down my legs and up to my breasts.
I moaned despite myself. No one had ever done...anything like that to me before. I hadn't even really known what to expect from it but it was so much more intense and just...better than I expected. I had so many nerves that all came together right there and the tongue pressing against it was unbelievably soft, wet, and gentle. While it was simply lapping at the small bud of my anus, the sensation seemed to be everywhere at once. And it didn't stop, it didn't lessen. With each movement of the tongue against my anus, a new wave of pleasure washed over me. My nipples ached harder than ever before. And my pussy...it felt like it was dripping wet, sloppy wet like I'd never felt before. I could smell myself, earthy and sweet, in the air. I wondered if it was getting on...Victoria's chin.
And for the first time since Victoria's tongue had pressed into my asshole, I really realized that it was her. She was giving me this pleasure. And I wanted to feel revulsion. I wanted my stomach to turn again. I wanted to hate it. But...I didn't. It wasn't that I was happy that my younger sister was eating my ass. Far from it. It was just...the pleasure was so intense and there was no choice. Those facts just seemed to overwhelm everything else. There just wasn't any room to be humiliated or disgusted. There was just the pleasure. It took everything I had to keep myself from reaching up and grabbing my breast, kneading the flesh the way I needed to. I just focused on Victoria's tongue and kept my eyes closed.



"Okay, that's enough," I heard a voice say and, almost instantly, I felt Victoria's face move out from between my ass cheeks. Worse, I felt her tongue drop away from my anus. It now felt cold and sensitive from the air. I had to bite my tongue to keep from moaning.
"So Vicky, how'd Nikki's asshole taste?" Iris asked and I felt nervous. I don't know if I wanted her to say she loved it or hated it.
"Clean. Like bodywash and cotton," Victoria said, her voice coming out uneven, nervous.
"And you liked it didn't you?" she asked.
"Yes," Victoria said, mechanically. I felt my heart flutter. She'd liked it. What did that mean? What did it mean that I...
"How'd you feel about it Nikki?" Iris asked and I gritted my teeth. Why hadn't she just asked if I'd liked it? Why did she make me explain it? I knew I had to be honest. I had to say:
"I loved it," My cheeks felt hot as I said it and I heard my brothers squirm uneasily on the bed and I dropped my head. God why had I said that? Worse, why was that the truth?
"Just so you know Nikki," Iris said to me, "Vicky smiled a little when you first said that and then she corrected herself." I didn't know if she was telling the truth, but I believed her. I can't even describe the conflicted feelings.
"Ty, did you get your cock nice and slick?" Iris asked, shifting gears.
"Yes," he said uneasily.
"Get down her and get it in your sister's ass before you both get dry," Iris said. I felt Victoria's hair slip off of my hips and her hands take pressure off my ass. She moved away and sat on the bed. Tyler had already gotten up. He was walking slowly around behind me.
"Do you smell your sister's cunt, Ty?" Iris asked as soon as Ty was standing behind me.
"Yes," he said and it was obvious. My scent was filling the room.
"Do you like it? Is it keeping your cock hard?" Iris asked.
"Yes," Tyler said again, without pause.
"Get that hard dick in your sister's ass. Don't say anything. Don't fuck around. Just do it now," Iris said, and I heard her groan. I didn't have to look over at her to know that she was fingering her slit. I could smell her too.
But there wasn't even time to think about that. The pleasure from Victoria's tongue had faded entirely. My asshole still felt wet, but the nerves had come back. My brother was about to fuck me. That was disturbing enough. More than I could really handle. But it was so much worse. His cock was about to go up my ass. I froze on my hands and knees.
After a second, but not enough time, I felt Tyler's hands on my ass. He placed them in the same place that Victoria's hands had been just a few seconds before. He pushed down, splitting my ass cheeks apart again. His right hand rose up off of my hip and I knew that he was grabbing his cock. I knew my little brother was looking down at my glistening wet asshole, plotting how to get his dick inside of me. Surprisingly quickly, I felt a gentle kiss as the tip of my brother's cock pressing against my tight asshole.
"Move slow," was the only thing I was able to say. I prayed that Iris wouldn't mind and she didn't seem to react. I felt Tyler sort of adjust himself on his knees and the rounded tip of his cock sort of rolled against my asshole. His dick was very wet and slipped against me easily. All of the nerves that Victoria had lighted up sparked against and my elbows nearly buckled.
Tyler's left hand sunk into the flesh of my ass as he held onto me. He grunted slightly and the pressure on my asshole suddenly ratcheted up. No longer content to just rub against me, he was now actively trying to press inside of me. There was a slight pinching sensation and some minor pain. The pressure grew more and more intense. I heard Tyler groan slightly and my ass cheek rubbed against the shaft of his dick.
Something strange was happening. At first I couldn't believe. I kept telling myself that the pain was going to get far worse and that I just needed to get through this. I thought about my last experience, how I'd felt like I was going to be split in half, get cut to pieces. And I still feared the pain. But there was something else too. I couldn't deny it. The tension had grown so great, the contradictions had grown so intense. I knew I needed a release, even if I couldn't really think it. And so part of me, deep inside, desperately wanted my brother's cock inside of me. Part of me needed to just push beyond everything, just feel the pleasure.
Maybe that idea, maybe that need was the key. Maybe that's why, when the pressure became greatest, and the pinching pain became most intense, something happened. I could feel Tyler's hard cock bending from the pressure of my asshole and then, suddenly, it gave. For the barest fraction of a second, I thought he'd turned away. But then I felt it. My asshole had opened up to my brother, just sort of winked open. And his wet tip had just popped inside of me. In fact, he had been pushing so hard that there was more than just the tip. More than two inches of his hard shaft popped instantly inside of me. I could feel the rounded tip deep inside of me. I could feel every ridge and every vein in his cock as my tight insides wrapped around Tyler's penis.
"Oh Jesus Nicole!" Tyler groaned. His right hand returned sharply to my ass, squeezing into my flesh. I groaned loudly as the intense sensation of being filled by my brother took me over. A warmth, similar to the feeling of Victoria's tongue on my asshole, spread throughout my body. I'd never felt anything like this. It was so much different than regular sex. And so much better than the last time someone had been in my asshole.
It was almost possible to forget that the cock inside of me was attached to my obnoxious little brother. But not entirely. As my anus tightened briefly, squeezing the cock inside of it, I heard him moan loudly. I was, intellectually, disgusted that I'd even heard my brother make a noise like that. It was, obviously, worse that I'd been the one who made it happen. But that intellectual feeling was just on the very surface of my feelings. Roiling down below, where my body was reacting to the sights, sounds, and smells around me, there was something entirely different. A thrill at having given a man, any man, pleasure. A desire to do more for him and a need to feel more for myself.
Unbidden, my hips started to press back. I felt Tyler's body go rigid and I heard his breathing grow shallower. But I also felt him start to press. I could feel his muscles flexing. And as I did, I felt my asshole release again, welcoming the increased pressure. And then I felt the slippery, delicious feeling of my brother's cock sliding inch by inch into my ass. I squeezed him tight, relishing the sensation of his hard rod pushing through my insides, making space and filling me up. I groaned now, loudly and unreservedly. My nerves were firing everywhere at once. I couldn't help it now. My hand rose quickly, up off of the floor. Without even thinking, I felt my palm press against my nipple and my fingers sink into my flesh. Soon I was kneading at them roughly and dissipating the pressure that Tyler's cock was building in my body. I didn't care who saw then. I just needed it.
After what felt like just a couple of seconds at most, I felt a strange sensation against my wet pussy. A sort of gentle smacking sound occurred. I felt so incredibly full that it seemed that if I opened my mouth, someone would be able to see Tyler's cock resting on the back of my tongue. I suddenly realized what I'd felt. Tyler's cock was entirely inside of my ass. His balls were pressing against my pussy.
For a second, we just sat there stiffly. I don't think either of us could really believe what we were doing and what we were feeling. I think in that moment, the feelings of shame and humiliation rallied briefly. I saw a picture of myself in my mind, on my hands and knees with my brother's penis buried in my anus and knew that it was shameful and wrong. That I could never forgive myself for doing it or feeling the way I felt. But I knew how I felt. So...unbelievably good.
I guess Iris saved me from thinking about it though, maybe kept the shame from gaining the upper hand. She said, "stroke it in and out Ty. Don't just leave it crammed up the tailpipe," I turned and looked at Iris. Her fingers were buried deep in her pussy and her eyes were only half open. I turned again, for reasons that I couldn't fully explain, and looked at Brandon and Victoria. They were sitting on the bed, just inches from one another. Victoria's pussy was glistening and her nipples were hard while Brandon's cock was harder than it had been before. Their eyes were staring directly at my ass, seemingly oblivious to the world or the implications of what they were seeing. For some reason...it felt good to be watched. And terrible. Terrible too. I think.
But Tyler was already taking Iris' advice. I gasped loudly and squeezed more forcefully on my breast as Tyler's cock pulled two or maybe even three inches out of my ass. I heard him spit down on his cock, keeping it wet. But the sensation of pulled out was so overwhelming that I barely registered that. The only thing that was able to shake that feeling from my mind was the sensation of Tyler's cock once again pushing deep into my ass. It felt just as tight, just as full as it had the first time. But the pain was even less, the pleasure more pure. I pinched my nipples and shook all over. Tyler pulled out again and then pressed back into me. Over and over again. Each time the tension and the pleasure grew more and more intense.
"I love you Nicole," Tyler said in a vibrating, staccato fashion as he thumped in and out of my ass. I don't know what prompted it. I don't know if it was an apology or a burst of erotic bliss. I didn't care. I felt it too.
"I love you Tyler," I said, my voice breaking down into a loud moan halfway through his name. It sounded like I'd called him "Ty," just like Iris.
"Brandon," Iris said, "Pussy or mouth." Iris' voice rang out against the slapping, wet sounds that filled the room. I knew what Iris was getting at, I felt a shiver run up my back. I felt my asshole clinch around my brother's cock and I groaned. I could feel my pussy dripping down onto the floor and my tongue felt wet and thick in my mouth. I didn't care what Brandon picked. I just knew that I wanted it.
"Mouth," Brandon said, his voice sounding husky and distant. I groaned loudly and wondered if they thought I was upset. I guess I hoped that Iris thought I didn't want it. But, I guess I was sort of past that point as well. It was all about the sensation now.
"Ty, pull your sister's head up so that she can suck your brother's dick," Iris said, gasping herself. I could hear her squirming on the chair. I turned slightly to look at her I could see her hand reached down into her tube top, grabbing her breast, her gun resting in her free hand. But I didn't have time to look long. I felt a sudden, painful tug and my neck jerked back. For a moment, I couldn't understand what was happening. Then I realized that Tyler had reached down, wrapped my long hair around his forearm, and pulled my up so that my head was facing forward. He actually used my hair to pull me back, sending my hips hard into his and pushing his cock deeper into my ass. I moaned loudly, leaving my mouth open and my tongue resting gently against my lips.
Brandon hadn't been sitting still while Tyler was getting me into position. He had, apparently, slipped off his boxers and he was now standing in front of me, completely naked. His hands were on his hips and his cock was sticking out hard and twitching towards my face. We were only a couple of inches apart. I could see the pre-cum collecting on the tip of his penis. I desperately wanted to know what it tasted like but I didn't acknowledge that desire.
It seemed that I wasn't the only one who needed less prompting from Iris. There wasn't really goading anymore. She didn't need to remind us what was at stake. But it wasn't just the threat, I knew that. There was something else there as well, something we all felt and didn't acknowledge. Nonetheless, without another word, Brandon took a long step towards me. I opened my mouth wider, but Brandon was a little too tall. I felt her cock slide against my cheek and I felt the tip press wetly into my hair. His flesh felt hot and rigid against my face...Wonderfully powerful. Brandon took a half step back and reached his hand around his cock, pulling it down so that it was facing my lips.
My mouth was watering desperately now and I pushed my hips back into Tyler. I felt his hard cock shaking in my asshole, calming me. I had to keep control of myself. These things I was feeling...They weren't right. I needed to just do what I had to do and then be done with it. Brandon reached his free hand forward and I felt his rough fingers against my cheek. I kept my lips open as Brandon stepped forward again.
As he moved, my eyes were essentially crossed. I was staring right at his penis, I couldn't think of anything else. I looked at the red, dripping tip and the long, veiny shaft. It was so much like the other penises I'd seen in my life but I could feel the difference now, more than ever. I could feel the difference but I could no longer feel the disgust. Instead it was like...excitement.
Brandon must've been excited too because he moved quickly. Holding my head in place he quickly slid his hard cock forward, between my lips. I could feel the hard, hot shaft as it slipped into my mouth. I tasted the salty, virile flavor of his precum as it splashed into my tongue. But Brandon moved too fast to savor. He shaft glided along my tongue and soon I felt it bumping up against the back of my throat. Involuntarily, I gagged, and Brandon just pushed further. My mouth filled with thick saliva and my throat closed around the tip of my brother's cock. But he kept pushing it further into me. I was grateful; I didn't want him to stop. I can't express the feeling I had when I sensed my nose pushing into my brother's pubes, when I felt his balls resting against my chin.
"Spit like a suckling pig," I heard Iris say and I didn't even care. I guess she was right. There I was, on my hands and knees on the floor. Tyler's cock was buried entirely into my ass, I could feel my insides squeezing around him. At the same time, Brandon's cock was all the way into my throat. His hand had moved, resting on the back of my head, pushing his penis deeper into my throat. My brothers started to move their cocks inside of me, slipping in and out of my asshole and my throat. They moved in opposite directions, Tyler thrusting in while Brandon was pulling out and vice versa. I tried to move my body with their movements, so that Tyler's cock would go deeper into my asshole and Brandon's cock would go deeper into my throat. I gasped desperately when I had the chance but didn't dare stop them.
The feeling was...well it was something I'd never felt before. I was barely conscious of what was going on around me. I didn't feel guilt or shame. Those feelings didn't even make any sense anymore. My body was taking over entirely. The tension had become too great. I needed too much to let my mind play any part. I was just focused on taking my brothers, on feeling the pleasure rising higher and higher inside of me.
"Vicky, looks like you're the odd woman out," I heard Iris croak next to me. I was surprised that I could hear anything beyond the squishing sound of Tyler's cock entering my ass or the choking sound of my throat. But I could hear her clearly, "Are you jealous?" she asked.
"Yes," I heard my sister's voice say meekly. My knees felt weak when I heard her and I trembled all over. I wasn't sure what that meant, but I liked the way it felt. I opened my mouth wider to taste more of Brandon's cock and I felt big ropes of saliva drip from my lips and puddle down on the floor between my hands. My nipples ached and I would have reached up to grab them again if I hadn't been sure I would lose balance and fall over.
"In or out Vicky, choose," Iris asked. She wasn't even tormenting us anymore with our responses. She seemed to realize that we were past that point now. We were doing whatever we had to do to survive. Or whatever we had to do to obey our desperate bodies. The distinction between what we had to do and what we wanted was blurring. Just a thin veneer on the top, telling me that I was doing what I had to do to survive, remained.
"Out," Vicky said instantly, breathy. I darted my eyes to the side, towards where my sister was waiting. Her nipples were very hard and she was squirming uncomfortably. I didn't have any idea what she was going to have to do but I knew that there was no question that she would do it.
"Good choice. 'In' would've been fingering your sister's empty cunt," Iris explained and I groaned. I felt my asshole squeeze around my brother's cock (he spit on his cock again, keeping it wet) but I desperately wanted something in my pussy too. I needed to feel a release form this tension, "Instead, I want you to suck on your sister's clit," Iris explained. My knees wobbled and I squeezed my legs together slightly, feeling the pressure on my clit, feeling its desperation.
Victoria instantly jumped into action. I felt her head sliding underneath of my body, even as my eyes returned forward, looking at Brandon's stomach. I spread my legs a little wider, dropping my hips down, but keeping my arms locked out (pushing my breasts sort of out and forward). Tyler followed me, dropping his hips lower and keeping his long, hard cock buried deep inside of my ass. Victoria had positioned herself perfectly and, after a moment, I felt her hair rubbing against my thighs and I felt my stomach touch her head.
My sister was absolutely desperate to be involved at this point. Her hands moved around, grabbing my hips and pulling herself into place. In a matter of seconds, I felt Victoria position her wet mouth directly against my dripping pussy. She was sort of lying perpendicular to my body, her head tilted slightly so that she was between my legs. Tyler was still pounding away, harder and harder at my asshole and I could hear his balls slapping into the side of her face. But Victoria wasn't fazed by that. Instead, she titled her neck upward, and I felt her lips kiss my aching clit.
It was clear from the beginning that Victoria had no idea what she was doing. But she made up for that, and more, with her reckless abandon. Her lips sealed instantly around my clit, sucking on me firmly but lovingly. Sensations rocketed up and down my spine and my asshole clenched around Tyler's cock. I felt her tongue moving rapidly around me, lapping soft and heavy, sucking down my juices. She moved frantically, never letting her hot, sweet tongue stay at any one place for more than a few seconds. I tried to gasp around Brandon's cock, but I just drooled more down onto the floor.
The intensity of the situation, the overwhelming focus centered on my desperate body, seemed to freeze me in place. I couldn't even wrap my mind around the situation. I just let my siblings pleasure my body, and tried to let my body pleasure them. Tyler's hands were gripped tightly on my hips, pulling me back. His cock was slipping rapidly in and out of my wet asshole, my insides squeezing him desperately, trying to hold him in place. I was trying to moan with the pleasure of the sensation but I couldn't, I could barely breathe. I felt lightheaded. And wonderful. Because Brandon's cock was buried deep in my throat, moving in and out of me at the same pace as Tyler's. And the whole while, Victoria's lips were sealed around my clitoris and her tongue was flicking at me desperately.
All of the action was centered on my body. It was so overwhelming. I really wasn't able differentiate the pleasure from the fear or the pain. I couldn't even really tell what sensation was coming from my brothers, what was coming from my sister. It was just like a...warm, fuzzy, buzzing feeling that enveloped my entire body. I might have confused the intensity of that feeling for an orgasm. Until that orgasm arrived. And when it did, it was the most powerful I'd ever felt in my entire life.



I don't know where it started. It was probably my sister's impossibly soft and careful lips gently caressing my clitoris. But, I was surprised to find, the pleasure was at least as intense where my anus was pulsing around my youngest brother's cock. But where it started didn't really matter. In a few seconds it was sweeping throughout my entire body. My muscles clenched all over as waves of pleasure rippled throughout my body. It was like, electrical liquid was coursing through every veins in my body. I was shaking all over, my mind going blank. Even the fear and the shame were washed away. It was simply...perfection.
While my mind was overwhelmed by my orgasm, my body continued to act. As my mind began to clear, I felt that my lips were pursed tightly, my cheeks wrapped closely around my brother's cock. I also felt my asshole clenched tight, holding my other brother in place, sucking him inside of me. I felt my pussy tremoring, my thick cum dripping between my lips, onto my sister chin. What's more, I felt that my brothers were both cumming as well. Tyler's hand were squeezing hard on my waist, his hips were pressed into mine and I could hear him grunting. I could feel his thick, hot cum filling up my asshole, make me feel stretched and full inside.
But that sensation, incredible as it was, was dwarfed by the feeling in my mouth. I could feel the tip of his penis flaring against my tongue. I could taste the hot, salty liquid erupting messily into my cheeks, filling them and coating my mouth. Some even poured directly down into my throat. I couldn't believe how...good it tasted. I growled deep in my throat, the combined reaction of my orgasm and the flavor of my brother. In that moment...I wouldn't have been anywhere else if I had a choice.
"Keep that jizz in your mouth and ass you little slut," Iris said and the euphoria began to fade. My eyes opened and I felt my brother's shifting. Very quickly, I felt Brandon's cock, still hard, slip out of my lips. I closed my mouth quickly, keep his warm, salty cum pooled over my tongue, tasting him but now feeling ashamed for the pleasure it gave me. For the first I really realized that I'd experienced an orgasm and that made me feel...so much worse. There isn't even a word of the level of self-hated I had at that instant. At the same time, I groaned as I felt Tyler's cock slip quickly out of my asshole. My insides suddenly felt gaping, empty. I felt a thin stream of his cum dripping down my leg, but otherwise kept his seed inside of me. Victoria, hearing the boys move away, disengaged her lips from my sensitive clit and pulled her head out from under me. I stayed on my hands and knees, panting through my nose and feeling the shame and the terror soak back into my bones.
"Did you boys both cum in your big sister?" Iris asked, gasping slightly. I turned and looked at her. Two fingers were buried in her slit and her thumb was circling around her clitoris. She was looking at me icily. Her free hand was still fingering her gun. I shivered, knowing what she had seen and what she'd felt about it.
"Yes," my brothers said, nearly in unison, and with the same broken sound in their voice.
"Did you like it?" she asked them.
"Yes," They said again, and Iris let out a low sigh.
"That wasn't your sister's first time taking two cocks. She was too slick with it," Iris said, "You been gangbanged before?" she asked me. I shook my head vehemently, I felt my brother's cum sloshing in my mouth. I couldn't speak. I felt shaky now, what had just happened? It was sinking in. Iris seemed unfazed, but she accepted the truth of what I said. She just sort of shrugged.
"Well Nikki, since you've been so successful here in your first gangbang, getting the boys to cum at the same time you did (and I know you came honey, I saw your O-face, even with a cock in your throat), I will give you next choice: spit or swallow?"
I felt icy tendrils in my stomach. There were two competing feelings. On the one hand, I could taste the salty liquid coating the insides of my mouth. The earthy, animal aroma of it was in my nose. I'd secretly always loved the taste of a man's cum (something, I gathered, most women hated) and I wanted to swallow it down. I wanted to feel it hot and solid in my stomach. I didn't care that it was my brother's, it felt like I needed that to finish the feeling. Hell, maybe more so because it was my brother's cum. I didn't really know what I was feeling anymore.
But, I guess more powerful than that need, was the returning realization of where I was and what I was doing. I had already made the mistake once of allowing myself to say the "more difficult" choice that Iris gave me. I am sure I had already given my siblings a shock with that. What would they think...what would they know if I said "swallow?" It just wasn't possible. There really wasn't a choice. I had to say it.
"Schput..." I said, trying to keep my lips as close together. Nonetheless, a small stream of cum and spit dribbled down my chin. Most of it stayed in my mouth. Iris' eyes flashed.
"Vicky," Iris said and then she sigh a little, "go lay down on your back under your sister's head. She has a present for you," she said. I felt my stomach drop. Of course, it wouldn't be so easy. Iris wasn't going to let me off simply spitting out my brother's cum. I should've known. It wasn't hard to figure out what would happen next. I wished I made a different choice.
Victoria didn't hesitate now. She quickly dropped down onto her knees and crawled around my body. Brandon moved away from me quickly, like he was afraid of being contaminated. Victoria dropped down onto the floor and then rolled over quickly onto her back. She shuffled her shoulders slightly and then her head was positioned directly underneath of mine. Against my better judgment, I looked down. I saw my sister's beautiful little body stretching out in front of me. I saw her hardened nipples, I saw her split lips, I saw her eyes looking scared and...aroused at the same time. Glistening with a kind of intensity that I could feel emanating out of my own body.
"Nikki, spit that load out. Put it down right in your sister's mouth. Vicky, feel free to swallow it whenever you want." Despite the fact that I'd known she was going to say it, I felt my flesh crawl when she said the words. I looked down again at Victoria, but her eyes told me nothing. They were open, but blank, like she was outside of herself. Her lips spread wider, her tongue went flat. She wasn't hesitating. I couldn't either. I pursed my lips, aimed.
A thin, translucent stream of saliva and cum dribbled out from between my lips. I wanted to be careful, I didn't want to drop it all in Victoria's eyes or something. I didn't know how Iris would react to that. So I kept my eyes on the stream of cum as it grew long and longer from my lips. I saw that it was slightly off-target, but before I could move, Victoria adjusted herself so that the end of the line was directly above her mouth. A few seconds later, I watched as the glob of liquid splashed down against my sister's front teeth. She opened her mouth wider and as the thick, salty liquid began to pour more rapidly from my mouth, it began to splash against her tongue and pool in her cheeks.
There was a now a thick strand of liquid that was tying me to my sister. Brandon had cum more than I had realized, and my spit had added to it as well. I pushed it out faster with my tongue, the globs becoming thicker and pouring more quickly into my sister's mouth. For some reason, the sensation of my brother's cum slipping from my lips into my sister's mouth made a shiver run down my spine. My nipples ached and I sighed as the sperm slipped away from me. I guess part of me was sad that I was losing it. Part of me wanted to be the one to swallow it. I told myself that that was because I wanted to protect my sister, but I knew that was a lie. Plus, she hardly needed protection. As the white liquid pooled thicker and thicker in her mouth, her eyes closed and I heard a low moan in the back of her throat. She was enjoying it. But I pretended not to notice. But I wondered if enjoying the taste was genetic. Did mom...No! Can't even begin to think about that!
After a time, the last little bit of cum whipped out of my mouth. It fell haphazardly and splashed against my sister's chin. Instinctively, her right hand shot up to her chin and shoveled the cum into her mouth, her lips then pursed quickly again. I watched her lips closely and could see that she was swishing the liquid around in her mouth. But after a few second, I saw her throat moving and I knew that our brother's cum was slipping down her throat. Her eyes opened, the hint of a smile on her glistening lips. Her eyes looked into mine and then instantly cast down. Her cheeks grew red again and she pulled herself out from underneath of me.
"How'd that taste there Vicky?" Iris panted. I could hear her ass rolling around on the chair but I didn't look at her. My sister sat up on her knees next to me.
"I liked it," she said, her voice sounding very small. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Brandon shift uncomfortably.
"Did you love it? Did you wish you could drink a big milk glass full of it?" Iris asked, relentless. There was a slight pause, about as long as Victoria probably thought she could get away with.
"Yes," she said. I kept my mind blank, not thinking about what that meant. I didn't look at Brandon again. I didn't look at anyone.
"Good girl," Iris said, "You've earned another choice. Dirty or clean?"
"Clean," Victoria said, knowing as well as the rest of us that there was no right choice anymore. There was no choice at all.
"Good news Nikki," Iris said to me, "You don't have to keep that load in your ass. Victoria is going to clean it out for you. And good news for you Vicky. You get more of that sweet, sweet cum you've been looking for. You're cleaning your sister with your tongue." I shuddered and moaned audibly. This could not be happening. I looked over at Iris and she was starting directly at me. Her eyes burned into mine. Her thumb was still circling her clitoris, her index and middle fingers were still buried in her pussy. But her ring and pinkie fingers were now buried deep in her asshole. Her hand moved ferociously, like she only felt the pleasure of her movements, never the pain. I looked away quickly.
But even while I had been looking at Iris, Victoria had been moving around on her knees. By the time the hypnotic pull of Iris' movements had dropped me, my little sister was on her knees behind me. I looked over my shoulder at her. Her breasts bounced lightly as she moved into place and I saw her her nipples were as hard as mine. Her chin was still glistening from where I'd dribbled some of Brandon's cum and there was a strange look in my sister's eyes, an unnatural curve to her lips. It was a look of...desire. I felt it too. I couldn't deny it. My heart was fluttering. I had been excited when Iris had ordered us here. I wanted to know what it felt like. Victoria wanted to know what it felt like. There was no stopping us now.
I felt Victoria's hands press into my asscheeks once again and I felt her weight as she started to lean down into me. She pulled me so hard that my anus split open, a thin dribble of cum poured out of me, down my leg. I heard Victoria let out a little squeal. Her head dropped instantly and a second later I felt her lips pressed against my thigh. I felt the warm wetness of her mouth sucking against my skin, pulling Tyler's cum between her lips. Her tongue pressed against me and I felt it trailing up my thigh and between my ass cheeks. In a second more, I felt her lips pressed against the crinkled roughness of my asshole, her hair draped over my hips. She formed a vacuum against my anus and I felt intense pressure as she started to suck on me. I groaned loudly as I felt Tyler's cum slipping out of my asshole and down into my sister's throat.
I guess I don't know what it was about that exact second. It might have mostly been the slippery sensation of my sister's tongue against my asshole or the emptying feeling of Tyler's cum pulling out of my ass. It might have been the sexual energy of the entire situation. Or the other, more sinister energy that was right below that, the fear of death and the need to do something...anything to feel alive in that moment. Whatever it was, something snapped in me at that moment. I couldn't handle the thoughts that were tearing my mind apart. I couldn't deal with the contradictions between what I wanted and what I believed it was right that I wanted. I couldn't hold it together anymore. I stopped...being able to lie to myself. I arched my back, pressing my anus hard into my sister's mouth. My right hand rose up off the floor, grasping desperately at my breast. My eyes scanned the room. Tyler, sitting on the bed was the first person I saw. His legs were crossed slightly, but I saw his hard cock sticking up between his legs. Still hard. Still looking at me with desire.
"Tyler, give me that cock!" I begged, the words pouring out of my mouth like they had come from someone else. I saw Tyler's eyes grow incredibly wide, staring directly at me. Once again, automatically, my body reacted. My tongue moved out of my mouth and move slowly and seductively across my lips. I moaned alluringly as my sister's tongue raked my asshole. I winked at Tyler, "I need your cum in my mouth, let me suck you off." I didn't even feel shame when I spoke. It wasn't even really 'me' anymore.
As though I had figured out some sort of magic words, Tyler instantly jumped to his feet. He scrambled across the carpet that separated us and soon he was standing with his hands on his hips, his achingly hard cock pressed almost completely against my face. I looked up at him and bit my lower lip. Without further thought, my mouth open and I plunged it desperately into my throat. I felt Tyler's body go rigid as, in a matter of second, his balls pressed firmly into my chin and my throat closed, choking, around his cock. In a few seconds he began to pump his cock in and out of my throat as forcefully as he could. It was only then, when I felt the rhythm of his movements, that I remembered his cock had been in my ass just a few seconds before. I didn't care. In fact, I wanted it more...I couldn't even think what that meant.
As I had spoken to Tyler, I felt my sister's body tremble against me. To this day, I am not sure what happened next. I don't know if Victoria had done something to beckon to Brandon, or if he had been following my lead, or if he had been moved to act by the same internal pressure that were tearing me apart, but at about that same moment, Brandon rose up from where he was sitting on the floor. He quickly dropped down on his knees behind Victoria. She was doubled over completely, to keep her lips pressed into my asshole. Her own ass was up in the air, her wet pussy exposed. I actually heard Brandon's hands slap down on Victoria's ass cheeks. I heard her groan as shiver as our brother's large cock pushed its way into her virgin pussy.
And we stayed like that for...a long time. Tyler was standing in front of me, his hands now on my head, thrusting my lips down over his cock over and over again, pushing it deeper into my throat. My right hand was pulling and squeezing on my nipples, kneading my firm flesh as I balanced precariously on my right hand. Victoria was on her hands and knees behind me down, allowing the flesh of my ass to hold her face against me. She had swallowed down all of Brandon's cum, but her tongue was still in my ass, deeper now than before, trying to taste me as deeply inside as she could. My pussy was dripping on her chin. Brandon was on his knees behind Victoria, his hands grasping her hips tightly as he thrust into her over and over again. He thrust so hard that I could feel her bumping against me. She was a virgin, but I never heard her yelp. She wanted it so badly...It didn't hurt. It didn't hurt any of us anymore. We had given into the pleasure.
We'd given into more than that. I don't know if I fully recognized it at the time, I was just doing what my body demanded, but something had changed. Up until that point, whatever we had done, we could always tell ourselves that Iris had made us do it. Regardless of what I'd said inside, Iris' and the gruesome death she represented could at least partially justify what we were doing. But now...Tyler hadn't put his cock in my mouth at Iris' direction. Brandon hadn't taken Victoria's virginity because Iris demanded it. These were choices we made. If I thought about that fact at all at that moment...it only pushed me to drive my brother's cock deeper into my throat.
Iris seemed pleased by this reaction. I heard her laughing and gasping to herself. I could also hear the wet sounds of her fingers moving in and out of her body. Even over and above the smell of my brother's skin and my own juices, I could feel Iris' scent in the air all around me. And I could feel her eyes moving over my body and the bodies of my siblings. I glanced at her out of the corner of my eye while I continued to moan and shake on the floor.
"Finally," she gasped after a few moments, "This is the moment I need to capture in video! This is the leverage I need." Her gun dropped briefly into her lap as she began to root into her pocket. I couldn't think enough to feel anything about her plan to film me, let alone to act to get the gun from her lap. I had been broken completely. All I could do was swallow more and more of my brother's cock.
But, as she was fumbling in her pocket, I heard a loud cracking sound at the door. My eyes shifted, but things happened so incredibly fast...I couldn't really take it all in. It was only later, after the smoke had literally cleared, that I was able to piece together what had happened. The state police had tracked Iris to the hotel and they had learned that she was in our room. They didn't know we were there...They didn't know what was happening. They kicked down the door and the SWAT team poured inside. Iris was distracted by her looking for her phone, watching us, and masturbating. But instinctively, when she'd heard the sound, she'd pulled her fingers out of her body and reached for her gun. The police had seen her quick movement and noticed the gun in her lap. Shots rang out, freezing us in the room. Iris collapsed, dead, before her hand had grasped her gun.
My brothers, sister, and I stopped moving. Nonetheless, we stayed were we were. Tyler's cock remained in my mouth, Victoria's tongue remained in my asshole, and Brandon's cock remained in Victoria's pussy as more and more police officers poured into the room. At first it seemed like they almost ignored us as they secured the room and checked for other people in the bathroom. But after only a few seconds, all eyes (and guns) were trained on us.
And with that, the spell was broken. I suddenly realized who and where I was. What I was doing. The feeling of tension and...arousal that had been piqued to a level I'd never felt before, crashed down into the desert floor. Suddenly Tyler's cock in my mouth felt...repulsive. As it should have. Victoria's tongue was...shameful. The world seemed to rear up at me, smack me in the face. My ears still ringing from the shots, I began to hear the police officers asking me questions. But, without the fear and the desire holding me together, I collapsed, crying onto the floor. I don't know if it was more from shame or from relief, or some strange combination of the two. But I heard my siblings following me. Collapsing together, disgusted by the sensations of our naked bodies touching, but no longer able to do anything about it.
End Part 1
*****
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Part 2: Freedom
It was almost a year later before I had to see my siblings again. At least, I mean, in person. Actually, from that day with Iris forward...I saw them constantly. I saw them every time I closed my eyes. Every single dream that I had was about them. I couldn't run away from that day...it was tearing me apart.
Maybe, strangely, it would have been easier if there had been less secrecy about the whole thing. If everyone had known what we had done so that they could judge me and hate me. So that I wouldn't have to.
But the police had made certain that no one would know. As soon as they calmed us down and figured out that we weren't working with Iris, they were very kind to us. They looked the other way while we got dressed. I am sure they suspected from just looking at us that we were siblings. And when they saw our identification they knew it. But, tactfully, they didn't say anything about it. They saw how...shattered we looked. They put two and two together. They knew that Iris had been playing some sort of sick game with us. I guess that was part of her criminal history as well. I don't know, I avoided learning anything about her. I don't even know her last name.
And they were very kind. If they were laughing at us or disgusted, they hid it well. When we made it to the local sheriff's department, the police explained that Iris was dead and that, as a result, there wasn't going to be any trial, for the liquor store robbery or...anything else. In fact, it wasn't really necessary that anyone know that a sexual assault had occurred unless that was what we wanted. As far as the police were concerned, no one ever had to know what had happened in our hotel room. They would simply tell the media that Iris had taken four hostages.
At the time, I felt so incredibly grateful. I couldn't even begin to imagine what it would be like if the world had found out about...it. In fact, I was so shell-shocked that I hadn't even really thought about that until the police had brought it up. I can't even remember how many times I thanked them. They grew more embarrassed each time I spoke. My siblings as well. But they made good on their word. As far as I know, none of them so much as told their wives or husbands about it. In all the media reports and articles about our ordeal...there has never been the barest hint of a whisper.
And, I suppose, that is a good thing. I still don't know what would happen if everyone knew. If they could picture me and my sister and my brothers...the way we were. But, as time has passed, I wasn't so sure that the silence on the subject was really helpful. No matter how hard I wanted to pretend that nothing happened. I couldn't. Part of me wondered if the world would somehow be able to forgive me if they knew...everything that happened. But I knew that I couldn't just forgive myself.
Maybe that feeling...that knowledge all went back to one thing that the police sergeant said to me that early, early morning in the sheriff's office. Thankfully, my brothers and sister were other rooms and I didn't have to avoid making eye contact with them. I was sitting in a chair, wearing my clothes again, and I had an officer's coat wrapped around my shoulders. I was shivering even though it was blazing hot outside and probably 80 degrees in the office. The sergeant was sitting on the edge of the desk, his arms crossed over his chest, looking down at me with a sympathetic look on his face. I don't even remember what he had been saying before, but one thing he said was tattooed into my mind.
"Listen sweetheart," he drawled seriously, "This is going to be...a real bad day. But you're alive. You need to be happy about that. And when you get back home and all of this is in the past, you need to remember that you and your sister and brothers, you all don't need to feel nothing about today. Anything that happened, happened because Iris demanded that it happen. You don't have anything to be ashamed about. You didn't choose to do anything." And even while the words were coming from his lips, I could see myself, in my mind, beckoning Tyler over so I could...suck his cock. I heard Brandon getting up off the floor so that he could fuck our sister. I dropped my head. I knew my choices.
My siblings knew their choices too. There is really no other way to explain what happened next. The police demanded that we go to the hospital, to make sure that we were alright. The nearest hospital was almost 100 miles away and we asked to be transported separately. When we reached the hospital, we asked for separate rooms. I heard that all of my siblings were, like me, being treated for shock, from the doctors. I didn't speak to them the three days that I was there. I didn't speak to them even when my parents arrived, crying and apologetic for some reason. I think they were so scared, shocked, and relieved that we were okay that they didn't really notice that they saw us all separately.
I only saw one of my siblings the entire time I was in the hospital. It was on the second night. I got up to walk to the cafeteria. Halfway down the hallway, Tyler turned the corner. He was holding a bag of chips and, when he saw me, he froze. We were about twenty feet apart but our eyes locked together. For a brief moment, I flashed back to see myself on my hands and knees in front of Tyler, eyes tilted up looking into his while I sucked his dick. I felt my cheeks get red and saw that he was blushing as well. We both dropped our eyes. Without thinking we both turned. I fled back to my room. I don't know where Tyler went.
When we were all finally released from the hospital, I declined my parent's invitation to go to California with them. I told them I need get back to work and they seemed to buy it. They wanted to take me and my siblings out for a nice dinner before we all split up, but I declined, saying there was no time. I heard later from my mother that Victoria was the only one who made the dinner. She was also the only one who went back to California with them. Tyler got a flight back to school and kept going to classes. Brandon stayed out West, in Arizona or New Mexico or something. Got a job. I got a ride back to the sheriff's office near...the motel. Thankfully, someone had moved my car there. I drove home. My parents wired me money somewhere in Texas so I could afford the trip back.
And so I lived for a ten months, completely untethered from my family. It felt like a dream to return to my "real life." When I first got back to work, everyone had seen the news reports and they fretted over me and asked questions. When it became clear that I didn't want to talk about it, people left me alone. And, in a shockingly short period of time, everything sort of went back to normal. I went to work, I went home, I ate, I slept. I did it again.
But under the surface, nothing was normal. I couldn't stop thinking about that night in the desert with Iris. Everything reminded me of it. I felt my face tighten into a grimace at the strangest times, only to realize that I was relieving certain, horrible moments of that night in mind. I would have incredibly vivid sex dreams in which my siblings would do things to me that they'd never actually done. I'd wake up, terrified and aroused. Then ashamed. In fact, I was aroused often. My thoughts were constantly on sex. Sex with my siblings. And while these thoughts made my cheeks red and my stomach tight, I still felt a...positive reaction that I couldn't control. It just drove the shame deeper. Because of my fear and my shame, I never did anything about that arousal. I certainly didn't want a lover and I couldn't even bring myself to masturbate, I was too afraid about what I'd think about.
Soon, I had cut off contact with my friends as well. I spent any free time I had, depressed, in my home, trying to think about anything but Iris and, usually, failing. My skin had faded from the deep tan I used to cultivate to a nearly alabaster white. I had been losing weight, mostly because I was forgetting to eat some days. Only the fear of losing my apartment kept me going to work. My entire life was now built around what I'd done with my siblings, and the fact that I couldn't get over it.
I spoke to my mother maybe...once a month on the phone for as short an amount of time as possible. Despite the hints that I dropped that I didn't want to hear about them, my mother would often tell me about my siblings. From what I gathered, they were struggling as well. Victoria had decided against going to school. She was living full-time with my parents in California and, I guess, spending most of her time in her room. Brandon was working as a bartender and had been fired from several bars. I guess that he was drinking almost as much as he was selling. Tyler's grades, apparently, had skyrocketed at school but apparently the rest of his life was basically non-existent. No dates, no friends. He studied twenty hours a day and, unlike me, had put on a little bit of weight. Mostly from sitting and snacking while he worked. I felt for them...I really did. But I couldn't think of them. It raised too many other issues.
I guess I figured that this was what the rest of my life was going to be. As the months went by, the pain and the shame I felt never began to heal. It stayed as raw as it had been when the police officers had knocked open the door. I didn't feel any growing desire to re-engage with the world. I didn't want to see my family again. I figured that, despite the constant pressure I felt from my experience, that I was at least strong enough to survive. And that was really all that anyone could really ask out of life. To live, no matter how terrible it was. I wasn't happy by any stretch of the imagination. But I was stable. Sort of stable.
That bleak plan for the rest of my life fell apart about nine months after our night with Iris. I had gotten home from work (where else?) and got my computer. I am not allowed to check my private e-mails at work. When I checked them, I saw that my mother had e-mailed me that morning. In fact, she'd sent a group e-mail to me, my sister, and my brothers. She explained that in two weeks it would be my father's 55th birthday. She was organizing a party in Los Angeles. Victoria was already there (though she was included on the e-mail), and she demanded that Brandon, Tyler, and I make it too. I could see return e-mails from my brothers, trying to beg off attending. I saw my mother's reply e-mails explaining that attendance was mandatory. This exchange apparently went back and forth all day until, finally, my brothers accepted that they didn't have a choice. They agreed to go.
I sat in front of the computer for a long time, just starring at the e-mail chain. My breathing was ragged and my heart was fluttering in my chest. As I read my brothers' e-mails, I could hear their voices in my head. I could see them. I could...feel their bodies inside of me. I could see my sister reading the exchange as well, I could see her disappointment as she realized that my brothers were going to be there, that my mother wasn't going to let us alone. I could feel her breath against the skin of my ass. Tears were rolling down my cheeks and my stomach was knotted tighter than it had been in months.
For a moment, I considered simply not answering. I could just...disappear entirely now. I didn't really want to talk to her or anyone else anyway. But even as I thought this, icy tendrils of guilt were wrapping around my heart. No matter how right that felt, in a larger sense it would always feel wrong. I could only run so far. I had to think about what was happening realistically.
My mother was demanding that I come to visit her. What was worse, she was demanding that I be in the same room as my brothers and my sister. She clearly didn't know...what we'd been through. But she knew that something was wrong. My dad's birthday was a pretext (he never ever made a big deal about it and got annoyed when we did). She wanted us to be together. And, more than anything else in the world, I wanted that not to happen. But, just like my brothers, I really didn't have a choice. What was I going to do? Tell my mother everything? My fingers trembling, I typed a return e-mail.
"I will be there," I wrote. And then I closed my computer and cried.
* * * * *
Two weeks later my mother picked me up from the airport. I don't even really remember the flight, I was a giant bundle of nerves the entire time. I could barely breathe. The flight attendants had thought I had a fear of flying and made all sorts of suggestions to relax me. But none of it worked. I couldn't even get a drink, I was too nervous that I would throw it up. By the time my mom wrapped her arms around me at the baggage claim, I was jittering and shaking all over. I knew that I looked like hell, but my mom beamed at me and smiled. She pretended that I didn't notice that I looked miserable.
She drove us back to her new place from the airport. I'd still never been there, but I was no longer interested in finding out what it looked like. The whole time I was just mortified, knowing that in a few minutes (or hours, it would seem, given the traffic) I would be seeing my brothers and sister again for the first time since that terrible night. To make matters far, far worse, my mother babbled on about them during the entire drive, updating me on everything that each of them was doing. Each little tidbit crushed my stomach further and further down into my shoes. I was lightheaded by the time we pulled into my parents' new apartment building.
As we got out of the car and my mom opened the trunk for my bag, I saw my dad standing on the sidewalk in front of the building. He was smiling genially and waved when I saw him. I waved back nervously and took my suitcase from my mother.
"Good to see you string bean," he said. I furrowed my brow, "You lost a lot of weight I mean. You're thin. Need some of your mother's food." He said nervously, not sounding like himself.
"Happy birthday," I said weakly and my eyes darted up to the building. I wondered if they were all inside. They were supposed to beat me here. My father hugged me.
"Thanks," my dad said, sounding like he wasn't even really concerned about his birthday.
"Well our apartment is No. 610. That's the sixth floor, left wing," I heard my mother say behind me. I shrugged.
"Just show me where it is," I said, starting to walk up the stairs. My father didn't move, he was shaking his head.
"No can do, kiddo," he said, sounding like he was straining to sound happy, "We have a...previous engagement." He looked over at my mother pleadingly.
"Your father and I had plans for tonight. Made them weeks ago. A romantic dinner and a movie for his birthday. We are doing the family celebration tomorrow. But the drive from the airport took longer than I thought. We are going to miss our reservations. You just go ahead up. The door is unlocked and your brothers and sister are already there," she said and I nearly gagged.
"No, I mean I can't..." I said quickly before I even thought about what I was saying. My mother's brow furrowed, our mannerism so similar.
"Why not?" She asked. And it was clear to me now that this was a setup. The whole thing. She wasn't dressed up for a fancy dinner. There was no way that they had a reservation for, what was it? 4:25 in the afternoon. They weren't that old yet. They had sensed that my siblings and I were not getting along. This was some sort of trap. They just had no idea what they were doing. If they did...
"I haven't even gotten to catch up with you guys," I said. The only thing I wanted to less than hang out with my whole family was hang out without our parents. My mom smiled and shook her head.
"We will have plenty of time for that this weekend. But your father and I really have to go now. We are sorry, but go talk to your siblings. I know they must miss you as much as you miss them," she said and a slightly pained look crossed her face. But before I could say anything else, my parents quickly got into their car and drove away.
I stood for a while on the sidewalk in front of my parents' apartment, holding my suitcase. It was unbearably hot outside and I was already starting to sweat a little. I looked up at the building, knowing who and what was inside. I wanted desperately to run away now. To just drop my bag and sprint from this place as fast as I could. But where would I go? What would I say about it later? Once again, I really didn't have a choice. With chills running down my back and my mind reeling, I entered the building.
I sort of moved up through the building in a haze. I wasn't even really sure how I got to the elevator, pushed the button, or rode to the sixth floor. In the end, I was just suddenly standing in front of apartment 610, the three bedroom apartment my parents had purchased when they retired. My brain was jumbled thatch of nerves and self-loathing. I didn't knock, I just walked in.
My parents' apartment opens up on a large living/dining room with an open-concept kitchen to one side. Directly ahead of the front door is a sliding glass door leading out to a small concrete balcony. This was, by far, the largest area of the place. But it was totally deserted. My brothers and sister were not there. I let out a sigh of relief and dropped my bag on the floor.
"Who is that?" A nervous voice asked down a hallway to my left. Victoria's voice. I felt it stab into my guts.
"Nicole," I said, my voice wavering. No one responded. I looked down the hallway now and I saw three doors, my parents' room and two "guest" rooms. I immediately determined that each of my siblings was in a different room. Avoiding one another. I guessed (it would turn out correctly) that my sister was hiding in our parents room. A deathly stillness hung over the apartment now. I could hear my own shallow breathing and I could feel the blood rushing rapidly through my veins. I was frozen at the door, uncertain what to do.
Finally, after what seemed like hours, I noticed one of the doors crack slightly. I instinctively held my breath and my muscles locked up entirely. My eyes grew wide and I looked towards the opening door. After a moment, my brother Brandon's face peaked out from the room. It took me a moment to recognize him. He had grown a full beard in the last 10 months and there were deep circles under his eyes. Those eyes looks so sad and tired, I couldn't bear to look at them. Maybe I couldn't look at them for other reasons also. Regardless, I dropped my head.
"Hi, uh. Nicole," I heard Brandon say, his voice familiar but in some ways different. More melancholy.
"Hi Brandon," I said in response. There was, again, a long silence. I looked up nervously and saw that he was also looking at his feet.
"So...uh," Brandon said after a long time, "I am in here. In this room. Victoria and Tyler are here too," then his eyes got very wide, "Not in this room!" he said quickly, "They are each in...a different room. We talked and thought maybe you'd like to hang out in the living room while we wait here. Don't worry, we won't bother you. We are staying in our rooms. There is a TV in the living room. Mom and Dad will be back in a bit." Brandon sputtered out the words quickly and, as soon as they were done, he closed the door. He wasn't so much asking if I wanted to stay in the living room. I was being ordered to stay there. But I didn't mind, that suited me well. This was the best I could hope for. I turned, once again toward the living room.



"Hi Nicole," I heard another voice call out, Tyler, from his room.
"Yeah, Hi," Victoria said, with equal flatness. I raised my hand and then realized, foolishly, that they couldn't see me.
"Hi...you guys," I said. I knew they weren't going to open their doors. I was glad about it. I turned and walked into the living room and sat down on the couch. My heart was still fluttering, but it had calmed somewhat. I looked up at the blank television, but I didn't have the energy to turn it on.
Instead, I simply sat in the absolute silence of the living room, staring at the wall, and thinking. At first, I purposefully tried to keep my mind occupied on neutral things. Had I turned off the coffee pot at home? What time did my next shift start when I got back? But I had so thoroughly gutted my life that there really wasn't a whole lot to think about. And besides, the elephant in the room demanded attention. Before I could stop myself, I was thinking about the other three people, squirrelled away in this apartment.
I didn't think about what I thought I was going to think about. At least not exclusively. I mean, there was no avoiding it. I thought about that night with Iris. I had spent so much time in the previous 10 months that it was impossible not to. Those memories were polished to an immaculate shine. I could see and feel and hear my siblings' bodies moving all over me. I could taste the sex on the back of my tongue.
But there was more than that as well. Something I hadn't expected. My brothers and my sisters were here, in this apartment with me. I'd been a hundred miles away from Tyler for 10 months, and thousands of miles away from Victoria and Brandon. Farther away from all of them in spirit. And now they were here. They were just on the other sides of the doors. I realized, for the first time, that my mother was right. I missed them terribly.
I laughed bitterly when I thought about setting off on our trip 10 months ago. What had been my goal anyway? To make sure our family, which had always been somewhat close, stayed tightly knit. And the end result had been what? Here we were in the same apartment and we couldn't even look at one another. We were absolutely shattered. And I hadn't realized how much of my hurt and my pain wasn't from that night with Iris, but instead the long term damage from that night. I missed my family.
And when I accepted that I missed them, missed them just on the other side of the door, other thoughts that I hadn't really allowed myself to think burst through the breach. All of the pressure I was under, all the pressure I had been under, I couldn't repress anything anymore. It all tumbled out, everything. I wanted to know what Victoria was doing every day sitting with mom and trying not to cry. I wanted to let her know that I understood and try to make it better. I wanted to tell Brandon that he was wasting his talents by working at a job he apparently hated and drinking himself to sleep. I wanted to let Tyler know that he wasn't doing himself any good by working himself to death, that he needed life just as much as he needed knowledge. And I wanted them to comfort me, to help me snap out of what my life had become.
Nonetheless, when I thought of getting up and going to them, putting that fantasy into reality, I could almost see the barrier that had wedged up between us. My longing for my family was immediately tempered by the crushing sensation of our past. How could we ever go back and live the way we had before? How could we get over what we'd done?
But, the more I thought about that, the more I realized that it wasn't even about what we'd done. I mean, what was that anyway, to be afraid of? It had already happened. It had been horrible and humiliating and...exciting, but it was all in the past. What was I afraid of seeing my brothers and sister for? Did I think that they didn't remember and that seeing me would job their memories? Clearly we all remembered and we would never lose it, but why did that scare us now?
As these thoughts worked their way through my mind, I felt myself touching on something. Something incredibly sensitive. I started to sweat again and my breathing grew erratic. My body was trying to warn me away from something. Something more terrible than just the memories of Iris. But I was committed now, with my siblings so close. I needed to get to the bottom of it. I needed to understand why I didn't want to see them anymore. No...why I wanted to see them desperately but knew that I needed to stay away.
"Why, when they are right here, can't you see them?" I asked myself, quietly so that no one but me could hear. The words seeped into me, feeling more real because they were dangling in the air. For a brief second, my mind flashed once again to the police officer, sitting against the desk. I could hear his voice again, telling me that I didn't have anything to be ashamed of. That I had chosen to do anything. Knowing that that was a lie.
And then I realized what it was. I realized, for the first time, why I could no longer see my brothers and my sisters. It wasn't because we had done something horrible. That can, and will, fade as time passes. No. What was in the past was in the past. But it wasn't over. Iris was dead but she was still hanging over her. On top of the shame and the humiliation, what had I been feeling all these months?
Arousal.
Arousal that made the shame deeper. But, importantly, that arousal wasn't in the past. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw my brothers and my sister. I saw us having sex. And part of me...maybe most of me, wanted it. I knew it. I was ashamed of it, but I knew. I had...enjoyed having sex with my siblings. We had pushed forward, we'd done more than Iris even asked us to do because we wanted it. And now we were all together. And we were afraid. Not of the past. But of the feelings we were all having. We were all afraid that we had broken some sort of...barrier when we were together before.
No. We weren't afraid of that. We knew it.
We had broken some sort of covenant that all families have. And most people would never choose to break it and maybe, even if they did, they could put it back in place. But we knew what we had felt. We had made love to one another and we had liked the way it felt despite ourselves. And we were all here and we all knew what we wanted. We wanted it to happen again. And we knew it was wrong and that there was no going back.
Once again, Iris had given us a choice. We could choose to always know when we were together that we wanted to...fuck one another. To live with the guilt and the shame that that realization gave us. Or we could choose to never see one another again. And so we had all chosen. And we had all made the same choice. And so we were hiding from one another.
I felt sick as these thoughts worked their way through my mind. I had avoided dealing with any of this stuff consciously for so long, but it had clearly been rolling around in my mind. It hit me fully formed and with incredible force. But somehow, it seemed to calm me. Somehow, understanding what was going on, even if it was terrible, was better than groping around blind.
And it quickly led me to a decision. I had already determined that something had broken between my brothers, my sister, and I. There was no putting it back together. And we had already chosen to avoid each other. This was, objectively, the right thing to do. It didn't make any sense for me to stick around here. The inkling I'd had when I'd first arrived was right. I would explain...something to my parents later. It was time to leave.
I stood up quickly and felt lightheaded. I stumbled slightly across the room, heading towards the front door. I tried to walk on my tiptoes, to avoid having my siblings hear. I found my shoes and my suitcase and picked them up. About ten seconds after I'd made up my mind to leave, my hand was on the doorknob.
To this day, I don't know what made me do it. But right before I began to turn the doorknob, I tilted my head to the side, looking down the hallway. I saw the three closed doors. I knew that behind each of those doors was one of my siblings. Sitting miserable, knowing what I knew but maybe not so clearly. I realized that I had heard their voices, but I hadn't seen their faces, except for Brandon bathed in shadow. I hadn't seen them since that day almost a year ago with Iris. And I would never see them again. I wouldn't attend weddings, I wouldn't meet any nieces or nephews, I wouldn't go to funerals (if, god forbid, I didn't die first). This was the last I would ever interact with them. The end.
I turned again toward the door, desperate now to get out. But as I did so, I heard a low croaking sound in the back of my throat and my eyes felt prickly. Before I even realized what was happening, I was crying. I thought about them, a flood of memories, good and bad (and even from THAT night) pouring over me. I was leaving that all behind. I was choosing to leave them forever. And I felt terrible. Despite everything, I didn't want that. But there wasn't anything else I could do. I knew the only alternative. It was like one of Iris' choices...either decision was the worst.
Something about that thought clicked in my mind. I thought about Iris. I thought about what she'd been trying to do to us. I knew it went beyond "getting leverage." She was trying to fuck with our minds. Trying to destroy us. And I realized that, for the last 10 months, I'd felt like I was sitting naked on the floor with Iris, touching herself and towering over me, pointing her gun in my face.
I dropped my suitcase.
My mind was totally blank, my body was simply taking action. I turned and started to march down the hallway, towards the three doors. I didn't stop, I didn't reconsider, I got to the first door and threw it open. Tyler was sitting on the floor of a sparsely furnished bedroom. He jumped with the door opened. He looked at me and then his eyes darted down, panicked.
"Follow me," I said in a flat voice. But there was no disguising the command. There was a sort of control in it that I hadn't felt in months. If ever. I didn't wait to see if Tyler was getting up and following me. I knew he was. I was quickly out in the hallway, throwing open the door to Brandon's room. He was already standing, looking at the door like he expected some sort of monster to barge in.
"Follow me," I said again and then rapidly turned. In a moment, I was throwing the door open into my parents' bedroom. It was a little unnerving seeing all of their bedroom furniture that I remembered from childhood in a new room, but it didn't feel wrong. I noticed Victoria, sitting on their bed. She had actually pulled the covers up over her waist. She looked at me as I darted in, but then her eyes fell onto the bed. A few seconds later my brothers sheepishly entered the room behind me. The moved around so that they were as far away from me and each other as possible. We all stood in the room together for the first time since we'd been with Iris.
"What is going on?" Victoria asked after an extremely long and uncomfortable pause.
"Mom wanted us to talk, I thought we should do that," I lied. I didn't know exactly what I wanted to say. Or if I wanted to say anything. I wasn't fully myself at that moment.
"I don't have anything to say," Victoria said quietly.
"Me neither," Brandon said and Tyler nodded quickly. I shook my head.
"I don't think that's true. I know when you guys are lying. We know a lot more about one another than most siblings do," I said, my voice dripping with meaning. I saw my siblings wince.
"Well I don't want to say anything," Brandon said. I ran my hand through my hair nervously.
"If we don't have anything to say to each other, then I am going to have to leave here. And you know as well as I do that once we leave here...we aren't ever coming back," I said. They were all exactly where I had been a few minutes ago. I needed to get them to understand. More than that, I needed to get myself to accept what I had already decided. I had to come to terms with my choices. Had I decided anything already? It wasn't even really clear in my mind. I was just pushing forward to...something.
"We just need some time," Victoria said, "It's too soon." But her words sounded hollow. My brothers didn't even bother to agree with her. They wouldn't look at me. But they wouldn't speak either. It hurt so bad...to know that they would let me go. That I would let them go.
I looked around at my siblings. Their eyes were evasive, so they didn't see me. But I could see Victoria on the bed. She looked more like me than ever. Part of it was, I guess, that we had both lost some weight from nerves. But she looked more adult that she had 10 months ago, less innocent. Tyler had, in fact, gained some weight. Not enough to make him large by any stretch. He was just no longer the gangly kid he'd once been. His eyes looked slightly pinched and tired. Brandon looked meaner than he used to. That's the only way to describe it. His beard was bushy and messy, his muscles were larger. He had a tattoo on his forearm. He had a look in his eyes...like he was missing something. How did I reach these people before they really became the strangers that appeared to me now?
"No Victoria," I said, "This is it." Once again there was a pause.
"What is it you need to say Nicole? Say it before you go," Brandon said softly, "Before we all go." Their choices were made. I needed to change their minds. I took a deep breath. I thought about the love I had for my brothers and my sister. I thought about my duty as the oldest child. I thought about what I'd be losing if we made a different choice. And I spoke.
"Listen, we were thrown together against our will in that hotel room," I saw them all react to this sudden reference to that place. But they remained silent. Somehow, I continued to speak, "Just like we were thrown together as a family when we were born. We didn't get to any say in any of that. But, now we are adults. We don't have to be anything to each other if we don't want to. And that seems to be where we are heading. That is a real option that we have. But Iris is taking that choice away from us. Her...actions...they have pushed us apart. We can't even look one another in the eye. We are falling away from one another without even deciding it. She is making the decisions for us. Just like she did in the hotel room, she is making us think we have to do what she wants. Well I don't want that. We can't undo what happened in that hotel room. But that doesn't mean we have to...undo our family. I am choosing now..."
"Yeah, but you said it yourself," Brandon said, his cheeks red, "we can't undo what happened in that room. We all...We know what we did. What we had to do. But that changes things...We aren't who we were to each other before. We have...violated each other." I saw that Tyler was looking, glassy eyed, at his feet. Victoria was nodding slowly, like she was going to be sick. I knew this was the time...the words now appeared in my mind and I couldn't reject them. But there was nothing left to do. It was our only chance. And really, what did I have to lose? If I said it and they were disgusted and never wanted to see me again...well we were heading that way anyway. My only chance to save my family was to finally actually be the adult in my family. I had to make the unpalatable suggestions, I had to make the hard decisions. I sighed deeply.
"We choose," I said, using the horrible word that our captor had, perhaps, sullied forever. I could see my siblings wince as the hateful sound landed on their ears. It almost seemed like Tyler was going to put his hands on his hears, to try to keep it out.
"Just like that...what? We choose what? To just pretend like it didn't happen?" Victoria asked, desperation playing off of her voice. I started shaking my head even before she was done speaking. I could hear my heart in my ears and my legs felt weak. I couldn't believe I was actually going to say what I said next.
"No...I already said we can't do that. She made us choose to do those horrible things to one another. She made me suck Brandon's dick. She made Tyler put his cock up my ass. He made Victoria eat Brandon's cum out of me," I said. As each word poured from my lips I felt simultaneously sickened and also, somehow, lightened. Like it felt good to talk about it. I could tell my siblings felt differently. They kept their eyes on the floor. I actually heard Victoria groaning.
"God Nicole, fucking stop it," Brandon said, "why are you doing this to us?"
"That's what it is! What am I doing to you? What did we do?" I said, "She made us choose. She made it so we felt the weight of our decisions. We did this to each other and that is just what she wanted. She wanted us to feel the responsibility so that we would tear ourselves apart. That's why she always gave us a choice. She wanted us to watch us split."
"Okay well..." Brandon started, but I had to keep talking now.
"But what if we take that responsibility back? What if we take it honestly? What if, without force and without coercion...we choose? What if we just choose more?" I asked. The room was completely silent. I saw their eyes rise suddenly, I could see they were all looking at me, their cheeks red with embarrassment.
"What do you mean?" Brandon asked.
"We know what our bodies can do," I said, my mouth suddenly becoming very dry, "If we choose to do that again, if we choose to do more than she even dared make us do...then we take the power away from her. Then it really is our choice. And if we choose it together and we choose it with the love we have for one another, rather than the fear we had for her... Then why would we have to be ashamed? We are adults. We love each other. We can use our choices...our real choices...to put ourselves back together."
"What are saying?" Victoria asked, sounding a little bit terrified. My brothers looked like they were too scared to speak. I felt cold, like my entire body had been dunked in ice water. But it was too late to turn back now. They knew what I had said, even if their brains were rejecting it for now.
"I am saying...We should have sex again," I said, my voice barely squeaking out of my throat. I'd said it. Whatever would come from here, I couldn't say. But this was the only chance I could think of. The only thing that had any chance to work. We had to embrace what had happened, we had to choose to make it okay. I knew I must've been thinking this for 10 months, even if I never accepted it before. Somehow, right then, it made perfect sense to me. If we could decide, then we could be a family again.
"That's disgusting!" Tyler said quickly, as though he wanted to be the first to say it. My other siblings remained froze, but I could feel their agreement.
"Did you think it was disgusting back in that hotel room when shoved your cock down my throat?" I asked, being as vulgar as possible. I felt my siblings wince, "Or did you just feel pleasure? I know it felt good Tyler. I know it felt good for you because it felt...it felt good for me." Tyler looked at me shocked. But we all knew what had happened. We knew the sounds we'd made, the reactions we'd felt in one another. Hell, what we'd said. They couldn't deny it. I know, because I'd tried. I'd tried so hard to tell myself that every bit of it was terrible. But that was a lie. And the lies I was telling myself were destroying my family. I kept talking.
"The disgust is the feeling she wanted us to feel. She didn't care if we felt pleasure. Let's flip it around on her. Let's not care about the disgust. Let's just feel the pleasure. Then, what did she get? All that effort, all of her thoughts...hell her death. She gave all of that and for what? If we choose now, then it is for nothing. She will have died defeated. How can she hold anything over us, if all she made us do is what we really wanted anyway?" It was like my understanding of the situation was growing more complete the more I talked about it. It felt right, like I was saying some sort of truth that I had been avoiding since it happened. I could see in my siblings' eyes that they were thinking about it. They knew I was telling the truth too. But they hadn't spent months thinking about it like I had. At least, I didn't think they had. They needed more. They needed to truly feel that I was right, to know it. I took a deep breath. Before I had a chance to think about the consequences, I decided to act.



Tyler was the closest person to me. I turned quickly and moved towards him. Everyone else in the room was totally frozen, unsure of what I was doing or how to react. In all honesty, I didn't know what I was doing or how to react. I could barely believe the words that had poured from my mouth and now if felt like my body was moving on its own. My nerves were keyed up to a level they hadn't been in...10 months. My mouth felt dry and my muscles felt weak. But somehow, despite that (and the shame and disgust that was still floating somewhere, in the back of my mind), it felt right. It felt like I was finally doing something to fix the problem.
I crossed the distance separating me from Tyler in half a second. He still wasn't looking directly at me, but I could see that his eyes were wide. I didn't say anything. I simply dropped down onto my knees in front of my brother. I hadn't noticed before, but now I saw that Tyler was wearing an old pair of high school gym shorts. They were somewhat short (falling only about halfway down his thigh) and made of a loose, cotton material. My right hand darted up quickly, my fingers pushing past the hem on the left side of my brother's shorts. He was wearing boxers and my hand quickly slipped inside of them as well. I could feel Tyler's body heat against my hand and then, more terrifyingly, I felt my hand press against the soft flesh of my brother's penis.
Tyler let out a low groan, but I was working very quickly and ignored him. My palm wrapped quickly around my brother's soft cock and I felt my fingers brush against his heavy balls. I sort of rotated my wrist up, forcing the leg of my brother's pants open slightly. Then, gently but forcefully, I pulled my brother cock down and out of his pants.
My brother's penis was totally limp as I worked it out of his pants. But his pant leg rolled back and soon his entire cock and even his balls were pulled out the side of his pants. My hand was wrapped around the bottom of Tyler's shaft, near his balls, and the tip was leaning limply against my knuckles. But still, I didn't take even a half second to think. I dropped my head down, noticing that my mouth no longer felt dry. In fact, it was watering. I opened my mouth and, just a few seconds after I had dropped to my knees, the soft tip of my brother's cock slipped into my mouth.
I had never sucked on a soft dick before and the sensation was extremely strange. As I moved my fingers away from my brother's shaft, I sucked the whole thing into my mouth until Tyler's balls were pressing against my chin. Tyler's shaft felt spongy and silky inside of my mouth and the bulbous, soft head felt strange against the back of my throat. Instinctively, I began to suck and caress Tyler's penis with my mouth. My tongue undulated underneath of his shaft, bathing him in my saliva. My cheeks pulled in, massaging his tightly, while my throat opened and closed around his tip. I could hear him moaning.
It didn't take very long. Less time that I had really even thought possible. One moment, Tyler's limp, spongy cock was squishing under the pressure from my tongue and the next, it was plumping up to half-mast, pushing harder into my throat. Less than ten seconds after I had first taken Tyler into my mouth, he was fully hand inside of me. My tongue swirled around him more forcefully, tasting his skin and massaging his urethra.
Tyler made no effort to push me away or stop me. In fact, he hadn't said a single word from the time I started to move over towards him. His body said everything that he had to say. Involuntarily, his arms rose up, resting on the side of my head as I began to bob my lips up and down on his cock. My body was reacting just as strongly. It had been so long since I'd been with anyone...it felt good to just be having sex. The taste of Tyler's body and the way that I made him react felt lovely. I could sense my nipples growing hard against my bra, I felt a wetness between my legs. More than that, I felt a fire inside of me that I had tried for a long time to put out.
That is not to say that I thought that what I was doing was "normal" or that I only felt good things. My cheeks were red as my brother's cock pushed in and out of my lips. I was ashamed that I was doing this again, with much less excuse than the last time. I was scared about what Brandon and Victoria were thinking. I was embarrassed by how aroused I'd become by doing this, and how quickly. I knew that a lot of my arousal was because the person I was blowing was my brother. The fact that it was wrong was part of the turn-on. But I did, of course, recognize that it was wrong. But then, leaving and never seeing any of my siblings again felt even more wrong. And it was much less fun.
I knew that I had to make my siblings see the same thing. I had to get them involved. I literally had Tyler right where I wanted him. He couldn't deny what he was feeling now. But I needed to get my other siblings involved. Slowly, I slipped Tyler's cock out of my throat. As his shaft moved its way out from between my lips, my brother gave a low sigh. At the same time, my right hand moved up to Tyler's shaft. As the tip of Tyler's penis popped, hard, out of my mouth, my hand wrapped around his penis. I looked at the pinkish red tip of my brother's cock, and saw it dripping with pre-cum. I leaned forward and gave it a slight kiss, as I began to stroke my hand up and down on his shaft. A thin string of liquid connected my lip to my brother's cock as I pulled away.
While still stroking Tyler's cock, I turned and looked at the rest of the room. Brandon was standing over at the window (the blinds were closed) looking at us blankly. Victoria was still sitting on the bed, she'd pulled the covers up higher. I knew that she must be covering up some kind of reaction.
"Victoria," I said and she jumped. Her eyes game unglazed and she looked over at me, "Get over here." I said. This was a delicate moment. I needed to get Victoria and Brandon involved or...what the hell was I doing? I couldn't move now, I couldn't grab her like I'd grabbed Tyler. I needed her to feel what Tyler and I were already feeling on her own.
Victoria looked at me blankly for a second. Then she turned her head towards Brandon, as though she was searching for some kind of support about what she should do. Brandon's eyes remained unfocused, glued on my hand as it continued to working my saliva into Tyler's taut skin. No support there. Victoria looked back at me, now staring directly into my eyes. I could see her chest, under the covers, rising and falling rapidly. I could see the pain and the confusion on her face. I knew that she was struggling something.
Just as I was beginning to think that I was being absolutely ridiculous and that the spell was going to break, my siblings were all going to turn on me, Victoria let out a low sigh. In one fluid movement, she threw off the blankets covering her and slid her legs off the bed. She'd made her choice. I felt a thrill go through me. Not only because I had convinced her to do...something but, more shamefully, because I wanted her near me. I could remember how she tasted. I could remember how her tongue felt against my body. I wanted more of her.
As Victoria hopped down off of the bed, I realized why she'd covered herself when we came in. She was wearing a tight white t-shirt now, I could see her black bra through it (a thin bra, judging by the way her nipples pushed through). As though that wasn't bad enough, she was wearing a short blue skirt as well, her legs looked long and lean. She hadn't wanted to show us so much skin. But now my eyes were glued to it as she walked the few steps that separated us. She stopped, standing directly next to me, looking down at my hand as it continued to stroke Tyler. Her eyes looked incredibly wide, almost scared. But maybe aroused. Probably both.
I was still stroking Tyler, but with my free arm rose up and gently wrapped around Victoria's legs. They felt smooth and I could feel her taut muscles tighten as the pads of my fingers played across her silky skin. She even let out a little yelp. I smiled and then leaned over towards her. I pressed my lips softly against her right thigh. My body was still calling the shots, my mind was totally focused on the physical. Her skin felt hot against my mouth and I opened my lips slightly, letting my tongue play across her salty skin. I moved my left hand off of her far thigh and reached it up slowly, on her backside. I felt my fingers move past the hem of her skirt and I could feel her body trembling against my lips as I did so.
I felt the pads of my fingers press into the flesh of my sister ass through her cotton panties. Her muscles tensed and I was surprised by how rounded and firm she felt. I moved my hands round slightly and I heard Victoria gasp. As my fingers moved towards my sister's waiting snatch, I felt them grow slick and wet. My sister had already soaked through her panties. I smiled and wonder what the wetness of my fingers might taste like. I didn't have time to find out. I moved my hand back towards my sister's ass, caressing it for a moment before pinching the cotton fabric between my fingers.
With a hard tug, I felt Victoria's panties slid down over her hips and halfway around her firm ass. She wiggled slightly, trying to help me work. I felt the panties bunch loosely in my hand. I could feel Victoria moving and I looked up at her. Even as I was slipping her panties down her legs, Victoria was pulling her white shirt up over her head and then, quickly, unhooking her bra and letting it fall to the floor. By the time I was pulling her wet panties off of her feet, the only thing that Victoria was still wearing was her skirt. I looked up at her, towering above me, I could see the bottoms of her large, firm breasts and I could see up her skirt, her pussy shaved bare.
I looked back quickly over at Tyler. I realized that in focusing on Victoria, I had nearly forgotten about him. My hand was barely moving his skin. But I saw that Tyler was looking up at Victoria's nearly naked body longingly. I started to move my hand more quickly and looked up, across the room, at Brandon. He was still watching us, no expression on his face. It was like he was trying to look through us. He was wearing jeans and his hands were in his pockets, I couldn't tell for sure if he was...reacting to the show. I needed to reach him as well. It only worked if it worked for all of us.
But first, I needed to make sure that Victoria and Tyler were well taken care of. Victoria was still looking down at me, but now her hands had raised up to her breasts. I could see her fingers playing with her firm flesh, her nipples twirling around her fingertips. Her eyes were closed and she was moaning. At the same time, I could feel Tyler's heavy balls slapping against my hand. I wondered for a moment if they had all refrained from any sexual activity just like I had. They seemed so...desperate. I was pretty sure they had. I knew how badly, then, that Victoria needed release. I dropped her panties and my hand quickly returned to the area between her legs. I wasn't gentle and I wasn't patient. My index finger instantly found my sister's hard little clitoris and the pad began to circle her mercilessly. At the same time, my middle finger slipped easily into my sister's desperate twat. I knew she was very nearly a virgin, but she wanted me so badly that my finger essentially disappeared inside of her.
This was all too much for my sister, just as I'd hoped. Her eyes shot opened and she moaned loudly. Her knees instantly went weak and I wondered if she was going to pitch forward. She pinched her nipples harder, using the pain to steady herself. But that just made my fingers fly more forcefully around her. In the end, she couldn't handle it. She fell to her knees on the floor.
This, of course, was exactly what I wanted. While Victoria was on her knees next to me, still quite off-balance, I moved my hand out from between her legs and gently pushed on her shoulder. She tumbled back easily onto the floor, gasping and panting. She landed on her elbows, her breasts bouncing slightly as she regained her balance. She was leaning up slightly, with her legs spread very wide. Her skirt was hiked up and her vagina was exposed.
My hand gripped more forcefully on Tyler's penis, pulling him down in Victoria's direction. Tyler's eyes flashed to me for a moment, and then back to Victoria's pussy. He knew exactly what I was doing, and soon, I wasn't leading him, he was pushing down. I let my hand slip off of my brother's cock. He quickly began tearing his shorts and his boxers off and threw them across the room. He even slipped off his t-shirt. And still he moved in my sister's direction. Soon, his arms were posted on either side of her narrow body, the sides of her breasts rubbing gently against his arms. His body was now directly between her bent, spread legs.
"Put it in me Tyler, I need it," Victoria said, the first that any of us had spoken since this had started. It made a shiver run down my back and I felt my pussy grow wetter. I realized that while I still felt ashamed and disgusted by what I wanted to do, I didn't feel the same way about Victoria or Tyler. I wasn't ashamed of them for wanting this, I didn't think any less of them. I wondered what they thought of me, was it the same?
There wasn't enough time to really think about that though. Tyler's body was sinking more rapidly down on top of Victoria. I saw him reach one of his hands down to grab his cock. He looked down at our sister's pussy, and I looked down between him. I saw the bulbous head of his cock pressing against the tight, wet opening of Victoria's pussy. She was gasping for air and squeezing her knees together, pulling Tyler down into her.
I heard them both gasp at the same time and I watched as my brother's cock slipped inch by inch into my sister's pussy. I squirmed on the floor, feeling the erotic power of what I was watching but unable to think about what I was supposed to do. After a few seconds, Tyler's cock had disappeared entirely inside of Victoria. Her hands had returned to her breasts and she was looking up at Tyler longingly. I watch him lean down quickly, instinctively. As their hips began to rock back and forth and Tyler's cock began to slip in and out of Victoria's pussy, I watched their lips meet in a chaste, but loving kiss. I moaned despite myself.
As I watched, I realized that I could stay there all day, just enjoying Tyler fuck Victoria. But, after a few seconds of watching their movements grow more and more fluid and their noises grow louder and louder, I remembered why I had brought them together in first place. I certainly needed some relief, I hadn't extricated myself from them for nothing. My eyes darted up, once again, to Brandon. He hadn't moved.
Amidst the moans and the wet, slapping sounds of Tyler and Victoria beginning to grow more and more passionate, I made my way across the room. My pussy ached as I moved, I could feel my wetness and it made me shudder as I walked. I stopped when I was standing directly next to Brandon. I stood to the side, so that he could keep watching our siblings fuck. I stared at him closely, see the familiar features in a new light. He, of course, looked largely the same as ever, try as he might to change himself. But while he wasn't changed, there was something changed about the way I felt about him. All of the veneer had been torn away. I looked at him the way I would look at a man. I didn't just want him involved because I needed to get all of my siblings involved. I needed him involved because I wanted his body. As badly as I wanted Tyler's body, or Victoria's.
"Brandon," I said lightly. I could barely hear my own voice over the sound of Victoria and Tyler fucking. Brandon didn't seem to notice me. His eyes stayed glazed. It was like he was a million miles away. "Brandon," I said again, slightly louder. Suddenly, Brandon jumped. His eyes focused rapidly and her turned and looked at me. As soon as he realized I was standing right next to him, he jumped backwards. He suddenly looked panicked.
"Jesus, Nicole, what are you doing?" He asked. He looked over at Victoria and Tyler, like he hadn't seen them before. Or like he hadn't recognized what was happening. He turned back to me, his cheeks red and his hands clenched nervously. I put my hands up, soothingly.
"Nothing that they don't want. Nothing that I don't want," I said. Brandon glanced at them again and then shook his head.
"Nicole, they shouldn't be doing that," he said finally. He said it in a way that seemed so...naïve.
"It's a little late for that," I replied. As I spoke, I reached up to my shirt. I was wearing a tight red blouse. I slowly started to unbutton it. I kept my eyes on Brandon as I did so. I would be lying if I said that I didn't feel revolted by my actions as I did that. There was a little part of me, deep inside, that was begging me to stop. It was asking me what Brandon must be thinking. And, I guess to a large extent, it was right. But that voice inside was shrinking. I was too aroused at this point, too desperate to act. No, that isn't right. For the first time in months, I felt like what I was doing was right. Not totally right, it was wrong also. I don't know...it was more right than wrong. I guess I realized I'd rather be dirty and happy than pure and miserable. That was the choice I was making. Brandon needed to see that.
'I want you to play with us too Brandon. It has to be all of us," I said as I took off my shirt and threw it on the floor. I quickly unhooked my bra, freeing my aching breasts. I couldn't resist and I quickly moved my hands up to my nipples, pinching them for a second before my hands dropped down to my jeans. I started unzipping them rapidly.
"Nicole...I can't do it," he said. He looked at me seriously and shook his head. I could see the conflict inside of him. I knew what he was feeling.
"Because you don't want to or because you know you shouldn't?" I asked as I started to work my jeans down over my hips. Brandon's mouth opened, then closed, then he began to speak.
"Nicole, at this point, does it even matter which?" he asked. And then I knew for sure. Brandon wanted this as badly as I did. As badly as we all did. He had always been the most...conventional. He was having an even harder time than the rest of us. That explained his tired eyes and his drinking. I saw my brother hurting and I wanted to make it better.
"Brandon," I said, "I am not Iris. I am not going to make you do something that you don't want to do. You have a choice here." As I was speaking, I was removing my panties and dropping them on the floor. Now I was completely naked, "I am not going to be angry if you choose not to join us. I just want you...when you're choosing...choose what will make you happy. Don't choose what you think other people will think is right. Because the most important thing is that you are happy. We all love you and that's what we want for you. If you choose now, freely, to do what is right. You'll be free."
As I spoke, I took slow steps backwards, towards the bed. As soon as the last words slipped through my lips, I felt the edge of the bed bump against my ass and thighs. I pushed myself back onto the bed, sitting down on the edge. I threw myself back onto the bed, landing on my elbows and looking at my brother. I spread my legs wide and looked at Brandon. He never stopped looking at me. In fact, he had, once again, stopped moving. I thought maybe that he had made up his mind. He wasn't getting involved. But he didn't know how to leave. I looked into his eyes and they were stony. Blank.
Just when I had resigned myself to the fact that I had failed, that Brandon had chosen to leave us rather than accept what we had become, he suddenly started moving. He didn't just start moving. All of the sudden, he was flying. I don't know what it was. Maybe he had been resisting the urge to come to me for so long that when his resistance failed it was like a dam breaking. Maybe he wasn't really sure about what he should do and he knew that if he didn't act without thought that he would back out. All know was that, in an instant, my brother's clothes were flying off. Her tore his shirt up over his head and quickly tore off his jeans. In a matter of seconds, he was completely naked, his hard cock bouncing lewdly as it popped from his underwear. I felt my pussy tingle as I watched him and I desperately moved my hips on the bed.



But I didn't have to wait long. The instant that Brandon was naked he was moving purposefully across the room, a look of determined rage on his face. I shivered as he moved towards me. In a moment, his hands were grasping onto my calves. His fingers sunk into my flesh and I squealed slightly as he pushed me back. My hips rolled and my pussy and my ass were in the air. Brandon didn't wait. I'd already told him what I wanted.
I was so, unbelievably wet that Brandon cock would have slipped into me easily. But he didn't seem to have any interest in working into me patiently. In one quick motion, I felt my brothers long, hard cock slam deep into my pussy. My entire world went blank. Pain, pleasure, shame, and desire mixed together instantly as I heard myself screaming across the room. My legs wrapped around my brother's back, pulling me in, I needed him to fuck me.
Brandon needed it too. As soon as his cock had pushed entirely into my body, he was moving back out. He pulled out almost unbearably quickly, the tremors of his thrust still rocketing around my body. In half an instant, just the bulbous tip of his cock remained in my pussy. But even as I was gasping for breath, Brandon was slamming his cock back into me. Soon he was pounding at me with reckless abandon. The sensations rolled over each other relentlessly and I laid, limply, on the bed just drying to absorb my brother's sexual energy. I knew he was working something out, he needed to give me his fury. And I found that I needed it too. I moaned and begged, pushing him into me harder with my heels. Feeling the cleansing pain and the exquisite pleasure.
My brother pounded at my desperate cunt for...I don't know how long. Time seemed to stand still. It had been so long since I'd had sex. It had been so long since I felt right. I wanted to stay in that moment forever. I looked up at my brother. While he was still thrusting away at me, his eyes had softened. He was actually smiling. He was feeling the same way. He was choosing to be happy. And somehow that made him even more attractive.
"Oh God brother," I gasped as he fucked me, "You look so good. You look so strong!" I don't know why I said it. But it felt right.
I guess it had been some sort of trigger for Brandon too. His smile grew wider as I spoke. I smiled back and then let out a high-pitched yelp. Brandon had reached quickly around my back with both arms. In an instant, he was lifting me up off the bed, his arms lifting me under my armpits. Gravity pulled me down, driving brother's cock harder into my body. Brandon moved swiftly, picking me up and swinging me around, my hair fluttering out behind me. I had barely recognized what Brandon was doing before he was gently setting me down again. His body settled between my spread legs. I realized that we were laying on the floor. Brandon immediately began to pound his cock into me again.
A low, feminine moan invaded my ears. For a moment, I thought that I was moaning. I wanted to. But I quickly realized that it wasn't, in fact, me. And suddenly I realized where I was. I turned my head slightly to the side and saw Victoria's beautiful face smiling at me. We weren't exactly side by side. We were sort of angled so that our heads were together and our legs were pointed away from one another. Brandon had moved me so that we were all together. I smiled back at Victoria, an honest smile I didn't know I could make anymore.
"I love you Nicole," my sister said and then she gasped again. I looked over at Tyler, who was thrusting his hips in and out of our sister with a steady, even motion. He was breathing heavily, but his eyes looked totally at peace. I couldn't believe it. We were all together again. And somehow, despite what we were doing, the specter of Iris wasn't hanging over us. We were doing what we all wanted. She hadn't made us do anything we wouldn't freely choose to show our love for one another. I felt...euphoric.
"I love you Victoria," I said and I tilted my head and pressed my lips into hers. My brother was still pushing his hard cock in and out of me and it was driving me absolutely crazy. I guess that was why my kiss was so unbelievably passionate. I met Victoria's lips with my eager tongue. I felt the wet softness of her lips and then pressed forward against her smooth white teeth. Victoria giggled slightly and then opened her mouth wider. My tongue plunged into her mouth. Her tongue pressed against mine. I tasted the sweet flavor of her saliva. Soon, our tongues were moving together, frantically but deliciously. They both bounced back and forth as our bodies moved to the rhythm set by our brother's cocks.
We didn't stay that way long. Not that we didn't want to. I, for one, could have stayed that way for the rest of our lives. But our bodies had been deprived for too long, our minds tortured by too much anxiety. We all desperately needed a release. And when it came, it seemed like it all happened at once.
The first thing that I felt was Brandon's hands tightening around my waist (when had he grabbed my waist? I couldn't even remember). I heard him let out a sigh. At the same time I could feel my brother's cock expanding inside of me. Victoria was trembling wildly next to me and she was moaning into my moth, her kiss disintegrating to a wanton licking. I could hear Tyler too, I could see that his hips were thrust into Victoria's body and that he was shaking all over.
But in that same instant, everything else around me faded. I couldn't even feel my hands grasping at my breasts. I was completely overwhelmed. It felt like a burst of light, blinding and hot, but deep inside of me where no one could see. It was like a hot little dot, centered right between my legs growing more and more intense. And then, without warning, the tiny, intense spot of light burst outward in every direction at once. Down my legs, up my torso, into my nipples and across my tongue, the light spread out over me. But somehow, in stretching out to cover me from the top of my head to the bottom of my feet, the sensation didn't dissipate; it didn't grow any less intense. If anything, it grew more and more powerful as it grew larger. I couldn't see anything, I couldn't hear anything. I just felt wave after growing wave of pure bliss pounding through my body. I couldn't ever remember feeling anything so perfect and so beautiful in my entire life. It was like I'd figured out the reason I was put on Earth.
It took me some time to return to my senses. The orgasm began to subside and I realized that I was panting hard. After a few more seconds, I realized where I was and who I was with. For a split second, a feeling of panic rocked through me, shocking out the last remaining after-effects of my orgasm. It wasn't so much that I felt ashamed or that I felt like I was doing something wrong. Instead...I don't know...I was afraid that I would feel those things. That now that my orgasm was gone and the intense need for sex had slackened, that I would realize what I had done and regret it.
But, as I looked around the room, I saw my siblings, also recovering from their orgasms. All of them. Victoria was lying next to me, panting at least as hard as I was. I could see out of the corner of my eye that she was smiling. Tyler was kneeling between her legs, sitting back on his calves and looking stunned, but happy. Brandon was still between my legs. His softening cock pressed against my thigh, looking down at me softly. The tension seemed to have gone out of us. I realized that I didn't feel any of the things that I'd feared. I'd made the choice to be happy, despite what I thought was right, and somehow I'd ended up burning up the last remaining remnants of my shame. I'd exorcised the last little bit of Iris ghost. And I could feel it...my siblings had as well.
"I love all of you," I said, they turned to me, smiling, nodding. I was suddenly overwhelmed by the feeling of love that I had for them. I felt sad that I had spent so long avoiding them; sorry that I had chosen to make myself miserable when this had been waiting for me. These thoughts made me realize that I wasn't done yet. I wasn't finished celebrating the reunion of my family. I chose to push further, because that's what I wanted.
I shifted slightly on the floor, sitting up a bit. As I moved, the insides of my legs felt slick, wet. I felt kind of...full. I realized that Brandon had cum inside of me. Maybe the largest amount I'd ever had in my life. He had been waiting 10 months to do it, after all. I looked down and over at Victoria. I could see white, frothy liquid dribbling out of her vagina as well. I smiled devilishly, I had a dirty idea. I chose to act on it, because that is what I wanted.
With quick, almost thoughtless movements, I reached over towards Victoria and started to pulled her body around on my parents floor (what would we do about the cum stains? Figure that out later). At first Victoria lay on the floor, panting like a lump. She even groaned at me. It was clear that Tyler had given her everything that she could handle. She looked up at me, giving me a tired, but good-natured look. I bit my lower lip and raised my eyebrows at her. It was like some sort of silent information passed between us. Soon, she was moving on her own, falling in with my actions like we'd somehow planned it beforehand.
In a matter of seconds, we had moved out bodies so that we were perfectly aligned. I was on my side, with my body stretched out along the carpet. My head was resting gently on the inside of Victoria's right thigh. Victoria's legs were spread wide, her left foot rest on my left shoulder. Victoria's position mirrored mine completely; her head on the inside of my left thigh, my left foot rested on her left shoulder. My face was just a few small inches from my sister's dripping pussy. The scent, so close, was intoxicating and heavy. My sister's sweet, delicate aroma mixed harmoniously with my brother's heavy cum. Her bare pussy lips were glistening wet, the skin slightly reddened but looking agonizingly delicious. She was looking at what must've been a strikingly similar vision.
No power on Earth could've held me back. I inched my way closer to Victoria, pressing our bodies closer together. Soon, I felt my breasts pressing in my stomach, and I felt hers pressing into mine. My nose brushed against Victoria's asshole and she giggled. I smiled as well, but at the same time, I pressed my face forward. Soon, my lips were pressing softly against my sister's. Her pussy was delicately wet and it coated me deliciously. I opened my mouth, letting my tongue spill out. I pressed inside of her quickly, the walls of her pussy pressing in tightly around my tongue.
As soon as I had entered her, a flood of Tyler's sperm poured into my mouth. I groaned loudly, opening my mouth more widely so that I wouldn't lose any of it. I lapped at my brother's cum, letting it pour into my mouth. I felt it slosh against my tongue and coat my teeth. The flavor was divine. It mixed the salty, masculine flavor of my brother's sperm, with the delicate, almost sweet flavor of my sister's pussy. I let it slide down my throat, savoring the taste of every drop. Once the easily obtained liquid was inside of me, I grew more hungry. My tongue pressed more deeply into my sister, probing her for more of the hidden juices. I sucked it out of her, swallowing it down greedily. The desperate I began, the more the liquids pouring into my mouth tasted like my sister rather than my brother. But it tasted no less wonderful.
The fact that I was getting so much pleasure from literally eating out my sister's pussy in no way overshadowed the pleasure I felt from her mirroring actions. As soon as my face had pressed into Victoria's wet pussy, she had done the same. Like me she had immediately began to eat our brother's cum from out of my body. If anything, she was more desperate. I felt her hands moving around my body, stroking the sides of my breasts and scratching at my ass as she ate.
Once I was certain that I had sucked every last drop of Tyler's cum from my sister's cunt, I reluctantly slid my lips down away from my sister's vagina. But not too far. I felt my lips dribble over my sister's hardened clitoris and I felt her body grow rigid as I did so. I smiled and then kiss the hard little bead of nerves and pleasure. I heard Victoria moan into my pussy and I smiled again. I opened my lips gently and took my sister's clitoris into my mouth. I bathed it gently with my tongue, lapping at it carefully, lovingly. I heard Victoria moaning and felt her rapidly following my lead. Now it was my turn to go rigid as the sensitive feeling of my sister's soft tongue lapping at my clit rocketed through my body. In a few seconds were had both settled down, our bodies pressed more tightly than ever and our tongues working devoutly at our clits.
I probably would have been happy to just let my sister keep doing what she was doing, just as I was happy to keep tasting her and pleasuring her. But I wasn't done yet. When I had lain down, I'd moved so that my head was closest to Brandon. As I settled in to sucking and lapping at my sister's clit, I opened my eyes and looked over at him as best I could. I caught his eye. He had clearly been staring at me. He seemed a little surprised that I was looking at him. I winked at him and raised my eyebrow. It was like that was all I needed to do. He knew just what I wanted.
Brandon slid over quickly, placing his right hand gently on Victoria's ass. I saw her jump slightly at his touch, but she didn't stop sucking on my clit. I kept the pressure on her as well, but I watched Brandon as best I could. Soon, it was very easy. With his free hand, he slowly moved his cock into place. I watched as it was suddenly pressed into my sister's soft lips. She was incredibly wet at this point, from my spit and from her own juices. The thick mushroom head of Brandon's cock easily slipped inside of her. It was just inches from my eyes and I could feel the heat emanating off of it. I could smell his musk as Brandon's hard cock pressed against my nose. I heard the muffled noise of my sister moaning as Brandon moved himself into position. A moment later, he thrust his hips forward, driving his cock into our sister. He groaned as well. I could feel the heat of his body and his firm stomach bounced against my head as he thrust. But I kept my lips on Victoria's hard, tasty little clit.
I hadn't even felt Tyler moving into position behind me. I guess I should've suspected it...Hell I wanted it. But I was focused so fully on flicking my tongue Victoria's clit and watching, from impossibly close range, as Brandon's cock slammed in and out of her pussy that I hadn't even really thought of it. One second, I smiling devilishly too myself and savoring the feet of Brandon's cock against my nose and the next I was screaming with pleasure. Tyler's cock had slammed, all at once, deep into my cunt.
"Oh Jesus fuck!" I groaned around Victoria's clit. Tyler's cock seemed to fill me all up at once. Then, just as suddenly as it had slammed into me, it was pull back out, only the flared head remaining inside of. But then he was in me again, more forcefully than before. My body tremored as the pleasure spread through every nerve in my body. Victoria's lips stayed plastered to my clit, her tongue moving more furiously. I knew that her eyes were opened and that she was watching our brother's cock slip in and out of my wet cunt. Just the idea of what they were doing to me made my mind reel.
Once we were all in place, we stayed like this a long while. Victoria and I were locked, tighter in tighter in our taboo 69. My breasts were pressed hard against her body and she was doing the same. The heat between us was intense and my nipples ached as I squeezed myself against her. I had my head tilted back slightly, so I wouldn't get hit. But I kept my lips pressed firmly against my sister's clit, my tongue moving rapidly and tasting her. She was doing the same. Brandon was kneeling next to my head, his hips slamming back and forth, just beyond my face. I could smell his earthy scent mixing with Victoria's and I could hear (and feel) his heavy balls slapping against her. What's more, I could feel Tyler, on the other side of my body, mirroring Brandon's action. I could feel his thick cock pounding in and out of me, growing faster and more passionate with each stroke. I could feel his hand now, squeezing hard on my ass, keeping his balance.
It is hard to say how long we moved in that way, all in unison and knotted together. If it had been our choice, we might never have untangled ourselves. But, after a long, maddeningly intense time, I felt my body start to go rigid. I felt the pressure building inside of me. Victoria's tongue and Tyler's cock, working together, were too much for me. I knew that it was coming. I tried to focus, I redoubled my efforts on Victoria's pussy, I kept my eyes on Brandon's cock. In the end, it didn't slow my orgasm, it just made Victoria's body grow tense as well.
I think that we ended up cumming at the exact same instant. I can't say for sure. Most of the world around me ceased to exist as the pleasure overwhelmed me. I had thought the first time that my orgasm had been some sort of once-in-a-lifetime intensity, caused by my tension and the long wait I'd had in reaching it. I never expected to have another orgasm that was even a shadow of the first. But somehow this one matched, or even surpassed the first, rocketing around my body and coating my entire body in a thick layer of electrical pleasure.
As the orgasm faded, I once again became aware of where I was and who I was. Sometime during my orgasm, Victoria and I had moved apart. We were both laying on our back on the floor, panting desperately. My sister's eyes were closed. My two brothers had, apparently, pulled out of us while we were orgasming. They stood now where they had once knelt. I looked up at them and saw their nearly identical cocks sitting up hard away from their bodies. Clearly, they hadn't cum. In fact, they were both looking down at me and Victoria, stroking their cocks with hungry looks on their faces. That wasn't right. I needed to fix that. I wanted to fix that.
Slowly, I rose us up onto my knees on the floor. I felt wobbly and exhausted. But I wasn't done yet. I needed to help my brothers. And I needed more for myself. I squeezed my breasts with my palms and bit my lower lip. I looked up at my younger brothers, through the long, straight hair that had fallen down over my eyes. I could see the desire they had for me. It gave me the strength to stand. Soon, I was on my feet in between them. I was straddling Victoria's body, she was still panting on the floor with her eyes closed. I turned my head towards Tyler.
"Did you see Brandon pick me up and set me on the floor?" I asked him, my voice sounding throaty and sensual, like someone else's voice.
"Yes," Tyler said, his voice clicking slightly.
"Are you as strong as your big brother?" I asked teasingly. Tyler's eyes furrowed and he shrugged.
"I don't know," he said, confused.
"Let's find out!" I yelled and, without further warning I leapt into the air towards him. He let out a surprised breath as my arms wrapped around his head. My elbows overlapped at the back of his neck and I quickly wrapped my legs around his torso. Instinctively, his hands rose up and grabbed me around the waist. He lost his balance slightly, but took a step back and righted himself. I giggled.
"You made it," I said. He looked at me and then laughed as well.
"Shouldn't you act your age?" he said. I made a pouty face and tilted my head to the side.
"That isn't a very nice thing to say to your big sister," I said. I loosened my grip around his neck slightly and I started to slip down his body. I felt the tip of his cock pressing into my pussy lips now and I shivered. But I kept focused, "Especial not," I said, slipping some more. The tip of his cock entering me, "When I," slipping farther. Tyler gasped and his knees grew weak, "am doing something," I said, slipping further, "nice," I said, slipping again. I felt Tyler's balls pressing into my thighs and I could feel his cock once again deep inside of my pussy, filling me up. Tyler's eyes were just about crossed and his mouth stuck open. I kissed his chin.



"Sorry," he somehow managed to say.
"Don't mention it," I said, "Make it up to me. Call your brother over here." I ordered.
"Over here?" Tyler asked dreamily, like he didn't understand what I was saying. I looked over my shoulder and saw Brandon standing a few feet away.
"Yeah," I said, "I still have one hole I need filled. Tyler taught me once how good that can feel," I winked at Brandon. I had never in my life chosen to do this of my own free will. Now I was choosing. This was what I wanted. What I needed. How as there any room to feel anything about what Iris had made me do?
Brandon smiled and instantly started to move his way across the room. In half a moment, he was straddling Victoria, who was still recovering on the floor. He put his hand on my ass cheeks, spreading them wide. I pushed my ass out, giving him space but not pulling Tyler's cock from my pussy. I gyrated my hips slightly, keeping Tyler satisfied.
My asshole was soaking wet. My juices had been pouring out of my pussy while my brothers fucked me and it felt like Victoria's saliva had dripped down as well. Brandon's cock was still sopping wet from Victoria's pussy. More important than all of that, I desperately needed Brandon's dick up my ass. I didn't care what happened, as long as I had that.
He didn't waste any time. As soon as he had spilt my ass cheeks open, I felt the throbbing tip of his cock pressed against the little rosebud of my asshole. I shivered and rocked on Tyler's cock. I felt one of Brandon's hands slip off of my ass, grabbing at his cock and holding it in place. He had apparently been bending his knees as he had gotten into position behind me. Now he quickly started to rise up. I squealed and squirmed as I felt the tip of his cock pressing against my tight opening. Tyler's arms squeezed on my body, holding me tightly in place. I took a low breath and relaxed. I opened myself to my brother. I felt a strange, filling sensation as the tip of Brandon's cock pushed its way inside of me. The mushroom tip of his penis was the thickest part of my brother and once it was buried inside of me, the rest of him began to slip in easily.
I couldn't believe how full I felt as, inch by inch, Brandon's cock began to disappear inside of my asshole. Tyler's cock was still buried inside of me and I couldn't believe I had enough space to fit them both. But Brandon never slowed. At the same steady rate, his cock squeezed deeper and deeper inside of me. I felt like I was incredibly tight. Every nerve inside of me was on fire with the feeling of his dick slipping into me. But, just when I felt like there was too much, like I was being torn in half, I felt Brandon's hand return to my ass cheek. I heard him sigh contentedly. His cock was totally buried inside of me.
For a moment, my brothers and I just stood there in our parent's bedroom. I tried to come to terms with the fact that they were both inside of me at the same time...like this. So much different, so much dirtier than the last time. But so much better, so much more wanted. Just the deliciousness of that idea made it feel like there was more room inside of me. I looked at Tyler and saw his goofy grin. I knew that he was feeling the same way.
"Fuck me brothers," I said in my new, husky sexy voice, "I choose you both because I can't decide." And it was like the starting gun had gone off. I felt Brandon's cock moving first. Maybe he moved first or maybe it was just more sensitive back there. Nonetheless, I felt his cock sliding out of me and then slipping back in more than anything else. But soon I could tell that Tyler was working as well, his cock pulling out of me and then slamming back in, filling me up over and over again.
At first, my brothers were jerky and uncoordinated, their cocks moving in and out of me seemingly at random. After a while, they both began to move in steady rhythms. But they were on different paces, with Tyler moving in and out of me much faster than Brandon. I wasn't complaining, it fell beautiful anyway. But they kicked it into a completely different level when they both got their motions together. They never said a word, but after a few minutes they were moving in unison, with Brandon pulling out as Tyler was pressing in and vice versa. I never had any relief, they were constantly throwing everything that they had at me. And I wouldn't have wanted it any other way. I bounced in between them, moaning and screaming like I didn't care if anyone in the world heard me, my breasts bounced lewdly and my eyes rolling back in my head.
It felt like this was all the sensation in the world that I could in the world. I felt like my body was overloading from the sheer volume of pleasure that I was feeling. But while I had nearly forgotten about Victoria, she hadn't forgotten about me. At some point, she had gotten herself up off of the floor and seen what was going on. Maybe she watched for a while. But regardless, at some point she felt the need to get involved. She was already sitting underneath of us, able to look straight up and see Brandon's cock pounding into my asshole and as Tyler's slipped out of my pussy. That was where the action was and that was where she wanted to be.
Victoria rose up on her knees underneath of us and tilted her head back. She opened her mouth. The first I realized that she was no longer essentially passed out underneath of me was when I felt a shockingly hot wetness pressing against the strained, aching patch of skin that separated my vagina from my asshole. My brother's had stretched that area to the breaking point, but suddenly there was a soothing warmth. I felt hot breath against my skin and I instantly realized that Victoria was licking and sucking on my skin. She didn't stay in one place though, no matter how badly I wanted her too. She moved her lips and her tongue around frantically. Sometimes she licked the underside of Tyler's cock, tasting my pussy dripping off of it and pushing him closer to orgasm. Other times, her lips found Brandon's cock as it moved out of my ass and she tasted my dirtiest, most private area on his skin and drove him crazy. I don't know if she did, but if I were her, I would have been working my pussy over furiously while I licked at my siblings.
Regardless, if feeling her tongue on my body drove me crazy, thinking about where it was moving essentially broke my mind and my body. I have no idea how many times I came as my brothers and my sister's fucked me relentless. I could hear them panting and grunting. I could feel their skin all over mine. I could feel their closeness and I knew that no one would ever approve of what we were doing. But I knew that I was choosing to be there and that made it so unbelievably sweet.
Of the boys, Brandon came first. Maybe it was because my ass was tighter or maybe it was because Victoria liked the taste of his cock and my ass better and kept her lips there longer. It doesn't really matter. What matters is I heard Brandon make a low, growling sound in the back of his throat and I felt his cock swell deep in my ass. He stopped pumping in and out and instead, buried his cock deep inside of me. I squealed and all of my muscles tightened. My pussy grabbed around Tyler's penis holding him in place as well. He must've been just on the edge, because I felt my brother's sperm pouring out of his body in a matter of seconds, filling me. Brandon was cumming as well, his hot jizz coating the insides of my asshole. The whole time, Victoria stayed underneath of us, sucking on our skin and tasting whatever bits sperm dripped out of my body.
After a few seconds, my brothers had bother stopped cumming. Brandon stumbled backwards and I sighed deeply as his softening cocked slipped out of my body. Cum poured out of my ass as Brandon moved and it dribbled down onto my sister's face and into her mouth. Tyler looked as tired as I felt, but he gently lifted me up off of his cock, holding me under my arms. Once again, cum poured in thick salty globs out of my body. Victoria moved her face, letting it smear across her eyes before catching most of it in her mouth. Tyler gently sent me down on the floor and then collapsed.
As soon I was sitting on the floor, Victoria was on me. Her face was coated in our brother's cum and her cheeks were bulging with it. Even from a few inches away I could smell their earthy sperm on her face. I opened my mouth as she bowled me over. Soon we were laying on the ground, our arms and legs entangled, our breasts pressed together. My mouth was moving over Victoria's face, sucking the loose sperm into my mouth. In a few seconds, her face was glistening glean, her makeup smeared, sexy and messy.
Now our lips urgently found each other as our hands pulled each other closer. Victoria's eyes were open and her cheeks were bulging. There was a small mouthful of our brothers' salty cum mixing in my mouth as well. As our soft, wet lips met, I pushed my tongue out of my mouth and into hers. She allowed me in easily, and I felt the hot, thick liquid in her mouth coat my tongue. The taste was salty and dirty and wonderful. I pulled my tongue back into my mouth and then opened my lips. Victoria titled her head slightly to the side and opened her mouth as well. We both kept our lips close together, keeping the seal tight. Soon our mouth were fused together and a wave of cum poured into my mouth. I couldn't believe that Victoria had been holding all of it in. It was thick and pungent and seemed to fill my mouth completely. Soon, Victoria's tongue entered my mouth I pressed mine into it. Soon our tongues were wrestling desperately in our brothers' thick, hot cum. There, in the small space between our mouths, all four siblings were there together. But it tasted too good. Even as we kiss, Victoria and I were swallowing the cum down, letting it fill our bellies.
After a few minutes, none of it was left. We continued to kiss for a while, our tongues still bearing the trace flavors of the cum. But after some time, our lips broke. As they did, I suddenly realized how unbelievably tired I really was. I collapsed back onto the floor. Victoria did as well. It was only then that I realized that my brothers were lying there too, on either side of us. They had been watching us kiss, but now all four of us were simply staring at the ceiling and panting. And smiling.
We laid like that for at least an hour, our bodies all tumbled together. After a while, we realized that our parents would be home soon and we quickly got dressed and left the room (hoping we hadn't left any obvious evidence). There was no thought of retiring to our separate rooms. We all moved to the living room. We spoke in whispers when we spoke at all. We looked at each other bashfully. But not ashamed. Just...a little surprised by what had happened. We sat on the couches, catching up on the preceding months and thinking about what the future would hold.
"What just happened in there," Tyler asked finally, the words barely audible even in the silent apartment. I looked around and saw that all three of my siblings were looking at me. Their eyes said that they were all thinking the same thing. I shrugged. I really didn't know.
"We had a choice today. We could sink under the weight of our one night with Iris or we could put her in the past and accept...what we are," I said, "And we chose the second option." I saw them nodding. Brandon tilted his head to the side.
"But...what does that mean...going forward? What are we going to do?" All three of my siblings leaned forward in their chairs. I rubbed my hand on my chin, thinking. My mind was still cluttered from all of the things I had done that day. But that cluttered, disjointed feeling had, strangely, given me a certain kind of clarity. Maybe just because it had destroyed whatever remained of Iris and what she represented. Regardless, I ran my tongue slower across my upper lip and winked at my brothers and my sister.
"Whatever we want. The choice, as always, is ours to make."
The End.
*****
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Introduction: Move In
Susan McCall let out a low sigh as she watched the moving truck pull out of the cul-de-sac. It only took six hours longer than she'd been quoted. She shook her head and ran her hands through her long, auburn hair. Every muscle in her body ached, but it felt good. It felt good to be finally moved into her new place. Ever since her divorce 8 months earlier she had been living in a two bedroom apartment with two grown children, her daughter Alyssa and her son Frankie. She'd slept every night on a pull out couch with all of her clothes stacked in piles around her. The idea of sleeping in her own bed that night almost made being exhausted worth it.
She was leaning up against her mail box, staring down the road as the taillights disappeared around the corner. She realized that it was the first time since the horrible process of home-buying had started that she had the opportunity to really admire her new house and her new neighborhood. She breathed in the air deeply and it smell like pine and backyard barbeque. She hugged herself loosely and hoped, for the first time in a long time, she had found a place where she, and her children, would fit.
Ever since she'd first gotten married almost twenty years earlier (a marriage made necessary by Alyssa's unexpected presence) she had lived out in the country with her husband...now ex-husband. Right around the time of the divorce, Susan had realized that she'd lived longer in her husband's tiny home town than anywhere else on earth. 21 years in Fort Roth and 20 years everywhere else. Now at 42, she had decided she had had enough of the boondocks and the kind of people who lived in the boondocks to last her the rest of her life. Not that she would have chosen a divorce on her own, that was her husband's call. He'd decided to start a new family with a much younger woman.
So Susan had taken her ex-husbands "old" family and, at first, moved into the city. She and the kids had spent 8 months in a two bedroom apartment. Susan had grown up in town and she'd thought maybe it would be nice to go back. She gotten a new job there, after all. More importantly she thought that maybe the close quarters of the apartment would keep the remaining three members of her family closely knit. While she was happy to be finished with her husband (it had never been a happy union), she was terrified that her divorce was the start of a general disintegration of her family. She could lose a man she didn't love, but she couldn't bear to see her children grow apart. But the 8 months in the apartment had been a failure. She could no longer handle the cramped feeling of having the entire world in her face all the time in the city. She hadn't liked her son's junior year of high school at the urban public school. He didn't fit in. What's worse, constantly being on top of each other had been driving her family apart, rather than keeping them together. They were simply too old, too adult to deal with the lack of space. And so we'd moved out to the suburbs and Susan hoped they'd finally found a good balance.
It certainly looked pleasant from where she was standing. She turned away from the road and looked down the gently sloping, sparsely wood lot towards her new home. It was a quaint split level with red brick and white aluminum siding. There was a bedroom for everyone (finally, although Frankie's was in the sort of basement area) and it already had a cozy feel, even before they'd gotten all of their stuff into it. The lot was around quarter acre, the slope and the trees growing more intense in the backyard.
After taking it in, Susan turned and looked at the neighborhood around her. She lived in a large housing development that had been constructed on the location of a massive farm in the early sixties. Despite the fact that there were several hundred houses in the immediate area, it was hard to tell from where Susan was standing. The entire neighborhood was heavily wooded and the houses had large lots, set back a good distance from the road. More importantly, Susan's house sat on a secluded cul-de-sac at the extreme northwest corner of the development. The road leading into the cul-de-sac had a long bridge over a small creek, separating the circle from the rest of the development. The creek was somewhat wide and there were steep banks on either side of it. The end result was that the four houses in the cul-de-sac had a slightly insulated quality about them, the nearest other house was almost three hundred yards away. Susan's house was the first on the left upon entering the cul-de-sac and the remaining three housing fanned out clockwise along the circle from Susan's house.
"Oh shit," Susan said as she scanned the other house, nonetheless she plastered on her best fake smile. It seemed that her immediate next door neighbor to her left had seen them moving in. She was walking up the gentle slope of her yard, smiling at waving. Susan was not ready to meet the neighbors. She was wearing a ripped up pair of jeans and her oversized red t-shirt was still sweaty from a day spent moving boxes.
"Hi," the neighbor said cheerfully when she reached the edge of the road. Susan smiled and nodded.
"Hello," she said. The neighbor was a petite Asian woman with strikingly large breasts. She was probably only around 5'2 and had a very slim body with somewhat narrow hips. Those large breasts were pouring out of her tight summer dress. The woman had striking dark eyes and long, midnight black hair that was tied back in a ponytail. Susan wondered briefly if the breasts were real and then shook that un-neighborly idea out of her mind. The woman was quite pretty though.
"I'm Claudia Park, you must be Mrs. Wentz!" the woman said sunnily. Susan shook her head slowly and shrugged her shoulders.
"It's nice to meet you Ms. Park..."
"Claudia, please, we're neighbors," Claudia interrupted good-naturedly, slapping her hand in the air as if to bat away her last name.
"Okay...thanks...Claudia," Susan said, thrown off by the woman's familiar attitude, "But I am not Mrs. Wentz. Susan McCall, nice to meet you." Susan extended her hand. Claudia's eyebrows furrowed and she looked down briefly at Susan's house. She sort of pursed her lips and slid them to the side of your face.
"Is...Is Mrs. Wentz inside?" she asked. Now it was Susan's turned to furrow her brows. She shook her head again.
"No...No Mrs. Wentz," she said. Claudia now tilted her head to the side and looked like she was about to say something else. She caught herself and then started to speak again anyway.
"I am sorry for asking, not my business, but is your husband or...boyfriend Mr. Wentz?" Now Susan was extremely confused. Who the hell were the Wentz's and why did this woman insist on it?
"No," Susan said, trying to sound breezy, "It just me and my kids."
"Huh," the woman said. Her eyes scanned out over the rest of the cul-de-sac for a moment. Susan looked at the woman nervously. This was very strange. Not exactly the neighborly welcome she'd been expecting. The woman suddenly realized that Susan was looking at her.
"Oh jeez," Claudia said, flustered, "I am so sorry. I am not trying to be rude. It's just...when the Brandons moved out of this house a few months ago James, you know James Liston from across the street?" Susan shrugged. The woman gave a pained smile, "Well James was the real estate agent and he said he sold the house to Mr. and Mrs. Wentz and their three sons."
"I bought this house directly from the bank, even before they assigned it to a real estate agent. I had a friend who told me about it. If the Wentz family were the last people to buy it, then the story my friend tells me is that the wife got a new job offer in Tokyo and they accepted. They needed out of the mortgage quick and the bank was buying up homes to use as rental property. Gave a good price. I only got this place because I had a friend inside," Susan explained. As she spoke, she saw Claudia's eyes grow wider, but she never said anything in reaction. When she was done, Claudia simply replied.
"Oh, isn't that nice," but it didn't sound like she thought it was nice at all. There was a long silence.
"Yeah..." Susan said. Once again, the woman seemed shaken out of her daze.
"How old are your children? My Kurt is going to be 19 in two weeks," the woman said, gesturing back towards her house. Susan would later learn that Claudia and Kurt lived in the house alone, she'd been divorced for over ten years.
"Oh, Alyssa is 20 and Frankie is 18," Susan said, smiling with pride, thinking about her kids. Claudia's worried look seemed to fade and she suddenly looked surprised, maybe even happy.
"Oh, grown children! I never would have guess," Claudia said. Susan got that a lot. She appreciated that people thought she looked youthful. The biggest thing was probably her trim figure. She was around 5'6 and at 42 with two grown children probably only weighed around 115 pounds. But it wasn't just that, her hair was still shiny dark and voluminous. She always straightened it and let it fall on her shoulders. Her teeth were still perfectly white because she never smoked and almost never drank coffee. The whiteness of her teeth was particularly offset against her dark mocha skin that was still smooth, wrinkle free, and even all over her body. Her eyes were large and dark, giving her an innocent sort of appearance. Her breasts were small, something she'd hated as a young woman but loved now that they sat up high and perky on her chest when other, more endowed women (except, somehow, Claudia) had their breasts at their knees. Her ass, likewise, was smaller but toned and sat up high on her body. Her legs, now poured into a pair of tight jeans, were sveltely muscular. She could pass for late twenties on a good day.
"I can't believe you have a son that's 19," Susan said, repaying the compliment, but speaking truthful. Claudia blushed slightly but smiled. But it was more than that. She somehow seemed...relieved by the fact that Susan's children were adults. There was a bit of an awkward pause.
"Not quite 19!" Claudia said, "Though sometimes I swear... he's got a boy's brain and a man's...body." It had felt to Susan like she had been about to say something other than 'body' but she couldn't for the life of her figure out what that meant.
"Our sons are the same age," Susan said, not really sure how to respond to Claudia's statement, "maybe they will get along." Claudia reached over and panted Susan's hand gently.
"Oh Susan," she said, her voice dripping with meaning, "We are a very tightly knit neighborhood. We all get along great. I am sure you will too."
"Thanks..."Susan said, feeling that Claudia was hinting at something that she didn't understand. Once again, there was an awkward pause. Susan was saved by a voice behind her.
"Hey mom!" she heard. Claudia looked over Susan's shoulder.
"Is that your son? He is so handsome!" Claudia said. Susan turned briefly and saw Frankie standing on the front porch. Susan smiled at her son and silently agreed to herself that her son was handsome, though she felt a little strange about the fact that an adult woman had apparently noticed that her son was all grown up. Not that it would be difficult to notice. He was tall at 6'3 and it looked like he'd finally stopped growing. His build, which had once been almost painfully thin was now filling in, if still a bit lanky. He had curly hair that his mother loved, but he shaved it down to a crewcut. He had his mother's clear white teeth his father's green eyes. His skin had finally cleared up and, despite his fears, he'd had no acne scarring. In fact, he had even honey brown skin from head to toe, an almost perfect split of color between his father's pale white skin and his mother's dark mocha. Boy's brain and man's body indeed.
"What do you need honey, I am talking to the new neighbors?" Susan asked over her shoulder. Claudia raised her hand.
"I know you are busy and I am sure you have a lot of unpacking to do. I just wanted to say hello and welcome," Claudia said and then she turned and began to walk back to her house.
"Oh, uh...thanks. Nice to meet you," Susan said after her. She watched the woman walk away, still not entirely sure what to think about her. She turned back towards the house and jumped as Frankie was now standing right behind her. Her son smiled and shook his head.
"Sorry mom. Didn't mean to scare you. Or chase away the neighbor," Frankie said.
"No don't worry about it," Susan said, "I think she was done talking to me anyway. A little strange," Susan whispered.
"Well she seemed...Nice," he responded and as Frankie said the last word, he reached his hands up towards his chest, cupping them far away from his body. Susan blushed and swatted her son's hands.
"Don't do that...she could be watching. And don't do that around your mother. Make...breast jokes with your friends," she said and then shook her head. Boy's brain. Frankie laughed and shrugged his shoulders.
"Are you coming in now?" he asked, changing the subject, "You said we'd watch a movie..."
"I said we'd watch a movie if we got unpacked. Are we unpacked?"
"I am," Frankie responded. She knew it was a lie but didn't care. She didn't want to unpack anymore tonight either.
"Is your sister?" she asked. Frankie rolled his eyes.
"She's upstairs in her room," Frankie explained. Susan looked up at the second(ish) story window and actually caught a glimpse of Alyssa standing, looking out the window with her cell phone pressed to her ear. Alyssa was a little shorter than her mother, around 5'4. She had long light brown hair that naturally fell in loose curls down her back. Her eyes, were green like her brother's and she also had the same light brown skin. Her lips were very full and pink and she had a small, pixie-ish nose. Her breasts were somewhat larger than her mother's though sitting just as high on her chest. The rest of her features were almost a perfect, younger copy of Susan's. She was biting her lower lip and looking nervous on the phone. She wasn't talking.
"Who is she calling?" Susan asked Frankie.
"Who do you think?" Frankie responded. Of course Susan knew. It was her father. He'd never been a particularly good father, but Alyssa had never really cared. Long after Susan and even Frankie had had enough of him, Alyssa still kept putting herself out there for her father. And she kept being disappointed. Somehow, as an adult woman, it was getting worse. Like Alyssa couldn't take the final step towards independence until her father recognized her as a person.
"Has she talked to him?" Susan asked, her heart breaking.
"No. Voicemail." Frankie said. Susan knew she'd never get Alyssa downstairs to watch a movie. She sighed deeply.
"Come on, let's go inside," she said.
"And watch a movie?" Frankie asked.
"And unpacked," she said. Frankie groaned but, after a moment, followed his mother inside.
Chapter 1: Frankie and the Parks
It took longer than any of the McCalls had expected to unpack all of their stuff. A week after move-in day (and two weeks before Frankie's senior year of high school started) and it still wasn't finished. Nonetheless, it was set up enough for them to be able to live and move around in. Still, it didn't yet feel like home. None of them felt comfortable in the house yet. Susan hoped that a big family, Sunday breakfast might give at least the kitchen a "homey" sort of feel and so she had spent the morning cooking sausage and eggs and pancakes. She had basically ordered her children to the table (they'd both been sleeping in), and now they were all sitting around awkwardly, not sure what they were supposed to do.
"So uh...how is the food?" Susan asked after a long pause.
"Good," Frankie said brightly. In fact, it was mostly burnt. Susan had never been a good cook. But Frankie knew how important this seemed to his mother.
"There's a reason Dad always cooked the pancakes," Alyssa said. Then she looked up and saw Susan staring at her. She looked slightly hurt. Alyssa shot back quickly, "But the sausage is great...just how I like it." They lapsed into another long silence.
"So...did you all get to meet any of the neighbors yet? I finally got to meet Mr. Liston last night, from across the street. You know the real estate agent. I was surprised you know, I met Mrs. Liston and her son and daughter a couple of days ago. Well she can't be more than 40 and her children are about your ages, but her husband...he must be around 75 years old. I mean Mrs. Liston is very, very pretty. But I guess I didn't look at her as a trophy wife..."
Susan could see that her children were in no way interested in her exploits. They really hadn't cared when she'd talked about it before and they hadn't bothered to meet anyone yet on their own. Just stayed in their rooms. And so it had been up to Susan to make a good impression. She'd met Claudia, of course, but not yet her son. Then she'd met Carl Hart and his daughters Lacy and June, who lived to the left of the Park family. Now, after meeting James and Joy Liston with their son Martin and daughter Bethany, she'd gotten a delegation from each house in the cul-de-sac.
Everyone had been unfailingly polite and had welcomed Susan and her children into the neighborhood with open arms. However, Susan had noticed that, like Claudia, they had all been taken aback by the fact that James Liston had not sold them the house. When she finally met James, he had questioned her extensively, though good-naturedly, about how she had bought the place. It wasn't that they were unwelcoming in the slightest. They all just seemed a little...off about the whole thing. Still, there was nothing that Susan could really complain about. In fact, they all seemed so nice that she hoped she'd be able to get close with at least one of the people in the cul-de-sac. And there were plenty of people her children's ages as well. Maybe they would all find a place to fit in here.
"You know, all the young people in the neighborhood are around your age," Susan said for the third or fourth time in the last week. Frankie raised his eyebrows and Alyssa shook her head.
"Mom, we are adults. We don't need play dates," she said. Susan put her hands up.
"I wasn't...come on Alyssa, that isn't fair. You know what I was saying," Susan responded. Alyssa had been sullen ever since the divorce. Moving to this new house hadn't seemed to make it any better.
"I know, but you need to just chill out a little bit. I don't care about the neighbors and I don't want to make friends with June or Lacy or Bethany and I don't want to date Martin or James..."
"James is the old man!" Frankie said, not exactly reading the room. Alyssa shot him an ugly look.
"Or Kurt or whatever. I just want to go to school and be left alone," Alyssa said, sounding more like a teenager than the adult she claimed to be.
"I know you think that this is all my fault...that you had some sort of perfect life out there...but none of us were happy living with your father. You always forgive everything that he does and you never forget any of my mistakes. I didn't just this. I left because it was clear he didn't want me anymore. I did what I did for all of this," Susan hadn't meant to say everything, but she was tired. Tired from moving and tired from divorcing and tired of...everything. Alyssa looked like she'd been struck, her eyes watery. But she got herself together quickly.
"Whatever Mom, I am not trying to pick a fight. Sorry," Alyssa said and then she crossed her arms in front of her breasts and slumped down in the seat. Susan felt embarrassed that it had suddenly escalated to this again. The room was quiet for a while.



"Hey mom, maybe we can run out to the store later and get me some new shoes for school. I'll buy lunch," Frankie suggested after the tension had grown too great for him. Susan smiled at her son.
"I'd love to honey, but I need to get all of my work stuff unpacked. My vacation time is absolutely gone. I need to be the first one in tomorrow," she said, dreading the chore.
"We haven't even watched that movie we were supposed to watch the night we moved in. Pretty soon the Red Box is just going to charge you $50.00 or something," Frankie said, annoyed.
"Ah shit, I forgot about that," Susan said. For a moment, Frankie thought his mother was going to suggest watching it right away, "Listen, take my car. When you go out to get shoes, just drop the DVD off too. I saw a box at the 7-11." She said.
Frankie was, and always had been, a mama's boy. There had been a time in his life when he had tried to fight against that label, especially when his sister or his father made fun of him about it. Oddly, as he grew older, he became less self-conscious about it. The more man-like he became, the more comfortable he was with the fact that he was particularly close with Susan. He thought she was fun, interesting, smart, and beautiful. So what was the big deal about it? He didn't spend every waking minute with her or struggle when she wasn't around. He just...liked her. How was that anything but a good thing? He figured that it was mostly jealousy; Susan relied on Frankie because her husband was a deadbeat. Frankie's father couldn't handle that. And Alyssa, well she adored her father the same way that Frankie adored Susan, but she never got the same level of affirmation out of it. Jealousy there too. Frankie wasn't about to make himself unhappy by "growing out" of his close relationship with his mother, just to please Alyssa or his father.
But, since the divorce, things had been sort of tough. Some of it was just that it was harder for an 18-year old to find appropriate things to do with his mother. But they had figured that out before. No, the problem was that Susan just wasn't available the way she used to be. Susan, who had largely been a stay-at-home mother when Frankie was growing up, suddenly had a job and additional responsibilities. She no longer had the time to spend with him. So many mother-son traditions had fallen by the wayside; watching movies, playing cards, going to the mall, and a thousand others. If anything, Susan seemed to be more concerned about Alyssa, trying to make up for what she had "lost" when the divorce happened. And now she was going to go back to work. Over a week, wasted.
Frankie slumped in his chair as well, picking at his burnt food. Susan noticed that he was upset as well, but couldn't really understand what she'd done wrong. She didn't have time to figure it out either. She ate quietly, and looked at her glum children.
"Another successful family interaction," she whispered to herself under her breath.
* * * * *
Two hours later, Frankie McCall was sitting in the back yard by himself. He hadn't really needed shoes and so he'd decided not to go out. Alyssa had taken the car instead and he didn't know where she'd gone. Susan was in her room, unpacking all of her work clothes and trying to get her work computer to function (a mover had dropped it). Frankie had asked if he could help her, but her bedroom was small and she felt bad about "making" him do boring things all week. She told him to go play a video game or do something fun.
So he was sitting in the backyard, staring at the trees.
He guessed that there was stuff he could do. Almost none of the boxes in his own room had been unpacked, but he hadn't really wanted to bother with it. He planned on living out of the boxes and then putting things away a little bit at a time before, inevitably, packing it up again and going to college. He could've gone for a walk in the neighborhood or done what his mother insisted and go meet the people his own age. But he didn't really want to do that. At this point, he didn't really want to do anything.
So he stayed sitting in the backyard, reclining in his mother's lawn chair. Not that there was much of a lawn to lounge in. The entire backyard was heavily wooded and sloped down to a small creek short distance away. The thick canopy of the trees made the yard somewhat cooler and shady, but also killed any grass. The whole yard was a dry dirt slope with a few loose roots sticking out. He was bored and lethargic, waiting either for some sort of inspiration to hit or for it to get late enough for him to go inside, watch television, and fall asleep. Part of him secretly wished that his mother would finish early and they could watch the DVD he'd rented. Or something. He felt unmoored.
Eventually, he came to terms with the fact that his mother was not going to rescue him. He had to entertain himself. He had to find something to kill some time. He scanned the backyard, searching for inspiration. If Frankie looked to his left, he saw here the creek behind the house poured into the larger stream that went under the bridge down the street. To his right was the Park's house. He could barely see the house through the trees, but he could tell that their back yard was not nearly as sloped as his. In fact, as the wind blew, the low-hanging branches parted slightly and he could see the flat expanse of their yard. And something else. Something blue. What could that be? With nothing else to do, Frankie figured this was as close to inspiration as he was going to get.
He rose up off of the chair and slowly started to walk towards the Park's home. It was very hot outside and he was sweating before he made it halfway across the yard. He pushed through a few thick trees and then, through the low foliage, he could see it. A swimming pool! The Park's backyard had been professionally levelled and a big, in-ground pool had been installed. The pool, and the small patio around it, were completely surrounded by thick trees and none of the McCalls had noticed it before.
Frankie felt the sweat streaming down his back and his legs. He moved a little bit closer, climbing over some bushes and crossing the invisible boundary that separated his yard from the neighbor's. After fighting his way through the last line of trees, he found himself standing on top of a five-foot tall retainer wall, looking down into the patio and pool. He could hear the filter humming and he groaned to himself as he looked at the water moving gently in the summer breeze. Bugs were attacking him now his feet felt slick from sweat in his flip-flops.
He licked his lips and looked over his shoulder. He knew that if he went home, searched around in his cool room for his bathing suit that he'd never come back over in the heat. He also knew that if he had to ask the Park's permission, he'd never do it. Hell, he probably wouldn't be able to mumble a word if Claudia Park had her massive breasts opened the door! But he desperately wanted to get in the water. It called to him.
After a moment, his eyes returned to the Park's back yard. Now he turned and looked at their house. There was, of course, no one in the backyard. There were two pool chairs near the door but they were both empty. The blinds were closed on all the rear-facing windows. He craned his neck and could see the end of the Park's driveway. There was no car. Everyone was gone.
A moment's hesitation could convince Frankie that this was a bad idea. But it was so damn hot and he was so bored. This seemed like the kind of innocent adventure that made living in the suburbs bearable. Without additional thought, Frankie began stripping off his clothes. In a moment, Frankie's flip-flops, shorts, and t-shirt were laying in a messy pile on the retaining wall. He had decided to leave his boxers on in the event that someone came home. Then he stood up on the edge of the retaining wall and looked down at the pool. He couldn't tell how deep the water was, but there was only three feet of patio between the bottom of the wall and the rim of the deep end of the pool. Frankie counted silently in his head to three and then dove in.
The water was surprisingly cool despite the intense heat of the day and Frankie felt it wash all over his body. All of his sweating pores instantly closed and he felt his heart thrumming faster. The water was only about seven feet deep and he felt his fingers press gently against the bottom. He propelled himself up out of the water a moment later. He breathed in deeply from the warm air and sighed loudly as the thrilling cold settled in.
Frankie's parents had insisted that he and Alyssa get swimming lessons when they were kids. He'd often swam in the lake behind the middle school in his old home town. He rarely had the opportunity to swim in private pools. He was in love with the clarity of the water and the seclusion of the Park's backyard. He hoped he could convince his mother to get one just like it. But until then, he was happy here. He spent the next half hour doing laps, diving down to the bottom, and getting out so that he could dive back in, sometimes after he had climbed back up on the retaining wall.
He was enjoying his swim so much that he didn't notice the car pulling into the driveway. He didn't hear the front door open and he didn't see anyone moving through the house. In fact, he might've been completely oblivious to the Park's return from the grocery store if Claudia Park had not turned on the backyard 'bug zapper." Frankie was swimming lazily on the shallow side of the pool, looking up at the canopy of trees when he suddenly heard a loud crackling sound. He shot up quickly, his eye instantly turning towards the blue glowing light. It hadn't been on before. He instantly realized that someone was home. His blood ran cold and he felt his stomach knot up. He didn't think he would get in a lot of trouble, but who knows? Besides, he didn't want to make a bad impression on the neighbors, for his mother's sake.
He climbed instantly out of the water quietly, at the nearest possible location. That was down near the end of the pool, just a couple of feet from the Park's backdoor. As soon as he was out, he heard the doorknob turning. Someone was coming outside! He looked frantically over at the retaining wall (and could see his clothes piled there), but there was no time. He began to panic, spinning around as the door started to open. Somehow, Frankie noticed a large covered wicker bin sitting on the edge of the patio. It was about the size of a deep freezer and he rushed to it. Frankie lifted up the lid and dove inside, just as the door swung all the way open.
It took Frankie a moment to get his bearings, and to be sure that no one had heard him. His heart was beating like a jackhammer, but he tried to breathe as quietly as possible. He was shaking all over. After a few seconds, no one opened the wicker bin. Frankie's breathing started to slow. He heard someone moving outside, but they didn't seem nervous or suspicious. He was safe. For now.
He got his bearing in the bin. It was actually quite comfortable there. It was stacked about halfway full with unused towels and Frankie sort of sank into it. What's more, there were tiny holes in the wicker and Frankie, regardless of the danger, was curious about who was outside. He moved himself slowly, trying hard not to move the bin or make any noise. Soon, he was able to look out from two small holes. He leaned forward.
The bin was to the side of the two pool chairs, the pool stretched off to his right. Claudia Park was standing between the chairs, with her hands on her hips. In a bikini. Frankie's eyes were popping out of his head! The view of her clothed body the week before in the cul-de-sac and the handful of brief glimpses from afar over the past few days had not prepared him for seeing Claudia park like this, so close.
Claudia's bikini was around two sizes too small and her large, perky breasts were pouring out of the tiny cups. Mostly on the top, but Frankie's youthful eye could see her breasts bulging out from the sides of the bikini top, and even the bottom. They looked firm and high, like they didn't even need the cups to hold them up. Claudia's long ponytail was cascading down her arched back as she shook her head gently in the sunlight. Her slim body curved and sensuous just a few feet in front of Frankie's eyes. He was surprised by the smoothness of her stomach, the roundness of her ass, and the firmness of her legs.
Frankie watched as his beautiful, older neighbor walked slowly over towards the pool. He prayed at she didn't notice the wet marks around the edge of the pool or his clothes sitting up on the retaining wall. But Claudia seemed to have a particular task in mind. He saw her reach out and grab the pool skimmer from the ground next to the filter. For the next ten minutes, he watched as she pulled leaves and other items out of the pool (he was glad he had decided to just swim around the debris). The whole time, Frankie kept his eyes on her, watching even bend of her body, every movement of her breasts. He had caught his breath, but he was still breathing hard as Claudia finished, her skin now slick, glowing with her sweat.
After she was done, Claudia put the pool skimmer back and walked over so that she was once again standing next to the pool chairs, directly in front of Frankie. Frankie drunk in her glistening body, more enamored with it now than he had been before. For a moment, Frankie thought she was going to jump into the water to cool off. After all, she was sweaty and tired from cleaning. He wondered if her nipples would get hard in the cold water and if, maybe, he would be able to make them out.
Given his relatively low hopes, Frankie was completely unprepared for what happened next. Claudia sighed gently and the began to run her hands through her long hair. After a few seconds, she had teased out the rubber band holding her hair in place. Her ponytail loosened and her dark hair spread loosely across her back. But Claudia was far from done. Her hands quickly dropped down behind her neck. Before Frankie even realized what she was doing, Claudia was expertly untying the back of her bikini. As the straps popped off of Claudia's shoulders, the cups of her bikini flopped forward against her stomach. Her breasts were entirely exposed.
Frankie nearly gasped and he put his hand over his mouth to keep himself quiet. His eyes were incredibly wide and his breathing was ragged. He'd seen a couple of girls' breasts over the years, but they were little bee stings by comparison to what was now flooding his field of vision. Claudia's breasts were even larger now that they weren't being held back by the bikini, but they didn't hang any lower. They sat up perky on her chest. Her skin was incredibly smooth and had an even, tanned color. Her areolas were the size of silver dollars and purplish-brown with short nipples. Claudia's hand moved forward, grazing her right breast and making them shake gently. Frankie's mouth went dry and he had to fight to avoid moving or making noise.
Seeing Claudia's breasts as such an intense experience for Frankie that he barely noticed that her hands were still moving. In a few seconds, the other tie on her bikini had been loosened and the entire top fell into a small lump on the patio. Frankie only noticed her moving when Claudia suddenly bent at the waist, her breasts hanging down lewdly. Frankie saw Claudia's hands moving down around the large curve of her ass and he realized that she was taking off her bikini bottom. In another half second, the bottom of the bikini had joined the top on the patio.
Now Claudia was standing completely naked, just a few inches in front of Frankie. Frankie had only ever had actual sex one time in his life. It had been in the dark, in the girl's bedroom. She had...guided him into her. He'd never even really been able to see her body. This was, by far, the closest he'd ever been to a woman's vagina in broad daylight and he was spellbound. She was waxed completely bare and had done an exceptional job of keeping her skin smooth and supple. The skin was completely tanned and Frankie realized that she must've tanned nude. Her pussy lips were very tight and a small amount of pink labia poked out from the middle of it. Frankie didn't know it, but Claudia's small clitoris had hardened as she disrobed in the backyard, and it was also visible at the top of her well-manicured slit.
Claudia stood there for a few seconds more, her eyes casually scanning the pool. She had no idea that just a few feet away, Frankie McCall was watching her every movement. Eventually, Claudia walked over to the pool chair closest to Frankie and adjusted it so that it was laying out like a bed. She then flopped down on her back, letting out a sigh of relief. Her breasts splayed out across her chest, her nipples point up and out. Her legs were spread slightly and Frankie could make out the folds of her labia.
She nestled herself in the seat and quickly became comfortable. Frankie realized that she was laying in the sunniest part of the backyard, likely trying to maintain her line-less tan. He decided that he could keep his eyes on her as long as she wanted to tan. They stayed there for a very long time, perhaps half an hour. He, of course, knew what he was doing was wrong. But he didn't even really know how to stop. She was going to be naked and he was trapped here, so he might as well look. It was not like he had been trying to make this happen. What's more, any thought or concern that Frankie had once had about hiding in the wicker bin was now totally gone. He had basically forgotten that he wasn't supposed to be there or that he could get caught. He'd basically forgotten that he even had a body, he was just a pair of eyes desperately drinking in Claudia's body.
Frankie's understanding of the precarious situation he was in (what if someone wanted a towel?) was suddenly driven home to him when he heard a familiar scraping sound. He recognized the sound of the doorknob turning and instantly remembered who he was and what he was doing. He held his breath. The door opened quickly. Out stepped a 5'10, 19-year old kid with a black bowl cut, thick glasses, a smooth thin chest, long arms, long legs, and a casually comfortable air. Frankie could see Claudia's features in the young man's face and he instantly knew that it was her son, Kurt. He was wearing a Speedo bathing suit and carrying a towel.
Frankie expected Claudia to reach quickly for her clothes or for her to shoo her son back inside so that he wouldn't see her naked. She clear heard him open the door, her head cocked to the side slightly. But she remained lying down, passive and almost disinterested. In fact, one of her hands rose up briefly and scratched the side of her breast, making them both jiggle wildly.
"Hi Kurt, honey. You thinking about taking a swim?" Claudia asked casually. Kurt walked forward, between the two pool chairs. He looked down at his mother's body. It was clear that his eyes were moving over her ample curves and taking in her body. But he hardly seemed surprised to be seeing it. It was like he appreciated his mother's good looks, but he had been expecting to see them there.
"Yeah, I guess," he said, with equal nonchalance, "If it isn't too cold." Claudia sat up in the chair, her breasts bouncing heavily as she moved. Kurt watched, but didn't seem concerned. Inside the bin, Frankie's head was whirring a mile a second. What was going on? Why were they pretending like this was normal? But he was too shocked by what the situation and still overwhelmed by his arousal at seeing Claudia. He just kept watching silently.
"Can you do me a quick favor before you get in?" Claudia asked.
"Sure mom," Kurt said, sitting down on the other pool chair next to his naked mother.



"I burned my back a little bit the other day. It's fading some and I want to try to even it up with the front if I can. But I need a little sunscreen. Could you put it on my back?"
"Sure, no problem mom," Kurt said, once again giving off an air that implied that everything he was doing was totally normal. Claudia slowly rolled over on her stomach (splashing a view of her body against Frankie's eyes as she did so). She rested her chin on her hands and settled down comfortably, her bare ass now exposed to the sunlight. She swept her hair off of her back, letting it fall over her shoulders. Frankie had been so focused on Claudia that he didn't notice Kurt reaching around in a basket underneath of his chair. In a second, he had produced a small tube of sunscreen. Without hesitation, Kurt squirted a large drop of the sunscreen onto his mother's bare back.
"Oh!" she said.
"Cold?" Kurt asked, looking down at the white smear at the base of his mother's spine. She shook her head slowly.
"Warm, very warm...Feels like something else!" she said in a knowing sort of way. Kurt smiled and blushed slightly. Frankie knew what he thought Claudia meant. But it couldn't mean that. Right? Everything he was seeing was strange. He could hardly believe it. Had he passed out in the heat?
There wasn't time to think about it. Soon, Kurt's right hand had dropped down at the base of his mother's spine (dangerously close to the top of her ass), and slowly started to smear the thick substance around her back. He started at the small of her back, working in the liquid until it became clear, leaving her body glistening. From just a few feet away, Frankie could smell the lotion on the air. He thought maybe he smelled something else too, something underneath of the sunscreen, but he wasn't sure what it was.
Soon both of Kurt's hand were gently working the sunscreen into his mother's back. He stopped on occasion to dribble a little bit more lotion into his palms. His fingers moved up and down his mother's back, rubbing the lotion in. Frankie noticed that Kurt's hands moved down along the sides of his mother's waist and even seemed to brush against the sides of her breasts as he worked. Claudia never seemed to mind. In fact, it was like she enjoyed it. As Kurt's fingers massaged her back, Frankie could hear Claudia moaning gently in the back of her throat. Her eyes were closed and she looked like she was floating.
Eventually, Kurt had rubbed lotion into Claudia's back from the base of her spine up to her shoulders. It seemed to Frankie that everything was finished and he wondered what would happen next. But Kurt put even more lotion in his hands and his eyes shifted. No longer looking at his mother back, he was now looking at her ass and her legs. Frankie bit his lip to avoid gasping as he watched Kurt's hand drop gingerly onto his mother's firm asscheeks. Claudia didn't protest. She just moaned again and turned her head to the side so that she was looking in the general direction of her son.
Kurt's hands moved swiftly, rubbing the lotion into his mother's flesh. Frankie watched as Claudia's muscles rippled under Kurt's careful ministrations. Soon, Kurt's hands were moving down his mother's legs, rubbing lotion into her thighs and down her calves. The whole time, Claudia hummed pleasantly and seemed to really enjoy the massaging touch. When Kurt reached the bottom of Claudia's feet, he quickly began working up her body again, rubbing more lotion into her skin.
Soon, Kurt's hands were once against up near his mother's ass and Frankie watched as Kurt began to massage his mother's thighs and the bottoms of her ass cheeks. His fingers moved quickly, and soon his hands had slipped into the insides of his mother's thighs. For a few seconds, Frankie thought that Kurt was just trying to make sure that Claudia's inner thighs were covered in case she spread her legs at all while sunning. But, after a minute or so, Kurt's hands remained there, rubbing gently. He no longer moved them out to get more sunscreen. He was no longer spread his fingers over a wide area. His arm was moving rhythmically, like he was working on the same spot over and over again.
Claudia groaned loudly, differently this time. A deep, aching noise from the back of her throat.
Frankie suddenly realized what he was watching and his jaw dropped. Kurt was...fingering his mother!
Now that he had realized it, Frankie could clearly see what was happening. Kurt was on his knees on the patio, next to his mother, sort of leaning out over her ass. Claudia was lying out on the pool chair, her legs spread slightly. Kurt's long, slender fingers, lubed up by the sunscreen, were casually slipping in and out of his mother's pussy! But now Frankie could tell that the lube might not had been necessary. The scent he'd caught earlier on the breeze was stronger now, overwhelming the familiar smell of sunscreen. Frankie realized what it was, something he'd only smell a couple of times in his entire life: a woman's arousal. He heard a wet sort of slurping sound as Kurt's fingers moved inside of his mother. Kurt was looking down at his mother's ass, his eyes intent and aroused, but not surprised or overly-excited, like he'd done this before. Often.
"Oh god baby you're so good to me," Claudia sighed. Her legs spread wider and she pushed the top half of her body up off of the pool chair by arching her back. She rested her elbows on the chair, propping herself up. Frankie's eyes flashed up towards her. He saw that her eyes were still closed and that her mouth was slightly open. She looked absolutely serene and relaxed, not at all like she was casually committing the ultimate taboo; being sexually serviced by her child.
Frankie watched Claudia's breasts as she rose up off of the chair, seeing the large globes jiggle slightly and hang beautifully from her chest. As they settled, he noticed something else as well. Claudia's nipples were extremely hard, pointing out from her body. Without opening her eyes, Claudia seemed to notice them as well. She was leaning heavily on her elbows, but her hands were free. As Frankie watched, her arms crossed over her chest and cupped her breasts! She squeezed hard on them, pushing them tightly against her chest. Frankie saw that her hardened nipples had slipped between her fingers and she watched her roll the sensitive little nubs between them as she squeezed her breasts. She moaned loudly and her body tremored.
"Mom you're so wet today," Kurt said quietly, calmly. Nonetheless, he was squirming a little bit on the patio and his eyes were now boring into his mother's body, focused particularly on where his finger was splitting her tight pussy lips. Frankie could sense Claudia's scent growing more intense deep inside the wicker bin. He couldn't imagine what it was like for Kurt.
"I just wanted this so bad today baby, you didn't come out with me yesterday. Were you...ahhh...teasing me honey?" Claudia asked. Her eyes opened now and she tossed her head over her shoulder, looking at her son. She was smiling devilishly and biting her lip.
"No mom, I'd never do anything to make you uncomfortable. I just want to make you feel good," Kurt said, in a sort of playful voice. Claudia pretended like she believed him and moaned loudly.
"Then keep doing what you're doing. Keep finger-fucking mommy's pussy. That feels so good," Claudia gasped. Frankie saw the older woman's hands grasp more tightly around her own breasts as she spoke.
For a few minutes, they continued in (mostly) silence. Only the wet sounds of Kurt's finger in his mother's vagina and Claudia's occasional moan moved the human, late summer air. Frankie kept his eyes locked on Claudia's body, scanning up and down and taking in every sight. He ached to touch her hardened nipples, to squeeze them for her. He was insanely jealous of Kurt, picturing himself on his knees with his fingers inside of Claudia.
But as they settled down into a steady rhythm, Frankie finally became aware, really aware, of what he was seeing. It would have been mind-blowing (and wrong) for Frankie to be watching a man...masturbating his wife, even if those people were allowed to do that. But this was something else entirely. This was a mother and son. Frankie had never even thought that such a thing could happen, let alone that he would ever see it in person. He couldn't believe how wrong it was and everything he knew, everything his mother told him, screamed that he should be repulsed and that he should look away. But, Claudia was a beautiful woman and watching her moan and writhe on the patio was deeply stirring. Frankie could make himself feel ashamed that his erection was pressing into the soft, clean towels in the bin. It was a natural reaction to seeing a beautiful, naked woman being pleasured.
Of course, Frankie knew that there was more to it than that. The mere fact that what he was watching was so unbelievably wrong and yet so unbelievably...hot had a sort of multiplying effect. He ignored that feeling, pretended it wasn't true. But deep inside he knew he was enjoying this more because it was a mother and a son, not despite it. He wouldn't have been able to explain why that was true and it was a new feeling that had arisen just that moment, he'd never felt it before. But it was there.
Maybe Frankie would have been forced to confront this feeling head on and make sense of it right then, except for the fact that Kurt suddenly changed the equation, drawing Frankie's full attention back to the scene in front of him. There was still a small, un-rubbed in spot of sunscreen on one of Claudia's beautiful, firm ass cheeks. Frankie had seen it before and now it seemed that Kurt had noticed it. His free hand, the left, suddenly rose up and his index finger pressed into the spot of sunscreen. Claudia didn't seem to notice. She was moaning louder than before and shaking slightly on the chair.
While still moving his fingers on his right hand in and out of his mother's vagina, Kurt slowly shepherded the small spot of sunscreen down into the split of Claudia's ass with his left. Frankie watched as Kurt used his fingers to pry apart his mother's ass cheeks. Frankie could just make out the crinkled, purple color of Claudia's asshole, exposed to the air. Frankie's breath caught in his throat as Kurt began to smear the sunscreen around on Claudia's asshole, rubbing it in slowly and evenly.
"Oh Kurt," Claudia moaned, "You know how mommy loves it when you massage her there!"
"Yes mommy," Kurt said, his eyes intent on Claudia's asshole. His finger continued to swirl around her asshole while his other hand worked in and out of her pussy. Claudia writhed and groaned on the chair, her nipples growing purple as she squeezed them harder. Kurt never let up, continuing to tease her.
After a minute or so of this, Frankie sat Kurt glance quickly up at his mother's head. She was facing forward again, her eyes closed and her teeth biting her lower lip sharply. She was groaning and didn't seem to even be aware of the world around her. Frankie saw a devious smile cross Kurt's face, and saw Kurt's left index finger stop, pointing at the center of Claudia's asshole.
"Are you still comfortable mommy? I am not teasing you too bad?" he asked.
"Uh?" Claudia asked, clearly dazed, "No baby. This is perfect."
"Too bad, mommy," Kurt said, "You know how hot it is when you're...uncomfortable." And with his last word, Kurt pressed his index finger down hard against his mother's asshole. Frankie leaned forward, not thinking, just watching. Kurt's finger and his mother's asshole were deeply lubed with sunscreen. She was also incredibly relaxed from the earlier massage. Her body just sort of gave in to her son. In a split second, half of Kurt's finger had disappeared into his mother's asshole. Claudia groaned deeply and her eyes shot up.
"Oh god Kurt!" she groaned at first, and it was clear from her voice that she'd felt some pleasure in her son's touch. But her entire body had gone rigid now. Whatever relaxation she'd felt, regardless of the tension growing between her legs, was gone. Her lips pursed and her head swung around towards her son. In fact, she did more than that. She turned completely on the chair so that her ass and back were turned towards Frankie and she was facing Kurt. Kurt's fingers had slipped out of his mother's body in her quick movement. He was still smiling devilishly and she slapped his arm, but playfully.
"You little rat!" she said, laughing slightly, "You know that a finger in my ass like that delays my orgasm! It breaks my internal rhythm!" Kurt was just laughing now.
"I like to make you uncomfortable to draw out your orgasm, it's better when it takes longer!" he said, "Plus, your asshole feels so good around my finger."
"You're my asshole, you jerk! You want to see uncomfortable? I'll show you uncomfortable!" Claudia said and she instantly grabbed at her son between his legs. Kurt was fast and began to move away. Claudia's fingers hooked into the waistband of Kurt's speedo. He dove away from her, towards the pool. She kept her hands in his bathing suit. Somehow, in twisting and turning (and laughing uproariously), Kurt slipped out of his speedo, landing on his naked ass on the patio. Frankie saw the Kurt's erect, veiny 6-inch cock slap against thigh as he rolled over. He didn't seem to care that his mother was looking at him...in that stage of undress. He got up off of the patio giggling, ran to the pool, and jumped in with a loud splash.
Claudia stood up next to her pool chair quickly, her breasts bouncing. Frankie could see that her nipples were still hard and that she was glistening with sunscreen and sweat. As she moved, the scent in the air grew more intense and Frankie bit down on a towel to avoid making noises. Claudia was looking into the water, she had her hands on her hips like she was angry, but there was a somewhat playful smile on her face. As Kurt came up out of the water, Claudia spoke.
"You think because I just got sunscreen on that I won't come in after you? You're dumber than you look!" she said and began running towards the pool. Frankie stopped trying to make sense of the scene in front of him and just watched as Claudia's breasts and ass jiggled during her sprint towards the edge. In a moment, she dove into the shallow end of the pool with a loud splash. Frankie could hear Kurt laughing as his mother landed in the water.
Frankie quickly adjusted himself in the wicker bin. He knew that with the splashing and the confusion, he didn't need to be quite as concerned about noise. But even if there had been danger, he knew he would look. He desperately needed to see what was going on next. He knew that whatever it was, that he wasn't going to be able to understand it. But he was passed the point of caring whether he understood it. He just knew that this was the most exciting thing he'd ever seen and he didn't want to miss a second of it.
Frankie heard loud splashing and he could see two bodies flailing wildly in the water. He could hear Kurt laughing and he could hear Claudia screaming playfully. After a moment, what he was seeing came into focus. Claudia and Kurt, mother and son, were wrestling around, naked, in the pool! He saw Claudia's breasts bouncing in the water and rubbing against her son's face and arms. He saw her hands reaching for Kurt's penis and pinching at his ass. She saw Kurt's hands all over his mother, feeling at her nipples and brushing between his legs.
For several minutes it was absolute chaos. They dunked under water and rolled against the side of the pool wildly. The whole time, their laughing and playful shouts rang out in the backyard. If they had been wearing bathing suits and been dating (rather than mother and son) it would have seemed like some sexually charged horseplay. But as it was, it was like some sort of somewhat rough, taboo foreplay.
After a few minutes, they both began to grow tired and, slowly, they began to settle down. The position they eventually stopped in was somewhat strange, in Frankie's opinion. Well, all of it was strange, but this was more so. Claudia was now standing in the water, her back arched slightly and her breasts pushed out. Her long hair, now wet, was mussed but mostly draped down over her breasts. Frankie could see her nipples poking out of the hair, more erect than ever. Directly below Claudia's breasts Kurt was laying on his back in the water with his arms down by his side. His erect cock was poking up out of the water, the uncircumcised tip almost grazing the rounded bottom of Claudia's left breast.
It took Frankie a moment to recognize what was happening. In the water, Kurt's buoyancy made his body weight a fraction of what it was outside. As a result, Claudia was holding Kurt up at the top of the water. One of her arms was slipped behind his neck, holding his head up slightly. The other was underneath of his ass, propping his hips up. A mother, holding her son almost like he was not a 19-year-old man but a child. Both of their chests were rising and fall sharply as they breathed.
"Is mommy's boy going to behave himself?" Claudia asked, looking down at her son. As she looked down, her shoulders slumped slightly and her breasts fell. Frankie could see the hard tip of her son's penis begin to poke into her breast. He saw Kurt's body grow a little more rigid, but Claudia acted like she didn't notice.
"Yes mommy," Kurt replied, "But you bumped my lip when you were punishing me." He said.
"Oh poor baby!" Claudia said, in a sort of motherly voice, "Let me kiss it and made it better." And with that Claudia lifted up her son's head and, and the same time, bent over at the waist towards him. Kurt's penis pressed more sharply into his mother's breast, the tip grazing against her nipple. She gasped but didn't stop moving. In a moment, Frankie watched as Claudia's lips pressed against her son's.
Frankie had kissed his mother before, obviously. Mostly little pecks on the cheek when she asked for one. What he was watching could never, ever be confused with a son kissing his mother. It wasn't just that their lips met. The two didn't peck of even start slow. As soon as Claudia's mouth touched Kurt's, her lips were open and her tongue was pouring out. Kurt's mouth opened as well and soon their tongues were meeting in the space between their bodies. Their bodies moved quickly, passionately, and Frankie heard Claudia moaning as she kissed her son. They're tongues plunged deeper into each other's mouths, like they wanted to taste every bit of one another. The whole while, Kurt's erection throbbed more and more insistently against his mother's breasts.
After a short time, their kiss broke. Frankie could hear both of them panting and he knew that they had only stopped to catch their breath. Claudia was still leaning over her son, Kurt's cock was still pressing into her breasts. As soon as he had caught his breath, Claudia spoke.
"Feel better honey?" she asked.
"Yes mommy," Kurt said, "But..." he looked at her beseechingly.
"But what honey?" Claudia asked, biting on the bait.
"But you hit the tip of my penis too," he said, not sounding embarrassed. Claudia smiled brightly.
"Oh no!" she said with real concern, "better kiss that and make it better too." Claudia quickly straightened her back again, her breast rising off of her son's erect cock. Once she was standing straight, she pushed her arms out slightly, moving Kurt's body a few more inches away from her body. She looked over and her son's eyes once, and then stared down right in front of her, looking directly at her son's erect cock.
"It does look a little red and swollen," she said playfully. Kurt nodded his head, now too excited to talk. It was clear that neither of them had much patience left. Claudia was almost shaking with excitement. She began to bend at her waist, her mouth slipped open slightly. She moved quickly and Frankie watched her with intense focus. He knew what was going to happen but somehow he still couldn't believe it. But then, he couldn't really believe anything he was seeing. And yet he knew he was seeing it. And he knew he liked it, even if he couldn't tell himself why he liked it or face what it meant. He just knew, he wanted to see Claudia's mouth wrap around her son's cock.



Frankie didn't have to wait long. Claudia's body moved quickly. Both of her hands were occupied holding Kurt up in the water, so Claudia couldn't reach up and hold his cock in place. She just had to do what was necessary. Kurt's hard cock was pointing up towards his face and tilted slightly to one side, towards Claudia. As she bent over, she dropped her head to the side and opened her mouth wider. Frankie placed his hand over his own mouth as he watched Claudia's tongue slip from her mouth and gently rub the side of her son's penis. Kurt tensed and made a low hissing noise. His cock bounced against his mother's lips. She spread them wider and leaned forward, keeping her tongue pressed against Kurt's shaft. In a moment, the tip of Kurt's penis popped into Claudia's mouth.
Shivers ran up and down Frankie's spine, but he wasn't sure if they were a good reaction or a bad one. He just knew that his cock was throbbing against the towels in the wicker bin as he watched Claudia's tongue slip out over her lower lip and slide across the veins of her son's cock. Kurt groaned as his mother's tongue swirled around the tip of his cock. She pulled her lips back slightly and Kurt's cock slipped from between her lips. She was just barely kissing Kurt's penis now, keeping it in place by letting it balance against her lip. He made a desperate sound and thrashed a little in the water.
"It's swollen all the way down. Let mommy take care of it," Claudia said and opened her mouth wider. Her mouth dropped quickly, unbelievably quickly from Frankie's perspective. One second, her lips were just barely brushing the tip of her son's cock as she spoke, and the next, her nose was pressing into her son's hip, his cock buried completely in her mouth. Frankie saw Claudia choke slightly, but she kept her nose pressed down, her son's deep in the back of her throat.
"Jesus mom!" Kurt said, his arms thrashing slightly in the water as his mother's choking muscles squeezed his cock tightly. The childish voice was gone, Kurt was taken by surprise. Kurt's hand closest to Claudia, desperately reaching for something, anything, grabbed out and wrapped around one of Claudia's breasts. He began to squeeze it tightly. Claudia kept her son's dick in her throat as long as she could, her eyes watering and her throat opening and closing. Finally, she needed air, and she let his cock slip out of her throat quickly, keeping only the tip in his mouth as she breathed desperately from her nose. Thick ropes of spit dribbled down Kurt's shaft as she breathed.
Claudia didn't give Kurt any time to recover. As soon as she had caught her breath, her face was once again diving down into his lap. This time, she didn't leave her son's cock buried in her throat for long. As soon as her nose met his stomach, her head was bouncing back up again, leaving only the tip of Kurt's cock in her mouth. She didn't hold back now. Her head was rapidly bobbing up and down on Kurt's cock, never pausing to take a breath or to wipe away the spit that now smeared her cheeks and her chin. Her throat made a low gurgling sound as she sucked and Frankie could hear her moaning in the back of her throat. Kurt's eyes were closed and his mouth was slightly open, in an expression that was extremely similar to the one his mother had earlier. His hand remained grasped around Claudia's breast as she desperately sucked on his cock.
Frankie's mind had gone completely blank. He was no longer shocked by what he saw, though not because he no longer found it shocking. Instead, he had had some sort of sensory overload. His disbelief and his discomfort had been totally overwhelmed. Nothing made sense so he no longer tried to make sense of anything. The only thing he knew was that what he was watching was unbearably hot and that he couldn't look away. So he didn't.
Kurt could not hang on for long under Claudia's relentless action. Frankie wasn't sure how much time it was, but it was no more than a few minutes. Claudia's head was still bouncing up and down, her movements growing smoother and smoother as more and more saliva dripped down her son's cock. Kurt was moaning and shaking in the water. Suddenly, Kurt's entire body went entirely stiff, his hands shot out and grabbed his mother's head, pushing her down and keeping his cock buried deep in his throat. Frankie saw Kurt twitching and actually noticed Kurt's balls seizing up against his mother's face. Then he went entirely limp.
Frankie knew...Kurt had cum in his mother's throat. That her teeth and tongue were coated in sperm.
But there wasn't any time to reflect on that. As soon as Kurt went limp and let out a low sigh, Claudia got her revenge. Her son was just starting to slow his heart rate and recover from his orgasm when he let out a low, long breath. Claudia waited until all of the air was out of his lungs and, with a devilish smile of her own (as close as she could get with a cock still in her mouth), she suddenly moved both of her arms out from underneath of her son. Without her arms to hold him, he was no longer buoyant enough to float. With a quick yell, Kurt quickly slipped under the water. The last part of his body to drop was his now half-hard cock. As his body rocketed to the bottom of the pool, it quickly slipped from her lips.
Claudia didn't wait for her son to recover. As soon as his cock was out of her mouth, she quickly swam over to the end of the pool closest to Frankie and rushed out of the water. Frankie watched her walk up the stairs leading out of the water, her beautiful, naked body dripping water and swaying seductively. He also noticed that her mouth was slightly open as she walked. At first he didn't think anything of it, but just as she passed, he saw that her tongue was working her son's sperm around in her mouth. He could see the thick white liquid moving over her tongue and in between her teeth. She was flipping it around, letting it coat her mouth, savoring it. As she stopped between the two pool chairs directly in front of Frankie, she closed her mouth. He watched her throat moving and realized that she'd just swallowed her son's sperm.
By that time, Kurt had popped back up out of the water, sputtering and coughing. Claudia laughed at him and his head spun around so that he was facing his mother. He looked angry now, not playful. He shook his head as he finished coughing.
"You could've drowned me!" he said.
"Oh don't be a baby!" his mother shot back.
"That wasn't funny!" he said, slowly moving through the water towards his mother. Claudia didn't seem the least bit concerned about his anger.
"Neither was putting your finger up my ass!" Claudia retorted.
"You ruined my orgasm!" Kurt returned. Claudia didn't say another word. Instead, she spun around quickly so that her back was to Kurt as he waded through the water. She then dropped down onto the patio, on her hands and knees. Her large round ass was now up in the air and her breasts were hanging down from her body, her nipples could've cut glass. She looked back over her shoulder at her son.
"If you want a better orgasm, come over here and take it," she said coldly. Kurt's eyes grew wide and he started moving more quickly out of the water. Claudia shook her ass at her son, keeping her eyes leveled at him. Frankie saw that as Kurt was running up the stairs on the edge of the pool that his cock was already getting hard again. In the five steps it took him to reach the pool chairs, it was already totally erect and slapping against his stomach.
Kurt didn't waste any time and it didn't look like Claudia wanted him to. He moved quickly and was soon standing between her feet, looking down at her ass, narrow back, and shoulders. He dropped down onto his knees between his legs and wrapped his right hand around his dick. Frankie could smell the scent of chlorine now from the two bodies in front of him, but he could smell Claudia's arousal too. He remembered that Claudia had now yet cum. She was clearly desperate.
As though they were made to fit together, Kurt's cock lined up perfectly with his mother's dripping wet slit. He didn't bother to pull her lips open or act gently, he knew she was wet enough. In one fluid motion, Kurt slammed his hard cock deep into his mother's pussy. Claudia let out a loud, low moan.
"Oh fuck!" she said, "Honey, fuck mommy's pussy. Don't stop!" She didn't need to tell Kurt. As soon as his cock was buried all the way in her body, he was pulling it back out. Her body quivered and her muscles tightened, trying to hold her son's penis inside of her. But Kurt pulled hard and quickly, in a matter of moments, just the tip of his cock remained inside of her. Then, in another split second, it was back inside. Kurt immediately fell into a blistering rhythm. His cock moved in and out of his mother in a blur. Frankie could hear the wet sound Kurt's balls slapping into his mother's body.
Claudia moaned and writhed on the ground while her son pounded his cock in and out of her body. She managed to keep herself balanced, holding herself up with only her right hand. Her left hand was up, grabbing her breast once again, pinching the nipple and clawing at her flesh.
Somehow, Kurt managed to move his hips even faster than before. Frankie could see sweat pouring down the other man's face. The increased speed seemed to push Claudia past some limit. Her right armed buckled and she nearly pitched forward, face first, into the patio. She caught her balance, but her left had instantly slipped off her breast. Frankie thought she'd drop it down, so she'd once again be on all fours. Instead, her left hand snaked down between her leg. Frankie couldn't see what she was doing, but her hand instantly found her hard, swollen little clit and she began to rub it furiously while she felt her son's penis slamming in and out of her body.
Neither of them last long after that. Claudia came first. Frankie watched as her eyes opened for a moment before slamming shut. He saw the muscles in her arms and body tense completely, her toes curled on the patio. Her mouth dropped open like she was about to scream, but only a tiny little croak emerged from her throat. Her head dropped and her hips instinctively pushed back. This was too much for Kurt. His mother's sudden thrust, mixed with the intense squeezing caused by her orgasming pussy pushing him over the edge.
"Fill mommy with your cum, give it to me," Claudia managed to groaned in a small, faraway voice. But Kurt probably didn't hear it. His body was seizing up and he thrust his hips once last time, driving his cock deep into his mother's body and leaving it there. His balls seized again and his cock expanded slightly inside of his mother's body. His warm, thick semen was pouring into Claudia's body. After a few seconds, Claudia's pussy had milked every last drop out of him. Kurt let out a low sigh and collapsed onto his back on the patio. Claudia, now wobbly on her knees, collapsed as well, panting.
They lay there breathing for a long time. Frankie kept his eyes on them, especially on Claudia, but no thoughts were registering. It was like he was just recording what he was seeing so that he could later process it. He didn't even recognize the danger he was in anymore and later he would thank his good luck that he didn't just stand up and walk out of the wicker case. It never even occurred to him to worry that one or both of the people he watched would go over to the bin to retrieve a towel. He was just documenting, soaking it in and letting it tattoo itself on his mind. He would never, ever forget what he saw.
Claudia and Kurt sat up at around the same time, after some time passed. They'd caught their breath. They smiled at each other and Claudia reached over, took her son's hand, and kissed his knuckles gently. Kurt smiled. Neither of them seemed sheepish or embarrassed by what they'd done. They looked like two lovers, basking in the afterglow. That was, essentially what they were.
"Did you like it mom?" Kurt asked.
"Of course I liked it!" Claudia said, "I always like it when you make me cum."
"And I always makes you cum?" Kurt asked. It felt like these were almost rehearsed lines, like they said this after...every time they made love.
"Always baby, you're the best I've ever had," she said.
"I love you mom."
"I love you too, honey," Claudia said and they leaned forward once again and kissed. This time, a soft, motherly peck on the cheek. Without further words, they both rose and walked into the house, closing the door after them.
Frankie waited in the bin for a long time, probably longer than he needed to. At first, it was just because he was still too shell shocked to move. Eventually, it was because he was still afraid to get caught. But, maybe 20 minutes after the Parks had gone back in the house, Frankie opened the wicker bin and carefully climbed out. His legs felt wobbly and his cock was still hard. He didn't have time to worry about any of that. He quickly darted across the patio and climbed up the retaining wall. He grabbed his clothes and sprinted back to his own house. He snuck in through the back door so that no one would see him. He didn't know what he'd say if he saw his mother or sister.
In a matter of minutes, he was laying on his bed in his bedroom, totally naked with his hand wrapped around his hard cock. He knew that he'd never been more aroused in his entire life. He was just about to stroke his cock, thinking about Claudia and Kurt, when suddenly the full force of what he had seen washed over him. He'd never felt anything like it, a delayed reaction like that. The numbness that he'd sort of felt through most of his experience burned off and suddenly he realized that he had seen something that he shouldn't of seen. Something that no one should ever see. And he knew that it was wrong. The moral weight of he'd experience dragged him down like an anchor tied to his ankle.
What's more, he knew that what he was about to do was wrong. How could he touch himself and think about...incest? His hand slipped from his cock as the shame and the disgust washed over him. He ran his hand through his hair, trying to come to terms with what he'd seen and what it had done to him. But it was too much, every thought was like sand slipping through his fingers. He had no idea of what any of this meant for the future
He lay on his bed for a long time; confused, uneasy, and...undeniably aroused.
End Chapter 1
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Chapter 2: Alyssa and the Harts
Alyssa McCall snuck out of her room and then the house extremely quietly. As she moved, she continuously checked behind her back. She knew that she looked paranoid slipping out the door and silently crossing the street. It wasn't that she was doing something she wasn't supposed to do or meeting someone she was barred from seeing. Hell, she was an adult woman so it wasn't that she had a curfew, besides it was 2 o'clock on a Sunday afternoon. Truth be told, she was just crossing the street to see some neighbors. And that was why she had to hide.
The thing was, she couldn't let her mother know that she was going to see June and Lacy Hart. Not because her mother would disapprove, but because it was her mother's idea. And Alyssa couldn't bear to let her mother think she'd had a good idea. About anything.
Alyssa was not about to forgive her mother for anything. She was angry at her mother for refusing to buy her a used car (she couldn't buy one herself, school was her job). She was angry at her mother for moving out to the suburbs where a car was a necessity. She was angry at her mother for not deciding she wanted to live in the suburbs earlier and wasting nearly a year in the city. She was angry they'd moved to the city in the first place. More than anything else, she was angry at her mother for divorcing her father and forcing all of this on them.
It wasn't just that her parents had gotten divorced. It was...the attitude that her mother and, to a lesser extent, her brother had about it. It was like...it was like they were glad the marriage was over. That it was a relief. Alyssa knew that her father was no saint. Hell, she'd been disappointed by him more than anyone else, because she kept giving him more chances. When she was being honest with herself, she knew that he was far more important to her than she was to him. After all, he'd never visited her in the city and rarely accepted her phone calls. Now that he was engaged again, he didn't even really want her around. His fiancé was just a little older than Alyssa was and he didn't want her to think he was old. But what did that change? They had been a family and had loved each other in their own imperfect way. Now the family was shattered and it felt like Alyssa was the only one who regretted it. She was the only one who recognized that if they weren't complete, even with a slightly disappointing father, that they weren't even really a family anymore. Alyssa was a 20 year old woman and she knew it was childish to blame her mother and sometimes she tried to control her anger, but that didn't stop the way she felt.
During the last couple of weeks, Susan's biggest project had been trying to get Frankie and Alyssa to go out and "make friends" in the neighborhood. It seemed that Susan had liked the suburb idea because she was looking for some sense of community or something. And it felt to Alyssa that it was particularly important that she, more than even Frankie, buy into that as well. But to Alyssa, it came off as condescending and infantilizing. Alyssa always made sure her mother knew how annoyed she was by the whole thing. And it was that vocal opposition that made her sneak across the street necessary.
In one very small way, Susan had been right. It was nice that there were "girls" her age across the street. Not because Alyssa needed a friend her own age in the neighborhood. She planned on leaving the neighborhood as soon as possible. But she did need a ride. Her (new) community college was six miles from the house and, because it was the suburbs, there was no public transportation. Luckily, Alyssa had recently learned that both of the Hart sisters went to the same community college part time.
June was 23 and had just gone back to school after a few years of bouncing around doing odd jobs. Lacy was 18 and going fresh out of high school. Alyssa had met them both two days earlier, by accident. She'd been driving home in her mother's car after going out to buy schools supplies. On her way into the neighborhood she had, by chance, followed the sisters' ancient Ford Taurus. When all three women got out of the car, Alyssa had tried to duck quickly into her home. But the Harts had called to her from across the street and she'd been roped into a short conversation. She had to admit that they were nice if a bit...strange. Like everyone else in the cul-de-sac. But she'd learned they'd gone to the same school.
Alyssa had almost asked at that exact moment if they could give her a ride in the mornings. But the question had caught in her throat, the image of her mother saying "I told you so," playing in her mind. She'd made some excuse after a polite amount of time and had gone home, hoping her mother hadn't seen her talking to them.
Luckily, in the last couple of days (really ever since Susan had returned to work), her attention had shifted, for some reason, from Alyssa to Frankie. The third degrees had dropped off and now Susan was constantly trying to engage with Alyssa's mama's boy brother. Alyssa really didn't know what the reason behind the sudden change was. However, she had to admit that her brother had been acting strange lately. Ever since the night before his mother went back to work he had been very, very quiet. He had seemed distracted, maybe a bit confused, and touchy. But that wasn't Alyssa's problem. She didn't really care what his deal was. She just cared that it meant Susan was off her back.
It was that fact that had finally decided Alyssa to make the trip she was making now. She'd spent a couple of days going over the pros and cons of asking the Hart sisters for help. She'd rather walk twenty miles than let her mother find out she'd gone to the Harts. In the end, the fact that she had absolutely no way of getting to school on her own and the realization that she could probably get away with it undetected had decided her. And, as she skipped the last few steps across the asphalt into the Harts' front yard, Alyssa felt like she was going to get away with it.
As she made her way down the driveway, Alyssa took one last glance over her shoulder towards her mother's new house. It stared back at her blankly. She knew her brother was in the basement, staring at the ceiling strangely like had been the last few days. Her mother was probably in her own room, fretting and nervous and thinking about going down to talk to Frankie. No one was thinking about Alyssa. For the first time, perhaps ever, that made her smile. She walked the last few steps to the front door and rang the bell.
Nothing happened. She didn't hear anyone stirring inside and the door didn't open. She rang again and waited. She shifted around uncomfortably. She wondered if her mother would look out the window and see her. It would be mortifying. After waiting an appropriate amount of time, she looked at the driveway. The old Taurus was there. Mr. Harts BMW was there. It was the suburbs. No one went anywhere on foot. They had to be home. Why didn't they answer?
Just as that thought went through Alyssa's mind, she heard something. When it first hit her ear, Alyssa wasn't sure what it was. But then she heard it again. It was a woman's voice, angry. It was clear it was coming from the backyard. Someone was yelling about something. She heard another woman's voice, angrily yelling back. Not unhinged yelling, just a disagreement. It must have been the Hart sisters having an argument.
For a moment, Alyssa considered just turning around and returning to her mother's house. She didn't have any business in their fight and she was a little bit embarrassed about hearing any of it, even if she couldn't make out the words. She actually turned and looked at her mother's house, ready to go home. She had a vision of herself, returning to her room, probably not even being caught. But what would she do once she got there? She probably wouldn't get another chance to go over to the Hart's tonight. So she would just sit in her room until morning and then what? Walk to school? She sighed and heard the Hart sisters arguing again.
Suddenly a new idea struck her. Maybe she should just walk around back. I mean everyone was so...neighborly here. Her mother said so. Maybe they wouldn't mind. In fact, maybe they would appreciate it. If Alyssa walked into the back yard and June and Lacy had to interrupt their fight, maybe they would just drop it. In fact, they might appreciate the fact that Alyssa had broken it up.
Alyssa knew that if she thought about it too long, she'd realize she was rationalizing rather than actually thinking and then back out. So she quickly started to move towards the backyard. She walked across the driveway and turned right, walking down the side of the house. There were several holly trees very close to the house and she basically had to slide along the side of the house. A few seconds later, she reached the edge of the house near the back yard. She could hear the argument louder now. But there was a large bush separating her from what looked like a small deck.
She didn't want to go crashing through the bushes like a Sasquatch. It was strange enough that she was walking in on their argument. She carefully started to pick her way through the thick bushes, skirting around some of the larger plants as she moved. As she moved closer, she could make out more and more of the argument and began to feel embarrassed, like she was eavesdropping.
"I can't believe you'd do that," she heard June saying, "You knew I was going to ask him out this afternoon. You had no right to do that!" she said. Alyssa could just barely make out June through the trees, she probably wouldn't have just recognized her by voice. But the sisters, while obviously related, were unique enough for Alyssa to remember which was which.
June was the older sister, but she was shorter and thinner, making her look younger. She was only around 5'2 and had a slender, girlish build. Her breasts were small and perky, her body slim, her hips narrow. Her legs and arms were willowy. Alyssa in particular had been surprised by June's long, slender fingers with long, well-manicured nails. June had an open, girl next door sort of face. It was round with a wide mouth and small, pearly teeth. Her nose was small and her eyes were wide and set somewhat far apart. She had long dark red hair and pale white skin, but not a freckle on her face.
"I didn't know you were going to do it. I knew that you wanted to, but I didn't know if you were going to. You said you had homework!" Lacy shot back. Lacy was five years younger with a woman's body. She was taller at 5'9. She had shapely legs with muscular thighs. Her hips flared out quite wide (and she had a large, though muscular, ass) but narrowed down quickly at the waist. Her body flared back out again at a pair of large (and always well displayed) breasts. Her arms were somewhat shorter than June's, but she had the same long fingers and long nails. She had a long neck and her sister's round face. Her lips were a little fuller, her thin nose a little longer, and her eyes a little closer together. Her hair was a platinum blonde color but her roots looked like they were dark, maybe even the same dark red color as her sister. Nonetheless, her pale hair offset her extremely pale white skin almost as starkly as her sister's red hair.
"Doesn't the fact I was thinking about it just tell you that...you asking is absolutely inappropriate?" June shot back.
"You don't own him!" Lacy responded.
"Yeah, but if I say I am going to do something it is really shitty for you to just...swoop in out from under me!"
By this time, Alyssa had pushed almost completely through the bushes now, just a few thin branches blocking her from the sisters. They were only about ten feet away, standing on the back porch. There was no railing on the porch and it was only a foot or two off the ground.
It had become immediately clear to Alyssa that the sisters were arguing about a man. It sounded like June had been interested in a man and Lacy had, rather callously, asked him out anyway. Alyssa's sympathies immediately went out to the older sister. But that was the only thing going out from the bushes. This was not the kind of argument that would be comfortable to interrupt. The right thing to do in this situation was to turn around and go home, pretend like she heard nothing. But Alyssa found herself slightly titillated. She kind of wanted to know where this argument was going. Plus she was already there... She remained quietly in the bushes, watching the sisters.
"Who swooped? You saw him before me today, if you wanted to ask him to do something, you should've fucking asked him!" Lacy said.
"I had to ask him about that thing on Saturday. That was all we had a chance to talk about before he had to leave. I was going to see him this afternoon. You knew that!" June said.
"I knew you were a whiny little coward too!" Lacy said, taking a step towards her older sister.
"Fuck you June, you think you're so hot and you're so tough that any man would love you and any woman would fear you. But I'm not afraid of you, because I know you're just a stupid, little bitch!" June said, and she poked her younger sister's shoulder once sharply with her index finger. Lacy sort of leaned back and her eyes got wide. She let out a snorting little laugh.
"I feel like something just hit me in the shoulder. But I know I didn't. Because the only person here is a 98lbs midget with twigs for arms. And if she hit me...oh boy!" Lacy responded. Her nostrils were flaring and her eyes were wide. It was clear that her sister poking her had really gotten her angry. To Alyssa, this all felt let they were moving in well-worn grooves. Like this sort of argument happened all the time, but that it didn't dampen their anger. It was strange. In some ways, it seemed like they were behaving like children. Still, it was...interesting to watch and Alyssa kept her eyes on the sisters.
"Fuck," June said, poking her sister again, "You!" poking her a third time. As she reached for the last poke, Lacy's hand shot up, grabbing her sister's wrist and twisting it slightly. And then, with almost shocking speed, it was on. Alyssa didn't know what she was expecting, but it certainly wasn't this. Lacy tugged hard on June's arm, pulling her stumbling forward. June let out a sharp cry, but rather than simply catch her balance, she launched herself forward. June's arms wrapped around Lacy's legs, she bowled her younger sister over. Lacy hit the deck with a loud thud and Alyssa could heard the air go out of her lungs.
When they both reached the ground it was absolute pandemonium. Neither waited for Lacy to catch her breath, they were on top of one another. They rolled around on the deck, their arms and legs flying. Alyssa could hear them slapping one another and she could she their hands pulling on one another hair and knees driving in between one another's legs. They were screaming wildly as they fought, words coming out that were completely indecipherable. The whole deck seemed to be shaking lawn furniture was being tossed from side to side.
Alyssa stood frozen in the bushes, not exactly sure what she was seeing. She had seen videos on the internet of girls fighting, joke videos that people made. She could also remember fights when she was much younger. But this just seemed...bizarre. These were two adult women and they had simply...lost their minds. It hadn't even seemed like the fight had reached that level when it started. There was just no explanation for what Alyssa was seeing. But she was seeing it. She couldn't look away, it was too crazy.
She was watching so intently, that she hadn't noticed that someone else had arrived on the scene. The backdoor to the house had opened up and Carl Hart had stepped out onto the deck in his bathrobe. Alyssa had seen him once before, walking about to the mailbox to get his paper. She remembered being sort of shocked that a man who looked like he did had such undeniably beautiful daughters. Maybe he had just not aged well or maybe their mother had been a beautiful woman (somehow). Regardless, at around 5'7 and 245 pounds, Carl did not look like he belonged to the same tribe as his daughters. He had short dark hair formed in a horseshoes around the bald top of his head. Her wore thick glasses and had a permanent five o'clock shadow. He had thin arms and legs, with a round stomach and almost no ass. Alyssa remembered thinking he looked like a manager at an office supply store.
Perhaps it was it utter remarkability that allowed him to sneak up on his daughters (and Alyssa). One moment they were rolling around on the floor, screaming and tearing at one another. The next, they were completely silent, laying on the deck, looking up at their father. He had stilled the air with a loud whistle, made with his two pinkie fingers thrust between his lips. The two girls were panting and rolled away from each other, suddenly looking sheepish and embarrassed. The two girls had both been wearing denim shorts, June with a red tank top and Lacy with a white t-shirt. Alyssa noticed that the neck of the white shirt had been stretched down so far that she could see Lacy's black bra. The red tank top had been torn straight down the middle and now hung on June like a flimsy vest, the center clasp of her bra also visible. The sisters sat up next to each other on the deck, looking up at their father.
"What the...heck is going on out here you two?" Carl asked. His voice was nasally and soft, but it had a warmth to it as well. Alyssa was struck by the fact that this man was so much less...muscular and sturdy than her own father. But somehow, in a handful of words, he'd managed to project a warm masculinity that her brittle father could never touch. It was less a thought she had, than a feeling that ran through her. She learned forward slightly now, curious about what would happen next.
"Dad..."both girls said at the same time. They turned and looked at each other coldly and then, just as suddenly as it had started, the argument was on again. They were no longer physically fighting, but they were yelling over one another at the tops of their voices. It was so jumbled that Alyssa couldn't make out a word of what they were saying. Apparently, Carl couldn't either. Once again, he whistled loudly and the girls instantly became quiet, looking up at their father.
"I am tired of this girls, I really am. You're both adults now. I can't break up a fight every other day. It is ridiculous. I know you girls can get along, because you do it every other day. You can't keep doing this hot and cold thing with one another all the time. It is crazy. And it is embarrassing. The entire neighborhood can hear you fighting. They probably think you're both sick, fighting about...nothing all the time..."
"It isn't nothing Daddy," June said (Alyssa thought it was strange, she hadn't called her father daddy in over a decade). Carl lifted his hand and shook his head, looking at his two daughter seriously. June instantly became quiet. Alyssa was impressed by how quickly Carl had taken command of the situation.
"I don't want to hear it right now. I asked what you were fighting about and you two couldn't stop screaming long enough to tell me. I don't want to hear it..."
"But Daddy!" Lacy said.
"No!" Carl said firmly, "Whatever it was, I am sure it wasn't important. Before I hear anything more, I want you two to kiss and make up." The two sisters looked at each other acidly for a few minutes and then turned back to Carl. June shrugged her shoulders, "I mean it," Carl added, "kiss and make up or we aren't talking anymore."



Once again June and Lacy turned to face one another. Alyssa had simply assumed that Carl had been suggested that they "kiss and make up" in the sort of normal figurative sense; they needed to make a show of ending their fight. Maybe they'd hug. And, at first, the evidence in front of Alyssa's eyes seemed to bear that out. Without speaking, but Lacy and June turned their upper bodies towards one another, though their feet and legs stayed facing in front of them. Both of them stilted put their arms out and bent at the waist. Soon, their arms were wrapped around each other's backs and their breasts were pressed together.
And then it happened. At first, even seeing it, Alyssa's mind refused to register. In fact, it only became real when Alyssa heard a wet, gentle noise over the sound of the shifting leaves. June and Lacy were kissing! Alyssa looked more closely at their faces, unable to understand what she was seeing. It was, to a certain extent, a chaste little kiss, just their lips pressed together. Alyssa tried at first to just tell herself it was a little, sisterly peck. Totally normal. But she knew that wasn't quite right, something was...off about this. Their bodies were still wrapped together, their breasts still touching. That was part of it. It lasted for a...long time. That was part of it too. But there was something more. Alyssa could feel an energy pouring off of the sisters that she'd never expected to feel.
Regardless, Alyssa was no longer able to even pretend to lie to herself after a few seconds of kissing. June and Lacy's mouths opened at the same time, and Alyssa watched June's thick, wet, red tongue pour lazily into her younger sister's mouth. Lacy's hand rose up and her thumb pressed against her sister's cheek, her fingers grasping the back of June's neck. Lacy tilted her head to the side. June quickly twisted her body around and those rose up on her knees so that she was sort of leaning over her taller, younger sister. Her lips stayed pressed to her sister's mouth as she leaned over her. Alyssa could see their cheeks moving and, occasionally, a hot slash of red as their tongues were exposed. Lacy let out a low moan and June returned the noise.
Alyssa's mind was reeling uncontrollably. But before she even had a time to process her thoughts, June was moving again. Her lips broke from her sister's slightly, but she kept her tongue out, pushing it down towards her sister's open mouth. A thin line of saliva connected June's tongue to Lacy's bottom lip. Lacy raced her tongue over her lips, pulling the saliva into her mouth and breaking the strand connecting the sisters. Lacy moaned like the sweetest flavor she'd ever experienced was dancing on her tongue.
Or maybe it was more than that, because even as June was pulling her tongue out of her sister's mouth, her right hand had been rising up. Alyssa had barely noticed it, her eyes had been so deeply focused on the sisters' mouths. But when she heard Lacy gasp, her eyes dropped suddenly. June's right had had reached into the stretched-out neck opening of Lacy's shirt...and her fingers were grasping the top of Lacy's right breast in an overhand manner. Alyssa saw June's fingers squeezing into her sister's flesh and she saw Lacy trembling to the touch.
Something about the sheer depravity of what she was seeing shocked Alyssa out of her momentary trance. June and Lacy were kissing. No, more than kissing, they were hardcore making out. And June was fondling her younger sister breast. Absolutely none of this should be happening. Alyssa felt her stomach doing backflips and for a moment, for some reason, she thought she was going to be sick. The worst thing about it, and the strangest thing, was that it seemed like they felt it was so...normal. There had been no indication that this was going to happen and then...all the sudden it was happening, before Alyssa could escape from these crazy people. It was like they did this all the time. It was natural and normal to them. But to Alyssa, it was wrong and it was bad and she definitely didn't want to be seeing any of it.
In her mind, Alyssa ordered her body to turn around quickly and run. The sounds of the girls moaning would block out her movements. In a few seconds, she could be back at her house pretending like she'd never seen anything. And plotting how to avoid ever seeing Lacy or June again. And she reiterated this order to her body several times. But still she stood there, just watching, her body frozen. She knew what it was, what was holding her back, and she tried desperately in her mind to fight against it. But she was curious. Why and how was this happening? She knew she'd never see anything like this again in her life. How could she leave without learning what was happening? And so, while she desperately tried to override her inquisitiveness, she stayed where she was, with her eyes open.
June and Lacy hadn't waited for Alyssa to get her mind together. June had learned forward again and once against the sisters were kissing passionately. Their tongues probed deeply into one another's mouth, trying to snake down each other's throats. Every few seconds, June would pull her tongue out of her sister's mouth and Lacy would lick the spit off of her lips, and then they'd kiss again. The whole while their hands were busy. June's fingers were still gently massaging her sister's right breast. In fact, June was sinking deeper into Lacy's flesh, and her palm was pressed against the top of her sister's breast while her fingers were wrapping around it.
But Lacy had moved into action too. She'd grabbed hold of the two broken flaps June's tank top and pushed them back. They slid of June's shoulders and even off of her left arm. Soon it was dangling from June's elbow, only remaining on her body because June refused to break her grip on Lacy's breast. But Lacy wasn't done. Lacy's hands returned to her sister's chest. June's bra hooked in the front and Lacy expertly unhooked the clasp. Her hands moved around the small cups of her sister's bra pulling them apart. Just like her tank top, the straps of June's bra slid off her shoulders and off of her back. Soon it was hanging with the tanktop on June's arm.
June's breasts were now exposed. They were very small, smaller than they had even appeared in her bra, clearly a push up. But they were perky little mounds with long, pink nipples. They stood up high on her chest, making her look youthful and innocent. Alyssa felt her eyes drawn to them despite herself. When was the last time she'd someone, anyone besides herself naked? She could hardly remember.
But after just a brief moment, Alyssa could no longer see June's nipples, something was blocking the way. It took Alyssa a moment to realize what it was. Lacy's head! The sisters had broken their kiss, apparently, and Lacy had dropped her head down to her sister's chest. Now Alyssa could make it out. She saw that Lacy had taken June's entire, right nipple into her mouth. She could see Lacy's cheeks moving as her tongue lapped and sucked on June's nipple.
June threw her head back moaning as Alyssa saw Lacy's teeth sinking down gently onto her sister's breast. June's hand had necessarily moved off of her sister's breast (the tanktop and the bra now on the floor). June's right hand moved to her own mouth and she bit her fingers as her sister sucked on her. After a few moments, Lacy switched breasts, moving her lips over to June's other nipples. June's first nipple glistened with her sister's spit and her hand shot up to grasp it, pulling on it and twisting it gently.
As June shook and moaned on the deck, her hands reached down, flailing. She found the bottom hem of Lacy's t-shirt and started to pull it up. She moved it jerkily but quickly, yanking it up off of her sister's body. As it moved over Lacy's head, the young sister broke her kiss on June's nipple, letting the shirt slip over her head, her bleach blonde hair cascading out messily. She now shifted her legs, moving so that, like June, she was kneeling up on her knees. At the same time, Lacy reached behind her back, unhooking her bra. As she rose up, her bra fell to the ground, exposing her breasts. They were much larger than her sister's, round and full. But Alyssa noticed that they sat up high on her chest and she had the same long, pink nipples as her sister.
Because Lacy was more than half a foot taller than her older sister, as they both knelt on the deck, June's head was perfectly lined up with Lacy's breasts. June dove forward with almost the same speed that she had tackled her sister earlier. But now her mouth pressed firmly into her sister's nipple and her face sank into Lacy's generous breasts. Now it was Lacy's turn to throw her head back, moaning and shaking. For a moment, her hand rose up to her free nipple, pulling and squeezing it while she shivered from excitement.
But soon, both sisters were moving their hands in unison. They quickly grasped at one another's shorts, unbuttoning them, pulling them down, shifting their bodies so they could pull them off. Neither sister was wearing panties. Despite the fact that they both kept their eyes closed and June never broke her lip lock on Lacy's nipple, they moved quickly and expertly. It was quickly apparent the Alyssa that this was not something they were doing for the first time. They'd...disrobed each other in this manner before. Alyssa didn't know what to think about that. In fact, she was hardly thinking about anything. She was trying desperately to make sure that her mind kept up with her eyes. And she was failing. All she could do was observe.
Lacy and June were now totally naked now. Alyssa could see, between the pale, toned expanses of their thighs, the sisters' bare vaginas. June was shaved totally bare, which accentuated her youthful appearance. As they moved, Alyssa could see she had a pair of tight, pink lips that were the same color as her nipples. Lacy had a small, well-kempt strip of public hair that was dyed the same bleach blonde color as the rest of her hair. But Alyssa couldn't spend much time thinking about it, June was still sucking desperately on her sister's nipple and Lacy was running her hands slowly and lovingly through her sister's long, red hair.
"Very good girls. That's what I like to see," a voice said from over by the back door. Alyssa jumped about two feet in the air deep in the bushes. Her eyes flittered quickly over in the direction. Carl! She had been so focused on Lacy and June, so shocked by what they were doing, that she had completely forgotten about Carl. There he was, staring at his daughters as they...touched one another. And Carl, Alyssa saw, had clearly been paying attention. His robe was in a pile on the deck. He clearly hadn't been wearing a stitch of clothing underneath. He was totally naked, his round, slightly hairy belly protruding far out over where his beltline would be. Alyssa saw that he was...enjoying the show. Carl's...penis was fully erect and his hand was grasped around it. Alyssa had not seen many penises in her life, she'd only had any kind of sex with four people at that point (and only intercourse with two) but she had a general idea about size. And Carl was big. His cock must've been over seven inches long and extremely thick. His pudgy hand barely wrapped around it and the tip was red and bulging. It was pressed up against his belly. It was the only uncircumcised cock she'd ever seen.
Maybe it was something about the jarring nature of realizing the Carl was there, or maybe it was the cumulative shock of seeing all of them, Carl, June, and Lacy naked. And more. Whatever it was, Alyssa suddenly felt her mind clear. For the first time since the sisters had started to "kiss and make up" Alyssa was able to reflect on what she was seeing. Her mouth was dry and her stomach was knotted terribly. She felt like she was shivering cold, although it was very hot in the bushes. The thought that what she was seeing something absolutely depraved and wrong kept rolling through her mind, over and over again. A certain urge inside of her told her constantly to turn and run, to forget she ever say anything like this.
But she also felt that she was frozen. Part of it was fear, she knew that. She was afraid of running because it someone heard her...she didn't know what would happen. That was probably a small part of it, but she tried to convince herself that that was the only thing keeping her in place. But she knew that it wasn't. She was still curious, and she knew it. This was so absolutely beyond the realm of her experience...she just couldn't imagine where it would go next. Or she could just imagine and wanted to see if she was right.
And beneath that feeling, shameful as it was, was something else. Something that Alyssa wouldn't even let herself skirt around. She felt a fluttering in her heart, she felt a...wetness between her legs. She was not...attracted to girls...and certainly didn't think she was interested in anything so...taboo. But there was a physical reaction in her body. She knew she felt her throat tighten and her nipples tingle as she looked at Carl's bare, rigid penis. She couldn't deny those physical reactions, and so she pushed them aside, ignored them. It was only fear, she told herself. Alyssa was almost relieved when Carl began to speak again, knocking her out of her mind.
"Okay one more kiss girls," he said. The two girls smiled and then leaned forward, pecking each other on the lips, "Don't you feel silly for fighting like that?" he asked. The two girls nodded obediently and smiled again. They actually reached across the distance separating their bodies and held hands. Their eyes then returned to their father, looking at his cock.
"Now," he said, "Lacy, I want you to tell me what happened."
"But dad..." June started, Carl released his cock and it bobbed lewdly. He lifted his hand and silenced his oldest daughter.
"I asked Lacy. I will hear from you after if I have to. Now Lacy, tell me why you were fighting with your sister. And if you lie, I will know," he said. He had such a stern, fatherly attitude that might have seemed condescending to adult women if it wasn't for the absurdity of his nudity. Lacy looked over at her sister, took a deep breath, seemed to collect her thoughts, and turned to her father.
"Well," she began and then she paused like she was considering. One more time she looked at June out of the corner of her eye. Her shoulders slumped slightly, "June was going to ask if you wanted to go out on a date with her tonight. I knew about it, but I asked you first Daddy. I am really sorry. I just wanted to be with you. She's had the last date and I didn't think it was fair that she just called 'dibs' this morning." Alyssa's mouth dropped open. They were arguing about...a date with her father! Once again, Alyssa's head was swimming, but Carl didn't seem in the least bit fazed. He crossed his arms in front of his chest.
"June, is your sister telling the truth?" he asked sternly. June looked over at her younger sister and then nodded.
"Yes daddy," she said. Carl shook his head dramatically and rubbed his bald pate with his fingertips. He looked at his daughters for a long time, until they were squirming a bit, uncomfortable on the deck.
"I don't understand you girls," he said, "How many time do I have to tell you that I don't have a favorite?" he asked.
"But daddy..." both girls whined in unison, but Carl lifted his hand again, silencing them.
"I love you both the same and I want to spend time with both of you equally. If you ever feel like I am not being...fair with my time, then come to me. Both of you together or just one of you. I promise there will always be time for both of you," he said. Alyssa felt a strange pang in her chest. It felt like...jealousy. But she couldn't really figure out why.
"Sorry daddy," Lacy said.
"Yeah, sorry," June echoed.
"Don't be sorry," he said, then a small smile broke out on his face, "Just don't do it again." The two girls nodded enthusiastically and they seemed to know that they were no longer in trouble.
"We won't daddy, we made up," Lacy said. Of course, Carl knew, he had watched them...making up. And if his still-hard cock was any indication, he had enjoyed it.
"Well that's good Lacy. And I am proud of you for telling the truth. But I still think that what you did to your sister today was wrong," Lacy began to speak but Carl spoke right over her, "I am not mad. But we are all together now and I think it would be good if, as a family, we all forgave one another. Because I want you, Lacy, to think extra hard about what you've done. Your sister is going to go first today." He said. Lacy crossed her arms in front of her ample breasts, pouting silently. June didn't bother to look at her sister. Instead, she stood up quickly and walked over towards her father.
Alyssa tried to tell herself that she didn't know what Carl was talking about, that she couldn't possibly figure out what he meant. But of course, she could guess where this was going. She knew where it was going and she couldn't make herself look away. She desperately needed to see what happened next. She had to see this family forgive one another. She had to see this father loving his daughters. She had to see...everything.
It didn't take long. As June began to walk towards her father, Carl took a couple of steps to the side. He found an armless deck chair a few feet from the door and sat down. Her spread his legs wide, his long cock sticking up lewdly while his belly spread out over his lap. June kept moving towards her father. She stopped when she was standing directly in front of him.
"Did Lacy get your pussy nice and wet?" he asked. June nodded.
"Yes daddy," she said, her voice sounding husky and excited. Alyssa noticed her own wet pussy and her hardened nipples, but she ignored them. Ignored the implication of them.
"Good girl," Carl said to Lacy, peeking out around his oldest daughter. Then he turned back and looked at June.
"Get daddy's cock nice and wet too. I don't want to hurt you," he said, wrapping his hand around his shaft. June instantly fell to her knees on the deck, right between her father's knees. She had fallen so fast that the wood made a hollow thumping sound. She didn't seem to notice. Instead, her small, delicate fingers began to reach up towards her father. Carl slowly moved his hand away from his shaft as June moved closer. His body stiffened has his daughter's thin fingers slipped across his shaft. Alyssa heard him suck in a sharp breath as June's palm wrapped around him.
June now rose up on her knees, just like she'd done earlier when she was kissing Lacy. Alyssa could see that the slender woman's nipples were extremely hard and her body was shaking slightly. Carl was staring directly at his daughter, watching her every movement. Lacy was still sitting on the deck, looking on enviously but lasciviously. As June rose up, the tip of her father's cock was even with her breasts, just a few short inches from her nipples. June craned her neck, bending down so that her eyes were locked on the top of her father's uncircumcised penis. A dab of pre-cum was shimmering against the tip in the warm, late-summer sun.
A small bead of saliva suddenly formed on the tip of June's lips. Soon it grew thicker, and fuller. Alyssa watched as the dribble of spit slipped off of June's mouth, falling rapidly. But June hadn't just spit it out, she'd made a thin, stringy waterfall of saliva. It dribbled out of her in a constant line. After a moment, the spit splashed down onto the tip of her father's cock, instantly melding with the single drop of pre-cum there. More spit pouring slowly out of June's mouth, maintaining a perfect connection between June's mouth and her father's penis. Carl kept his eyes on the thin line of spit, not moving or interrupting his eldest daughter.



After a minute or so, there was so much spit collecting around Carl's foreskin, that it essentially overflowed. Alyssa could only just barely make it out, but she could sense by the way Carl and June moved that thin streams of spit were flowing down his cock. June pushed her tongue quickly out of her mouth, a large wad of spit moving out with it. This action had broken the connection between June's lips and her father's penis.
The spit felt from her lips and landed heavily on her father's cock, speeding the flow down Carl's shaft. The spit was just about to reach June's fingers just above Carl's low-hanging, heavy looking balls, June's hand swung into action. Still craning her neck and looking down at her father's erection, June began to stroke her palm up her father's cock. The thick, copious spit coated her hand as she began to move it up the length of her father's shaft. As she stroked his cock up, June rotated her wrists, swirling her fingers and making sure that she coated every inch of him with her spit. When she reached the top of Carl's shaft, she rotated her palm over the tip, getting it wet and causing Carl to breathe in sharply. Then her hand was moving down her father's shaft again, still twisting and coating him in her wetness.
June stroked her father's cock for about a minute. Her hand moved slowly and rhythmically, June breasts trembling as she worked. Her eyes remained fixed on Carl's penis, her fingers moving lightly so she touched every inch of his hard, veiny shaft. Carl kept his hands down at his side and his eyes on his daughter's fingers. He was breathing shallowly and the muscles under his layer of middle aged paunch were tightening as he enjoyed the view. For a moment, Alyssa thought that June was going to...stroke her father to completion. But, after a few luxuriating strokes, her hand began to slow. June sat back a little on her thighs and she straightened her neck. She looked up at her father, her hands still wrapped around his cock and her large eyes looking glassy and innocent.
"Is it wet enough Daddy?" she asked in a cooing voice.
"Yes, stand up," Carl said softly, warmly. June's hand slipped off her father's cock and she quickly stood up in front of him. Carl's hands rose quickly, his thick fingers grasping hold of his daughter's narrow waist. Quickly but gently her spun his daughter around so that she was facing away from him. Alyssa could see an excited smile cross the girl's face.
Whatever malice had Lacy call her sister a "98 pound midget," held some kernel of truth. June was very petite. Carl didn't even bother to sit up or gain leverage. As soon as June had turned around, Carl's hands grasped her more firmly around the waist. Actually, a little below the waist, where June's hips flared out gently. His fingers sank into her flesh and she let out a little yelp. Carl lifted her effortless up off of the deck. June giggled.
"I love it when you pick me up Daddy," she said, lifting her right hand up to her mouth and coyly biting her finger.
"I like it better when I put you down," Carl said meaningfully. Carl pulled June back easily and Alyssa was surprised by how effortlessly he moved her. June put her legs out in front of her body like she was sitting, spreading her legs very slightly. Carl slowly began to lower his daughter down towards his lap. June was giggling excitedly, her face lit up and euphoric. She reached her hand down between her legs, pushing down passed her pussy. Alyssa could see her fingers dangling under her body.
Carl kept lowering his daughter down. Eventually, June's fingertips brushed the tip of her father's penis. Carl groaned loudly and June giggled. Sitting on the deck, Lacy leaned forward intently, watching. June's fingers grasped around the tip of Carl's penis as she dropped lower and lower. As Carl pulled her into place, June carefully guided the tip of her father's penis towards her vagina. Within a few moments, June gasped and Alyssa watched at the bulbous head of Carl's penis penetrated his daughter.
"Oh daddy, yes!" June moaned, moving her fingers out from under her body. Her hands instantly flew up to her small breasts. Her palms pressed against her nipples and her fingers sank into her flesh. She threw her head back moaning. June's pussy was so wet and she'd lubricated her father's cock so well that, despite his large size, Carl's cock was soon sliding easily into her body. She was stretching easily and Alyssa could see the hard, pink clitoris sitting up erect and glistening on June's body. Within a few seconds, June's ass was sitting easily in her father's lap, his belly pressing into her back. His balls were sitting up against June's thighs. Carl's cock was buried entirely inside of his daughter's body!
Something about this last act...it broke through something in Alyssa's mind. Of course, Alyssa had known that things were going in this direction. She'd known it for a long time, they weren't exactly being subtle. But, she'd been fighting, harder and harder, to avoid consciously acknowledging it. Part of it was simply that, despite all the evidence, she simply couldn't believe that a father and daughter would have sex with one another. It was so far outside of what she knew to be normal, moral, and right. And so she had always been waiting for one of them to call it off, to somehow play it off as a joke long after that was possible. But it was more than that as well. She couldn't even think about it because she knew, deep inside, that she wanted to see it. A naughty little part of her mind had been waiting for it ever since this whole thing had started. A part of her wanted to see Carl fucking his petite little daughter. It was so wrong and so...dirty.
And now she saw it and it looked beautiful. Alyssa couldn't deny it. She liked what she was seeing. Alyssa's small body was so beautiful and delicate. Her father looked stronger and more virile with his small daughter in his hands. And Lacy, the look of pure lust and jealousy on her face made her more beautiful than ever. It was a family coming together in a way that Alyssa knew should have been disgusting. But the reaction of her body showed that she didn't find it disgusting. She was breathing shallowly, her nipples ached, and she could feel a slickness running down her legs. She was desperately aroused and seeing June and Carl actually fucking...it stripped bare the barriers she'd been trying to build, it exposed her contradictions. She had to choose if she wanted to stay and accept that this excited her or run and do what she knew she was supposed to do. But there was no choice. She had to stay, she had to watch.
Carl and June hadn't waited for Alyssa. While she stood with her mouth open and her mind reeling, Carl had been gently lifting and dropped his daughter in his lap. Carl's cock had slid in and out of June's pussy as she grew wetter and wetter. He had slid his hands off of her hips and looped his hands under her slender thighs. He'd spread her legs apart slightly. It looked like it was easy for him to lift her and drop her from this position. His cock was now slipping deeper and deeper inside of her. June was moaning loudly and running her hands through her hair.
"Oh Jesus, daddy fuck me!" June groaned, her eyes rolling back in her head.
"I love you Junebug," Carl huffed, not slowing his motion.
"I love you too daddy," June gasped, moving her hands back to her breasts and licking her lips. Carl didn't slow, but her looked around his daughter.
"I love you too Lace," Carl said, speaking to his youngest daughter. Lacy was trembling all over, watching her father fuck her sister. She looked almost surprised that Carl had spoken.
"I fucking love you too Lace," June said as well, moaning loudly and shaking all over. Carl smiled indulgently.
"I love you both," Lace said, her voice sound thick and breathy.
"Don't just say it Lace. Come show us," Carl said, "Get down on your knees and lick us." Lacy's eyes lit up instantly and she stumbled forward on the deck, her breast jiggling wildly. In half a moment Lacy had crossed the distance between them. She was on her knees, in between her family's legs. Lacy's eyes were moving up and down as she watched her older sister's body bob up and down on their father's cock. Her eyes were hungry and her mouth was hanging slightly open, she was licking her lips. June was moaning loudly and her eyes were fluttering.
"Oh fuck Lacy," she begged, "lick me please!" It was like Lacy had been waiting for just such a suggestion. She carefully moved her blonde hair back behind her ears and leaned in, forward. As she did so, the wind shifting, moving in Alyssa's direction. Alyssa was nearly bowled over, the musky aroma of sex was heavy on the wind. It nearly took her breath away, making her realize how close she really was. She couldn't even imagine what it was like for Lacy, as she pushed her head closer to her family. After a moment, Lacy stopped moving forward and June's head shot back, her body going rigid.
"My fucking clit, get it Lacy!" she moaned, reaching her hand down and pressing it into the back of Lacy's head. Lacy let out a low moan and Alyssa could see her long, flat tongue slipping out of her mouth. It seemed that Lacy was keeping her head and her tongue still. As June bobbed up at down on her father's cock, Lacy was alternately licking her sister's wet gash and Carl's hard, throbbing cock. She was tasting both of them and sometimes she'd pull her tongue back in so that she could swallow their juices down.
The family stayed like this for a few minutes. Carl stayed sitting up on the edge of his chair, his face looking stony and determined. He kept his hands cupped under his daughter's thighs, lifting her and dropping her easily, repeatedly impaling her on his long, hard cock. June's body was rigid with intensity. Her eyes were almost always closed and her mouth was almost always open. She was groaning loudly and, once again, playing with her small breasts. Lacy was on her knees in between them, her head thrust between their legs. She kept her tongue firmly against their bodies, moaning loudly and she tasted them. One of her hands was up, grasping her own breast tightly and teasing her nipples. The other hand had now dropped down between her legs and Alyssa could see that Lacy was furiously working over her own clit, slipping her fingers inside of herself every few seconds as a treat.
After a while, Lacy suddenly changed what she was doing. Alyssa saw the younger girl's head begin to bob up and down, moving at the same speed as her sister. At first, Alyssa couldn't figure out what Lacy was doing. Alyssa was afraid to reposition herself slightly in the bushes so she could see. But it didn't matter, it was soon very apparent what Lacy was doing. June's eyes had snapped open and her fingers formed into fist.
"Oh shit I'm cumming! Don't stop daddy, don't stop Lacy!" she moaned. Then Alyssa realized what Lacy had been doing, she had firmly planted her lips around her sister's clitoris. She was sucking on June's pussy for all she was worth. And with that, it didn't take long. Alyssa saw June bite down on her own lip and heard a high pitched squeal coming from her throat. June was shaking and trembling all over, her body impossibly rigid. Neither Lacy nor Carl stopped moving as the orgasm tore through June's body. They kept pouring more and more energy into June and she looked like her mind had left her. She just kept sucking up more and more pleasure, her motions growing more and more erratic, her voice louder and less distinct. After a minute, the orgasm finally departed and all of the rigid muscles went slack in June' body. She collapsed backwards against her father's chest.
"Oh...Oh...Shit!" she panted, her small breasts with hard little nipples rising and falling deeply as she caught her breath. Carl's cock was now buried entirely inside of his eldest daughter and Lacy still had her head between their legs, licking at June's clitoris. June now dropped her hand down towards Lacy's head, pushing her away from her sensitive body.
Alyssa knew that this should have been as big a shock as anything else she'd seen. Lacy and Carl had worked together to give June an orgasm. It was a father and his two daughters, and Alyssa had seen it. She still knew it was wrong but she found that she no longer even really cared about that. It had been dirty, of course, but dirty in a delightfully sensual way. And it had been beautiful. Alyssa knew that she liked what she saw. She knew that it was making her...unbearably horny. What else could she possibly think about? Even if she had tried, Carl soon cut in, overwhelming all of her internal thoughts.
"Do you feel better now June," Carl asked.
"Yes daddy," she breathed. Carl smiled. Then, slowly, he grasped his daughter once again around the waist. He began to slowly lift her up. June was still panting heavily and she was totally limp. But she still gasped pleasurably as her father began to lift her easily off of his cock. After a moment, the tip of Carl's still hard (and unsatisfied) cock slipped out of his daughter's body. He left the tip kissing her pussy lips for a half a moment and a shiver ran through June's body. Then he carefully moved her body to the side and set her down on the deck next to the chair. She lay on her side, panting and smiling contentedly. Carl looked over at his other daughter.
"Lacy, did you make your sister cum?" he asked.
"Yes daddy, I wanted to tell her I was really sorry," Lacy said, her eyes glistening with earnestness. Carl nodded gently and smiled.
"I am very proud of you, you did the right thing," Carl said and Lacy beamed and him, "Would you like to be rewarded?" he asked. Lacy's eyes instantly flew to her father's hard cock, still glistening with her father's juices. Her tongue played across her tongue.
"Yes daddy," she said, "I want it bad. I want it deep." With each word her voice grew smokier, sultrier. Carl nodded.
"You know what to do," he said. And it was clear Lacy did. She slid back a few feet on the deck and then she laid down on her back. She then rolled over quickly onto her side so that she was leaning on her right elbow, her long hair cascading over her shoulder and down onto her hand. Her large breasts moved together shaking slightly. She was looking out into the woods, facing the general direction where Alyssa stood. For some reason, Alyssa didn't feel afraid. She just kept watching. She saw Lacy left leg suddenly split apart from the left. Alyssa figured that she must've been a dancer or something because, after a moment, her long left leg was nearly perpendicular to the rest of her body. The little pink slash of her pussy was splitting open and she was dripping her musky-scented juices down her leg. Her clit looked red and aching.
If she was straining to hold her leg up in that manner, she didn't have to wait long. As soon as she was in position, her father suddenly appeared between her legs. He was kneeling behind her, straddling her right leg. His meaty right hand grasped his daughter's leg around the calf, holding her up. She squealed delightedly and looked back at her father. She watched as he gently kissed her ankle and she wiggled her toes.
"Don't wait daddy," she begged, "I need it now." It was like Carl had simply been waiting for that small order. His left hand instantly grasped around his own cock, pushing it down towards his daughter's dripping pussy. "Yes daddy, yes daddy, yes daddy!" Lacy began to moan and chant. She didn't stop for a long time, although her voice rose an octave as Carl pushed the tip of his hard, wet cock against her open pussy. Lacy was so unbelievably wet, and Carl was still lubricated from June's pussy. Her body just sort of swallowed him up. In half a moment, all seven inches of Carl's hard penis disappeared into his youngest daughter.
Lacy began chanting faster, her left had slipped off of her hip and finding her breasts. She played with both of them while she thrust her hips back. Carl knelt behind his daughter. His left knees was down on the deck, almost (but not quite) obstructing Alyssa's view of Lacy's pussy. Carl's right foot was flat on the deck, sort of off to the side of his of his body, running perpendicular to Lacy's body (a sort of modified Captain Morgan pose, with his hips low). His right hand was now grasping his daughter's ankle and left was on her hip. He was pulling his daughter back with this left hand, pulling her pussy over his cock and then pushing her away slightly, only to pull her back in.
They fell into it unbelievably quickly. One moment, Lacy was getting into position, and the next her father's hips were slamming back and forth, driving his cock deeper and deeper into her aching, begging pussy. For her part, it seemed like Carl almost wasn't going fast enough or hard enough for Lacy. Her voice sounded ragged and she looked like she was torturing her nipples with her fingers. And she kept slamming her hips back harder and harder, driving her father's cock in deeper and deeper.
Alyssa wasn't sure how long they were...fucking like this. She just knew that after some unspecified amount of time, it seemed that June had finally caught her breath. Alyssa had almost forgotten about the older sister and actually felt slightly jarred when she saw June walk across the deck and kneel down behind her sister's back. June ran her hands along Lacy's back, her fingers tickling across the sides of her sister's breasts. A thick noise came from Lacy's throat and she looked over her shoulder at her sister. They smiled at one another and then June leaned in over toward her sister's face and kissed her. Their tongues briefly plunged into one another's mouths and Alyssa could see June trembling slightly and Lacy rocking hard to her father's thrusts.
After a painfully short kiss, June moved her lips back away from her sister. June gave Lacy a devilish little look and then slid slightly to the side. Lacy went back to chanting, begging her father to fuck her harder. June was now directly behind Lacy's firm around ass. In a quick motion, her head dropped down low. Alyssa could no longer see her face, it was totally blocked by Lacy's body. But she could see June's hand as it clenched the flesh of Lacy's shaking ass, her fingers sinking in. For a moment, Alyssa could not figure out what was happening. Then Lacy spoke, somehow managing to shock Alyssa one last time.
"Oh fuck yeah June," she said, "I love it when you eat my ass. Don't stop!" she begged. Alyssa eyes bulged and, without thought, her hand rose and covered her mouth. She couldn't believe what she'd just heard. But she could almost see it now in her mind's eye, even though Lacy was blocking her view. She knew that June was prying her sister's ample ass cheeks apart and that she was pressing her face between them. Alyssa could almost see June's little pink tongue sticking out from between her lips, pressing into the crinkled red star of her sister's...asshole. Alyssa knew from the way that Lacy was writhing and moaning that June was lapping her thick tongue up and down across her sister's anus, tasting her flavor and sending vibrations through Lacy's body.
Now that her face was firmly planted between her sister's ass cheeks, it was no longer necessary for June's hand to clench firmly on Lacy's ass and pull her apart. As a result, June's hand started to quickly slip over the swell of her sister's hip. In a matter of seconds, June's fingers were moving slowly over Lacy's dyed pubic hair before finally resting against Lacy's firm, red clitoris. Lacy gasped that her head fell down towards her chest. June kept her hand glued to her sister's body, letting it move with the rhythm of her father's thrusts. Her fingers moved wildly, soaking themselves in Lacy's juices and then moving frictionlessly over Lacy's clit.



"Fuck June...so good!" Lacy moaned, her hand pulling even more viciously on her breasts now. They stayed this way for a short time. Lacy lay on her side, her head lolling wildly and her voice calling out in increasingly frantic tones. Her left hand moved back and forth across her breasts, squeezing her flesh and trying to get some relief. Down behind her back, June leaned heavily to the side and her head bobbed and moved in time with the others. She kept her face buried deep in her sister's ass, her tongue probing Lacy's most secret places. At the same time, her arm was snaked up over Lacy's hip, draped across Lacy's hot skin. June's finger flew across Lacy's clit, circling rapidly and complementing the thrusting just fractions of an inch away. That thrusting came from Carl's hard cock. He was pulling out almost entirely now and then slamming the entire thick length of himself back into his youngest daughter. Her pussy lips stretched to take him and her body quivered with each thrust. Carl's balls slapped against Lacy's body and pushed against June's hair. Carl's large belly was pressing into Lacy's svelte thigh and his hand was still grasping tightly at Lacy's hip and thigh. Alyssa could see sweat pouring down Carl's face and his eyes remained fixed on both of his daughters, a satisfied smile across his face, except when he leaned forward to kiss Lacy's calf. He struggled mightily to keep up his torrid pace and to continue to slam his penis into his daughter's body.
Perhaps luckily for his heart, Lacy could not hold out long under the assault of her sister's tongue and fingers and her father's cock. After only a few rapid thrusts, Lacy's body began to shake. Her incoherent babbling coalesced into a single, moaning scream and her mouth froze open, her tongue as stiff and straight as the rest of the muscles in her body. June and Carl didn't slow, if anything, they increased their speed as Lacy began to tremor more violently and squeeze her breasts more tightly. If the two sisters did not look particularly similar in their normal lives, Alyssa could see it now. As the orgasm tore through Lacy's body, Alyssa was struck by how much Lacy's facial expression and muscular seizures looked like June's. And, in a few moments, as the orgasm slowly began to subside, Lacy collapsed on the deck, just as June had done now long before.
Once they were positive that Lacy's orgasm had passed, June and Carl gently released her body. June moved her fingers away from Lacy's clit and pulled her head out from behind Lacy's ass. Alyssa saw that June's face was glistening with spit. Carl slowly slipped his still-throbbing cock out of his daughter's pussy and then gently lowered her leg down onto the deck. Lacy let out a small cooing sound as he did so.
Alyssa could no longer analyze what she was seeing. She felt no...normal feelings about any of this anymore. Her pussy was soaking wet and her clit ached to be touched. She was panting and squeezing her legs together desperately in the bushes. She could feel her nipples aching and she was struggling to keep the sounds of a moan trapped in the back of her throat. She couldn't get caught now. Not because it was wrong to watch or because she'd be embarrassed, but because she desperately needed to see what happened next.
It almost looked like the next thing would be a heart attack for Carl. His breath was ragged and he was covered in an intense sheen from his sweat. He stood and then took a stumbling step backwards and collapsed, panting on the deck chair. His cock was still extremely hard and it glistened with his daughters' juices. He wiped his hand across his brow, throwing the sweat aside and smiling.
"I'm proud of you girls," he said, "Taking care of each other like that. Why can't you always get along?" Each word came out after halting breath. June sat up on the deck.
"We need you to keep us in line daddy, we can't do it ourselves," June said in a baby-girl voice, "And you are so good at it. You deserve a reward!" She then rose quickly up onto her hands and knees on the deck. With an almost feline appearance, June crawled across the distance separating her from her father, her shoulder rising and falling and her small breasts dangling below her body. After a few seconds, she was directly in front of her father. She rose up, placing her hands on her father's right knee. She looked over at his hard cock, saw the pre-cum and her sister's juices dripping off of it. She must've known that he would be close.
"Go ahead June," Carl said, reaching down and rubbing his daughter's forearm and smiling at her.
"Yes daddy," June said and, without further prompting, rose up on her knees, bent her neck, and dropped her head down on her father's cock once again. She moved like...well a pro. In one fluid movement, Carl's entire cock slipped beyond June's lips, across her tongue, and down into her throat. Carl grunted and closed his eyes as June's chin pressed into his balls.
For a few moments, June seemed to lose control. Her head bobbed up and down so quickly that it made Alyssa dizzy. She just sort of let her throat hold open, allowing the bulbous tip of her father's penis to slam into her throat again and again and again. She was making gagging, humming noises. Carl laid back in his chair keeping his eyes on his daughter and feeling his muscles tense up.
Lacy must've heard what was happening because she didn't stay panting on the floor for long. After June had been sucking her father's cock for less than a full minute, Lacy was up off of the deck and walking quickly over towards the chair. She dropped down quickly, placing her hand on her father's open knee next to her sister. It was tight quarters and Lacy had to throw her arm over June, her breasts pressing against June's back.
"Share!" She said quickly. Apparently still gripped by the spirit of togetherness, June didn't even protest. Instead, she quickly pulled her head up, letting her father's cock slip out of her throat. Alyssa could see long streams of spit pouring down the length of Carl's shaft.
"That's good girls!" Carl groaned. June kissed the tip of Carl's penis and then slowly began to lick her way down the length of his shaft, following the line of his urethra. As soon as June's lips were off of their father's tip, Lacy craned her neck and popped the hard tip into her mouth. Alyssa could see her tongue playing against Carl's foreskin as she waited for June's head to drop. Alyssa knew that Lacy was tasting her father's pre-cum mixed with her sister's saliva and, for some reason, that made a wonderful shiver run down Alyssa's spine.
After a few moments, June's head had dropped all the way down to her father's balls. Her lips spread wide and June quickly engulfed one of the hairy orbs in her mouth. Alyssa couldn't help but think of the fact that half of June's genes had literally come from those balls just 23 years earlier. She didn't know why she liked that. But June seemed to like it too. Her cheeks bulged as she swirled her tongue around on her father's testicle. At the same time, Lacy had taken June's place around Carl's shaft. With the same reckless abandon as her sister, Lacy devoted herself to the blowjob. She let Carl's cock slam deep into her throat and pushed herself all the way down so that her lips actually met June's. After a few seconds, this ropes of viscous saliva were drooling down the length of Carl's cock. June didn't miss a beat. She began to suck the spit into her mouth, using it to coat at massage her father's balls before swallowing it down.
Carl couldn't last long under these conditions. After just a minute or two of having both his daughter suck and play on his cock, Carl's eyes shut tight and his hands rose up quickly. His thick fingers found their way around Lacy's head and he pushed her down, jamming his cock into her throat as a low, guttural growl escaped his throat. June kept swirling her tongue around Carl's balls as they seized and jumped. Thick ropes of white sperm poured from the tip of Carl's penis and into Lacy's throat and mouth. All of the muscles in Carl's body came to absolute tension (just as each of his daughters had done before), and then, finally, he collapsed back on the chair.
"Share with your sister," he somehow managed to blurt out as he his muscles turned into jelly. Even as his orgasm subsided, his cock was still in Lacy's mouth (she'd pulled it back slightly out of her throat) and Carl's balls were still seizing in June's mouth. But, after a few moments, the last of Carl's seed poured into his daughter's mouth. Carefully, she pulled the softening tip out from between her lips and kissed it.
Lacy's cheeks were literally bulging with her father's sperm and she had been very careful to hold it all in. Lacy's eyes seemed to show that she desperately wanted to drink it down, but she didn't. She dutifully wait as June let her father's ball slip out of her mouth and rose up so that she was kneeling straight again. Then Lacy moved quickly, like she'd been desperate to share. Her right hand snaked around and grabbed the back of June's neck and her left hand caressed her sister's cheek. In a moment, she had pushed her lips forward and was kissing June.
June and Lacy's mouths opened instantly and Alyssa saw a big glob of sperm (which she could smell, musky, on the air) as it passed between the sisters. June groaned and her tongue sliced through her father's cum, coating it. Their tongues moved back and forth for several seconds, pushing the sperm back and forth between their mouths, some of it dripping down their chins. Alyssa had never seen anything so messy or alluring. Their breasts pressed together and the girls moaned together. Finally, they seemed to split the sperm in two, both of their mouths now heavy with cum and spit. They smiled at each other and swallowed it down, shivering as they did so.
"Good girls," Carl said, "I am so proud of you both. Get up here." The girls kissed each other once more, just small pecks, and then they climbed up into the chair with their father. They were far too big to fit comfortably, but Carl didn't seem to care. He wrapped them both up in his arms and kissed them each on the forehead. The girls settled against his body as best they could, and lay together happily in the afternoon sun.
Alyssa stood in the bushes for a long time, watching as the family began to doze in the heat. For a while, she was just waiting to see if anything else was going to happen. But, eventually it was clear they were just going to nap. More importantly, the storm of feeling that had been brewing in Alyssa's mind began to fade slightly as the stimulus dropped. She realized for the first time in a while that she might be caught. Especially now that it was so quiet. Slowly, she backed out of the bushes until she was in the Hart family's front yard. As soon as her feet hit the pavement, she was sprinting back towards her mother's house.
In a matter of minutes, Alyssa was back in her room, totally naked on her bed, one hand on her breast and the other hovering above her clitoris. She knew she'd never been more aroused in her entire life. She was about to start stroking her clitoris, thinking about June and Lacy and Carl, when suddenly the full force of she'd seen washed over her. It was like there was some kind of shock that instantly wore off. Like part of her mind that had been numbed and it was suddenly reactivated as the memory of what happened solidified. She realized that she had seen something that she shouldn't have, that no one should ever see. And that it was wrong. What the Hart family had done...Alyssa felt the strength of the taboo around her neck.
More importantly, she knew that what she was about to do was wrong. How could she touch herself and think about...incest? Her hand moved off of her breast and the other dropped away from her vagina as the shame and disgust washed over her. She ran her hand over her mouth, trying to come to terms with everything that had happened that day. But it was overwhelming and her mind refused to focus. She couldn't think about the past and she was almost unable to comprehend the future.
So she lay on her bed for a long time; confused, uneasy, and...undeniably aroused.
End Chapter 2
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Chapter 3: Susan and the Listons
Susan McCall was sitting on her front porch swing, sipping an ice tea and sighing wistfully. She couldn't even figure out how she'd ended up there, alone. She'd taken a bit of a risk and taken an unauthorized "sick" day to spend time with her family. She knew that she needed to be with them, it was so urgent that she'd decided to take a Thursday rather than wait until Friday. The previous night at dinner she'd told both of her children that she was going to be home the next and wanted to hang out with them. Together. They'd been noncommittal. Then they'd both apparently woken up early the next morning and escaped from the house. For the last six hours or so, Susan had been waiting for one or both of them to come home. They weren't responding to texts beyond saying that they were fine and that they didn't know when they'd be back. They were not together.
The problem was, their sudden absence was just more evidence of the problem that Susan had stayed home to fix. She couldn't really put her finger on what it was, there was just a general uneasiness in the house and it was getting worse. She thought that maybe if she'd gotten both of her kids together, they might have had some fun and whatever the funk was that they were stuck in would lift. They would get over the move and maybe start to get over the divorce...to be a family again. But now Susan felt they were closer to falling apart entirely that ever before.
It had started with the divorce. She knew that. She'd known that Alyssa hadn't taken that well. And the moving, becoming so unsettled right as she was about to finish up her associate's degree was tough. And Alyssa was closer to her father than anyone else. And so Susan had focused a lot of her attention on Alyssa during the period around the move, trying to cajole her daughter into forgiving her so that they could move forward as a family. It hadn't worked. It seemed that anything Susan did just annoyed Alyssa further. Her attempts to be friendly came off as condescending and her attempts to help came off as nagging. In the end, she'd just alienated Alyssa further.
What's worse, in focusing so much of her attention on Alyssa, she'd somehow managed to drive Frankie away. She'd never thought that was possible. Up until a couple of weeks ago, Susan had felt that, if anything, Frankie was too close, too dependent. He was her mama's boy and she'd taken that for granted. But something had happened right after the move. Maybe he'd decided he didn't want to be a mama's boy any more or maybe he resented Alyssa's prodigal son treatment. Whatever it was, he had suddenly become distant. He was never around and when he was, he wouldn't look her in the eye. He seemed sullen and unhappy anytime they were together. He made up flimsy excuses so he wouldn't have to be around Susan. And so he wouldn't have to be around Alyssa. He wanted nothing to do with either of them. And Susan found herself trying to reconnect with Frankie with the same success she'd found with Alyssa.
What was worse, if she'd hoped that a little distance and time away from Alyssa might have, incidentally, been beneficial in their relationship, she was wrong. If anything, Alyssa had grown more distant in the last few days. She was almost never at the house and when she was, she had a glassy eyed, hollow sort of look about her. Both of her children were floating away from her, faster and faster all the time. She didn't really understand why, it seemed like more than the divorce or the move. It hadn't been this bad in the city. Regardless of what it was, Susan felt helpless to stop it.
Susan looked down at her watch. It was passed 3:00 p.m. She usually got home from work around 6:00. That meant that unless her children came home and she managed some sort of reconciliation (from a fight she didn't know she was having over issues she didn't know existed) in three hours, then she might as well have just gone to work anyway rather than risk having a note put in her file. She sighed again and drank more deeply from her tea. Maybe it would be better if it had something with a little more bite in it. Like turpentine.
She hung her head, feeling defeated. What if this really was the end? She hadn't really kept in touch with her own family, beyond some limited contact with her mother. She knew her ex-husband never spoke to anyone in his family after his grandfather died. These were things that happened. Some families remain close and other break apart. Susan just didn't think that it could ever be her family. She thought...well she didn't know what she thought anymore. It hurt too much to think about the future. She finished the last of her tea and stood to walk back inside. Maybe a long bath and then a movie alone in her room. Then maybe she wouldn't have to think about it.
As she walked across the porch towards the front door, she saw a car pulling into the cul-de-sac. Without really thinking, she looked up and saw Martin and Bethany Liston moving slowly towards their home. Susan looked at the smiling brother and sister in the beat up Honda Civic that they (apparently) amicably shared and it felt like a knife twisting in her stomach. She'd noticed that about the Listons, more than the other families in the cul-de-sac; they brought out this feeling of jealousy that Susan could hardly control. Maybe it was because they were the only "intact" family in the neighborhood. Or maybe it was because they were all so attractive. Or maybe it was because they seemed to damned happy to be together all the time. Susan didn't know why, but with each passing day, she liked the Listons less and less.
As she approached the front door, she heard the Civic pull into the driveway and heard the doors open and then slam closed. Martin and Bethany were talking to each other loudly and Susan was surprised by how well their voices carried. She couldn't quite make out what they were saying, but it sounded happy and light. The knife twisted deeper.
Still, jealousy isn't just about hating someone for what they have. It is wanting that same thing for yourself. Listening to Bethany's musical laugh and Martin's calm voice made Susan ache. When was the last time her children had spoken together civilly? When was the last time she'd heard Alyssa laugh? Hell, when was the last time she'd heard Frankie do anything but mumble?
For reasons she probably couldn't explain, when she reached her front door, instead of turning left and walking inside, she abruptly turned right, heading for the stairs off of her porch and into her front yard. She walked quickly, climbing up the small incline up towards the cul-de-sac. Before she had really realized what she was doing, she was walking in the street, crossing the distance separating her house from the Liston's house.
Bethany and Martin Liston were walking across the small sidewalk in front of their house that led to the front door. Bethany Liston was the older of the two at 22 and she was walking in the front. Bethany was around 5'5 and very lissome, if she were taller people would say she looked like a model. She had long brown hair and tanned white skin. She had an ovular, somewhat narrow face with a pointed chin. Her eyes were somewhat wide-set, round, and deeply blue. She had very thick pink lips and a long, slender nose. Her throat was very long, making her appear quite delicate. She had small, high-set breasts and a flat stomach. Her hips were somewhat wide (though not enough to make her pear shaped) with a large, round ass. She accentuated her large bottom with tight pants and she effectively off-set her otherwise slender built. Her limbs were slender and evenly proportioned.
Nineteen-year-old Martin's face matched his sisters. It was also ovular with the "Liston" pointed chin. He had wide-set blue eyes and a long slender nose. His lips were less pouty than his sister's, but the difference in appearance was negligible. Even his hair had the same dark color, though it was cropped very short. In build, however, they were quite different. In fact, Martin was actually slightly shorter than his older sister, around 5'4. He had a slightly stocky build. His upper body was somewhat muscular, with thick arms and a roundish chest, but he had a little bit of a belly and somewhat thin legs below. However, despite his short stature and thickish build, he was an attractive boy, a powerful look (at least Susan casually believed so).
Susan was almost standing in their front yard now, just a few dozen feet away. Bethany had her long neck craned back, looking at her brother as they walked and neither of them seemed to notice Susan. Nonetheless, Susan could hear them clearly now and she stopped and watched as they crossed the last few feet towards there house.
"Well I don't know..." Bethany was saying.
"Just think about it. You don't have to make your mind up now," Martin said in response, "I just know that everyone would be happy if you came. I mean everyone agreed that the last camping trip was the most fun we'd ever had and it was because you were there too. Plus, Andrew's girlfriend likes when other girls come along..."
"Meredith, right?" Bethany asked. They had reached the front door, but were stopping there, talking before going in.
"Yeah, she seemed nice, right?"
"Oh yeah! She was great. But is Ben going to be there?" Bethany asked, her tone growing fiercer. Martin's brown furrowed.
"Yeah...why, is that a problem?"
"I mean..." Bethany started and sort of shrugged her shoulders a little bit.
"What?" Martin asked, suddenly sounding a little concerned.
"Oh nothing, don't like...he was just a little creepy last time, when we were sitting around the fire...like...handsy. I mean playful handsy, not like he was actually going to...but you know..." Bethany said, clearly feeling uncomfortable. It seemed not so much about what this 'Ben' person who was friends with her brother had done, but that she had to tell her brother about it.
"What a freaking jerk. I am going to break his damn nose!" Martin said, "Or his hands. That's better!" His face grew red and he rubbed his fist into his hand. Bethany laughed sweetly and shook her head.
"Trust me, I made myself clear to him. I don't need your help," Bethany said. Martin sputtered a little bit and then blushed uncomfortably. Bethany smiled at him and then leaned forward, kissing him gently on the cheek, "But it was very sweet. If I need a knight in shining armor, you'd be the first place I'd look," she said playfully and bit her lower lip. Then she turned and opened the door. She walked inside quickly. Martin stood for a minute looking a bit confused and abashed on the front stoop. Then he turned and went inside.
As the door closed behind him, it briefly felt to Susan that the spell had been broken. What was she doing here and why? She felt embarrassed for eaves dropping. Worse, she felt saddened by what she'd heard. Here were two siblings that were spending time together. What's more, they were plotting out how they could spend more time together. The brother was protective of the sister and they spoke to each other like adults. If Susan had been jealous before, she was unbearably envious now. Why couldn't Alyssa and Frankie be more like that? She shook her head slowly and paused in the front yard for a moment of so. She realized it was strange that she was standing there, doing nothing and she turned back towards her house.
Just as she was about to start walking, she heard their voices again, Bethany and Martin. Just as clear as before. She turned back to the house. They hadn't come back outside. The door was still closed and, in fact, they sounded muffled. Susan's eyes scanned the house. For a moment she was totally at a loss. Then she noticed that there were two very low windows to the left of the front door. She had windows like that too. They looked down into the lower level of the two-story side of the split level. The basement family room or fourth bedroom, as it was sold. Those windows on the Liston house were open. Well, not entirely open. There was a tightly knit mesh screen covering each window, enough to let the air circulate to the basement. Susan couldn't see into it from where she was standing on the edge of the yard, but she could still hear the siblings talking.
"I am sorry if I was being a jerk with what I said. I wasn't trying to like...be sexist or something..." Martin said. Susan had barely made out what he was saying and, without thinking, she took a couple of steps towards the house, leaning her ear towards it.
"Sexist? No, I was serious, I thought you were being cute. My little brother going to fight the world for me!" Bethany responded.
"Don't tease," Martin said, sounding a little less uncomfortable, "I know you can take care of yourself..."
"I really can..."
"It's just when I thought about that idiot putting his hands on you..." Martin said, his voice turning into a growl.
"That's why I didn't say anything about it. Like I said, I took care of it so it is over. Just don't worry about it," Bethany responded. For reasons she didn't really understand, Susan had kept slowly inching towards the house. Maybe it was just because she was naturally curious and wanted to see how the conversation ended. Maybe it was that she just wanted to know how two siblings that apparently got along interacted with one another. Maybe it was just a bit of harmless fun to eavesdrop. Whatever it was, by the time Bethany told her brother not to worry, Susan had crouched down next to the house, her face about two inches from one of the screens.
Because she was that close, she could easily see through the mesh. From her vantage point, she was sort of hovering about three feet above the siblings' heads. It looked like their "family room" have been turned into a sort of informal bar, with lots of lounge chairs and counter space. There was old-looking wood paneling on the walls. Bethany and Martin were standing in the middle of the room, just a few feet apart.
"I just feel bad...like guilt and responsible. That idiot was my friend," Martin was saying. He was looking at his feet, clearly ashamed.
"Is your friend, come on," Bethany said, she was smiling slightly, like she believed her brother was overreacting.
"Was," Martin said.
"Listen brother," Bethany said, suddenly sounding considerably more serious, "It really wasn't that big of a deal. I don't know what you're picturing, but it wasn't like...an assault or something. Do you want to see where he touched me?" she asked. There was something strange about Bethany's voice, but Susan couldn't put her finger on it.
"That might make me feel better," Martin replied. Susan expected Bethany to start pointing out body parts. Instead, Bethany took two steps, crossing the distance that separated her from her brother. She reached forward with her left hand, grabbing her brother by the wrist and pulling his hand over.
"Your stupid friend Ben touched me here," Bethany moved Martin's hand and placed it on her hip, letting it sit there a moment, "And then he put another hand here," she said, lifting Martin's hand up off of her hip and placed it on the side of her face, sort of running through her hair and leaving it there a moment, "And then finally, he put his hand here," Bethany moved Martin's hand away from her neck and then moved it down and placed it on her thigh so that his fingers brushed against the inside of her knee. She kept her hand on Martin's wrist. Ben didn't say a word, his eyes just followed his hand, looking at the body parts his sister listed.
Susan thought the whole procedure was kind of strange. She didn't really understand why Bethany hadn't just told her brother where his friend had touched her. It wasn't as if he wouldn't have understood, they weren't exactly mysterious body parts, hips, necks, and thighs. And the entire thing had given them a strangely intimate air, like boyfriend and girlfriend rather than brother and sister. But Susan barely had a chance to consider the issue, before Bethany suddenly upped the stakes considerably.
"Ben never touched me here," she said slowly shifting Martin hand so that it slid deeper between her legs, his fingers brushing deep into her inner thigh. She let it sit for a moment, looking up at her brother, "He never touched me here," she said again, lifting Martin's hand once more. Slowly Bethany moved the hand closer to her body, sort of wrapping it around herself. Soon, Bethany pressed her brother's hand against her ass. She was only wearing a pair of soft, cloth gym shorts and Martin's hand sank into her yielding flesh. She held it against her body firmly for a few seconds, "And he certainly never touched me here," Bethany said, moving her brother's hand off of her ass. She lifted Martin's hand up and then slowly moved it into place. Susan, who had been too shocked by what she had been seeing to react, now audibly gasped as Bethany dropped her brother's hand down onto her small breasts.
Bethany was wearing a low-cut white tank top and, Susan noticed for the first time, no bra. Martin's hand landed on the top of her breast, actually resting against the bare flesh, his fingers slipping inside the shirt. Susan could see the girl's hard, dark nipples through her shirt. But these sights were almost too much for Susan. She saw them but could barely understand what she was seeing. Her body felt icy cold in the warm, late summer air and her skin felt like it was vibrating. Her mouth was stuck open and her eyes refused to blink.
Bethany moved her hand a way from Martin's wrist, but she didn't pull him away. Martin's hand stayed on his sister's breast, his fingers actually squeezing tighter. His eyes were still on his sister's breasts, looking at them longingly. But Susan noticed that he was no means shocked by the position of his hand and, in fact, seemed quite comfortable. Like he'd done it a few times before. For her part, Bethany seemed totally at east with her brother's fondling. She sort of leaned her head back, shaking her hair out over her shoulders. Slowly, Martin's eyes raised so that he was looking directly at his sister's face.
"Did he kiss these?" Martin asked, raising his free hand and pressing his index finger against Bethany's lips. She pursed them, kissing the pad of her brother's finger.
"Of course not," she whispered, "You know that. Whenever I want to kiss a younger boy, I always kiss you." She said, closing her eyes and titling her head to the side. Martin took the hint, closing his eyes and leaning in towards his sister. A moment later, their lips, pursed, met. Martin's right hand remained on his sister's breast while his left arm wrapped around her waist. Bethany draped her arms over her brother's shoulders, wrapping her arms around his neck. Being slightly taller than her brother, she craned her neck down slightly. Their mouths open and their tongues dropped into one another's mouths, thick and wet. Bethany made a small noise in her throat as her brother's tongue probed her mouth.
Bethany's moaning noise seemed to penetrate into Susan's frozen mind. She felt like she had when she was a child and her older brother had accidentally kicked her in the stomach while pretending to do karate. The wind was totally and painfully knocked out of her and a feeling of unrelenting panic. She sat up quickly, having a sudden thought about bursting into the house and charging downstairs. She was a parent, a real adult. She needed to let these...misguided kids know that what they were doing wasn't harmless. It was wrong. It was dangerous and sick and...Well Susan just couldn't even bear to think about it.



But as soon as the idea entered her mind, she instantly dropped back down on her knees. How, exactly, could she burst through the door. Just entering someone's house without being invited was generally wrong. There were, of course, exceptions, but Susan had bigger problems. If she ran downstairs and pulled the siblings apart, there would be questions. What was she doing there? How did she know what they were doing? How had she seen them? She couldn't answer that question, at least not without getting herself into trouble as well. And besides, what would she say? What could she do? Even the idea of being down in the basement made her feel embarrassed and disoriented. She'd go down there and...freeze. She wouldn't do any good. And so she stayed, crouching down at the basement window, looking inside. She told herself that the only reason she was watching was to monitor the situation. If it got...too bad, she would throw caution to the wind and go down anyway. So she had to keep watching, it was the only thing she could do and she was being...responsible. If she had other feelings stirring inside of her, she ignored them totally.
But Bethany and Martin didn't seem to have any interest in keeping things relatively calm or under control. Even as Susan had definitely decided that she would try to keep things from getting totally out of hand, the siblings were pushing into even deeper territory. Their lips were still pressed tightly together and Susan could see their tongues moving in each other's mouths. But their hands were not still. Martin was wearing a blue t-shirt and Susan saw Bethany's fingers crawling forward against her brother's shoulders, scrunching the back of the shirt up in her palm, exposing her brother's muscular back. Even more distressing, Martin's arm that was wrapped around his sister's back was slipping into the waist band of her cloth shorts. He was yanking down on the hem, pulling it down over the round top of Bethany's ass.
Susan was shaken deeply. This wasn't some sort of (relatively) innocent exploration. This was moving very quickly. They had done this before. They were caught up in something that was very, very wrong. Whatever trespass it would be to enter the house would be more than made up for by the service she would be doing for these confused, sick kids. But even before she had a chance to once again stand up and head towards the door, the siblings were plunging forward even faster. Their bodies were moving rapidly, like the kisses had opened some sort of door. There wasn't time to stop them. There was only the need to watch.
The siblings' kiss had broken for only the briefest fraction of a second as Bethany pulled Martin's shirt up over his head. Martin's hand moved from his sister's breast so that the shirt slid off of his arms and onto the floor. But, at the same time, his hand dropped down to his sister's shorts. Now with both hands on the hemline, he was able to quickly yank them down over his sister's ass. They slipped over the bubbles of flesh and then fell in a pile on the floor. Susan was shocked to see that Bethany wasn't wearing panties and she could see the girl's tight, shaved pussy, with small purplish lips. While they disrobed, they spoke.
"God, I've wanted this all fucking day!" Bethany moaned as she stepped out of her shorts.
"Why didn't you just say.? Why'd you have to bring up Ben?" Martin asked.
"Well it was the truth...and you're cute when you're wound up," Bethany replied. As soon as Martin's shirt and Bethany's pants were off, their heads sort of flipped positions. Now Martin was grabbing the bottom of Bethany's shirt, rapidly pulling it up off of her head. Her small breasts popped out of her shirt, her purplish-pink nipples hard and the flesh smooth and clear.
The speed at which the shirt was removed was helped because Bethany was dropping down to her knees, grabbing onto her brother's mesh shorts and yanking them down in a single motion. Martin hadn't been wearing underwear either and his half-hard cock flopped out towards his sister's face. Susan saw that it was circumcised with a round pink tip and a smooth, pale shaft coated in thick veins. It was relatively long for such a short boy, maybe 6 and a half inches long and quite thick. Bethany, on her knees, was eye level with her brother's cock. She smiled hungrily, leaning forward and giving it a small kiss on the tip. As she pulled back, a thin line of liquid connected her lips to the tip of her brother's cock. He groaned and his cock hardened quickly.
"That's cute too!" Bethany giggled. Her brother smiled and then put his hand on his sister's forehead.
"It's hot and...masculine. Not cute!" he said good-naturedly and he pushed his sister backwards. She was off balance on her knees and she fell back onto her large ass on the carpeted floor. Her legs spread apart and she threw her arms back, catching herself from falling all the way over, but still leaning backwards. Her breasts sort of spread out on her chest and she giggled coquettishly.
"I think it's cute," Bethany said huskily and she hooked her finger at her brother, "You think it's something more? Come prove it." Martin didn't need any additional prompting. In half a moment, Martin had dropped to his knees between his sister's legs. Bethany's feet moved quickly, wrapping around her brother's body. His hands dropped down onto the floor on either side of Bethany's body, her breasts rubbing against his arms. Now Bethany leaned over completely, letting her back rest against the carpet and her long brunette hair cascading across the floor and her breasts lying flat against her chest. Her nipples were hard and looked longer than before.
There was no mistaking what was happening here. Susan had watched, stone-faced as the siblings quickly moved into their new, and shocking, position. Everything was happening so fast...It was clear from that speed that this too was comfortable and normal for Bethany and Martin. But the speed also had a paralyzing effect on Susan. She wasn't eased into an uncomfortable situation and therefore able to process it and, if necessary, interrupt it. It was like when he father had taught her to swim as a child and thrown her into an icy swimming pool in early April. She was paralyzed by the chilling sensation, unable to move her arms or legs, or even really breathe. Except this time, her father wasn't there to pull her, choking, out of the water. Now she was just drowning.
Susan's effort to keep her head above water, to just stay alert as the sensory overload crushed her ability to react, was almost completely overwhelmed as she heard Bethany sigh gently. She hadn't seen Bethany's hands reach down between her own legs, or seen the girl's hand wrap around the thick base of her brother's penis. Susan hadn't even noticed Martin thrusting forward, following Bethany's guiding hand as the tip of his cock grazed his sister's dripping slit. But she heard the moan, soft noise from the back of Bethany's throat as the tip of her brother's cock slipped inside of her. Then the jumble in Susan's mind suddenly disappeared as her mind went entirely blank. All she could do was watch.
Bethany was clearly very, very wet. He brother slipped inside of her inch by inch, without the slightest friction. In a matter of moments, Martin's balls were pressing into Bethany's body and his rigid cock was submerged completely with her. Bethany's legs squeezed tighter around her brother's back, pulling him deeper and deeper into her body.
"Oh fuck Martin, I've been dreaming about this all week! Never again so long..." she moaned. Martin's hips pulled out slowly and a sharp inhalation pulled from Bethany's lips.
"You've been dreaming about my cock?" he asked, his voice sounding deeper, more substantial.
"Yes!" Bethany sighed and then Martin, mercifully, slammed his cock back into his sister, his low groan totally overwhelmed by her tremulous moan. Martin pulled his hips back again.
"You love it because its thick and its hard don't you?" he asked playfully.
"So good!" Bethany said, licking her lips and looking up at her brother. Martin once again threw his cock back into his sister's body, making her shake and groan louder than before. And for a third time he pulled out, holding.
"And it isn't even a little bit cute, is it?" Martin asked, a sly smile spreading across his face. Bethany's eyes opened and she smiled too.
"No baby brother," she said, "It's...everything... so sexy." Bethany moaned again, trying to squeeze her legs and force her brother inside of her. Martin was done torturing his sister (and himself), his cock once again slammed home inside of his sister's lithe body. She groaned loudly and threw both of her arms around his neck, pulling his body in close to hers and mashing her breasts against his muscular chest. Their lips found each other, desperately, their tongues plunging into one another's mouths. Martin's hips were moving rhythmically now, pulling his hard cock in and out of his sister's welcoming body. Bethany made low noises in her throat and bucked his hips in time with her brother. For a brief moment, as their bodies rocked on the floor, their lips broke.
"I love you Martin!" Bethany said in small, trembling voice and then she gasped.
"I love you too, Sis," Martin said, before dropping his lips back down on his sister.
Sitting outside, Susan moaned and then instantly put her hands to her mouth. What had she just done? What was she feeling? For the first time since Susan had first seen the siblings begin to...cross lines, she thought about something other than the shock and the disgust she experienced on the surface. She let herself take stock of what she was actually feeling. And a wave of shame washed over Susan. Physically, Susan felt her nipples pressing hard against the inside of her bra. Her skin felt prickly and excited. The insides of her legs were slick and her clitoris was aching. She quickly told herself it was just an involuntary reaction, caused by the fact that she was seeing two attractive people...making love. It was compounded by the fact that she hadn't had sex in well over a year.
But Susan could tell that she was lying to herself. Beyond the physical reactions, she realized that she was...enjoying what she was watching. And a lot of it was that she was enticed to see siblings...apparently in love with one another. They'd said it, after all. And she liked that for more reasons than she could fathom. And so she didn't run down now and stop anything. She didn't stop watching. She didn't want to stop this. She needed to feel more of this.
Bethany, apparently, was enjoying what she was feeling as well. Her eyes were closed and her back was arched on the floor, propping herself up on her shoulders. Her right hand was up at her mouth and she was biting on her fingers and squealing delightedly. Martin was silent, his face intent and sweat beginning to run down his temples. He had his hands on his sister's waist, gripping her tightly. His hips were rocking back and forth quickly, his aching cock slipping in and out of his sister's pussy over and over again, his balls slapping hard against her ass. The harder he pushed, the more Bethany writhed and moaned on the floor. Her legs were still wrapped around his back, squeezing him tightly.
"Fuck me Martin! Don't stop, don't slow down. Harder!" Bethany begged. As she spoke, her free hand moved down between her legs. Her forefinger began to swirl around on her sopping wet clit. She breathed like the wind was being knocked out of her and she began to rock her body back and forth. She groaned so loud that it was more of a full-throated scream.
It was the uncontrolled nature of Bethany's scream that suddenly reached Susan. What if someone else hears this? She had been so narrowly focused on the siblings that she hadn't even considered that possibility. This idea made her scan her eyes around the basement. Her blood ran cold and her skin felt tingly. Her stomach dropped to the floor. There wasn't just a danger that someone would hear.
Someone had.
While Bethany lay moaning on her back, her eyes closed and her body quivering and Martin knelt between his sister's thighs, pistoning his cock in and out of his sister's body, Joy Liston was standing in the doorway to the home bar, looking directly at her children. Her arms were crossed in front of her chest and her face was stony, inscrutable.
Joy Liston looked like an older version of her daughter. They were the same height, around 5'5 and they had the same long brown hair, tanned white skin, and graceful neck. Even their faces were similar with the wide set blue eyes, the narrow nose, and the full lips. Joy's build was more mature, but by no means matronly. Her breasts were much larger than her daughters, though she still had a slightly bottom-heavy build with her large, round ass. She had a narrow waist for a mother of two, setting off the dramatic curves of her breasts and her hips. Her legs and arms were slender like her daughters and she was wearing a conservative skirt and blouse, clearly her work clothes.
If Susan had been jumbled before, then she was out of her mind now. The sudden appearance of the sibling's mother had thrust a whole new series of thoughts into her mind. The first, of course, was shame. Here she was, watching these two siblings...fuck one another and she'd done nothing to stop it. Now a mother had to walk in on her children like this...Susan felt responsible. But she was also relieved. She had been too weak to act and that was wrong. But at least Joy was here now, Joy would stop this before it got any worse. Could it get worse? Susan could really tell, and she couldn't dwell on those thoughts either because she had other feelings as well. Chief among them was fear. What would a mother do in such a situation? What would Susan do if the situation was reversed? She could bear to think about that...could she? But perhaps the most troubling feeling that Susan experienced was the one that she refused to acknowledge, even deep within her mind: disappointment. Joy's arrival meant that everything she was seeing and, despite herself, enjoying, was about to be gone.
Or so it seemed. After a few moments, Susan realized she didn't know how long Joy had been standing there, watching. She'd assumed the mother had just arrived because she wasn't screaming yet. But, the seconds began to tick off and Joy did nothing, just watching her children fucking on the basement floor. And then Susan noticed something else. A jacket. A perfect match to Joy's skirt, and I was lying draped carefully over a chair right next to Joy. She'd come in and calmly removed it, not saying a word. Susan was confused, and then even further shocked when she saw Joy's hands reach up towards her blouse, unbuttoning the top button.
Susan looked on in stunned silence as Joy slowly began to move her hands down her chest, skittering her fingers over the buttons. Her eyes remained on her children the entire time. The sounds of Bethany's moaning and Martin's groans filled the air, but didn't overwhelm the wet noises of Martin's cock slipping between his sister's pussy lips. Bethany's hand continued to swirl over her own clit her body continued to tremble. Occasionally, Bethany would call out her brother's name or lewdly demand that he fuck her harder. Martin would grunt and move faster, the sweat sheening on his muscular back.
They were completely oblivious to the presence of their mother. They certainly didn't notice when her blouse, completely unbuttoned, slipped from Joy's shoulders. Or when she reached behind her own back and easily unhooked her black satin bra, letting it fall into a pile on the floor. Susan noticed that Joy's breasts looked larger than she'd expected and heavy (though by no means droopy) and her areolas were very large and dark.
Joy paused for a moment as she took off her shirt, once again looking up at her children. Bethany's hips were moving in a jerky, unhinged fashion and it was clear that she was nearing an orgasm. Her son's eyes were closed and he was gritting his teeth, his breathing ragged and tired. Joy smiled at them indulgently, as though they were children playing a game of doctor. Then she bent slightly at her waist and began unzipping her skirt quickly. Soon it puddled on the floor at her legs. She also wasn't wearing any panties. Susan saw that she was shaved bare and that her pussy looked remarkably like her daughter's, youthful and tight.
Once she was completely naked, she placed her hand gently on her chair, crossing her legs at the ankle. She looked at her children on the floor. A small, contented smile crossed her face. Susan felt her blood run cold. Whatever she had feared was going to happen...clearly wasn't. But whatever was happening, it was far, far worse. And Susan felt the arousal growing deeper within her. What was this mother doing...?
But Bethany and Martin didn't give Susan a chance to reflect on what she was seeing. It was almost like there was some sort of mystical connection between the siblings and their mother. As soon as Joy stopped disrobing and moved into position next to the chair, her children pushed each other beyond the point of ecstasy. Bethany came first and it was her piercing scream that shifted Susan's eyes back to their side of the room. She screamed out her brother's name and, at the same time, squeezed her legs tighter and tighter around him. Susan saw the girl's eyes roll back in her head and watched her body trembling all over. It was almost like Susan could see the orgasm rolling through the girl's body as she writhed on the floor. Bethany bit on her fingers and ran her other hand through her hair, her nipples pointing up in the air looking like they could cut glass. Martin groaned loudly as his sister's pussy contracted around his aching cock. Bethany's eyes fluttered open.
"Not inside, not inside. On my tits!" She groaned as the orgasm gradually started to subside. She let her feet unhook from behind her brother's back and her hips loosened her grip around him. Apparently, there wasn't any time to waste. As soon as Bethany released Martin from her grip, he dropped back on his calves. His hard penis quickly popped out of his sister's pussy (drawing another low moan from her throat as her head lolled, exhausted). As soon the bulbous tip emerged from Bethany's lips, a long, sticky rope of white cum exploded from Martin's cock. He let out an ecstatic breath as the sperm arched out of his body. Susan watched as the surprising amount of liquid splattered across Bethany's breasts and stomach. Bethany, still not recovered, but desperate, giggled and then propped herself up on her elbows, looking at Martin.
He wasn't close to finished. His balls seized against his body and his urethra expanded as another massive load of cum burst out of his body. This, somehow, traveled even farther, splattering against Bethany's neck and chin, even crossing her lips. Bethany laughed delightedly and ran her tongue across her lips, tasting her brother's seed. Martin was still not finished, his cock throbbing over and over again as more and more cum poured out of his body and landed on his sister (though each spurt was slightly smaller than the last).
After half a minute, a shiver ran down Martin's spin and his chin dropped to his chest, exhausted. His sister's throat, breasts, and stomach were crisscrossed with thick streams of cum. It looked like someone had poured a glass of it on her chest. Bethany was laughed excitedly. She laid back down on the floor, moving her hand to her up to her breast. She swirled her fingers through the liquid, spreading it evenly so that it covered more and more of her skin.
"Oh my god, I've never seen so much! I mean you're usually like...intense...but this is crazy!" she gushed, her chest still rising and falling as she caught her breath. Martin couldn't even speak, he just smiled as he watched his sister play with his sperm. But if Martin was mute with exhaustion, there was still one person with something to say.



"I've never seen anything like it either," Joy said, her voice cracking like electricity across the room, "I'm getting jealous!" Before she understood the words, Susan expected that the two younger members of the Liston family would jump up nervously, that they'd run to their clothes and cover themselves, that they'd feel ashamed. Instead, the siblings turned their heads slowly over towards their mother. They smiled brightly.
"Hi mommy!" Bethany said, "How long have you been watching?" she asked. Not terrified, merely curious. Maybe even a little excited. Susan's head swam. She hadn't even gotten over how weird the last thing was and now it was getting worse. She just tried to focus on what was happening.
"Long enough," Joy said. Now that she had her children's attention she took a couple of steps in their direction. They were still tangled together on the floor of the room. Joy found a low-slung chair just a foot or so away from the siblings and she sat down languidly. Her body looked flawless as she moved and her breasts and ass jiggled only slightly as she sat down.
"You should've joined!" Martin said and Susan felt her breath catch in her throat. For some reason, that idea was far more scandalous than even the siblings...playing. A mother...that was different. Except...not to the Listons.
"You were doing such a good job with your sister, I didn't want to interrupt. And from the looks of her, you were having fun," Joy responded. She looked down at Bethany. Bethany was still swirling her fingers in her brother's cum. She smiled up at her brother and then popped her finger in her mouth. She closed her eyes and moaned.
"Don't tease your mother like that!" Joy said smiling. She leaned over in the chair slightly, dropping her hand down towards her daughter's body. Her index and middle fingers ran across Bethany's stomach, scooping thick white sperm out of her belly button. Susan could see the streak where Joy had expertly removed every last drop of sperm. She then quickly brought her fingers up to her lips. Some of the sperm dripped off of her finger and landed directly on her right nipple. It didn't seem that she noticed as she plunged her fingers into her mouth. Now her eyes closed and she moaned. Susan could see the other mother's tongue swirling around in her mouth as she swallowed down her son's cum.
"So good baby," Joy said and Martin blushed, "And so much of it! I'm surprised you have a drop of liquid left in your body. I mean its hot down here too." Joy said, looking down at her son, "You must be thirsty."
"I am mom, so thirsty!" Martin said.
"Me too mommy!" Bethany added. Joy nodded sympathetically. Joy crossed her arms around her body, sort of underneath of her breasts so that her forearms lifted them up and squeezed them together. Then she looked down at her large breasts and her long, hard nipples. Susan blinked a few times, she couldn't be sure, but it looked like...
"Well mommy has been waiting all day for you two. Her boobies are hurting pretty bad and she needs your help. If you're thirsty, why don't you drink from mommy?" Joy said in a baby girl voice. And then it was confirmed. Joy's heavy breasts and her large, dark nipples suddenly made more sense. Susan hadn't been seeing things. There really was...milk forming at the ends of Joy's nipples. Just little beads of it, right on the very tip as she squeezed her breasts, but it was there. But how? Joy's youngest child was Martin...And what was she thinking? How could she feed her adult children like that...?
If Susan had questions and concerns, Martin and Bethany did not. As soon as Joy offered the invitation, they were rising up off the floor. Martin, on his knees, was able to get up more quickly. His hand slipped off of his softening cock and he walked towards his mother. He half-circled around her until he reached the far side of hips mother. Then he dropped down onto his knees once against next to her, his face just a few inches from Joy's left breast.
Bethany hadn't been waiting for her brother to get in place. As soon as he was out from between her legs, she was sitting up quickly. Susan watched as the droplets of sperm that had splattered across Bethany's body began to stream down her skin as she rose to her knees. Martin's cum tumbled over her nipples, ran over her flat stomach, coated the soft lips of her pussy, and even dripped down her legs. Most of it stayed on her body, making her shiny and sticky. It didn't seem to bother her in the slightest. She sort of walked on her knees the short distance separating her from her mother. Soon, her position was mirroring her brother's, on her knees with her face just inches from her mother's dripping nipple on the opposite side.
"Watch out Bethany," Joy said, 'Some of your brother's cum is on that nipple." So she had noticed. Bethany, rather than being deterred, seemed excited by the prospect. Her eyes lit up like a child's on Christmas morning. She didn't wait for any further invitation from her mother. Bethany's head pushed forward, her mouth wrapping around Joy's nipple and her hair cascading across her mother's breast. Susan could see the girl's tongue swirling around her mother's long nipple, then her lips sealed tightly and Susan could see that Bethany was sucking.
Now that the meal was started, Martin couldn't wait any longer. With the same speed and excitement as his sister, Martin's face pressed into his mother's breast. He quickly made a seal around her nipples and began to suck deeply, passionately from her. Joy sighed contentedly and then wrapped her arms around her children's shoulders.
At first, the children just drank deeply from their mother's breasts, their cheeks sucking in as the liquid poured down their throats. But, obviously, there was more going on than mere drinking. Susan could hear Joy moaning deeply as her children drank from her and she could tell that the children were growing more excited as well. Martin's cock, almost completely softened after he'd ejaculated all over his sister, was growing plump again and Bethany was squeezing her thighs together tightly as her right hand rose to squeeze on her mother's breast, pouring more liquid into her mouth. Joy looked on her children with a bizarre mixture of maternal affection and pure, animalistic lust. Susan had never seen that combination before, but somehow it seemed to work, it seemed to build on itself.
After a few moments, Bethany broke her grip around her mother's breast, her mouth moving away from Joy's nipple. However, the tip of the nipple remained against Bethany's lip as she spoke, "Oh mommy," she said and a thin stream of milk spilled over her lips and dribbled down her chin, "It tastes so good mixed with Martin's cum!" Then Bethany's left hand dropped down to her own breast. Susan saw the girl's hands swirl through Martin's sperm, collecting a large glob of it. Bethany's fingers returned quickly to her lips and she pressed the thick white mass of her brother's sperm into her mouth. She groaned, but as soon as the liquid was in her mouth, her lips were once again wrapped around Joy's long nipple and she was sucking. Once again, mother's milk was flowing into Bethany's mouth and mixing with her brother's sperm. She was swishing it around in cheeks before swallowing it down.
"Oh baby, that's so beautiful," Joy groaned, a shiver running through her body, her eyes closing involuntarily, "Jesus, it's making mommy so wet!" Almost as if that were some sort of signal, as soon as Joy had spoken, Martin's left hand, which had been gently resting on the outside of his mother's taut thigh, began to move. It slid easily across Joy's smooth, silky skin. His fingers climbed up over the swell of her thigh before plunging down the other side. A most later, Joy gasped and her eyes shot open.
"Oh fuck Martin, you dirty boy!" she said, but not as though she were disappointed, but instead as though she loved it. Her legs spread slightly farther apart and Susan could see that Martin's fingers had found their way directly between his mother's legs. His fingers were pressed against her hard little bud of a clit, her dripping pussy lubricating his hand as he worked furiously. Martin smiled around his mother's breast as he felt her body tense against him. But he kept sucking on her nipple.
In the meantime, Bethany had not been idle. She had continued to suck hungrily on her mother's nipple, pulling the milk into her belly. Occasionally, she reached down harvesting more and more of her brother' thick cum from her body to add to the cocktail. It apparently wasn't an act, she really did love the way the two flavors tasted together. After several minutes, something seemed to occur to her.
"Mommy," she said, "Do you want to try it?" she asked. Joy was moaning gently and rocking her hips back and forth on the chair. At first, it didn't seem like she'd heard her daughter. Then, after a sort of delayed reaction, her eyes fluttered open and it seemed like she registered what was said. She opened her mouth to speak, but couldn't. She looked over at Bethany and nodded her head vehemently. Bethany smiled, and then immediately got to work.
Once again, Bethany scooped up some of her brother's cum, most of it now coming from her throat and the tops of her breasts (she'd eaten most of the rest of it) and then she shoveled it into her mouth. Her lips once again wrapped around her mother's nipple and Susan could see from the girl's mouth that she was sucking deeply. After a few moments, Bethany's cheeks began to bulge with milk and cum. She took a few more deep sips and then carefully pulled her mouth away from her mother's breast so that she wouldn't spill a drop. Bethany then rose quickly to her feet next to her mother.
"Yes baby give it to me!' Joy said, finding her voice again, but it was small and husky, barely above a whisper. Bethany smiled as best she could with her cheeks bulging pulled herself up to her full height. Then she carefully leaned herself forward, above her mother's head. Joy seemed to instinctively know what to do and she arched head back and opened her mouth. It seemed somewhat difficult for her to stay still as she was writhing under her son's caress, but she managed.
Once Joy was in position, Bethany carefully opened the slightly, pinhole opening between her lips, just sort of pursing them. After a moment, a thin dribble of white liquid began to seep out of Bethany's mouth. It was the color of milk, but it was very frothy. And thick. It didn't pour out of Bethany's mouth, but sort of hung down from her mouth, a little beat suspended by a long, thin string. Susan realized that it was mother's milk mixed with her son's cum and her daughter's saliva and shuddered (but couldn't really tell if it was a good feeling or a bad one). Slowly, the ball of milk, cum, and spit closed the distance between Bethany and Joy.
Joy, unable to contain herself, slipped her tongue out from between her lips, reaching up and stabbing at the milk. It hit her tongue and then spread out across it. Joy groaned with a kind of satisfaction that Susan wasn't sure she'd ever felt before. A string of their combined body fluids held mother and daughter together. Now Bethany opened her lips slightly wider, letting a thicker ball of liquids pour from her mouth. These splashed down into Joy's mouth audibly and the mother groaned around the taste. More and more milk began to pour down from Bethany's lips and against Joy's rigid tongue. Susan couldn't believe how much there was. But Joy just kept taking more and more of it inside of herself.
After a while, the last few drops of milk and cum and spit dribbled from Bethany's lips into her mother's mouth. Now Joy's cheeks were bulging and she slowly closed her mouth and lifted her head back up. Her eyes were sparkling with excitement and arousal, her body trembling all over. As soon as she was sitting up, Susan saw that she was swishing the dense liquid around in her mouth, gargling it in the back of her throat, essentially coating every inch of her mouth with the combined juices of the three lovers. It must've been so thick in her mouth, Susan thought. Finally, after she'd tasted every bit of the combined flavor, Joy threw her head back once more and, in a single gulp, swallowed down her own milk. She sat up again.
"That was delicious baby!" she said, smiling brightly, her lips glistening with sperm and milk, "I can't believe you gave me all of that!"
"I'm not thirsty anymore mommy," Bethany said meaningfully, "Now I'm hungry." Bethany bit her lower lip. A lupine smile spread across Joy's face. Joy looked down at Martin and saw that he too had ceased drinking from her. His face was still pressed sideway against her breast and his fingers were still playing with her clitoris, but they were done drinking.
"I have something you can eat, if your brother will let you have it," Joy suggested.
"But mommy, I'm playing with it!" Martin whined. Joy smiled indulgently and ran her hand through her son's hair.
"Stand on that little table next to your knee, yeah that one right next to mommy. And I will make it up to you," she said. The two grown children began to move as though they were drawn by mystical strings, pulled by some immense puppet master. Martin rose up off of his knees, pulling his face away from his mother's breast and wiping her milk from his lips with the back of his hand. There was a small table next to the chair, apparently used for setting glasses and Martin quickly stepped up on it as though it were a stepstool. It raised him a foot and a half or so higher in the air. He put his hands behind his back and leaned his hips forward. His penis was, once again, fully erect and it was now eye level with his mother, pointing towards the side of her head.
Bethany had moved at the same time as her brother. While he was climbing up onto the table, she was moving quickly around to the front Joy's chair. Joy had spread her legs even wider than before, her thighs pressing against the wooden frame of the chair. Her pussy lips were glistening with her own juices and her clit looked red and aching. Bethany quickly moved between her mother's legs and then dropped down onto her hands and knees on the floor, her eyes tilting up, looking at her mother's body spread out before her with ravenous eyes. Bethany's ass was high in the air, her own pussy, the lips dripping liquid down the insides of her legs, was clearly visible.
For a moment, no one moved. Joy's eyes fluttered between her son and her daughter. A sly smile crossed her face. Both of her hands started moving at the same time. Her right hand rose up off of the chair and the slowly worked its way between her legs. Eventually, the tips of her fingers reached the top and back of her daughter's head. Joy started putting the slightest bit of pressure on Bethany's head, pulling her daughter's face into her lap. At the same time, Joy's left hand had reached up quickly, forming her index finger and middle finger into a sort of peace sign, or like she was holding a cigarette. She kept pressing her fingers up until the tip of her son's cock slotted perfectly between the upturned fingers. Martin shivered as his mother turned her face towards his body, pulling the tip of his cock gently towards her face, her mouth opening.
The tip of Martin's cock was about to enter Joy's lips at about the same moment that Bethany's tongue was going to press into her pussy lips. But, inexplicably, Joy suddenly stopped moving. She no longer pulled Bethany into her pussy, no longer tugged on Martin's penis. Instead, the smile on her face grew wider, and her head turned slightly, looking beyond Martin to the door of the room.
"Hello daddy," she said in a sultry voice. Susan's eyes suddenly unglued themselves from the vision of Bethany and Martin surrounding their mother, following the trajectory of Joy's gaze. She felt her stomach rise into her throat and her skin prickled all over. Standing in the doorway, a pile of clothing on the floor around him, was James Liston.
Susan suddenly felt a deep sense of shame wash over her. She had almost forgotten what she was doing. She'd become so engrossed by what she was watching, that she had almost forgotten to realize that it was sinful and wrong. In fact, she realized now, the only thing she'd been feeling was arousal, and intense arousal at that. A kind of need, longing she hadn't felt for years. And she realized that she didn't feel guilty because of this arousal, she felt guilty because she didn't feel guilty. Her mind was reeling terribly and she felt like she was shaking all over. But the events in the basement wouldn't hold back. They just kept coming, one on top of the other. As Susan continued to watch, Bethany put her hands on both of her mother's thighs, lifting herself up slightly and looking over in the older man's direction.
"Hi Grandpa!" she said, excitedly. Martin nodded at the older man. For the first time, what had been said wormed its way into Susan's understanding. Daddy? Grandpa? What strange things to say. Susan could see even from way up above the Liston's that Joy and James were wearing matching wedding rings. She'd heard someone...Claudia Parks say that they were married and that Martin and Bethany were their children. Why would Joy call him Daddy? Why would Bethany call him Grandpa? Maybe it was some sick game they played on top of what they were already doing.
Or maybe it was just because James was a much older man that his wife. Susan had once guessed that James was 75 years old, she was close. He was actually 78. And while he was certainly still quite sharp and his body still vigorous, he looked his age. He was tall, around 6'0 and he looked as though he had once had quite a strong build, though now the muscles were slightly flabby. He had a smattering of gray hair across his chest and between his legs that matched the more-salt-than-pepper hair on the top of his head. He had a handsome, if naturally wrinkled, face with bright eyes and teeth so straight and white that Susan was certain they were dentures. The only thing about the man that did not seem to match his age was his cock, which as he stood in the doorway, was nearly 7 inches long, uncircumcised, and fully erect. His balls hung down low and heavy from his body as he walked into the room. Whatever mystery there was behind these names, Susan quickly lost the thread.
"Don't let me interrupt," James said in his calm, resonant realtor's voice, as though he were explaining the illusory difference between a powder room and a half-bath. Joy smiled at her husband.
"Oh we wouldn't dare let you interrupt," she said coyly, and as she spoke, she turned her head towards her son again, closing her eyes and opening her mouth. Susan watched as the tip of Martin's cock slipped dreamily into his mother's mouth. His body went stiff and his hands clenched in fists as Joy's tongue swirled around his penis. At the same time, Joys hand was pushing her daughter's face back down, into her pussy. Bethany allowed her mother to pull her easily, but just as her lips were about to kiss Joy's labia, she spoke quickly.
"You aren't interrupting Grandpa, we want you to join!" Bethany said. As the word passed through her lips, Bethany kept her mouth open and quickly pushed out her tongue, flat, as the last centimeter of distance separating her from her mother disappeared. Bethany made a low rumbling noise in the back of her throat as her rough tongue slowly slipped up through her mother's dripping slit. Joy's body tensed she let out a low groan, but she kept Martin's cock pressed firmly between her lips, not missing a beat as she swirled her tongue around him. She must've licked her own daughters' juices off of the tip. At the same time, Joy's fingers pressed more firmly on the back of her daughter's head, trying to drive her daughter's tongue more deeply into her vagina.



Bethany was now completely absorbed in running her flaccid tongue up and down Joy's pussy, sucking down her mother's juices paying particular focus to her mother's aching clit. But the invitation she'd offered was still hanging in the room. If she was no longer capable of thinking about it, James was. He smiled at his (Daughter? Granddaughter?) as he walked around behind her, facing towards Joy.
The old man slowly dropped down onto one knee and then the other behind Bethany. She'd spread her legs slightly, making sure that there was room for him when she'd first made her offer. As he moved into position, he stopped for a moment, placing one of his gnarled hands on the firm flesh of Bethany's ass. He looked at the rest of his family, and seemed to enjoy what he was watching, his eyes following their movements intently. After a few moments, Joy's eyes opened, she looked down towards her daughter's feet, at James. She quickly pulled her son's cock from her mouth.
"I love you daddy," she said as she inhaled sharply, reacting to Bethany's motions.
"I love you too angel," James said. Joy turned her head back to her son's cock, he looked like he was devastated that she'd stopped. She smiled at him and opened her mouth wider. Martin pressed forward and Joy allowed him, letting his cock slip deeper and deeper inside of her mouth, keeping her lips wrapped around it fiercely, her tongue moving wildly.
As though this was some sort of signal, James moved himself into position. He had sort of been kneeling back on his calves, but now he placed his other hand on Bethany's hip and easily pulled himself up so that he was balancing on his knees. Bethany's legs had been spread perfectly, as though she'd done this so many times she knew exactly where to place herself so that the tip of James cock pressed against her wet slit. He hadn't even had to position himself with his hand, his penis slipped through Bethany's pussy lips, the uncircumcised tip almost tumbling inside of her.
Bethany made a high squealing sound as she felt James' cock begin to slip inside of her. Her body trembled, but she never lost her focus. Bethany kept her head down between her mother's legs, continuing to work Joy's gash with her tongue as it grew wetter and wetter with saliva and arousal. Joy was not the only one who was wet. The excitement of being fucked by her brother, eating his cum, drinking her mother's milk, and eating her pussy had Bethany beyond arousal. The insides of her legs down to her knees were slick with her juices. As a result, James had absolutely no trouble getting inside of Bethany. If anything, her body was forcing his motion, pulling James into her body. Inch by inch, James' cock disappeared into Bethany's body. Before long, her stomach was pressed into her round ass and his balls were dangling between her legs. Bethany was groaning and writhing on the floor, but she kept her focus on her mother's snatch.
Then it seemed that all bets were off. It was like they had created a pre-determined formation that they were trying to reach and now that they had found it, their bodies had just automatically flown into full motion. Martin stood fully erect on the little table next to the chair. He kept his hands behind his back, his eyes closed, and his mouth open. His hips were thrusting back and forth with rhythmic perfection. His cock was sliding in and out of his mother's open mouth. Her eyes were now open and she was watching her son's cock slip in and out of her body. She kept her hands away, allowing Martin to fuck her throat with complete abandon, driving it hard into her throat so that her eyes watered and drool ran down her cheeks. In fact, her hands were clasped on her breasts, pulling on her own nipples and kneading at the flesh. Occasionally, a dribbled of milk would pour out of one breast or the other as she played.
Joy was able to use both hands to knead her breasts, because Bethany no longer needed any encouragement. Her face was buried entirely within her mother's lap, her tongue now rigid and probing deep inside of her mother salty, coppery insides. Bethany's now-wet nose was pressed into her mother's clitoris and she shook her head from side to side, pushing her mother closer and closer to orgasm. But Bethany herself was barely in control. James hands were grasped tightly around her hips, his knobby fingers pressing into her flesh. As he held her in place, he thrust his hips back and forth, matching the same rhythm that Martin had set in Joy's mouth. Bethany's breasts, hanging under her body, moved at the same time. James cock would slide all the way out of Bethany's tight young pussy lips and then slam back into her, more and more forcefully each time. His balls would swing forward at the same time, slapping hard and wet against Bethany's swollen clitoris.
Susan was not sure how long the family stayed like this. The room was filled with the sounds of their lovemaking, and she could actually feel the heat of their combined bodies rising up towards the ceiling. And the scent of sex too, musky and dirty and lovely, filled her nose. She couldn't keep her eyes in one place for long, she wanted to see everything that was happening. She abandoned herself to simply enjoying the erotic feast before her eyes, it was too difficult to fight her natural desires.
Joy, it seemed, had abandoned herself as well. She was the first to cum. Once moment, she was keeping her eyes on her son, focusing on letting his cock slam into the back of her throat, and the next her body was trembling all over. Her thighs suddenly closed, locking Bethany's head between her legs. What's more, she seemed to pulling Bethany in harder, forcing the girl's tongue into her pussy and her nose into her clit with even more force. A low groaned shook the back of Joy's throat and her lips instantly closed tightly around her son's cock. At the time, his penis was buried all the way in the back of her throat and her lips closed with such force that he couldn't easily pull it back out. Instead, he stayed inside of her as her throat closed around him. Soon, he let out a deep sigh and Susan could see his balls seizing against his mother's mouth as he came.
Bethany, now struggling to breathe as her mother squeezed her, felt two quick smacks of James' balls against her clitoris in succession. The excitement was simply too much. The muffled sounds of her moans overwhelmed the other sounds in the room as her body trembled and shook on the floor. The insides of her body tensed as well, the muscles inside of her body squeezing harder and harder on James' hard cock. Her body was milking him and he couldn't resist. He grunted loudly and his balls began to seize up hard, almost jumping as they poured spurt after spurt of white cum into Bethany's willing pussy. Soon, it was overwhelming her vagina and dripping down onto the floor.
After a few seconds, the combined orgasm began to fade. The family, now panting and exhausting, did not so much move away from one another as fall apart. Martin, no longer able to support himself on the chair, sat down quickly on the floor, catching his breath. James once again rocked back on his calves, putting his hands on his knees and closing his eyes. Bethany collapsed face down on the floor, panting deeply with her eyes unfocused. Joy stayed in the chair but no longer seemed to have control of her body, she lay limp like a someone had cut the strings on a marionette's puppet. They were all smiling. After a while, they slowly all crawled down onto the floor together, their arms and legs wrapped together, and they fell asleep.
Susan stood in front of the house for a long time as the family began to sleep. It was only when the last of them seemed to be snoring deeply that the trance Susan had fallen into seemed to snap. She realized she'd been crouching in the neighbor's front yard for...who knows how long. Someone else might be watching her. She rose quickly, trying to avoid making noise and then quickly made her way back over to her house, her body feeling number and electrical.
In a matter of minutes, Susan was back in the master bedroom, completely naked, on the bed. She had her head craned so that she could pop one of her own nipples into her mouth and one of her hands was snaking down her body, eagerly seeking her wet pussy. She was just about to slip a finger inside of herself, thinking about the Listons balled up together on the floor, when suddenly the numbness began to fade and her mind started to clear. As the memory of what she had seen faded further and further into the past, her initial reaction to what she'd seen returned. She'd watched the Listons...having sex with one another. It was by far the most...wrong thing she'd ever seen in her life. The enormity of the crime she had witnessed suddenly dawned on her as the hypnotic hold the family once held over her faded.
At as the lustful clutch of the moment released her mind, she realized that what she was doing was absolutely wrong. Her nipple dropped quickly from her mouth and her hand fell to her side. She wrapped herself quickly in her blanket, unwilling to see even her own nudity. She was ashamed of her body. And of her mind. And everything. The guilt and the self-hatred was so deep that she almost couldn't understand it. It was too intense to touch. She felt frozen once again, unsure of what to think of the past or how to proceed in the future.
So she lay on the bed for a long time; confused, uneasy, and...undeniably aroused.
End Chapter 3
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Dear Readers: This is Chapter 4 of a 5 chapter story. All of the chapters are completed and will be released soon. In Chapter 1, the McCall family moved into a new neighborhood that already had three other families. Frankie McCall, an 18-year old high school student, stumbled upon his neighbors, Claudia Park and her son Kurt, having sex. In Chapter 2, Alyssa McCall walked in on another set of neighbors, Carl Hart and his daughters June and Lacy, having sex. In Chapter 3, Susan McCall watched as her final set of neighbors, James and Joy Liston and their children Bethany and Martin, had sex. If you need more than that, read the first three chapters.
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Chapter 4: The McCall Family
It was Tuesday and Susan was sitting at her kitchen table eating dinner. Her children were sitting with her, Alyssa to her left and Frankie to the right. Although none of them were really eating, they were just picking at the food. Susan wasn't offended. It wasn't as though she'd cooked it. She'd picked it up on her way home from work. The idea of cooking...or doing anything really...was too difficult. She felt like her mind was in a fog. She had felt that way for days...ever since her experience with the Listons five days earlier. She couldn't know it, of course, but she was experiencing the exact same thing that her children had been wrestling with for a long time.
Perhaps it was hardest on Frankie. It had been almost two weeks since he'd accidentally witnessed Claudia and Kurt Park, mother and son, having sex on the patio behind their home. In that time, he had barely managed to think of anything else. Sometimes he would think that he had finally mastered it, he would begin thinking about school work or watching a television show. But as soon as he let his guard down, the images of them, kissing and touching one another, played over and over again in his mind. Then he would freeze again, unable to force the thought from his mind.
Consciously, Frankie had tried to convince himself that he was appalled and disgusted by what he saw. A mother and son should never do something like that, he told himself. And, more importantly, he told himself that he believed it. But, subconsciously, there was something different going on and he knew it. He hadn't played with himself since that day, afraid of what he'd think of if he did.
But it wasn't just the taboo sex, Claudia's beautiful body doing something so wrong, that was on Frankie's mind though that was a major part of it. It was something deeper than that, and he knew it. Ever since the divorce, Frankie had felt a growing need to become and "adult" with all the connotations that that word engendered. There was no excuse for being a child when he became the only man in the house. He wasn't particularly concerned about growing up, in and of itself. Everyone had to do it eventually. No, what concerned Frankie was that there was a necessary result that came with becoming an adult: he would have to become more distant from his mother. No one could stay a mama's boy forever and he would have to go away, become a man, and leave his mother behind. But he didn't want to do that. He needed to grow up, but he needed his mother as well. And then, suddenly, Kurt and Claudia had floated into his life, showing him something he didn't believe was possible. Kurt was definitely the man of the house, in every conceivable way. But he also had his mother...in every conceivable way.
That was the thought that was crippling Frankie's mind. He realized that he had a problem and that it finally had a solution. Maybe the only possible solution. But he had to reject it, because, as he told himself over and over again, it was wrong.
If Alyssa had been dealing with her thoughts for less time than Frankie, it didn't make her anguish any more controllable. If anything, she was still in the wild swings of emotion that came with beginning to process what she'd seen. One minute, she'd feel her chest seize up and her fingers grow cold as a feeling of sheer panic overtook her. What if someone knew what she'd seen? What would they think of her because she watched? And the next second, she'd feel her nipples grown hard the insides of her legs grow wet as she pictured the sister's Lacy and June with their hands and mouths wrapped a penis belonging to their father, Carl Hart. Then she'd pinball back again, the shame redoubling over itself.
Intellectually, Alyssa told herself that these feelings were caused by her abhorrence and revulsion at what she'd witnessed. A father should never do something like that to his daughters, and they certainly shouldn't have liked it, she told herself. And more importantly, she told herself that she believed it. But, roiling under the surface, there was something else happening to her and she knew it. She hadn't pleasured herself since that day, afraid of what fantasy she would conjure if she did.
She could tell that that...something wasn't just about Carl and his daughters, their bodies joining together as one, their faces contorted with pleasure. It was a lot more than that. Ever since the divorce, Alyssa had been so...angry. She was angry with her father for being such a deadbeat that he couldn't keep his family together. She was angry at her mother for being such a...selfish bitch and being unwilling to make things work. Hell, she was angry at Frankie for seeming to be okay with everything (until recently). What's more, she knew that she was wrong to be so angry. No one had wanted this, it had just happened. She desperately wanted to be able to forgive her family, because she knew that her anger was driving them apart. But she couldn't force herself to do it, even though she knew she had to. And then, somehow, June, Lacy, and Carl had been dropped right in front of her, doing something she couldn't believe. The size of her grief was too large for words to fix and she'd always felt like there was some action she needed to take, some final piece of closure to end her grieving process and begin reconciliation. June, Lacy, and Carl seemed to have discovered it.
That was why Alyssa couldn't eat as she sat at the dining room table. She knew that she had a problem that finally had a solution. Maybe the only possible solution. But she had to reject it, because, as she told herself over and over again, it was wrong.
Perhaps as the most mature, adult person in the room, the influx of emotion should have been easier for Susan. But, if anything, it was even more disorienting to her. She'd had a lot more life experience than her children, which meant that she was more open to things and more willing to accept what she didn't understand. But that open-mindedness meant that when she did run up against something she couldn't fathom, the disorientation was all the more intense. And so Susan had spent the last four days picturing the Listons on their family room floor, their bodies hungrily devouring one another. She'd barely been able to dress herself and go to work as she tried to put the pieces of her worldview back together.
On the very surface, Susan unknowingly followed her children's lead and told herself that the Listons were an evil and disgusting family. She couldn't imagine that a family could ever do that. She should probably call someone, but who? The police? Maybe she should. That was what you did when someone broke the law and did something wrong. Susan told herself over and over again that she believed they were wrong. And that she believed herself when she said it. But, in ways that she refused to acknowledge, she knew that she had other feelings as well. She hadn't masturbated since that day, not sure what she would imagine if she did.
Of course, there was no question that the image of Joy nursing her adult children was more than just a...forbidden thrill. Susan knew that other thoughts had been triggered. Ever since the divorce, Susan had been watching her family spin apart. They hadn't spoken this entire meal. They hadn't spoken in days. Before that, they hadn't had any real conversations in weeks, maybe months. She'd tried everything she could think of, moving her children all over the state to try to figure out a way to mend them back together. But it only seemed to get worse. And she was running out of time, her kids were too old to rebuild...soon they'd be moving off to live by themselves. But then there was James, Joy, Bethany, and Martin Liston, with some sort of intense family connection. Connections she didn't quite understand. But they were growing closer as they grew older. She could tell. They had what she wanted.
That was why Susan kept staring out the dining room window blankly. She knew that she had a problem that finally had a solution. Maybe the only possible solution. But she had to reject it, because, as she told herself over and over again, it was wrong.
These thoughts, subconsciously and unknowingly overlapping and intersecting, were more than enough to occupy the entire room. There simply wasn't any space for anything else. The sounds of forks pushing cold vegetables across the family's nice plates was the only noise that broke the monotony of the meal, though no one heard them. They probably could not have told someone else how long they had sitting there, it felt like time was standing still. No one member of the McCall family even really had a strong conception of the fact that the other two were present; they had all so complete retreated within themselves. It was like the trauma they'd each experienced in the last few weeks had severed the final remaining bonds that held them together, leaving them isolated and disjointed. Paralyzed. They might've sat there all night, breaking their food into smaller and smaller pieces silently unless...
A knock at the door.
All three members of the McCall family jumped up, startled. Their heads all swung instantly to the small stairway that led down to the door. The cloudy looks in their eyes lifted and they suddenly became aware of who they were and what they were doing. Each looked around sheepishly, embarrassed and wondering if the others had noticed. But then the knock came again. They looked towards the door, trying to peer through the small window next to it.
They all instinctively feared the same thing without even really needing to think about it. Frankie feared that the Park family had somehow learned that he had been watching him, that they had come to demand...some kind of...revenge or something. He had been dreading running into one of the Parks. Even if they didn't know, he was ashamed of what he knew. Of what he would think if he saw them. He had avoided them as best he could. But maybe now they were finally here. The moment of reckoning was upon him.
Little did he know, but nearly identical thoughts were racing through his sister's mind. His mother's.
Alyssa noticed it first. It was June Hart, leaning casually against the door frame. Alyssa noticed she was dressed, but he could see the neighbor in his mind's eyes, in the backyard, sharing her father's cum with her sister. Alyssa felt her cheeks growing red, and she curled herself into a ball in her chair. Without really thinking about it, she spoke.
"Oh God, I can't talk to her. Someone else get it," she begged. Frankie was so relieved that Claudia and Kurt Park weren't standing at the door that he instantly jumped up and began walking towards the door. He crossed the distance quickly and opened the door, greeting June.
"Hello," he said, his voice sounding tight, like he'd narrowly dodged a bullet.
"Oh hey...Frank, right?" June responded.
"Frankie, actually," he responded automatically. He noticed that June was attractive, had noticed it before. But any of those kinds of thoughts felt dangerous now and he shunted it aside, not even acknowledging it.
"Oh sorry!" June said sweetly, "Well anyway, Frankie, my dad asked me to come over and drop this off," she handed him a paper, "It's an invitation to the monthly block party. Not really a block because it is just us here in this cul-de-sac. And really we don't even make invitations, we just have it the second Saturday of the month every month, unless everyone can't make it. But we thought, since you're new and all...you okay?" June was looking at Frankie strangely. He knew that his face had become white, that sweat was breaking out on his forehead.
"Oh uh, yeah, just feeling a little sick," he said woodenly. June seemed to buy it and she nodded easily.
"Well, I won't keep you then. I think my dad put all the details on the sheet. It'll be at the our house this time. If you're feeling better, you should come. It's always a good time," she said, her last few words dripping with meaning and she winked, "Make sure your mom and sister come too. Bye!" June said. And with that, she turned quickly and walked back towards his house. Frankie, numb, closed the door and climbed the stairs back to the dining room.
Susan and Alyssa had been unable to overhear the conversation. Not only because Frankie and June had been too far away, but also because they had been engrossed in a conversation of their own. Something about the way Alyssa had reacted to June's arrival had triggered something in Susan's mind. Alyssa had reacted exactly as Susan would have if Joy Liston was at the door. By no means suspecting the truth, Susan still wondered what had caused such a reaction. As Frankie had headed to the door, Susan had spoken the first direct words to her daughter in several days.
"What's wrong?" she asked simply. Alyssa didn't move, didn't look at her mother.
"Nothing," she whispered quickly. Susan instantly became concerned. Alyssa's body language suggested the opposite of her words. They might've been alienated, but Susan still loved and cared for her daughter. Maternal instincts kicked in, overcoming the walls she'd built around herself in the last few days. She was actually, in a way, relieved. For the first time in days she had a problem that wasn't about her and the Listons. Susan's concern for her daughter felt good not just because it was the right thing for a mother to do, but also because it promised a distraction from her own problems. During the last few months, she probably just would've dropped it. But not today, she decided to follow up her questions.
"Why don't you want to talk to June?" she asked.
"Why should I want to?" Alyssa shot back quickly.
"Well I wasn't expecting you to jump at the opportunity. But it seemed like you were...upset about the possibility of talking to her. I didn't even know you two had met..."
"We haven't," Alyssa lied quickly again. She felt her chest tightening. Why had she said anything? She should've just told Frankie to get the door and pretended like she was just being lazy. Christ, what could she even tell her mother?
"You seemed to know who she was. Did you fight with her or something? I won't be upset; I just wanted to understand..." Susan began.
"Mom...please!" Alyssa interrupted Susan. Inevitably, Susan's questions were bringing the memories of the Hart family into Alyssa's mind. Images and feeling and thoughts that Alyssa could not control. Her mother was poking at these ideas and Alyssa was frantically trying to keep them under wraps. She was terrified her mother would accidentally shake something loose.
"I'm sorry, it's just..."
"We've been invited to a block party next Saturday. Every family in the cul-de-sac at the Hart's house," Frankie said dully, having just returned from the door and flopping once again into his chair. His words landed with a cold, hard thud on the dining room table. All three members of the McCall family felt the air sort of leave the room.
They all knew what it meant. They were going to have to go to some sort of neighborhood picnic. They each knew that they had no plans for the next Saturday. They'd have to come up with some story to get out of it. A story would lead to questioning...there was no way out. They were going. And they each knew they'd see that family. Frankie would see the Parks, Alyssa would see the Harts, Susan would see the Listons. And maybe they would know. Or maybe they wouldn't, but all those terrible thoughts would be impossible to control. The close proximity to the cause of their turmoil would cause it to boil over. Each member of the McCall family knew that, and they feared it.
Of course, as the party was at the Hart's house, it would be the worst for Alyssa. She knew how bad it would be. Once again, her fears overcame her tongue. "Oh god, it's going to be out on their back deck!" she groaned, covering her hands with her face. She could see them, curled up together post-coitus on the deck chair. Would she be invited to sit in that chair? She shuddered, and her nipples ached.
"Why is that a problem?" Susan asked, as her thoughts momentarily returned to Alyssa and the line of questioning she'd abandoned when Frankie had inadvertently lobbed his threat.
For the first time since Susan had begun questioning her, hell for the first time in days, Alyssa looked over at her mother. Her first instinct, again, was to simply deny everything. She didn't even really care if it didn't make sense. Her mother couldn't force anything out of her. But she saw the concern and the fear in her mother's eyes. It made her realize that vast waves of tension were rippling through the room. She knew that it was only going to get worse. She figured that she was the cause of all of it. Her fears and her anxieties were only going to build and build in the coming days as the block party approached.
What's more, her mother's concern reminded her of something else. That there had been a time, not that long ago, that she'd been able to go to her mother with a problem. It didn't matter how big that problem was. She'd been able to take it to her mother. At one point in her life, Alyssa's mother had been able to solve all her problems. As she'd grown older, Susan had simply helped Alyssa solve her own problems. And, for the first time since the divorce, Alyssa realized she had a problem big enough that she needed help. She couldn't figure out what she was supposed to do on her own. She knew the dangers that came with speaking, knowing what she was thinking down deep inside. But the delicate balance between her need to solve her problem and the fears that kept her in check had fatally titled. Her need for her mother's help and her dread of the horrible meeting at the Hart's home had pushed her over the edge. And so, after a long, desperate, silent minute, Alyssa once again began to speak.
"Mom," she said, her throat feeling raw and her stomach tight, "I need to tell you something."
And then it started to pour out of her. A flood. She had probably intended to give as little information as humanly possible, it was so terrible to even think about it. But as soon as she began, it was like the internal filter in her mind was completely eliminated. No, it was overwhelmed. The sudden, overpowering need to get her story out broke down every barrier, she couldn't control herself. She just needed to tell her mother what happened. Decency and tact took too much time and effort, everything inside of Alyssa was focused so completely on getting the truth out that there wasn't a place for anything else. It didn't matter that her brother was in the room. It didn't matter that she was dreadfully embarrassed to be thinking about it. It didn't even matter that she was so rushed she couldn't think of the anatomically correct words and instead found herself saying "cock" and "pussy" and "cum" directly to her mother's face. Days and days of pent up anxiety had burst the dam, and Alyssa simply couldn't keep herself from speaking.
But she didn't get very far. After only a very short time of relating what she'd seen on the Hart's back deck, her mother was suddenly interrupting her. Her brother was too. For one terrifying moment, Alyssa thought that they were understanding what she'd seen and judging her for it.; somehow holding her responsible for what the Hart family had done. Or that they recognized the feelings that their actions had stirred deep inside of her mind. She felt that they could sense the arousal that stirred just below the surface of her disgust.



It then rapidly became apparent that that wasn't the case. Alyssa's eyes widened as she realized that Frankie and her mother weren't interrupting her because they were repulsed. They were interrupting because they were telling their own stories! The kitchen was soon filled with overlapping sexual stories. Their eyes were all wide with shock and disbelief. They spoke as if they couldn't believe that they all seemed to be sharing the same secret.
As Alyssa tried to tell her story about the Harts, Frankie brought up similar events at the Park residence and Susan, incredulously, piled on with the Listons. Frankie and Susan, like Alyssa, had seemingly lost control. Their stories tumbled over one another, they loudly interjected over one another. It wasn't that they didn't want to hear what their family members were saying. Instead, they just needed to get their own stories out. They were all experiencing the same, overwhelming and undeniable flood.
Slowly, piece by piece, they began to put all three of the stories together. None of them could really believe what they were hearing. Or saying. It seemed impossible. Somehow, they all managed to be shocked again, deeper than ever before. One isolated family was simply perverse, two was a strange coincidence, but three...well none of them really knew what three different incestuous families could possibly mean.
After the first, general outlines of the stories came into shape, the McCall family kept speaking. They began filling in details of what they'd seen, giving each other more time to flesh out the facts. At first, perhaps, they didn't even really recognize what was happening. But as they vividly recounted their stories, the cumulative effect of the relief they felt in telling the story and the deeply sexual events that they were reliving began to become apparent. Their words became coarser, their voices huskier, their descriptions more vivid. They were, once again, becoming aroused as they thought about what they'd seen and as they heard what their family members had seen. They couldn't acknowledge this, of course, and they probably didn't even realize it. But they began to sprinkle in phrases like, "it was disgusting" and "isn't that terrible?" and "it was awful," with more and more regularity. Their minds were protesting against the arousal they were feeling, overcompensating for their sins.
Frankie, more than the others, had an inkling of what was going on. Perhaps it was because he had gone the longest without masturbating or maybe it was simply because his mother and sister were beautiful women and he was a young, virile man, but he noticed something. Of course, he noticed that he was becoming erect, that was hard to ignore. But he wasn't focused on that. Instead, he saw as his mother and his sister's cheeks grew more and more flushed, he saw their nipples growing harder and harder through their shirts, he noticed a strange, musky scent in the air. Even if he didn't fully understand what was happening in the confusing swirl of revelations, at some level he realized that his sister and, more importantly, his mother, were turned on.
Finally, after a seemingly endless stream of revelations, it seemed that every single detail that could possibly be recalled had been recounted. Frankie had described the smell of Claudia's pussy as Kurt's cock slipped inside of her, Alyssa had described the way that Carl's cum glistened as it passed between June and Lacy's mouths, Susan had almost reenacted the sounds of Martin and Bethany sucking the milk out of their mother's body. And whether they recognized it or not, they had all been excited to tell what they'd heard and to hear from their family members in the dirtiest possible language. As the kitchen finally fell silent, Susan was shivering all over, Alyssa was panting, her breasts rising and falling, like she'd sprinted a quarter mile, and Frankie's eyes were glazed and unfocused. The silence felt oppressive as they all tried to process what they'd just heard in their lust-addled brains.
"I can't believe they're all doing it..." Frankie said dreamily. They sat for another long minute, staring off into the distance, but unable to string their thoughts together. Eventually, Alyssa broke the silence, her voice sounding far off like she didn't even realize she was speaking.
"What kind of family could do something like that?" she asked. Once again there was a long pause, perhaps longer than before. After a few moments, the members of the McCall family began to look around the kitchen, seeing one another for the first time since the revelation. Their cheeks soon became red. The silence had allowed their confessions to, in some way, become real. They all felt the...need to say something else. To somehow make things feel normal again. But they no longer knew what to say. What could they possibly say now? Instead, the room remained silent, tension once again filling the room. A different kind of tension, an uncertainty about the future. Finally, after nearly five minutes of silence in which none of the McCall's had spoken, but had instead thought deeply about what they'd heard and the strange situation they now found themselves in. Feeling responsibility as the mother, Susan decided that she should speak. That she should say something that would put things in perspective for her children.
"Well..." she said and her children turned to look at her, their faces flushed and their bodies trembling. She didn't say anything else. At first, perhaps, it was simply that she didn't know what to say to put things in perspective. She didn't understand what was happening well enough to explain it to someone else.
But it was something more than that as well. Actually, it was mostly something else. Alyssa's last question had been circling Susan's mind for the last five minutes, playing over and over again in her ear. What kind of family could do something like? Apparently three different kinds of family. Evidentially it wasn't as strange as Susan had thought. What's more, where did the McCalls get off judging the Parks and the Harts and the Listons? Susan suddenly realized that this conversation about the neighbors' incest was the most she'd spoken to her children in weeks. Hell, it might've been more than she'd spoken to them in the last month all added together. Of the four families in the neighborhood, which one seemed the most dysfunctional? Which one seemed like it was the one most likely to fall apart?
Susan was feeling it now. She suddenly realized what was causing the tension to fill the room. Susan had been flailing around for weeks, months trying to figure out how to put her family back together again. To figure out how to relate to them in the way she had before. She could sense that, in their own ways, the children were trying to do the same thing. But the old connections were gone. Her children were growing up. If there had been any of the old threads connecting them before, certainly this conversation and cut them. And yet, somehow, they'd stumbled onto a new way of relating to one another. They were actually speaking to one another. They were feeling a connection to one another. And Susan knew that they all sensed what it meant. Their neighbors had accidentally showed them a way forward. And now they were sitting in awkward silence, because they knew they either had to jump at it now or lose it, and any real connection, forever.
Susan had never felt her maternal obligations cutting in two so completely different ways. She knew what she was thinking of. She knew that it was supposed to be wrong. That in some ways, she could be damaging her children beyond repair. But, at the same time, she couldn't imagine losing her children. She'd fought so hard to be happy, leaving her husband behind and moving away. She couldn't let it fall apart now. She needed Frankie. And she needed Alyssa. In the end, it wasn't even really a choice. Her whole being just reacted.
At that moment, Susan was sitting at the kitchen table, her daughter was sitting directly to her right, and her son was sitting very close to his sister, just to the right of her. Susan rose up from her chair without speaking, rounding the corner of her table so that she was standing directly behind her still-seated children. She then quickly moved into the small patch of linoleum separating their chairs. She looked down at her son, then turned and looked at her daughter. They were both looking up at her, confused, still feeling the tension.
The feelings coursing through Susan were impossible for her to pin down. She felt her heart thrumming relentlessly in here chest, her knees felt slightly weak, and she never seemed to get enough air into her lungs. But she didn't really know what was causing these reactions. Some of it was fear, she knew. Fear that she was doing the wrong thing. But it was excitement also. She looked at her beautiful children, she rolled over the thoughts that had been tormenting her mind for days, and she knew what she wanted. She turned first to her son, speaking to him.
"Frankie, I love you so much. You're the only man I've ever needed in my life," she said. Frankie was still looking up at his mother and was about to respond. But she moved too quickly. Susan bent over slightly at the waist and craned her neck down towards her son. Her eyes closed and her lips parted slightly. Frankie's eyes widened and his breath caught in his mouth. Before he had time to really respond, his mother's lips were pressed against his own. It was not like any "motherly" kiss he'd ever received before. His mother's lips pressed tightly against his own, the smell of her perfume heavy in his nose. Her lips were parted and, after a moment, he felt the soft, wet tip of her tongue play across his mouth. Instinctively, his own mouth opened and Frankie felt his mother's tongue pour against his teeth. Susan let out a low groan as Frankie's mouth opened wider and her tongue plunged in deeper. Her fluttering heart somehow managed to pick up more speed and she felt her nipples aching against her shirt and bra.
Susan and Frankie maintained their kiss for quite a while. It was impossible for either of them to say how long. The world seemed to stand still and stretch on forever at the same time. Their tongue moved languidly and confidently in one another's mouths. It somehow felt natural, like they'd already done it a thousand times. Susan might've stayed like that forever, but somehow she remembered that she was not done. Painfully, she pulled her lips back, breaking the kiss she'd held with her son.
As she moved her face away from his, she saw that Frankie's eyes were still opened. She saw a sort of blank, shocked look on his face, his mood only evident because of the thin shadow of a smile that was stretched across his face and, more tellingly, the slight bulge she noticed in his pants. She'd always consciously avoided thinking about the fact that her son...had erections. But now she saw it and she smiled slightly as she turned to look at her daughter. Alyssa was staring at her mother with nearly the same blank, shocked look that Frankie was offering. Alyssa had seen what her mother had done. She had kissed her brother. And not just kissed him...she couldn't believe what she'd seen. She barely noticed that Susan had turned towards her, until Susan spoke.
"Alyssa, I'm sorry for all of the mistakes I've made. I know I've hurt you. But I love you more than ever," Susan said and then, just like with Frankie, she bent at her waist and craned her neck. There was no surprise this time, Alyssa knew what was coming. She could've recoiled if she wanted to. She could've put a stop to all of this. But she heard a low moan escape from her own throat as Susan leaned towards her, she felt the familiar wetness between her legs. Her mouth was dry and her skin felt like it was vibrating, the feeling of anticipation before a first kiss. She didn't want to stop it. She wanted the kiss.
Alyssa moaned again as Susan's mouth pressed against her own. Alyssa couldn't believe how soft and warm her mother's lips felt. Neither of them had ever kissed a woman before. Alyssa's mouth opened quickly and once again Susan's mouth poured into her child's mouth. Now Susan moaned, sending vibrations throughout Alyssa's body. The two women's tongues moved aggressively against one another, slipping wetly past one another and across their teeth. Alyssa's whole body was shivering from excitement and Susan could hardly stay on her feet. In the end, their kiss broke because their excitement was too great, the need for something more was overpowering.
Susan stood up suddenly, her tongue slipping from her daughter's mouth. Her two children were still staring up at her. Frankie was still shocked by the kiss his mother had given him and, beyond that, incredibly excited by the sight of his mother and his sister kissing. His sister was a beautiful woman too, why had he never noticed before? Alyssa's tongue was still sliding across her own lip, tasting her mother's flavor on it. She could still smell her mother's perfume lingering in her nose and she savored it, unable to wrap her mind around anything more substantial. The arousal that Susan had experienced in discussing her neighbors' incest paled in comparison to what she was feeling as she approached that boundary herself. She'd never felt a sexual excitement like this, something that completely controlled her mind and her body. She didn't have any choice now. She had to go farther.
Once again, Susan acted without thought. There was no question where her actions were trending. They all knew what they had been talking about and they had all felt the sexual tension in the room. It didn't make sense for her to hold back now. She didn't say anything to her children. Instead, she reached down between her breasts and began to rapidly unbutton her work blouse. Her fingers moved from button to button frantically, pulling them off clumsily as the shirt began to billow open. In a few seconds, the shirt was split and she was pulling it up out of the waistband of her shirt and then throwing it on the kitchen floor.
Alyssa and Frankie looked on briefly as their mother began to disrobe in front of them. Frankie's eyes roamed over his mother's firm, tear-drop shaped breasts suspended in a sexy red bra and Alyssa gazed at her mother flat, toned stomach. They didn't make a sound and the shocked looks remained on their faces. Perhaps if Susan had been looking at them or if she had been less certain in what she was doing, their blank stares would have given her pause or made her nervous that she was doing the wrong thing. But she had abandoned herself entirely to her plan, she was going to win her family back. She reached down and started to unzip her skirt.
It was as she bend over to work the zipper down, that Frankie and Alyssa got a look at each other across their mother's body. Their eyes just happened to catch. Frankie could see the lust and the excitement in Alyssa's eyes, even though he couldn't recognize it in himself. Alyssa saw the same thing as she gazed at her brother. They saw their own lust reflected in one another. And something snapped. Perhaps they came to the same realization that their mother had, that this was the only way forward. More likely they just recognized the direction their bodies were demanding that they go and that they no longer felt any reason to stop. Whatever it was, they both moved at the same time, jumping up at the same time as though they'd planned it in advance.
Soon, hands and legs were flying everywhere throughout the kitchen. Much like Alyssa's story had brought all the other stories tumbling out, Susan's actions were contagious. Frankie was pulling his shirt up rapidly over his head while Alyssa was kicked off her flats and unbuttoning her jeans at the same time. They still did not speak and in some ways the kitchen was eerily quiet, just the sounds of their bodies moving throughout the kitchen and the gentle grunting sounds as they tried to disrobe more and more quickly with each passing second.
Susan had had a slightly advantage and she was rapidly become completely disrobed. Just a minute or so after she'd first begun unbuttoning her blouse, Susan slipped her panties down over her ass and let the pool on the kitchen floor. She was standing totally naked now, with her children standing on either side of her. She moaned for a moments as she allowed her hands to slowly slip up from her thighs, running them over her hips and across her belly. Her hands felt velvety soft and hot, leaving a trail of lust in their wake.
Both Alyssa and Frankie looked up as they heard their mother groan. They could hardly believe that they were seeing her naked. Their eyes moved over her elegant throat, her firm breasts, her narrow waist, her high ass, her svelte legs and, perhaps most shocking of all, her tight, copper-colored pussy. Her lips were small and slightly darker than the skin around them. She had trimmed her pubic hair short and shaved it so there was only a small triangle starting half an inch above her clitoris. Her children's eyes widened and their mouths watered. They'd never seen their mother as a sexual being before and here she'd sprung, fully formed into their imaginations as a beautiful woman.
Suddenly the pace in the room went from excited to absolutely frantic. Neither Alyssa nor, especially, Frankie could take their eyes off their mother's naked form. But they couldn't stop removing their clothes either. They desperately needed to get naked, to join their mother in whatever would come next. Susan wanted it as well. She could see her son's thick muscular legs exposed as she could see the smooth, rounded tops of her daughter's breasts pushed up in her bra. Susan desperately needed to help. She reached up to Alyssa's shirt, which was still dangling from her left arm and threw it on the floor. She reached over towards Frankie's waist, grabbing his belt and yanking it quickly through the loops.
In a matter of seconds, but what felt like an eternity, Frankie kicked his boxer shorts off of his foot and Alyssa let her bra roll off her shoulders and drop onto the floor. All three members of the McCall family were totally naked. Their eyes most desperately back and forth. They wanted to see every inch of one another. Alyssa noticed her brother's long, thick cock and heavy, full balls while Frankie focused on his sister's tight purple pussy lips glistening from her own juices, her body shaved bare. Susan could help but feel pride in her children's beauty as her own eyes skittered across her daughter's hard purple nipples and her son's strong arms.
But they didn't have time to stop and admire one another. And, at that point, they really didn't have anything to say to one another. The frantic feeling was still on them, the desperate need to take immediate action. There really wasn't any sort of plan, they just kept moving, wildly following the dictates of their bodies and their needs. The frenzy building with each flex of a muscle or bounce of flesh.
Once again, Susan moved first. She was still standing next to the family kitchen table and she turned quickly so her back was facing it. She hopped up and back quickly, her ass landing on the table. She put her ankles together and swung them around so that her feet were now facing up towards the head of the table. She then lay down, her breasts spreading out across her chest and her left arm facing towards her children, dangling off the side off the table. She scooted down slightly so that her ass was right near the edge of the table. She spread her legs and lifted them slightly.
As Susan spread her legs, Alyssa and Frankie could smell her scent rising up in the air around them, seeming to fill the kitchen. It was the loving, familiar scent of their mother, mixed with something stranger and more powerful. Something earthy, musky, and alluring. It seemed to pull them forward, driving them towards actions they didn't understand but desperately wanted to complete.



]Frankie was more excited than his sister. He'd been thinking about this longer than Alyssa. Seeing his mother's body splayed out across the table was, in many ways, the culmination of a long-held desire taken to the logical conclusion. He'd always believed his mother was the most beautiful woman in the world and he'd always wanted to be closer to her. And here was the opportunity to do that in a way he'd never imagined before. He took two steps closer to his mother, his thigh almost brushing her arm.
"Oh god Frankie," Susan said, looking over at her son's body, in particular his erect, throbbing member, "put your cock in my mouth!" she breathed. She couldn't believe how much she needed to taste her son. It had been days since she'd cum, months since she'd had sex, and years since she'd been satisfied. She was swept up in her desires. The words sounded otherworldly in Frankie's ears, like a waking dream.
They didn't wait any longer. Frankie leaned forward, thrusting his cock towards his mother's lips. Her eyes flashed and her mouth opened her mouth. Frankie felt the sensitive tip of his cock slip between his mother's lips, the silky flesh caressing his shaft. He gasped. Susan felt the hard tip of her son's cock press into against her hot tongue and she tasted the salty flavor of his pre-cum. She swirled her tongue around on the tip, slipping it underneath to the throbbing urethra. The musky, masculine scent of his body filled her nose and she groaned, closing her eyes.
While Frankie and Susan moved into position, Alyssa had hardly been idle. She'd kept her eyes on her family, feeling her heart flip as she watched Frankie thrusting his cock into their mother's mouth. She couldn't believe how...beautiful it looked. How aroused it made her just to think about how dirty and wrong their actions were. And how much she loved them. It pushed her faster.
In a few moments she had moved around the table and dropped quickly down into her mother's chair. She brushed Susan's lifted legs as she did so and, in a moment, Alyssa was looking directly between her mother's legs. Alyssa had never considered herself anything other than straight. She'd felt a little strange as she'd watched Lacy and June make love, but she'd never really doubted her heterosexuality. But as she looked at her mother's pussy, she felt an animal hunger that was alien to anything she'd ever experience before, but undeniable. Her mouth watered as she looked at Susan's thin, tight lips, her gentle curves, and her throbbing, aching clitoris. Her mother's scent was more intense here, familiar, much like Alyssa's own scent but with a far more exciting profile. Alyssa had never seen or smelled anything more arousing in her life. She began to lean forward.
Susan's legs were now shaking in the air, some from the exertion of holding them up but more because she was totally overwhelmed by her arousal. She couldn't keep them up any longer, especially because her focus was trained on her son and his throbbing cock. Frankie was thrusting forward, driving his cock deeper into his mother's mouth, looking at the way her lips slipped around them. Susan let it slide over her tongue, pushing thick and full down into her throat, her nose nestling in her son's pubic hair as she gagged around it. She couldn't control her legs anymore and they fell heavily on Alyssa's shoulders, driving the younger woman in towards her.
Alyssa let out of a little yelp, but let the thrust of her mother's legs drive her forward. The fragrance became more intense and Alyssa's mouth nearly dripped with desire. Her face was just inches from her mother's pussy and she could see her mother's juices glistening on her skin. She desperately wanted to know what it tasted like. She groaned and leaned forward, closing her eyes at the same time she opened her mouth. Her tongue came out of her mouth thick, soft, and wet. She felt the warmth of her mother's pussy as it pressed against her tongue and she tasted Susan's salty flavor. Alyssa's tongue slipped up Susan's dripping slit, taking all of her mother's juices into her mouth. Soon Alyssa's tongue, rigid now, was swirling over Susan's aching hard clit.
Frankie noticed the sudden change in his mother. Her body became rigid, her throat closed hard and tight around his throbbing shaft. Her eyes were shut tight and he heard her making a low groaning sound in her throat. Her whole body seemed to be vibrating and Frankie felt those vibrations rocketing though his body. Curious as to what was happening, he looked down the table, in the direction that Alyssa had moved. Her grunted loudly as he saw the cause of his mother's sudden change. There were Alyssa's eyes, peeking up over her mother's pubic hair and across the flat expanse of Susan's belly. He could see her pretty pink tongue sticking out slightly. Frankie knew that his sister was eating out their mother!
Susan was lost in a sea of sensation. Susan could feel her daughter's tongue, tentative at first and then more forcefully, sliding up and down her wet slit. Sometimes Susan felt Alyssa's tongue go rigid and press into her body, tasting the coppery insides of her mother's pussy. Every minor touch seemed to throw massive, aching sensations all throughout Susan's body and Susan shivered and writhed on the table. Alyssa had clearly never eaten a pussy before, she didn't really know what she was doing. But she made up for it with enthusiasm. More than made up for it.
But Susan couldn't focus solely on that, because Frankie's cock was still buried deeply in her throat. Well, not always buried now. He'd kept it deep inside of her for a moment, but after he saw Alyssa down between Susan's legs, he had started to move, seemingly without thought. Now he was pulling his cock out of his mother's throat so that just the tip remained perched between her lips, then he'd thrust it forward quickly, driving it frictionlessly over her tongue and down into her throat. Susan's eyes were watering as she gagged around her son's shaft, but she never stopped him. She let him fuck her throat harder and harder, faster and faster.
In fact, Susan wanted more. With her left hand she reached up carefully, finding her son's body and wrapping her delicate fingers around his heavy, low-hanging balls. She kept them cupped gently in her palm, squeezing him and egging him on. Her right hand, desperate for some sort of release, moved up to her right breast. Susan wrapped her palm around her own breast, squeezing it tightly and feel her aching nipple dig into her taut skin.
The three members of the McCall family stayed this way for several minutes. Alyssa remained on the edge of her seat, leaning in towards her mother's body, her arms shaking as they wrapped around Susan's thighs. She kept her lips constantly pressed against her mother's slick labia, bathing it with her tongue and tasting her mother's salty juices. Alyssa sometimes pressed her tongue deep into her mother's body, tasting her insides and other times, swirled the tip of her tongue around Susan's hard, trembling clit. Alyssa's nipples ached and she could feel the insides of her legs slick with her own juices as she savored her mother's intense flavors.
Susan felt every lash of her daughter's tongue, experiencing bursts of sensation with each additional lick. It felt like there was a conduit running directly from her aching clit up to her two hard nipples and she felt electricity surge through her body between those points as her daughter pleasured her. But that wasn't the only pleasure she felt. Her head remained turned toward her son, her eyes closed but her mouth and throat open for her son. She didn't stop him, didn't try to control him. She just let his cock pound in and out of her throat as hard as he could while she savored the feeling of his thick, hot flesh entering her. She love the feel of his heavy balls slapping against her cheek and she could feel saliva drooling out of the corner of her mouth as she released herself entirely to the pleasure.
Frankie's mind was totally blank. His chest was heaving and his heart was battering the insides of his ribs. He was totally and completely exhausted by the way he was throwing himself into his mother with complete abandon. But as his muscles ached and his mouth dried, he simply pushed himself harder, faster. With each thrust he picked up his pace and felt his mother's throat growing more and more welcoming to his now-dripping shaft. He couldn't believe how easily she took his furious cock. Or how good it felt as she did so. Or how beautiful she looked doing it.
Perhaps it was the fatigue, maybe it was Susan's overwhelming beauty in her son's eyes, or, most likely, it was the fact that Frankie had gone the longest without sexual gratification. Whatever it was, Frankie was the first to cum. At first, he didn't even realize it was happening. His head felt so light and his body felt so exhausted that he almost couldn't register it. Without any will and without even realizing it, words tumbled from his mouth, "Oh God, mom, I love you so much!" he groaned. Then, suddenly, a sensation burst out of his midsection, spreading out over his weary muscles, coating them in electrical jelly and instantly soothing them. He felt the air pour out of his lung and an unbelievable warmth envelope him.
Susan experienced her son's orgasm differently. One moment, he was thrusting away at her throat, the next he suddenly became completely still and rigid, his cock resting on her tongue in the center of her mouth. Susan's eyes fluttered open and she looked up her son, stiff with his eyes closed. And then she felt it. A hot jet of incredibly thick liquid suddenly burst against her tongue and splattered all over the insides of her mouth. Susan rapidly closed her lips around the width of her son's shaft, making sure that none of his sperm dripped from her mouth. But that would be an almost impossible task.
The first thick spurt seemed to splash all over every available spot on the inside of her mouth and her nose filled with the salty, musky taste. But it was only the first spurt. As Frankie let out a deep sigh, another large spurt (this time with less pressure but more volume) poured into Susan's mouth. And it kept coming and coming as Susan felt her son's urethra throbbing against her tongue. More and more cum filled Susan's mouth as Frankie's orgasm slowly began to subside. Soon, Susan's cheeks were bulging and cum was dribbling along with drool out of the corner of her mouth. Finally, after an impossibly long time and an even more unbelievably large amount of cum, Frankie let out a low grunt and took a rapid, tripping step back. His cock, still hard, slipped from between his mother's lips. A large glob of cum dribbled out from between Susan's lips and smeared on her chin. She quickly closed her lips, trapping the remaining liquid in her mouth.
Frankie, still breathing raggedly, took another step back and put his hands on his knees. The afterglow of his orgasm was fogging his mind and he couldn't even fathom what he'd just done. But Susan did. She felt the warm, thick sperm filling her mouth to the point that a small amount was still dripping out of her pursed lips. Her tongue moved in a closed sea of her son's flavor, her throat ached slightly from the pounding her son had just given her. What had she just done? It felt like...someone else had made the decision to do it. She couldn't even remember how she'd gotten here. And yet...she didn't regret it. Her son's seed tasted savory and delicious in mouth and she reveled in the pleasure it gave her. She knew that she should be feeling something...a moral aversion to what she had done, to the delicious taste in her mouth, but she didn't. All she felt was a desire for more.
In fact, the sudden drop in sensation was driving Susan crazy. Susan suddenly realized that it wasn't just the feeling of Frankie's beautiful cock that was missing. The electrical feeling in her nipples had stopped as well. The fiery, driving pleasure between her legs had stopped as well. Susan shifted and she looked down between her legs. There, framed between her thighs was her daughter, looking up at her, wide-eyed.
For Alyssa, something about what she'd just seen finally made everything real. Her brother had just cum in her mother's mouth! Alyssa's own face was glistening with her own spit and her mother's juices. She couldn't even remember moving into this position, didn't remember when she started to...eat her mother's pussy. What were they doing? Even now, Alyssa couldn't answer that question. But she didn't feel any embarrassment or shame over what she was doing. Her body was too excited for anything like that. It was like there was a certain part of her brain that was shut off and she was happy about it. She just felt frozen by the enormity of the moment.
Susan, on the other hand, felt her cheeks aching from Frankie's cum. She knew that this was no time to stop and think. She had to keep moving. Quickly she spread her legs wider, letting them slip down over Alyssa's shoulders. Alyssa mechanically moved her arms and let Susan's legs slip underneath of her armpit. Then Alyssa rested her elbows on her mother's thighs. Susan sat up quickly now, letting her knees bend and her feet dangle off the side of the table. Her breasts were essentially level with her daughter's face and Alyssa's eyes were wide looking at her mother's body. Susan craned her neck down, looking at her daughter's beautiful face. Alyssa looked up with her innocent, doe eyes.
Alyssa was shocked by two things. First, was her mother's scent. Of course, the smell of her mother's juices was still heavy in Alyssa's nose, it was, after all, smeared across her face. And now she could smell the thick scent of her mother's perfume, which Susan rubbed between her breasts each morning. Added now was the musky smell of Frankie's sperm dripping from Susan's chin. The scents, so different from one another, mixed together beautifully, seeming to coat Alyssa's body, filling her inside. She wanted to taste it.
For her part, Susan desperately wanted to kiss her daughter's thick, glistening lips. She reached her hands up, putting them on Alyssa's cheeks (feeling her daughter's hot skin with her palms). She began to lean forward quickly, closing her eyes. But before she could feel her lips pressing against her daughter's, Susan felt something warm, wet, and rough against her chin. Her eyes fluttered opened.
Alyssa had been watching as her mother close the distance between them. She'd seen the strings of spit and semen dripping from Susan's chin. The smell of it filled her nose. She needed to taste it. She knew her mother was going to kiss her, but she couldn't wait that long. She leaned forward quickly, pressing her flatted tongue against the side of her mother's chin. The thick, salty, gooey liquid glommed onto Alyssa's tongue and the flavor filled her mouth, making her shiver with excitement. She dragged her tongue up her mother's chin up towards her lips, sucking every bit of the juice into her mouth. Susan groaned as she realized what her daughter was doing.
Eventually, Alyssa's tongue slipped over Susan's lips, tasting the cum and the spit that was deposited there. Alyssa groaned as the liquid fill her mouth and coated her tongue. But Susan took the opportunity to strike. As Alyssa's mouth opened to groan, Susan leaned forward quickly pressing her mouth against her daughter's lips and letting her son's cum pour out of her mouth. Alyssa felt the hot sperm dribbling onto her lips and she quickly tilted her head to the side, sealing her mouth against her mother's. Only a few small drops of cum had tumbled from Susan's lips down onto Alyssa's breasts.
Now their mouths were in a liquid-tight lock and a wave of sperm sloshed from Susan's mouth into her daughter's. The light, salty flavor of cum that Alyssa had tasted before was now completely increased by an order of magnitude. She felt the thick liquid pouring over her teeth and her tongue and the smell of it filled her nose. Susan moved her tongue into her daughter's mouth then, pushing more sperm into her Alyssa's mouth and feeling the hot wetness inside Alyssa's mouth.
Mother and daughter remained kissing for quite some time, just passing the cum at the spit back and forth and wrestling with their tongues. Some of the frothy, gooey liquid would occasionally slip from their lips and land on Alyssa's chin or even her breasts. Both women groaned at the naughty flavor on their tongues and the electric feeling their taboo kiss coursed through their veins.
But the person most affected by their sloppy kiss might've been the only person not involved. Frankie had regained his breath and was standing next to the table, watching his mother and his sister with wide eyes. He listened to the wet sounds of their kiss and saw the trembling way that their bodies moved in unison. A feeling of nearly clinical shock overcame him as he looked on his family. As the cloud of lust had (somewhat) lifted from his mind, he came to the realization of what he'd actually done. To his mother. And what Susan and Alyssa were doing now. But more than that, he was shocked because, as he now watched it them with a clearer mind than he'd had just a few minutes before, he felt no remorse or regret. His mother looked beautiful. His sister looked beautiful. He wanted them more. His dick was still firm and glistened with his mother's spit. He wrapped his hand around it and began to stroke.
Susan caught the motion of Frankie's hand out of the corner of her eye. She smiled (cum drooling down the corner of her mouth) and she slowly slipped her tongue out of her daughter's mouth. Alyssa whimpered slightly, but Susan had left nearly half of the cum and spit in her daughter's mouth, and she thought that was consolation enough. Susan quickly swallowed down the liquid that remained in her own mouth, savoring the warm feeling as it landed in a large blob in her stomach. Alyssa broke the kiss with her mother and followed her lead. She groaned again and felt her nipples ache as the taste of Frankie's cum filled her nose one last time as it slipped into the back of her throat. Frankie was stroking harder now, watching.
"No, no, no!" Susan said, turning and looking towards her son. Frankie froze, for a half second feeling nervous, like he'd done something wrong, "You shouldn't be doing that when there are two willing women right here Frankie. You'll make us feel like we're inadequate." Frankie eyes got wide.
"Mom I..."he started but Susan cut him off.
"I don't want to hear excuses," Susan said playfully, "I want you to make it up to us. I want you to show your sister you're sorry. I want to see how much you love her. Alyssa, lay down on the floor." Susan felt a shiver run up her back. She couldn't believe how excited she was by this idea. What better way to solidify her children's love for one another than bringing them together like this? It would be beautiful...and fun to watch. Susan spread her legs, no longer holding her daughter in place.
Alyssa turned now, her face glistening with spit and cum, towards her brother. She remembered once that one of her friends had said that Frankie was attractive. She'd laughed about him being a little kid and never gave a second thought to the notion. But now she saw him, tall, lean, and undeniably hung...her mouth watered. How could she have never noticed how...attractive he'd become? She didn't need any further encouragement from her mother. Alyssa pushed her chair back slightly and then stood up and moved away from the chair. She felt like she was vibrating all over.
The kitchen was relatively small, most of the floor space taken up by the kitchen table and the chairs. Alyssa walked around the table slowly, saving the way her legs rubbed together as she walked and the feel of her breasts bouncing gently. She loved the way her younger brother's eyes followed her body, she felt sexy in a way that was unfamiliar and lovely. She smiled when she walked up to him, took him by the hand, and led him out of the kitchen. His hand felt hot in hers and his body felt totally without personal will, he would let her lead him anywhere.



Once they stepped out of the doorway into the small landing leading down towards the front door, she took a quick left and walked into the living room. The feeling of anticipation was too great. The self-control she'd shown as she'd walked around the table was gone now. She couldn't have walked in a slinky, sexy fashion now if she wanted to. She was in the living room. This was going to happen. She needed it to happen. She didn't even bother to walk any further into the living room. She dropped down quickly onto her knees and then, in one fluid motion, she rolled onto her back on the carpet and spread her legs. She saw that her mother hand walked into the living room too, she was standing next to Frankie, a little behind him.
Frankie looked down at his sister's body on the living room floor. Her eyes were looking at him with focused intensity, her lips parted slightly in anticipation. Her smallish, perky breasts were now spread out across her chest, her nipples hard points stinking in the air. Her stomach was rising and falling quickly as she panted. Her smooth, thin legs extended out in welcome from her body. But obviously, Frankie's attention was fixed between his sister's legs, her labia were dripping with her own juices and her pinkish-purple skin had sort of opened up to invite him. She was trembling all over.
Frankie wasn't sure what happened next. He didn't know if he meant to drop or if his legs had suddenly just grown too weak to support his body. Whatever it was, a moment later, he found himself on his knees between his sister's legs, his rock-hard cock suspended just a few inches above his sister's swollen clitoris. Now he could smell his sister's sex, the physical sultriness of it. His mouth water and his balls ached. Alyssa's eyes had followed her brother as he fell, she was staring at his hard cock, imagining what it would feel like...
"Oh God, Frankie," Alyssa moaned, her hands rising up and finding her own nipples, "Give it to me all at once, I need it bad!" As she spoke, she bit her lower lip. Frankie felt a shiver run down his spine, but he was instantly spurred to action. He felt the same way as Alyssa. This was not the time to be slow and gentle. They had grown too far apart already. Now was the time to close the gap in and instant.
Frankie quickly moved his hand down around his hard cock. He'd never felt it so hot and so hard before, it felt like his flesh was trying to jump out of his skin. He pushed the tip of his cock down, bending over. Alyssa felt the hard tip of her brother's penis as it slipped across her clit and her mind went blank. She could hear herself moaning and she felt ripples of pleasure. But Frankie hadn't stopped there, he thrust his cock down the length of his sister's slit, letting it slip gently between her lips. As soon as he felt himself sinking inside of her, Frankie thrust forward hard on his knees, filling her instantly.
"Oh Jesus fuck!" Alyssa moaned as she felt her brother's hard cock split her in half. She felt his firm, white-hot flesh press into her more deeply than she'd ever imagined. Pleasure and pain flooded and overwhelmed her mind as she groaned and shook on the floor.
As Alyssa writhed, Frankie felt her incredibly tight pussy squeezing and tightening around his aching shaft, pressing in around him warm and wet on every side. Her groaned as well, putting his hands on his sister's knees to avoid collapsing. But he knew he wanted more. As soon as he regain his bearings, he began to pull his long shaft out of his sister's wet pussy, her body sucking on him and trying to pull him back in. In a moment, only the bulbous tip of Frankie's penis remained in his sister's pussy. Alyssa was panting and writhing on the floor, running her tongue across her lips and trying to silently beg Frankie to re-enter her. She'd never felt so empty, so in need of something more. Frankie was as desperate as she was and, in a moment, he'd thrust his aching cock back into Alyssa's desperate snatch. Soon, they were moving together, in a frantic rhythm.
Susan stood in the doorway, watching her son and her daughter fuck one another. Her eyes were focused on the exact spot where Frankie's thick shaft split his sister open, plunging inside of her wet depths. Susan's eyes looked almost glazed, she barely registered that she was even present, she was totally outside of herself in a realm of pure lust. Then she heard something. It was Alyssa, chanting "fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" over and over again. Susan's eyes flittered up to her daughter's face. She looked at her daughter's beautiful, thick lips as she continued to beg.
It wasn't so much a thought as an impulse that drove Susan forward. She hadn't really been planning on doing anything other than watch the beautiful sight of her children loving one another for the first time in...forever. But her body wouldn't wait. Her pussy was dripping down her legs and every inch of her skin felt like it was on fire. And so she obeyed the demands of her lust automatically. Slowly, she walked around Frankie and Alyssa, taking a few careful steps into the living room. Her eyes remained on her fucking children the entire time. After a moment, she was standing up near Alyssa's head. Alyssa didn't seem to notice, she was watched Frankie's cock slam in and out of her desperate body. Alyssa only noticed when Susan took a step over her body so that her feet were on either side of her head. Alyssa tore her eyes away from her brother and looked directly up. Susan was straddling her daughter's head, facing down Alyssa's body towards Frankie, her pussy just a few feet above Alyssa's quivering mouth.
Still working automatically, Susan slowly began to bend her knees, dropping down slowly. Alyssa watched as her mother began to crouch down over her face. Susan's pussy got closer and closer to Alyssa's warm lips. Alyssa licked her lips, her body trembling with anticipation and Frankie's delicious thrusts. Alyssa could smell her mother's pussy and actually felt the heat pouring off of it. Alyssa couldn't believe how badly she wanted to taste her mother again. And yet, as Susan crouched down now, her pussy beginning to fall the last three inches towards Alyssa's lips, Alyssa found herself speaking.
"Mom...Stop!" she said, her voice coming out in a breathy pant because Frankie's thrusts were growing more and more delightful. Susan stopped, hovering just above her daughter's face.
"What, honey," Susan said. The "automatic" feeling had wiped away entirely, and Susan had realized for the first time that she was about to sit on her daughter's face. For a moment she was terrified that she'd done something wrong, that Alyssa was going to stop her. She felt Alyssa's hands rise up, snaking around her mother's thighs, rubbing her gently. Alyssa hadn't know what she was going to say when she'd stopped her mother. But suddenly the words just sort of...spilled out. She knew they were the right ones.
"Mom," she groaned, "I forgive you for everything. And Frankie...Oh Jesus... Frankie too. I forgive you both for everything. No! I don't. There wasn't anything to forgive. I love you both, and I am sorry," She said. She felt a warmth sort of spread out over her body, a peace she hadn't felt for some time. Strangely, it also felt like the table was being set for an orgasm.
Hovering above her, Susan felt tears forming in her eyes. She'd never expected to hear what Alyssa had said, she'd learned to accept that it was never going to happen. Her mind reeled as she tried to figure out how to respond. She wanted to say just the right thing. But Frankie was slamming harder and harder into Alyssa's wet pussy and the girl didn't want to wait for her mother to gather her thoughts. Instead, Alyssa's hands pulled down quickly, driving Susan's hard little clit down directly into her mouth. Alyssa instantly started to swirl her tongue around Susan's hard nub, trying to make her forgiveness more real.
"Oh Goddamn!" Susan groaned as she felt her daughter's tongue bathing her clitoris. Her body suddenly weakened by the wave of pleasure, Susan pitched forward slightly. Her left hand shot forward, landing on top of Frankie's right hand on Alyssa's left knee. Leaning forward had pushed Susan's wet cunt hard into her daughter's face, Alyssa groaned as her mother's clit and lips filled her mouth. Susan now looked up slightly and saw Frankie looking down at her smiling. He was breathing heavily and she saw that his hips were rocking wildly in and out of his sister.
Susan's eyes dropped now, and she once again looked at her son's hard shaft slipping easily in and out of her daughter's puffy pussy lips. But she was much closer now, she could see everything so much better. She could see the veins in her son's cock, the blushing redness of her children's skin, and the hard, red nub of Alyssa's clit.
Alyssa's tongue swirling around her own clitoris gave Susan an idea. She quickly brought her right hand forward, reaching down in between her children's legs. She let her index and middle finger find their way down to her son's hard, glistening shaft. While Frankie continued to thrust in and out of Alyssa's pussy, Susan moved her fingers around on her son's iron-hard shaft. Soon, her finger tips were soaked in Alyssa's juices and Frankie's pre-cum. Then Susan moved her wet fingers back, finding her daughter's desperate clit and swirling her lubricated digits around them. She felt Alyssa's body seize and her tongue grow more rigid against Susan's own clit. Susan smiled as she heard her daughter groaning. Her pussy tightened as well, seizing around Frankie's cock and making him moan out as well.
The family stayed like this for several minutes. Alyssa remained on her back wit h her legs spread, her body frozen by pleasure and by the cumulative weight of her family. Frankie remained on his knees between his sister's legs with his hands resting on her knees. Sweat was pouring down his face but he kept thrusting faster and harder. Susan remained crouching over her daughter's face, letting her daughter gently tongue her clitoris. Susan was leaning forward, supporting herself with one hand and pleasuring her daughter with the other.
In the end, Alyssa could not hold out long under the all-out assault by her family. Her face was coated in her mother's juices and she struggled to breathe under the exertion. Her brother's cock felt like it was getting thicker and longer with each reckless thrust. And her mother's finger expertly swirled around her clitoris, touching her at just the right times, with just the right amount of pressure. Finally, Frankie's cock slammed home into Alyssa's pussy at just the right time as Susan flicked Alyssa's clit. It sent Alyssa tumbling over the edge. Alyssa felt all over her muscles tighten at once, everything popping into place. Her mouth froze open, her mother still grinding her own pussy against her daughter's mouth. Alyssa felt and intense warmth seeming to move out of her family's bodies, and then spread out all over her, she groaned and writhed on the floor as the pulsating warmth spread out all over her body. She felt like pleasure was pouring out of her, shooting from her pussy and her nipples and her lips. Finally, she collapsed onto the floor, completely sated.
Both Frankie and Susan realized that Alyssa had just had an orgasm. As she went limp below them, Frankie slowly slipped his cock from his sister's body. At the same time, Susan rose slightly, moving her off of her daughter's face and sitting on the floor. Alyssa lay panting on the carpet, her eyes closed and a dreamy smile on her face. Susan looked up from her daughter to her son. Their eyes caught across the expanse of Alyssa's body. Alyssa had cum just a moment too soon, they both felt it. They were both aroused beyond the point of reason. They couldn't stop now, it wasn't time.
They didn't even speak, they just began to move. Susan pushed herself away from Alyssa's body, moving a couple of feet further into the living room. As she moved, Frankie rose up off of his rug-burned knees and walked gingerly around his sister. By the time he was at the top of her head, Susan had rolled over and gotten up on her hands and knees. Her firm ass and her dripping puss were thrust up in the air and she was looking back over her shoulder towards her son, a wolfish smile on her face.
If Frankie's butchered knees hurt, he didn't seem to notice. Instead, he took two steps towards his mother and dropped down onto them behind her. Susan gasped as she felt his hard cock bounce off of her taut ass cheek as he moved into position. Frankie's cock was still completely soaked with his sister's juices, ready. He moved his hands up to his mother's hips, feeling his fingers sink into his flesh. His mother's mouth had been incredibly, and his sister's pussy had been divine...but this was what he dreamed about when he couldn't control his dreams. He desperately wanted to be inside of his mother's pussy.
"Don't wait, give it to me now!' Susan moaned. Frankie could not have scripted a more perfect fantasy. Susan didn't know how perfectly she was arousing her son, but she felt the result. One moment, she felt the hot tip of his penis pressing teasingly against her swollen slit, and then next his cock had disappeared completely inside of her. Susan's body shook all over and her elbows went weak. She pitched forward slightly, her arms collapsing onto the floor and her forehead landing against the backs of her hands. This thrust her ass and her pussy up higher into the air. Frankie's hands grasped tightly around Susan's hips, holding her up and keeping her from falling all the way to the ground. And as he held her up, he picked up where he'd left off with Alyssa, thrusting his cock in and out with abandon.
For a few minutes, all that Susan could do was writhe desperately on the floor. Frankie's cock seemed to fill her entirely to the point that it nearly hurt. And then it would disappear entirely, leaving her empty and desperate for his return. A constant moan filled her throat as Frankie's balls flew forward, smacking heavily against her clit. Susan allowed her breasts to press more fully into the carpet, allowing the friction to ease some of the terrible, wonderful tension. This pushed her ass up even higher, letting Frankie press his cock even deeper into his mother's pussy.
Susan soon found that she was panting desperately, feeling her insides wrapping around her son's penis. She turned her head to the side slightly, trying to breathe. As she did so she saw that Alyssa had, apparently, recovered from her orgasm. She was standing in the middle of the living room, looking down at her mother and her brother with wide eyes. She was swirling her finger languidly around on her clit. Susan didn't have the control to tease anymore, but she couldn't stand to watch her beautiful daughter all alone.
"No Alyssa, not over there!" she groaned, "I need you here. I need us all together. Please!" she begged. Alyssa's eyes glittered and she nodded quickly. She had gotten up as soon as it felt possible. She'd been desperate to join in and was now ecstatic that she'd been invited. Susan hadn't made any suggestion about what she wanted and now she was arching her back and moaning loudly. It was up to Alyssa. She knew exactly what she wanted.
Ever since Alyssa had seen June Hart running her hot little tongue across her sister willing asshole, she'd been secretly and excruciatingly curious. Now she looked and saw her mother's large, taut ass sticking up straight in the air and her mouth watered. She closed the distance separating her from her mother. She dropped down quickly onto her knees right next to Susan's thigh. Her hands quickly rose up, her right hand reaching up across her mother's ass, her fingers quickly sinking into the flesh. Her left hand found the closer cheek. Soon, she was spreading her mother's ass cheeks apart, exposing the tight purple-red rosebud in the middle.
Alyssa held her mother's ass cheeks open for a moment, keeping her eyes on Frankie's cock as it slipped in and out of their mother. The smell of sex was thick in her nose. She moaned and leaned forward. No force on heaven and earth could stop her now. Frankie hadn't been certain about what his sister was going to do, but now as she leaned forward, any doubt was erased. He saw Alyssa lean in far, her breasts brushing against Susan's hip. She came in high, sort of over Susan's lower back and then tilted her head to the side. Soon, Alyssa's lips were hovering over Susan's asshole.
As Frankie watched, Alyssa tongue slipped from her mouth and her head quickly dropped. The last thing Frankie saw was his sister's pink tongue pressing against his mother's tight asshole, and then his sister's hair obscured the view. Nonetheless, just the thought of his sister's tongue, working its way into his mother's ass made Frankie blood rise. Added to that, Alyssa tongue clearly had an effect on Susan as well. Her whole body trembled and Frankie felt his mother's pussy contract around his cock, squeezing him tightly. For her part, Susan couldn't believe the dirty-warm feeling of her daughter's tongue in her ass. She pushed her hips back further, willing Alyssa's tongue deeper and deeper into her body.
For Alyssa, the effect was even more exciting than she'd hoped. Her mother's body tasted coppery and...wonderful. She couldn't control herself. Her left hand slipped from her mother's ass cheek. Her mother's taut flesh pressed more tightly around her face, but Alyssa kept her tongue in Susan's ass. Alyssa's left hand instantly found its way between her own legs, finding her wet pussy, still desperate for relief. Her fingers found her clit, circling it with the same rhythm that her tongue played against her mother's ass.
The McCall family stayed that way for several minutes. Susan was on her knees, with her face pressed against the shag carpet, her body thrumming like a piano string. Her son knelt behind her, slamming his rigid cock in and out of her body with desperate regularity. Susan's daughter knelt beside her, her face buried in her mother's ass and her finger flying over her clitoris. The room was filled with the women's muffled moans and Frankie's low grunts. The room felt hot and it was filled with the various smells of sex.
More importantly than that...they felt love. It was swirling around them in the smells, the sights, and the sounds that arrested their brains. They moved as one, felt as one, and were overwhelmed with a euphoric feeling. When the orgasms finally came, it was like an extension of their unity, a culmination of their love. And more than that.
When that orgasm came, it started with Susan. Her body was being bombarded by her children's attention and she had gone the longest without relief. She felt her son's balls slap hard into her clit at the same moment that her daughter's tongue pressed roughly into her asshole. The orgasm burst upon her instantly, bursting fully-formed onto every inch of her body, inside and out. She screamed loudly and her body trembled all over. Her pussy clenched around Frankie's cock, sending him over the edge as well. It was like her orgasm spread through her pussy into his body, climbing up over him and coating him in an identical sensation. Alyssa was not immune. As she heard her family's groans and moan, she increased her ministrations on her clit. Susan's asshole clenched around her daughter's tongue and it was as if the orgasm spread from there as well, overwhelming Alyssa's mind first and then spreading across her whole body like she'd been wrapped in a warm blanket. Eventually, all three members of the McCall family were cumming at the same time, with Alyssa and Susan dripping lewdly on the floor while Frankie filled his mother's willing pussy with his incestuous sperm.



It didn't feel to any of them like a separate orgasm, it felt like they were feeling one shared orgasm, five times more powerful than any they'd ever felt before. They felt themselves knitting together more tightly, connections being repaired and reformed. This made the shared orgasm grow more and more powerful as time went on and their voices rose up together in unison, filling the house with their moans. At when it finally reached a crescendo, the distance separating all of them disappeared entirely and they merged with the orgasm. They merged together. They became one.
After the powerful, communal orgasm finally began to fade, the three family members rapidly realized that they were only being held up with their lust and their need to cum. Those things were subsiding quickly in the calming serenity of their orgasms. Their bodies were weak and tired. They were all dehydrated and spent. Alyssa collapsed against her mother's body and the two flopped over to the side onto the carpet. Frankie's cock popped out of his mother's body, but he fell over as well, landing with his mother and sister. They were all giggling and languid.
For a moment they writhed around on the floor, trying to get at ease. Eventually, they found a comfy position, curled together against the couch. Susan was in the middle, she had her arms wrapped around her children's necks and they were each resting their heads on one of her breasts. They were breathing heavily and each was smiling the same, familial smile. They all knew that something had had happened and that, eventually, they were going to have to come to terms with it. Figure it out. But none of them had the energy or the inclination to do it now. None of them had imagined they would ever feel this good together again and that seemed like a good enough reason not to question it too sharply. They simply basked in the afterglow of their orgasms, and the full flower of their love.
End Chapter 4
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*****
Chapter 5: The Block Party
The following Saturday, the three members of the McCall family were making their way across the cul-de-sac towards the Hart family house. Frankie was carrying a casserole dish and they all wore the expressions of mourners on their way to a funeral. In the days since their...encounter, they'd never spoken of what had happened. They'd all woken up, locked together and naked. They'd felt sheepish and uncertain. Eventually, without speaking they'd all rose and walked separately out of the room, finding their own bedrooms and bathrooms to clean up and to try to come to terms with what had happened.
All three had gone through a similar set of realizations as they gained some distance from their sexual experience. They all relived the event in their minds, running over each event that happened and reviewing their thoughts and feelings about it. They were all, of course, shocked by what had happened. Ever since they had stumbled upon their neighbors, they had been subconsciously thinking about it. But it had seemed distant, taboo, and unthinkable. And so they had all repressed it. But somehow, it had happened. They each tried to trace back the event to the beginning, to see what had kicked it off. But it didn't seem to make sense. They'd done something they were never supposed to do.
But they were all three surprised by their own reaction to their family orgy. As the afterglow of the orgasm faded from each of their bodies and they retreated into solitude, they all felt a sense of foreboding. Anxiety. They were all waiting for the other shoe to drop. They were waiting for the guilt and the embarrassment to come on. They knew that what they had done was objectively wrong and they waited for the shame that they deserved. But Susan, Alyssa, and Frankie each found, to their shock, that it didn't come. After a while, the sense of foreboding dissipated.
The feeling was almost euphoric. None of them regretted what had happened. It had been naughty and fun in a way that sex had never been before. It felt more right than wrong. What was more, they each felt like they had been needing this for a long time, beyond the sexual release. Frankie found that he felt closer to his mother than he ever had before, with an added bonus that he felt a similar connection to his sister, something he'd never expected. Alyssa found that the grudge she'd felt against her mother and her brother was gone, torn out root and branch. The forgiveness she'd given in her moment of ecstasy had been, surprising even to her, sincere. Susan simply felt that she had pulled her children back into her sphere. She no longer had the sense that they were pulling away from her. She could feel it even when they weren't around.
And so they'd all come back together later that night. Susan cooked another, late dinner to replace the one they'd ignored earlier. They had all showered and changed. None of them spoke a word about what had happened just a few hours earlier. Surprisingly, they did not feel their cheeks blush, they didn't feel any sort of need to avert their eyes, everything felt normal. No, not normal. Better than normal. They spoke at dinner in a way that hadn't in months, maybe years. They talked about their lives and they laughed at one another's stories. They learned more about one another in an evening than they'd ever hoped to learn in their remaining lives. When dinner was finished, they stayed together at the table, talking until the sun went down and their eyes grew heavy.
They'd maintained that momentum through the next few days. They met together at the breakfast table the next morning and talked. Susan ditched work and her children cut school to go into town and visit a museum. The connection as still there, growing stronger. The following days they returned to work and school, but always found each other again in the evening. None of them wanted to go back and none of them wanted the euphoria to end.
The only fear that lurked in each of their hearts was apprehension that the other two were not as content. Susan feared that her children were ashamed of themselves, even if they didn't show it. That they wished it had never happened. Frankie and Alyssa felt the same way about their mother and about each other. They all wondered if this sudden re-connection was a delicate balance that could be thrown off at any moment. And that was why, despite the fact that all three fantasized about it constantly, none of them broached the subject of sex again. And it was further why they were so anxious as they crossed the towards the Hart's home. They knew the people that awaited them there. The thoughts those people would raise. They knew that this might be the final thing that broke their post-coital euphoria, and sent them spiraling apart again forever.
"Oh hi welcome!" Carl Hart said from the front door. The door was open, but there screen door, partially obscuring Carl from their view. All three members of the McCall family jumped, they hadn't seen him there. Alyssa felt her cheeks get very red and she darted her eyes down. But in her mind, she was picturing Carl having sex with his two daughters, and it made her breath catch in the throat.
"Hi..." Susan said, her voice sounding weaker than she'd expected. She cleared her throat and wondered where the Liston family was.
"We're all really glad you could make it," Carl said, opening the door and walking outside. He was wearing a pair of flip flops and had a t-shirt tucked into a pair of khaki shorts, "We really take pride in being a community here in the cul-de-sac. Why don't you all go ahead around back? Everyone is there already. I just need to grab a case of Pepsi from my trunk and I will be right back out," he explained. Frankie and Susan nodded uncomfortably and then started to shuffle off towards the driveway. Alyssa followed behind them, trying not to think about anything.
"Oh hey," Carl said, "Go around the other side of the house. There's a lot of bushes and stuff on this side, hard to get back there." As Carl said this, Alyssa remembered walking through those bushes before. And the scene she'd walked in on beyond them. She looked up slightly and saw Carl looking at her. Her eyes darted back down again, wondering if it meant that he knew.
The McCall family quickly made their way back around the house and into the back yard. They could heard the low hum of voices and could smell barbeque. They all felt a similar tightness in their chests and a weakness in their limbs.
"Mom, why don't we leave?" Alyssa said, still shaken from her experience.
"They are just going to keep inviting us to stuff. They apparently do this every month. We can ignore them forever," Susan said, although she desperately wanted to follow her daughter's advice.
"They will take the hint eventually," Frankie said and Alyssa nodded in agreement. Susan shook her head and shrugged her shoulders.
"It's too late now, Mr. Hart has already sent us back. What do we do? Just disappear? If you all didn't want to go, you should've told me earlier." She said. But of course, they couldn't before. Not without explaining why, not without discussing their fears. And so they passed into the backyard.
"Oh hi, it's the new neighbors!" Joy Liston said excitedly and Susan could almost hear the woman moaning in pleasure as her son fucked her. The heads of all those present turned and looked at the McCall family. Of course there was Joy Liston, standing next to her husband James next to the back door. Bethany Liston was reclining on a chair, in fact THE chair Alyssa had seen before, with Lacy and June standing next to her, chatting easily. Claudia Park was standing next to the grill, a few yards from the deck, talking to her son Kurt and Martin Liston as the two boys tried to cook hotdogs. Why they all looked, Carl Liston completed the picture by popping out from the back door. He set a cooler down on the deck.
"Hello," Susan said flatly. Frankie lifted up the casserole dish. For one heart stopping moment, all three members of the McCall family felt like something terrible was going to happen. They squirmed under the eyes of the people they'd accidentally spied on. They worried that their voyeurism was known and resented. Worse, they were afraid of what would happen inside of their own family. That these people would say something that would shatter their new-found sense of wellbeing. Susan, Alyssa, and Frankie were not breathing, they felt weak, and the tension was rising inside of them. They were twitching to turn and run, and the eyes burned deeper into them.
"Would you all like something to drink?" James Liston said, opening the cooler and reaching inside. And just like that, the spell was broken. Kurt, Martin, and Claudia turned back to the grill, Bethany, Lacy, and June resumed their conversation, and James, Joy, and Carl walked down from the deck to greet the McCalls. The tension seemed to burn away.
For the next hour or two, the McCall family found that they were engaged in a rather...normal barbeque. The various neighbors came up to them and introduced themselves, offered them drinks and food, and were generally polite. They made small talk and asked about the recent move and their lives before their arrival on the cul-de-sac. At first Susan, Alyssa, and Frankie stayed close to one another, deferring to one another when a particularly "troublesome" neighbor arrived. Frankie, in particular, had a hard time speaking with Claudia.
But over time, they began to realize that their worst fears were not going to be realized. The neighbors, whatever they did in the privacy of their own homes, were relatively normal in public. And they didn't seem to suspect anything. Eventually, Susan even became comfortable talking to the Listons, Frankie to the Parks, and Alyssa to the Harts. Finally, they even felt comfortable splitting up, having conversations and interactions on their own with their neighbors. In fact, the sense of relief that they felt made them even more gregarious and comfortable than they might've been otherwise. They all wondered if this normal picnic would serve as a bookend on the recent, bizarre events in their life. Maybe the strange, sexual interlude in their lives was over and things would go back to normal. Normal only better, because the sex had served its purpose. They all just felt relieved by that idea but...wistful also. It had been fun...
It was some time after Lacy and June had cleaned up the dessert trays and Carl brought out the sweet wine that the McCall's learned that they were wrong. About everything.
When it happened, Frankie was down in the corner of the yard with Kurt, Lacy, and Joy playing a game of horseshoes. Alyssa was sitting next to the grill in some lawn chairs, talking to Claudia and Bethany. Susan was up on the porch, sitting at the picnic table with Carl, June, Martin, and Joy, smiling lightly and enjoying the cool evening air. The only person not talking comfortably with the neighbors was James Liston. None of the McCalls had noticed that in particular until suddenly, from the center of the backyard, they heard his gentle baritone voice.
"Alright everyone, let's gather around," he said, "It's time to get things started." He wasn't really loud enough to overcome the other voices around the yard. Nonetheless, as soon as he started talking, everyone became quiet, listening. As soon as he had finished his simple remarks, everyone (except for Susan, Alyssa, and Frankie) rose quickly from wherever they were and moved towards the center of the yard, where James was standing.
Susan felt a sudden pang in the pit of her stomach. She didn't know what was going on, this was certainly not normal picnic behavior. There wasn't necessarily anything...wrong with what was happening. But Susan felt a sense of foreboding that she couldn't explain. Her eyes darted around the yard, looking first at Frankie and then Alyssa. She saw the same nervousness in their eyes that she felt in herself. She wanted to go to them now, but the McCalls were scattered around the yard, separated by their neighbors. They all froze, watching everyone move towards James Liston.
"Well everyone," James said when everyone was standing around him in a loose circle, "It has been far too long since we've all had a chance to be together. We all missed those you who couldn't make the last meeting. We are particularly honored that the Harts have agreed to host us this time."
"My pleasure," Carl said. They all spoke as though the McCalls were not there. Or, worse, that they figured the McCalls understood what was going on.
"Well I know you have all been waiting for dinner to end so that festivities can start. So let's not waste any more time. The sunlight won't last much longer," James said. And with that, he reached down and slowly started to unbutton his shirt. The other neighbors began to follow his lead, lifting their shirts over their heads and unzipping their shorts. Susan and her children watched in stunned silence. It was like all of their worst nightmares were coming true all at once. They needed to escape. But their defenses had been lowered and they were separated, they couldn't move. In a matter of moments, all nine of their neighbors were totally and completely naked in the middle of the backyard. They began to mill around slowly and casually, separating into families and finding their own, unique spots. The McCall family's eyes moved around their neighbor's bodies, involuntarily drinking in their skin and their bodies, feeling the effect that it was having on them, triggering memories of what they'd seen before. What they'd done before. When all of the families had moved into their own areas, James suddenly turned and looked at Susan. She felt ice water run in her veins.
"Are you not joining us?" he asked simply. Susan's eyes went wide.
"What are you doing?" She asked in a tiny voice. She heard some slight giggling. As she looked around, she saw that the other families had...come together. Joy Liston had her arms around both of her children and she was alternating kissing them. Claudia was kissing her son's neck and running her hand down his thigh. June and Lacy were kissing desperately while their father rubbed their backs lovingly. It didn't seem there was any mystery about what was happening. It had just happened so fast...Susan's mind was reeling. Her children, if anything, were doing worse. They looked on at their mother, scared, hoping she could figure out how to get them out of this.
"We are making love to our families," James said matter-of-factly. As though he was saying they were going to play trivial pursuit.
"What?" Susan asked, more because she felt like she had to say something than because she wanted to know.
"Oh don't tease them daddy," Joy said.
"Why does your wife call you daddy?" Susan asked quickly. She'd nearly forgotten about that. How could she forget that?
"Because I am her father and she is my daughter," he said. Susan felt like the air came out of her lungs. She knew that this was a possibility, she supposed. But she'd never really believed it was possible.
"But...you're married," she said. James smiled and looked at Joy lovingly.
"Well, the legal formalities have never been conducted. We are married, spiritually. And we have been for over 17 years now," he said. Susan didn't even understand what he meant.
"And Bethany and Martin?" Susan asked, looking at the children as they kissed their mother.
"My grandchildren," he said.
"And your...?" Susan asked, unable to bring herself to say it. James smiled more broadly and shook his head.
"I wish they were, I assure you," James said, "But they are only my grandchildren. Well, not 'only.' You know, maybe explaining that will help you understand the rest of this better. Would you like that?" James said. As he did so, he took a couple of steps in Susan's direction. She naturally felt herself recoiling. But she couldn't leave. She needed to know. She looked around at her children as well, they were looking at James intently. They felt the same curiosity their mother felt.
"What is going on?" she asked finally. James crossed the yard towards her and took a seat across from her at the picnic table, still naked. He leaned back comfortably, as though they were friends sitting at a sidewalk café for a friendly chat.
"My first wife, Joy's mother, she died when Joy was very young. It was just the two of us when she was growing up. And we were very close. I mean we were normal in every sense of the word not like..." and he spread his arm out across the yard, "Not like this. But close. Joy was my entire world. And then, one day, she was an adult. I didn't even realize it had happened. Then she was away at college and then she was married. And then she had two young children with her husband. I was devastated when she left and I kept waiting for it to get better. But it never did," he said. Susan felt a pang of sympathy for the man that she hadn't expected. She knew that fear and anticipated that pain.
"And then, one day, my daughter Joy came back to me. She had left her husband, learning what I had always known: he wasn't good enough for her. And when she came back... it was like my life had meaning again. It was better, in fact, because she'd brought her two beautiful children with her. And for a few months...it was just wonderful.
"But then my daughter got a new job. Her no-fault divorce went through, and she started to get over it all. I knew that eventually, she would need to get on with her life. That she would leave me again. She wanted a family. She was a beautiful young woman, she wanted love. She wanted things that...I couldn't give her." James spoke with real feeling. Susan slumped in her chair, it was like she'd been punched in the gut. It was like James was speaking of Susan's fear for the future: her desire to keep her family close but her knowledge that they were adults and would have adult needs.
"Or could I?" James said. Susan's eyes shifted back to him and he was smiling, looking back at his wife/daughter, "I won't pretend I wasn't conflicted. I hadn't been with a woman since Joy's mother died and I wasn't sure that my...feelings were pure. But I knew that the only way that I could keep my family together was to give my daughter everything that she needed. And one night...it happened," James' eyes grew glassy, "I won't share that memory with you now. It is...that's just for me and for my wife. But that night we learned that we could remain together forever. I could keep my family and Joy knew that she would always have everything...everything that she needs. We decided we never wanted to be apart."
"And then, as her children grew, and Joy began to have the same fears that I had once had...we decided that there was no reason our solution wouldn't work again. When each of my grandchildren turned 18, Joy and I initiated them into adulthood, binding them here to us," James explained. Susan's mind was whirling. Hadn't she being thinking something along the same lines? And wasn't this confirmation that everything she'd been thinking was right.



"The internet allowed us to find likeminded people. People who loved their families and wanted to keep them together. I used my wealth and my real estate license to buy up these houses, where we could live together, the way we all wanted to live. It was slow, painstaking work with lots of disappointment and mistakes along the way. But slowly, a real community came together here. First my family. Then the Harts. Then the Parks. Kurt was our most recent...graduate to adulthood," as James said each family, Susan turned and looked at them, caressing and kissing one another. "We were all going to live here...forever. Our families would blend together and intermarry, my Bethany might marry Kurt or...something of that nature. A tribe, I supposed. And then final link in the chain was supposed to be the Wentz family. We'd screened them. They were to complete the tribe. But then they sold their plot to you, and so we are welcoming you in to our community." Suddenly, Susan's initial conversation with Claudia and the constant concern over the Wentz family finally made sense. Now she knew why everyone had been so concerned that James had not sold them the house. They had been looking for someone like them. Not the McCall family.
"But why are you welcoming us? You didn't pick us...We aren't...like you," Susan said, averting her eyes as she spoke the last four words, knowing that they weren't entirely true. James smiled broadly and looked over his shoulder, this time not looking at his wife, but instead towards the Hart family. June was kissing her sister deeply, but she had clearly been listening. She broke her kiss and turned towards James.
"I saw you," June said and Susan instantly put her hand over her mouth. She didn't see, but Frankie and Alyssa committed identical, equally incriminating actions, "Last Tuesday, when I came to tell you about this party. I told your son, Frankie, about it. Then I left. But I forgot to tell you something. I got home and I realized that I didn't tell you that it was going to be potluck and I wasn't sure if the flier I gave you said that. So I went back. I knocked on the door but no one answered. I looked in the window and I saw you. I saw all three of you. On the Kitchen table. I saw..."
"Okay!" Susan said swiftly, "I know what you saw!" It was somehow worse than her worst fears. These people didn't know they'd been spying on them. They'd been spying on her! For a moment, Susan felt ill. She was in too deep. She didn't even have any idea how to get herself out of this. Or how to get her family out. Frankie and Alyssa were feeling something similar. They were both leaning against tree trunks, like they could no longer hold themselves up. The whole world was spinning out of control and they even felt like their family was getting picked apart by these...perverts.
"I don't know how we got so lucky after the Wentz family...betrayed us like that. But you belong here. You belong with us," James said. As James spoke the last word, the other families around him started to move. They walked at a casual pace, but each family moved together. The Hart family began to move towards Alyssa, the Parks towards Frankie, and the rest of the Liston family moved towards Susan.
"No we aren't...we don't do this...it just happened. We need to go now. No offense," Susan said as the Liston's began to move towards her, their naked bodies filling her vision. But she remained glued in her chair. She didn't get up to leave. She couldn't see her children anymore, but if she could she would have seen that they were not moving either. They just stared at the nude bodies coming towards them, nervousness and the memories of what they'd seen before filtering through their minds.
"Please stop!" Susan said. And just like that, all three families stopped moving. They were each standing very close to a member of the McCall family.
"No one is going to force you to do anything. Trust me, everything about everything we do is 100% consensual. We pride ourselves on that. But search your heart. This is what you want. You know it," James said calmly as his family gathered around him. The other families nodded as well as they bunched around Susan's children.
For his part, Frankie nearly fell over as Claudia, who he still found unbearably beautiful, began to walk closer to him. His eyes found their way, against his bidding, to her large breasts and her shapely legs. His mouth went dry. He didn't know what was happening. Everything had just spun out of control so quickly. And his mother wasn't taking charge. She wasn't telling him what the right thing to do was. He knew that he should leave, that his whole family should leave. But he knew what he'd felt when he'd watched Kurt and Claudia make love. He knew what he felt when he made love to his mother and his sister. Whatever was happening now felt like it was part of that, and he found it hard to resist.
"Come with us Frankie," Claudia said in a sultry voice. She reached down with her right hand and cupped it around her right breasts. She lifted its weight gently, pulling it up closer to her chin. Frankie saw her nipples harden. He also saw, he couldn't believe, a little dribble of white liquid pouring out of it, "Come with us Frankie, I will take care of you. Joy taught me that if I used a breast pump for a few hours a day for few weeks, my milk would come back. It came in last night. Come have a drink from me, they ache. Come with us and you will be your mother's little boy forever. And when you want, you can be mine too," she said, lifting her breast again.
A shiver ran down Frankie's spine. How had Claudia known the exact right thing to say? He knew in his heart that she was offering what he'd always wanted. He was the baby of his family and he still loved to be babied. He just wanted to be mothered forever, to suckle from Susan's breast, to be taken care of. And here were these people, telling him it was possible. Why was he fighting it? It didn't make any sense. When had he ever been happier than he had been for the last few days. Frankie lifted his head up off of his chest.
"Mom," he called out, across the yard, "I am staying here!" he said. Then he rapidly began pulling off his clothes and throwing them onto the ground at his feet. He wasn't thinking now. He didn't need to think. He knew where his desires were taking him and he simply followed them down. In a matter of moments, he was totally naked, his cock already hard, and his mouth wrapped around Claudia's breast, sucking her warm milk into his waiting mouth. The warmth filling him, making him feel complete.
Alyssa had heard what her brother said and she watched as he stripped down and ran to the neighbor. She felt cracks and weaknesses growing in her own self-control. Hell, she was admiring Frankie's body as he disrobed. But as she looked around at the Hart family, she still resisted. Her stomach was knotted and her eyes were darting everywhere. She was trying not to look at the June and Lacy's beautiful bodies or Carl's fatherly face. Everything that had happened so far could be undone. Her family could just stay where it was, happy again but normal, if she could just stop.
"Your brother is right," Carl said calmly, giving Alyssa a gentle smile, "You should stay here too." Alyssa shook her head and dropped her eyes to her feet. She felt Carl's rough hand gently take her chin, pulling her up so that she was looking at him again, "There is no reason to be afraid. We don't want to hurt you. On the contrary. We want to love you. We want to be your family Alyssa. We want to make your family larger. Think about how wonderful it will be! Anytime you need something, someone will be here for you. If your brother is away and you need someone, my daughters will be your siblings. If your mother is gone, June and Claudia are here for you. If you need a father, I can be here for you."
"A father?" Alyssa said, the words choking in her throat. Had Carl known what she had been thinking ever since she'd first seen him with his daughters? How was that possible? It wasn't. And yet, he seemed to have put his finger on something that Alyssa knew but couldn't recognize. She'd been searching for this, even before the divorce. She loved her father, but he'd never really deserved it. She'd been flailing around, looking for something she figured didn't exist. And now there were these people, telling her she could have it. Have that and more. Why was she fighting it?
"Come on," Lacy said with a devilish smile, "Look at daddy's cock. He thinks you're cute!"
"Daddy?" Alyssa said in a faraway voice and she saw Carl smile. And then her resistance snapped entirely. She called out, louder, "Mom, I am staying too." She said. And in a few moments, her clothes were also lying in a pile on the ground. And she walked towards the Hart family and felt their arms move around her. And she felt Lacy's breasts on her shoulders, and June's breasts on her back, and more importantly she felt Carl's hard cock against her thigh and she sighed, feeling complete.
Susan saw everything happening from her spot on the porch "Well Susan, it looks like I am right. This is what your family is. And that's a good thing. It means they want to stay together forever. Your daughter can marry my son, your son can marry one of Carl's daughters, they will want to stay here with you forever. We can start a community here," James said. Susan had hardly been able to believe what she heard from her children. She had been so certain that when the delicate balance that her family had found for the last few days finally collapsed, that it would send her children spinning off into the world without her. But now, instead, it seemed that they wanted to stay with her. They wanted the closeness. They wanted the relationship. And they wanted the sex. Here was a way to keep them. Not just today, but forever. Now that Susan knew what her children were thinking, her defenses broke down. Now all that remained was the desire, the desire she'd been feeling for days but had been repressing. In short, she was feeling the exact same things that her children were feeling.
"I'm staying too," she said loudly, so that her son and her daughter could hear her. And then she stood up quickly from the table, and rapidly began removing her own clothing. Soon, she was moving out into the middle of the back deck as the Liston family swirled around her. She felt like she had everything she'd been missing all these months. Her family. A community. A sense of completeness.
The actions swirled around the backyard wildly. The members of the McCall family were not in control of themselves or the events which had captured them. Instead, they abandoned themselves into a sea of uncertainty and euphoria. The sexual feelings that they had avoided for the last few days, coupled with the arousal they still felt from seeing their various neighbors engaged in taboo sex overwhelmed them now. They let their bodies, and their neighbors, do with them what they would. The McCall family welcomed this sensation, the last shreds of their normal lives falling away. Even across the yard, separated from one another, they sensed themselves binding permanently together.
At first, Frankie and the Park family had found a place together in a cool corner of the yard, underneath of an old oak tree. Claudia was sitting on the ground, her bare ass sinking into the high grass and her back against the rough bark of the tree. Her legs were crossed in front of her and, across her lap, lay Frankie McCall.
Frankie's ass was on the ground next to Claudia's left thigh and his upper body was stretched across her body, and twisted facing towards her. Claudia had her right arm behind Frankie's back, holding him up and in place. Frankie's mouth was still wrapped around Claudia's nipple, suckling from her and pulling her warm, sweet mother's milk into his stomach. Each additional mouthful spread warmth throughout his body. Although, some of that warmth might have been coming from Claudia's left hand, which was reaching down between Frankie's spread legs. Her delicate fingers were wrapped around Frankie's cock, stroking him up and down gently, letting her fingers rest occasionally on his balls.
Despite the care and attention Claudia took in stroking Frankie's erect cock, it was not her only focus. As Frankie sucked the milk from her breast and enjoyed the feeling of her soft fingers against his penis, Claudia was equally attentive to her own son, Kurt. Kurt was standing to his mother's right side, with his legs spread slightly and his hands on his hips. His eyes were closed and his mouth was open, looking almost frozen except for the rhythmic thrust of his hips. Claudia's own eyes were open, because she wanted to watch her son as he thrust his dick in and out of her willing mouth. She kept her lips tightly around his hot flesh, but kept her throat open, letting her son's body plunge deep into her, making her gag. She swirled her tongue around on the bottom of his cock, making sure that he knew she loved him most, so he wouldn't be jealous.
The three lovers remained in this position for some time, Frankie spread across Claudia's lap, suckling her breast and enjoying her skillful blowjob at the same time Claudia was sucking her son's dick. Claudia's attention on her son was intense, her tongue nearly manic. He could not hold out for long. Eventually, his body went rigid and he began to pour thick gobs of sticky cum into his mother's throat. Claudia's body reacted to the delicious, dirty flavor of her son's sperm and her hand tightened around Frankie's cock. Already on the edge, Frankie let out a low groan and he came as well, his cum burbling up thickly out of his cock and dribbling down Claudia's hand.
When both her son and her new lover's orgasms had faded, Claudia slipped her hand from around Frankie's cock and moved it quickly to her mouth. Her son's sperm was still in her mouth as Claudia began to frantically suck Frankie's cum off of her fingers and the back of her hand. Soon, her cheeks were bulging with cum and she swirled the liquid around her teeth and her tongue, feeling the two similar, but unique, flavors meld in her mouth. Finally, she swallowed it all down at once, letting the glob land warm and full in her stomach.
At the same time this was going on, Alyssa and the Hart family were coming together a few dozen yards away, in a separate spot in the backyard. Carl was laid out on the grass, on his back, with his face, feet, and cock sticking up in the air. But it wasn't possible to Carl's face, his feet, or his cock.
As for his cock, Alyssa McCall was obstructing the view. Beautifully. Her legs were spread and he knees were planted in the grass on either side of Carl's body. Carl's large, rough hands were wrapped around Alyssa's narrow waist, holding her in place. Holding him inside of her. Because Carl's hard cock was buried deeply in Alyssa's dripping pussy. She felt herself filled totally, and she rocked her hips slightly (as much as Carl's strong hands would allow her), letting it move wonderfully inside of her. Alyssa's breasts ached and her hands grasped both of them, letting her hard nipples press into her
But Alyssa was not totally focused on Carl's wonderful cock as it moved around inside of her tight young pussy. Because even as she closed her eyes and let her fingers sink into her breasts, she was focused on other sensations as well. Perhaps most alluring was behind her, where June was covering her father's legs and feet by laying over top of them. Her breasts pressed into her father's thighs and her face was pressing in behind Alyssa's body. And that was exactly where Alyssa wanted June to be. Because Carl was holding Alyssa down hard on his cock, she was barely bouncing or moving. Instead, she was largely still and her legs, and ass cheeks, were spread apart. And that was where June was located, pressing her face into Alyssa's ass, pushing her lips against her new lover's tight little asshole. June could feel her father's balls against her chin as she wiggled her wet little tongue into Alyssa's asshole.
But even that incredible feeling could not take up the remainder of Alyssa's attention. That was because she was facing Lacy, who was covering her father's face. Like Alyssa, Lacy was straddling her father, her knees in the grass. But where Alyssa felt Carl's hard cock deep inside of her, Lacy felt instead her father's tongue moving languorously across her across her wet clit. Her hands were also on her breasts and she was moaning slightly. Both Alyssa and Lacy were leaning forward, both because it drove Carl's tongue and cock harder against their bodies and also because they felt an undeniable urge to press their lips together. Their mouths met over Carl's body and their tongues explored one another's gums and teeth, tasting each sweet flavor.
The four lovers remained in this position for a considerable period of time. Carl was laid out on the ground, pressed beneath the weight of three beautiful women. His daughter Lacy straddled his face while his other daughter June lay across his legs. In the middle was Alyssa, with a cock buried deep in her pussy. Alyssa was moaning loudly as she grinded against Carl's cock, felt June's tongue on her asshole, moved her tongue inside of Lacy's mouth, and grasped desperately at her own breast. Given the attention, Alyssa could not last long. After one particularly thrilling movement of Carl's cock deep inside of her body, coupled with a hard thrust of June's tongue into her asshole, Alyssa felt herself tumble over the edge. The muscles in her body contracted as the orgasm began to spread throughout her body. Her asshole clenched around June's tongue and her tongue pressed hard in Lacy's mouth. More importantly, her desperate pussy squeezed around Carl's cock, pushing him over the edge as well. Alyssa could feel Carl's warm sperm filling her inside while he cock throbbed inside of her, sending her deeper and deeper into her own orgasm.
While her two children were being entertained by others, Susan found herself being attended to by the entire Liston family. James Liston was sitting up on one of the armless deck chairs that Alyssa had seen before. His legs were spread somewhat wide and his feet were planted firmly on the deck. His hands were wrapped around Susan McCall's waist, not holding her in place like Carl was with Alyssa, but easily (despite his age) lifting the woman up a few inches, only to bring her back down firmly on his hard cock which was buried deeply within her pussy.
Susan was facing out, her back to James and her feet sort of dangling in the air. Her eyes were fixed forward, looking down between her legs. There was Joy Liston, on her hands and knees looking up with a naughty look on her face at her neighbor. Susan thought that the woman was smiling, but she couldn't be sure, because Joy's mouth was not in view. Joy was leaning forward fully, pressing her lips against Susan's throbbing clit and letting her father/husband's cock and balls press against her chin as she did so. Her lips remained locked around Susan's clit, sucking on her and sending electrical charges throughout Susan's body.
But as lovely as that felt, Susan could not focus entirely on James and his daughter/wife. Joy's children were adding to the excitement as well. They stood on either side of James' body, turned in, facing towards Susan. They were bent slightly at the waist, leaning down towards Susan. Just as she had watched them suckling on their mother's breasts before, she now experienced their actions firsthand. She felt their lips clamped around her hard little nipples, felt their tongues swirling around them. The only real thought she had was that she needed to begin pumping as well, so that she could begin to feed her own children as Joy and Claudia fed theirs. But that thought was subsumed beneath others, because Susan could hardly focus on anything. In fact, she barely recognized that Bethany and Martin had each grabbed one of her hands and gently moved it between their own legs. As they sucked on her breasts, Susan frantically stroked Martin's cock and slipped her wet fingers across Bethany's aching slit.



The Liston family remained arrayed around Susan's body for some time. James was behind and underneath of her, holding her in place and shoving his cock into her willing pussy. Joy remained on her hands and knees in front of Susan, swirling her tongue aggressively, but lovingly around Susan's clit, and Bethany and Martin stood at her side, sucking on her nipples and feeling her hands roam around their bodies.
Susan could not handle all of the attention. It was all too much, each moment felt like she was on the verge of an orgasm. And it finally happened. She felt James' cock expanding inside of her pussy and she could feel a wet warmth inside of her. She could hear him grunting behind her and she knew that he was pumping his cum deep inside of her body. It overwhelmed her, and she could feel his sperm dripping out of her tight pussy. This was exactly what Joy had been waiting for and she jumped at the opportunity, her tongue growing more adventurous, moving around Susan's slit, seeking her father/husband's cum. This was more than Susan could take. In a moment, her mind went completely blank as the pleasure overwhelmed her and the claustrophobic feeling of being surrounded by bodies made her feel perfect.
After their initial orgasms faded, the members of the McCall family felt themselves more disoriented than before. They were still aroused, still excited, but no longer entirely sure of where they were or what they were doing. They were only vaguely aware that their neighbors were moving around, shuffling into new and different positions.
For Alyssa, it was shocking to find that the Hart family had seemingly melted away, only to be replaced by the Park family. But, before she knew it, everything was falling into place and she found herself, once more in the embrace of new lovers.
Alyssa was now on her back in the grass. But while her eyes were open, she was not looking up into the early evening sky. The only thing that she could see was Claudia's beautiful body kneeling over her, facing down to her feet. Claudia sort of squatting down, her feet on either side of Alyssa's head. Her pussy and her asshole were pressed down towards Alyssa's face, in fact, there was no space between the women. Claudia's hot, dripping labia were pressed down against Alyssa's full lips, her anus set against Alyssa's nose. Alyssa's mouth had opened and her tongue, full and limp, had pressed against her neighbor's delicious body. The taste and smell of the beautiful woman filled her nose and clouded her mind.
But not entirely. Claudia was not the only person attending to Alyssa. From where Claudia was perched over Alyssa's head, she could see down Alyssa's body stretching out before her: the small breasts spread across the chest, the thin stomach, the wider hips. And there, Alyssa's legs split and her knees bent. Kneeling between her legs was Claudia's son, Kurt. He was leaning over her slightly, his right hand was on her waist, just as Carl's had once been. But Kurt's hand was softer, gentler. What was less gentle was his cock. As Alyssa's tongue swirled around his mother's clit, Kurt thrust his cock in and out of Alyssa's body. He filled her entirely, pulled out until just the tip remained, and then steadily worked himself back inside of her. The whole time, Kurt kept his left hand down, between Alyssa's legs. His fingers were wet from her body, and he swirled his thumb around on Alyssa's clitoris, driving her wild and making her hips buck and shake against his cock.
This time it didn't take as long. Alyssa (as well as Kurt) was already keyed to a degree she'd never been before. Her body desperately wanted to cum. What's more, Claudia had had no relief yet, she was desperate, grinding her face on her beautiful neighbors face as her son rocked his hips before her, into Alyssa's pussy. It really wasn't clear who came first. It was entirely possible that they all three came at the same time, the excitement growing too great for each of them. All Alyssa knew was that at the same moment, she felt a sudden burst of wetness against her face as Claudia screamed, she heard Kurt groan and felt his cock expanding inside of her, and finally, she felt an intense warmth growing out from between her legs, where Kurt was expertly manipulating her clit. Their moans rose together, making a single sound, as they instantly changed from strangers to family.
Susan was at least as confused as Alyssa to find that she was no longer with her original family. She didn't even remember the end of her orgasm. It was like she had faded out and then suddenly faded back in and she was now on her hands and elbows in the grass, with her ass high in the air and her head down towards the ground. Most of her attention was focused directly in front of her. As Susan came to understand what she was doing, she realized that she had her face pressed between June's slender legs. In fact, there was more than that. Susan found that her mouth was open and that her tongue was pressed against June's dripping-wet slit. The girl's flavor was delightful, salty and sweet at the same time. Susan's nose was filled with June's delicate scent. June was sitting on her ass directly in front of Susan. Susan's eyes rose up, even as she pushed her face more deeply into June's pussy, and she saw a beautiful face looking down at her. June was biting her lip slightly and was running her right hand gently through Susan's hair.
But Susan could not focus entirely on pleasuring June, there was a lot more going on. While Susan could not bear to pull her head away from June's body, she could feel that Lacy was with her as well. Susan could feel the girl's delicate right hand gently rubbing and squeezing on her ass. She could feel the girl's hair draped across her hips, tickling and delighting her. Sometimes, Susan could feel Lacy's gently butterfly kisses pressing against the smooth, taut skin of her ass. Those gentle caresses were contrasted by the actions of Lacy's left hand. That one had dipped down underneath of Susan's body, between her legs. Her thin fingers and quickly found their way to Susan's aching clit. Lacy's fingers were wet and slick, and they moved over Susan's most sensitive area easily, and alluringly.
Susan knew that Lacy's fingers must have been pressing against her father's cock as well. Because even as Lacy circled her forefinger around Susan's clit, Susan could feel Carl's hard cock pressing deeply into her body. The man's rough hands were wrapped around her thigh's pulling her in close. He was rocking his hips back and forth forcefully, driving his cock deeper and deeper into her body and shoving Susan's face more deeply into his daughter's pussy.
Under this relentless assault, Susan could not last long. She always found that her second or third or even fourth orgasm always came more easily after she'd already had the first one. Now, as Carl's balls slapped into his Lacy's fingers as she swirled them around Susan's clit and June grinded her pussy into Susan's face, Susan totally lost control. She could hear herself moaning loudly into the girl's pussy (sending delightful vibrations through it) and Susan felt all of the muscles in her body tighten as the familiar feeling of the orgasm spread throughout her body. Her pussy squeezed tightly around Carl's cock, setting him off as well. Susan could hear the girls giggling as their father grunted and filled Susan with his thick sperm.
For Frankie, the mass of people surrounding him was even more disorienting. But the intense feeling between his legs, rapidly focused his attention. He was laying on his back in the grass, right next to the deck now. He could feel a pair of warm, bare breasts lying heavily against his lower stomach. He could a head with long, brown hair hovering between his legs and he could see body stretching back from that point. It was Joy Liston. She was laying sort of across Frankie's body at an angle. She was on her knees, which were sort of next to his head and her hands were rubbing his thighs. More importantly than that, Frankie cock was entirely buried in the woman's throat. She was humming slightly, causing Frankie to moan as the vibrations shook through his body.
But it was more than just that. Frankie could not make her out, but he knew that Bethany was there as well, on her knees down between his legs. He could tell she was there because he could feel her. Her chin must've been in the grass, her face all the way down towards the ground. Because Frankie could feel her long hair on his thighs and her warm mouth wrapped around his balls. Both of them, somehow. He could feel Bethany's tongue probing at his heavy balls and tasting his skin. Frankie's balls felt tight and he could feel Bethany's cheeks stretching out to hold him.
Frankie could hear, rather than see, the two Liston men. Martin was behind his mother, his hands on her hips and his cock thrusting in and out of her willing pussy. Likewise, James was standing behind his granddaughter, in the same position and doing the same thing to her. The upshot for Frankie was that each thrust by the Liston men into their relatives, pushed then more and more deeply onto his cock.
After just a few minutes, Frankie felt something so nasty and so beautiful that, even if he hadn't already been right on the edge, he would have been pushed over. Martin thrust into his mother at the exact same instant that James thrust in his granddaughter. This shoved the women forward, burying Frankie's cock more deeply into Joy's throat and his balls more fully into Bethany's mouth. As a result, the mouths of the two women came together, their lips kissing gently. They kept their heads thrust forward as they choked and gagged, keeping their kiss and moaning. Frankie's cock had disappeared completely inside of the mother and daughter's mouths and their moans vibrated through his body. The idea was just too much and Frankie felt his balls seize in Bethany's mouth. Her groaned as his cock throbbed and thick gobs of cum poured instantly down Joy's throat. His mind when blank and he soaked in the totality of the sensation.
Once again, the members of the McCall family were confused and disoriented by their fading orgasms and the swirl of activity around them. They were all tired and their bodies ached from exertion. But they still wanted more. They had some sense of what was going on now and they pushed their tired bodies forward, following the lead of their neighbors. After their orgasms faded, the members of the McCall family felt themselves more disoriented than before.
Susan found herself once again on the back deck of the house. But she wasn't with the Listons. Now the Park family had her, the first people who she had met when she moved in. Susan felt, rather than saw, Kurt Park. He was sitting on the armless deck chair with his legs spread slightly. He was directly behind Susan and she could feel his hands wrapped around her waist. But that paled in comparison to the feeling his cock was giving her. For a moment, Susan could not figure out why the feeling was so intense. But she gasped when she realized that Kurt's cock was not buried in her pussy. Instead, she realized, he was completely inside of her ass! She had never done that before, but she'd been so relaxed and so wet (and Kurt's cock was wet from Susan's daughter's pussy), that he'd apparently slipped in easily. Susan didn't feel any friction or pain, which she normally would have expected. Instead, she felt her toes curling and her mind reeling as unimaginable pleasure rolled inch by inch down her body. She'd never felt so full before, and she only wished that Kurt could stretch her further, fill her more. Soon, she felt his balls against her ass and knew that she didn't have any more space.
There was little space in her pussy as well. While Kurt had been fucking Susan's asshole, his mother had been busy as well. Claudia was standing directly in front of Susan and her left hand had dropped down between Susan's legs. The most conspicuously sensation was Claudia's soft, wet thumb circling on Susan's clitoris. But that was not the extent of it. Three fingers, Claudia's index, middle, and ring fingers, were pressed inside of Susan's stretched body. There was some pain here, as Claudia worked her digits into her neighbor, but Susan would not have traded it for the world. The pain mixed wonderfully with the pleasuring, heightening it and making it more intense. As Claudia fingered Susan, she also leaned forward at the waist, bending down towards Susan's face. Susan's eyes were open as her lips met Claudia's and she groaned as their tongues met in their mouth, tasting one another and moaning together.
Susan body, so full and so desperate, began cumming again almost immediately. She was surprised, and delighted, by the way the orgasm, in some ways, seemed to originate in her asshole, a feeling she'd never experienced before. As it radiated out around her, she bit down gently on Claudia's tongue and, at the same time, her asshole clenched hard around Kurt's asshole. Susan heard the neighbor boy grunt and thrust and then she felt a strange warmth, deep inside of her asshole as Kurt pumped the last of her hot sperm into her tight insides. She kissed Claudia more deeply, feeling the connection between mother and son passing through her, making her cum all over again.
Frankie had felt himself getting prodded and moved into position as he slowly came back to his senses. He was essentially shocked to find himself standing now middle of the back yard, his hands wrapped around the firm, youthful waist of June Hart. She was almost holding him up with her body. But, as he came back to himself he slowly started to thrust his hips. His cock felt warm and electrical and he knew that he was already buried deeply in the girl's pussy. He spread his legs slightly, getting more firmly on his feet and started to thrust his hips more powerfully. He felt June's body tremble and her heard her moan.
But that was a muffled sound and June's attention did not seem entirely focused on Frankie's hard cock. Frankie could see why. June had bent over at the waist, putting her hands on her knees, to keep herself balanced and to allow Frankie's cock to enter her body. Directly in front of June, in a nearly identical pose, was June's sister Lacy. The two girls had their faces pressed directly together, and as Frankie tried to look around June's shoulder, he could see the two girls kissing passionately. It was almost too wild and uncontrolled to be considered kissing. Their tongues moved around each other's mouths and lips desperately, they sucked down each other's skin and moaned against one another's cheeks. Their bodies trembled all over.
As Frankie craned to see the two girl's kissing, he briefly caught Carl's eye. Carl was standing, just like Frankie, behind one of his daughters. As Frankie was fucking June, Carl was fucking Lacy. He was holding her firmly by the hips and thrusting his cock inside of her with abandon. Lacy's body trembled under the attention of her father and it seemed to push her into kissing her and licking her sister more recklessly.
Frankie's eyes moved back down to June's ass as he wanted his cock slipping in and out of her. June's pussy was sloppy, messy wet from excitement, but somehow she still felt incredibly tight to Frankie. As she kissed her sister, June's pussy tightened and tightened around Frankie's cock. He leaned into it, thrusting more and more quickly with each passing second. Finally, Frankie let out a low, croaking moan and he felt his cock throb hard inside of June's body. He could barely feel the sperm burbling out of his cock into the girl's body, the pleasure of his orgasm was so intense. But she could feel the ripple effect of his thrust work through June's tongue into Lacy's mouth and he knew that Lacy's pussy then tightened around her father's cock, milking him of his sperm as well. And Frankie felt a part of this amazing family connection and he felt himself cumming all over again.
Alyssa found herself on her back in the grass, feeling a new sensation, just like her mother. Her legs where spread wide she was kind of rolled back slightly, her hips back and her ass up in the air. And that was the center of her new sensation. Because just like her mother, she'd been so wet and so relaxed that Martin Liston had had absolutely no problem slipping his hard cock deep into her ass. Alyssa was shocked that she hadn't even really felt the pressure as it slipped in. Instead, it was just fully inside her, Martin's pubes tickling her pussy while his balls pressed into the flesh of her ass. Like her mother, Alyssa felt completely filled and desperately wanted more of the tight, almost-uncomfortable-but-beautiful sensation. She had always told herself that she would never, in her life, do this. But now it was all she'd ever want, she knew it already.
Maybe Alyssa had not felt any pain because she was otherwise occupied. While she was lying in the grass, her back wasn't straight against the ground. She was arched slightly, her head rocked back sharply. She felt two hands resting gently on her neck, by no means choking her, but instead supporting her head and keeping her in place. Her eyes were titled all the way back and she could barely see anything through the grass, but she could see knees on the ground in front of her, James Liston's knees. More than seeing him, she could feel him, deep inside of her throat. Alyssa's eyes were watering and she was choking slightly as she felt the old man's cock pressing deeply down into her body. She could taste pussy on the shaft of his cock and moaned at the delectable mix of flavors. She didn't even mind that she was choking, she wanted her throat to close more.
But even that was not the full extent of Alyssa's experience. While she was lying on the ground, both of her arms were flung out perpendicular to her body. Her hands were in the grass, palm up. She could feel weight on her forearms and hands. What's more, she could feel and tight wetness on her fingers, a moist pressure. Alyssa couldn't turn to look, not with James' cock sliding in and out of her throat, but she knew that Joy and Bethany, mother and daughter, were kneeling down on her hands, she knew her fingers were inside of their pussy's. The two women were not content to just allow Alyssa to just stroke them. They needed more. They were leaning forward, bent over her body, their mouth's fused together. They were kissing more messily and more frantically than they'd ever done before, and their spit dribbled from their mouths and landed on Alyssa's taut skin. Joys hands (though Alyssa didn't know whose) had found their way down to the Alyssa's breasts and she squeezed and groped them as she kissed her daughter. Bethany was equally busy, her hands reached down towards Alyssa's pussy, slipping her fingers inside and rubbing Alyssa's clit with her thumb.
Alyssa's orgasm didn't so much build and it did explode in an instant, like the big bang: from nothing, something. At one moment, she was trying to catalogue the intense amount of attention her body was getting and the next she was simply awash in pure, physical pleasure. As the orgasm undulated through her body, Alyssa felt her throat tighten around James' cock and her asshole clench around Martin's. The two men grunted loudly as she did so, and soon Alyssa felt salty warmth spurting down her throat and up her ass as the same time. In response, Alyssa's fingers curled inside of Bethany and Joy's bodies, hitting their g-spots at the same instant that her thumbs came down hard on their clits. Soon, those women were cumming as well. She felt like a conduit, holding all four members of the family together, serving as their tether. Alyssa felt the whole family's orgasm swelling around her, seeming to push her up, higher and higher, until she felt herself cumming again.



Neither Frankie, nor Alyssa, nor Susan could have told you how they ended up back together after that. They didn't remember moving, though they were certain that no one had lifted them. But, gradually, they returned to their senses and found that they were together, in the middle of the backyard. They were all laying down, looking up together towards the stars. Hours must've passed. Susan was in the middle, her arms wrapped around the naked shoulders of her children. They snuggled in tightly to their mother, resting their heads on her breast and wrapping their legs around hers. Susan knew without looking that the other families, the Parks and the Harts and the Listons, were all around them, holding each other as well.
But for a moment, they felt like they were a million miles away. All that Susan and Alyssa and Frankie knew was that they were together now. And that they'd be together forever. They had taken a final step. They were bound together permanently. And that was all that mattered.
The End.
*****
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I woke up and, like I did every morning, instantly reached for my phone. It wasn't even a thought anymore, it was an instinct that was tied to the bleary-eyed sensation of waking up. I unplugged it and opened the browser. The first thing I did, every morning, was type my eldest daughter's name, Keira Karapetyan, into the search bar. I held my breath as I did so. The Wi-Fi in my shitty two-room apartment was terrible. But what could you expect in a basement apartment? So I felt the familiar fluttering in my stomach and the tension in my muscles as I waited for the screen to load up. I set the phone in my lap and crossed my arms in front of my breasts, like I was hugging myself. Finally, the google search of my daughter's name came up.
Nothing new.
I cursed under my breath. The top hits were still her personal social media accounts. I clicked over to the "news" tab to narrow my search, but it wasn't any better. The last story was a tabloid blog story from almost three weeks ago. I'd basically already memorized that story. Keira Karapetyan gets into altercation with Zayn Malik's entourage. Actually, it didn't say her name in the headline, or even if in the first few lines of the story. That would have made it worth it. Instead, it called her a "drunken fan," before identifying her as an "alleged socialite" in the third paragraph. How can that be "alleged"? You either are or you aren't. I ran my hands through my hair. I wouldn't even bother to check the Alexa score of Keira's website. It could only have gotten worse.
Now that I was thoroughly depressed, I googled my younger daughter Kacy and my son Tommy. I didn't really hold out a lot of hope there, I knew they'd both stayed in the night before. But it was more than that, I knew that if something was going to break it was going to break for Keira first. Their sites and the aging, low-profile stories about them came up, confirming my suspicion. I shook my head slowly and sat up quietly in bed. I looked around the room, where my worthless family lay sleeping, searching for Keira.
She was lying on her inflatable mattress, underneath the small window that was on the sidewalk-level above us. I hadn't heard her come in the night before, but I went to sleep at 3, so it must've been pretty late. She was still dressed like had been when she'd gone out, her skin-tight dress still clinging to her ample curves. I sighed when I looked at her.
My daughter Keira was a sexy woman. There was no question in anyone's mind about that. She was short at around 5'3, but she had an incredible figure. Large, D-cup breasts (that I'd gotten her when she turned 18), a very narrow waist (that I had fought to give her with morning calisthenics for the better part of a decade), and a wide, firm ass (from countless hours doing squats at the gym), a thin muscular legs. Her curves were almost over-proportioned, giving her the look of a pin-up drawing come to life. But that wasn't all; I mean she had a pretty face as well with large, very dark almost shaped eyes, a thin nose (paid for in installments) and thick, pouty lips. She had a sort of deceitful innocence about her face that sort of drew a person in. Although, now, it was sort smeared with old mascara and lipstick. She was snoring like she was still drunk and didn't look quite as good as she was capable of looking.
She'd apparently gone all out again, taking free drinks from guys and dancing with whoever asked. Like she thought that she was sent to the party to have fun or something. Christ I hated it when she forgot that she was supposed to be doing work. She looked like a goddamn trainwreck when she went beyond three drinks, her eyes getting watery and her dress hiking up...My god the unflattering pictures that people could find online if they were looking...
Of course, a couple of drunk photographs could be a good thing every once in a while; if there was anything else going on. If Keira was hawking a stylish brand of Vodka or something, she (meaning I) could make a funny joke about it on Twitter and then there would be a whole cascading set of consequences that would solidify her brand. But just drunken photos of a hot nobody...what did that do for me?
It sure as hell wasn't my fault that she was a nobody, that is for goddamn sure. I felt my lips purse and my shoulders tremble as I looked down at my daughter sleeping on the floor. Every time I thought about all the effort I'd made in the last ten years, I felt my blood boil. In fact, it was getting worse and worse all the time. Because no matter what I did, I couldn't seem to get any traction. And so my impotent rage was growing deeper and deeper with each passing day.
I'd know ever since Keira was little that she had a ...spark. There was just something about her that drew people towards her. A kind of natural charisma. Everyone could tell. She was always so popular and well-liked. She got bad grades but teachers loved her. She dated the best looking boys in school, always older than her. She just...had it. Even if you couldn't say what "it" is.
But through most of her life it was just that a part of her personality. It is just who she was and I didn't have any second thoughts about it or anything. But when my husband died around the time Keira turned 18...we were hard up. I'm not ashamed to say that. I had to look around at my assets and figure out what I had that I could use to feed my family. I didn't have any credentials or marketable skills. I'd worked while my husband went to school, but I stayed at home after that. No degree, big gap in my job history. Don't get me wrong, I know what the fuck I am doing. But knowing what you're doing and getting other people to fucking recognize it are two completely different things. It just seemed to me to be a waste of my talents, and my daughter's talents, for us to sit around in Missouri getting fat and old. Keira had...something and I knew that it could make money.
Okay, I'll level.
If I am being honest, the plan had started a lot earlier than my husband's death and well before my daughter grew up. I mean, like I said, I could tell from the beginning. I have a keen sense for these kinds of things. A business sense for opportunity. I'd been trying to convince my stolid husband about it for years. I knew how we could be rich. How we could leave behind the shitty little town that he'd buried us in and make something of ourselves. It was our daughter. She was our meal ticket. And it would be good for her as well. I didn't want her growing up in a place like that. But he'd always fought me on it. He thought I was crass or something. But you can't eat dignity. And you can't buy a mansion with small town respect. In a way...his passing was a blessing to our family. As soon as there wasn't anything keeping us in Missouri, I moved us all out to California to turn my daughter's charisma into money.
And I had tried just about fucking everything I could think of to do it. I started with acting lessons, spending my husband's life insurance money on getting the absolute best people. Only to learn that she was wooden, had a poor memory, and often got flustered by direction. So I pulled her out and got her singing lessons. Apparently her voice was nasally and crackly. We barely got in the door for modelling lessons before I was told that she was much, much too short and her curves were too extreme. They wanted clothes hangers with a pulse and my daughter was a sex toy. It was about five years after we moved to California that I came to the unhappy realization that my daughter was sexy but she was stupid and she didn't have a half-an-ounce of talent.
At first I was a little discouraged, but within a week I realized that, actually, it was good. That realization opened up new vistas for my ambitions. I was no longer boxed in, trying to make Keira a "legitimate" celebrity. What good did starring in movies end up doing for Lindsay Lohan? It didn't matter why my daughter got rich and famous, so long as it happened. So long as we could build her brand. The problem was, getting started so that we didn't just have to rely on her good looks. If she was a brand, then it would be my talent, not hers, that we'd be relying on. She'd be the looks, I'd be the curator. After that, it was just a matter of figuring out the plan. What would be our hook? What was the outrageous thing that we could do to push Keira's face up towards the cameras? What would get the eyes of the nation on her sexy body?
Once again, I tried everything. Stunts, events, happenings. Whatever you could think of. I would sign onto my daughter's social media accounts and pick fights with celebrities, hoping they'd engage with me. She crashed parties and got into altercations with DJs. We actually bought a cheap car once and my daughter "accidentally" crashed it into a movie star's Ferrari. Unfortunately, he was very charming and forgiving about it and we didn't get any traction out of it. I think Keira ended up blowing him afterwards. She told me that it was because she thought it might help to have a celebrity boyfriend. I told her that blowing someone doesn't make you famous unless he's already married. I told her to call the papers when she sucked the president's dick. It's like she doesn't understand how to calibrate her actions to get the results she wants. She just acted on her impulses...idiot.
Regardless, it was about the time that I started working on Keira as a "social media celebrity" that I started to get my other children involved. I knew they didn't have the kind of screen presence necessary to be movie stars, but who need screen presence to be famous for nothing? That's not to say that my other two children aren't attractive. I wouldn't say that at all. They just lack Keira's...something extra.
As I lay in bed, I looked around the room, first finding Kacy scrunched down into the bathtub, where she slept. In fact, Kacy looked remarkably like her sister. She was considerably younger, 21 to Keira's 28, but they were almost twins. Well, not exactly twins, Kacy had refused to get breast implants on her 18th Birthday and she wasn't nearly as fit as Keira. But she had the same nicely proportioned body, even if a little less extreme. They had very similar faces, though Kacy's nose was ever so slightly larger than her sister's. Kacy was a slightly taller than her sister, maybe 5'4. Their temperaments were quite different though, Kacy was sweeter and quieter than her sister. But, if anything, she was somehow stupider than Keira. For example, she'd turned down the breast implants, not because she had a moral or reasoned objection to them, but because she was afraid the saline pouches would fill with milk if she ever got pregnant. And then burst. Killing her. But beyond that, Kacy didn't have that magnetism that drew people in. She was pretty, but she wasn't a star.
Tommy, well what can I say? As I scanned the room, I caught a glimpse of him curled up with his blankets on the kitchen nook table, his bed. He wasn't a bad looking boy by any stretch of the imagination. He was moderately tall, like his father, around 5'11 but sort of skinny. He worked out some, but couldn't manage to put on any real muscle. He was only 19, so maybe that would improve as he aged. He had a handsome face with warm brown eyes and a broad smile. He had a thick head of dark hair too, like his father. In a lot of ways, her reminded me of his father when he was younger. Except, without his father's intelligence. The boy was at least as stupid as Kacy, if not worse. On more than one occasion I'd seen him shield his eyes with his hand when looking into the sunlight while he was wearing a baseball cap on backwards with sunglasses perched on the brim. Beyond that, from his father, he'd inherited a complete lack of imagination. I could no more rely on him to get us where we needed to be than I could Kacy. He had no skills and he wasn't attractive enough to make girls swoon. He just was. Keira was the key.
Me? You're wondering what I look like don't you? I mean I don't blame you for being curious, to wonder whether your narrator is attractive too. Well, I am generally not one to brag, but people often say that I look more like a third sister in my family than a mother. I don't know what they mean...I mean it is certainly flattering but I am not as young as I once was. Well, I am pretty young to have a 28 year old daughter, that's true. Got married young because I was pregnant. When Keira was 28 I was only 47. Okay, that's a lie, I was 48. Still, I admit I looked younger. I had the long dark hair like my daughters. They'd inherited my eyes. I was taller than them, around 5'7 and my body was more lithe than curved. But that just kept my breasts and my tight ass perky into...well not middle age, but...as I matured.
Anyway...what were we discussing? Oh yes, my other children. You sort of changed the subject there, I'm flattered. But we need to stay focused. Anyway, with the other kids, I'd pushed them out into the world sort of as...extensions of their older sister. I didn't expect them to bring anything in themselves, but I hoped they'd consolidate their sister's brand once it got established. But Keira still hadn't hooked on and so they were just sort of flailing. They weren't any use to me yet but I still had to feed and house them. And that investment was starting to get difficult.
You probably noticed that there were four adults living in an apartment designed for one person. You probably noticed that my son slept on a table and my youngest daughter was sleeping in bathtub. I know that doesn't exactly scream success. That wasn't the image I was trying to cultivate. But...things were getting desperate. I will be honest. We'd stayed in a nice place when we first came to LA. But money kept going out but in never seemed to come in. This was our third, and by far, our shittiest apartment in the seediest part of town we'd found yet. And I only had enough money for three months' rent. This was about the end of the line.
So I guess that's why my disappointment was so acute when I woke up and found that Keira hadn't done anything at the party to get her name out there, why I was angry that there weren't any new pictures of her popping up. The fact that my other worthless children had stayed in the previous night and were nothing to me except for money pits didn't help my mood. I guess I'm not proud of it, but as soon as I rubbed the sleep from my eyes and the realization of my situation set in, I hit the roof.
Actually, maybe I am proud. Because it needed to be done. And it led to some positive, financially lucrative results.
"God damn it!" I said loudly. More than loudly, I yelled it so that the cheap furniture in my apartment rattled. Kacy sat up instantly, her eyes wide in terror. I heard Tommy groan in the kitchen.
"Jesus mom, I have a fucking headache," Keira bitched as her eyes slowly opened, "I'm hungover from the party you sent me to."
"How exactly do you think you earned the right to be sassy with me?" I asked sharply, "I checked the net. What, exactly, did you do to earn your spot here last night?" I asked sharply. Keira was sitting up slightly now, her head hung and her hair draped over her face.
"What?" She asked, "I went to the party like you said..."
"Did you do anything important or did you get drunk, get felt up by a no one, and then take an Uber home on my credit card?" I asked. Keira pushed the hair out of her eyes and looked at me, but she didn't say a word. I'd hit the nail exactly on the head.
"Why'd you wake me up, just to yell at Keira?" Tommy asked from the table and Kacy made a sympathetic noise. My rage flared higher.
"I'm sorry, did I wake you up before work? I wasn't aware that you were going to go make money Tommy!"
"Fuckin' chill man, I was just saying..."
"And I am just saying that I don't want to hear anymore lip from the freeloaders in this house," I shot back.
"Fucking house man...this is a...shoebox..." Tommy said under his breath but I didn't respond, because if I did, I was going to tear his head off.
"Mom, I pretty much solved all of our problems last night, you don't even know what you're talking about," Keira said, sitting up now on her air mattress and pushing her hair out of her eyes. Her bed head made her look sexy. Damn I wish someone was taking pictures at that moment.
"Did you do anything that got you any kind of work?" I asked. She shook her head, "Did you do anything that got your name out there?" I asked and got the same response, "Did you do anything that got your picture taken by someone who matters?"
"No," she said now, but didn't seem fazed.
"Then what, exactly, did you do?" I asked. Now Keira smiled widely and shrugged her shoulders. She looked so goddamned pleased with herself.
"When I got in I got an e-mail from a Nigerian prince. All we got to do is send him $5,000.00 to get his money out of a Swiss bank and he is going to send us $100,000. Cash motherfucker!" Keira said, raising her hands over her head in jubilation.
"Holy shit!" Tommy said from the bathroom.
"No way!" Kacy agreed. They all immediately began talking about the items they were going to buy with our newfound riches. Keira explained how the whole thing had just fallen into her lap out of the blue. I dropped my head into my hands.
"You morons" I said loudly but didn't looking up, "Even if we had $5,000, you are falling for just about the oldest internet scheme that exists on earth. It might predate the internet. You'd never get a cent. Are you all really that stupid? Christ...look, I have a deal on the Chrysler Building if you're looking to buy," I spat out. There was a moment of stunned silence. But, eventually, Kacy broke in.
"But mom, if you own a whole building, why are we living in this apartment," My youngest asked.
"Because it's Chrysler, you idiot, it's in Detroit!" Tommy laughed back, shaking his head at his sister's stupidity.
"Ew...Detroit," Keira responded," Mom, you said we should never buy American cars. Why would we want the whole company?" she asked thoughtfully. And I said she never listened to me...
"Shut up, all of you, shut up!" I yelled, "I don't even know where to even start...The fucking Chrysler building is in New York City. And of course we don't own it. We don't own anything, that's the fucking problem..."
"But you said..." Kacy started, her eyebrows furrowing. I raised my hand.
"Quiet!" I said. It wasn't worth it to try. "Kacy, Tommy, leave me alone. I need to talk to your sister." They both shrugged and I stopped paying attention to me. Keira was still sitting on her air mattress. I rubbed my head viciously and tried to clear my thoughts. Yelling at them wouldn't do anything. It was like punching pudding. Keira could tell that I was upset and she slowly rose up from her bed and came and sat down next to me on mine.
We sat silently next to one another for a few minutes. I could hear Tommy and Kacy making noise but I didn't pay attention. The tension inside of me kept building and building. It happened everyday anymore. As the cascading sets of realizations hit me one after another. We weren't getting anywhere. We were out of money. We had no more schemes. We didn't have another overall strategy to fall back on. We were failing. I felt my chest get tight.
"I did try mom," she said quietly, "I looked for celebrities. I tried to find cameras. I hiked my dress up and I pulled my top low. I tried to dance with people who looked like they had money. I did all the stuff you wanted. It just...doesn't work. No one pays attention to me. Just guys who want to have sex. And I really didn't do that this time. I stayed until they closed the place," she explained. I could hear the sincerity in her voice. I turned and looked at her, saw the soft look in her eyes. A little of the tension ebbed away. I certainly wasn't immune to her charm.



"I know baby," I said, shaking my head, "But we're at the end of the line here. We need something to work." I never admitted that to Keira before. But times were getting desperate. It was so tired of putting on a happy face. Or at least a determined face. Happy wasn't my strong suit.
"I will try anything you say mom. I know this is your dream," she said.
"Our dream," I corrected her, "But I am running out of ideas Keira. I mean I was up til 3 last night coming up with plans. But every time I thought of something I realized we'd already tried it. I spent twenty minutes planning on how to get a viral video out there of you 'unintentionally" saying something racy, maybe on the local news. Then I remembered two years ago when you went viral when you were interviewed as a fan at the Dodgers game for saying, 'I don't care if he has two balls or one, now he just need to get good wood on it.'"
"I still don't get that. Why'd you tell me to say it? I hate baseball," Keira said thoughtfully and I shook my head. That had rocketed around the internet for a week or so, but it didn't go anywhere.
"That's not the point," I said, rubbing the back of the neck with my hands, "What matters is that we are going to have to move back in with grandma and grandpa in three months. That's all we have." I said, surprising myself by finding that my voice was quavering slightly and my eyes prickled. My whole plan was failing. I was failing. I never failed. But here I was, almost defeated but completely devoid of even one last desperate measure to try. Keira was looking at me intently, like she'd never looked at me before. It was a look of surprise that she heard me talking like this (a surprise I shared), compassion, and mostly fear. She was afraid of failing too. For the first time, I think my daughter felt a little bit of the strain that I was under. She wanted to help.
"Well mom, I mean, there is always that one thing you talked about. You know," she said nervously, no longer looking me in the eye, "a sex tape?" I had known what she was going to say before she said it and I was already shaking my head.
"No, we can't do that," I said, "It's been done to death." I had no real objection to leaking a sex tape on a principled ground. But it was too cliché at that point. Ever since that MTV pregnant teenager 'leaked' her staged anal video, it had become passé. I would have gladly set up a video like that for Keira if I thought it would work. But at that point in time, another wannabe-celebrity sex tape would make my daughter look desperate. We were desperate, don't get me wrong, but we couldn't look that way. We couldn't look that way by trying to do exactly what people had already seen a thousand times before. I was willing to do anything, absolutely anything, but it had to be new.
"Hey come on!" I heard a voice call out from across the room. It was Kacy. I heard a strange boiling sort of sound as well and I turned and looked.
"I had to go!" I heard Tommy say as the scene came into focus. Kacy was still sitting in the tub, slowing getting herself awake. Tommy had apparently rushed to the bathroom and started to piss. He hadn't bothered to kick his sister out or even close the door. He was just pissing a few feet from his sister's face.
"You could've told me so I could close the curtain and you could close the door! I don't want to see your dick!" Kacy said indignantly. The boiling sound continued as Tommy pissed. Almost involuntarily my eyes dropped down to his penis. I was as shocked as Kacy was. But then, we were in tight quarters. We didn't really have privacy anymore.
"Nothing you haven't seen a million times!" Tommy laughed at his sister.
"I might've seen some cocks, but I've never seen my brothers'!" Kacy said, disgustedly. The curtain rustled closed and Tommy finished pissing.
But already gears were moving in my mind and thoughts were rapidly coming together. I felt a sense of excitement coursing through me before the idea even truly presented itself to my conscious mind. It was a burst of inspiration borne of desperation and anxiety. It was like the universe had been preparing me for years by piling bitter failure on bitter failure so that, when the time finally came, I was ready to accept the truth. Ready to do what was necessary to be rich and to be famous. It a genius forged in the crucible of pain. And now, as my reward, I felt like a weight was lifting off of me. After months in which I had been scraping the bottom of the barrel, only to scrape it against the next day, finally something new and different was presenting itself to me. Something you'd seen a million times, but never quite like this.
"Everyone out!" I said rapidly, "Come back in exactly three hours!"
* * * * * *
When my children returned exactly three hours later (they were always very punctual with me, because they knew what happened when they weren't), I had everything set up. All of the furniture in my apartment, except for the bed, had been piled in the bathroom and the kitchen. The bed was freshly made with white sheets and no comforter. I'd cleaned the walls off and put up some white curtains to create the illusion of windows. Plus the light would reflect the light better.
And now there was plenty of light. I'd spent most of the rest of my money on renting large industrial lights and other equipment. As my children walked into the room, confused and uncertain, I handed them small devices that slipped easily (and almost invisibly) into their ears. They popped them in without even asking why.
"Can you hear me," I whispered and all three of my children lifted their hands to their ears. They apparently hadn't noticed the small microphone headset I was wearing on my head. But they'd silently answered my question nonetheless.
"What is going on mom?" Keira asked, looking around our small apartment and at the bright lights all around us.
"I've finally figured it out," I said, "I finally found the hook that is going to get us all famous," I explained. Then I spread my arm out, encompassing the re-designed room, the expensive camera next to me, and the large boom microphone that was suspended above the bed.
"You're a photographer now?" Kacy asked incredulously, "Like, school portraits and stuff?"
"No dummy," Tommy cut in, "We don't have a dark room. This is for group therapy. Mom is becoming a therapist."
"Shut up," I said loudly and they all winced. I'd forgotten I had my voice piped into their ears and nearly apologized. But there wasn't time. I was riding the crest of an incredible idea. I had been thinking about nothing else for the last three hours. It was, absolutely, a desperate plan. But it was also brilliant. I wasn't positive that it work, though I was almost positive. I just knew for certain that I was going to go down swinging, give it everything I had. Nothing was sacred here, the goal was to get rich. To get famous. Everything else would figure itself out later.
"Well what is it mom?" Keira asked, glancing nervously around the room.
"Your idea honey," I said smoothly, "a sex tape." Tommy and Kacy giggled and Keira shrugged her shoulders.
"Where is the dude?" Tommy asked, looking around me for his sister's co-star.
"You said that it's been done before," Keira said, "What's the point of doing it if it won't work." I decided not to pussyfoot around. I knew that I was going to shock them, that I was going to face resistance. Better to get it out there quickly while they were still disoriented.
"I said we shouldn't just do a sex tape. It's a cliché, so it lacks the sort of oomph we need to get over the media noise. It only makes sense if there is some sort of hook. Something that makes us completely unique. Something that will shock people. Everybody and her brother has made a sex tape at this point. But everybody hasn't made sex tape with her brother. And her sister. No one has ever done that. When you three fuck and we leak it onto the internet...we are going to be infamous in hours. And then we'll be rich."
My children stood in complete silence for a moment. All three of them had their mouths dropped open, but they didn't dare look at one another. Keira's eyes were wide and she shook her head slightly. I guess their reaction was the one that I should've had when I first thought of the idea. But I didn't. I can't explain it. I had run out of options, I was ready to grasp at anything that would work. And my instincts told me that I had finally pushed myself beyond the machinations of a normal showbiz mom, this was the publicity stunt turned up to the level of art. Whatever moral objections I should have had, just didn't exist. I couldn't even really think of any. I waited on my children for that. Finally, Keira broke the silence.
"Mom," she said tremulously, "I only fuck black guys." Now it was my turn to lapse into stunned silence.
"I just told you that I want you to fuck your siblings on tape to get rich and your objection is that you only fuck black guys?" I said flatly, "Nothing else about that bothers you?" Keira shrugged.
"I have a problem!" Kacy shot out, "We can't do that mom!" I felt a little relieved for some reason. Not because I was going to stop based on their objection, but because forcing me to defend my decision would sharpen the idea in my mind.
"I just think..."
"I mean that camera doesn't even have tape. It's digital. If you want tape we have to go to Goodwill or something and get a camcorder..."
"Stupid, that's not the problem!," Tommy interrupted his sister and I waited for his moral objection, "We can put it up on youtube, then pull youtube up on the TV and then I can just record it on tape on the old VCR! The problem is that..."
"Shut up, all of you!" I yelled, "None of you have any moral objections to this? None of you think that this is wrong in anyway?" I asked. Again, I wasn't trying to abandon my plan it was just... I felt like someone should say something about why it was wrong. But all of my children sort of shrugged.
"I mean I don't want to do it..." Kacy said trailing off.
"It's gross, you know, they are my sisters but..." Tommy said.
"I mean, if you say it will make us rich...we'll have to do it, don't we?" Keira asked finally. Well, if there was any doubt before there wasn't now; they were all my children.
* * * * * *
Twenty minutes later, everything was set up. I was sitting in a folding chair with my back up against the wall. The camera was on a stand in front of me, far enough back that it could capture the entire bed and a little bit of real estate on either side of it. I figured that it would be better if no one was holding the camera, that way no one would ask questions about whether or not I was involved. I was also now far enough away from the boom mike that if I whispered into my microphone, it would never get picked up. Keira, Kacy, and Tommy were standing next to the bed now. Tommy was in his boxer shorts. Both of the girl were wearing my bath robes, nothing was on underneath.
"Alright," I whispered and all three turned to look at me at the same time. They all had big, saucer-like eyes, "Okay, you can't react like that when I talk. We don't want anyone know I am feeding you direction. This is supposed to be spontaneous," I explained.
"Okay mom," Keira said and I shook my head.
"Don't acknowledge me talking at all, just do what I say," I replied.
"Okay mom," Kacy said.
"What did I just say?" I sighed.
"Don't acknowledge you," Tommy responded.
"Christ," I whispered under my breath and shook my head. I decided to just push on and hope they figured it out as we went along, "Okay. I am going to edit this video when we put it out so that it starts after you are all naked already. I don't want to get the set-up. I want the viewer to just sort of come in while you're in the middle of having sex," I explained calmly, but my heart was thrumming. I was so excited! But that didn't mean I was going to make any mistakes. In fact, I felt totally in control of myself and everything happening. That's the reason I wanted to edit the video to start in the middle of the scene. I wanted to control perception. If I had to rely on my children to act out a storyline where it made sense for them to be having sex...well I couldn't trust them. I had to pull all of the strings. The mastermind of the whole thing.
"So," I said, "Why don't you all strip down and get on the bed." Maybe it should've felt strange saying that. Maybe I should've been worried or ashamed. But I just felt richer already. This was just business.
Keira, Kacy, and Tommy looked around at one another sheepishly for a moment. I was, perhaps uncharacteristically, patient, and let them get their bearings. Finally, after a long pause, Keira shrugged and started to untie her robe. Kacy and Tommy knew that Keira was the star, if she was taking her clothes off, they would as well. Kacy's hand went to her own robe while Tommy's fingers slipped into the waistband of his boxers, staring to slip them down.
In a matter of moments, my children were all naked, standing around the bed. Without clothes, Keira's star quality was even more apparent. I knew that, I'd seen her naked before when I evaluated her for additional plastic surgery (as of now, she'd hadn't needed much). Keira's breasts were very large, but they hardly drooped at all. Her nipples were perfectly proportioned and a beautiful, dark pink color. Her curves seemed more dramatic and her stomach looked flatter while she was naked. Her labia were the same pink color as her nipples and quite tight. She was shaved totally bare.
Kacy looked much like her sister, though her breasts were small (but no less perky). Their nipples and their labia were identical. Both had large, red clitorises like their mother. Kacy had, at some point, gotten a rose tattooed on her left hip. I hated it before (and had punished her for it), but it worked really well for what we were doing now. Unlike her sister, Kacy had a small amount of pubic hair, though it was little more than a small strip.
As Tommy got naked, I saw that his lank frame was finally started to put on a little bit of mass, though he was still somewhat scrawny. His cock was soft, lying limp against his leg. It looked to be of around average length, but it was hard to tell before it got hard. It just had to be big enough not to be a joke to viewers, and he easily passed that threshold. All of my children were very attractive. People would want to watch them make love. They'd pay to watch them fuck. I felt my body tingling all over.
They wouldn't look at one another in the eyes, all of them staring down at the floor nervously. Kacy was smiling awkwardly and Keira was biting her lower lip. It didn't matter, once things got started they would get comfortable. I figured it was time to jump into this.
"Okay, Keira, you are the star of this picture. The action is going to primarily focus on you. I want you to look like you're having fun. I want you to keep your eyes nice and wide. And I want you to look at the camera every now and then, okay?"
"Okay," Keira said.
"Don't acknowledge me!" I said loudly, making all three children wince. I couldn't leave them openings for that shit anymore.
"Just get up on the bed facing me, get on your hands and knees. You don't need to move sexy or seductive now, but when I say, 'action,' I need you to start right up." I explained.
Keira didn't ask any questions (she knew better than that), instead, she quickly scrambled up onto my bed. In a matter of seconds, my eldest daughter was on her hands and knees with her larges breasts dangling down between her arms, somehow looking larger than before. Her head was up and her hair was a bit messy, hanging across her eyes. God she looked hot. People would pay anything to see this.
"Okay Tommy, come stand in front of the bed in front of Keira. But not directly in front of her. Stand just a few inches to her right so that if she turns her head to the side, you'll be right there. But I want to be able to see her face. I want her eyes in the shot," I explained.
Tommy quickly walked around the bed. He began to position himself two feet or so away from Keira's face. He was looking down at his feet and Keira kept her eyes locked on my camera, never turning to look at her brother's limp penis. I ran my hands through my hair.
"Tommy, how can your sister suck your dick from two feet away? I hate to tell you, but you're not that big," I said.
"My dick?" Tommy asked, like he'd just realized for the first time what we'd been talking about.
"Take two steps closer. You should feel Keira's breath on your penis," I said sharply. Kacy put her hand over her mouth as she heard me. Tommy froze for a minute and looked at Keira. Then he shrugged his shoulder and took two steps forward. Now his hips were nearly brushing Keira's shoulder. Keira's mouth was just inches from her brother's cock.
"Okay, just put it in your mouth, and we can get started," I said simply. I didn't really think of it as saying anything particularly shocking. I mean we'd already agreed to this. But Keira's eyes got wider and Kacy shivered slightly. Keira turned and looked at her brother's flaccid penis for the first time. Then her eyes darted up and looked at her brother's face. I could see her breathing deeply, nearly panting. Finally, her eyes turned back to me.
"Mom," she said, breaking a cardinal rule, "I can't do this. It's wrong," she said.
"What do you mean it's wrong? You already said you would do whatever I said."
"Yeah but he's my little brother mom...I didn't really think before...but I can't...it's..." Keira said.
"Mom, isn't this illegal?" Tommy asked, turning to me now.
"And like...immoral?" Kacy chimed in. I felt a wave of anger roll over me. I had agreements, contracts even, with all three of my children. And now I had a fucking mutiny on my hands. But I controlled myself.
"Incest is in right now," I explained, "Ever since HBO had that brother and sister fuck on the first episode of Game of Thrones, it's been everywhere. It's not immoral. It's popular. This is the thing that's in right now and we are going to drop this thing right in the crest of the market," I explained, telling them things I'd already told myself when I was counting my money. I gritted my teeth as I spoke, trying not to let them know how close to breaking I was.
"But that's just pretend," Kacy said, looking at Tommy's soft dick next to her sister's face, "This is real." My slow children had finally come to understand what we were talking about. At the worst possible time.
"I think we should just stop mom," Keira said, nodding to herself. Suddenly, the anger that I'd just barely been able to control boiled over. I'd spent the last of my money on all this goddamned equipment. Whatever moral hang ups and bullshit that they had would have to drop pretty fucking fast. There was no backing out now.
"Fucking horsehit!" I yelled loudly into the microphone, watching my children wince. I stood up from my chair and rapidly stared moving towards the bed. I saw my children cower away from me as I moved closer. Good. They needed to know what I was feeling. Specifically, Keira needed to know. If she fell into line, the others would rapidly follow. I crossed the distance separating us in nearly a sprint. When I was standing directly in front of Keira, I pushed my left arm out, hitting Tommy directly in the center of the chest. He hadn't been expecting that and he tumbled over to the floor. It wasn't about him, I was making a demonstration of my rage for Keira.
"What the fuck do you mean, just stop?" I asked. Keira didn't move, she was totally frozen.
"I just..." she started.
"I don't care what you 'just.' I want to understand when you thought that you took control of this operation? Tommy get up off the fucking floor," I shot. Tommy quickly scrambled up.



"Mom, I..." Keira said.
"No, we. That's what you don't understand. There is no 'I' here. We are a team. We are all part of a unit that works together. You are the beauty. Your brother and sister are the support. And I am the brain. And you do what I say," I raged. I felt the vein in my forehead throbbing. I felt the years of frustration and disappointment spewing out of my mouth, sharpening my tongue and clouding my thoughts.
"I know and..." Keira tried again.
"Do you want to live in a basement for the rest of your life Keira?" I asked, "Do you want to be poor?" I asked.
"No, I..."
"Do you want to be rich Keira? Do you want to be famous? Do you want to have a reality show and date a pro basketball player?" I asked. Keira's body somehow shrunk against the force of my rage.
"Well yeah mom, but..." Keira started, but she sounded weak. Yielding. Tommy was standing next to me now, back where I'd blocked him earlier. His body was only a few inches from mine. I reached out quickly with my hand, dropping it down between his legs. Before he hand a chance to react, I had my hands wrapped around his warm, tight balls. He let out a yelp, but didn't move.
"Do you see these?" I asked, having never taken my eyes off of Keira. She turned and looked down at my hands for a moment, then turned back to me. She nodded, but didn't speak, "These are Tommy's balls. They produce cum. But they produce something else. Inside these balls are riches. Inside these balls are fame, Keira. They are trapped in there. And the only person who can get them out is you. And the only way to get them out it to wrap your lips around them and suck it out. It is either than, or we lose everything. And in a week you'll be sucking strangers' dicks in the park for twenty bucks a pop. There is no fame in a John's balls, Keira. Just Chlamydia. So shut the fuck up and do what I tell you," I said.
I didn't even bother to wait for her answer. I'd laid it all on the line. Keira knew better than to questions me when I was speaking bluntly. This was now or never time. Either Keira fell in line and we all got famous or we were fucking dead. I marched back to my chair and dropped down into it. I looked back at my son and daughter. They'd hadn't moved. I stared directly into Keira's eyes. She was looking at me as well, confusion and fear in her eyes. We stared at one another for a long time. I didn't even blink. I could feel Keira trying to make sense of what was happening. I could feel her starting to crumble. Her brother and sister looked on, waiting on Keira to determine what they were going to do. Finally, Keira blinked. Her eyes drifted over to Tommy.
"Mom, his dick isn't even hard," she said. I felt a sense of warmth roll over me, almost as powerful as an orgasm. The anger began to subside rapidly and the euphoric, anxious excitement I'd felt before returned. Keira wasn't fighting over principles anymore. She was noting a minor, technical defect in the plan. She hadn't wanted to cave entirely. She'd objected to just enough to save face. But she'd caved on the big prize.
"Tommy," I said flatly, "Is your sister sexy?" I asked.
"What?" Tommy asked, almost jumping. He looked at me, terrified.
"Don't fuck around. Is your sister a hot piece of ass? Do you want to fuck her? If she wasn't your sister would this even be an issue?" I elaborated. Tommy's face got extremely red, and he immediately dropped his eyes away from his sister. But he answered.
"She's hot mom. Kacy is too," he confessed. I didn't care, I wasn't trying to humiliate him. This was for Keira's benefit.
"He's just a little nervous," I said, "It'll get hard when you put it in your mouth. Now do it." I ordered. There was a brief moment where, once again, no one moved. No one said a world. After a few seconds, I let out a low sigh. It defeated them entirely, I didn't need to do anymore. My children started to fuck.
Keira's eyes broke their contact with mine, she turned her head slightly to the left. She let out a small, surprised sound. She hadn't realized how close Tommy was. Her cheek very nearly pressed into Tommy's limp penis. In fact, the soft tip was a fraction of an inch from Keira's mouth. She paused for a moment and her eyes darted to the left, looking towards me. I stared at her blankly. Her eyes shifted back to her brother, looking up. Tommy was looking down at Keira. His chest was rising and falling rapidly, he was clearly very nervous. But he had been trained for years. He knew that I was in charge and that he was supposed to follow Keira's lead. I don't know whether he wanted to his sister or not. That wasn't what mattered. We were all just waiting on Keira.
Keira took a deep breath and opened her mouth, her soft pink tongue slipping out slowly. Her teeth parted and she leaned forward just very slightly. I felt my heart fluttering again, my entire body felt like it was vibrating. I wasn't breathing. I could feel the tension hanging in the air. I could feel the...magic. I could tell, even before it started, that this was going to be it. It was just one of those things. This was just destined to be one of those watershed, pop culture moments. And I made it happen. My nipples ached against my tight-fitting t-shirt and my legs felt weak.
And then it finally happened. Keira's mouth closed the last half inch and I watched as the tip of my son's penis bounced against my daughter's lip and then slipped into her mouth. Keira kept moving her head forward, letting the entire circumcised tip of Tommy's penis enter her. Keira's mouth closed slightly and her thick lips wrapped around her brother's lip shaft.
"Action," I said to myself softly, though the camera was already running. This was the moment where our leaked video would begin. It was absolutely perfect. Tommy was clearly in shock. His eyes were wide and his hands on his hips were clutching tightly at his flesh. He wasn't breathing. But Tommy didn't matter. Keira's magnetism and her beauty drew my eye, just like I knew it would draw any viewer's eye. She was always beautiful, but I'd never seen her look better. There was something about seeing Keira's huge, innocent almond eyes just above her thick, delicate lips wrapping ever so gently around a veiny cock that was...indescribable. Every bit of Keira's allure was in full flower. It was perfect.
But Keira wasn't content to just let Tommy's cock balance gently in her mouth. My girl was experienced, she knew what men liked. Tommy was about to experience something he would never forget. In fact, Keira was already starting. I could see her tongue swirling languidly in her mouth. I knew her rough, hot tongue was gently caressing the tip of her brother's cock, giving just the right amount of pressure in all the right places. He finally breathed, letting out a gasping breath. But Keira wasn't done. Even as her tongue continued to work, Keira was starting to slowly and rhythmically bob her head on Tommy's cock. The last little flaccid bit of his penis disappeared into Keira's mouth and Tommy's full balls rested against her chin.
"Oh my god, Keira!" Tommy groaned, his voice stuttering and overwhelmed. Slowly, Keira slipped Tommy's cock from her mouth. I could already see it starting to thicken. As soon as Tommy's cock was completely out of Keira's mouth, she let it rest gently against her lip.
"You haven't felt anything yet, little brother," Keira said in her most sultry voice. I nearly moaned into the microphone. It was like I always said, Keira wasn't smart but she had star power. She knew exactly the right thing to say at the right moment. It was absolutely perfect. It made my entire body go numb. Before I even had a chance to fully appreciate Keira's star-quality, her mouth spread widely and Tommy's entire cock instantly disappeared into Keira's mouth. It happened so quickly. One minute a smear of pre-cum was spreading on Keira's lips, and the next Tommy's shaft was buried in Keira's throat. Tommy groaned again. I knew he was getting harder with each passing second, filling Keira's mouth and her throat, making her eyes water. But she just smiled devilishly around her brother's penis and kept swirling her tongue under the shaft.
The scene before me was so engrossing, so perfect, that if I wasn't completely on top of everything, I just would've stopped to watch. But I wasn't here to enjoy what I was watching for the aesthetics. I was directing this show. And I had an actor who wasn't involved. Kacy was standing next to the bed, watching wide-eyed while Keira sucked on Tommy's cock. I think she had forgotten she was supposed to be involved as well.
"Kacy, get on the bed behind your sister," I said quietly into the headset, "I want you to pull her ass cheeks apart and eat her asshole." I said. I had decided on this course of action on a whim. I told myself that my primary motivation was to make the video as depraved and unique as humanly possible. Everything we did would improve the word of mouth for the release. But it was more than that too. I decided to pick something humiliating to teach my children a lesson. Their mutiny would not be forgotten.
Tommy and Keira probably heard my suggestion, but they were too involved in what they were already doing to react, especially Tommy's, whose eyes were rolling back. Keira was totally focused as Tommy's cock was now completely hard (a respectable 6.5 inches now). But Kacy understood what I suggested. I saw her eyes flash and she very nearly turned and looked at me. I saw her mouth open to say something, and I pursed my lips. I could see the realization dawning on Kacy. This was already happening. Keira and Tommy had stopped resisting. Kacy knew I would bring down holy Hell on her if she broke character now.
The spark of defiance in Kacy's eyes flittered away. She gave in without a word. She got up on her knees on the bed and crawled over so that she was behind Keira. Kacy looked over around the expanse of Keira's back, obviously seeing Keira's head bob up and down on Tommy's cock. Keira lifted her hands slowly and I could see that they were trembling. Slowly she brought them down onto the warm flesh of Keira's ass cheeks. Keira's body trembled as she felt her sister's hands press against her, but she didn't slow down. She kept feeding Tommy's cock into her throat, choking and shaking, but sucking harder with each passing second.
Kacy looked up against once, very briefly, her eyes finding mine. As soon as she saw me, her eyes dropped back down. I could see her looking down between Keira's spread ass cheeks. I knew that Kacy was looking at her older sister's puckered pink anus. She let out a low breath and started to lean forward. She moved very slowly, deliberately. But she never faltered or stopped. After a few moments, Kacy's hair began to tickle Keira's hips. A few seconds later, Kacy's soft cheeks began to slip against her sister's. I saw a shiver run through Keira's body.
I couldn't see Kacy's face as her mouth came in contact with her sister's anus. No one watching the video would know for certain that that was what she was doing. But that didn't really matter at this point. I knew that it was really happening, even if I couldn't see it. I knew that Kacy's soft tongue was pressing against Keira's tight little asshole. I knew that my youngest daughter was tasting my eldest daughter's most taboo place, her most secretive spot. I knew it and I felt the thrill of it rocketing through my body.
But Keira had noticed the same problem. She'd learned, through long practice, how to position herself for cameras and, when not possible, how to fudge around the edges. As Keira felt Kacy's tongue dragging up and down her anus, she knew exactly what to do. First was to moan from pleasure. Then she carefully pulled her head back, letting Tommy's cock slip slowly, luxuriously out of her mouth. When, once again, only the tip remained against her lip, Keira let her eyes roll back slightly.
"Oh god sis, don't stop eating my ass. I love it! Why didn't you ever do this before?" she groaned. I felt the muscles in my pussy clench, the inside of my legs felt wet. Oh god, Keira was an absolute pro. What a perfect thing to say, and a perfect way to look while she did it. Kacy's body went more rigid and her fingers sunk more deeply into Keira's flesh. I saw Kacy's head start to bob more quickly. Clearly she was picking up the pace, licking her older sister's asshole more desperately. If Keira really did appreciate the sensation she didn't dwell on it. Even as her words hung in the air, Keira's mouth was once again devouring her brother's cock, pushing him into her throat.
My children stayed this way for several minutes. I watched the time clicking across at the bottom of the camera screen. I didn't want it to go on too long but I didn't want to cut it short. I didn't want Tommy to cum yet. But Keira was so wonderful. She didn't throw too much at Tommy, she made it look like she was being relentless, but she gave him time, gave him rest. She let it stretch out, but she never dropped the appearance of intensity. If anything, it kept building. Keira started to bob her head more and more forcefully, making her shoulder's rock. It made her breasts swing heavily down between her arms and also drove Tommy's cock harder and harder against her throat. She kept her eyes open as she sucked, even though they were watering. She occasionally flashed her beautiful eyes at the camera, drawing the viewer in. Hopefully, making them wish they could trade places with Tommy.
For his part, Tommy was a perfect stand in. He didn't move. He just stood with his hands on his hips, looking down in awe at his beautiful sister. Kacy, likewise, played her role to perfection. I could see her fingers growing white as they sunk into Keira's ass cheeks. As Keira's head dropped, I could see Kacy's eyes pop up from behind her sister, looking at the camera seductively. Kacy's cheeks were damp with her own saliva and I could almost taste the flavor of Keira's salty skin on her lips.
I don't know if my children were enjoying themselves then. At the time, I didn't even really think about it. Whether they were having fun or not wasn't really the point. As long as they looked like they were having fun. And they did that. Their cheeks were flushed, their eyes were sparkling, and their bodies were trembling. All of them at one point or another had made a noise of some sort. I guess I didn't imagine they'd really like what they were doing, I recognized it was...unorthodox. But it looked like they were enjoying themselves. And I knew for a fact that they weren't great actors...
I practically had to slap myself to stop the action. Really, if it weren't for the fact that I suddenly felt so incredibly warm, I might've just let them go. As it was, the feeling of sweat under my breasts focused my mind. They'd been at it for nearly 12 minutes. I wanted the video to be about half an hour. It was time to change. In an effort to get comfortable, I pulled my tight t-shirt up over my head (I wore no bra underneath). And then I spoke softly into the headset.
"Everyone pause," I said. My children kept fucking. They were too deep into. Keira kept sucking Tommy's dick, Kacy kept licking her sister's ass. For a brief second, I felt angry. They weren't listening. But then, after a moment of contemplation, I realized that this was a good thing. They were buying into it.
"Children, you need to pause. We can't keep going. Stop," I said. I kept repeating myself until slowly, my words started to sink in to my children. First Kacy stopped licking Keira, then Keira slowly pulled her lips away from her brother's cock. Tommy whimpered as the cool air wafted against his hardened cock, and seemed to come back to his body for the first time in ten minutes. He blinked, confused, and looked over at me. Luckily, as they slowly stopped, Keira realized that this scene in the movie might not look exactly spontaneous, and she reacted.
"Oh god guys, I need more than this. It's just a tease," she said. Perfect again. I started to spit out directions quickly.
"Keira, get up on the bed and get on your back with your legs spread..." I said. And as the words came out, my children moved to follow them. There was a little confusion, as they didn't know what positions I had in mind (maybe I didn't really either), but that was good; it created an impression of authenticity. But don't get me wrong. They went exactly where I told them to go. After a minute or so (13:08 on the clock), they got into a position that I knew how to work with.
Keira was on her back on the very edge of the bed closest to me. In fact, the left side of her body was sort of dangling off the side of the bed. She was lying perpendicular across the bed, sort of parallel to the headboard (though the headboard was far back). She had her head resting on a pillow and had her head tilted towards the side, looking at the camera. Keira's massive breasts were sort of spread out across her chest now, her hard nipples sitting up higher now by comparison in the center. Keira's right leg was bent at the knee with her foot planted flat on the bed, right on the edge. Keira's legs were spread somewhat widely, mostly because her left foot, unlike the right leg, was not on the bed. Instead, it was dangling over the side, her toes balancing against the floor. Keira had done that on her own, because she was a natural at this. I'd just told her to spread her legs, but she had kept her mind on the camera and moved her legs accordingly. That meant that even from where the camera was located, Keira's tight pink pussy was easily visible. In fact, you could see her large, wet, red clitoris sitting up high on her body.
I'd purposeful placed the camera up somewhat high on its tripod and pointed it down. That gave it a vaguely overhead view that had been good for the last position, but was even better for this one. I wanted as many angles as possible without moving the camera. I could really see all of Keira's body. And I could see her siblings as well.
As you might've guess, Tommy was standing on the floor, down at the end of the bed where Keira was laying. Keira's ass was on the very edge of the mattress, dangling on the bottom corner of the bed. And Tommy was standing right there, sort of between his eldest sister's legs. His left hand was resting on Keira's bent right knee. His right hand was down between his legs, wrapped around his cock. He was not inside of his sister yet, he was pressing the bulbous tip of his penis just brushing against his sister's tight lips. I could see Keira's spit glistening on Tommy's shaft and I could see Keira's pussy lips glistening with her juices (and maybe some of her sister's spit). Tommy's eyes were looking down between his sister's legs the ghost of a smile on his lips.
Kacy was on the bed sort of behind her sister relative to the camera. She was kneeling on the mattress, her knees sinking into the sheet right next to Keira's arm. Her legs were slightly spread and her tight pussy was clearly visible behind Keira's breasts. Kacy had her hands on her own hips, looking down at her sister's body, spread out across the bed. Once again, Keira was the focus. But the others were important.
"Okay Tommy, get started," I said. Tommy almost half nodded and then remembered he wasn't supposed to acknowledge me. He played it off like he was shaking his hair out of his eyes. A little awkward, but good enough. I wouldn't ream him out for it. Tommy's hand pressed down more forcefully on his cock and pressed against Keira's clitoris and then slipped down between her pussy lips. Keira moaned loudly and bit her lip. It was incredible, even on the camera screen I could actually see her nipples grow harder! She was absolutely gifted.
With a short, easy thrust the tip of Tommy's penis entered Keira's tight pussy. He grunted now as my daughter's tight body squeezed around his already over-stimulated cock. I needed him to hold his cum. There was a lot of time left. He moved slowly, letting his cock slip deeper and deeper into Keira's body. That was smart, it kept him in control. But Keira no longer needed to demonstrate control, she let her body do whatever it wanted. She writhed on the bed and her hands moved up to her breasts. She squeezed her nipples tightly and then let her fingers moved seductively up and down her body.



"Oh god Tommy, you're the best brother in the world!" she moaned, her voice sounding strangely warbly, as she arched her back, thrusting her pussy down against Tommy's cock and squeezing him tight. Tommy took in a sharp breath and squeezed Keira's knee tightly in his hand.
"Okay, Kacy, get involved. Give Keira a kiss," I said. Kacy had been watching her brother and sister intently while Tommy had begun to thrust his cock in and out of Keira's pussy. It took her a moment to recognize that I had spoken to her. I saw that her eyes were wide and her nipples were as hard as Keira's. Her pussy lips looked wet as well. She was turned on. Perfect.
Kacy inched back slightly on her knees and then placed her hands on the bed. She then crawled forward slightly, until her long hair was draping over her sister's face. Keira giggled as the hair tickled her cheeks. I was just about to tell Kacy to fix it, but she quickly pulled her hair back behind her ears on her own. I didn't even need to tell her. Perfect again.
Now Kacy started to lean down towards her sister. She moved quickly, easily, like she'd done it a million times before. Keira's eyes were closed in ecstasy, but her mouth was split open slightly. She was smiling and I could see the tip of her tongue drag across her lips, making them glossy and wet. Finally, Kacy's lips pressed down gently against her sister's. The same lips that, minutes before, had been pressed into Keira's ass. But Keira was not in the mood for some sort of sweet, sisterly kiss. As soon as Keira felt Kacy's lips press against hers, Keira's mouth opened wide and her tongue thrust forward. Kacy felt her sister's tongue against her lips and instantly reacted. Soon, her mouth was open as well and my daughters' tongues were licking together passionately in their mouths.
With Kacy's body now lower (and her legs spread wide), Keira took advantage of the opportunity. I could barely make out her hand closest to Kacy moving, but I saw Kacy's reaction. Her body froze for a moment and I saw her moan loudly into her sister's mouth. Then I could see Keira's fingers moving frantically. While I couldn't make it out very well, I knew that, as I had ordered, Keira's had had found her sister's clit. Kacy's body was wet and excited and her sister's fingers just melted right into her heat. I knew that Keira's finger was frantically circling her sister's clitoris, giving it all the stimulation it could handle. And Kacy could do nothing but feel the surge of pleasure and frustration as the sensations swelled. Kacy leaned forward more earnestly, her breasts pressing hard against her sister's, getting whatever relief she could. But none of that interrupted their kiss. In fact, it grew more intense.
Not at first, but after their kiss had lasted for a few minutes, I came to a realization. In addition to the various things that I had told my children to do, Keira had done something else. A little bonus. An extra, and welcome, twist that showed her initiative; her desire to do this right. When she'd been blowing Tommy, he had really been sinking deep into her throat. And he was excited. Hell, for all I knew, he hadn't had sex in sixth months. The point is that he pushed deep enough to make Keira choke, over and over again, and now her mouth was filled with saliva. More than that, Tommy had produced a not-insubstantial amount of pre-cum. Keira hadn't spit it out or swallowed it, but kept it between her lips. And now Keira was putting that little surprise into action. As she kissed her sister, Keira coated her tongue in the viscous liquid, shoveling it into Kacy's mouth. Kacy didn't seem to mind, in fact, she sucked the liquid up in her mouth, added her own saliva, and then poured it back into Keira's mouth. Soon my daughter's faces were glistening with spit and pre-cum and their lips were linked by long strands of the stuff at any time their broke their kiss.
Tommy was paying attention. As he watched his sisters messily kissing, his eyes narrowed and his chest began to rise faster and fuller. It was clear that he was growing more and more excited. The hand that was previously resting on his cock was now free and, unconsciously I believe, he started to reach his hand forward placing it on Keira's thin, hot stomach and then letting it roam forward. His fingers played with the undersides of his sisters' breasts as they continued to kiss, making the girls purr louder. In doing so, Tommy had shoved his cock in even deeper than before, I could see Keira's tight pussy straining around him as she gasped.
I knew that I couldn't let them go on too long. Tommy, standing between his sister's legs, was moving faster and faster with each passing minute. His cock was slamming deeper and deeper into Keira's body and I could hear his balls slapping wetly against her saliva-covered ass. His eyes remained focused on his sisters. Their kisses had grown even more frenetic, their tongues licking each other's faces and spit coating their faces. Keira's hands had grown faster, but Kacy was apparently so wet that there was no friction. Instead, Kacy's pussy was just intensely stimulated.
There was no longer any question that my children were enjoying themselves in earnest, it was so unbelievably clear. They couldn't have pretended to have the reactions they were having, they were too genuine. And I was capturing it all on video! The only problem was that they were enjoying it too much. There was always a chance that Tommy would cum, ruining the final segment. Plus, they'd been in this position for nearly eight minutes. More than enough time. I should've stopped it. But I couldn't. The footage was too amazing. Too sexy. Each second was better than the last, I needed it to make the video perfect.
Luckily, Kacy saved me from my greed. It was she, rather than Tommy, who came first. Her body was trembling all over and she was dropping her hips down hard onto Keira's hand, trying to get more friction on her clitoris. At the same time, Kacy was kissing her sister more and more desperately, as though there was some connection between Keira's lips and her fingers. Maybe there was. Because just as Kacy dug her tongue deep into Keira's mouth and scooped out a giant load of spit and pre-cum, Keira's finger's finished the job. Kacy barely had time to close her mouth around the messy ball of spit when her body began shaking all over.
Kacy didn't open her mouth, but I could hear her moaning deeply and sharply in her throat. She started writhing on the bed as the orgasm tore through her body. She raised her head, her face and her nipples now facing the camera, as her face attractively contorted in pleasure. Finally, the orgasm faded and Kacy collapsed sideways onto the bed, panting. I couldn't see, but I knew she was smiling.
Keira and Tommy had been watching their sister's orgasm. It had been such an overwhelming experience, that it had sort of pulled all the other oxygen out of the room. Even Tommy had stopped thrusting into Keira's willing body. He had stopped, buried inside of her, while his eyes moved over Kacy's trembling body. "Sis, that was so fucking hot!" Keira said.
I admit that I was sort of carried away by it as well. But I managed to keep some slight presence of mind. After Kacy sort of rolled over to regain her composure, I made two determinations. The first was that it had gotten a lot hotter in the room since the first "scene" occurred. My legs felt weak and I was dehydrated. I needed to get more comfortable. The only thing I was wearing was a pair of pajama pants. I quickly slipped these off of my legs, so that I was sitting naked in the chair, looking through the camera screen. I instantly felt cooler. And what did it matter? My kids couldn't see me through the bright lights. Plus, what was modesty in this family? I spread my legs slightly and looked down between them. I looked almost just like Keira when I was naked, the same tight lips and shaved pubic hair. I smiled at that.
But the other determination was more important. There was just enough time now to switch to the next phase. I needed to start directing people. I could leave Kacy alone for a minute while I got Tommy and Keira into position. Just like before, I gently told them to stop (it was easier this time) and then began to give them gentle direction about what I wanted them to do. Without hesitation, my children jumped into action. They moved more easily this time, took direction better. In a matter of seconds, Keira and Tommy were in place.
I guess some of it was that neither of them had to do much. Tommy had simply slipped his penis out of his sister's pussy and then climbed up onto the bed. Keira had briefly rolled off of the bed, before climbing back on. Now Tommy was kneeling in the corner where Keira's ass had been before. Except he was a little closer towards the middle of the mattress; a precaution so that he wouldn't fall off. Keira was once again on her hands and knees on the bed. But instead of having her face turned towards her brother's glistening cock, now her large round ass was facing him. In fact, she wasn't really on her hands and knees, so much as her elbows and knees. This thrust her large ass higher up into the air towards her brother. Tommy's right hand was, once again, wrapped around his cock, but his left was sinking into the soft flesh of Keira's ass. But he waited on me.
Or, I guess, on Kacy. She was the only person not in position. Now that Keira and Tommy were where they needed to be, she needed involved. I gently whispered to her, giving her instructions. Given the intensity of her orgasm, I was sort of shocked by how quickly she bounded up. One second she was on her back, essentially blocked from view by Keira's body, and the next she was on her knees, her back erect, her hips sort of behind her sister's hip.
Keira and Tommy had heard my instructions to Kacy and so they knew what was coming. They were both smiling deviously. Keira actually sort of shook her ass from side to side. Kacy was smiling, tight-lipped, as well. Kacy turned so that she was facing towards her brother, her left hip brushing Keira's left hip, and then bent quickly at the waist, her breasts moving alluringly as she did so. Keira sort of turned and looked over her shoulder as Kacy moved, and Tommy kept his eyes down on his own cock. In a matter of seconds, Kacy's face dropped down on top of it. Her aim had been spectacular despite the speed at which she moved. One second she was sitting up erect, and then next Tommy's cock had pierced her lips and plunged into Kacy's mouth. Kacy was a pro, she didn't slow or hesitate. As soon as Tommy's cock entered her lips, her mouth opened wide and she let the shaft slip completely into her throat. Tommy's eyes bulged out of his head and his hand squeezed tightly on Keira's ass.
What Tommy had not realized, but what I suspected, was that Kacy had never swallowed the load of spit and pre-cum that she'd been sharing with Keira. Now that her mouth was on Tommy's cock, that giant glob of warm liquid was swishing around my son's shaft (and some of it was being driven down Kacy's throat). As a result, Kacy's blowjob was extremely wet and sloppy, but also particularly intense. Tommy groaned and closed his eyes and spit and pre-cum dribbled down his balls and oozed down onto the bed.
Kacy's head bobbed up and down on Tommy's shaft a couple of times. Each thrust went into her throat, choking her and adding to the spit. But while Tommy might've liked her to keep going, Kacy's job was not to suck her brother to completion. Instead, it was her task to get him ready for the next thing. After a few moments, Tommy's cock was absolutely soaked in spit. Kacy pulled her head back, letting Tommy's penis slip through her lips. When only the very tip remained, I heard a wet slurping noise. I saw the spit traveling back up the length of Tommy's shaft, pulling back into Kacy's mouth. She didn't take all of it, or even most of it, as Tommy's cock still glistened in the hot lights. But Kacy was now ready for her next task.
"Help me too," Keira said, her voice thick and sultry. Kacy nodded, her wet lips grinning. As soon as the tip of Tommy's cock slipped out of her mouth, Kacy turned her head to the left, once again towards her sister's ass. This time there wasn't even a moment of hesitation. Kacy looked like she was happy to be back. She turned her head so that she had a good angle and then thrust her face between her sister's cheeks. Keira moaned as she felt Kacy's lips, and then her tongue, pressing into her sensitive asshole. Kacy might have licked a few times, but once again, she remained focused on her task. After a few seconds, she pushed the remaining (and still very substantial) load of spit and pre-cum out of her mouth. The white liquid oozed from between her lips and landed thickly on her sister's tight asshole. Kacy made sure all of it was out, sticking her tongue out and smearing it lewdly across her sister's anus. Some of it was already dripping down across Keira's pussy lips and then dripping down off of her aching clitoris towards the bed. Kacy's fingers moved up towards Keira's asshole, and she lovingly began to massage it, working the liquid into it.
"Work that spit into my little asshole sis, get me ready for our brother!" Keira groaned, her body trembling in anticipation. A low groan escaped my own throat when I heard her say it. It was just so perfect. This was so hot and unbelievably unique. No one had ever seen anything like this. Without really thinking, I moved my right hand between my legs. My fingers found their way to my pussy, I could smell my arousal and my fingers were instantly wet. As I continued to watch my children in action, I slowly started to move my fingers up and down the length of my slit. But my mind stayed focused on what I was watching.
Once Kacy felt that she had done a sufficient job, she quickly moved her fingers away from Keira's asshole. She smiled when Keira whimpered and then leaned forward, planting one last kissing on her sister's anus. Then she moved back to where she'd been before, kneeling next to her sister's hips. It was up to Tommy and Keira now, and they could barely wait. Keira was thrusting her hips back and mewling even before Tommy could move his hands up to Keira's hips.
Keira shook her ass as best she could and looked over her shoulder, biting her lip. Tommy's eyes were intent on Keira's glistening asshole. Her moved one hand back around his cock (which was looking very red and frustrated), pushing it into position. I wasn't sure how well the camera would capture the moment, but I couldn't do anything about that now. I could only watch as the tip of my son's cock pressed gently against my eldest daughter's asshole. Keira let out a little squeal as Tommy rubbed his cock up and down against her anus. But neither one of them was in the mood for teasing. The time had come. Keira thrust her hips back and groaned. Tommy didn't need any additional encouragement. He quickly moved the tip of his penis against Keira's asshole, no longer rubbing. He was putting pressure.
"Fuck, you're tight!" Tommy said as he started to push his hips in towards Keira. I could see the slight friction as he began to cock, could see his hard cock bending ever so slightly.
"I can take it brother, I need it!" Keira said and I smiled. Then Keira added something else, something I hadn't directed, "Quick, sis, rub my clit!" I hadn't expected that. But I was impressed by Keira's initiative. Kacy didn't wait for me to confirm the order. She giggled and leaned forward. Kacy moved so that her breasts resting on Keira's back. She then reached her right hand palm up between her sister's legs. I could see her fingers swirling immediately. Keira groaned and her knees buckled slightly. As Keira reacted to her touch, Kacy reached her left hand underneath of Keira's body, kneading on her sister's breasts and pinching her nipples. Keira squealed with delight.
But there was more than that. Kacy's gentle manipulations had the effect that Keira had desired. Her entire body had loosened and gone slack. She was more relaxed now. And Tommy instantly noticed the difference. He was still pressing gently, but firmly, into Keira's asshole with his rigid cock. But almost instantaneous, as Keira reacted to Kacy's touch, her anus relaxed. The rigid tip of Tommy's cock popped easily into Keira's body.
"Oh fuck!" Keira and Tommy groaned in unison. Keira's asshole squeezed tightly around the tip of her brother's penis. But Tommy didn't stop. He continued to put the same steady, easy pressure against Keira's asshole. I wondered if he'd done it before, he was so careful. Keira was obviously appreciative. She writhed and moaned on the bed, evidently experiencing no pain. Inch by inch, her brother's penis disappeared into Keira's asshole.
I was surprised by how easily Keira took her brother's penis and I realized that she must've done this before too. She didn't appear to have any discomfort, she was experiencing pure pleasure as Tommy's stomach pressed into her ass and his balls slapped against her pussy. Tommy was totally inside of her, and Keira didn't want him to stop! She kept shaking his her hips and groaning. Tommy took the hint. As soon as he was completely inside of Keira, he was pulling his cock back out. His penis slipped easily out of Keira's lubricated body. He moved quickly and smoothly, soon just the tip of his penis remained in his sister. But as soon as the flared tip of his penis caught on the tight pinch of her anus, Tommy pushed his penis back into Keira's asshole. Keira groaned but took his cock easily, and his balls slapped hard against Kacy's fingers.
"Oh Jesus Tommy, that is fucking incredible!" Keira said and Tommy smiled as he panted. His eyes were glued on Keira's asshole, watching as his cock slipped inside. But now that he had found the rhythm, he didn't need any more encouragement. In a matter of seconds, he was slipping his cock in and out of Keira's asshole with total abandon. Keira's asshole stretched further and further, allowing him to move faster and faster.
After a few moments, Keira was moaning and writhing on the bed like a whore. But she always managed to keep her eyes turned towards the camera, always making sure that she was drawing the viewer in. However, not everyone could keep their focus so well. As Keira writhed and Tommy grunted, Kacy had been lost in the moment. Her eyes were turned toward her sister's hip, watching her brother's cock slam into Keira's pussy. Her fingers were moving slower, she was becoming a spectator. Before I had the chance to say anything, Keira took charge.
"Fuck sis, don't stop, I am going to cum if you keep at it!" she said. Kacy instantly slipped out of her reverie and smiled. Her fingers started to, once again, flitter across Keira's clitoris. But it seemed that Keira was no longer satisfied with that anymore. Once again she gloriously took charge, "Kacy, put your head on my ass. No, not face down, put your ear against my ass, looking over at our brother. Open your mouth!" she moaned even as her knees grew weak. Kacy was used to obedience and instantly did as she was told. Soon her head was against the soft flesh of her sister's ass, her mouth open wide.
"Take turns Tommy, pull that hard cock out of my ass and put it in Kacy's mouth. We need to keep you lubed up. Kacy, don't stop," Keira moaned. I moaned as well. I could never have choreographed such a scene. Even if I'd thought of it, I would have rejected it as too out there. But Tommy didn't flinch. He slipped his cock out easily, some spit and pre-cum dribbling down Keira's thighs as he pulled out. He didn't pause even for a moment, he thrust his hips forward again. Kacy didn't move, she didn't flinch. She just let Tommy's hard shaft pass easily into her wide-open mouth. He pressed into her throat and she took it all, choking and gagging, but not stopping. A half instant before, that cock had been inside of her sister's ass, but now Kacy was rolling her tongue underneath of it. But she didn't have an opportunity to savor the flavor. As soon as his cock bounced off the back of Kacy's throat, he was pulling it back out again.



"Give it back!" Keira moaned. Tommy was already in the process, soon his cock was once again pressing into Keira's asshole. She was so wet and so relaxed, that he instantly sank into her. Soon his balls were once again against her body. But then he was pulling it back out again, following Keira's order to 'take turns.'
My children stayed in that position for some time. I don't know how long, I wasn't watching the clock anymore. I was totally engrossed in what I was watching. And besides, even if it ended now, it would have lasted long enough. And been hot enough. I was blown away by what I was watching. Keira, up on her knees and elbows, moaning loudly and thrusting her hips back as best as she could. Kacy was resting her head on Keira's ass, moving her fingers desperately over sister's breasts and clitoris. And behind both of them was their brother, rhythmically moving his cock in and out of Keira's asshole and then plowing it back into Kacy's mouth.
And I stayed on my chair the whole time, my eyes glued to them. My finger continued to roll across my clitoris. But the real rush came from elsewhere. My mind whirled with the possibilities and the promise of what I was watching. This had all worked out so much better than I could have possibly imagined. There was no denying the power of what I was seeing. It was like the charisma that I could always feel coursing through Keira's being had now, finally, burst forth. It was palpable in the room. Her talent, finally her talent, was making her star power apparent. This is what she was made to do. And her aura spread out over her siblings, making them more than they were on their own. It was just so perfect. It was so beautiful. It was so...marketable.
Once again, the action in front of me drove me out of my reverie. At first, my mind was too blurred, but after a moment, I realized what was happening. Keira was moaning and groaning far more loudly than before, she was writhing on the bed. Kacy's fingers were moving frantically around on Keira's clitoris and Tommy's breath was coming ragged. Finally, I realized that Keira was cumming. She let out a loud screech and bent her neck back, shaking all over. Her face remained looking towards the camera, looking more and more beautiful as the orgasm began to build. Her body tensed. And finally, that sent Tommy (who had performed admirably) over the edge. She was cumming as his cock was buried most deeply in her ass. Her anus squeezed tight around him, holding him in place. I saw his face contort (not nearly as attractive a face as his sister) and his muscles tense. I could see the base of Tommy's cock throbbing as spurt after spurt of hot cum shot into his sister's pussy.
After a few seconds, Tommy couldn't go on any further. He was exhausted and his orgasm was apparently overpowering. He slipped backwards, his cock popping forcibly out of Keira's tight asshole, the last two spurts landing on his sister's back as Tommy dropped down onto the floor to avoid collapsing.
"Don't let that drop sis, get that cum!" Keira moaned as her orgasm began to fade. Kacy instantly sprang into action, dropping her face down between her sister's ass cheeks once again. Kacy formed a seal around her sister's anus and I could hear a dirty slurping sound as she sucked their brother's cum out of Keira ass.
I am sure after that that Kacy pulled her lips away from Keira's asshole. I am positive that she moved quickly up to Keira's face. I know that the two sister's kissed once again, sloppily and loosely, letting their tongues do the work. They passed the cum back and forth, and there was a lot of it, for quite some time, before finally, Keira swallowed it down. Then, I know, Keira turned towards the camera and winked at it. I know these things, like you do, because I saw it in the video.
But I didn't see it in that moment. I couldn't. I guess I hadn't realized how excited I had become, how aroused I'd made myself by playing with my clit. I just thought I was...hot. But as I saw Kacy sucking cum out of Keira's asshole, I knew in that moment, that I'd surpassed even my wildest expectations. I had created a cultural event. And when that realization came, so did I. It came on me suddenly, unexpectedly. I felt the familiar warmth growing in the center of my body. I felt it undulating out over my body, growing more electric and more terrible with each passing second. I felt it overwhelm my mind and curl my toes. It was like every orgasm I'd ever had before, but all of them at the same time. I cannot describe to you the sensation of it. All I know is that as I came, these words rolled through my mind over and over again:
"I am going to make so much money."
The End.
*****
Note: I honestly write so that I can hear the comments you all give. So please just tell me what you think. Even if it is just a sentence or two (though I always prefer more). Consider that your payment for a free story. And if you like this, I beg you to read my other stories and comment on them too. I know who my loyal readers are and I really appreciate you. Thanks!
YKN
P.S. I do one edit of my work and I try to be thorough. But I figure when it comes to handing out free erotica, you all would be better served getting it fast (if a little rough), than waiting for me to polish it like I was getting paid for my work. So, in short, I know there are some errors and I don't really care that much. Don't complain about the soundtrack in your porno, don't sweat the typos in your erotica. Thanks.
YKN
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Dear Reader: This is part 1 of a 4 part story. All four parts are written and will be posted sequentially. This is not one of my "normal" genres (check out my lesbian, shemale, and incest stories). I am not sure if I am cut out for non-human stories, but I wanted a change of pace in my writing. Let me know what you think. If you readers think I have a knack for this kind of thing, I may return to this genre in the future.
Chapter 1: In Space, No One Cares If You Moan
The pressure locks activated on the door closing behind me, momentarily creating a loud whooshing sound that drowned out the quiet conversation ahead of me. The two other flight-crew members, Captain Tara Fine and First-Mate Hilaria Bosun, heard the hiss of the lock and turned up to look at me from their breakfasts. They nodded politely and turned back to their conversation. Despite the fact that there was, technically, a traditional merchant-marine hierarchy aboard the CTA Marie, we didn't stand on ceremony. I rarely called Tara "Captain" and never saluted. After all, the entire crew consisted of just three women, only one of whom was usually awake at any given time. Plus, we were nearly 24 months into our 36-month journey, if we'd ever had any inclination to pretend we were Navy, that notion had long since passed.
"Good morning, Luna," Tara said brusquely, "Did you check the tank levels?"
"Shit," I said instantly, wincing. It was probably good that we didn't have military accountability, "No." I had told myself as soon as I woke up that I needed to walk down to the freight level and check the computer system. Somehow, in the walk from my quarters, the notion had completely slipped my mind. And I should stress that this was no minor detail. The tanks, or more specifically their contents, was the entire reason for our mission. The three of us, Tara, Hilaria, and I, were employees of Celestial Transport Associates and we were hauling nearly a million tons of crushed carbon crystals from Loem-7 back to Earth. The crystals, formed by the peculiar pressures and gases in the center of Loem-7, were an excellent, clean source of energy. Our shipment could meet the needs of most of Earth's interstellar commercial fleet for the next three years. Only, however, if all of the crushed crystals remained in their tanks. The crystals themselves were exceptionally tiny, like grains of sand. The tanks we hauled them in were ancient. The CTA Marie had been commissioned nearly sixty years earlier. Two missions before, one of the tanks had corroded to the point that nearly 1/10th of the shipment had bled out into space before repairs could be made. Basically the entire profit margin was lost. The only reason that a third member of the crew (me) had been added for this trip was to ensure that the same disaster did not strike twice. But, as far as anyone knew now, the situation was even worse.
"Please go check it now," Hilaria said, annoyed. I felt my cheeks get red and I very nearly said something back. It wasn't that she was wrong. She had every reason to be annoyed with me. But...it still made me upset. But the more I thought about it, I realized I was not angry at Hilaria (despite the fact that she was a short-tempered taskmaster), but with myself. I bit my tongue. Instead, as it usually did, my frustration turned back inwards.
"Yeah, I'll go right away," I said in a broken voice. I felt embarrassed that I had messed something up again. The entire trip, my maiden voyage, had been a series of disasters. On the first day aboard, I'd accidentally opened the EVA doors. I would have de-pressurized the entire ship if it weren't for the fact that Hilaria had closed several redundant systems. During the trip out to Loem-7 I had broken three computers and accidentally allowed nearly 400 pounds of food spoil. It seemed like anytime I did anything, I screwed it up.
"Oh Luna," Tara said after I'd turned and opened the door once again. I stopped and looked over my shoulder at the captain.
"Yes?" I asked.
"Why don't you swing by Dr. Alton's room and see if she would like to join us? It is so rare that all four of us are awake at the same time. It might be nice for all of us to have breakfast together." I nodded and stepped out of the room.
Dr. Janice Alton was not, technically, a member of the crew. She didn't even work for CTA. But, in a lot of ways, she was much more important to the bottom line than I was. In order to make good on the losses incurred when the tank had ruptured on the previous mission, CTA had retrofitted several of the older crew quarters on the ship (the crew used to be 60 members, before automation and cryosleep had dropped us down to three). The company had rented these quarters out to some research institute. That institute had given Dr. Alton a grant to go with us, out to Loem-7. There, while we were waiting for the mechanical miners to load up our carbon crystals, Dr. Alton had collected several dozen important alien specimens. These creatures were housed in the old crew quarters and would be turned over for research once we returned to Earth. Dr. Alton had explained to me that all of the creatures that she had collected were well known and harmless to humans. But none of them had ever been successfully returned to Earth.
That was, essentially, all I knew about Dr. Alton and her mission to Loem-7. Even if I'd had any interest in her research (which, in all honesty, I didn't) I hadn't had much opportunity to talk to her about it. As Dr. Loem had not been a part of the crew, she had been allowed to enter cryogenic sleep (cryosleep) just a couple of days into the first leg of our trip. She'd slept the entire way out to Loem-7. She was going to be awake the entire trip home so that she could care for the various alien creatures that she'd captured.
The actual CTA star crew had each cryoslept 2/3 of the outbound trip, each of us awake, alone, for around 6-months at a time and then alternating. The ship basically ran itself between Earth and Loem-7. One person simply had to stay awake to make sure that nothing was going wrong and to make daily communication transmissions. I'd drawn the middle third of both journeys. In fact, that day was only the fourth day of my 6-month hitch in charge after I'd relieved Tara.
Tara had not yet gone into cryosleep, despite the fact that I'd relieved her. In addition, we'd also woken Hilaria. The fact that we were all awake was not normal, although in this case it was not expected. It was not that something was wrong. The fact was, this was a planned all-hands situation, one we'd been anticipating since the mission began. The CTA Marie did not have the capacity to go all the way from Earth to Loem-7 and back on a single tank of fuel. And, despite the fact that we now had an almost limitless supply of carbon crystals on board, they were unrefined and unusable. So we had to make a quick stop at some moon owned by CTA to refuel (and collect some new food for the stuff that I'd destroyed). It was an unmanned station that was periodically re-supplied, so we'd have to do all the work ourselves. So we were all awake.
I was thinking over my upcoming role in the resupply mission as I made my way towards the tanks. Initially, I had been assigned to climb the outside of the CTA Marie to attach the supply hose to the fuel tanks. But Tara had informed me a few days earlier that that would no longer be the case, Hilaria would be doing it. Tara said that it was because she needed me to go to the far side of the re-supply compound to collect food, which I suppose was true. But I could tell by the way she said it the real reason: she didn't trust me. She knew I would fuck it up and we'd somehow run out of fuel long before we reached the Solar System. Now I was brooding over my embarrassment and thinking over my new task, over and over again, so that I could avoid making any mistakes.
As I was visualizing my glorified snack run, I briefly walked across the bridge. It was the only way to get from the mess hall to the tank monitoring room. The bridge was also the only room on the ship that had a window. It was a large, transparent dome that faced out towards the vastness of space. I caught a glimpse of the stars out of the corner of my eye and I turned and raised my head to look out. I hadn't really planned to stop and gape. But it was a natural reaction, something I did every time I walked through the bridge. My thoughts regarding the resupply mission quickly flitted from my mind as the extreme beauty and vastness enveloped me.
For the briefest of moments, I remembered why I had agreed to fly on this mission in the first place. Why it had always been my dream to do what I was doing now. The splendor and immensity of space overwhelmed me, humbled me, and, strangely, made me feel powerful. It was that sense of power, a power that could only come from leaving the planet of my birth, of my species birth, and heading off into the stars, that had brought me here. From the first time that I'd looked into space as a little girl, I'd known that someday I was going to be a part of the universe in a way that most people could only dream of.
But as I was looking at the star, I tripped slightly over a power cable that was strung across the floor. I let out a high-pitched noise as I stumbled forward, almost smacking face first into a control panel. I somehow managed to catch my balance and, thankfully, didn't injure myself. At least, I didn't injure my body. My spirit, already battered, did not recover. My eyes didn't return to the dome above me. I kept my eyes down, focusing on my feet. The illusion of power was gone.
I had always known, I guess, that I didn't really have any business being in space. I'd never been particularly athletic or dexterous. I wasn't particularly good with science and I was not what anyone would call brave. I looked at Tara and Hilaria and I saw former naval officers with compact muscles and steely resolve. I knew that I was nothing like them. I was inexperienced and soft. Anyone looking at me could tell I was soft. Despite the fact that I was fully grown, I was only 5'1 and 110 pounds. I mean Hilaria was short as well, but she was a fireplug. My body was waifish, delicate. And I exuded naiveté with my long blonde hair put up in pigtails, my large white teeth, my pixie nose, and my dimples. I looked more like a high school cheerleader than a 23-year-old star fleet member.
But I hadn't really realized how badly I had deluded myself until I was actually in space. Ever since I was a little girl I had just worked with such single-minded focus on getting here, getting to space, somehow, that I'd never even really thought about failure. If people told me it was a bad idea, I didn't so much shake it off as fail to hear it at all. And so, despite the fact that I was too small (and uncoordinated really) for active naval service, I had studied for the Merchant Marine. I'd memorized everything and anything that could possibly be on all my tests. I'd gotten perfect academic score on everything (which had just barely made up for my near-failures in physical requirements) and I had accepted a job at a second-rate freighter company like CTA, one that was only in business because of a centuries-old monopoly on the carbon crystal trade.
Now, with just one year remaining on my maiden voyage, I had come to terms with something. I hadn't even really told myself yet, though I'd been rolling it around in my mind for a long time, even during cryosleep. As I stumbled my way through the bridge, I allowed my mind to think it consciously for the first time: this was going to be my last mission as well as my first. I guess I was a little bit surprised that this wasn't just an idea, I wasn't considering anything. It was already a conviction. Just twenty-four months into living my dream...and it was already dead.
I wasn't just the embarrassment of doing everything wrong and the fact that I never got any better at anything. That was bad. But my problems were far worse. I could handle a bruised ego. No. The real problem was that I was a danger to myself and others. I had threatened our food supplies. I'd nearly depressurized the ship. Hell, no one knew it but me, but I had nearly jettisoned the escape pod when I was trying to lock the door to the mess hall. I would not live through a second mission, and I might kill my crew mates as well. My pride was not worth my life. It was definitely not worth someone else's life.
I guess I should've been angry or...something. If I had told myself at the outset of my mission that I would have ever even considered quitting...I wouldn't have believed it. I would have been convinced that I would have doubled down, worked harder, gotten smarter, and got the job done. That's what I'd done in school when things went wrong. But I'd already done that here. I'd already tried it a dozen times. I'd fallen, rallied, and fallen again. And again. And again. The whole time I'd been shielding my conscious mind from a growing realization. I'd protected myself from the horrible knowledge, but I couldn't do it anymore. The truth was, I was not cut out for space. The only thing I felt was disappointment. Disappointment, not because I had quit, but because there was no other choice but to quit.
As I stepped through the door leading out towards the tanks, I felt my eyes prickling. I didn't look up at the dome, but I could feel the void around me. The immensity of space gave me no power. It was empty and lonely. Not for the first time, I would have to read the freight monitors through my tears.
* * * * *
I am not sure how much later it was when I stumbled my way back into the mess room. It might've been an hour, it might've been twenty minutes. My head felt like it was swimming, my eyes were unfocused. I don't know if I'd even really been trying to walk back to the mess hall. I'd just sort of been wandering, bumping into the walls without noticing. I'd just happened to make it back. Tara and Hilaria were still sitting at the table, drinking coffee.
"Christ, took you long enough," Hilaria said, and then glanced quickly at her watch. I didn't acknowledge her. I didn't even really hear it.
"Did you check the tanks?" Tara asked, ignoring Hilaria's rude tone. This penetrated my mind and I nodded slowly.
"Yeah, they were normal," I said, my voice sounding mechanical.
"You look like you've seen a ghost or something," Hilaria said sharply, and then with slightly more compassion or at least pity, "Is everything okay?" The question hung in the air for a long while. It didn't really register in my mind. In fact, I felt totally numb. Tara and Hilaria looked at me strangely, but I couldn't have responded if I'd tried. Finally, after a long pause, Tara broke the silence.
"Did you find Dr. Alton?" she asked, "Is she coming to breakfast?"
Dr. Alton's name cut through the fog surrounding me. I felt my eyes return to focus. I realized for the first time that I was standing in the mess hall and I was being questioned by my superior officers. I swallowed deeply and shrugged my shoulders, trying to get my thoughts in order. It was Dr. Alton, after all, who had scrambled my thoughts. Scrambled them so badly that even the idea of quitting my job was no longer first and foremost in my mind.
"Well?" Tara asked, tilting her head to the side and crossing her arms in front of her breasts.
"You will never believe what I just saw," I managed to say, my voice croaking out, sounding foreign. I swallowed again, the saliva feeling thick, choking, in my throat. Once again, silence hung in the room. Now Hilaria crossed her arms in front of her body as well and tapped her foot on the floor.
"Well?" she asked now, "What?" I laughed a little as the question rattled through my mind. How could I even begin to explain to these two women, strangers essentially, what I had just seen?
I'd gone to the tank monitors and checked them. Incidentally, I had been telling Tara the truth, the cargo was fine. I'd stopped there for a few minutes to allow myself a little time to cry (it was a nice, isolated spot near the bottom of the ship). Eventually, I got myself together enough to get back to work. I had almost started walking back to the mess hall to give Tara my report, when I remembered Dr. Alton. I'd nearly fucked up again. I shook my head, trying to clear out the fog and get myself to focus. Then I made my way towards the renovated quarters.
I didn't spend a lot of time on that part of the ship, it was sort of out of the way and on a totally different level from the bridge, the mess hall, and my private quarters. In fact, I hadn't been there since I'd done my initial walk-through of the entire ship right before we left Earth's orbit. Still, I knew exactly where Dr. Alton's room was located and rushed to get her before the others completed their breakfasts.
As I stepped off of the elevator onto Dr. Alton's floor, I instantly became aware that the area had...changed since the last time I was there. It wasn't that anything was out of place or that it looked any different, the first thing I noticed was the smell. Whereas this floor, like all other floors on the ship, had once smelled vaguely antiseptic with undertones of machine grease, it was now filled with a strange, overpowering animalistic smell. Loem-7 was a planet dominated by large, bizarre swamps. The aliens that lived on the planet, and now on my ship, were in some ways similar to swamp creatures on earth, like alligators and frogs and mosquitos. They smelled like stagnant water and decay. None of them were particularly intelligent or, to my mind, very interesting. I placed my hand over my nose as I began to walk down the hallway.
The old crew quarters, where the aliens were now housed, looked a little bit like a maximum security prison. I was walking down a narrow, mesh-metal hallway with locked doors on either side of me. The doors were made of solid titanium and had no windows. The only evidence that there were aliens in most of the rooms was the smell (which got thicker the deeper I walked down the hall) and the miscellaneous noises made by the aliens. I heard chirping, whirring, buzzing, and groaning coming from all of the rooms on either side of me. Well, I guess I sort of heard those noises. It is hard to put a familiar word to the totally unfamiliar noises that were quickly surrounding me. The completely...alien (for lack of a better word) nature of sounds and smells surrounding me was a little bit jarring.
For a brief moment, I had an image of all of the doors being accidentally opened at once and the monstrous creatures from space stampeding into the hallway to kill me. If I was going to die on this trip, that would probably be the way it would go. That was my luck. I hunched up my shoulders and walked more quickly down the hallway.
Dr. Alton stayed in the last room on the right side of the hallway. It was, by far, the largest room on this floor. It used to be the room where the Third Officer slept. But the CTA Marie no longer had a third officer so Dr. Alton used it (for what it is worth, Tara slept in the Captains quarters, Hilaria slept in the Chief Officer's quarters and I slept in the Deck Cadet quarters, all on the main level of the ship).
As I reached the end of the hallway, I turned quickly towards Dr. Alton's door, raising my hand to knock. I was a little surprised to find that the door was open and I was looking directly into Dr. Alton's room. I saw her about six feet in front of me and I was about to ask her if she cared to join us for breakfast, when something made me stop.
Dr. Alton was standing next to her bunk, sort of facing perpendicular to the door so that I was looking at her from the side. She hadn't noticed that I was there. I was struck, as I always was, by how beautiful Dr. Alton was. Somehow, when I'd heard that we were going to be taking along an alien researcher who wanted to dig around for swamp creatures, I had been expecting a chubby, overgrown boy who'd just crawled out of his mother's basement. I had been more than a little surprised when I was first introduced to Dr. Alton. She was somewhat tall, around 5'9 and very slim. She had incredibly long, midnight black hair that she kept in a somewhat loose ponytail down her back. She had large almond eyes, and smooth olive skin. Her body looked toned, probably from her outdoor excursions to find mysterious creatures. She had a flat stomach, toned buttocks, and long, lithe legs. The only thing that did not fit her svelte body structure, were her exceptionally large breasts. Those were very apparent now as I looked at her in profile.



In fact, it was her breasts that had stopped me in my tracks in the first place. I mean not the fact that she had breasts or that they were large, I had seen them before. Besides, I was never one to be particular enamored by breasts, or any other part of the female anatomy. No, I had stopped because, it seemed that I had nearly walked in on Dr. Alton as she was changing. As I turned the corner, with my fist raised to knock, I saw Dr. Alton's left had reach up towards her shoulder and quickly slip the strap of her jumpsuit down her arm. In a half a second, she had used her right hand to slip off her other shoulder strap as well.
Dr. Alton, like the rest of us on board, was wearing the usual CTA-issued interstellar crew uniform. It was a single-piece jumpsuit that was designed, for some reason, to look like two articles of clothing. The top looked like a form-fitting white tanktop (though the material was heavy, to hold breasts in place without the aid of a bra and without exposing nipples). The tanktop tapered down to the waist where an elastic band formed a sort of belt. Below the waist, the jumpsuit ballooned out into two baggy pant legs. While the top looked nice on someone like Dr. Alton, a somewhat flat-chested girl like me looked like a little girl wearing a romper. No one liked the pants.
Regardless, just seconds after I stood in the doorway, the shoulder straps on both sides of Dr. Alton's tanktop were dangling under her arms. Her thumbs quickly slipped into the neckline and, in a flash, the doctor's two large breasts poured out of her shirt. My eyes widened and I put my hand to my mouth. I shouldn't be watching Dr. Alton get changed! But, at the same time, I couldn't turn away. Dr. Alton's breasts looked even larger now that they were no longer confined in the tight tank top. They were very nice looking, I had to admit. She had large pink areolas with somewhat long, thick nipples. But what was really impressive was that they were so perky. I'd never seen large breasts that sat up so high on woman's chest before. It made me wonder for a moment if the artificial gravity had stopped working. Only the fact that I was still rooted in place in the hallway let me know for sure. Like I said, I am not particularly attracted to women, but...its boring on a long-range space mission and...well, damn, sometimes you just have to respect something that is well-made.
Once the tanktop portion of her jumpsuit was off, Dr. Alton quickly shimmied the baggy pants down over her hips and let it pool on the floor at her feet. I was a little bit surprised to see that Dr. Alton was not wearing anything underneath of her jumpsuit, not even panties. As soon as her long, shapely legs kicked the jumpsuit off, I could see...well everything. Dr. Alton was shaved, or perhaps like me she'd had her body hair permanently removed. Her vagina was attractive, with small, symmetrical pink lips and a somewhat large clitoris that I could see from where I was standing.
Maybe it was the fact that I really could see Dr. Alton's entire naked body that it really registered what I was doing. I was watching someone get undressed. I mean, she had her door open, but she also had no reason to expect anyone to come for her. It was totally inappropriate. I guess, to a certain extent, I recognized then that I was a little...excited by my brief turn at voyeurism. I had already told myself twice that I wasn't attracted to women, but I couldn't take my eyes away from Dr. Alton. I knew that, regardless of my normal proclivities and preferences, I hadn't even seen a man in about two years. I was already depressed. And lonely. And I guessed I was a little...horny too.
I shook my head (though Dr. Alton's flawless body remained framed in my mind) and stated to turn away again. I would just pretend like I'd never come here and tell Tara that the doctor was asleep. No one had to know that I'd been a Peeping Tom. But as, soon as I turned, I heard something, something strange coming from inside of Dr. Alton's room. It was hard to explain, a sort of clicking chirping sound mixed together. It was very low, but powerful. I could feel the vibrations from the sound sort of wafting through me. It sounded almost like some sort of equipment had given way or burst, and I instinctively turned back to the room.
For the first time since I'd arrived at the room, my eyes were not immediately drawn to Dr. Alton's body. Instead, I scanned the entire room. I quickly realized the source of the noise. Nothing had broken or burst. Instead, the noise was organic. It had come from one of the alien creatures that Dr. Alton had captured on Loem-7. It was in her room, sitting near the foot of her bed.
Actually, sitting might not be the most accurate word to use. I am not really sure that that particular alien could do anything that would be characterized as "sitting." More than anything else, the creature looked like a slug. A giant slug. It was around seven feet long from the tip of its tail to the opening of its mouth. The end of the tail was quite small, a sort of rounded spot around three inches in diameter. But the creature's body expanded rapidly from there. At its widest point, a little less than halfway up its body, it was about two and a half feet in diameter, bigger than an oil drum. From there, the creature's body began to taper again.
The most remarkable thing about the creature's body was its color. It was, vaguely, bluish in tone but it was translucent. The first thing I'd thought of when I saw it was that it looked like it was made of rock candy. In fact, the body was so clear that you could actually see inside of the thing's body. As I looked at it, I could see its stomach and its coiled intestines, and countless other unpleasant-looking organs packed tightly into its body. The only thing that obscured the view of the creature's innards was the thick sheen of mucus-like material that coated the entire creature. It looked like there was about a quarter-inches of slime coating the alien. In fact, I could see a trail of slime. The slime had a particular...pungent smell. A little like rotting wood, and a little, oddly, like human sperm.
The last two feet of the creature's body consisted of a long, somewhat thin neck that was lifted up off the ground (unlike the rest of the body, which was flat on the floor). From that point, the body was no longer translucent, but instead a dark, solid blue color. The neck then ballooned out to an oval-shaped head. The head looked sort of like a football that had one end pointing out away from the body and the other sticking out behind its neck. The top of the head had two large antennae, drooped slightly, and capped with large, fleshy beads about the size and shape of golf balls. The creature's eyes were very large sat on either side of its head, kind of like a deer's eyes. These eyes were totally and completely black, though they reflected the light in the room. The creature had no nose, but it had two large holes on the front of its face. Below those holes were the creature's mouth. This was just a small, circular opening around the size of a softball. But every inch of that hole was crammed with strange, snake-like growths. Each of these tentacles was between one foot and two and a half feet long and around a half an inch in diameter. There were so many of them that I couldn't really count. The tentacles slithered and moved at all times and they dripped a thick, viscous liquid onto the floor. It apparently used these as limbs to capture prey and then bring it into its mouth.
All in all, it was a thoroughly repulsive creature. Just looking at it made my flesh crawl.
I had actually seen the creature before. I had seen Dr. Alton bringing it into the ship on our last day on Loem-7. It wasn't in a cage or any sort of safety device. It was simply slithering along next to her, leaving a trail of slime on the rocks. I had asked the doctor if it was safe to bring the creature inside and she had assured me that it was a ...some scientific name (I always thought of it as the Giant Space Slug) and that they were well known to be harmless. She said it had a brain around the size of a cat's. It really looked harmless, so I hadn't thought of the thing again until I saw it now.
For half a second I wondered if Dr. Alton knew it was in her room, perhaps it had escaped. If I'd thought about that for a moment I'd have realized that it was ridiculous to think something so large could go completely unnoticed. But as soon as that thought crossed my mind, Dr. Alton broke the silence, "There, that is a little more comfortable, isn't it?" she asked, looking directly at the creature. It made a small clicking noise, but I wasn't sure if it was in response. She said it was harmless, maybe she was keeping it as a pet? There had been a small, mammal-like creature I'd seen, around the size of a gerbil. That would seem to be a more pleasant companion.
"Okay there honey," Dr. Alton said in her sweet, deep voice, "We don't have a lot of time. I need to feed everyone today, even the Vesparum Ingens." And with that said, Dr. Alton, quickly sat down on her ass on the cold metal floor of her quarters, with her back propped up against the wall. As soon as she was settled, she quickly spread her legs very wide, almost like it was some sort of yoga pose.
I cannot be sure, but I think that as Dr. Alton spread her legs, I saw the giant slug's black eyes flash heavenly blue for a brief second. Regardless, before I had a chance to think about it, the giant slug was on the move. It did not move quickly, I doubted that it could, but it moved methodically, like it knew exactly where it was going and what it was doing. The creature's body didn't slither, like a snake. Instead, movement seemed to ripple through it, the way a millipede might move, despite the fact that it didn't have any legs. As the alien slug made its way across the floor, I could see its innards shift and move, making my own stomach turn.
To a certain extent, I suppose, I had been avoiding thinking about what I was watching. I had been so intent, first on seeing Dr. Alton get undressed and then seeing that creature in her room, that I hadn't really considered what it was Dr. Alton was doing. I guess in retrospect, it seems obvious. But, at the time...I don't know, I guess I figured it was some sort of alien research at first. That is what Dr. Alton was supposed to be doing, after all.
My first inkling that I might be wrong about that came just a few seconds after the creature began to move. It was laid out now along the floor of the room, at its maximum length. After just a few small ripples of movement, its head, with all its writhing tentacles, had slipped between Dr. Alton's feet, heading slowly deeper between her legs. For a brief second, the creature tilted its head to one side. I saw one of its tentacles brush against the inside of Dr. Alton's calf. A trail of slime was left in the creature's wake. Dr. Alton sighed deeply and then giggled a little. At the same time, she slouched down a little against the wall, thrust her hips out farther in the direction of the giant slug.
The creature kept moving deeper and deeper between her legs. I felt my heart rate start to rise and my tongue went dry. Before I even really had a conscious idea of what was happening, my body was reacting with a deep sense of foreboding. Each passing second, the strange, translucent space slug looked more and more repulsive. She couldn't possibly be...
The tentacles from the creature's mouth were now rubbing up against the insides of Dr. Alton's thighs, slathering them in slime. Dr. Alton moaned softly and brought one of her hands up to her mouth, biting her knuckle gently. She kept her eyes on the creatures as it kept moving closer and closer to her. I knew now, of course, that there was no research going on. It had been naïve, and frankly silly, of me to think that anyway. I wanted to believe that there was some sort of slow-motion attack happening, that Dr. Alton wasn't doing what it looked like she was doing. But I could see the fire of excitement in her eyes, I noticed that her nipples had grown erect and quite hard in the warm, humid room. What's more, just barely, over the stench of the slug creature, I could smell Dr. Alton's body. I could smell... her arousal. I knew what was about to happen next. And though my stomach knotted and my skin went pale, I couldn't look away. It was too disgusting to look away.
The wider parts of the creatures body were now slipping in between Dr. Alton's legs. She slowly began to close her knees, drawing them in towards the center. After a moment, I saw her thighs close around the top half of the creature's body. They were soon coated in the creature's slime and I could see her knees pressing into the slug's soft flesh. I could see its insides moving to accommodate her. She groaned as she felt the creature's wet warmth against her.
"That's it honey," Dr. Alton groaned softly, "This is the perfect spot. Show momma what a good boy you are." Her voice sounded sultry, naughty as she spoke the words. The alien made another low, clicking sound and, once again, I could feel the vibration's through the air. Apparently Dr. Alton, who was obviously much closer to the creature, could feel it as well. I saw her eyes roll back in her head and heard a low moan escape from her throat. Her whole body shuddered and, for the briefest of moments, I was a little curious about what she was feeling. Maybe even a little bit jealous. Then I realized what she was doing, and no longer envied her. Still, I couldn't look away.
The creature seemed to dip its head slightly (though I could tell that its eyes remained fixed on Dr. Alton). The flailing, slithering tentacles dropped as well. I hadn't realized how deeply the creature's body had slipped between Dr. Alton's legs. As it now moved, I could hear some of the tentacles slapping wetly against Dr. Alton's flat stomach, I heard her laugh as she felt it. But the laugh suddenly caught in her throat and turned to a low moan. Dr. Alton's eyes closed and her body shivered again. But this time, the creature wasn't making any noise. I moved slightly in the hallway (trying to stay in the shadows), getting myself a better view, to see what I already knew was happening.
"Oh Jesus fuck!" Dr. Alton groaned and, after a moment, I saw the cause. The space slug's head had now dropped down into Dr. Alton's lap. I could see the mass of tentacles slithering down between her spread legs, I could see her thighs glistening with its juices. The writhing mass of tentacles was slithering against Dr. Alton's pussy, pressing against her clitoris and coating her in lubricating juices. For a moment, Dr. Alton seemed frozen. Her eyes were still slammed shut but her mouth was stuck slightly open, her body shivering. After a while, the moan died out, but the flush in her cheeks showed that she was still enjoying the feeling of the dripping tentacles pressing against her bare pussy.
"Oh God, honey, that feels so good!" Dr. Alton groaned, "Put some inside of me, go deep inside!" She gasped. There were too many tentacles swarming over Dr. Alton's body for me to see what happened next, but I could tell from Dr. Alton's reaction that the space slug had followed her directions. Dr. Alton's entire body went rigid and she bit more firmly down onto her knuckle. I saw her knees shaking, pressing against the slug creature's slimy skin. I knew for certain that one, or more, of the creature's disgusting tentacles had pressed between Dr. Alton's pussy lips and drove deeply into her body. In my mind's eye, I could picture it pressing deeply inside of her, massaging her and coating her insides with its slime, even as other tentacles pressed against her aching clitoris. In a moment, Dr. Alton confirmed my suspicions.
"Oh honey," she said, "You're so big. That feels so good. Go deeper, fill me up!" Her voice went an octave higher as she said the last word and I knew that the creature had already fulfilled the request. Dr. Alton's body trembled more deeply as the creatures, thick slime began to run in thick globs down her legs, pooling on the floor around her.
"Oh shit, how can this be so good?" Dr. Alton asked, apparently to herself. But apparently it wasn't enough. Even as the words were coming from her mouth, Dr. Alton was moving her arms. She popped her finger from her mouth and, at the same time, her other hand rose from where it was resting against her side. Quickly, both hands found their way to Dr. Alton's massive breasts. Her palms pressed flat against her long nipples, her fingers sinking deeply into her flesh. Her hands began to squeeze tightly on her breasts, even as the creatures tentacles moved deeper and deeper into her willing body.
But the creature didn't allow her to do this long. Its eyes had remained on Dr. Alton the entire time while its tentacles writhed around between her legs. As it watched Dr. Alton began to massage her own breasts, it lifted its head slightly. Most of the tentacles remained caressing and oozing in her lap, but a few of the longer ones suddenly rose up with a speed and control I didn't realize the space slug possessed. Two slimy tentacles quickly slapped around Dr. Alton's wrists. Dr. Alton let out a low cry as these tentacles wrapped around her arms several times and then pushed them back. In half a second, Dr. Alton's arms were pinned to the wall on either side of her head while slime dripped down towards her elbows.
For half a moment, I thought the creature had attacked. I was almost ready to go bumbling into the room to save her or, more likely, get killed myself. But as soon as Dr. Alton's breasts were freed from her hands (and bouncing gently against her body) several other tentacles rose. Two of the longer ones instantly began to wrap themselves, loosely but firmly, around Dr. Alton's large breasts. They coiled around her so many times that, in a few seconds, only Dr. Alton's areolas and a few inches of skin around them were still exposed. I saw the wrapped tentacles begin to undulate slowly, stroking Dr. Alton's breasts and squeezing them gently. At the same time, two more, shorter tentacles rose up. The rounded ends of the tentacles quickly found their way to Dr. Alton's areolas. I watched as they oozed a little slime onto the vary tips of Dr. Alton's nipples, and then began to slowly circle around them, teasing and caressing them. The nipples grew even harder the rest of Dr. Alton's body seemed to react to the creature's ministrations.
"Oh fuck honey, you learn so quickly!" Dr. Alton moaned as her body trembled. Clearly she wasn't being attacked. In fact, it looked like she was loving it.
In fact, Dr. Alton's body now seemed frozen with pleasure. All of her muscles seemed completely rigid and her eyes were slammed shut. A low moaning noise was being emitted from her throat and I could see her hips rocking back and forth. Between her legs was the massive body of the giant space slug. The creature seemed now to completely dominate the room. Dr. Alton's knees pressed tightly into its translucent trunk. It almost seemed like the alien's body was enveloping the doctor and it pulsated, expanding and contracting. Inside, I could see the creature's organs roiling and turning.
The creature's ovular head was still placed near Dr. Alton's stomach, its eyes intently on her. They seemed to be glowing, almost excited and focused totally on its task. Most of the writhing tentacles pouring from the creature's mouth were pressed down between Dr. Alton's legs. They were squirming and dripping slime all over her tight, bare pussy, lubricating her clit. I knew that some of those tentacles were slipping up inside of Dr. Alton's body, massaging her body from every possible angle and lubricating her further. Four of the creature's tentacles remained focused on Dr. Alton's breasts, with two wrapped around them, squeezing and massaging the doctor's sensitive flesh. The other two were flicking and teasing at her aching nipples. Most of Dr. Alton's torso and legs were now coated in a thin layer of glistening slime. The remaining two tentacles kept Dr. Alton's wrists pinned to the wall. The creatures was, once again, making its low clicking noise, sending vibrations through Dr. Alton's body. Dr. Alton groaned louder.



I am not sure how long they stayed, moaning together on the floor. Given the sheer amount of attention that Dr. Alton's most sensitive spots were experiencing, I was shocked that she was able to last at all. It seemed she wasn't sure either. After some period of time, Dr. Alton's eyes opened and her fingers started to tighten. "Oh god, honey!" she moaned, "That's too much! I don't want to cum yet. Stop honey, please stop!" she groaned. For a moment, the creature continued to move, its tentacles moving independently of one another and its blob-like body pulsating, "Please, it feels good, but I need more!" Dr. Alton moaned, more loudly this time. All at once, the creature stopped moving. Its tentacles didn't leave Dr. Alton's body, but they stopped writhing (I didn't even know it was capable of doing that), its body stopped pulsing. Its black eyes looked directly at Dr. Alton, almost inquisitively. Dr. Alton let out a sigh and smiled wanly.
"I know it is confusing. I'm sorry, you have to understand that Earth women are complicated," she said, and that laughed to herself. It was clear that the creature didn't understand. But Dr. Alton gently rotated her wrists and the alien took the hint, easily releasing her. Despite the creature's size and power, it was clear the Dr. Alton was totally in control. She sat for a second, catching her breath.
I guess that this pause gave me a brief moment to think. I have essentially been outside of my mind as I'd watched Dr. Alton...get pleasured by the alien. The absolutely impossibility of what I had made it seem like it was some sort of dream. But as I saw the tentacles sliding off of Dr. Alton's breast, and leaving a trail of slime in their wake, I fully appreciated what I had just seen. It was...by far the most disgusting thing I'd ever seen in my entire life. The creature was just...repulsive in every possible respect. Its appearance was grotesque, its smell was overwhelming, and it was clearly somewhat cold and slimy. I couldn't imagine that other creatures in the same species would want to have sex with it, let alone a beautiful woman like Dr. Alton! And being disgusting was only part of the problem. It was immoral as well...interspecies...alien...I couldn't even get my mind around the enormity of Dr. Alton's sin.
But beneath the disgust and the condemnation, there was something else as well. I cannot say that, at the time, I acknowledged it, but now I am certain it was there. The smell of sex (a disgusting kind of sex, but sex nonetheless) was on the air. Dr. Alton's beautiful body somehow looked even more alluring when sitting next to the revolting alien creature. And her pleasure was so...obvious. She was enjoying herself and feeling some sort of connection to the stupid creature between her legs. I was lonely, disappointed with myself. I was jealous. After 24 desperate, terrible months in space... feeling worthless and broken. I desperately needed to feel vitally necessary, my humiliation was so great, my redemption needed to be pure, primal...
Luckily, I suppose, these idea did not have time to fully develop in my mind. As I was struggling with the disorienting contradiction between my surface repugnance and my subconscious yearning, Dr. Alton began to move. She spread her legs again, the sticky slime peeling off of her knees as she did so, and pushing herself up against the wall. Soon, she was standing in front of the creature. The space slug, for its part, remained motionless, continuing to follow Dr. Alton's lead. The doctor was clearly in no mood to tease the creature, and as soon as she could move, she did so. Dr. Alton took a half step to her right and then quickly dropped down onto her knees on the floor and she quickly crawled a few feet forward. From my perspective, Dr. Alton was now behind the creature, directly next to her bunk. Still, I could sort of make out her body through the creature's translucent skin.
In a moment, Dr. Alton rose up off of her hands, though she remained on her knees. Her body was now directly next to the fattest part of the space slug's body. Remaining on her knees, Dr. Alton quickly tossed her left arm over the thick trunk of the alien's body. I watched as her arm sank into the clear slime on the creature's body. I saw her left breast, slightly reddened from the creature's touch, sink into the slime as well, coating the entire left side of her body.
The doctor was now sort of draped over the creature, her knees on the floor at her ass sticking up high, pushed out towards the creature's head. Dr. Alton was smiling broadly and she moved her left arm slightly, stroking the creature's body. A sickening squelching sound resulted from her massage, but that just made her smile wider. I felt my stomach turn as I thought about Dr. Alton's large, beautiful breast covered in the creature's mucus. But I didn't know the half of it yet.
"That's a good boy," Dr. Alton said, "Now let me taste that delicious honey of yours!" she said. Before I had a chance to even guess what that meant, Dr. Alton removed any doubt. Dr. Alton's thick lips spread slightly, and her long pink tongue poked from her mouth. While her left hand continued to stroke the alien's body, her neck craned down, and her mouth began to move down. I placed my hand over my mouth and retched violently as I watched Dr. Alton's pink tongue sink into the glistening mucus, pressing down until she'd pressed through all the way to the translucent skin. Dr. Alton formed her tongue into a kind of scoop, shoveling up a large amount of the creatures slim and then pulling it quickly into her mouth. She swallowed it down. I could see her throat working as the alien mucus dropped into her stomach.
"Mmm, honey," Dr. Alton after a moment, her lips gently tickling at the mucus-covered skin, "That tastes so good!" Apparently, this wasn't a line. As soon the words were out of her mouth, Dr. Alton's tongue returned to the creature's skin. Now, all semblance of self- control was gone. Dr. Alton didn't just place her mouth of the alien's slimy skin, she pressed her face into it. As I watched, Dr. Alton moved her mouth around on the creature's body. Sometimes, she dragged her tongue through the slime, letting it pile up in her mouth. Other times, she formed her lips into a tight "O" and I heard a stomach churning slurping sound as she sucked up the creature's mucus.
I was positive that, based on the smell, that the mucus must have tasted like decay and cum, plus its texture was something along the lines of phlegm. But Dr. Alton seemed totally enthralled by the stuff. Her lips and mouth roamed widely over the creature, harvesting as much of the mucus as she could handle. Soon, both of her breasts were pressing into the creature and her body was trembling with excitement. For a brief second, she sat up on her knees, to catch her breath. I could see a long string of mucus, connecting her lips to the creature's body. Dr. Alton's face was glistening with mucus and the slime was dripping off of her chin and nipples, pooling on the floor between her knees. The whole while, Dr. Alton moaned and groaned with pure pleasure.
I had been so completely focused on the fact that Dr. Alton was doing something so disgusting that, for a brief moment, I forgot that the creature was really there, or at least that it was alive. But after a short time of allowing the doctor to drink down its coating, the alien reacting. It let out that strange, low clicking sound and its entire body trembled. The noises were clearly positive, though I can't say how I knew. I could just tell that the creature was enjoying the doctor's action. This just pushed Dr. Alton farther. She held the creature tightly with her left hand, she moved her mouth around, sucking up the mucus more desperately.
The creature' trembling slowed slightly and I noticed that, with surprising quickness, it had turned its head to the side. Its neck clearly had no bones and was quite long. It was able to sort of twist its neck and the top portion of its body back so that its "face" was pointing the same direction as its tail. As the creature turned, it tentacles began to stretch. The creature's tentacles, which had previously gotten relatively limp, swung into action. The creature turned so quickly and so fully that Dr. Alton was still reacting to the creature's low chirping nose, when the tentacles began to slap wetly against her thighs and ass. Dr. Alton let out a low moan and I turned quickly towards her face. Her eyes were wide, sparkling intensely with excitement. Her cheeks were flushed and her mouth was sucking harder, swallowing more fiercely. She was totally engaged, loving everything that was happening because it was disgusting, not in spite of it. Each more terrible thing just made her love it more.
"Don't stop honey, you know what to do," Dr. Alton said, her voice sounding gurgly and strange because there was mucus in her throat and her lips were still pressed against the creature's lips. The alien's head moved closer to Dr. Alton's body, the tentacles covering the lower half of her body more and more completely. A few of them wrapped around her thighs, the longer ones wrapping around three or even four times. The tentacles pulled tightly. Dr. Alton let out a high pitched, pleased squeal. She slipped a little bit, but kept her arm wrapped around the creature, managing to stay on her knees and her mouth on its translucent skin.
Now that the creature had locked Dr. Alton's body in place, its other tentacles began to move more deliberately. I moved around gain in the hallway, getting the best possible angle to watch. I moved just in time to see one of the dense tentacles swirl around Dr. Alton's slick, dripping pussy lips a few times and then grow somewhat rigid. Dr. Alton moaned as the tentacles careful split her labia apart and then began to move slowly inside of her. Dr. Alton was so tight that her pussy squeezed the mucus off of the creature's tentacles. It dripped down off of her lips and pooled on the floor. Still, she and the creature were clearly wet enough to overcome Dr. Alton's tight body. Inch by inch the tentacle began to disappear into Dr. Alton's body. Dr. Alton moaned deeply, but kept her mouth on the creature's body, sucking up its slime. I can't be sure how much of the alien's tentacle disappeared into Dr. Alton's vagina. I swear, it must've been nearly a foot, though I don't even really know if that's possible. There wasn't any time to wonder about.
"Holy fuck, that's good," Dr. Alton said, her last word degenerating into a low groan. Dr. Alton turned her head slightly to the side against the creature's body, the mucus spreading against her cheek as she began to pant for air. Her body was trembling and I could see her breasts rising and falling through the creature's body. Despite the obvious effect that the creature was having on Dr. Alton, it was clearly not finished. As soon as one tentacle was buried as deeply in Dr. Alton's pussy as it could possibly go, another one of its tentacles began to moved deliberately. It slapped the end of Dr. Alton's tailbone and then began to slide down between her ass cheeks, leaving a trail of slime behind it.
"That's it honey," Dr. Alton said, "I want it, give it to me!" she groaned. I put my hand to my mouth. The creature's tentacle reached Dr. Alton's tight, pink asshole (which I had consciously avoided looking at). It started to circle around it slowly, leaving a trail of lubricating slime as it went. It swirled for a long time, leaving more and more liquid dripping down Dr. Alton's asshole and her thighs. Even while it was doing this, the alien slug had begun to move its other tentacle slowly out of Dr. Alton's pussy. It pulled out a few inches, slime dripping out of the doctor's pussy as it did so, and then slip slowly back inside of her. Dr. Alton groaned, kissing the creature's slime and rubbing her hardened nipples into its skin.
"I am so ready honey, please, I need it!" Dr. Alton moaned. The creature swirled its tentacle around the doctor's asshole a few more times, I wasn't sure if it was teasing or didn't actually understand her. But after a few more seconds, the creature appeared to be ready. Its tentacle grew more rigid, and the rounded tip began to press gently against the crinkled opening of Dr. Alton's anus. I could see the doctor's asshole straining against the slowly growing pressure, her body going rigid.
"Ugh," Dr. Alton said as the pressure built. I saw her eyes flash and she let out a low breath. With conscious effort she seemed to relax herself. She was desperate to make this happen. As she relaxed, I saw her anus loosen slightly. The rounded end of the tentacle instantly slipped two, maybe even three inches into Dr. Alton's body.
"Oh Jesus fuck!" Dr. Alton groaned loudly, her back straightening, her face rising up off the creature's body and her eyes closing. I saw slime connecting her face to the creature's side and then saw it break as she sat up somewhat straight. The tentacles wrapped around Dr. Alton's thighs began to undulate and pulsate gently. It seemed like it was massage Dr. Alton's legs gently. Dr. Alton let out another shuddering breath as she relaxed yet again. And dirty smile crossed her face and her shoulder drooped slightly.
"Thank you honey," She said gently, "don't stop. I do want it, you're just so big!" she said. The creature didn't seem to be paying attention to her. As she began to relax again, the creature slowly began to work the tentacle deeper and deeper into the doctor's asshole. As with her pussy, she was too tight, and some of its mucus squeezed off of the tentacle and dribbled down towards her pussy and then dripped onto the floor. As the tentacle worked deeper and deeper into Dr. Alton's body, she continued to groan loudly, her eyes remaining closed. She put her mouth back down on the creature's body, her pink tongue slipping out as she lapped at its slime.
In seemingly no time, the creature's tentacle was buried as deeply in Dr. Alton's ass as the other one was in her pussy, maybe deeper. It "face" was not just inches away from the doctor's ass. As I looked closely, I could see that the tentacles were moving inside of Dr. Alton. Each tentacle was sort of expanding and contracting inside of her. At the same time, they were slowly pistoning in and out of her body. They moved opposite one another, while one tentacle would press in, the other one would slide out, and then vice versa. They moved slowly and methodically. As those tentacles worked, the other ones wrapped more tightly around Dr. Alton's thighs and hips.
Dr. Alton's entire body was shaking and I could hear a rumbling noise in her throat. But she never stopped licking the mucus off the creature's body. In fact, she seemed to be even more focused on the creature than before, her eyes flying wide open, drinking in the alien's hideous form. I could see that her right hand had moved up to her own right breast and she was using her hand to move her hardened nipple against the creature, groaning louder with each movement.
Imperceptibly at first, and then with a speed that was even obvious to me out in the hallway, the creature's body began to move. It didn't slide forward or even, really, move in place. Instead, it was just sort of rotating on its spot on the floor. Once I noticed it, I looked over at the creature's neck. I could see folds and twists in its neck, cause by the spinning. Because the creature had no bones, it was able to keep its head completely locked forward, pistoning its tentacles in and out of Dr. Alton's pussy and asshole, even as it moved. I looked at the alien's abdomen and could see its organs and guts rotating around inside of its body, I could smell the thick layer of slime it left of the floor as it turned. Dr. Alton's tongue remained on the creature's body, actually taking advantage of its moving abdomen to drinking in more of its mucus.
Just a few minutes after the alien's tentacle had first entered Dr. Alton's asshole, the creature had spun nearly 180 degrees. The portion of its body that had once been pressed to the floor was now pointing up towards the overhead light. From where I was standing, I could look down onto the creature's underside. It was largely identical to the top of its body. However, there was one striking difference. Near the very center of the abdomen, just a few inches from Dr. Alton's still-hugging arm, was a thin slit in the creature's body. It looked like a wound that had improperly healed. A reddish gash.
However, once the creature had rolled all the way over, I quickly realized I was wrong. As soon as the creature was completely over, it stopped spinning (though its tentacles continued to work inside of Dr. Alton's body). The creature made a strange sighing sound that I'd never heard before and then there was a bizarre...slurping sound. It happened so fast that I barely saw it, but as soon as the sound had ceased, I saw the small slit on the creature's body split open and, all at once, a long, thing, wet eel-like protrusion slipped out of it.
The eel did not look like the tentacles that hung from the creature's mouth. It was more like the body, somewhat translucent. It also looked...braided. Like it was two tentacles that had been swirled together. The end, the tip of the braided eel, flared out slightly, and then was flat. Almost like a little disc on the end. From the point it exited the creature's body to the tip was probably around ten or eleven inches, definitely not quite a foot. As soon as it was outside of the creature's body, it began to flop slightly, but more loosely and wetly than the tentacles. It was clearly the creature's penis.
Dr. Alton seemed to realize that too. I saw her eyes grow wide as the creature's penis slipped out of its body. She actually shivered when she looked at it and, reluctantly, pulled her mouth away from the creature's body. She licked her lips seductively, trailing some of the thick mucus into her mouth. It was actually dripping of her face now. She turned over her shoulder, looking at the alien's "face." The alien was still massaging the inside of Dr. Alton's body, not slowing and causing the doctor's knees to buckle slightly. She smiled at it.
"Oh honey!" she said in a shaky voice, "I have been waiting for this!" She spoke with a kind of child-like excitement that might only be appropriate on Christmas morning. It was like she'd finally gotten the one thing in her life that was missing. As soon as she said it, she turned so that she was looking at the creature's penis. She slipped her left hand back, trailing her delicate fingers in the creature's slime. Soon, her fingertips pressed against the wriggling flesh of the creature's penis. She laughed as it slapped against her fingers. But she quickly moved her hand down towards the slit in the creature's body, finding the base of the penis were it could shake the least. Her palm wrapped around the creature's penis and I could see slime squeeze out from between her fingers. The creature let out a strange noise, one that I cannot even begin to describe.
It seemed that Dr. Alton decided to take that strange noise as a signal. While the creature was reacting to her touch, I saw her hand begin to slide up the creature's penis. I saw the tentacles in Dr. Alton's ass and pussy begin to expand and contract more rapidly. She groaned, sticking her ass out behind herself, driving them in more deeply, but she didn't stop moving her hand. She kept her fingers tight around the creature's penis and I could see that she was stretching it. Everything below her hand was stretched taut. It could no longer wiggle wildly, though I could see its muscular strength rocking Dr. Alton's hand. The portion of the creature's penis that remained outside of Dr. Alton's fingers flopped around wildly, smacking her arm and leaving slime across her skin.



After just a couple of seconds of sliding, I saw Dr. Alton's fingers pressed tugged tightly against the flared end of the alien's penis. The creature was trying to shake and rock its shaft, but Dr. Alton's surprisingly strong hand held it in place. She looked over her shoulder at the creature again, into its sparkling black eyes.
"Don't slow down honey, I need your touch!" she groaned. But the creature didn't appear to have slowed at all. Its tentacles were still pressing deeper and deeper into Dr. Alton's willing body. Her body was shaking terribly, but it was like she was ignoring it. As soon as she'd spoken to the alien, she turned back and looked at her hand.
I had, of course, known what she was going to do next. But that didn't slow the shock of actually seeing it. Dr. Alton bent over quickly at the waist, her breasts pressing once against into the creature's body as she did so. As she moved, her glistening mouth opened widely and, for a second, I could see her pretty pink tongue resting against her teeth. But she was clearly excited and moved quickly. In half a second, the flared, flat tip of the space slug's penis disappeared into Dr. Alton's mouth. I could see the outline of the ridges against her lips. Her eyes sort of crossed and a shiver ran down her spine, it was like she was tasting the most delicious thing in the world.
She wasn't content to rest there. As soon as the tip of the creature's penis was in her mouth, Dr. Alton began to allow her fist to retrace its steps down the shaft. However, the penis did not begin to, once again, flop wildly. That was because each inch of penis that slipped out of Dr. Alton's dripping fingers were immediately sucked up into Dr. Alton's mouth. I could see it twitching against her cheeks and then, later, inside of her throat. I could see her tongue moving too, tasting and caressing. Dr. Alton had no hesitation, no fear. Inch by inch the slimy slug penis squeezed into her willing mouth. Her eyes remained open, seeming to enjoy the sight of the thing disappearing inside of her. I couldn't believe how smoothly and easily Dr. Alton took the creature's long, thing, braided cock into her mouth. Before I knew it, Dr. Alton's nose was pressing firmly into the slim of the creature's body, the penis buried completely in her throat.
Dr. Alton waited there for a few seconds, her eyes running and her throat gagging. The creature was making a high pitched squealing nose and its entire body was shaking all over. After a few seconds, Dr. Alton began to work her head back, letting the creature's penis slip easily out of her mouth. As soon as enough had come out, she wrapped her hand around it again, keeping it taut and in control. In a manner of second, just the flared tip remained in Dr. Alton's mouth. Saliva and mucus were dripping from Dr. Alton's lips and she wiped tears off of her cheek. But she didn't hesitate. As soon the tip of the cock was resting inside of her lips, Dr. Alton began to move her head down again, more quickly this time. She let the creature's penis slam into the back of her throat and then pulled it out again. Soon, Dr. Alton's head was bouncing up and down on the creature's abdomen, driving in and out of her mouth. She always kept her hand on it, keeping it under control. But, of course, it grew messier and messier with each passing second, the mucus dripping off of her lips.
I am not sure how long she did that. I know that the creature seemed to appreciate it, its chirping growing more insistent and its tentacles moving more firmly in and out of Dr. Alton. I'm not sure when it happened, but after a few minutes of furiously throating the creature, Dr. Alton's hand slipped off of the creature's cock, even as she slipped it out of her mouth. I guess I didn't notice at first because it was no longer wiggling around wildly. In fact, when I finally recognized that Dr. Alton had changed her technique, I was somewhat shocked to find that the alien's penis was no long soft. While it was still dripping wet, it no longer like a giant wet noodle. It had become completely rigid, just like a man's penis. It seemed to have grown slightly as well, now just about exactly a foot long. The flared end seemed to be larger, puffier, as well, though I could only see the outline of it through her lips. Still, Dr. Alton kept jamming the thing deeply into her throat.
Once the creature's penis was completely erect, Dr. Alton carefully slipped it out of her mouth. As she moved away, a mouthful of thick slime dribbled down her chin and onto her breasts. Thick strings of mucus still connected her lips to the tip of the creature's cock. Dr. Alton moved her left hand back down to the creature and she wrapped her fingers around its throbbing cock. She began to stroke it slowly as she stretched out her back. For a moment, Dr. Alton just knelt next to the creature, her back arched and her large, slime-covered breasts thrust forward. She closed her eyes and she groaned loudly, licking her lips. The creature's tentacles were still working back and forth on Dr. Alton's pussy and asshole, alternating thrusts as it had from the beginning.
But it was clear that the creature missed Dr. Alton's mouth. The creature rocked and shook on the floor, and its noises grew more desperate and frantic. The creature's tentacles tightened more closely around Dr. Alton's legs. Dr. Alton looked back at the creature's face and smiled. She giggled a little.
"Are you ready honey?" she asked, "I won't tease you anymore. But you have to let go of me." As she spoke the last words, she reached down towards the creature's tentacles around her thigh, prying on them carefully. For a moment, the creature held onto her. Then, it suddenly realized what she was asking for, and its slimy tentacles slipped off of Dr. Alton's legs. The last two tentacles to leave were the ones buried inside of the doctor's body. The doctor sighed deeply as the creature's body left hers.
The instant that the doctor was free, she flew into action. She jumped up onto her feet and threw her right leg up over the creature's body. Her foot landed wetly on the floor on the opposite side. Her calves and knees and thighs were pressing into the creature's slimy sides. Dr. Alton popped up onto her toes. I saw the creature's head spin back around. In a moment, it was back in a natural position, looking up at Dr. Alton.
I saw the creature's hard penis, which was now sticking up ninety degrees off of its body. It slapped against Dr. Alton's thigh as she started inch forward. After a few seconds, the flat tip of the alien's penis was poking up directly between Dr. Alton's legs.
"I dreamed about this last night," Dr. Alton said in a husky voice. She was looking down at the creature's "face." There was an intensity in her gaze, an animal desire...For a moment I was struck by the idea that Dr. Alton was an alien creature that had kidnapped a less advanced creature from its home planet to use as a sexual toy. The idea made me feel strange and a bit alien myself. Alien, at least in part, because I felt myself aroused by the idea (though I didn't acknowledge it).
I didn't have time to dwell on this idea though. As soon as the words were out of Dr. Alton's mouth, she was beginning to bend her knees. Dr. Alton didn't waste any time, she was desperate to get the alien cock inside of her. Her pussy was dripping wet from the alien mucus and her own sweet juices. She had positioned herself perfectly. After a second, the flat tip of the alien's cock was pressed against Dr. Alton's labia. I saw her bending her knees faster. Her pussy lips stretched around the wide tip of the alien's cock. The creature shook and chirped while Dr. Alton moaned. But she was so unbelievably wet that she couldn't hold out for long. I saw her lips stretch open and then, rapidly, the alien's cock slipped inside of her.
"Oh nasty fuck that's good!" Dr. Alton groaned. She was already stretched out from the tentacles and I was shocked by how easily the alien penis slipped inside of her body. One moment, she was straining against the thick tip, and the next, her ass was sinking into the creature's mucus and the cock was buried deep in her pussy. I could see her labia straining, I could see her tight body squeezing out the creature's slime and her hard clit sitting up high on her body.
As soon as the alien penis was inside of her, Dr. Alton began to rock her hips back and forth. The alien penis moved around inside of her, making Dr. Alton groan and shudder. Her hands went up to her mouth and she licked on her own fingers, before letting them trail down, running her palms across her breasts and nipples. Her hips began rocking faster and faster, her body trembling.
"Oh fuck, more!" Dr. Alton said, her voice husky and excited. As soon as the words came out of her mouth, Dr. Alton pitched herself forward. Her breasts flopped down with a wet slapping sounds onto the creature's abdomen. She thrust her hips back as she did so, driving the creature's hard penis deeper into her body. The creature's body began to undulate, driving its cock in and out of Dr. Alton's body.
"The tentacles, put them in my mouth!" Dr. Alton groaned. She started reaching out towards the creature's repulsive face, "I want the one that was in my asshole!" Dr. Alton said. After a moment, she grabbed one of the slimy tentacles in her free hand and fed it quickly into her mouth. I don't know if it was the one in her ass...but it might've been. I saw the twitching tentacle go between Dr. Alton's soft, pink lips and begin to stretch them out. Soon, it was pressing deep down into Dr. Alton's throat, making her choke and her eyes water. But she kept feeding more and more of it into her body, as she continued to thrust her hips back into the creature's cock.
Once again, I wasn't sure how long they stayed like that, it felt like forever and no time all at once. The longer they went, the more desperate both of their motions became. The creature's body shuddered and it continued to make its strange chirping sound. Dr. Alton's legs shook like she was freezing to death and her hips moved faster and faster. She continued to bob her head up and down on the creature's mouth tentacles. It was such an overwhelming visual experience. I stood with my mouth open in the doorway, watching without thought.
After a while, I no longer heard Dr. Alton moaning aloud. Instead, I saw that her lips, like her eyes, were slammed totally shut, wrapped tightly around the tentacles. She was still making a low noise in the back of her throat, but it was quieter than before. At the same time, I saw that all of the muscles in her body had begun to tighten and stiffen. I could see her calves tensing and her back go straight. Her breasts were pressing more firmly against the creature's wet body. The creature's body continued to undulate, slipping its cock in and out of her tight pussy. Suddenly, all of Dr. Alton's movements stopped. She froze on top of the creature's body. Suddenly, her head threw back (the tentacle quickly sliding out of her throat) and her back arching. She let out a high pitched, warbling scream and her feet sort of collapsed, dropped her hard completely down on the alien's penis.
"Oh fuck yes! Oh I am cumming honey!" Dr. Alton moaned now that her throat was free. Even as she said it, I saw a sudden burst of liquid from between her legs. Dr. Alton's juices poured from her pussy, spraying across the creature's already-wet body as she orgasmed so hard that her voice cut out as she screamed. She then collapsed down onto the creature's body, panting raggedly, her body coated in sweat and slime.
As Dr. Alton lay, recovering, the creature continued to thrust its cock in and out of her body. If anything, the slug had become even more desperate, its body moving faster than I would've thought possible. After a few moments, Dr. Alton seemed to rouse herself from her orgasm. She sat up slightly, sighing as the cock pressed into her. The entire front of her body was coated in the creature's mucus. She reached down with on hand and scooped some of the slime off of her breasts, and then shoveled it into her mouth. She closed her eyes and let out a small breath, like it was the greatest thing she'd ever tasted. But as she looked down, she seemed to notice something. I followed the line of her vision. I looked through the creature's skin and I could see what she was seeing. Inside the creature, amongst all the organs and guts that I had seen before, was a steadily expanding bluish-white mass. It was like an internal sack that was filling with slightly frothy liquid. Dr. Alton's eyes lit up as she saw it.
"Oh thank God!" she said in a sultry voice. Whatever fatigue she'd felt before was completely gone now. Her feet slapped down hard on the floor on either side of the creature. She stood up quickly, standing on her tiptoes. I watched as the creature's hard penis slipped out of her pink, glistening pussy lips and heard her let out a surprised yelp as the fat tip slipped out. The creature shook wildly on the floor, its mucus dripping off of it in large dribbles. Its eyes looked fiery, its tentacles wiggled completely out of control.
"Give that royal jelly honey, give that to me!" Dr. Alton said. Even as she spoke she was hoping off to one side of the creature, dropping back on her knees where she'd been before. Once against, Dr. Alton's head dropped down towards the creature's center, her lips opening as she moved. In half an instant, the flared tip of the giant slug's penis was, once again, pressed inside of her mouth. But Dr. Alton didn't deep throat the creature this time, instead, her hands instantly flew to the alien's quivering shaft. Her hands moved deliberately now, not teasing. She was milking the creature, squeezing it tight and pulling it hard.
The creature did not last long. As soon as Dr. Alton's hands began to move on the creature's shaft, it began to buck wildly. It made a whole series of completely indecipherable noises, sometimes seeming to create three or four different sounds all at once. Then, over the noise, I heard Dr. Alton grunt. I turned and looked at her, saw her head recoil slightly, but her lips stayed plastered to the creature's penis. The penis was expanding and contracting wildly, sometimes swelling to twice its normal size in Dr. Alton's hands. My eyes instantly flew back to the sack inside of the creature's body. I could see it shrinking rapidly as spurts of the alien's sperm poured in Dr. Alton's mouth. I saw her cheeks bulging, then I saw her throat working as she began to swallow it down. But there was too much, even as she swallowed, more and more of the creature's sperm sack emptied into her mouth. Soon it was dribbling out of the corners of her mouth, even as she tried to swallow it. It was a pale, milky blue, very different from the creature's mucus. I was actually close enough to smell its musky, almost familiar odor.
Soon, the creature's sperm sack had emptied entirely and the creature collapsed backwards onto the floor, its head lolling to the side, towards me. It lay still for a few moments. For her part, Dr. Alton slipped the alien's penis out of her mouth and let it flop back, soft, against its body (it rapidly retracted back into the creature's body). Bluish sperm was dribbling from her chin and mixing with the mucus on her tits, dribbling off her still-hard nipples. She smiled contentedly and lick and her lips, taking more of it in.
"Woah," she said, after panting for several seconds, "That was incredible honey." She ran her messy hands through her beautiful hair, which was already wet and mussed. Her skin was glowing. I couldn't believe how...beautiful and content she looked in that moment. But after a moment, she saw that the alien slug wasn't looking at her. I wanted to run, but she followed the creature's gaze before I had a chance to move. When she saw me, she didn't look surprised or frightened. She licked her lips again, smiled, and shrugged.
"Oh, hi Luna. I didn't see you there. Hope you haven't been waiting long," She spoke casually, as though I'd walked in on her doing her laundry.
"Uh...breakfast!" my voice squeaked out. Then, without elaborating on what that meant to waiting for a reply, I turned and ran back out of the hallway, heading towards the mess hall.
* * * * *
And that, essentially, was the story I told Tara and Hilaria when I returned there some time later. Retelling the story was somehow more unreal than seeing it the first time. It was like I hardly believe the story ...but I was the one telling it. To offset this strange sensation, I spared no details. I needed to get everything off my chest, explain to them everything I'd seen, heard, and smelled. My captain and her first mate had to be able to see everything I had seen, so that their stomachs would churn with mine. Their discomfort would make the whole thing real.
Of course, I didn't tell them everything. I told them, I guess a little bit, about how repulsed I had been by the entire affair. I am sure my face registered that as I spoke. But I didn't tell them the strange excitement I'd felt as I watched it. I didn't tell them that as I left the hallway after Dr. Alton had seen me that I'd felt my nipples pressing hard against my shirt or that I'd felt a slickness on my inner thighs. I didn't tell them that I could actually smell my arousal as I walked. I didn't tell them, not because I was ashamed (though I should have been), but because I wasn't even acknowledging those feelings myself. I certainly didn't tell them (or myself) about how jealous I was feeling. Not that Dr. Alton got to suck mucus off an alien's cock (nothing about the slug had been attractive to me), but that look of contentment and peace that Dr. Alton had on her face just before she noticed me. She had had deep existential satisfaction that only sex can provide. I guess I didn't know it, but I would have killed for that feeling.
Instead, I just gave my crewmates the shocking, and disgusting details. As I spoke, they looked at me stone-faced. I assumed that they were in shock, hardly believing what I had seen. Finally, I reached the end of my story, every last detail milked. I was panting by the end, I'd spoken almost in one long, unending sentence. As soon as I was finished, Tara and Hilaria looked at each other for a moment. I felt my heart pounding, needing them, for reasons I couldn't explain, to feel the same thing I was feeling for reasons I didn't understand.
Tara shrugged.
"You shouldn't watch people in their rooms," Hilaria said, and took a casual sip of her coffee. I collapsed down into my chair. I felt like the wind had been knocked out of me. How was that their reaction? Tara didn't care at all and for Hilaria...I was the one who was wrong. Had they not understood what I'd said?
"She fucked an alien. And alien with the brain the size of a cat that looks like a giant semi-clear slug! And that is all you have to say?" I asked.
"Don't speak to your superior officers like that!" Hilaria shot back. Tara reached her hand out and placed it on Hilaria's wrist, calming her. The second and command shook her head and pursed her lips. She crossed her arms in front of her chest.
"Luna," she said calmly, like she was speaking to an irate child, "It is not our business to pry into Dr. Alton's personal life. She is a guest of CTA on this flight. A paying guest." I felt like I was floating outside my body. None of this day made any sense.
"But..." I started.
"And..." Tara said, cutting me off, "You might have noticed that this is an awful long flight. Dr. Alton has been awake with her aliens for months and she has a year left to go. We don't have much time to speak with her. She is probably lonely and tired...just like the rest of us. Whatever she does to avoid cabin fever...as her captain I support it."



"This isn't a hobby!" I said loudly, "This is..."
"This is space," Tara said, as though that meant something. I gaped at her, unable to even begin to think about how to respond. "There is no law here. The normal rules do not apply. If this had happened on Earth...I might have a different reaction. But we are on a long-term space mission, and things happen. I've seen weirder shit than you've ever imagined. What you saw was...nothing."
"It's wrong," I said in a weak voice. How could she not see that? Tara shrugged again.
"Hundreds of years ago they would have said that Hilaria being my lover was wrong. Now it doesn't matter," she said, casually noting a relationship that I had thought was secret.
"Those things aren't...even close to the same. You're both humans..." I said. But I didn't know what to add. I buried my head in my hands, running my fingers through my hair. I started shaking my head. If I'd ever doubted my decision to quit, I didn't now. These people were insane. If I stayed in this line of work, I'd go insane too.
"Oh good morning Dr. Alton," I heard Tara say. My blood ran cold and my heart froze for a moment. I sat up quickly and turned to look over my shoulder. Dr. Alton had just walked into the mess hall. She'd evidently showered. She was clothed...beautiful. It was like nothing had happened. She smiled brightly.
"Good morning Captain, I hope I am not late. It took me a moment to get here after Luna got me. Had to freshen up," she said. As she spoke the last few works she winked at me. I could see the alien sperm on her lips in my mind's eye and I shook the image away. All of the conflicting emotions flowed back to me at once. For reasons I didn't fully understand, my nipples grew hard and I felt embarrassed.
"Not at all," Tara said gently. She was speaking to Dr. Alton like she was a normal person. Then she rose quickly, "Let me get you a cup of coffee." Tara and Dr. Alton moved over towards kitchenette. After she left, I sat with my head bowed for a moment. I felt Hilaria's eyes boring into me. I looked up at her and I could see...disgust. Not with Dr. Alton. But with me. She spoke quickly.
"Do you know why I have been with CTA for 15 years and I still haven't had my own command? Why do I keep volunteering to serve under Tara when I could make three times as much as captain of smaller craft? Do you think it is because Tara is some sort of maverick pilot?"
"I don't know," I said, feeling shocked and cowed.
"Tara is...gifted at many things. But she is a merely a competent captain. I keep coming back and taking less money because I would have gone insane 8 years ago if I had to do this in the Earth way. If I had to wait to get home to my husband every three years before I could feel something. I stay with Tara because I know that when I need to, I can wake her up from her cryosleep and have a night together. Maybe that doesn't seem like much of a stretch to you. Almost normal. But it wasn't normal for me when I started. I never thought... but I didn't question it when it happened. Because this is space. What is normal in space covers a much wider area. Do you understand what I am saying?" She looked at me intently as she asked.
"No," I answer honestly, "Nothing makes sense today."
"It means this: people who survive out here, doing what we do... people who figure out how to get mentally tough, they do whatever they have to do to survive. Dr. Alton, at least, has figured that out." Her eyes accused me and I dropped my head.
End Part 1
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Dear Reader: This is part 2 of a 4 part story. All four parts are written and will be posted sequentially. In Part 1, struggling space crew member Luna walked in on a crew member, Dr. Janice Alton, sharing an intimate moment with a giant space slug. This is not one of my "normal" genres (check out my lesbian, shemale, and incest stories). I am not sure if I am cut out for non-human stories, but I wanted a change of pace in my writing. Let me know what you think. If you readers think I have a knack for this kind of thing, I may return to this genre in the future.
Chapter 2: Consequences of Incompetence
Less than 36-hours after I'd eaten an extremely quiet, and awkward, breakfast with the rest of the crew, we landed on the refueling moon. The moon itself was very small. So small that in places where you could see more than a few hundred yards into the distance, you could actually discern the moon's curve on the horizon. However, there were very few places where you could see for more than a couple of hundred feet, let alone yards, in front of your face. That was primarily for two reasons. The first was that the moon was incredibly craggy. Sheer cliff faces hundreds of feet tall would burst out of the heart of the moon. The cliffs, like seemingly every rock and speck of dirt on the moon was a deep orange color. Not like clay, brighter than that. Almost glowing.
The other element blocking views of the horizon was the plant life. While the moon was small, it had a comprehensive atmosphere that was similar in many ways to Earth (that was why CTA had claimed it and used it as a refueling depot). The thick atmosphere and the light from two different, somewhat distant, stars provided enough fuel and energy for a staggering amount of life. Mostly, the planet was covered in low shrub-like plants with fine leaves. There were also much larger, tree-like plants with large pom-pom like buds and obsidian black trunks. There were millions upon millions of vines tying all of the other plants together. The various details of each plant made them all uniquely different from anything I'd ever seen on Earth. But what was truly incredible was the color. Almost all of the leaves on all the shrubs, trees, and vines were a pale bluish color. Coupled with the darkish-blue color of the sky, the flora gave the whole world a sort of Dr. Suess-like quality.
There were animals about as well. I hadn't actually seen any of them, despite the fact that we'd arrived six hours earlier. Nonetheless, CTA had told me before the mission that they were there and that I should be wary of them. Tara told me that she had seen something amongst the trees the last time she was there, though she couldn't make it out entirely. More importantly, I could hear the creatures. It was almost jungle-like. The cacophony of insectile buzzing, growls, and squeaks all sort of blended together into a steady hum. After a few minutes on the moon, I had almost stopped noticing it. But I knew the creatures were there. I could feel their presence.
Despite the fact that I'd never been to this moon before and it was fantastical and wonderful in a lot of the ways that I'd always dreamed a distant world would be, I wasn't really thinking about it. My head was down while I worked, my outlook narrow. I was still far too preoccupied with the events of the previous day to think about anything else. Ever since I'd left the mess hall the previous morning, I'd simply been playing everything in my mind over and over again. Dr. Alton's...interaction with the space slug. The reaction of my crew mates. The incredibly strange meal in which everyone except for me acted like everything was completely normal. With a night's sleep under my belt, everything felt even crazier than it had the day before.
Dr. Alton had sex with slimy aliens and everyone thought I was strange for mentioning it. Every time that thought crossed my mind, I shook my head in disbelief.
That's not to say that I thought about everything that had happened the day before. While I wasn't really aware of it, something was creaking and straining in the back of my mind. I would find myself, in idle moments, suddenly realizing that I was imagining myself in Dr. Alton's shoes. I would see myself, naked and on the floor, while a giant space slug crawled over my body. I would picture myself licking the mucus off the creature's hide. I would imagine myself sucking on its cock and drinking down its sperm, watching the bluish sack empty into me. Anytime I would notice these thoughts, I would be filled with revulsion. I would imagine that I had raised the issue in my mind as a sort of waking nightmare. Still, if I had been honest with myself, I would have recognized that my body was trembling, that the area between my legs was sopping wet all day, that my nipples were constantly hardened. I ignored this, didn't even let it register in my mind. In the same way, I ignored the deeper, darker fantasies that ran lasciviously inside of my mind.
With my conscious and subconscious minds overheating at the same time, focusing on the things I was supposed to do was nearly impossible. Yesterday had been bad. Today was even worse. The whole morning had just been a running series of mistakes and missteps.
I'd been assigned about half a dozen of the easiest tasks around the re-fueling compound. The compound itself was quite small, an area around 500 feet by 1000 feet on a relatively flat clearing in the jungle. CTA had leveled the spot, surrounded it with a tall fence, and then built a few buildings inside. The fuel itself was buried in tanks under the moon's surface. We couldn't actually land the ship on the moon. We'd placed it in orbit around the moon and then sent down our "tether" as it was called, once we'd synched our rotation. The ship was so large that it dominated the sky above us, making the moon dark, like early evening despite the two suns. The tether was a large tube containing inside of it several other large tubes roped together. Some of the tubes were used to suck up fuel once the tether was attached at the re-fueling compound; others were used for transportation of the crew.
My tasks, once we'd been transported down to the moon's surface, had been to clean the re-fueling nozzle on the ship, clear out the contact point with the tank, secure the tether (that Hilaria had connected to the ship for me) to the re-fueling surface, and connect the water hoses to prevent overheating. In short, I had been assigned all of the physical grunt work. That was because Tara and Hilaria had not trusted me in the actual buildings on the compound, where the computers were located. As I sweated outside, they ran the complicated protocols to ensure that nothing went wrong during re-fueling. They also monitored the sky to ensure nothing happened to the tether.
I guess I wasn't even really offended anymore that they didn't trust me, despite the fact that I had more training on the computers than anyone else. As it was, I nearly ruined the mission just doing the physical labor. I had accidentally attached a human transporter, rather than a fuel hose, to one of the fuel tanks. Only the fact that Tara noticed a pressure imbalance and radioed me prevented me from filling half the ship's living quarters with fuel. I apologized profusely, but neither Tara nor Hilaria said anything.
Despite my mistakes (and there were plenty more minor ones beyond that), I eventually got everything hooked up and ready for re-fueling. Unfortunately, once everything was put in place, that process would take several hours. Tara and Hilaria had everything covered inside the control room, so there wasn't really anything important for me to do. I knew that Dr. Alton had come down separately after us and that she was walking around the compound somewhere, maybe inside one of the buildings. I desperately did not want to talk to her. Luckily, Tara suggested that I walk the perimeter and check on the fences and other structures to make sure that everything looked like it was in good order. If I noticed any problems, we would report them to CTA maintenance when we returned to Earth. I knew it was, essentially, busy work. But I was happy to have it, and quickly set off to the perimeter of the compound.
I started in one corner, where two perpendicular fences met. I was shocked by the contrast between the two sides of the fence. It was a flimsy chain-lubj thing, but it seemed to hold the line between the well-manicured and totally controlled field of compound and a wild jungle so dense that I couldn't see more than a few feet into the darkness. The strange animal noises were louder now.
But, like I said, I didn't spend a lot of time dwelling on the creatures, or anything else. In just a few moments, my conscious mind was completely absorbed in searching for flaws in the fences, while my subconscious mind dwelled more and more deeply on Dr. Alton. And my own feelings of inadequacy and isolation.
I was carrying a clipboard as I walked and I made copious notes. I wasn't sure what was "good repair" and what wasn't, so I tried to cover everything that could even conceivably be considered bad. As usual, I was overthinking everything. I took so many notes that my hand began to cramp and my writing became illegible, even to me. Plus, even if it could be read there were so many suggestions that it essentially amounted to "replace the fence" which was neither feasible with CTA's tight-fisted accountants, nor really justified by the condition of the fence. I was quietly screwing up another task. At least nothing I was doing this time put anyone in danger.
Or so I thought.
It must've been about half an hour into my inspection. I'd just finished one full, 1000-foot length of the compound fence. I'd been moving incredibly slowly and I was very unlikely to finish the whole thing in the time remaining. I came to the realization that, once again, I had failed to do what I had been told. And besides that, I was completely exhausted. I'd spent a year in cryosleep in absolutely 100% climate controlled conditions. Now it was nearly 40 degrees Celsius and I was sweating, sore. I was breathing heavily. As I walked, my head dropped and I moved slower.
By that time, I was starting to work around to the back half of the compound. This area was, by far, the most isolated portion of the compound. Most of the structures created by CTA were lined up along this leg of the fence. There was only around ten feet of clearance between the back of the corrugated steel buildings and the jungle. The location of the sun ensured that these 500 feet were draped in shade, though it didn't seem to be any cooler.
I'd only traveled about 25 feet down the length of this portion of the fence and I was directly behind the personal supply depot when I tripped over a root or something on the ground. Much like on the bridge the previous day, I hadn't even noticed it. It hooked my foot completely and I went sprawling forward. Only this time, I didn't catch myself. Instead, I pitched chest first into the packed orange dirt of the compound, yelping slightly I skidded through the dust. There was a sharp pain in my ankle as I came to a rough stop.
For a moment, I was just frozen there, not even really sure what had happened. One second I was on my feet and the next...I was totally disoriented. I was face down on the ground now, the dust rising around me and filling my nose. I dropped my forehead down onto the ground and took a deep breath. I shook my head in the dirt and sighed. I couldn't even walk in a circle without almost killing myself. It was, in a lot of ways, the straw the broke the camel's back. It destroyed the last of my reserves. I felt the unbelievable weight of my embarrassment, my incompetence, my pain, and my loneliness weighting down on my. I was so tired. I couldn't even pretend to have the strength of will to get back up on my feet and finish my round. I just wanted to lay on my face in the dirt until Hilaria dragged me into ship. I couldn't even roll over.
But, somehow, I did. I hadn't made any effort. I'd just been lying there, breathing in the orange dirt. Then, suddenly, I was flipped over onto my back. I could see the tops of the trees to one side of me and the underside of the space ship, high in the sky above me. I felt more disoriented than I had than when I'd fallen. I didn't have the will to move, but somehow it had happened anyway. Something had moved me. When that thought struck my brain, I realized that something really had moved me. The pain in my ankle was gone, replaced by some kind of strange pressure. Something was wrapped around it. I laughed slightly, wondering if it was Hilaria fulfilling my last wish. I reached my hands up to my eyes, rubbing the dirt out of them. As I opened them, I spoke.
"I am sorry, I will finish as soon as..." and the words died on my lips. I couldn't even remember what I was going to say. My eyes widened and a strange croaking noise issued from my throat, my mouth going dry instantly. My heart stripped its gears jumping up into action. All of my muscles tightened. I was frozen on my back on the ground.
It took several seconds for my mind to fully comprehend what I was looking at. Even afterwards, I wasn't really positive I was really seeing. But slowly, the image before my eyes began to clarify itself in my brain. It was...some sort of alien creature. Even now, it is hard to describe how terrible the creature was...how alien it was in every sense of the word.
What I noticed first was the legs. There were six of them. Each of the legs was exceptionally thin and spindly. Each one was no more than two inches or so in diameter. But they were incredibly long. The back four legs were probably each nine or even ten feet long. The front legs (to the extent I could tell what those were) were shorter, but still probably five feet long. The legs were black in color, but each seemed to be coated in a very fine covering of bristly green hair. While the legs were very thin, they were also rigid. They looked like they had the consistency of bamboo shoots. But they had... a lot of joints. The rear legs seemed to be able to bend at 90 degree angles in maybe six or seven places, the front legs four or five. Actually, there were a lot more joints than that on each leg. The last six inches or so on each leg was just a series of continuous joints. I knew this because, I could now see that the end of one jointed leg was wrapped tightly around my ankle.
The legs were sort of symmetrically arranged down the two sides of the creature's body. Although, calling it a body might not be a completely accurate. It's hard to describe exactly what it was. The legs sort of plugged into a large almost perfectly round ball, maybe about the size of a grown man curled into the fetal position. It looked sort of small given the length of its legs. The creature's entire body was covered in the same fine hair that its legs contained, though the hair looked slightly longer and less bristly there. To the extent that I could see the creature's skin, I saw that it was a sort of dull brown color.
At first I thought that the entire ball-shaped creature looked identical. But after a moment, I noticed something... repulsive. At first it was just one spot. Right in the front of the creature's body...between its two front legs. The black hair and brown skin suddenly disappeared. There was just a round, maybe slightly ovular, gap in the creature's flesh about the size of a baseball. No...not a gap. It was a blank bluish-white spot. I noticed, after a moment, that there was a dull dark dot in the center, around the size of a nickel. Then the bluish white spot was gone. For a moment. Disappearing as quickly and completely as it had appeared. And then it was back. In fact, there were several bluish-white spots with black dots. The original one, then one a few inches above it and to the left and one near the very top. Soon those disappeared, and more appeared. I turned my head slightly, to the side, trying to figure out what was going on. Several more bluish white spots appeared, the black dots shifting in unison, following the direction of my movement.
My stomach churned as I realized what I was looking at. The creature had eyes. Each time the hair and fur disappeared, it was because its eyelids were retracting, exposing its eyes. What was disgusting, for reasons I still cannot understand, was that that it seemed to have dozens and dozens of eyes. They were all slightly different shapes and sizes. They were spread out across the creature's body irregularly, some seemingly piled almost on top of each other, and others isolated with inches of skin surrounding them. The only place on the creature's body that didn't seemed to be nauseatingly peppered with eyes was the very underside. And even there, it was only clear of eyes near the back of the creature's body, between its four back legs. This was just covered in the same hair as the rest of the body.
My first thought, upon realizing what it was that I was looking at, was that it was some sort of giant space spider. Some of that might have been because of the creature's location. It had evidently climbed up over the fence from the outside. Its two back legs on its right side were gripping around the chain links of the fence, about halfway. Its other legs were dangling free, including the one front leg that was wrapped around my ankle. It looked a bit like a household spider, dangling from its web. Now I realize it wasn't really a spider. It didn't have enough legs. I never saw it spin a web. It didn't even have a body segments. Just the one, eye-covered lump.
As my mind adjusted to what I was looking at, the creature began to move. I watched its various joints move in a jerky, but efficient fashion as it crawled down the length of the fence. Its joints made a strange, terrifying creaky sound as it went. Otherwise, the creature was completely silent. Its dead eyes remained on me, blinking randomly from. They grew whiter and whiter as the creature moved into the shade, making the contrast between the eyes and the creature's skin starker.
In a matter of moments, the creature was on the ground, directly in front of me. My eyes remained fixed on the creature, not even blinking. I felt a cold rush down my spine and I shivered slightly. My mouth opened, without any conscious thought, as if to scream, but no sounds came out. That's not true. There was some sound. Some sort of low croaking sound that couldn't be heard even five feet away.
The spider kept its leg wrapped very tightly around my ankle (so tightly that I felt it rapidly falling asleep). With its other legs it scurried silently towards me. Soon, I felt the other front leg press against my leg and the creature leaned down over top of me, its...body hovering just a few inches above my knees. The creature's smell was terrible...a somewhat rotten and fish-like odor. As my senses absorbed the creature, I had no conscious thoughts at that time. I just froze in abject horror. I was certain, if I'd ever been certain of anything, that I was moments away from dying. Being eaten alive.
The spider leaned even more closely towards me. I could see its terrible eyes now, hovering just over my stomach. It blinked a thousand time and I could hear a dull clicking sound coming from somewhere in its body. That body was vibrating slightly, and shaking from side to side. After a moment, the creature paused. Its back legs suddenly straightened and the creature rose up quickly, the strange sound grew more intense and my leg was lifted up off the ground. The creature's body let out one great shudder, and then suddenly all of its eyes opened at once. All of them turned on me. I held my breath, knowing that the preliminaries were over, the creature was about to kill me.



In an incredibly rapid motion, the creature's right front leg (the one that was not wrapped around my ankle) rose up and then swiped quickly across my body. I remembered seeing the thin spines that were peppered along the creature's legs. As the creature's leg slipped across my thigh and then stomach, I winced as I thought of the spines piercing my body. I felt the creature's warmth and heard a loud tearing sound and knew that he has slit open my stomach, I was just waiting to sense my entrails pouring out of myself. I closed my eyes, and waited to die. For several seconds, I waited, listening to the tearing noises and not even daring to breathe for fear that my mouth would fill with blood.
But, after a few seconds, I noticed that I could actually feel the sensation of the creature's spines running across my body. Except, now, I noticed two things. The first was that the long bristles poking out of the spider's legs were not spines. They bend like fine hair as they rubbed across my body. They were slightly sticky, but not needle-like. What was more, I could feel the cool jungle breeze rolling over my stomach, my legs, and my breasts. Directly.
I opened my eyes quickly, just in time to see the hair on the creature's leg (on both of its front legs in fact) retract back into its body, leaving thousands of little, bare pinholes. But I noticed something else as well. The source of the tearing sound was instantly revealed. My clothes lay in tattered pieces all over the ground around me, torn into the tiniest shreds. Even my underclothes had been sheared effortlessly away. Somehow, the tiny hair on the creature's body had removed all of my clothes, without so much as leaving a scratch on my pale white skin.
There wasn't time to marvel at the fact that I was not yet dead. I was naked on the ground now, with only my boots on my feet. I was totally exposed. For all I knew, the creature had thought it was skinning me and was not preparing to eat me. For some reason, the fact that I was not yet dead but could be, shook my body loose. I no longer felt complete frozen. I pushed my hands into the dirt on either side of my body and sat up quickly. I tried to pull myself back, slipping my now bare ass against the ground. But the creature's grip on my ankle suddenly tightened and yelled, more loudly than before, in pain. Each time struggled, the spider squeezed tighter and tighter. Eventually I stopped, still just sitting in the dirt, with my arms thrown back behind me, my heart racing.
I panted deeply from the exertion of trying to escape and kept my eyes locked tightly onto the creature ahead of me. I wanted to be ready to try...something if it moved to attack me. But the creature didn't appear to be moving any more. It was simply standing in front of me, its eyes blinking randomly and staring back. For a moment, I thought that it too was completely frozen.
And then I noticed it. The front legs. The thousands of tiny little holes that had once been covered in spines. They were...oozing. From each little hole, a small globule of thick, milky-white liquid began to form. Each globule made a perfect little ball of sticky liquid, contrasting sharply with the dark color of the creature's leg. Eventually, these globules grew too large and burst. A thin stream of liquid began to pour down the creature's leg, first from one hole and then more. Soon, all of the globules were dripping, coating the creature's front leg in white liquid.
Just the sight of the spider's legs, suddenly coated in slime, was enough to turn my stomach. But I screamed loudly and shivered all over when the sensation came. I should have realized that the white liquid pouring down the creature's legs would eventually reach me. But I had been so mesmerized by the creature's repulsive slime that I hadn't even considered. But, just a few moments after I'd first noticed the liquid dripping from the spider's legs, I felt it.
I can't say that it was a...bad sensation. It felt like it had the consistency (and color) of heavy cream. A little oily and thick, but not overly sticky. But it was more than that. In fact, though I could not even really think it then, as my heart raced with terror and my mouth went dry, the liquid felt...kind of good. It was warm, but a sort of deep warmth. Like it had targeted all of my nerves with a soothing, vibrating heat that dripped down all the way to my bone marrow. To be honest, it felt...a little bit like the afterglow of an orgasm.
It rapidly became apparent that the spider's goal was not to make my legs feel warm. As soon as the creature's entire forelegs were coated in the creamy liquid, its free right leg began to move again. I was still sitting up slightly, staring at the creature. I guess I was now mesmerized by the sensation and the mounting feeling of terror (I had convinced myself that the spider was coating me in digestive juices).
Whatever the cause, I was sitting with my mouth slightly open. The spider instantly took advantage of this mistake. I didn't even really see it coming. I felt it before I saw it. The hard black tip of the creature's right front leg suddenly pushed passed my lips and into my mouth. My lips, instinctively wrapped around it, but my teeth did not close in time. I felt the bamboo-like shaft pressed hard against my tongue. My eyes now crossed as I looked at the long shaft protruding from my mouth. The white liquid was still pouring out of the spider's legs. I could feel its warmth pooling against my lips and dripping down onto my body. It spattered against my leg, my thigh, my stomach, my breasts. Each place that it touched instantly felt the same incredible, coital warmth that my leg had felt. Everything was happening so fast, it was so disorienting. Somehow it didn't even feel real.
But by far, the most intense sensation was in my mouth. I tried to move my tongue out from under the creature's foot. As a result, I sort of lapped at the spider's leg. The thick white liquid was on it there, and the taste instantly overwhelmed my other senses. It was not a...good flavor in the traditional sense. It was sour and bitter at the same time. Somewhat fishy and rotted. But somehow...it wasn't bad either. I can't explain it. All I can say was that the intense warmth that had surprised me before was there, only a thousand times more intense. My tongue was almost hot...but it didn't hurt. I felt the thick liquid covering my gums and dripping down my throat, inflaming each place that it touched. Almost without thinking...I sucked on the leg, pulling more of its rotten liquid into my throat as my mind went blank.
The sucking sensation seemed to spur the spider onward. It's leg pulled back slightly (I moaned, but didn't think about it). But rather than pull all the way out of my lips, the creature merely adjusted. Then, in one rough, insensitive motion, it pushed its leg sharply back into my mouth. This time, it didn't press into my tongue. This time, it shot back over my tongue and then quickly down beyond my teeth. It must've gone six or even seven inches into my throat. I gagged hard and felt my muscles constrict around the creature's leg. This only served to coat the entire inside of my throat the creature's wonderful/horrible warming liquid. I shuddered as I felt the strength of the creature's leg against my pursed lips.
Slowly, the creature began to slip its long leg back out of my throat, and over my tongue. My mouth filled with thick, viscous saliva as I gagged again. In a moment, the tip of the creature's leg was resting against my tongue again. I took in a gasping, ragged breath. My entire head was now swimming in the creature's artificial warmth and I could barely comprehend what was happening to me. The spider didn't seem to care. After a moment, the creature thrust again, with the same force and speed that it had before. If anything, it went deeper, pushing beyond my tongue and deep into my throat, making me gag again.
The creature continued to do this for...I don't know how long. It felt like forever. It kept thrusting its long leg down into my throat, holding it for a second, and then pulling it back out. Soon it began to move faster and faster, thrusting harder and harder. The first dozen or so times, I gagged terribly and my old body trembled with pain and fear. But eventually, I managed to just keep my throat open, letting the creature thrust in and out of me. I knew what it must've looked like...like I was sucking a long, thin dick. In a very real sense, I was being violated. But I didn't even have the wherewithal to feel shame. I had to snatch a few breaths whenever I could, that was my only focus.
The whole while, my lips had remained pursed tightly around the creature's narrow leg. It was still producing large amount of the thick, white liquid. My thick lips were so tight that the creature's cream just sort of sloughed off. Soon, I could feel large amounts of the thick liquid pooling on my lips and then dripping down my chin. Then there was too much even for that. It began to splatter off of my chin, landing, warmth and unnerving, on my chest and neck. Eventually, the spider's cream was just pouring down my chin.
Suddenly, I heard myself moaning, feeling my throat vibrating around the creature's deeply buried leg. I heard the noise before I even really registered the sensation. But then I felt it. Some of the spider's creamy slime had dripped down from my chin and had landed directly onto my nipple. Instantly, the relaxing, warming sensation and spread back through all of the various nerves, oozing through my limbs and turning my spine into jelly. I knew that this sensation had made me moan. My mind was totally scrambled, but I realize now that I was moaning from pleasure. I liked the way the creature's cream made me feel.
In fact, my reaction wasn't limited to the moan. I sensed my legs shaking slightly. But, more importantly, I felt something between my legs. If I had been able to focus, I would have sensed that I had very rapidly grown wet. I am sure that, legs spread in the heat, my scent would've been quite obvious except for the overpowering musk of the giant spider.
As best I can tell, the spider did sense it. As my body reacted to the sensation in my nipples, the creature's leg froze, deep in my throat. Its entire body went rigid, its frantic motion completely arrested. I could feel the creature moving slightly, I sensed its eyes roaming over my body. I couldn't breathe with the creature's leg in my throat. I felt my eyes bulging and my face growing red. I started to shake as the panic started to grip me. The pleasurable warming sensation began to fade.
Finally, when I began to grow frantic, shaking my head to the side in order to desperately search for a breath, the creature's leg slipped out of my throat. I took in a deep gasping breath, my lungs aching and my eyes watering. As soon as the creature's foot moved out of my throat, the last of the warming sensation left me. It felt like I'd been dropped back into myself. Whatever vague understanding of arousal I'd had before instantly fled, totally denied. Instead, the post-coital sensation had been masking a lot of panic, which instantly swam to the surface. I became aware that my pulse was thrumming and my body was shaking. I was covered in a cold sweat. My leg was totally numb, but I couldn't prevent myself from struggling against it. I realized for the first time that I really had nearly been choked to death, and my mind reeled. I heard a ragged whimper in my throat (it was raw and sore).
For half a second, I thought about the fact that my crewmates were on the moon with me. Someone might be nearby. I had to keep yelling. I needed to signal to someone. But even as that thought splashed across my mind, I felt the spider jerk hard on my leg. I was suddenly tossed into the hair, managing only a tiny squeak, as I was totally disoriented. The whole moon spun around me. I felt my arms and legs go limp, flailing wildly as I was tossed, what felt like ten feet in the air. It must've been less because the creature's leg remained wrapped around my ankle, looser now, as it spun around it.
In a fraction of a second, I was plummeting back down towards the soil. I could see it rushing towards my face, my mouth opened in a silent scream. I threw my hands out and pain shot up through my wrists. I found that I was suddenly on my hands and knees on the ground, my body vibrating with pain. My head was facing away from the spider, but I could still smell it and feel it on my ankle. And I was even more disoriented that before. I couldn't tell how much time was passing. My mind couldn't focus on anything.
But the giant spider was totally in control of the situation. It didn't care if I understood what it was doing. It knew. As soon as I was on my hands and knees, I could feel the creature's front, right leg against my body again. I could feel the hard bamboo shoot slipping up the outside of my right thigh. I could feel the thick cream spreading across my skin. Once again, the mind-scrambling warmth soaked into me. The creature's leg moved quickly up my thigh and rounded up over my ass cheeks. I felt the tip of the creature's thin leg press quickly against my tailbone and then begin to slip down. A second later, I could feel the hard tip of the creature's foot...pressing against the tight rosebud of my asshole. It stopped there now, letting its thick cream pour from the innumerable holes in its legs, coating me in the white slime.
The millions and millions of nerves...around my ass came alive as the thick cream coated me. The sensation dwarfed the warmth that I felt in my leg. Or even my nipple. The vibrating warmth rolled up my nerves and turned my entire body into jelly. I moaned again, loud but ragged, no longer impeded by the creature's leg. But, while I was vaguely and confusingly aware of the fact that I was feeling pleasure, my mind was focused on something else. I could feel a slight pressure against my asshole, I could feel the leg pressing against to me. This creature...this giant alien spider was coating me in its thick lube. It was preparing to rape me! It was going to fuck me in the ass!
I wanted to struggle. I wanted to scream and try to get away. I felt my knees shaking in the dirt. But I couldn't move. I can't explain it...the cream and the sensations roiling through my lower body hadn't immobilized me. It didn't prevent me from moving. But somehow...it kept my legs from wanting to move. Even as I shifted slightly in the dirt to keep my balance, my legs disobeyed the orders from my brain. I braced myself as the creature pressed against me. But I didn't move. All I could muster was another choked moan, half in pain and half in (unconscious) pleasure.
My asshole was now totally soaked with the creature's cream. It was actually dripping down my thighs and pooling in the dirt between my knees. The warmth was growing more and more intense. But soon, that sensation was overwhelmed by another, even more extreme feeling. One I'd never expected to feel in my life. The hardened tip of the creature's leg pressed harshly against my asshole. The creature wasn't gentle. It was probing me, not pleasuring me. I groaned loudly and tried to think of some way to fight, to somehow shake the creature off of me. But the only thing that happened was that my arms grew weak and I pitched forward, my bare breasts in the dirt and my ass up in the air.
Now the creature's foot pushed more forcefully against my asshole. I moaned loudly, but I couldn't resist. I felt my rosebud pushing open. I felt a sharp pain and then my body's resistance was spent. First, a tentative inch of the creature's foot pressed inside of my body. It felt like it filled me completely. But as soon as that first slow, painful inch was given, there was no stopping it. I opened entirely for the creature. It's well lubricated leg shaft slipped surprisingly easily inside of me. In what felt like half a second, eight to ten inches of the creature's thin leg was buried in my ass.
"Holy fuck!" I groaned into the dirt. I felt my hardened nipples pressing sharply into the ground as the creature's shaft sunk deeper and deeper inside of me. Even as it pushed, I could feel more and more of the creature's cream pouring out of its body. My bowels were rapidly lubricated, letting the creature slip more easily into me with each passing second. In fact, there was too much lubricant. It squeezed out of my asshole and dripped down my leg.
The feeling was...terrifyingly conflicting. I'd never had anal sex before, never incorporated my ass into masturbation. I had no experience with any of this. Some of the feelings I had were caused by the extreme discomfort and embarrassment I felt in having something...anything entering one of my most secret places against my will. I felt completely filled, uncomfortably so. Like I was going to burst. Besides that, my cheeks were hot and there were tears welling in my eyes. The sense of violation was overwhelming. I squirmed desperately, trying to break free.
But, two other sensations were fighting against my natural instincts. The first was the by now familiar warming sensation of the creature's cream. As it filled and overflowed my bowels, I could feel the warmth and serenity it brought spreading straight to the very core of my body. It was like the sensation was being injected directly into my heart. It made me complacent and my muscles inside relaxed. And that relaxation allowed another sensation to arise as well, one that I didn't actually acknowledge at the time. Not everything about that...filled sensation was bad. In fact, as my body began to grow accustomed to the creature's presence...I began to feel some pleasure. I could feel myself shivering, sense my muscles reacting to the hard shaft inside of me. Under other circumstances...it might have been nice.
I wasn't able to fully grasp that sensation though. The alien was far from done. Eventually, it had pressed its hard leg so deeply inside of my ass that it began to run into resistance. I swear, I could feel it pressing into my stomach. If I had been able to look between my breasts, I know I would have seen it poking against my skin. I gasped in pain and surprise. But as soon as the creature began to feel resistance, it started to pull its leg back. I could feel the warm, slimy shaft pulling up and out of my asshole. I groaned and the strangely pleasant sensation of the creature's body leaving mine. I could feel more and more of its cream pouring out of my ass and splattering onto the ground as it happened.
Eventually, the creature's leg had only an inch or two remaining inside of my body. I felt strangely empty, though I could feel that my bowels were still filled by the creature's body. I groaned as I felt the liquid sloshing inside of me. I am not sure if the spider took that as some sort of signal. All I know is that as soon as I groaned, I felt the spider's leg slipping quickly, but smoothly back into my asshole. I screamed louder and shook on the ground. The creature didn't care. It suddenly burst into a rapid rhythm. Soon its hard, warm leg shaft was slamming in and out of my asshole so quickly, I could barely keep the motions straight in my mind. More and more of the cream dripped into my body and I accepted more and more of the creature's leg as my muscles continued to relax.
While my mind was completely taken up with the fear I felt as the powerful creature attacked me with its body, my body must've been having its own reaction. I guess I was, despite my terror, vaguely aware of the fact that the more used to the sensation of something being in my ass I got, the better it felt. I blocked it out I guess, I didn't want it to feel good. I didn't know what that would mean for me. Regardless, as the creature continued to fuck my ass wildly, I felt my legs grow weaker, my nipples grow harder, and my pussy grow wetter.



In fact, it was the wetness between my legs that finally put the whole terrible ordeal in its final phase. I had grown so wet that my juices were actually dripping from my labia. I don't know that I was really aware of how wet I was, but it was there. After several particularly forceful thrusts of the alien's leg deep into my soaking asshole, a drip of my juices dropped down, off of my pussy lips, and landed in the dirt directly between my legs.
Instantly, the creature stopped, its leg buried almost a foot inside of my asshole. I squirmed uncomfortably and felt my asshole clench around the creature's shaft. But the creature was already pulling back. It was making a strange chirping sound, low and gravely, one I hadn't heard before. In a moment, I felt the shaft of its leg begin to slip easily out of my gaping asshole. A large amount of its cream poured out of me as the leg pulled out of me entirely. I grunted at the strange sensation. The creature's foot remained pressed against my asshole for a moment, then slid down. I shivered as the hard shaft moved across my skin and then pressed sharply into my labia. I felt is rub against my aching red clitoris and I groaned. Until that moment, I hadn't really consciously realized how aroused I was. I felt my cheeks grow crimson and tried to ignore it.
That was actually easier than it should've been. As soon as the creature's leg had moved through my pussy lips, it let out a low grumble and its body began to tremble. Then, while my mind was still totally scrambled, I was tumbling through the air again. The creature and wrenched me up off the ground and sort of tossed me through the air. The sky and the ground tumbled around in my vision, while I tried desperately to scream, but couldn't make a noise.
Just as quickly as I had been tossed, I was suddenly on the ground again. The creature now somehow put me down relatively gently on my back on the ground. Its left leg was still gripping my right leg tightly. I looked up and I could see the creature again. It dozens of unpleasant eyes, blinking at me. They looked redder now, the pupils were narrowed. But the spider paid no attention to the revulsion in my eyes. In fact, it was moving more quickly than ever.
For half a second, the creature released my ankle with its front leg. I felt the tingly feeling as blood began to rush into it. For half a second, I tried to rise quickly and run. But the creature was too quick. It took a step forward. It front legs, both of them, suddenly landed on my arms, around the elbows, pinning them onto the ground. Its second set of legs then landed hard on my ankles, pushing them apart. I felt my legs spreading and my eyes widened. I tried to scream again, but the spider's legs were bending now, it was sort of squatting down on top of me, growing closer and closer. The scream died in my throat.
As the creature's lumpy brown body started to move closer and closer towards me, its legs pushed me more firmly onto the ground. I heard the strange popping sounds of its joints as it closed the distance between us. The horrible smell grew more and more intense, making me choke and cough. Its eyes were closer to me now. I could make out their disturbing, opaque color. I could feel the creature's stunted intelligence as it gazed at me.
But that wasn't the worst part. As the creature hovered about two feet above my body, it let out a strange gurgling sound. At the same time, I heard a cracking noise come from the creature's body. My eyes instantly flew to the source of the noise. My blood curdled as I saw what had happened.
In the lower back half of the spider's lump body, the only part of the creature that was not completely covered in eyes, a small round-ish hole had broken open. The creature appeared to have a hard exoskeleton that had sort of split. A wave of nausea hit me as the smell of the...inside of the creature hit me. A deathly, swampy smell. But I couldn't see inside of the creature. As soon as the exoskeleton had opened...something had come out. It was, I assumed, the creature's penis.
It was green-ish color shaft that was around a foot long. It was vaguely cone-shaped, about an inch wide at the very tip (which was rounded) and then tapering back to be almost three inches thick where it entered the creature's body. It had four rows of small bumps that ran across the length of shaft on each side. They were only a few millimeters apart in each row and about the size of peas. I don't know if the creature's penis was capable of being soft. It was hard as it came out, but it appeared fleshy, not like the creature's bamboo legs. It sort of pointed forward, out towards the front of the creature. Towards my body.
"Oh god..." I moaned as I understood what I was looking at. I was, of course, terrified by what I was seeing. I was pinned, spread-eagle, on my back, the creature hovering over me. I already knew what was going to happen. But, at the same time, the creature's cream was still filling my bowels, coating my tongue, and now dripping down my arms. The strangely soothing, warming sensation was fighting hard against the terror. It was unmasking my arousal, making me vaguely aware that my moan may have sounded lustful.
There wasn't time to think about it. As soon as the creature's large penis had slipped from its body, it had begun to lower itself more quickly. I could see all of its various joints bending as its body began to fly down towards me. My eyes remained wide and my moan died in my throat. The air rushed at me as the creature moved, its atrocious smell making my head swim. The strange creaking noises grew louder.
In a manner of moments, I felt the giant spider against my body. I could feel its weight against me. The creature's skin was sandpaper rough, but also rubbery and hot. I squeezed down over my breasts, pressing sharply against my harden nipples (which reacted, against my will, to the rough touch). The creature's...head was only a few inches from my face. I could feel its terrible eyelids, even the ones pressed into my stomach and breasts, opening and closing, tickling me terribly I could see its horrible eyes so close to me, staring into my own pupils, with its cold intelligence. It actually filled my entire field of vision. It was the only thing I could see. Maybe the only thing I would ever see. My brain felt shattered by the certainty of my death.
But even that sensation was soon overtaken. As soon as the creature's body had rested on top of mine, it had rocked back slightly. The front of its head rose up, its eyes turning towards the sky as the back half of the creature's body dropped. There was no preamble, no preliminaries. As soon as the creature rocked back, I felt the tip of its massive penis press sharply against the sopping wet slit of my pussy. I gasped and, somehow, managed to close my eyes. The penis slid through my lips once, its hard little bead brushing my labia, and the tip pressing hard into my erect clit. It made my body shiver and, for a moment, the terror fled entirely.
The spider sensed that it had misaligned itself. It let out an angry-sounding clicking sound and then adjusted slightly. I felt the creature's cock slip back against my labia. The creature let out a slightly triumphant sound. I gasped as I felt the bulbous tip of the creature's penis pressing against my hot slit.
Once again, the spider moved quickly. As soon as the sensation of the creature's touch registered in my mind, it attacked. Its muscles flexed and it thrust forward. The only way to describe it was that I saw stars. I heard myself moan and I felt the spider's massive penis enter my body. The little beads along the space spider's shaft bumped roughly against the walls of my pussy as the spider pressed deeper and deeper inside of my body. I felt myself stretching, painfully, as the penis grew thicker and thicker inside of me as it went inside. But I was so wet, from my own juices and from the alien cream that had dripped out of my ass and down my body, that the pain was not as intense as it should have been. And my arousal was so intense (though I couldn't really think about it), that my body stretched to accommodate my alien attacker. As the alien pressed more and more firmly against me, its entire body began to vibrate. It sent shivers through my nipples, sensation rocketing through my body. I groaned again, instinctively.
After a moment, I felt the creature's body pressing between my legs. Its penis was buried entirely inside of me! The creature felt it as well. And, as soon as it had pressed itself inside of me entirely, the creature let out a gurgling sound and then pulled back quickly. I felt the little beads slipping back out of me. I felt the emptying feeling as the creature's penis moved out of me. The spider moved so fast that, it happened in a total blur. One second the creature was buried in me to the hilt, the next on the top remained. And then it was in me again. And again. And again.
The creature was by no means a lover. If it had any concept of pleasure, it was not trying to give it to me. Its motions were jerky, and rough. Its legs pressed sharply into my elbows and my legs, making them grow cold and numb. It thrust its rock-hard penis in and out of my tight pussy with total abandon. But despite its roughness and indifference, I couldn't deny the feeling. It wasn't just the warming sensation of the creature's cream anymore. In fact, that was fading fast. There was no deception now. The terror was still there beneath the creature's cream, but more than that was pleasure. I was enjoying what was happening. God help me.
"Oh God!" I moaned, "fuck me!" I felt my cheeks redden again as I said it, but I didn't regret it. I wanted the creature to fuck me. I doubt it was listening, but it granted my wish anyway. I remained on my back on the ground, pinned so that I couldn't move. But I knew now that if I could move, I wouldn't have run. I would have tried to wrap my legs around the terrible creature, pull it more deeply inside of me. I knew it was terrible. I knew it was absolutely wrong. But the fear and the chemicals and the arousal were too much. I needed the release.
I am not sure how long it took. It felt like forever and no time at once. The creature remained on top of me, its heavy stinking body vibrating against my breasts and sending sensations up and down my limbs. The creature's rough skin pressed against me, reddening me and exfoliating my skin. Its randomly blinking eyes remained on me, looking at me coldly, but intently. I could feel its pupils boring into my body. With each passing second the spider's odor grew worse and worse. It filled my nose and my throat, choking me and making it hard for me to breathe. I was covered in cream, sweat, and some sort of oily substance from the creature's eyes. But the feeling from those things paled in comparison to the creature's cock. With mechanical rhythm and never-abating fury, the creature threw itself inside of me. The thick, cone-like cock slammed desperately into my dripping pussy, the little beads slipping across my labia and massaging my pussy walls. The creature's penis seemed to throb inside of me, growing thicker and harder with each thrust. I know that I kept getting wetter and wetter as the spider stretched me.
It happened because I could no longer keep my body still. My limbs were pinned but my body was largely free, the creature had not placed its full weight on me. I was moaning wildly and shaking on the ground. As the spider thrust roughly into me, I thrust as well. I pushed my hips up, my ass rising completely out of the dirt. As I did so, I felt one of the creature's slimy eyes slip across my hardened clit. At the exact same instant, the creature's penis slammed home inside of me.
And it was like firecracker went off in my mind. I actually saw a flash of light. The entire world disappeared around me. Sight, sound, smell, taste...they all disappeared entirely. My entire world had zeroed down until it was only waves of pure sensation. It was just the feeling of every single one of my nerves activating, one after the other. Rolling in waves over every inch of my body. I couldn't feel my arms and legs pinned down. I had no conception of the creature's grotesque body on top of me or its terrible smell. I no longer even felt the residual fear that I'd felt before. It was only pure pleasure, rolling over me. If I could have chosen to be anywhere else in that moment...I never would have done it. It was the most perfect orgasm I'd ever had.
As my mind began to return to me, I first became aware of the sound of my own voice groaning in pleasure. I felt my skin tingling beautifully. But then there was something else. Inside my pussy, my muscles were contracting rhythmically as my orgasm began to subside. But something else was contracting as well. I could feel the creature's penis pulsing inside of me. I then became aware that the creature was chirping loudly, its body shaking. I felt the intense filling sensation that I'd had before, in my ass. But now it was my pussy. I could feel liquid pouring inside of me, hot and sticky. The space spider was cumming inside of me!
In fact, it was nearly done. My orgasming muscles were milking the last of the creature's cum from its body. For the briefest of seconds, any feeling of revulsion faded. I didn't care was the spider looked like. I didn't care about its smell. For a fraction of a second, we were sharing an orgasm together. All I felt was grateful.
But as I basked in the warm afterglow of my orgasm, the creature was already moving. As soon as the spider had finished its own orgasm, I felt its penis slip out of me quickly. In fact, I heard the now-familiar crack of the creature's body adjusting as its penis slipped back inside its exoskeleton. As soon as it was out of me, the creature shifted. Its lumpy body dropped instantly onto my chest, its full weight on my now. I felt the wind rush from my lungs. At the same time, one of the creatures legs (I can't be sure which), suddenly slipped across my throat; the hard bamboo shaft laying horizontally across my windpipe. Hard.
In that instant, the orgasm faded entirely. The terror came back. Deeper than ever before. Primal and unhinged. I flailed as best I could, but I had almost not freedom of movement. The creature's body had stopped vibrating entirely. It fact, it didn't move at all. It just laid on top of me, forcing my throat closed while my lungs were empty. All of the spider's eyes were open, staring directly at me. It didn't blink. It didn't flinch. It just stared at me.
My lungs were already starved for oxygen. Panic set in instantly. I felt my lungs ache and my eyes water. I struggled desperately on the ground, trying to move. But the creature's entire weight was on me. The best I could do was wiggle slightly, using up the last of the oxygen in my lungs. Everything burned now. I felt cold all over and my mind scrambled in a way that is...hard to explain now.
My eyes bulged from my head as the adrenaline rushed uselessly through my body. I felt tears welling in them. The light began to fade in the corners of my eyes. My focus moved entirely to the center of my vision. Slowly, the black began to creep in from the side. At first, I was struggling too hard against the creature to recognize it. But as my vision slowly shrank until all I could see was one of the creature's massive eyes, I realized what was happening. I was dying.
The pain began to fade and the fight went out of my limbs. I can't explain it. There was fear, of course. I desperately wanted to live. But, the pieces began to fall into place. It had happened so quickly. The creature had known just what it was doing. It had caught me at my most vulnerable moment, and taken away the power to resist. I guess what happened was I recognized that I'd never really had a chance. It was just like I'd predicted. My incompetence had killed me. My vision went blank entirely. I knew what it was to be dead.
I don't know how long I remained dead. I guess it couldn't have been long or I would have had brain damage. But I felt like I had been in purgatory forever. Caught in a limbo where I felt myself there, but knew it wasn't. I only realized that I was, in fact, alive, when the pain began. It started in my lungs. Suddenly they burned terribly, far more terribly than they had when the creature first cut off my wind. Then I heard it. I heard the air rushing into my mouth. I felt my mouth. I felt my lungs desperately filling with air. I felt the weight rising up off of me. I felt my limbs tingling at the spider's legs, all at once, lifted off of me. My lungs filled further. I heard myself coughing raggedly. More and more of my body returned to me. My legs and arms felt like they were being stabbed with thousands of needles. My mind suddenly pictured the spider's bristly legs and I suddenly remembered who I was and what had happened. I coughed more as the panic and the fear returned to me.
Some time passed. I can't be sure how much. But soon, all of my senses had returned to me. My body ached all over and my spirit was totally spent. But a strange sensation of euphoria spread over me. I guess it was the realization that I was alive. Or just the physical sensation of oxygen returning to my body. But as the feeling began to spread out over top of me, my head turned slightly to the side.
I guess now that the spider had probably been making noises and drawn my attention. But, at the time, all of my senses seemed out of joint and I didn't always recognize everything that I was seeing or hearing or feeling in the exact order they happened. Whatever it was, as my head lolled I happened to turn it in the direction of the spider. It was still near. As my head rolled, I could see its terrible legs. At first, I didn't understand why the legs were no longer on me. Then I saw that the creature's legs were flailing wildly. After a moment, I saw its body rise. I heard it squeal, a scared, hasty sound. I saw my its legs hook into the fence as it started to pull itself up. For the first time, I noticed its body. It was dripping red blood now, I could tell. Several of the creature's eyes had been gouged. One of its legs looked broken. It slipped, panicked, over the fence, disappearing into the woods.
I was completely confused. I knew for a fact that I had not done anything to harm the creature. I would've liked to, but I knew that I had been trapped. Something else had chased it off. My crewmates? But how? I looked around desperately for them. My eyes dropped down towards the ground, scanning left and right.
I heard it before I saw it. A low growling sound that made my blood run cold and my muscles lock. My crewmates hadn't scared away the spider. Something else...some other creature had attacked it. Something that was strong enough and scary enough to make the massive space spider fear for its life. And that creature was standing, on all fours, just a few short feet from my face. The euphoria faded. My nerves were suddenly coated in ice water. I'd only gotten a reprieve. I was about to die.
End Part 2
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Dear Reader: This is part 3 of a 4 part story. All four parts are written and will be posted sequentially. In Part 1, struggling space crew member Luna walked in on a crew member, Dr. Janice Alton, sharing an intimate moment with a giant space slug. In Part 2, Luna was attacked by a space spider. This is not one of my "normal" genres (check out my lesbian, shemale, and incest stories). I am not sure if I am cut out for non-human stories, but I wanted a change of pace in my writing. Let me know what you think. If you readers think I have a knack for this kind of thing, I may return to this genre in the future.
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Chapter 3: Learning to Survive
The alien being in front of me was totally still, almost statute-like. I remained frozen on the ground in the re-fueling compound. I was still totally naked and alien cream was dripping out of my ass, alien cum was dripping from my pussy. My throat ached, my muscles prickled viciously, and my mind was completely exhausted. It was almost like I was dazed with fear. Out of the frying pan, into the fire, and too defeated to stop it. Part of me, I really think, wanted the creature to just finish me off.
Almost as if the creature knew I was floating on the edge of consciousness, it began to focus my attention. After a brief moment of absolute silence, it began making a low, croaking sound. A sound so deep and thick that I could feel it vibrating in my stomach. It actually made my muscles feel loose and my limbs feel week. It kept croaking for a very long time, as I stared at the creature.
If anything, the creature was more bizarre looking than the giant, lumpy spider at been. As I said before, the creature was up on all fours. "Up" might be somewhat generous. The creature wasn't very tall. From its toes (three on each feet, two facing forward and one facing backwards) up to the top of its head couldn't have been more than three and a half feet. Its legs were not particularly long. From its back feet, for example, up to its hip joint was probably about a foot and a half. The front legs were a little bit shorter, tilting the creature forward as it stood. I noticed that its front and back legs bent backwards, kind of like a bird's (or, more accurately, a grasshopper's back leg), so that it would have rocked backwards when settling down. The legs might've been short and stocky, but they were spread pretty widely set. The two front legs were probably three feet apart, the back legs maybe three and a half. The trunk the creature's body was sort of rounded, so that its chest and belly hung down between its legs nearly to the ground and rounded up over top of them. It was sort of squished cone shape, wider near its read than in the front and thicker across its chest than from its belly to its back.
The creature was pretty long, maybe four feet from its front legs to its back legs. But from its snout to its tail it must've been well over ten feet long. The tail was surprisingly thin as it tapered off of the creature's wide body. As it moved back from the creature's spine, it was probably only three inches in diameter. It then tapered back all the way to a rounded point no more than a centimeter in diameter.
On that tail, you could tell that the creature was scaly. Not like an alligator or anything like that. It didn't look rough or dry. Instead, it look sort of like the skin of a snake. It looked somewhat oily and wet and glistened in the light. In fact, I could see beads of liquid on it so I could tell that, unlike a snake, it really was slightly oily. The alien's entire body was covered in those scales, no fur or smooth skin or anything else. The scales varied in color from pitch black to an almost light green. There was no real pattern, just a swirl of colors.
Most of the light green scales were on the creature's head. The head itself was very large. It didn't so much have a neck, as a large, ovular growth sort of popping out of its trunk. I was looking at the head dead on and I saw that it was very big, maybe two full feet across. It had very large, protruding eyes that stuck up on the top of the creature's head. The eyes were very round and about the size of baseballs. Strangely, the eyes were somewhat similar to the spider's eyes: milky and bluish white orbs with dots in the middle. It must've been the light on this moon. Below and between the eyes was a small bump, just a slight rounded area, with two small holes slit in it. I knew that this was the nose.
A few inches below the nose was the part of the creature that had had really caught my attention. Its mouth. It was a wide slit that stretched from one side of the creatures...face to the other. It look a lot like a giant's frog's mouth, it even had the slightly protruding pout. But unlike mouth of a frog, I could see large, interlocking platelets hanging from the creature's lips. They weren't teeth, because they were on the outside of the creature's mouth. But they were ragged and sharp looking, a dark blackish-green color. There were streaks of red of them. From the spider. The platelets were clearly menacing, even if they weren't what I would call teeth.
In fact, the creature's entire aura was threatening. It was breathing slightly now and I could see its chest rising and falling, its scales stretching and then contracting. But its eyes remained focused on me. Its teeth (for lack of a better word) remained slightly spread, as though it was planning to open them at any minute. Its legs were bent slightly, read at any instant to pounce. I could feel the creature's strength and its intensity as it glared at me. The fact that it wasn't even looking at the spider anymore, not even concerned that the massive creature that had attacked me would return for revenge clearly displayed to me that the food chain was set in stone. The frog-reptile was on the top. I was on the bottom. Everyone else was in between.
The alien moved to close the gap. It sort of slid forward, its body moving fluidly and silently. Its large muscles barely rippled, as though it took no effort at all to move its massive frame. But its eyes were moving closer to me, growing larger and larger, never blinking. I couldn't look away, I kept my eyes locked on the creature, even as the goosebumps rose on my skin and my heart rate ratcheted higher and higher and higher. A non-thinking kind of terror stole over me. It was totally animal, a fight or flight instinct that was so completely overwhelmed by panic. I was left with a sort of vibrating numbness in my brain and a drained feeling in my limbs.
The alien inched closer and closer towards me. In the still alien air, the creature's smell wafted across the shrinking distance between us. Despite my catatonic state, I gagged slightly. It had an incredibly strange aroma. A slightly fishy, reptilian odor that was undergirded with an almost...mammalian scent. Like a dog or horse. I can't explain it. But it was all-encompassing. It filled the air around me, I could taste it. But in a moment, the smell grew even worse. I saw the creature's mouth opening wide and a sort of hot, rotten breath smell heated my face. But by that time, the smell no longer bothered me. Or, it no longer registered. Because the creature's mouth kept opening wider and wider. Soon it was opened so large I could have easily fit a basketball inside. It had no teeth beyond the ones in its lips. It had only a very narrow, long tongue that stretch back into its throat as far as I could see. And that was some distance. Its mouth was open so wide and the position of its body was such that I could see all the way down towards its stomach. . I could see large chunks of spider flesh that it had torn from the other creature, swallowed whole and slowly working its way down to be digested. I saw myself following next.
Somehow the creature movements seemed to move rapidly and keep me in suspense at the same time. It was the worst of waiting and also being rushed. I felt the agony of my impending death, feeling it stretch out forever before me. At the same time, I couldn't get my thoughts together. I couldn't even begin to make my peace with God. All I could think about was my head, rolling down into the pit of the alien's stomach.
And then it was in position to make that happen. The alien had closed the distance between us. It was standing directly in front of me. I could feel the air from its mouth, from its nose. The humidity of its mouth made my cheeks clammy. My eyes remained on the creature's, they looked dark and pitiless now. It began to lean forward, moving its head closer and closer towards mine. I made a small noise in the back of my throat, my heart ached, and my muscles sagged.
For half a moment, the vicious creature remained frozen, its jaws essentially wrapped around my head. It was like it knew the agony I was in, like it wanted to stretch it out. I whimpered now, as drool from the creature's mouth dripped down onto the top of my head. It was warm and, for a half second, it felt like it burned. Like it was some sort of acid that was digesting me already. I closed my eyes for the last time, not wanting my last vision to be the inside of the creature's mouth.
Then I heard it.
A soft cooing sound.
It seemed so...sweet and innocent. Like a kitten. It was so dissonant, because I could tell it had come from the creature. Even before I had a chance to really grapple with it, I felt it.
A soft wetness.
A tongue. Against my cheek. Gently.
My eyes fluttered open quickly, just in time to have the creature's tongue once against slip against my face. My eye, in fact. The creature made the cooing sound again and then it turned and rubbed its cheeks gently against my face. It was cooing louder now. I looked at its eyes...they had softened somehow. The massive alien knocked me over onto my side, nuzzling. I let out a soft squeak and the animal came closer, hunkering down on the ground next to me, covering me with its tongue and cooing gently.
At first, I guess, I still thought that the creature was about to attack me. I lay still on the ground, not daring to move, afraid of what would come next. But as the creature never attacked. In fact, it grew sweeter and softer with each passing moment. The fear drained but the disbelief remained. I knew it wasn't going to eat me. But I had no idea what it was doing. Still, the animal kept up its relentless assault, licking and rubbing against me, purring like a kitten. After a while, the absurdity of what was happening dawned on me. I...smiled.
"Oh my god!" I said, not sure what else to say, and I laughed. The creature's mouth opened wider and I swear it was a smile. It grew more excited, licking my face more tenaciously and cooing louder and louder. I began laughing uncontrollably, rolling on the ground. I pushed the creature's tongue away.
"Okay, okay, I like you too!" I said, collapsing against the creature's body. Every part of me felt so incredibly weak. I'd never been so drained in my life. The creature held me up.
* * * * *
"No, really, I was unable to obtain seven of species that I was sent to collect," Dr. Alton was saying earnestly to Tara and Hilaria, "As long as I tag him from this moon, there is really no reason NOT to bring him. In fact, it might be a nice little bonus for my research. As far as I know, no one has ever brought a male Aranea Cuculus back to Earth."
The Captain and the First Mate stood at the door to the transport tube with their arms crossed in front of their chests. I was standing next to Dr. Alton, my eyes downcast. I was wearing some new clothes that I had found in the personal supply depot after I'd managed to get the alien creature...the Aranea Cuculus, to stop covering me in doggy kisses.
And doggy kisses was right. I had somehow managed to gain my feet and start walking to the depot. I didn't even really know what I was doing, I was still in sort of a daze. But anywhere I moved, the creature followed behind me, cooing gently like a lost puppy. Its big, silly eyes remained on me wherever I moved, looking at me like was some kind of god. The way my old Collie had looked at me when I was a kid. The thing even let its tongue loll out to one side of its mouth in the jungle heat.
"Thanks for chasing away the spider...Rex," I said, naming him after my old Collie. He had just cooed at me and kept following, "You can head back to the jungle now. You aren't supposed to be in here," I said. My voice sounded weak. I was just saying what I thought I was supposed to say. I was completely dazed, nor really registering anything that had happened to me. But the thing was...I liked having it follow me. It had protected me from the spider. It made me feel safe. And it was sweet. Even a little cute once you got used to it. And ignored the smell.
So the creature had followed me into the personal supply depot and it had curled itself up at the door, like it was watching for attackers. It had taken me nearly twenty minutes to find everything that I needed, but Rex had waited for me patiently, cooing and panting. Eventually, I'd found new clothes and then headed out. The creature kept following me.
"Rex, you need to go back to the jungle now," I said. But as I walked around him and out the door, the Rex just followed after me again. I was still completely disoriented by what had happened during the day, and I couldn't really remember what I was supposed to be doing or where I was going. Without the fear to focus me, I was just completely adrift. I just sort of wandered quietly around the compound, going nowhere in particular. The whole time, Rex had followed me.
I don't even really remember how I'd ended up in front of Tara and Hilaria by the transport tubes. I remember they had looked annoyed, like maybe I had been late to return. And they did not seem happy to see Rex following around behind me (though they were less terrified than I guess I would've thought. I learned later they'd seen his species before. There were only very limited reports of attack). I hadn't even realized I was talking when I found myself asking, like a kid who'd found a mutt wandering around the schoolyard, if I could keep him. I don't know why I asked. I didn't even realize I wanted to...keep him. But as soon as the words came out, I realized it was true. He was the only thing I'd seen on the trip that had made me smile. And laugh. And I didn't think he'd leave me anyway.
Tara and Hilaria had absolutely refused. They cited rules and regulations and even moral principles. But, before I had even had a chance to give an argument back, Dr. Alton had sidled up beside me. And while I stood there in a fog, I heard her making the case that I should be able to keep Rex. I don't remember all of the back and forth. I just stood there with my hands crossed in front of me, trying to stay out of the way. I had no idea why Dr. Alton was trying to help me. Maybe Rex was a good research specimen. Whatever it was, I could barely follow the course of the conversation. I swayed uneasily on my feet. Rex pressed his forehead against the backs of my legs, holding me up. To the extent I could follow the conversation, it seemed like Dr. Alton was making progress.
"You keep calling it a "him". How do you know he's a he?" Hilaria asked the doctor. I realized I had just assumed Rex was a "he."
"Well, the female and the male of his species look considerably different. You wouldn't even think they were in the same family. Besides that, if you look between his back legs...you can tell," Dr. Alton explained.
"I don't care about his sex," the captain said, "We are already behind schedule as it is because Luna decided to make friends instead of working. Dr. Alton, if you say you want this creature, that's your business. But he is as much your responsibility as any of the other creatures." Then her gaze turned and looked at me, "And he is your responsibility too. Christ...just don't fuck this up," she said. I could hear the word "too" hanging in the air around us. Tara shook her head, disappointed, and then climbed back into the tube. Hilaria joined her and the two were quickly transported to the surface.
"Thank you, Doctor," I said as we stood together, waiting for the next opportunity to transport. I felt like I needed to, even though I didn't really understand what was going on. The doctor turned to me and smiled.
"I know what it's like," she said and winked, "to need a friend."
* * * * *
I had kitchen duty that night, it was my responsibility to bring out the meals and then clean the dishes when it was over. By the time I had finished drying the pots and pans, Tara and Hilaria were from the mess hall. Only Dr. Alton remained. Well...Dr. Alton and Rex. He was curled up on the floor near the table I'd sat at, sleeping silently. At least, I assumed he was sleeping.
"Where is the captain?" I asked Dr. Alton. She was quietly drinking a cup of coffee, looking at Rex half-interestedly. She sort of shook her head as she realized I was talking to her.
"Oh...Tara. She and Hilaria went back to the cryosleep chamber. You're in charge of the ship for the next six months Luna," she said. I shuddered a little.
"Usually when the whole crew is awake for a day, everyone stays up and debriefs for a few hours before going to cryosleep," I said wistfully. It wasn't even necessarily that I wanted to spend time with my crewmates. I mean, they hadn't exactly been warm to me during dinner. They were still angry about Rex. And everything. But I felt like leaving right after dinner was another rebuke. Like I'd finally exhausted the last of their patience and they could no longer even bear to be in the same room as me. What was worse, I could feel the sense of isolation creeping over me. They were already gone. I would be alone.
"Oh I think they'll be staying up a little while longer," the doctor said with a lasciviously raise of her eyebrows, "I just think they will be debriefing privately." Dr. Alton's reference to the captain's relationship with Hilaria made me uncomfortable for some reason. Maybe it was just a further recognition of the nature of my separation from everyone else.
"Oh," I said. I sat down at the table across from Dr. Alton. As soon as I did so, she rose up from her seat and tossed her
"And I need to go too," Dr. Alton said and I felt my stomach drop to my knees. Just a day ago I would've been repulsed by the idea of being alone with Dr. Alton...after all I'd seen. But now, faced with the prospect of being alone, I was desperate for any company. Even her's.
"You didn't want too..." I started, not sure what I was going to suggest.
"I'd love to chat," the doctor said, "But I have been away all day. I need to go check on my specimen creatures and take some notes. They are all probably starting to get hungry."
"Oh yes...of course," I said, trying not to sound disappointed. I put my head in my hands for a brief moment, feeling like the walls were closing in around me.
"But this one," I heard Dr. Alton say. I looked up and she was standing by the door, pointing casually at Rex, "it is already well known how the Aranea Cuculus responds to space travel. And he already ate at the table. I am going to leave him here with you for now." I had nearly forgotten that the creature was there in the room, I'd been so focused on the fact that I was about to spend six months alone. I looked at Rex and felt a strange sensation of relief, though I couldn't really say why.
"It isn't like...dangerous for him to be out?" I asked. Dr. Alton shook her head and looked back at me.
"He will be totally harmless to you. To all of us. And you'd be doing me a favor by looking after him while I attend to the other aliens. I really don't have time to register him right now," she said. I looked at the creature sleeping peacefully on the floor. I remembered the way that he had attacked the spider and the way he'd guarded the door for me while I changed my clothes. I smiled despite my isolation.



"Well I guess I could use the company," I said.
"That's what I figured," Dr. Alton responded, but she was already walking out of the door.
* * * * *
Within half an hour of Dr. Alton's exit from the mess hall, I was in my bed with the covers pulled up over my head, sleeping fitfully. It had still relatively early, 2100 ship's time. But I felt completely exhausted. I hadn't even bothered to clear the coffee cups from the tables in the mess room. I just left. I hadn't said a word to Rex, but as I left the room he awoke and followed me. He was sleeping by the door in my room now, as though he'd slept there every night of his life.
I would have given anything to match his effortless peace of mind. I'd expected to fall asleep the instant that my head had hit my pillow, my eyes burned and my muscles ached with fatigue. And as soon as the overhead lights had gone off, I sort of did. But as soon as I drifted into sleep, the trouble began.
I don't even know if I realized I was dreaming. It didn't feel like a dream. Even now, in memory, it doesn't seem that it was a dream. It was like all of the sudden, the lights had gone out and when they came back on...I was back on the moon. Not just back on the moon. Back in thee shaded area behind the personal supply depot. It wasn't a memory. I was there again.
And so was the spider. No... Not just the spider. The spider had been chased off by Rex. I could remember that happened. But it had come back. It had gone out into the woods and it had found it's...family. And they were all there now. I saw them, hundreds of them, climbing up over the fence. Their hideous eyes blinking randomly, but all staring directly at me. I could hear the sounds of their terrible joints moving and I could smell their awful scent on the breeze.
I looked down and saw that I was still naked. I could feel the exhausted muscles in my legs give way as I fell onto my knees in the dirt. I looked around desperately for someone, the captain or the doctor, to come to my aid. But no one was there. And the aliens streamed over the fence dropping down on the dirt all around me. I felt their stiff legs reach out, pinning my arms and my legs and my shoulders and my hips to the dirt, pressing so hard that it felt like the skin was going to tear. I heard myself screaming in pain. And terror.
I mean the terror was totally back. It wasn't a memory of the fear that I'd felt earlier in the day. It was there again in all its omnipresent power. I could feel my heart thrumming, I could my skin prickling as the sweat stood out on it. I was shivering all over and my body no longer took direction from my brain. I was paralyzed with fear.
But my eyes remained open. And as I watched, I saw the original spider, the one that Rex had attacked, making its way over the fence. It was dripping blood from its legs and several of its eyes were poked out. But the eyes that remained were all wide open. No longer blinking. And they were all staring at me. The creature limped towards me. I could feel the heat from the creature's body as it moved closer and closer. Somehow, even though the creature had no face, I could tell that it was staring at me with blind rage. It blamed me for its wounding. And it was coming back now for punishment. Its family was holding me down. It wasn't just going to kill me and eat me. It was going to torture me to death. The creature lowered its body down, closer and closer towards me. Soon, I couldn't see anything, it had blotted out the light all around me. The whole world went black.
I hard myself screaming and felt my body flailing wildly in the dark. For half a moment, I wondered how I was able to move with the other spiders holding me down. In fact, I could feel one of the creature's pressing against me, placings its weight down on my left arm and shoulder. But the rest of my body was moving now, I wondered where the other spiders had gone.
But then I heard it. A soft, cooing sound. A sound not unlike a kitten. I blinked twice and my eyes became slightly attuned to the darkness around me. I realized I was looking at my room. On the ship. I wasn't surrounded by spiders. I was no longer naked. It had been some sort of nightmare. Or something worse. I don't know. I realized that I had never really come to terms with what had happened to me. I had simply...ignored it as soon as the danger was no longer present. That terror had come for me in my sleep. But it wasn't really there.
Or was it?
Even as I had that thought, I realized that the heavy weight on my left arm was still present. And I could...smell something too. Something fishy but hot. I looked to my side and realized that Rex had crawled up onto my bed with me. For half a moment, I felt the panic that had gripped me in my...dream (or whatever it was) hit me full force again. My breath caught in my throat like I'd been kicked in the stomach. I thought for a moment about the first time I'd seen Rex, the way his mouth had stretched over my head. He'd climbed into bed to finish me off!
But as the fear strangled me, I heard Rex let out another low cooing noise, soft and rhythmic. I realized he wasn't moving towards me. He was just...laying there next to me. I could feel his large, warm body rising and falling next to me. In fact, I could feel his heart beating gently through his oily scales. He snuggled in a little farther, pushing me towards the wall, but not sharply. He made another sound, somewhat like snoring.
In a wave, the relief washed over me. Once again, I'd misread Rex's intentions. As before, Rex wasn't trying to attack me. I realized instantly what had happened. Rex had been awakened by my nightmare. He'd heard me whimpering and seen me flailing in my bed. Whether he knew what I was dreaming about or not, he had recognized my distress. Just as he had before, he jumped into action to protect me. He'd climbed into my bed, shielding me from everything around me, covering me with his warmth.
I can't describe to you how grateful I felt in that moment. Words fail me now as I try to explain how meaningful that moment was for me, in my life. There I was on this tiny ship, the entire disinterested or even hostile universe spinning around me. And someone how this alien...this creature that I'd found so repulsive at first sight, had noticed my fear. He'd felt my need for protection. And, without me even needing to say a word, he had come to me. He'd protected me with his own body. He gave me his warmth.
I don't know how long I cried, leaning against Rex. Tears of relief. Tears of joy. All I know is that I only stopped when I fell asleep. And while Rex lay next to me, I slept deeply.
* * * * *
The next few months finally fulfilled the expectations for space that I'd had for my entire life. For the first time on the trip, it felt like I was in the midst of an adventure. Every morning I woke up with Rex in the bed beside me (after that first night, he'd just climbed in. I'd never even considered stopping him) and he didn't leave me for the rest of the day. He went to the mess hall with me for breakfast (Dr. Alton had provided me with a list of things that he could eat after I informed her that I would just keep him for the rest of my shift out of cryosleep), he followed me while I made my rounds and did diagnostic checks on the ship. He watched me as I prepared lunch and he sat underneath of my feet while I watched videos. Wherever I was, Rex was there.
But I don't want to give the impression that he was simply following me around. It was so much more than that. Rex was my companion. My best friend. The connection had been instantaneous. It is hard to explain, but it felt like we were already connected in some way. It just felt so natural. I felt like I'd known Rex my entire life. And with that familiarity came comfort. I never felt any discomfort with him, despite his enormous size and fearsome appearance. Hell, I'd even gotten used to his overpowering smell. Sort of.
More importantly, I talked to him constantly, from the minute we woke up until we turned off the lights. He was extremely smart, after only a few days he seemed to understand what I was saying. He could follow simple directions. He even "spoke" back to me. I began to recognize certain coos and grunts to mean certain things (when he was hungry, when he needed to relieve himself, etc.). Beyond that, he was very good, as he had already demonstrated, at picking up subtler cues. When I was anxious or nervous, he seemed to sense it. He would rub his head against my waist or coo soothingly until I was no longer upset. He seemed to know what I was feeling, even before I felt it.
It seemed everything, both practically and emotionally, was easier while Rex was around. Not the least of which were my work tasks. Whenever I had to work, Rex would assist in any way he could. Sometimes that meant something as simple as giving me a boost by letting me stand on his back when I needed to reach something high. Other times it meant rushing back to the supply closet and grabbing something when I forgot it. But usually it was a lot simpler than that. Rex didn't have to really do anything to help. He simply...made work fun. Maybe we'd race from one task to another, laughing like children as we moved. Or maybe I'd ride on his back while we walked slowly through the narrow corridors of the space ship.
Whatever it was, Rex seemed to have worked a miracle. He never drew my focus away from the task at hand, he never kept me from completing my work tasks. But by making my chores into a game, or even just providing a promise that I would be able to have fun as soon as I was finished working...the anxiety dissipated. I was no longer terrified about whether or not I was doing my job 100% perfectly right. I was just making sure that I did it. And somehow, by backing off slightly...I'd gotten better. I made fewer mistakes. By loosening my grip, by having fun, by feeling connected to...someone else, I was able to simply perform automatically. I was no longer running myself ragged and the results were better anyway. It was easy. And it was all thanks to Rex.
Once Rex and I got into sync, it was like I didn't need anyone else. I didn't miss anyone anymore. Hell, Dr. Alton was there on the ship, awake now, every day. But I only went to see her when I had a question about Rex that I needed answered. I didn't feel starved for human contact.
And Rex was certainly not human. I mean he was, in a lot of ways, more like a pet than an equal companion. But in some ways, he was better. He poured out support and understanding from every fiber of his being. I could see it in his eyes. Rex adored me from the start, for reasons that I really didn't understand. But then, after a very short period of time, I adored him right back. We loved each other, there is no other word to describe the feelings we shared.
I never really considered that an issue. I mean I'd loved lots of non-humans platonically over the years. As the months past, Rex and I grew to know each other better and that love grew deeper and broader all the time. I thought that it was a totally natural, and reasonable, attachment to make. Anyone else, I told myself, would have reacted the same way to the uninhibited affection that Rex gave to me. We were isolated but had formed a kind of bond that kept both of us happy. What could possibly be wrong with that?
I never realized how...dangerous my relationship was, until the day it happened. I remember that day vividly. There were only two weeks left on my 6-month shift. I'd woken, like I always did, when my alarm scared Rex and he pressed me hard against the bulkhead in my bunk.
"Aw Jeez, buddy!" I said, "settle down!" but I was already laughing and petting his oily skin. He let out a low coo and then bounded off the bed. He was always starving when he woke up and he ran to the door of my bunk and looked at me expectantly.
"Ready for the mess room?" I asked, as I sat up slowly in my bed. Rex made a loud noise and then began to shake excitedly all over. His tongue slipped out of his mouth and rolled across his teeth-platlets. I smiled as I climbed off the bed and slipped my pajamas off and put my jumpsuit on, I didn't bother with underwear (more laundry). I walked over to the door and opened it. Rex was out like a shot, bounding towards the mess room.
"You can't cook you have to wait for me!" I said good-naturedly and Rex pulled up on the hallway. He looked at me expectantly, nervously. He looked down in the direction of the mess room and then ran back towards me, his feet smacking heavily on the floor as he moved towards me. He swung around behind me and pressed his forehead against my ass, pushing me rapidly towards his breakfast. I laughed as I tried to fight him, and he playfully forced me on to make his breakfast.
When he eventually forced me the whole way there, Rex and I burst into the mess hall laughing. Well, I was laughing. He was making a low chortling sound that I had long-since realized was his equivalent of a laugh. But as soon as I moved into the room, my laughter ceased and I felt my cheeks get red. I saw that Dr. Alton was sitting at one of tables, finishing up her breakfast.
"Good morning," she said, arching her eyebrow. She sounded playful, not at all judgmental, but I still felt strange have her see me playing like a small child with Rex. I was not used to other people anymore.
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to interrupt," I said sheepishly, "You're usually already done with breakfast before we get here." As I spoke, Rex kept chortling and pushing me. I put my hand on his head and he looked over towards Dr. Alton. Realizing the change in my attitude, he immediately became calmer. He walked over towards the table where he usually ate at and hunkered down on the floor.
"No need to be sorry. I started late. I was up late doing some...research with the Spatium Vermis," she explained.
"Oh the..." I said. I was a little put off by the way she grinned when she said that...
"The space slug," she said, and winked at me slightly. My mind instantly raced back to the day all those months earlier when I'd walked in on the doctor with the slug... I suddenly realized what she meant by research. I felt my cheeks get hotter, redder.
"But I am finished with breakfast now, so I will get out of your hair," the doctor said, maybe sensing my discomfort. I was glad she was leaving, but felt the need to be polite.
"I am not chasing you out, take your time," I said.
"You're not chasing me," Dr. Alton said, smiling as she stood from the table, "I have additional research I want to get in today. You know?" she said and I swear she licked her lips slightly. I nodded and looked away, still reliving the memory of the doctor and the monster in my mind. She slowly walked out of the mess hall.
"See you later Luna. And Rex," she said as she walked through the door, "Don't do anything I wouldn't do." And the door closed behind her.
As soon as she was gone, I took my first real breath in what felt like forever. I felt the tension go out of my shoulders. I don't know what it was...but something about her being there and the things she was hinting at made me feel strange. But I didn't have time to dwell on it. As soon as Dr. Alton was out of the room, Rex was back to his exuberant, morning-self. He was cooing loudly and bouncing slightly on the floor.
"Okay, okay," I laughed, "breakfast time!" Rex chortled loudly and I moved towards the kitchen. Rex's menu was pretty easy, it consisted entirely of raw meat. I'd thawed out a raw roast the previous night in the sink and I brought it out, dripping blood, and threw it on the floor of the mess hall. I didn't worry about the mess. Rex would get it all. He instantly pounced on the roast, making excited noises and whipping his tail wildly. I smiled at him but chose not to watch. It was a little too intense for me. I turned back into the kitchen. I quickly worked on my own breakfast. I quickly fried up a few strips of bacon, then an egg in the fat, while I toasted some bread. Just a few minutes later, I was back in the mess hall.
Rex was already done eating. He was sitting near the door, his tongue cleaning the last of the blood off of his platlet teeth. I shook my head. "You're going to get indigestion, eating like that," I warned him. He turned and looked at me disinterestedly. I sat down at the table and smelled my breakfast. My stomach groaned. As I was about to dig in, I felt something. Rex had moved behind me. He was rubbing his head against my hip. I turned and looked at him, smiling. His eyes were looking directly at me. As soon as I looked at them, he turned his head towards the kitchen. Then looked back at me. He repeated the motion several times. I knitted my brow.
"You trying to tell me something Rex?" I said. Once again, we picked up on one another. He looked at me sharply, then turned his head, again, towards the kitchen. I looked at the door and rubbed my chin, "What about the kitchen?" He repeated the motion again. "Did I forget something in the kitchen?" Rex cooed loudly. I remembered several months earlier when I'd left the bacon grease smoking on the stove. I sniffed the air. Was something burning?
"Thanks buddy," I said and rose off of my seat. I walked quickly over to the kitchen and walked inside. I looked at the stove. It was clear. I could see the pan soaking in the sink. I'd remembered moving it now. Nothing else looked out of place. I crossed my arms in front of my breasts and looked around further. I guessed Rex had made some sort of mistake. I turned around and headed back into the mess hall.
"You're slipping old man," I said, rubbing his scaly head as I sat back down at my seat. I turned towards my breakfast. Or...Where my breakfast was supposed to be. My plate was there. Totally clean. I turned instantly and looked at Rex. His tongue moved across his platlet teeth, licking off a yellow spot of yolk.
"You rat!" I said, laughing. He had been planning that for days! He made his chortling sound again and turned to move away from the table. I dove off of my seat after him, landing on his back. "Don' you dare run away you snake!" I yelled. Rex was chortling louder now as I threw him of balance. Soon we were tumbling around wildly on the floor. We knocked over chairs and tables, the room rang with the clatter and with our laughter. Rex tossed me side to side, but he was always careful, never letting me fall and never rolling over on top of me. I pulled at his tail and he lightly nibbled on my arm. We knew what we were doing. It was just...fun.
Eventually, we rolled to a stop next to the kitchen door, both of us breathing deeply. Rex was chortling loudly and laying on his back. His short legs were down by his side and his rounded belly domed up towards the ceiling. His tail was swishing on the floor, slowly and his head was tilted back. I was sitting on the floor next to him, breathing too hard to laugh, but feeling it all over. My butt was on the floor with my feet facing down towards his tail and I was about even with Rex's back hips. I had my arm draped over Rex's belly and I was leaning hard against him. My eyes were closed as I struggled to get my breath. Needing support, I leaned my head against his warm side. I could feel his soothing heartbeat. As I slowly got my breath my eyes opened. And I realized that I was looking right at it.
Rex's penis.
I'd seen it before. Dr. Alton had been right, of course, you could see that Rex was a boy anytime he rolled over. Directly between his rear legs was...a bulge of flesh. There were two very large balls hanging down between him legs (or, right now, leaning against his body). They were about the size of tennis balls and covered in his darkest green skin. Unlike other areas of Rex's body, where the skin always seemed taut, the skin encasing his balls was loose and soft. Like a man's scrotum. In addition to Rex's large balls, he had a somewhat short, wide shaft that was always visible. It was the same dark color as his scrotum. It was likely only about five inches long. But, I had learned over the months, that this was not Rex's entire penis.



I guess I didn't really think of it as anything sexual at first. I mean we'd be playing or roughhousing and I'd notice that, as Rex rolled over onto his back, that a long, veiny, somewhat slimy red shaft had sprouted out of the end of his penis. It was thinner than the green skin it grew out of, but it was probably still four inches in diameter at the base. It extended out to be almost a foot long, tapering in girth the whole way. Unlike the tip of a man's penis, it did not flare at the end. It simply tapered down to a point around an inch in diameter and was smooth and red.
The first time I'd seen it, I hadn't even been really sure what I was looking at. He was on my bed at the time, and I was scratching his back. I'd looked at it, agape. I mean it was somewhat repulsive to look at and it dripped a thick, clear liquid down onto my bed. It had the same smell as the rest of Rex's body, but far more intense. After a few seconds, it became clear what I was looking at. I immediately stop scratching Rex, and got up out of the bed, starting my chores for the day. A few minutes later, I saw that it had gone away.
Really, I'd only ever thought about it as an indication that Rex was excited. I mean, it didn't happen very often. When it did, it occurred when he was really worked up, like when we were racing around the ship or when I brought him a particularly bloody meal. I didn't think about it as anything more than that.
Until this time. I don't know what was different that day. I don't know if it was the rush of adrenaline running through my veins because of our wrestling match or the fact that I knew I was going to be going into cryosleep in two weeks, but something was different. Maybe it was the fact that I hadn't had any consensual sexual contact in a very long time. Maybe it was just the fact that I had run into Dr. Alton and she'd referred to her space slug...got my mind thinking about that. I really don't know. But when I looked at Rex's penis now...I felt something different.
Even if I didn't know what I was feeling, I can remember what I told myself at that moment. I know the lies my body forced upon my mind. I looked at Rex, panting on the floor, with his large penis exposed and I felt bad for him. I realized that he was cooped up on this ship just like I was. I was his only friend. And here, for months, he'd had this same problem. He kept getting...aroused. And there was nothing he could do about it. He couldn't...pleasure himself. At least, I didn't think he could (not that I could either, even since the spider attack...). So he was suffering. Rex had done so much for me. Protecting me from the spider, guarding me, befriending me. And I'd never done anything for him. And here it was, the only problem he'd ever had and I refused to help him. Refused to even acknowledge that there was a problem. I felt suddenly ashamed of myself. How could I be so cruel to my one true friend?
I looked at Rex's slowly rising and falling chest. Then I looked down again at his large, red penis as it rose and fell along with it. I can distinctively remember at that moment I told myself that this was nothing like the situation with Dr. Alton. This wasn't the same thing at all. I wasn't doing this for me. I was only for Rex.
"You need help there buddy?" I asked, my voice sounding a bit choked, uncomfortable. Rex made a slight cooing sound but didn't really react. I rose up off of my ass and settled down on my knees. I straightened my back and looked down at Rex's body. I looked at his penis again and felt my mouth water slightly. When was the last time I'd seen one? Felt one? Not an alien...but any man's body. My muscles seemed to ache for it.
"Rex, I have never really shown you how thankful I am," I said, more to myself than to him, convincing myself that that was the issue, "I am sorry about that." As I spoke those last words, my right hand tremulously reached out towards Rex's supine body. But my fingers moved quickly as though I was afraid I would back out. Or desperate to touch.
I felt the smooth, slick sensation of Rex's penis as my fingers skittered across it. My hand reached it about halfway down the length of his red shaft, where my fingers could still (but just barely) wrap all the way around it. I could feel the heat of his body and the blood throbbing through his veins. My hand was instantly wet, but not sticky. Lubricated may be the right word. I let my hand slide up a few inches along Rex's shaft, I could feel his flesh taut under my fingers. I kept my eyes focused on his red, dripping flesh, almost mesmerized by its color and sheen.
I squeezed my hand a little tighter around Rex's penis. As I did so, I noticed his body shift slightly and heard a low grunting noise. For a moment, I kept my eyes on Rex's shaft, watching my fingers slip across his wet skin. But his legs started to wiggle slightly, breaking my concentration. I turned now and looked up at my friend's face. I could see his eyes now, he was looking at me intently. Those large, milky orbs looked confused, a little nervous even. I could read him as well as he read me.
"Just relax, I want to help you, like you help me," I said, my mouth feeling dry as I spoke. Rex stopped wiggling, but he kept looking at me. My hand had stopped moving when I spoke with the creature and he whined slightly. Now I turned back towards his penis and started to move my fingers closer and closer to the tip of his shaft. Rex let out another, strange noise. One I'd never heard before. I looked at him, his eyes half closed now and his body tense. His tongue was sticking out of the side of his mouth. He liked it. I smiled and started to move faster.
For several minutes, I was focused entirely on slipping my hand up and down Rex's erect shaft. My arm moved quickly, letting my fingers fly across Rex's penis. I kept my grip tight, very tight, so that I knew that he could feel it. His flesh sort of vibrated under my skin and I could feel the power of his immense body there, in my hand.
I moved my hand up and down, all over the creature's penis, wanting to touch every inch of it. I swirled my palm around on the narrow tip of it, stroking firmly but gently. But then I'd slide it back down the long length of Rex's shaft. When my hand reached the base of his penis, it was too thick for me to wrap my fingers around, so I swirled my wrist, desperate to touch every inch. When I reached the very bottom, I could feel the scales at the end of his sheath against the side of my hand. I could also feel the lubricating liquid pouring out of his body.
While I firmly, but lovingly, stroked Rex's penis, he remained completely focused on me. I was turned, looking down at his shaft, but I could feel his eyes on me at all times. I knew he was watching me, curious but also excited. I could feel the tension rising in his body with each movement that I made; I could hear the deep sounds he was making in his throat. I don't think he had expected me to do this or even really understood what I was doing.
Whatever uncertainty I had about Rex's thoughts and feelings, I had even less of a handle on my own. I remained completely focused on sliding my hand up and down Rex's shaft, trying my best not to think of anything other than what I was experiencing with my senses. If I had been asked, I would have repeated the line I'd told myself earlier: I was just helping out a friend. Don't read anything more into it. But I was, at least vaguely, aware that my body was telling a different story. I could hear my breathing, coming shallow and ragged. I could feel my chest rising and falling sharply. I could feel my nipples rubbing against the taut fabric of my jumpsuit, sending electrical impulses throughout my body. My heart fluttered wildly and it gave me a sort of spacy, unsettled sensation. All of my muscles were tightening, going rigid. And, if I was really being honest with myself, the tensions seemed to be radiating out from between my legs. I didn't admit it to myself, but as I stroked Rex's penis, I was growing wet.
Maybe I was able to ignore that sensation because it wasn't the only part of me that was going wet. My focus was on my hand. After several minutes of stroking Rex's hard shaft, the natural lubrication that he seemed to produce had grown thicker and thicker. It sort of dripped out of his body. It was very thick, nearly the consistency of honey but not sticky. In fact, it was very slick and oily. Sort of like hand lotion, I guess. It looked clear when it was a thin sheen, but grew to a slightly milky blue color as it collecting in large gobs. The odor grew more intense as it collected as well. Soon, my hand was coated in the stuff and it was dripping down my arm. As more and more of the lubricant poured out of Rex's body, he shivered excitedly on the floor.
Then something...unexpected happened.
My arm had been strong rapidly for several minutes and I had grown slightly tired from the exertion. I didn't want to stop, I don't mean to give that impression, but I was feeling the effects. My face was slightly red. And, as I stroked, a few strands of my blonde hair slipped out of my pigtails and splashed across my eyes. It stuck to the sweat on my forehead. Without really thinking, I moved my hand away from Rex's shaft moving the back of my hand and my wrist to my forehead. Rex whined slightly and moved as he sensed that I was no longer stroking his cock.
But I barely noticed. As I wiped the sweat and hair away from my brow, some of the thick liquid from Rex's red penis dripped down onto my face, landing on my cheek. The odor was even more intense now. It was not good, I mean I can't say that I liked the smell of it. It was too...intense, I guess. Reptilian or fishy or some combination of the two. But there was something about it...I moved my hand down in front of my eyes and looked at the milky-blue liquid pooled on my fingers. It tingled slightly on my skin.
I swear, not thoughts passed through my mind. I wasn't planning on anything. If I'd ever consciously thought about what I did next, I would have been completely repulsed and rejected the idea out of hand. But after looking at my wet hand for a few seconds...I plunged my index finger into my mouth. I groaned.
The flavor was far more intense than the smell, but it was of the same kind. It was sort of bitter and sour at the same time. Swampy...gamey...I don't know all of the words I would use to describe it. It was a completely inhuman flavor. In short...it tasted terrible. Disgusting even. I grimaced around my finger. But, even as I did so, the flavor developed more completely in my mouth. Underneath the initial, awful flavor was something else. It was hard to pinpoint exactly what it was. But there was something...alluring underneath. The hint of a flavor...a sexual taste. I can't explain it. It wasn't like sperm or even my own juices...but it felt somehow related to those flavors. But more concentrated. More powerful. I could tell that it was the flavor that was making my fingers (and now my mouth) tingle. It was...luscious.
After my initial revulsion to the flavor of Rex's lubricant passed, I found that I had almost instantly developed a taste for it. The fishy, reptilian swamp taste mixed with the flavor of pure sex...it was perfect. I slipped my index finger out of my mouth and soon other fingers were plunging into my mouth. I sucked down Rex's juices, barely even bothering to savor the flavor, just needing to get more. When my fingers were cleaned, I started lapping at my palm and even my wrist. Soon, my face shined with Rex's juices. The reactions my body had already been having to my encounter intensified. I could see my nipples poking through my shirt and the insides of my thighs were creamy wet. I was shocked when, after only a few seconds, my hand was clean.
I realized that I had gotten a little carried away. I sort of shook my head, trying to clear my thoughts. I heard Rex groan now and I looked up at his head. His eyes were still half-closed, but his body was almost vibrating with excitement. I looked down between his rear legs and saw that his shaft had grown even more rigid. I realized that I'd left him unsatisfied. If I ever had any inclination to come to terms with what I'd just done, I dropped it now. I turned back to Rex.
"I'm sorry Rex," I said, "I didn't mean to get you all excited and then leave you hanging. Let me make it up to you!" the guilt felt terrible, even if Rex just cooed slightly. I told myself that I needed to do something...more. Something better to make up for the fact that I'd totally ignored Rex. I looked at his quivering shaft, and the idea hit me instantly. I didn't, for a second, think that what I did next was in any way connected to my own desires. I was just trying to show Rex that I was sorry for forgetting about him.
I rose up off of my knees and quickly moved around Rex's body. He remained prone on the ground, following me with his eyes. I moved around his leg and then stepped one leg over his tail, which was swishing on the floor of the mess hall. I dropped down on my knees, straddling the thin tail (though it was not thick enough to rise much above my knees) in between Rex's short read legs. I looked down at Rex's penis, right below me.
In keeping with my impulsive need to act, I didn't stop and think about where I was or why I was doing. I simply jumped into action. I dropped down very quickly, getting low towards the ground. I got so low that I felt Rex's long tail press between my breasts on the floor, through my jumpsuit. I didn't admit it to myself, but I liked the way the powerful muscles felt as the tail swished side to side against my breasts.
Now that I was low, my ass was up in the air and my face was directly level with Rex's balls, just a few inches away. Still moving automatically, my hand (recently cleaned) moved back up to Rex's shaft. It was too long for me to reach the very tip from where I was located, but I reached as far as I could and began to stroke again. I heard Rex groan and his body shivered. I felt my fingers grew wet again, almost instantly. But I wasn't thinking of that now.
As soon as I began stroking Rex's cock again, I pressed my face forward, parting my lips as I moved. In half a second, I felt my lips press into Rex's scaly, oily skin. My tongue pressed out and I felt it sink into the soft scales of Rex's scrotum. I felt the dense heft of Rex's balls pressing against my face as my tongue began to lap at them. I opened my mouth wider, trying to wrap my mouth around as much of one of the balls as possible, feeling the heat of it against my tongue. The taste was familiar now, though lighter here. A little more oily. But I groaned because it made my tongue tingle. I pushed farther, letting my tongue lap at Rex's balls and feeling his slick skin against my face. As I licked and sucked on Rex's balls, I kept stroking his shaft.
Rex evidentially enjoyed what I was doing. He was no longer whining, but instead groaning loudly. His legs moved limply and I could feel his breathing picking up. I focused on his reactions, trying to time my actions to increase his excitement. In that way, I was able to ignore the reaction happening in my own body. I barely noticed the way my hard nipples felt as they rubbed against the cold floor of the mess room. I didn't acknowledge the feeling of liquid dripping down my legs from my pussy. In fact, I just ignored the fluttering, excited feeling I felt jolting through my entire body.
But even if I didn't recognize it, the reactions my body was having compelled me forward, pushing me further and further. I spent several minutes licking Rex's balls while I stroking his cock. But soon, that wasn't enough for me anymore. Some of it was undoubtedly because the thick lubricant from Rex's shaft had dripped down and I was licking it off of his balls. I knew I wanted more of that. But I didn't tell myself that. I told myself that I owed Rex more. That I should do anything for him. I leaned forward and kissed each of Rex's balls once, and then I rose up on my knees, scooting forward slightly.
I was still stroking Rex's cock as I rose, but he had clearly noticed that my wet face was no longer pressed into his scrotum. He whined slightly. I reached my free hand up to my lips, shushing him gently and smiling. I knew I was finally going to give him the reward that he deserved.
Once again, I didn't pause or think about what I was doing. I just let my body, and the rationalizations I'd created in my mind, pull me along. I gave one more long stroke to Rex's penis, and then I gently pulled it back. It was very stiff, but it was so long that it wasn't particularly difficult to move it. Naturally, it sort of point up and forward, towards his head. He probably mounted his mates doggy-style. But I moved it up so that the tip was actually facing up towards the ceiling. It was so long that it was only a foot or so below my lips as I knelt between Rex's legs. I craned my neck, looking down. The red tip of Rex's penis was looking up at me, I could see the shaft spreading out below it. The tip had a smallish hole in the tip of it and I could see Rex's pre-cum pouring out of it. My mouth watered and I licked my lips.
I moved incredibly quickly, like my body was controlled by someone else. I bent at my waist, dropping my hips back slightly and opening my mouth. The distance between me and Rex's penis disappeared instantaneous. I felt the wet tip of his red shaft kiss against my eager lips. I opened my mouth wider and felt the narrow tip slip inside of me. My tongue rushed forward to meet it. The skin was slick and hot, I felt my tongue slip against it. The now-familiar, intense flavor came back and I felt a glob of Rex's pre-cum drip languidly into my mouth. I groaned as the tingling sensation spread throughout my body.
But I wanted more. Or, as I told myself, Rex needed more. And he was clearly enjoying himself. He was squirming and nearly howling with excitement and I could feel his thin tail slashing wildly between my legs. I had to go farther. For him. I swirled my tongue lovingly around the end of Rex's shaft for a few more seconds, and then I opened my throat.
I'd never been particularly good at this task...with men. But my enthusiasm was more than enough to overcome my lack of skill. I moved my head forward, letting Rex's penis sink deeper and deeper into my mouth. I kept my lips tight against his slick skin, feeling his muscles against my lips. I could feel his lubricant pooling against my face and I slipped my tongue out around his shaft, to taste it. But I kept pushing him further and further into my throat, not breathing and eyes watering. As his shaft grew thicker and thicker, he pried apart my lips. Soon, my mouth as stretched as wide as it would go and my entire mouth and throat was filled with Rex's hard cock. I hadn't been able to fit in his entire shaft, there was simply too much.
I held Rex's penis inside of my throat for as long as I could. My tongue undulated lovingly against his shaft and my throat squeezed over and over again as I choked and gagged around his massive girth. Tears poured from my eyes and my lungs screamed for air. Finally, I couldn't take it any longer, and I pulled my head back, slipping my lips tightly against his shaft as I moved back. Several large gobs of the alien's pre-cum and my own thick spit dripped down my throat as I moved back. The taste was incredible and dirty, but I was more focused on the desperate breaths I was taking
Rex growled deeply and clearly loved every second of my attention. I could feel his hips shaking near me. As I caught my breath, I swirled my tongue around on the tip of Rex's penis again. But this was no longer enough for him. He needed more. I felt his hips thrusting towards my face and I felt his tail shaking against my knees. I smiled around the tip of Rex's penis. I was more than happy to give him what he wanted.



All sense of self control fled me now. Once again I bent and my stomach, dropped my head down and shoving Rex's hard cock into my throat. Soon my head was bobbing up and down on Rex's penis with total abandon. Sometimes, I would sort of bounce up and down, letting the tip of Rex's penis slam against the back of my throat over and over again. Other times, I would deep throat him as deeply as I could, letting my tongue and my throat massage him. The whole time, my mouth continued to fill with Rex's tingling lubricant and I would swallow it down, letting it coat my throat. But whatever I was doing, I never stopped moving. I focused my entire attention of Rex's penis, trying to bring him pleasure.
It was because of that single-minded focus on pleasuring my friend, I don't really know how the next thing happened. I continued to suck on Rex's penis, giving him everything I had. But my hands moved away from his shaft. Instead, I held him in place with my lips and my mouth, never letting the tip slip outside of my control. And while I did that, my hands began to move around my body. It didn't even register in my mind as I quickly slipped the straps of the tank top over my shoulders, or shimmied the tight fabric down over my breasts. I didn't even notice the change in temperature as I pulled the expandable waistband around my hips and slipped the pants down over my ass. But whether I recognized it or not, in just a few minutes, I was completely naked, still sucking desperately on Rex's slippery red cock.
I guess the first I really noticed what I'd done was when I felt my own fingers begin to touch my body. It sent a jolt through my spine. My index finger on my right hand had slipped gently against my hard, desperate clit. I was dripping wet now and my hand was instantly coated in my own juices. I had been denying myself for so long, but not realizing it, that the sensation was particularly powerful. I didn't know what to think, but then my reaction was so intense I didn't really have an opportunity to think. I felt my knees grow weak and groaned loudly around Rex's cock, which was still buried deeply in my throat.
The groan sent vibrations cascading through Rex's body. I could actually feel him reacting to it, hearing him cooing louder. But in taking notice, the alien creature did more than just make noises. He seemed to sense what I had refused to recognize in myself. Just a few seconds after I felt my finger press against my clitoris, I felt my hand powerfully shoved aside. It took me a second to realize what it was. With Rex's cock in my throat, I couldn't turn to look. But then I felt it, I sort of slick, smooth shaft pressing against my dripping slit. It was Rex's tail! He had sort of lifted it up, bending it and twisting it until the middle of it was pressed against my pussy! I groaned louder now. Rex began to move his tail.
We stayed like that for several minutes. How long, I can't be sure. But I kept bobbing my head down on Rex's penis, taking as much of him as I could. I leaned forward as I did, pressing my breasts against his shaft and his balls where I could not reach. At the same time, the meaty part of Rex's tail moved back and forth between my dripping pussy lips. I rocked my hips in the opposite directly, grinding my hard clit against his soft, scaly skin. I was completely engrossed in the physical sensation. All other thoughts and ideas were completely crowded out of my brain. The only other thing I noticed was the delicious sound of Rex's grunts and groans.
Rex came first. I felt it happening before it hit. Rex's cock was buried deeply in my throat. I felt it expand slightly, I could feel the veins in it bugling. Quickly, moved my head back slightly, pulling back until only the very tip of the alien's penis remained in my mouth. And it was just in time. I heard Rex let out a very deep, electric groan and his entire body trembled all over. I felt the tip of his cock flare and then...it happened. My mouth was suddenly flooded with liquid. It was like someone had turned on a hose, it was nothing like the spurts from a man's penis. The liquid was incredibly thick and creamy, like creamed honey and it spilled into my mouth and tumbled down my lubricated throat. The taste was overwhelming. It was familiar, similar to his the taste of his pre-cum but somehow more concentrated, more rancid and beautiful. I loved it despite the need to gag. I swallowed it down, moving my tongue through the liquid. But there was too much, it overflowed my mouth and splashed against my breasts and stomach. It coated in me in warmth.
As Rex's orgasm crested, all of the muscles in his body went entirely rigid. His tail pressed up sharply into my pussy as I continued to grind against it. As the torrent of alien sperm into my mouth finally began to subside, I came as well. It was the strangest orgasm I'd ever had. Because the feeling of pure pleasure didn't just grow from between my legs where my knees were locking and my pussy was contracting. It also seemed to burst forth out of every inch of my body where Rex's delicious cum was touching. My face, my chin, my neck, my nipples, and my stomach all had the same intense orgasmic sensation that ached through my pussy. I'd never felt anything like it in my life. Even in the pit of my stomach, I could feel the waves of pleasure cresting. It was all too much for me. I closed my eyes, groaned (and letting cum pour burbling from my lips as I did so), abandoning myself to the sensation.
I am not sure how long it was when I returned to myself. I was disoriented at first, seeing the lights above my head. I slowly realized that I was lying in the mess hall. The floor felt wet against my back and I realized that I was naked. I looked down and saw my breasts covered in bluish, milky-white liquid. I heard a slow chortle from next to me and saw that I was now right next to Rex, on the ground. His penis had retracted again and he his eyes were closed. He looked content. I suddenly remembered what had just happened.
"Oh my god!" I said, brining my hand to my mouth, and then pulling it away quickly when I felt rancid alien sperm press against my lips. What had I just done? For the first time since it started...I actually thought about what had happened. I'd fucked an alien creature. I retched.
Then, my mind a sudden tangle of confusion and disgust, I rose up quickly and ran out of the room.
End Part 3
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Chapter 4: Learning To Thrive
"Come on, get up," I heard a familiar voice say. My eyes fluttered open and then closed against instantly against the harsh light. I was groggy and moved my hands to my eyes, rubbing them. Slowly, the fog in my mind started to lift. I slowly remembered who I was. And where I was.
"Hiliaria?" I asked, suddenly recognizing the voice that had awakened me.
"Yeah," was the curt, unfriendly reply.
"Are we home?" I asked. I could vaguely remember being put in cryosleep for the last leg of the trip.
"No," she said. Slowly, I sat up, feeling my joints ache as I sat. Suddenly, what she said registered. No. But she had the last shift...
"Is there an emergency," I said, shaking my head and trying to focus.
"No," Hilaria said. I saw her putting on her own cryosleep suit. But she was the last shift...
"What's going on?" I asked.
"I should ask you that, you fucking dick!" Hilaria shot back. I was sitting now and I turned and looked at her, still squinting in the light.
"What?" I asked. Hilaria sighed and shook her head.
"You'd think you'd remember," she said, "Six months ago you came in here and woke me up. You were all nervous and edgy and acting all weird like you do." She smirked at me when she said that, "And you demanded that I get up and start my shift. It wasn't until I was already awake and you were already under that I realized you'd woken me up two weeks early. You tried to foist two weeks of your shift off on me. Plus your pet or whatever had made some giant, stinking mess in the mess room for me to clean up. Well, we are two weeks from Earth now, asshole, and you are going to finish your damn shift." And with that, Hilaria jumped up on her cryosleep table and began her process for falling asleep.
For a moment, I just sat in my chamber. I was still confused and disoriented. Some of that was just the normal process of coming out of cryosleep. But some of it was that I had absolutely no idea what Hilaria was talking about. I rose up from the bed on shaky legs and started to move out of the room. I put my hand to my head, shaking it and thinking deeply. I could not for the life of me remember going into to cryosleep. I couldn't imagine that I'd awakened Hilaria early. In fact, I'd been thinking about staying out beyond my shift. I thought maybe that would pay back Hilaria for some of the stupid stuff I'd done on the trip. Besides, I didn't really need to sleep. I was having so much fun with...
Rex.
Suddenly, all of the memories came flooding back to me at once. I was in the doorway leading out of the cryosleep chamber and I threw my hands out against the door, steadying myself as a wave of nausea broke over me. Sudden images flashed through my mind. My hand wrapped around Rex's cock. My fingers coated in his pre-cum. The tip of his penis pressing against my lips. The flood of sperm into my mouth. And I remembered my own orgasm as I knelt naked over top of Rex's tail. I remembered everything. And I felt completely disgusted.
In fact, all of the emotions that I'd felt that day when I'd gone running out of the mess hall came back to me at once. As I'd fled from Rex, I replayed the entire event in my mind, over and over again. I could see all of the things I had done, hear my thoughts. But, in some ways, it felt like I was looking at another person. Like I was watching a movie in my mind and the person who was acting was someone else. Because I could never do those things. I would never do those things. I'd made a stand in front of Tara and Hilaria on just that issue.
But even as I had those thoughts, I could feel my body once again stirring. I couldn't ignore it anymore. Obviously, Rex hadn't forced anything on me. He hadn't even asked. It had been me. I had dived in head first. I remembered the way my nipples felt, the way my pussy had gotten wet, the fluttering sensation I got that reminded me of a first kiss. Those were all the natural reactions from my body. And as I was suddenly being painfully honest with myself, I realized that it had predated Rex. I'd felt...something with that spider. I was terrified and didn't want what had happened to me. But my body reacted and I had...had an orgasm. There was no denying that anymore. And it went back before. I might've made a stand in front of Tara and Hilaria, but it had always been hypocritical. From the time I watched Dr. Alton with the space slug, going forward, these feelings had been inside of me.
That was why I'd awakened Hilaria early. I didn't know what to do about that. I couldn't deal with it. My mind had just kept circling back around the same ground over and over again. I felt the tension growing tighter and tighter within me. The thought of seeing Rex again...I couldn't fathom it. I was angry had him, though I really couldn't say why. He hadn't done anything. But I felt it anyway. Worse, regardless of the disgust I felt, I knew I couldn't trust myself. Hell...I wasn't sure what I'd do if I saw Rex. So I'd run to my room, taken a shower, and dashed to the cryosleep chamber immediately. I tried to keep my mind occupied by a thousand little thoughts so that I could put myself to sleep and not think about the implications of my actions.
But now I was awake again and everything was back. It was like nothing had changed. It hardly seemed like any time had passed, let alone six months. All of the emotions were right on the surface. And there wasn't any place to run anymore. There were still two weeks on the ship. Rex was still on the ship. And I didn't know what would happen when I saw him.
* * * * *
For two full days I slinked my way through the halls of the ship. I moved furtively and always peaked around corners to see if he was there. I sniffed the air, waiting to catch the tell-tales fishy, reptilian scent. I never did, but I felt incredibly tense the entire time. My stomach was knotted, my skin coated in cold sweat. I always felt like he was right around the corner.
I know that part of me always wished he was.
Some of it was just that I missed the companionship we'd shared. My tasks had, once again, become extremely difficult. I overthought everything because I was no longer able to trust my instincts. I was making mistakes again. I missed the carefree atmosphere that Rex had created. The atmosphere that had finally allowed me to do my job.
But I knew it was more than that too. I had to stop lying to myself. I recognized that my body wanted Rex as well. I missed him lying in bed next to me. I missed the smell of his oily skin. And I knew that part of me...well, had really enjoyed our time together in the mess room. I knew it was wrong and I knew it was bad. But just because I couldn't explain the attraction didn't mean it wasn't there. The pleasure I felt wasn't bad. The pleasure I gave to Rex wasn't bad. I knew that I had the desire to experience that joy again. I think it was that desire, more than anything else, that kept me on my toes.
It was on the third day that I learned that all of my caution was unnecessary. I snuck into the kitchen for my breakfast and was more than a little startled to see Dr. Alton sitting at the table. Just like she had been on the day of...the event. She was sitting calmly and drinking a cup of coffee. She raised her eyebrows slightly when she saw me.
"Oh, Luna," she said, "Hilaria had said something about waking you up. I didn't know it had been done." I froze when she spoke, though I really can't say why. Eventually, I just nodded. I slowly walked over and got myself a cup of coffee.
"She was angry at you," Dr. Alton stated. I realized she wasn't going to leave me alone.
"It was a misunderstanding. I need to apologize to her," I said.
"She said you made her clean up after your friend the Aranea Cuculus, said it had gotten sick," Dr. Alton said sharply. I dropped my cup onto the floor, splattering my legs with hot coffee. I looked at Dr. Alton quickly, but she acted as though she didn't notice my motions. I wonder if she knew. But still, the hint about Rex made me wonder.
"I didn't think he was sick," I said flatly. Dr. Alton shrugged her shoulders. I felt a cold feeling in the pit of my stomach, something I couldn't explain. "Was he?"
"I don't think he was then," Dr. Alton said, "I came up here a few hours later, after she'd cleaned. It didn't smell like he'd gotten sick in here." As she spoke, Dr. Alton raised her eyebrows. But I wasn't concerned about her second statement.
"Wasn't then? What does that mean?" I asked.
"Hilaria didn't tell you when she went down?" Dr. Alton said, no longer speaking in an arch manner, she sounded legitimately surprised. The uneasy feeling in my stomach grew deeper.
"No. What're you talking about?" I asked desperately. I sat down quickly at the table across from Dr. Alton.
"Here I have been judging you the last two days...okay, I know you've been awake for two days...but you didn't know," Dr. Alton said.
"Didn't know what?" I said desperately. Now the fact that I hadn't heard or seen Rex over the previous two days was no longer reassuring. Where was he? Had something happened to him? "Tell me!"
"Hey don't act like you didn't leave him two weeks early!" Dr. Alton shot back, looking at me fiercely for the first time. I felt like I'd been struck. "You just picked up and left him. Didn't even tell me I needed to start feeding him. So don't act so concerned now." The sinking feeling in my stomach grew deeper. Did I starve him? God, I'd never wanted to hurt him. Hadn't even thought about him...I'd never realized before what a selfish person I was.
"I'm sorry. You're right," I said, chastened. Dr. Alton's eyes softened and she nodded.
"You shouldn't be apologizing to me. You should apologize to him," she said. My mood suddenly brightened.
"You mean he is okay?" I said rapidly, "I didn't starve him or kill him or something. He is fine?" I'd never known relief like that. I don't know what I'd have done if I was responsible...
"I didn't say fine," Dr. Alton said, lifting her hand. I immediately went silent and I felt my blood pressure rise again, "When you left, the Aranea Cuculus..."
"Rex," I said. She smiled wanly.
"Rex didn't take it very well," she explained, "I ran into him the next day. He was hungry and tired. But he didn't care about that. I could tell. He was looking for you. I went looking for you, scared as well, and found Hilaria. She told me what she knew. I tried to explain it to...Rex. I am not sure he understood. All I know is that he wasn't the same creature after that. He was depressed and surly. He snapped at me more than once when I fed him. I brought him back with my other creatures, but he picked fights with them. Eventually, he got in a scrap with something larger than him. I am not sure what. But he had a very substantial wound on his rear leg," she said. I gasped and put my hand to my mouth. That didn't sound like Rex.
"Is he okay now? Has he healed?" I asked desperately.
"I stitched him up. There was no infection. The wound is mostly healed," she said and I felt relieved, "But he never went through the proper rehabilitation. He spent the better part of three months off of his feet. I tried to get him up and walking around. But he refused. He outweighs me by a couple of hundred pounds. If he doesn't want to go, I can't make him. He's just been wasting away. If he doesn't get up and get moving, rebuild his muscle, he is going to die. I am as much of an expert on Aranea Cuc..."
"Where is he," I said urgently. My voice sounded like it was on the edge of panic. And I suppose I was. Whatever was happening to Rex, it was my fault. My responsibility. I needed to apologize. And I needed to help. I'd already missed two days and I couldn't miss another second.
"I am keeping him over with the other aliens now. The room right across the hall from mine. It's..." Dr. Alton was still talking, but I was already out of the room, running as fast as I could.
* * * * *
There he was, lying on the floor in the room across from Dr. Alton's, where all of this...stuff had started. He was emaciated. His large, rounded belly looked flat and his skin was loose. His eyes were open, but they weren't nearly as bright as they had been before. They looked clouded and weak. But he was alive. I could see him breathing shallowly. He looked...terrible.
"Oh my god!" I said, putting my hand over my mouth. He heard my voice and stirred slightly. His head turned and he looked at me. For a moment, his eyes lit up and his leg moved. Then, I swear, I saw a shadow sort of fall over his face. He turned his head and looked away from me.
"Rex," I said, "Do you recognize me?" I asked. I don't know why I asked. It was clear that he had recognized me and that he was upset with me. It was also clear from what Dr. Alton said that Rex was angry that I'd left. And he had every reason to be. Now he ignored me, his laboring breath the only noise in the room. I felt tears welling in my eyes as I looked upon him, struggling. I don't know what I was expecting, but this was so much worse. I'd never experienced guilt like that in my life.
"I'm sorry I ran away Rex," I said, taking half a step towards him. He grunted slightly and turned his head a half inch in my direction. He wasn't looking at me directly, but it was clear that he was actually listening. I felt a little silly, talking. I mean, I have no idea how much he could actually understand. But it felt like the right thing to do. Maybe, even if he didn't, he would understand my tone. Regardless, I knew I just needed to get it off my chest. Just like the last time I was with Rex, I acted without thinking. But this time, I didn't allow any mental blocks to get in my way. I knew I was telling the truth.
"I want you to know that you didn't do anything wrong. I hope...I hope while I was gone that you didn't think that I was angry with your or upset. You were...wonderful. You were a perfect friend. The...well really the best friend that I've ever had in my life. You were never the problem. It was always me. I was a bad friend. I guess you know that now.
"Look, I was lying to myself that day. I didn't realize it at the time...I didn't want to realize it at the time. I told myself that what happened...the way that I touched you...I told myself that I was just doing you a favor. I noticed that you got excited sometimes and I told myself I was just trying to help that out...as a friend. And then, when it was happening, it was lovely. I really mean that. It was...like the most fun ..." Rex grunted slightly and I saw that he was looking at me more closely. I couldn't look him in the eye, I gazed down at my feet. I felt so incredibly nervous, though I really didn't understand why.
"I was lying to myself. Everything I was doing that day was for me. I wanted to feel your cock. I wanted to put it in my mouth. I wanted to play with myself while I did it. I wasn't thinking about you. I mean, I definitely was. But I wasn't thinking about your feelings. And then...it happened and I couldn't deal with the things that I'd been feeling. I thought it was...wrong. And I was ashamed of myself. And because I was only thinking about me...getting so worked up and self-involved I didn't even really think about you when I ran out of here. I mean I only thought about the way you impacted me...not you as...someone I care about.
"And then I woke up and I found out that you were sad and that you were...hurt..." my voice cracked as I said that word and I felt tears running down my cheeks. I hadn't even realized what I was feeling until I said it, but everything was true, "I just realized how selfish I'd been. How self-absorbed and...childish. And I realized that I am always like that. I always think of myself as the most important thing in the universe. I focus so intently on myself that I can't even focus on anything else, to my own detriment. And to the detriment of others.
"Except when I was around you. Then I just forgot about everything else and there was just us. And I could just be without wrapping myself up in my own issues. You made me a complete person. You're what I needed to survive in this horrible lonely place.
"And when I came here, running to find you, I felt like my mind had been clearer than it has ever been. Because when I realized that I could really hurt you...When I realized you could be gone forever, I stopped caring about myself. All I could think about was you. And how good you are. I just needed to get here. To take care of you. Because, Rex, I really think that...I love you. And I am here for you now. This time, I am really here just for you. I just want to repay you for everything you've done for me. And everything you've made me learn. I am so sorry Rex. Please forgive me."
I was still looking at my feet as I finished talking. I wasn't sure that anything I'd said had really made any sense. And even if it had, I wasn't sure that he understood what I was saying. I was terrified of looking up and seeing him gazing away, into the distance, pretending he didn't hear me. I was afraid I was too late. But then I heard a soft cooing sound, a familiar sound. My head shot up. Rex was looking at me, his eyes clearer than they'd been at any time since I'd arrived. I don't know how I knew...but I could tell he forgave me.
"Oh Rex, thank you!" I said, and I rushed across the room towards him. His powerful smell was still strong up close. Familiar and disgusting and beautiful all at once. I never thought I'd miss it. I wrapped my arms around his neck. I kissed the side of his oily face repeatedly, squeezing him tighter and tighter. I was still crying and laughing, nearly hysterical. Rex was cooing lightly and I could tell that he was happy too, he nuzzled his head against my face and his tail swished slightly. But I could feel how tired he was...how weak.
"What can I do to make you feel better? Let me take care of you the way you've taken care of me. Are you hungry? Thirsty?" I asked, slowly releasing my grip on his neck and looking him over. For a moment, he tried to stir, I saw him try to roll over onto his legs. But halfway over, he stopped, and rolled onto his back gasping for breath. He was even worse than I thought. For a moment, fear returned to me. He was going to die! But then I realized that was a selfish thought. I was thinking about my fears. Rex needed me to be strong now, the way that he was strong for me with the spider.
I took a deep breath, stopped, and got control of myself. I looked around the room, for something, but I didn't know what. I knew what the doctor said, he needed to get up and exercise. He needed to regain his strength. I needed to figure out how to make that happen. But as I gazed around I saw nothing. Nothing, that is, until I saw Rex's body. I smiled despite my concern.
Rex might have been struggling, but I guess that my appearance and my kisses had awakened him anyway. Rex was lying on his back on the floor, sort of to one side. And now that I looked, I saw that Rex's penis had slipped half-hard from its sheath. The familiar red, veiny flesh looked just as enticing as ever. His balls looked bigger than ever. I stopped pretending that I didn't find it mouthwatering and allowed myself a second of feeling proud of the reaction I'd caused.



"Do you want me to help you Rex? Do you think that will make you feel better?" I was looking at his penis as I spoke, and I knew that Rex knew what I was talking about. He grunted slightly and I could feel his tired body vibrating. I moved quickly down towards Rex's back legs, kneeling down next to him just as I had before. I breathed in deeply as I drew close, savoring the overwhelming scent of his body. I noticed that his penis was probably only about half-hard and he wasn't producing nearly as much lube. I decided that just meant he badly needed my help.
Just like last time, I dove with abandon. But this time, it wasn't because I was trying to avoid understanding what I was doing. This time, it was just because I wanted it so desperately. And I wanted it for him. Once again, I reached out my hand very quickly, and felt my fingers wrap around Rex's shaft. I heard him coo as soon as he felt my fingers touch him. His skin was just as warm as last time, just as beautifully smooth, but not as slick. It flopped more than the last time as I slowly started to moved my hand up and down along it. I felt the long shaft slapping against my arm and drips of liquid splattering across my chest.
The contact instantly had an impact on me. The same excited fluttering occurred in my chest. For some reason, it felt like the first time again. I felt my nipples growing harder and sensitive. I even felt my pussy rapidly growing wet. I was breathing shallowly and my whole body ached with excitement. I realized that I had been asleep for six months, I should've been on edge. But I was less concerned about me, and more excited by the fact that Rex seemed to be responding to me as well.
Slowly, as I stroked harder and harder, I felt Rex's cock getting stiffer and stiffer in my hand. After a few minutes, it felt a lot like it had the first time, completely rigid against my palm. There was even more lube pooling on my fingers and I wanted desperately to taste it. But I kept stroking, keeping my attention on Rex. Once he was totally erect, I turned and looked at him. His eyes were glittering and his muscles had tensed. He was looking at me intently and the movement of his tail told me that he was enjoying himself. But I saw that he was still breathing desperately and, if anything, seemed to growing gaunter and drawn out.
I kept stroking Rex, but even as I did so, I was thinking. Mainly I was thinking about what Dr. Alton had said. She said that he needed to get up off the floor and move. I knew she was feeding him and giving him water. It was the atrophy that had made him weak. I thought about the problem and tried to think of a good way to solve it, remaining calm and without panicking. Suddenly an idea struck me and I smiled. I knew that Rex might be resistant to getting up, as tired as he was, so I had to offer him an incentive. The fact that the idea might just be fun for me too was just an added bonus.
I released Rex's cock and heard him whimper as the shaft slipped through my fingers. I was sad to stop too, I liked the way his body had reacted to my touch. But there were more important things to do. I absentmindedly started to lick my fingers clean as I moved slowly away from Rex's body. His lube was as rancid and delicious as it had been before and I swallowed it down. But, once again, this wasn't about me. I cleaned my hand quickly, savoring only as much as I could. I hadn't completely cleaned my fingers when I got impatient. I quickly moved my hands to my clothes. Just like the last time, I was only wearing my jumpsuit and I quickly slipped it off, leaving it a pile on the ground. I saw that Rex was watching me intently and I smiled at him.
"I know you are anxious. But I have an idea. Just trust me. I won't let you down," I said and I knew that I meant it. I walked over to the opposite side of the room, so that I was standing at the door with Rex directly behind me. He must've been fifteen feet away now. I dropped down to my hands and knees on the floor, my face only a few feet (two or three or so) from the door itself. I arched my back, thrusting my naked ass up into the air. At the same time, I spread my knees slightly, opening up my dripping pink pussy and thrusting it back towards Rex. I turned my head quickly, looking back over my shoulder at Rex. He was staring at me intently, and I could see his nostrils flaring.
"Do you smell that Rex?" I asked, "Does that smell good?" I asked. I was presenting to him. As he always did, Rex read my intentions. He knew what I was doing.
"You don't know anything about humans until you try this," I said, reaching my still-lubed fingers over my back and between my round ass cheeks. I spread Rex's tingling lube across the split lips of my pussy, groaning loudly as the sensation spread throughout my body. Rex heard the desire in my voice and stirred himself slightly. He started to rise again, but, growing weary fell back down. I shook my ass from side to side in his face.
"Come on Rexy, I want you in me," I said, bringing my fingers back to my face and slipping them into my mouth. My flavor mixed with Rex's was somehow even more magical than our separate tastes were. I moaned again, and kept my eyes on Rex. He whimpered quietly, beseeching me with his eyes. I shook my head.
"I'm not coming over there. You need to get up and come to me," I said forcefully, still shaking my ass. Now Rex growled angrily, I saw his eyes narrow. If I wasn't confident I was doing the right thing, I might've caved there. But I just shook my head again.
"The doctor says you need exercise. If you really want me, then you need to get up off that floor, walk across this room, and mount me like the beast that saved me from that spider!" I said forcefully. I saw something twitch inside of Rex. I saw the gears turning in his mind. I felt the anger he felt at being called out by me and memory he had of when he was stronger. I knew that a fire had been lit inside of him.
"Come get me baby!" I moaned. I wasn't just trying to entice him either...I wanted it badly. I kept looking at Rex, trying to convey to him how badly I wanted him. I could feel the information passing between us. I knew that he wanted it too. I watched him slowly starting to stir. I saw him rocking side to side. I heard him laboring. I felt terrible for him, knowing it was my fault. But I had to stay strong, if I babied him now it would only salve my guilt, it wouldn't make him better. I needed to coax him across the room. I just kept trying to send positive energy and encouragement to him, as best that I could. I actually felt the strain, like I was using my energy to force him to his feet. And then, much more suddenly than I would have thought possible, Rex finished rolling over! He rolled over onto his stomach and I saw his feet drop onto the floor.
"Oh Rex, I am so proud of you!" I said, "come get your reward!" Rex stood uneasily on his feet for a moment, wobbling. But he was already looking stronger. Maybe not in his tired body...but in his spirit. I don't know, I could feel it. After a moment, Rex steadied himself and looked at me. And then he began moving. Quickly. Like he was afraid that if he didn't move quickly, he would lose the power to do so. He came bounding across the room, breathing heavily, but still seeming to have some of his old energy back. He limped heavily and I could now see the scar on his leg, but he kept moving. I watched his still-hard cock flopping lewdly as he ran towards me.
I braced myself now. Dr. Alton hadn't been kidding. Even now, he outweighed her by several hundred pounds and I was smaller than her. Maybe, if I had been less excited or more focused on the things that could go wrong with my plan, I would've been scared. Maybe even terrified. But all I felt as Rex bounded across the floor towards me was desire. I trusted Rex with my life, I knew he'd never hurt me.
Rex crossed the distance between us in seconds. As he got closer, I hunkered myself down slightly and turned my head so that it was facing forward. I stopped moving my ass. I could see Rex now, but I could feel him. I could feel the air moving towards me first, then I heard him coo and I heard a loudly click as his front feet lifted up off the ground and he began to slow himself. An instant later, I felt Rex front feet slam hard into the door directly in front of me. It felt like the whole ship shook at the impact. At the same time, I could feel Rex's scaly stomach rub across my back and the back of my head. I could feel his rear feet step onto my calves and then move slightly so that he didn't put his full burden on me. Nonetheless, there was still a lot of weight on my back. Rex was supporting himself on the door and the floor, but his belly still spread all the way across my back and I felt my arms and legs grow slightly week.
But then I felt something else. Something that stiffened my resolve, and forced me to lock out my elbows and gird my hips. I could feel the tip of Rex's hard cock pressing against my ass, brushing against one of my round cheeks. I groaned as I felt the slick skin leave a trail of slime against my skin.
"That's it baby," I groaned, "You're so close, just a little lower! I heard Rex groan and felt his skin sliding against mine. I felt his cock move around against my ass. I drew in a sharp breath when I felt the tip of his penis slide between my ass cheeks and then press, lightly, against the sensitive skin of my asshole. I could feel the tingling lube spreading out across it and for a moment, I almost wanted him inside there, something I'd never thought I'd ever want after the spider. But as Rex gently pressed against me, he could tell that he wasn't where he wanted to be. I felt almost disappointed as the narrow, wet tip of his penis slid down from my asshole.
But only for a second.
"Jesus!" I groaned as I felt Rex's cock slip gently against my sopping pussy lips. My elbows buckled against and the weight of Rex's body felt unbearable. But I desperately wanted him inside of me. I steeled myself and pushed my hips backwards, urging him towards me. Rex didn't need any encouragement. I heard him grunt as she felt the wetness of my pussy, I felt his body moving on top of me as he prepared to enter me. I held my breath and shivered.
Now I became aware that Rex's breathing had gotten extremely heavy. I could feel his muscles twitching and shake around me. I could sense his dizziness. This was probably more than he'd been up in feet in weeks. He was exhausted by even this little bit of exertion. I could tell that he wanted to go farther...it was obvious. But he was struggling. I turned my head to the side as best I could and kissed the underside of my lover's belly. I kept my lips pressed against his oily skin as I spoke.
"Come on Rex," I cooed at him, "I need this as bad as you do. Don't stop now! Put that big beautiful cock in my wet pussy. Give it to me!" My voice sounded deep, thick, desperate. I knew he could feel the vibrations from lips as I continued to beg and plead. I don't even remember all that I said, I just know that I kept talking to him. I grew more and more graphic as I described my desires. All the things I'd never admitted I wanted to do with this alien creature came pouring out of my mouth, some surprising with the sheer nastiness of it all.
Two things were happening in my mind while I spoke. The first was a fervent desire to get Rex moving, no matter what. I knew that he had used up a lot of his reserves just running across the room. But that wasn't enough. He needed to work, and I desperately wanted that to happen. But as I spoke, something else happened as well. I had been...aroused from the moment I walked into the room with Rex. There was no questioning that. But as I spoke, as my mind raced through the possibilities, and as I felt the slick tip of Rex's penis hovering against my pussy...I nearly lost control. The begging and the moaning and the depravity were not an act to get Rex moving. My entire body was vibrating. I was still turned slightly towards his body and my tongue slipped from my naughty mouth and dragged along his warm scales, savoring the sensuous feel of his body. I was working myself into a frenzy.
I don't know if Rex could understand the words I was saying or if he was just reacting to the situation and the movements of my body. I guess it doesn't really matter. We didn't have to understand each other to...understand each other. I could sense him gathering his strength. What's more, I could feel the excitement growing inside of him, feel his desire taking over. It was like he found new reserves of energy that had been hidden by his sickness. Like his need for me was pushing him forward, revealing capacities he didn't know he had.
And then he thrust.
I groaned as I felt it, whatever words I was saying dying on my lips. The slick, red flesh of Rex's cock pushed between my sopping wet pussy lips. I could feel myself stretching out as Rex's self-lubricated member almost instantly entered me. I bit my lip as tears welled in my eyes. I think that some of it was the pain of Rex's massive penis entering my body. But some of it was relief. Rex was moving, he clearly had the will to keep going. And, less importantly, the tension was breaking; I was feeling pleasure.
Rex's large penis plunged several inches inside of me. I'd never felt so completely, and wonderfully, filled. Despite his massive size and power, Rex seemed to understand that he could hurt me. As soon as he felt resistance, his hips slowed, he stopped thrusting so powerfully with his legs. But he didn't stop. He just moved more carefully, driving his cock deeper and deeper inside of me.
"Oh fucking hell!" I groaned as I felt myself stretching further and further. I could feel every vein, every slight variation on Rex's penis as he dipped deeper and deeper inside of me. His skin was so slick, so smooth. I wanted more of it. Even as Rex became more cautious, I became more brazen. I shoved my hips backwards, groaning as more of Rex's penis slipped inside of my body. I could feel the muscles inside my body desperately contacting around him, trying to pull him inside.
I don't know how long it was, but I will say I was totally shocked when I felt scaly skin against the red, stretched lips of my pussy. I was confused, thrusting back further and trying to get more. But as I turned slightly, I could feel the length of Rex's penis inside of me. It was then that I realized that I was feeling Rex's scaly sheath against my body. His was buried in me up to the hilt.
"Oh god Rex, that's beautiful," I said and I heard him coo. He was still breathing heavily, but I could feel his muscles rippling all around me. "Don't stop honey," I said, "give me everything you have. Don't stop until you fill me up!"
Once again, it is impossible to say whether Rex was reacting to my words or simply doing what felt natural; whether he understood me or we were simply in sync. Regardless, even as my last words were hanging in the air around us, Rex's powerful hips began to move. It was all I could do to remain on my hands and knees, my body wobbling, as Rex slipping his massive cock backwards, letting it slide out of my willing pussy. The slippery feeling of release as Rex's penis moved out of me was almost as wonderful as the sensation of him entering me.
Not that I had to wait long to feel that sensation again. Rex, despite his gentleness, was not a man. He was an alien beast, and behaved like one. When just the barest tip of Rex's penis remained inside of me, he instantly slammed it back in. This time, he knew he could enter me entirely. He didn't bother to slow down. One instant, my body was empty, and then next it felt so full that I felt like Rex's cock was going to pop out between my teeth. Then he was moving again, quickly gaining a fearful, ruthless rhythm. His tired muscles were exercising for the first time in months.
I could barely fathom what was happening to my body. My mind was a blur as the pain and the pleasure caused by Rex's actions tore through my body. My elbows and my knees wobbled against the force of Rex's thrusts as I felt his stomach pressing down on my back. My breasts moved forward and back roughly on my chest, the sensation from the thrusts seeming to electrify my nipples. I squeezed my arms together as best I could, trying to put pressure on my aching breasts without losing my balance. I could feel Rex's natural lube dripping down and luxuriantly coating my clit, making it vibrate and tingle with pleasure. His juices dripped down on the floor between my wobbling legs. I could hear a croaking noise in my throat, but it sounded like it was coming from somewhere else. Rex's growling and groaning became louder and louder, eventually drowning out my own noises.
It was unlike any sex I'd ever had in my entire life. I didn't feel the familiar ratcheting up of tension as my body drew closer and closer to an orgasm. It was something else entirely. It was like each speck of Rex's skin that I felt touching my own was imparting pleasure to me. And each time he moved, the pleasure itself, different than an orgasm but in some ways...more powerful, ratcheted up and up. I didn't know it was possible to feel so good. Soon the pain from Rex's massive member disappeared entirely, or maybe it merged completely with the pleasure.
But what was more incredible was that I could tell that the pleasure wasn't all physical. I could feel Rex's hips and his legs moving behind me. I could hear his breathing coming low, regulated. I could feel the power returning to him. I knew that he was getting better. I knew he would live. I had atoned for my mistakes and I had proven I was worthy of Rex. That, in some ways, heightened the sensations that were erupting from my body.
I guess I was also proud because I knew that Rex was enjoying what he was feeling too. He was groaning louder and louder as he continued to thrusting his red cock in and out of my willing body. His body was draped over me, but he was supporting himself better now. I knew how small I must've looked, covered by his massive body. But with each thrust I felt safer and safer.
I had no idea how close he was, until it finally happened. Rex's thrusts broke out of their steady rhythm. But he didn't slow down from fatigue. Instead, he was speeding up, thrusting harder and harder and faster and faster into me. I heard myself scream with pleasure and surprise as Rex cock slipped in and out of my body so fast that my skin felt hot. Only Rex's natural lubrication kept me from feeling pain.
Rex's muscles all over began to tense. In fact, they felt like rocks against me and any slack in his skin seemed to have dissipated. I felt his back arch as he threw his head back towards the ceiling. I couldn't see, but I heard his mouth open and I heard a loud...roar (for lack of a better word) rage from his mouth. I felt his slam home his cock, once more, as hard as he could, tipping me forward so that my forearms landed on the floor and my face crashed into them. My aching breasts pushed beautifully into the cold floor. My ass pushed up higher into Rex's body, as his last thrust went deeper. I felt his cock expand rapidly inside of me, pulsing beautiful and sending shivers throughout my body.
And then I felt it. The absolute essence of pleasure.
Hot alien sperm sprayed out of Rex's erect cock, bursting inside of me like a supernova. I began shivering all over and I felt my body coat instantly in goosebumps. The cum poured out of Rex's body at an incredible rate. I could feel it spray sharply, almost painfully on my insides. But there was just so much. I felt it filling me up...The pressure was unbearable and beautiful.
But something else was happening as well. I don't know if it was from the sensation of feeling giant globs of alien semen fill my insides or it was the feeling of Rex's penis slipping slowly out of my pussy as the pressure grew too great, but something pushed me over the edge. I could feel it growing out from deep inside of me. But it was unlike any orgasm I'd ever felt in my entire life.



It wasn't like my body was having a single orgasm. Instead, it felt like every spot on body where Rex's beautiful sperm or pre-cum was touching was having its own, individual orgasm. And as he pulled his cock out of me, I could feel his sperm splashing against my ass and my legs. His cock even jerks up once tapping my clit deliciously and sending sperm splashing up against my stomach, against my breasts, and even against my chin. And each atom that this cum touched spread the contagion. Soon, it felt like every atom in my body was cumming at the same time. And the individuals pieces of me came together, and the pleasure was more intense than it could ever have been on its own. The sheer volume of sensation I was feeling...it was like I existed for an eternity in that moment; like life was nothing but beauty and it lasted forever.
I don't know how long I was completely outside of my mind. When, slowly, my body began to return to me, I felt simultaneous exhausted and energized in a way I'd never felt before. It was like I'd been...reborn. But slowly, I became aware of my surrounding. I realized that I was on my back on the floor. My entire body was coated in bluish-white alien sperm and my hair was sticky with it. I could still feel some of it dripping out of my stretched, and satisfied, pussy. I was a little surprised to find that Rex was now standing with his rear legs straddling my head. His now half-soft penis was dangling down between them and I found that the tip was pressed between my lips. I was sucking the last of his sperm into me, tasting the tingling beauty of it as it slipped down my throat. I could feel it coating the inside of my mouth and my stomach felt full. I wonder how much I'd drank. I wanted to suck all of the extra up off of the floor, but my stomach ached, so unbearably and wonderfully full.
I let Rex's cock pop out of my mouth. I saw it slowly retract back into Rex's sheath. Then, freed from my lips, I watched as Rex carefully stepped over me (and easily avoided crushing me) and then turned and looked at me. He had the familiar shine in his eyes. He looked very tired, a little haggard, but far more energetic than he had when I'd first arrived. It almost looked like he was smiling down at me.
"Hey Rex," I said, my voice a horse croak, "You feeling better?"
Rex cooed in a way that made it certain that he did. I smiled and sat up slowly, feeling the slick sensation of his cum on my body. I noticed that he sat down directly in front of the door, just as he had at the personal supply depot when I'd first met him. I rubbed his beautiful legs with my hand.
"Don't worry," I said soothingly, "You don't have to block the door. I'm not going anywhere this time."
* * * * *
"Read it again, you have got to be looking at the wrong form," I heard Hilaria's voice through the door to the bridge. I was walking by in the hallway. The first mate, along with the captain, had only been awakened a few hours before. They were going over the diagnostics before the final approach to Earth. I paused to listen.
"I read it four times," Tara replied, the resigned incredulity in her voice contrasting sharply with Hilaria's evident anger, "It says what it says."
"But she is absolutely incompetent!" HIlaria responded. I felt my stomach knot. That was my cue. There was no way they were talking about anyone else. I turned and walked into the bridge, taking a deep breath as I did so, nervous.
As soon as I walked through the door, I lifted my hand quickly and shielded my eyes. I had nearly forgotten, we were well within the orbit of Saturn now, slowing rapidly as we approached Earth. The sun, while smaller than it would appear on Earth, was still exceptionally bright and the beams splashed harshly across my eyes. I felt my stomach knot tighter.
But this second reaction was not from whatever conversation Hilaria and Tara were having. Instead it was another reminder that I was very nearly home. We were only a day's journey from Earth, or at least the CTA facility orbiting Earth. That meant that I was in the waning hours of my career. And it was all hitting me at once.
The previous two weeks were like a wonderful blur in my memory. Rex and I instantly fell back into our rhythm together. If anything, it was even better than before. He followed me around and slept in my bed, just like before. And he kept me appropriately focused on my tasks, like he had before. I'd never imagined that work could be so easy. But beyond that, I was now taking care of him as well. I kept him moving at all times. Even better, no one was around (we never saw Dr. Alton) and so, anytime Rex felt the need to mount me, I was more than happy to oblige. I figured that he needed the exercise and whatever incentive I could give him would be well-worth the effort. Besides, it was a lot of fun for me as well. We figured out a number of positions and...moves that seemed to work for us. It was like a wonderful honeymoon. I'd never imagined that sex could feel so perfect. I didn't realize I could be with someone so perfect for me. I'd felt the connection between us deepening every single day.
But as a result of the fact that I had allowed myself to be completely immersed in my relationship with Rex, I'd completely ignored the future. I'd lived entirely within the moment. It was wonderful...the most magical two weeks of my life. But it meant that I had completely put off any thoughts about the coming reckoning. What was going to happen with my job? More importantly, what was going to happen with Rex? Those concerns were hitting me full force now and I still hadn't come to terms with either of them. I could barely even stand to think about Rex. As soon as I had awakened Hilaria and Tara I'd realized that there as a good chance I was never going to see him again. The pain of that thought contrasted incredibly sharply with the pleasure and the joy I'd felt the last few days. I felt ill-equipped to handle the situation.
Concerns about the future of my career seemed almost easy by comparison. But now I'd walked passed both of my superiors, apparently discussing my incompetence. It realized that we were now close enough to Earth for messages to reach us relatively quickly. Maybe I was already fired. Hilaria and Tara looked at me as I walked into the room.
"Oh good," Tara said, "I was coming to look for you." Hilara was shaking her head as she looked at me. I heard a slight noise and turned to the side. I saw that Dr. Alton was sitting in a chair by the window, looking out dreamily and smiling. I hadn't even realized she was there. If I was going to be dressed down, it was unlikely they'd let her stay. But I couldn't really tell what was going on, I couldn't read the room.
"What is it?" I asked.
"I'm not going to beat around the bush," the captain stated and I felt my knees grow weak. I knew I was leaving, but still didn't relish being fired, "We just got our orders from CTA headquarters. Here are your retention documents. You've been promoted to a first mate. You'll be staying on the CTA Marie. I will not be. Neither will Tara. We received new assignments and will be going to a newer ship. You will remain on the ship once we dock to ensure that the new crew on-loads properly. Captain Mitchell is extremely competent and very experienced. I've never heard of the other crew member before," She spoke in her normal, clipped professional tone but she looked at me dazed, like she couldn't believe it. My mouth dropped open. A promotion?
"I'm...bad at this," I said, too shocked to do anything but tell the truth. Hilaria snorted and then nodded earnestly.
"You were," Dr. Alton said. All heads turned and looked at her. I stared at her, brows knitted. But she was still looking out the window, like she'd never said a word.
"What?" I asked.
"You had some of the lowest diagnostic scores I've ever seen on the first leg of the trip," Tara conceded, "But you showed the greatest improvement in the history of the company. By every measure that the ship's operating system tracks, you went from being in the bottom 2% to the top 25%. At certain portions of the trip, including the last two weeks, you were operating at an efficiency level that rivaled mine." I could barely understand what she was saying.
"Am I...good at this?" I asked.
"The computer says you are," the captain said shrugging, as though she didn't believe it was right.
"Well computers don't know everything," Hilaria said, disgustedly. She looked me over once again and shook her head, "at least I am not going to be on this ship the next time." And with that she turned and walked out of the room. Tara looked at me uncomfortably and then shrugged again.
"I can't say I knew you'd do it...But I am glad you did. If nothing else, it makes me look good," Tara said and then followed Hilaria out.
"Congratulations," Dr. Alton said, when we were alone. "Are you going to re-up?" I hadn't even really had time to think about it. I'd been expected to get drummed out of the company. Still, I was far too shocked to hide anything.
"I don't know if it will be a good idea. I mean, I am not really that good. I mean, I guess I got good results. The computer was functioning properly. But it wasn't me. I mean I did it, but I didn't do it alone," I explained. Dr. Alton laughed loudly.
"I'm sure..." she responded.
"I mean Rex, he helped keep me...loose so that I could do what I needed to do," I explained. And I realized it was true. I mean the feeling I'd had before, that I worked better when Rex was around...the computer had confirmed it. But Dr. Alton was going to take Rex when we returned to Earth. If I went to space again, it would just be the same old problems. My stomach knotted again as I remembered he'd be leaving me soon. I needed to get away, to say goodbye...
"Well he wasn't pushing levers or pressing buttons. I don't know how he could've helped," Dr. Alton said, raising her eyebrows. I wondered what she was hinting at
"No...but..." I trailed off, not sure of how to respond without outing myself. But Now Dr. Alton smiled broadly, laughing again.
"Dear, I was born at night, but it wasn't last night," Dr. Alton said, sitting down in the captain's chair, "This is a quiet ship. Sounds echo." She said. I felt my cheeks grow red and hot. I guess I shouldn't have been surprised. Thankfully, she didn't follow up the statement.
"I..." I began, but didn't even know what to say. I felt a lump in my throat.
"You know," Dr. Alton said quickly, "We have just got back in contact with Earth. I haven't been able to speak with anyone yet. The Captain has been dominating the communications devices. No one knows that I have the Aranea Cuculus on board. I'm not even supposed to bring one in." Every word she spoke was dripping with meaning. I instantly grasped what she was implying.
"You don't need to take him?" I asked, desperately excited. A ray of hope sudden loosened my knotted guts and I felt a weight I didn't even know I was bearing lift slightly. Dr. Alton shook her head.
"No. As a matter of fact, it might be easier for me to just leave him here," she responded.
"Is that...illegal or improper or something?" I said nervously. Dr. Alton rose from the chair and shrugged nonchalantly.
"Maritime law applies in space. There aren't a lot of rules. And we all have our secrets Luna," she said, winking, "If you're discreet, no one is going to care. It's space. People do what they have to do to survive." And I thought about everything that Tara and Hilaria had told me before...when I first walked in on the doctor. I knew it was true. I felt a wave of euphoria wash over me. Rex and I would be on another mission together. I'd volunteer to stay awake...I'd be able to spend my days with him... I'd be able to stay in space. Everything had fallen into place...
I was so excited by the prospect that I hadn't even noticed that Dr. Alton had risen from her chair and had made her way towards the exit to the bridge. But, as she stopped in the doorway, she cleared her throat and I turned to look at her.
"Oh, by the way," she said, "I guess I should give you a little warning about the Aranea Cuculus, or the Cuckoo Spider." Spider? I thought to myself. Rex certainly didn't look like a spider...
"Are you familiar with Cuckoos, Luna? The birds on Earth?" She asked but didn't wait for a reply, "Many species are brood parasites. The female leaves her eggs in the nest of another bird, allowing the new bird to hatch her young. The Cuckoo Spider alien (though it is not, really, a spider) works in the same manner. The female looks a bit like a spider. It will inject its eggs into the womb of another creature, usually a warm-blooded alien. I think I might've seen one in the compound on the refueling moon," She looked at me in a way that implied she'd seen more.
"There are lots of eggs, so many and so small that she essentially injects liquid. The mother is a brute and sometimes will kill the host and eat her before fertilization occurs. The male of the species looks considerably different. He will protect the host and, eventually, fertilize the eggs (which can remain unfertilized in the hosts body for months). Once fertilization occurs, gestation begins and birth occurs within one year." At first, I could barely follow what Dr. Alton was saying. Then I thought back...the spider on the moon...Rex...eggs? My hand jumped instantly to my stomach.
"I..." I began again, not sure what to think.
"The birth causes no harm to the host. In fact, the alien creatures born will consider her their mother. They require nurturing. They will follow her commands and the commands of the father."
"Creatures?" I asked, my mind reeling.
"Oh yes," Dr. Alton said, "A brood is usually between four and six creatures, usually twice as many males to females." Without waiting for questions, Dr. Alton turned and walked out of the room. I stood at the bridge with my hand on my stomach. My adventure was certainly not ending. In fact they had just gotten significantly weirder. Whatever happened next, I would no longer be in control and it would be scary. And for some, odd reason that I couldn't explain, I was happy about it. Maybe because I wouldn't be doing it alone. I smiled and walked from the bridge, searching out Rex to tell him the good news.
The End
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"Here is your drink," the waitress in the tight fitting black cocktail dress said, thrusting a martini glass with a napkin sweated to the bottom towards my face. I looked up at the glass, confused. The wide brim of the crystal narrowed down gracefully to the elegant stem that was balanced between the waitress' fingers. The liquid was clear and there were three swollen green, pimento-stuffed olives speared with a single toothpick resting at the bottom. A sophisticated drink, certainly not something that I would ever order. I'd feel absurd. Pretentious. I shook my head at the waitress.
"I'm sorry there's..." As I spoke, my embarrassment at the mistake prevented me from looking the waitress in the eye, I looked beyond her and noticed, sitting at the bar a few seats down, an overweight man who seemed to be looking in my general direction. Ah. Now it made sense.
"I mean," I said, "you can tell the gentleman that I am not interested. I am here with my boyfriend." As I spoke, I looked around briefly for Erik. I didn't see him. But the waitress was shaking her head.
"No one bought you a drink. You ordered it from me. You owe me $12.00. Want to start a tab?" I felt intensely embarrassed by my mistake. I berated myself. Of course Joan, that decent-looking guy at the bar was looking at you...because? Seriously, when was the last time that'd happened? College? Ever? What a ridiculous conclusion to jump to. But I couldn't wallow in my embarrassment, the waitress was still there and I was feeling more confused than ever.
"I never ordered anything, my boyfriend went to get me something. Not a martini," I said, I turned again, looking for Erik and again not seeing him. I hadn't even wanted to go out tonight. He'd forced me here to the "nicest bar in town" and now he'd disappeared.
I mean not that there was any mystery about that. Erik, I guess, thought I was stupid as well as boring and unattractive. The last time we'd gone to a bar, he'd left me alone for half an hour. At one point he'd actually walked right next me with his arm gingerly around the waist of an annoyed-looking waitress. He didn't even notice I was there. Or pretended not to. A couple of weeks later he'd taken me to nightclub in the city. He'd disappeared again. This time I found him dancing with some woman in a short skirt I'd never seen before. When I asked him about it, he nonchalantly told me he'd run into his college girlfriend. He always refused to dance with me...
You know, it was one thing, during the first year of our relationship, when I'd sometimes find lipstick on his collar or smell another woman on his...body. At least then he'd had the decency to pretend to be ashamed about it. And I could lie to myself and say that there must be some sort of explanation for it. I didn't know what this new need to have me here, so that he could do it right in front of me, was all about. Brazen and infinitely more hurtful. Maybe it was just to prove to both of us that I wouldn't say anything about it. Show us both that I was way too far past the point of standing up to him. He wanted to let me know my place. I guess it worked.
I had no more interest in thinking about this stuff now than I did at any other time. I looked back at the waitress. "I told him to get me a rum and coke. Did he tell you the wrong thing?" I asked over the loud, but tasteful, music. The waitress set the glass down in front of me and shrugged her shoulders.
"Listen, my shift is over. I am not in the mood for these games. No man ordered this. I don't know if it makes you feel better to pretend like guys are buying you drinks or something. I am sorry if I ruined that, I really am. So just leave the cash on the bar when you're done. I won't expect a tip," she said, exasperated. I felt my cheeks getting red. Christ, I wasn't that pathetic. Or at least...not so obviously pathetic. I couldn't let that stand.
"But..." I started.
"Miss, I took the order directly from you five minutes ago on the other side of the bar. Directly from your lips," she said.
"I've haven't moved in twenty minutes. You could ask the bartender," I said, now feeling deeply confused. She said I was playing games, but what was her angle? I didn't think this was funny. I looked to my right but the bartender was on the opposite side of the bar, talking to a customer.
By the time I turned back, the waitress was already walking away. As I moved, I could see why Erik was so gung ho to come here. The dress was impossibly short and the cute waitress' hips ticked left and right, her firm body moving beautifully. But just as that thought made me feel embarrassed...and anxious about Erik's location, the waitress turned. Her brow was furrowed and she leaned back towards me. She was ten feet away and it was hard to hear her over the din, but I could read her lips.
"Did you change your dress?" she asked. But she didn't bother to wait for a response. She shrugged and rolled her eyes and then walked away. For a few moments, I sat staring at her walking away, trying to figure out...what the hell had just happened. I turned back to the bar and looked down at the martini glass sitting in front of me. A strong Christmas-tree smell rose up from the liquid and it made my eyes water a little. Well...I was on the hook to pay for it, I thought, and lifted it to my lips. Intense...but not bad.
As I sipped at the alien-tasting drink, I thought about what the waitress had said. All of it. I guess I probably wouldn't have dwelled on it...but it had been happening a lot lately. This weird situation where, for some reason, people thought they'd already seen me. Or that I'd done something I hadn't done. Just a week earlier, I'd gone into the gas station on the corner near my house. I'd given the clerk $10 so I could top off the gas in my car.
He took it and said, "Why didn't you just do this ten minutes ago?" I'd been completely confused.
"Why, was there some sort of deal that ended ten minutes ago?" I'd asked. Now he gave me a confused look, as he put the bill in the register.
"No," he'd said, "you were in here ten minutes ago and bought a coke. I split a twenty for you and gave you this ten. Why didn't you just fill up your car then? And why'd you change your clothes?" I told him I had no idea what he was talking about and went and filled my car. There had been other incidents like that over the last year or so. Two or three that I could remember. A new mailman asking me if I moved to stay on his route, a woman at the grocery store apologizing to me "again" for her dog making a mess outside my apartment door, and other stuff as well.
Each event had seemed so strange... so surreal. I had been too off-put by the abrupt familiarity these people showed me to fully question them or to clarify that I didn't understand what they were talking about. Then the events would fade into my memory as life move on by. It was only the fact that the waitress had asked the same question as the gas station attendant, about my clothes, that had brought them all to mind.
I took another sip of the martini and wondered what it could mean. For half a second I smiled to myself, thinking about a fantasy I used to have when I was a small child: that I was really a princess and that my family was not my "real" family but had adopted me to save me from an evil witch. Maybe Princess Joan had a twin sister as well, to complete the fantasy. After a moment, that idea gave way to a more sobering realization. I was so incredibly bland looking that I could easily be confused with someone, anyone else. I was like
I mean I knew that my looks were boring. Not necessarily ugly. But...boring. I was average height (5'4), average weight (135 pounds), and average build (slight hourglass shaped with slim legs, wide-ish hips, slightly narrower waist, b-cup breasts). My hair was medium length, a sort of mousy brown color and straight with sort of messy-looking bangs. I had thinnish-lips, a narrow but too-long nose, and wide brown eyes. Like I said...I wasn't ugly. I just...didn't stand out. So people always thought I was someone else.
That thought was particularly demoralizing and I slumped down in my bar stool. I felt, again, that the idea of me drinking a martini felt affected and pompous and I pushed it away, out of sight. God, I just wished that there weren't all these people around me...people ignoring me. It was better to be alone at home. At least then, there wasn't any expectation of something different.
"I don't want to be here anymore," I said to myself. I pushed the chair back from the bar and stepped away. Erik had driven me, so I needed to find him. I knew that he wouldn't be happy to leave, we'd only been there half an hour. But I figured if I told him I was sick, he'd grudgingly take me home. He'd have some idea in mind for how I could make it up to him. But I didn't care, I needed to go. I'd put up with whatever silly idea he had in mind when the time came.
I walked around the bar for five minutes looking for Erik. I eyed the waitresses, knowing that he would be drawn to their skimpy uniforms. But everywhere I looked, I just saw happy people huddled together in small groups, laughing and talking. I overheard snippets of pleasant conversations and whispered flirtation. I was overcome by a wave of envy, a feeling that I'd been having a harder time controlling lately. The more happy people I encountered, the more I felt my heart beating in my ears. I felt like I couldn't catch my breath. It was anxiety was rising rapidly and I felt my stomach churning. God I hated all of this...
"No, not here!" I hissed quietly to myself, willing myself not to reacted. I scanned the room again, but not looking for Erik now. I saw a small hallway in one corner leading back to the bathrooms. There was a red exit sign posted on the wall near it. I moved quickly towards it, keeping focused on the exit sign and ignoring the people around me.
A few seconds later, I was out the door. I stepped into an alley that ran between the bar and the Rite Aid next door. It was narrow and poorly lit, a little ominous. But it was also secluded and quiet and I felt my heart rate drop immediately. I took a deep breath and let it out, watching the steam rise from my lips in the cold night air. It reminded me that I had a pack of cigarettes in my purse. I didn't smoke regularly anymore, but sometimes I just...
I was rooting through my purse, looking for my old lighter or my matchbook when I heard it. I faint whisper. I heard a muffled laugh as well. I looked around the alley, trying to figure out who was there. Maybe I could bum a light... I saw that there was a large green dumpster just a few yards to my right. I could now almost make out voices. I moved in that general direction.
I wasn't even able to see anyone when I felt my blood run cold. As I drew closer, I heard two voices. One was the light, throaty voice of a woman. The other was more familiar. Erik. For half a second I paused. I knew, generally, what I was going to see on the other side of that dumpster. The anxiety came flooding back to me. But, strangely, it wasn't because of what I would see. I mean I'd been forced to picture that kind of thing for the last few months. I was used to it, I guess. No, what I was afraid of was what I would do. Or, more accurately, what I wouldn't do. But my feet started moving again, I turned the corner.
Erik was standing with his back against the bar. His neck was bent and his face was turned down I could see his face buried in a woman's hair, his lips near her ear. He was whispering something to her and she was laughing. Her body was pressed up tightly against his, her breasts against his stomach and her hips, slightly to the side, pressed against his. My eyes instantly few to the woman's arm. It was pressed against Erik's body. I saw that his belt was undone. Her arm was buried in his pants up to the elbow. I could see the waistband of his boxer shorts cuffing her forearm. I vaguely noticed that she was smiling.
At that moment, I felt so unbearably tired. I felt my shoulders slump and my head droop. I didn't want to do anything now. I just wished I could now un-see what I was seeing. I couldn't even tell what I felt anymore. Maybe I was feeling everything and it just sort of overloaded, leaving me blank. In that sort of robotic state, I decided to just get this over with.
"Uh, Erik," I said. Softly. His body jerked and his eyes shot up. The woman's hand instantly slipped out of his pants and she turned down the alley, looking away from me.
"Joanie...uh... I can..." Erik said, almost panicky. I guess he didn't mind me knowing, but didn't like getting snuck up on. He started tucking his shirt into his pants, accidentally putting the tails into his boxer shorts. I was too tired for this scene. I decided to capitulate right away and save myself the time.
"I am going home," I said, "you don't have to leave. I am taking a cab." I pretended like I didn't see anything. My words hung in the air a minute. Erik looked at me, confused, then at the woman, then back at me. He gaped like a fish. But I didn't say anything else. I couldn't.
"Oh...okay," he said, "get back safe."
"I will," I said, turning up the other direction in the alley.
"I... uh, love you Joanie," he said.
"Love you too," I said, and kept walking. I knew that only one of us was telling the truth. That was probably the worst part.
When I was passed the dumpster I could hear them talking again. I could hear her laughing. Maybe she thought I was stupid too. Maybe she thought I hadn't seen. Maybe she thought that I allowed open relationships. And that really wasn't it. I mean, I didn't condone what Erik was doing. The thought that he was doing this...to me...it was unbearably hurtful. Or would be, if I allowed myself to really think about it. It was just...what was I supposed to do here? Feel vindication that I caught him. I mean we'd both known for months that it was happening and that we both knew about it. I hadn't been trying to prove anything, the proof was there. I had accepted it. Just like I accepted that Erik didn't brush his teeth on the weekends and didn't ever flush, even when he shit. He was not a good guy, but I already knew that. Why get all bent out of shape and act shocked?
What's more, what would be the good in making a scene and breaking up with him? My choices at this point were to be alone for the rest of my life or find another guy just like him. What good was effort? This was the path of least resistance. I'd been walking that path a long time. It didn't make any sense to pretend I didn't know where it was leading.
The only thing I felt now was a mild relief. I had an idea that maybe he'd knew that I'd never fight him on this and he could stop rubbing it in my face. I would keep doing his laundry, I'd keep waking him up for work. I'd demonstrate that I no longer had dignity and he would allow me the illusion that I did. It would be a small victory. But I'd take it.
I reached the front of the bar and saw that there was an in-service taxi idling right in front of me. Well, it looked like my luck was already changing. The bar sat on a narrow, one way street. As a result, I didn't need to cross traffic to get in on the rear, driver's side door. I simply opened the door and sat down.
"712 Maple Boulevard," I said to the driver. At the same instant, the door on the rear passenger side opened.
And I stepped in and sat down next to me.
* * * * *
"1818 Ludlow Street," the person in the taxi next to me said. She was...me, but she didn't sound like me. Her voice was huskier and more delicate. She sort of shook her hair out of her eyes as she adjusted herself on the seat, bouncing once and then sinking back in the chair. She crossed her arms in front of her breasts, a serene smile spreading across her face. The whole time, I stared at her numbly. It didn't make any sense. I couldn't be seeing this. I'd suffered some kind of psychotic break. This was some sort of bizarre anxiety attack. Some girl had gotten in the car with me and I was imagining that she was me. A happier...somehow prettier me. Except...
"Her eyes are wrong. They're green," I said quietly, robotically. The girl in the seat next to me jumped slightly then turned and looked at me. As soon as her eyes fell across me, she jolted slightly, her eyes bulged, and her mouth dropped open. The corners of her mouth (my mouth?) ticked up slightly.
"Joan?" she asked with her voice, again, sounding strange coming out of my mouth.
"Me?" I asked, not sure if I was referring to myself or to her...or if there was a difference in those two things. My mind felt foggy. I put my hand on my head, trying to steady myself. What the hell kind of delusion was this?
"Oh my god Joan!" the me next to me said warmly. She reached across the distance between us, wrapping her arms around my neck. I could feel the heat of her body, the softness of her flesh against me. She was real. She smelled like vanilla and cinnamon. Not like me at all. She squeezed me tightly. Like we were family.
"You ladies splitting? You're only eight blocks apart," the cabbie said in the front seat. I turned as best I could with the girl's arm around my neck and looked up at the dash. I saw the driver's eyes reflected in the rearview mirror.
"Sir..." I stumbled, "does this woman look like me?" I asked. The man laughed with his eyes. I kept staring at him through the mirror and he then fell silent for a moment.
"You serious?" he asked. The girl hugging me released my neck and I could hear her laughing gently.
"Yes," I said, not looking at her now. I saw the man's eyes shift slightly to look at her and then back to me.
"Twins?" he asked, "I don't get the game ma'am. I want to get the cab back here for another fare soon. You and your sister sharing the cab? There is a surcharge is why I ask."
"Oh my god Joanie!" the girl said, "don't you recognize me?" She laughed again. She knew my name? I slowly turned back and looked at her. Nothing had changed. She still looked remarkably like me. Only the very slightest differences...
"Of course I recognize you. You're me!" I said and the girl peeled with laughter.
"Oh my god! That is so good!" she laughed, slapping my arm familiarly and laughing harder. "Yeah, drive us together," she said. The cabbie shook his head, bemused, and started up the car. For a moment, I just sat silently, gaping at her. She was smiling and laughing, looking back at me as though this whole thing was a pleasant surprise.
As I looked at her I began to notice that, despite my initial reaction, there actually were differences between us. Most were pretty subtle. Her chin was slightly squarer than mine (which was particularly pointed), her eyes were wider set, her lips were thicker, she was probably an inch taller than me, her teeth were straighter, and other things like that. But the most obvious difference were the color of ours eyes. I don't know how I didn't notice it at first, but she had sparkling green eyes that made my pale brown eyes look dingy by comparison. After an initial glance, it was clear we looked different. Just...not much different. It was still completely unnerving.
"You're the person who ordered the Martini," I said finally a couple of blocks staring at her later. I was thinking of the other strange people recognizing me as well, "Who are you?" She laughed again, good-naturedly.
"I guess I do look a little different than I did the last time you saw me," she hinted.
"We've met?" I asked. I was too disoriented to feel ashamed that I didn't recognize someone who obviously knew who I was. "I've never met anyone who looks so much like me...only prettier," I said.
And that was the truth. After staring at her for a while I realized it was like looking at me without my flaws. She was pretty where I was plain. Or maybe that was understating the effect. It was more than that. I felt like there was less of me in the cab that there was of her. She was glowing and vibrant, there was this aura around her. The fact that she looked so similar to me just highlighted how dreary and colorless I was by comparison. It was like she was who I could be in a better world.



"Oh come on...prettier," she blushed as she said it, "But I should look like you. That's the idea."
"The idea?" I asked.
"You really have no idea who I am," the girl said, smiling more broadly. It wasn't a question, but she sounded a little mystified.
"I'm really sorry...I don't..." I said.
"I will give you a hint...boss" as she said the last word, she raised her eyebrows significantly. Boss? I didn't have any employees. The only time I'd ever been in "management" was when I worked at a department store during the summer in college. But I'd only had two subordinates, a doofus high school football player and...
"Kara?" I asked, my mouth dropping open. The girl's eyes brightened.
"Oh my god you remember!" she said, and she wrapped her arms around me again, bouncing excitedly in her seat. Kara had been hired halfway through my sophomore summer to stock shelves. She was a rising high school junior. She was a scrawny wisp of a thing who'd been unable to lift most boxes. More than that, she was also painfully shy and awkward. She never spoke other than to mumble and would never initiate a conversation. More than once I'd had to fish her out of a bathroom or broom closet, drying her tears and getting her to work. It had been a difficult summer for her. For a lot of reasons. Now she was completely different, it seemed. It wasn't just the way she looked (I remembered her with light red hair, knobby knees, crooked teeth), but her whole attitude seemed different. I shook my head in disbelief. I hadn't thought of her in a long time and I'd never pictured her like this. I was always afraid that something terrible had happened to her.
"I can't believe it's you...you're so...different"
She nodded, "Thank god right? Can you imagine if you had to stay the person you were in high school forever? I got out of this town for a while. I grew up. Mentally more than physically...but physically too," she said, sort of sweeping her hand down over her body.
"What are the odds that you'd look so much like..." I began, not certain how to finish what I was saying. I felt crazy.
"Like you?" she asked and then she laughed. I felt my cheeks grow red. I was being vain. She was too pretty and too bright, she didn't look that much like me. "I bet the odds are better than you think!"
"What do you mean?" I asked, knitting my brow. She slapped my arm again.
"Joanie, you can't really think this happened by accident! I was trying to look like you. This," she said, pointing to her face and then her body, "Was planned out. I am so excited that I saw you and I that I did it! I mean if you think I look like you... I must've really done it," she said. Now I was more confused than ever. But I didn't have time to work through it in my mind.
"1818 Ludlow," the cabbie said, pulling to a stop. I looked out the window and saw a three-story apartment building to my left.
"Oh come on up Joanie!" Kara said, "We have so much to talk about." I didn't speak. But I had so many questions. I felt dazed, ready to follow directions. I followed her out of the car.
* * * * *
Five minutes later we were sitting in her apartment kitchen, and I was sipping a cup of coffee while she brewed herself one as well. Her apartment was nicer than mine. Larger, with better furniture, despite the fact that it looked like she lived alone. But I didn't have time to feel jealous (much). Now that I was out of the cab and under the bright, incandescent kitchen lights, the situation seemed even stranger. She had tried to make herself look like me...we'd known each other for a couple of months six years earlier. It was...strange. Even creepy. Now I wondered what I was doing here, trying to think of a way out. But I was still curious, I guess. The fact that it was so strange made it more intriguing.
Kara got her drink and sat down across from me at her table. She smiled at me and took a sip. But I think she sensed my unease and after a moment, I saw her eyebrows furrow. She reached across the table, innocently I was sure, to touch my hand. But I was tense, I flinched.
"Oh my god, I am freaking you out, right?" she said, calmly withdrawing her hand.
"No...No!" I said, automatically. She shook her head.
"You don't need to lie. I swear that I am not like...stalking you or anything. I am not following you. I didn't like...plan to jump into that cab with you. It was a total coincidence," She said. It should've been fishy that she denied the feelings I had but hadn't expressed so fiercely. But I remembered how surprised she'd been when she'd gotten into the cab and she was so earnest now. I don't know...I believed her.
"I know," I said, though I really didn't know anything. It just felt like the right thing to say.
"I honestly didn't ever expect to see you again. I never expected to come back to this town. I got transferred at work," she said earnestly, "But I am glad to see you." She settled down more comfortably in her chair and I sipped my coffee again.
"It's good to see you too, Kara," I said, looking at her again, my eyes running over features so similar to mine. I saw Kara blush and look away.
"Is it? I recognize that this," she pointed to her face again, "might be unsettling for you," I shrugged my shoulders. As the discomfort began to subside, the curiosity remained. It was good to know...or at least to believe that she wasn't some sort of homicidal maniac who wanted to wear my skin. But if that wasn't the reason...
"Why...if you don't mind me asking? I mean...you realize it is...a little weird and you say you weren't doing it to like...for my sake. So why?" Kara was nodding her head as I asked the question. As I finished speaking, she smiled broadly.
"Isn't it obvious?" she asked, spreading her arms as though all the cards were on the table. I gaped at her.
"Honestly," I said, "No. I can't imagine why you'd do anything to look more like me. Especially considering I was only your boss for part of a summer"
"Joan, do you remember what that summer was like? Do you remember how terrible it was, for me?" she asked. As she spoke, her energy dropped and her eyes slowly cast down. She sounded softer now. I felt a flash of recognition. Suddenly, this alien woman who'd burst into my cab became familiar. She sounded like the Kara I'd known all those years ago. For the first time, I really saw Kara when I looked at the person across the table.
"Yes," I said somberly. I was now about to think back to that different Kara, slinking through the hallways in the department store, avoiding eye contact with everyone. I remembered how terrified she was, any time a customer spoke to her. I remember her stone-faced father picking her up after every shift, never looking at her or speaking to her, a rage seemingly just below his surface.
"I mean I had never been popular. From the time I started school, I was an outcast. I can count the friends I had in those years...on one finger. And then that year, the spring before I went to work for you, I decided that pretending I was something I wasn't couldn't be worth it. I mean what had it gotten me right? And I stopped living as the person my parents told me I was, and I started being myself, being Kara," Kara swallowed deeply as she spoke, her eyes looking slightly glassy.
"And it was somehow so much worse," She gasped a little when she said it, "When I told my parents that I was a woman...they hated me for it. My classmates had a whole new way of tormenting me. Even at work...all the other summer help went to my school. They knew what I used to be. They knew I was trans. They called me my old name. They called me other names. It was horrible."
"I remember," I said. And I could. I could never believe how much abuse the other students could heap on this scared, struggling girl. I didn't think that young people said things like that anymore. I'd been so shocked. And I was flooded again, with the old compassion I'd always felt for Kara. And the admiration too. She'd been so unbelievably brave. I felt the distance of years slipping away between us now. I knew who she was, even if I didn't know why she looked like me.
"But there was one thing that wasn't horrible," she said, looking up with slightly reddened eyes. She smiled wanly at me, "You, Joanie." I shook my head. If anything, my confusion grew deeper.
"I didn't do anything," I said, honestly, "I mean if I saw that asshole Chad hassling you, I'd tell him to get back to work...but that was my job."
"Well you chased all of them off. I mean, you let me have my space," Kara explained, "But it was so much more than that. You were the first person I ever met who heard that my name was Kara and just...called me that. You even got my name tag to have my name. Hell, you didn't flinch when I put 'female' on my application even though my learner's permit said something different."
"I wasn't doing anything though," I said, feeling embarrassed. I didn't want to be canonized in this girl's mind for basic decency, "I was just doing what everyone should've been doing anyway. It was easy for me. You were the one who carried all the weight."
"But that's what I mean!" Kara said, excitedly, "You didn't see yourself as doing anything. You weren't taking pity on me. You weren't condescending or trying to pose like you were open-minded or something. You were just decent. You just saw me as another woman. And a woman who needed...support and you gave it. Simple as that," she explained.
"I think that just reflects how awful those other people were," I said, thinking about the high school students, and some of the other managers, at the department store, "It still means I don't understand what this," I said, pointing to her body, "is about." Left unstated was my true question: what could she possibly see in me that I definitely didn't see in myself.
"Okay, think about it this way," Kara said, "You knew from the time you were a little girl that someday you were going to grow into a woman. Everyone had always told you that. You'd had time to figure out what it meant to be a woman. You made mistakes and you learned from them. You took characteristics that you thought were important for a woman from other women, say your mother or your grandmother or...I don't know, Oprah or something," she laughed when she said that but didn't loosen her intensity. In fact, she seemed almost excited to be telling me and she leaned in towards me at the table. I felt no need to recoil now. Recounting old times had allowed me to feel closer, more comfortable with Kara in a way that was hard to explain. What's more, I was hanging on her every word.
"The point is that you gained your knowledge and you took on your traits a little bit at a time until, eventually, you weren't a little girl anymore. You were a woman. I," she said, pointing to her chest, "Didn't have that experience. Everyone told me from the time that I knew I was a little girl that I was a little boy who was going to grow into a man. And it just...it made me so confused because I knew it wasn't true. But I tried, because I wanted to do what I was supposed to do. So I learned what men did and I made mistakes and didn't learn from them. And I looked to men but I couldn't understand the way they thought so I couldn't model myself after them," there was pain in Kara's voice as she said these last words. But she didn't speak as though she wished she'd learned better what it was to be a man, it sounded like she was regretting wasted years.
"And when I was 15 years old, I decided that I was done trying to learn to be something I wasn't. I actually remember when it happened. My mom had bought an outfit for our dog for Halloween. A costume with triangular ears and a fake, upturned tail to make the dog look like a cat. And the whole family laughed about how silly the dog looked and talked about how to try to make him purr. And I realized that I was the family dog too. They kept cramming these ears down on me and telling me to purr, but it didn't make sense. And I decided that I would be the woman I knew I would be.
"But I was going to be a woman in three years. I went from being a miserable, confused boy to a certain, but still confused girl instantly and had no time to figure it out. I didn't have time to make mistakes and learn from them. And I didn't have any women in my life to look up to. My mother...well I wouldn't have wanted to be like her even if she had reacted better to the fact that I am Kara," Kara looked off slightly into the distance as she said the last words, the regret obvious. But she had a full head of steam, and didn't pause long. I sat, rapt, listening to her spill out her heart to me.
"And then I went to work because my dad wouldn't pay an allowance to 'Kara' because he didn't have a daughter by that name. And I met you," Kara said, turning to look at me suddenly, her eyes crystalline with tears, "And you were young and a little in over your head at the job. But you were also pretty and sweet and kind. You were patient with me where no one else would be. You were intuitive about what I needed. You didn't pity me, but you tried to understand where I was coming from. You let me know when you understood and when you didn't. You were fair with your subordinates (even when you chewed them out for being mean to me) but also firm with the other members of management. Like...you didn't lord your little bit of power over us and you didn't grovel in front of the bosses. You were tough and soft at the same time."
"For me it was just..." Kara said, looking up at the ceiling like she was trying to grasp a more enormous idea than she could speak, "I knew the kind of woman that I wanted to be. I understood, really, for the first time what I was. What it meant to be a woman. And I knew it because, in a very short time, you'd showed it to me.
"And I am not trying to say that I followed you around and learned all your mannerisms or tried to parrot your thoughts. That really would be creepy. And I didn't know you that well," she laughed again, disarmingly, "I just...I thought, 'here is a person I admire. Wouldn't it be nice...be right if I was the kind of woman that other women admire?' and so anytime I took an action as a woman, I thought about that. Not necessarily 'what would Joan do?' Though lots of times I figured that was a similar question. But really, what would action would make me feel the most like a woman that other women would want to be. And once I started doing that...I quickly discovered who I really was.
"I don't know. I felt like I was no longer thinking about that kind of stuff. I was just doing it. I was just being the woman I wanted to be. You know? Like I'd gotten rid of all the hang ups and confusion that my parents had given me...well not all of them, but enough of them. I felt like when I made a decision, I was taking what I was supposed to be inside, and really using it. And then I came into some money (my grandma never followed through on my mother's threat to write me out of the will. I think they just figured she'd live longer), and I suddenly had the ability to make my outside look the way it was supposed to. Like the woman I was.
"And while I was getting these done," she pointed to her breasts, "I talked to the surgeon about making my face the way I wanted it. And he basically said that to know if he could help me, he had to know what I wanted to look like. I'd never thought I'd have the money to really do it right, so I'd avoided thinking about it. Like I'd just depress myself. But then I had this option, and the idea hit me all at once. I just remember smiling. Because I knew. I said, 'I needed to look like Joan.' I mean I always thought you were so pretty and I felt like we actually had similar coloring. When I showed the doctor your picture (you need to fix the privacy settings on your Facebook, by the way, you have everything public like you're an old person or something) he even said we had similar bone structure. It was perfect. Like I said, I never expected to see you again. But I thought...you know...I could show my gratitude to you...you'd help me form the person I was inside so I'd form my outside in your honor."
And with that, Kara's cheeks got extremely red. I think she realized that she had been talking nonstop for nearly ten minutes, growing faster and more excited with each word. Now she had clearly said something she'd imagined saying to me before in her mind and it looked like she suddenly realized how it sounded. She wondered if I would think she was crazy. I could see that reticence in her eyes. I needed to speak.
"I don't understand," I said. I saw Kara's face fall. I realized how that sounded. I lifted my hands in protest, "No, no, no!" I said briskly, "I mean it isn't like...I don't understand what you're saying. I really do. I mean...what you said was so beautiful and sweet. It really was. I mean I don't know if I've ever heard of anything like it, but that doesn't necessarily mean it's bad. It actually, sort of makes sense. Like if you had told me that story about someone else...I just would have thought it was touching...I just don't understand how you can be talking about me," I explained, struggling to put it into words. Kara tilted her head to the side.
"But I mean, I told you about it. About all the thing you..."
"No, I mean...I heard you. And...it's like I said before. I didn't really do anything but be minimally decent to you. And I mean whatever little things I did right back then...they just had to absolutely pale in comparison to...everything else." I ran my hands through my hair, feeling discomfort. I didn't like talking about these things. But I had a sneaking suspicion that this girl was living her life based on a lie. I couldn't let her do that. She had to understand that I wasn't what she obviously thought I was. I certainly wasn't someone's role model.
"Everything else?" she asked, now tilting her head to other side and staring at me closely. I sighed deeply. She'd been honest with me. I guess I owed her as much.
"Like all the things wrong with me!" I said sharply, surprised by the emotion I felt when I said it, "I mean, you say you tried to be the kind of person that I am. But you're prettier than I am. You're more successful than I am," I said, waving my hand around her beautiful apartment, "You are so much more together than I am. I mean, if you modelled yourself on me... you'd be going nowhere. You'd be a fuck up just like..."
"Oh my god, Joanie, tell me what is wrong," she said urgently. Now she reached for my hand grasping it quickly and leaning in. She asked as though I'd told her that I was sick or dying or something.
"What do you mean? I am just saying..."
"You're saying that something is terribly wrong with your life!" Kara shot back quickly.
"No, I am not complaining or something," I said, lifting my free hand and holding it up as though to ward off her concern, "There isn't anything wrong. I mean, I am just not who you think I am..."
"No," she said, silencing me. She was staring at me intently, "I might not have known you too well Joan, but I know that you didn't talk like this back then. I thought it was modesty at first. But you've been subtly putting yourself down ever since we ran into one another. What happened?" Kara's question slammed into my chest so hard it nearly knocked the wind out of me.
"Nothing," I croaked, but already my mind was running over it. I thought back to the events earlier in the night. Erik and the girl. The resignation I'd felt. Seeing myself, or at least my past self, through Kara's eyes I suddenly realized how alien my behavior seemed now. Who was that person who'd just...put up with that?
"It's okay," Kara said, looking at me intently, "tell me." I looked into her sparkling green eyes and saw the compassion there. I sighed deeply. What did I have to lose?



"I guess it is my boyfriend..." I started, knowing even as I said it that it wasn't everything. And suddenly it was pouring out. His actions that night in the alley. All of his infidelities. Worse, the fact that he flaunted them. His basic disrespect for me. The entire...fucked up basis of our entire relationship. My pathetic and disgusting meekness in the face of it. But as I spilled all of that awful bullshit onto Kara's kitchen table, I realized that Erik hadn't just happened. There was a time in my life that I wouldn't have put up with that stuff. I hadn't been born spineless. In a terrible sort of way, Kara had last seen me at the pitiful high point of my life (assistant manager and struggling college student...great) and it had all been downhill from there. I began chasing back through my other failures and shortcomings. I mean Erik wasn't the first to cheat on me. He was just the most brazen. But there was so much more. Lost jobs, lost money, poor decisions, my inadequacy in college and my failures there, my many unhealthy and broken relationships, romantic and otherwise. Everything. I laid out all of the crushing disappointments that I'd experienced in the last few years. All of things that had primed me for the humiliation I'd experienced early that night, everything that had worn me down to the point that I no longer even felt humiliated.
"How...how can someone else ever have gotten anything out of me? I'm sorry...I am just...I'm not what you think that I am," I said. By the time that I finished, my voice was choked and my eyes burned with tears. I felt like I'd pulled my guts out of my stomach and dropped them onto the table. Emotionally exhausted.
Kara crossed her arms in front of her breasts and stared at me blankly. I felt like I could sense her respect for me evaporate. That was good, that was the way she should feel. But that didn't make it a pleasant experience for me. Her admiration had made me feel like a fraud and her disappointment now made me feel like a failure. I just hoped she didn't think of herself as disfigured because she looked like me. Finally, she spoke.
"So what...bad things have happened to you?" she asked flatly. I felt sick. Like I'd spent all this time exposing myself and she didn't even appreciate what I meant.
"You're not getting the point. It isn't just things. It's me. It's what happens to me..."
"You don't get the point," Kara said sharply, pointing at me, "What, do you think that when I was coming out to my family and my school that I didn't think that that it was me? What, do you think I had the maturity then to understand what was happening? I mean, obviously, I thought I was cursed."
"No but..."
"You're in a rut Joanie," Kara said seriously, "I mean...more than a rut. You're in a bad place right now. I guess I didn't recognize it at first because I was just so happy to see you. But you've had a rough go of it lately."
"Yeah..." I said. Not sure where she was going.
"But do you remember what you told me when Dale stole my learner's permit and made copies of it and then posted those all over the store? With that terrible picture and that awful 'M' under 'sex'?" she asked, referring to one of our former co-workers. I remembered the event. I couldn't for the life of me remember what I'd said.
"No," I said. Kara reached up and pressed her finger under my chin, pulling my head up so that I was looking at her. She stared into my eyes.
"You aren't the terrible things that happen to you," she said.
"What?"
"That's what you told me Joan. That's what you said to me." And then I remembered it, "I'd been crying in the supply closet..."
"Well what the hell did I know? I was a kid then too," I said bitterly. God, had I ever been such a vapid optimist spewing out life lessons when I didn't know life? But she shook the comment off, didn't even acknowledge it.
"You need to stop hating yourself and stop feeling sorry for yourself..."
"I don't feel sorry. I really don't. I have accepted this..."
"You're lying to yourself," Kara shot back, "The disappointments you've felt have not been your fault. They could happen to anyone. What is your fault is the way you've reacted to it. You have taken it inside. You've allowed yourself to be defined by your failures and your mistakes and your shame. Or your perceived flaws, at least. That is what I used to do Joanie, I know what I'm talking about."
"I guess I'm not as strong as you," I said bitterly. Kara sighed deeply and shook her head.
"I didn't figure that out by myself Joan," she replied, "You taught me that. That is what I'm saying. You helped me break the cycle by showing me that you didn't blame me for my problems and you didn't feel pity about them either. And if you could feel that way about me...then I could feel that way about myself. You just...you knew what I needed..."
"I don't need anything," I said, because I didn't know what else to say. I didn't like the pressure Kara was putting on me. Did she think I enjoyed this or something?
"You do," she said and I snarled back.
"Well I sure as fuck don't know what it is!" I spat. God that essentially the theme of my life.
"It's not..." But I was angry now. Maybe I pretended I knew everything back when I was in college and I was mentoring a trans girl that I knew nothing about. But I didn't know better. She didn't have that excuse.
"You've heard what I've been doing. You've how deep I'm into this Kara," I shouted now. The tears were falling down my cheeks now. I couldn't believe this was happening. How had I gotten here? How had I dredged all this unsolvable bullshit up? I just wanted her to leave. I wanted Kara, and all her naïve hero worship or whatever, to shut the fuck up. My tongue grew bitter, "I tell you what. Since you fucking know everything about me and have all the answers...what do I need? If you were me and you knew how fucking worthless you were, what would make everything better?!" I crossed my arms in front of my breasts, spent.
For a moment, Kara just sat looking at me. Her eyes remained soft, but unmoving. Her face...a prettier and happier version of mine, giving no hints of her thoughts. Bizarrely, the fact that I'd been so rude to her and shut her up so finally made me feel...happy. No, that isn't right. It wasn't a pleasant feeling. It was a kind of cold, slimy vindication. The closest thing to happy that I figured I could feel, so I'd take it.
Kara sat back in her chair for a moment, still looking at me. Then she placed her hands down on the table, and lifted herself to her feet. She walked slowly around the table, pushing in her chair as she did so. Then she began to close the distance between us. In a moment, she was standing directly next to me, right beside me. She turned, looking down at me. I'd been frozen ever since she'd gotten up. I wasn't scared or worried or anything. I was just...too emotionally battered to react. Besides, I had no idea what she was doing.
As soon as she was next to me, Kara bent over at the waist. I could smell her clean skin and feel her hot breath against my cheek as she whispered into my ear, "No matter what happened to you before, whether it was the way you were born or the pain that you've experienced, the rest of your life isn't written. It is never too late find your meaning in life. You deserve to be loved," she whispered, her voice tinkling softly into my ear, breathy and certain. I felt her words soak down over me, not sure if it was a good feeling or a bad one. I didn't have time to find out.
Once the last word had slipped from Kara's lips, her hand rose and her finger and thumb found my chin. She applied the slightest pressure to my jaw, tilting me in her direction. I found no will to resist, and soon I found myself staring directly at Kara's face. Her thick lips (thicker than mine) were slightly parted and her eyes were half opened, a serene-gaze pointed in my direction. I waited for her to speak again, fumbling in my mind to a rejoinder to her last whisper. But she didn't speak again. Instead, her eyes closed and she began to lean in towards me.
It happened before I overcame my shock enough to recognize what was happening. In a moment Kara's face suddenly filled my entire field of vision. And then I felt it. Warm, without being hot, pillowy soft and just the slightest bit wet, I felt Kara's lips press into mine. I hadn't been expecting it and wasn't even really sure that I wanted it, so I didn't have the normal, vibrating excitement that usually comes with a kiss. But once I felt Kara's lips wrap gently around mine, I felt something more powerful. A shiver ran down my body, so much so that I felt myself shake against Kara's firm kiss. Sensations dripped down from my lips, coating one nerve and then another, doubling in intensity each time. I felt it soak slowly, but forcefully down my body. I felt the sensation glide velvety down my neck, across my chest, over my nipples, and down between my legs. I felt it finally reach my toes, making them curl at the same moment I felt it swirl over my brain, leaving me feeling fuzzy and disoriented...but not unpleasantly so.
I don't know what that sensation was. I'd never felt anything like it from a kiss. Or from anything else, for that matter. It was unlike anything I'd ever even imagine I'd feel. It felt...lovely. And I don't mean that as another way of saying it felt nice. It felt like it was love. It was made of up of the substance of love, that mysterious element that we cannot define except when we feel it. I don't know what it was...but I felt it there.
Right before it happened, the idea of being kissed would have been the last thing on my mind. It might even have seemed cruel or repulsive. I had dug so deeply into the wretched depths of my battered emotions that I would have been ashamed to accept a kiss. I certainly hadn't had any feeling of attraction towards Kara. I was straight and she was a woman. Besides...she looked like me. It would've been perverse...But as I felt that lovely feeling soaking over me new feelings arose. I felt a sort of warmth bloom in my chest, my skin grew prickly and more sensitive, I felt my body quickening as it reacted to this sudden beauty. I luxuriated in Kara's kiss. I wanted it desperately. I wanted more.
If I'd been asked then, I probably would have said that I was so starved for physical attention from Erik that any kiss with a little bit of affection would have caused my cheeks to flush, my nipples to contract, and my muscles to grow weak. Maybe I wouldn't have even been able to come up with that rationalization. Now I wonder if I wasn't physical at all. Kara had thrown out an emotional lifeline in the most unexpected manner, but the right manner. I grabbed for it. With both hands.
At first literally.
I am not sure how long that Kara kissed me. It couldn't have been for more than a few seconds. But after some time, she slowly started to pull away. I felt the warmth of her kiss leave me, I could feel breath from her nose against my cheek. Instinctively, my hands reached up. My left hand shot quickly around Kara's waist and in a moment I felt my hand against the warm small of her back, pulling her in towards the chair. With my right hand, I reached and placed my palm against the back of Kara's neck. I placed the slightest pressure there, pulling her back down towards me. I felt, rather than saw, Kara's lips pull back in a smile, and she easily allowed me to pull her towards me, once again drawing our mouths together.
As Kara's soft lips once again melted into mine, I heard myself groan quietly. It was just a minor eruption from deep in my throat. This kiss was at least as powerful as the first, the sensations just as raw. As I groaned, my mouth opened slightly. Kara sensed it and moved to take advantage. I felt her warm, wet tongue slip gently across my open mouth, tickling against my teeth. My mouth opened farther and I Kara's tongue slipped more deeply between my lips.
Her tongue was thick, silky soft, and seemed to gently fill my entire mouth. I groaned again as I was able to taste Kara's tongue as my own tentatively inched forward to stroke hers. Sweet and somehow decadent. Our tongues moved together directly between my opened lips, stroking and tumbling around one another. I closed my lips around Kara's tongue, feeling her smooth muscles wiggling gently against me. I felt her sweet saliva drip slightly into my mouth and I savored the flavor of her. I pushed my own tongue forward now, slipping past her and pressing slightly against Kara's soft lips before entering her warm mouth. Her taste was even stronger here and I ran my tongue on her teeth and played with her tongue as it retreated to meet me.
I'd kept my hands on Kara's body, one hand pulled her body closer, the other willing her mouth closer to mine. But I wasn't grasping her tightly, just sort of willing her close. But now it was Kara who seemed to want to get closer. As the soft, wet sounds of our kisses, mixed with an occasional moan from me, began to fill the kitchen, Kara grew more assertive. I felt her moving slightly; though she maintained our kiss, my hands slipped off of her. In a moment, she was sort of half behind my chair so that the middle of her chest was lined up with my left shoulder. Her body was facing the same direction as mine, although she was standing. My head was turned over my shoulder as she kissed me. She was leaning her head over my shoulder now, tilting her face to me.
Our kissing grew more passionate as I felt her body so close to me. Her taste grew thicker and more intense as our tongues moved more desperately. I could smell her delicate vanilla-cinnamon scent and feel her breasts against my shoulder as she leaned. Her long hair draped down over my arm, tickling me and arousing my nerves. But then I gasped around Kara's tongue as I felt something even more powerful reach me.
Kara's right arm had slipped over my right shoulder. I'd barely felt it, I was so entranced by her perfect lips. Still, I had been vaguely aware that it had snaked its way across my throat and then down over my breastbone. I had tried to look attractive for Erik that night, as best I could, and I was wearing a low-cut black dress with spaghetti straps. It showed of what cleavage I had without the need for a pushup bra, or any bra at all. He hadn't really noticed, but it seemed that Kara had. I gasped when I felt her fingers slide down gently between my breasts, her fingers feel cool and smooth against my sensitive skin.
My eyes fluttered open briefly as I felt Kara's fingers sinking deeper and deeper between my breasts. Kara's tongue was still in my mouth, her eyes still closed. My eyes closed again, not wanting to impact the deliciousness of the sensation I was feeling by noticing that Kara looked like me. I kissed her more deeply instead, trying to signal her to keep going.
That probably wasn't necessary. After a few seconds, Kara's fingers slipped down all the way through my cleavage, I felt her fingernails scratch gently against the top of my stomach. Then her fingers were curling. I gasped again as I felt Kara's hand slowly, and gently, closing around the soft flesh of my left breast. Her fingers felt warmer now and I felt them sinking into my sensitive skin. But she didn't squeeze too hard. Instead, she started to move her fingers gently, letting them ripple and ripple against my skin. Her palm pressed firmly against the underside of my breast while her fingers massaged me.
I'd never much cared for having my breasts pawed at, men were too rough. But Kara was a woman, and her touch was as delicate as her scent. Not a single unit of force too much was used. It was just...achingly perfect. Each movement of her finger ratcheting up the tension, before dropping back and making me thirst for more. The whole while, Kara continued to kiss me deeply, as though that was her only focus. I plunged my tongue into her mouth and groaned at the same time, feeling myself becoming more desperately aroused and wanting desperately to beg for more.
But Kara continued her teasingly methodical and delicious pace. As her fingers continued to move against my breasts, I felt her palm moving. It sort of slid easily against my smooth skin, from where it had begun cupping the bottom of my breast, higher and higher. I felt a shudder run through me as I felt the taut skin stretched between Kara's thumb and forefinger press against my tender nipple. It had been firm and stimulated for some time and now stood up desperate for attention. I felt Kara's palm gently slip over it and the sensitive bead of flesh soon pressed firmly against her. Kara's fingers continued to massage the taut flesh of my breast, but my focus was now entirely on my nipple. Kara didn't squeeze her palm tightly against my breast. Instead, she hovered it gently above, just allowing it to barely tickle against her skin as her wrist moved slightly. Each gentle movement just made my desire for her touch greater as the barest hints of pure pleasure radiated out from my sensitive nerves. I actually arched my back out, trying to press my nipple into Kara's palm, desperate for some relief. I opened my mouth in a silent groan, and felt Kara's tongue dig deeply towards my throat, tasting me.
After several minutes of gently massaging my left breast, I felt Kara's hand begin to draw back. I whimpered, but focused on the sensation. She didn't pull her hand back all at once, instead, she slowly drew her palm back, letting her fingers trail across the skin of my breast She sort of drew all of her fingers together, towards the center, I felt them tickling across my flesh. Then I gasped loudly as the five fingers converged at the same time against my throbbing nipple. It was like a jolt of electricity through my entire body. But by the time I realized what had happened, Kara's fingers had already moved on, leaving me unsated, teased. She'd already bent her wrist to the side and she moved onto my other breast, repeating her actions at a slightly more awkward angle, but with no loss of skill. The only relief that I got was that my tight dress top had back against my left nipple.
While Kara had been kissing me and gently massaging my breasts, her left hand had apparently not been idle, though I'd barely noticed it. But now I felt it tugging on me. I realized what it was. Kara had sort of grasped the fabric of my dress at my left thigh. While we'd kissed, she'd begun walking her fingers down the fabric, sort of scooping more and more of the fabric up into her palm, making the dress ride up my thigh. Now one whole side of my dress was clamped in her palm and my entire left leg was exposed. Kara was tugging on my dress, trying to pull it up.
At that moment, my chest was heaving deeply and I was taking short, ragged breaths. Every nerve in my body was crying out for attention and I could barely keep my thoughts straight. I would've done anything in the world for Kara at that moment. If she want to pull my dress up...I was happy to let her. I lifted my ass slightly up off of the chair, but just for a second. Kara gave a sharp tug and the back of my dress slipped up easily over my hips. Now Kara finally slipped her right hand off of my breast (once again doing that delicious little trick with her fingers and turning me to mush). As she moved it out, she grabbed around the neckline of my dress, pulling from that as well. My tight dress rapidly slipped up my body. I felt a disorienting absence, and realized that Kara had suddenly slipped her tongue from my mouth, breaking our kiss. I moaned, missing her already, as the dress slipped up over my head. I heard Kara throw it on the floor.
I felt the cool air of Kara's kitchen on my skin as I suddenly realized what was happening. Without Kara's tongue or hand mesmerizing me, I recognized that I was essentially naked in Kara's home. The only thing I was wearing was a pair of black panties (even my high heels had fallen off at some point while we were kissing). I felt my cheeks go red, embarrassed. What was happening?



But before I even had a chance to cover my breasts with my arm, I felt Kara's soft fingers on my knees. As soon as she'd thrown off the dress, I guess she'd walked quickly around in front of me. She'd even pushed the table back, giving her some space. She was leaned over slightly, her ass pushed back and her breasts squeezed between her forearms as she held herself up against my knees. I don't know...I'd never found a woman's body so appealing before.
"You look beautiful," she said and I felt my cheeks grow redder. But she didn't wait for a response. She just slowly began to lower herself down onto her knees. As she did so, she split my knees apart, spreading my legs slowly, but easily. I didn't resist. As my legs spread, I could instantly smell my arousal. The familiar, sultry scent of my own juices instantly filled my nose. I was a little surprised. I knew she'd been teasing me, but I could actually see a large wet spot in my panties. I realized how wet I felt. The insides of my legs felt slick. Had I ever been this wet before? I just kept my eyes on Kara, not really believing that any of this was happening. How was this happening?
As soon as Kara came to rest on her knees, she began leaning forward. I felt her hair slip across my knees, making my skin cool and tickling. She smiled at me lasciviously and winked. She then turned her head to the right, slowly, placing a gentle kiss against the inside of my knee. The skin around her lips warmed and I felt my knees trembling. Kara pulled away, turning her head to the side, throwing her hair over her shoulder and placing another kiss, equally electric, on the inside of my other knee.
Slowly, Kara began to inch her way up my legs. She turned slowly and methodically from side to side, climbing up my thighs with her lips. As she moved, her kissed became more passionate, her mouth opening and her wet tongue pressing against the insides of my thighs. Sometimes she trailed her tongue thickly up the curve of my thigh, leaving a cooling heat behind her. The whole while I remained completely frozen in the chair, the only action I took was to scoot so that my ass was barely hanging off the edge of the chair. My fingers from my right hand were up and my mouth, nibbling my knuckles nervously.
Part of me just ached for her to move faster. I wanted to feel her lips and her tongue all over every inch of my body. But there was something else happening as well. As she kissed and licked her way up my thighs, Kara had kept her eyes locked directly on mine. Despite my natural inclination to look away, I was too overcome by desire to do anything other than match her gaze. For the longest time since we'd first met, I found myself staring at Kara.
Her face looked angelic. I couldn't believe how beautiful she was. But as she moved side to side, I could still see myself in her, I could still see the resemblance. I felt that resemblance washing over me, though the importance of it was hard to grasp. Regardless, for some reason, my mind didn't reject the comparison this time. I didn't deny our similarity. I accepted that Kara was both beautiful and that she looked like me. I didn't have time to think about what that meant. The sensations were too powerful and Kara had climbed too high up my thighs. I had no choice to just accept what I was feeling.
Whatever was happening in my mind, the next thing was impossible not to feel. Kara had pushed my legs very wide apart, but now I could feel her hair on the insides of my thighs, all the way up towards my hips. I could feel her breathing against my stomach. I sensed the heat pouring off of her body and I could smell her distinctive scent over my own body. She leaned forward now, pressing her lips against the taut fabric of my panties, the bottom of her mouth just half an inch from my clitoris.
"Oh god!" I moaned and, instinctively, I lifted my hips up off the chair, essentially begging her to slip them off of me. Kara laughed in her throaty voice and her hands rose up towards the waistband of my panties. But as I felt her fingers against my skin, I realized that in order to pull them off, Kara would have to slip back out from between my legs, at least temporarily. I felt her warmth and breathed in her scent. I didn't want her to go. I didn't know what I would do if I ever stopped long enough to really think about what was happening.
My chair in Kara's kitchen was just a foot or so from the counter to my right. I turned and looked at it. The butcher block was directly next to me. Without further though I reached up quickly, finding a pair of scissors and moving them down between my legs. Kara's hands, on both sides, had slipped under the fabric on the hips of my panties. The fabric there as little more than a thin elastic band; no thicker than a strand of fettucine. I quickly slipped the scissors in the gap formed between Kara's fingers and my hips and snipped the strand. I moved my scissors to the other side and snipped the other strand as well. My panties fell loosely against my body. Kara laughed excitedly as I let the scissors clatter to the floor.
"Tired of waiting for something good?" she asked archly.
"Don't stop now," I begged. Kara reached forward towards the loose flap of fabric covering my vagina. She just sort of effortless flicked it down, exposing my body entirely. In fact, because I was so close to the edge of the chair and my ass was so close to the edge, the ruined panties just sort of slipped down into a wet pile on the floor. The full force of my aroused scent now buffeted Kara's face. I could smell myself as well, and see the slickness on the insides of my thighs. Kara's eyes turned to my pussy. I was waxed bare (and had actually just gotten it done) and my skin was smooth and even-colored. My normally-pink, puffy lips were nearly flushed red with excitement and I could see my somewhat-large clit sitting up hard and glistening. Kara's eyes were on it as well.
"See," she said, looking up at me, "I knew we weren't identical. My clitty is a little bigger," she said and then winked at me. I laughed, my voice sounding high and flittering. I realized how deeply I was breathing, my breasts rising and falling on my chest. My whole body was buzzing and vibrating, I actually felt unsteady, like I was going to keel over. The tension was too great, "But yours does look tasty." She finished, licking her lips.
"Have it, it is yours!" I begged, not even really sure what that meant. But Kara got the message. Her eyes tilted back downwards towards my desperate pussy. Her hands dropped down onto the floor so that she was on all fours, her head pushed closer and closer towards my dripping slit. She moved painfully slowly (or maybe it just felt like that) but slowly she closed the gap between us.
"Oh my god!" I gasped as it happened. That same incredible melting sensation I'd felt when Kara's lips had touched mine was back, only a thousand times more powerful. I felt her lips place the gentlest possible kiss against my wet clitoris and I felt my entire body light up a thousand times over. Every nerve instantly snapped to attention.
"Mmmm," Kara said, "You taste so good Joanie," her lips fluttering against my clit as she spoke. I couldn't respond. Instead, my hands instinctively dropped down towards my breasts. My nipples still ached from Kara's earlier attention and I was shocked that I hadn't done this before. My palms pressed down on my nipples, desperate for touch. I mimicked Kara's actions earlier, heightening the tension rather than relieving it.
But my primary area of need remained between my legs. I groaned and thrust my hips instinctively. I could feel the wetness of the chair under my ass where I'd already dripped. My mouth went dry, as though I needed every drop of liquid in my body to fuel my ravenous pussy. Finally, Kara took mercy on me. She smiled against my pussy and gently licked her lips. In doing so, the wet tip of her tongue dragged across the top of my slit, just below my clitoris. I moaned again as every nerve in my body shuddered.
And then, just as slowly as she moved before, Kara was suddenly relentless. Her face pressed more tightly against my body. I felt her warm nose brush against my clitoris and grunted. But soon that sensation was subsumed into something far more powerful. Kara's entire tongue had slipped, thick and flaccid, from between her lips. It splashed wet and warm across my dripping slit. And then it was insides of me, slipping easily between my lubricated lips. Kara swirled her tongue insides of me, tasting my insides and groaning as she did so. I could feel her tongue rolling, feel every taste bud. But she didn't remain inside of me long. Her tongue slipped out of me, and then dragged its way up through my slit, scooping my liquid into Kara's mouth. In half a second, Kara's tongue was lapping at my hard, sensitive clit.
The sudden shift from terrible restraint to wanton depravity scrambled my brain. The sheer volume of what I was feeling was so overwhelming that it was like I was feeling everything and nothing at once. I felt lightheaded and I couldn't even breathe. The whole time, Kara's tongue was swirling around my body, compounding the problem. I could hear Kara moaning appreciatively over the slurping sound of her tongue.
I needed to see what was happening to understand what she was doing. I pulled my breasts apart as I massaged them, and I looked down. Kara's body stretched out before me, between my legs. She was on her hands and knees and I could see her small feet, crossed at the ankles. Her legs looked taut and slim, her ass thick and smooth in her tight dress. Her waist narrowed rapidly, her back was thin and straight. Her shoulders were narrow and her arms were slender. Kara's face was directly between my legs, her lips were pursed around my clit at that moment, and I could feel her tongue flicking across it relentless. Nonetheless, it looked like there was a smile on her lips. My nose filled with the scent of my own pussy, so that I was struck by the idea that it was my own face between my legs. The only reason I knew it wasn't was because her beautiful, glittering eyes were looking up at me. Pure lust on her face as her tongue suddenly dropped down and slipped easily through my wet slit.
"Holy shit!" I groaned and my knees closed slightly, trying to wrap around Kara's head, hold her in place. Then I just sort of froze. The initial shock of Kara's actions had passed, and I was not able to fully experience what she was doing. And it was shattering. I'd never had anyone do anything close to what Kara was doing to do me. I didn't know having my pussy eaten could feel that way. I can't even really describe what she was doing, her mouth was clamped tightly over my pussy so I couldn't see.
As for feeling...there was just too much going on to really describe what it felt like. It was as if her tongue was everywhere at once, sucking around my clit and tasting my slit at the same time. Her tongue remained flat, soft and wet most of the time, though she occasionally made it rigid to plunge deeply inside of me. My juices and Kara's spit dripped down her chin and I could hear it splattering onto the floor over the sound of my own gasps. My scent had grown more and more powerful, sweet and salty, filling my nose to the point where it felt like I could barely breathe. As I began to buck and shiver on the chair, Kara lifted both of her arms up underneath of my thighs and sort of wrapped them around my legs, pulling me in towards her face. Her perfect eyes remained locked on mine the whole time, as though she wanted to see the impact of her relentless effort.
I couldn't hold out long against such an onslaught. I doubt it was more than a minute of Kara's full attention before I felt it building inside of me. I think, strangely, that I heard my orgasm before I realized I felt it. Without even thinking about it, I suddenly through my head back, pointing my lips to the ceiling. My hands squeezed tightly on my nipples and I heard my voice calling out. At first it was just a raw croaking noise, almost alien. Then I felt it growing louder and deeper. My voice filled with the sound of my screaming voice and I felt the tension, more tension than I'd ever realized I'd been holding, pouring out of my lips along with the my scream.
The scream itself felt divine. It felt like I'd been carrying something so incredibly heavy and then I'd just...let it go. And as I felt that relief, I became aware that I was feeling something else as well. I could feel the muscles inside of my pussy contracting sharply around Kara's tongue (and I realized it was buried inside of me). I was in the full flush of my orgasm before I was really even certain that I was feeling it. There was no building, no radiating out of pleasure like I usually felt. Instead, my entire body just seemed to be glowing with pure sensation, white and hot. All of my muscles were shaking and the pleasure melded with my screams.
Usually, when I cum, my eyes slam shut, instinctively. But this time, without really trying, my eyes remained open. My head dropped and my eyes once again locked on Kara's face as I grinded my pussy into her lips and my legs shook around her head. The pleasure continued to waft over me as I looked at her beautiful face...my face...looking up at me. I felt tears in my eyes and I couldn't explain the reason. Didn't want to.
Eventually, the pleasure subsided and I found myself slumped back in the chair, my ass no longer dangling off the edge. I was breathing deeply and I smiled in the unfamiliar afterglow of an orgasm. God, when was the last time I'd felt anything like that? Ever? I laughed a little to myself and looked down at the source of my sudden joy. Kara was still on her hands and knees between my legs. My knees were no longer squeezing her head and she had turned her lips to the side, licking my juices off of my inner thigh and tickling me. But she didn't touch my twitching pussy lips, which I was thankful for. Too sensitive now.
"That was incredible!" I said and Kara smiled. She continued to kiss my thigh but looked up at me from the corner of her eye.
"I thought that might help," she said knowingly. Her chin glistened with her spit and my juices.
"I want to thank you!" I suddenly blurted out loudly. If it had been a long time since I'd received any kind of pleasure like that...it had been even longer since I wanted to give pleasure to someone else. But as I looked down at Kara, her soft lips pressing into my thigh, I felt my heart fill with an unmistakable desire. It was more than just the fact that I felt the need to repay her for the physical sensations I'd had. Though that was some of it. But... I don't know. I felt like something had been turned on inside of me that had been shut off. Kara had done it. I didn't know what it meant, but it was telling me to reach out to her.
"What'd you have in mind," she said lewdly and then licked my thigh again. I didn't even think. I just acted. I moved quickly, standing up from the chair and then sort of stepping to the side of Kara, where she remained on the floor on her hands and knees. I bent forward over her back, smelling the sweet scent of her body. She was wearing a strapless dress, and as I bent over, I grabbed the zipper between her shoulder blades.
"Stand up," I said and at the same time I dropped to my knees on the floor next to her. Kara didn't hesitate. As soon as I spoke, she began to rise. I kept my fingers where they were and as she rose, the zipper quickly opened. I could see the curve of her spine and her smooth skin as the back of the dress opened wider and wider. Eventually, Kara was standing, facing away from me. I'd pulled the zipper all the way down to her tailbone, the top of her ass just visible in the split dress. The top of the dress had sort of melted off of her and from where I was (sort of to the side and behind her) I could see her slim build and the side of one of her breasts.
The dress had become completely loose now and with my free hand I reached up towards the hem and yanked down on them sharply. They fell into a pool on the floor at Kara's feet. Kara's body was mostly exposed now. She hadn't been wearing a bra and had removed her shoes when she stepped into the house. Only a tight pair of spandex panties covered her body. I could see narrow shoulders better now, see the smooth, narrow expanse of her back. I saw the way her body narrowed towards her trim waist and then rapidly expanded back out again at her hips. Her ass looked round and full, her legs slightly spindly. Despite the strangeness of the angle, I could tell that she looked just like me from behind.
I wanted to admire her, but there was still more to do. Much more. I stayed on my knees but reached my hand up towards Kara's tight panties, towards the waistband. As my fingers slipped against Kara's skin I could feel her shiver. Her flesh felt warm against my hand and I wondered what it would feel like to grab a handful of her ass. I realized how quickly I'd come to terms with my desire for Kara's body. And why not? I liked the way she looked. As if she knew what I was thinking about, Kara looked back over her shoulder at me and winked.
I slipped my fingers into the waistband of her panties, feeling the tight material squeeze on my hand. I pulled the waistband out, stretching it, and then pulling down over the swell of Kara's ass. She groaned the pressure released and I saw that her skin beneath her panties was very white. As the panties slipped down around her knees, the blood returned to her flesh and I realized how tight her panties must've been. Those panties fell on the floor and Kara gently stepped out of them. I settled back down onto my knees, sort of kneeling on the floor.
Kara didn't wait for me to say anything. She knew what I wanted. After a few moments, Kara turned around so that she was facing me, just a few feet from my face. I actually gasped. The resemblance, so strong when we were clothed, was even starker now. Her face was blank as she turned and her hair and tumbled over her shoulders, giving her a look that I'd often seen in myself when I first woke up. It framed her face, made the appearance clearer. But it was so much more than that. Her throat was the same as mine, her shoulders, her thin arms...Even her breasts and her nipples (though she'd have had no way of knowing what they looked like) were exactly like mine, small but perky and pink. She had the same proportions and the same smooth stomach. There really was only one difference.
"You're right," I said smiling, "Your clit is bigger than mine. But not by much," I said smiling. I saw her cheeks grow red for the first time and no we were essentially twins.
"Don't tease," she said softly. I shook my head quickly, afraid that I'd offended her by talking about...our one difference before saying anything else. But it really was a distinctive feature. Kara's body was waxed bare. Her penis was somewhat short, probably around four inches flaccid. The tip was bulbous though, and pink. The shaft was thin and pale, smooth and without the veiny appearance men's penises often have. Her balls were quite small, though they hung pretty low, especially by comparison to her short shaft. It was undeniably feminine in a way that surprised me. It was her clit. I felt my mouth watering as I looked.
"No, no no," I said quickly, "It beautiful. You're just...beautiful. I can't believe how beautiful you are when..."
"When what?" she asked.
"When you look like me," I said. Kara smiled and took two steps closer towards me. Her breasts and her cock bouncing slightly as she moved. Soon, she was right in front of me. I could feel the heat of her body and smell her scent now. The familiar vanilla-cinnamon scent was still there, but there was something else underneath of it now, a salt, sultry essence. Something sexual and wild. I liked it even more.



Kara stopped with her body right in front of me. Kara's soft penis was directly in front of my face and I turned my head up, looking between her breasts at her face. Kara reached down with her right hand. I closed my eyes for a minute as I felt her warm fingers rub gently across my face and then slip into my hair.
"If I look like you and I am beautiful, what does that say about you?" she asked. Of course, that same idea had been running through my mind. I didn't know what it meant and I wasn't ready to deal with it. I looked up at Kara but didn't speak. Instead, I turned my eyes forward, returning them to Kara's penis. It looked even better up close. My mouth was watering as I looked at it.
"I hope you aren't offended," Kara said, sounding actually embarrassed, my eyes flittered up to her again. She saw the questioning in my eyes, "I take a lot of medicines and hormones. It doesn't get hard just because I am excited...and you have me so excited Joanie...it just needs a little more...help." The more she talked, the deeper crimson her face became. I realized that she was still insecure about this one little aspect of her body. I guessed it made sense that she would, even if I didn't think she really had a reason to be. I felt the same compassion I'd once felt for her, revived.
"I wasn't offended, I didn't even think of that," I said honest, "I have just been thinking about how much I want to help." I smiled as I sat the last word, arching my eyebrow. Kara bit her lower lip and nodded.
"Okay," she said, more like she was asking me. My eyes turned back to Kara's penis. I breathed in deeply, letting Kara's scent cover me. So close to her soft penis, the sultry smell was much stronger and I groaned as it filled me up. If anything, my orgasm had made me more aroused. I don't know if I'd have been able to hold myself back if Kara had begged me. As it was, I abandoned myself to my desires.
My hands were down at my sides, but I left them there. Kara's legs were spread slightly and her flaccid penis was hanging down between her legs, a ripe piece of fruit dangling from the branch. I licked my lips and dropped my head to the side slightly. I let my mouth open as I turned my head up. I felt the soft, warm tip of Kara's penis press gently against my upper lip. I heard my lover groan and felt her body twitch against my mouth. I smiled, pulling my lips together and then planting a gentle kiss against the tip of Kara's penis. It felt incredibly hot against my lips, squishing pleasantly from the pressure I placed on it.
"Such a perfect body. Such a cute little clit," I purred, keeping my lips against Kara's penis and letting the vibrations work through her body. Kara shuddered and I could see her hands now rise up towards her breasts. I stuck my tongue out, now, bouncing the tip of Kara's cock on it. I curled my tongue around her, letting my taste buds run along the underside of Kara's cock, feeling my tongue press against her urethra. Her skin tasted salty and clean and I purred. I didn't mind that it was soft now, it was kind of fun. I actually liked it.
I hadn't been trying to tease Kara, I just wanted to experience everything her body had to offer. But I could feel her rocking on her hips, I heard her groaning with each movement of my tongue. I looked up with Kara's penis resting on my tongue and I saw her looking down at me intently, her fingers digging into her breasts. I smiled and kissed her penis again, then, in one quick movement, I slipped Kara's penis completely against my lips, until her small balls were resting against my chin.
"Oh wow!" Kara said from deep in her throat. Her knees went weak. For that matter, mine did as well. Kara's cock tasted and felt divine. Her skin was sweet and clean, with a musky flavor that was hard to place. Her penis was still quite soft, but the flesh was very dense. The texture was just strange and beautiful, sort of spongy but substantial at the same time. I'd never had a flaccid penis in my mouth before...I kind of liked it. I swirled my tongue around it, manipulating the flesh and coating it with my saliva. It flopped easily inside of my mouth, pressing against my teeth and my mouth. Kara groaned as her penis moved inside of me.
Using my tongue, I pressed Kara's soft penis into the corner of my cheeks, squeezing it tightly and massaging to with my cheek. My tongue slipped from my mouth, poking out at Kara's scrotum. I lapped at it, coating the smooth, hairless skin in my saliva. I pressed my tongue into Kara's balls, bouncing in them and massaging them gently. The whole time, I kept her shaft in my mouth, keeping it hot and bulging in my cheek.
I am not sure how long I played with Kara's penis. I loved every minute of it, the time just seemed to fly by. Sometimes I would play with her balls while her shaft pressed into my cheek, other times I would literally suck on her soft penis, feeling it stretch towards my throat while I undulated my tongue against it. After a few minutes, I could tell that Kara was growing more aroused. I could feel pre-cum dripping from the tip of her penis. I savored the sticky, salty flavor, letting it mixed with my saliva and swishing it around my mouth before swallowing it all down. The whole time, Kara wobbled on her feet and groaned.
I kept my eyes on Kara the whole time, watching her eyes roll back in her head and seeing her body shiver. The look on her face was pure bliss. After some amount of time, I decided to push further. I opened my mouth wide, dropping my tongue down and scooping up Kara's balls with it. Soon, I had Kara's entire penis in my mouth, her shaft and balls crammed tightly, but comfortably, into my wet mouth. Kara's eyes shot open. She craned her neck, so she could watch me play with her balls and I could see, as she moved her hands slightly, that her nipples were erect. But her penis was still totally soft.
I could've played with Kara's soft penis for the rest of the night, just savoring her flavor and the somehow-taboo softness of it. But I knew that Kara was being tortured. She needed something more. I was struck by an odd thought. I remembered years ago, when I'd first begun having sex, I'd been adventurous and bold. It had been fun. How had a lost that? It had been instinct. I remembered it now. Let it take over. I didn't even think about what to do, I just let my body go. I let Kara's penis, the whole thing, slip out of my mouth and slap wetly against her thigh. Kara let out a low grunt.
"Get down on your hands and knees," I ordered her. Kara sighed with relief and she let her locked out knees drop. She turned slightly to the side so she wouldn't fall on me. Now she was on her hands and knees again. She hung her head and I saw that her chest was rising and falling rapidly. Her breasts were hanging down from her body, her nipples hard. I was still kneeling, though now it was up by her shoulder, facing down towards her legs. I began to walk down her body on my knees. As I moved, I trailed my fingers down her body as I moved. I felt my fingers press into the soft side of her breast and then across her thin stomach. I saw her body tremble at my touch, saw the goosebumps rise in her flesh. I broke contact with her as my finger slipped off of her warm, firm ass and I rounded her legs.
Soon I was kneeling behind Kara's body, directly between her spread legs. I could see Kara's small, soft penis and her heavy balls dangling below her body, still glistening with my spit. It shook from side to side as she breathed deeply, contracting a little with the cold. I thought of its wonderful taste, but I couldn't be distracted by it. My eyes rose up slightly. Her ass was round, heart-shaped and her skin was slightly reddened. There was a small pink rosebud in the center of it, just a crinkle of clean flesh. I smiled when I saw it.
"I am sorry beautiful," I said earnestly.
"What?" Kara gasped.
"I focused so much on your hot little clit that I totally ignored your pretty little slit," I said. Then, not giving Kara any time to consider what I meant, I dove forward, pressing my face towards Kara's body. My hands flew out ahead of me. I felt my fingers sink into the flesh of Kara's ass, felt the heat of her skin against my palm. I pressed so hard that for a moment Kara's body shook and she almost pitched forward. She righted herself as I felt my cheeks slipping between the hot mounds of Kara's flesh.
I'd kept my eye on Kara's anus as I'd moved forward, filling my mouth fill with saliva. I'd never...tasted one before. But for some reason, I had an unbearable desire to do so now. After all, Kara had eaten my pussy. It was the last I could do to repay the favor. I watched at the crinkled flesh rushed towards my lips, until I was too close. And then I felt it, the warm, dry kiss of Kara's anus against my purse lips.
"Oh holy fuck!" Kara groaned and I felt her body tremble. Just as with our previous kisses, I felt jolts of pure sensation rocket all over my body and I groaned as well. I pressed my lips in harder against Kara's dense flesh and I felt my chin press into her balls. "Eat it, eat it, oh Christ, please eat it!" Kara begged.
I hadn't even been waiting. Even before the words left Kara's lips, my tongue was slipping out of my mouth. It gently slipped across the crinkled flesh of Kara's anus, just the very tip of my tongue. Kara groaned and shuddered. I moaned and savored the flavor, though it was just the barest hint of it. It was the same musky flavor of Kara's penis, but a thousand times more concentrated. It was the taste of pure sex. I wanted more.
I opened my mouth wider and let my tongue pour out, fat and wet. The taste of Kara's "pussy" was even more intense now as my tongue spread out across Kara's taut skin. The texture was soft, but firm and my taste buds rippled across the folds of Kara's flesh. My hands slipped off of Kara's ass cheeks, letting them close around me, squeezing tightly around my face. But I kept my lips pressed firmly against Kara's asshole, lapping my tongue against it. I could hear Kara moaning now, and feel her hips pressing back into me, begging for more.
It wasn't so much a desire as an absolute need to full experience Kara's body. I gave in to my desires, and worshipped her beautiful "pussy" to the best of my ability. I didn't know what I was doing. I didn't even have a comparable experience. But my instincts took over, they told me what to do and I obeyed them. At times, I made my tongue soft and fat, lapping up and down across Kara's anus, feeling the folds of her skin play across it and coating her with my slick saliva. Other times, I made my tongue rigid and thin, pressing the firm tip against Kara's tight opening and then pushing through to taste her clean, coppery insides. Other times, I circled my firm tongue around the perimeter of her anus, teasing her and tasting her.
Eating Kara's asshole was a feast for every sense. By far the most intense sensation was the feel of my tongue playing across Kara's asshole. But there was so much more than that. Even as I licked and coated Kara's anus in my spit, the flavor grew more and more intense. Earthy, musky, and salty; Kara's flavor was totally unique to her and I swallowed the taste down, letting it play on my tongue as I went. Her wonderful scent mirrored that flavor, but the undercurrent of sweet perfume remained as well, heightening the musky flavors. Even the sounds were wonderful. Above all else, I could hear Kara's sweet voice moaning, sometimes gasping, as she reacted to my every touch. But there were other sounds as well, including the wet slurping sound of my tongue as I dipped it into Kara's body.
My attention was, rightfully, focused on eating Kara's sweet pussy. But that was not the only thing I was doing. As I grew more and more excited and aroused by my actions, I felt the need to do more. Without planning, my left hand rose up off the floor. It moved quickly and before I knew it, I felt my thin fingers wrap around the soft tip of Kara's penis. I felt her whole body jump, but I kept my tongue planted firmly in her asshole. I kept moving my fingers as well, soon wrapping her entire penis up into the palm of my hand. Her cock was still wet, maybe more so now because my spit was dripping down from Kara's asshole and coating her smooth balls. But it had the same familiar density to it, and I manipulated her gently, sometimes stroking and sometimes squeezing.
After playing with Kara's cock and eating her asshole for a long time, I realized that Kara was still not growing erect. It was clearly not from a lack of excitement. There were long strings of pre-cum dripping out of her penis, landing on the floor. Her whole body was trembling and she was moaning like a whore. In fact, she'd even pitched forward once while I was swirling my tongue in her asshole, falling forward so that her breasts were almost on the floor and her head was resting on her forearms. I could hear her panting and begging for more. I felt I still needed to do more.
Even as I was eating out Kara and stroking her penis, I was aware that I was growing more and more excited. I could feel my breasts aching and my inner thighs growing slick again. I could even smell my arousal over everything else. Once again, I was struck by unthinking inspiration. I quickly dropped my free hand down between my legs. My fingers flew easily, as though they had already known what I wanted. I felt my index finger slip between the pouty lips of my pussy and it was instantly coated in my thick, clear juices. A shiver ran up my spine and I made a low sound in my throat as the impact of my touch reverberated through my body. But I wasn't trying to get a rise out of myself. I kept rolling my fingers against my aching pussy, making it drip.
At the same time I was working my fingers against my pussy, I was also kissing Kara's pussy goodbye. Literally. I slipped my tongue from out of Kara's anus, giving it one large lap before pressing my lips against it for a few moments. I didn't want to stop, but I knew I had to. I kissed from the top of Kara's anus (top being the closest to her back in this position), and started to kiss my way down it, moving just a few millimeters south each time. Soon, I no longer felt the crinkled flesh of her anus, but instead felt my lips pressing into the hot, smooth skin between her asshole and her balls. My nose pressing into her anus as I moved. Kara gasped as I moved away. I kept kissing lower and lower. Soon my mouth was sinking into Kara's scrotum, her balls pressing against my lips.
Now that my face was clear of Kara's asshole, I quickly moved my right hand out from between my legs. My right index finger was literally dripping with my juices and it felt cold in the air as I moved it. My hand moved up and I felt my fingers (except my erect index finger) press against Kara's ass cheeks. I was still kissing Kara's balls, so I couldn't look what I was doing, but I moved by touching, getting my fingers closer and closer to Kara's wet anus. I felt my wet index press into the folds of Kara's asshole and actually groaned with excitement. I could feel her body tremble as she felt the firmness of my finger. I swirled my fingertip around on Kara's anus for several seconds, feeling the folded flesh ripple under my touch and enjoying the sensation. I then slipped my finger towards the middle of Kara's asshole, feeling the warm wetness of her pussy slit. Meanwhile, I was kissing my way down the length of Kara's soft shaft, the tip of her penis bouncing against my lips.
Now I was in position and I didn't wait. I couldn't wait. My mouth was watering and my trigger finger was itchy. As soon as I was in place, I simply acted. I dipped my head to the size and opened my mouth. At the same instant, I pushed my wet index finger down firmly, but smoothly, against Kara's anus. At the exact same instant, I felt Kara's penis fall between my lips and I felt the tip of my finger slip into her anus.
"Holy fuck!" Kara groaned, her body trembling. I didn't stop. I closed my lips around Kara's cock, slurping it deeply into my mouth. I moved my head up, taking Kara's entire shaft into my mouth, feel her balls rest against my cheek. I let my tongue swirl around it again and moaned, happy to have it back inside of me.
At the same time, I continued to push my finger more and more firmly against Kara's asshole. Her anus and my finger were so unbelievably wet and her body was so willing, that there was almost no resistance. The tip of my finger disappeared into her instantly and she only let out of soft chirp as my first knuckle slipped inside of her. Smoothly and methodically, more and more of my finger disappeared in Kara's asshole. Her insides were smooth and wet from my tongue and I felt her squeeze around my finger. But still there was no resistance, if anything it was like she was trying to pull me in. In a matter of seconds, I felt my hand press into the flesh of Kara's ass and I realized that my entire index finger was buried in her ass.
"Oh my god Joanie!" Kara groaned, "I've never felt...oh god don't stop!" she begged and shuddered. I had no intention of stopping. I began to move my body in unison. I wiggled my finger slightly inside of Kara's asshole, feeling her insides give. Then slowly, I pulled my finger back up, letting my knuckles pop out of Kara's anus. I moved smoothly and evenly. After a few seconds, only the tip of my finger remained inside of her. I think slipped my finger back in, happy to return to her tight, wet warmth. Kara's cock was still soft, so it was more difficult to suck on it, but still wonderful. I pulled my head back, letting Kara's wet cock slip from between my lips. Then, when only the bulbous tip of her penis remained in my mouth, I sucked on her sharply, pulling it taut and then slurping it back into my mouth.
I did this for a long time, I don't really know how long. I kept my lips wrapped around Kara's cock, moving my neck rhythmically and feeding her cock in to my mouth over and over again. At the same time, and at the same pace, I plunged my finger in and out of Kara's hungry asshole, feeling her pull me in. I knew she was loving it. In fact, every few minutes, Kara would reach one of her arms back towards her anus. She spit in her fingers and then smeared it around my finger, keeping me lubricated so I wouldn't have to stop. The room was filled with her moans and her smells, though I was groaning and my pussy was dripping wet as well.
If nothing else had changed, I would have been happy to stay there, doing what I was doing, until we both collapsed on the floor. But after sucking on Kara's cock for a long time, I started to notice something change. As my mouth continued to suck on Kara's cock, I noticed that he flesh was getting firmer, that it was pressing more insistently against my lips, and that it was slipping further and further down my throat. Almost all at once, I could feel Kara's flesh harden, still smooth, in my mouth. I could tell it was bigger now, around 5 inches. Kara was completely erect. It felt so incredibly good, to know that I had done that for her. It made my cheeks flush and I started to suck faster, and move my finger more rapidly in her asshole.
As she was growing more and more erect, Kara was groaning loudly on the floor. But now that she was completely hard, I saw her rise up onto her hands again, driving her cock more deeply down my throat as her ass dropped. She shuddered and then I heard her speaking, "Oh god Joanie...that's so good. You have to stop!" she said. For a moment, I didn't even really understand what she was saying. I just assumed she said "don't stop" and continued to suck her and finger her. But she kept repeating it, "Joanie...oh fuck...stop. You have to stop. I want to fuck you!" It was only when the last sentence groaned out of her throat that I realized what Kara was saying. She didn't want to stop entirely. She had an erection and she wanted to take advantage of it.



A kind of childish excitement ran through me then. I felt my heart fluttering and my mind was reeling. It reminded me a little of the first time I'd ever been kissed. The first time I'd ever made love. There was a kind of manic need that overtook me. I followed it, not willing or able to resist. I moved quickly. I dropped my head down, letting Kara's now-erect penis slip from my lips. I saw that it was now pointing up, towards her breasts. At the same time, I slipped my finger out of Kara's inviting asshole, my finger feeling strange as the pressure dropped away and the blood returned to it. I didn't worry about that. I threw myself back onto the floor, on my ass, propping myself up on my elbows and looking back at Kara.
Whatever frenzy had overtaken me, had reached Kara as well. Even while I was falling back onto her kitchen floor, Kara was spinning around so that she was facing me. I was again shocked by the resemblance between us as her face turned towards me. The hair, the nose, the lips, the breasts...It was mystifying. I could see the same look of shocked recognition of Kara's beautiful, glistening eyes as she turned towards me. It was like we'd forgotten. Only Kara's erect penis, pointing directly at me down between Kara's breasts, told the story. I looked at Kara's penis and then at her eyes. I bit my lip and spread my legs wide. I beckoned her in with my eyes as my own scent wafted up to fill my nose.
Kara quickly started to crawl towards me on her hands and knees. Her breasts and her penis shook side to side as she moved and her shoulder blade rose and fell like a lioness. She actually had a predatory look on her face, her eyes bright and her mouth open slightly. I even saw her tongue ride out across the curve of her lip as her knees pressed between mine. Kara put her arms down on either side of my body, close so that her biceps were pressing against the sides of my breasts. She moved her head closer and I felt her long hair hang down, tickling my nipples as Kara moved towards me. I felt my breath catch in my throat as I saw her beautiful face, just inches from my own.
Suddenly, our bodies crashed together all at once. I felt Kara's firm, round breasts press into mine, her nipples achingly rubbing my own. At the same time, our mouths came together again, our lips locking together instantly. There was no hesitancy now, but pure passion as our mouths opened and our tongues poured rapidly together. We both abandoned ourselves to our bodies, no longer teasing them or holding back. I felt Kara's tongue plunge into my mouth and race across my teeth, I answered back, sucking her saliva off of her tongue and then licking into her mouth as well. I felt our breasts mash tightly together as Kara wrapped more closely around me. I groaned as my nipples pressed into my lover's flesh and I received the slightest amount of relief.
But I felt something else as well. Warm and hard, against the inside of my thigh, I felt Kara's wet cock pressing against me. She was rocking her hips now and mewling into my mouth, clearly desperate. I was too. I slipped my tongue from Kara's mouth and turned my lips to her ear.
"Oh Christ Kara, put it in me. Fuck me now!" I begged. Kara's eyes fluttered open and she looked at me. I bit my lip as she looked at me and nodded. She smiled and slowly started to lower her hips.
I don't know how we did it. Kara never reached her hand down and guided her. I never moved my hips or tried to anticipate her actions. It was just like...we were totally in sync with one another. Kara lowered her hips and then slowly started to move them forward. I spread my legs wider, nodding my head to encourage her forward. After a moment, I felt the smooth tip of Kara's penis as it pressed against my wet slit. In fact, the top of it had actually bumped briefly against my clitoris. Jolts of electricity shot through my body, reacting to her touch.
Kara didn't stop, she kept moving her hips forward slowly. I was so unbelievably wet and willing that there wasn't any friction. There was already a small pool of liquid on the floor beneath my ass. I felt the hard tip of Kara's cock slip down my slit, sinking into it as she went. Then, suddenly, she was at the opening of my vagina. Still, she didn't slow. She continued to press into me with her hips. I felt my lips spread and I felt the thick tip of Kara's penis split me open.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned, biting down hard on my lip as the mushroom tip popped completely inside of me. As I said, Kara's penis was not particularly large (though it was thick). But somehow, it felt like it filled me up. It felt like it was the perfect side for me. And as she slowly thrust, deeper and deeper, I grew more and more filled. Vibrating chords of pure sensation seemed to stretch out from my aching body as Kara slipped deeper and deeper inside. And then I felt her hips resting against mine, I knew she was completely inside of me. I could feel her, hard within me. Instinctively, I wrapped my legs around her hips, pulling her into me.
"Oh Joanie," Kara said, her eyes flashing up and her lips curling into an incredulous grin, "This feels so good," she groaned.
"It feels so right," I whispered, leaning forward slightly and kissing her lips. Her mouth opened and her tongue slipped into my mouth. She adjusted herself slightly, so that our faces were lined up perfectly. Our breasts were pressed together tightly and my legs squeezed Kara's waist. Our eyes were closed. Like this, with my body wrapped around hers, it was impossible to tell us apart. Even I couldn't tell where I ended and Kara began. And I knew that she was beautiful. And that meant that I knew I was beautiful too. I felt the warmth of that feeling soaking over me.
But there was no time to simply luxuriate in the sensation. The frenzy that had brought us to this place was still upon us. Kara's cock felt so unbearably good as I squeezed it within my body. I rocked my hips, silently begging for more. Kara responded. I felt her hips rocking against mine, I felt her cock press deeply into my tight pussy. Then I felt her hips rock back and her cock slipped slowly back out of me. I gasped as I felt the bulbous tip move through me. Soon, only the tip remained. Kara didn't hesitate a moment. She instantly thrust her hard cock mercilessly back into my body. Every movement of her hips, every slight adjustment of her cock sent fiery ice-sensations shooting through my body and groaned, forming my hands into fists.
Kara had instantly slipped into a perfect rhythm. She slipped in and out of me relentlessly, constantly. I heard the harsh slap of her balls as they collided with my ass. I scooted my hips forward, trying to get more. There was no time to waste. We were both gasping for breath and our bodies were trembling desperately. Neither one of us could last very long. Neither one of us wanted to. I wanted Kara to seal us together with her perfect cum. I wrapped my legs around her tighter, squeezing her body into mine and driving our breasts tighter together.
Our mouths were still locked together, and as Kara fucked me with more and more desperation, our kisses became more and more passionate. My mouth was wide open Kara was doing the same. Our lips were sealed together, and our tongues explored all of the space in the vacuum between us. I felt Kara's tongue plunge deep into my throat. I sucked on it, trying to pull her deeper. Then I did the same to her. Sometimes my tongue slipped from my mouth and licked at Kara's lips and cheeks. Spit dripped down from our lips and chins in long, sticky strings and landing slick and wet on my breasts.
We were both moaning and panting loudly into each other's mouths, which nearly covered the wet, slurping sounds of our tongues and the harsh slap of Kara's balls against my body. The room felt like it was unbearably hot and the room was sticky with the aroma of our bodies. I could smell the feminine musk of my body, now melding perfectly with Kara's exotic musk. Somehow the smell was better together.
We couldn't have been like that for long; me on my back, barely able to prop myself up with my elbows while my legs spread wide and wrapped around Kara's body while my lover lay between me, her cock slipping in and out of me beautifully. Two...maybe three minutes. But then, seemingly out of nowhere, time began to slow down.
That was how I first experienced it. Kara seemed suddenly to move more slowly and my breathing regulated. The whole world around me swirled madly and I felt like my head was swimming. It was only as my eyes flittered open and I saw Kara's face, directly in front of my own, that I realized what was happening. As I looked at her and saw her eyes flutter open as well, I realized that I was cumming. That I had been cumming. And then it hit me full force. All of the muscles in my body contracted and the same time, I felt the muscles in my pussy clamp down hard on Kara's cock. But my orgasm was already overwhelming me. It had already shot through my nerves and coated every atom of my body in all-encompassing pleasure. I groaned as the force of it...so powerfully...struck me all at once. I felt like all of the power went out of my limbs. There was no space left in my being to do anything other than to feel the release of my orgasm.
Then I felt something else. As my pussy continued to contract sharply around Kara's cock, I sensed resistance. It was expanding and contracting as well, sort of reacting to my body. I saw Kara's mouth drop open and heard her groan. Then I could feel the hot spurting warmth of Kara's cum as it began to fill my body. I could feel my lover's balls seizing against my ass, pumping more and more of her essence into my willing pussy. I trembled with excitement as I soaked in that feeling, so perfect I wished it could last for the rest of my life.
I collapsed backwards now, overwhelmed by the feeling of Kara's cum inside me. Kara collapsed forward too, grunting as she landed against my breasts. We lay there, panting and gasping for breath, as our orgasms slowly subsided. I actually felt Kara's cock go limp inside of my body and then gradually slip out. Still we lay together, Kara's head on my breasts and hers pressing against my stomach. Our bodies sticky with our sweat and spit and cum.
Eventually, we managed to catch our breath. I saw Kara slowly rouse herself and she turned towards me. She crossed her arms and placed them on top of my breasts. She placed her chin on the back of her hands her eyes turned towards mine. I felt her turned to the side slightly and watched as she snaked her right hand down between our bodies. I felt her fingers against my skin, felt her slip down between my thighs. She tickled me and I giggled. She smiled at me devilishly. I felt her fingers against my wet pussy. Then, I felt her hand slipping back out.
A moment later, her hand was placed between our faces, fingers up. A large glob of our cum, mixed together, was sitting on the end of her hand. The fragrant aroma was intense, overwhelming my nostrils. Kara raised her eyebrows as she looked at me. Somehow, she'd known exactly what I needed. I smiled and opened my mouth. In quick movement, I took Kara's fingers into my mouth, licking the cum off of her fingers. I groaned at the flavor, feeling the sticky liquid, so feminine and thick, coating my tongue. I swished it between my teeth.
"Share, baby," Kara said softly, and she rocked forward. Once again our lips met and our mouths open. I pushed the cum into Kara's mouth, feeling it slip over her tongue. We kissed for several seconds, passing the hot liquid, now cut with our saliva. Eventually, we split the load in half and we each swallowed our halves down. I felt it slip down my throat and settle warmly in my stomach. Kara rocked back, placing her hands back on my breasts. I sighed contentedly.
We sat for a long time, just looking at each other while we breathed and soaked in the post-coital bliss. All of my joints felt loose, my muscles felt relaxed. More importantly, my mind felt clearer than it had in a very long time. And as my intellectual faculties returned to me, I realized who was laying on top of me and how we'd gotten there. Or...I guess I didn't. I smiled incredulously and shook my head.
"What just happened?" I asked and Kara laughed. I could remember asking Kara what she would want if she was in my position, and then suddenly she was kissing me. And I did want it. But how had we gotten here? After Kara's musical laugh faded away, she looked at me seriously. She turned her head to the side.
"I don't really know. I didn't plan anything that happened tonight you know. I mean...I was just doing what I felt was right," she said seriously.
"Thank you," I said. I still didn't understand what was going on. I mean...it was still extremely confusing how I'd ended up here. But now that I thought about it, Kara had somehow absolutely done the right thing, even if I didn't know what she'd done or why. I could just...feel it.
"You don't have to thank me...it's like I said, you are the one who taught me..." she trailed off as I laughed.
"I taught you a lot of things at the department store. I never taught you how to fuck," I said, "I'd remember." Kara laughed and grinned.
"You taught me some stuff right here! I am usually pretty vanilla. That was crazy!" she said, and we giggled. Slowly we settled back into silence. I continued to look at Kara, at her face so like mine. I could see her gathering her thoughts, I was prepared to wait. I felt like, in a certain way, Kara and I had interrupted our conversation to get my head straight, and now I was prepared to really understand what she was saying. Kara seemed to get that as well. With her head resting on my breast, she kept talking.
"When you met me at the department store, you saw me at my lowest point. You saw me when I hated myself and thought that I was worthless. I know what that kind of self-pity looks like. Even if it feels justified it looks ugly. And it rubs off on others. When you hate yourself, others pick up on it and they hate you back."
I felt my cheeks grow red, I knew what she was talking about. I thought back at my actions earlier in the day. It felt like it had been someone else. How had I let Erik treat me like that...I'd gotten some sort of satisfaction out of it. It justified the way I felt about myself. I felt intensely embarrassed. But I shoved that all out of my mind now. There would be time for regret later if it was necessary. Now I felt like a different person for some reason. Maybe Kara could explain.
"When you came to me at the store, you didn't do either of the two destructive things everyone else did. You didn't pity me, and validate the negative feelings I had about myself. And you didn't judge me. You didn't think that I deserved to feel the way I did. You didn't hate me, and you treated me...normally. And that was the lesson I learned from you. That was the thing...that is what it meant to be a woman. It meant...being a woman means someone who doesn't judge other women, who understands other women, who reaches out to other women.
"I didn't respect you back then because you were perfect and I idolized you. I mean, no offense, you were actually a pretty terrible assistant manager as far as the mechanics of the job went," she laughed, "I respected you because you were human. You were a woman and you tried to do the right thing as a woman. And that is what I wanted. And I am still inspired by that. Inspired by you.
"But because of my respect for you, when you came to me today and it felt like life had gotten you down...I didn't feel angry or disappointed or anything. It wasn't like learning a hero was human. I always knew you were human. So I knew I didn't have any reason to judge you. I didn't have a right to. Just like you hadn't judged me. All I could do was understand you, the way you'd done with me. And you asked what you needed. And when I looked in your eyes...I mean it was obvious. You needed to love yourself. You needed to pull yourself out of your downward spiral. So I thought about what I would have wanted. And I would have wanted someone to show me love, to show I was really worthy of it. And so I thought I'd kiss you...and then everything just..."
"Got better," I said and smiled at her.
"Did it?" she asked earnestly. She knew I was talking about something other than the sex.
"Yeah," I said, "it really did." I said and I realized it was true. Kara looked embarrassed by the intensity of my answer.
"I was only able to do it because you showed me how," she said, blushing again, "This was a reflection of the good you did for me."
"I think I understand it now," I said, and I looked at her face intently. "And when you need me again...I will be there too. To mirror this back again," I said. That night, laying in Kara's arms, there really wasn't anything left to say. I just wrapped my arms around her, pulled her in close to me. She cooed and kissed my breast gently. We fell asleep on the floor.
I am not going to lie and say that everything was better then. It wasn't. It wouldn't be for a long time. But that night was a turning point in my life. It was my lowest point, walking out of that alley behind the bar. And Kara reached down into that darkness, the way I had once done for her, and she pulled me out. She showed me the good parts of myself, the physical and the spiritual, and reflected them back at me through her own decency. Even with the same face. And in doing so, she showed me the value that I still had. She showed me that it was at least possible to love myself again. And I grabbed that lifeline and I climbed.
And Kara, my friend and sometimes lover, was with me all along the way, holding me up while I supported her.
The End
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"She wouldn't even have to bend over or get on her knees!" One of the bros giggled to his friend. The other guy was nodding wildly.
"Usually they have those like...weird shaped foreheads and huge shoulders and shit. But she's..." the other guy responded, not exactly on point with the initial comment.
"She's fucking hot," the first guy finished for him.
I sighed deeply and kept looking ahead, wondering where my friends had wandered off to. I knew from the way they were talking that the bros didn't realize that I could hear. The music in the bar was pretty loud and the closest bro was two bar stools away from me. But, amongst everything else, I've always had truly excellent hearing (maybe because I was always straining to hear what people were saying about me, because they were always saying something). And yes, "everything else" includes the fact that I am a little person. Or as the bro next to me responded.
"The world's hottest fucking midget..."
Yes, it is I, Catrina Powell, the world's hottest midget...According to drunk guys at singles bars who've never met another little person.
Okay look, that sounds like I am being snide. But honestly, I am not overly sensitive. I don't even bother to correct people when they use the "M" word anymore (but, by the way, don't use the M-word. Not for my sake, but for yours. Do want to say something that might hurt someone else's feelings just to prove you can do it? Is that the person you are? No one outside a Donald Trump rally finds that attractive). And look, I am as vain as the next person. I like that people think my body looks good. Hell, I think it looks good.
I am 4'3 (like 132 centimeters) and I am well-proportioned. I have long, straight black hair, big dark eyes, a small nose and pouty pink lips. My arms are slender and well-balanced with the length of my torso. I have large (relative to my body) high breasts, a narrow waist, and wide hips. My ass is large and muscular and my legs thick but not with a chunky build. So yeah, I am relatively happy with the way I look. As happy as any of my friends who aren't little people feel about their bodies, at least.
So I wasn't sighing because some half-drunken dudes were talking about my body to one another. I mean, I was dressed all slutty at a bar wasn't I? (For the record, it was a skin tight black cocktail dress that really pushed my tits up and exposed my cleavage. Short too. No joke intended there). I came here with my friends to try to find someone to hook up with. The whole idea was that someone would like my body and want to do something freaky with it. It was just...why did my attractiveness have to be relative to how other little people look? If I am hot, I'm hot. They didn't need to bash other ladies to justify it. And was I only hot because I was surprisingly well-proportioned for a little person? What sort of scale was I being evaluated on? In short, was I hot or was the idea of an attractive little person hot? That's why I carefully avoided making eye contact and willed my friends to return from wherever they'd gone.
"Dude," One of the guys said, "Think about it. You could just pick her up and..." Oh great, now I was picturing their ridiculous fantasy's as they narrated them. Maybe if they were good looking, but these guys...
As I tried my hardest not to listen, I became aware of the sound of clicking high heels moving behind me. I felt the presence before I saw the person, leaning over the backs of the barstools between me and the bros. My nose was instantly filled with the sharp, floral scent of a woman's perfume. At first I gazed out of the corner of my eye and caught a flash of long blonde hair and smooth tanned skin. I noticed that the woman was turned towards me as she leaned against the bar.
"Hey," she said. Despite my desire to avoid, at all costs, looking in the general direction of the bros, I instinctively turned towards the woman who had addressed me. She was stunningly pretty. She was tall and leggy, around 5'9, with a trim athletic build. Her hair was a sort of platinum blonde, very straight and long. She had these massive, incandescent green eyes that shimmered mischievously. Her nose was small and upturned slightly, she had thick red lips thickly painted. She had a long, slim neck and narrow shoulders. She was wearing a crop top that amounted to little more than a strip across her breasts, which were quite large. Her midriff was exposed and I could see she had a strikingly narrow waist with strikingly wide hips to match, a sort of...sexy cartoon build almost. Her ass was large and she was wearing a skin tight pair of jeans that accentuated that as she leaned over the bar. Her legs were slender but you could see her lithe muscles beneath the denim. In short, she was gorgeous. And I was a bit relieved. Maybe the bros' attention would shift...
"Hi," I responded uncertainly. As soon as the words left my mouth, the girl was talking again.
"So you're pretty small, huh?" she said. She spoke very loudly and winked at me at the same. She didn't say it in the...clueless sort of way that I was used to. It was theatrical.
"You're observant," I responded wryly, but not angrily.
"Does that mean you like small dicks? Like do you prefer really tiny penises?" she asked, smiling wickedly and raising her eyebrows. I almost laughed out loud. That was one way to start a conversation. I placed my elbow on the bar and leaned my head against my hand.
"No, not in particular," I said honestly. The woman turned quickly towards the bros.
"Sorry buddy," she said loudly and pointing at one guy, "She doesn't like guys with small penises. You're out of luck!" I heard the bartender and several other people in the area laugh. The other bro even laughed, though the other scrunched his face up angrily.
"Fuck you" the angry guy said, "You're such a fucking bitch!" He sputtered, looking at me and blushing deeply.
"Tell me I don't know what I am talking about David," she said, loudly emphasizing the name, "Do we want to talk about firsthand information, David?" David blushed more deeply and his friend made his face into a tight 'O.' Others were laughing.
"Fuck you Nikki," David said, essentially confirming that he knew her. He realized what he'd done and quickly rose from the barstool. He shuffled quickly out the door. The other bro shook his head for a minute, let his eyes run over Nikki's body, then followed his friend out. The rest of the bar quickly settled down. Once again Nikki turned and looked at me.
"Nikki Locke," the woman said, extending her hand. I shook it. She had this sort of...familiar attitude. It is hard to explain. I guess the word is charisma. I instantly felt myself drawn to her, smiling back.
"Catrina Powell," I said, a little dreamily. She tilted her head to the side as she looked at me.
"Hey, I didn't mean to chase those guys away if you were enjoying their...attention. I just figured..." she began, but I quickly raised my hands.
"No!" I said quickly and then laughed, "No. In fact, thank you, it was about to get weirdly graphic. And not in a fun way. Let me buy you a drink," I turned to the bar.
"Oh it was more to fuck with David than anything else. He should call a girl after a date. Especially one that...went so well for him," she said, "Besides, I have a pitcher over at my table." As she spoke, she gestured with her head towards a booth. Then she raised her eyebrows, "Actually, my friend found some chick to dance with and he left me alone. I am drinking a pitcher by myself. Why don't you come over and say thank you by making me a social drinker instead of an alcoholic. Everything is about context," She said. I looked out to the dance floor.
"Which one is your boyfriend?" I asked, pointing.
"Just friend," she said, raising her hand, "No boyfriend of mine is going to dance with someone else. And he is there," she said, pointing to a tall, goofy looking guy near the corner of the floor. I laughed.
"Well that explains where half of my friends went," I said, "He's dancing with my roommate."
"Small world," Nikki said, pushing herself away from the bar. I raised my eyebrows at the last statement.
"Small world?" I asked, "Is that some sort of crack?" I stared at her intently. I don't know why I asked. Maybe I was testing her. She instantly slapped herself in the forehead.
"Oh no, no, no!" she said, then she turned me again. I expected her to apologize and I prepared to say I was only kidding. I am really not that sensitive. Nikki had other ideas, "I was saving it up! I had it all planned out. I was going to make a really awful, I mean just miserably punny, little person joke in like five minutes! I just needed to formulate the perfect one and then deploy it at the right time. Now I wasted it," I laughed aloud. This girl was my speed.
"I won't judge you on the second one if you promise it's really bad," I said.
"Don't be condescending. I blew it. I don't need your pity. It won't have any impact now. Come on, I need a drink," she said with faux sadness. She began slumping towards the booth and, gamely, I hopped off my stool and followed after. Without really thinking about it, I watched her large, round ass tick side to side as she walked towards the booth. She was very...well made.
A minute later we were sitting at the table and Nikki was pouring me a drink. This wasn't exactly what I'd had in mind, but it was better than sitting at the bar by myself. I took a sip of my beer and settle down into the booth.
"Ugh, Natty. What're you in college?" I asked, wincing at the cheap, bitter beer. Nikki fanned herself dramatically.
"Mercy me, where are my manners?" she said in an affected accent, then following up flatly, "We aren't all millionaires who can afford fancy foreign Czech beers like 'Bud Light.' I thought the point was to get drunk." With that she door a deep gulp of her beer and at the same time, she tapped the bottom of my glass, willing me to drink. I smiled and placed it to my lips. Somehow, she'd come off self-deprecating and charming, despite the sort of manic nature of her words and tone. It was a gift she had.
"I was just expecting Schlitz is all," I said, warming to the flavor and the memories of university parties.
"Malt liquor for the paying customers," she explained and drank again, "Damsels in distress get the government cheese."
"Is that what I am? A damsel?" I asked pointing to my chest with all five fingers splayed, "Isn't that a little dramatic?" Although, I sort of liked the imagery.
"Well I rescued you didn't I? Slew the dragon...even if it was very, very small dragon," she said, and smiled and winked again. I wondered if David felt the burn in the parking lot. I grinned and shook my head.
"You don't know the half of it," I said, looking back towards the bar.
"How's that?" Nikki asked, throwing one arm over the back of the booth, and slumping down comfortable. She sipped her beer in the other hand.
"Well you chased two guys off, but two more probably would have taken their place. You got me out of the line of fire by bringing me over here," I explained.
"Next two guys going to rob the place?" Nikki asked snottily, but playfully.
"The figurative line of fire," I returned in the same vein, "Trust me. I am safer here than at the bar where everyone has to spot and look at me."
"Aren't we pretty full of ourselves?" Nikki said, "You're hot, but I mean you're no Nikki Locke." I actually blushed, she'd said I was hot.
"That isn't what I mean," I said, "For some guys, I am the fantasy rather than the person. I can spot them when they walk in the door."
"I know that game," Nikki said certainly. I sort of rolled my eyes to myself. Even women could be willfully ignorant about this stuff sometimes.
"Okay calm yourself sweetheart," I responded knowingly, "Yes, you are blonde. Yes, you are thin. And yes, you have some pretty big tits. You're a vision of pure desire. You walked out of a Playboy centerfold and directly into this bar..."
"Is this a dream? Could anyone other than me have scripted this conversation?" Nikki asked, looking around wildly. I laughed but continued on.
"But you are the object of totally normal, gross dude attention. Eventually, maybe, the guy would see you as a person because you're just a particularly attractive example of a 'normal' woman. You have no idea what it's like to be half the bar's weird little fixation." Nikki looked me up and down once or twice. She nodded her head as though she was thinking about what I said. Finally, she raised her eyebrows and opened her free palm.
"You know you're right. I have never been anyone's weird little fixation. I don't know what that's like," she said, and I nodded appreciatively. She understood, "But...but!" she said, raising one finger in the air and leaning towards me, "she really, really does. Maybe even better than you." And as she said the last phrase she pointed down, into the booth, under the table, between her legs. Instinctively, my eyes followed the direction of her point. I didn't even have time to think about what I was looking for or who 'she' was. I looked down across Nikki's bare midriff, tracking the path of her finger. I looked at her skin-tight jeans. And then I noticed something. A tell-tale bulge against her left, inner thigh.
"Well, not that little of a fixation," she said, as I looked up, mouth slightly agape.
"Is that...?" I started.
"No, it isn't," Nikki said seriously, "It absolutely isn't a roll of quarters. It's a penis," Nikki said. My eyes shot back up to her face. She was smiling at me smugly. I had to admit...she probably had me beat. But, surprisingly quickly, the shock seemed to fade away. I realized what it meant...the implications of the fact that Nikki was trans. Well, not just trans. The fact that she wasn't anyone's idea of "normal" either.
"Okay," I said, leaning in towards her, "Don't you fucking hate it when they..." And then we were off. We must've talked nonstop for the next two hours. I instantly dropped my sarcastic superiority and Nikki dropped her ironic detachment. Even before we spoke, we knew that the other person would understand everything. I mean, I'd never met a transwoman before and I was at least relatively sure that Nikki hadn't spent much time with little people. But we were two...non-conventionally attractive women living in a man's world. The connection that I'd somehow felt with Nikki from the beginning suddenly seemed to make sense. I must've sensed a kindred spirit from the outset and we slipped into an instant, intense intimacy.
Some of our talks was just about the basic inconvenience of being a "different" kind of woman in a world that was designed for someone else. The awful names. The embarrassing questions. The hatred that came from the small-minded. And in some ways worse, the ignorance that came from people who generally meant well but appeared so often that it became a draining chore to deal with them. But mostly what we talked about was what it meant to date as a little person or as a transwoman. After all, that was the area with the deepest vein of material for both of us.
I told Nikki about all of the awful male interactions that I'd had in my life. No, that's a lie. We only talked for two hours. It would've taken a month to tell her everything. I gave her the highlights. I told her about the guy who tried to convince me to hide in "small" places in his house and then, when he nonchalantly walked by naked, wanted me to jump out and suck his dick. I told her about the guy who wanted me to ride him like a "horsey" around his apartment. He had a saddle. I told her about the guy who on our second date (in some sort of weird size reversal) wanted to dress up in a diaper, piss himself, and have me change him. Finally, I told her of the unrelenting hell that was St. Patrick's Day, Chicago, 2015. The key word is leprechaun. You can imagine the details for yourself.
Nikki matched and, in some ways, surpassed every story I brought up. She told me guy who wanted to "pretend" he didn't know she was trans so that he could "pretend" to be angry when he discovered it, followed by a rape role play. She told me about the guy who broke up with her because she had a bigger penis (the guy measured three times, four millimeters different each time). She told me about the guy who was extremely aroused by the idea of telling his mother that his girlfriend was trans. And she explained that she had been accused of lying no fewer than a dozen times because the first thing out of her mouth on a date wasn't "I have a penis."
There was almost no reticence in our conversation. We both just dived in head first, telling the worst that we could think of with absolute candor. We spoke over one another, rushing to get out every detail. I told Nikki things that I never would have told anyone else ever, let alone a stranger. And I was pretty sure she was sharing pretty deeply buried secrets as well. But neither of us felt embarrassed or ashamed. That was, sort of, the way we were always supposed to feel. But together, suddenly, we were able to turn that shame back on our tormentors. Suddenly, they were the ones who were abnormal. When it was just me and Nikki, we were the people and other people were objects for our amusement. Other people were the natural-born perverts.
It was about two hours after we'd first started talking, and the bar was starting to wind down. My friends had both left, sure that because I was with another woman I was safe. My roommate had actually left with Nikki's friend. They were going to my place. The dining area was now completely abandoned except for Nikki and me. We were totally comfortable. We were leaning close together, talking quietly and sipping beers. By now, I felt like I'd known her for years. We were locked together. And that allowed up to open up, getting more philosophical in our complaints.
"What I really hate," I was explaining, "Is that because I am some guy's fetish, then he just assumes that I am into all the other weird fetishes the guy is into. I mean let's be honest, I probably am. I am a freak. I'm into just about everything. But he shouldn't just assume it!" I said. Nikki tilted her head to the side, smiling strangely.
"So you're into anything?" She asked. I'd really just been joking to emphasize a point. I was relatively vanilla. But there was something very serious in Nikki's eyes. I couldn't tell what she was getting at. I felt the mood suddenly shift, and for reasons I didn't fully understand, I felt my heart fluttering.
"Pretty much," I whispered, my voice croaking slightly. Nikki looked at me silently for several seconds. My eyes moved around her body. I saw her large breasts rising and falling sharply as she took a few deep breaths.
"You ever kissed a tranny?" she asked, using the 'fetish' word she'd been decrying all night. She bit her lower lip as she said it, looking around the room as if to emphasize that no one was really around. The fluttering in my heart jumped up a few hundred beats per minute. I felt my cheeks warm and my palms get sweaty. But I smiled back.
"You ever kissed a midget?" I asked, mirroring her fetishizing language. Nikki laughed. And then she pounced. I rushed to meet her. I felt like I was being propelled. I don't know if it was traditional attraction. I mean, I became aware, all at once, that the connection I'd been feeling had had a dimension I hadn't even realized. And I knew that Nikki was absolutely...stunning. The curves, the elegance, the beauty of her form...I saw it. And I really liked it. But more fundamentally, I think I recognized that I had a chance to have...some kind of experience with someone who would see me as a person. Someone who would understand. Nikki felt the same thing. And neither of us wanted to miss that opportunity.



When our bodies crashed together, there was no tentative feeling out. There wasn't time to be coy. We knew all of one another's secrets now anyway. We came together with unchecked passion from the very first. Soon, Nikki's smooth hands were gliding through my hair and rubbing against my cheek. In the same moment, my hands flew to her thighs, feeling her firm flesh against my hot palms. But then her lips were against mine, and her tongue was in mouth. My lips parted to make way for her, and her tongue plunged deeply towards my throat. I felt her thick, slippery tongue pressing against mine and I tasted the sweet flavor of her saliva as she filled my mouth. Instinctively, my tongue jumped into the fray. I pressed it between her lips, driving it deeply into her throat, feeling her slick teeth and tasting her sweet flavor.
I am not sure how long we kissed. It felt like hours and seconds all at the same time. All I know is that the entire time we had simply abandoned ourselves to our passions. Our mouths moved frantically. My tongue slipped in and out of her mouth rapidly, I tasted her lips and even her chin at time. Our faces glistened with spit. The music was still playing at the bar, but I could hear the wet, slurping sounds of our kisses. And my nose was filled with Nikki's perfume, but beneath that I felt like I could detect something else...something more primal. My entire body felt like it was vibrating. I'd never felt like that when kissing before. It was like being able to feel while numb...I don't know, that doesn't make any sense. But that's what it felt like.
Still, despite the intensity of our kiss, our bodies remained somewhat apart. We were sitting with our knees sort of tilted together. I had my hands on Nikki's thighs while she bent down to kiss me. Her hands remained against my cheeks, feeling hot and soft against my skin. I could feel my chest rising and falling rapidly and my cheeks were growing red. I knew that if something needed to give.
"Do you want to go back to my place?" Nikki, sort of spitting the words out around my tongue as we kissed. It was like she was reading my mind.
"Yes," I said, without even thinking. Just as rapidly as we'd begun kissing, we suddenly broke apart. I heard Nikki giggling as she scooted out of the booth. I followed her, laughing excitedly as well. Soon we were out of the booth and Nikki took my hand as we ran out of the bar. It was mostly empty now, and people probably just assumed we were drunk. I guess we were a little drunk, but not really. I didn't really know what was going on. It was just...fun.
There was already a cab outside and we piled into the back. As soon as the doors were closed and Nikki shouted out her address, we were kissing again with total obliviousness to the outside world. Maybe the cab driver was looking at us in the rear view mirror. But for once, our sexuality wasn't about consumption by others. We weren't the objects of anyone else's desire. We were about...us. And I was just enjoying the feeling of my hands on Nikki's thighs while her tongue poured into my mouth.
I don't remember getting out of the cab or Nikki paying. I was kissing her cheeks and nibbling on her ear while it happened. I don't remember going into her building or walking up the stairs. We were kissing the entire time, bouncing against the walls and laughing. I don't even remember what floor she lived on or which apartment it was. Just, suddenly, she broke our kiss to unlock her door and we were inside.
As the door closed behind me, I saw that we were standing in a large, nicely-furnished open-concept living room/kitchen. There were doors that I assume led to the bedroom, but neither one of us wanted to waste that time. Nikki took two steps into the room and then, with her back to me, she reached up to the bottom hem of her crop top and lifted the shirt up over her head. She wasn't wearing a bra and I could see the outlines of the sides of her breasts around the sides of her smooth, delicate back.
Nikki then quickly turned and looked at me, still standing in front of the door. Her breasts bounced heavily as she turned and looked at me, there was a wicked smile on her face. Nikki's build was even more impressive out of her shirt. Her breasts absolutely defied gravity, sitting up high on her chest and accentuating her severe hourglass shape. The breasts themselves gently sloped in on the top, and there were rounded on the bottom. Her nipples were long, with small pink areolas. I felt my mouth watering, a reaction I'd honestly never had to women's breasts before.
"Is this really happening?" I asked myself, my words sounding dreamy and faraway. Nikki smiled more widely and placed her hands on her wide hips.
"If you want it to," she said. I licked my lips and felt the same vibrating sensation I'd had at the bar. It was attraction, I think, but...so much more.
"I don't understand what I am feeling," I said honestly.
"Don't question it," Nikki said, "We're in uncharted water here. But I think this is good." She said, and the way she said it made me believe her. I don't know if I could've held my body back, but I suddenly realized that my mind wanted this as well. There was no barrier here. That was what I was feeling. There was no separation. I didn't doubt her intentions, I didn't wonder what she was thinking. I knew what she felt about me and I knew that I could trust it. I could feel the raw connection between us and I wanted more of it.
"Do you want to fuck a midget?" I asked her, my breath catching in my throat now. I had intended it to be playful, the way it had been in the bar when we'd first begun to kiss. But it came out sounding serious. I looked up at Nikki, my hair cast over my eyes. She shook her head.
"No," she said, "I want to...be with you." And she brought her hand to her mouth and nibbled on her fingertips. She looked vulnerable and alluring. Started to walk quickly across the room, closing the distance between us. In a moment, I was standing right in front of Nikki's body. I looked up and saw that her breasts were right above me. I could smell her perfume and her excitement, and I could feel the heat of her body.
I tilted my head back now and closed my eyes. I moved my mouth forward and I could feel Nikki's body tremble as my warm lips pressed into the underside her breast. Her flesh felt firm and hot and my lips sank into it. I could feel goosebumps form on her skin as my tongue slipped from my mouth and pressed lightly on her breast. Nikki bent slightly and her breast slipped down. I felt her nipple rub against my nose and I heard Nikki moan. I moved my mouth, quickly taking Nikki's nipple into it. I felt the taut, firm bullet of flesh slip between my teeth and heard Nikki groan as I flicked my wet tongue against it. I closed my lips around Nikki's nipple, sucking on it gently and playing my tongue across it.
While I sucked on Nikki's breast, my hands remained active. As soon as I'd begun kissing Nikki's warm body, I'd moved my fingers up to Nikki's waist. While I began to suck on her nipple, I rapidly unbuttoned the fly of her tight pants and slipped down the zipper. I moved, briefly, off of Nikki's nipple, once again licking and now sucking on the smooth underside of her breast. At the same time, I moved my hands out to Nikki's hips, slipping my fingers in the waistband of her tight jeans. I could feel that she wasn't wearing any panties. As I licked at sucked on Nikki's breast and listened to her excited groans. I slipped Nikki's nipple back into my mouth as I started to tug, gently at first and then forcefully, on Nikki's tight jeans. Nikki giggled as I struggled and I felt her shimmy her hips slightly. Eventually, I was able to push the waist of Nikki's jeans back over her round ass and then down. Now the pants felt loose and they slipped down, bunching slightly around Nikki's knees. I lifted one foot up and put it in the seat of her jeans where it was slung between her legs. I pushed down and soon they were in a pile at Nikki's feet. She easily stepped out of them, now totally naked. I gave one last suck to Nikki's nipple and then took a half step back, letting it pop out of my mouth. I moved back further and looked down now at Nikki's body.
"Oh my god..." I said, putting my hand over my mouth, I felt my eyes widen.
"What?" Nikki asked, with a sort of forced playfulness that indicated unease.
"You're gorgeous," I said and Nikki smiled with relief, making her look even more beautiful. The full dramatic sweep of Nikki's hourglass shape was now visible, as were her long svelte legs. Of course, there was more than that. My eyes were, naturally, drawn to the area between those legs. Nikki was waxed totally bare and all of her skin was just as tanned and smooth as her face. And that included her penis. It was soft when I looked at it, the skin looking velvety and smooth, though I could see a few small veins running through it. She was circumcised and the domed tip was a dark red color and very smooth. Her shaft lay gently atop two small balls in a taut, hairless scrotum. It was...cute. It somehow fit with the rest of her.
I'd always loved to put a soft cock in my mouth and feel it get hard as I gave it attention. It was like...I was making it come alive. My mouth watered and I licked my lips. I knew exactly what I was going to do next.
The bros at the bar had, of course, been wrong. If I wanted to suck a dick, I couldn't just stand there while my lover stood in front of me. I wasn't that short and I'd never met anyone that tall. Nikki was a tall girl, but nowhere near tall enough for that maneuver. But I was (am) very short. I could still do things that other girls couldn't.
I took two steps backwards and spread my legs shoulder-width apart. I pushed my round ass backwards slightly and then began to bend at my waist. Rapidly, the distance between us shrank and my head slipped down lower and lower in front of Nikki's body. I kept my eyes on Nikki as I moved, my pupils locked on hers. Her eyes were wide, watching me. She looked giddy. I could see her chest rising and falling rapidly, but she didn't otherwise move.
I didn't even have to get on my knees. Still standing, just a little bit bent over, Nikki's penis was directly in front of my face. For the first time since I'd started bending over, I looked down from Nikki's eyes (they were partially blocked by her breasts now anyway) and looked directly at her limp cock. I was so close now that I could feel my warm breath bouncing off of her body and coming back to my face. But my focus was on the appearance of Nikki's soft penis. I smiled at it, it look so smooth and so delicate. It was cute! I breathed in deeply, soaking in Nikki's perfume and the primal scent of her sweat underneath. Her pheromones made me feel lightheaded and I moved my hands up, placing my palms on Nikki's wide hips and feeling my fingers sink into her hot flesh. The room was now totally silent, Nikki wasn't even breathing. I'd stopped too. I could feel her eyes on me.
Usually, when I did something like this, I would close my eyes. But I didn't now. I wanted to see everything. I wanted to feel everything. I opened my mouth and leaned the last half of an inch forward. I tasted her first. The salty, animal flavor as it spread across my tongue. She let out a soft chirping noise and I groaned. I felt Nikki's soft flesh tumble over my lips and land softly against my tongue. Instinctively, my lips closed gently around Nikki's flaccid shaft. My tongue began to swirl around the circumcised tip of Nikki's penis, making it flop wetly against the insides of my cheeks. Then I began to suck gently on the tip. Nikki's soft shaft began to stretch, her skin growing taut and pulling into my mouth as I slurped at her. I felt her shaft and her pulsating urethra slip across my tongue. Deeper and deeper, her soft penis wiggled into the back of my mouth.
The taste of Nikki's body had only grown more intense as I took more and more of her inside of me. There was a clean, soapy flavor that seemed to make sense with the smooth, delicate texture of her skin. But there was a salty, musky taste beneath that. I could feel it wrapping around my tongue, making my head light. That taste filled my nose and made my knees weak. I'd never tasted anything like it.
Nikki's moans had grown louder and louder as I pulled more and more of her cock into my mouth. I could see out of the corners of my eyes and that her hands and arms were moving. I knew that they were moving up to Nikki's breasts. I could feel the tremors in her body as her fingers moved across her nipples. Her heat seemed to grow, to radiate out from her.
Nikki took a half step forward as I sucked, allowing me to get more of her penis inside of me. I was so close now that I could feel her balls against my chin and all I could see was her bellybutton. I let my tongue slip out from my lips, ever so slightly. I felt the rigid tip of my tongue press against Nikki's soft scrotum, felt her balls move against my touch. Her taste here was even more intense, and I desperately wished I could take the whole package into my mouth.
But Nikki's limp cock had begun to rouse from my attention. It was still limp and flopped wildly against my tongue, but I could feel it swelling. My eyes watered slightly as I felt it growing thicker and thicker in my mouth. It was actually starting to push down towards my throat. Just as I'd hoped, Nikki's cock was coming alive in my mouth. I groaned around it and slipped my tongue back into my mouth.
"Jesus Catrina," Nikki moaned, "I never start getting hard this fast. Don't stop!" Her words came out in a breathless rush. I swirled my tongue around wildly on her velvety skin, just to let her know that I'd heard her. Now was not the time for a slow exploration. My body felt like it was pulsating to the beat of Nikki's heartbeat, which I could feel pounding in the veins her cock. My muscles felt tight and my mind felt like it was floating. Now as a time for action.
I jumped instantly from cradling Nikki inside of my mouth to full, frantic motion. I bobbed my head backwards quickly, letting Nikki's half-hard shaft slip through my tight lips. The whole time, my tongue swirled around her wildly. Soon, just the soft tip of Nikki's penis remained in my mouth, my tongue probing it fiercely. But I didn't rest there. As soon as I felt the tip start to slip from my lips, I bobbed my mouth forward again, sucking strongly as I did so. I felt Nikki's shaft against my cheeks as I moved forward, taking her penis into my throat and pushing my nose against my belly.
"Oh fuck!" I heard Nikki groan and I could feel her knees wobble slightly. She got no mercy from me. I felt like someone else was controlling my body. I started moving faster. Soon, my head was bobbing up and down faster than I'd ever moved before, I was almost dizzy. I relaxed my throat and let Nikki's cock slam into me over and over again. I gagged slightly, but didn't stop. I moved my head side to side slightly as I went, giving Nikki different angles on the inside of my throat.
I must've kept up that pace for a couple of minutes...I don't know it was a blur. My hands gripped tightly to Nikki's wide hips. I was still bent over slightly, planted firmly on my feet and trying to keep my balance while my head bounced violently up and down on Nikki's penis. My mouth was flooding with saliva and it was dripping out of my lips, completely uncontrolled in my wild motions. While her cock felt like a...sort of hot, silky, smoothness in my mouth without any defined shape, I could tell that it was changing. It was growing thick and stiffer with each passage across my think, welcoming tongue.
Nikki noticed that changes too. She basically hadn't stopped moaning since I'd started. She was loud and her body was trembling. I could see her legs, spread apart slightly, shaking wildly at the knees. Her hands had once been on her waist, but I'd felt them move. I felt her right hand resting gently on top of my head. She wasn't pushing me (I couldn't have moved any faster if she had), but it seemed she was leaning on me. Her other hand, I could tell, was grasping her large breasts, pulling at her nipples, and searching desperately for relief.
Nikki's head was thrown back as she moaned and I could actually smell her hair as it swished across her back. But that wasn't the only smell, and certainly not the dominant one. The musky smell of Nikki's body had grown more and more intense with time. The room felt hot and thick with it. It seemed to merge with the salty, naughty taste that coated my tongue. I could feel slickness growing between my legs and I sort of wondered whether Nikki could smell me as well.
Maybe she did. Maybe that explains what she did next. Because while I was bending over and giving everything that I had to Nikki's hardening cock, I felt her hand slip off of my head. She wobbled a minute, but moved her hand decisively over my head and past my neck. Nikki's fingers grasped the zipper at the top of my dress and jerks quickly. I didn't feel or even hear the zipper, I just felt a sudden coldness on my back, goosebumps. I felt short sleeves of my dress slip down over my arms, the tight dress no longer hugging my breasts. I didn't have time to think about what Nikki had done. As soon as she'd unzipped me, she was talking.
"Oh Catrina, you gotta stop. I can't cum yet!" Nikki groaned. For a moment, the words didn't even register. If anything, I took the opposite approach, treated it as though she'd asked for more. I moved faster, deep throating Nikki's cock and then shaking my head side to side, driving her into my throat and rubbing my chin against her balls. I only realized what Nikki had asked for when I felt her hands gently press on my shoulders, pushing me back. For a moment, I almost resisted anyway. I'd never had this feeling before, one where I...wanted to keep giving someone a blowjob. But touching Nikki's body made me feel electric, I ached to take more of her, I desperately wanted to give her pleasure.
"Please Catrina, oh god, I want to fuck you!" Nikki groaned. Now my head, bobbing wildly, came to a stop. I slowly pulled my lips back, feeling Nikki's now-hard cock move across my tongue. It audibly popped out of my lips as I pulled my head back. A thin strand of saliva connected my lips to Nikki's cock as I looked up at her. She was smiling and panting, her face looking flushed and her eyes wild. She looked more beautiful than ever.
Slowly, I unbent myself at the waist, now standing up in front of Nikki. My dress, now extremely loose from being unzipped, slipped down as I straightened. I groaned as I felt the soft fabric of my dress slip down across my nipples. The intensity of the sensation made me realize just how awakened I was by this experience. A kind of lust I'd rarely felt before in my life was upon me. My eyes burned, my mouth was dry, my nipples ached, my skin tensed, and my pussy was wet. But it was all part of one overarching, sensual need. I could feel every atom in my body turned towards Nikki, reaching out to her.
As the dress slipped under the curve of my breasts, I adjusted my arms slightly, letting the shoulder straps slip down from my elbows, and off my fingertips. Now the top of my dress flopped down entirely, leaving the top half of my body entirely exposed. I saw Nikki's eyes moving over me ravenously. She actually licked her lips and her cock, now completely hard and glistening with my spit, jerked slightly as she looked at me. I grinned. My breasts sat up high on my chest, were a gentle rounded shape with small pick nipples, and looked perfectly proportioned to my body. They were my favorite feature and, I think, Nikki's too.
I didn't pause to let her admire. I grabbed my dress in my hands and, without hesitating, grasped the waistband of my black panties as well. I could feel how wet they were. They were uncomfortable now, I wanted them off. So I pulled on my clothing and shimmied my wide hips, slipping the dress down and back off of my ass. It moved easily and pooled at my feet on the floor. I stood up straight again, wanting to see Nikki's eyes as she saw the rest of me exposed. I saw her eyes move over my toned thighs and my large ass. And she licked her lips as her pupils narrowed in on my waxed-bare pussy. I had very puffy pink lips, the same color as my nipples and very tight. They were glistening now with my juices, reflecting my excitement back at Nikki.



Nikki admired my body for a minute, drinking it in. She didn't need to speak. I didn't need her to say that I was beautiful. I could see in her eyes the way she felt. I could feel the way she moved over my body and the way that she wanted it. And I knew it wasn't because of the novelty of my proportions. Our lust was past that point. Somehow, the denseness of our lust had refined the feeling down to something approaching purity. I don't know...it made sense at the time.
But the passion of that feeling meant that we couldn't simply stand and admire one another for long. Our bodies cried out for more. Nikki moved first. Strangely, she moved away from me. She turned to her side and started to walk. She took long, elegant strides, her hips ticking as she moved. I watched her hard cock swinging lewdly, but somehow beautifully, as she moved. After a moment she came to an immense, white couch strewn with throw pillows. She turned around and sat directly in the center of the couch, throwing her arms back across the back and gently crossing her legs. Her cock and her breasts bounced as she moved.
"Want to join me?" she asked, patting the couch with one hand. It took all of my willpower to keep from scrambling across the room. Control is sexy, and I had to get a hold of myself and walk across the room. I stepped out of my pool of clothes and moved in the direction of the couch. I felt the cool air of Nikki's apartment raising goosebumps on my flesh. The chill was particularly pronounced in the wet areas between my legs. But it was oddly stimulating as well. I knew that Nikki was going to warm me up soon.
As I reached the couch, Nikki uncrossed her legs. In fact, she did more than uncross them, she spread them wide, her cock bouncing as she moved. She bent over slightly not, leaning over her cock. Her breasts hung down pertly over her penis, almost touching the tip of her shaft and illustrating the beautiful paradox of her body. I could see the pre-cum forming at the tip, dripping down her shaft. My lips watered, desperate to taste her again. But Nikki didn't want to be tasted now. She wanted more.
I had moved so that I was standing directly in front of Nikki. I had every intention of walking beyond her and then climbing up onto the couch at her side. But as I moved in front of her, Nikki brought her arms out, one hand suddenly resting on my shoulder. Her fingertips felt hot against my skin and I almost moaned at the feeling. It froze me in place. Nikki's other hand moved out, rubbing along my right hip.
"Your skin is so soft," she said, in a half-distracted tone. I could feel her eyes moving all over me. I didn't know how to respond, I just nodded. As I did so, I felt Nikki's hands gently manipulating me. She was pulling on my hip and pressing on my shoulder. Before I realized what was happening, I was turned around so that my back was to Nikki, with my body between her spread legs. Nikki's hand melted off of my shoulder and soon I felt it rubbing against the firm flesh of my ass. I felt her fingers squeeze into my flesh and moaned. She then rubbed her palm against me gently, teasingly. Her palm grasped my ass at the meatiest spot, and we groaned together as she played with it.
But Nikki didn't simply want to squeeze my ass. She had something else in mind. Her hand moved slowly, almost reluctantly, away from my thick ass cheeks and slowly moved to my other hip. Now Nikki had one hand on both hips and then her palms slid up so that she was grasping me at the narrowest point of my waist. Her long fingers nearly touched across my flat stomach. It felt good to be completely wrapped up in her palms.
I knew what Nikki was going to do, even before she started. With the guys I'd been with, I'd always hated getting picked up. They always wanted to lift me and toss me around, to use me like a sex toy or something. But while the action being taken was identical, I felt no discomfort with Nikki. I knew she wanted to lift me and was shocked to find that I wanted it too. I guess I always hated being reminded by guys that I was small. But I didn't mind being who I was with Nikki. I felt her start to apply pressure on my hips, and I sort of leapt into the air, embracing the feeling.
Nikki did not look particularly muscular or strong. In fact, her arms look thin and wispy, like a model's. But her grip around my waist felt secure and I was shocked to find that she held my weight easily. Her arms were delicate and slim, but they concealed lithe, well-honed muscles. My feet left the floor and I went up into the air. Nikki sat back in the couch, and her arms pulled back, moving me closer to her body. I giggled at the feeling of being tossed easily into the air by my lover. For the first time, it felt playful.
But it wasn't all games. Even as I laughed, my body was reacting without me even noticing. My legs, now completely up in the air, spread apart and my hips rotated up. Soon, my feet were sticking out in front of me, my knees about as wide apart as I could get them. I looked down between my breasts and beyond Nikki's fingers. I could see my pink pussy lips, split open invitingly. My clitoris was aching and it looked more red than pink, more aroused than I'd ever felt it before. In fact, I felt my own juices drip down off of my desperate pussy, saw it splash against Nikki's leg. She groaned in excitement.
We didn't talk now. There was nothing to say. We were connected in a manner that went beyond words. Words were the way that we obfuscated, we lied all the time. We had to. But we weren't lying now. We couldn't. Our bodies were honest. I could feel Nikki's desires through her skin and I sent the same message back. Every atom in my body was screaming, "fuck me!" There was no need for my lips to garble the message.
Nikki's arms were shaking slightly as she slowly started to bend her elbows, letting her hands drop. I felt my body lowering towards my lover's lap. She hadn't been holding me very high and her cock was...surprisingly long as it was erect. It didn't take long before I felt the slick, velvety mushroom tip of Nikki's cock press gently against my clitoris. I groaned loudly and my head lolled back. My mind had flashed black for a moment in electrical overload. I barely even noticed as Nikki carefully adjusted herself so that her cock was in a different position.
I gasped loudly when I felt it. When that same bulbous tip pushed up against my slick, desperately pussy lips. The pre-cum had been pouring out of Nikki's body (I could smell it in the air) and my own body had been growing wetter and wetter with every passing second. There was no friction. The very tip of Nikki's penis slipped easily (more easily than I'd ever experienced before, even with smaller penises) into my body. I shuddered and felt my body tightly grip around Nikki's tip. But that only sent more terrible, wonderful sensations rocketing around my body. I heard Nikki gasp behind me.
She didn't stop there. She didn't wait for us to understand what was happening. Maybe her arms were not strong enough to hold me any longer. Or maybe she just couldn't bear to wait. Whatever it was, I'd barely gotten used to the feeling of Nikki's penis splitting my pussy lips, when I could feel her pushing deeper and deeper inside of me. I felt myself stretch as she rapidly began to fill me up, but still there was no pain. Only the delicious pleasure feeling more and more of Nikki inside of me. I moaned loudly, my entire body trembling as, inch by inch, I took Nikki into me.
Despite the fact that I felt filled to the bursting point, I almost sighed in disappointment as I felt my ass settle gently onto Nikki's lap. She was completely within me now and I sank down on top of her. I let my knees bend and my legs sort of draped themselves over Nikki's legs. Nikki's hands stayed on my hips, but they weren't squeezing me as tightly as before. I wanted more of her, and I only knew of one way to get it. I quickly leaned back, rapidly feeling Nikki's large, beautiful breasts pressing against my spine. This action shoved my hips down, driving Nikki's cock more deeply into my body. Nikki and I groaned at the same time.
I threw my head back and to the side pushing my lips up. Nikki had anticipated my movement, her face was hovering directly above mine. Once again, our lips met with unrestrained passion. I sucked her tongue into my mouth, wanting to feel her inside of me on both sides of my body. At the same time, I wiggled my hips and my back against Nikki's body. I felt her hard cock shifting deliciously inside of me. At the same time, I felt her hard nipples against my back and felt her trembling at my touch. Her hands slipped off of my hips, rising quickly. I gasped when both her palms fell softly, but firmly against my breasts. I felt my nipples press hard against her palm while her fingers wrapped around my flesh.
For a while, I simply lay against Nikki's soft body. I kept my hips shifting back and forth, allowing her cock to press every inch of my insides. Nikki played teasingly with my breasts as we kissed. Well, we didn't so much kiss as lick one another voraciously while we moaned into each other's mouths. But soon, even that wasn't enough. Our bodies demanded more. Once again, without speaking, Nikki began to move. With extreme reluctance, her fingers slipped off my breasts and, once again, made their way down to my waist. I felt her fingers, again, sink deeply into my flesh. Now I sat up, also reluctant as our passionate kiss broke and my back moved off of Nikki's pillowy breasts. Once again, I was sitting in Nikki's lap, her hands ready to lift me.
We didn't pause long, as soon as I was sitting up and my balance was set, I felt pressure from Nikki's hands on my body. She was lifting me. I gasped as I felt Nikki's hard shaft slipping out of my body. I barely noticed that my ass was lifting off Nikki's lap, all I could feel was her cock moving naughtily out of my body. She moved me quickly, no longer having the patience to be coy. She squeezed me so tight it was hard to breath. In a matter of seconds, only the bulbous tip of Nikki's cock remained in my body. I whimpered and raised my hands to my own breasts, squeezing and playing with my nipples in a desperate attempt to get relief.
Nikki didn't make me wait long. She quickly dropped me back down, her hard cock moving through my body once again, touching all of my sensitive places again and leaving me moaning with pleasure. I heard the wet smack of my ass as it landed on Nikki's hips and it made me sort of bounce up again. Nikki took advantage of the situation, pulling me up again. I kept my hands clasped tightly to my breasts, like I was holding onto them for safety.
I don't know how long we last that way. My eyes were closed and I could hear a thick, croaking sound in the back of my throat. My back stayed rigid, thank god, or Nikki would've been throwing me around like a rag doll. I was barely controlled as it was. Nikki just kept lifting me up off of her lap, and then slamming me back down onto it over and over and over again. Her cock felt hot in my body, she was moving quickly (only my immense wetness and Nikki's precum prevented any painful friction). I could hear my lover groaning as her cocked slammed into me faster and faster with each passing moment. I was essentially, frozen, my knuckles turning white from grasping my breasts, the pleasure too deep to be comprehensible. It felt like hours, or even days. I wanted it to last forever.
But it couldn't. And when it ended...well I definitely had no reason to complain. I remember that Nikki was panting raggedly, her voice sounding strained and desperate. Her long nails were digging into my flesh and her arms felt like they were growing weaker. But she just kept pushing harder and harder. I could feel the tension growing inside of me. I knew that if I just touched my clit, that I would cum instantly. But I waited for my lover. I wanted to be fully aware of what was happening when she finally came.
Almost as soon as that thought crossed my mind it happened. Nikki lifted my body up and waited, half a beat, with my ass hovering above her lap and the tip of her cock just barely inside of my body. And then she just sort of dropped me. I felt her cock tear into me once again and I heard the loud slap of my ass against Nikki's lap. But I felt her hands spring off of my waist as well, no longer holding me in place. At first, I couldn't figure out why. And then I felt something else. Deep inside of me, I could feel Nikki's hard cock pulsating, rapidly contracting to the rhythm of her heart. I couldn't hear her moaning in a high-pitched voice and could feel her hips writhing under me. And then I could feel Nikki's hot, sticky cum pouring into my desperate pussy. I moaned as I felt each wet spurt coat my insides and I could feel Nikki's balls seizing against my ass as she came.
There was so much. Her cock just kept contracting over and over again. Soon, it felt like my body was being stretched out. I could feel a warm wetness under my ass and my legs and, after a moment, I realized that I was overflowing with cum. Nikki had filled me entirely and it was pouring out. I heard Nikki sighing contentedly as the last bit of her sweet nectar spurted into me. She collapsed back against the couch, slumping slightly so that only the top of her head was above the back of the couch. Still, the sperm dripped out of my pussy, around Nikki's hard cock. There was so much, I couldn't hold it in. But I didn't want to. I wanted something else.
Not giving Nikki a chance to recover, I quickly leaned forward, putting my hands on Nikki's thighs as I did so. I started to lift myself up, pushing off of Nikki's hard cock. I heard her gasp as I did so, but she didn't move. I felt Nikki's shaft slipping quickly out of my pussy and I groaned at the sensation, almost as lovely as going in. But I didn't slow, I just kept rising up. As I did so, more and more of Nikki's cum poured out of my pussy and dripped down onto Nikki's shaft. I helped it along, pushing out as I moved, forcing the cum from my body. After a few seconds, the hard tip of Nikki's cock slipped from between my pussy lips. I might have been disappointed now that the sensation was gone, but I knew her shaft was now coated in her thick, pearly sperm, even if I couldn't see it. I knew what I wanted to do.
As soon as I was no longer impaled on Nikki's cock, I started to push myself back with my arms. I lifted my hips high and scooted my knees and my shins back, spreading my legs as I did so. My pussy slipped back as well and began to grind its way across Nikki's still-hard shaft. It felt wet and sticky. She gasped at the sensation (I did too). But I kept pushing myself back further and further, keeping my legs spread as I did so. My body moved back over top of Nikki's, my pussy grinding against her stomach and then between her breasts, while her cock slipped between my tits. Nikki didn't ask questions or try to stop me. In fact, she seemed to know what I wanted. She grabbed my hips, pulling me back and up.
In a matter of seconds, Nikki and I had positioned ourselves right where I had wanted. My legs were spread and draped over the back of the couch. Directly between them was Nikki's beautiful face. My big ass was pressed into her nose and my wet pussy was directly against her mouth. My stomach rested on her large breasts, feeling soft and delicious against me. My left hand was down on the couch, holding me up. My right hand was wrapped around the base of Nikki's wet shaft. I had pulled it up, so that it was facing towards my mouth.
Once again, we didn't need to speak any words. We were totally in tune with one another. I dropped my head down towards the red tip of Nikki's penis, my eyes still open. Her cock only felt half hard now, making it velvety and wiggly, a sensation I enjoyed. I smiled right as I opened my mouth, taking the tip inside of me. Despite the fact that my body hard rubbed some of it off, Nikki's cock was still largely soaked with her own cum. Just what I wanted. As my lips began to move slowly down Nikki's shaft, I sucked in hard and swirled my tongue around on her urethra. I slurped in her still-warm cum, pulling it into my mouth and letting my tongue spread it everywhere. I cleaned her shaft of the cum I'd put there. It was salty and musky and perfect. I groaned at the flavor, but kept moving. I took more and more of Nikki's cock into my mouth, slurping up more and more of her cum with each movement. Soon, my nose was pressed into Nikki's hot balls and my mouth was coated in her sperm.
I could tell by her movements that Nikki was enjoying my touch. But I could also tell she wasn't focused on that. She had more important things to do. I had heard her sigh lovingly as my pussy had moved against her mouth and she hadn't waited but a second before she dove in. I felt her hands wrap around my torso and she pulled me up and back, driving my pussy harder into her mouth and her nose deeper into my ass. Her tongue was...everywhere and everything. I felt my body shudder as the hot, wetness of it splashed against my slit. I knew I was still dripping Nikki's sperm and that my pussy was coated in it. She didn't hesitate. She wanted it to. She slurped it into her mouth, actually sucking it out of me and swallowing it down. Once she cleaned me, her tongue remained inside of me, wriggling and tickling my insides and my lips. I groaned loudly and writhed on top of Nikki's body. Her tongue was so...expert. I'd never felt anything like it. She knew how to hold me just on the edge and then...oh God just pull back enough... It was all I could do to stay focused on suckling on her beautiful penis.
Despite Nikki's best efforts to tease me, I was so terribly close already...I knew I couldn't hold out long. I didn't want to hold out anymore. I swished my hips side to side, trying to get more and more sensation from Nikki's mouth. She took pity on me then, sensing that I was on the verge of crying from pleasure and frustration. Her tongue slipped from insides my body and she moved her head down slightly. Suddenly, I felt her lips wrap tightly around the hard bud of my clitoris, sucking and licking all at once. I heard the sound of my own voice screaming for half a second, and then the whole world went blank.
If what happened to me then was an orgasm...I'd never had an orgasm before in my life. The difference between what I felt there and a "normal" orgasm was the same distance that separated a normal orgasm from a sneeze. I couldn't even feel my body anymore. I had become something else. I'd melted into pure pleasure, my nerves becoming a part of the universe around me. The distance separating me from Nikki disappeared entirely. We were simply wrapped in absolute pleasure...I felt nothing and everything all at once.
As the orgasm slowly began to fade, I realized that I'd pitched forward as I came, opening my mouth wider. I'd taken Nikki' entire cock more deeply into my throat than ever before. What's more, she was cumming again. I couldn't taste it. She was too deep inside of me. Instead, I could feel her shaft expanding and contracting deep in my throat. I could feel her hot sperm shooting down directly into my belly, making me feel warm and content. I could heard her moaning, feel her lips still against my too-sensitive clit.
Finally, Nikki's second orgasm faded as well. Her attention to my pussy was just...too much. I pulled Nikki's cock out of my mouth and rolled quickly to one side, flopping down onto the couch next to her, panting. She didn't try to follow me. Instead, she remained leaning against the back of the couch, panting even more forcefully than me. I turned so that I could look at her, saw her face glistening with sperm and my juices as she smiled, looking at me as well.



"That was...incredible," I said when I could finally find the words, "I've never...given myself...to anyone like that before in my life." I said.
"I don't think anyone has ever asked me to give that much of me before," Nikki said, nodding and I instantly knew what she'd meant. I'd felt like I'd...owed something to Nikki. Something I'd never tapped into before...
"What happened?" I asked dazed, as I slowly moved myself around so that I was sitting up, next to Nikki on the couch. She draped her arm over my shoulder, pulled me in towards her large breasts.
"I wasn't a tranny trying to perform..." she said, "And you weren't a midget fulfilling a fantasy," her voice was dreamy, like it was coming from somewhere far off, like someone else was giving her the knowledge. But I felt it as well.
"We were two people...connecting," I said and leaned in more fully to Nikki's body. She hugged me tight. There was nothing else to say. Nothing else needed to be said. We stayed there, holding each other, for as long as we both dared.
The End
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I never did like takin' responsibility for my mistakes. Always been a problem I've had and its worse because I've made a lot of 'em. It takes a lot of mistakes to end up in the kinds of situations I've been in. You don't just wake up one morning with a son on death row. There's a whole mess of mistakes that you gotta make to put yourself in a situation like that.
First mistake I made, I can admit now, was getting pregnant when I was still really a kid by a man I didn't even know. Sweet Lord, how many times have I thought back on that night and wished I'd done something different? I've always blamed him for everything, older man swooping in on a high schooler at a football game and...well I am not going to blame him for that anymore. My mama taught me about condoms. I knew what I was doing and, more importantly, what I wasn't doing. I just couldn't see that at the time...I put all my anger on that man. And that's what led to my next mistake. I remember bein' in that hospital, my new baby boy in my arms and hearing that man, the only man I'd ever been with at that point, say that boy wasn't his. Say he was leavin'. And instead of doing what I shoulda done, and told him I'd see his ass in court, I told him I didn't want his goddamn help anyway. Let my anger make another mistake for me. Told him to fuck off with whatever money he had. Didn't need him or his little pecker anyway. So he left and I never heard from him again. Never missed him. Always missed his money.
Years passed and those two mistakes got me making new ones. I can't even remember them all. Dropping out of school because I couldn't take care of the boy and my school work at the same time. Getting fired or quitting more jobs than I could count because I was always so goddamned angry at the world on account of how I turned out. Leaving my boy alone, by himself, when he was too little for that because I needed to work so I could take care of him. I could never focus entirely on the things he needed or do the things that a mother was supposed to do. I always wanted to, but it always just seemed to slip away from me. I couldn't never quite figure everything out. I built a bad life for myself and I gave a worse life to my son. I was a kid, I was stupid, I didn't know any better. But I still could of done better if I'd tried harder...I know now that I could've. But I didn't. It took a long goddamned time for me grow up and so my son never had no chance to grow up right himself.
But ain't none of this mean that my boy, my Tyler, was a mistake. I don't want to make anyone think that. I ain't ashamed to say that that boy is mine. Bringing that boy into the world was the one right thing I did in my whole life. I never did right by him after that. The world did worse by him. But I have always loved my son with all my heart, even if I wasn't ever able to do the right things with that love. Ever since his daddy left me in that hospital bed, he's been the only man in my life. Well...the only permanent man in my life. Maybe that was also a mistake...
Tyler made mistakes too. I can accept that now. I couldn't for a long time. I refused to believe...I wanted to think that my sweet boy couldn't do the things they said he done. But I can see now, that Tyler wasn't ever no angel. I shaped him that way with my own mistakes and my never being around. But that ain't no excuse.
Trevor walked into the convenience store at 18 with that older boy, and he was carrying a gun. He admitted that to me later and I didn't believe it. I believe it now. He went in and he intended to steal from that store. There is no question in my mind about that now. That was a mistake. That was a big mistake and Tyler and I have both paid for the mistake, and we should. But Trevor ain't never pulled the trigger on his gun. Even the policeman said at the trial that Trevor never wanted to kill anyone. He was just intended to rob the place. But the clerk put his hands under the table and Trevor's older friend...he killed that clerk. I seen the surveillance video. And the clerk died.
Judge told the jury later that it didn't matter if Tyler pulled the trigger. Didn't matter if he never intended to pull the trigger. Judge said that if Tyler meant to rob that place, that he brought a gun and was willing to use it, then he didn't care if that clerk died. He was...indifferent. And so he was just as responsible as if he'd killed the guy himself. That never made any sense to me. Judge never got me to understand. Tyler wanted money...he didn't want anyone to die. But the Jury did what the Judge said. They sentenced my boy to die for murder.
Tyler's friend, the boy who actually done the killing, he got 60 years to life at his trial. And I think that pushed Tyler into making more mistakes. He saw the boy who shot get a chance to leave and it made him angry. Made him fire the lawyer that the government hired for him. And then he wouldn't let me hire another lawyer, said they were all shady and just looked out for themselves. We didn't have enough money to get good lawyers, that's what Tyler said. So he was going to take care of everything on his own, prove he didn't deserve to be in prison. Well, Tyler ain't never read too good. That's my fault, I never did read to him. I wasn't ever any good either, to be honest. He got confused about the laws and he started missing deadlines. All the sudden, Judges start telling him he missed his chance for most of his appeals. Some guys stay on death row for decades. But at only 25, my boy had a date set with a poison needle.
Sweet Jesus have mercy on me.
I can't tell you what those seven years were like. Between the time when the police come round my house to tell me that my boy'd been arrested to when they called me to tell me that a date was set for the execution. It felt like every day I got broken again. Every time I woke up, it was like I was learnin' it again for the first time. Wasn't a single day in seven years that I didn't cry. That's the truth. But it wasn't always from sadness. Lots of times, I was crying from anger. Anger at my boy's daddy, angry at my parents for dying before I got pregnant, angry at the police, angry at that other boy, angry at the judge, the jury, and the law. And angry at Tyler too. I was so angry at him for being in jail. For leaving me alone without anyone. For getting ready to die while I was still here...
But other than the anger I felt about...everything in the world, something else strange happened over those seven years. After the first shock...it slowly started to become normal in a way. I had to live my life in those years too. I didn't want to but there weren't no choice in the matter. I had to keep eating and drinking and breathing... Even crying got to feel like a normal part of my day. I even moved to a new town (about a hundred miles closer to Tyler's prison) and got a job, putting down roots, I guess. I didn't feel comfortable in my hometown anymore. Everyone knew who I was. I didn't have an exotic name or nothing and nobody in my new town knew that Dani Leigh Jessup was the mother of Tyler Baines Jessup, the convicted murder. Hell, I was young to have a grown son and looked younger. I'd feel guilty though, like I was lying about who I was or that I was pretending that Tyler wasn't my boy...or just guilty because I was still living. Wasn't anything to do about that but visit Tyler every chance I got. And I did. After a while, it just seemed like that was the way things were going to be. I could deal with it. It wasn't a good life but you can get used to anything. I tricked myself into thinking that it would just go on like that forever.
And then the date was set and that whole thing up and vanished. They were going to kill my boy. And ain't nothing about that normal. The whole fake life I'd made for myself in my new town seemed to fall apart on me. The whole reason I woke up and went to work every morning was so I could afford a place to stay and a car to drive to the prison. When they took my Tyler away...why would I be doing anything?
I guess that was why I wasn't really myself that last time I went to see him. To visit Tyler in prison. It was a couple of weeks after they announced the execution date and just a short time before the date itself. I was going to be allowed to be there...on the day that it happened. I would get to spend the last day of my son's life with him. But this was supposed to be my last visit with him when he still had days to look forward to. The last one that wouldn't be taken up with priests and lawyers and the like. And I was jumbled mess, to tell you the truth. I barely slept the night before. I'd call off sick from work for a week and I don't even remember doing nothing that week, except for walking around in a fog. I can't even remember the drive there. All I could think of, over and over again, was that they were going to kill my boy because I didn't raise him right.
Ain't no one ever seriously think that Tyler was dangerous. I mean he was on Death Row so they kept him alone in that part of the prison and he had told me in the past that he had a cell all to himself. But he wasn't a danger to others. And they must've known he wasn't no danger to me. If there was one thing everyone who met Tyler Jessup knew, it was that he loved his mama. Even if she didn't deserve it. On top of that, I guess the guards kind of lightened up on a guy when his date was set. I mean with a more violent guy, they might worry because he didn't have nothing to lose no more. But, you know, mostly they realized that a guy was at the end of his rope and they didn't need to do nothing more to fuck with him than the universe was already doing. So that day, when I went to the prison, guard I knew said they'd be doing something special. Usually, when I met Tyler, I went to one of them normal prison meeting rooms. The kind with glass separating us, where we'd sit and talk quietly. But today, they told me, because it would really be his last chance to be with me, they set up a room for us. Just a little break room. White painted cinder blocks, a table, no windows. A guard would be at the door in case I needed anything. But they didn't think there'd be a problem. I'd be alone, in a room, with my son with no barrier for the first time in...forever.
Normally, the idea of seeing my Tyler for real would have been just wonderful. I had dreams about bringing him home and just sitting on the couch and watching him while he sat. But this time, I mean, I knew why they were doing it. A little mercy for a mother who was about to lose her only child. That was the long and the short of it. I can't describe how much I needed the pity those guards showed me, or how terrible that pity made me feel.
Still, the last time we'd talked on the phone, Tyler'd made me promise that when I saw him the next time that I wouldn't cry. I always cried. Every time I saw him. Every time we spoke, I cried. But Tyler said that he didn't want to see that. He said he wanted to remember a happy time with me the last time. He wanted me to...remember him being happy. And so when the guard entered the little cinderblock room and Tyler walked on in after him, I sucked in my breath hard and bit my lip. I could feel the tears in my eyes, stinging and itching, but I fought them off. I fought them off and I looked at Tyler.
He looked different than I remembered him. It was so strange to see his full body without any glass in between us. It was like seeing someone from TV live and in person for the first time. Tyler was tall, maybe six two or so. But built like a bean sprout, like my own daddy'd been. His arms and legs were long and spindly. He walked with his shoulder stooped slightly. His face was thin and his cheeks was real sunken in. His hair was shaved down next to nothing and it made his big ears look even bigger. He still had them soft brown eyes I could remember forever.
"Hey mama," he said when he stepped into the door. I felt my breath catch in my throat and I nodded to him.
"Alright ma'am," the guard said as he began to unshackle my son, "I am going to leave you be. You take your time, just remember that visiting ends at 3:30. You need something, knock on the door and I will come in." And with that, he turned and closed the black door behind him. I heard it lock. I was alone with my son.
I was sitting at the table in the middle of the room, looking at him. Tyler stood in front of the door, looking all nervous over in my direction. Neither of us said anything or moved for a long time. I didn't know what to do or what to say. I couldn't believe how good it felt to actually be in this same room with him. I couldn't believe how terrible it felt to know the reason why it was happening.
"How are you doing, mama?" Tyler asked and I felt my stomach dropped down into my knees. Everything my boy was facing and the first thing he wanted to know was about me. I stood up from my chair and walked across the room. It was all I could do to keep myself from running. I crossed the distance between us in second and wrapped my arms around my boy. I squeezed him so tight that I heard him made a sort of "oof" noise. But then I felt his arms wrap around me too. And I stood there, hugging my son for the first time in years.
That was the most bittersweet moment of my entire life. I could feel my son's hands on my back, his arms at my side. I could feel his chest against my cheek and I could smell the soap under his prison jumpsuit. He was there, in the flesh. And I got to hold him like I'd always done when he was little. And now he could hold me back. And that had been the one thing I'd always wanted to do, all these past seven years. Was to hold him and let him know that I was still his mama.
But I could feel the tension in him too. I could sense the weight that he was carrying in his shoulders. It sounds horrible...and it was...but I could feel death sitting on top of him. It sort of dripped out of him like sweat from his skin. I could smell it, underneath of the soap. It was heavy and thick and it made my throat feel tight. I had this feeling come over me when I sensed it. A feeling I hadn't had since I was a little girl and I saw them lay my daddy out in a pine box. The feeling that the body of the person I loved was right there in front of me but that the person was somehow gone.
I shuddered and I pulled away from the hug. I looked up at my son's brown eyes...just to make sure that he was really there. He was. For a little while longer.
"I love you, Tyler," I said, just whispering.
"I love you too, mama," he said. I hugged him again, just because I could. It was different this time. I don't know...it didn't have that not-real feeling about it this time. We broke the hug entirely and I took him by the hand and led him over to the table in the middle of the room. We sat down facing one another. We were quiet again for a long time. I was just looking over him. Seeing how much he'd aged in just a couple years. He was a man now. But a broken man. My heart ached for him.
"How're you feeling?" I asked finally. I knew what he'd do before he did it. He shrugged.
"Same old, same old," he said. What he always when I asked him. We talked a little then, like we normally did. I told him about the people at work and about the trouble I had with my landlord. He told me about what he was reading and the things he was thinking about it. Usually, when I visited, that was all we got a chance to say. It was so hard to talk about anything else. Anything real would just make it impossible. But that day, no one came and interrupted us. No one told us that we was out of time. And after a while, there was no more small talk to make. And we got quiet again.
"I'm sorry mama," Tyler said after a long time. I had been looking down at my fingers on the table and my head shot up quick. Tyler was looking at his own hands, his neck bent forward far.
"What're you sorry about?" I asked, "Not your fault its quiet. I should be the one bringing in stories..."
'No mama, not that," Tyler said, looking up. I know my jaw dropped open. I ain't seen it in years, but Tyler's eyes was red and there were tears in them. Not dripping down, just settling there. Tyler never cried. Not from the time he was a little boy. Lawyer told me that he thinks that was part of the reason he got such a rough time. Jury thought he was hard. But now I saw him and I could barely understand it.
"Tyler, I don't want you to be sorry," I said, my voice croaking. Tyler shook his head violently.
"I'm sorry about what I did," he said, "I really am mama. I never wanted no body to get hurt. That's the truth. Boyd, he told me that he didn't even have any bullets in the gun... but that don't matter. What I did do was bad enough and that is the truth. I am sorry that I did that. I am sorry about that man that got killed. I wish every day I could take it back. I play that moment over in my head every minute of every day and I wish I could stop Boyd. But I didn't. I am sorry. And I am sorry for you mama. You don't deserve this," he said, the tears, for the first time, streaking down his cheek. He waved his arms around the room.
"Honey..." I started.
"I am a man now. I should be having a job and giving you grandkids. I'm your only son and I let you down mama. And I so sorry," he said.
"Don't you ever apologize to me Tyler Jessup," I said, my voice coming out firmly. I didn't even intend to speak. It was the voice of my motherhood, talking without me, "I didn't even want no son but you. And I wanted you good or bad. Don't you apologize to me or wish you were a different man. You're my son. And I love you," I said. Tyler rubbed his hands through his short hair and went quiet again. I felt my heart thrumming and my head felt light. How could he think such a thing?
"You don't worry about me. I will be okay," I said to him after another pause, this one shorter. Then I spoke more quietly, "I am only sorry about you. You're right. You should have a job and you should have a wife and you should have children. You deserve those things, Tyler. I wish I could give them to you...but I can't," I said. Tyler shrugged.
"I don't even really understand that life, mama. I never really knew what it was. Even when I was little, I'd see kids with their brothers and sisters and their pets and their lives...and it never made any sense. I couldn't ever see myself there. How can I miss out on something, when I don't even know what it is? I just know those things are important to you," Tyler voice was cracked and defeated while he spoke.
I could tell by the way he said it that Tyler meant it. I know he wasn't trying to hurt me then. He didn't say it just to make my stomach knot up or just to make my tongue go dry. But that is what happened. I felt like he'd hit me, I almost doubled over holding my stomach. What kind of boy doesn't know what it is like to have a real family? What kind of boy can go through his whole life and not imagine himself having a home and being happy? Tyler was just being honest. He couldn't help it. That was my fault.
That, I guess, is when I really realized it. That's when is topped thinking about the convenience store, and the law, and the judge, and the jury, and the lawyers. Hell, that is when I really stopped thinking about Tyler. That's when I stopped thinking about all the terrible things this world has done to me. And I thought about the things that I done. The things I was responsible for. I looked across the table at my son, at his red, tired eyes and his bony frame... and I realized that this was what I'd done with my life. I got pregnant early, I refused help, I went out with my friends and left my son alone, I smoked and drank and fucked strangers...I had put all of this wrong out into the world and it had turned around and come back on me.



But for the first time, I wasn't thinking about me. I mean my son being here was a punishment for what I done. I understood that then. I recognized that I had sewed the wind and I was reaping the whirlwind. But when my boy told me about the life he couldn't even imagine...I realized that I wasn't the only one paying for what I done. I wasn't even the one paying the biggest price. I had given my son a nothing hand. He played it badly, but there wasn't no option to fold. All he could do was try his best with what I gave him. He got cleaned out.
Guilt. I ain't never felt guilt like that before in my life. For the first time ever, I really thought about that man. The one at the convenience store who got killed. I thought about my son standing there, while his friend shot the man. I pictured myself, standing next to Tyler, seeing the closed circuit video in my head and putting myself right there. I wondered what I would have said then, to get Tyler to leave. To get him to stop this terrible thing he was doing. But I knew that I hadn't been there. I hadn't really been there. And I hadn't been in Tyler's head that day either, telling him what to do. That's a mama's job, to give her son the tools to do right and wrong. I didn't do that.
I thought back to all the other times that I should've been there. All the times I should've been guiding my boy so that he couldn't ever end up in a place like this. I wanted so bad to go back in time then. Just like Tyler said he'd done. I wanted to yell at myself to do what was right. To give myself the things I needed to be the mama that Tyler deserved. But I couldn't do that now. It was too late. I'd shortchanged my boy his entire life. And now they were going to take it away. And it was all my fault. I was responsible for every evil that had happened that led to that moment.
If I hadn't promised, right that second I would've dropped down onto my knees on the floor of that prison cell and just cried. Not cried for myself, for the pain I felt. I'd cried enough of those tears in seven years. I was going to cry for the wrong I done, for the chaos I left in my wake. But I'd let Tyler down enough for one life time. My eyes prickled and the back of my throat itched, but I didn't cry. I got a hold of myself and I looked at my son again.
"This is all my fault Tyler," I said quietly, the words feeling like ice water down my back. He looked up, a little bit confused and shook his head.
"What're talking about mama? You told me to get another lawyer..."
"Not just that, Tyler," I said, "I mean everything," I waved my hands around the room, "I was a terrible mother to you..."
"No!"
"I ain't fishin' for you to try to make me feel better. I am telling the truth, you listen," I said in a firm voice. Tyler quietly obeyed. I breathed deeply, "I was a bad mother. I ain't never give you the things you should have. And I am sorry. I wish I could go back and give you those things now. Give you the time I didn't when you were a boy. Do the mother things that I should've done so you wouldn't be here," I said. Tyler didn't move.
"It's okay mama," he said wistfully and I realized that he was disappointed in me too, he just didn't want to say it. My heart broke again. Desperate, I tried to search for something, anything I could do to make it up to him.
"What do you need now? For this next month. I know I can't make up all the years to you. But I can be what you need me to be now, at the..." I almost said 'end' but couldn't get that word to come out. Tyler looked at me blank for minute and then shrugged.
"You're here mama," he said quietly, "You're always here. You've always done everything I've needed since I ended up here. You don't need to do anything else."
"There has to be something!" I said sort of flailing. What I was doing already wasn't good enough, "What is that you never got in your life because you're in here? Maybe I can figure out some way to make it happen," I said. I don't know what I was thinking of. A birthday party I never threw or something. I didn't have any plan. I just wanted to do something to drown out just a little bit of the guilt.
"Like what?" he asked confused.
"Anything," I said.
Tyler looked at me again and shrugged. He looked a little uncomfortable, like he was afraid I was going to cry. After a moment, he furrowed his brow for just a second. Then a little half smile crossed his lips for a second and he shook his head. He remained silent. But I could tell he'd been thinking of something. I grasped at it.
"What?" I asked sharply. Tyler's eyes focused. He looked at me and that half-smile happened again and he shook his head.
"Nothing," he responded.
"It was something Tyler, you tell me what it was," I said.
"Well..." he said and I realized I was onto something, "Nothing you can help with mama." He said. So there was something! I wasn't going to let it go that easy. If there was something I could do...I was going to make it happen.
"You don't know that. I am your mother. I will do anything for you. You say the word and I will make it happen," I said, meaning that for the first time in my whole life. Tyler let out a long string of air with his nose.
"I don't want to talk about this with you mama," he responded.
"You got some place to be?" I asked. I wasn't going to let him off the hook. Tyler was quiet for a long time. His eyes cast down again, no longer looking at me. I wondered if he was just going to sit in silence until I gave up. I had opened my mouth to try to push him along, when he started talking again. It was barely above a whisper.
"I went into jail when I was 18 years old. Haven't been out since. By the time I was arrested...I ain't never been with a woman. Got close a couple times, but it ain't never happened. Can't happen now. They are going to kill me and I will die a virgin. That's something I always wanted to do, something I could kind of understand, but I haven't been able to do it since I was in here. And, like I said, you can't help with that. And, honestly, I don't really like talking to you about it. So let's just talk about something else."
Tyler's cheeks grew red as he talked about the subject of sex. I guess I was a bit surprised by the whole thing. I don't know if I just always assumed he had had sex at least once in the past or something. More likely than not, I just didn't think about my son in that way. Which, with getting knocked up young myself, just showed again how terrible I'd been as a mother. But the more I thought about it, the less surprised I felt, and the more sympathy I felt for Tyler. I always knew that there was stuff he missed out on because he was in jail. But sex...I mean how could any red-blooded boy live without that? How had he missed out on something so important? And the guilt came back on me, thicker than before. Because this, just like everything else, was my fault. I sat stewing in it for a long time, my eyes resting on my son.
Saying what happened next was a plan would be giving me too much credit. I didn't think about what I was doing. Hell, I didn't even realize I was moving until I was already standing up next to the table. It was like something had grabbed ahold of me and it was pushing me forward, making me do what was next. I don't know...all I know is that each movement I made seemed to loosen up the guilt that I was feeling. I wasn't completely in control of myself then. But I am responsible for what happened, and I accept that.
I was wearing what my mama would call "church clothes" as I always did when I went to the prison. It was a somewhat billowy white blouse, buttoned all the way to my throat and a tucked into a long, gray skirt. As I stood, my hands reached up to the buttons on my blouse and began to slowly fiddle with them. At first, Tyler didn't even seem to notice. But as I unhooked the button directly between my breasts, he turned to me. His eyes grew wide and his brow furrowed.
"Mama?" he asked, "What the hell are you doing?" He sounded shocked, and continued to look at my fingers. I didn't stop moving. I began working my blouse out of my skirt as I continued to unhook buttons.
"Don't worry Tyler," my voice came out sounding calm, soothing. I was a bit surprised, because I realized my heart was thrumming like a violin string. "I can do this for you." It was only then that I really recognized what I was doing. I was taking my clothes off. I was going to give my son what he'd just asked for. The realization should've made me sick. Should've made me stop. It was wrong to do that.
But I didn't feel that way at all. In fact, I felt good when I realized what I was doing. I felt the guilt loosen up on me a little bit. There was something that Tyler needed. Something that he wanted. And, for the first time in years, I was in a spot where I could do something for him about it. I couldn't make up for all the wrong I done Tyler. But I could do this one thing for him. And I wouldn't feel ashamed of that. All things considered...it was right.
Now, I am the first to admit that the situation wasn't ideal. He should've had a pretty young girl his own age to be with the first time. It should've happened on his senior prom night, or something like that. But I couldn't get another girl in here. And I wouldn't have a chance to do this again. And, you know, I knew I wasn't so bad. Like I said, I was young when I had Tyler. I wasn't an old woman yet by a long stretch. And people always told me I looked younger than I was. Men said I looked good. I was a short woman, 5'2 or so. Petite would be the word to describe me. I didn't weigh much. My breasts were small and stayed up high on my chest, helping to me look young. I had a flat belly, even though I didn't exercise or nothing. A round bottom, not particularly thick but not bony neither. Thin, but not spindly, arms and legs. My face was still pretty too. I had big blue eyes, a small nose, and thick lips around a wide mouth (boyfriend once said my lips would reach my ears if I ever smiled big enough. Never did). My ears were big like Tyler's, but they were mostly covered by the long, dirty blonde hair that hung halfway down my back in very loose waves. Tyler's friend's used to tease him because his mama was 'hot' back when he was a kid. I couldn't give Tyler the woman he deserved, but what I was offering any other man in the prison would surely take.
I got my blouse all the way unbuttoned and pulled out from my skirt. It flapped open slightly, exposing my pink bra. The room air in the prison room felt cold against my skin. Tyler rose quickly now and took a half step towards me. His eyes were wide and nervous, he glanced over at the door twice as he moved.
"Jesus, Mary, and Joseph, mama!" he hissed, "have you lost your damned mind?" I didn't pay him much attention. I looked to the side of my skirt, quickly found the zipper, and slowly started to pull it down.
"You be quiet, Tyler Jessup," I whispered back. He stopped moving, "You said there was one thing you wanted in this world and I intended to give it to you." Tyler's mouth dropped open and he flopped back down into his chair. Soon the skirt was loose and I my skirt landed on the floor around my ankles.
"I didn't ask you to do this...I was just saying..." Tyler sputtered.
"I know this isn't just what you asked for, but this is as close as I can get Tyler. It's gotta be better than nothing," I explained. I reached up and started to slip the sleeves of my blouse over my right shoulder.
"Someone could come in!" Tyler said, looking at the door again.
"Keep your eyes off that door," I said sharply, "It's been closed all this time and no one bothered us. We have a long time 'til visiting time is over." I didn't even really know if I was right. I guess at any moment, a guard could come bursting in through the door, see me in my underwear, and raise holy Hell. But what more could they do to us? He was already going to be executed. I was already going to lose my boy. What did I care about being humiliated? A woman like me ain't got no use for pride.
"Mama," he said, "We can't do this. Isn't this...wrong?" As I felt the cool prison air against my bare shoulder , goosebumps raised. For the first time, I realized that I was growing nervous. Tyler's resistance made me realize what it was I was doing. But this wasn't about me. This was about what Tyler needed. I slipped my shirt completely off my shoulder and it fell onto the floor. Now I was wearing nothing but my bra, panties, and flats (which I kicked right off).
"It'd be wrong for you to go through your entire life and never know what it was to be with a woman. And that's the truth," I said, feeling how right I was in my bones. I saw Tyler's eyes flash for a moment, but he seemed to shake it off.
"But..." he started and I raised my hand, silencing him. With my free hand, I reached around my back, slipping my fingers under the clasp of my bra and working the hooks out of the eyes.
"Tyler, you said what you wanted. What you needed. And I can't fault you for it. You deserve what you want. I've never been able to give you what you deserved before. But here I am now. I can finally...I can finally do something for you that no one else can. I can be a good mother. Why don't you just watch and listen to your mama? If it ever isn't what you want, you just say the word and it will stop. This is about you. Do you understand?" I asked. I saw that Tyler's eyes were glued to the front of my bra. He hadn't been this close to any woman in a long time. My body looked good, it ain't vain to say it when its true. I think that, no matter what words he said to himself, his body didn't want him to miss the chance. I decided to push him just that last little bit over the edge.
I let the clasp of my bra go and I pushed my arms forward. My bra slid down my arms and I let it tumble to the floor. Now my tits were exposed in the small, prison meeting room. I saw Tyler's eyes grow wider, his hands were trembling, and his Adam's apple rose and fell sharply. He looked up at my eyes, shook his head like he couldn't believe what he was seeing, and nodded.
"Okay, mama," he said softly. I smiled and then looked down at my titties. Like I said, they were small, but they were soft and round and I had long, pinkish nipples with small areolas. I saw Tyler's eyes drawn to them.
"You've touched breasts before, haven't you?" I asked, looking up at him, my hair sort of splashing across my eyes.
"Yes ma'am," he said softly, "But not very much. And not in a long time." I nodded, even though I ached over his forced innocence.
"Why don't you come over here and play with mama?" I said finally, my heart whirring as the words came out of my mouth. I was nervous and excited and confused and...overwhelmed as Tyler got up from his chair quickly. I could see the same feelings playing across his face. But he kept moving towards me. I tried real hard to control my trembling as Tyler came near me. He was taller than me and he kind of towered over me. He was looking down, nervous, his body trembling more than mine. His hand lifted from his side, briefly, then shakingly returned to his side. He shrugged again, his wide eyes staring at me nervously.
"Mama, I done a lot wrong in my life and I know it when I see it. This is real wrong, isn't it?" he asked. I didn't think about the answer to his question, because I didn't want to know what it was.
"This is my responsibility Tyler. Whatever sin is in it goes on my head. You ain't got to answer for it." And I quickly moved my hand across the distance between us, my hand clasping around my son's wrist. His skin felt cold, but I ignored that. I pulled his hand towards me. He didn't resist, he just obeyed his mama. I pushed Tyler's hand towards my breast and gasped out loud when his cold hand pressed against my hard nipple, "All you have to do is ask if this feels like it is wrong," I said. Tyler let out a sort of strangled sound in the back of his throat and his eyes shot down from my eyes, down to his hand on my tit. We could both see the white flesh squeezing between his hard fingers.
"How does Mama's titty feel, honey?" I asked, my voice just above a whisper. Tyler's hand felt firm and hard against my skin, like it was made of marble. My nipple pressed against his palm, giving me a strange feeling at the base of my spine.
"You're beautiful mama," Tyler said after a very long pause. I smiled in spite of myself. It was always a nice thing to hear, didn't matter that my son said it or that he hadn't seen a woman's body in years.
"This body gave you life," I said, sounding again like someone else was talking, "And now I give it to you."
"This is so weird," Tyler said, looking at my breast as his fingers started to squeeze me tighter. I groaned at the pressure.
"Don't think of it like I am your mama, think of it like I'm just...yours," I said. Tyler nodded and then slowly, his other hand rose from his side. It was still trembling, but it was moving quick. I gasped again as Tyler's hand covered my second breast. He squeezed tightly on it, I felt my nipple mash against his skin. I winced.
"Not so rough, Tyler," I said softly. Instantly, Tyler's hand moved an inch back from my breasts.
"Sorry, mama," he said nervously. I realized what I'd just said and I shook my head. I had to be true to what I'd promised.
"No, I am sorry honey," I said, "If you want to be rough with them, you go ahead and be rough. They are your titties to play with," I said. As I spoke, I grabbed Tyler's wrists and pulled him back in towards my breasts again. His fingers sank back into me, but he didn't squeeze as tightly this time.
"I don't want to be rough, I just want to...feel what they feel like," Tyler explained. And that, for a long while, was what he did. Tyler's hands moved around on my skin. His fingers clenched around my breasts, and then moved around my nipples, playing pulling on them. The whole time he was bent forward, looking at me closely. He was barely breathing and his eyes looked like they was on fire. I wasn't safe from the feelings I got from Tyler's touch. My breasts were, and always had been, small. No man had ever given that much attention to them before. And while Tyler didn't really know what he was doing with them, he was passionate. My knees felt weak and I heard myself gasping a little.
But I didn't let myself focus too much on that. I knew that even if Tyler was having fun now, he was still a little cowed by touching his mama. If I wanted to give my boy what he needed, I had to take charge. Tyler's didn't even seem to notice when I reached up under his hands and found the zipper to his orange jump suit. While Tyler played with my tits, I quickly pulled the zipper all the way down to just below his bellybutton. I could see the white undershirt beneath.
"Did you just want to play with my titties boy?" asked after a long time, "Or was there something more you want?" Tyler's shook his head like he was coming out of a trance. He looked up at me and shrugged.
"I don't know mama," he said, and I could tell that he wanted more, but was too hung up to ask his mama for it. I bit my lower lip and tilted my head to the side.
"Anything you want," I said simply. Tyler's face got red and his hands squeezed more tightly on my breasts.
"I don't know..." he said nervously. I reached my hand up to his wrist, trying to calm him. I wasn't trying give him stress. I wasn't going to force him to say something he didn't feel alright saying. I thought about what men normally wanted from me and decided that I would try to help Tyler make up his mind.
"You ever have someone suck your dick?" I asked. Tyler's eyes widened and his blushing grew deeper.
"No, mama," he said.
"You ever want someone to suck your dick," I asked. Tyler closed his eyes and I saw his Adam's apple bob violently. He didn't speak, but after a long pause, he nodded his head. I figured that that was enough of a permission for me. I reached up to my son's shoulder's and slipped the sleeves of the jumpsuit back, letting them fall down his arms. I dropped down quickly onto my knees on the floor, right in front of my son. His hands slipped off my breasts and he didn't move. His eyes followed me down. I reached up to Tyler's waist and grabbed hold of the orange jumpsuit. I gave it a quick tug and it dropped down to my son's feet. I looked forward and saw he was wearing a pair of white boxer shorts. The fabric was thin and Tyler was...a little bit excited. I could see the outline of my son's... penis through the boxer's. My mouth went dry and my breath caught in my throat.



For a second, I was just totally frozen. Actually seeing my son's... body, made me realize for the first time what I was doing. It was all well and good to think about helping Tyler when I got a wild idea and started to run with it. But here I was staring my decision in the...face, and I couldn't believe what I was doing. I had been so excited by the idea of helping my son, I hadn't even really thought through what I was deciding. And Tyler was right, what I was doing was wrong. This wasn't the sort of thing a mother was supposed to do with her son. It was a sin. What was I supposed to do now?
The most moral, upstanding, churchly part of me almost convinced me at that moment to stand up and walk away from Tyler. To go put my clothes back on and knock at the door. But I looked up from my spot on my knees, I saw my son, doomed to die, looking down at me with a mixture of fear and excitement on his face. It was too late now. I'd promised too much now to just apologize and walk away. Tyler deserved better than that. I had to stop running for the messes that I made.
When I accepted that I was actually going to...do this thing, my heartrate shot up. I felt wobbly and I felt a cold sweat break out on my skin. I told myself that I would just...do this one thing real quick because I'd promised it, I'd close my eyes and pretend I was anywhere else. Then, when it was over, I'd just leave and never think about it again. But as I thought that, I felt Tyler's hand come down and rest gently against my shoulder. His hands weren't cold anymore, I could feel his warmth against me. Even if I hadn't known it was him, I would have felt it my just how gentle and familiar it was.
"I love you mama," he said softly. And It was clear he wasn't just thanking me in advance for what I'd promised to do. There was a warmth in his voice...my boy was telling me how he really felt about me. And my heart broke again in that moment. I didn't deserve the warmth in that voice. I didn't deserve his love.
I couldn't bear to look at him now. How could I promise to help him, and even consider what I was thinking? My boy was a virgin. I was going to give him all the sex he'd ever have in his entire life. And I was thinking about half-assing it, doing just enough to get by. Just like I'd done with every bit of my mothering since he was born. I'd always done the bare minimum, or what I thought was the bare minimum, to get by. And look where it had gotten me. Look where it had gotten my son. No. If I was going to do this, then for the first time goddamnit, I was going to do something right. I was going to turn off the part of my mind that was telling me to stop. For the first time in his life, I would give everything I had to Tyler. I wouldn't hold anything back.
That thought sort of busted me out of myself. I just kinda sprang into action, I guess. My right hand reached up and seemed to find its own way to the fly on Tyler's boxers. There wasn't no button or anything like that, just a slit in the front of the boxers. My hands were small, and my fingers slipped easily inside. I could feel the heat of Tyler's body and I heard him gasp as my hand brushed against his half-hard cock. I didn't hesitate now. I fished my hand around inside of my son's boxers, I felt the smooth, hot flesh of his cock against my palm and I wrapped my fingers around it. I pulled my hand back quickly, slipping Tyler's penis out through the slit in his boxers.
It had been a very, very long time since I'd last seen Tyler's penis. I could see now, even though his cock was only half-hard and flopping in my hand, that he didn't take after his daddy. Tyler's cock was a healthy size, very thick with lots of blue veins coursing across it. It...good looking and I felt my mouth water as I looked at it. I didn't think about the fact that it happened, but I know now that it did.
Tyler's body felt like the tension had ratcheted up since I'd grabbed him, I saw his legs trembling. I reached my free hand up, putting it against Tyler's stomach and rubbing him softly. At the same time, I started to move my other hand slowly up Tyler's shaft towards the circumcised tip of his penis. I felt the muscles rippling under my fingers, I could feel the heat of it soaking into my body. I realized I didn't care if this was wrong or if it was a sin, it felt good to stroke my son's cock. Tyler seemed to think it felt good as well, I could hear him groaning as I stroked him and his body eased slightly.
"Oh my god, Mama," he said and I looked up at him. His eyes were closed and his body was swaying in time with my hand as I started to stroke a little bit faster, up and down on his shaft. I could feel Tyler's penis growing hard and thicker in my hand. Soon it wasn't flopping through my fingers anymore, instead sitting up high and proud on his body. I licked my lips.
"It hasn't even started yet, baby," I said softly. I rose up higher on my knees and moved my hand down to the bottom of Tyler's shaft. It was very hard now and I pulled down on it. Tyler groaned as I forced the tip of his cock forward, towards my face. I was looking at my son's penis now, right at it. It was strange to have been touching my son's penis at all. But I guess I'd touched it before. Never like this, of course, but it wasn't completely new. But as I looked at my son's penis, I realized that I was about to do something I'd never done before. Something I'd never expected I would ever do. But I didn't get cold feet again. If anything, I felt my mouth water and I felt a strange, electrical feeling inside of my chest. I realized that I really wanted to do it.
And so I didn't hold back. I open my lips, but just a little bit, and leaned forward. I kept my eyes opened, but turned them up towards Tyler, at his pursed lips and closed eyes. I felt the slick tip of my son's penis press against my lips as I kissed it gently. It felt like a rocket of nerves tore through my body when I recognized that I was feeling the soft, smooth skin on his most private spot. I pushed my mouth forward farther. I didn't spread my lips, I let Tyler's penis push through them, keeping my mouth tight around his shaft. In a moment, the entire tip slipped between my teeth and my lips caught tightly around the ridge at the bottom of his tip. My tongue moved forward in my mouth and I tasted the salty slickness of my son's skin. I swirled my tongue around on his tip, tasting every inch of it and feeling how smooth the skin was against the bumps on my tongue. Tyler moaned loudly and I could feel the muscles in his stomach contract against my hand.
I could've stayed like that forever, with just the tip of Tyler's penis in my mouth and nothing to do but lovingly bathe it with my hot tongue. If I hadn't done anymore, I knew Tyler wouldn't complain. But wasn't trying to just satisfy him. I wanted to give him everything he wanted. And this wasn't my first blowjob, I knew what men liked. After pausing for a few seconds and massaging the tip of Tyler's penis, I started moving my head forward again, I kept my lips tight and felt every inch as Tyler's penis past further and further into my mouth. My lips stretched and I felt Tyler's bulging urethra pass over my tongue. I swirled my tongue on the underside of his shaft. Soon, so much of Tyler's penis was in my mouth, that I slipped my hand off of his shaft. I kept moving my head forward, letting the tip of my son's penis pass into my throat.
The whole time I was taking my son's penis, I kept my eyes open. Tyler's mouth was hanging wide open now and his eyes were slammed shut so tightly that the skin around his eyelids was turning white. I could taste the salty flavor of Tyler's precum on my tongue and in the back of my throat. As more and more of Tyler's penis disappeared inside of my mouth, my nose pressed up against Tyler's body and my chin sank into his ball sack through his shorts. The smell of his body was manly and intense. Then he was completely inside of me, making my eyes water.
I held my son's cock in the back of my throat for several seconds, even though it meant I couldn't breathe. I shook my head side to side a few times, feeling Tyler's cock move inside of me. I don't know what it was. Maybe it was the look of happiness of his face, or the feeling of excitement I got from it on my own, or maybe it was just that, so warm and hard, Tyler's body felt alive to me then and I wanted to hold it there as long as I could, to feel that life. After a few seconds, I saw Tyler's eyes shoot open.
"Oh jesus, mama...It's...Incredible. I can't believe this is happening," my son sputtered through gasping breaths. I felt a pretty little chill run down my back and I realized I needed to do more. I started to pull my head back. Just like before, I kept my lips tight, but I felt Tyler's penis sliding back across my tongue and out of my throat. I breathed in real deep, but I felt lonely for Tyler's penis as soon as it wasn't in my throat anymore. Soon, only the tip of Tyler's penis remained in my mouth, and I swirled my tongue against it again. I groaned because there was even more precum than before, and I swallowed down the salty flavor.
With my tongue, I pushed Tyler's cock to the side, shoving it into my cheek. I closed my lips around it, sucking in slightly so that I was holding him tight in place. "I love you Tyler. I just want you to know that," I sputtered with the cock in the side of my mouth. As I spoke, I kept my eyes up on Tyler. He was looking down at me, wide-eyed. He nodded as I spoke.
And then I just flat out attacked my son without let up. I kept my eyes open, staring at my son, by my head moved wildly. I threw my face forward, Tyler's penis slipping out of my cheek and back into my mouth. In half a second it was once again buried in my throat. But it only stayed there for an instant, then I was slipping it back out. Once I set that pace, I didn't slow down. My head was bobbing up and down on my son's penis, my eyes watering as his cock slammed into the back of my throat over and over again. Spit dripped down from my chin, dribbling onto the floor as I gave him everything I had without wasting a single movement.
At first, Tyler seemed complete dumbfounded by me. He kept looking at me, but seemed completely frozen. His eyes just locked on mine (though it soon became hard to see him because my eyes filled with tears from choking). But soon he sort of got a handle on what he was feeling. I heard him groaning a little bit. His knees bent, giving me a better angle to suck him from. And his hands started to move. The one on my shoulder tightened, holding him in place. The other hand moved to my head, first brushing my hair away from my face so that he could see his hard cock slip into my mouth (all men are the same in that) and then to hold my head while it bobbed up and down on his cock.
We stayed like that for a long time. Longer, really, than I figured that Tyler would be able to hold out. But he was definitely enjoying himself and I didn't care how long it took. Actually, I wanted more. As my face pressed into my sons' body, I could feel his balls press against me through his boxers. I could feel how heavy and full they were. I realized that they probably ached from the excitement. I wanted them to feel good too. While I continued to suck Tyler's cock, I slowly reached my hand back inside of his boxers. The small slit was stretched by Tyler's cock and my hand, but after a few seconds of work, I was able to pop Tyler's balls out of the slit so that they hung, heavy, under his shaft. My fingers and palm began to gently knead Tyler's balls, tugging on them gently and making him groan.
After several minutes of deep-throating my son over and over again, I pulled my lips back until the tip of Tyler's penis popped out of my mouth. I heard Tyler sigh, but I didn't let him recover. As soon as my mouth was off of Tyler's wet penis, I placed a kiss on the tip and brought my hand up to Tyler's wet shaft. I wrapped my hands around his penis and began to stroke it gently. I missed the taste of it, so I stuck my tongue out, flattening it against Tyler's shaft. Then I started to run my tongue along my son's penis. I turned my head to the side, putting my head under Tyler's shaft and letting my tongue ride along the bottom of it. Soon my lips were pressing into Tyler's soft ball sack, his balls against my cheek. I opened my mouth wider, letting one of Tyler's heavy balls plop into my mouth. I groaned as I moved my tongue across it.
"Holy shit!" Tyler grunted and I started to stroke his shaft even harder than before. I kept my mouth on Tyler's balls for a long time. I moved from ball to ball, trying sometimes to fit both into my tight mouth. They both felt hot and heavy, I could feel his cum boiling inside. My hand stroked faster on Tyler's shaft the more I tasted his salty balls. I was in a frenzy.
"Oh god mama!" Tyler moaned after a while, "Jesus, mama, you gotta stop with that, I need more!" Tyler groaned. I loved the feeling of Tyler's balls in my mouth (something I'd never care for much before), but I stopped instantly when he spoke. This was about Tyler, and I meant to do whatever he said. I felt bad though, maybe he wasn't enjoying this. I let his wet balls slip out of my mouth and then moved backwards. I trailed my tongue along Tyler's shaft again, until I reached the tip of his penis. I opened my mouth, ready to suck his beautiful penis again. But he stopped me again.
"No mama, not that!" he said. I looked up at Tyler's face now. I saw a strain in his eyes. His body wouldn't keep still. It didn't look like he was in pain or wanted to stop. It looked like he was fixing to jump out of his own skin.
"What do you want baby?" I asked coyly and I planted a kiss on the tip of his penis. Tyler's eyes closed and he moaned. I kept kissing his penis, but followed his orders and didn't put it in my mouth. Tyler struggled to speak, his body swaying.
"Oh god mama, I want to fuck you," he finally blurted out in a dreamy voice. But he seemed to catch himself, recognizing what he'd said. His eye grew wide and he shook his head, "shit mama, I didn't mean to..." he started. But without even trying to interrupt him, I quickly talked over him.
"Thank god!" I groaned. And I realized, a little surprised, that I meant what I said. In the rush to give Tyler everything that he could possibly want, I hadn't really noticed the way I had been touched by everything. As I moved my lips away from my son's penis, I realized how intense everything was. My heart was hammering in my chest and my knees were weak. But more important than that, my nipples ached from being so incredibly hard and I could feel wetness between my legs. I mean, a lot of it. I looked down between my spread knees and saw a dark red spot in the middle of my pink panties. I looked up at my son's body and his handsome face and...I wanted whatever he would give to me. I needed it just as bad as he did.
I was desperate, I didn't even have the time to try to make it look sexy. I didn't know how long this feeling would last, how long I could put off feeling disgusted by my own feelings. I needed my son inside of right quick. I let my hand slip off my son's cock and I dropped back onto my ass on the cold concrete floor. I leaned back quickly, my back tingling on the cement as my hair splayed out behind me. Even as I was leaning back, I was fitting my thumbs into the waistband of my panties. I propped my body up on my shoulders and quickly pulled my panties down over my ass and off of my legs. I threw them across the room onto the floor. I could smell my pussy and it dripped down the crack of my ass onto the floor. I can't ever remember feeling so horny in my whole life.
"Come on son, give your mama that cock!" I growled on the floor. The words seemed to dance out of my lips, I could taste them and feel them vibrating out of my mouth. Tyler's eyes flashed as he looked me over. I saw him linger, looking at my shaved pussy. I realized he'd probably never seen one in person before, and for some reason that thought made my eyes roll back in my head. I arched my back again and groaned,
"Fuck me baby, do what you want to your mama!"
Tyler started to tear off his clothes. He tossed his undershirt across the room and then tore off his boxers, his cock bouncing out of the slit. My son was now towering over me, naked and achingly hard. I'd always thought my son was handsome, but now I saw that he was sexy too. I wanted that beautiful body inside of mine. I spread my legs as wide as I could on the cold ground.
Tyler didn't need no more invitations. As soon as his clothes was off, he dropped down on his knees in front of me. His eyes didn't stay in one place long, he was sort of roving all over my body. But his hands knew what they was doing and he didn't hold back. I realized he was being controlled by whatever force was controlling me. I could feel it sort of wafting off of him. His hands grabbed both of my knees, sort of wrapping around them. He tugged on me hard and I yelped as my ass slid across the floor until the bottoms of my thighs were against my son's legs. I looked down between my breasts and I could see my son's hard cock poking up between my legs.
"Put that in me Tyler," I begged, "Mama is so wet, it will slip right in!" I didn't need to beg, even as I was speaking, Tyler was taking his cock in his hand and pressing it down, putting it into position. I shuddered as I felt the wet tip of Tyler's cock press against my hard clit as his cock moved down. I felt that tip slip down, pressing between the puffy pink lips of my pussy and get coated in my hot juices. I nearly came just from the feeling of it. But I knew my Tyler was a virgin, he needed my help, so I kept my head on straight.
"That's it baby," I cooed at him, "Down there, just an inch lower or so. That's... of fuck!" I groaned, as I felt the tip of Tyler's penis press easily into my dripping pussy.
"Oh god mama, am I inside you?" Tyler asked.
"Oh fuck, yes baby. That's where I gave you life. Come on back home to your mama now. Just slip on in and fill me up!" I moaned. My hands flew up to my breasts without me realizing it. I began pinching and pulling on my nipples while I looked down as best I could at my son's cock. He was so excited, he didn't have the control to ease himself in. Instead, he just held on tight to knees and pushed himself in, all at once. I gasped, but my body was so wet and so willing for my son that there wasn't no problem. I felt myself stretching open and I felt my son's veiny cock slithering inside of me. Soon, I felt Tyler's ball sack slap against my asshole and felt his hips against the bottoms of my thighs. He was completely inside of me now.
"Oh fuck mama," Tyler moaned back at me, "It's so hot and tight. It's feels so good!" For a second he just rested there, inside of me.
"In and out baby, in and out. Get that cock moving in your mama!" I begged. Being filled by my son felt amazing, but I could also tell I was just on the edge of something even better.
"Oh, yes mama!" Tyler said, like he'd just been waiting for me to say it. Tyler's hands slipped of my knees and I felt his rough palms against my waist. He squeezed around my waist tightly, like he didn't want me to get away. And then he started to move his hips back. I gasped when I felt his cock back up out of me. I wriggled my hips, but Tyler kept me pinned down at the waist. Soon, only the tip of Tyler's cock was still in me.
I didn't want to wait for Tyler to go slow. His cock moving in and then out of me had been too amazing to wait. My knees no longer pinned, I wrapped my legs around my son's body, locking my feet together at the small of his back and pulling him in. Tyler didn't resist, he let his cock slam hard, back into my pussy again and I cried out. I squeezed my legs tighter and Tyler pitched forward. I moved my hands away from my breasts, opening my arms so that Tyler fell against me. I felt a slight pain as his long body pressed against my breasts, but I wrapped my arms around him, hugging him close.



Tyler didn't need my encouragement no more. With my smaller body wrapped tightly around his, my son was totally in control. I could feel his hips rumbling against me. I could feel my son's cock slipping in and out of me wildly. Tyler didn't have much rhythm, but he made up for that in his excitement. I could feel his balls slapping hard and full against my asshole as he rocked against me.
As incredible as that feeling was, it wasn't everything. Just feeling of the weight of my son's body against me, the writhing of his muscles and the slickness of his sweat was amazing. My arms and legs squeezed around him, feeling the blood coursing through his veins. I was trembling all over and moaning constantly. I felt like I was being taken over by something. I don't know. There was this energy in the room that I couldn't explain. Tyler could feel it too.
While still moving his hard cock in and out of my sopping pussy, Tyler bent his body as best he could and turned his head towards mine. I had heard him grunting and felt his muscles tensing. But I saw in his face as he turned, how excited he was by what was happening. He smiled as I looked at him.
"Oh god mama, I love you!" he groaned. I felt a shiver run down my spine just realizing my boy had said that while his cock was slamming into my pussy. It made me wonder, just for a second, if maybe this was so good because he was my boy, not in spite of that.
"I love you too Tyler," I said and my mouth opened. I don't even know if I had thought about kissing him, but all of the sudden my lips were against his and my tongue was pouring into my son's mouth. He seemed a little surprised, but didn't stop fucking me. After a minute, he recognized what I was doing and I felt his tongue meet mine. I pulled his tongue into my mouth, getting more and more of my son back into my body.
We couldn't keep up that pace for very long. Tyler'd already been so close before, when I was sucking his cock. He didn't have much experience and he was giving it everything he had. I was close too, for reasons I didn't fully understand. Tyler'd barely touched my clit, usually the only way I ever got off. And while Tyler was giving me everything that he had, it was pretty clear he didn't have any experience. But still, I found my breath coming out in ragged moans and my legs were trembling around my son's body. I could feel it building.
Suddenly, Tyler broke our kiss and I felt him arch his back against me, "Oh shit, mama!" he groaned. And I felt his cock sort of swell up inside of my body. I could feel it pressing against the inside of my pussy, especially against the bottom. And then I felt it. The wet warmth of my son's sticky cum as the first hot spurts of it poured into my desperate pussy. My eyes rolled back in my head and I moaned loudly. Each droplet of my boy's beautiful sperm felt like it was made of electricity. It coated my insides, making everything feel like it was melting.
And then, I realized what was happening. I understood what the sort of strange feeling that seemed to be coating me completely, what had pushed me right to the edge of cumming. I could feel my son all around me. No just his body, lying there sexy on top of me. But I could feel...I don't know...his life force. The spark that made him alive and a person. It was there all around me. He was so close to the edge of something so...terrible, he just could hold it inside of him. He'd missed out on so much life...he was putting all of it into this moment. He was making his life worth it with this one perfect moment with me. He put his life force into it. And now that force was pumping, spurt after spurt, into my willing pussy.
That, finally, pushed me over the edge. I heard my voice crackling and I know I said my son's name. I breathed it into his ear. And then I left my son's life force flow over me. It grew out from my pussy in waves. Coating me down to my feet and then up to the top of my head. I could feel Tyler, his body on top of me and his soul coursing through me and my mind went completely blank. I didn't know it was possible to feel that way.
Sometime later, I don't know how long, I felt my mind come back to me. I was still lying on the floor, panting. Every inch of my skin was tingling and I felt so good...like I could run a marathon or take a nap or both at the same time...I don't know. But Tyler was no longer on top of me and I felt it, felt lonely and naked without him. I turned my head to the side and saw him lying on the floor next to me. He was panting too, a layer of sweat making his body shine as he recovered. I smiled at my boy.
I was more than a little surprised to find that I wasn't angry at myself. Now that the moment had passed, I wasn't ashamed of what I did. I didn't think it was disgusting or wrong. Not like I sometimes had in the past when I had sex with someone I shouldn't have (strangers at bars, mostly). Instead, I was just sort of soaking in the afterglow of cumming. In fact, I wanted something more.
I could feel my son's cum dripping out of my pussy. Based on how hard it had spurted out of his body into me and how heavy his balls had felt, I knew that there had been a lot. I hadn't been able to hold it all. I reached my hand down between my legs, letting my fingers slide up through my lips. I could feel my sons' cum collecting on my fingers. I moved the pearly liquid up to my lips, I could smell the familiar smell of it. It tingled on my fingers. I opened my mouth and quickly shoveled my fingers inside. I let it play over my tongue for a while, enjoying the flavor before I swallowed it down. I hadn't even realized what I was doing until I had. I didn't even really know why I'd done it. My son's cum tasted salty and sticky. But there was more to the flavor. That same tingling feeling I'd had before. I felt it coating my mouth, thick and heavy. I groaned again. There was my son, I could taste his energy.
I sat up then, suddenly reenergized. I wasn't panting anymore. I realized that I wasn't done paying my debt until Tyler decided I was done. I turned and looked at him. He had been looking at me, his eyes moving over my body, "how does it feel not to be a virgin anymore?" I asked. Tyler laughed nervously and shrugged.
"Wonderful," he said. I looked up on the clock on the wall.
"We still have a little bit of time," I said, reaching over and putting my hand on Tyler's still-hard cock, "Is there anything else mama can give you before I have to leave?"
"Mama, you don't have to do anything else," he said, but I caught a flash in his eye as he said it. There was something else. I wondered if he wanted me to suck him all the way off. I licked my lips at the idea of it.
"Tyler, you're the best I have had," I said, surprised that I was telling the truth, "I want to do whatever you want, because I want to. I know I don't have to do anything. What is it?" I asked. Tyler blushed again and his eyes roamed over my body.
"Well..." he said and then paused.
"Pretty late in the day to be getting shy, your cum is dripping down my leg," I said laughing. Tyler blushed deeper and then shook his head.
"Okay mama," he said seriously, "well like I said, I haven't really done a whole lot before today..."
"I know," I said, not sure what he was getting at.
"And you know, I have kind of always wanted to try everything at least once. And I tried your mouth. And it was great. And then I tried your...pussy and it was even better," he explained.
"Yes..." I said.
"Well, its just...if I don't do this now so close to the...end," I felt bile rise in my throat at that last word, "then I won't never do it."
"Just tell me what it is so I can say 'yes,'" I said helpfully. Tyler took a deep breath.
"Mama, I want to fuck you in the ass," Tyler said, not making eye contact as he said it. I felt a little surprised, though I did my best to hide it. I mean, I know about the porno that men watch, they have this fantasy...but I never expected my naïve son to want something like that. But I could tell by how nervous he was and by how hard it had been to get it out of him, that Tyler really wanted to bugger his mama. I didn't think about it.
"Yes, of course!" I said and I stood up from the ground. I'd taken it in the ass a couple times in my life. Never cared for it much but I didn't hate it either. And actually, at that moment, that was better. I had enjoyed being with my son too much. I hadn't been trying to do it for my own pleasure. This would drive home that point, to both of us.
I might not have liked anal sex much, but I'd done it enough to know what to do. Still naked, I walked over to the table in the middle of the room where I'd been sitting my purse was there. I opened it up and rooted around. Soon I found what I was looking for, a small tube of aloe vera lotion I kept there. I squeezed a large dollop of it onto my hand. Then I leaned over the table, putting my free hand down and holding myself in place. At the same time, I reached my other hand back behind me. I found my asshole with my fingers and then I began to smear the aloe all over it. It was very cold and I shivered as it went on. But soon my asshole was coated in the stuff. I ever pressed my fingers, gently, inside of my body, making sure that my insides were just as inviting.
The whole time I could feel Tyler's eyes on me. He was watching as my index finger slipped into my tight asshole, and I could tell that it was just making him more excited. As soon as I had smeared all of the lotion onto my ass, I turned back towards the table, grabbed the tube of aloe, and then tossed it behind me to my son.
"Better get ready," I said. I heard Tyler crack open the lid and then I could hear him slathering his hard cock with lotion. While he was getting ready, I did as well. I turned so that I was facing the table. I put both hands palm down on the top. I spread my legs slightly and lifted my ass up into the air. I was more than a little surprised to find that I was excited. I was a mite nervous, afraid that it might hurt. But I desperately wanted that electrical feeling again, the one that came from having my son's body inside of mine.
Tyler was excited, and he got prepared very quickly. I was just getting settled into position when I felt Tyler's strong hands, once again, grab me around the waist. I felt his cool, wet cock slap against the inside of me leg and groaned. Tyler's hands were trembling and I looked back over my shoulder at him.
"It's okay baby, I want you to have this," I told him. He smiled at me and nodded. I felt nervous now, but I wiggled my ass at him, tryin' to get him moving forward. One of Tyler's hands slipped off of my hips and I knew that it was going back towards his cock. I heard him grunt slightly and knew he was adjusting himself. I was still looking over my shoulder, but I was focused on my son's face. I couldn't see what else he was doing.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned as, to my surprise, I felt the very tip of Tyler's cock press firmly into my asshole. So firmly and so surprisingly, that I didn't have time to get nervous or tense up. All of the sudden, the whole tip of my son's penis was just stretching me out.
"Oh my god mama," Tyler panted, "this is even tighter than your pussy. How is that possible?"
"I never pushed a son out of my asshole," I said and Tyler laughed, but that turned into a moan.
"It feels so good," he said and now I smiled at him. This is what I wanted. And really, get in was usually the toughest part. It didn't really feel too bad.
"Then don't stop baby, give me the rest of it," I said. Tyler nodded and I felt his hand return to my waist. I heard him gasp and then I felt his hard shaft slipping inside of me. We'd done a great job of lubricating and I didn't feel any nerves. Unlike most of my partner's, I trusted Tyler. I didn't wonder about whether he would hurt me. And so my muscles stayed relaxed as, inch after inch, my son's veiny cock disappeared into my asshole. After just a minute or so of pushing, I felt Tyler's ball sack pressing against the bottom of my pussy and I knew the whole thing was inside of me.
"Jesus, that feels good!" Tyler groaned. I was shocked to find that I agreed with him. I felt my muscles squeeze around him and there was no pain. In fact, that delicious tingling feeling had come back. I really meant was I moaned next.
"Fuck me in the ass Tyler, please don't stop!" I lifted one hand up off the table, grasping at my breast as I spoke. Tyler didn't need any more encouragement. As I began to squeeze at my breast and pull on my nipples, Tyler began to slip is cock back, pulling it out of my asshole as it squeezed tightly, trying to suck him back in.
"Oh god mama, its like you're trying to milk it out of me!" Tyler said.
"I am baby, mama wants that sweet cum in her ass!" I said.
Both of Tyler's hands were placed firmly on my waist, all his weight coming down on those hands, pinning me onto the table. I felt his legs pressing into the backs of my legs. I felt Tyler's stomach against my ass. But more than anything else, I felt my son's cock buried deep in my ass. Over and over again, he would slip that stiff shaft out of my ass, just leaving the tip, and then slamming it back into me. He built in speed, going faster and faster with each thrust. I could hear him groaning as my ass contracted around him, squeezing him tighter even as he moved faster.
The feeling of Tyler's cock pounding in and out of my ass was incredible. I'd never had anal sex without feeling a pinch or pain. I knew it wasn't supposed to hurt, but for me, it always had. But now it didn't. I just felt Tyler's cock stretching me out inside and then slipping back out. Every thrust made my ass close more tightly around him, trying to milk that hot cum from his balls. My wet clit rubbed hard against the smooth surface of the table, adding to the feeling.
But even though it was, by far, the best anal sex I'd ever had, my body wasn't my main focus. I could feel something more. Something about the tightness of my son's body against mine. The way he was draped over me...I could feel that force again. I could feel it wrapping all around me. It felt like I was being coated in it. It was like I taste Tyler with my skin. It vibrated and ached...And I knew I was giving him everything he deserved, helping him really live in this moment.
"Oh fuck!" Tyler said suddenly, and I felt his hands seize around my waist, his fingers digging into my skin. I could feel all of the muscles he had pressed against me tensing. And just like the last time, I could feel his cock swelling up inside of me. I felt him trembling behind me and could hear him moaning. And then I could feel that electrical jelly, pulsing into me again. I knew that my son was pumping his sweet sperm into his mama's ass.
And that put me over the edge as well. I felt like the walls around me suddenly fell away. But it was more than just the walls of the meeting room. It was like the whole prison disappeared. The whole world disappeared, except for me and for my son, locked together like we were one person. Like I was able to take him with me, out into the world. And every second of that time stretched out in front of me forever. And it was like I lived an entire lifetime within a handful of seconds. And in that lifetime, I was with Tyler every second, and we lived together. And I always gave him everything he needed. For that moment in my orgasm, we were both free.
When my senses returned to me, I was sitting on the floor of the prison meeting room. My son was sitting next to me, his arms wrapped around me. I felt warm and relaxed, in a way I don't think I'd felt in seven years. I turned and looked at my son. The sort of drawn out, hangdog look he'd had when I first stepped into the room was gone. It felt, for a moment, like he was the man he could have been if I had always been the right mother for him. Strong, steady, and happy.
"I love you mama," Tyler sighed. And when he spoke, I heard his old voice again. Not his prison voice.
"I love you too, son. I am always going to love you," And it was like those words released me or something. The force that had pushed me to be with my son seemed to drain away. The sexual urges pushing me forward all this time seemed to be gone. He still looked handsome and I had no regrets about what I'd done. But I just knew I'd done all that I was I was supposed to do. All that I could do. I have given my son what he needed most. I had finally given of myself as a mother by giving myself completely to his needs.
Now he needed something else, we both did. We didn't speak about what happened. I doubt either of us thought about it. There was a different energy in the room now. I was his mother now. I was really his mother. I turned towards him and kissed him. A mother's kiss this time. And I moved so that he was no longer holding me. I wrapped my arms around him, holding him as a mother. Comforting him silently, until our time had run out.
* * * * *
When I left the prison that day, I found it a little weird that the sort of vibrating, life-force feeling that I'd had when I was with Tyler didn't leave me. Like I could feel his presence with the me all of the time. It had moved into me through my mouth and my pussy and my ass. But then it sort of soaked all through me. I could feel it everywhere. I didn't know what it meant at first. I went home and tried to go back into my normal life. But I couldn't Tyler was with me all the time. And I don't know when it was, but I decided that that was a feeling I should've been having all along. My son was still alive. He was still with me. I could feel him out there. And I'd been wrong to live my life like he had to die. He still had breath in him. How could I just roll over on him?
The only regret that I have about those seven years after my son's arrest was that I'd spend all of my time wallowing in my bullshit an and my anger. I'd spent all that time blaming everyone else and thinking that being upset about my life meant that I was doing what I was supposed to do, and mourning my son. But all of that, as usual, had been for me. Not for my boy. There were things I should've been doing. I could've been doing. There were groups who wanted to help me. I thought they were a bunch of do-gooders trying to make names for themselves. Or maybe I was just too busy with myself to let them reach out to me.
I don't really understand everything that happened next. I won't go into all the details, because I will get them wrong. But I finally reached out to those people who had been asking to help me for years. And to get their help, I had to help myself. I had to write letters. I had to talk to people from the state. Eventually, I had a meeting with the governor. They told me that he was Catholic, and that was a good thing. I didn't understand it. But the point is, there were lots of people who hadn't really thought about what had happened to my son. He wasn't one of these famous serial murderers that everyone knew about. He was just come guy in prison. And while there were a lot of people who wanted him to die, there were other people who thought that he didn't get justice in his case. And the more people who heard about it, the more people thought he got a raw deal. Like I said, I don't know all that happened. I just know that with a week to go before my son was supposed to be executed, the governor stayed it. And later, he...commuted the sentence. He said my son didn't deserve to die. He said he might be able to get parole when he is 45 years old. He probably won't get it then. Someday...
But that wasn't the only thing. I mean there was something more to that feeling I'd been having. That feeling that Tyler was with me. It was for Tyler, it was pushing me to fight for him. But there was something else too. A couple months after my visit to the prison, I learned what it was. I'd been getting sick in the morning. I went to the doctor and learned that I was pregnant. A few months later, I learned I was going to have my second son. Only one man could be the father. I went into prison, surrounded by all that death, and I smuggled a little bit of my oldest son's life out with me. And I grew it into a new life. And Tyler would live on. Both his own life, and his future. A new generation, a boy to carry on for him.



I am ready this time. I was not a good mother the first time around. I wasn't ready. That isn't an excuse, but that is the reason. This time, I know what I am doing. I know what it means to give yourself to your children, to do the things they need, not matter what. I can't really make up for the wrong I done to Tyler. That's impossible. All I can do is take the lesson I learned and use them. To honor this new child's father, I am going to be the mother I always should have been. And when my Tyler gets out of jail, and he will, his life will be out here waiting for him. He will have a family and be able to understand what that is. And that's the truth.
The End
Note: I honestly write so that I can hear the comments you all give. So please just tell me what you think. Even if it is just a sentence or two (though I always prefer more). Consider that your payment for a free story. And if you like this, I beg you to read my other stories and comment on them too. I know who my loyal readers are and I really appreciate you. Thanks!
YKN
P.S. I do one edit of my work and I try to be thorough. But I figure when it comes to handing out free erotica, you all would be better served getting it fast (if a little rough), than waiting for me to polish it like I was getting paid for my work. So, in short, I know there are some errors and I don't really care that much. Don't complain about the soundtrack in your porno, don't sweat the typos in your erotica. Thanks.
YKN
P.P.S. -- some of you will be tempted to say that the story is ridiculous because you can't be executed if you don't actually commit the murder. Usually, that is true. But it does happen sometimes. Those people are usually not quite as sympathetic as Tyler is in my story, but then this is fiction. Plus, Tyler got his sentence commuted. As for the privacy and leeway Dani and Tyler got in prison...well chalk that up to some artistic license as well.
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Chapter 1: Anniversary Present
"Happy Anniversary Savannah," I said in the sultriest voice that I could muster. I had just pushed open the door to the master bathroom and stepped gingerly out into the bedroom itself. My heart was hammering in my chest and my head felt a little light. But not for the reasons that I'd wanted. I didn't feel the excitement I'd hoped I could will myself to have. I felt like I was ridiculous.
Most of that, of course, was because of the way I looked. I'd taken my long, extremely straight auburn hair and put it into big, loose curls. I always hated the work that took to get that look and never thought it framed my face right. I thought long, straight hair for me worked. But Savannah always liked it. I guess that was the least of my problems though. I'd made up my eyes also. I had large, almond-shaped green eyes with naturally long lashes and I had put on thick, sapphire-colored eyeshadow to accentuate them. Savannah had a "thing" for really dramatic eye shadow, so I ignored the fact that I thought it looked sort of cheap. In fact, Savannah had a "thing" for dramatic make-up in general that I was trying to lean into. I had covered the thin smattering of freckles across my small nose and full cheeks in a shade that perfectly blended with my skin. My naturally pouty lips were painted a sapphire color matching my eyes.
All in all, the make-up, as usual, made me feel a bit like a clown. But that didn't bother me so much. It was the clothes that had me stepping tentatively out of the bathroom. Or, I guess, lack of clothes. Instead of a top, I was wearing a white and black, steel-boned corset that Savannah had bought me for my last birthday. I'd only ever worn it once before (the night I got it) and still didn't think it worked for me. I am small in stature, but I have a voluptuous build. I mean I have large, rounded breasts for my size. Squeezed into the corset, I felt like my tits were going to hit my chin. My hips were naturally wide and I had a decent hourglass shape. But the corset squeezed me down some sort of pinup proportion that made it hard to breathe. But I drove Savannah wild the first time I wore it. Below the corset, I wore a pair of sexy red panties and black knee-stockings.
That is to say, I was a little bit on display in my get up. That isn't usually something that I am particularly comfortable with. But it would be worth it to get the reaction I was looking for. My wife, Savannah, was lying on our bed as I walked up. She was rolled over onto her side, playing with her phone. As usual, Savannah was stunning. She was a good deal taller than me (5'10 to my 5'2) and had a model's build. Draped across our bed, she looked like a perfume ad. She had long, full dirty-blonde hair that was naturally highlighted. She had big blue eyes, flawless features, and a seductive mouth. Her body was lithe and lean with small, perky breasts (the kind I'd always wanted) well-made hips. Her ass was toned and muscular (she was a part-time yoga instructor at the time) and she had long, delicate legs. She didn't need to do anything to get my attention, but I was willing to work for hers. As I stepped out of the bathroom, her big eyes flashed up from her phone.
"Oh, hey Kat," she sort of mumbled and then looked back down at her phone, "Yeah, two years today huh?" she said. I stopped a few feet from the bed, feeling my stomach seize. Definitely not the reaction I was looking for. Or expecting. Maybe she hadn't noticed...somehow?
"What do you think of your present?" I asked, putting my hand on my hip and sort of raising it, playing into the pin-up look. Savannah's brow furrowed while she continued to thumb through Facebook.
"Yeah...I...umm...The fruit basket?" she asked and I laughed. I'd gone grocery shopping earlier that day and left a couple of bananas in the basket in the kitchen. Hardly a gift. But as I looked at Savannah, I realized that she wasn't joking. I let out a low breath and it sounded ragged. My nerves got worse.
"No, that was...never mind. No, not that. Look," I said, sort of waving my hands across my body. Savannah looked up at me again from her phone, a little annoyed. Her eyes moved over me now and she smiled slightly.
"Oh yeah, you look nice," she replied. I dropped my hip and ran my hand through my hair. How could I have misread this so badly.
"It's only, last week, you know, you asked why I never wore the corset and I thought...I put on the makeup and the stockings and everything," I said, my words coming out in a mumble.
"Yeah, I mean, I said you'd look nice. And you really do. So what is the gift if it isn't the fruit basket?" she replied. I guess I didn't know why I expected anything more than this. I loved Savannah so much...but she was never one to get this kind of stuff. Savannah would've worn what I was wearing, make up and all, to church. She didn't get why this sort of thing made me uncomfortable. Maybe it was my fault for expecting her to get it. I quickly pushed myself beyond my disappointment. This wasn't the entire gift anyway.
"Let me show you," I said, feeling excited once again. I walked across the room as seductively as I could. I hoped that Savannah was looking at me, and maybe getting a little enticed. I opened up my dresser and started digging around. Finally, I found what I had hidden in the bottom of my underwear drawer. I smiled as I turned it around and presented it to my wife.
"I bought us a strap-on," I said. Now Savannah's eyes brightened a little and she sat up slightly on the bed.
"Well, that could be a little fun," she said. I was a little disappointed still by her reaction. She said "fun" with the same kind of enthusiasm I might bring if someone suggested playing cards. But still, I had her interest. And that was something. I decided to try to get a little more out of her.
"I know that sometimes I can be a bit of a...prude," I said carefully, which got Savannah nodding. My wife had always been an...adventurous lover. From the time we first started dating (her as a college senior, me as sophomore) seven years earlier, she'd always pushed the envelope. In short, she was up for (and demanded) pretty much everything. That had never been my strong suit. Not that I wasn't really open for anything. I could be, and had, been convinced to do a lot. And most of it I ended up liking. But Savannah would latch onto something on a whim and then get frustrated when I pumped the brakes. She'd suggested buying a strap-on a month earlier. I'd told her that I was gay and didn't need a penis, plastic or otherwise. She'd gotten upset. After a month of thinking, I'd realized that I'd used dildos before (though not for a while) and didn't really have a good basis for my objection. Maybe if Savannah hadn't stormed off over it and tried to convince me...but no, that wasn't the point of this. The point was Savannah's gift, and it was more than just the strap-on.
"Today, for your gift," I explained, "I am not going to be a prude. That means that I am not saying 'no' to anything (that doesn't cause intense physical pain). That's why I dressed like this. Tonight is about doing what you want. Whatever you want," I tried to make those last words drip with meaning. Savannah didn't let the hint drop. In fact, I think she decided to test me.
"Anything?" she asked, sitting up erect on the bed. I nodded slowly, seductively. She smiled slyly now and I felt a flurry of excitement in my stomach. I was nervous about...whatever Savannah had in mind. But I was so happy that I'd enticed her that I hardly cared. The fact that she wanted me now was my gift. I started moving closer towards Savannah and the bed once again. Savannah rose up on her knees on the edge of the bed looking towards me.
"Anything," I responded. I was now directly in front of Savannah. Up on the bed, even on her knees, Savannah towered over me. I looked up at her, and it felt like she was glowing. It always felt that way when Savannah was excited. She had this power...this charisma about her that everyone felt. She could pull anyone into her orbit. I felt like I was looking up at a goddess.
"You might regret this gift," Savannah said after a long pause. Her tongue slipped out of her mouth and gliding smoothly along her upper lip. When she was finished, she smiled wickedly. I felt my stomach flutter again and I am sure my own smile faltered a little bit. I knew she was just playing with me. But still, I was nervous.
Savannah didn't give me a lot of time to dwell on it. I was close enough now for her reach me and she grabbed my shoulders with both hands and pilled me towards the bed. I felt my knees bump against the mattress my face pressed into Savannah's stomach. I felt her hands move up, going through my hair. Her body felt warm and the smell of her perfume was divine. Savannah was wearing a plain white t-shirt and a pair of incredibly small blue cloth shorts. I began to kiss Savannah's stomach through the shirt, feeling the warmth of her against me lips. Her hands sank deep into my long hair.
"Your hair really does look better like this," she said clinically.
"Thank you," I said as I continued to kiss her stomach, not sure what else to say. I looked up at Savannah's face, titling my eyes up to see what she looked like. I was hoping that she was enjoying the kisses I gave her, but her face looked somewhat stern. Without saying anything else, Savannah pulled her hands free from my hair and grabbed the shoulders of her t-shirt. She tugged up on it quickly and I felt the cotton fabric slip hotly across my lips. Soon, she'd pulled the fabric completely over her head and I saw that she wasn't wearing a bra (the shirt had been too loose to tell). Now the top half of her body was exposed in all its delicate glory. Her smooth stomach, her lithe arms, her long throat, her tear-drop shaped breasts. She was so beautiful. I kept kissing her stomach as I gazed at her, feeling her heat directly now and saving her salty flavor.
"Hey come on," she said, looking down at me, "I didn't pull you over here so you could make out with my belly button. Get my shorts off." She said. I blushed slightly, embarrassed for having misread the situation. Of course, she was excited about getting her "gift" and soft kisses weren't really the sort of things she generally wanted. I pulled my lips away and reached up, slipping my fingers into the waistband of Savannah's shorts. Her skin felt hot against my fingers and I could feel that she wasn't wearing any panties. I pulled them down gently, sliding them over my wife's rounded ass. I watched as I unveiled the rest of Savannah's body, as usual mesmerized by its elusive loveliness. I saw that she'd waxed bare recently, but her skin was smooth and even, no redness. Her vulva was the same light red color as her lips and her nipples, adding to her general symmetry. I could smell her body now, underneath the scent of her perfume. I actually groaned as she filled my nose, so musky and sweet at the same time.
But I didn't get a chance to savor the sights or smells of my wife's body. As soon as the shorts were down around Savannah's knees, she dropped onto her back onto the bed. Her hands moved down to the shorts and quickly slipped them off of her legs. She rolled over as she did so, coming up in the middle of the bed on her hands and knees facing away from me. As she rolled, she spoke.
"Okay, put that thing on," she said, hastily. Like she was afraid I'd change my mind if we didn't go quickly. Hell, she might've been right. I lifted up the strap-on in my hands. It had a dizzying array of straps and the only hint about where to put it was the large, purple phallus (I had purposefully avoided the "anatomically correct" options) sprouting out of one end. I tilted it around in my hands, trying to figure it out. I hadn't bothered to learn how it worked. I'd always assumed that Savannah wanted to use it on me, not the other way around. In fact, it was kind of a relief, if a little bit overwhelming. Savannah seemed to notice I was struggling, she turned and looked over her shoulder at me.
"Are you having trouble?" she asked impatiently. I looked up at her. For a second, I was just struck by how incredible she looked with her toned ass in the air above her long, svelte legs. I could see her breasts hanging tight and perky against her body and her face was framed by her long hair. I was struck, as I'd been the first time I'd met her, by her overpowering looks. But, I was able to get a hold of myself after a moment. "A little," I said. Savannah smiled and shook her head indulgently at me. She lifted one hand off the ground and beckoned me over.
"Come on, I'll put it on," she said. I walked quickly around our bed until I was standing in front of Savannah. She reached out and grabbed the strapon out of my hands. Working quickly, she rearranged several of the straps, unhooked things...I don't know, I couldn't follow anything that happened. But eventually, she had the thing all set up and she held it towards me, "Put your legs through these two holes, strap this in here and pull here," she said and gestured as she spoke. I followed her directions, pulling the odd contraption up my legs quickly and strapped it into place. I looked down at myself. The black straps and red dildo matched the clothes I was already wearing, and I felt it made me look like some sort of bizarre demon character. But it was on. I looked up at Savannah and she was smiling.
"It suits you," she said slyly and then winked. I shrugged and looked down at the dildo again.
"What next?" I asked finally. After all, she was supposed to be telling me what she wanted to do.
"You don't know what this thing is for?" Savannah asked and she reached forward and grabbed the dildo around the base. She yanked on it, hard, making me jump forward a step towards her. I let out a little yelp. I laughed a little.
"I understand the general idea," I said, "I just want to do this the way you want," I explained. Savannah beamed when I said that. She still had her hand wrapped around the dildo. She shook it a little.
"Seems a little dry. We need to get it ready," she said.
"I got some lube too, it is over in my nightstand," I said, blushing. Savannah shook her head.
"You know me Kat, I am an organic, do-it-yourselfer type. We have everything we need right here," she said and stuck out her tongue.
"You're going to put that..." I started, raising my eyebrows. Savannah quickly shook her head.
"No. No, no, no, no, no. I did that once in high school when I was still figuring shit out. Except the one I deepthroated wasn't made of plastic. It was...not a pleasant experience. No," she said. And as she finished, she bent her head over the dildo and spat. It was a large amount of white spit sort of oozed out between her lips and landed heavy on the dildo. "You too," she said. I wasn't exactly a dainty lady, but I felt strange bending over my fake penis and spitting on it. Still, Savannah was looking at me and I worked up a juicy amount and spit down on it, closer to the base of the shaft than Savannah. Her hand instantly moved back onto the shaft, I saw her palm smash down on her spit. Quickly, she started to stroke the cock, smearing the spit all over it. She sort of twisted her wrist as she moved, coating every inch in spit. Sometimes, she would add more spit, making sure she got all of it. Soon, the whole thing was glistening. I didn't know what to think.
"Okay," she said when she done (and wiped her spitty hand on the comforter). I assumed that meant she was done with 'preparation,' so I bent over, leaning towards my wife. I was still nervous, I wanted to kiss her and get that magical feeling where my heartrate slowed and my body felt loose. But Savannah quickly shook her head, "That this is going to dry off. Hurry up and get behind me. You know what to do now." She said. I stood up quickly, embarrassed, and started to walk away. I definitely had no idea 'what to do' but I was going to do what I was told.
I moved quickly around the bed, my cheeks growing redder and redder as the dildo flopped around lewdly in front of me. I climbed up onto the bed behind Savannah. She still had her ass up high in the air and her legs were now spread more than before. I could see her pussy lips split open slightly and noticed that her lips were glistening. As I positioned myself behind her, up on my knees between her feet. I could smell the familiar scent of her arousal. It filled my nose, blocked out every other smell, and made my head grow foggy. I smiled drunkenly, happy that I had gotten such a quick reaction from my wife (whether it was just me or the strap-on, I didn't really care).
"I can feel you back there on the bed, don't hesitate. I am ready," Savannah said, turning her head and looking over her shoulder. She was smiling wickedly and shaking her ass side to side seductively. My hands rose up and I felt my palms glide along the smooth, hot skin of my wife's thighs. Her rocking hips came to a stop. Slowly, I moved my right hand off of Savannah's ass and carefully grabbed the base of the strap-on. It felt dense and firm in my hand, very slick from the material and from spit.
Part of my brain, I know, was asking what I was doing. Two years ago, I never would have agreed to anything like this. I felt absurd and far too nervous to be aroused. But as I looked across the beautiful, curved expanse of my wife's back and breathed in the delicious scent of her body, those thoughts were pushed from my mind. As was usually the case, all of my principles and determinations turned to nothing when I was around Savannah, especially when the full power of her sexuality was deployed. I didn't feel any less absurd...but if Savannah wanted me to feel absurd then I was willing to accept humiliation.
I slowly began to move my hips forward, adjusting the height of the tip of the dildo as I did so. I felt Savannah's body tense, saw her long hair thrash across her back, and heard a slight groan spill from her throat. I realized that the tip of the dildo had touched my wife's body. I looked down as best I could and I could see the purple dildo slipping between Savannah's pouty pussy lips. The dildo slide up through her slit and then pressed roughly against her clitoris.
"Oh shit!" Savannah moaned loudly and I could see her elbows buckle. I almost pulled back, absurdly frightened that I'd hurt her. But before I had a chance to move, I saw one of Savannah's hands come up off of the bed. She reached down quickly, between her legs, finding the tip of the dildo, "holy fuck, that felt good!" she said, and then she pushed up on the dildo, pressing it against her sensitive clitoris. I could feel Savannah's hips start to move as she began to grind herself against the tip of the dildo. I noticed immediately that her scent became more powerful and I could see her juices adding to the slickness on the purple toy.
"Jesus fuck, put it in me before I make myself cum!" Savannah moaned as she circled her hips around, toying with her clit faster and faster. I knew that she would actually be mad if she came before she was ready. I quickly slipped the purple dildo back through Savannah's slit and then pushed it up slightly. Savannah groaned again and I could feel the dildo slip up, inside of my wife. Only the first inch or so of it went inside, I could see her lips spreading to make room. She was so wet, and the strap-on was so lubricated that there was no resistance. If anything, it felt like Savannah's body was pulling more and more of the dildo inside. I scooted forward on my knees, getting closer to Savannah's ass.
"Oh, yes baby! So nice," Savannah said. She kept her hand between her legs and I could see her arm moving. I knew she was touching her clitoris now, I wasn't sure if I was even really what she was talking about when she said 'so nice.' But I adored being called 'baby.' Any hesitancy I might've had was gone. I slipped my hand off the dildo and saw that it stayed inside of Savannah without my help.



I kept pushing my hips forward, keeping my eyes down and watching as inch by inch, the large purple strap-on moved deeper and deeper inside of my wife. It slipped so easily, I was ready to stop at the slightest hint of resistance. But I moved faster and faster as it became clear that Savannah felt nothing but pleasure. Her hand was moving more quickly between her legs and her whole body was trembling.
"Oh fuck, Kat, put that in. Keep it going. That feels great!" Savannah groaned, throwing her head back. She laughed musically as more and more of the dildo filled her body. While I looked up to see Savannah's beautiful face (or at least the side of it) as she moaned and laughed, I was surprised to suddenly feel my wife's ass cheeks against my stomach. I looked and was shocked to find that I could no longer see the dildo. In fact, I couldn't see any daylight between me and my wife. I was totally inside of her.
"I'm in," I said quietly, not sure if I should say anything.
"Oh god, this is good," Savannah moaned, "God, I could do more. You should of got a bigger one!" Now Savannah moved her hips back and forth again and I knew that she could feel the dildo moving inside of her body. Her muscles buckled again and I saw her hand slip out between her leg and she used it to prop herself, weakly, up on the bed.
"Is this how you'd hoped it would be?" I asked nervously. I was, after all, trying to fulfill a fantasy. I don't know if Savannah didn't hear me or she was just ignoring me, but she didn't address my question.
"Kat, don't just sit there," she said urgently, "It felt good slipping in, I need more of that. I want you to really give it to me. Fuck me!" she begged, her voice sounding excited and strained. Once again, I jumped at whatever Savannah ordered. I didn't even really need to think about it, my body reacted to her request. I rocked my hips backwards and I could feel the dildo sliding out of Savannah's body. I looked down quickly, seeing the purple phallus slipping through Savannah's dripping lips. Savannah sighed and her back arched as I moved. But Savannah hadn't asked me savor my movements. She wanted to get fucked. And I wanted to do what she wanted.
I rocked my hips back just enough so that only an inch or so was still inside of me wife. Then, with only a slight hesitation, I pushed my hips forward again. This time, I didn't move slowly or test to see whether there was friction. I trusted that Savannah's excitement had kept her lubricated. I threw my hips forward, driving the dildo deep into Savannah's body until I heard the wet smack of my hips against my wife's ass. And then I bounced my hips back again.
"Oh fuck, yes Kat! Just like that!" Savannah groaned and I smiled. It might've felt wrong and weird and embarrassing. But I couldn't argue with results. Knowing that I was doing what Savannah wanted, I abandoned myself completely.
I don't know how long we stayed like that. I know that my breath was coming ragged and my muscles ached long before we stopped. But it felt like no time was passing either. I was just focused on the sights and smells and excitement around me. I kept moving my hips, eventually finding a rhythm that Savannah seemed to enjoy. In and out, I rocked my hips, sending the dildo slipping through my wife's ever-wetter pussy. I could sometimes see her dripping onto the bed with excitement and my nose was filled with her scent (mixed with latex). My hands remained on Savannah's hips, squeezing tighter and tighter into the firm, full flesh of Savannah's thighs and ass. I could feel her trembling under my palms. And, in fact, I could see her trembling everywhere. Once, she reached her hand up to grab her own breast (Savannah had extremely sensitive nipples, something I was a bit jealous of), but her tremors became too intense. She almost pitched forward onto her face. She had to hold herself up with both arms. The whole time she was moaning wildly and shaking her hips from side to side. Sometimes, I thought I heard her moan out my name, but I can't really be sure.
Eventually, I became sure that I was hearing something. It just wasn't my name. I was slamming my hips away at Savannah's sopping pussy, thinking about the fact that the butt end of the dildo pressing against my body actually didn't feel that bad, especially when it pressed against my clit. I was also thinking that I was happy I was wearing the corset, because I knew my large breasts would have been bouncing painfully given how fast I was moving. Okay...so I was thinking I was actually having a little bit of fun. But I recognized that Savannah was talking and instantly focused on it. I turned and looked and saw that her back was bent, she was turning to the right side, trying to look back while I fucked her.
"Give me your finger!" she moaned. For a second I didn't understand what she was asking for. I looked down at my hands, seeing my fingertips go white from squeezing her ass so hard. I wondered if I was hurting her. "Put your finger in my mouth!" Savannah groaned as her body shuddered. I didn't think. I just slipped my right hand off of Savannah's hip and leaned forward (driving the dildo deeply into her pussy). Savannah's lips parted as my finger shot towards her. Then her mouth was wrapped around my digit and her hips were rocking back against me. I felt her tongue wetly streaking across my finger, coating it in a very large amount of saliva. Eventually, I felt Savannah pushing my finger out with her tongue and I slipped it free.
"Spit on your fingers on your other hand. Push them together and spit on them!" she said as soon as my finger was clear of her mouth. Once again, I didn't hesitate. I moved my hand off of Savannah's hip and brought the fingers up to my lips. I spat thickly into them, seeing the white liquid pool there. Even while I did so, I was able to get my hips back into rhythm, slipping the dildo in and out of my wife's pussy. Savannah turned back around, facing forward and groaning from my motions. But she wasn't done giving orders.
"Rub that spit on my asshole. Put that wet finger in it!" Savannah moaned. For a moment, the words just sort of hung in my ear. Put what where? But even as my mind was rejecting the entire idea of this, my body was moving. I'd already agreed to do whatever Savannah wanted. There was no way I was going to have the will to resist her now.
I looked down as I moved, and I could see the pink, crinkled spot of Savannah's asshole between the taut, firm loaves of her ass. I'd see it before, of course. But I'd never played with it. I'd never wanted to (while I recognized it was, as every other part of Savannah's body was, cute). Hell, I'd never imagined that Savannah had any interest in it. But even as I was thinking that and feeling my stomach knot, the fingers of my left hand were flipping over and dropping wetly against the dense pucker of flesh.
"Oh there are a lot of nerves there!" Savannah giggled. She wiggled her hips again, moving the dildo inside of her body. Any unstated hope I had that she'd change her mind about this flittered away. This was happening. I circled my fingers around on Savannah's asshole, working my spit into the tight folds of it. Her skin felt soft and tense...it didn't feel bad to touch her in a new place. But soon I could feel that I'd gotten everything off of my fingers and I pulled my hand back, once again grabbing her hip. I was still looking down at my wife's pink asshole and I could see that it was glistening wet.
I moved my right hand towards her now, my right index finger still dripping wet. I moved quickly, not wanting to get Savannah angry. I moved my index finger down between Savannah's ass cheeks. I watched as the pad of my finger tentatively pressed against the wet flesh of Savannah's anus. It felt strange...and hot. Her body tensed slightly and then, with effort relaxed. I pressed my finger down carefully. I felt the slightest bit of resistance and almost pulled back.
"Oh Jesus Kat, that is fucking sexy!" Savannah cooed, immediately pushing me forward again. I pressed harder now, and the resistance grew. But Savannah kept cooing lovingly. After a few more seconds and few more pounds per square inch of pressure, I knew that I had to be hurting her. But just as I was about to quit, I heard Savannah let out a lot sigh. Suddenly, the entire first knuckle of my finger disappeared. I could see the crinkled skin of Savannah's asshole stretching as she took in the tip of my finger. And then it felt a little bit like Savannah's body was sucking on me. It would've been harder now to pull my finger back out. Instead, inch by inch, my finger started to slip deeper and deeper into my wife's asshole. Now that I was in, the resistance was gone. I slipped in easily and wetly. The whole time, Savannah writhed and groaned on the bed, while I tried to keep rhythm with my hips. Before I knew it, my other knuckles were pressing into the soft flesh of Savannah's ass. My index finger was warmly squeezed in place, my wife's body holding the entire thing tightly inside of her asshole.
"Kat you are so fucking nasty!" Savannah groaned as she felt it slip inside. I blushed again, wondering how I was responsible for this. But I didn't let my embarrassment stop me. If this was what Savannah wanted, I would deal with it. And really, it was just the idea of it that was bad. It actually felt...kind of nice.
But I didn't focus on the feelings that I was having. Now that I inside of my wife twice-over, I was only able to focus completely on her. I was still on my knees behind Savannah. The corset felt tighter and tighter as I struggled to breathe. My free hand, the left one, clutched more tightly than ever on Savannah's ass as I tried to keep my balance. But I kept the rhythm with my hips, despite everything else. I kept thrusting the colorful cock in and out of my wife's wet pussy, breathing in her scent as I did so. And my right hand was trapped in than rhythm as well. Or, the reverse of the rhythm. I am not sure. Whatever it was, I kept pumping my finger in and out of my wife's tight asshole, slipping back when I thrust my hips in and then sinking into her when I pulled my hips back. Her body seemed to open to accommodate my finger, but it never stopped gripping me.
For her part, Savannah remained on her hands and knees, with her back arched down and her head thrown back. Her hair tumbled across her spine as she moaned loudly with each movement of my hips or my finger. Her ass was stuck up high in the air and I felt her move it side to side as I fucked her, letting my finger probe deeply into her pillow-soft insides. I could see her breasts bouncing in time with my movements and I could feel her body trembling wildly underneath of me.
Just when I felt like my lungs were going to collapse or my chest was going to burst out of the corset, Savannah mercifully reached a climax. She had been moaning so loudly and writhing so passionately, that at first I didn't realize what was happening. Her voice grew steadily louder and the tremors in her body grew more intense, but I thought it was just the tension ratcheting up further. Then, suddenly, Savannah's entire body went rigid. Her trembling stopped and her ass stopped swaying side to side. She grew completely silent, the only noise now being my hips slamming regularly into her ass. I felt her asshole squeeze tightly around my finger, locking it in place.
"Oh fuck! I'm cumming!" Savannah suddenly groaned and then her muscles suddenly loosened all at once, even her asshole releasing my finger. I felt an intense rush of pleasure sort of roll over me. It wasn't an orgasm (although, the back of the dildo felt better than ever against my clit). It was something different, something I'd long since decided was better. I heard a low growl come from Savannah's throat and I knew that she was completely absorbed in an orgasm. I felt an intense pride in the fact that I had made her feel this way and honored that I got to watch as her body contorted beautifully in the almost painful pleasure of her climax.
But Savannah didn't give me a lot of time to enjoy the fruits of my labor. After a few moments, the orgasm passed. Savannah was still, shakily, up on her hands and knees. But as she let out a low sigh, I saw her arms bend and her head drop. Soon her face and even her breasts were pressed into the comforter on the bed. Her ass was higher in the air than ever, my finger still buried inside. The dildo slipped wetly out of her pussy and rubbed her juices against her inner thigh.
"I am rolling over. Keep that finger inside me. Eat me, I can come again if you're quick!" Savannah said, her voice sounding commanding and hardly sated. I felt a slight twinge, unhappy that she wasn't satisfied. But as soon as the words were out of her mouth, Savannah really was rolling over she sort of lifted her right leg up and threw it over her hips (almost kicking me in the head as she did so). In another moment, she dropped down onto her back on the bed with her legs spread. Luckily, my finger was still well-lubricated and it remained motionless inside of Savannah as she twisted around it. I dropped my hand lower as she flopped onto her back, doing what she asked for and keeping inside of her.
Now Savannah was sort of splayed out on the bed. Her hair was wildly cascaded across the comforter, her small breasts were spread out on her chest, her hands finding her nipples and squeezing them gently. I looked down at her body and felt my mouth water. Savannah's scent had become even more powerful since her orgasm and as I looked down at her bare pussy lips, I saw them glistening with her juices. I loved the way Savannah tasted. For half a moment, I didn't feel absurd in my getup or tired by my thrusts. I was going to do something that I liked.
Even as Savannah was settling down onto the bed, I dropped down on my belly onto the bed. I felt some slight discomfort as the strap-on moved uncomfortably under me, but I ignored it. I crawled quickly between Savannah's spread legs, breathing deeply with my nose and feeling my head swim. I kept my eyes locked on Savannah's perfect, tight pussy and her puffy clitoris as I moved closer and closer towards her. The whole time, I kept my finger in her asshole, not exactly sure what my wife wanted but not willing to ignore her express will.
I didn't so much lick Savannah's pussy as devour it. I was moving quickly, desperately. In half a moment, I'd closed the difference between us and opened my mouth. I felt my tongue plunge deeply into Savannah's dripping slit. I groaned deeply as her wonderful, salty flavor suddenly engulfed my entire mouth. There was the slightest taste of latex from the dildo, but it didn't detract from the sensation. My wife was delicious. My tongue curled inside of her and I felt her juices collect against my teeth. I briefly slipped my tongue back inside my mouth, swallowing my wife's flavor down. I opened my mouth wider, trying to taste more of her and feel more of her lips against mine.
I felt Savannah's hard clit pressing against my upper lip, and I knew I needed to taste that as well. I ran my tongue up through my wife's slit again, and then, when I reached the top, I kept going. I let my tongue move against the warm skin of her hood and then press through it, feeling the hard pink bead against my tongue and my lips. I heard Savannah gasp and felt one of her hands land firmly on the top of my head.
"Holy shit Kat, you're loving this!" she laughed. But I could hear she loved it as well, "Don't forget my asshole." She said. And I already had. But as she said the word, I could feel the tightness around my finger, and I remembered I was still inside my wife.
For the next few minutes, I am not sure how long, I gave all of my attention to my wife's beautiful body. My hair spread out across her lap, coating everything in darkness, marking it as mine. My lips were wrapped tightly around Savannah's clitoris, my tongue moving across the hard bead. I felt her wetness growing thicker and thicker against my chin. Some of it dripped down between Savannah's ass cheeks, lubricating my finger and allowing me to work it to the same rhythm as my tongue. I curled my finger gently inside of my wife, feeling her insides give way to my touch. I might not have been crazy about the idea, but I loved touching Savannah in a new way. She loved it too. I couldn't see her, but I could feel her body writhing under me, her hair pulling hard on my hair. I could hear her groaning and I knew she was pulling tightly on her nipples, first one and then the other.
Savannah had been right, of course, by acting fast, another orgasm was quickly on the horizon. Once again, it snuck up on me. One minute I was sucking tightly on Savannah's clit while I fingered her ass, and the next I heard a low noise come from her throat and felt her strong, lean thighs wrapping tightly around my head. I didn't stop, even as I felt Savannah's muscles tightening and asshole squeezed me to the point that I couldn't move it anymore. I continued to suck on her pussy and push my finger inside of her. I loved every minute of that orgasm, better than if it had been mine. Savannah was just so...perfect.
Eventually, the orgasm subsided, but I kept my head between Savannah's legs. I licked the juices off of her pussy, swallowing them but savoring the flavor and the scent. My nose rubbed against Savannah's clitoris and she giggled and pushed my head away.
"Oh my God, it's too sensitive!" she laughed as I began to pull away. Slowly, I rose up onto my knees between Savannah's leg. My face felt wet with her juices. I let my finger slip of her asshole and she sighed slightly. It actually kind of felt nice...the sensation of moving out. It hadn't been as bad as I thought it would be...
"Put that in your mouth!" Savannah suddenly ordered. She spoke, she pulled her hips back and then rose up to her knees in front of me. Her eyes were sparkling, beautiful, with excitement. She saw I hadn't reacted, "That finger, put it in your mouth!" I looked down at my finger, unbelieving. The skin looked white from loss of circulation and slightly pruned from being wet. It looked clean...
"I don't know," I said, looking up at my wife. I was already well beyond what I was comfortable with. What she was suggesting didn't sound the least bit sexy to me. Savannah crossed her arms in front of her breasts and her eyebrows furrowed.
"Come on," she said, "You said whatever I wanted." She reminded me. I sighed as I realized that she was right. The whole point of this was to prove that was willing to be more adventurous. More like Savannah... Even as I thought that, I watched as Savannah's head darted forward. Before I knew what had happened, the top knuckle on my index finger had slipped between Savannah's beautiful, pouty lips. I felt her tongue swirling around the tip of my finger and heard her groan. The finger that had just come out of her ass! I looked at her, wide-eyed, in disbelief. After a few moments, she pulled her mouth back and laughed.
"There, now you only have to taste half of it. You'll like it," she said as she licked her lips. I couldn't believe what I'd just seen. But somehow, her act had cowed me. How could I resist now? Slowly, I raised my finger to my lips. It smelled like Savannah's body, and I took a deep breath. It wasn't going to be that bad. I opened my mouth and felt my finger slip slowly inside. I kept my lips tight, feeling the wet skin slip across it. Soon, my hand was pressed against my lips. I tasted Savannah's flavor, earthy and salty. It wasn't bad. It was of her. It was lovely. I groaned and pushed more of my finger into my mouth.
Even as I was started to wrap my tongue around my finger, Savannah had jumped into action. I'd closed my eyes as I sucked on my finger, but I could feel Savannah's hands on me. On my waist. By the time I coated my entire finger with my tongue and then slowly moved it off my mouth, Savannah had removed the strap-on, and was already slipping up her body.



"Told you you'd like it," she said, without looking up. A moment later, it was finished. Savannah's glistening pussy was no longer visible. Now, sticking out straight from her body as she stood on her knees, was a large, cartoonish cock. She'd moved so quickly, I realized that she must've used a strap-on before. But I didn't have time to think of it. Savannah was already ready for the next thing. She moved towards the top of the bed and that flopped down in a sitting position with her back against the headboard, her dildo sitting up lewdly between her spread legs.
"Go get into my nightstand and grab some lube," she ordered quickly. I looked down at the front of my panties. There was a large, dark spot in the center and I could feel my wetness against my thighs. I shook my head as I started to work my panties down over my ass, exposing my own bare pussy lips.
"I don't need lube, I am really, really wet," I explained as I sat on the bed and pulled my panties off of my foot. Savannah laughed a little as she looked at me. Now she shook her head.
"Not where this is going, you aren't," she said and I felt a cold stab in the center of my stomach. I didn't need any more elaboration. I knew exactly what she was talking about. Like a condemned woman, I crawled morosely across the bed, quickly reaching my nightstand. I opened the drawer and grabbed the tube of lube and then quickly moved over in front of Savannah, handing her the bottle.
I didn't look my wife in the eye. Instead, I stared directly at the purple phallus sprouting up from her lap. As I did so, I saw her squirt out a large glob of the lubricant onto the palm of her hand. The palm then wrapped around the base of the dildo and my wife started to stroke the faux cock lewdly. She giggled as she did so.
"How do they walk with these things?" she asked carelessly. As she spoke, she looked up at me. Her laughter stopped and her hand stroked more slowly. I feel like she could feel what I was thinking. Or at least the outlines of it. I know my face looked blank as I sat on the bed, watching my wife apply the lube. But Savannah could sense what that blankness meant. There was no way that dildo was going up my ass. I mean...I didn't even think it could fit. I was anxious about the idea of it going...where it was supposed to go. The idea of it made my skin crawl. It was...disgusting. Wasn't it? I was just about to open my mouth and say I'd had enough after all, when Savannah interrupted me.
"Here," she said and she tossed the bottle of lube back to me, "You'll need to get yourself ready too." Her voice was cold, mechanical. It was almost like she was angry at me. I looked up at her quickly. Her arms were crossed over her chest and her shoulders hunched. The dildo sat up from her waist, glistening with an over-application of lube. But it was her face that told the story. Savannah's beautiful lips were pursed, her nostrils were flared, her eyes were slits. Her whole appearance was like she was prepared to strike. I knew more than ever that Savannah had been reading my mind. She knew I was about to back out on the promise I'd made her. I was going to stop. And it didn't matter what I'd already done for her. She'd expected that. This was going to ruin it for her, if I refused. It would be worse than having done nothing at all. I knew that face. I knew what it meant.
But I'd done so much for Savannah already. I'd...debased myself with my clothes and taken actions I'd had no real interest in taking. And yes, I'd had some fun. More than I'd expected. But the main pleasure I got was from seeing Savannah enjoy herself, really enjoy herself with me. I wasn't willing to give that up. Savannah didn't say a word, but she was able to knock me into submission. I dropped my head and picked up the lube. A few seconds later, I was rubbing the cold, slick liquid against the tight ridges of my own asshole, sometimes letting the tip of my finger slip inside of my body. Without even bothering to protest that I didn't want to do this, I was ready.
Savannah smiled at me as I finished and looked up. For a second, the nerves that I felt growing more and more insistent dissipated. She was happy with me. Her arms were no longer crossed, her face no longer pinched. She spread her arms out, welcoming me towards her. I got up on my knees and walked awkwardly across the bed towards my wife. My breath was choking and I was shivering slightly. I knew I was about to feel pain. And worse. Humiliation. But it was way too late to stop it now.
I sidled up next to Savannah, even with her hips, and looked down at her. She was smiling at me mischievously and biting one of her knuckles. At least she looked comfortable. And beautiful. I closed my eyes for a moment and began to lean in towards her, ready to give my wife a kiss.
"Just throw that one leg over me, sort of straddle my waist," Savannah said and my eyes fluttered open. She wasn't looking at me anymore, she was looking down at the dildo. I was rattled, feeling the need for an affectionate touch go unfulfilled, but I quickly complied with my wife's request. I threw my leg over her waist and before I knew it, my body was towering over hers, my pussy directly above her bellybutton. I could feel the dildo rubbing against the backside of one of my legs. It felt cold, slimy... I hated it.
"Goddamn Kat," my wife said, her arms rising up and moving across the taut fabric of my corset, squeezing my skin beneath it, "You do look sexy in this." I blushed again. Soon, I felt her hands settle on my waist. "Go ahead and slip it in," she said as I was still soaking in the compliment.
"Oh, yeah..." I said nervously. I had no idea what I was doing. Still, I knew generally what she wanted. I tried to figure it out. I reached my right hand behind my back, groping blindly for the dildo. Eventually, my fingers slipped across the wet tip and I was able to grasp it. I slipped the dildo across the skin of my ass. Soon, I felt it slip between my cheeks, I felt the cold rubber kiss my sensitive anus and I gasped slightly. It felt more alien that I'd even expected.
"It's okay Kat, I've got you," Savannah said, and my eyes shot to her. She looked concerned, but determined. Her hands squeezed more tightly on my waist. Any wavering I'd felt instantly vanished. If anything, I wanted to do this more for her.
I kept the dildo pressed against my anus with my fingers. At the same time, I slowly started to drop my hips down. I could feel the tip of the dildo pressing into me. It became more and more insistent as I dropped farther and farther down. I could feel the back of the dildo pressing against Savannah's body and felt the rubber bending against my weight. I was trembling all over and there was a slight, pinching pain that felt worse because I was scared. And tense.
"Oh fuck!" I groaned loudly when, at the moment when I felt like the pressure was going to be too great, I felt the tip of the dildo slip inside of me. In fact, it felt like two or three inches slipped in all at once. The pain quickly subsided, but the strange sensation of ...an alien object inside of me grew more intense.
"Is it in?" Savannah asked, looking at me concerned. I looked up at her, nodding nervously, "Good." She said, smiling again. Then, in one quick motion, Savannah pulled sharply on my hips. I had barely been keeping my balance before and Savannah essentially knocked me over. My knees slid out from under me and I dropped instantly into my wife's lap. The dildo, just barely in me before, slipped into me instantly. I felt my body stretch and I groaned loudly as I suddenly felt full to the brim. My anus tightened around the dildo, but it was too late. It was buried into me up to the hilt. I felt my cheeks flush and my eyes roll back in my head. There is really no way to describe the sensation.
Savannah didn't give me any time to contemplate it. As soon as she felt my thighs landed on hers, she was bucking her hips. I felt the dildo press up harder, deeper inside of me and I groaned. Then Savannah let her hips drop down onto the bed, letting a couple of inches of dildo slip out of me. She tugged on my hips again, driving me back down onto her lap and sending the dildo deeper into me.
"You do that baby, up and down, fuck yourself on my strap-on!" Savannah begged. At that same instant, her hands slipped off of my hips and they instantly grabbed at her breasts. I saw Savannah pulling at her nipples and groaning as he watched me react. I felt like I was being stretched apart. Partially from the dildo, which seemed to fill my insides, and partially from Savannah, who kept making me choose to do what I knew I didn't want. But I still couldn't resist her.
Besides, I was a little surprised to find that I didn't feel any pain. The tightness was there, the strangeness. But it didn't hurt. It didn't even really feel bad (though I don't know that it felt 'good' either). I rose up off of Savannah's lap, I felt the hard dildo stretching out my skin as it left me. Then, once again, I dropped myself down onto Savannah's lap. I gasped as the dildo once again filled me, unable to reconcile the discomforting fullness of it with the undeniable pleasure that I felt.
I didn't think about it. I looked up now at Savannah. I could see the flashing in her eyes, I could feel the excitement burning through her. This was exactly what she wanted and I was giving it to her. I could be happy about that. I could give everything if it would make her happy. Soon, my hips were bouncing up and down quickly on Savannah's waist. I kept my knees firmly on the bed on either side of Savannah's hips, allowing myself to lift up and then drop back down. I ran my hands through my hair and bit my knuckles, I writhed my hips from side to side, anything to lessen the tension I was feeling. But nothing could cover up the strange sensation of the purple dildo slipping in and out of my ass, faster and faster as I bounced. Savannah lay on her back, her eyes gazing down between her breasts, watching me fuck my own ass on her strap-on. Her hands stayed on her nipples, tweaking and toying with them. She moved her head side to side dreamily as she watched me.
"Oh fuck, faster, faster!" Savannah begged after a few minutes. I felt her legs suddenly seize with tension and I saw her fingers turn white, squeezing on her nipples, "The base of the dildo is getting my clit, don't stop. Grind your hips!" she begged. I instantly dropped myself down onto Savannah's lap. I started circling my hips around her and feeling the dildo move deep inside of my asshole. Savannah made a low croaking noise in the back of her throat and her eyes closed suddenly.
"Oh shit, I'm cumming!" Savannah groaned as a shiver ran through her body. She writhed wildly on the bed as she came. I kept my eyes on her, watching her pleasure while the dildo moved inside of me from her convulsion. Finally, Savannah collapsed back onto the pillow on the bed, panting. I saw her fingers relax on her nipples and she ran her hand through her hair.
"Fuck, I didn't see that one coming," she said, smiling. I had stopped moving my hips now, I was just sitting on Savannah's lap with the dildo up my ass. "I am exhausted!" she said and her eyes closed, "Come lay with me," she said. For a second, I remained frozen. I certainly didn't feel...bad about taking the dildo out of my ass. I mean, I admit that it felt better than I'd expected. Maybe, with a little more time, it might've felt good. Or great. But I wasn't upset about stopping. I hadn't wanted to do any of this. But, at the same time, I'd just watched my beautiful wife have three orgasms. We'd been touching and holding each other for...I didn't even know how long. I was excited. I could feel the wetness between my legs. My nipples felt hard against my corset. My brain was whirring. But Savannah was exhausted now. I wouldn't get a release. And I was frustrated. I might not have wanted this...but I wanted something.
"Come on beautiful, I need you here!" Savannah said, spreading her arms out. I shook my head, letting the frustrations ease out. I had done what I set out to do. Savannah was happy with me. Why was I asking for more? Slowly, I rose, groaning a bit as the sensation of the dildo leaving my body sent shivers down my spine. Eventually, I felt the last of it drop out of me and heard it slap onto Savannah's belly. I dropped down onto the bed, letting Savannah's arms wrap around me and tumbling to one side next to her.
For a long time, I just lay there, hearing her panting grow steadily less intense, feeling her soft skin against mine, smelling her delicious scent. Whatever frustrations I had left melted away. I was lying next to the woman I loved. She was holding me in her arms. I'd just given her a perfect gift. Anything I'd felt before, any nervousness or physical discomfort, it was all worth it for this moment. This moment where everything was just...perfect.
"This is exactly what I needed," Savannah said after a long pause. I smiled and nestled in against her. Her breathing was normal now, she no longer seemed to be in the glowing after-effect of her orgasm. But she sounded happy.
"Yeah," I said dreamily. But Savannah sat up, slumping my head off of her shoulder and down onto the bed. She wasn't done speaking, she seemed excited.
"You know, we've been in a rut these last couple of months. More than a couple really," she said rapidly. My eyes opened back up and I looked over at my wife.
"Rut?" I asked. I had no idea what she was talking about. I mean, we hadn't had sex as much as I would've liked. But that was mostly because Savannah was "tired." Or, as I suspected, bored of our vanilla sex life.
"So you've noticed it too," she said, taking my question for confirmation. "You know, Kat, I've had some other idea about how to sort of break out of our sort of boring routine. I thought you'd sort of reject it out of hand. But maybe it's time..." Savannah wasn't even looking at me anymore. The sense of contentment I'd had just a few moments before rapidly dissipated. I sat up out of Savannah's lap and ran my hand through my hair.
"Boring?" I said. Sometimes, I wondered if that is what Savannah thought about me. It was a fear really. And it felt like it was being confirmed. Savannah didn't seem to notice that I was uncomfortable. She was glowing, and beautiful, with her excitement.
"Yeah," she said, "I mean don't get me wrong. You're beautiful and you can be a lot of fun. It just feels like we are becoming an old married couple already. I'm 29, I should still be having fun. And you're younger!" All I kept thinking was that I 'can' be fun. I'm not fun, but I 'can' be. Apparently. I felt dazed.
"Well what did you have in mind," I asked, my voice sounding small and far off. Savannah smiled. And shrugged.
"I don't know...tons of things," she said. I couldn't believe that there were so many things wrong that there were 'tons' of corrections to make.
"Oh..." I started, but didn't know what to say. It didn't matter Savannah was so excited, she pushed on all on her own.
"So what have I been thinking about the most?" she asked, as though it was a question I had been asking, "Okay, remember that time in college? With Cindy?" I felt a cold stab in my stomach. Cindy had been a girl Savannah had dated on and off (not really seeing, just sort of seeing) around the time I'd met Savannah. The three of us had gone to a frat party together and Savannah had convinced the three of us to make out together, put on a little show for the guys. I had been very drunk and Cindy had already agreed. It had been...a bit uncomfortable even drunk, to be honest. The next day, I remember nothing but a feeling of intense embarrassment. It was more powerful than the hangover.
"Yeah, I guess," I said. My visceral reaction to the memory had prevented me from even thinking about where Savannah was going with this.
"I remember how much fun it was, the excitement of having an odd number. I always thought it would be fun to introduce someone else into the mix here. I mean maybe that energy from someone else would shake things up a little bit," she said. I felt all the muscles in my body seize. An odd number? Someone else in the mix?
"You want to have a threesome?" I asked, dubiously. She didn't seem to notice.
"Doesn't that sound wild?" she asked, "I already have a couple of girls in mind who might be up for it. I think you know some of them..." I didn't even want to explore that thought. I didn't need to add any more jealousy into the mix. I was still too hung up on the initial request to think of anything else.
"You think someone else would make our sex life more exciting?" I asked.
"Don't you?" she said. I didn't really know what to think about it. If I had been able to assess my true feelings honestly at that point, I probably would have recognized that I wasn't totally and completely opposed to this idea. I mean, Savannah was more than enough for me (clearly). But I found other women attractive. I wasn't averse to something private in our home with someone we would both agree on. It wasn't cheating or anything if we both agreed to it before hand and we were both present. But there was something about the way that Savannah suggested it. It wasn't that she was saying that she loved me and wanted to share a fun experience with me. I probably would have agreed right away. But she said it like...I wasn't enough. That I was disappointing and this was sort of a back door way of getting better sex without having to cheat on me.
"I don't know..." I replied. Now Savannah's tone changed. Her eyebrows furrowed and she crossed her arms in front of her breasts.
"Don't be like that, just think about it," she sort of whined, "I mean I thought you just say a little while ago that you wanted to be more...open and supportive of the things I want." My mouth dropped open and I shook my head incredulously. I thought that is what I had been actively demonstrating all night! Did she really think I'd been dying to put that strap-on up my...never mind. I could never say something like that to Savannah, she didn't like the idea that she owed anything to anyone. Especially me.
"I don't like the idea of you needing someone else," I said honestly, trying not to offend but needing to get my point across, "I'm your wife. I should be the only person you need." I said. Savannah snorted and shook her head.
"Oh don't give me that now," she said, "Look, you know as well as I do that this whole marriage was your idea. I mean I am totally happy to be with you and I would have been happy to just date you forever. You pushed for the wedding two years ago. And I gave it to you. Now, I think it is your responsibility to be flexible so that we can make this work." And suddenly we'd slipped back into the same argument about my responsibility to our marriage that we always had. The same argument I had explicitly tried to undercut by giving Savannah my "anniversary gift."
For the record, I had no recollection of her claim that I had solely pushed for the marriage. It seemed to me, at the time, that we'd been two girls in love with one another and both equally excited. I never heard about my role in forcing marriage onto Savannah until about six months after the ceremony. I'd been too dumbfounded to challenge her on it the first time she raised it. But I thought about it all the time and I wondered if she really believed it. Every time she raised it after that, I was always too frightened to respond. I mean, the way that she said it seemed to indicate that there was jeopardy to our marriage if I didn't give in. It was like it was my duty to give in or Savannah would be justified in leaving. And I loved Savannah so much. I didn't want to risk anything. And now I was just exhausted by how poorly this whole thing had, somehow, gone.



"You know...I don't want to fight about this. We will talk about it later," I said. Savannah's smile returned instantly, she turned and wrapped her arms around me, putting her lips to my cheek. We both knew that I never openly caved. But when I stopped fighting, it meant that Savannah could do whatever she wanted.
Savannah's body pressed against mine as she hugged me and her beautiful, distinctive smell filled my nose. I could sense the excitement and passion she was feeling and it rubbed off me despite myself. There were reasons that I put up with everything. I still believed there were good reasons.
"Oh this is going to be so much fun," Savannah said, kissing my cheek again, "Happy anniversary baby!"
"Yeah," I said, "happy anniversary..."
The End
Note: I honestly write so that I can hear the comments you all give. So please just tell me what you think. Even if it is just a sentence or two (though I always prefer more). Consider that your payment for a free story. And if you like this, I beg you to read my other stories and comment on them too. I know who my loyal readers are and I really appreciate you. Thanks!
YKN
P.S. I do one edit of my work and I try to be thorough. But I figure when it comes to handing out free erotica, you all would be better served getting it fast (if a little rough), than waiting for me to polish it like I was getting paid for my work. So, in short, I know there are some errors and I don't really care that much. Don't complain about the soundtrack in your porno, don't sweat the typos in your erotica. Thanks.
YKN



        Marriage Trouble Ch. 02

        Reluctant Kat's wife brings a new woman into their home.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/marriage-trouble-ch-02

Title: Marriage Trouble Ch. 02

Author: YKN4949

Category: Lesbian Sex

Description: Reluctant Kat's wife brings a new woman into their home.

Tags: reluctant, group, oral, orgy, rimming, cunnilingus, married, strangers, ass to mouth, analingus

Series: Marriage Trouble


Chapter 2: New Roommate
For the next few weeks I lived in constant fear. I couldn't believe what I had somehow agreed to and I desperately wanted to get out of it. I was going to allow another woman into our bed? God, it was absolutely crazy. And Savannah had said she already knew of some other girls (how'd she know them, how'd she know they'd be into this? I avoided thinking about that). I was pretty certain that she was going to come home with someone the next day, when I was still recovering from Savannah's Anniversary gift.
But that next day, she'd come home from the yoga studio and given me a kiss on the cheek and then asked what I was making for dinner. She seemed completely pleasant and happy. Like she usually did the day after we had sex. There was no indication that she needed anything more. Still, I knew how Savannah was. She was the kind of person who started looking for her Christmas gifts in the attic on Halloween. She was completely impatient. She'd gotten me to agree to this, and I knew she was going to act quickly.
And so for two weeks, I walked around with my stomach in knots. I would get shaky and nervous as time came around for Savannah to return from work, knowing for certain that she was going to bring some bimbo with her. I remember one day, I was driving home from work and I saw her. She was standing outside the grocery store, talking to a woman at the cart return rack. The woman was our age, cute. For reasons I couldn't explain, I knew that Savannah was bringing this woman home. For the whole day, I was a jittery wreck, wondering how I could renege. But that night, Savannah had come home alone. And the night after that too.
Slowly, the anxiety began to fade. The flip side of Savannah's impatience was that when she didn't get what she wanted, she usually gave up pretty quickly. At first, I figured that she had asked around and no one was interested so she gave up. Eventually, I stopped thinking about it at all. I was almost able to forget I'd ever made such a stupid promise. We settled into our normal routine.
That normal routine was shaken about two months after our anniversary. It was a Friday and I was home from work, waiting for Savannah to get home so that I could order a pizza and fire up Netflix. Savannah worked four hours every weekday afternoon and got off around 8:30. It was well after that time and I knew she would be home any minute.
My thoughts could not have been further from our anniversary night or the promise I'd made. I hadn't actually thought about it in a couple of days. Unlike that night, I wasn't made up like some ridiculous sex goddess, I was comfortable. My hair was tied back in a ponytail, I had my glasses on. No make-up. I was wearing a baggy sweatshirt and a pair of tight yoga pants. I was comfortably curled up on the couch. I heard the front door open over the sound of the TV and smiled.
"Hey babe," I called out, "you're a little later than usual. Do you mind if I just call Domino's? Vincenzo's is better, but I don't want to have to deal with take-out..."
"Don't worry Kat, I brought something in," Savannah walked into the living room and I was a bit surprised to see someone walk in behind her.
"Oh...sorry, I didn't remember you saying someone was visiting," I said, sitting up on the couch and turning to look at our guest.
"I didn't have a chance to tell you...this wasn't planned out," Savannah said, and she walked more fully into the room and sat down on the chair. The person behind her was now visible and I saw that it was a young woman. A very, very pretty young woman. She was a brunette, but that might be understating it. Her hair was midnight black and very long, very straight. She was around 5'5 and had a petite build. She had these massive brown doe eyes, a pixie nose, and thick, full lips. She had a long, slender neck and narrow shoulders. She was wearing a tight t-shirt and yoga pants (almost the same thing Savannah was wearing, really) and I could see that she had small, round breasts, a tight stomach, wide hips, and a round, firm ass. Her legs were muscular but not bulky. She was gorgeous. A lot prettier than me. I felt my cheeks get a little red.
"Hi," the girl said, "nice to meet you, I'm Claire." She walked over towards the couch, extending her hand. I shook it quickly.
"Kat," I said, "Nice to meet you." I tried to sound friendly, but I knew it sounded a bit curt. I didn't know what Savannah was up to (I guess I was foolish, I suspected nothing), but I didn't much care for surprise guests. Especially pretty girls who looked like they were 20-years-old who walked in scantily clad (sort of) with my wife. I turned to Savannah and raised my eyebrows.
"I know Claire from work," Savannah said, but didn't elaborate further. She stretched her legs out in front of her, getting comfortable after a few hours of ...stretching. I don't know, I was no yogi.
"You work at the studio?" I asked, turning to Claire. The girl shook her head.
"She is in one of my classes. A star pupil," Savannah said and the girl blushed. For reasons I don't really understand, that made me angry. Savannah had no right making some other girl blush...
"I wish you'd told me that someone was coming," I said to Savannah, "I would've...vacuumed." I lied. Savannah snorted, knowing that I was bluffing. Still, she responded.
"It wasn't exactly planned out," Savannah said, "Claire had a fight with her girlfriend..."
"Roommate," Claire corrected.
"With her roommate and she can't go back. I said she could stay here," Savannah explained. For the first time, I realized that Claire was holding an overnight bag in one of her hands. She looked at me nervously and smiled. I was thoroughly confused. Since when did we run a hostel? People didn't just stay over with us. And if she couldn't go home, that raised another issue.
"How long?" I asked.
"Oh! Not lon..." Claire started.
"I said she can stay as long as she needs to. I mean we have the spare room," Savannah replied for her. Claire looked down at her feet nervously. I couldn't believe that Savannah had just put me on the hook like that in front of someone. The anger I felt grew deeper. But how could I get angry in front of this stranger? I didn't want to look like I was heartless or something.
"We do have the room," I said through gritted teeth.
"Plus, I figure we had Mary here for like a month last summer, so you know..." Savannah explained.
"We did have my sister here for three weeks after her divorce, that's true," I said, trying to place emphasis on words like 'sister' and 'divorce.' But Savannah didn't seem to notice.
"Great. That's why I told her to stop worrying and just stay the month. After that, she can figure everything else out," she said. A month?
"Savannah, I don't think that's necessary, I will look for a studio apartment starting tomorrow..." Claire said, looking out the corner of her eye at me as I grew angrier and angrier. A month?
"Nonsense, we insist, right honey?" Savannah asked and she turned to me. If I thought I was on the spot before... I turned and looked at Savannah with sort of a dazed feeling. I was just so blindsided. What choice did I have? This girl was in a tough spot if she couldn't stay at home (why not? I didn't really understand), she needed something. That something certainly shouldn't have been my home. But how could I say that now? Look her in the face and tell her to sleep in her car. Did she have a car?
"Couldn't hurt to look for an apartment," I said and Savannah looked at me sharply, "But..."
"But stay as long as you need," Savannah finished for me.
"Thank you guys so much," Claire said effusively, "I only moved her a few months ago. I don't know anyone. I didn't know what I was going to do. I promise I will pay rent..."
"Oh yeah!" Savannah said, turning to me, "That was the other great thing. I almost forgot to tell you. Claire and I already talked about it in the car. She is going to pay us back. But she only makes $9.29 an hour at Starbucks."
"We can figure out rent on the room that make sense for your wages," I said, not sure exactly how to do that, but I appreciated the gesture she'd made.
"No, not that," Savannah said, "Remember that thing we talked about?" I looked at my wife blankly, "You know, the thing we talked about on our anniversary? Claire is in. She is willing to help us out with that. And really," she said, turning and running her eyes over Claire's body, "I can't think of anyone better."
Now I turned and looked at Claire again. It was like I was seeing her for the first time. And I did not like what I saw. She was younger than me. Prettier than me. She'd been having a private conversation with my wife about having sex. I felt the blood drain out of my face, my limbs felt cold and my stomach knotted. My eyes narrowed into slits and my lips pursed. I didn't even realize it was happening. It wasn't a planned reaction, this was instinct. What had started out as a sort of annoyed unease at an unwelcomed guest turned, in a matter of seconds, to a glowing white hatred. I could feel the rage radiating out of me, it was a physical thing. I saw Claire's reaction as it smacked into her.
"Well...uh..." She said, her nervous smile faltering as she staggered back a step or two, away from me. Her cheeks turned bright red and her eyes fell away from me. She turned her body towards Savannah and actually moved a little towards her, like she was seeking protection from me. That only made me angrier. Savannah was supposed to be protecting me.
Of course, there was no way that Savannah could have missed the silent interaction that had just happened. The temperature in the room felt like it had dropped 15 degrees all at once. Still, she sat on the couch smiling, looking at us both and pretending like nothing had changed. She leaned back in the chair easily.
"That isn't exactly what I said," Claire said haltingly as she realized that Savannah wasn't coming to her aid.
"It came up on the drive over here and you said, I remember what you said, you said, 'I don't know. Maybe if your wife says she wants to and she is hot.'" Savannah said.
"I never said that second part!" Claire said, scandalized, "I said...I said I'd think about it if you both really wanted to. I mean...I need a place to stay," Claire looked at me again now, her eyes heavily hooded. I guess, in retrospect, it seems pretty clear that Claire had been trying to get out of it. She was desperate and she probably wanted me to reject the arrangement. But I couldn't think through her motivations at the time. I was too angry about my situation.
"What, are you saying that Kat isn't hot?" Savannah asked, smiling devilishly. Now she was on the spot. She looked at me nervously, and shrugged.
"She's beautiful, but..." Claire started.
"You're going to make me jealous, talking about my wife like that," Savannah joked and it felt like an icy dagger into my stomach. It was like she was mocking me for being jealous. She was defanging any protest I could make now, before it even happened.
"So where is my room..."Claire said quickly, looking to change the subject.
"Already looking for the bedroom, see she is ready to go Kat," Savannah said to me, I turned now and looked at my wife, "You said you wanted to do this, right? You promised me we would do this if I could find someone interested. Claire says she will do it if we both want to. I do. Don't you?' Savannah asked. Savannah had already turned Claire's 'maybe' into a promise. Just like she'd turned my grudging acceptance into a promise. I knew what would happen if I broke that 'promise" now. Savannah would not forgive me. She'd say I embarrassed her, made her look like some sort of crazed slut in front of one of her friend. She would bring it up during any fight we ever had about sex for the next...rest of my life.
And part of me was sure that that was what she wanted. Less the actual deed than the leverage she would get out of me refusing. Savannah had never brought up the issue of a threesome ever before in our relationship. She was adventurous, sure, but in a sort of one-on-one way. Or solo. And she loved to get leverage. She loved to use my lack of adventurousness against me. To guilt me into something else. 'Don't want to have sex in public Kat?' she might ask after one fight, 'well now I want you to do...anything else to make it up to me.' That was how this thing worked. It was just that kind of stuff that she'd used to quit her real job and become a yoga instructor, leaving me to support both of us. I was sick of it. I was too angry to think anything through. I was going to call her bluff this time.
"If you really want to do this Savannah, if you want to allow someone else into the middle of our marriage, that's fine with me," I said sharply. Claire clearly understood the tone of what I was saying. I was trying to make Savannah think about the consequences of her actions. If my wife recognized that, she didn't say anything. She called my bluff instead.
"Great!" she said, sitting up excitedly on the chair, "Okay, I am too excited to wait. We're all up for it. Let's go now." Even as she was speaking, my wife was jumping into action. She was reaching down and pulled her t-shirt up over her head and tossed it onto the floor. Soon, her sports bra joined it there and Savannah was stepping up off the chair, slipping the yoga pants down over her round ass.
Claire and I both sort of froze. I wasn't paying attention to Claire, but I realized later that she must've been having some of the same thoughts as me. I had, stupidly, expected Savannah to call this whole thing off when I accepted it. I'd hoped that my sort of passive-aggressive response would make her think twice. She'd bowled right through my hints. But even beyond that, I had been hoping that acquiescing would buy me some time. We'd make some plan to do it in the future and I'd figure out a way to change Savannah's mind. But now, while I was still completely off-balance and totally enraged, Savannah was jumping right into it. She probably knew that I would try to back out, and so she wasn't going to give me a chance. Or Claire either.
"Why don't you guys kiss and get things started," Savannah said as she kicked her yoga pants off her foot. "That would be so hot!" Savannah was already slipping her panties off before we even reacted to her request. Savannah's body was, as usual, beautiful. It always seemed the most incredible right now, when she got back from yoga and her muscles were perfectly toned. But I couldn't just admire her now. I could feel Claire's eyes on her as well. I could sense that I had to share. And the anger I'd felt, if it had slackened at all, jumped up higher than ever.
And it all shifted, every bit of it, towards Claire. The fact that she was here right now, uninvited, was the reason all of this was happening. If she'd just...dealt with her roommate drama or...whatever. It didn't matter. The point was, that all of this could have been avoided if Claire wasn't here. And as the rage boiled over, I wanted to make her wish she wasn't.
I looked at Claire. She was turned slightly towards Savannah, watching her as she stood up straight now in the living room, completely naked and glorious. I saw Claire swallow and her eyes grew wide. I could tell that she was impressed with Savannah's body. But I also saw that her eyes were darting over towards me every few seconds. She tried to be subtle, but I could see her nervousness. I was making her nervous. That's good. She should've been. She had no right to barge into my marriage like this. I was glad she wasn't comfortable around me. And I wanted to make her more uncomfortable.
I rose up from the couch quickly and moved across the room towards Claire. She actually recoiled a bit, I think, as I moved, like she was afraid I was going to hit her. I did move quickly, after all. And I wasn't even really thinking. I was just letting my anger guide me. In a second I'd gone from sitting on the couch to standing just inches apart. I could smell Claire's shampoo and feel the heat of her body. Her eyes were wide, and nervous.
I didn't hit her. I had no intention of hitting her. That would be the worst thing I could do from Savannah's perspective. But I took my anger out on her in another way. In one fluid motion, I wrapped my right arm around Claire's thin waist, grabbing her hip on the fair side and with my left hand reached around behind her and grabbed the base of her neck. Claire's body was warm and firm against mine as I pulled her in towards me and for a brief second I realized that, under other circumstances, I would have found her attractive. But I didn't want to think about that now. I wanted her to be worried about what she'd gotten herself into. I wanted her to regret her choice.
She let out a little yelp as I pulled her close and I smiled viciously. But I also took advantage of it. Her mouth was opened slightly to allow the noise to escape her, and I pounced at it. I pulled Claire's head forward with her neck and tilted my head to the side. We didn't so much kiss as have our mouths crash together. I felt her soft, full lips split as my mouth covered hers. I didn't feel the kiss, instead, I opened my own mouth, aggressively pouring my tongue into hers. At first, it pressed wetly against Claire's teeth. But she yielded quickly and my long tongue burst into her mouth. I pushed hard over Claire's warm tongue, driving mine as deeply into Claire's throat as I could.
I felt her body react to the pressure I placed on it. She grew tense, but she didn't stop me. Her tongue actually responded to mine, playing against it. Soon, my tongue was exploring deeply into her mouth, our kiss growing more passionate (as my anger reached a crescendo). We were incredibly close now, I could feel Claire's thighs against mine, our hip bones rubbed together, and her small, perky breasts pressed into mine. She was trembling as I kissed her, which I was happy about. However, we were so close together that, even with my eyes closed, I could tell that Savannah was standing nearby watching. I felt a strange tugging sensation around my waist and realized that it was Claire's yoga pants, slipping down and rubbing against my yoga pants as they went. Savannah was on her knees on the floor behind Claire, yanking them down. Without thought, I took a step backwards, putting some distance between my body and Claire's.
"Oh my god, this is so good," she said as I felt the pants slip down all the way to the floor, "I've never seen Kat like this, you must really be into Claire," she said. Which, of course, only made me angrier. I pulled Claire more tightly against me, my kissing growing more insistent as my tongue prodded hers. Claire moaned slightly, but I took it for discomfort and fed on it.
As Claire and I continued to kiss, our heads moving quickly as our tongues were frantic between our mouths, Savannah flittered around us, still naked, and tried to make things worse. As soon as she'd slipped off Claire's pants, she immediately returned to our waists so that she could pull down Claire's panties Claire made a nervous noise with her throat and I thought I felt her hands move in a sort of panicked fashion, but I held her close. In a moment, Claire was naked from the waist down and I could feel the head of her bare pussy as it pressed against my thigh. Savannah wasn't done. Soon she was moving around behind me, slipping off my yoga pants and then, very quickly thereafter, my panties.
Savannah then stood up behind me and I felt her hands on my sweatshirt. She lifted it up quickly. Soon, the fabric was being pulled up over my head and Claire and I broke our kiss. For a moment, I saw Claire's face, eyes wide and mouth glistening with spit from our messy kiss, and then the sweatshirt was covering my whole head. Savannah struggled with the sweatshirt for a minute, trying to get it over my head. And while that was happening, I felt something strange. I hadn't been wearing a bra (it was supposed to be a quiet night in, after all). And while Savannah was pulling the neck of the sweatshirt around my chin, I suddenly felt a cool pressure against my right nipple, and then my entire breast. I actually gasped from the cold. Then, suddenly, the sweatshirt was off of my head. I was naked. And Claire's left hand draped over my breast. Savannah's hand was on Claire's wrist. Savannah was smiling deviously, and Claire was looking down at her own hand, like she couldn't believe it was there.



"Doesn't Kat have the nicest tits you've ever seen? Go ahead and play with them," Savannah said as she threw my sweatshirt on the floor.
"They're...really nice," Claire said, looking up at me. Her cold hand started to move slightly, kneading at my flesh and rubbing gently against my nipple. I felt a little chill down my spine and hated Claire all the more for it. I didn't want to feel anything from her, especially not from her cold hands.
Savannah didn't stop to see if Claire was playing with my breast. Instead, she was quickly walking behind the other girl. She grabbed the bottom of the girl's shirt and started lifting it up as well. I saw her fingers hook under the bottom of Claire's sports bra as she lifted it up, getting them both at the same time. I seethed as I realized Savannah's hands were touching Claire's breasts. In a moment, Savannah flipped the t-shirt up over Claire's head and off of her right arm. The shirt and bra now dangled from Claire's left arm, between our bodies. I could see Claire's small breasts now, her somewhat large, red nipples appearing hard. I wasn't sure if it was from the cold or excitement. I assumed it was excitement, from seeing Savannah's body and my humiliation.
Savannah quickly grabbed my left hand and moved it. I didn't resist. In a moment, it was covering one of Claire' small breasts, her nipple now in my palm as well. Savannah sort of rubbed the back of my hand, encouraging my fingers to move. Soon, I was kneading Claire's firm, small breast just as firmly as she was kneading mine. Her flesh felt warmer now, and silky soft against my palm. Under other circumstances, it might've been nice. But I was focused on Claire's face, trying to convey my distaste for her, though her head was bowed. She was looking at my hand, on her breast.
"Okay, I can't stand it anymore," Savannah said and she took two steps away from Claire and me and she sat down on the floor with her back against the couch. She spread her legs wide and ran her hand through her hair, looking like a goddess. Her face was flushed and I could see that her perky nipples were hard. She was clearly enraptured by what was happening. "Claire, why don't you get down on all fours and climb over here?" She asked and she patted the floor down between her legs.
For a moment, Claire didn't move. She kept her eyes on my hand as it froze on her breast. She turned briefly towards Savannah and then towards me. I looked at her sharply, frozen. I had known that we were reaching this point. I mean, Savannah was clearly in a rush to make this happen. But it didn't change the fact that I was upset now that it was occurring. Savannah was asking another woman to pleasure her...right in front of me. Unconsciously, my hand squeezed on Claire's breast, closing my fingers tighter and tighter around her delicate flesh.
"Ouch," she hissed quietly and pulled away from me.
"Looks like Kat doesn't want to lose you," Savannah said, watching our exchange, "don't worry honey, I have plans for you too." As my wife spoke, Claire slowly turned so that she was facing Savannah. I continued to watch her, but I didn't move. I was frozen with fear. And rage. A rage so bad that I didn't know what I wanted to do. I'd never felt anything like it before. I think that Claire could feel it. I think I basically pushed her towards Savannah, a safe harbor from my anger.
Claire quickly dropped down onto her hands and knees on the floor. She kept her eyes forward, not daring to look back at me now. I watched as Claire slowly started to crawl across the expanse of my living room floor, moving in the direction of my wife. Savannah was watching as well, her eyes glittering and her body writhing in excitement. When was the last time I'd made her that excited? I'd crawl on the floor if she asked. Even if she didn't ask, if I'd known...
As Claire pulled farther away from me and closer to Savannah, I could see the outline of her body as she moved. On her hands and knees, Claire's firm ass looked round and full. Her small breasts hung down only very slightly below her slim chest, her stomach looked taut and toned. Her black hair was splayed out across her back and dripped down over her arms. I didn't like how alluring she was.
I watched as Claire's body moved fluidly between my wife's feet. Slowly, she crept forward, her hands eventually slipped up and over Savannah's thighs and landed palm-first on the floor on either side of my wife's legs. Savannah bit her lower lip as Claire finally came to a stop just in front of her. For a moment, we all remained motionless and silent. I was seething on my feet, looking at Claire's round ass from behind, Claire was trembling with her face just inches from Savannah's breasts, and Savannah appeared to be in heaven with her arms thrown out languidly on the cushions of the couch.
"Okay baby," Savannah said and I felt my fists clench, "You know what to do." And with that, Savannah slowly reached up on hands and placed it on top of Claire's head. I saw her putting pressure. Claire didn't resist. As my wife pressed down, Claire head bowed. She moved quickly, bending her elbows and thrusting her ass up higher into the air. Soon her breasts were nearly on the floor and her face was down between my wife's legs with her hair draped over Savannah's thighs.
For a moment, there was nothing. I saw Savannah's hand move gently through Claire's hair. Then I heard Savannah take a sudden gasping breath and watched as all of her muscles went taut. Her eyes closed and her toes clenched. I was standing behind, but also slightly to the side, of Claire. I could see her head moving slightly. I tilted my head, and then I could see it. Claire's tongue had slipped from between her pouty lips and it was slowly dragging its way up through my wife's slit and then rolling gently around on her clit. Then it would drop back down and start again. Someone, other than me, was eating out my wife. I stifled a groan and closed my eyes. How was this happening?
Soon, the noises from across the room made it impossible for me to keep my eyes closed. I could hear the wet lapping sound of Claire's tongue as it worked its way across my wife's willing vagina. Worse, I could hear Savannah. She was breathing deeply and occasionally small, lilting noises would escape from her throat. I opened my eyes to see Claire inch slightly closer to my wife. Savannah had reached both of her hands up to her breasts, her fingers slowly playing with her nipples while her body writhed side to side. But wasn't looking at Claire, her face was turned towards me. She smiled when she saw my eyes open.
"I don't want you to feel left out Kat," she said to me, between sharp gasps, "Why don't you climb behind Claire. Get down on your knees and eat her ass?" My eyes widened. For a second, Claire stopped moving, her tongue froze, pressed firmly against Savannah's wet clitoris. I felt my stomach fall into my feet and my hands tremble. What did she just suggest that I do? In a fog, I shook my head.
"I am not going to..." I started, and then Claire was, muffled slightly, interrupting me.
"She doesn't have to. No one's ever..." she started, shaking her head. Savannah's hand, which was still on the top of Claire's head, pushed down sharply and Claire dropped back down between my wife's legs. I saw her head moving again and I could hear her tongue. I knew she was licking Savannah's pussy lips. She didn't have the courage to fight back. She did what she was told.
"I...," I started.
"You said you wanted to do this," Savannah said, "And this is what I want to. You are going to eat Claire's ass. It will be fun." As she spoke, Savannah's eyes remained on me. While Claire continued to lick her, Savannah no longer seemed to notice now (even though Claire seemed to be moving faster). Her eyes bored into mine. My mouth was open from when I had begun to speak. I knew what I wanted to say. What I needed to say. Or, short of speaking, that I needed to walk out of the room. She had to know I wasn't going to do this. But Savannah's beautiful eyes trapped me in place. My mouth opened and closed a few times, like a landed fish. No sound came out. My legs refused to budge. Savannah's eyes seemed to grow more and more intense. Eventually, I couldn't even match her gaze. My eyes dropped, defeated. If this was what she wanted, how could I say 'no'? My shoulders dropped. I walked silently over towards Claire, standing directly behind her ass.
The anger I felt before had morphed into something else. It was a hard emotion to explain. It was some kind of disgusted hatred. But it was hard to figure out where it was directed. I mean, to Claire for sure. I looked at her lithe, youthful body before me and it made the bile rise in my throat. But there was more to it than just that. I hated myself for what I was doing. Both because I was doing it and, bizarrely, for making Savannah force me into it. Maybe I should've just wanted to do it for her. I loved her, after all. Why was I so selfish about showing it?
Whatever the emotion, it totally broke whatever will I'd had to resist. Beyond resisting, it broke my ability to honestly feel my anger. I slowly dropped down on my knees between Claire's feet, I realize that I felt numb. To be sure, the anger was burning deep inside of me somewhere. But on the surface...I couldn't feel it anymore. I couldn't feel anything. All that remained was a drive to do as I was told, to avoid feeling anything so I wouldn't have to feel bad.
I settled on my knees behind Claire. Her round ass stuck up high in the air, just in front of me. I looked down I could see her tight, pink pussy lips. Claire was shaved totally bare and I could see her lips and the skin around it glistening with her juices. I could smell her body now, thick feminine arousal. Whatever reluctance she'd had (or feigned), it was clear that she was enjoying eating my wife. In fact, I could hear her soft groaning even over the sounds of her wet lapping and Savannah's moans (Savannah had, it seemed, returned her attention to Claire's licks). Claire's scent, which might've been lovely in another context, made me almost feel ill now. It was almost good that I didn't have to lick her there, didn't have to taste it. Except what I had to do was worse.
Savannah never said another thing. She didn't prod me forward. But she didn't have to. I didn't hesitate now. I knew that I was going to...do this, so there didn't seem to be any reason to draw it out. Slowly, I brought my hands up in front of me. I brought them down again slowly, my palms facing towards the floor. After a moment, I felt my fingers gently rub against the soft, smooth skin of Claire's ass. I felt her body tense, and then tremble at my touch. Slowly, I pushed down, letting my hands sink into Claire's flesh. The round, full cheeks of Claire's ass split under the pressure of my hands, pushing out to either side. I have to admit, now, that her firm flesh felt nice and my fingers instinctively squeezed into them. But I wasn't thinking about that. Instead, I was focused between Claire's cheeks as her ass rapidly spread open for me. There, in the center of her flesh, was a clean, crinkled pink rosebud. Claire's anus.
I let out a shuddering breath as I looked at it. It wasn't...unpleasantly looking in the abstract. I mean, I'd never gone out of my way to look at assholes or anything. But hers was small and symmetrical and her body smelled like soap and pussy. But I'd never done anything like this before. Not even with Savannah. I didn't know what the hell I was doing. And frankly, I didn't want to know what I was doing.
But those thoughts didn't even slow me down. As soon as Claire's ass was spread apart, I began lowering myself towards it. I could feel Savannah's eyes on me as my face quickly closed the gap separating me from Claire's ass. My eyes flashed up and I saw her staring at me lasciviously. She moaned a little, but I don't know if that was from me or from Claire. Regardless, in a moment, the last bit of distance separating me from Claire disappeared. I felt my cheeks slip against hers. I felt my lips press against the dense, firm flesh of Claire's asshole. My humiliation was complete.
For a moment, I just let my lips press into Claire's anus, the most bizarre kiss I'd ever given. I felt her body trembling against me, but she didn't move. Her flesh felt hot and extremely firm against my lips, the smell of her skin was pleasant but strong. But I couldn't stay like that forever, even if I didn't want to go any further. Across the expanse of Claire's white back and over her head, I could see Savannah, looking down at me sharply. She knew what I was doing, and silently demanded more. I sighed softly and closed my eyes. I would do what I had to do. But I couldn't look at my wife while I did it.
My mouth opened slowly and I felt my lips spread out across Claire's anus. I felt her shudder slightly at the sensation. At least she didn't seem to like it either. But I couldn't stop now, I had to force myself to act or I'd never do this. I took a deep breath and, all at once, forced my soft, wet tongue out from between my lips. Instantly the salty, clean flavor of Claire's anus draped itself over my tongue. Her dense flesh felt hot and crinkly. I froze for a moment, unable to accept what I was doing. But I could feel Savannah's eyes on me. I started to move my tongue. I kept it soft (afraid that it would...enter Claire if I made it rigid), but I sort of twisted it and rolled it against Claire's flesh. Her flavor became more intense as I moved and my tongue flittered through the ridges and crinkles of Claire's anus. I felt Claire's body go even more rigid and I heard her moan slightly.
"My wife can eat an ass like no one else in the world," I heard Savannah's voice say, despite the fact that I'd never done this before, "Isn't that good?" I heard a wet sound as Claire's lips pulled away from Savannah's clit for a moment.
"Yes," she said sheepishly, and then returned to her task.
"Does it feel good? Do you like it?" she, I desperately wanted her to say she hated it as much as I did, but she pulled her lips away from Savannah again and said:
"Yes," her voice smaller this time.
"Then she'd better keep it up," Savannah responded. And so I did. Despite every inch of my body trying to rebel against me, I kept it up. I kept my tongue rolling and moving against Claire's hot asshole. Soon, I felt it dripping with my saliva, feeling looser and more open as my tongue moved across. I was lapping at her then, no longer rolling my tongue but dragging it up and down against Claire's anus. Sometimes, the tip of my tongue would actually enter her slightly and I could taste the coppery flavor of her insides as I licked. I made no noise (beyond the slurping sound of my tongue) and didn't look up at Savannah. I could hear my wife moaning and I could still hear the sound of Claire sucking on Savannah's clit. But more than anything else, I could hear Claire moaning slightly, in time with the motion of my tongue. I could tell by the rigidity of her muscles that she was nervous and uncomfortable, but her throat couldn't lie. She groaned in pleasure at my touch and I hated both of us for it.
The humiliation I felt was intense. The actual physical aspect of the act wasn't nearly as bad as I'd thought it would be. In fact, Claire's skin was clean and tasted...nice. The only smell that I noticed was the scent of Claire's wet pussy (which kept growing wetter and wetter as I licked). I'd always loved the smell of a woman and Claire's aroma was particularly delicate. There was nothing particularly gross about the act I was committing. But I knew that Savannah and Claire both knew that I didn't want to do this. They both knew that I was powerless to refuse, despite my disgust. And because everyone knew that...I felt embarrassed at my powerlessness. I hated myself for being subjected to this degradation. But I didn't stop, each lap of my tongue adding another layer to it.
"Christ, I need more," Savannah said after a long time...too long. I shivered as she said it. What more could she possibly want? What more would I need to do? My eyes fluttered open and I could see Savannah looking down at me over Claire's head. Savannah's cheeks were flushed and she was squirming on the floor. I could tell that she was excited and I felt even worse than before. Still, I kept my tongue against Claire's asshole, waiting for Savannah to tell me what else she needed me to do. If anything, the humiliation I'd already experienced made me more likely to comply.
As I considered that, Savannah gently pushed back on Claire's head. I heard the wet noises stop and I knew that my wife's clit was no longer in Claire's mouth. I watched as Savannah reached back and put her hands on the couch behind her. She hoisted herself up quickly so that she was sitting on edge of the couch. Her legs were spread wide and she was now sort of hovering above me and above Claire. She lifted her right hand and beckoned forward. At the same time, her left hand reach down to the side of Claire's face and pushed her gently to the side.
"Come on Kat," Savannah said in a husky voice, "I need you both on this. Get your tongue out of Claire's asshole and get up here." I winced as she spoke, her crudeness cutting me. But I was desperately happy not to be licking Claire's ass anymore and I pulled my head back quickly. My face was slick with saliva. I saw that Claire, still on her hands and knees, had shuffled over so that she was closer to Savannah's right thigh. There was some room next to her, by Savannah's left thigh. I knew what my wife wanted. I sighed deeply, but I kept my eyes on Savannah. She was looking down at me beatifically, smiling like she knew I was going to do what she wanted. I sighed again, because she was right.
I moved to the side, away from Claire's ass and dropped down onto my hands and knees on the floor. I quickly crawled across the floor, my body rubbing against Claire as I squeezed into the small area between my wife's legs. In a moment, I was shoulder to shoulder with Claire, our knees and our asses touching and our heads both floating above my wife's lap. I didn't dare turn and look at Claire, trying my best to pretend she wasn't there. Savannah's hands rose up now, one coming to rest on my right cheek, the other on Claire's left. She rubbed our cheeks gently.
"My two beautiful girls!" Savannah sighed and I seethed in rage. How could she put me in the same category as this whore who would agree to fuck two strangers for a room? But I didn't say anything. I just kept my eyes on Savannah, soaking in her beauty (and there, below her, looking up at her face from between her perky breasts, she did look beautiful). Savannah kept speaking, "I can't choose just one of you. I need you both to eat me together!" she said. And then her hands shifted off of our cheeks to the tops of our heads. I felt pressure on my head as Savannah began to push my head down.
I might have wanted to resist. I might have somehow worked up the courage to tell Savannah that I wasn't going to do this or at least try to do this on my own terms. But Savannah was pressing on Claire's head as well. And Claire didn't resist. At the slightest pressure, she began to bend her neck, working her face back down between my wife's legs. Any thought of resisting disappeared now. In fact, I tried to move faster, trying to beat Claire's head down.
I found my face pressed against the soft flesh of my wife's thigh. The scent of Savannah's pussy was thick around me and I could feel the wetness of it, both its natural wetness and Claire's spit, against my cheek. But I felt something else as well. I could feel Claire's head pressing against mine, her hair draping over my shoulder. Against my lips I could feel the slick wetness of my wife's clit, hard beneath its hood. But even there, I wasn't alone. Just beyond Savannah's clit, I could feel the soft, fullness of Claire's lips, pressing up against it from the other side. We were bound there, together, our lips unnaturally kissing through my wife's body. My eyes flicked up, as best they could, towards Savannah's face



"Holy fuck!" Savannah groaned loudly and I felt her fingers sink hard into my flesh at the top of my head, "You guys are both right there! Oh shit, this is perfect!" My eyes flicked up, as best they could, towards Savannah's face. I could see her eyes sparkling brightly and I could see below that her nipples were incredibly hard. This was exactly what she wanted, "You girls are so amazing, so beautiful. The only way to look better would be if you were kissing. You both looked so hot when you were kissing earlier. Don't move a muscle. Just make out right there. Please do it!" Savannah ordered.
My eyes flickered, slightly, to the side and I could see the side of Claire's face. I could see her cheek and her face pressed against my wife's body. As Savannah finished speaking, Claire was already starting to turn slightly, her head moving so that it was facing me more distinctly. She was following orders. My stomach knotted at the idea of kissing her. Especially kissing her with Savannah's hard clit between our lips. I could pretend I hadn't heard Savannah, but I knew she'd repeat her order. Besides, I'd already kissed Claire once. What excuse did I have for turning back now? I shifted my heads slightly, Savannah's clit moving across my lips and making her moan.
Now that our heads were facing partially towards one another, I could already feel Claire's lips brushing against my own. I could feel those lips through and around the hardness of my wife's clit. Claire's mouth opened and her small, pink tongue pressed out, sliding against Savannah's clit and my lips. I opened my mouth instinctively, letting Claire's tongue enter my mouth. It felt thick and tasted like Savannah's body (which made me indescribably depressed). My tongue now probed towards Claire's lips, almost like I was fighting back, I plunged it her warm mouth with abandon.
Soon, Claire and I were kissing passionately, if not affectionately, between my wife's legs. Our tongue and lips crashed together, moving constantly and wildly. Our spit mixed in our mouths and dripped down our chins. The whole time, Savannah's hard clit stayed directly between us, buffeted by our lips and licked by our tongues. In fact, Claire and I had unconsciously (I think), turned our kisses into a fight for Savannah's attention. I would kiss Claire roughly, pushing back her tongue and her lips and trying to take all of Savannah's clit into my mouth. But Claire would fight back, pushing against me and forcing Savannah's body into her own.
Savannah didn't seem to care. In fact, she was clearly loving it. She no longer spoke, didn't give us orders. But a constant stream of moans and gasps surrounded our efforts. Savannah's body was trembling and her hands were squeezing ever tighter on our heads, pushing our faces together. After a few minutes, I noticed that Savannah's trembling and become to take on a rhythm, her entire body seeming to contract and release over and over again. Her breath became labored and her moans became louder. I knew that my wife was about to cum.
Suddenly, I felt Savannah's legs clench hard. They seemed to want to crash together like a steel trap. Claire and I were squeezed more completely together. Savannah's hands moved quickly off of our heads and I could make out that they had grasped tightly at her breasts, pressing her nipples into her palms. She wasn't moaning now but a croaking noise erupted from her throat. She was completely frozen for five, maybe ten seconds and then she let out a deep, halting breath. I felt all of her muscles relax and she slumped down slightly on the couch and shuddered. My wife had just had an orgasm. A powerful one. And another woman's lips were on her clitoris.
For half a second, that thought came crashing down on top of me. I'd never been so...embarrassed, but I couldn't really explain why. I guess it was a feeling of inadequacy. But before that realization could completely shatter me, I had another realization. Something good. Something that was just for me. I knew from past experience that when Savannah had a really lovely orgasm like the one she'd just had, that her pussy would suddenly get wetter. She didn't erupt in a spray like a pornstar, but there would be a generous amount of thick, silky liquid that would drip from her body. It would taste so perfectly like Savannah. When I ate out my wife, I considered this delicious treat as my reward. I realized that it was there now.
I stopped thinking about Claire entirely and dropped my head. I tilted my neck towards Savannah's body as I slipped beneath her clit. Her slit was glistening with spit and juices, but I could actually see the thick liquid dripping down from her. My mouth watered even as I parted my lips. Soon, I had plunged my tongue deeply into my wife's body and my lips had formed a seal around her. I groaned as the thick liquid coated my tongue and filled my mouth with flavor. I sucked on Savannah's pussy sharply, pulling all of her juices into my mouth. I heard my wife giggle and groan.
"Does that taste good baby?" My wife asked and I nearly blushed, so excited that Savannah was singling me out. I pulled my lips back slightly.
"Yes...so good," was all I could manage. Savannah's hand dropped down to my head again and I felt her fingers twirling through my hair.
"Why don't you share it with Claire then? I know I'm wet, let her taste me. Off your tongue," she said. I pulled back from between Savannah's legs quickly, actually rising so that I was erect, on my knees, between her legs. I looked at her sharply. This was mine. This was what I earned for loving my wife. It had actually even made me forget about the fact that Claire was there. And now I had to share? I actually shook my head at this, tasting Savannah's juices on my tongue. I nearly swallowed it all there, childishly. I should've.
"Just give her a kiss, I'm sure she'll like it too," Savannah said. She was smiling and looked relaxed from her orgasm, but I could see the iciness in her eyes. She was not requesting. She was ordering. Even as she did so, Claire rose up on her knees next to me and turned towards me. I kept my eyes on Savannah, silently begging my wife not to ask this of me. I wanted her to flinch.
"Please Kat, let me have some," Claire said in a very soft voice after several seconds of awkward silence. Savannah's Cheshire Cat smile grew wider. I felt my blood boil and I clenched my fists. That fucking bitch...
I didn't respond to Savannah or to Claire. Instead, I turned quickly towards Claire. My hands moved with lightning speed, one grasping Claire's waist and pulling her towards me, the other grasping her neck and turning it so that her head tilted to the side. Claire yelped in surprised and I quickly turned and buried my tongue into Claire's mouth, plunging it between her soft, full lips. Claire gasped in surprised, but stopped resisting. Her mouth opened wider and her tongue moved against mine. I felt her licking away Savannah's juices. Soon our mouths were sharing Savannah's juices and our own spit back and forth, the ball of liquid growing larger and stickier with each movement. Finally, I felt Claire start to drink some of it down before it overwhelmed our mouths and dripped on the floor. Not wanting to lose all of it, I started to swallow as well, nauseated by the idea that Claire's essence was mixed with my wife's in my stomach. As soon as we'd swallowed, I broke our kiss and pulled away.
"That was so hot," Savannah said brightly as soon as we were no longer kissing. I couldn't bear to look at Savannah or Claire anymore. I didn't know what I'd think or what I'd say. Or what I'd want to say but couldn't. Savannah evidently felt the hostility emanating from me now (she'd probably felt it all along and ignored it) and spoke quickly.
"Claire, it looks like Kat is feeling a little left out. We've both gotten licked a little, but she was always giving. My Kat is always so giving. We should reward her. But we won't leave you out either Claire. This is for both of you," Savannah said. I looked up now, not sure what to expect. But as I did, I felt Savannah's hand on my shoulder. She shoved me, sort of hard, and I was off balance. I let out a little yip and tumbled backwards onto the floor. I landed on my back, looking up at the ceiling. Savannah giggled.
I was about to get up and figure out what she was doing, but Savannah moved quickly. As I was getting my bearings, she hopped off of the couch and was quickly between my legs. I felt her hands on my hips and she moved me quickly, so that my feet weren't close to the couch anymore. Now she had some room and she quickly dropped down onto her stomach on the floor. She split my legs and her forearms were against my thighs. Her head was hovering over my waist and her hair draped around me. She breathed in deeply.
"Oh Kat, it smells like you're a little excited," she said playfully. I gasped as her hand moved down between my legs and one finger quickly slipped through my slit and across my clitoris, "You are so wet! I knew you'd love this!" she said. I was looking down at her, between my legs, but my eyes dropped now. I felt my cheeks burn red. Because I knew that what she'd said was true. I'd avoided thinking about it because I wanted to focus on my anger and my embarrassment (which were real and were there). But there had been...excitement too. I loved to be around Savannah body and I...well I didn't want to think about Claire...but it was all there. And my body reacted. Against my real desires, my body reacted.
Taking advantage of my disorientation, Savannah's head quickly dropped down between my legs. She immediately dove into her task, I felt her soft, wet tongue slip up through my wet slit and I gasped. She groaned as she tasted me and her tongue started to move more quickly. For a few moments, she simply lapped at my slit, licking up my juices and coating me in her sweet saliva. But soon she was moving farther her, her flat, soft tongue covering my clitoris and making my body ache and shiver. I groaned loudly. For a minute, Savannah focused all her attention on me. It was like the rest of the world disappeared. The embarrassment and the anger fled with it as the pleasure from Savannah's tongue raked up and down my body.
But it wasn't to last.
"Claire, I don't want you to feel left out," Savannah said, pulling her lips away from my body just enough to speak, "Why don't you sit on Kat's face? She loves that!" And then, Savannah threw her tongue back against my body, making me groan loudly as her words reverberated in my ear.
I'd totally forgotten about Claire. She was kneeling right beside me but she might as well have been in another country. After hesitating a minute, she rose quickly and took a step across my body. She was standing up, her feet on either side of my head, facing down towards my feet. She started to drop down.
"No, face the other way!" Savannah said, her voice muffled as her lips kissed around my hard clitoris. Claire spun quickly and then began to drop down. I saw her body lowering towards me, I could feel her heat as her knees settled on either side of my head. I was looking up at Claire's smooth pussy as it inched closer and close to my face. I wanted to resist, but my head was completely fogged. My wife was...so very good at what she was doing and she was giving it everything she had. I moaned and closed my eyes, unable to do anything else.
While my eyes were closed, I felt it. I felt Claire's pussy lips drop down and kiss against my own lips. She was wet and her scent was thick. It wasn't a bad smell. In fact, being honest, it was lovely. But it was not my wife's scent. It was strange. The pressure grew greater as Claire settled down on top of me. Her juices smeared against my lips. Through it all, Savannah was still licking me and I could feel the tension rising between my legs. My mouth opened to moan, against my will, and I felt Claire's warm pussy lips against my tongue. I heard her moan as I tasted her foreign, but not unpleasant, flavor.
I kept my eyes shut tight and for a moment I didn't move, I just kept Claire's pussy in my wide-open mouth, my tongue pulled back. But I couldn't deny it felt good. It felt good to have her delicate skin against me at the same time that my wife was eating me out. It felt good to smell her scent and taste her flavor. I hadn't wanted this...but what was I supposed to do now? Nothing. My eyes were closed...I could pretend I was doing anything else...
And so for the next few minutes, Savannah, Claire, and I moved as one. Savannah was on her stomach, her head dipped between my legs and her tongue expertly exploring all of the most sensitive places in my body. I lay on my back, my body motionless and tense as I was overwhelmed by sensation. Claire knelt over my mouth, her pussy directly over my lips as I tasted her, lapping my tongue against her slit, sucking on her clitoris, and even probing my tongue deep inside of her. I kept my eyes shut tightly, unwilling to see what was heightening my pleasure, even if I could hear Claire moaning and feel her writhing on top of me.
When the orgasm came...it took me by surprise. I mean, I'd felt the tension rising and rising...the entire time really. I'd felt my muscles locking up. But I'd been so focused on just the experience of what was happening that I hadn't really recognized how close it was. One second, I was thrusting my hips up gently while I slipped my tongue up wetly into Claire's pussy, and the next every muscle in my body was tensing and my breath was caught in my throat. I made a strangled noise and I felt, deep inside of me, a flash of light. I felt that light sort of melt and then drip languidly and beautifully through my entire body, leaving a sensation of pure physical pleasure wherever it went. It was like an orgasm that seemed to come from every part of my body, a kind of pleasure I didn't know I could have.
For a few seconds, I croaked and writhed on the floor, simply enjoying the intense pleasure I felt. But then something happened...something that change the entire framework of what I was feeling. Usually when I came, my eyes would shut tightly. I don't know, maybe because my eyes had already been clenched shut, they fluttered open now that the orgasm was upon me. For a moment, my eyes adjusted to the light and I could just make out the outline of the person kneeling atop me, the person who was writhing around my no-rigid tongue. Rapidly, the figure above me came into focus. I don't know...maybe I was expecting to see Savannah there. Maybe I didn't really think anyone was there at all. My mind was overwhelmed by the orgasm.
But then I heard her moan...the unfamiliar voice. I looked up across a flat stomach, between two small, perky breasts, to see the face of a woman who wasn't my wife. I felt her body tensing, her knees shaking on either side of my head. Her eyes were slammed closed, her teeth biting down sharply on her thumb. It was Claire. And she was starting to cum now too. I could hear her moaning, feel her vagina clenching around my tongue.
And as my orgasm built to its most powerful crescendo, I realized that I was looking up at this...stranger and I remembered where I was. I remembered what I was doing. And my orgasm started to fade, my muscles loosening and the pleasure slackening. I could hear Savannah below, licking wetly at my juices. But I couldn't feel it. I couldn't feel anything. I could only see Claire on top of me. And the hatred and the humiliation came rushing back to me in an instant, filling in all of the places that had been cleared by my orgasm. Worse than before. I'd pleasured this person...she was the face that I saw when I had my orgasm. I'd been robbed of everything... Even the memory of the pleasure I'd felt disappeared now.
I simply watched this beautiful, repulsive girl on top of me...saw her every feature highlighted against the ceiling light as the orgasm moved through her body. And I did everything I could to keep from crying.
The End
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Chapter 3: Just Deserts
"Just tell me to leave, okay? I mean just say that you don't want me in the house anymore. Kick me out," Claire said earnestly. That was the first thing she said to me as I entered the front door of my house. No preface. No greeting. She was standing in the hallway by the front door, evidently waiting for me, and now she was begging me to...
"What?" I asked sharply as I took off my coat and hung it on the peg next to the door. Claire had been living with us for three months at that point and I was past the point of trying to be polite to her. Unless Savannah was right there watching, I spoke as little as possible to Claire and when I did speak to her I was short to the point of rudeness. She was like a scab. Every time I saw her, it was like I was ripping it back off again. I never had a chance to heal. I wanted to deal with her as little as possible.
We avoided each other as best we could, remaining strangers while we shared home. She slinked through the halls quietly and avoided me. I always closed the door when I entered any room. We were only together when Savannah was around. Thankfully, we'd never been forced into any intimacy again. I thought that Claire and, I knew that Savannah, wanted to, but I managed to keep my guard up and prevent it from happening.
"You have to be the one to say it. It won't work any other way. Just tell me to go," Claire said, ignoring my tone (as she usually did). Now I turned to look at her, my eyes catching hers.
"You want to leave?" I asked now. I was more than a little bit surprised by that. It had seemed to me that Claire had really settled herself into my home. I mean she'd unpacked all of the things in her room, she cooked in the kitchen (but didn't do dishes), and had basically taken over the guest bathroom. Savannah had poo-pooed any attempt at rent. So she had a pretty sweet deal. I was shocked that she wanted to give that up.
"I've been trying to leave for the last month," she said, "No, that's a lie. I've been trying to leave since I moved in."
"What?" I asked again. I was a little disoriented now and I walked passed Claire towards the kitchen. She followed after me as I shook my head. She and Savannah had been thick as thieves since she'd moved in. This didn't make any sense. Why was she lying to me?
"But I can't do it. I've tried... over and over again. I tell Savannah that I am going to leave...I even got a new job, so I can afford a place. And then she will ask, 'why? You don't even have to pay rent here.' And then I say, 'because I want a place of my own' or 'I need to be closer to work' and she blows it off. Then last week I came out and told her, 'I need to go because Kat fucking hates me.' And I know you do. And she says, 'What did Kat say?' sounding angry and I say, 'nothing, I can just tell' which is the truth. But then she say, 'You're crazy. Kat loves you. We need to have another night like that first night again soon.' And so then I have to drop it. So you need to kick me out. You need to say the words so that Savannah will believe me and I will go. Then you don't have to deal with me anymore," Claire spoke faster and faster with each sentence and I found myself growing more and more confused. This didn't make any sense.
"I never asked you to be here. This is what you and Savannah wanted..." I started, trying to fit what Claire said into my understanding of the situation. It just didn't make sense.
"I never wanted this. This...isn't what I thought I was getting myself into," Claire explained.
"What do you mean by that? What did you expect when Savannah promised you a room in exchange for having a threesome with her wife? Did you think this was going to be some sort of lezzie ménage a trois living arrangement where we'd all be married to one another? Do you think that is a realistic expectation," I shot back. I'd, of course, been mulling over what Savannah and Claire had been hoping to achieve since Claire moved in.
"I think that's what Savannah expected. Or something like that. But trust me, this wasn't my plan," Claire replied earnestly.
"Sure. Whatever. But..." I started. Claire put up both of her hands.
"Kat, you need to know," she said sharply and I became silent, "Savannah started talking to me about moving in for months before that night. Pretty much as soon as I moved in with my roommate Savannah started talking to me about moving in with you guys. That was like...seven months ago now. She knew I was a lesbian and I knew she was too. I thought she was trying to start a relationship. She doesn't wear her wedding ring in public you know. I wasn't comfortable moving in with someone before we'd even had a date. But things kept getting worse with my roommate. And Savannah was always really sweet and helpful... Finally, Savannah promised that she wasn't trying to start a relationship. She was just a friend, trying to help out. That was the first time she told me she was married. And that was why I agreed to come over. Because I thought that proved it was just a friend helping me out."
I felt woozy from the revelations I'd just heard. I walked over towards the kitchen table in a fog and sat down quietly. Savannah didn't wear her wedding ring out? She'd been trying to get Claire to move in two months before our anniversary? I don't know why...I generally didn't trust Claire. But there was something about the way she was talking. Something about it made sense. She seemed...credible. But then I remembered something, I seized on it quickly.
"Yeah, but you promised to have sex with me and my wife for the room. You can't pretend that you didn't understand what was happening then..." I said.
"I didn't promise anything like that. And Savannah didn't even bring it up until after I'd already cleaned out my room at my apartment and told my roommate I was leaving. It was only when all of my possessions were in the car and I was explaining that I'd need some time to scrounge up rent that Savannah brought that up. And she said, 'maybe we can work something out' and she said it all coy and everything. And I asked what she meant. And that is when she brought up the idea of us having a threesome. And I said no. The first three times she asked. But she was really insistent. And she started to get a little bit angry too. It was like...it became pretty clear that she was saying that she didn't want rent. That was what she wanted. I didn't want to. But I tried to bide my time by saying that 'maybe' I'd do it and only then if you really wanted to do it. I thought, you know...I'd have time to figure out a way out of it. And then I was here and...it just got out of hand so quickly. And I knew you didn't want it, but you wouldn't stop it..."
"You're blaming me!" I said angrily, trying to grasp at that last point to avoid thinking about everything I'd heard before it.
"No!" Claire said quickly, "I'm not...this isn't blame. I am saying that neither of us wants this...arrangement. And you are the person who can stop it."
"Why me?" I asked.
"Your Savannah's wife. If you say no...doesn't she have to do it?" I sunk down into the chair at the kitchen table and laughed wryly.
"What about my marriage has ever given you that impression?" I asked, "I mean I made myself pretty clear about not wanting to this when you showed up. You saw what that got me." Claire's brow furrowed and I think, for the first time, she was seeing things from my perspective. I was still avoiding seeing things from hers.
"But maybe if you are just like...really direct about it..."
"And be the bad guy? Face that guilt trip? Are you kidding me?" I said and I ran my hands through my hair and wondered if this was some sort of plan by Claire to insinuate herself between me and Savannah, "I am sure she liked to portray me as the old ball and chain down at the yoga studio with her friends. But you can see for yourself that she runs this show."
"I told you, I didn't know she was married," Claire responded, "I mean, frankly I was surprised she was married. She didn't act like it. I see now that you guys must have some kind of deal..."
"What kind of deal? We don't have any sort of deal," I said, rising up from the chair quickly. I could tell without knowing that we were circling around something. Something terrible. I refused to think about it directly.
"Like an open marriage or something..." Claire explained, but even as she did, she took a step back. There must've been something about my voice.
"An open marriage?" I asked, "You think because of that first night with you, that meant we have an open marriage?"
"No because..." Claire started and then stopped. She wasn't looking at me. The room was deadly silent. My mouth was dry and I could feel my heart straining in my chest.
"Because why?" I asked in a voice barely audible. But the room was so quiet, Claire knew what I'd asked. She waited a long minute in silence. I could tell that had changed her mind about the advisability of what she was going to say next. But I wasn't going to let her go until she said it.
"Because," she said finally, "she sleeps with a lot of women." I groaned as Claire's words battered their way into my ears. It's hard to explain the feeling that I had in that moment. It certainly wasn't surprise. I mean I cannot claim that I harbored any specific suspicions. At least not consciously. I purposefully avoided thinking about it, actually. But everything about Savannah's behavior attested to her fundamental lack of respect for me. And what was an affair but the ultimate expression of contempt for a partner? I hadn't known, but only because I preferred my self-delusion. Even then, the shattering of that delusion was painful. I felt my eyes well with tears and a lump forming in my throat. And I turned with fury towards Claire, the person who had stolen my somewhat comfortable ignorance from me. And I summoned the remaining delusion I had to strike back at her.
"Fine you fucking...cunt," I said, my lips quivering as I spat out that word in anger for the first time in my life, "I want you out of my house. Right now. Go to the guest room and get your shit. You want me to be the bad guy? You want me to kick you out? Well you've got it. But I want you to know that Savannah is going to know the truth. She is going to know that I didn't kick you out because I didn't want you here. I am doing it because you are lying and trying to break up our marriage. I am going to tell her that you made up stories about her cheating on me. And she won't forgive you for that." Heat poured out of my body with my words. I watched as Claire seemed to wither in front of me. She was shaking her head and opening her mouth. I let every bit of bile and hatred pour out of me, dropping it all on Claire.
"I'm sorry I told you. I didn't know..." she said in a meek voice, "But I am not lying." My eyes and nostrils flared.
"Get away from me right now or I will make you leave without your shit," I said between gritted teeth. Claire paused for a minute, staring at me wide-eyed. Then she turned quickly and ran for the stairs. As soon as she was gone, the anger slipped from me. I didn't have anything left to prop up the lies I told myself. The full impact of what Claire had told me crashed hard into my gut. I let out a soft whimper and then collapsed onto the kitchen floor, holding my stomach, and crying.
* * * * *
"I'm packing!" Claire's voice called out sharply from behind the door to her room, "I'm going as fast as I can." I stood for a moment in the hallway and ran my hands through my hair. It was clear from Claire's voice that she'd been crying as well. She definitely didn't want to talk to me. Still, I knocked again.
"Can I come in for just a second?" I asked, "There is something I need to say." My voice sounded flat. But controlled too. Not the crazed woman I'd been down in the kitchen. There was silence behind the door. I waited for a nearly a minute and I was about to turn and leave when it opened. Claire was standing behind the door with her arms crossed in front of her breasts. Her eyes looked wide and red, her face was taut.
"What is it?" she asked coldly.
"Can I come in?" I asked. I don't know why, it felt wrong to whisper back and forth in the hallway. Claire shrugged.
"It's your house," she said archly, and then she stepped back inside and let me walk into her room. I could see that her suitcase was packed to the bursting point and there were a handful of small boxes scattered around the room. She was nearly finished. I walked over and sat down on a chair next to my grandmother's old desk. Claire remained standing just inside the door. I indicated towards the bed and Claire uncomfortably walked over and sat down.
For a few seconds, I just looked across the room at her. I told myself that I needed to get my thoughts together, to say what I needed to say. But I'd already figured that out over the last hour and a half down in the kitchen. I just didn't want to do it.
"There was something you wanted to say? Did you think of another way that I've wronged you? I'm out of apologies," Claire said firmly. It was clear that she'd spent her time packing and getting righteously indignant. I guess she had a point. I couldn't push it off any longer. I had to just be honest. I took a deep breath.
"It wasn't always like this," I said softly and then let out a shuddering breath, "I mean there were always ways that Savannah and I were sort of...incompatible. But they were, I thought, small things. For the most part, we seemed to fit together." I looked up briefly now and saw Claire looking at me, her brow knit. She was leaning back slightly, like she didn't trust what I was saying.
"I'm sorry," I said quickly, and then looked away from her again, "That's what I needed to say. You didn't deserve that...earlier today. I had not right to yell at you like that. This mess...you didn't make it. You got pulled into it. Mostly by Savannah. And a little by me. I am sorry," I said. I couldn't have imagined just an hour ago that I'd ever say anything like that to Claire. The hate had burned so bright...then to have it just disappear... it was strange. Even if I knew why it happened. Claire seemed taken aback as well.
"Sorry?" she asked, not upset, just confused. It was the only thing I'd ever said to her that wasn't rude.
"When Savannah and I first got together...I was a sort of innocent, virginal girl and she was this...exciting, adventurous...goddess. And I think we both liked those roles. I was shy and demure, and she would coax me out of my shell. And sometimes her wildness would butt up against my conservatism. And that was okay. It was a fun way to start a relationship really. And we rode that fun right into a relationship and then into a marriage.
"But, over the years, I think we've both started to realize something. It felt, in the early days, like we were moving towards one another. Like I was becoming a little bit more open and bold while Savannah was starting to calm down, to become an adult. But, after a while, it has become clear that that has stopped happening. I had found my comfort zone and I wasn't willing to move out of it. And Savannah is the same way. She doesn't want to change. And we lost the dynamic of our relationship. I'm not a naïve college coed looking to learn and Savannah isn't my transgressive mentor. We are two adult women who don't see eye to eye on things.
"When we lost that...we lost something else too. I don't know...I guess I could feel it. I could feel that...something between us melting away. You know? We had a reason to be together and it made being together magical. And then we lost our reason and now...well Savannah doesn't see any magic anymore. I can feel her resentment. It's been building for years. I mean you lived here long enough. You see the contempt she holds me in. Savannah doesn't even like me anymore." My throat seized as I said the last words. It might've been obvious, but I had avoided thinking about it. It hurt. Claire was looking at me intently.
"I'm sorry," I said again, "You don't really need to know all this. I just...I don't know anyone else I can say this too. And I owe you an explanation..."
"It's okay," Claire said quickly. The fury had gone out of her as well, "I don't mind listening." I nodded at her slowly and was surprised to find a wave of gratitude wash over me. My eyes pricked, but I kept myself together.
"Thanks," I said.
"Didn't you ever just...talk to her about it? I mean Savannah is different when we are at the yoga studio, I get that. But she will talk about things..." I dropped my head into my hands and laughed wryly.
"Savannah is a good friend. She isn't...she doesn't care to be a good wife," I admitted. I raised my hands as if to say I didn't have any answers. But then again, I did, "I didn't really think about it being a problem. Some of it was, I think, that I just pretended it wasn't happening. Savannah didn't get like this overnight. It was gradual and I sort of slipped into slowly. So I just pretended that Savannah wasn't spending less time with me and that she wasn't ignoring me or being rude. And I focused exclusively on the positive. Whatever was still good about the relationship, I made that the reason for the relationship in my mind. Lately...all I can keep thinking about is that she is beautiful. That's the only thing that I have left. She doesn't make me laugh anymore. She doesn't make me feel safe. She doesn't even give me orgasms anymore. She just looks nice. And I have pretended to myself that that was enough."
"Well when you recognized what was happening, why did you put up with it? I mean, like you said, I can see the way Savannah is around you. I thought that that was just the way you guys were. But if that isn't the relationship either of you wanted, why did you stay in it?"
"Well that's the whole thing, isn't it?" I asked, "This is my mess. I have to sleep in the bed I've made..." I started. Claire shook her head quickly.
"I mean look...we haven't gotten off to a good start together," Claire said, "But I mean, I see how you are. I'm not going to say you're nice. You haven't been exactly nice to me," she actually smiled at me when she said that, "But I know that this is the life you built. You work hard to support your family. You have this beautiful, tasteful home that you seem to maintain yourself. I know you try to make it a warm place, when I am not around. And you are completely devoted to Savannah. You're young and you're pretty. You're a good wife. It's like you'd climb over broken glass for her. Savannah is pretty, but if she doesn't do anything else for you...I mean there has to be some give and take in a relationship. Get the relationship you want." I blushed as she finished speaking. On the one hand, it felt incredibly nice, especially now, to have someone, finally, recognize the contributions and the sacrifices I made for my family. But, at the same time, I knew there was more to it than that. I had to explain it to Claire, because only then could she understand why I was apologizing. And I also had to do it so I could really understand it myself.
"Look," I said, "I am only really getting a handle on this now. So I am going to try to put this into words. But it might not make any sense. That devotion you saw? That's my resentment. That's how I showed my anger at Savannah." Claire's brows knit.
"I don't understand," She said. I sighed and looked at the ceiling. I took a minute and gathered my thoughts.
"It's like this," I said after, my voice cutting sharply across the still air, "part of me knew that Savannah was pulling away from me. And why she was doing it. Savannah wants me to keep changing. She wants me to be more like her. But I am done figuring out who I am. I know it now. And so she resents me for not changing. But I resent her for wanting me to change. I feel like...I tell myself the same things you just said about me. I know I work hard and I am smart and devoted. And I say to myself, 'that should be enough for her.'



"And then it never is. I'm not t what Savannah wants anymore. Knowing that, I got angry at her. But I couldn't...I wouldn't let myself feel that anger. So I would double down on everything. I'd give her her way more often. I'd work harder. I'd be more loving towards her. I would devote myself more to her. Not because I thought she'd finally recognize what I did for her. But just sort of...to shove in her face how good I was. What a good wife I am. So that she would feel guilty for the way she treated me. Because I felt like she should. And it would work, I think. I think it made her guilty when she saw I was a better spouse than her. But it didn't change her mind. It didn't make us more compatible. It just made her resent me more. It made her try to crack me, to prove I wasn't so perfect. And so the cycle would just...accelerate.
"And that is where you come in. That's Savannah pushing me farther than I want to go because she doesn't respect me and wants to show me that. And that is me giving in right away, to try to make her feel bad about her resentment. That's me passively getting back at her...whether that worked or not. I don't know. But the point was...I have been passively giving way for a long time and all it has done has caused more and more tension and hostility inside my family. And Savannah wasn't the only one who was hostile. I was too. I was angry. All the time...I'm angry every minute of every day. But I couldn't turn that on her. I couldn't both because I didn't want to feel that way about her and because it would undermine my whole passive-aggressive guilt thing. And then you stepped into the middle of it and...years of resentment and anger got turned towards you. Everything I had for Savannah, every drop of it, I poured onto you.
"I didn't realize that until today. I mean it never made any sense. How could I be angry at you? We were strangers, you didn't owe me anything. The person hurting me has always been Savannah. And today, when you told me about Savannah's...infidelities," the word came out in shuddering groan, "I couldn't keep that straight anymore. As much as I wanted to make it about you, I couldn't. I called you a liar, but I knew you were telling the truth. I mean, I wasn't even surprised by it. Of course Savannah cheats on me. Why wouldn't she? You have to respect someone to be faithful to them. And I let myself be angry with Savannah. I dropped myself into that anger and I saw how deep and how broad it was. And I realized that I didn't feel any of that for you. You just got caught in the middle. And that's why I am sorry."
I felt like I'd been talking forever. My throat was dry and I was slumped down in my chair. My arms and legs were sort of half-numb and I felt completely drained. A sort of combined physical and spiritual exhaustion had completely overwhelmed me. But I had said it. I'd said it to Claire, who needed to know. But I'd said it aloud, that was more important. I had formed the ideas into words and made them real. I couldn't pull them back now. The hour and a half I'd spent crying on the kitchen floor had been important. I'd worked through everything I'd just told Claire, making connections in my mind and accepting things that I'd been ignoring for years. But it was only now, when someone else could actually hear it, that I knew that it was the truth. I knew that I wasn't lying to myself anymore.
I had been looking down at my hands as I spoke, afraid of what Claire might be thinking about me. I'd won her forgiveness with my 'woe is me" self-pity. How would she react now that she knew that I was just as manipulative and self-centered as my wife? Slowly, I raised my head, trying to keep my eyes steady as I looked at the young girl who'd been pulled into the middle of everything.
As my head rose, Claire pounced with stunning speed. My eyes grew wide, afraid that she was attacking me for some reason, and I froze on the bed. In a moment, Claire's hands were on either side of my head, I could feel her palms against my ears and her fingers through my hair. But she wasn't squeezing me or pulling on me, her hands felt soft and warm. At the same time, her face came towards mine, her eyes closing. I flinched slightly, afraid that she was coming in for a head butt. I closed my eyes as well as the force of Claire's body against mine knocked me over onto the bed.
Then I felt it. Not the head butt. Not hair-pulling. Nothing that I was fearing. Instead, I felt something...lovely. There was a gentle, wet, warmth against my lips. A sort of silky sensation that had head growing out from it. I felt Claire's body come down on top of mine, our breasts together, her hips between my legs. I felt a slick heat against my lips. And I knew that Claire was kissing me, her tongue now slipping softly against my lips.
My mind was whirring. This was about the last thing I had ever expected. Even as the kiss continued, I couldn't make sense of it. I didn't even have a place to begin understanding Claire's actions. And soon, I didn't want to. Despite the fact that my body was stiff and my mind was blank, I couldn't avoid reacting. Claire's lips were so soft, her tongue so gentle...I found myself drawn into the kiss despite myself. My eyes were still closed and my chest was still tight, but my lips parted. I felt Claire's tongue slip easily into my mouth. I tasted her tongue, pushing my own against it. I sucked her in, feeling a groan in the back of my throat. My body loosened. My mouth began to work with Claire's, our lips sealed softly together, our tongues exploring lightly. I tasted her teeth the roof of her mouth, felt her probing back towards my throat.
I breathed in deeply, taking in the scents around me. The familiar perfume smell that, for some reason, I had been expecting wasn't there. There was the scent of fruity shampoo and minty soap. A wholly alien aroma. These weren't Savannah's smells. These were someone else. Good...Lovely even, but different. My eyes fluttered open. I'd known, all along of course, that I'd been kissing Claire. But somehow, it hadn't really penetrated my mind. I was kissing something who wasn't my wife.
My body shook violently and I moved back into the pillows at the top of the bed, pulling my lips away from Claire's. Her eyes opened now too. She was smiling with a sort of dazed look on her face, then growing concerned when she saw me. I shook my head over and over again and wiped my lips quickly with my hand. What had just happened? What had I done?
"You kissed me," I said flatly, being unable to say or even really think anything else. Claire smiled gently and then nodded.
"I did," she responded. For a moment I just stared at her. I could still feel Claire's body against me, her hips were pressed into mine. She had propped herself up on her hands now, this locked our hips closer together and I felt her arms against my waist. I could still smell her scent, even as I had moved away.
"Why?" I asked after a long time, "I didn't tell you to do that."
"I didn't say you did," Claire said. Her words sounded confident, but I could see the unease in the stiffness of her body. I wondered if she knew what she was doing any more than I did.
"I'm married," I said stupidly, as though Claire wasn't intimately aware of that fact.
"It felt good, didn't it?" Claire asked, ignoring my previous statement. I thought back to the sensation of her tongue in my mouth, her breasts against mine. It had felt good.
"That isn't the point. I don't understand what you thought you were doing. Don't you hate me? I have been terrible to you. There are easier ways to accept an apology," I said and Claire actually laughed.
"I never dislike someone if I understand what made them act that way. You told me the truth just now. I could see your whole world laid out there and I understood it. I don't hate you. You're in the middle of a toxic relationship. I get it," she said simply. There was so much there to unpack. I started with the easy stuff.
"That doesn't explain why you kissed me," I said.
"What are you going to do about your toxic relationship?" Claire said, turning me back to her most incendiary claim. I mean, my marriage wasn't perfect. But was it toxic? Was that the word to use? Broken maybe...I didn't know.
"I am going to have to talk to Savannah," I responded. Claire snorted.
"A serious sit down where you guys discuss your relationship? I mean I don't know Savannah as well as you do, but how do you really see that playing out?" Claire said. I thought about it for a minute. I pictured myself saying that I needed to have a serious conversation with Savannah. I pictured my wife sensing something was wrong. I saw her deflecting my concern. I saw her turning it back on me...
"I don't know," I lied.
"What are the odds that this plays out just like every other fight you've ever had? Do you think this will be fixed? Or when Savannah walks in looking beautiful, are you going to bite your tongue? Is she gets even a hint of criticism, is she going to turn it around on you? Will she ever let you pin her down on anything?" Claire asked.
"I..." I started quickly, not wanting to believe that it was true. But I couldn't finish my sentence. I knew Claire was right. We'd both seen the same thing at the same time. I ran my hands through my hair and shrugged.
"Sitting down, having an adult conversation, letting her state her side of the story; that's what everyone would tell you is the right thing to do. How has doing the right thing worked out for you so far? You said yourself, always doing the right thing was part of your passive-aggressive little game with Savannah. It only made things worse. Don't tell me what the actual right thing is, tell me what feels right," Claire demanded, her words pouring out more quickly with each passing syllable. Something about her intensity affected me. I didn't think, I didn't plot. I just spat out the first thing on my mind.
"I want to get even," I said. I felt a shock go through me as I said it. Not because it was petty and vicious. But because it was true. Claire nodded as I spoke.
"You have to break the cycle Kat," she said slowly, "You can't fall back into the same pattern or it will just keep happening. It might not be right. But it will mean you can't go back again. Whatever happens next." I stared at Claire for a long time. She was staring at me intently and I could feel the heat of her body against me.
"Okay," I said aloud, "That...makes sense. You're right. I never would have thought of it...but you're right." I said, and it did make sense. I didn't have much time to think about it, but it felt right in my bones. Then I looked at Claire's face and realized I had another question. "But why you? What do you get out of this?" Claire snorted again.
"I have been thinking all of this time that you and Savannah have purposefully been putting me through hell as some sort of weird, couples sex game. I wanted out all this time and I didn't know how to do it," she said, "I felt totally helpless because I was caught between the two of you. I learned today that you aren't really the problem. Savannah promised to take me in but it was all part of some creepy head game she was playing with her wife. I want to get even too," I saw Claire's eyes get wide and her face flushed as she spoke. There was real feeling in her voice. But she softened slightly and gave me a wry smile, "Besides, I think you're really hot." Despite myself I blushed at my words.
"Thank you," I whispered, not sure if it was appropriate. But now I took the opportunity to look up at Claire. For the first time, I really looked at her without jealous. I didn't think of her in relation to Savannah. I thought of her as a person, right here, alone with me. I looked at her full lips, her ripe body, her delicate curves. I realized for the first time that she was really beautiful, "I think you're hot too," I mumbled, blushing harder.
"Then what do you want to do?" She asked. Once again, I didn't even let myself think.
"I want to fuck you," I said, shocked instantly by both my feelings and the crudeness with which I expressed them. But Claire just smiled. And, without another word, she leaned in quickly to kiss me again. This time, I felt no confusion. In fact, I felt a clarity that I hadn't felt in a long time. This wasn't part of any game. I wasn't thinking nine steps ahead and planning out how Savannah should have felt. I was just...wanting and being wanted.
What was surprising was how gentle Claire's touch felt, the softness of her lips against mine, the lightness of her body pressing against me. We have both said that we came to this point from a place of anger, we both had said we needed to get even with Savannah. But there was no anger now. We didn't kiss roughly, or grasp each other rudely. I was done taking my anger out on Claire. And she, apparently, was happy to reciprocate.
Of course, a lack of anger shouldn't be construed as a lack of passion. In fact, I was quickly overwhelmed. I felt Claire's body sink down on top of me again, I felt her lips press into mine, her tongue working its way into my mouth. I felt her thighs rubbing inside of mine and I felt her breasts pressing down into me. I lost control of myself. I poured my tongue into Claire's mouth, I grabbed her arms tightly with my hands, and I wrapped my legs around her hips, pulling her in. My body was trembling all over, and I felt Claire trembling as well.
We lay tangled together for a long while, our mouths sealed together. I felt Claire's tongue touch every inches of my mouth and I returned the favor. Her lips grew wet and slick, but stayed supple and soft. Inviting. Savannah always found kissing so boring, always ready to move on to the next thing. I luxuriated in Claire's attention, not wanting our long kiss to end.
We both focused on our mouths, kissing deeply and wetly. But our bodies were not static. We had started out sort of stacked on top of one another. But the excitement was too great, I felt it stirring deep inside of me. Without though, by hips gyrated and my back arched into my lover. I felt the heat growing out of me. And I could feel Claire moving as well, her hips thrusting against mine and her small breasts pressing sweetly against me. My hands roved over Claire's back and my legs squeezed around her waist.
Soon we were tearing at each other's clothes. I had my eyes closed as I kissed Claire, but my hands moved instinctively. I know there was some awkward fumbling, but very quickly, I felt myself slipping Claire's t-shirt up over her head (briefly breaking our kiss) and working her small shorts down around her hips. Claire moved on me as well, although it was a little harder because I was on my back. Nonetheless, in no time, I felt her unbuttoning my blouse and working my pants down off of my legs. We rolled around wildly, fingers rubbing skin and hands grasping flesh. The whole while, I kept my eyes closed, but I could always tell exactly where Claire was and our lips always found one another. Soon, we were both naked on the bed.
While we had moved around, undressing one another sloppily and excitedly, our bodies had shifted. When we were both completely naked, I finally broke our kiss and opened my eyes for the first time in a long time. I realized that we'd somehow moved into an entirely new position. Claire was no longer between my legs. She was sitting sort of next to me, to my right. I was sitting up now, with my back against the headboard. Claire was doing the same, our heads had been turned together, kissing. As my eyes opened, I saw that Claire's were open as well, she was looking at me.
In the rush of kissing Claire and working rapidly to get her out of her clothes, my mind had been totally focused on the task at hand. I was enjoying the sensation of her tongue against mine and relishing the puzzle of getting Claire's hot skin out of her clothes while my eyes remained shut. Now, for the first time since we'd really started, we paused for a second. For the briefest moment, I realized what I was doing. I was cheating on my wife. I was already...so much farther down the road to doing it that I'd ever thought possible. But I didn't feel the shame or remorse that I expected to have. I don't know that I felt anything about Savannah. I felt only desire for Claire and a knowledge that I was, finally, doing something dramatic to change my life, good or bad. I didn't think about my wife again for a long time.
In fact, Claire quickly refocused my attention. While she continued to look at me beatifically, with a slight smile on her lips, her hands were moving. Her right hand reached all the way across her body and I felt her cool, slim fingers suddenly against my skin. I jumped slightly as Claire gently the pads of her fingers against the swelled flesh of my breast. She pressed down slightly and then dropped her hand to the underside, cupping my heavy breast. I took in a breath sharply and I heard Claire groan.
"Oh your breasts are so lovely," she cooed, hefting the weight up and squeezed her fingers into it. I felt her palm hot against my skin and I shivered slightly. Her touch was so gentle, but it seemed to activate all my nerves at once.
"I've always hated them," I said, looking down at my body, "too much male attention."
"Maybe just not enough female attention. Maybe you've only been with girls who are jealous of them," Claire hinted. Before I had a chance to think about what that meant, Claire was leaning forward towards me again. I closed my eyes, anticipating another kiss. After a few seconds, it didn't come. Instead, I felt one hot burst of air against the skin on the top of my breast and the tickling sensation of hair draping down over my chest. My eyes fluttered back open and I saw that Claire had bent down over top of my breast. I looked just in time to see her mouth open and her wet tongue slip out between them.
I gasped as Claire's lips pressed hotly into my breast and shuddered as her tongue dragged ever so slowly across my hardened nipple. Messages from the nerves in my nipple shot all through my body, turning my bones to jelly. Claire's lips suck gently, pulling my nipple more deeply into her mouth. Her hand was still on the bottom of my breast, pushing it up towards her beautiful face. Then her tongue began massaging me, flat had heavy against my taut skin. I remained frozen on the bed, allowing the sensation to wash over me. I heard slight slurping sounds from Claire's lips and a low moan in the back of her throat as she sucked on me.
I am not sure how long Claire stayed like that, with her mouth wrapped around my breast. I never wanted her to stop. No one had ever treated my breasts so lovingly, I thought the idea that nipples could feel real pleasure was a myth! I groaned and writhed on the bed, soaking in the delicious, alien feeling of Claire's touch. I lifted my right hand up behind Claire's back and began running my hands through her hair, gently encouraging her to continue.
But then a new sensation caused my body to jolt. For a minute, the feeling was so intense that I couldn't even pinpoint its source. It was like I suddenly on fire all over. I threw my head back and moaned loudly, not able to control myself even if I wanted to. I heard Claire giggle around my breast. Slowly, I began to regain control of my mind. I began to understand what I was feeling. While I had been focused entirely on Claire's hot tongue, she had slowly been moving her left hand up off the bed and across my thigh. I almost remembered feeling her fingers crawling across my skin. Then she had slipped down between my thighs, splitting my legs slightly. Now, I realized, her hand was between my legs, and I was feeling her slim fingers against my hardened clitoris. She was moving her fingers in small circles, the sensations growing stronger even as I came to grips with what they were.



"Oh Christ, Claire!" I groaned. Instinctively, I spread my legs wider, giving my new lover better access to my body. I threw my right leg up and over Claire's thigh, feeling the heat of her underneath of me. Claire giggled again, but kept moving her fingers in the same methodical fashion. Now that my legs were spread I could hear the wet sounds of Claire's movement. In fact, I realized for the first time just how wet I was. I was dripping over Claire's fingers in anticipation. I could smell my familiar scent on the breeze, my feminine essence.
"My god, you're soaked!" Claire said, her voice sounding excited. As she spot, she sat up erect in the bed next to me and moved her right hand off of my right breast. I turned now and looked at her face. She was smiling and her lips were glistening with saliva. My nipple felt cool in the air.
"Are you wet too?" I asked thickly, looking up and down over Claire's body. She smiled more broadly and, at the same time, kicked her right leg wide, spreading open just like me. As soon as she did so, I could smell Claire's own feminine essence, different but familiar. It made my heart beat faster and my mouth grew wet. I knew without feeling that Claire was just as wet as me.
But I wanted to feel. Quickly, my right hand slipped up, underneath of Claire's arm and over Claire's thigh. I was moving slowly, cautiously. Then Claire's right hand, no longer on my breast, reached up quickly and grabbed my wrist. She yanked hard, pulling my hand in and pressing it between her legs.
"God, I can't wait!" she groaned and I giggled at her excitement. But I was glad she'd acted. I felt my knuckles pressing wetly against Claire's slick pussy lips. I moved my wrist gently, letting my fingers coat in her juices and stimulating her clitoris. Claire groaned again and kept her right hand locked on my wrist. Slowly, I opened my fist, letting my fingers find their way to Claire's lips. I'd never felt a girl so wet, a damp spot had formed in the bed underneath of her. My fingers slipped easily against pussy lips and I heard her gasping with each movement. But I was looking for her hard clit, and soon my index finger found it, making Claire shudder and her fingers, for the briefest second, freeze between my legs.
Now Claire and I had our arms and our legs crossed. My fingers were slipping across Claire's clitoris, rubbing it gently between my thumb and forefinger. Claire was doing the same to me, we were working on the same rhythm. The room was filled with our combined, musky scent and it seemed to make the air thicker, heavier, tastier. Our eyes were open and I was looking directly at Claire, she was staring right back at me. Both of our mouths were open wide, groans and gasps escaping each of us as we smiled at one another. My free left hand grasped tight on the bed sheets, the only way I could keep my balance. Claire was still holding my arm, willing me to keep pleasuring her. But it wasn't necessary. The only thing I wanted in the world was to feel her smooth, wet skin forever. My hand luxuriated in that sensation and added to the pleasure I felt from Claire's attention to my body.
I think that it snuck up on both of us. I certainly hadn't realized how close I was. I was focused almost entirely on giving Claire pleasure, I wasn't really worried about myself. I think she was doing the same. But we'd both been so desperately excited...I should've known. I realized it was happening when I felt Claire's legs thrashing. I some them close quickly, wrapping my hand in her thighs and keeping me locked in place. Claire moaned deeper and louder than she had before and I could feel her shuddering against me. I tried to smile, realizing that Claire was reaching a climax. But I couldn't pull my lips together into a smile. My mouth remained wide open, I could hear myself croaking.
And that was when I realized that, just like Claire, I was cumming! My mind sort of dropped down, right in the crest of it. I realized that my legs were shaking too and my body was pulsing. A wave of pure pleasure was emanating out from between my legs. I could feel it most intensely on all the spots that Claire had touched. My pussy, my breast, my lips. Those places seemed to expand and contract on their own, growing so pleasurably sensitive that they almost hurt! I rode the sensation of that orgasm. But I kept my eyes open, and my face towards Claire, I watched the pleasure taking her as well and felt so incredibly...perfect, knowing we were feeling the same thing at the same time.
Slowly, the sensation of my orgasm began to subside. I could tell that the same thing had happened to Claire. I heard her sigh and watched her eyes close. We both sunk down against the pillows at the headboard, physically drained by our orgasms. I felt Claire's hand still loosely draped across my pussy, her fingers gentle on my sensitive lips. I was still feeling her as well. Our faces were turned together, we were both smiling stupidly at one another. We kissed then, no less passionate than before. It seemed we had both decided it was the right thing to do at exactly the same instant, our mouths opened and then crashed together. As we both breathed deeply, we kissed to revive from our pleasure. Slowly, we regained ourselves and broke our kiss, looking at one another again.
"I've never cum at the same time as someone like that," Claire said, her voice slightly awed.
"Me neither," I said honestly. Hell, I rarely had orgasms with another person anymore. Still, this had been something else. It had felt...magical.
"It was so lovely," Claire said. I nodded slowly.
"It really was," I said. We looked at each other for a minute. Claire's eyes sparkled and she bit her lower lip.
"Let's do it again!" she suggested, just half a second before I was going to say the same words. I smiled broadly and shook my head. I almost started to move my fingers in Claire's lap again. But Claire had other ideas. As soon as she had my assent, she jumped up on her feet on the bed and became a bewildering flurry of motion. I followed her lithe body with my eyes and listened for the silent cues she left, trying to figure out what she was doing, to anticipate her desires.
I stayed with my back against the headboard and Claire sat up and scrambled towards the foot of the bed. Our arms and legs untangled as she moved and Claire eventually sat back down on the bed facing towards me. Her right foot rested between my legs and her left foot was on the outside of my right thigh. For a moment, Claire looked up at me, and I looked right back. My eyes drank Claire in and I couldn't believe how beautiful she was with her mussed hair and wild eyes. I looked at the curves of her body, the gentle softness of her breast, the long tautness of her legs, the pink perfection of her womanhood. I don't think I've ever seen a more alluring woman. My eyes gave me away, Claire knew what I was thinking. She winked at me once and licked her lips. I wasn't quite sure what she had in mind, but she made it clear pretty quickly.
Claire began to scoot her hips forward, dragging her tight ass across the bed. She bent her legs as she did so, drawing closer to me quickly. Her right foot, the one between my leg, poked at the underside of my left knee. Instinctively, my knee bent, creating a small opening underneath. Claire slipped her foot underneath and kept inching closer to me. At the same time, she began lifting he left knee up, sliding it up and over my right foot, which was essentially between her legs. I smiled broadly, I now understood what Claire was trying to do.
No longer waiting for Claire to act, I excitedly jumped into action. I pushed off of the headboard, moving closer towards Claire and slipping my fight foot under Claire's left leg. She grinned now too, recognizing that I was fully engaged. Quickly, our bodies began to slide together, our legs overlapping. Claire's calves and thighs felt hot and smooth against my body, it was almost too exciting just feeling them slip together. But while we moved, my eyes were naturally drawn between Claire's legs. I looked at the soft, pink lips of Claire's bare pussy. I saw her juices dripping off of those lips. I could see her clit, pleasured but not satisfied, hard at the top of her vagina. Claire was looking down at me as well. I could smell our scents, mixing even before our bodies touched, I breathed in the aroma and groaned.
With both of us moving together, we closed the distance between us in just a matter of seconds. I shuddered and made a small, strangled noise when my wet lips kissed Claire's. I felt her legs trembling around me as well and I saw her eyes grow wide. I could feel her slickness against me and the hard nub of her clitoris pressed against mine. It was like we'd somehow been made for one another, perfectly aligned. We simply fit together. I looked down between our legs, smelled our scent, and groaned at the enormity of the feeling.
"Oh fuck Kat!" Claire groaned as she slipped her hands up over our thighs. Her fingers felt like they were on fire, and I swear I could feel them moving on her leg just as clearly as on mine. We were both sort of lying back on the bed, but we were both propped up on our elbows, so that we could look over at one another. I felt my large breasts pressing heavily against my arms.
Without words, we both started moving at the same time. A simple movement of the hips. I grinded myself against Claire, moving in a sort of counterclockwise motion, pushing down the whole time. Claire was doing the same thing, her resistance held me in place as she rocked her hips at the same speed. I felt my wet clit slipping against my lover's lips and, more provocatively, against her own clit.
We moved together for a long time. Each tiny movement sent shockwaves through my body. I shuddered and gasped, but I never slowed my movement. And I never took my eyes off of Claire. I watched her, ravenous. I soaked in the sinuous way that she moved her body, the movement of all of her muscles. I looked her bright eyes and her moaning smile. She was a feast for the senses and I soaked her in, breathing in our combined scent to heighten the mood.
This time, there was no surprise. Both Claire and I felt it coming a long way off, just a tickling tension between my legs. I saw Claire bit her lip and her eyes narrowed, I knew she was feeling it too. We looked into one another's eyes and nodded slowly. At the same time, we both began to move faster, to grind harder. We were both so wet, there was simply no friction. There was warmth, but it was lovely. We could go as fast and as hard as we wanted. And we both wanted along. My hips rotated against Claire, my clit pressed against hers. My skin was shining with sweat and my breath was growing ragged as I moved faster and faster. I could see Claire's cheeks growing red and I knew that she was feeling the same. But the tension inside was growing steeper and steeper with each movement. It pushed me to move faster and faster and faster.
"Oh fuck!" I screamed as the tension overwhelmed me.
"Fuck me!" Claire screeched at the same instant. My body was shaking all over and my legs squeezed tight around Claire's body. I felt her legs do the same just before all earthly sensation departed me. Then I felt the tension break and it was like I'd been dipped in electric jelly. Everything moved slower and the air itself felt thick. The pleasure roiled through me, seeming to be everywhere at once. My eyes were slammed shut, but somehow, I knew that Claire was experiencing the same thing. While all the word had disappeared around me, Claire had not. I could feel her orgasm happening right before me, I could sense her body quivering against mine.
Eventually, the sensation began to dissipate and then, finally, to disappear. I collapsed back onto the bed, panting and no longer able to hold myself up with my elbow. I collapse. I felt cooled as the sweat evaporated from my skin and the oxygen returned to my lung. I finally opened my eyes and looked across the expanse of the bed. I saw Claire lying across from me, panting but smiling. She was also looking at me. She winked.
Something strange happened then. Afterwards, I've never been able to understand it. But in that instant, it made sense. Without a word spoken between us, Claire and I giggled softly, and then both started to move. This wasn't one of us reading body language or guessing the other's intention. It was just...suddenly we both knew what the other person wanted. We began moving at the same time, toward the same goal, without any real plan. We just knew.
I extracted my legs from underneath of Claire and she did the same. I scooted backwards on my ass, moving around on the bed at the same time that Claire rose up onto her knees. I flopped back down onto my back on the bed, letting my large breasts sort of spread out across my chest. I was perpendicular to the direction of the bed now and my legs hung down over the side, away from the door. As I settled down onto the bed, Claire had been walking on her knees around my body. I sort of shook my shoulders, sinking down into the comforter at the exact instant that I saw Claire's right leg lift up at the hip, over top of my head. In another instant, Claire's knee came down on the bed, carefully avoiding my hair and straddling my head.
As I looked up now, I could see Claire's pussy, dripping with our juices, just a few desperate inches away from my head. I reached my arms up, around Claire's thighs and sort of held her in place. Even as I was doing that, Claire was dropping forward. Her arms landed on either side of my body and I could feel my breasts against her stomach. I could feel her breasts against me as well, and I could feel her hair draping over my thighs. As she moved, her hips lowered, dropping her pussy closer and closer towards my waiting lips. Her head dropped as well, down between my legs towards my own dripping pussy.
Just like that, we were both in the position that we'd both wanted to be in, with absolutely no understanding of how we'd gotten there. But that didn't really matter now. Claire's scent, so strong and so beautiful, filled my nose and made my mouth water. I looked at her delicious pink lips and her throbbing clit. I wanted nothing more than to taste her now. I couldn't wait any longer.
Claire, obviously, had against been feeling the same thing. Because as I leaned my head up and forward, feeling my cheeks against her thigh and then the barest wet taste of my lips against her pussy, I felt the sensation reciprocated. I felt Claire's lovely tongue press almost imperceptibly against my trembling clitoris. We both moaned loudly as we absorbed the feeling. But, of course, that just pushed us faster. I opened my mouth and let my tongue slip out, thick and soft. I felt juices drip down from Claire's pussy and the salty, savory flavor of her filled my mouth and made me groan. I pressed my tongue forward, letting the whole, long muscle drape across Claire's womanhood. The taste was intense, heightened by the fact that Claire seemed to be doing the exact same thing to me. Claire's delicious flavor filled my mouth while her attention to my body made me tremble wonderfully.
The knowledge that my lover's tongue was against my willing body and I could feel her heat and her delicate weight on top of me was just too much. Any little control I'd had over myself before that moment evaporated instantly. I didn't think about what I did next, I just acted. My tongue lapped at Claire's pussy, dragging up and down her slit, allowing her clit to dig deeply into my tongue. My mouth opened wider and my tongue became rigid, pushing into her coppery insides, and letting her thick flavor slip down my throat. I leaned forward, trying to get as much of my tongue inside of Claire as I possibly could, pressing my nose firmly into her pink anus. My motions were wild, uncontrolled. I wanted to have my tongue on every inch of her body every second. I moved rapidly, my tongue changing rigidness constantly, batting at her clit and then slipping more deeply inside of her. I groaned loudly and tried to suck up her taste, wanting every last bit of her juices.
If I had any inclination to feel abashed or ashamed by my wantonness, it was completely neutralized by the fact that Claire was doing the exact same thing. I could feel Claire's dark hair against my thighs and my ass as she shook her head between my legs. Her tongue was out, slipping wetly across my pussy lips and probing at my clit. Claire's whole body was writhing on top of me and I felt her skin pulling beautifully against me. I could hear the wet sounds of Claire's slurping and I could feel her hands squeezing on my ass and thighs. She was no more in control that I was.
In some ways, it was like our previous orgasm had never really stopped. We were still primed there, right on the edge of something. And our messy, uncontrolled passion pushed us quickly back over. I doubt I licked Claire's pussy for more than two or three minutes before I could feel her legs growing taut around me. I felt my own body tensing as well, my breath kept out hot through my nose as I continued to move my tongue. In an instant, I was tumbling over the edge again, groaning deeply in the back of my throat as the pleasure once again reached a climax.
But something strange happened as well. I mean the pleasure was lovely, just as powerful as before. Maybe more so. And just like before, I could tell that Claire was experiencing the same thing. But it was more than just that we were experiencing the same thing. It was like we were...part of one thing. I could feel the pleasure emanating out of Claire's dripping pussy, I could taste her orgasm on my tongue. And I felt it moving through me, coating me down through my throat and into my core. All the way, to my own throbbing pussy. And from there, it entered Claire's body, looping through her as well. It was a circle, going on and on forever and holding us together as we writhed and moaned on the bed. I'd never felt anything like it in my entire life, it went beyond physical or even sexual pleasure. It was spiritual. I wanted to live in that feeling forever.
Slowly, the pleasure faded and I found myself lying back on the bed, panting and sweating like I'd run a marathon. Every muscle in my body was completely relaxed and I felt like I could sleep for a month. I could feel Claire's weight still on top of me, sense her breathing sharply as well. I didn't want her to move, I loved feeling her there. Peace. I wanted to sleep just like this...
"Oh...well there you are!" A voice said, surprised, behind me. I felt a sudden jolt, my muscles tensing up. I tilted my head back slightly and opened my eyes. There, upside down behind me, was Savannah. She was smiling awkwardly and her eyes were bulging.
"Hi. Welcome home," I said flatly. I had been too scrambled to move or to say anything else. Terrified, might be the word to use. But simply by accident, my tone and my words came out sounding casual and disinterested. Like I had nothing to hide. Savannah had no way to know that inside, I was coping with what I had just done. What had I just done? An affair? Oh Jesus, this was bad! How did I do this?
"Thanks..." Savannah said, reading my flatness as confidence. She was a little thrown off balance. As she was speaking, Claire was gently rolling herself off of me and sitting up on the bed. She didn't speak. I sat up slowly as well, turning so that I was beside Claire, looking at my wife. I didn't speak either. Once again, Savannah read this as ambivalence on my part and she grew more nervous.
"I am a little surprised to find you all like this. I thought you didn't get along," she said.
"We do now," Claire said. I looked over at her, but I couldn't read her face. I wondered if she was feeling the same overwhelming fear that I felt. But she didn't give any indication. Savannah looked us over once or twice, trying to gauge us. I tried to avoid falling over. Slowly, a plastic smile formed on Savannah's face, I recognized it as the one she wore when she was being fake in public. My panic started to subside slightly. Not because I was no longer worried (I was still horrified), but because I was growing curious about Savannah's strange behavior.



"This is really great, I mean, this is what we wanted all along right? We're all in this together," She said, and she started walking to the bed. She slipped off her coat as she moved towards us. I saw that she was coming to sit down between us, to separate me from Claire and to put herself back in charge of the situation. My curiosity growing stronger, I held up my hand.
"No," I said simply. I had planned on saying more, but I found that I couldn't find the words. Savannah stopped in her tracks, the smile slipping from her face. She stared at us again, her brow furrowed. Slowly she crossed her arms in front of her chest and her face transformed into a scowl.
"Hey, I brought Claire here for all of us to be together. We never talked about alone time with her..." Savannah started indignantly. I snorted and shook my head. It was not planned, I hadn't even realized I was doing it until it was over. But I was tired. Tired from sex, but more tired from my relationship. I didn't have the energy to try to take it back. I was honest.
"You're going to lecture me about doing things without permission, Savannah? Really, you want to have that conversation?" I spoke so calmly, that Savannah's play acting at being jealous washed away instantly. I realized that she didn't really care enough about me to feel envious that I was with someone else. She was just trying to regain an advantage over me that she sensed she'd lost. She stuck to her guns briefly, but gamely.
"Look this marriage was your idea, it is your responsibility to..." she started. I couldn't hear this again. I stopped her cold.
"I didn't want Claire here in the first place Savannah. You brought her here and you didn't care about all the hints I gave that I didn't want her. You never listen to the things I say or the things I want. You just sort of knock over me, and you expect me not to say something. Because I never do. But I am tired of doing that Savannah. I am tired of doing everything for you, just to have us dislike each other more and more every day. It isn't worth it. You brought Claire into your bed and now you have to accept the consequences of that," I said. None of my normal, mealy-mouthed subservience. My words came out hot and sharp. I didn't dance around the issue or try to get Savannah to pick up on hints that she should respect me. I threw it out there.
"You think you can get on a moral high horse after cheating on me!" Savannah said, for the first time speaking with real emotion. I laughed.
"If you really thought of it as cheating, you would have said something the instant you stepped in the door, instead of trying to play the situation to your advantage," I said, and I saw Savannah's eyes flash as she realized that I knew about her manipulations. How stupid did she think I was? How stupid had I been? "And I am not on a high horse. I admit it. I am married to you and I slept with Claire without your permission. That's wrong. But our whole relationship is broken. And I know that if I didn't do something wrong now, it was just going to keep getting worse. We were going to just keep hating each other more and more as time went on. I had to bring this thing to a head, Savannah. There wasn't any other way. I am not necessarily proud of what I done. Part of me is really ashamed. But I don't think I could be saying these things to your right now if I hadn't done it," I said sharply. Savannah looked completely lost. Her mouth opened and then closed again and she shook her head.
"Okay, okay," she said, "you're right. This is my fault. I am sorry," Savannah said. For a moment, the words didn't register in my mind. She apologized? "look, we will help Claire find a new place and she will move out and it will just be the two of us. I didn't try...I wasn't trying to...This was a mistake and I didn't realize what would happen." She said. Her eyes were glassy, nervous.
For a moment, I just enjoyed my triumph. For the first time in my married life, I had won something. I had shown Savannah that she wasn't treating me with the proper respect and I had pulled an apology out of her. I imagined that this would put a little bit of a fright into her. Keep her on good behavior and ensure that she would not try to pull anything like this again for a long while. It was almost like she was giving some grudging respect. Now I had the advantage.
But the feeling of elation quickly wore off. Was that really the way that I wanted to think about my marriage? As a game in which both sides tried to score points off one another? If that was the future of my relationship with Savannah, was that any better, really, than me being a passive-aggressive doormat while she treated me like dirt? And what kind of positive change could I build in a relationship if that change was built on my infidelity? I realized that I hadn't really fixed anything, I'd just ended one revolution of a cycle. Another one was about to begin. Savannah would be on good behavior for a while, then she'd get bored, she'd treat me bad, I'd blow and do something crazy. Around and around, more nauseated on each pass.
I sighed and turned to look at Claire. She was staring at Savannah and trying to stay out of this. It seemed that she didn't want to intrude. Plus, getting an apartment and leaving was what she wanted anyway. But, despite herself, she turned and looked at me for a moment. I looked into her eyes and I was transported back, just a few minutes into the past, when I had held Claire in my arms as a lover. I thought about the pleasure we'd shared. The way I was working to bring her joy at the same time she was working for me. I didn't think about myself and Claire didn't think about herself. In doing so, we'd gotten something lovely, even if no one scored any points.
I thought about how we'd grown together in those moments, so much so that we could anticipate one another's actions. We didn't need to speak. We moved on the same rhythm, the same unstated connection. Wasn't that what a relationship was supposed to be about? I mean, I am not saying I knew I was supposed to be with Claire at that moment. We were clearly sexually compatible. But I mean, was that what every aspect of a relationship was supposed to be like? Weren't we supposed to become a single something that was more than the sum of our individual selves? Was there ever any way that I could see myself finding that now with Savannah?
"Come on Claire, get dressed. Go out and start looking for a new place," Savannah said sharply to Claire, almost like she'd never wanted her here in the first place. Claire began to rise on the bed. I threw my arm out, grabbing Claire's elbow. The room was totally silent and still for a long moment.
"No," I said. I wasn't thinking now. I was doing the only thing I could do. I was doing what was right. For everyone.
"No?" Savannah asked nervously.
"No," I said, "this is my house. You aren't on the mortgage. Claire is my guest. If she wants to stay. She can stay. If she wants to leave, she can go." Claire settled back down, but I could feel her nervousness next to me.
"I..." Savannah started, confused.
"But you do have to go Savannah," I said softly. But I looked at her as I spoke, keeping contact with her eyes. I wasn't ashamed or embarrassed. A little sad I guess. There was a time when I wouldn't have imagined this could happen.
"Go?" she asked, like she didn't understand the question.
"It's time for you to leave this house. Savannah, this isn't good for either of us. We bring out the worst in one another. You make me a weak, resentful, unhappy person. I make you manipulative and spiteful. I knew you a long time ago. You weren't like that. I wasn't like this. We are poisoning one another. And it has to stop. You need to go and find someone who likes you the way you are. Because...I just don't anymore. I will always love you Savannah. But you can't be my wife anymore. We won't ever be happy." I felt tears in my eyes that I hadn't expected as I said the last words. It wasn't that I regretted saying them. It was that they were true. How had we ever gotten here?
"I am...I feel blindsided," Savannah said, honestly.
"You know I am right though," I said, looking earnestly at my wife. She looked at me sharply for a moment. Then I saw her eyes soften. She shrugged her shoulders and bit her lip (she still looked beautiful). She made the slightest nod of her head, and then turned and walked out the door.
This would be the first in many conversations, I knew that. You can't just tear out the roots of the poison in your life all at once. Not when you had grown up intertwined with them. But I knew that there was no going back now. I had made a decision. I had come to a realization. Savannah had seen that too. Maybe she'd experienced her own revelation. We'd figure that out, as we broke apart the pieces of our lives, split up the shards, and took what belonged to each of us.
This wasn't over.
But, then again, it was.
The End
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"Oh my God, a honeymoon! How romantic! We went on cruise for our honeymoon too!" the bleach blonde, taut-skinned woman of about 42 sitting across from us gushed. She had that sort of drawn look that pretty woman who resist aging get. Hannah always called it "Courtney Cox Syndrome." But I wasn't focusing on her. Even looking across the table would make my head swim a little bit. It was our first meal on the cruise and, in the wide expanse of the dining room, I could see (and feel) the motion of the ocean. They said it was calm seas from New York to the Bahamas, but I'd never been on a ship before.
"How did you two meet?" the husband of the blonde woman said. Since it was just Hannah and me on the trip, we'd been partnered up with a few other people. No tables for two. The husband looked a few years older than his wife (but probably wasn't). He had that square-jawed, graying at the temples, aging gracefully thing that I usually found pretty irresistible in men. But my stomach did a little flip as I tried to look up at him. My eyes darted down to the table. I let Hannah handle it.
"It's a cute story, really," Hannah said, turning and looking at me with a smile. We'd promised before we'd decided to take the cruise that we wouldn't outright lie about anything, unless we were placed directly on the spot. It'd be hard to keep any story straight. But, we'd shade the truth as we needed to, "About ten years ago, I was in the city and I am walking out of the subway and I see this pretty girl behind me. I didn't think anything of it. I had an appointment ten blocks from the subway stop and I start walking. Ten winding blocks, not just a straight shot, I should say. And I turn back at one point, and I notice this pretty girl is following me. I ignore it, no big deal. But block after block, she's still behind me. And I feel like she wants me to know that she is following me, because she is always staring at me..."
"I never remember that part," I say, interjecting as I always did at that point in the story. But I regretted speaking immediately, opening my mouth seemed to invite trouble.
"Emma doesn't remember it, but she doesn't deny it either," Hannah said, lifting one finger up in the air for emphasis.
"Oh my god, you're such a cute couple! I mean your both so pretty and just, clearly so compatible!" the blonde woman said, and, despite myself, I blushed, even though I assumed she was mostly talking about Hannah. Hannah was, after all, very pretty. She had the straightest, silkiest blonde hair I'd ever seen in my life. Big, almond shaped eyes with such long lashes they looked fake. A long, slender, almost regal nose and perfect, pouty pink lips. She would always complain that she was "on the scrawnier side of anorexic," but, of course, that wasn't true. She was slender, but still curvy with pert, small breasts, a flat stomach, perfect flared hips and long, delicate legs. She was 30 years old, but looked like the captain of the high school cheer squad.
I looked younger than my 30 years as well, but not, to my mind, in a good way. I had mousy brown hair that I, for reasons I didn't really understand, always put in pigtails. I had bangs that hung down almost to my eyebrows. I had big eyes too, but they made me look overly innocent (I think). I had a tiny nose and light pink lips. My body was small, with little apple breasts and delicate curves. I was almost five inches shorter than Hannah, and she was only 5'6. Mousy might be the best word to describe me in general, not just the color of my hair. Hannah, of course, always rejected that characterization, she said I had a "girl-next-door" look. I guess, as friends sometimes do, we each sort of wished we were the other person.
"Anyway," Hannah said, returning to the story, "She keeps following me and following me and I get more and more upset set, tenser and tenser with each passing step. It is weird and I've never experienced anything like that before. I get to the building where I have my appointment and I turn in and figure that's the end. She's gone. But this crazy...girl follows me into the building!" Hannah usually said 'bitch' when she told the story, but she seemed to be cleaning it up for our sophisticated cruise friends. "I sort of run over to the elevator to get away from her. City people are nuts, I figured she wanted to like...cut my face off and wear it. I get in the elevator and push the number and she sprints up and gets in. I stand real far away, terrified of her."
"I am 105 pounds soaking wet. And was then too," I reminded our listeners and they laughed. Hannah ignored us and kept going.
"There are like 30 floors in this building, but this crazy girl gets in and doesn't push anything. I pushed the 15th floor and she doesn't say anything. She just keeps stealing glances at me," I demonstratively roll my eyes (the most I could manage), but Hannah kept talking, "So I get to the 15th floor and I step off and she follows me. And she turns and follows me down another hallway. And then we get to my doctor's office and she turns to follow me in. And I am terrified and annoyed and upset. I can't take it anymore."
"She's paranoid," I opined to the cruisers and they laugh again. I might not have felt well, but I couldn't ignore the rhythm of a good story, I had to play my part.
"And so I turn to her and I say, 'Alright, you psycho! Don't think I don't know what you're doing. I am not afraid of you. I have pepper spray in my purse and I am not afraid to use it!'"
"And," I cut in, realizing I was feeling a little better because I enjoyed the way Hannah told the story, "At that exact moment, as my jaw drops on the floor, the door to the doctor's office opens up and the nurse walks out and she says, 'Oh Hannah, Emma, you're both here. The doctor is waiting." There is half a beat as the punchline lands. And now the couple roars with laughter.
"So I say, 'Oh, I thought you were following me,' with as much dignity as I can muster. And I walk in," She said. She didn't mention that as soon as I followed her into the waiting room, she started laughing and apologized about thirty times. I was laughing too hard to hold a grudge. The doctor received an unexpected phone call and we spent the next twenty minutes talking to one another. I don't even remember what we talked about, but it was simply natural. It was an instant connection, a friendship that I fell into in a way I'd never experienced before. I'd never even really had someone I'd considered a "best friend" before (a difficult childhood, let's say), and then in a matter of minutes I had one.
"And we've been inseparable ever since," I said. The blonde woman smiled indulgently, and the man nodded along, looking over at me.
"Oh what a wonderful story!" She said. She then told began telling the story of how she met her husband. Apparently she was dating someone else, he'd swept her off her feet. There'd been a fist fight. All very dramatic and romantic. The husband added his observations with relish, looking lovingly at his wife. I wanted to eat that story up, because it was the kind of thing that I loved. The kind of story that I aspired to have one day. But I couldn't focus on it because I could sense Heather looking over at me, trying not to grin.
Of course, the story we told was true. But it wasn't the whole story. What we didn't say is that the doctor was an endocrinologist, and we'd both been going to the same place because we were both transgirls, going to the doctor to get a check on our hormones. And that a big part of our bonding was that we'd been so happy to find someone else in the city going through exactly the same thing. Even now, having this loving couple moon over us, I wondered if they'd be as open minded about a couple of 'shemales' as they were about a hip young lesbian couple. I figured there was no reason to find out.
"Did you start dating right away?" the blonde woman asked. I was at a loss as to how to answer this somewhat loaded question without giving away the whole truth, I wondered if we were already backed into a corner where we had to tell the truth. But Hannah (always so creative) was on it. She sidestepped the problem.
"Well, I moved in around, what? Six years ago now?" She asked, which was also true. She'd moved into my little apartment when her boyfriend broke up with her and there was no place else for her to go. Not that it was any sort of hardship for me. She had been over at my apartment almost every day for the previous four years. Where else would if make sense for her to live?
"When did you decide to get married?" the blonde woman asked, resting her chin in her hand an leaning forward onto the table. Once again, I wouldn't have known how to answer.
"One day, I looked over at Emma," Hannah responded, "And I realized that I wasn't sure that I could live without her. What else could we do?" The woman made a sort of 'aw' sound. But I had to rapidly bring my coffee cup up to my lips to block the laugh. Hannah certainly wasn't lying about this either.
About four months earlier, Hannah had been laid off and, while I could easily pick up the rent by myself (and never would have dreamed about kicking her out), Hannah lost her health insurance. Even with her job, she couldn't afford everything she needed without insurance. She had been crushed. She was desperate and scared in a way I'd never seen her before. I was scared for her.
I don't know what made me think of it. Maybe it was that Carol in accounting had just gotten married. But I realized that the benefits that I got at work were stellar. What was the point in letting a friend be in danger? I hadn't asked, I'd told Hannah that we were getting married. I mean it couldn't be a fraud. I had to send in the marriage certificate. So we'd gone down to the courthouse and gotten it done. A few days later, Hannah was holding an insurance card. Oh, and I had a wife.
We looked at our marriage first as a necessity, to prevent Hannah from losing her medicines. But secondarily, we looked at it as a joke. We'd spent out twenties, side by side, searching for men who would want to spend their lives with us. Turns out, we were the only people who could stand one another. It was funny, and it didn't mean anything more than Hannah would stay my 'wife' until she got a new job or found someone to marry her for real. We'd had a lot of fun walking around our small apartments, having little fights and talking about how the honeymoon was over.
But the honeymoon had, actually, caused a little bit of trouble. My employer was very generous and, as a matter of policy, granted employees two weeks off, paid, when they got married or had a kid. They even gave a small "life event" bonus. My boss told me to go somewhere, have fun. I didn't really want to take the time off, but what was I supposed to do? Admit to the fact that the 'marriage' was a sham and I didn't want to go? I had to take the time. At first, my plan was to just sit around at home. But, having been laid off for awhile, Hannah wanted nothing to do with that. Besides, she said, we might never get another chance for a paid vacation again. We deserved to have a little bit of fun, she promised me a good time by paying for the drinks. And what if we never got our own honeymoon? With that unhappy thought in my mind, I'd booked a cruise (it was the cheapest nine-day-long option). And so, here we were.
"Well enjoy yourselves!" the woman said, "I can still remember every moment of my honeymoon!" And she looked almost longingly at her husband as she did. She reached for his hand and he wrapped his palm around her fingers He smiled warmly and looked at his wife as though they were, again, on their honeymoon.. I felt a little twinge, and I wasn't sure what it was.
"We've enjoyed it so far," I responded, "except for the sea sickness."
"Eventually, the bad memories sort of fade. You only really remember the good times, isn't that right Andrew?" the wife asked. The man turned to his wife and gave a little nod. He didn't respond for awhile, just looking at her with such perfect love, that it was clear that no words needed to be said. But, for our benefit, he spoke.
"Marriage is an indescribable thing. It isn't just a ceremony, or even a lifelong promise," he explained, "It is a frame of mind. An agreement between two people, to turn their passion into commitment. To turn churning emotions that are love into something solid. It is a...lovely institution," the man said. The wife made a little "aw" sort of sound. But I nearly gasped.
The man's words seemed to have solidified something in my that had been bothering me ever since...ever since the ceremony at the courthouse. I in no way regretted my decision to 'marry' Hannah, so the feeling had been sort of hard to place. But I thought back over the romantic story of this couple, I thought about the beautiful expression of love that this man had just made, and a feeling of intense jealousy suddenly attached to these people. But I realized it had been there before, something sort of amorphous, waiting for something to attach to. Even before I'd met this couple, I'd been jealous of the love they had. The kind of love that I'd always wanted but never been able to find. Or even, really, come close to. And now I was married to someone, and I loved her. But not like that. There was no passion, or even a pretense of romance. We were friends. We looked at our marriage as a joke. A joke honeymoon, because we'd never have a real one. And in that moment, as happy as I was that Hannah was healthy, I longed for some real passion and romance in my life. I needed a kind of love that felt farther away than ever.
Hannah must've seen something in my face, even if she didn't really know what it was. She was, after all, my greatest friend. She moved immediately to change the subject, to lighten the mood. I knew that she was doing it for me.
"Well," Hannah said, "Emma always said I was going to end up in an institution. Who knew?" She asked, and the married couple looked at each other and they laughed again. But all it did was remind me how crazy, and really, how sad, all of this really was.
* * * * *
I hadn't really expected to enjoy the cruise. It really wasn't my kind of scene, generally. Lots of drinking, all you can eat food, organized excursions, dance clubs, casinos, and small talk with strangers. I hated all of those things individually. But somehow...on the cruise, it all ended up being a lot of fun. I drank daiquiris, I ate trayloads of bacon, I lost $250.00 at the casino, and I made a bunch of acquaintances that I didn't hate. And, I'd still gotten to do the things I liked to do. I laid out on the deck in my bikini and I'd gotten a decent tan while I read magazines and even part of a book. I'd slept in late and eaten breakfast in bed. It was great.
It was all the more surprising that I'd had fun, because the first full day of the cruise had started off looking like it was going to be terrible. I was already in a bad mood because of the first night in our stateroom. 'd been unwilling to spring for the "honeymoon suite" so we'd gotten a regular room. It was the size of a good-sized bathroom and only had a double bed and a small porthole. It smelled sort of dank and the bathroom was entirely black rubber, I guess because water was going to slosh around. There wasn't even enough room for one of us to sleep on the floor if we wanted to. So we crammed into the small bed, getting in each other's way and feeling uncomfortable because, after all, it was the first night of our honeymoon. Maybe the only honeymoon I'd ever have.
When I woke up, Hannah was already gone. The room was overly humid, probably from Hannah using the shower, and I had a minor headache. I felt claustrophobia in the tiny room and decided not bother with a shower myself. I quickly put on a bathing suit (a new blue and yellow bikini) and threw on a white mesh cover up on over the bikini and headed out.
The formal dining room we'd been in the previous night was only for the "fancy" meal. I headed up two floors to the cafeteria, where the other, all-you-could eat meals were offered. I figured that Hannah was there and I was going to catch up with her. I was, I admit, a little annoyed with her. She knew that I didn't like exploring new places by myself. And she I'd had motion sickness the previous night. I felt better now, but there was no way for her to know that.
The whole cruise ship seemed garish in its orange paint and bright red carpets. I moved as quickly as I could, just keeping my eyes open for the signs for the cafeteria. Eventually, I reached it. I sidled up into a line with breakfast food. There were at least two dozen people in front of me, probably more. I looked around as I waited and saw the cafeteria was swarming with people. There were packs of unsupervised children running across the deck, screaming at the tops of their lungs. There were old people loading their plates with free food (even though they could come back as many times as they wanted). There were young, attractive (and unattractive) people wearing little and clearly trying to attract one another. In short, it was a theater of the grotesque and it felt like the world was closing in on me. I looked out into the distance, and saw the shockingly bright blue water extending out in every direction. I realized I was both stranded in the middle of nowhere and surrounded by a wall of humanity a the same time and my stomach lurched.
"Go ahead and move up," a voice behind me said. I took a deep breath and shook my head, trying to get a hold on myself. I looked forward and saw that two or three people had moved forward and there was a five foot gap in front of me to the line.
"Sorry," I said, looking over my shoulder at the guy who'd prodded me forward. He was middle-aged, with a thick gray mustache and watery eyes.
"People will cut you in line if you give 'em half a chance," the man explained. I moved forward quickly, closing the gap.
"Sorry," I said again. It didn't seem to me to be that big of a deal, but I wasn't trying to antagonize the guy.
"You don't need to be sorry, you just need to focus on what you're doing," the man explained to me. I felt my cheeks growing red and my anxiety flared higher.
"I will," I said, trying to disengage from the man. He laughed sort of ruefully.
"Maybe you will, but you ain't right now," he said, pointing. I looked forward and gap had, once again, formed about two feet wide between me and the rest of the line. I stepped forward, my head feeling like it was filled with air, the pressure in my sinuses grow more and more intense. I was so flustered by this man and his near-total focus on my line-standing ability that I found myself feeling embarrassed and cowed, like I'd done something really wrong. Maybe I had.
"I'm sorry," I repeated for a third time, and stepped forward.
"You're sorry a lot," the man said, giving a little huffing laugh, "Guess you got your reasons. Move forward lady, jeez, do I need to tell you each time?" My heart was fluttering uncomfortably now. I wanted to turn and run back to my room. But I knew then that all the eyes in the place would turn and look at me, and I just couldn't handle that. I knew there was some sort of easy way out of this, something I could say that would defuse the situation, or at least allow me to ignore this guy. But I couldn't think of what those things were. Instead, I did what usually did, when faced with this level of confrontation: I hunched my shoulders and retreated into myself, letting my discomfort form a hard shell around me.
"Now goddamnit, you've done it!" the man said, and my eyes fluttered back to him. His arms were crossed in front of his chest and there were white spit bubbles on his lips. He looked enraged, "You got us cut!" I turned again and looked in front of me, mortified. God this guy was right, I was incompetent. But, almost instantly, my anxiety receded.



"Hey Emma, I thought you were feeling sick," Hannah said. She'd slipped into the line in front of me. Hannah was the line cutter. She was holding two plates piled with food, "I was going to grab you some toast and stuff and come back to the room. You were out, I thought I had time." Now I felt embarrassed for my annoyance with her. It was sweet, she'd been trying to take care of me.
"I don't care if she's your friend, there's no cutting," the guy behind me bellowed. Hannah turned her head to the side and looked at me, not at the man behind me. I know what she saw, the sort of anxious panic in my eyes, the redness in my cheeks, the tenseness in my muscles. As she usually could, Hannah saw that something was seriously bothering me. She looked and knew that I was uncomfortable with the crowd.
"I should've left a note. You could've waited in the room," she said seriously.
"I said no cuts," the guy behind me said angrily and my shoulders bunched up. Hannah's lips pursed and she tilted her head to the side and looked passed me to the guy. She gave him a long stare. I could feel her growing angry.
"You got someplace to be, guy?" she asked sharply. I heard the guy let out a puff of air, like he didn't believe her insolence.
"I am trying to get breakfast..."
"You're trying to be a real dick," Hannah said and the crowd near us got quiet. All the eyes turned on Hannah, but she didn't care in the slightest. I think maybe she welcomed it. That was just the way she was.
"All she says is 'sorry' but she keeps letting the line move, and people cut her in line, and I am the dick?" I bowed my head now.
"This isn't about her. Don't make this about her. She wasn't bothering you. You picked a fight with someone in the breakfast line for no reason and now your embarrassed because I called you out on it," Hannah said and I felt the tension lessen again. That was what happened, wasn't it? Hannah hadn't seen everything, but she could sense it.
"I have every right to get my breakfast when I want. I don't have to let people cut in line. Maybe she don't got no place to be and she can stand around. But I am in a rush..."
"Its a fucking vacation. She can take her time if she wants to. The last place a fat ass like you should be rushing to is the bacon line. Looks like you've been hurrying to an early grave for fifty years now, my friend here is doing you a favor." The man's face grew very red, and I heard him sputtering behind me. I was seriously frightened that he was going to jumped forward and grab Hannah by the throat. But Hannah didn't seem the least bit concerned. She didn't wait for him to respond. As far as she was concerned, she'd put him in his place. It seemed the crowd agree. People were laughing and looking at the guy (and, to a lesser extent, Hannah). No one was looking at me. I could breath again.
"Come on Emma," Hannah said, "I met a couple of people who live six blocks from my old apartment in Brooklyn. We were comparing notes on bodegas. I need you to back me up." Hannah reached forward and took my hand, pulling me out of the line and towards the the seating area of the cafeteria. She didn't take any further note of the angry man behind me. I followed her.
"What a...cunt," the old man muttered as he scampered forward, closing the gap in the line. Hannah began laughing at the irony of his comment, the two of us being the only ones on the ship who understood how funny it was.
"If only," she said. And suddenly, I was laughing too. Partially because it was funny, and partially because I was relieved. That had almost been terrible, but then, somehow, Hannah had fixed it in her uniquely aggressive, vulgar, but loving way. She'd sort of wrapped her big personality around me, and gave me the space I needed to be comfortable.
And that was how it always was with Hannah. Sometimes, people who didn't know her but only her that she lived in my house (and needed to get on my insurance) thought that our relationship was sort of one-sided, that she took advantage of me. I never once worried about that. Hannah had promised me a good time on this vacation, and come hell or high water, she was going to deliver it for me. She was going to create the space for me to be comfortable. And sometimes that could be a lot of work, I wasn't always...graceful in social situations. But Hannah never held my anxiety or my awkwardness against me. The people I knew and the people I dated always seemed to find me embarrassing (for a lot of reason, not the least because of my identity), but Hannah never was ashamed of my friendship. She was always in my corner. If I had a problem, it was because someone else wasn't doing right by me. She just assumed I was right.
So, as we wended our way through the cafeteria seats, I allowed myself to laugh. I knew that one person on this ship wouldn't think less of me, no matter what. And knowing that meant I could ignore anyone who didn't like me. I only needed the one person. But, strangely, that knowledge allowed me to become comfortable, to become open to the experience of the cruise. And the people on it I could have fun if wanted to and I could just...engage with people if I felt like it. I was less embarrassing because Hannah wasn't embarrassed by me, if that made sense. Hannah was there as my safety net. And I knew that was true because when Hannah really introduced me to the two people from Brooklyn she'd met in line, I didn't feel any anxiety and I didn't say anything awkwardly or meekly (the way I would have if I'd met them alone). I just talked to them. And I liked them. And they liked me. I leaned on Hannah's strength and she gave me access into her more confident world. And for the cruise, I lived in that world. I never saw the jerk from the bacon line again.
* * * * *
The first two full days of the cruise were out at sea (before daily stops in Canaveral, Miami, and the Bahamas), and I quickly grew to adore the beauty of the open ocean. Accustomed to the cloudy slate gray of northern beaches, I found that the tranquil, cerulean of the sea was a revelation. I spent my mornings sitting on the bed in my state room, looking out the tiny porthole window at the ocean that stretched out forever. Unlike the first morning, I no longer felt isolated by the ocean. Perhaps it was just that I had grown accustomed to it. Or maybe it was the fact that Hannah, by necessity, was lying next to me in the bed as I looked on. Whatever it was, I found myself growing more and more comfortable. In fact, I even found that my sea sickness was fading.
It helped, I think, that I was having fun. I spent a lot of time laying out at the pool, getting my first tan in years. I swam too, in all of the pools on deck. And I even got into the sort of planned or set-up activities that I thought I'd hate. I played in a mini-golf tournament on the top ship, I (and the rest of the crowd) judged a karaoke contest, and I went to a stand-up show. And Hannah was with me for all of it. More than that, she was encouraging me to do all of these activities, things that I wouldn't have done on my own. There was always a slight twinge of social anxiety, but Hannah had a way of ensuring all eyeballs were on her. And she pulled me along until I was having fun without even realizing my guard had dropped
I found that I was having so much fun, that the discomfort I'd felt on the first day faded away entirely. And not just the seasickness. At some point, I forgot that I was on my "honeymoon" or that this might be the only honeymoon I ever had. I didn't think of the happy married couple or my strangled dreams of romance. I don't want to imply that in a two-day period, I had completely abandoned all of my dreams or overcome all of my hangups. I guess I just accepted that I was on vacation with my best friend. Feeling envious of a life that didn't even exist was just going to waste my week at sea. I might as well, just for a few days, live in the moment.
I can actually remember the exact instant when that idea crystallized in my mind. It was the second full day of the trip. Actually, I would say that the second day hadn't even really started. It was still dark out when I felt someone shaking my shoulder. For half a second, I imagined myself back in my apartment in the city. I figured that I'd overslept my alarm (again) and that Hannah was waking me up and saving me from getting reprimanded (again). As I sat bolt-upright, I realized that I was in my stateroom. I looked to the porthole and saw that it was still the middle of the night.
"What the hell, Hannah?" I asked groggily. It was not my practice to wake up before 10 a.m. on a day I didn't have to work.
"I got hungry and realized that I am on a cruise. I can get food at any time, day or night," Hannah said, bouncing excitedly on the bed. I shook my head.
"Cool," I said, "Have at it." I rolled back over, too tired to be angry that I was awakened. Hannah grabbed my shoulder and rolled me back over onto my back.
"No, come on Em, get up," she said earnestly.
"I don't want to get up. I am not at all hungry. Just tired," I said, refusing to open my eyes. Suddenly, I felt an unpleasant wetness and pressure in my right ear.
"Oh Jesus Hannah, a wet willy?" I gasped, sitting up quickly. Hannah laughed deeply and then hopped off of the bed. Now I was sitting up, awake.
"Come on, it'll only take a minute," Hannah prodded. She wasn't going to leave me alone, so I sighed deeply and rolled off of the bed. I saw that Hannah was already dressed for the day in a t-shirt and shorts. I was wearing a pair of loose pajama pants and a tight white tank top. I wasn't going to get anymore sophisticated than that. Hannah wanted me, she got me.
Without another word, Hannah turned and walked out of the stateroom. I followed quickly after her. I was still a little bit dazed from the early hour and I just followed Hannah long the winding hallways of the cruise ship. We ascended and descended stairs, turned corners, and eventually ended up outside, walking passed the life rafts. Hannah came to a stop at a railing and I sidled up next to her. It was only then that I realized we were nowhere near the 24-hour cafeteria at the back (aft?) of the ship. Instead, we were about halfway up on the ship, facing forward, the dark ocean spreading out in front of us. Just a slight glitter of starlight giving away the murky blackness all around us. There was a cool breeze without the sun, and I crossed my arms in front of my breasts to avoid shivering.
"You got lost," I said matter-of-factly. Hannah turned to me slightly and smiled.
"Just wait," she said, and then turned and looked back at the sea.
"Come on, let's turn around, its cold," I whined.
"Just wait," Hannah said, and didn't turn to look at me. I sighed, knowing that when she felt like being stubborn, there was no stopping her. I leaned against the cold metal railing, looking off in the same direction as Hannah, not sure why we were stopping here or what we were doing. I breathed in the cool ocean air and figured that there were worse places to be. After a few minutes, I didn't even notice how cold it was. It was as close to silent as it had been since I'd stepped onto the ship, supremely peaceful.
"Oh, there it is!" Hannah said, breaking the silence. She pointed off to the left and my eyes followed her fingers.
"What?" I said, straining into the darkness in front of me.
"Just look," Hannah said simply. I kept looking. For a moment, I could see nothing. I wondered if this was some sort of prank. But then I noticed that, off in the distance, the sky was more of a dark blue color rather than black. The stars were fading. I leaned forward against the railing as the sky grew brighter and brighter. The realization of what Hannah had brought me to see occurred at the same instant that a thin sliver of shimmering gold broke over the horizon.
"Oh God!" I said softly, overwhelmed by the beauty of it. The sky seemed to change instantly, growing light blue as the stars went out. A halo of orange light crested over the sun and the sea shimmered to life. I found myself frozen against the rail, leaning out towards the east, unwilling to blink or to look away. I don't know that I'd ever been awake and outside for a sunrise before. But even beyond that, the intense isolation of our little cruise ship on the vast, flat ocean made the dawn all the more beautiful. No trees or mountains obscured the view. At one moment it was a cold, remorseless night and the next, like a revelation, it was a bright, beautiful morning.
"Thank you so much, Em," Hannah said quietly, after we'd both stared, open-mouthed, at the beauty of the day for a long time. I was a little startled by her voice, I'd felt like I was alone in the world for a moment.
"Why are you thanking me?" I asked, after another pause, I turned and looked at Hannah. She didn't look at me, she continued to gaze out at the ocean. "This was so beautiful. I should be thanking you."
"Em, I know I've joked about our 'marriage' a lot. And I am totally going to keep joking about it. Because we are ridiculous," Hannah's voice sounded tight, nervous, and my ears pricked up. She still refused to look at me. But she kept talking.
"But...I really have been needing to thank you. I can't tell you how much it means to me that you were willing to do that for me. Get married like that. I know that it has been a giant hassle for you," I began to protest, but Hannah steamrolled me, she kept talking. I realized that she needed to get something out, and I needed to keep from interrupting her.
"But...well, I don't have to tell you how important this was to me. I never would have thought to ask you to do this for me, because it would have been too much. I know I can ask you for help, but this isn't help. This is...You just...saved me Em. I mean, you've always been my best friend. For as long as we've known each other. But this isn't friendship stuff. This is... you are the best person I know. And I need you to know that I don't take that for granted. Most people don't get a friend like that.
"So I wanted to do...something. I don't know, I can't explain it. I needed to do something to prove to you that I recognized how special you are as a friend. But I always feel like, I do a really terrible job of showing you what you mean to me," I could see tears welling in the corner's of Hannah's eyes, something I'd never seen before. I felt my chest tighten, the depth of the feeling becoming overwhelming. But Hannah kept talking.
"I...I just love you Em. And I wanted to give you something that would sort of say everything that I can't. But, like I said, I am not good at that. And I don't have any money. And I don't know what I am going to have money. But I thought..." Hannah, spread her arm out over the scene in front of us. "I wouldn't want to be with anyone else right now, seeing something like this. I know that when I look at the sun rising over the ocean like this...that you see the same thing that I am seeing. No one else would see it the same way. It's so beautiful, Em. And you understand that..." Hannah kept looking out at the ocean, and I could see her cheeks growing red. I knew that she was struggling with words she'd thought about for a long time. I knew she was embarrassed. My heart felt like it was going to burst, my lips curled back into a smile I couldn't control. But I didn't want to make Hannah self-conscious. I understood what she'd said, and how hard it was for her to say.
What's more, I felt what she was talking about. Could I imagine wanting to go on a trip like this with anyone other than Hannah? Would anyone else know exactly what I meant, even if I couldn't say all of the words? The warmth from the sun, or maybe something else, I don't know, washed over me. My concerns over my trip faded out entirely. This was exactly where I was supposed to be and what I was supposed to be doing.
"It's beautiful, Hannah. Everything is so beautiful," I said, and I reached across the divide separating me from my friend, and squeezed her hand gently. She squeezed back, still blushing and looking off into the distance. But I could see a smile on he face, and we both knew that we understood one another. And in that moment, I didn't want anything else in my life, than to be right there. We watched the sun rise until we really did get hungry, then we walked off together, to find something to eat.
* * * * *
The rest of the trip sort of flew by. We got used to the rhythm and the activities of the ship. And soon, we were stopping on day trips as well. We explored new cities (and countries), ate at great restaurants, drank more than a little, and danced at clubs. Whatever we wanted to do, we did at that instant. In the Bahamas we snorkeled on a reef, we rode ATVs on the beach, and we swam in the clearest ocean water I'd ever seen in my life. In short, we had a blast. By the time we started on our way back up to New York, I was surprised to find that I wished I could stay out another week.
Our last night on board, I was tired but desperate to milk one last adventure our of my 'honeymoon.' Hannah reminded me that, before the trip, we'd talked about dozens of things that we wanted to do. And now, looking back on it, we'd done everything. Everything except get laid.
We'd talked about it the night before the trip. We were going to be on an ocean cruiser, filled to the brim with drunk, young, single people. Neither of us had had much luck in the romance department of late and we'd joked (I thought it was joking), that it was the perfect opportunity for a little semi-anonymous fun. All along the trip, I'd noticed Hannah talking to and flirting with guys. I saw her seeking out men to dance with in clubs all over the Caribbean. I hadn't really realized that she was completely serious in her attempts, she was always kind of flirty. But as the sun went down on the last night, Hannah became more and more certain that she needed to have a little companionship before we returned to our 'normal' lives. She said it would tie the whole experience together. How could your really say you'd had fun if you didn't even have sex, she'd asked. She insisted that I give it a try as well, for the same reason.
I didn't really have any objection (I mean who doesn't want to have sex if they can swing it?) and Hannah insisted that I go with her to one of the dance clubs on the cruise ship. We'd already been once or twice. But, as Hannah said, we hadn't really done the 'full court press.' And so I'd agreed to try go, though I doubted the likelihood of success (for me, not Hannah, she could always find someone if she really wanted to).
Hannah had been pretty excited and she'd gotten ready early (usually a faux pas in her eyes, but she seemed to recognize her limited time). I was, under the best circumstances, slow to get ready. So, wearing her little black dress and the highest heels that she trusted herself with on the ship, Hannah had set out before me. She told me to meet her at the club, she wouldn't leave until she was sure she saw me there. I'd seen her out and ready on my own. I took a shower, did my hair and makeup, put on my own skimpy black dress (with flats, however), and loaded up my purse with everything I'd need. The whole time, I moved slowly, feeling a little listless. I didn't really know why, I guess I figured I was just a little tired from the constant action of the past eight days. Whatever it was, I didn't leave the stateroom for more than half an hour after Hannah left.
Once I was ready, I quickly made my way towards the club. The ship was crawling with people, all of them looking to get one last thing in before they returned home. I sidestepped everyone, moving slowly, and trying to figure out why I didn't feel the same way. Hannah had been right,we'd done almost everything we set out to do. But I didn't feel like there was any one thing that needed to be done. I knew I wanted...Something, but I couldn't tell what it was.



Eventually, I made my way to the dance club. It was early, but the music was already pulsing and the place was packed. Got through the bouncers and was essentially pushed over against the wall. I looked desperately around the room for Hannah, but I was short and it was hard to see out over the crowd. For a moment, I was afraid that she had broken her promise and left with someone before me. I'd seen her pick someone up faster.
However, after a brief moment of panic, I saw her across the room. She was sitting on a stool, leaning against the bar, smiling and twirling her hair. She was looking up at a tall, dark-haired man who was standing next to her, holding a beer, and smiling as well. She must've caught a glimpse of me out of the corner of her eye, because she turned quickly and waved me over. I hesitated for a moment, not sure how to tackle the situation. Eventually, I just started pushing my way through the crowd, knocking into dancers and drinkers, feeling like I was the most obnoxious person on the ship.
Finally, I made it over to Hannah. She smiled broadly and threw her arms around me. I could smell a little alcohol on her breath, but she clearly wasn't drunk. She was just excited. She turned me so that I was looking at the guy. He was classically Hannah's type. Tall, a little goony, and looking like he was a bit shady. I knew she'd already found the guy she'd go back with. Hell, maybe she'd spotted him two days earlier.
"This is..." Hannah said, almost screaming over the noise of the music at the crowd. She raised her eyebrows. Clearly she didn't remember.
"Todd," the guy said, sort of pulling his chin back. He was wearing a black button-up shirt and his hair was slicked back. God, he was just her type. An asshole.
"Emma," I said, reaching forward to shake his hand. He didn't seem to notice, just furrowed his brow.
"What?" he asked.
"What?" I asked, unsure of what he was asking me.
"She said her name is Emma! She's my best friend. We came on the trip together," Hannah explained loudly. The man nodded disinterestedly.
"Cool," he said, and then took a sip of his beer.
"I'm glad you made it!" Hannah said, "I thought you'd changed your mind or something,"
"No I..." I started.
"Oh, but I was telling you about when I was in the Navy..." the guy said, suddenly interrupting. Hannah smiled awkwardly and turned towards the guy.
"Oh yeah, I'm sorry," she said, and the guy turned and started to whisper into Hannah's ear. She looked at me for a moment and then turned back to the guy. She giggled slightly and slapped his arm. Then she turned and started to say something into his ear. I couldn't hear. Instead, I stood awkwardly next to them, feeling out of place but not sure what to do.
I stayed with them for the next five minutes. Occasionally, Hannah would turn and say something to me. Usually it was to relay some inane comment from her man. The man seemed annoyed by my presence, but he was smart enough not to say anything. I tried not to get in the way, only making a comment every once in awhile, when it made actual sense to do it. But eventually, my comments grew fewer and farther between. Hannah shifted in her chair, her knees turning towards Todd, biting her lip. After awhile, she wasn't turning to look at me anymore. She stared mooningly at Todd, or swatted his arm playfully. I took too long, but eventually, I took the hint.
"Hey," I said, sort of insinuating myself in between them. The guy looked annoyed, "I am going to go find someone to dance with," I said. Hannah looked at me, knowing I never voluntarily went to dance. She furrowed her brows.
"I didn't mean to..." she started.
"It's cool," I interrupted, "this is why we are here, right?" I said as convincingly as I could. Hannah smiled at me and mouthed 'thanks.' She turned back to the guy, who looked gratified that I was leaving. I took one last glance at the happy couple, and then turned and walked away.
I moved quickly, heading out across the crowded dance floor. I pushed through people more harshly than I did before, trying to get quickly to the other side of the room. I started to move towards the far wall, but instead, I turned and made my way out towards the door. It wasn't really a plan, but before I realized it, I was back outside of the club.
It was only when I got outside, away from the thump of the music and the press of the people, that I realized what I was doing. And what I was feeling. My chest was tight and my eyes stung. The sensation was so unexpected that for a moment, I really couldn't place it. I wondered, briefly, if I was having some sort of panic attack, but I couldn't explain why that would be. At the same time, my mind kept turning back, going over what had happened at the bar.
And what had happened at the bar? Hannah had found a man before me and, not so subtly, told me to get lost. I mean it wasn't like this was some sort of new experience. It had been to bars with Hannah before. She was bolder than me, she almost always found someone before I did. And then I got out of her hair. Sometimes, I would find a guy too. Sometimes I wouldn't. That usually didn't bother me, I mean it was like I said. That was why we went.
But this time...something felt different. As I walked away from the club, I could see Hannah and Todd in my mind's eye. See them leaning into one another, giggling, and flirting. And I came to the sudden, unpleasant, realization that I was jealous! Not that I wanted Todd! God, no. I very rarely wanted the guys that Hannah got with. Not that the guys I got with were much better. But I was jealous of the particular guy. It was something else.
In a flood, the anxiety that had slipped away on the second day all came flooding back. I suddenly realized who I was, where I was, and what I was doing. Here it was, the last night of my honeymoon, and my 'spouse' was about to get laid more than me. I already knew that I was too high strung tonight to find anyone of my own. It just wasn't going to happen. And so here I was, facing again the prospect that I was over 30, alone, and no where close to where I wanted to be in my life. Suddenly, the whole trip seemed like a two-week long exercise in denial. I'd thrown myself into the dubious 'fun' of the cruise, because I couldn't face the fact that this was all so...pathetic. And now I was returning to the real world and I was getting miserable knowing I was about to be miserable.
And I was jealous of Hannah. Because she clearly wasn't having the same problems I was having. If nothing else, she had figured out how to hang onto this vacation for the last night. She was going to be with someone. At least for one night, she wasn't going to be lonely. And, I was jealous of that. I was so jealous that my eyes burned and my chest clenched.
I was embarrassed by the force of what I was feeling. It seemed pathetic to get jealous of Hannah's ability to have a one night stand. If that was my standard for a fulfilling night... I turned away from the club and walked quickly towards the door. Soon, I was standing outside, leaning against the railing, taking deep breaths and trying to control myself. The real world was hurtling at me, I could almost see it across the dark expanse of the ocean. I needed to calm down, accept where my life was at, at least for the night. I stood, gulping the air, for a long time, slowing bringing my heart rate down. Then I stared of into the distance, not thinking about or doing anything. Avoiding everything.
"Emma, right?" a voice said, shaking me from my trance. I blinked several times and then turned my head towards the sound, dazed. Slowly, my eyes came back into focus, and I found myself looking at a somewhat familiar, older face. It took me a second to place it, then I realized what it was. It was the man...the guy from our table at dinner the first night.
"Andrew, right?" I said, after a long pause. The man smiled benevolently.
"Andy, please," He said.
"Nice to see you," I said, and I pushed away from the railing, turning to face Andy. I hoped I didn't look as bedraggled as I felt. It was embarrassing.
"Did you enjoy your trip?" he asked.
"Yeah, it was nice," I said, but I don't know if it sounded convincing. He nodded, "And you?"
"Well, I can't complain," the man said.
"You aren't trying hard enough," I said wryly. I though the joke was sort of bad, I'd just been trying to sound normal, but Andy laughed.
"Things could always be...a little better," he said, "For instance. I was feeling a little cooped up in my room. Long cruise does that to me. Claustrophobia. So I am taking a walk, trying to clear my head."
"Yeah. I was in the club," I said, "It really wasn't my scene."
"Well, care to join me for a walk?" he asked. The cloud sort of floating around me lifted slightly. A walk. And a conversation. That actually sounded pretty nice. I smiled despite myself. Andy had a soothing energy.
"Lead on," I said. The man gestured forward and we began to stroll.
It was a beautiful night for a walk. The moon was full, the stars were all out. There was a slight breeze, and the air smelled fresh and clean. And, I was gratified to find, the company was excellent. Andy was a true gentleman. He spoke about his trip, telling the most amusing anecdotes with impeccable comic timing. But more importantly than that, he was an excellent listener. I told my own stories about the trip, and about my life, and he listened. He asked insightful questions and offering incisive commentary. It was an adult conversation, and I almost felt flattered to have be included in it (despite the fact that there were only two of us). After three laps around the ship, I felt as though I could count Andy as a friend.
Eventually, Andy pulled himself to a stop. He made some comment about his creaky knee giving him trouble, but we kept talking. "And that was when I realized that it wasn't my briefcase. It turns out, I was a thief!" he said, finishing a story about a job interview twenty years earlier that had gone awry and I laughed along with him.
"Oh my God, and you'd already called to tell your wife that you'd gotten the job! What did she think?" I asked, leaning back against the railing. Andy's smile faltered slightly and he shrugged.
"Ah well, the rest of the story isn't as funny," he said and I immediately felt awkward. I tried t change the subject.
"You know, I wasn't really feeling well when your wife told the story of how you all got together, how'd it go again?" I asked. Andy sighed again.
"That's really more of my wife's story," he said, I assumed with modesty. Like she told it better.
"Still," I said, "It was a romantic story. A passionate story."
"It certainly was that," Andy said sharply. I sensed a slight change in his demeanor, and I wondered what I'd done wrong.
"I have always loved stories like that is all, romantic love stories," I said, accidentally tapping into the yearning I'd put off when I'd started my walk. Andy rolled his eyes slightly and shrugged his shoulders.
"I don't want to talk about my wife," he said simply.
"Oh," I said, not sure what that meant. I hadn't thought I was pushing buttons. He didn't say anything for a long while.
"My stateroom is right through the door," he said quietly, "If you'd like to come in." Suddenly, I felt my pulse begin to race, and my eyes dropped away from Andy's face. Of course, I understood what he was saying. His discomfort with the story suddenly made a lot more sense. Still, I tried to give the benefit of the doubt.
"It'll be hard not to talk about your wife when I say hello to her," I said hopefully.
"She is at the casino. She'll be there a few hours," he explained and my stomach finally dropped into my feet. Andy looked at me with his kind grey eyes, waiting for my response. I won't pretend that, in that moment, I wasn't tempted. If Hannah had a type that was a sort of douchey bro, I had a daddy fixation. I always had. Andy was a good looking older man. Tall, strong, in excellent shape. And it had been such a long time for me. Since I'd done anything. And I was so desperately lonely. I was more than tempted. I was desperate to follow Andy into his room. To fall down on his bed. To not be alone for this one night. But there was one thing that was stuck in my head. One thing that, at one point in time, might not have meant as much to me (I am ashamed to say), but recently, it had become...so much more important.
"But you're married," I said in a small voice. I didn't even think to say I was married. Because I really wasn't. Andy was married. That one fact kept running around and around in my mind. Nothing else could stick. Andy didn't seemed fazed.
"We are all adults. You will be gone before she gets back," he said, not exactly a romantic sentiment. But there was more than that. I thought back to that first night.
"But what about...a lifelong promise? A beautiful institution?" I asked. I wasn't (just) trying to bring up Andy's hypocrisy at this moment. In fact, that was barely registering in my mind. I was thinking about the sentiment he'd shared on marriage, the beaut of his romance with his wife. I'd been so...insanely jealous of it. What was he saying now? How did those two things make sense.
"Look," Andy said, "I won't blow smoke at you. There isn't anything in this life that is perfect. My wife and I have a good story. She was dating her high school sweetheart. I saw her at a football game at Dartmouth, and I swept her off her feet. Her boyfriend found out, picked a fight, and I knocked him out. And we rode the fun of that right into the church. And I loved her...passionately. But you can't keep that level of excitement up forever. Marriage is a promise. And I am staying in my marriage because that is what my wife wants, and I owe her that for our children. But let's not the two of us pretend that I am still a head-over-heels kid. It doesn't work that way. I only feel passion for one woman right now," And with that, Andy leaned in towards me. I was too shocked by his words to move, to surprised to react when I felt his lips press against mine. I let him kiss me. My mind was reeling. More thoughts than I knew I could hold at one time ripped through my mind.
"Come with me," he said, his hand around on the back of my neck. I felt his other hand taking mine, pulling me forward. And then, I was moving.
* * * * *
"Jesus Em, are you alright?" Hannah asked. I was surprised, and elated, to find that she was still at the club. Still sitting at the bar talking to Todd. I later found out that he was waiting for his buddy to leave his state room so that he and Hannah could have it.
"Come on, I need to talk to you, outside," I spat quickly. I know that my hair was wild and my eyes were wide. I'd sprinted across the ship and then through the crowd in the club. An idea...an indescribable idea, was so heavy on me that I needed to get it to Hannah immediately. I needed to share it with her before I lost the words to say it.
"Can it wait?" she asked, tilting her head slightly to a furious Todd.
"No," was all I could say. Hannah looked at me, her eyebrows raised.
"Are you seriously cock-blocking me right now Em?" she whispered fiercely.
"You need to hear this," I said, my voice catching in my throat. Hannah looked at me, and then, briefly, looked back at Todd. I wonder if she could sense how much hung on her decision at that moment. But in a moment, she was nodding.
"Okay Em, lead the way," she said. She turned and said something to Todd, but I was already moving through the crowd. I could hear him swear loudly. I didn't care. Soon, I was outside of the club. I walked away from the crowd, moving out the door toward a bench on the deck. I was so nervous, I couldn't look back. I had to trust that Hannah was behind me. As I turned and sat, I saw her already caught up, sitting down next to me, looking concerned. My chest was tight and my hands were sweating. I felt like I did when I took public speaking in college. A nervousness that almost crippled me.
"Em, did something bad happen? Are you okay?" Hannah asked, concerned. I smiled nervously.
"I'm fine," I croaked out. Hannah took a breath and nodded. My mouth opened as I looked at Hannah, but no noise came out. In some ways, it was like I was seeing her for the first time. Every curve of her body, every strand of her hair, I soaked her all in; I was unable to do anything else. Hannah's eyebrows furrowed.
"Em, did you pull me away from a hot guy to tell me that you are fine?" she asked, her voice loaded with the threat of annoyance if I didn't answer correctly. I shook my head.
"No," was all I could manage to say. Hannah laughed a little and crossed her arms in front of her chest.
"Well...?" she asked. I took a deep breath. There was a long pause. Ever since I'd left Andy, run away from him really, I'd been churning ideas through my mind. But they were all confused and jumbled. Now, looking at Hannah, I couldn't put them in order. I didn't even really know what it was I wanted to say. It was more a feeling than an idea.
"Hey, Em...its okay. Just say it," Hannah said, reaching across the bench and taking my hand. My eyes stayed on Hannah's, and I felt calmer. I felt my thoughts order themselves I breathed again. And suddenly, just like that, I knew exactly what I wanted to say. It was like...I had these ideas in my head forever, refined and perfect with time, and I had just realized it for the first time. They'd been sitting here, waiting for me to realize I needed them.
"Hannah, you know how we have been joking about our fake marriage?" I asked. Hannah smiled and shrugged her shoulders.
"Sure," she said. I felt my heart stop as the next words began to pour out of my mouth. I knew that once they were out, they'd change everything. But I also knew I couldn't hold them back.
"Why does it have to be fake?" I asked, my mouth instantly dry. Hannah didn't react, beyond squinting slightly/
"I don't understand," she said, after a pause. But I knew she understood, sort of. She just couldn't process it. I had to lead her there.
"Why do we just assume our marriage is going to end when you get a job or find a boyfriend? Why do you want to find a boyfriend? Why isn't this our marriage?" I asked, the words confused because the idea was so strange. Hannah laughed a little.
"Is this a joke, Em? Are you okay?" The fact that she asked both questions showed me she knew I was serious.
"Hannah, I realized tonight that I want to be married to you," I said. Saying the words made it feel like a weight had been taken off of my shoulders. That was the realization I'd had, listening to Andy dishonor his wedding vows.
"Em, we don't love each other," Hannah said incredulously, "This is so weird. Are you okay?"
"You're saying you don't love me?" I asked, my turn to be incredulous. Hannah sighed and shrugged.
"You know what I mean, Em. Not like that," Hannah said. I could feel her hands trembling on mine. I wondered what she was thinking. For the first time in a long time, I knew what I was thinking.
"What way is that way?" I asked.
"You know Em, don't be...come on, you know. Romantically," Hannah said, exasperated. She pulled her hand away from me and turned her head out towards sea. I wasn't upset. I knew this would be hard. But I knew what I had to say. If I could say it all, and Hannah still didn't understand...well, that would say it all.
"I didn't know you cared all that much about romance," I said and Hannah snorted.
"I know, but I care about it some! And I know you do too. We aren't lovers, Em!"
"I care about romance, I really do. But that is what I realized today. Tonight, really Hannah."
"What? I don't understand. I am so confused right now. Are you okay?" Hannah sounded almost frantic, like she was trying to avoid whatever it was I was going to say. I took a deep breath and tried to explain to Hannah exactly what it was...the epiphany I'd had.



"I care about romance Hannah. I watch all the romantic movies and I cry at the end. I like love songs. Those stories...they mean something to me. I always, since I was a little girl, I've wanted to be in those stories. I wanted to be Cinderella. I hated my family and I wanted some strong jawed man I'd never met before to come and take me away from everything. I wanted to be Belle and heal some wounded man with my love. I wanted to be Snow White and have a man save me with his love. I wanted all of those men to be the same person. And I wanted passion."
"You deserve all those things, Em," Hannah said softly, "You deserve the things you want."
"But what did I want, Hannah? I've been in passionate relationships before. I've had that romantic feeling before. Remember when I was dating Daniel and he was terrible, and then Ed came in and he just swept me off my feet? That was the most romantic thing that ever happened to me and I loved it. But what happened?"
"Don't bring that up, how would you know that Ed was such an ass or that he wasn't over that skank bit..."
"I should've known!' I said, "I jump into these volatile situations because they are exciting. But volatility is...unstable. That's all it is. I search for these...great stories...But we never learn what happens to Snow White when her prince gets her. They live 'happily ever after' but that can't be true. How can something so...crazy lead to anything secure?
"Em, this is..." but I was on a roll, I needed to say this.
"And I had fun in those situations. For a little while. Until the craziness that had been fun turned on me. Until it became sour. And then I was just miserable and lonely.And then it started up again. Another moment of excitement with months of disappointment. Do you know when I am happy, Hannah? You know the only time that I am ever happy?"
"No," Hannah said, but it wasn't convincing.
"I am happy when I am with you. I am happy when we are watching TV. Or cooking dinner. Or bullshitting about our days. Or making fun of celebrities. If someone asked me to do one thing for the rest of my life, it would be to hang out with you. Don't you feel the same?" I asked. I was warming to what I was saying. Every word sounded more and more convincing. But Hannah was shaking her head.
"So we settle, Em? Are we that pathetic. No one can stand us, so we might as well be married?" She asked. I shook my head.
"Who is settling? Settling is looking at the life someone else tells us we are supposed to have and then trying to fit our real lives into that crazy mold! Why should I be with someone I love less than you?" I saw the gears working in Hannah's mind. She was scared. She was nervous. She didn't know where this was going. But she had to feel the truth. I knew her too well, our minds were too, for lack of a better word, wedded already. She had to see what I was seeing.
"Em, I really do love you. And you're right...I want to be with you more than anyone else. But doesn't there have to be something more than that? I mean what about that spark... We don't have that..." I had thought of that as well. And struggled with it. But I understood it now.
"The movies...or society...or whatever...they tell us that we get passion first, and then that develops into a connection. But passion...that's based on circumstance, Hannah. Its finding someone new and liking something new. Or doing something you shouldn't be doing. A connection is real. A connection is timeless. Why wouldn't it make more sense to find a person that you really connect with...a person you can't be without. And then, when you find that person, then you see...you see if there is passion there. You see if there is romance there? We are already bound together forever Hannah. What else could even be close to as important?"
"Em..." Hannah said. But suddenly, an idea bloomed in my mind. I hadn't been planning it. I hadn't really been planning anything, I was far to manic and confused for that. But it was so clear. It was the only thing to do. It was a test. But a test I already knew we would pass. Something to show Hannah.
"Look, Hannah..." I started.
"No, Em, listen. This is important..."
"Hannah," I interrupted her interrupting me, "Shut up." And then, my body just...acted. My hands darted out, more deftly than I ever could if I'd been in control of myself. Suddenly, my fingers were slipping through her hair and I could feel my palm graze across her cheek and her ear. Soon, my hands were firmly, but gently, cradling Hannah's head and neck. I was holding her in place. I saw a look of confusion and maybe something approaching alarm in her eyes, but my own eyes were closing and my head was lean in towards Hannah's. My mind was totally blank, like I'd overwhelmed my rational mind.
"Em...," I heard Hannah squeak softly just as my head tilted to the side and my lips pressed forcefully into Hannah's. For a brief second, all I could feel was the soft warmth of Hannah's lips, they were dense and smooth. It was mechanical. And for that instant, a pang of panicked remorse pierced deeply into my heart. What the fuck was I doing? What sort of hell was I wreaking in the only relationship in my life that worked?
And just as I was about to release Hannah's neck and turn to run, crying down the deck of the ship, I felt Hannah's hands rise up at her sides, moving quickly like she could sense I was about to flee. Her delicate fingers wrapped softly around my wrists. She was incredibly gentle, but somehow, she locked me in place. My fear dissipated instantly, I could sense her soothing touch emanating out, through my body.
Then, I felt it. Just as sure as I'd ever felt anything before. There was the slightest movement of Hannah's lips against my own, nothing more that a twitch. But that twitch reverberated throughout my body. An electrical current, like I'd tasted lightning, rocketed through me. My breath caught in my throat and my heart double-beat its way into the back of my throat. I felt Hannah's lips move more, I could feel them drawing tightly together, clasping perfectly around my own. Layered on top of one another. Her lip, then mine, hers again, and mine. Locked together as though they were built to be together. My muscles went limp and I heard a strange noise and I didn't know if it came from my throat or from Hannah's.
Hannah's lips now parted slightly and I felt the wet heat of her tongue moving swiftly across the tight crack of my lips. Desperately, my own lips parted and my tongue receded, ready. Hannah sensed my movement and the wet tip of her tongue pressed between my hungry lips and poured across my teeth. It was...exactly right. Her tongue didn't tentatively drag across my lips. But it didn't flood into me, coating my tongue with her. Instead, she entered me gently, and I felt the pleasant thickness of her tongue between my lips and the heat of it against my teeth. My tongue rushed to meet her, feeling her rough, slippery texture and tasting her sweet flavor. Our tongues danced together, choreographed perfectly, each movement I made matched exactly by one from Hannah. I could feel her hot, sweet breath against my face and I could smell the scent of her perfume, titillating but never clouding.
But the physical sensation, while incredible, was really less than half of what I was experiencing. Even if you could feel Hannah's soft lips melting into mine and you could sense her tongue gently pulsing into mine, you wouldn't be able to understand what happened to me, that moment, on the ship. I couldn't even really feel Hannah there anymore. No, that isn't right. She was there. She was more than there. I felt like...Like I couldn't feel her hands anymore because they'd melted into mine. I couldn't feel her tongue anymore because it had become a part of me. She was breathing out, and I was breathing her right in. That electrical spark...it had started something. A chemical reaction or a...fusion. A torch had flared inside of me and, in half a moment, I had be welded to Hannah. Something had shifted, as simple as turning on a switch and as profound as changing my life.
Finally, I felt Hannah pull away. I felt her tongue slip between my lips (and I whimpered slightly). She pulled her head back slightly and for a moment, the connection seemed to be lost and a just the razor edge of my panic seemed to be climbing on me again. My eyes fluttered open. Hannah's own eyes almond-shaped greeted me. They were wide and sparkling. They were familiar, of course. The same eyes I'd seen a thousand times. But there was something else too. I don't know, its hard to explain. I could see behind her irises. I could feel the same fire that had was burning in me...I could feel it just the same inside of her. We paused for a moment, looking at one another and both feeling the same bizarre combination of confusion and understanding. The barest hint of a smile appeared on Hannah's face.
"Come on," she said, quickly standing up next to the bench and grasping her hand, now very tight, around my wrist. She jerked me roughly up to my feet, "Let's go!" she said. And before I had a chance to react, Hannah was running, jerking me away. I let out a surprised yelp, but quickly gained my feet. Hannah had no interest in waiting for me. My feet thundered flat on the deck as I ran to keep up with her.
Hannah never slowed down. In fact, she grew faster and faster as we moved our way through the ship. I trusted Hannah implicitly, letting her guide me wherever she would. We darted up and down stairways, through doors, and across crowded rooms. Hannah darted easily between people, dragging me wildly behind her. After a while, I found myself laughing hysterically as terrified guests jumped out of our way or got gently bumped aside. I could hear Hannah cackling as well. Crew members yelled at us to stop, or to slow down, or something. I don't know and we didn't care. I'd never felt so light in my life, it was like we were floating across the ship.
I was totally disoriented and not even sure what I was thinking. But in a few minutes, Hannah had navigated us easily back to our cabin. She opened the door and we essentially tumbled inside, landing in a pile on the small open area of the floor We were both laughing hysterically and panting to get our breath back. Our bodies and our limbs were tangled together and I could feel the Hannah's head on me. Neither of us wanted to wait until we caught our breath and regained our sanity. We sensed that our fire had to be tended, or it would go out.
"Is this really happening Em?" Hannah asked, brushing her hand across my face to get the hair out of my eyes. I kissed her fingers as they moved by.
"I hope so," I said. And I guess that Hannah took that as a signal. Her hands moved to my dress and I could feel her fingers finding the the zipper. I did the same, clawing at her clothing and trying to get it off. I am sure that I'd seen most of Hannah's body at one time or another, but now I was ravenous. I was desperate to look at her, and to feel the heat of her body pressing against mine.
I had the notion later that we looked a little bit like a melee scene in a cartoon. A giant cloud of spinning dust with dresses and bras and arms and legs flying everywhere. But at the time, all I could think was getting Hannah out of her clothes as fast as possible. I know I heard fabric tear and I didn't know if it was her or if it was me and I didn't care. I occasionally felt Hannah's lips against my skin and I dragged my own tongue against her flesh when I felt it. In a matter of moments, Hannah and I were both sitting on the floor of the cabin, wearing nothing but our panties (we both understood, without saying, that that final step would require delicacy).
But even with her bright red panties still on, Hannah's mostly bare body was still a delectable sight to behold. Her slender frame with her long legs and her perky, little breasts. She had the delicacy of a dancer, but a raw physical charisma that was somehow powerful. I could feel her eyes moving over me, taking in my warmer curves and more compact frame. For once in my life, I felt sexy as someone looked at me.
As I was looking at her, Hannah rose up to her full height, moving languidly off the floor. It was like she was actively controlling each strand of muscle, every inch of skin. She knew exactly what she was doing. I felt my mouth water for her and I'd never even realized how beautiful I'd found her before. She sat down daintily on the edge of the bed.
"I need to see all of you," she said huskily and she bit her lower lip. It was not a request or even a demand. It was a statement of fact. I felt my heart flutter as I looked down at my own black panties. It was, of course, a fair request for me to go first. This was my idea. Still, I waited for something. Something I was surprised never came. Fear.
"I don't mind if you see me," I said, almost confused, then corrected myself, "More than that. I want you to see me." This was an experience I'd never had before. Exposing myself to a new lover for the first time, even someone who knew about my body, was always fraught. Hannah had never seen me completely before. But we'd talked about it before. She knew I was always waxed bare, for instance. She knew I rubbed lotion on myself every day to keep my skin soft. She knew that I'd had a bilateral orchiectomy five years earlier (that is, the removal of two...unwanted growths), but that I still had, and would always have, what I sometimes tried to call my "clit." Of course, it was long and thick for a clit, about as long as my middle finger and twice as wide. The place where I used to keep my balls had shriveled slightly, but it was still there a little bit, different than a clit. And there was no pussy beneath it. Still, it was my clit, and I wanted to Hannah to see it.
I rose up quickly onto my knees. Even as I was moving, I was hooking my fingers into my panties. I wasn't just willing to show Hannah, I was desperate to do it. I pulled down quickly and my big, soft clit (which had come loose during our run), tumbled out into the open air. It rarely got hard, except when I spent a lot of time working on it. But it could still bring me pleasure and, I hoped, Hannah would like it too.
"You're beautiful Em, my god," she said, awe in her voice, as her eyes moved up and down my body. I felt no instinct, as I normally did, to deflect this compliment. I didn't try to cover myself. I felt instead a strange pride at Hannah's words, but I guess that isn't strange. That is what you should feel when someone compliments you, right? Still, for me, it was new.
"Thank you Hannah. Now I need to see you," I responded and I felt a chill run through my body. I knew as much about Hannah as she knew about me, even if I'd never seen her before either. And so I wasn't surprised that, as her hips lifted up off of the bed and her panties started to roll down away from her. Hannah wore incredibly tight, panties that she ordered special, to help her with her tuck. She needed it.
I'd once asked Hannah why she'd never had any kind of bottom surgery at all (beyond laser hair removal, which didn't count). She had said that her cock was an absolute work of art. She didn't really want it, but she joked that you don't throw out a Picasso just because you like Da Vinci more. I knew that this was a deflection. Hannah couldn't explain why she felt just as feminine with her cock fully intact, but she just did.
And God, at that moment, I was glad she felt that way. Hannah's heavy cock poured out of her panties, still soft and somewhat pinched by her panties. But I could immediately see she had only been half joking. Her cock was perfect. Smooth, even skin, long, thick. She had two perfectly proportioned balls in a smooth, taut sack. It was big, looking almost fake on Hannah's slender frame. But it was beautiful. A pink, circumcised tip the same color as Hannah's teardrop nipples and not a single unsightly bulge or vein. It made my mouth water.
"Jesus Hannah, you're a goddess," I said without a hint of irony. I couldn't believe I said it. But I actually meant it. Hannah blushed, deeply and mumbled something I couldn't understand. I knew it wasn't even words. We looked at each other for a moment, admiring our bodies and the fearlessness with which we were able to be together. I'd never felt so comfortable without my clothes on. No even alone. I could have lived in that moment forever. But then Hannah's eyes rose and she looked directly at me.
"Please Em, come to me," she said to me, just above a whisper. And once again, my body acted without me. I rose quickly from my knees, my panties slipping down off my leg, and across the distance separating us in two quick steps. Hannah spread her arms and her legs as I moved towards her and began to pitch back onto the bed as we embraced. With a slightly embarrassing amount of force, I found myself piled on top of Hannah on the bed.
Our lips found one another instantly. There was no surprise or even a hint of tentativeness now. My mouth opened and my eyes closed. I felt Hannah's tongue against my lips, felt her breath against my cheek. Soon, her tongue was probing deeply inside of me, I felt the pleasing, wet thickness of her against my teeth and my gums. I kissed back, more forcefully than before, probing into Hannah's mouth and tasting her sweetness.
As overwhelming as the kiss was, it was only a fraction of the sensation I was feeling, everything else so new and exciting. The warmth of Hannah's body seemed to flow through me. Her arms were wrapped around me. I could feel one across my waist, pulling me in tight. The other was snaked up my back, her palm against the back of my neck and her fingers playing in my hair. Our legs were tangled together, her silky skin gliding effortless against my own.
There was no daylight between us. I felt my breast, so sensitive from the electricity that was flowing around the room, pressed tightly against Hannah's. I could feel the soft flesh contrasted by her hardened nipples. My nipples pressed into her flesh as well. Every slight movement of our bodies sent shivers down my spine. I groaned into Hannah's mount, tingling all over.
Our bellies were flat together as well, Hannah's heat seemed to grow from there. Or maybe it was lower. Hannah's back was arched slightly, so not only were our breasts lined together, but also our cocks. I could feel my soft clit pressing against the warm flesh of Hannah's cock. I could feel her heavy balls against my skin. As we kissed and ground together, I could feel Hannah growing. I could feel the blood returning to her. I could feel her growing harder and harder with each passing second. And it made me grind harder, increasing the pressure and the pleasure of my soft clit rubbing against her stiffening shaft. Hannah was grinding as well, feeling the resistance of my body against her. Our kisses grew faster, more intense and we both moaned together.
Soon Hannah was fully erect, and I was shocked by how big and how thick she felt against me. I wondered what she wanted to do with it. I was willing to do anything she asked. But as I opened my eyes and pulled away from our kiss to ask her, Hannah suddenly wrapped her arms more tightly around me and rolled. I let out a surprised yelp, and then giggled. In a moment, we had flipped positions. I was on my back, loving the feel of Hannah's weight on top of me. I could feel the hard tip of her cock pressed against my thigh and I desperately wanted to pull her in. But I felt Hannah pulling back, moving away from me. I groaned, trying to hold her with my arms.
"No," I begged softly.
"I have an idea," she responded, her voice husky. She leaned forward, her eyes sparkling, and she kissed my nose. At the same time, I felt her body begin to slide down over mine. She moved quickly, but not rushed. As Hannah moved, she kissed my lips, and then my chin, and moved her way down my throat. It felt like she was leaving a trail of fire, and I arched my back into her, moaning and tingling. Her nipples and her hair trailed across my skin as well, causing my back to arch. Soon, Hannah's lips were moving between my small breasts. She paused for half a second, and her head turned to the side. I gasped as she took my nipple into her mouth. I felt her tongue swirled around on my hard nipple, the sensation instantly rushing to my brain and making me feel weak. I cried out as her lips moved from my nipple, between my breasts again, and then over to my other breast. Once again, she sucked on me gently, the sensation adding to the previous touch, making it more intense.



But it didn't last. And felt like crying as Hannah resumed her relentless march down my body. Her kisses pressed against my bellybutton and down towards my big clit. I felt my heart fluttering in excitement as I felt her hair move across my cock. And then her lips... Oh they came so close, kissing the skin just above my soft clit. Paused for a second, and then her head moved to the side, kissing down just next to it, moving lower and lower. My body trembled, I desperately wanted her to take my aching clit into her beautiful lips. But there was another sensation instead.
I felt Hannah's hands on my legs then, sort of under my knees. Then she pushed them up and back. My knees bent and my legs spread. She pulled me forward and then settled me down. My feet were now flat on the bed, my knees in the air, my back flat on the mattress. I sat up slightly now, propping myself up by my elbows and looking down between over my breasts and between my legs. Hannah's face was now framed between my knees and I saw my soft cock, pointing towards her mouth. Hannah looked up at me with needful eyes and she licked her lips as she looked back at me. She slipped off the bed at some point and was on her knees on the floor. My feet, on the bed, were right on the edge of the mattress, right in front of Hannah.
"Such a pretty little clit," Hannah whispered, "such a tight little 'pussy'" And the air caught in my throat. Hannah closed her eyes and began to lean towards me. I still wasn't breathing. And then, all at once, I tried to suck in every ounce of air in the room and my eyes clamped closed. Every muscle in my body tensed to the point of shaking. The thousands of little nerves around my tight little asshole lit up like a Christmas tree.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned, my voice thick. Hannah tongue had pressed ever-so-gently against my asshole. It was wet and warm and somehow more than the sum of its physical presence. It was like Hannah's tongue had been made for me. Pure pleasure as the tentative tip of Hannah's tongue moved slowly around the gently folds and ridges of my asshole. Instinctively, I pushed my hips down slightly, pressing my asshole more firmly against Hannah's tongue
I heard Hannah moan slightly my eyes fluttered opened. I could see the top of Hannah's face, her eyes looking up at me. My soft cock was resting against Hannah's nose (making her look incredibly dirty. And sexy). She was still moaning, but she was moving faster now. Her tongue was soft and wet against me. I could feel it lapping up and down against my asshole. Her tongue was wild and messy and soon the skin of my ass was wet and sticky with her saliva. Then Hannah's tongue grew rigid and I could feel her pressing . I gasped as her tongue pushed into me. Not deeply, but enough to open me up, to go a little inside of me. And get me wet all over.
"You taste so good," Hannah said, and I could feel her lips tickling against my asshole, "Almost a shame to leave." She said. And I felt her move away slightly. I whimpered and bounced my hips slightly as the warm, enveloping sensation of Hannah's tongue left me. I desperately wanted it back.
"Please Hannah, I..." I began, but before I could say more a strange sort of strange, high-pitched groan poured out of my throat. Hannah had pulled her head back slightly, letting my soft clit slip down off of her nose and against her lips. At the same moment, she'd opened her mouth and taken the tip of my penis into her mouth.
And the second I entered her, Hannah was relentless, swirling her tongue around the sensitive tip of my penis. I groaned louder and Hannah looked up at me with mischief in her eyes. I felt pressure on the tip of my penis. It wasn't painful, but it was intense. After a moment, I realized was Hannah was doing. She was actually sucking on my penis. The soft flesh of my big "clit" was pulling in between Hannah's warm, wet lips The whole time, Hannah's tongue was moving around wildly, coating me in her saliva and lubricating me. She slurped me into her mouth, wet and dirty.
In a matter of moments, I could feel Hannah's nose pressing into my belly. Her mouth was tight around the base of my cock, her tongue was pressing tight into my urethra, and I could feel the tip pressing into the back of her throat. Her mouth was incredibly tight and hot around me. And my eyes rolled back in my head. My nipples ached to be squeezed, but propped up on my elbows, my fingers couldn't reach. I wanted to taste my own nipples, and to suck them into my mouth the same as Hannah had sucked in my penis. But I couldn't. Instead, I writhed in the painful pleasure of the denial. I kept my eyes on Hannah.
I had been so preoccupied by the sensation of Hannah's tongue undulating under my cock, that I didn't realize what else my friend was up to until I felt it. A dull, familiar discomfort, just on the edge of pain, a feeling that promised pleasure. I felt the tip of Hannah's finger pressing against my asshole. No, it was more than that. While Hannah had been sucking my soft cock into her mouth, she must've been swirling her finger around on my ass cheeks. It was now soaking wet and the tip of it had slipped all the way up the knuckle inside of me. Instinctively, my body closed around her finger tip, the nerves firing in the sensitive ring of my anus.
"Jesus Hannah," I groaned and looked down at her. Hannah's tongue was still caressing my cock, but she reacted to my voice. Her eyes flickered up and her lips smiled around my penis. She shook her head to the side, driving my cock deeper into her throat and making me groan again. I wanted more. I knew what I had to do.
I relaxed my asshole slightly, pushing out so that my body opened. Hannah was keeping a steady pressure and as I relaxed, her lubricated finger pressed further inside of me. She slipped in easily now, up to her second knuckle deep into my body. My body began to shake as the discomfort eased out, replaced by the familiar pleasure of Hannah's finger working deeper and deeper into my body. No. Familiar is the wrong word. I mean, it was familiar, in a way. It was not the first time someone had inserted a thin finger into my tight "pussy." But this was somehow more than that. I could feel every swell of Hannah's finger. I could sense every little ripple of Hannah's skin. I shuddered as Hannah's finger disappeared inside of me entirely. It felt like I was made to take her into me.
I am not sure how long we were like that. It was like I moved outside of time. I existed forever in that moment. I was propped up on my elbows, somehow, my whole body shaking. My nipples ached as my eyes peered out across my breasts and belly, to where Hannah knelt between my legs. My best friend's eyes were opened, and she was locked on me, staring at me with an intensity I'd never seen before. Her mouth was still wrapped around my cock, sucking it in and swirling her tongue around the soft flesh. And her finger was still undulating inside of me, massaging me in places I didn't even know was sore.
The end came suddenly. Well, not the end. The first foaming crest of the very first wave crashed suddenly onto the parched sand. But as it broke over me, I caught a glimpse of the sea rushing towards me. Wave after wave after wave, as infinite as the power of the moon. But, seeing that, knowing the limitless depths of pleasure that awaited me in the future, in no way stunted the sheer intensity of the orgasm that overtook me then. One moment, my toes were curling, my muscles were tensing and my throat was closing. And then next, just like that, everything burst. My hips bucked and my body trembled as the pleasure pounded into me. My eyelids closed, but I could still feel Hannah's beautiful irises on me as everything care in the world melted into oblivion.
I don't know how long I writhed on the bed, I don't know how loudly I moaned, I don't know how many times my tight asshole clenched around Hannah's loving finger. All I know is that, eventually, my eyes opened as I lay panting on the bed. As my vision returned to me, I saw Hannah there. There was a moment of confusion. My pleasure soaked mind could not connect my friend to the sensations I'd just experienced.. But there she was, my overly-sensitive clit was still propped in her mouth (I knew a small amount of liquid must've have dribbled, salty but sweet, into her willing mouth), and I felt her finger had slipped from my body.
Rapidly, as my mind cleared, the incongruousness of what I was seeing faded. There was no disconnect between what I felt and what I was seeing. She was just Hannah, my best friend and now, my lover. Maybe lover most of all. There was certainly something more than friendly affection in her eyes. And that was what I was struck with. The dirty vision of Hannah's thick, soft lips wrapped around my cock was alluring, But there was something about the strange combination of affection and desire in Hannah's eyes that was...primal. My body reacted.
I pulled back with my arms, gliding my ass across the bed, away from Hannah. My soft, wet cock slipped easily between Hannah's lips and I heard as the tip popped audibly from Hannah's beautiful lips. Hannah groaned slightly as I moved. But she seemed to sense my purpose, and now she was willing to follow my lead.
And I was ready to lead. Despite the fact that I'd just had an orgasm (and one so powerful that it normally would have knocked me on my back), I was just as ravenous as I had been before. Maybe more so. But before, where I'd desired desperately to feel pleasure, now I wanted nothing more than to give it. I sat up on the bed, then pulled back onto my knees. I grabbed Hannah and quickly, messily, pulled her up onto the bed with me. She giggled as she flopped onto the mattress, but I was all business.
My hands found Hannah, urging her into the position that I hadn't even realized that I'd seen in my mind's eye. Hannah was more than willing, her joints loose and her muscles willing. In a matter of moments, she was on her hands and knees in the center of the bed. Her hands her close together, squeezing her beautiful breasts together and out. But I was not in a position to see them, I was behind Hannah, my hand on the smooth, delicate skin of her ass. Her legs were spread somewhat wide and her cock hung down (and slightly forward), her lovely, big balls dangling on the shaft.
I placed my hands onto the flesh of Hannah's ass, letting my fingers sink in while I shook them. The firm muscles of my friend's as smacked together loudly and Hannah laughed. I laughed as well, but it was a cutting, almost devious noise. I didn't even recognize my own voice. It was like I was tapping into a part of me I didn't know existed. Hannah seemed to noticed it too. She turned her head over her shoulder, looking back at me.
"Em, are you okay?" she asked, scared but excited.
"I will be," I said. And then, I could control myself no longer. I pushed into Hannah's ass, spreading her cheeks apart. Hannah's hands pressed into the mattress, doing her part to hold herself clear. That allowed me to spread her completely, and I could see her little pink asshole staring back at me. My mouth watered.
I was strange, I suppose. I'd never felt this way about about someone before, so desperate to taste them that I couldn't hold back. In fact, the particular act I was preparing to do, I'd never done before. And even a few minutes ago, I would have been shocked by the thought. But I wasn't totally in control of myself. And I felt an intense...comfort with Hannah. I knew what she was thinking. I could feel her silently willing me on. I knew she wasn't judging me. I knew she wanted this too. She wanted something dirty and unprecedented, something to cement what was happening here.
The distance between me and Hannah disappeared in an instant. My felt my cheeks pressing against the soft skin of her ass, felt her trembling as my hair tickled across her skin. And then I felt the hot, dense kiss of Hannah's anus as the crinkled skin pressed, surprisingly, against my lips. I groaned as I pressed my lips more purposefully against my friend. My lips pressed, closed, against Hannah's asshole. I could feel my friend trembling, through this dense conduit.
But I wanted more than the feeling. I wanted to taste. Tentatively at first (because of a devious desire to tease, not because of fear), my lips parted. I kept them pressed against Hannah's asshole, but eventually, my lips parted enough that the thin edge of my tongue could slip between them. I heard Hannah gasp as the hot, wet press of my tongue met her willing anus. Her body trembled all over, and I squeezed my hands more firmly into her flesh, holding her in place.
More of my tongue poured from my lips, uncontrolled. I had just the slightest taste of Hannah's flesh, and the feeling of her body. It was not nearly enough. I needed more and my body would have reacted, even if my mind had resisted. My whole tongue poured from my mouth, and the salty flavor of Hannah's skin filled my mouth. I pressed my tongue, flat and soft, against Hannah's anus I could feel the delicate ridges and pleasing denseness of her body. My tongue began to lap, up and down across Hannah's anus, and as I did, I felt the ridges of my tastebuds touching on the smooth, warm skin on every side of Hannah's anus. The flavor was just as sweet and clean, but the flesh was less dense, creating a lovely contrast.
"Holy fuck Em," Hannah gasped as I felt her back arch, "Eat my ass, Jesus." She was trembling all over, but she wanted more. I was more than happy to oblige. Soon my cheeks were wet with saliva and Hannah's skin was supple and slick. I sensed, rather than saw, that Hannah still needed more. Despite the fact that her balance was precarious, I felt one of her hands rise from the bed. I knew that a moment later it was cupping her breasts, maybe squeezing gently on her nipples. At the same time, Hannah pushed her hips back, driving her ass into my face (and her balls into my chin).
I realized then that I needed more as well. My body moved quickly once again, naturally and on instinct. I just allowed myself to act. My right hand rose from my side and it reached between Hannah's beautiful, thin legs. I felt my fingers bump against Hannah's hard shaft and I heard her groan at my touch. I opened my hand and soon, I felt my palm press against Hannah's shaft, a thin sheen of hot skin above a rigid bar of flesh. My hand closed around Hannah's big shaft, my palm seemed to vibrate around her. In fact, my hold body felt like it was shaking. It felt so incredibly dirty to grasp my friend like this, while my tongue was still pressed in her ass.
As my tongue continued to work up and down on Hannah's anus, I began to work my hand in the same rhythm. I felt Hannah's iron-hard flesh move across my soft palm. I was thrilled by the sensation of it, making my mouth water onto Hannah's anus. But my grip was tight, I desperately wanted to feel her, and I felt the friction of her skin against mine. Hannah didn't object, but I knew that she could feel it. That just wouldn't do. This wasn't perfect. Yet.
My hand slipped down to the end of Hannah's shaft. I could feel the tip of her penis against the palm of my hand. I held it in place. At the same time, I began to move my tongue down. First, it moved smoothly against Hannah's wet anus, the naughty denseness now familiar, bu t no more exciting. But I didn't stop when I reached the bottom. I let my tongue move along the delicate line of flesh below Hannah's anus, drawing down so that I could feel the hardness of her shaft as it began below my tongue.
I stopped there for a minute as I heard Hannah panting and moaning. I could feel Hannah's big balls against my cheeks and, despite the fact that I'd had something particular in mind, I was easily distracted. My mouth watered at the thought of Hannah's balls. So big and yet so feminine. I turned my head to the side, breaking my lips open and searching desperately with my tongue. Soon, I felt the smooth, soft skin of Hannah's scrotum against my tongue. She tasted sweet and clean. I moved my lips closer, scooping her heavily ball up with my tongue. In a moment, Hannah's beautiful testicle popped into my mouth.
I sucked on it gently, feeling the smooth roundness of it against my cheek. Hannah's scrotum, pulled tight, felt smooth and almost glassy. Just below that I could feel the unbelievable denseness of Hannah's testicle. I moved my tongue around it lovingly bathing Hannah's ball with my tongue and tasting her flavor.
"Oh my god!" Hannah gasped, "I love that Em, don't ever stop!" Hannah begged. But I was already bound to move. Hannah cooed quietly as her ball moved from my lips, popping cold out into the air. But, because I wanted to give Hannah what she wanted, and, because I'd enjoyed it as well, I moved my lips to the other side of Hannah's shaft Soon, I found her other testicle and took it into my mouth. I repeated the same loving, bathing actions, tasting her flavor and feeling her smoothness. Hannah gasped and shuddered as I worked.
I could have stayed like that for the rest of the cruise. But soon my original purpose pulled on my mind. I had to act now. Once again, I let Hannah's testicle slip from my mouth. And then my lips returned to Hannah's shaft. I was more excited now. I could feel Hannah's cock pulsing and shaking against my lips. I knew she was excited as well.
Soon, my lips pressed against my fingers and I knew I'd climbed down Hannah's shaft, to her tip. I tilted my head to the side, dropping it down and keeping my lips against the shaft. I could feel the tip against my lips and I could feel Hannah's hips moving, she knew where I was going. I opened my lips and let my tongue slip out. I dragged my tongue against the tip of Hannah's penis and then, quickly, took that tip between my lips. I swirled my tongue around and heard Hannah groan with pleasure. A small amount of salty pre-cum had formed on the pink tip of Hannah's penis and now it was pressing against my tongue. I swallowed it down, moaning at the naughty flavor of it.
But I didn't have any time to savor. As my tongue moved on Hannah's shaft, she grew impatient. Or maybe it wasn't that. Maybe it was just instinct. She didn't speak or urge me forward. She just started to drop her hips, driving her cock down. I felt it slip between my lips and press into the inside of my cheek.
Instantly, I reacted. I wanted to give Hannah exactly what she wanted. Whatever she wanted. I quickly turned my body, keeping my tongue on Hannah's soft, glassy tip in my mouth. More precum dribbled into my mouth as I rolled my body over and dropped onto my back on the bed. I was now laying between Hannah's legs, my head pointing up towards Hannah's breasts, my feet pointing down the same direction as hers. I was bent slightly at the waist, so that I could keep Hannah's cock in my mouth. It was a slightly uncomfortable position, but Hannah's naturally reaction quickly got me into a more comfortable position.
Her hips drove down against and now, lined up more cleanly, Hannah's cock didn't drive into the side of my cheek. Instead, it drove simply down into my throat. I dropped back onto the bed, letting Hannah's lower belly press against my nose driving my head into the bed. Her balls were against my chin. Hannah's legs spread wider, so she could get low. This was not the first cock I'd ever sucked, and I was comfortable taking Hannah's hard penis into me. But I was so excited, that it was more easy than usual, somehow. I felt the shaft press through my lips and across my tongue. I could feel her urethra pulsating against my tongue. Soon, felt the hard tip pressing into the back of my throat. I didn't gag, despite Hannah's size. I just felt my throat close around her, holding her in place.
Hannah was too close now for delicacy. I remained frozen on the bed, my mouth open. But Hannah was active. Her hips rose and fell rapidly. Her cock slipped in and out of my mouth, driving into the back of my throat. I could hear her panting and I could feel her muscles contracting against my body. I was not totally passive. My left had hand dropped down to my breasts, finally granting them relief as I twisted and pinched on my nipples. At the same time, my right had had dropped down to my soft cock. I squeezed my soft flesh, contrasting it with the iron shaft pressing into my throat.



"Oh my god Em! I love you!" Hannah yelled. All of the sudden, Hannah's body went entirely rigid. Her hips, half-pressed against my face, trembled and rocked. Her cock, was pressed directly against my tongue. I started to swirl it rapidly as I felt he urethra pulsing rapidly. I felt her balls seize against my chin. And the, sudden, my mouth was filled with flavor. Hannah's delicious, salty cum poured thickly into my mouth. Soon my tongue was coated and my groaned at the deliciousness of the flavor and the perfection of the experience. More and more cum poured into my mouth as Hannah's balls shook against my face. Hannah was moaning and crying and gasping all at once. The whole time, I kept my tongue moving, bathing it in my lover's cum and twisting around on the tip of her shaft.
Part of me wanted to save Hannah's delicious cum in my mouth. I wanted to have it coat my tongue for the rest of my life. But something deeper, more primal, would not allow me. I swallowed down every drop of my lover's cum as soon as it splashed across my tongue. I could feel it, thick and hot, dripping down my throat and settling, heavy in my stomach. I could feel the warmth emanating out all over me. The flavor of Hannah's love on my tongue.
"Oh god, too sensitive!" Hannah gasped finally, as the last few drops of cum poured into my mouth. And Hannah dropped over to the side on the bed, my cock popping out of her mouth. She lay on the bed, panting, with her hands resting on her forehead. She was smiling. "God Em, that was the best..." She began, but she couldn't even finish it. Instead, she just let out a tired little laugh and stretched herself on the bed. We lay for a few seconds, catching our breath.
After awhile, I rolled over onto my side, looking at my friend. I saw her chest rising and falling rapidly as she sucked the oxygen into her lungs. More importantly, I saw that, despite her fatigue and the fact that she'd just cum, I saw that Hannah was still hard. Her thick cock was sticking up, angling towards her face. The tip was dripping with my saliva and Hannah's cum. My mouth watered looking at it. I was tired, but I wasn't done.
"This doesn't happen very often," I heard Hannah say, and my eyes turned quickly towards her face. Hannah was looking at me, a mischievous smile on her face. It was clear she was thinking the same thing I was. She was still hard, somehow. We couldn't let that go to waste. And then, despite the fact that no words passed between us, Hannah and I began to move in unison.
Hannah rolled off of the bed quickly, putting her feet on the floor and then immediately beginning to walk. There was a small desk in our stateroom (under the television) and Hannah grabbed the chair that sat against it, spun it around, and placed it in the center of the room. I was already up and out of bed myself by the time that Hannah sat down on the chair. She kept her knees together, pushed her cock up between her thighs. She craned her neck and bent her head over her cock. I watched a thick blob of saliva drip from between her lips and land precisely on the tip of her penis. Hannah's hand rose quickly, and I saw her wrist turning as she worked the spit over her shaft.
While Hannah had been preparing, I had been doing the same. I was standing next to her chair, looking down at her. I'd thrust my hips back, pushing my ass out. At the same time, I was spitting into my hand, a big glob that mixed my saliva with the last remnants of Hannah's cum. I brought my hand around behind my back and slathered the saliva thickly on my asshole. My body tingled as my fingers tickled across my anus. But I could feel that, even before I added my spit, that my asshole was completely soaked. Even inside was was wet, where Hannah's tongue had bathed me. Now I was dripping wet, and ready.
Still without talking, Hannah and I finished our preparations. Hannah leaned back slightly in the chair. At the same instant, I lifted my leg up and threw it over Hannah's thighs. Up on my tiptoes, I was straddling Hannah's knees, her cock just a few inches in front of me. Hannah eyed me hungrily, I even heard a noise in the back of her throat. Her hands moved quickly and in an instant I felt her soft, but strong, hands grasping my waist. She didn't have to pull me forward, I inched towards her and let her arms wrap around my hips. I shivered as I felt her cock slip against the inside of my thigh. Her hands slipped around to my ass and I felt her spread my cheeks apart, the air felt cool against my asshole. I pushed the hair out of my eyes and looked down towards Hannah. She was looking up at me, her eyes were on fire.
"Hannah. I need you inside of me," I said. I think I'd said that line before, to someone at some point. I had been trying, at the time, to sound sultry and sexy. It was almost like I was trying to parrot a line from a porno. But this was something entirely different. The statement came out of me, soft and delicate. There was no affected wantonness in it, just an honest declaration of my needs. I felt the need, deep down. All the way from the bottoms of my feet. Hannah smiled at me sweetly, a smile I knew but somehow didn't. She shook her head.
"I need you all around me," she said, and I felt the depth of her meaning in six short words. Hannah's hands began pressing on my hips and my knees began to bend. I reached one of my hands behind my ass, grasping down and finding the tip of Hannah's cock. She gasped as my hand wrapped around her shaft. She felt so incredibly hard and seemed to pulse under my palm. I moved her cock even as I bent my knees further. Soon, I felt the top of Hannah's cock pressing into against my ass cheeks. My skin was so slick and wet, there was no friction. With my hand, I expertly guided Hannah's penis toward my dripping asshole. I felt her brush against the sensitive skin and groaned.
"That's it baby," I moaned, "right there!" I felt Hannah's hand press down and her hips thrust up. She was quick, but gentle. And my well-lubricated ass wanted her so badly, it was like I opened up for her. I felt the bulbous tip of Hannah's penis press against my sensitive asshole There was the shortest instant of pressure and then I felt the tip slip inside of me. I felt myself shuddering, even though I felt no pain. I could feel myself stretching and accepting Hannah. She kept thrusting and pulling and I could feel more and more of her long, thick cock slipping inside of me. My relaxed muscles squeezed around her, tight enough to hold her in place, not tight enough to pinch. Once again, it was like our bodies were made for one another. Inch by inch, Hannah's cock disappeared into my body. I felt my ass settle onto Hannah's lap, I felt my limp cock press against her stomach, and I felt her hard cock, deep inside of me.
"Oh god, your cock is incredible!" I groaned as I shook my hips slightly.
"Em, you're so tight. This is so good!" Hannah responded. But we knew we didn't need to talk. I was feeling everything that Hannah felt just as certainly as she felt everything I did. And for a moment, we sat in awe of the moment.
We began moving at the same time. I leaned forward, bending my neck down. Hannah wrapped her arms around my waist again, pulling me forward (and driving my cock into her ass harder). She also tilted her head back, leaning towards me. Our eyes closed at the same instant and Hannah's lips pressed into mine. In and instant, our mouths were open and our tongues were crashing together. The same electrical feeling from before flowed through me, this kiss was no less magical than the last.
Then I felt Hannah's cock twitch inside of me. Just the slightest movement. But it made my back arch as the nerves all throughout my body sang. Involuntarily my hips began to rock. My thighs slid up and down along Hannah's lap. Now Hannah was doing more than twitch. She began to rock her hips as well, moving to the same rhythm that I had taken up, falling in with me exactly. But she moved in mirror image to me, so that she thrust forward and pulled back when I did. The end result was that Hannah's beautiful cock was slipping in and out of my willing asshole. I could feel her shaft rotating inside of me, touching every sensitive inch of me and forcefully massaging my prostate.
We were still kissing as we moved and I could feel Hannah's hot breath against my face. But then a new sensation was added into the mix and my eyes fluttered open. At first, I couldn't even place what it was. There was just a sudden... intensity that hadn't been there before. I kept kissing Hannah, but my eyes moved, trying to find the source. My body came to the realization before my eyes. Hannah had reached down between my legs while she was thrusting into me and she had wrapped her delicate fingers around my soft cock. She was squeezing it and stroking it to the same unbelievable rhythm of our hips. I felt my soft flesh squeeze between her fingers. Her gentle touch, mixed with the firm thrust against my prostate was incredible. My eyes closed again.
Hannah and I didn't last much longer. The magnitude of the moment was too much, we were too well suited for one another. It was just so unbearably perfect in every way. I remember when it started. We thrust forward at the same instance, and I could feel Hannah's urethra bulge inside of me. I knew what that meant. But that same thrust pressed just so exquisitely against my prostate. I felt my muscles tighten all over and my thrusting instantly stopped with Hannah pressed deeply inside of me. She stopped as well. I could hear her voice croaking in the back of her throat.
Hannah was cumming inside of me now. I could feel the hot wetness of it, somehow. I could feel her spraying my insides and, it was like every inch that she touch instantly burst into pure pleasure. Like her lovely sperm was the catalyst and it could make any cell in my body pour over into an orgasm. But not limited to where she'd touched me. Instead, it was like her hot cum soaked through my tissue and my veins I could feel the intense pleasure of her spreading out through my blood, carrying her to every corner of my body, until the pure pleasure of her touch flowed into my brain. And then I ceased to understand anything, just overwhelmed by the pleasure.
It wasn't that I passed out or anything silly like that. I was heightened in the awareness of my body. So intense that everything else seemed to fall away. Well, not everything. Or maybe everything, it hard to explain. Because there was one thing outside of me that I was still aware of: Hannah. In fact, I was hyper aware of her as well. It was like...I could feel the pleasure flowing through her as well. It was like we had melted into a single whole...something beyond words. It was something more than love. We were one.
When I recognized where I was again, Hannah and I were both lying on the floor (I think we'd both fallen off of the chair). Her cock had slipped out of my ass. Hannah was sitting against the side of the bed, panting. Her soft cock was now draped over her leg. I saw that she was moving her fingers around on her stomach and her breasts. For a moment, I was confused about what she was doing. Then I saw what was happening and I moaned. Hannah was scooping my thin, white cum up off of her skin and the shoveling the salty liquid into her mouth. She moaned with delight as her delicate, sticky finger passed between her pouty, pretty lips and my cum soaked her tongue.
For a moment, I was jealous. I felt thirsty. Hannah's eyes flicked up when she noticed me stirring. She smiled at me and then glossed her lips with my cum. She still panting too hard to speak. But when she looked at me I could feel her...it was weird. I could feel her inside of me. Her cum, I could feel it again. I pulled myself up into a squatting position, my soft cock dangling sated between my legs. I put my hand down below my asshole and I could feel the cum already dripping out of me. I pushed, forcing Hannah's juices out of me. A large amount of it slipped out of me easily and pooled warmly in my palm. There was so much. But despite how excited I was to have Hannah's cum in my hand, it almost felt like a mistake. I could feel its absence. I needed her back inside of me
My mouth was watering and I didn't hesitate. I quickly brought my palm up to my face. I could smell Hannah's delicious aroma in her pearly, thick cum. I wanted to admire it, but I needed it more. I pressed my palm against my lips, my tongue pouring out of my mouth. I slurped Hannah's salty sperm into my mouth. My lips moving frantically. I desperately needed to get every drop of Hannah back inside of me. I sucked my fingers clean, my fingers glistening with spit. I swallowed all of it down as fast as I could get it in my mouth. Hannah's flavor soaking my tongue so I could savor it, even as I ate.
As soon as my hand was away form my face, I almost jumped. Hannah had moved, she was right in front of me, smiling. Her arms wrapped around me and we tumbled to the floor of our state rooms. Our mouths found one another eagerly. Our tongues plunged together and I could taste my own flavor on Hannah's lips. I knew she could taste herself too. Our bodies wrapped together as we kissed, sharing the last of our cum back and forth. And, in some small way, recreating the strange unity we'd felt just a few minutes before. It was like we were cementing it...making that shared sensation real.
Eventually, our kiss broke as we panted for air. But we remained wrapped together in one another's arms. Our faces were just inches apart and our eyes open. In our exhaustion, the intensity of the moment had faded a little and we were able to look at one another without fire in our eyes. We laughed a little, but in a satisfied way. Not sheepish or embarrassed. We luxuriated in our embrace for a long while.
"What happened there Em?" Hannah asked after a long time. I snorted, thinking of the enormity of what she was asking.
"When a transwoman and a transwoman love each other very much..." I started and Hannah laughed.
"You know what I mean," Hannah said, "I mean one minute we were just friends and then it was like...magic. At first, I'd thought that maybe we'd warm up if we pushed things for awhile. But there wasn't any warming up it was...instantaneous. I've never had anything like that." And as Hannah spoke, I knew exactly the sensations she was describing. I'd felt them myself.
"I don't really know," I said, but even as I said the words it didn't sound right. I kept speaking not sure where the words were coming from, but knowing that they were right, "I think that we think about passion like it is some sort of thing that exists or doesn't. Like you meet someone and want them or you don't. But I think there are different kinds of passion. There are...match lights. Fire that bursts out of cold nothing for an instant and then fades away a short while later. And then there is a slow burn. The embers stoking over time until it bursts into flames. I think we've been building to this for a long time Hannah. And neither of us recognized what was happening or what we wanted. We fell for each other so slowly we didn't even know it had happened And then we gave the embers just a little bit of oxygen and they, you know, it was fire." As I spoke, I could see Hannah nodding. I could feel the truth I was saying in the recognition I saw in her eyes.
"I don't know what I felt a couple of hours ago," Hannah said "It's like looking back on forgotten dream. It's just blank. I can't imagine that I didn't realize then that I needed you so badly. It's was so obvious. It was right there. But I know that right now, Em, I love you. I can see as far out into the future as it is possible for me to see and I still love you. I don't ever want to be away from you again."
"I love you too, Hannah," I said, my voice catching in my throat, my eyes watering.
"Will you stay my wife?" She asked.
"Oh God, Hannah, of course," I said, and our lips found each other once again. We kissed and held each other all night. We stepped off the ship the next day, hand in hand. No more jokes, no more denial And we really did live happily ever after.
And isn't that a romantic story?
The End
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"Police say the suspect is a 5'10, 165 pound white male, and was last seen fleeing from the Greenville Wal-Mart, heading east on State Route 45. Now let's check in with Leticia Guerrero for this weekend's forecast," as I spoke, I turned my head slightly towards the green screen to the left of my desk, my plastic smile remained plastered to my face until I was sure that the camera was no longer on me. The smile died instantly, and I looked back down at my notes. I crumpled up the story about the Greenville Wal-Mart flasher and tossed it under my desk, sighing. More nonsense stories that no one cared about.
"Thanks Brooke, well everyone if you thought last weekend was unseasonably cold, you aren't going to like what I have to tell you next..." began Leticia, the new meteorologist at my station, KQTV, Channel 10-Fairview. I wasn't really listening anymore, I knew I had a couple of minutes before Leticia threw back to me and Karl Fowler, my co-anchor.
Instead I was thinking about the phone call I'd had three hours earlier from another ABC affiliate in Tucson, Arizona letting me know that they were going to go another way for their morning news anchor. They thanked me for my interest. I was thinking that at the age of 33, my chances of leaving Channel 10 were basically non-existent. Tucson was my last chance. I was doomed to spend the next 15years of my life as the female anchor for the Channel 10 Action Evening News at 6 o'clock, the third-ranked local afternoon news broadcast in America's 191st-largest media market. That is, in a city with a grand total of 90,000 men, women, children, and houseplants, two other local stations got more eyeballs. Essentially, no one watched my broadcast. When I started getting close to 50 years old, KQTV would give me a minuscule raise and an office job to keep my old face off the air. Then I'd retire and, later, die. It was all planned out.
And as I organized my papers for the next segment, I thought again about how deeply unfair it was. I was a good journalist. I mean, I wasn't just some news reader. Karl, sitting next to me, he was essentially Ron Burgundy come to life, right down to the miserable mustache. But I had earned my spot at this desk. I cut my teeth at KQTV after college; interviewing public officials, following viewer tips, digging through records, and earnestly asking questions in an attempt to educate the people of Fairview about the matters of local concern. I put in 12-14 hours days every day. I was the closest thing to a real investigator that this town had ever seen on TV (the local newspaper was actually pretty good, before it was shuttered). And I brought the same devotion to the anchor chair that I'd shown in the field.
Further, to be even more frank, I was damn good looking. At 33 I was 5'4 and no more than 115 pounds. I had long, straight (naturally) blonde hair and big green eyes. My nose was small, my cheek bones defined (but not too defined), I had a long elegant throat, high firm breasts, a flat stomach, an hourglass frame, and slender legs that looked incredible in a miniskirt. I looked like the kind of woman who got picked up by Fox News to keep the old men interested.
I'd gotten into the anchor chair early; I was only 27 when I got promoted. I saw myself advancing up the ladder. Going to bigger and better cities, maybe New York or LA, before getting picked up by a national broadcast. I saw myself doing fluff pieces on Good Morning America, before rotating up to the evening news. Maybe switching over to a cable station and having my own show. But somehow, things had never taken off for me. I'd worked harder and harder every year, perfecting my craft and trying to think of new things I could do to improve the broadcast. But, I'd never shown an ability to actually pull up viewership on my own. In fact, KQTV's ratings had declined 2% across the board since I became anchor. New York and LA didn't want me and that meant the national broadcasts would never want me. Hell, a mid-sized city like Tucson didn't even want me.
I'd given everything I had to my career. I'd missed important family events like my sister's wedding and my grandmother's funeral. I'd foregone all of the normal aspects of a personal life. I'd never had anything even approaching a serious, adult relationship. Hell, I didn't even dare adopt an animal because I was afraid I wouldn't have time to take care of it. I'd done everything in my power to become a success in my chosen field and it wasn't enough. I was 33 years old, single, and I wasn't going anywhere.
"Brooke," I heard Leticia finish up. My smile instantly returned as the light on the camera in front of me signaled that the weather report was over. I didn't think I'd ever been more miserable in my life than I had been in that moment. But regardless of what Tucson thought, I was a professional. I would keep doing what I was doing. I didn't know how to do anything else.
"Thanks, Leticia," I said, "When we come back, Kyle Schrader will have a report on Superintendent Clinton's controversial remarks on the upcoming school board election. Some people are asking: did he cross the line? Please stick with us." And the cameras went dark.
* * * * *
"Well I mean, I agree that it is good news. But it is weird," I heard my producer, Gary, saying to one of his assistants. It was about two weeks after I'd gotten the word from Tucson and I was walking through the newsroom. I was on my way to make-up, in preparation for the night's broadcast. Gary was hunched up over his assistant's desk (I think the assistant was named Carla?) rubbing his chin with his thumb and forefinger. I wondered if something was breaking, whether I'd need to make some changes to my notes while I was in the make-up chair. I got the sort of tingling feeling I always got when there was a hint of a new story to cover. Even if I was stuck in Fairview forever, the rush of that feeling would never get old.
"What's up? Something about the Mayor?" I asked, stopping next to the desk. Councilman Gillman had recently accused Mayor Tester of abusing his position to assist his brother in obtaining the sole city license to collect garbage. As of yet, it was just an unsubstantiated Facebook post by the councilman, but I had been trying to dig in to whether there was some basis for it. The bidding process had been closed, I needed documents showing there'd only been one accepted bid. "Good news" might mean a break in the story.
"No," Gary said, distractedly, and I am sure the disappointment showed on my face. Gary looked up at me and smiled, something he never did, "Better!" he finished. Now my instincts were really thrumming.
"What is it then," I said, walking around behind the desk and looked up at the computer screen. Before I had a chance to see what it was, Gary filled me in.
"It's the latest ratings," He said, "Viewership is up one percent compared to this month last year." The sense of excitement I'd had quickly disappeared.
"Oh," I said, nonplussed, "That's a rounding error. We are still in third place, right?" I asked. Gary laughed a little, which was very strange, and nodded.
"Yeah, by a good margin," He said. Now I was thoroughly confused. This was good news how? "Its not the overall amount that matters. In fact, in a couple of our strongest demographics we are down a bit. But that loss, and then more is totally made up with men 18-25."
"Men 18-25?" I said, more confused than ever.
"Well, 18-49 males broadly, but 18-25 even more so. Up 12%" he explained.
"Did you check to make sure there wasn't an error on the report?" I asked. I simply rejected the ratings out of hand. A 12% jump in any demographic after flat-lining for so long was unlikely, but men age 18-25 simply did not watch the local news. Anywhere. A 12% increase was impossible because 12% of 0 is still 0. They were the great white whale of local news: the most coveted demographic for advertisers generally and no way to reach it. "Lightning must've struck someone's computer or something."
"That's what I said," Gary replied, "I got Carol," he gestured to his assistant (I was close), "to call over. They double checked the numbers. It's right. I don't claim to understand it. It is weird. But good." Now it was my turn to laugh. I smiled at Gary and we just stared at each other like we were moonstruck kids. This didn't make any sense. But I liked it.
"What did we do?" I asked, thinking back on the programming for the previous month. Stories whirred through my mind, but nothing stood out.
"I don't know. I've been trying to figure it out. Nothing comes to mind. Maybe it is finally sticking. We wanted to be the most substantive local news in the market. Maybe people are catching on?" Gary suggested.
"You think 18-25 year old males are concerned with substance," Carol said, incredulously. But I ignored the comment. I thought about what Gary said. Maybe he was right. There was no reason he couldn't be right. Right? I mean, I prided myself on doing the news well. Was it so crazy to think that it actually worked?
"There isn't any gimmick or anything I can think of. We have just been doing our show. We just keep doing that," Gary said and it was like music to my ears. That was the dream, wasn't it?
"I think we can handle that," I said lightly.
"Then let's go do it," Gary said, and he looked back down at the computer screen. I essentially floated down the hallway to make-up. For the next several hours, I was getting ready for the broadcast. The routine was so familiar that I didn't have to think about it. I was on autopilot. And that freed me up to think about the the ratings. The surprise was wearing off, but the excitement wasn't. Ratings were up. And in a key demo. THE key demo. And we had just been doing my show. The disappointment from Tucson began to fade, for the first time in weeks. I remembered when I'd first taken the anchor chair. My immediate goal then hadn't been to leave. Not for New York and definitely not for Tucson. No, the goal then was to be number one in Fairview. I'd given up on that a long time ago, just trying desperately to get out. But maybe this disappointment was just what I needed. I needed to accept that I was going to be in Fairview so that I could do the job here to the degree it deserved to be done. Maybe my horizons were shorter now as I aged, but that didn't mean there weren't any goals worth pursuing. I could still be the best in Fairview. And I could do it by grabbing the adman's favorite eyeballs.
These thoughts flittered through my brain over and over again as I got my make-up done, checked my notes, looked at reports, and made my way to the studio. For the first time in...years, I was excited as I completed these tasks. I sat down at my desk next to Karl and looked at the cameramen getting into position. This was it. This was why I wanted to do this in the first place. I was still doing the job I loved. Every day was an opportunity to live my dream. I didn't even have to fake a smile as we counted down to airtime.
"Good evening, I am Brooke Middleton. Welcome to Action Evening News at 6 o'clock. Our top story tonight..." And I performed flawlessly.
* * * * *
Three days later, I floated into Gary's corner office. He'd called a staff meeting and I was sure it was about the ratings. Of course, the ratings had been making the rounds around the office. Everyone knew about it. Everyone was excited. I felt that the two previous broadcasts since I'd learned the news were the strongest of my careers. There was no place else to go but up from this point. If anything, I was happier than I'd been when I first got the news.
When I stepped into Gary's office I was a little bit surprised to see that the full staff wasn't assembled. I was, as usual, a little late to the meeting. I'd been finishing up a report on the Mayor and figured everyone would be alright with it. But when I stepped in, the only people present were Gary, his assistant Carol (knew it this time), our script writer (the guy who filled in the banter and the fluff in our broadcasts) and the new meteorologist, Leticia Guerrero. I closed the door behind me and sat down at the chair in front of the desk. Carol and the writer, Mike, were standing next to Gary.
"Thanks for being here," Gary said, sounding more subdued than he had in the last few days.
"I thought this was a staff meeting. Where is the staff?' I asked. Gary grimaced like he was in physical pain.
"I'm sorry Brooke. You must've missed the followup e-mail. I canceled the staff meeting. This is a smaller meeting. I didn't want everyone here," He said. For a moment, I felt a hot stab of panic. Was I being fired or something? What was the number for my union rep? Only the fact that Leticia was here made me realize that wasn't the case. Still, this whole procedure was very strange. We didn't do secretive little meetings.
"Ok," I said, drawing out the word.
"The initial meeting was called to crow a little about our ratings, to reward everyone. But...well this meeting is still about the ratings...but..." Gary was indecisive in his speech and he wasn't meeting my eyes. Neither of those things were like him. I felt my heart fall into my stomach.
"The ratings were wrong?" I asked, subdued. Gary looked up and shook his head quickly.
"No, they are accurate," He said. I furrowed my brow.
"So what's wrong?" I asked. Then, I turned and looked at Leticia. She was looking intently at Gary. She didn't seem to know anything more than me, "And why is Leticia here? I mean, no offense, but I am trying to figure out what is going on here."
"None taken," Leticia said, "I want to know too."
"Okay, those are fair questions. I want everyone here to understand what is going on. That's why I called you in..." Gary began to drone on, not reaching the point. With each word, I grew more and more uncomfortable.
"We figured out why the ratings went up," Carol said sharply, interrupting her boss. Gary sighed and shrugged.
"We think we figured out why the ratings went up," Gary confirmed. How was that bad news? And what did Leticia have to do with it? My reporter instincts were activated: I had questions.
"Well?" I asked, knowing that those questions were so obvious I didn't have to ask. Gary looked at me now, almost pleading with his eyes, not to have to speak. Finally, he turned to Mike and shrugged.
"In addition to writing for you," Mike started, speaking like he had already said the exact words before, when he told Gary, "Gary asks me to keep tabs on social media and...audience reaction. So last night I was looking on Reddit, seeing what people were saying about the broadcast," Mike sounded apologetic.
"Good," I said.
"Well..." Mike said and laughed uncomfortably, "The thing is...I've never seen anything on Reddit about us before. Mostly I just find Facebook posts from locals who don't understand privacy settings. But last night there was stuff. A lot of stuff," I felt a little excited.
"That was good news, right? What story were they talking about?" I asked. Gary sighed again and Mike shook his head.
"Not a story," he explained, "I've been writing your banter with the other members of the crew for all the years you've been in the anchor chair." I didn't understand why we were suddenly switching gears, "Back when Jack was the meteorologist, you were both young and attractive, an unmarried man and an unmarried woman. I'd include a little flirtation in the script. Nothing major. Just a comment that could be construed as vaguely charged. Viewers like that stuff, they like to feel that they are looking in on our lives."
"Okay," I said, tilting my head to the side. I guess I hadn't ever really noticed that. Not that I cared. The fluff between stories didn't tend to engage my interest. And what did this have to do with anything.
"Well when Jack left and we brought Leticia on, I mean, I was just used to writing the way I did. I didn't change anything. Same sort of banter, just a new weatherperson," Mike said, growing uncomfortable.
"Yeah, it seems like the same stuff to me," I said, and the comment hung in the air. Try as I might, I couldn't figure out what the point of this was. I looked at Mike, but he was staring at Gary. Gary was looking at his desk. Finally, Carol stepped in and, finally, cleared the air.
"Mike saw a conversation on Reddit. A new tiny subreddit dedicated to our show. I guess some of the guys there think you and Leticia are flirting with one another. People are watching the show to see if you're having a lesbian relationship, then they get online and swap theories," Carol explained. I snorted and looked over at Leticia. She squirmed a little in her chair, didn't look at me.
"Wait, what?" I asked, the full meaning of the conversation dawning on me. Carol had been right the first day. Men aged 18-25 didn't care about substantive news. They cared about the possibility that two beautiful women might be sleeping with one another. There was nothing but news and cable re-runs on at 6 o'clock, so they tuned in to jerk off before primetime programming kicked in. I felt my cheeks get red. I didn't even bother to wonder if this theory was confirmed. I could feel that it was true.
"Jesus, and I thought..." I started, but was too embarrassed to finish, "So what, we are changing the scripting up and backing away from this mess? Is that what this meeting is about." What else could we do but beat a hasty retreat? We were the news, after all. Gary and Mike turned instantly to look at one another. Gary turned back to me, shrugging.
"When Mike made his discovery, he e-mailed me. But he CC'd the ownership as well."
"And?" I asked, though I already had a sneaking suspicion where this was going.
"Well, they heard that we were up in the key demos as well. They don't think we should be too hasty in changing (and I did suggest changing our scripts). They think we shouldn't look a gift horse in the mouth. Ad revenue..."
"What are we talking about doing here Gary?" I asked sharply. It was one thing, embarrassing though it may be, to have this...accident occur. But once we knew what was happening...
"They think we should lean into this," Gary said, completing his thought quickly and turning away.
"Lean into it?" I asked.
"Nothing... racy or anything like that. But if people like a little romance and mystery...ownership thinks we should give that to them," Gary said, uncomfortable. I stood up quickly from my chair, shaking my head.
"You're not just talking about leaving the scripts the same, you're talking about taking advantage of this misconception. Lying to our audience," I said, growing angrier. For the first time, I really thought about the content of what our new viewers were actually saying and I felt a chill run down my spine. We were catering to a perverted little fringe for a tiny uptick in our ratings. And we were doing it based on my looks. And Leticia's. It was disgusting, "Not to mention that you're essentially asking me to be some sort of softcore porn actress..."
"That's overstating it, don't you think," Gary said, getting a little angry too, "I didn't want this. But I am not asking you to kiss each other on camera. We are talking about...just more openly flirty banter in between stories. It is basically nothing. We could have done it without telling you and you wouldn't even have noticed." I was struck by the fact that Gary was probably right. I wouldn't have noticed. But that was beside the point. Now I knew. How could I pretend I didn't?
'Gary, I am not doing this. I am a journalist. A professional. I am not here to titillate internet perverts. I am going to be reading my notes. I don't want any of this shit."
"Brooke!" Gary started. But I was already out the door.
* * * * *
An hour before broadcast, and I was brooding in the make-up room. The make-up artist was gone and I was by myself. I was shaking my head slowly and replaying the meeting with Gary over and over again in my mind. I thought of it from every angle and I knew I was right. This was disgusting. But as I was thinking, there was a gentle knock at the door.



"Come in Kelly, it's your work station," I said dismissively, expecting the make-up artist to walk in. Instead, I was surprised to see Leticia, already made up and dressed for the broadcast, walk in alone. She smiled nervously and sat down in the chair next to me. I turned and looked at her. For the first time, I realized that the internet perverts were right about one thing, Leticia was an attractive woman. She was about my height, maybe a little taller. She had long, bouncy, black hair and large brown eyes. She had a delicate nose and a round face. Her lips were full and pink and they were offset brightly by the golden brown shade of her skin. She had large breasts, a thin but curvy built, and delicate legs. I was by no means attracted to her (or any woman for that matter), but I recognized that she was exceptionally pretty.
"Hi," she said nervously and I nodded back, "Have you looked at tonight's script?" she asked with no further pleasantries. I appreciated that.
"No," I said, honestly, "I have been meaning to get up and go look for a while now. Haven't made it up."
"They didn't change anything," Leticia said, "I mean they did. They changed it the way Gary said they would. It is...sexier. Subtle, but definitely there." I felt my face growing red and I clenched my fists.
"Goddamn it, are they trying to force me to quit or something, I said I wasn't going to do it!" As I spoke, I began to rise towards the door. But I felt something against my arm. I looked down and saw Leticia's arm on my forearm, holding me down gently. I returned to my seat, looking at her, "What?" I asked hotly. Leticia smiled wanly.
"I have been thinking about what Gary said since I left his office. I wanted to talk to you about it now, before the show."
"You should've come earlier, I need to talk to Gary now if I want this change in time..." I began.
"That's what I wanted to talk to you about," Leticia said, "I don't think that the script should be changed." My mouth dropped open and I pulled my arm out from under Leticia's hand. I didn't know this new woman very well, but she had always come across as extremely professional and dedicated. I was appalled by what I was hearing.
"You want to pretend that we are having a relationship to marginally increase the ad revenue of our parent company. Is that what you came in here to tell me?" I said, putting everything in the starkest possible terms, "You want us to be actors instead of journalists. Or whores?" Leticia's lips pursed and her eyes narrowed.
"I am a meteorologist. I am more of a professional in the technical sense than you are Brooke. Don't you dare talk to me like that. I take pride in the work I do. What I am suggesting has nothing to do with that," she spat back. I felt myself getting more heated. Where did she get off acting scandalized?
"So are you going to start telling people it will be sunny tomorrow, because that is what they want to hear? Who cares what the weather map says, we have to please our perverted audience. We have to lie to people get them to watch us, right?" I shot back. Leticia crossed her arms in front of her chest.
"Brooke, how're you transitioning out to the first commercial break today? How are you teasing?" she asked. I didn't know what she was getting at, but I knew the stories I was covering so well that I just blurted it out.
"The report on bug spray..." I started.
"No, what are saying at the commercial break, what's the transition?" she asked. I thought about it for a minute.
"I am going to say, 'Is there something under the sink that is making your dog sick? Stay tuned for a channel 10 exclusive report.'" I explained. I did that kind of transition three times a week. I could do it in my sleep.
"Is anything killing people's dogs?" she asked.
"It can..." I started, getting ready to explain the report. But Leticia cut me off.
"But is it?" she asked.
"No, but..."
"So we are lying to our audience," Leticia concluded, "We know that nothing is going to kill their dog, but we lie to them to keep them on the hook after the break." I shook my head.
"No, it isn't like that. This bug spray really is dangerous and..."
"Right!" Leticia said, "That is what I realized today after I left Gary's office..."
"I don't get it," I said, sitting back down in my chair next to Leticia. The heat went out of my quickly, now I was just curious. Leticia was leaning in towards me, her eyes lit up with intensity.
"We tell a little white lie to get them to watch because they need to know these things. There really is a danger, even if we have to exaggerate a little to get them to know it. That's what I am talking about here," Leticia explained. I shook my head. Those things were not the same. Right?
"We aren't exaggerating anything. We don't have any kind of relationship and even if we did, it wouldn't be pertinent to the news..."
"Brooke, when I took this job here as meteorologist, you were the first person I spoke to after I got hired. You walked up and introduced yourself. Do you remember what you said?" She asked. I shook my head. I couldn't recall. Even if I normally could, my brain was too scrambled by this day.
"You said," Leticia continued, "That Channel 10 does the absolute best news program in the Fairview market and that we didn't cut corners on anything that matters. And that if I wanted to work here, I needed to live up to that standard. Do you remember saying that?" As Leticia recounted my speech, it rushed back to me. I said something along those lines to anyone who started work at channel 10 news. I nodded my head. "And I watched old broadcasts and I've paid attention on all the ones since. And you're right. This is the best program in the city. We do the most thoughtful reporting and the most wide-ranging coverage. We are the best."
"I know that," I said, uncertainly.
"And no one fucking watches us," Leticia said, and it felt like she was twisting in the dagger. "Until now. Suddenly, people are watching. People who would never watch any local news are tuning in to see us."
"Yeah, to masturbate..." I said.
"Maybe. Maybe that is why they are tuning in. Because, like you said, they're perverts. But maybe they will get here and they will look at us and they will get bored with their lust. But they will stay because they will finally see what we already know: we do the best news broadcast. We lure them in with a sensational claim (an unstated claim) that the anchor and the weathergirl are an item. But they stay because they learn something. And they want to learn more," Leticia grew quiet as I dropped my head into my hands. Despite myself, I realized that what Leticia was saying made some sense. I mean, nothing that I had done to this point had worked. Now, accidentally, I was reaching more people. Wasn't it foolish to throw that away? And even if the means were a little unsavory, the end was pure: to inform the public. And it wasn't like I had to do anything truly immoral...I was just hinting at something that wasn't there.
I hadn't resolve all the issues in my mind when Leticia rose from the chair next to me. She patted my arm again and then began to walk towards the door. "You don't have to decide what you want to do right now. I mean you can read the script tonight and quit or throw a fit tomorrow if you want. But I am convinced that, all things considered., this is the only thing to do. I think you'll realize the same thing." And she walked out the door.
That night, I read the news in a monotone. I didn't even hear my own voice. I was just thinking about all this new information that I could barely process. I still felt nothing but distaste for what Gary and Leticia were suggesting. It was seedy, dishonest, and vulgar. But I had to admit that Leticia made some pretty compelling points. And didn't I want to have good ratings? Was that really so evil, to want some evidence that the work that I did was appreciated? I'd worked for so long and sacrificed so much for this, I deserved it. The more I thought of it, the more I realized that both choices seemed wrong and there didn't really appear to be a third option. Whatever I did, I'd be letting myself down in some way.
When I got to work the next day, I didn't even know what I'd decided. I just found myself walking through the hallways and between desks. I made my way to Leticia's office. I was going to give her my decision first. She'd been direct with me, and I owed her as much. Even if I didn't know what that decision was. And so, I burst into her office without knocking (making her choke on her coffee), and just let the words pour out of my mouth.
"Okay," I said finally, "I'm in." And I don't know who was more surprised.
* * * * *
At first it wasn't even really anything. I mean, I hadn't even noticed anything that first night, when I read the news without thinking. Even after that, when I was on the lookout it, it really wasn't that bad. One night, when she threw back to me following a weather report, I asked if she'd gotten a haircut and complimented her. One Friday, I asked what she'd be doing for the weekend and, when she responded, I said something along the lines of "that sounds fun! Maybe I will check that out!" and she responded "Well, you're always welcome." I mean it wasn't really anything at all. It was the kind of mindless banter that they always used to fill in time. Despite my fears, it rapidly became clear that I wasn't compromising my integrity. At least, not any more than I had been before with my other "teases."
The only way you could read something into my innocent conversations with Leticia is if you were looking for clues and hints and were predisposed to reading those hints in a certain way. And, of course, that is exactly what our most ardent fans were doing. Mike kept a close watch on social media, checking to see what things worked and what didn't. Then he would integrate his findings in the next day's script. If someone came up with a really outlandish theory, Mike would throw something in that would sort of hint that it was true. Mike said our fan club was growing bigger and more excited every day. I didn't bother to keep track of it, I never looked online. I had no interest in getting into the lurid fantasies of my viewers. I got all the confirmation regarding our little plan from the ratings reports. It seemed like every overnight report showed an uptick in the total viewership. With each comprehensive report, we saw greater and greater gains in overall viewership and even greater gains in the key 18-49 male demographic. In such a small market, it didn't take a big shift in absolute numbers to make a seismic change, but it felt crazy. Within two months, we were tied for second place in local news and in first place with our key demo. First place undersells it. We owned that group.
I have to admit, the success of our little scheme was disorienting. I knew that the reason more viewers were turning in was because of the prurient interest in my personal life. But, at the same time, I also knew that I really was reaching more people. It felt good. It felt empowering. Leticia was right, after a little bit of time, I didn't even really think of it as a lie or a seedy tease, I thought of it as a good marketing campaign to ensure that people got their news.
I guess that was why when Mike told me, about four months in, that internet posters were beginning to doubt their fantasy, that I felt a little pang of nerves. He said that many commenters had begun to say that they no longer believed that the romantic rumors were true and were suggesting that they wouldn't be watching any more boring news. Mike's concerns were corroborated when we found that, for the first time in a long time, our ratings had stopped rising. We had flat-lined at a new, higher level.
Now that I had tasted just a little bit of success, I didn't want to lose it. This was working. But like a drug, higher doses would be needed to get the same result. That went for my fans (who needed more to be convinced of a relationship) and me (I was willing to accept more self-exploitation than I would have been before). I told Mike and Leticia that we needed to ramp things up a little. They both immediately agreed.
I should stress that there was certainly nothing overtly lewd that was added, but things got a little bolder. Sometimes, we would conspire to have Leticia come over to the main news desk during weather reports and I would laugh loudly at her jokes, play with my hair slightly, or teasingly swat at her arm. Sometimes I would subtly imply that I knew the layout of Leticia's home or she would refer to my parents or siblings as though she knew them. We both dressed a little more revealingly (cleavage, no sleeves, shorter skirts) and this seemed to imbue even our more innocent interactions with a more sexual vibe.
As the ratings began to climb again, everyone at the station realized that we'd hit on the key to success. We were within striking distance of first place in our time slot for local broadcast news. We had to do what it took to get there. We'd come out timidly to start with, and that had eventually worn thin. The only thing to do was to keep moving steadily in the same direction, to keep giving our viewers what they wanted so that they would come back for more. And tell their friends.
It was that instinct, that unstated desire to push things farther and farther for ratings that actually led me to ask Leticia out on a date, live and on air. It wasn't really a plan. We were just talking near the end of the broadcast and Leticia asked me what my plans were for the evening. I said I needed to a little shopping at the local mall. And, in the same breath, I invited her to come along. Leticia had immediately accepted. I certainly didn't say that it was a date. And a "normal" viewer never would have seen it that way. But I knew as the lights dimmed during the broadcast, that our new fans would be overjoyed.
So Leticia and I went to the mall together. In the end, it was just two young women, out and about in town, getting some chores done. We stopped into a few stores, we bought some pretzels, we had a nice conversation. I'd never spoken to Leticia outside of work, but found that we actually had a lot in common. We shopped at the same store, were on the same diet, and had the same aspirations for the success of our studio. We had fun.
Initially, I had just thought of this as a sort of one-off situation. I'd asked her out on a date, that would work, and we'd move on to the next thing. But when I got to work the next day, Mike was ecstatic. He said that our old subreddit group was blowing up. There were actually pictures of me and Leticia walking into a Victoria's Secret (I'd gotten one of the ubiquitous coupons in the mail). I didn't even have time to feel scared or violated by the fact that someone in the mall had been stalking me. I'd hit onto something huge.
After that, Leticia and I often made plans to be together, always discussing them on air. At least once a week, we'd make plans to do something after work or on the weekend. We went to parks, museums, sporting events, and restaurants. We always made sure that it was a place we could easily be seen and there were always fans there, ready to catch a glimpse.
I guess maybe I should've felt weird about my "fake" dates and the stalkers dedicated to following them. This was far from the subtle comments I'd agreed to when the whole plan had first been hatched. But, it was like slipping into a steaming hot bath. Your toes tingle at first, but by the time your shoulders are under, you barely even notice. After a while, I didn't even really think of it as part of our ratings plan. At least, not entirely. I'd been so focused on my career for so long that it was actually nice to have a reason to go out and do the sorts of fun things I didn't think I had time for. I'd been dying to go to a AA baseball game for years, but never did it until I was with Leticia. In fact, Leticia was a big part of the reason I didn't feel self-conscious about my "dates." She was fun. We would talk about work, we'd talk about our lives (I found that she was actually a fascinating girl) and we got to know one another. It got to be that I was making plans on air with Leticia, in part, because I really wanted to hang out with her. And if I occasionally held her hand in public or put my head on her shoulder while we sat in a movie theater, well it wasn't like that was unpleasant. It was kind of nice. Being close to someone whose company I enjoyed.
That might make it sound a little too...clean. It wasn't like one day I stopped thinking about Leticia being my co-worker and co-conspirator and saw her as something else. It all sort of bled together, I was pretending I was close to Leticia until, all of the sudden, I was. And while our relationship...I guess you can call it that, while it developed slowly and under the cover of our ruse, I can still vividly remember the day when I realized that there was something real there.
It was a Friday, the last evening broadcast of the week. Shortly before credits, Leticia and I made a plan to go out to the state park on Saturday morning to kayak. I was actually looking forward to it. I exercised often, but always towards the goal of looking good for television. I was excited about the idea of going out and being active just for the fun of it. Plus, Leticia had never gone kayaking before, and I figure that it would be good for a laugh.
But on Saturday morning, I'd awakened at six to find that my sinuses felt like they were about to explode. I checked my phone and the tree pollen levels were off the chart. My eyeballs ached and my throat felt like it was on fire. I'd always been allergic and Fairview was in a particularly bad part of the country for someone with pollen allergies. The sinus pressure was so intense that I actually felt nauseated.
"Oh God," I moaned to myself, slamming my eyes back closed and laying down heavily on the bed. I didn't even know how I was going to pull myself over to the bathroom to take some loradatine (too late) and some aspirin. There was no way I could go back to sleep in this pain. I groaned again as I felt my phone vibrate on the night table next to me.
With my eyes still closed, I threw my hand out wildly, searching for the phone. I knocked a pen or pencil onto the floor, but managed to grab my phone. I pulled it over to my face and whined to myself as the bright light pierced my eye lids. I opened my eyes and bit my lip against the pain. There was a text. From Leticia.
"Hey Brooke, overslept my alarm. It is a Saturday, you know. I will be there. Twenty minutes late. Sorry," she wrote. Damn, the kayaking. I had really been looking forward to it. But there was absolutely no way now.
I quickly texted back, 'Hey. I have a huge sinus headache. I can't leave the house. Rain check." I wanted to write more but my stomach was slipping. I quickly put down the phone and put the pillow over my head.
I lay in my bed for a long time. I didn't move. I didn't open my eyes. I didn't even breathe too deeply. I usually got a headache like this once or twice a year. I knew there really wasn't anything to do but ride it out. But that was easier said than done. Every minute just sort of dripped by. After half an hour, I felt like I'd been throbbing there on the bed for two days.
Something had to give. I was just trying to give myself a pep talk into sitting up in the bed and going to the medicine cabinet to get some pills when I heard it. A voice, "Brooke?" the voice said very softly. I guess if I was feeling better, I would've jumped out of my skin. Someone was in my house. But instead, I just pulled the pillow off of my face. I was surprised to find that my room was dark. Someone had pulled the blinds and even the curtains in my room. My eyes, not strained by the light anymore, scanned the room. Standing at the foot of my bed, was the weathergirl



"Leticia?" I said, surprised to find her there.
"I am so sorry I kind of 'broke in'" she said quickly, "You told me last week that the window next to your door won't lock and said someone could just open it, reach across, and unlock the door. So I knew how to get in and..."
"What are you doing here?" I asked, cutting across her nervousness. I wasn't angry. I was feeling too crappy to be angry. I was just confused. Leticia shrugged her shoulders.
"You said you weren't feeling well. I thought I'd come over and...you know...take care of you." She said.
"Take care of me?" I asked.
"Yeah, you're sick. You shouldn't be home alone dealing with that. I already had a clear schedule for the day. Kayaking and everything. So I figured I'd come over," Now that she saw I wasn't angry, she wasn't nervous anymore. She didn't even seem to think it was strange that she was there. In fact, she walked around the side of the bed towards me. I saw that she had a glass of water in one hand. Two small white pills were pinched in the fingers on her other hand
"Excedrin," she said, "I get migraines. This stuff is the best. It works better if you take it when you feel the headache coming on, before it hits but still," she said, handing me the pills. I sat up slightly, popped them into my mouth, and then downed them with water. Even the cold water seemed to ease my head slightly. "I hope you don't mind I used one of your glasses. I knew where they were. Also, again, I am sorry I broke into your house," she sort of laughed. I grimaced as best I could.
"No, its fine. I appreciate it," I said. And I realized that I did. I had been dreading an entire day by myself, dealing with my sinuses. It was nice to have someone willing to go fetch the aspirin, or I guess Excedrin, for me.
"Go ahead and lay back down," Leticia said, pressing gently on my shoulder as I sank back down into my pillow. She turned over towards her purse and quickly pulled out one of those little refillable ice bags. She turned back towards me and placed it on my forehead, right between my eyes. I sighed as the relief, at least a small amount of it, was instant.
"Oh that is good," I said.
"I told you, I get migraines, I know it all!" Leticia said, "If you get hungry let me know. I only know how to make grilled cheese sandwiches. But I am good at it," she said. I settled and silently thanked the perverts on reddit for putting Leticia into my life. And that thought made me realize something. I sat up slowly.
"Oh just relax," she said, heading towards the door to the bedroom, "I am just going to go watch TV in your living room. I don't want to bother you. Try to sleep."
"No, wait," I said and Leticia froze. She was looking at me warmly, tilting her head to the side.
"What's up?" she asked.
"No one knows you're here," I said, "No one will see you here."
"Probably not," she shrugged, "You planning to stash my body somewhere or something?" she joked. I smiled wanly.
"No, I mean..." Leticia looked at me in a way that showed she knew exactly what I was talking about. This wasn't furthering out little scheme. She was just here. Secretly. She didn't have to be here. This was part of the job.
"You're my friend Brooke. I am here because I want to be here," she said. And I realized that it hadn't felt strange to see Brooke at first. I was surprised she'd come, but it felt natural. Leticia was my friend.
"Thank you," I said.
"Don't mention it. You'd do the same for me," Leticia said simply.
"I would," I said, automatically. And I knew I was telling the truth. By midmorning I was feeling better. Leticia and I spent the afternoon watching CNN and eating our way through my limited hoard snack food. It felt natural. It was natural. And it was fun. It didn't even have to be about ratings. That day I realized that Leticia and I hadn't magically become good actors. We'd lucked into a real connection. We were friends.
And, I have to say that it probably did hurt our ratings. That natural chemistry that we hadn't counted on had to be a part of our success. It got tied up with our scheme. And it had our viewership climbing And it was climbing faster after the failed kayaking trip. Mostly in the 18-49 male demographic, but soon in all demographics. I knew elderly women weren't watching the show because of a hint of lesbianism. The success of the show was breeding success. My news was really starting to reach people. Just like I thought, we'd just needed a way to get our collective foot in the door, then the quality of our programming did the rest. And getting our foot in the door...well that was harmless. Eight months after the start of our campaign, we were in first place in our time slot.
* * * * *
"Yes, Mr. Asher. I mean, yes Bill. I will see you next Saturday," I said, my whole body shaking with excitement. I gently hung up my telephone and then, as soon as I knew that Bill Asher, Executive Producer of Evening News 11 in St. Louis, Missouri, was off the phone, I screamed loudly and jumped up into the air. I balled my fists and rapid-fire pounded on my thighs. I smiled so hard that my eyes teared up and my cheeks ached.
I could not believe what had just happened. Out of the blue, without even getting a resume, my network's affiliate in the 21st largest media market in the country, had asked me to come in for an interview. For an anchor's position in the evening news. They said they weren't even considering anyone else at this time. It was my job to lose. And, they said, having watched a lot of my work, they didn't think that was going to happen. I was out of Fairview! I was going to be doing the news on a real network and in a real city! I didn't even had the words to describe how excited I was.
For maybe 15 minutes, I just allowed myself to soak up the good feelings. The city was going to be bigger. The salary was going to be bigger. The exposure was going to be better. But it was so much more than that. I thought back to all my years at the station, the hard work I'd done, the good reporting. This was like a reward, a recognition that I'd been doing something right. Maybe St. Louis wasn't New York, but at that moment, it felt like it.
"I have to tell Gary," I said, aloud, after a few minutes of celebration in my office. I was ecstatic and there was absolutely nothing Gary could say that would get me to stay, but I was a professional. I owed it to Gary to let him know that I would be leaving very soon, so that he could begin the search for a replacement. A replacement for me. Because I was going on to bigger and better things. As I opened the door and headed out into the hallway, I couldn't have wiped the smile off my face if I'd tried.
I quickly made my way down towards Gary's office. My eyes flittered over the familiar sights and people and I felt a sort of contented homesickness already. I would miss these people and places, even if I didn't regret leaving. Eventually, I reached Gary's office. The door was open, but he wasn't inside. I looked at my watch. It wasn't lunch time. I walked over to the door next to his, which happened to belong to Leticia. I poked my head into the door and saw she was reading weather reports.
"Hey, have you seen Gary?" I asked. Leticia looked up. She was smiling as well, but she just sort of shrugged.
"No. I was looking for him earlier too, he wasn't in his office," she said. I looked at Leticia's thousand-watt smile and realized, for the first time, that I'd be leaving her too. The pang of sadness grew a little deeper at that moment. If there was anyone I'd miss on a personal level at this place, it would be Leticia. My only real friend. I decided, I had to let her know. Just when I made a friend, it was time to let her go.
"I was looking for him, I have to tell him..." I began, but Leticia quickly cut me off.
"About St. Louis?" she asked.
"Yeah...How the...how'd you know about St. Louis?" I asked. I mean I hadn't told anyone yet.
"I just got off the phone with Mr. Asher!" Leticia said brightly. I admit it, I was stupid. I was so excited by the job offer, that at first the implication of Leticia's statement didn't hit me.
"He told you he offered me a job?" I asked, incredulous. Leticia sort of snorted and then smiled.
"Well...yeah, kinda. I mean, don't get a big head about it or anything, but I don't think he would have called to hire me if he hadn't already hired you. They want the whole team," Leticia said.
"They want Karl?" I asked. Now Leticia laughed aloud and shook her head.
"Literally no one wants Karl. Karl's wife doesn't want Karl. We are the team. Me and You," Leticia explained. For the first time, I allowed myself to understand what Leticia was saying. The excitement I'd felt ever since I'd gotten a call from St. Louis instantly drained out of me. I took a couple of steps into Leticia's office and sat down heavily in one of the chairs by the window. I sighed.
"Oh," I said and ran my hands through my hair.
"Excited to be working with you too," Leticia said wryly. She walked over to the door and she closed it. Then she moved across the room and sat in the seat next to mine. I looked up at her and shrugged.
"I'm sorry," I said, "That was really rude. I didn't mean it like that. It was just..." I started and then I trailed off. I didn't even want to admit it to myself. Getting the team didn't mean just getting the newsreaders. It meant moving the scam to a bigger city.
"It was just what?" Leticia asked, raising her eyebrows.
"It's just, I thought that St. Louis wanted me because of the way I report the news. Not because of the games we play with our audience. I thought I was getting rewarded for my journalism. Not because..." And then I trailed off again. I felt my cheeks getting red. I don't know if I was more embarrassed because I was stupid or because I was admitting it to Leticia. I looked at her, needing her, of all people, to understand. She sort of shrugged.
"Don't kid yourself. We got hired in St. Louis because we got great ratings. It doesn't really matter why we got great ratings," she said.
"But the fact that they hired us together, it means that they know that they only reason we have the ratings is because of our tease," I explained.
"So what?" Leticia shot back quickly, "Who cares why they think we got the ratings. We have the ratings and we make a quality show. We will make a better show in St. Louis with more resources. I don't know about you, but I've had more fun the last 8 months doing broadcasts than I ever had before. And that wasn't just because of our 'tease.' There was energy around here and we brought it." Leticia grew animated as she spoke and she scooted to the edge of the seat. And, despite myself, I found that I was agreeing. It had been a good time. And it wasn't just the ratings. We'd done good work. Work I was proud of. And it really wasn't possible to separate that from our teasing. It was all part of what had made our show special. Our...chemistry gave us a boost that carried over into the substance.
"But you know...this is more important than that," Leticia said, furrowing her brows and looking at me intensely. She suddenly seemed a little bit angry. Like something had clicked in her mind and she realized I'd offended her.
"More important than work and ratings?" I asked incredulously, but I knew that Leticia would bowl over that.
"Let me ask you this," she continued, "When just now found out the supposed reason that St. Louis wants us and you got disappointed, what did you do about it?"
"I sat down," I said and she raised her eyebrows, "And I complained to you."
"Is there anyone else that you would have rather complained to? I mean was it just that I was the person in the room?" Leticia asked. I had never even considered the issue before. I mean, who the Hell would I have complained to if Leticia hadn't been here? No one, probably. There wasn't anyone in my life like that, someone I could talk to. I just would've bottled it up. And besides, I'd gotten used to talking to Leticia about my personal and professional frustrations on our 'dates.' She was the only person who really understood. She shared the same things with me.
"No," I said, trying to encapsulate everything I was thinking in that one, truncated word. Leticia nodded, showing that I had achieved my goal.
"You know when I first got the call from Mr. Asher, the first thing he said was that he had already hired you. And I was excited. For the last eight months it was like...I thought we'd become close. When I thought of taking a job somewhere else without you...I didn't like that idea. And then here it was, a chance to make more money and stick with my best friend. I mean what more can you ask for? But then you came in here and you found out I was going. And I found out that you don't feel the same way. You thought you were rid of me and were disappointed that I'd be tagging along. Look, I am a professional. But I am not going to pretend that didn't hurt," Leticia said. She seemed to build steam as she spoke, like by the end, she was saying far more than she intended to say when she started.
To be honest, I was taken aback. Part of it was just that I hadn't really realized how rude I was, or how much Leticia had come to see me as her confidant. But, more than that, I was surprised by the feelings her words stirred in me. I'd been so excited about St. Louis and what it meant for me professionally, that I hadn't even really considered what that meant for my personal life here in Fairview. And, truth be told, Leticia (fake or not) was my personal life in Fairview. For the first time I considered what it would be like to move to a new city where I knew no one. To throw myself into work fully again, to shut out every part of my personal life. And, when I thought of that, it made me nervous. Would I even do work with the same quality without her? I mean, I knew I could do it, but I didn't relish it. It would be harder. And, when I thought about the fact that that meant I wouldn't see Leticia every day, that I wouldn't be able to tell her about my life and I wouldn't hear about hers...I realized that I didn't know that I could do that. And even if I could, I didn't want to.
I looked over at Leticia now, she was looking at me, the hurt still registering in her eyes. For the first time, I stripped away the professional relationship that created a false barrier between us. I looked beyond the elaborate ruse we'd concocted. I looked directly at Leticia and focused on the woman standing before me. And she was beautiful. I'd never seen a woman more beautiful in my entire life. I felt these...sensations, welling up from inside of me. They were too powerful to be emotions. They were pure instinct. It was just an unclouded...need for my friend. No, not friend. I could tell then that what I was feeling was more than that.
Who had I been fooling about my relationship? My audience? Or myself?
"I love you Leticia," I said, the words suddenly tumbling from my mouth. I'd never said that to anyone romantically before. I shocked myself to hear it. My mouth dropped open. Leticia looked at me uneasily.
"Are you making fun of me? I was being serious," Leticia said, uncertainly.
"I am not making fun of you. I'd never make fun of you. What would it mean if I went to St. Louis and I became a success? I mean that is what I've always wanted right? Well, not necessarily St. Louis. But what if I become a big deal, go to the network? I've always pictured myself there. But what would that matter, really? I've spent so much time pouring everything into my professional life, basically for nothing. And even if I got the brass ring, I wouldn't know what to do with it. But somehow, by accident, you've fallen into my lap here. I never wanted a personal life, but somehow I have what everyone wants. What I never realized I wanted it so desperately. And I almost screwed it up. I almost let it go to grab another wrung on ladder I can't even climb without you. But..." As I had been speaking, I saw a smile slowly spread across Leticia's face. Finally, she shook her head, laughing.
"Baby, you talk to much," she said, interrupting me. And before I knew it, Leticia stood and leaned over the chair where I was sitting. I felt Leticia's right hand slide across the side of my neck, I felt her fingers wrap gently around my spine. Leticia's eyes closed and her mouth opened slightly. She leaned into me. I froze, unable to command my body and unwilling to do it even if I could. And then, suddenly, Leticia's lips were pressing against mine.
I melted. And it wasn't just the soft, fullness of Leticia's lips. It wasn't just the warm, wetness of her tongue as it slipped between those lips and gently made their way across my mouth. It wasn't just her taste, just the barest hint of her on my tongue. It wasn't just the feel of her silky hair against my face. It wasn't just the sweet smell of her skin or the warmth emanating off of her body. It was all of those things together. It was all real. That's what I felt. Leticia was really her in front of me. I really care for her. And she was really beautiful. What difference did it make why we were here or how we got here? She was kissing my lips and my heart was racing, that was all that mattered.
Slowly, Leticia's lips moved back, away from mine. I realized that I had been frozen. The reality of what I was experiencing had been overwhelming. I hadn't even been able to kiss back. My eyes fluttered open and Leticia was already looking at me. Her eyes were wide, on the verge of watering. I could read the nervousness on her face. She wasn't exactly sure how to read my reaction.
"Brooke, I am sorry...you just said..." Leticia whispered, sputteringly. I smiled and her brow knitted.
"What was it Leticia?" I asked, "You heard what I said. Did you think I was lying?" I asked. And then, without further thought it was my turn to reach my hand around the back of Leticia's neck and pull her in. My eyes closed again and my lips parted. I heard Leticia gasp and her body sort of surged towards mine. Our mouths met perfectly, my head tilted just as she tilted hers. I felt Leticia's tongue, warm and wet press against my own. Her saliva was thick and sweet, my tongue tumbled around hers. I heard her moan slightly, felt it vibrate across my teeth and down my throat. Moaned in response.
Hearing and feeling this, I was suddenly overwhelmed with a sense of the surreal. It was strange, I was still very much present in the moment. But for some reason, I was just struck by how crazy all of this was. I moved my neck back, breaking the kiss and opening my eyes. Leticia groaned slightly but her eyes opened as well. She looked at me expectantly.
"I'm sorry," I said, leaning forward and kissing Leticia on the cheek and laughing, "It's just...I have been so hung up on the fact that I had been lying to our audience. Telling them I was doing something that I wasn't, or at least implying it. But, here I am making it real. Now it is like I wasn't lying at all. Because I wasn't. I really had feelings for you. We really were...kind of dating" I said. Now Leticia smiled and she ran her hand through her hair. She looked at me sort of askance.
"Maybe it never felt like lying to them to me. I didn't try to keep this thing in a box," she said.
"Well you are a more honest woman than me, I guess," I laughed a little. Leticia bit her lip and tilted her head to the side. She was thinking, and I gave her a moment. Then she spoke.
"I don't know about that. I lied to you about something . If we are being honest or...making ourselves honest, I guess I should come clean," she said, but in a playful kind of way.
"And what did you lie about?" I asked, matching her tone.
"Well, you always said that you didn't read what our fans wrote on the internet," she said.



"And I was telling the truth," I said.
"And I told you I didn't read it either," she said.
"And you lied?" I asked and Leticia smiled. I could see her on her tablet, curled up in her bed, reading what the perverts (sorry guys, maybe that isn't a fair characterization anymore) had to say.
"A little, white lie. Because I knew it made you uncomfortable. But, you know, I like that idea that you had," she said. I had been just about to ask her what she had read, but I had no clue what 'idea' she was talking about. So I shifted to that
"What do mean," I asked. Leticia bit her lower lip and shrugged.
"Well...you talked about making a lie that truth," she said, "So we aren't lying to anyone anymore."
"Don't speak in riddles girl, what are you saying?" I said. I felt like she was jumping all over the place.
"I would read anything I could find about us. And I mean anything. Little rumors and stuff like that. But there is a lot more to it. Our viewers...they shared a lot of fantasies." For the first time, when I thought about those 'fantasies,' I didn't retch. In fact, hearing the word drip from Leticia's lips made my stomach flutter.
"What kinds of fantasies?" I asked heavily. I again became aware of how close Leticia's body was to mine. And it was getting closer. She was leaning in towards me. I could feel her heat across the distance between us.
"Everything under the sun...Some of it is sweet...A lot of it is shocking," she said, "But a couple of things come up over and over and over again. Some things...some things our fans just want to believe we've done. I feel sort of bad about those things I guess. Those things that people just desperately want to believe in that we've just...lied to them about."
"Well you see, this is just what we were talking about. I bring my problems to you. You can bring your problems to me," I said, my heart fluttering now. "Tell me what I can do to help you."
"Brooke, can we go back and make this real? I don't like lying to our fans. I don't like lying between us. I think we all...deserve the truth," she said, and meaning dripped off of her last words. My mind was bending, wondering what it was that Leticia, and our fans, had in mind. I was past the point of resisting those ideas as 'dirty.' The magnet force of the truth was pulling me in. Even without knowing what Leticia wanted, I wanted it as well.
"This is real," I said, "I can feel it. Let's make it all real. Whatever they want. Whatever we want. Let's make it real," I said, "Tell me what you want," I said.
"Let me show you," Leticia said, here voice husky and rushed. It was like she'd been holding herself back, but just barely. I'd given her permission and she jumped into action, "This is the thing that they talk about the most." She said. And suddenly, Leticia's hands were all over me.
I was still in my street clothes, waiting for makeup. Just a pair of yoga pants and a t-shirt. I was still sitting in the chair, but Leticia sort of pulled me to my feet by my shirt. I staggered to my feet even as my t-shirt rode up over my head. Leticia tossed it onto the floor and by the time I got my balance, Leticia was on her knees in front of me. Her fingers sank into the waistband of my yoga pants, I could feel the cool smoothness of her nails against my skin. I trembled at Leticia's touch, but she didn't seem to notice. Instead, she quickly yanked down on my yoga pants. My panties were caught up in them and they slipped down too, pooling around my ankles.
In a matter of moments, it seemed, I had gone from being completely clothed to standing in Leticia's dressing room wearing nothing but a black sports bra. My mind was sort of whirring and I felt a little like my head was floating. I looked down at Leticia, who was carefully lifting my feet one at a time and pulling my pants and panties off of my feet. She seemed to notice I was looking at her and her big brown eyes fluttered once, and then looked up at me.
"It just got really real, didn't it?" She asked, her voice sounded a little bit startled. I smiled back and her and just sort of shrugged. For a moment, Leticia's eyes stayed on mine. But I noticed them starting to drift. Moving their way down my body. They flittered quickly across my throat and my breasts. They lingered for a moment on my flat, trembling belly and my wide, bony hips. But they found their way quickly between my legs. I looked down now at my body, looking at what Leticia was seeing. I saw my mons, shaved bare just that morning. I saw the thick, pink lips of my pussy, glistening slightly from my excitement.
I usually felt embarrassed when someone saw me naked. I couldn't really say why, I guess I am just shy about my body. But I watched Leticia's eyes drinking me in. Her attention on the smooth white skin around my puffy lips, her lips trembling with excitement. I didn't feel any nervousness, no embarrassment. In fact, I wanted her to see more of me. Without even thinking, I grasped the bottom of my sports bra and quickly pulled it up over my head. My breasts poured out of the nylon fabric, bouncing against my body. Leticia bent her head back, looking at the gentle, teardrop shape of my breasts, admiring my my small, puffy pink nipples. Those nipples ached now in a way I'd never felt before and I groaned in anticipation for whatever would come next.
It was only afterwards...the next day really that it seemed strange to me how quickly everything happened. It had only been a few minutes earlier that I'd burst into Leticia's room, no thought beyond my new job in my mind. And then here I was, naked and ready for whatever came next. But, in another sense, it wasn't strange. It wasn't like a first time with someone new. For the last 8 months, I'd been living just like this sort of thing happened all the time. I pretended it was true. And I think that opened me up in some way. It made everything that was happening feel natural. Comfortable. Eight months and hundreds of dates, we had been downright prudes getting to this moment. I was already Leticia's lover, this just completed the formalities.
"God, your body is so beautiful," Leticia cooed, drawing my eyes down to her on the floor. Leticia raised up slightly onto her knees. I felt her soft, warm palms press against my hips, right where they began to grow out of my narrow waist I shivered slightly, but relished the feeling of Leticia's hands on my bare flesh. "Come on baby, let me show you..." Leticia said, her words trailing off as she licked her lips. I felt a slight pressure as Leticia began to pull down on my hips.
I gave in instantly, my knees sort of buckled under me. Before I knew it, I was on my knees on the floor, right next to Leticia. And then Leticia's arms were wrapping me up, and I was squeezing her as well. I felt my nipple press against the soft fabric of her t-shirt and smelled her hair in my nose Our mouths found one another again. I felt Leticia's now-familiar tongue plunge into my mouth and savored the flavor of her mouth.
I felt her hands moving on my bare back, sliding on my thighs and grasping at my waist. My hands were moving too. I felt the fabric of Leticia's t-shirt, and the firmer substance of her bra underneath. I could feel the heat of her body through the thin material of her shorts. Soon it wasn't enough just to sense Leticia's skin. I started bunching the fabric of her t-shirt in my hand, I started grasping at her shorts. Leticia sensed what I was doing, and she moved her body to help. Soon, I messily pulled her shorts (no panties underneath), down over Leticia's hips and slipped her shirt (tied up with her bra) up over her head. The whole time, our mouths remained together and Leticia's hands continued to move ravenously around my body. I gasped as she squeezed the flesh of my hips, or move her fingers gently across the side of my breasts.
But when I finally managed to get Leticia free of her clothes, I broke the kiss. I longed for her soft lips against mine, but I needed something else more now. I desperately needed to see what she looked like as a lover. Leticia fell back onto her ass on the floor as I released her from my arms. I didn't drop her, she just sort of settled there. Her hair tousled messily across her shoulders and I saw her large breasts move slightly. Her nipples were large and a sort of cocoa color against her light brown skin. I could see that they were hard. I was mesmerized by the shape of Leticia's body, her large breasts tapering down to a narrow waist and then ballooning back out to her generous hips and round ass. Finally, her thing, muscular legs tied together her improbable features. And, of course, just like Leticia, my eyes found there way between my lover's legs. I saw the thick lips of her pussy, the same color as her dark nipples but split open as she sat, exposing her pinkness inside. I saw the thin strip of pubic hair, just above her large, dark clit. My mouth watered for her. I'd never felt this way about a woman. But just like everything else, the raw animal sexual attraction came on me instantly and naturally. I'd been pretending at I so long it was real. Or it had been real all along. That's what it was.
"Come here Brooke," Leticia said thickly as she settled onto the floor, "let me show you what everybody already knows we do." Leticia reached her hands out, grabbing at my wrists. She leaned back now, pulling me down on top of her. I felt her smooth skin move easily against mine as our bodies came together on the floor. Now, nothing separated us. As our lips once again met, I felt her large breasts melting into mine, I could feel Leticia's trembling belly against mine. Leticia's generous, muscular thigh split my legs and I groaned as I felt the delicate lips of my pussy press against Leticia's taut muscles At the same time, I could feel Leticia's little strip of pubic hair tickling against my thigh, I could sense the wetness between her legs. Our feet were tangled together and I suck on Leticia's tongue, trying to pull us even closer together. But after just a moment laying on top of one another Leticia rolled slightly to the side and I felt my hip and my shoulder on the rough carpeted floor of the dressing room.
"Almost ready baby," Leticia said and slowly she extricated herself from my body, her breasts pulling away from mine, our hips disengaging. Soon our feet were no longer touching. I felt cold without her and my entire body ached. I wanted her against me again. I couldn't respond, all I could do was whimper on the floor. Leticia rose up onto her knees and she smiled at me. "I'm not going anywhere. You can't get rid of me that easy," Leticia said and then she started to leaned down once again. But she was moving the opposite direction. She was leaning her head down towards my feet. She uncurled her legs and I watched her feet stretch out beyond my face.
Then we were both laying out our sides, facing on another, but head to foot. My eyes were lined up perfectly with Leticia's thin little strip of pubic hair. Then Leticia began to spread her legs slightly, just lifting her top leg up, exposing her beautiful, puffy pussy lips, glistening with her dew I was close enough now...the scent of her hit me with full force and it made my head swim. So sultry and intense. Leticia began to inch on her side towards me, crawling sideways to close the foot or so distance that separated us.
She didn't need to say anything now, of course. I knew exactly what Leticia was thinking of, what our fans had been imagining. And I was more than game. In fact, it made sense. I found that even though I'd never thought about it before, this is exactly what I wanted to do with Leticia, here in our first real time. I began to slide on my side as well, I spread my legs, just like Leticia. In a matter of seconds, the distance between us disappeared. I lifted my head and slipped it between Leticia's legs, my ear coming to rest against her thigh. I felt Leticia doing the same, her hair tickling against my sensitive skin as her head came to rest, her mouth so close to my pussy that I could feel her hot breath against my skin. Slowly, my leg dropped, coming to rest of Leticia's ear, holding her in place. I felt her leg do the same.
Leticia didn't squeeze me, her thighs just rested on my head. It felt warm and comfortable. I had thought that I had experienced the full force of Leticia's beautiful scent before, but now, between her legs, I found that I had only just experienced it. In the gentle lock of Leticia's thighs, I breathed her in and nothing else. Her scent filled my lungs and worked it's way into my veins. Leticia filled my vision too. Her puffy, glistening lips just inches from my face, the heat of of Leticia's excitement hitting me full force. I groaned at the sights and smells and sensation that threatened to overwhelm me.
"God I want to eat you!" I gasped, the words escaping without effort. It was my instincts.
"That's the idea," Leticia said, her voice sounding muffled between my legs. And then I felt it. I felt Leticia's tongue pierce me like a loving knife, splitting my flesh but leaving pleasure instead of pain. It was hot and cold at the same time, the sensation. Her tongue dragged its way up, from the now-sopping bottom of my desperate pussy, up through my soft lips, until it rest firm, but soft against my hard clitoris. My body quaked as the sensation rocketed through my body. I'd never felt anything like this before. Never with a man. Never even with myself. There was something here that was more than the physical act. I could feel Leticia racing through my nerves.
"Oh fuck, that is...oh fuck!" I moaned, unable to even make my thoughts clear. But Leticia didn't respond. I just heard the soft suckling sound of her mouth as she continued to move her tongue up and down the cleft of my pussy. The sensations grew stronger and stronger with each movement of her mouth. My muscles tensed and my throat closed.
But my nose was still breathing in Leticia's delicious scent. My mouth watered and I realized what I was supposed to be doing. What I needed to do. I craned my neck forward slightly, moving deeper in between Leticia's legs. I felt my nose press gently against the ticklish hair on Leticia's mons, then slid my face down further. Soon, her pussy was close to my lips, I could feel the heat of her against me, the wetness of her. My mouth opened slowly and my tongue dribbled out. I was so close to Leticia's body that the tip was barely passed my lips when I tasted her.
Oh god, Leticia's flavor. It is impossible to describe. It was salty and sweet. The consistency was slick and heavy. But it was so much more than that. I could taste...Leticia. I know that doesn't really make sense but...I feel like I would have known it was her even if I was blindfolded. It was her essence. I could feel her soaking through me. She tasted what it felt like to be with her, and it was just perfect.
And I could hear her moaning, loudly, as my tongue pressed farther and farther out of my lips. I let it hit flat and wet against Leticia's dripping slit. I took my lover's juices into my mouth, tasting them and savoring the pure...Leticia of it. My tongue moved wildly up and down through Leticia's slit. I didn't really know what I was doing, but I knew what I wanted to do. I wanted to taste every inch of her. So I tried. My tongue plunged into Leticia, tasting her coppery insides. It slipped up to the top, of wetness, the firm flesh of her clit pressing against my taste buds. She writhed and moaned as I my tongue circled her most sensitive spot, tasting her and sucking her in.
The whole while, Leticia had continued to lick my pussy. The fact that I was focused on Leticia's hot slit had in no way diminished the intensity of the sensation. In fact, it seemed to heighten it. After a few moments, it felt like Leticia and I had slipped into a rhythm we couldn't have defined. Our motions didn't match, but somehow the pleasure seemed to. We writhed at the same times, we moaned at the same times. It was like one pleasure was moving through us together. I felt it sort of burst from my mouth and into Leticia's wet pussy. It traveled up her spine and then to her own lips. Through those lips to my aching clit, and then through my spine, completing the circle.
Neither of us could last long under that kind of intensity. I think I was in the middle of the orgasm before I even realized it was happening. In fact, I first learned about it when I felt Leticia cumming. I could feel her thighs tighten around my head. I felt her pussy contract sharply around my tongue, and I could feel her wetness on my lips. Her muffled moans felt like they were coming from my own throat. And then I realized I was moaning as well. And in that instant, I found I was at the very crest of an orgasm. The realization tore through my body as the pleasure overwhelmed my brain. All of my nerves seemed to shoot fully to life at once and then short out in a wave of liquid electrical pleasure. I lost control of my body, grasping at Leticia's ass and working my tongue more furiously around her sensitive clit. I knew she was feeling the same thing that I was. That we were both experiencing part of a single whole.
Everything in the world had faded away in that moment. My job. Fairview. St. Louis. Reddit. None of these things meant anything anymore. They weren't even concepts my mind could grasp. There was just me. And there was Leticia. And there was the pure pleasure that bound us into one. And for that beautiful second, I found more meaning that I had ever experienced before, in all my work and my striving. What was the purpose of life, if not this? If not to share something real with someone real? I know I didn't think those thoughts quite as articulately at the time. But the feeling was there. And it was undeniable. It stayed, eve as the orgasms slowly began to fade.
"Oh god, that was...perfect," I purred as I collapsed, panting, on the floor. Leticia let out a low sigh that told me everything I needed to know. She agreed.
"That felt like the truth," she said lightly, like she was a million miles away but right inside of me too. I knew what she meant. The pleasure was intense and pure. But somehow, it felt like relief. Like we were being honest for the first time. That thought seemed to stir me, to pull me back into the moment. She was feeling the same things I felt. I was still between Leticia's thighs against my head and smell her scent. My face was wet with her juices. I kissed the insides of her thighs and she wriggled and giggled on the floor. She rolled away, laughing.
"Sorry, I am ticklish," she said as she sat up.
"You don't have to be sorry... if we don't stop now," I said. I hadn't even intended to say anything. The words just sort of poured out. I knew they were true as I heard them. I wasn't ready to be done yet. I sat up and saw Leticia smiling at me.
"What did you have in mind?" Leticia asked. I shrugged. I wanted to do anything and everything.
"What do the fans want?" I asked sort of absentmindedly, "What else do we owe...everyone?" Leticia laughed and bit her lip.
"Well," she said, "We've already done the most popular fantasy out there. By far, that's what they talk about the most..." she paused for a long moment, "but..." Leticia was tapping her lip with he forefinger. She looked so incredibly sexy, her body glistening with our sweat and her skin flush with pleasure. I was desperate to find out what she had in mind.
"But what?" I asked, louder than I intended. Leticia laughed. She rose quickly and grabbed my hand. She jerked me roughly up off of the floor and spun me around. Before I knew it, I was sitting in Leticia's chair, my legs slightly spread. Leticia had already dropped down to onto her knees, she had been speaking the whole time
"This was something someone came up with one day and it just...it drove everyone crazy. I mean people were talking about this for hours," she said. As she finished. She reached up onto the table next to me and grabbed a copy of the previous night's script. She handed it to me quickly. "Read," she ordered.



For a moment, I wasn't exactly sure what I was doing. I stumbled for a moment, looking down between my legs at Leticia. Her eyes were looking up at me, her pert nipples pointed towards my shins. She was almost bouncing with excitement. She nodded encouragingly at me. I sort of shrugged and looked at the script, the words slowly working themselves into order. I was more than willing to do whatever she asked.
"Good Evening, I am Brooke Middleton and welcome to...oh fuck!" I groaned. I looked down and I could see Leticia's thick, dark hair. She'd plunged her head between my legs and I could feel her soft lips wrapped around my clit. She pulled away briefly, and I could hear her muffled voice.
"No swearing," she said, "Pretend you are on the air. I am under the anchor's table. Read," she said. It was then that I understood what was going on. Our fans had imagined Leticia pleasuring me while I read the news. I shivered at the idea. It was actually not too bad. These perverts...our fans...they were alright. I picked up my papers and began to read again.
As the words formed in my mouth, Leticia put her head back between my legs. I felt her lips kissing my thighs, moving across my clit. I could feel her lapping up and down my slit. I could hear her sucking in my juices, slurping into her mouth. My breathing was shallow as the intense pleasure of Leticia's tongue moved like a rippling wave through my body. I wanted to bite my lip and groan. My nipples ached terribly, I wanted nothing more than to reach up, to squeeze them gently. To feel my nipples hard between my fingers. But I resisted. I pretended I was looking at the camera. I tried to keep my voice clear, even. I didn't dare look down at Leticia.
"Police asked anyone with...informat...ion! Information ..." I almost lost it there. I had barely noticed Leticia's mouth moving back, slightly, from my pussy, the phantom sensations of her touch were still there. But it was impossible to miss what had happened next. Leticia's fingers, thin and cool, had slid up through my sopping wet slit. I felt her soft fingertip press against my clit once, then slide down and slip, easy and wet, inside of my body. My pussy had closed around her, even as Leticia was twisting her finger around, and then curling inside of me. I said a few more lines, trying not to lose my mind as Leticia's fingers tapped my g-spot over and over and over again. I could hear her panting as well, and I could smell her juices. I knew where her other hand was, between her legs, playing with her own clit.
Finally, we reached a point in the script where my co-anchor was supposed to speak. I paused for a moment, unsure about what I was supposed to do. My eyes closed slightly and I rocked my hips in my chair, following Leticia's rhythm. But a moment after I finished speaking, I felt Leticia's now-warm finger slip from inside of me. I groaned slightly, but there was barely time to react. In a moment, Leticia's hand shot up from between my legs. I could see her finger glistening with my juices. Leticia didn't have to tell me what our fans wanted. I knew what I was supposed to do. I wanted it too. I imagined my co-anchor droning on, imagined the camera turned away from me. And I leaned forward and took Leticia's finger into my mouth. I groaned as I sucked on her wet digit, tasting my own sweet, salty, musky liquid. It tasted...amazing. So much better because it was on Leticia's finger.
Eventually, Leticia seemed to decide that Karl's turn to speak was over. She slipped her finger, clean now, from my lips and returned it to my pussy. Soon, her fingers slipped back inside of me. Her mouth found its way back to my clit. It seemed like my arousal had picked up right where it had left off before, no relief at all, and I could taste my own pussy on my lips. But I knew the game, I began to read again.
Leticia and I read through to the first commercial break in the previous night's script. I would read as best I could while Leticia's licked my clitoris with her thick, soft tongue. Then, when it was someone else's turn to speak, Leticia would slip her finger out of me and plunge it right into my mouth, letting me suck my juices clean from her hand. Sometimes she'd move up her other hand and I would, for a brief moment, taste her lovely flavor again. But when it was my turn to speak again, I pretended the camera was on me. I pretended the crew was around. I pretended that it was just like our fans wanted. It was just what I wanted. And the whole while, the pleasure built and built and built, but never quite crested. It was fun, I don't want to say that it wasn't fun. It was better than fun, it was lovely. And I was gratified that it was what the fans deserved But...I wanted something different. Something more. It was like...we were still circling something but we hadn't quite reached it. We still weren't being fully honest with...someone. I wanted to reach something...truer.
Finally, we reached the commercial break and I couldn't take it anymore. I stood up quickly and Leticia sort of felt back on her ass. "Oh fuck Leticia," I groaned, "We gave the fans what they wanted. What did you want to be true? What have you desired?" I couldn't pretend anymore. This was fun...it was amazing. But to be true...It had to be what I wanted. And what Leticia wanted. We couldn't fake something for the fans. But we couldn't just do this for the fans either. We couldn't lie and pretend we were only doing this to "make things right" for the fans. We had to accept our own desires. And embrace them. For real. I think Leticia had been thinking the same thing, because she didn't hesitate.
"I didn't read this one. The one I think about more than any other. I dreamed this...And I haven't been able to get it out of my mind," Leticia purred. And I knew that whatever she said or did next, I wanted it too. I wanted it with all my heart. I wished I had dreamed it and I didn't even know what it was.
Leticia quickly rolled from her ass onto her knees. She popped up quickly onto her hands and knees. She turned to the side, sort of looking over at me and letting her long hair cascade over her shoulder. I could see her large breasts hanging down below her chest, still perky. From above, the beautiful shape of her narrow hips and round, thick ass were particularly impressive. My mouth watered as I automatically dropped off the chair, down onto the floor next to her. I shuffled on my knees behind her. Here eyes followed me, looking over her shoulder to see me get in position.
I was now behind her, looking at the beautiful swell of her ass. I was straddling over her right calve (her shin was on the floor), bending over slightly towards her. She was smiling back at me. I put my hands down, letting my palms sink into the thick, hot flesh of her ass. I jiggled the muscles, felt the loose strength of them. The motion also wafted the scent of her pussy up towards me, I could see that she was dripping wet now. I started to bend forward to lick it.
"My ass," Leticia said, so softly I barely heard it. I looked up at her, her cheeks were red and her smile looked nervous, "I want you to eat my ass." she said. Without thinking, I'd been putting pressure on her ass cheeks as I leaned towards her. Her ass was spread now, and I could see the puckered, purple kiss of her asshole. Never in my life had I thought of doing something like that. Never would have even considered it in any relationship or even in a fantasy. But when I heard Leticia's honest expression of desire, I couldn't resist. It wasn't like I was acting to please her, to just do it because she wanted to. As I felt the vulnerability of her request...I desperately wanted it too.
I almost moved too quickly, I pressed on Leticia's ass cheeks, spreading them further, and she almost fell forward. She righted herself and I took a deep breath. But then I started moving forward again. My eyes were planted on Leticia's asshole. It was glistening with the juices that had dripped down from her pussy when she'd been on her hands and knees. It looked so...delicious. Inviting.
"Please, lick my asshole Brooke," Leticia begged, louder now. If I ever would have had the willpower to resist before, it was gone now. Leticia's ass loomed larger and larger in my field of vision as the distance between us disappeared. My eyes closed as I felt the smooth, hot skin of her ass cheeks against my face. And then suddenly I felt it. The dense, crinkled skin of Leticia's anus was wet against my lips. I couldn't contained my tongue, it poured from my mouth and pressed hot against her skin. I could taste Leticia's pussy juices as my tongue lapped upwards, the crinkled skin of Leticia's body playing lightly against my tastebuds. I could Leticia groan and felt her body tense.
My fingers sunk deeply into Leticia's ass cheeks, holding her in place. I was suddenly ravenous. My tongue raked up and down Leticia's tight asshole. I sucked in all her pussy juices until I swallowed it all down. Then Leticia's asshole tasted like my saliva and her soft, sweet skin. I kept licking, faster and more forcefully. I made my tongue rigid and poked gently inside of her, not too deep, but deep enough to taste her clean insides. Instinctively, I slipped my right hand off of her asscheek. I squeezed it between my breast and Leticia's thigh and soon I felt my fingers slip against her dripping wet pussy, I slipped inside of her tightness easily. And still I lapped at her. My mind whirring as I listened to my lover moan and felt her body tremble.
I was so focused on Leticia's asshole, that I didn't even notice that she was moving slightly. I guess it would have been hard to tell. Her leg was moving behind me. I was stretched out, my face buried in Leticia's ass and my knees on the floor. Leticia was bending her knee, sort of kicking her foot up so that her knee was still down but her shin came up off the floor. Before I knew what was happening, I felt the heel of Leticia's foot slip across my wet slit and come to rest against my clit. I groaned and instinctively pushed back. Leticia held firm, her foot sticking up to give me resistance. My clit pressed hard against her foot and I felt a wave of pleasure emanate out from it. I pushed back again. And again. And again. Grinding against Leticia's foot with my desperate clit.
We didn't stay like that for very long. Not because we didn't want to, but because we couldn't handle it. My face remained buried in Leticia's soft ass. My tongue alternated between gently probing her insides and forcefully lapping at her crinkled anus. My hand was still between her legs, my fingers playing with her slit and clit. At the same time, the heel of Leticia's foot was pressed into my pussy, and I was pressing back against it, grinding harder and harder and coating her sole with my juices. It couldn't have been more than a minute or two before we came.
It was different than last time in that it didn't sneak up on me. I'd felt it building and building and building for what seemed like forever. I could tell from her panting and trembling that Leticia was experiencing the same thing. But, just like the first time, when the orgasm came, it came simultaneously. We were bound together in a way that we couldn't explain. But as the torrent of pleasure tore through my body, leaving my muscles weak and my mind clogged, I could feel it working its way through Leticia's body as well. I could hear her moaning with abandon. I could sense her orgasm with the same reality that I felt mine. And then, finally, the excruciating pleasure of it released us and we tumbled together to the floor, coated in sweat and our own juices.
For a long while, we lay panting on the floor. Through small, almost imperceptible movements, we managed to reposition ourselves so that we were laying together on the floor, our arms wrapped around one another. Occasionally we'd kiss. But mostly we were silent. Looking at one another. I was smiling sheepishly and Leticia looked serious, thoughtful. I knew she was going to say something, but I could wait for her. I had already waited so long. After a long while, we'd caught our breath and her words finally came.
"Tell me the truth," she said. That wasn't a preface. It was the entire request. But I knew exactly what to say. The only thing to say. My truth.
"I don't ever want to go anywhere without you again," I said.
"Me neither," she said, and I knew that she meant it.
* * * * *
"Good evening and welcome to Evening News 11. Tonight's top story is, once again, calls for the Missouri Governor's resignation. This time from an unexpected source. But before we reach that, the National Weather Service has issued a severe weather warning in our viewing region. I will turn immediately to our chief meterologist, Leticia Middleton-Guerrero. Leticia." I said, and the light on the camera went out. I turned my head slightly towards the green screen to my side.
"Thank you Brooke," my wife said and then immediately began to report the weather. I kept my eyes glued to her, smiling despite myself (after all, the news was a bit serious tonight). But for the first time in my career, I wasn't thinking about the next step. Here I was in St. Louis. Making a good show. Maybe I'd move somewhere else. Maybe I wouldn't. The truth was, it didn't really matter. I already had everything important already figured out. I knew what truly mattered, and what was just fluff.
"Back to Brooke,"
"Thank you, love," I said, and I read the news.
The End
Note: I honestly write so that I can hear the comments you all give. So please just tell me what you think. Even if it is just a sentence or two (though I always prefer more). Consider that your payment for a free story. And if you like this, I beg you to read my other stories and comment on them too. I know who my loyal readers are and I really appreciate you. Thanks!
YKN
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Most beautiful people, movie stars and models, they have those classic good looks, you know? They have the symmetrical features, the flawless skin, and the perfect proportions. Good genes, mostly. People born to beauty from beauty. But sometimes you run into someone who is sort of...strikingly beautiful in a way that's hard to define. Maybe you see a woman and her eyebrows are a little too thick, her nose a little too narrow, her eyes a little misaligned, her mouth a little large. And each and every one of those imperfect features, on their own, simply don't work. But for some reason, when they all come together...they are attractive in a way that is hard to explain. It is just a sort of accident of nature, beauty out of chaos.
I fall into the latter camp. I swear, I am not bragging. I promised myself when I started this story that I would be objective about what I was talking about, and none of this makes sense if I don't explain it all. And I honestly don't take any pride in my "good" appearance. I didn't do anything to get it. But I know it is there. People have told me my entire life that I am beautiful. But I have always known it wasn't that "classic" kind of beauty. I have those somewhat bushy, dark eyebrows. My nose is that long and narrow one. I have that right eye that is ever so slightly higher than my left. And I've got that mouth that tries to stretch out to my ears when I smile (and those ears are kind of big too). On top of all that, I am short but somehow still willowy, with small breasts, gentle hips, a small butt, and slender legs. My features shouldn't work, but somehow, together, they do. Those are facts, not ego.
Maybe you've wondered, when you've seen a person like me, "how does that happen?" Or maybe you haven't bothered. But the thing is, I can tell you: My parents both have strange features. I have my mother's eyebrows and her build. I have my father's nose and ears. I am a hodgepodge of my parent's strange features. And neither of my parents is what anyone would call "ugly." But it's like their features are slightly off. Like they only make sense when they come together on my face and in my body. My mother has said something to that effect for my entire life. I don't so much have "good genes" as perfectly balance genes.
And that sort of leads us to a discussion of my little brother, Ben. If my features all came together just right, my brother's came together...just wrong. Like I said, I am trying to be objective. My parents might look a little off, but my brother, I hate to say it, but he is just an ugly guy. He has my father's large head sitting on my mother's slender neck . He had my father's heavily lidded eyes and my mother's small mouth. He has my mother's short, slender built (he is only two inches taller than me, and I am 5'2). He has a sort of narrow chest, but a bit of a gut. His hairline was already receding, even though he was only 18. He has scrawny legs and knobby knees. When we stand next to one another, you can tell we are related, but for some reason it just doesn't work for him.
I never really noticed it when we were kids. Some of that, I guess, is that you just don't pay attention that kind of stuff when you're a kid. And he was four years younger than me, I never paid attention. And some of it, I think, was that it got worse as he aged. I mean all kids are cute in some ways. But as his features developed, it just got to be worse.
I honestly didn't even notice it then. It was my senior year of high school when I realized it. And I only realized it because my new boyfriend (at the time), came right out and said it. We had been walking home from school together (I only lived a couple blocks away). And my brother, a freshman, was walking a little way behind us. As other kids peeled off down side streets, soon it was only me, my brother, and my new boyfriend.
"Oh man, look, Lollipop is following us!" my boyfriend said. I looked behind us, seeing only my brother, didn't know what he was talking about.
"Who?" I asked, innocently.
"Lollipop!" my boyfriend said incredulously. He looked at me, saw the blank stare remained, and laughed, "Come on Rachel, that kid...Ben. He's Lollipop." I laughed a little, wondering what the story was that had earned my brother that nickname.
"Why is he called Lollipop?" I asked.
"You've really never heard that?" my boyfriend asked. I shook my head, "Look at that boy's gigantic head and his scrawny body! He looks like...you know, like a tootsie roll pop." I turned and slapped him playfully on the arm. Guys were always giving each a hard time. "What?!
"Don't tease my brother!" I said. Now my boyfriend guffawed.
"Your brother? Come on," my boyfriend said, incredulous again.
"What?"
"You're Lollipop's sister? I won't tease him, but don't have to lie," my boyfriend responded. Now I was starting to get confused. What did that mean?
"I am Rachel Merten. He is Ben Merten, my little brother. It's not that big of a school, you know that," I said, "What's the game here?"
"I have honestly never heard his last name. I have only ever referred to him as something other than 'Lollipop' like twice," he said. Everyone called my brother some sort of mean nickname?
"Well he is my brother, so be nice," I said, my protective instincts kicking in for the first time in my life. Something about this didn't feel like a friendly teasing.
"I honestly can hardly believe that you are related," he said as we kept walking.
"Why?" I said, looking back again at Ben and seeing his familiar features. Just like my parents. Kind of like me, or so it seemed at the time.
"Come on Rachel. You are like...the hottest girl in school. Lollip...Ben, looks like...Bizarre," he said, and once again I slapped him, less playfully this time. Now I was practically walking backwards, looking at Ben and sort of...seeing him for the first time. I no longer looked at him like my brother, but like a boy...And I saw what my boyfriend was talking about. Ben was a little...strange. He seemed to sense me looking at him, his eyes flickered up and he smiled. I smiled back anxiously and then turned away.
"Hey, no offense. I didn't know..." my boyfriend started, sensing how uncomfortable I was. I turned and pushed him away slightly.
"I don't want to talk about it," I spat at him. I crossed my arms in front of my breasts and started walking quickly towards my house. My boyfriend rushed a little to catch up, "Why don't you walk to your house, and I will walk to mine." I said, picking up the pace. The boy pleaded for a block or so, then he got angry and said something I don't remember. And he stalked off.
I guess I wasn't really fair to him. I mean, I'd teased people before. I was a kid once. And I'd teased Ben before, though not about his looks. He didn't know he was mocking my family and he hadn't said anything that bad. But still, I found myself furious, walking to my house. I was just running my brother's appearance through my mind. And the way other people reacted to his appearance. I kept getting angrier and angrier, but I couldn't really explain to myself then why.
I found myself stewing that night and couldn't really explain it. I didn't call my boyfriend (in fact, I never called him again. That was it) and I never talked to my brother about it. Or anyone else. It got worse when I went back to school. Now that I was primed to look for it, I noticed the way that people treated my brother. I don't want to give the impression that he was a heavily bullied kid or that he didn't have any friends. He had close friends. And he wasn't even really unpopular or anything. Everyone talked to him. He had a reputation for being a fun guy. And people teased him more than bullied him. But even teasing without malice from your friends can still build up. And girls didn't really seem to give Ben the time of day. I could sense that too. I could feel it building now, even if Ben didn't seem to react to it.
About three days after my conversation with my now ex-boyfriend, I actually heard someone refer to my brother as "Lollipop." Ben was just walking and there were a couple of juniors talking at the car next to them. Two guys and two girls I knew were on the cheerleading squad. One of the guys noticed my brother and yelled out something to the effect that he should join the cheerleading squad. Because his giant head and little body would make it easy to flip him around, end over end. The four of them laughed and my brother just sort of laughed it off. One of the cheerleaders yelled something about how Ben shouldn't listen to the guy, he was a jerk. But she was laughing too.
I felt the rage that had been stoking and smoking inside of me for days finally burst into flames. Ben and his buddy had already walked away. But I marched across the parking lot and gave the guy a piece of my mind. I honestly don't remember everything that I said. But I tore into the guy. I told him that if he ever talked about someone in my family like that again, that he would regret it. The guy looked shocked and apologized about thirty times, saying he didn't mean anything and that he and Ben were friendly. I didn't care, by the time I left, all four of them were totally silent. I didn't really feel a lot better.
And anyway, it mostly backfired. A day later, after the whole school buzzed about my blow-up, Ben came into my room after school. "Hey," he said, "Rachel, can we talk about something?"
"Yeah, what?" I asked. I was laying on my bed, working on some homework. I sat up as Ben walked into the room. This was sort of rare, Ben and I rarely had 'conversations.'
"So..." Ben said, pausing for a long minute and then looking up at me, "Did you yelled at Jesse and Frank and their girlfriends because they called me 'Lollipop'?" he asked, his cheeks getting red. I sighed deeply.
"I know, I am so sorry. What they said was totally inappropriate. And I didn't even know about it until just the other day. If I had known..."
"I am not upset about that," Ben said quickly, his cheeks getting redder, "Sometimes, people make fun of my big head and stuff. They've done it for years. They don't mean anything by it," Ben said. I was taken aback. My mouth sort of opened and then closed again.
"Oh," I said, confused.
"Yeah," Ben said, his eyes dropping.
"Well I..." I began, but I didn't know what to say. Ben knew and didn't care? Or was he just so worn down by it all that... "So why are you here, if you say you don't care?"
"Don't do that again," Ben said, "Don't yell at any one for me. It is embarrassing."
"Embarrassing?" I said, ever more confused than before. Ben wasn't angry at guys at school for mocking him. He was angry at me! For what? Looking out for him?
"I know you were just trying to help," Ben said quickly, "But... it really isn't a big deal. Everyone gets made of for something. This is my thing. And making a big deal about it will just make it worse. So...you know, don't help me."
"Sorry," I said, and, I admit now, that sorry was a little sullen and hostile. But Jesus, for the first time in my life I was helping my brother instead of teasing him about something and he acts like a...jerk about it. There was a long pause and Ben shuffled uncomfortably.
"Did you really call Crystal Coakley a 'shitface'?" Ben asked, smiling a little now. I looked up and him and smiled.
"I don't know... maybe?" I said, smiling a little now too.
"You know that she tripped during cross country last year and landed in a big pile of dog shit right?" Ben asked. My eyes opened wide and my mouth opened. I let out a little laugh.
"Uh, no. Oh god, I hope I did call her that!" I said, laughing. Ben laughed as well.
"Yeah, she was like...super pissed because you brought that little nickname back in full force. I apologized to her, but I thought it was pretty funny too," Ben said.
"Maybe I should apologize too," I said.
"Eh," Ben said, "She will get over it. She kind of deserves it anyway."
"See, that's all I meant!" I said. And Ben laughed now. I paused for a minute, "Hey Ben, I am really sorry. I wasn't trying to make your life harder. It was trying to do the opposite," I said, meaning it this time. Ben nodded.
"I know, that's why I am not angry," he said simply.
"You're just my little brother, I care about you," I said. Ben laughed.
"Since when?" he asked and now I laughed.
"You aren't as bad as you used to be," I said, realizing that I was telling the truth. I'd been looking to protect my little baby brother. But the was in high school then. Not a child anymore (at least, not from my 17-year-old perspective). I look back at that conversation now as the first "adult" conversation I ever had with my brother. We interacted...differently after that. I stopped teasing him (mostly) and I found that I could talk to him almost as an equal. He came in with an issue. We discussed it and resolved it. That is a small thing, but some siblings never, ever reach that stage. And I learned that I didn't just love my little brother because I had to, I liked him too.
And a strange side effect of that realization was that, even though I felt better about my relationship with my brother, I felt worse about the whole "Lollipop" situation. Before, I guess, I'd been at least as angry about my own pride as my brother's feelings. How dare someone tease MY brother. Now, I was thinking of my brother as a complete person. And I didn't like that he faced this sort of stuff on a daily basis. And, what was worse, there was nothing I could do to stop it. I wasn't allowed to even speak about it. I could just stew in it. And that's basically what I did for that last year of high school any time I thought about my brother.
Even when I went to away to college, I kept worrying about Ben. And, as I started to take psych courses and think through my thought processes, I began to piece together why I was so upset about the "Lollipop" situation and Ben's experiences at school. I thought about my brother and considered his sort of strange features. I knew the way that people reacted to them. And I felt guilty. We had the same father. We had the same mother. I'd somehow put their unique features together in a way that other people found attractive. My brother had somehow managed to put those features together in a way that made people laugh. And I had no right to be 'the hottest girl in school' (even if that was an exaggeration) and Ben had no reason to be...ugly. And I felt bad, I'd won some sort of lottery and he lost. There was no justice in that. It was entirely outside of our control.
I was relieved, I think. Our situation could have easily been reversed and I could have been ugly and he could have been handsome. And, like anyone else, I didn't want to be ugly. I didn't want people to treat me they way they treated Ben. I liked that people found me appealing. And so, I was happy. But I didn't like that I felt happy. It seemed shallow and it felt like I was looking down on my brother, the same way that other people did. And so I felt guilty. And the guilt made me angry. Because it wasn't fair to me and it wasn't fair to Ben.
Distance at college didn't make it any better. In fact, it sort of made it worse. I remember at one point my junior year (that is, my brother's senior year, when he was 18) my mom and I were talking, and she let me know that Ben was seeing someone. I was so happy about that. I don't know, I guess I had worried that maybe he would never find anyone. I mean, I knew unattractive people got married and had kids and everything...but I worried for some reason.
The relief I felt dissipated quickly. My mom sent me the girl's picture. She was...not attractive. I guess that would've been fine, if she was nice. But over the next few weeks, my mom described the contours of their relationship. This girl, Amber, she would tell my brother she was on her way over, and then make him wait at home for hours to show up. She was apparently strangely possessive, jealous of anytime that he spent with anyone else, including the family. She was dismissive of gifts and events that my brother planned. Finally, my mom said that this new girlfriend berated my brother in public, even in front of the family. It was a relief, three months later, when she broke up with him to go back to her old boyfriend (even if he was heartbroken about it).
I know that any person can get hooked up with someone who is not compatible with them. Trust me, I know. But I still felt terrible. That was my brother's first experience with a girlfriend and it was a total dud. She was terrible. She hurt him. And she wasn't even pretty, so how was that worth it? It was like the best he could hope for was ugly and mean. The guilt came back, deeper than ever.
I went back home for Christmas break about three weeks after Ben and Amber broke up. The feelings were still raw for Ben. He was moping around the house when I got there. He didn't say much. Not even to me. He didn't seem upset about Amber being gone, he clearly recognized her limitations as a girlfriend. But he seemed unhappy to be alone again. I didn't blame him. But my guilt was heavier every time I saw him. I tried, desperately, to think of something that I could do to make him feel better. To make everything better. But nothing came to mind. I just grew more anxious as Ben grew more sullen.
It all sort of came to a head four days before Christmas. My best friend growing up, Christine, came home from college that day. We went to different schools on opposite sides of the state. We kept in touch, but only very rarely got to see one another. Christine didn't even bother to go home, she had all her laundry in the back of her car and she came to my house. We sat down in the kitchen with some coffee and, after the normal preliminaries (so good to see you, etc.) caught up.
"Are you still seeing Andy?" I asked her. She scrunched up her nose and sort of looked out of the side of her eye.
"Who?" she asked, and I laughed.
"Andy!" I said, "The guy you were telling me about the last time I saw you. In the summer."
"Andy?" she asked and closed her eyes and rubbed her head, "Oh shit, yeah. That guy. I wasn't seeing him Rach. I just, you know, slept with him a couple of times over the summer. Christ, how did you remember him when I didn't?" I laughed and sort of shook my head. I'd known Christine since we were little. In high school she'd developed a reputation, but she'd sort of denied that she deserved it. Since she'd gone away to college, she'd just embraced who she was. She liked a lot of variety in her sex and didn't care what people thought about that. I respected her attitude even if I didn't share it.
"Sorry," I said, "I try to keep my spreadsheet up to date, but it isn't always easy." Christine laughed a little bit.
"Andy, yeah, he was okay," she said finally, "maybe I will give him a call while I am in town..." At that moment, Ben walked into the kitchen and opened up the fridge. He looked mopey and didn't say anything. Nonetheless, Christine noticed him.
"Hey Ben, how's senior year going?" she asked. Ben looked up, sort of surprised out of his misery. His eyes flickered up to Christine and I thought I saw a little bit of a flash.
"Oh, hi Christine," he said, "I didn't see you. Good, going good."
"Didn't see me? Christ am I losing my looks in my old age?" Christine asked. She had known since we were all little that Ben had a crush on her. Rather than pussyfoot around it, she had sort of always teased him about it. I think he kind of liked it. Christine was absolutely gorgeous, and she sometimes paid attention to him. He laughed at her joke now, but didn't say anything, his cheeks just got a little red.
"Hey don't sweat Amber, you can do better," Christine said after a moment. I quickly kicked her under the table.



"Jesus Rachel, what the hell?" Ben said, turning to me quickly, the redness in his cheeks growing deeper. I started shaking my head.
"Oh we weren't talking about it," Christine said, quickly, shaking her head, "Her ex, now current, boyfriend is my second cousin. I know her. She sucks." Ben gave me a long, dirty look like he was wondering whether to believe Christine. I shrugged ran my hands through my hair. He knew how Christine was. Finally, he believed me. He looked back at Christine.
"Whatever. Nice to see you Christine," Ben said, and he closed the door of the fridge and walked out of the room. Once again, I kicked Christine, less carefully now.
"Ouch!" she said.
"Way to go asshole, you got me in trouble. He isn't talking about Amber now," I responded.
"Well who cares, Amber is a cunt. My dirtbag cousin deserves her. Ben shouldn't be dealing with that shit."
"I know that, but I doubt he wants to hear it. And I don't want him thinking I am whispering about his love life behind his back."
"Well that's what we are doing right now!" Christine said and I guess she was right. I crossed my hands in front of my breasts. We sat in silence for a few moments. "Listen, I am sorry. I didn't mean to open my big mouth. I was trying to be nice," Christine said.
"No, I know. Sorry I got angry," I responded, "I am just a little...sensitive about Ben."
"The world has noticed," Christine said and my cheeks got red, "He seems fine. Like he just got broken up with. But he seems totally normal. Couple weeks it'll be over." I nodded, having thought the same thing before. But so what? So he'd get over Amber. What came next? I mean he'd just end up with someone else like Amber. Someone else who wouldn't really deserve him for one reason or another.
"You know, I'd just feel better..." I started a thought not really sure where I was going. Would there be anything that would make me feel better about this situation? And, for some reason, something clicked in my mind at that moment. Why did people want to be attractive anyway? I meaning, being attractive in and of itself was pretty meaningless. It was the act of attracting that people wanted. To pull other people towards them. Other people who were, themselves attractive. I mean, that was the thing I enjoyed about being attractive. If there was a man that I wanted, I knew I had a pretty good shot at them. I'd been with guys that I'd considered to be perfect specimen before. That was fun.
Christine knew Ben. She knew he was a good guy. And she was sexy. And she was unashamedly easy. I could not make Ben physically attractive to women like Christine. Not as a general matter. But I could maybe help him feel attractive one time. The idea came to me all at once. I didn't even really think through the implications of what I was considering. It all just seemed so perfect. A chance to do something for Ben. And an opportunity, maybe, to finally get a little bit of relief from my guilt.
"Feel better?" Christine said, pulling me out of my brain.
"Oh...yeah," I said, and then I turned and looked at Christine. She really was perfect for this. Long blonde hair, big eyes, clear skin, big breasts, long legs. She was a college dream girl. And I already knew Ben was infatuated with her. I just had to close the deal.
"You sleep with a lot of guys, right?" I asked and Christine laughed, "Oh Jesus that came out wrong!" It was like my brain wasn't working right, I was so excited by my idea.
"Yeah to both things. Yes, I sleep with people. And yes, your brain is damaged. What the hell are you talking about?"
"Sorry," I said, shaking my head, "I was just...have you ever slept with a younger guy?" I asked. I mean, how do you approach this particular topic? And what, exactly was I suggesting?
"I don't often card. I assume they were all of age," Christine said dubiously. I laughed a little and shrugged.
"No, I know. I am just..." I said, "Sorry, I phrased that weirdly," I needed to take a minute and plan out what I intended to say, I was just throwing things out there.
"Rachel, are you alright? You are all over the place" Christine said, and it was like it accidentally knocked something loose in my mind.
"Would you sleep with my brother?" I blurted. I don't know if I'd even ever thought about what I was planning to say. Or suggest. I definitely wasn't planning on being that direct. It just sort of slipped out. Christine's jaw was on the kitchen table and she was laughing awkwardly.
"Say what now Rach?" She asked, incredulous. My voice caught in my throat. Oh god, what had I suggested? What was I even thinking? But there was no putting the genie back in the bottle now. I'd made a request. A horrifying request. But there it was.
"Yeah, uh...I..."
"Oh, now you're shy?" Christine asked, shaking her head.
"I'm sorry. I just..."
"No Rachel, I am not going to sleep with your brother. And you should feel really fucking weird for asking! If I didn't love you already, I'd totally be rethinking our friendship," she said it playfully, but I could tell she was really shocked. I was too, to be honest. I'd never thought anything like this until just a few minutes before, and here I was trying to get my brother...laid.
"I am so sorry," I said again, then dropped my hands to the side.
"No, don't be," Christine said, laughing again, "I am just...I didn't know you were pimping out your brother." I winced. God, she was going to make this painful. I think I deserved it.
"No, it's just... he is so depressed since the Amber thing..." I said, trying to salvage this in some way.
"So you thought 'hey, maybe my friend wants to fuck him'?" she said, and I winced again.
"Look, I know that was... a stupid thing to say. But I just worry about Ben. He is such a good guy and I worry that..."
"You're right, Ben is a good guy. You shouldn't worry about anything. He will be fine. He got his heart broken in high school. You don't want him marrying his high school sweetheart, do you? That worked out real well for my parents, remember."
"No, I know. I really do know. I just know that he thinks you're pretty and you seem really...open to sexual experiences..."
"No one has ever called me a slut in a sweeter way Rach, I thank you for that."
"And so I just figured..."
"We've known that Ben has had a crush on me since like the fourth grade. That doesn't bother me. But I won't sleep with him," she said.
"Because he's not attractive?" I asked, in a whispered voice. My heart started thrumming as I asked it. I was terrified about the answer would be. What if she confirmed my fears about Ben's future?
"Because he is my friend's brother, Rach! God," Christine said and I felt a little bit better, "And, I mean listen, I am not going to lie and say I am not shallow. I am. Ben isn't really my type. But I am sure I've been with less attractive guys. Once or twice. But no, I am not going to sleep with him."
"Ok," I said, "I am really sorry I asked."
"Stop apologizing. I was just...surprised at first. I am over it now. You're just...sort of weird. A good sister, I guess. But weird."
"It is just...sometimes I worry that Ben will always have to settle. I wanted him once, and again, I am not asking anymore, but once I wanted him to be with someone he would think was like a...perfect 10" I explained. Christine shook her head.
"Why is that a sister's business?" she asked, "No, I don't want to know...Jesus...the Perfect 10s looking for a perfect ten." I furrowed my brow.
"Perfect tens?" I asked, unsure what she was talking about. Christine smiled awkwardly.
"You guys, the Perfect 10s," she said. I sort of shrugged. What the hell did that mean, "Oh come on you never heard anyone say that?"
"Say what?" I asked and I think it was clear from my tone that I was totally in the dark. Christine sighed.
"You and your brother, they called you guys the Perfect 10s."
"What the hell does that mean?" I asked, once again wondering what sort of joke there was on my brother. And on me too, I guess.
"Your last name is Merten. Mer-Ten. Also, you are really hot. They say you're a perfect 10. Get it?" Christine said.
"Okay, and Ben?" I asked.
"Mer-Ten, still," Christine said, and she sort of looked away.
"Okay..." I said, I could sense she didn't want to tell me, and I felt my heart rising into my throat.
"Come on, it isn't even funny," Christine said. That seemed to confirm my fears.
"You have to now," I said. Christine breathed out sharply and looked at me. Her lips pursed.
"Fine," she said finally, "You are a Perfect 10 because you are hot. Ben is a Perfect 10 because...the guys in the locker room said his dick looked like a roll of dimes." Christine said, and then she looked away quickly.
"What?" I asked.
"They say he has a small dick. My ex, David, he said he saw it in the locker room too. Said it was small. What do you want from me? I shouldn't have said anything. God, this is just not a sister thing," Christine said.
For that moment, I completely agreed with Christine. I was just disgusted about knowing anything about my brother's...penis. I didn't know if it was big or small or crooked or whatever. I didn't want to know. I realized just how creepy my initial request to Christine was in that moment. This was the kind of stuff I was talking about. I felt like maybe I'd been getting too invested in this. It was not normal sister behavior. This was not a sister's concern. And anyway, Ben didn't seem upset about any of this. Why was I talking about it? He would be mortified to know that I knew...anything about this. I felt my stomach turn. I needed to get myself together. In short, I was scared straight.
"Jesus," I said, "Let's not talk about this. I am done talking about this stuff." I was completely mortified and embarrassed by my questions. By my thoughts. I had been caught up in my...sympathy for Ben and I had completely forgotten where the boundaries lines were. I saw them clearly now. And I got myself back on the right side.
"It's fine, you're right. Let's just drop it," Christine said. I quickly changed the subject and somehow managed to get us back on track to a rational conversation. Christine and I were tight, she didn't hold any of my weirdness against me. By the time Christine took her laundry home, I felt like we were past it.
And through Christmas, I swear I didn't think about it again. I just had a good time with my family. I baked with my mom, went shopping with my dad, and watched Home Alone five times with Ben. I did the normal family stuff and I didn't think about my brother's relationships or his...penis again.
But, even a week after my conversation, I began to find that little bits of thoughts and worries were working their way back into my brain, armed with new ammunition. It came on me when I was thinking about something else, when I was bored or off my guard.
When the shock of getting way too close to my brother's sex life started to wear off, I began to realize (against my will, I should note), that the information I got from Christine just represented another thing to worry about. Another challenge for Ben. I rapidly began to forget the bright line that seemed so obvious just a few days before. Where was the limit of the kinds of problems that a sister could solve? I wasn't really sure anymore. I realized that Christine had probably not just stumbled into the "perfect 10" conversation. She'd been wanting to give me the real reason she didn't want to sleep with Ben, without saying it harshly. She didn't find him attractive. And she didn't believe he was well endowed. If he couldn't bring at least one of those things, from a physical standpoint, she wasn't even willing to do something for him out of pity. A sympathetic friend of mine who was...morally loose. That was pretty much the best-case scenario for Ben to get to spend the night with a girl he deserved. And it wasn't going to happen. Everything was stacked against Ben. And there was nothing I could do about it.
By New Years Eve, I was back where I'd been before I spoke to Christine: worried about my brother anytime I saw him. That's not to say that I spent that entire day sitting around, being worried. Or that it was all that I thought about. But, in stray moments, or when I looked at my brother, those concerns would well up again. Maybe they weren't fully clear in my mind. I didn't run through every concern every time. But I felt that guilty ache in the pit of my stomach when I thought about Ben, and I knew what that meant. I knew that if I probed that achy feeling, all of it would come back right away.
And the idea that I was really stuck on was the one that I had latched onto with Christine. I couldn't make my brother physically attractive to other girls. I mean, I guess that is obvious. But I knew I couldn't just go on like this for the rest of my life, or until I got old and no one found me attractive anymore either. It was too much, I needed to do something to sort of...cleanse the guilt. And I knew I was guilty because other people desired me, and Ben didn't get to know what that felt like. And it wasn't fair. And so, it seemed to me, the solution was to find someone who could make Ben feel like that, even if just for a little while.
Despite everything I'd told myself just a few days before, I was once again trying to figure out a way to get someone beautiful to sleep with my brother. And, just like the information about my brother's penis, the longer I lived with the idea the less weird it seemed. I mean, yeah it was not a normal sister thing to worry about. But, sisters set their brothers up on dates sometimes, right? Everyone knows that dating can, eventually, lead to sex. So why was it so weird? I was just...cutting out the middle man. Let's not pretend this is about dating. And who would be hurt by it anyway? Certainly not Ben. And not some girl who would be willing to do it.
Clearly, Christine was not that person. I realized that I had probably misplayed my hand with her. I suppose I might have been able to convince her to do something at one point, but I had been much too blunt. I came in too hot. I thought through some of my other friends, especially friends who lived in town. I didn't really think of anyone who was both stunningly attractive and who would be willing to have sex, no strings attached, just because I asked. I tried thinking if there were other ways of setting it up. An app of some kind? I didn't know, I wasn't tech savvy. As I grew increasingly frustrated with my lack of progress, I even considered making a call to one of those escort services I heard about. But I figured I would just get arrested or give my brother herpes or something.
I guess that was what I was thinking about on New Year's Eve. My family had always made New Year's a family holiday on par with Christmas. We didn't go downtown to the party, we didn't scatter to friend's houses, and we didn't ring in the new year from dorm rooms. We were at the house, in the basement, watching the ball drop while we played Uno and Connect 4. That year, the plan was the same. We were all in the house for the New Year. Ben and I had both grown out of the stage where we complained about my family's New Year's tradition, we both kind of liked it now, it was tied in with the nostalgia of childhood.
But something was different that year. Of course, I was obsessing over my brother's love life and Ben was still stewing about his ex-girlfriend. But more fundamentally than that, our parents had been getting older. They had started to wake up at around 5 o'clock in the morning, even when they didn't have to work. They took mid-morning naps. And they fell asleep early. Normal, getting older stuff. But the thing was, they couldn't even stay up late for a special occasion. My mom had almost fallen asleep playing cards at 10:30. She went upstairs, apologizing and yawning. My dad had mocked her, but half an hour later his eyes were drooping. He was in bed by 11:15.
So for the last 45 minutes of the year, it was just me and Ben in the basement, watching performances on TV and reminiscing about past New Year's Eves. It was fun, almost fun enough that I could drown out the dull pain in my stomach.
The big ball in Time's Square began its descent at 11:59. Just like every year that I could remember, it was reflected off the family pictures in the basement of my parent's house. But it was quiet that year, my mom wasn't counting down with the television host. My dad wasn't saying random numbers to try to throw her off. It was just me and my brother drinking the same sparkling cider we drank as kids.
"Thirty seconds left in this shitty year," Ben said and I grunted in agreement.
"But I guess it could be worse," I said. Now Ben grunted, not so much in agreement.
"How do you figure?" he asked, looking away from the screen at me. I shrugged.
"We could be watching this completely alone, like my roommate is at school right now," I offered. Ben sighed.
"No offense, but I am pretty alone anyway," Ben said wistfully, "For the 18th straight New Years, I don't have anyone to kiss at midnight."
And just as he finished speaking, the host on the television started the final countdown on the year. "Ten!" he said. I thought, 'Perfect 10s." And something clicked in my brain. It wasn't a complete thought really. It was just all of the pieces of the puzzle falling into place all at once. A eureka-type moment that was so powerful that it sort of overwhelmed my circuits.
Later, thinking through what happened, I think I was able to piece together my thought processes. My guilt with Ben had always stemmed from the fact that I got something he didn't. And he never complained about it. He never gave any indication that he ever even really thought about it. I just...got lucky and he didn't. And he was too sweet to resent me for it. And so, desperately, I had been trying to figure out a way to share with him. To make up for the accident of genetics and the particular ways our double helices came together differently. And I couldn't figure out a way to give him, even for just a little bit of time, a taste of the world as seen through my eyes. I couldn't share my luck with him like that, the world didn't work that way. But maybe, I could share my gift more directly with him.
I was a perfect 10. That is what Christine said. I always tried to downplay the impact of my looks, always uncomfortable with the unearned benefits that accrued as a result. But I knew that they were there. Men found my body to be irresistible. They desired me. Ben was my brother and so he had to shut that part off from his mind. But he was a man. Eighteen years old and full of...youthful vigor. He knew what he looked at when he was looking at me, intellectually, even if he couldn't allow himself to feel in in his...body. I could show Ben what it was like to be desired by someone sexy. Not by creating a fake scenario with Christine or someone else. But by sharing my beauty with him in a way that was real. I didn't care about Ben's appearance or the size of his penis. I loved him and always would. I didn't have to pretend I was looking past those things. I really didn't care. So, why couldn't I, just this one time, change the love I felt for him from the love a sister has for her brother, flip the switch to...an erotic love?
But like I said, these thought processes were not entirely clear to me at the time. Instead, I simply had the thought, "well, why can't I just do it?" And all of the perversity and impracticality of that idea just didn't appear to me in that moment. Maybe, if I'd taken a moment even to think about it, I wouldn't have just shaken my head and never admitted to anyone that I'd ever had the idea. But the host was still counting down on television. And for some reason, it was like the decision to act was tied in with that timer. Like I needed to act when the ball dropped or...I don't know, it wasn't clear. I just knew that some threshold would be crossed, that an opportunity would pass and I would never have the chance again. Maybe that instinct was right. Whatever it was, it seemed like the idea had just flowered in my mind, when the clock hit zero. Happy New Year!



Without thought, without words, I turned my head to look at my brother. He had turned back to the television, I could see the light from the screen twinkling in his eye. I reach my hand across his body and felt my fingers against his cheek. He jumped slightly, but I put gentle pressure against his chin, and he turned to look at me. I saw his strange features then, and a wave of emotions washed over me. Guilt again, and sympathy, and love. If I had any inkling of backing out before, it died now.
I closed my eyes and tilted my head to the side. My brother's neck went rigid, his body seemed to freeze, but I leaned in towards him. I gasped slightly, in relief, as I felt my own full lips press against my brother's crooked mouth. He let out a surprised noise, but I moved my mouth over his, sealing my lips over his. I let my tongue roll gently out between my lips, let them play across his. I pushed my tongue into his mouth now, feeling his teeth against them. I pressed my body against my brother, felt my breasts against his arm. But he remained rigid on the couch. Not moving, barely breathing. Finally, after decidedly one-sided kiss that lasted nearly as long as the ball drop, I broke my lips away.
I am not really sure what I would have done next if Ben hadn't spoken. I mean I knew that he hadn't really reacted to my kiss. I guess I figured he was just a little surprised. But I probably would have kept trying to do...something. Maybe Ben sensed that. Maybe that is why he spoke.
"Rachel? What are you doing?" he asked coldly. My eyes opened and I sat up on the couch, looking at my brother. He was looking at me awkwardly, out of the corner of his eye. He looked wary, like he didn't know what to make of me. I realized what I'd just done, and I felt my cheeks grow red and hot.
"Kissing you," I said honestly, "For New Years."
"That was not a sister's New Year's kiss," Ben said quietly. I smiled at him and shrugged. I thought maybe he just needed to be guided in the right direction.
"I know," I said, "I thought that might be nice."
"Nice? You thought putting your tongue in your brother's mouth would be nice?" He asked, laughing but not at all happily. I felt my throat click. He was clearly angry. I couldn't figure out why.
"Well uh...yeah, neither of us has ever been kissed on New Year's, I thought..."
"Come on Rachel, why do you have to be so weird?" Ben said exasperatedly.
"Weird?" I asked, it made it sound like I was doing stuff like this all the time.
"Yeah, weird Rach. Kissing your brother is weird," he replied.
"I was just trying to...make you feel better?"
"Feel better about what?" I said, pulling away from Ben and crossing my arms in front of my breasts. Clearly, I had crossed a line. Ben was not happy and I was embarrassed. And a bit confused. Both by how I'd gotten into this mess and, frankly, by Ben's reaction. I mean I finally realized what it was I had been contemplating, and it was wrong, and weird. I got that now, and really didn't understand why I didn't see it before. But I still didn't think Ben would be angry.
"You know Amber, and stuff," I said.
"What kind of 'stuff'" Ben asked. Instinctively, I knew that this was a dangerous topic, and I tried to steer away from it.
"Just Amber," I said.
"No, you would have just said Amber. And even if it was just Amber, a French kiss from my sister wasn't going to make anything better!" Ben said, loudly. I was afraid my parents would wake up and I put my finger to my lips. He calmed, slightly.
"It's nothing," I said, but I knew it wasn't convincing.
"Why are you trying to kiss me? What, is it really that bad now?"
"Is what that bad?"
"Come on Rachel, do you think I am stupid too?"
"Stupid?"
"Rachel, you pity me. I know and you know, so can we just stop pretending like we don't?" Ben shot back. Now he crossed his arms in front of his chest and leaned back in the couch heavily. My mouth opened and no words came out. He knew? I thought... "You do an incredibly terrible job at hiding it." He said, like he was reading my mind.
"No, it isn't..." I started.
"Why Rach? What is so pathetic about me that you feel the need to pity me? Am I really such a loser that you don't feel anything about me other than...embarrassed?" Ben's eyes dropped and he turned his head away from me.
"What? No..." I said, and I ran my hand up through my hair. Oh god, what was happening? My heart rate jumped and I felt my palms get sweaty. This had backfired horribly. I was making him feel worse.
"You're always...condescending to me. Like I am a three-legged dog and you have to keep the neighborhood kids from chasing me with a stick. And you need to give me extra, condescending love because no one else will," Ben said, and I could see a slight tear in the corner of his eye. Oh god, this wasn't a sudden realization or anything. Ben had thought of this before! I had been hurting him, over and over again, when I had just been trying...What had I been trying to do?
"It isn't like that," I said, my voice sounding choked, "You don't get the things that you deserve." I said and the words came out flat. I failed to capture the idea.
"I deserve to kiss my sister?" He responded.
"No...I mean yeah but not like that," I said, and I realized I was just digging a deeper hole.
"Tell me, just point-blank Rachel, do you pity me because I am less popular than you were?"
"No!" I said, and it really wasn't that. He wasn't really all that much less popular.
"What, because I don't have your grades and I am not great at sports?" He asked.
"No," I said again.
"Is it because I am not as good looking as you?" He asked. I paused. Just for a second, but I did it.
"No," I said, finally. But I could see in his eyes that he had sense it too. I had, unwittingly, confirmed that I pitied my brother. And that was true, I did. And that I pitied him because...he was ugly. He knew it.
"I knew it, I knew that was it. Ever since the whole 'Lolipop' thing..." Ben said, shaking his head.
"It's not pity," I said, trying to salvage it, because it didn't feel like a bad thing, like pity, it felt like something else, "It's like...I am sorry that...I am guilty about it. I just want to...make things fair."
"By kissing me and weirding me out?" He asked.
"I just thought... you haven't had the experiences with girls that you should. You deserve more. And Amber was mean and she was...ugly. So I would give you something better. Because you deserve that. And I thought it might make you feel better, about Amber and everything, if..."
"When did I ever say that anyone owed me anything? When did I say that I should have more experiences with girls or I should get better looking girls than Amber? I just want a girl who treats me better than Amber. And you have no right to just...what place do you have in making anything different happen? Who are you or anyone else to decide what I deserve? I mean, what were you planning on doing, Rach?"
"I..."
"No, I don't want to know. I have never felt bad about who I am. Except when you, or someone else, makes me feel like I should feel bad about who I am. I never asked you to feel guilty about the way I look. I didn't ask you to do anything for me. You know what I deserve Rach? I deserve not to feel like this," And Ben stood up quickly and walked rapidly up the stairs. I heard his feet across the floor to his room. The door closed.
I sat in silence, looking blankly at the television for a long time. For a few minutes, after the wave of Ben's hatred flooded over me, I was just in shock. The whole situation had just been so...bizarre. But that faded and then, what I honestly felt, was anger. I crossed my arms in front of me, I crossed my knees and bounced my legs and shook my head. It didn't even matter what I did, I told myself, I didn't deserve that. He overreacted. He didn't appreciate what I was trying to do for him.
Of course, he'd never asked me to do anything for him. He'd never asked for any of this. And then the anger started to fade as well. I don't really know what I was feeling after that. It wasn't numb shock, I know that. I was feeling something but... It is like when you're drunk and the hangover starts before you go to sleep, you're head aches because you're sick and it really hurts, but you can't feel the hurt because you are still drunk. It was like that. I was feeling something, but I couldn't tell what it was.
I didn't even really think about what I was doing. I found myself rising up from the couch, and walking softly up the stairs. My mind was a confused fog as I made my way upstairs, and padded quietly through the hallway. I came to my brother's door and stopped, even though if you'd asked me I'd have said I didn't want to be within 100 yards of it. And then, I was opening up the door. Not knocking. Just barging in. Well, not barging, just slipping quietly inside. And my brother was laying on his bed, his arms behind his head and his legs crossed at the ankles. He was looking at the ceiling, his eyes were glassy. He knew I was there, but didn't react. He was used to me going places where I shouldn't be, I guess.
And then the words came. Unbidden. Unconsidered. Not planned out. It wasn't a scheme. It wasn't layered with guilt or coated with pity. I had turned off that neurotic part of my brain. I had recognized, somehow, that I needed to be authentic in that moment.
"I am sorry," I said, "And not just for tonight. I crossed a line, I know that. And I am sorry about that. But it is so much bigger than that." Ben didn't react. He just kept staring at the ceiling. That was fine, he had the right to do whatever he wanted to do. He didn't have to accept my apology, I just had to say it. And mean it. And that meant coming clean. On everything.
"You're right. I have pitied you. And it is because...I know that you aren't as physically attractive as me. And I know that sounds vain, and I think I get hung up on that. I think it makes me sort of afraid to trust myself about this, and that just ties me up in bigger knots. But...let me be honest. I think it is an objective fact that I am...better looking than you.
"And I don't like it, Ben. I mean, I like to look good. I love it. But I don't understand why I get it and you don't. I don't like that it is different and there isn't any reason for it. And when I realized that, the first time, I felt pity for you. And guilty. And those feelings never went away. And I know that that changed the way we are together. It did, you realized it to.
"But you have to understand something, I don't condescend to you. I don't...just treat you the way I treat you because I feel guilty about our looks or because I...feel sympathy for you. That's how it started, I admit that. But...I mean ever since that...Lollipop incident, our relationship has been really better, hasn't it?
"When I learned what other people said about you, it made me stop looking at you like you were my annoying little brother for once. I looked at you, for the first time ever, like another person in the world, just like anyone else. And it got me to change the way I thought at you. And I got to know you in a different way, to really know you. I learned that I cared about you not just because you were my brother and mom and dad said I had to. But because, I really love you. And because I really wanted what was best for you.
"And you can't tell me, despite everything else, that our relationship isn't better now than it was before. We are...friends now. I learned that I like you. You're funny, and you're warm, and you're sweet, and you're smart, and you treat people thoughtfully. And I learned that that was the real reason that I want what is best for you. That guilt and that...pity...those were ugly feelings. I can see that, I can understand how you feel about that. But you have to admit that that opened the door to something...else, something more than that.
"Honestly, that is all I ever wanted. That was the thing that I thought you deserved. It wasn't that you deserved...I don't know, someone sexy. I don't think sisters, even fucked up sisters like me, really want that for their brothers. What I wanted was for someone to do the thing that I did, to look beyond something superficial like...the shape of your body, to see what kind of person you are. I wanted the kind of woman you deserve, a truly good woman, to see that you would make them happy, and to give you a chance. And tonight, I think that I just wanted to show you that your good traits aren't invisible. They are infinite and they are obvious to anyone who takes half a second to look. And I wanted you to know that I saw them. And appreciate them. Because I love you. I just got fucked up in my head when I tried to do it. I am not as thoughtful as you."
I delivered this entire monologue to the side of Ben's head. He had kept staring at the ceiling the entire time, just breathing and staring. He barely blinked. I wasn't even sure that he was listening to me. But the words flowed out of me, no control at all. I guess that was a problem I had. But when I finally finished up, I realized that for the first time, I'd really captured the entirety of my feelings for my brother. And I had been honest with him about them, the good and the bad. The narcissistic and the altruistic, all in one. I didn't like everything I said about myself. I didn't hate anything either. I was ugly and I was beautiful, just like my brother. He realized that too.
"It is okay Rach," he said. His words were simple. He didn't elaborate. But he turned his head and looked at me as he said it. I could see in his eyes and hear in his voice that he understood. "No one is perfect," he said, "the best we can hope for is that people accept our flaws and recognize our strengths. I know you love me, Rach. Even if you are confused about the way you show it. I love you too."
"Thank you," I said, my voice catching in my throat. I hadn't realized how badly I'd needed to hear that. I didn't realize how much I had been groping as much for Ben to accept me as I had been for me to accept Ben. I needed to really know he didn't resent me. I walked quickly across the room, once again my body moving on its own, not bothering to consult my mind. But now, for some reason, I felt like I could trust my instincts.
I just got onto to my brother's little twin bed, sort of jumping on top of him. My legs straddled his waist, but wasn't really thinking about that. I wrapped my arms around his neck. That is what I wanted to. Hug him, and to hold him. To let him feel my love for him.
And for the first time, one of my unsisterly bouts of affection didn't backfire. I didn't feel Ben's body tense defensively against me. He didn't push me away. His around wrapped around me as well, pulling me in. My affection was authentic, unforced. Ben could feel that I needed to give him that love. And I think he realized that he needed to honestly return it. In that moment, he needed me and I needed him.
I lay on the bed, holding my brother for a long time. I don't know, it felt nice. We'd just been fighting, and it is always good to make up with someone you love. And it was warm and comfortable on his bed. But of course, those things were only a little bit of it. It felt good to have my brother's surprisingly strong arms around me, it felt good to feel my cheek against his. It felt...right.
And I guess it felt right to Ben as well. I don't know when I noticed it. It certainly wasn't there when I first jumped onto the bed and I don't think I recognized it when it first appeared. But my brother and I were both just wearing pajama pants. I wasn't even wearing underwear under mine. There was just a few thin layers of fabric between us. Sometime, into the hug, I noticed it. I noticed that my brother's penis had grown hard. I felt it, pressing but not rubbing against me.
Obviously, Ben knew that it had happened as well. I think maybe we were both a little surprised about it. I mean, I knew then what I'd been trying to do just a short time before, even if I hadn't really thought through the mechanics. I'd been willing to offer my body to my brother at midnight (I think). But the situation had changed rapidly since then. I thought...well I thought I'd put that behind me. I thought I'd realized that I didn't really want that anyway, that it was crazy. And I thought that Ben didn't want anything to do with it. That he was sort of disgusted by it.
But here we were. I was lying in my brother's bed, my hips straddling him. And Ben was there. Not resisting me. Not disgusted. But excited by me, whether he wanted to be or not. And when I felt his hardness pressing against me, and I looked inside of myself, I saw, to my surprise, that the desire hadn't left me. Even now, after everything and even recognizing that I was crazy, I wanted to feel him against me. And I found my hips pressing down and back, felt his hard cock pressing against me through the thin fabric, feeling the thrill run down my spine and hearing his breath quicken. Without thought, I turned my head towards my brother's neck, my lips found the side of his throat and I could feel the blood pulsing in his veins. And I pushed down harder with my hips, grinding on him more forcefully, and again moving my lips against his throat. Ben's hands pulled tighter on my body, squeezing me against him, I felt his hips thrust up towards me, instinct. I moaned.
And then Ben seemed to freeze, just for a second. I was no longer willing to bowl through him, to act based on what I thought he wanted instead of listening to what he really wanted, and I stopped moving. My heart thrummed, but I wasn't nervous. I would listen to whatever Ben wanted to do.
"Wait, wait Rach," Ben said, and I quickly moved my lips away from him, arched my back and brushed my hair out of my eyes. He was looking up at me, his face serious, "What are we doing? Why are we doing this? Why are you doing this?" With his pupils locked on mine, I knew that I couldn't lie. But, I also realized that I didn't have to. I looked inside of myself, and I didn't see guilt. I didn't see pity.
"This isn't a plan or something. This isn't why I came in here," I said honestly. Ben nodded. He didn't just believe me he knew it. But I interrogated myself, quickly, trying to figure out how I had suddenly found myself in what, just a few minutes ago, would have seemed completely impossible. "I want to do what I always said I wanted other people to do. I know you. And because I know you, I love you. And I want to show you how much I love you. No agenda, no condescension. I want to give you a chance, because I am really drawn to you. I am looking at you now and...I don't know what I am doing. But I don't want to stop," I said, my voice smooth and genuine. Ben smiled, his eyes softening. There was something different here. Something had shifted, even if we couldn't say what it was. It wasn't what we were doing, but why we were doing it.
"Jesus Rach...I didn't think this was going to happen. I would have said this couldn't happen. I don't know..." he said. And I realized in that moment that Ben had been struggling with complicated feelings, just like me. Feelings I didn't know, but somehow I could understand. He felt pulled in different directions by thoughts that somehow cut both ways, and now, suddenly, everything had come into alignment. And it was beautiful and scary all at once. "Rach, you really are so beautiful...I never know how to feel about that and its just so... " I didn't need him to explain. I understood as much as I ever would.
"Don't worry about that now, Ben," I said, "I love you. And I have never wanted to this with anyone more in my life," I said
"I want it too," Ben said softly. I smiled and I bent my head back down towards Ben's, but I didn't turn my head towards his neck. I found his lips again, quickly, desperately. And he tilted his chin to find me, not rigid or uncomfortable now. Our lips pressed together, his crooked mouth pairing perfectly with my own. I felt...electricity.



But a kiss wasn't enough anymore. We were in way too deep now. Even as my tongue pressed farther into my brother's mouth, I was thrusting my hips back. I could feel, through the thin fabric, my brother's penis. But honestly, I didn't think of it like that. I thought about the fact that I was in bed with a boy that I knew I loved. And I wanted him inside of me. I broke our kiss now and I heard Ben groan a little as my tongue slip from between his lips. I smiled and kissed his cheek.
"Don't worry," I said, "This is going to be even better." I started to slide my body down my brother's, feeling my thighs glide over his knees and my breasts moved along his stomach. I trailed kisses down his neck as I moved, but I moved quickly. This felt so right, I didn't want the moment to pass.
"What're you doing?" Ben asked, a little nervous and a little excited.
"Trust me," I said. And as I spoke, I slid down so that my ass rested against my brother's shins, my breasts on his thighs, my face now low, just inches above my brother's thin, warm pajama shorts. I could see the outline of my brother's cock through the fabric, and my mouth watered. I reached my hand up quickly, letting my long fingernails slip into the elastic waistband and feeling the heat of his skin underneath. Ben was looking down at me, his eyes wide and his body rigid. I pulled up on the waistband and then gently down. Ben lifted his hips off the bed and his boxers slid down, my brother's penis came into view.
"Oh!" I said as it popped free. I don't know, maybe it was because of what Christine had said, I guess I had been expecting something...freakishly small or something. And I won't lie and say that Ben was some sort of pornstar. It was on the small-ish side of average. But average nonetheless. Maybe a little thin, but the length was fine. I'd seen bigger. But I'd probably seen one or two smaller before too. And Ben' penis...it was kind of cute. And I didn't mean that in a condescending way, it was attractive, well-proportioned. The only thing I could figure was that Ben's pubic hair was wild and unkempt, making his package look a little smaller than it really was. But I was pleasantly surprised. This was something I could definitely work with.
"What?" Ben asked. I didn't really think saying "You're penis is bigger than I thought" would go over well. So I skirted the issue.
"I didn't realize you were uncircumcised," I said, looking at his foreskin.
"Is that a problem?" he asked nervously.
"Didn't I make myself clear before?" I said, looking up at him and winking, "I like you exactly the way you are." And then I leaned forward. I tilted my head slightly to the side as I moved closer. I could feel the heat of my brother's body growing as I moved towards him, and I could feel his eyes on me. I moved my lips forward until I felt the rigid heat of Ben's cock. It felt like warm iron wrapped in silk. I groaned and Ben's cock twitched slightly.
"Oh fuck!" Ben said, gasping for breath. His cock almost pulled away, but I pinched my lips around his foreskin, holding my brother in place. The skin was smooth and hot against my lips and I prodded it with my tongue, tasting his salty skin. Even as Ben's cock moved away from my lips, I kept his foreskin pinched in my mouth, it stretched between us. I started to suck on my brother's foreskin, pulling more and more of it into my mouth, slurping it into me. Ben's cock started to moved back towards my lips, until I was once again kissing Ben's shaft. I groaned now. I'd never felt so excited to give a blowjob before, it was almost like I was the once being served. I needed more.
I opened my mouth and tilted my neck so that the tip of my brother's penis slipped into my mouth. Just the very tip of it at first. It was warm and hard against my tongue and just the thought of it being there made my heart flutter. My brother had obviously been excited and a large drop of clear pre-cum was on the tip. I swirled my tongue around, feeling the salty liquid on my tongue. I groaned as I savored the flavor, sweeter than most guys. My brother groaned as well, and I flicked my eyes up across my brother's chest and to his face. He was looking at me, his eyes burning with fiery intensity. He'd never looked more attractive in his life. I swirled my tongue around the tip of his penis again, keeping my eyes on him as I moved. My mouth watered with the flavor and spit and pre-cum dripped from the corners of my my mouth, drooling down the length of my brother's penis.
"Jesus Rach, that's..." But he couldn't finish the thought. Because I didn't let him. I winked at him again and then I thrust my neck forward. I let my brother's penis push against my lips, feeling the taut flesh pass over my tongue. His cock was wet with my spit and slipped easily inside of me. Deeper and deeper, my brother's penis worked its way into my mouth. Soon, my nose was buried in my brother's thick pubic hair and I breathed it in deeply, like the dirty, sweaty, sexy smell. I could feel my brother's heavy balls pressing against my chin and I tilted my head left and right, feeling the stick skin of his scrotum against my face. I also felt his shaft, moving against my cheeks.
I felt Ben's body tensing underneath of me. His hands moved up to my head, I could feel his fingers moving through my hair. I smiled around Ben's cock as I felt him pulling my hair away from my face. He tilted his head so he could see his sister's lips wrapped around his dick. I pulled my head back slightly, letting an inch or so of my brother's cock slip out of my mouth. I let my tongue stay behind, pressing the rigid tip against my brother's urethra, feeling the fullness of it. I swirled my tongue around on the underside of my brother's penis, then pushed my tongue forward, driving his cock deeper into my throat and pushing the tip of my penis into his scrotum. He moaned at that.
I guessed that my brother liked to have his balls played with. And I absolutely adored his perfect, heavy balls. I wanted to play with them. I brought my hand up, pushing his thigh to the side so that I could slip my hand down. My fingers sank into his soft scrotum and I felt his balls against them.
At the same time, I started to pull my head back again, letting more and more of his penis slip out of my pursed lips, until only the tip remained. Then I started to move my lips back down his shaft again, letting his cock move towards the back of my throat. Out again, faster now. Soon, I was bobbing up and down, feeling my brother's cock against my tongue and the back of my throat.
Ben didn't last long. I guess I can't blame him. The excitement was palpable. And I am pretty sure that was his first blowjob. But, what was more, I didn't want him to last long. I was gently rubbing his balls, I was bobbing rapidly, and I was moving my tongue relentlessly. I had been trying to get my brother off as fast as possible. I wanted to make this happen. I wanted to taste...everything.
"Oh shit Rach, I am sorry I can't..." Ben started. I looked up at him, kept his cock in my mouth, and shook my head gently. There wasn't anything to apologize for. I wanted this. I felt Ben's body growing tenser and tenser underneath of me. I felt his hands gripping tighter and tighter on my hair. I heard him take in a deep, deep breath and then hold it. I pulled back so that only the tip of Ben's cock remained in my mouth, but I kept my tongue forward, thrusting against my brother's urethra, milking out the matching DNA.
"Oh Christ," Ben moaned again. I felt Ben's ball seize up in front of me. I felt his back arch up, and I felt his urethra pulse. And then I felt more. I felt the heat first, and then the wetness. I felt it pooling against my tongue. And then the texture and the flavor all at once. It was very thick, not at all watery. Salty and sweet at the same time. My brother's sperm was in my mouth. And it was...lovely. I let it slip down the back of my tongue, tasting the salty, thick flavor as it globbed down my throat. But Ben's urethra was still pulsing, and more of my brother's tasty cum was pooling my mouth. I let it swirl around my teeth as I continued to lick the base of my brother's shaft. The whole time, Ben was totally stiff on the bed, making a deep grunting noise in the back of his throat.
Finally, the last hard pulse of Ben's urethra pressed against my tongue and a few more precious drop's of my brother's sperm poured into my mouth. Ben collapsed down onto the bed, his hips settling into the mattress. His cock popped out of my mouth, my lips instinctively closed, keeping his sperm safely under my tongue. I sat up quickly on my knees, still on my brother's shins. His eyes were open and he was breathing heavily. I grinned at him, breathing heavily myself.
For some reason, I opened my mouth, tilting my head slightly so that my brother could see the pool of white liquid in my mouth. A thin drop of cum and spit rolled over my lip and down my chin. I quickly moved my hand up, using my finger to scoop the cum back into my mouth. I swallowed the salty liquid quickly, afraid to lose any of it. It felt hot and sticky in my throat and heavy in my belly. I opened my mouth again, showing my brother my clean mouth.
"God damn, Rach," Ben said, panting and smile, "You're a fucking freak!" I blushed I think and turned away, "And that's why I love you Rach. Not because you're beautiful. But because you'd do anything, no matter how crazy, to try to make me happy. You do things no one else would ever think to do. That was amazing!" He said, his hands moving up to my thighs and rubbing them gently. I turned back to look at him smiling, my heart swelling, the warmth from my brother's cum seeming to spread out across my chest.
"You aren't happy enough yet, I am not satisfied," I said, smiling devilishly.
"Give me a second to catch my breath," Ben said. I looked down between my brother's legs.
"That guy is still hard, he doesn't need a breath, neither do you.," I said. Ben looked down between his legs and smiled sheepishly. He was still a little dazed, I think. I decided to take charge a little bit. "Sit up against the headboard," I said. Ben pushed himself back on the the bed, his boxer shorts slipping off entirely as he moved. His legs slid out from underneath of me. Soon he was sitting up ramrod straight, his back against the headboard. His legs were together and his still-hard cock was sticking up between his legs.
I popped up on the bed as Ben moved, standing up at the foot. I slipped my fingers into the waist band of my pajama pants and quickly slipped them down around my hips and my ass. They slid easily down my legs, exposing my shaved, pink pussy to my brother. I saw his eyes grow wide, even as he was moving into position. But I wasn't focused on that. I was grabbing the bottom hem of my tank top and slipping it quickly up over my head. My breasts poured out of the shirt, bouncing against my chest. And just like that, I was naked in front of my brother. I guess that was less momentous than having his cum in my belly, but it felt strange and exciting anyway.
I dropped down quickly onto my knees on the bed, my hair flouncing out and my breasts jiggling suggestively. Ben seemed to be holding his breath again. Good. I wanted him to be excited. I wanted him to be drinking in my body, enjoying the beauty of it. Not because I owed that to him, but just because...we were having fun. This should be fun.
I began walking towards my brother. Well, not exactly walking. I was on my knees. I moved slowly, focusing on the way that my body was moving, trying to control every muscle, making myself look as languid and fluid as humanly possible. I looked at Ben, I could see his eyes moving over my round breasts, the swell of my hips, my muscular thighs, and my glistening pussy lips. He was frozen, but I could see his hands grasping his comforter, I could see his chest rising and falling. His cock was twitching. And his desire and his virility were so...raw. I could feel it emanating off of him, I bathed in it. I can't describe how that felt. I don't know...what was I so worried about? His attraction, his magnetism, it was obvious. No woman in her right mind would be able to resist this, regardless of the particular shape of my brother's body. I had my head chin down slightly, but I flicked my eyes up and ran my tongue across my lips. I wanted him.
"Jesus, Rach," Ben breathed, I guess he felt the same way. I smiled now as my knees brushed against my brothers calves. His skin was warm and trembling slightly. I continued to move forward, my knees touching his knees and then pressing against his thighs. As my body shifted, I felt Ben's cock brush against the inside thigh and felt a shiver run down my spine. I could feel Ben's excitement, and I wanted to channel it. I reached forward now, grabbing both of Ben's around near the armpits. I pulled gently and Ben's arms rose easily, they felt almost limp.
"Put your hands on my hips," I said as I lifted Ben's arms. He looked up at me, at first like the words weren't registering. Then he sort of shook his head and I could feel life returning to his arms. His hands quickly found their way to the swell of my hips. Ben's hands felt smooth, but strong. His fingers sank into my flesh and he sort of leaning forward, towards me.
"You can suck on my nipples if you want to, bro," I said softly. Ben looked up at me, smiling sort of stupidly like he couldn't believe it, "snap out of it!" I said playfully, "We aren't done fucking. Come get me"
It was like a switch had been thrown. Ben leaned his head forward quickly, I felt his skin against my breast, his nose pressing into my soft flesh. And then I felt the moist warmth of his mouth as it wrapped around my hardened nipple I groaned as the sensation ran through me. Ben's sucked on my nipple gently, pulling it into his mouth and then swirling his tongue around it.
At the same time, I felt Ben's hands pressing on my hip, gently but firmly. I didn't resist, I let him lead me down. Maybe by chance, or maybe because in that moment we were perfectly in sync, but for whatever reason Ben and I were perfectly aligned. My sopping wet pussy was hovering directly over Ben's hard cock. As he slowly started to guide me down, I felt the domed tip of Ben's cock press against my wet lips. I sucked in a harsh breath and arched my back. My chest thrust into my brother's face, pushing him deeper into my breasts.
But Ben didn't stop. He kept pressing with even, constant pressure on my hips. I felt my pussy lips spreading open as my brother's cock pushed deeper and deeper inside of me. The feeling was...amazing. It wasn't just the physical aspects of the sensation either. Like I said, my brother's penis was fine, average. I am not saying it was some sort of porny "It split me in half!" sort of thing. The physical sensation was lovely because that feeling is always lovely. But this was more. In this situation, my brother, the love I felt for him, the pent up tension between us, my desire to do right by him...I could feel that too. And it was such a release, to feel my loving brother enter me. For the first time in my life, I was having sex with someone that I loved because I loved them. I wasn't doing this out of guilt or shame, I didn't even feel those feelings anymore. It was...unworldly good. I groaned and my eye rolled back in my head.
After a few moments, I felt my ass and my thighs settle down on my brother's lap. Ben's hands moved now, sliding forward on my hips and then gently sinking into my firm ass. I felt him pull me up slightly, raising my hips off of him, and then dropping me back down. Ben's cock slipped and inch or two out of my wet pussy, and then dropped back in. My knees felt weak from the sensation. I leaned forward as much as I could, wrapping my arms around my brother's neck and holding on tightly. I felt his head move side to side as he pressed his face against my breasts.
My brother and I seamlessly, wordlessly slipped into a rhythm. I started to grind back and forth in his lap, letting his cock move forward and backwards inside of my tight pussy. At the same time, Ben grasped tightly on my ass. He would lift me up, off of his lap, and then drop me back down. I continued to hold my brother around his neck, grasping him as close to me as humanly possible. Ben continued to lick and suck on my breasts. I don't know how he could breath, maybe he didn't care if he could breath.
I the room was filled with the sounds of my panting and groaning and the wet sound of my wet pussy sliding up and down on my brother's cock. The room felt humid and we were so close that the heat of our bodies seemed to be building together, our stomachs slick with sweat. the scent of my pussy filled the room. The flavor of Ben's cum was still on my tongue and it seemed to accent the whole experience, shift my perception of it.
But still, I could tell that I wasn't going to get off like this. It wasn't that anything was wrong, or didn't feel good. In fact, it was some of the best sex I'd ever had. It was just... I knew I wanted more. Even if I didn't know what that was. At first. And then I felt Ben pull my hips up once again, I could feel Ben's shaft moving through my pussy lips. I could sense his girth. And this length. And suddenly I knew what I wanted. I suddenly realize that my brother was perfect for something I had always wanted to do but was afraid to try. But I could trust Ben because I loved him. And his body was just right to try. It wasn't necessary to settle to accept my brother as he is, he was designed perfectly for certain things. It was about taking advantage.
I slipped my arm back around from my brother's neck. I grabbed the back of Ben's head with my hand, my fingers slipping into his hair. I pulled his head back. His face looked red and his eyes were glazed. I laughed a little at him gently.
"What kind of lube do you use when you masturbate?" I asked. Ben's brow furrowed.
"Huh?" he asked. I laughed louder now and kissed my brother's forehead.
"Get your lube," I said.
"Oh, uh, on the nightstand," he said, finally registering, "but you are really wet." I looked at the nightstand and saw it.
"My lotion? Really? You stole it? That's $25!" I said, reaching over and grabbing it.
"I need the best," Ben said, and as he spoke he rubbed the taut skin of my ass. And I laughed again.
"Well I guess I am glad it is here. You'll be glad too," I said.
"Why?" Ben asked. But I was already lifting myself up off of Ben's body, feeling his hard cock slip out of me and groaning at the empty sensation. Ben's hand slipped off of my hips as he let me move. I lifted my leg and moved out of Ben's lap. I rolled off of the bed onto the floor. I stood, facing Ben. I lifted up the hand lotion and squirted a large glob of it into my hand. I rubbed my hands together just a little bit, coating each hand in lotion. Ben, still sitting against the headboard, looked at me intently.
With one hand, I reached forward towards my brother. I felt my fingers graze the taut skin of his penis and he turned his hips slightly towards me. Soon, my palm pressed flatly against Ben's rigid shaft and my fingers wrapped tightly around him. His skin was still wet from my pussy, his pubic hair was actually damp from my juices. Nonetheless, I started to stroke my hand up and down my brother's shaft. I brought my palm up to the top of Ben's penis, and rotated my wrist gently, coating the tip with lotion. He groaned from the sensation of my swirling palm, but before he could get too excited, I moved my hand back down to his shaft, and began to stroke again.
At the same time, I took my other hand and moved it back around my back. I slipped my hand down through the crack of my ass and then used my thumb and pinkie finger to spread my cheeks apart. I didn't really know what I was doing, but my hand was dropping with lotion, so I pressed my fingers firmly against my asshole. I could feel the crinkled skin of my anus contract tightly, reacting to the cold lotion. But I began to gently massage the lotion into my skin, warming it. I took a deep breath and relaxed. But that was difficult, my heart was fluttering with anticipation.



For a few moments, I just worked the lube into our skin. One hand slowly moved up and down my brother's shaft, while the other spread the greasy lotion against my ass. My finger pressed gently against my now-relaxed asshole, I felt the taut flesh give way slightly as the lubricated tip of my finger squeezed inside of my body. I don't know if I had really been planning on doing that. I'd certainly never done it before. But it wasn't at all like I expected. No pain, no discomfort. It tingled a little, there was a slight pressure. I wanted a little more. Ben had stopped looking at my hand on his shaft, he was looking across my back, watching my other hand hungrily. He knew exactly what was happening. I smiled at him, leaned forward and kissed his thigh.
"It case you can't just take the hint," I said, "I want you to fuck me in the ass." Ben's cheeks instantly turned red and he shook his head. But it was evidently in disbelief, not because he wasn't willing. Even as he shaking his head, I felt his body shifting on the bed. His cock slipped from my grasp as Ben hopped off the bed. He moved quickly around behind me.
"Do you know how to do this?" he asked excitedly. I looked over my shoulder and sort of shrugged.
"Not really. But I trust you. Do you trust me?" I asked. Ben's slowed for a moment and looked at me. He smiled and shrugged right back.
"Yeah, I think I do," he said. He moved so that he was standing directly behind me.
"Then let's give this a try," I said. As I spoke, I arched my back sharply, pressing my breasts down towards the bed and pushing my ass up into the air. Ben was already standing behind me and I could feel his hands come down onto the soft flesh of my ass. His fingers sank into me and he shook a little, making my cheeks slap together.
I giggled a little and wiggled my ass backwards towards him. I was still unbearably excited. I could feel my slick pussy basically dripping down onto the floor between my legs. I didn't want to wait any longer, I wanted my brother inside of me. I kept pushing my ass back until I could feel Ben's lubricated cock press against the back of my thigh.
My brother took the hint this time. He pressed his hands into my ass, spreading the cheeks apart. Ben was looking down, he could see the little pink kiss of my asshole and I felt his fingers clench with excitement. He staggered forward slightly, and I gasped as I felt his hard cock slip between my ass cheeks and press against my asshole. One of my brother's hands came off of my ass cheek, finding the shaft of his penis, guiding him towards me. I groaned and rotated my hips again, enjoying the tingling sensation of the tip of Ben's cock pressing against my sensitive anus.
"Oh god, put it in me," I moaned. I felt Ben begin to lean forward, rising up on his toes and pressing forward. The pressure on my anus ratcheted up instantly, and my body pushed forward on the bed. I braced my hands against the mattress, to give my brother some resistance.
The pressure and the tension began to rise, coming up just on the edge of pain. I think for both of us, I know that I felt Ben's cock bend slightly with the pressure. But our bodies were well-lubricated. Further, my brother's penis really was perfectly built for this particular sort of thing. At one second, the pressure was building so badly that I heard a slightly pained grunt form in the back of my throat and felt Ben's leg's shaking slightly. And then, suddenly, it was like my body understood what I was trying to do. I opened up, and my brother's lubricated cock instantly slid an inch or so into my body.
"Oh god!" I moaned as the pleasure hit. The whole ring of my asshole was alive with sensation. The pain subsided entirely. Ben continued to push, deeper and deeper,as his lubricated cock entered me. After a few moments, I could feel my brother's balls pressing against the dripping lips of my pussy, and I knew that his cock was entirely inside of me. His hands reached forward and grasped my hips, pulling me close and holding me. For a moment, we stayed completely still. I knew my tight asshole was squeezing my brother's cock. And I could feel him inside of me. He felt so...big. He filled me up.
We both needed more. Without speaking, as though we were of one mind, I began to rock forward. At the same time, my brother began to pull back. His hard cock slipped back out of my asshole, the sensation even better than going in. We stopped when just the very tip of his penis remained inside of me. And then again, in unison, we began to push together again. I sighed loudly and heard my brother grunt as his cock once again slipped inside of me.
That feeling had been too lovely not to try again. Our speed increased, once again in unison. Soon, Ben's cock was flying in and out of my willing asshole. I felt his balls swinging forward, slapping my pussy. But there was no pain, no friction. The faster we moved, the more pleasurable it felt. In fact, I was quickly overwhelmed by the sensations running through my body. It built so unbelievably quickly.
"Oh Jesus" I said, my voice surprised, "I'm cumming!" And it was like the words unlocked the sensation. As soon as I said it, I felt my knees trembling, I felt goosebumps breaking out on my skin. And I felt my asshole clench tightly around my brother's cock. And, more than that, I felt a wave of electrical pleasure pouring out of my body. I couldn't pinpoint a source. It was like it was nowhere and everywhere, all at once. My mind was blank and my eyes rolled back in my head. It was unlike any orgasm I'd ever had before. It was just such a total release. A release from the physical tension of sex. But it also felt like it was destroying the last remaining bits of tension in the relationship between me and my brother. I felt, in that moment, like I understood my brother and he understood me in a way we never could have before. I saw the real Ben, he saw the real me. And for that reason, I think, for the first time ever, I didn't feel like I was having an orgasm alone. \
My clenching asshole seemed to put Ben over the edge as well. I felt my brother's body tense behind me. I could feel his urethra expanding and contracting inside of me. I could feel the hot wetness of his sperm shooting into my bowels. And I could hear him groaning. But it wasn't like it was a separate orgasm. It was like I was feeling his, and he was feeling mine. His hands remained clenched on my hips, holding me tight, like pulling apart would somehow break the spell.
Eventually, the orgasm released us. Without it holding me up, my legs lost lost their power. I fell forward onto the bed. Ben's cock slipped out of my asshole, already getting soft. It seemed like I was the only thing propping him up. He collapsed forward as well, carefully falling to the side so that he didn't land on top of me. We leaned against the bed for a long time, gasping for breath. Eventually, I gained enough strength to pull myself up onto the mattress. Ben followed a few seconds later. We climbed into the bed, under the covers. Ben wrapped his arms around me. I rested my head on his chest.
"So...Did I do okay? How did we rate?" Ben asked, when he finally caught his breath. No hesitation from me.
"Perfect 10," I said.
The End
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Prologue
"Mom, she isn't even going to remember me," Tessa Kerrigan said, crossing her arms in front of her breasts and looking out the window. Tessa hadn't said a word in nearly an hour, just stared out the windshield in silence. Her mother, Heather, had tricked herself into believing that Tessa had come to terms with their little weekend getaway. Now it became quite clear that Tessa was still uncomfortable and just thinking up new objections. Heather sighed audibly.
"I am sure she will," Heather responded, though even she didn't know if she believed it. Heather was no more excited about this trip to the country than her daughter was. Still, she felt like she owed it to her friend to be there. Even if every objection Tessa raised sounded reasonable.
"Why couldn't just me and you go somewhere if you wanted to go on vacation, that would be nice," Tessa suggested. Heather's heart ached at the request. It was what she wanted too.
"We are together now, just with friends," Heather said.
"We haven't seen them in like...ten years," Tessa said, "And she is two years younger than me. The only thing I remember about her was that she was blonde. And liked to draw horses. What am I going to do with her for a weekend now that she is 18?" Tessa didn't turn to look at her mother as she spoke. Instead, she kept looking out the window, watching the evergreen trees grow thicker and thicker outside as they moved deeper into the woods. She wasn't even outdoorsy. This was a nightmare.
"It was only 8 years ago," Heather said, as though that settled the matter.
"Okay?" Tessa said, drawing out the syllables. Tessa knew that she was grating on her mother's nerves. But she really wasn't angry at her mother. She was simply nervous. She was not particularly fond of unfamiliar people or unfamiliar locations. And it was worse that, apparently, something was expected of her this weekend. She had to entertain this girl she didn't know or something. In short, she didn't know what to expect when she reached the end of this road. And it was making her anxious. Heather could sense that anxiety, she always seemed to know what Tessa was thinking.
"She's going to college in two months," Heather explained, "Her mother isn't certain that she is really ready to go. We just want you to talk to her about college, let her know what to expect." That was worse than Tessa thought. And, really, what sort of 'tips' was she supposed to give to this girl? She left her dorm room right after she woke up. She went to class, she ate lunch, went to another class, and went back to her room to do homework and watch TV. It wasn't exactly a routine she thought was worth sharing with someone else. It was pretty much embarrassing.
"Mom, that's so weird, and you know it," Tessa complained. Of course, Heather did know it was a little weird. But she also knew that this wasn't really the reason for this trip. Tessa wasn't here to advise a girl on college. No, Heather was dragging herself, and her daughter, out to a godforsaken cabin in the woods because her friend had asked for help, mother to mother. The daughters were only invited because it had felt strange not to do so. After all, they'd always been a foursome.
She never would have said it, but Heather was at least as nervous as Tessa. But any concerns or discomfort Heather felt was sort of beside the point. Jennifer had called out of the blue and asked her for help. And Heather knew how much she, and Tessa, owed to Jennifer. There was no choice but to swallow her anxiety and head towards the cabin.
Even as that thought crossed her mind, Heather could see the cabin itself coming into view. She crested a small rise and she could see it on the right side of the road. It was a small, blonde log building with a green metal roof. Square with a porch that stretched across the front. It was recessed back from the road about 30 yards, with a well manicured lawn laid out in front of it. Behind the cabin and stretching off in either direction from the yard were thick evergreen trees. The trees climbed up as they moved farther from the house and Heather could see the mountains forming in the distance behind the cabin. It certainly felt secluded. Heather could barely make out the next cabin, a few hundred yards down the road.
On the left side of the road, the trees had given way and Heather could see the large lake that sat in the center of the state park. The road she was on now was a ring around the lake, though in most places the woods were too thick to see the water. It seemed that they had a prime location, even if the cabin looked a little rustic for Heather's taste. Her eyes glanced across the murky gray water to the far side. She could see the small town they'd past through when they'd first entered the park. Little more than a general store, a gas station, and a few docks. The town, like the cabin, was surrounded by forest. Perhaps it was the encroaching woods, but Heather felt that the town looked much farther away than she'd expected. It was so small.
Tessa wasn't concerned about the surrounding countryside. She was aware of what the country looked like, she was not particularly enamored with it. Instead, as they came over the hill, she became aware that they were looking at the cabin they'd be staying in. Her eyes remained there. Especially after she realized that the two people they were set to meet were standing on the front porch. Waiting.
"I guess I would have recognized Jennifer," Tessa said as they began to draw closer, turning down the driveway towards the cabin. She hadn't thought she'd remember the woman who had once been her mother's closest friend. It had been so long. But now that Tessa saw the woman, the recognition was instantaneous.
Jennifer Freeman was young for a woman with an 18 year old daughter at only 38. But she looked younger to Tessa. In fact, she looked the same as she had eight years ago, when she'd looked younger than 30. She was of average height, around 5'4 but looked taller. Some of that was because she had long, thin legs that seemed to stretch her out. She was wearing a pair of skin-tight jeans that accentuated them. She had wide hips that looked wider compared to her almost spindly legs. Her waist narrowed dramatically and her tight t-shirt showed off her feminine curves. The shirt also accentuated her large (though not overly-large) breasts that stood up high and youthful on her chest. Jennifer had narrow shoulders and thin, long arms. Her hands were small, with long, delicate fingers. Her neck was long and thin. She had a severely beautiful face with a sharp chin and equally sharp nose. Her lips, however, were thick and generous, her eyes large, wide and accented by long lashes. Those eyes were a glittering blue color topped with thin eyebrows that gave the woman a mischievous appearance. Her hair was a deep shiny platinum blonde that somehow looked natural. Just seeing the woman brought memories flooding back to Tessa. It was like she could hear Jennifer's voice.
Her daughter, on the other hand, wasn't familiar, other than the fact that her appearance was strikingly similar to her mother. Tessa supposed that she shouldn't be surprised by the transformation, Madison Freeman had only been 10 years old the last time she saw her. Now the girl was a woman. And a pretty one. She was about the same height as her mother, maybe a bit taller. And thinner, somehow. Jennifer was hardly full-figured, but her daughter was downright willowy skinny. Her legs poking out of soft shorts were small, her knees a bit knobby. She had narrowish hips (but a round ass), a thin waist, and very small, pert breasts. Her arms were lean and her neck was long. Her face was like a younger version of her mother's, the only difference being her greenish eyes and the fact that her platinum blonde hair was much longer (halfway down her back, unlike the shoulder-length hair of her mother).
Despite the recognition, Tessa didn't feel any relief. It wasn't that she had any bad memories about Jennifer. Far from it. She remembered how very important Jennifer had been to her mother, and hell to her, once. But rather than feeling like she was seeing an old friend, Tessa instead grew even more anxious. She felt pressure that came with the past, the expectation everyone would have that they could slip back into an old friendship that had withered to the point of dying. Or worse, that a childhood friendship with Madison could skip adolescence and still be viable now, when both Tessa and Madison were adults. Tessa bit her lower lip and sighed.
Heather sympathized with her daughter's growing reticence, which she instantly sensed. But she also knew that there was nothing to be done now. They had agreed to come on this trip as a favor to Jennifer. Heather always kept her promises and her daughter's sighs weren't going to change that. Heather decided to put on a happy face and make the best of it. It couldn't be that bad, after all. The four of them had once been close, hadn't they? Heather didn't answer herself, she just goosed the gas a bit, sending the car more quickly down the gentle hill leading towards the cabin.
"They're here," Jennifer said, turning to her daughter on the porch of the cabin. Her ears had perked up as she heard Heather speed up slightly. She saw the white SUV come into view and knew it was her old friend's car.
"Cool," Madison said flatly. They'd already spent the last two days fighting about this little trip. They easily fell back into the well-worn paths of the argument.
"Don't be like that when they get here," Jennifer said.
"I am here, aren't I?" Madison asked, "I don't have to be here. I am adult. I came as a favor. You can't really ask more of me than that. I won't pretend I am happy to be here."
"I'd rather you not be here at all than be here and act like an ass," Jennifer responded. Madison rolled her eyes.
"You could have told me that three days ago," Madison said under her breath. And this girl thought she was an adult, Jennifer thought.
"Please..."
"I had plans and you know it, I had a date with Craig tonight and tomorrow Lindsay and I were going to..."
"I know your itinerary, You've gone over it for days. You're gone every weekend, and I am fine with that. I don't ask for much. You'll have fun with Tessa. You guys have been friends for years. Give it a rest, okay?" Jennifer begged. Madison crossed her arms in front of her breasts and focused on the approaching SUV. She could barely remember Heather and her only recollection of Tessa was that she was an awkward preteen who'd been condescending to a girl two years younger. She didn't have any real desire to see either of them. Still, the sooner it got here, the better. Then they could get this long weekend over and go home. Madison just could not wait for this summer to be over so that she could go to college. She loved her mother, but she was ready to be on her own. She liked making her own plans and picking her own friends.
"I could have more fun with someone I know," Madison said, though her tone was resigned. Jennifer could tell that the girl was, essentially surrendering, "I don't understand why you couldn't just go by yourself if you wanted a weekend in the country? You could've asked Tessa's mom while I was out of town."
"Did you ever stop to think that this isn't about you? Maybe I need to talk to Heather. Maybe there are things I need to discuss with her specifically? " Jennifer asked.
"What does she know that Lindsay's mom wouldn't?"
Jennifer didn't answer. Maybe she figured that if Madison thought about it long enough, she'd figure it out. Or maybe she didn't really care about what Madison thought. Jennifer knew why she needed to talk to Heather. Heather knew more about Jennifer than just about anyone, besides Madison. And the fact that they hadn't met in years and only talked occasionally really didn't change that. Jennifer needed advice from someone she could trust, and knew from experience that Heather could provide that advice.
What's more, there really wasn't anyone else to ask. At least, no one Jennifer felt comfortable asking. Jennifer knew that if she told any of her close friends that there was something she couldn't talk to them about, that they would balk. Jennifer was mostly an open book, a classic oversharer. But Jennifer knew things about herself that others didn't. And Heather, unlike Jennifer's closer friends, knew those things too. After all, Jennifer and Madison had met Heather and Tessa 10 years earlier at a support group for trans people and their families.
It was one of those memories that Jennifer could access, and it was like stepping back into time. She was transported back to that moment. It was in the basement of a community center in the town where she used to live. Where Heather and Tessa still lived. There was a crumbling linoleum floor, wood panelling on the walls, and a circle of folding chairs. The room smelled like cheap coffee and stale donuts. Most of the seats were already occupied when Jennifer walked in with her then very young daughter. It was, almost exclusively, middle-aged trans people and their adult (or near adult) children looking a little bombarded but mildly supportive. The person leading the group was a very tall woman who was speaking earnestly with a small gaggle of men. Confused husbands maybe whose wives were now their husbands, maybe.
Jennifer almost turned around and left right then. It wasn't a group for her. Her body was vibrating with nerves and her bowels were tightened into a knot in her stomach. She hadn't wanted to come here in the first place. The endocrinologist had suggested it. But these people were in a completely different situation. What would they understand?
"Oh thank goodness!" Jennifer had heard a voice saying, to the left. She turned and looked. There were two empty chairs, still available. Sitting next to those empty chairs were a young mother and a young girl. Jennifer felt a wave of relief wash over her that she couldn't really explain. She could hear that same relief in the young woman's voice, "I didn't think...well I came last week and it wasn't really...I was hoping to talk to another mother who had a...daughter who was transitioning," the young woman said. The girl sitting next to her squirmed uncomfortably. Jennifer could not help but smile, she felt her cheeks going red. The first time in her life, she knew for certain that she was passing.
"Well, actually," she said, "My daughter isn't transitioning. I am."
"Oh my gosh, I am so sorry! Was I rude in some way? This is all so new to me and..." the woman said. Jennifer laughed and extended her hand.
"Jennifer," she said, "Nice to meet you." Now the woman smiled broadly, relieved again.
"Heather," she said, shaking her hands.
And they never went back to the support group after that. To be honest, Jennifer couldn't really remember what was said by anyone else at the rest of the meeting. They didn't need the rest of the meeting. They'd accidentally stumbled into a far more intimate support group by accident.
Every member of the little foursome provided something to the whole group. Jennifer was in the last stages of transitioning (in fact, she would later decide against bottom surgery, meaning she was actually finished with her transition at that time). Heather was thirsty for knowledge about what her daughter was thinking and going through. She desperately wanted to be supportive of Tessa, but was constantly afraid that she was going to screw something up. Jennifer provided her with advice and peace of mind. And Heather provided advice to Jennifer's daughter as well. She filled Madison in on all the awkward, teenage girl stuff that she'd been socialized to do since childhood, but Jennifer had never learned. It made Heather feel better, to have problems she could understand and solve with a girl whose body she understood a little better.
Even as she was being tutored by her, Heather was simultaneously teaching Jennifer how to be a mother. No so much in direct instruction. But by observation. Jennifer watched Heather and took tips. She'd always been a devoted parent, but she often felt adrift, wondering if she could create maternal instinct. Heather gave her the confidence to know that she could function as a mother. And was always willing to provide advice when asked. Or even if not asked. Perhaps more importantly, Tessa provided Health with an opportunity to make up up for the iniquities of her past. Jennifer had struggled with gender dysmorphia for many years before she found someone who understood her. Jennifer gave Tessa the nurturing transwoman mentor she'd always desired when she was young.
And, of course, the girls were friends with one another. They might not have chosen each other as friends in any other circumstance. But they were bound by their nontraditional childhoods and bonded over the fact that they shared secrets they couldn't feel comfortable sharing with anyone else.
For years, the four grew together. Jennifer couldn't really pinpoint when they'd finally drifted apart. She knew that that it began when she got a new job and moved across the state with Madison. But they had made a good effort to stay in touch for awhile. But their need for one another had seemed to shrink as they grew more accustomed to their roles. And the distance in miles made maintaining the friendship harder and harder. Eventually, they stopped visiting. And then the phone calls stopped. Facebook and an occasional e-mail were essentially it.
Jennifer hadn't thought of Heather and Tessa for months when the idea came to call and organize this particular trip. She had been thinking about Madison going off to school and wondering a couple of things about what she was going to do when that happened. And she realized that for the first time in many years, she felt like she would benefit from a little advice. And she found herself calling before she'd even thought it through. After the call, when Heather had sounded shocked but agreed to come, Jennifer found herself confused almost by why she'd asked. But she didn't regret it. As the time for the meeting approached, she grew more and more excited to see her old friend. And ask her some new questions. Now, Heather and Tessa were pulling to a stop in front of the cabin and stepping out.
"Oh god, she's still cuter than me," Jennifer heard her daughter hiss under her breath as the women came into view. It sounded like a gripe and definitely wasn't meant to be a compliment. But Madison was impressed, Tessa was cute. She was very short, maybe 5'1 wearing shoes. She had long, very straight black hair that draped like a waterfall over her shoulders. She had big hazel eyes and a long thin nose. Her lips were full and were hiding bright white teeth. Her breasts were small sat up high on her slender chest. Her arms were thin, her fingers tapered. Her waist was thin and her hips surprisingly wide with a small, tight butt. Her legs were short and somewhat muscled. Tiny feet.
Madison reflected that Heather, who she recognized now that she was looking at her, didn't much resemble her daughter. But you could still tell they were related. Maybe it was the big hazel eyes, which the shared. Or maybe it was something else that was harder to point to. Regardless, Heather was tall-ish woman, maybe 5'9 and slim. Her hair was long like her daughters, but an auburn color and somewhat wavy. Her nose was short, her mouth was wide and prone to broad smiles when near familiar people. Her breasts were small, her hips narrow, and her legs were long.
"Oh my god! Heather!" Jennifer said in a loud voice, mortifying her daughter. She ran towards the car, throwing her arms wide. Jennifer was shocked by the emotion that overcame her when she saw her friend. Heather was a bit taken aback, but felt suddenly at ease as Jennifer's arms wrapped around her. The two friends held each other for a few moments, the years melting away.



Madison pursed her lips and looked at Tessa. Tessa somewhat nervously averted her eyes, but nodded her head. Finally, their mothers hug broke, tears welling in their eyes. They had both been transported back to a time in their lives that they didn't exactly miss, but that was still drenched in wistful nostalgia. But, with the hug completed, the two mothers looked at each. And neither spoke. And they realized, they didn't know what to say. Heather laughed nervously. The years had come flooding back to separate them. They both had the same thought: "What am I supposed to do now?"
"Uh, let's help them with their bags," Madison said every a very long pause. Jennifer was relieved by her daughter's suggestion.
"Oh yeah, I will pop the trunk," Heather said and started to move around the car.
"Oh no, we go it!" Jennifer responded graciously. And then the two mothers easily slipped into the normal travel talk: how was the drive? Any traffic? Did you see that sign for the lame tourist attraction? And things of that nature. It wasn't really so much conversation, as noise to mask the lack of conversation. But they were both relieved it was there. The girls, on the other hand, barely spoke. Tessa felt boxed in by her instructions to mentor Madison. Madison believed that Tessa was still the haughty older girl she'd been when they were kids.
Eventually, Heather and Tessa were settled into their rooms. The sort of awkward tension remained for the rest of the evening. The four women walked around the property a little, they ate an early dinner, they watched a little television, and they made a campfire in the back yard. The whole time the mothers chattered nervously about everything and nothing. They talked about jobs and television shows and other things that they didn't really want to talk about. It seemed to stretch the distance between them rather than close it. And so, they mostly reminisced about old times, trying to stir the echoes of their friendship. The only time they talked about anything even remotely related to their trip was when Heather noted that there were no marshmallows or hot dogs for the campfire that they'd built.
The girls continued their long silence towards one another. Mostly, Tessa would talk to Heather and Madison would talk to Jennifer. The mothers tried to engage the girls with limited success. The only time the girls interacted was when they mutually objected to something mortifying that their respective mothers said. And even then, it was furtive, and uncomfortable. Tessa didn't want anyone to open the door to her mentoring, Madison was thinking that this would be easier with Lindsay.
It was still early when the four women decided to throw in the towel. They walked back into the cabin, the smell of smoke in their hair. As they made their way to their bedrooms, they were all struck by the same thought: "what am I doing here, and how long will this take."
Chapter 1: Mothers' Bond
"So mom, I was thinking, Ms. Heather was saying that we needed marshmallows and hot dogs for the fire. I thought that might be nice for dinner tonight. I will head down to the general store and pick them up," Madison said breezily, as though she hadn't been plotting her escape all morning. All four women were sitting around the table in the breakfast nook of the cabin.
"Just Heather, please, we are all adults," Heather said, correcting Madison for the tenth time. But Jennifer fell for the ploy instantly. She believed that Madison had broken down and was accepting that they were going to be at the cabin.
"Oh sure, that's a great idea!" she said, 'My car keys are over by the front door. I am sure you can get around Heather's car."
"Oh no, I was going to walk," Madison said, and Jennifer instantly grew more suspicious. Madison lived for the car. And would never want to walk for two hours or so to buy hot dogs.
"That's fine," Jennifer said, "Tessa," she said, turning to the other girl, "Why don't you go with her, that might be nice," she said.
"Oh no, I was going to go by myself," Madison said.
"Oh I wanted to hang out here," Tessa said at the same time. But Heather had caught on to the fact that Jennifer needed to be alone, so that they could talk.
"I think you should go too, Tessa," Heather said to her daughter. Tessa's eyes shot to her mother, wide and angry.
"But mom, I wanted to hang out with you," Tessa said honestly. Heather wanted that as well. She would've been happy if Madison and Jennifer had gone for a long walk and she and Tessa could relax together. But that wasn't why they were here. She shook her head.
"Please," she said.
"We can take our car," Tessa said, hoping to get it over quickly.
"Madison wanted to walk," Jennifer said, looking at her daughter.
"Well..." Madison started.
"You'll want to get going now," Jennifer said, "Before the heat of the day is on you." And with that, the daughters had to admit defeat. They were going to walk to the general store together, whether they liked it or not. They both knew they wouldn't. They got up from the table.
"We will get the dishes," Heather said, knowing her daughter was upset and wishing to make up for it. Tessa didn't respond. She sort of huffed and refused to make eye contact.
"I love you," Heather said.
"Love you too," Tessa mumbled as she got up and moved toward the door. Madison started following behind the older girl.
"Love you," Jennifer said to her daughter, a little snotty to rub in the fact that she'd seen through the ruse.
"Prove it," Madison said wryly. And then the two girls were out the door. Heather and Jennifer heard the screen door on the front of the cabin slam shut. They were alone.
Jennifer got up from the table and walked back to the kitchen with the plates from breakfast. She returned a few moments later with two fresh cups of coffee. She sat back down at the table and passed a cup over.
"God, teenagers are the worst!" she said playfully, but Heather winced, "the walk will do them good."
"You know," Heather said after taking a sip of searing hot coffee, "I think I figured out why you asked me to be here."
"Oh yeah?" Jennifer said, not realizing it was a big mystery.
"Your daughter," Heather said.
"I guess, incidentally," Jennifer responded.
"Your relationship, it seems...broken. No, that's too harsh. Strained. I mean, you just said you loved her, but it was angry. And she responded...it was mean," Heather said. She had noticed it in other ways too. Jennifer and Madison had been sniping at each other since the arrival. She wondered if Jennifer was struggling with a wayward daughter. But Jennifer just laughed.
"We are just playing, that's how we play," she responded, "I mean we aren't like you and Tessa, but we are fine."
"What do you mean, like us?" Heather asked.
"You know...so perfect," she said, "It is too much work. We fight because we aren't always on the same page. That is okay," Jennifer said. That made absolutely no sense whatsoever to Heather. But she felt embarrassed that she had guessed wrong and decided to drop the issue.
"So why did you ask me here?" she asked.
"I told you on the phone," Jennifer said, glad they were getting around to this. She was happy again that she'd chased the girls out, "I need a little advice about next year."
"Next year?" Heather asked.
"When Madison goes to college," Jennifer explained. Realization dawned on Heather's face, she leaned back in her chair, nodding knowingly.
"Empty nest," she said. Jennifer smiled broadly. She knew she'd called Heather for a reason.
"Exactly."
"It hasn't been easy, I will tell you that. That first day, when I left Tessa at her dorm room... I could barely bring myself to drive away. All I could do was think about her going up there with all of those strangers. Sleeping in a room so many miles away. No one to talk to or to help her get over the traumas of her first day. I was completely paralyzed. I ended up renting a hotel room and staying there for the first week. I think Tessa appreciated it. I know I needed it.
"But it got easier over time. I mean the first week at home was bad. But I went up to visit that next weekend. I go back lots of weekends. That helps. And Tessa likes to go home. My dad gave her his old Mercury. So she can drive home. And facetime is great. We facetime everyday after class. It isn't the same as being home, but it is the next best thing. In a lot of ways, it can be like she never left. And now that we are in summertime..."
"Oh God," Jennifer said, "I have to stop you."
"What?" Heather said, confused.
"That is like...the opposite of what I needed to talk to you about!" Jennifer said incredulously. At first she'd thought that Jennifer was joking. Or that she was going to explain that he got over her empty nest syndrome and got on with her life. But as her friend kept talking, she realized that Heather was serious. She couldn't even begin to understand what that meant.
"What do you mean?" Heather said after a long pause. Jennifer laughed a little.
"I am not trying to figure out how to stretch my apron strings," Jennifer said, "As far as I am concerned, she could just keep walking right now until she gets to campus. I am tired of having a smart-ass teen living in my house." She laughed again but there was some actual bitterness in her voice. Jennifer knew that loved her daughter, but she also knew she didn't always love their interactions. They were both adults now, and needed their own space.
"Apron strings? No it isn't like that! I am not supervising her! She can go to parties, she can move in with friends, or whatever she wants. We are just very close. Tessa is my best friend. We like to talk. And I worry about her because she is...different from the other girls." Jennifer took a deep sip of coffee and crossed her arms in front of her chest. She pointed at her friend with the mug.
"How about you? Do you go to parties," Jennifer stabbed with the mug, "Do you have friends?" Stabbing again. She raised her eyebrows as she spoke. Heather felt her cheeks getting red. Why was she being attacked for being a loving mother? She didn't judge Jennifer for wanting to be rid of her daughter...much. Why was she being judged?
"Well if you didn't want to know how I keep in contact with..."
"Attached at the hip to..."
"Tessa, then why did you want me here? What did you want from me?" Heather couldn't help but let a little bit of irritation to seep into her voice. Jennifer stopped laughing She wasn't trying to hurt Heather's feelings, it was just...
"Well, to be honest, I was going to ask you about getting laid after your kid moved out," Jennifer said bluntly, and she took another sip of her coffee. Heather's cheeks grew a dark crimson color.
"What?" Heather asked. That was about the last thing she ever expected. Although, she couldn't really say why now. Jennifer had always been a little...bolder than her. This was not exactly out of character.
"Hey, I know what it is like to be a single mom. I personally haven't had a lot of opportunities over the last few years. But I figure that once Madison is out of the house, I am going to sort of jump back into the dating scene. I figured, wrongly I guess, that you'd done the same thing. I was looking for pointers."
"Pointers?" Heather said, a little dazed. Jennifer heard Heather's confusion and she tilted her head to the side and took a deep breath. Her demeanor seemed to change.
"Yeah. I mean I have single friends, I guess I could've asked them. They date, you know," Jennifer's eyes cast down to her coffee, watching the clumps of creamer swirl around. "They don't know...everything about me. And I know you aren't like me in that way. But I thought you could help me think through my options. Like how does someone...like me..." Jennifer sort of shrugged her shoulders. She felt ridiculous now. What exactly had she expected from this? What would Heather know about dating as a non-operative transwoman closing in on middle age? It was just...Heather was the only person besides Madison who really know about her identity. She couldn't talk to Madison about dating or...sex. So this was her only option.
That fact immediately became clear to Heather. Whatever offense she'd taken to Jennifer's attitude before was instantly forgotten. She even got over her embarrassment. She realized that for the first time in years, Jennifer had felt the need to activate a support network she'd thought she'd outgrown. She must've really needed help.
"I'm really sorry Jen," Heather said, "I mean I can help you think through this stuff, but I really can't give you any...first hand advice. For a lot of reasons." Heather reached forward and placed her hands against Jennifer's wrapped around the coffee cup. Jennifer looked up and smiled at her friend. She saw Heather's large eyes, looking at her with understanding. The anxiety that she'd felt melted instantly. She remembered why Heather had always been such a lovely friend.
"You shouldn't be sorry, I shouldn't have put you on the spot like that," Jennifer said. The women were silent for a long minute. Heather continued to hold Jennifer's hand, unsure if she should let it go. Still, as she looked at her friend with renewed compassion, she felt the need to assert her right to some understanding as well.
"I don't regret anything about the life I've lived since Tessa went to college. I will do anything it takes to protect that girl. And I don't like being away from her. She needs me and I need her. I don't see why that's funny or stupid. I grew apart from my mom early and I have missed that relationship. Most women would kill for a relationship like the one I had with my daughter. You are going to be surprised how much you miss your daughter when she is gone," Heather said. Jennifer smiled and sighed apologetically. She let the fact that Heather was subtly criticizing her go. She deserved the bash and didn't want to dig this fight any deeper.
"Hey, I wasn't trying to be mean there. I was just...It doesn't matter. You're right. Your daughter is special and I am sure she appreciates you being there. I wish my mom was more like you when I was that age," she said and that was true. She wished her mother was more like Heather, just not completely like Heather. Heather nodded, feeling somewhat vindicated. But Jennifer pulled her hands back now. Heather looked up at her friend.
"Still," Jennifer continued, "you can't baby her forever. Its a tough world out there for anyone. She needs to stand on her own."
"Tessa is a very smart girl," Heather asserted, growing a bit flustered again. Why was Jennifer still attacking her.
"I know she is. That isn't what I am saying. I am saying she is dependent on you. And you are dependent on her."
"I hope we always are. You and Madison should be dependent on each other..."
"Not like that," Jennifer said. Jennifer didn't even know why she felt compelled to speak. Maybe she was trying to justify her comfort with an empty nest to herself. But she felt the need to explain to Heather what she was feeling, "Let's forget about Tessa for a second. What about you? I mean you don't have a baby anymore. You have an adult. Don't you want to have a bit of a life now? Don't you want to date?"
"Well, I guess I haven't really thought of it," Heather said. She knew it sounded like a lie. What adult single woman doesn't think about relationships. Especially a woman who'd been divorced for two decades. But it really wasn't on her radar.
"I can't wait to have sex again. Like real sex, not a hook up. When was the last time you had sex. Any kind of sex?" Jennifer asked. Heather felt her cheeks growing red again. She sort of let out a quick breath and shook her head incredulously. She wasn't going to answer that!
"Oh come on, don't be like that! We used to talk about stuff like this," Jennifer said, "Look, for me I haven't had a real date in a year and I haven't had sex in six months. And that was when I was out of town on business. Because it weirds Madison out when I date. There." Jennifer blurted all of that without any sense of shame. Jennifer felt boxed in. She rolled her eyes uncomfortably and sighed.
"The last time I had sex was...I guess it was..."
"Not a good sign," Jennifer said as her friend hesitated.
"Two thousand and..."
"No, don't even tell me," Jennifer said and Heather stuttered to a stop. She felt extremely uncomfortable and was a bit relieved she didn't have to say anything, "If you have to say it in years, then it was way, way too long." Jennifer said.
"I honestly don't even think about it," Heather said.
"That's part of the problem!" Jennifer retorted, "You are a young and beautiful woman. That is not normal at all. You should want sex. You should get sex." Heather rubbed her forehead with the palm of her hand. Her stomach felt tight and sour. Jennifer could tell her friend was uncomfortable, but knew she couldn't help herself now. Heather was the most gorgeous woman she knew, she could have sex if she wanted to. And she deserved to. Her attitude was totally mystifying.
"I don't think it is a problem and it is my life," Heather replied. Jennifer shook her head.
"No, look. I had a problem and I called you up for help. Because your friends help you when you had a problem. You just don't realize you have a problem. But that doesn't change the situation for me. You're my friend, I have to help," Jennifer said.
"I just don't think there is anything we can do to help each other with our sex lives," Heather said, trying to put some finality into her voice. She didn't want to talk about this anymore. She wished that she had let Tessa take the car so she'd be back and this conversation could draw to a close.
"Huh..." Jennifer said thoughtfully. She purses her lips and sort of pushed them to the side of her mouth. Something about what Heather had said was sticking with her. Help each other with our sex lives. Those words were ringing in her ear. She looked across the table at Heather. She saw the woman's long, glossy hair, her big eyes, her wide lips, she could see her cleavage down through her thin night shirt. Jennifer bit her lower lip.
"What?" Heather said, feeling her friend looking at her, unsure what it meant.
"I don't see why not," Jennifer said out loud. Heather furrowed her brow.
"Why not what?" Heather asked. Jennifer seemed to shake out of her reverie and looked at Heather. She smiled and laughed a little.
"I wasn't lying when I said you are young and beautiful. You are. And you need to get laid. And I need to get laid. And we are here. Alone." The statement hung in the air for a second, it almost entirely flew by Heather. She furrowed her brow and looked at her friend. Jennifer grinned and shrugged her shoulders. Suddenly, the idea caught just a little hook in Heather's mind.
"Oh my god, no!" Heather said, warding off the idea before it even had a chance to reach her conscious mind. That was the most inappropriate suggestion she'd ever heard. Just...no!
"And I really love you and care for you," Jennifer continued, "You are just such an...important friend to me, Heather. I owe you so much. Let me do this. You'd be helping me too." Jennifer was looking deeply into Heather's eyes now. Heather could sense her friend's sincerity. Her compassion returned to her...and gratitude. She didn't think she had a problem (did she?) but Jennifer was sweet for caring for her. And it was flattering too. To be called young and beautiful. By a beautiful woman no less...but still, she couldn't. Right?
"I am not asking you to marry me. We are two adult women. There is no law against it. Why can't we just have some fun? Let off a little steam?" Jennifer asked. The more she thought about it, the better an idea it seemed. She was horny. Heather was beautiful. No one would be hurt. What, exactly was the downside? Heather continued to gape at her, disbelieving. But Jennifer couldn't tell. Was she shocked and appalled by the offer? Or was she intrigued and horny too, and just couldn't admit it? Jennifer felt a little erotic thrill run down her spin. Why not test it out? Jennifer pushed herself back from the table.



"Please don't..." Heather said, pushing herself back from the kitchen table. She put her hands up, defensively. She wasn't even thinking. It was just pure instinct. She might have been a little curious, but now that she figured that Jennifer was moving towards her, her body rejected the advance. This was not appropriate. She didn't want this. She couldn't even really believe that this was happening. She half expected Jennifer to admit she was joking. Jennifer did, in fact, laugh. Jennifer stood up, but instead of stepping towards Heather, she took a step back.
"I am not going to jump you!" Jennifer said. She was suddenly excited. She had been looking forward, desperately, to jump starting her sex life when Madison left. She'd always been attracted to women, as well as men. She didn't think she'd have an opportunity to be with someone so soon. And someone so attractive. Her pent up arousal took over entirely. Her rational mind might have discovered dozens or reasons to stop now. But none of those reasons could penetrate her at that time. Her body was in control. "I am just showing you what I have to offer." Jennifer said, her voice coming out as a thick purr.
Jennifer was wearing a tight-fitting black tanktop and a pair of boxers with panties underneath. It wasn't exactly a sexy outfit, but it worked with her shape. She moved to the side slightly, so that Heather's view wasn't obstructed by the table. She slipped her thumbs into the waistband of her boxers and flicked them back. The loose-fitting cotton shorts slipped over her round ass and then dropped down her legs, pooling at her feet. At the same time, her hands moved up to the bottom hem of her tanktop. He arms crossed and she quickly lifted it up over her head. She felt her breasts rise and then fall lightly against her chest and her hair tangled slightly in the shirt. She pulled it out, smiling, and tossed it carelessly onto the floor.
Heather was now looking at her friend, standing before her wearing only an impossibly small pair of red panties. Her eyes were wide and she was staring forward. The shape of Jennifer's body, always not-so-subtly hinted at was now exposed to view. Heather was shocked by Jennifer's youthful-looking beauty. Her friend's breasts were so high, her nipples hard and perky. Her stomach was flat, her hips defined. But at the same time, Heather was mortified. She shouldn't be seeing any of this. The end result was that she was frozen in place. Too interested to look away, too upset to embrace her interest.
Jennifer didn't notice. She had reached a particularly sensitive situation. Anytime she disrobed in front of someone for the first time, she felt a mixture of excitement and fear. She did not have a "traditional" woman's body. And she was fine with that. But not everyone was. But as Jennifer looked up, she saw Heather's wide, shell-shocked eyes looking at her. Those familiar eyes. Heather wouldn't be surprised. At least, not anymore surprised than she was already. That was the reason she was here, after all. She knew Jennifer. Relief washed over Jennifer, to a degree that surprised her. And her excitement was no longer held in check.
Jennifer put her fingers into the waistband of her panties. She shimmied her hips excitedly as she started to slip them over her ass. In a moment, she felt the soft fabric sliding down her thighs, landing on the floor amidst all her other clothes. She was completely naked now. She took a deep breath, put her hands on her hips, and looked towards her friend.
Curiosity, it seemed, was the only thing that could overwhelm Heather's confused discomfort. It broke the knot between interest and her distress. Despite the fact that she knew it wasn't her business, and she resented it when curiosity was directed at her daughter, Heather had always sort of wondered what Jennifer looked like...without her clothes on. Just some honest curiosity. Jennifer was just so beautiful, Heather had always, deep in a secret part of her mind, wanted this opportunity. She looked fully on Jennifer. And gasped.
"Jennifer, you're perfect!" Heather said, not even planning to speak. But the words demanded to come out. She couldn't resist. Jennifer blushed and cast her eyes down. No one had every said anything like that to her. Even when they said something nice. Jennifer felt overwhelmed.
And Heather was totally and completely sincere. She'd hadn't known what she'd think about Jennifer's body. But she never expected her reaction. Her mouth was watering. The fabric of her night shirt felt scratchy against her suddenly-sensitive nipples. Between her legs...well she couldn't even believe how fast...Couldn't think about that.
Jennifer's silky blonde hair, her beautiful eyes, her pert breast, her narrow waist, her wide hips, her spindly legs...those features were all so lovely on their own. But now, waxed bare between her legs, Jennifer's small, veinless, white cock seemed to tie them all together perfectly. Her body seemed to frame her sex. Heather saw her friend's short (though not too short) shaft, the rosy pink tip that was cleft and perfect symmetrical. The large balls nestled gently in Jennifer' smooth, tight scrotum. A thoroughly feminine penis that meshed perfectly with Heather's pure erotic energy. She was perfect sexual specimen.
"Don't take any offense," Jennifer said, still sputtering over Heather's sweet word, "I have a penis. But I am a girl. It take a little time to warm up." Jennifer looked down at her flaccid penis between her legs. Heather, of course, had noticed that her friend wasn't erect. But she didn't take offense. In fact, her reaction was far from anything Jennifer would have expected.
"I uh...no, I am not offended," Heather said sort of dreamily. Her head sort of tilted to the side. The discomfort was still there, but she wasn't thinking about it. Jennifer's appearance had taken her back to a different point in her life. A point in her life where she still thought about sex. "I always liked...back when I was still married, I always liked when my husband first got naked. Before he got excited. When he was soft. I don't know. I liked to play with it like that," she spoke in a sort of dreamy, faraway voice. Her eyes remained on Jennifer's soft penis, but it was like she wasn't even talking to Jennifer. She was talking to herself.
"You like soft cock? What is it good for?" Jennifer asked a little incredulously. But she noticed the slight change that had come over her friend's demeanor.
"Well, I mean, with my husband, it never stayed that way long. I wasn't trying to sleep with him like that. But I always like it. Soft and smooth. Holding it in my hands. Putting it in my mouth. It felt like...I was in control of it. I made it work and I got to see it come to life because I made it," Heather said, her breath growing shallower as she spoke. If anything, she'd been underselling her excitement. For reasons she didn't understand, a cute flaccid cock was one of her absolute biggest turn-ons. Without even thinking, she licked her lips. It was like a door that had been opened and sensations she hadn't felt in years were tumbling into her brain. A backlog of sexual excitement she hadn't even realized was there. The feeling was overwhelming, and Heather knew she wasn't entirely in control of herself.
"You're in control right now Heather," Jennifer said to her friend, almost like she could read Heather's thoughts. As she spoke, she reached down between her legs to her soft cock. She wrapped her hands around the shaft, squeezing her own balls. She moved her hand up and down slightly, the tip of her soft penis flopping. Heather's eyes moved with it, "I am really excited. But this is going to take its time. You can come play as much as you want." Jennifer said.
For a brief moment, Heather felt her the urge to refuse. In a thousand chances, she would have turned Jennifer down 999 times. But Jennifer had found the perfect combination. One of Heather's biggest, strangest kinks, a soft cock, sprung on her by surprise. It got around all her defenses. It tickled all her hidden desires.
Heather didn't speak. Instead, she rose from her chair quickly and began to walk towards her friend. Without thinking, she reached up to the shoulders of her night shirt and quickly pulled it up over her head. It landed on the floor next to Jennifer's clothes. Heather wasn't wearing a bra, her breasts bouncing out of her shirt as she walked forward. Heather was wearing a pair of aqua-blue boy shorts and she didn't bother with those. She just kept walking towards Jennifer.
Jennifer froze, shocked that she'd somehow managed to convince Heather to do anything. There wasn't time to think. In a moment, Heather was standing directly in front of her. Heather couldn't meet her friend's gaze. Part of her knew that the if she stopped even for a moment, that she would stop forever. And she didn't want to stop. Instead, she dropped quickly down onto her knees on the floor
Heather found herself eye level with Jennifer's soft penis. The pretty pink tip was just a few inches from Heather's moist lips. Heather breathed in deeply through her nose. The familiar smell of sex, with decidedly feminine undertones, greeted her. She shivered slightly and bit her lip. Any remaining self-control was now gone. Heather's mind overloaded, went blank. Now she just acted on instinct.
Heather's hand rose up quickly, desperately. She felt her palm press gently against Jennifer's large balls, her smooth scrotum fitting her perfectly. Jennifer's balls felt heavy and hot in her hand as she squeezed them gently. Jennifer's knees buckled and she let out a little moan. Heather's hand was so soft, but so firm. Jennifer felt Heather's fingers curl around, feeling the base of her soft shaft. Jennifer groaned slightly.
As Heather held her friend's shaft in her hand, she breathed in more deeply, taking the the scent into her nose and holding it there. She needed more sensation. Her eyes closed and she let out a shuddering breath. Heather started to lean forward. She could feel the heat of Jennifer's body emanating against her.
At first, all Heather wanted to do was put a chaste little kiss on the shaft of her friend's penis. She just wanted to dart her tongue out slightly, just to get a little salty tasty of Jennifer's skin. But then Heather felt the warm, silky-smooth sensation of Jennifer's penis against her mouth. She could feel the denseness of the coiled flesh inside. Her eyes opened slightly and then rolled back in her head. Oh, she'd only ever been able to do this once or twice in her life. Her husband always got hard too quick.
Without thought, but with absolute desire, Heather's hungry lips split open. Her tongue spilled out, pressing wet and thick into Jennifer's shaft. The taste was better than she'd expected, more feminine and delicate. But she didn't stop there. Her lips opened wider, her head leaning forward. Heather's tongue bathed Jennifer's soft shaft. Heather's slurped in gently, and Jennifer's cock shifted in her hand, soon the circumcised tip popped into Heather's mouth. Heather swirled her tongue over the soft, smooth tip. And she kept slurping, stretching out Jennifer's cock and pulling more and more of it into her mouth.
Jennifer looked down between her legs in a daze. She watched as, millimeter by millimeter, her soft cock disappeared into her friend's soft mouth. Jennifer had suggested this, but she hadn't been prepared for the reality of it. She hadn't expected Heather to jump in with such...enthusiasm. And, she hadn't expected Heather to be so good! But as her cock slipped deeper and deeper in Heather's mouth, Jennifer felt her friend's tongue swirling around her shaft wonderfully. Jennifer lifted her hand to her lips, biting on her knuckle to avoid screaming as her friend sucked her shaft.
Eventually, Heather felt her chin sinking into her friend's smooth scrotum and she felt her nose press into Jennifer's stomach. Jennifer's entire shaft was in Heather's mouth. Heather swirled it around in her mouth, letting the flaccid cock whip against the insides of her cheeks. The taste was saltier now as Jennifer warmed and Heather wanted more. Heather's lips spreader wider and her hand moved down to the base of Jennifer's balls. The balls felt heavy and full in her hands, despite the fact that Jennifer was still soft. Heather pressed on the balls with her fingers, and she heard Jennifer grunt softly. But with gentle, constant pressure, Heather felt as one of Jennifer's big balls slipped into her mouth with the shaft. Heather's tongue furiously coated Jennifer's smooth, heavy testicle in warm saliva.
But still, Heather couldn't stop. Her fingers moved to Jennifer's other testicle, which hung heavily against her chin. She pressed on it slowly. She opened her mouth as wide as she could, felt her cheeks straining. She pushed her head forward, shaking her head side to side and lapping at the remaining testicle with her tongue. Suddenly, Jennifer's smooth ball moved past Heather's lip and popped into her mouth. Heather felt the tip of Jennifer's flaccid penis tickling in the back of her throat and her eyes watered as closed her lips around Jennifer's shaft.
Jennifer let out a shuddering breath and ran her hands through her hair. She'd never felt anything like this in her life. The extreme tightness of Heather's mouth was incredible. There was no discomfort, everything was so well lubricated by Heather's spit. It just felt like every speck of Jennifer's skin was being lovingly cradled by Heather's mouth. And Heather's tongue continued to pulse underneath of Jennifer's shaft and balls, massaging them and drawing the whole package deeper into Heather's throat. Jennifer felt her shaft and her scrotum stretch. Jennifer was dumbfounded. Too overwhelmed to move or even make a noise.
If Jennifer was pleasantly surprised, the Heather was near ecstasy. If she'd known she was giving Jennifer pleasure, she would have been happy. But really, this was all for her. It was a fantasy she'd had for years, and very nearly forgotten about, that had suddenly come to life. Heather pulled Jennifer's soft cock deeper and deeper into her mouth because she wanted to taste more of it, she wanted to feel more of its soft denseness in her body. In fact, now that both of her hands were free, she reached up, her delicate fingers easily finding Jennifer's narrow waist. Her hands grasped at Jennifer, pulling her in deeper. Heather felt the hair on her head stand on end, she felt her nipples aching. She could tell without looking or even feeling that her panties were soaked through. She hadn't been this aroused in...ever.
Still, it was hard to breathe with Jennifer's cock in her throat. Eventually, Heather reluctantly decided that she needed air. She gave one final rotation to her tongue and then pulled her head back. She straightened her arms, her palms pressing on Jennifer's hips. Jennifer's soft, slippery cock popped out of Heather's mouth all at once with a wet noise. It was completely coated in saliva, dripping with it actually, as it slapped back against Jennifer's thighs. Heather gasped in air, not realizing how badly she needed it. She saw thick ropes of white spit connecting her panting lips to Jennifer's smooth balls and pretty pink tip. She felt saliva welling in her mouth, she wanted that cock back inside of her.
Jennifer gasped as she felt the cool air against her drenched cock and felt the wet slap of her cock against her legs. At first she was almost disappointed. It had felt so lovely to be inside of Heather's mouth. She didn't want to stop now. But as the sensation dissipated, she was also relieved. Jennifer had been frozen by the intensity of Heather's sucking. Now Jennifer was back in control of herself.
Jennifer looked down. She could see Heather panting heavily, her eyes still on Jennifer's cock. Jennifer could see the saliva connecting them as well. She quickly reached her hand down between her legs and her fingers found her sensitive, soft cock. Jennifer swirled her hand around her own penis, feeling the thick saliva coating her palm and cooling her fingers. She cut the messy spit connecting her cock to Heather's mouth. And she quickly moved her hand back up towards her face. She pressed her hand against her lips and they opened quickly. Her tongue splayed out against her palm, and Jennifer could taste Heather's cooling saliva, sweet with a hint of saltiness from Jennifer's own precum. Her mouth moved rapidly around her palming, pulling more and more of Heather's messy spit into her mouth.
Heather was still on her knees on the floor. She could feel her saliva dripping down her chin. But she didn't think about that. She had too much to focus on. She looked forward as Jennifer moved, and she watched Jennifer's cock bouncing, still soft against her body. As beautiful as that looked to her, it wasn't the only thing to focus on. Heather also looked up and watched as Jennifer sucked in her spit, pulling it into her mouth. It was strange and perhaps disgusting. But Heather had completely let herself go into the moment. She was glad it was strange and disgusting. She liked it that way. It was the corrective to her boring sex life that she didn't even know she needed.
Suddenly, Jennifer's cock disappeared from Heather's view. And then Heather saw as Jennifer's perky breasts dropped in front of her. Before she realized what had happened, Heather felt Jennifer's hands on her. One of Jennifer's hands was wrapping quickly around Heather's waist and the other reaching up through Heather's hair, gently clasping the back of Heather's neck. Then Heather felt Jennifer's lips pressing against her own. She felt her hard nipples rub against Jennifer's, first gently but then pressed firmly together. Then Jennifer's mouth was opening and Heather felt her friend's wet tongue pour into her mouth. She opened her lips wider, giving Jennifer room to enter her.
Heather groaned as she felt the warm spit enter her mouth. Jennifer had sucked the spit off of her hand, but she hadn't swallowed it. Now, warmed by her body, she pushed it back to Heather. Heather felt the blob splash against her teeth and tongue. She couldn't resist, she swallowed it down and felt it warm and heavy in her stomach. Jennifer laughed as she slipped her tongue for Heather's mouth.
"You play coy," Jennifer said, "but that was one hell of a dirty first kiss." For half a second, Heather's conscious mind recognized what she was doing. Oh God! What was happening? She felt he cheeks grow red again.
"I don't...I am..." Heather sputtered. Jennifer realized instantly that she'd made a mistake.
"Don't apologize," she said, but it wasn't her words that matter. Action was needed to keep Heather engaged. Heather was resting somewhat awkwardly on her hip. Jennifer leaned into her, pressing her soft breasts into Heather's. Heather let out a little yelp as she quickly lost her balance and tumbled onto her back on the floor. Jennifer covered her friend's mouth with her own, trapping her friend's voice. Heather's tongue instinctively met Jennifer's and they kissed deeply as Heather settled onto the floor The embarrassment Heather had briefly felt faded and she kissed Jennifer more deeply, pushing her wet tongue into her friend's mouth and feeling her teeth against her tongue. The hormones racing through her body were just too much to resist. Her brain descended into a wonderful fog, once again.
Without thinking, Heather's legs spread on the floor and Jennifer settled on top of her between them. Heather shuddered as she felt the weight of Jennifer's body on top of her. Jennifer's soft breast and gentle curves felt so beautiful against Heather and she wrapped her arms around her friend. What was more than that, Heather could feel Jennifer's soft cock pressing against the wetness of her panties. She could feel the denseness of it against her aching clitoris.



Jennifer could feel the wetness, and the heat, of Heather's pussy as well. Her mouth watered as she thought of it. In fact, she felt a little twitch, deep inside of her. She groaned as she realized that her penis was reacting. The excitement was too great, it could no longer remain passive. Jennifer knew exactly what she had to do to keep the reaction going.
It felt lovely to have Heather's arms wrapped around her and to have Heather's tongue exploring her mouth, but Jennifer needed more. She pulled her lips back from Heather, letting her tongue slip out of Heather's mouth. Heather's eyes fluttered open just as Jennifer's tongue flicked against her lips. She groaned a little, her eyebrows furrowing. She didn't want Jennifer to go. Jennifer smiled and kissed Heather's chin.
That didn't appease Heather, because even as Jennifer placed the kiss, she was sliding down. Heather felt Jennifer's hard nipples slip down the underside of Heather's breast. She felt Jennifer's long hair, move across her face and neck. Worst of all, she felt Jennifer's cock slip from against her clitoris. She could feel the hot, soft flesh slip across her thigh as Jennifer continued to slip her body down. She wanted the sensation back.
But Jennifer was moving faster now. Heather moaned as Jennifer turned her head to the side and placed a kiss against Heather's throat. And then Jennifer's warm lips were against Heather's clavicle. And then Heather's breastbone. The whole while, Jennifer's body was moving backwards. Heather had been lying almost flat on her back, but as Heather's weight slipped off of her, Heather propped herself up on her elbows. She looked down at the top of Jennifer's head as it moved down. And then she gasped.
Jennifer had turned her head slightly to the side. Her hair tickled against Heather's ribs. But that wasn't why Heather gasped. Jennifer had been unable to resist. She saw Heather's pretty pink nipple, the color of cotton candy, and she had to know what it tasted like. Her mouth dropped, wrapping around the perfect round areola. Jennifer felt Heather's hardness and denseness. She pulled the nipple into her mouth, sucking it in and tasting its salty flavor. Jennifer's tongue swirled around Heather's nipple, taking notes from what Heather had done to her penis earlier. Heather arched her back and gasped at the sensation. She didn't realize that her nipples could get so sensitive. It made her legs feel weak.
Jennifer wanted nothing more than to stay there and taste Heather's nipple. And she waited for several long seconds. But Jennifer could feel her cock stirring. And, what was more with her head tilted down Jennifer could smell, just the barest hint but could still sense, Heather's scent. Her feminine essence. Fragrant and irresistible. Jennifer's mouth watered around Heather's nipple. She knew she had to keep moving. And so she did.
Heather gasped again, as Jennifer's mouth slipped from her nipple. She pouted her lips and her hips shook. Just as soon as Jennifer started doing something Heather liked, it seems, she immediately stopped. Heather found the frustration agonizing. But Jennifer hardly noticed. Her lips returned to Heather's breastbone. And then Heather's stomach and Heather's belly button. Heather's scent was growing stronger now and Jennifer breathed it in deeply. Jennifer could feel the scent in the oxygen in her blood, could sense Heather's sex flowing through her. She moved faster. Her lips grazed the thin elastic waistband of Heather's panties.
Heather shivered. She finally realized where Jennifer was going. Instinctively, Heather placed her weight on her elbows and her forearms. Heather lifted her hips up slightly, feeling her ass rise up off of the floor. Jennifer smiled against Heather's hip bone. Jennifer's hands rose up and she dropped them down onto Heather's warm breasts, the nipples pressing into Jennifer's palms. Heather trembled and Jennifer let her hands slide down across Jennifer's breasts, her flat stomach, and her wide hips. Jennifer's fingers slipped into the waistband of Heather's panties. Jennifer pulled quickly, no longer able to create the illusion of patience. She was so close! Heather's panties slipped down roughly over her ass and then down her thighs. Jennifer tossed to panties to the side as Heather's legs spread apart, even wider than before.
"Oh god!" Jennifer said, more of a purr than words. Heather had a small strip of dark pubic hair on her mons pubis. It was well kept and orderly. The rest of her pussy was waxed entirely bare. Her lips were tight and the same cotton-candy pink as her nipples. Her hooded clit was somewhat long (though thin) and ached with excitement. The whole area glistened with Heather's excited juices. And the aroma was now all-encompassing. Jennifer could taste it in mouth and feel it on her skin. It was so powerful, but so delicate. Jennifer wanted more.
"Please, Jennifer, I need it," Heather said, in a small voice. Heather hadn't willed the words, and she was embarrassed enough to bring her fingers to her mouth. But she'd said them. And meant them. Jennifer could hear the true longing in her friends voice. She wouldn't have resisted, even if she could.
Jennifer's head quickly dropped down now. Heather felt Jennifer's hair slide against the insides of her thighs and tickling her stomach. Then Heather felt Jennifer's warm breath against her wet pussy. She thrust her hips up, desperate to meet her friend's lips. Jennifer slipped her hands underneath of Heather's thighs as she dropped down, pushing Heather's legs back slightly, rotating her hips up. Jennifer's eyes closed as she breathed in deeply again with her nose. Jennifer held Heather's scent in her lungs, feeling its warmth.
And then Jennifer's lips pressed into Heather's lower lips. Heather shuddered and writhed slightly on the floor. Jennifer' felt sticky wetness against her lips. She kissed directly on the center of Heather's pussy. Jennifer's tongue slipped out of her mouth and grazed against Heather's lips. Jennifer groaned as the taste flooded her mouth. Jennifer pulled her tongue back into her mouth, rotating it against the insides of her cheeks and the roof of her mouth the savor the salty, sultry flavor. Jennifer's body trembled as the full scope of the sensation swept over her. Just that little bit was almost enough. But not for Heather. She writhed on the floor. Jennifer's tongue had offered just the slightest bit of relief. When it left, Heather's frustration boiled over.
Jennifer smiled and reached up with her right hand. She rested it on Heather's breastbone, easing her and holding her still, gently. At the same time, Jennifer opened her mouth again, pressing it against Heather's pussy once again. Her mouth opened and her tongue poured out. Heather's lips split and Jennifer's tongue moved inside of her. Heather sucked in air sharply as Jennifer started to run her tongue gently up and down through Heather's wet lips. Jennifer's tongue dipped deep into the Heather's welcoming wetness, and then slid upwards, stopping achingly short of Heather's desperate, erect clitoris.
Heather needed some sort of relief. She could tell that Jennifer was going to keep teasing her. Not knowing what else to do, Heather threw her head back moaning. Heather's hands rose from her sides, grasping desperately at her own breasts. Heather felt her hand nipples pressing into the palms of her hands as she squeezed them. It didn't seem to help, it just made her frustration more intense. But it felt so undeniably lovely too. She just kept going.
Jennifer's face was now coated in Heather's sticky juices. Her tongue was coated in them, the flavor filling her nose. She could hear Heather writhing and groaning on the floor. She was desperate for Heather's release as well. She wanted to tease more, but she couldn't bring herself to do it. Jennifer's tongue was now at the bottom of Heather's pussy. She dragged it up deeply, tasting Heather's flavor. But this time, when she reached the top, Jennifer didn't stop and move back down. Instead, Jennifer's mouth opened wider and she closed her full lips suddenly around Heather's hard, hooded clitoris.
"Jesus fuck!" Heather screamed, her fingers sinking into her own breasts. Jennifer's right hand slid down off of Heather's breastbone, moving rapidly down between Heather's legs. Jennifer began to lap and to suck on Heather's hard clit. Jennifer savored the hard sensation against her lips and tongue. Jennifer's right forefinger and thumb moved between Heather's legs. They pulled back Heather's clitoral hood, allowing Jennifer to better lick and suck on her friend's clit Heather made a strange noise in the back of her throat and her hips thrust up into Jennifer's face. Heather's mind was scrambled by the intensity of what she was feeling.
Jennifer couldn't help but react to Heather's obvious pleasure. Heather's body moved so beautifully, it smelled so lovely, it sounded so sexy. Jennifer needed some sort of relief as well. Jennifer was up on her forearms and knees now between Heather's legs. Jennifer could feel her cock dangling down heavily between her legs, her balls aching. Jennifer's left hand moved down quickly, finding the hardening flesh of and heavy balls. Jennifer squeezed and pulled on her cock as she continued to suck on Heather's clitoris.
The two women did not stay like this very long. The excitement was just too great. Jennifer's hand squeezed her penis, fondling her own balls and desperate for relief. Heather muscles started to tighten and tighten, restricting her motion more and more as Jennifer continued to suck and to lap at her clitoris. Finally, Heather froze entirely, her eyes slammed shut and her thighs squeezed around Jennifer's head. The frustration and the tension build to an unbearable crescendo. So terrible that, if she could have moved, Heather would have pushed Jennifer away. But she couldn't. Instead, Heather burst through that sensation. And then it was like the frustration and the tension tore itself to pieces and burst into a bright, blinding light. Heather heard herself groan and could tell that her body was shaking. But it felt like it was someone else. It was just bright, white, unending pleasure that she could sense. She had become pure ecstasy. And that was twice as overwhelming as the frustration it replaced. Heather simply let go...and it was beautiful.
The first thing that Heather did when her conscious mind return to her was throw her hands down between her legs. Her palms found the top of Jennifer's head and Heather pushed her friend away. Her clit was so unbearably sensitive, it was almost painful to have Jennifer breathe on it. Jennifer let the hard nub slip from her mouth and giggled. Jennifer's face was coated in Heather's thick juices and the scent filled her nose. Jennifer licked her lips, the creamy, salty flavor coating her tongue.
"You look beautiful when you cum," Jennifer said, turning her head to the side and kissing Heather's thigh. Heather jumped a little and then sighed. Heather looked down at Jennifer for a moment, but realized that Jennifer was looking up at her. For some reason, seeing Jennifer, and noticing how beautiful she looked, just moments after she'd cum, made Heather uncomfortable, and she looked away.
"I can't believe we did that," Heather said in a long sigh. Jennifer made a small noise and leaned her head against Heather's thigh. Jennifer ran her hands around on Heather's stomach and hips.
"Believe it," Jennifer said and she rolled over a little onto her hip. Jennifer's spine rubbed against the inside of Heather's knee, her arm was draped across Heather's stomach. Her finger swirled around slowly just beneath Heather's bellybutton. Jennifer settled in.
Heather realized it felt nice to have someone's body on top of hers. Heather sighed again and stopped thinking about how strange the situation was. She did feel good, didn't she? More relaxed than she'd been in...years. She languidly reached her hand down and began to play absentmindedly with Jennifer's hair. Heather looked down at the top of Jennifer's head. That's when she noticed.
Turned on her side as she was, Jennifer's hips were perpendicular to the floor. Jennifer's midsection was up off of the floor, facing towards Heather's other leg. And so was Jennifer's cock. That was what Heather noticed. Of course, Heather had now seen it...close up in fact (a though that made her smile but feel embarrassed at the same time). But now Heather was surprised to see...
"You're hard," Heather said. She felt Jennifer's head shift slightly as she turned and looked at her own penis. Jennifer felt it ache. Her balls felt tight. Jennifer's free hand moved down between her legs. Heather had returned Jennifer's attention to her arousal. She couldn't play it cool any longer. Jennifer whimpered a little as her hand wrapped around her now-hard cock. The shaft felt smooth and hot in Jennifer's hand. Her skin tingled. Jennifer turned her head to the side, and kissed Heather's hip, letting her tongue drag against Heather's skin.
Heather was watching as her friend slowly began to stroke her own cock. Jennifer's hand stroked down, her fingers sinking into her scrotum. The back up, her hand rotating up to the overly-sensitive tip. Jennifer breathed more shallowly and her back arched back into Heather. Heather's eyes remained glued to Jennifer's body. Her mouth felt dry.
"Stop," Heather said, the words once again coming without bidding. Jennifer tilted her head up slightly, her hand didn't stop moving.
"That's not fair," Jennifer said, her voice coming out as a slight whine. Heather got relief, why couldn't Jennifer give herself the same thing? Heather reached down, her hand finding Jennifer's shoulder. Heather gripped it tight, holding Jennifer in place. Finally, Jennifer's hand stopped moving with a whimper.
"Please," Heather said, "I want it." She owed that to Jennifer, yeah. But she owed it to herself too. This was what she needed. Jennifer smiled, felt her frustration turn to steam.
"Oh, in that case," Jennifer purred, her hand slipping from her cock. Heather saw her friend's cock twitching as her hand moved away. It was slick with precum and Jennifer's balls looked achingly big. Heather felt her breath catch in her throat, and once again abandoned herself to her instincts.
Heather was propped up on her elbows again, Jennifer was laying between her legs. Heather put her palms down on the floor, pushing herself up into a sitting position. She began to pull herself backwards with her hands, her legs slipping backwards. Jennifer felt Heather moving, and she opened her mouth and placed her tongue against Heather's leg. As Heather pulled herself back, Jennifer's tongue drug along the length of Heather's thigh, across her knee and her calf. Jennifer savored the salty flavor of Heather's skin. Jennifer's mouth closed in a kiss as Heather's foot slipped away from her.
Jennifer was now laying on her side on the floor, unsure of what she was supposed to do. But Heather didn't give her time to think. As soon as Heather was clear of Jennifer's body, she jumped up to her feet. Heather moved quickly, didn't run, stepping over Heather' body. Heather sort of spun around quickly, her hair flaring out as she did so. Heather kept her feet on either side of Jennifer, standing athwart her friend. Jennifer turned her head to the side looking up at Heather above her. She could see Heather's pussy, glistening and the undersides of Jennifer's breasts.
Heather kept moving quickly. She didn't speak, but started to squat down on top of Jennifer. Jennifer watched Heather's pussy lips splitting open, saw them dripping with spit and juices. After a moment, Jennifer felt Heather's warm, soft ass press against her hip. Heather brought her weight down, slowly but fully onto her friend's body. Jennifer's hip rolled under the pressure and she found herself on her back. Heather was straddling her waist. Jennifer's cock had slipped up into the crack of Heather's ass. It felt firm and smooth against Heather's sensitive ass. Jennifer groaned at the pressure, pressing down on the top side of her shaft.
Heather leaned forward slightly, driving her ass back against Jennifer's cock. She felt her anus rotate up and felt Jennifers shaft rub against it. Heather was surprised by the pleasant little thrill that ran up her spine as Jennifer's cock tickled all of her nerves. Heather threw her hands forward, letting them press into Jennifer's perky tits. She felt her fingers sink into Jennifer's soft flesh and felt Jennifer's hard nipples against her palm. Involuntarily, Jennifer arched her back. Heather's ass was pressing into her cock and her hands were squeezing her breasts, she could barely control herself.
"I really want you in me," Heather said, and she continued to gently knead Jennifer's breasts as she did so. She was surprised at how true the words were. She needed Jennifer inside of her. Jennifer nodded her head frantically. She needed it more. "But I haven't been on birth control for six years. You can't cum in me." Heather said. Jennifer bit her lip, even the idea of cumming in Heather made her want to groan. But she was willing to do whatever it took to just cum.
"I will tell you when I am going to cum," Jennifer promised, "And you can hop off." Heather smiled and nodded.
"Besides," Heather said, "I want to take your cum in my mouth." Heather never liked the taste of cum. But she really did want it now. Now Jennifer really did groan. But now that that was hammered out, Heather wasn't in any mood to wait any longer. She raised her hips up off of Jennifer's waist and then moved them backwards. Heather felt Jennifer's hard cock rub against the inside of her leg. Heather moved one hand off of Jennifer's breasts and reached behind her back. Her fingertips groped until she found the tip of Jennifer's hard cock. Jennifer's hips bucked. Heather's hand wrapped around Jennifer's cock, moving it towards her warm slit. Jennifer closed her eyes as she felt the tip of her penis slip through Heather's sopping lips. The smooth pink dome of Jennifer's cock slipped easily into Heather's pussy, they were both so-well lubricated, so ready.
"Oh God!" Heather groaned and her knees grew weak. She couldn't even hold herself up. Heather's hips dropped all at once and Jennifer's cock was buried deep inside her body. Jennifer eyes flew back open as she felt Heather's tight, wet pussy wrap itself around her. Jennifer's hands rose automatically and rested on the flare of Heather's hips. Jennifer's finger sunk into Heather's flesh.
For Heather, it had been too long since anything had been so deep inside of her. Everything ached wonderfully. But she felt incredibly weak, like she couldn't even move. Her knees were wobbling on the floor next to Jennifer's hips. For a long minute, she just sat on top of Jennifer, and Jennifer soaked in the sensation. But they both knew they needed more.
"Oh god, Jennifer," Heather moaned, "I need you to fuck me!" she begged. Jennifer could feel Heather's body trembling. Jennifer could feel Heather's weakness. But, what was more, she could feel her own desire boiling over. It had been a long time since she'd had a full-fledged erection, and Jennifer needed to cum. Her hands clasped more firmly on Heather's hips. At the same moment, Jennifer lift hard with her arms, pulling Heather up, and dropped her hips down. Her cock slipped slightly out of Heather's slick pussy. And then Jennifer was pulling Heather down, thrusting her hips up. Jennifer's cock slammed back into Heather's body.
And in an instant, the two friends had found a perfect rhythm. Jennifer moved quickly, desperately. Jennifer moved her hands and her hips in opposite directions, using all her strength to lift Heather off her hips and then jam her back down. Heather's tight pussy was pulsating around Jennifer's stiff penis, almost like it was trying to milk her. Heather felt a little like an elaborate sex toy, as Jennifer tossed her around easily. Her body felt weak, but she moved her hands to her breasts, to squeeze them as best she could. She maintained her balance on top of her friend.



Jennifer could not hold out for very long. It was too intense, and it had been too long since she'd done something like this. She let out a hissing sound as she felt her balls seizing. She was holding her breath and all of her muscles were burning acid. She was biting her lip and her eyes closed. She could feel the tension rising and rising. She could tell it was right there...and then she remembered. Her promise! She didn't have ability to tell Heather she was about to cum. She was too close. She was almost out of strength. But she didn't want to get her friend pregnant. God, not another kid who'd turn into an angsty teen. With her last bit of strength, she lifted up Heather, pulling her clear of her cock.
Heather stumbled backwards, shocked by the sudden change. She'd been focused so intently on the sensation of Jennifer's hard cock slipping in and out of her, that part of her had forgotten that it would ever end. She didn't want it to end. But she stumbled backwards onto the floor. She looked up at Jennifer, trying to figure out if it was some sort of accident. She saw Jennifer writhing on the floor. And she saw Jennifer's cock, hard and throbbing. Heather finally remembered Jennifer's promise. Jennifer was about to cum! Jennifer needed her.
Heather hopped up quickly onto her hands and knees. Her palms were on either side of Jennifer's hips and her head dropped. Jennifer looked down, finally breathing with relief. Heather was coming for her, her hair was tickling Jennifer's waist. Heather could smell her own pussy juices on Jennifer's cock as her mouth descended on it. Heather felt Jennifer's slick tip pass between her lips, tasted pre-cum and pussy.
Jennifer just barely felt Heather's lips against her hard penis. And that was it. Even she hadn't realized how close she was. But just the barest sensation was enough to send Jennifer over the edge. Jennifer's mind went blank and she couldn't even really feel her body anymore. It was like she had melted away, faded into the universe around her. Jennifer had become pleasure, she had become the orgasm. And she never wanted to leave it.
For Heather, the sensation was a lot more concrete, a lot more present. She had felt Jennifer's hands move to her head, holding her in place. And then she felt Jennifer's urethra pulsing inside of her mouth. Then cum was pouring into Heather's mouth. No, pouring was the wrong word. Heather' could feel hard spurts of sperm jetting into her mouth. She'd never felt...pressure like that before. It splashed against her teeth and choked the back of her throat. But she kept her lips wrapped around the tip of Jennifer's cock. Because she could taste it now. The thick, salty flavor of Heather's sperm coating her tongue. It was different than other cum Heather had tasted, sweeter and more feminine. It actually tasted good! Heather didn't want to miss a drop as the thick liquid filled her mouth.
Finally, Jennifer let out a deep sigh and she settled back down onto the floor. Her cock popped from Heather's mouth. Jennifer lay on the floor panting and recovering. Heather's lips closed tightly, and she kept the sperm safely in her mouth. She swished it between her teeth, letting the flavor coat her tongue and the scent coat her tongue. Finally, she swallowed the warm sperm down, and collapsed onto the floor next to her friend.
Jennifer was coming back to herself as she felt Heather lay down next to her. She reached her hand over, feeling for Heather's hand and finding it. Their fingers entwined tightly and the two women turned their heads together, looking at one another. They were panting and Jennifer could smell her sperm on Heather's breath and she smiled. Heather smiled too.
"See," Jennifer panted, "It can be fun to do grown-up stuff without your daughter." Heather laughed a little.
"Yeah, you might be right," Heather conceded. That had been...such a release. She was sort of shocked that she hadn't wanted to do something like this with someone before. But still, she felt a little guilty thinking about Tessa for some reason. It felt...dirty to even mention her right now.
"Trust me, we wouldn't have had nearly this much fun if the girls were here," Jennifer said, and then she leaned forward and kissed her friend. Heather kissed back, their cum and pussy coated tongue meeting between them. And for a few more minutes at least, they forgot about any problems that they had with their daughters.
End Chapter 1
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Chapter 2: Prom Night Redux
They'd walked to the little general store in almost complete silence. Occasionally Madison would complain about her mother and Tessa would make an affirmative noise, but Madison could tell the other girl didn't mean it. Other times, Tessa would mention that she wanted to get back soon. Madison would simply ask "why?" and then they would lapse back into silence.
Still, they both admitted to themselves (if not each other) that the walk was, in some ways, pleasant. The forest road that they walked was well-shaded, even as the heat started to rise in the middle of the day. The scenery was beautiful, the birds were singling, and the sound of water gently lapping the banks of the lake in the near distance was soothing. It took a good deal of time to reach the little general store, but in some ways they were invigorated by the walk.
When they reached "town," such as it was, the place felt a bit like it was abandoned. There were a couple of boats bobbing along the docks, but no one seemed to be around. There were two pick up trucks in the parking lot, no one even at the pumps for gas. The only sound was the crunch of the gravel in the parking lot as the approached the store. It was a low-slung, single story cinderblock building with a faded sign. It had clearly seen better days. Or maybe it has always been sad. The two girls walked inside.
Madison blinked a few times when she entered the general store. She hadn't realized how bright the late-summer sun had been until she'd walked inside. Slowly, her eyes became used to the dim store and Madison realized it was little more than a glorified convenience store. There was an old lady behind the counter reading a romance novel. She didn't even look up as the girls entered. Madison turned and looked at Tessa and saw that she was also blinking.
"You go find marshmallows and any other stuff that will keep for awhile. I will get hotdogs, milk, and maybe some drinks or something," Madison instructed the older girl, "We can meet back at the register."
"Okay," Tessa said, and set off on her task. She was actually sort of thankful to be away from Madison. It wasn't that Madison had been rude or anything. It was just that Tessa had been feeling an unbearable obligation to...guide Madison in some way. And she kept coming up with absolutely nothing. It was frustrating and embarrassing and was causing an ever-increasing level of tension. A few minutes shopping was a break, at least.
Tessa wended her way slowly through the store. The floors were dingy and the food looked like it had been on the shelves for a couple of months too long. She wasn't entirely sure that she wanted to eat anything from that place. Still, she was here on a mission, she would get food, even if she wasn't going to eat it. She found the marshmallows, got some chocolate, some graham crackers, and some potato chips too. Anything she bought, she had to carry all the way back to the cabin, so she resisted getting anything more. She headed back up to the front of the store.
As she turned from the back of the store, Tessa could see that Madison was already there. She was talking to someone. Tessa assumed Madison was talking to the old lady at the counter. But as she approached, she saw something else. There were two men...well, guys in their early twenties, standing by the register. Madison was smiling broadly at them. Tessa saw that the guys were tall, had scraggly beards, confederate flag t-shirts, and worn out baseball caps. She felt her stomach churn for some reason.
"Yeah, staying at a cabin out on the lake a few days," Madison said, "Me and her," Madison said, gesturing towards Tessa. Tessa ignored her, grabbing the hot dogs and buns from Madison's hand and moving towards the register.
"You girls like fishing?" one of the dudes said.
"I might," Madison said, taking a bit of her hair and wrapping it around her finger. The guys weren't exactly good looking. But that didn't mean she couldn't have a little fun talking to them. The taller guy was looking at her intently, but the other guy was following Tessa's body as she paid at the register. Madison could really use a assist with that guy. Madison saw Tessa out of the corner of her eye, ignoring them.
"You've never been fishing before?" The guy asked. Madison shook her head.
"Never been able to find a rod that worked for me, you know?" she teased. The old lady looked up from over her romance novel as she handed Tess back her change. Both men guffawed. Madison certainly had no intention of doing anything with either of these guys rods, but it was fun to tease a little bit.
"Well I've never had any..." The guy started to say. But just then, Madison felt a hand grab hers. She looked and saw that Tessa had grabbed her.
"The only thing you have to know about fishing," Tessa said, "Is that you throw back the little ones." And she started pulling Madison out of the store. Madison couldn't help but laugh, it was a solid joke. But she saw the guy looking pissed (his buddy was laughing at him). Madison knew that that bridge had been burned for sure. And for what? She was too confused by Tessa's actions, so Madison just let the older girl lead her back out into the sunlight. The guys didn't follow, Madison knew they wouldn't.
Tessa was at least as annoyed as the guys. She hadn't really been trying to insult him. Not really. She just didn't want to talk to them anymore. The point of this weekend was for the girls to talk right? Not to hook up with scuzzy-looking rednecks. Tessa didn't allow the fact that she had absolutely no interest in "girl talk" or that the guys could take Madison off her hands interrupt her umbrage. In a matter of minutes, she had angry walked all the way out of town, dragging Madison with her.
They were a few hundred yards from the last boat in the dock, when Madison finally gained her bearings. She pulled herself out of Tessa's grip and came to a stop in the middle of the road. For a moment, Tessa kept walking. She was out of the store, it didn't matter what Madison did.
"What's your deal?"Madison yelled, "You can't just grab me away from people I am talking to! What do you think I am a little kid who couldn't handle those guys?" Madison had figured that Tessa was, once again, condescending to her, "I am not 8. You aren't 10. I am an adult too!" Tessa came to a stop in the road and turned around.
"What?" she asked. She had absolutely no idea what Madison was talking about.
"I know you are like, annoyed to have to be with me because you still think I am a kid. But feel free to just ignore me. You don't have to embarrass me in front of people." Tessa was even more taken aback than before. It took her a moment to compose herself enough to respond. She was still vibrating with discomfort from the store. And now, realizing why she'd been uncomfortable. She felt her cheeks get red as she got embarrassed.
"It isn't like that at all" Tessa said, hoping that was enough.
"Then what was it like?" Madison asked, growing more annoyed because it seemed like Tessa didn't feel like she needed to explain why she was rude.
"I really wasn't trying to embarrass you. I wasn't. And I am not trying to treat you like a child I wasn't even thinking about anything like that. If you want to go talk to those guys, go back. It wasn't about you."
"You made it a little about me!" Madison shot back. Now she walked quickly, closing the distance between her and Tessa. "I really, seriously doubt those guys want to talk to me now. I just wanted us to flirt with them a little."
"Well I didn't want to flirt," Tessa said quietly. Tessa's heart was suddenly racing. She did not want to talk about this. Madison was still angry, but she looked at Tessa. She wasn't reacting the way Madison had expected. Tessa really seemed apologetic. And nervous. Madison's voice softened.
"Why didn't you?"
"I have to want to flirt with people?" Tessa asked. Madison shrugged.
"No, but...like that wasn't just not being interested. You booked us out of there," Madison responded. Tessa realized that there was no way of getting out of this. She just had to explain herself. As quickly and painlessly as possible.
"I just... I don't really feel comfortable...talking to guys like that. I didn't want you to like...set anything up...a date or something...I don't want that," Tessa explained. Any residual anger melted from Madison. Tessa was definitely not being condescending. And Madison didn't have any intention of making Tessa uncomfortable. Madison started walking down the street again, thinking things over. Tessa started walking too, hoping that meant this fight was over.
"I wasn't trying to set up dates with those guys," Madison said after a long pause, "They were just boys, so I thought it would be fun to talk to them. I wouldn't have obligated you to anything without talking to you first. I was just flirting. Don't you ever just flirt with boys for fun?" Tessa kept walking, but crossed her arms in front of her chest.
"Not really," Tessa said in a way that clearly meant, 'No.' Madison was a little taken aback.
"How do you hook up and stuff then?" Madison said after another long pause. Tessa sighed, and turned her head to the side. She didn't want to look at Madison. She just felt too uncomfortable talking about this kind of stuff. But she could feel Madison looking at her. Not mean. Just curious. And Tessa couldn't take the long silence.
"I guess I don't," Tessa said, finally. And kept walking. Madison's eyes grew wide.
"But you're in college!" she said incredulously. Tessa raised her shoulders barely a shrug.
"I don't," Tessa said. For a moment, Madison was confused. Then she smiled and bumped her forehead with the heel of her palm.
"Oh, you're gay right? That totally makes sense! You don't have to be all shy about it, its not 1995 or something. You don't want to flirt with boys because you..."
"No, I like boys. I guess. And I like girls," Tessa said. Now Madison was confused again. She couldn't wait to go to college and have a good excuse to sleep around a little bit. A little bit more than she already did. Tessa, for her part, wanted desperately for this conversation to end. Madison wasn't angry anymore, why did she keep picking at this?
"You like them..." Madison said, "But have you...ever slept with them?" This was the question that Tessa was dreading. She supposed she could lie. There really wasn't anything Madison could do to prove it was a lie. But Tessa never felt comfortable lying and she was bad at it. Maybe telling the truth would end this interrogation.
"No," she said. And nothing more. She was a virgin.
"You're hot! It's so easy, trust me. If you make the move you can basically get any guy you want!" Madison said and Tessa felt her cheeks get red, both because of the nature of the conversation, and the sort-of compliment she'd been paid. Tessa looked around, making sure that no one was around.
"I am not like other girls, you know that," Tessa said. Of course, Madison knew that Tessa was trans. That's how they knew one another. But she didn't see that as a huge issue. It might, in some ways, be an asset. But Tessa didn't like thinking about the fact that there was a cock between her legs. She knew those boys at the general store would have looked at her differently, if they knew. That was her first thought anytime someone approached her.
"I'd rather just hang out with my mom than have a date that I know isn't going anywhere," Tessa said, as a final explanation. Tessa knew that sounded like a lame justification, but it was true. Why go through the anxiety, and the risk, of an unsure social situation, when she could have more fun watching Friends reruns with her mom? Madison let out a sharp laugh. That made less sense to her than anything else. Not having sex to hang out with mom. Madison believed that was the definition of hell. Not even understanding how to respond to that, she shifted gears.
"Not even at prom?" She asked, "I mean...I thought everyone who didn't lose their virginity before that lost it at senior prom. I took Craig's virginity after prom." Tessa couldn't believe she was talking about this. It was like there was nothing that she could say that would stop Madison.
"I didn't got to prom," she answered honestly. Madison stopped in her tracks.
"You didn't go to senior prom?" she asked. Tessa sighed and shook her head. "No, No, No," Madison said, shaking her head, "Absolutely not!" Now it was Madison's turn to grab Tessa hand. Tessa was completely at a loss to explain Madison's response. But Madison started pulling her arm, and Tessa followed, too cowed to do anything else.
Madison led Tessa off the road. Madison wasn't really sure what she was looking for, but about forty feet into the woods, she found it. A low, flat clearing with somewhat short grass. The sun was beating down on the open spot, which was about ten feet in diameter. Madison reached into her back pocket and found her phone. She Googled "cheesy slow prom songs" and started a playlist. The first song was "Endless Love" by Diana Ross & Lionel Richie. Old might actually be better, Madison thought. She set it to play and dropped the phone onto the ground.
Madison was still holding Tessa's hand, and Tessa was following around dumbly. He had no idea what Madison was doing, and didn't think she cared. But then she felt a slight jerk and she felt herself spinning around. In a moment, he was facing Madison. Madison reached down and grabbed Tessa's hands. Madison lifted Tessa's hands up and then draped them on her own shoulders. The music was starting. Then Madison dropped her own hands down to Tessa's waist, holding onto her gently. And she started swaying slowly to the beat of the song. For a moment, Tessa just stood still, wondering if Madison was crazy or if she was being teased in some way.
"What're you doing," Tessa asked, finally.
No one should miss prom. It is dumb, but you have to do it," Madison explained. Tessa, despite herself, laughed a little bit.
"I didn't have to," Tessa said.
"You did have to! You just didn't. And that sucks. I mean you missed out on so much and it is driving me crazy I can't fix it!" Madison was totally in earnest. She was shocked that Tessa hadn't even gone to prom, let alone lost her virginity. "I mean, you have to spend way too much time getting you hair done and then hating it anyway. And we can't do that. You need to spend way too much money on a dress that you only wear the one time. And we can't do that. You have to get a limo and get drunk. And we can't do that. The only thing that I can give back to you is a terrible, shuffling slow dance to a lame oldie song that makes your mom wet!" Madison said and now Tessa laughed louder. A little bit of the tension slipped away. She'd clearly triggered something in Madison, something that had made Madison reach out to her. Tessa felt that Madison's overreaction was both humorously dramatic and surprisingly sweet. Despite herself, Tessa found herself swaying to the music.
"Well, to be honest," Tessa said, "I was supposed to go to prom. I was going to go senior year,"she said, thinking back to that. Her mother had been so nervous about it, because she couldn't be there. Truth be told, Tessa was nervous about that too. But was more excited than nervous. The two girls were now swaying to the music in the woods.
"Why didn't you?" Madison asked.
"My date and I were just going as friends. A whole group of us were going together, but we'd paired off. And a couple days before prom, my date got a real date. So I didn't have anyone to go with anymore."
"What a fucking dick!" Madison said, vehemently.
"That's what I thought!" Tessa said dredging up the feelings, "But everyone else was like 'those two are perfect together, you have to let them go out' and everything like that. So I just stood aside."
"Your friends sucked," Madison said, "A prom date is a prom date, whatever the reason. You can't drop someone that close to the day. I don't care if the fucking pope asks you out!" Tessa laughed louder now. She felt the warmth of Madison's righteous indignation like a soothing balm on some feelings that were still a little raw. Madison and Tessa kept swaying to the music. Tessa felt more relaxed than she had all day and she closed her eyes while she swayed. Madison felt better too, she liked taking care of people. And Madison felt bad that she had thought Tessa was stuck up or something. Clearly, she was going through some stuff.
"My group of friends, they knew that I am trans. I always wondered if that was why my date found someone else," Tessa said, and cast her eyes down. She hadn't really been planning on sharing that with anyone. She had never said anything about it to anyone, not even her mother. Tessa was afraid her mother would have totally overcompensated. But, for some reason, Tessa felt that Madison would understand.
Madison's reaction proved that Tessa was right. She didn't start apologizing on behalf of all cis people, the way that her mother would have. She didn't ask for names for retribution. She didn't say anything stupid. Or anything at all. Instead, Madison simply wrapped her arms more tightly around Tessa's waist. The distance between the zipped shut. Tessa felt Madison's hips against hers, felt Madison's breasts press on top of her. Tessa wrapped her arms more closely around Madison's neck, resting her head against Madison's cheek. Tessa felt her shoulders sag as the tension drained from her. That little hug, a moment of knowing social acceptance from someone her own age, was worth far more than any apology from Tessa's mother. The two girls continued to sway to the slow music, dancing and hugging together as one song faded into another.
The two girls danced the entire second song in complete silence. The leaves and branches crunched under their feet. The sun warmed their skin and a gentle breeze ran through their hair. Tessa eyes remained closed, she didn't need to see to sense Madison's body against her. Madison's hair draped over Tessa's arms and she smelled the scent of the Madison's shampoo and her floral perfume. Madison was acutely aware of Tessa as well, the gentle curves of Tessa's petite body pressed against her, the warm of Tessa's breath against her cheek. They both sensed an unexpected intimacy take hold in the moment, but neither of them felt the need to mention it. They just enjoyed the dance.
As the song ended and a third started, Madison gently pushed back on Tessa's hips and the two girls moved apart. Tessa's eyes opened as Madison held her at arms length. The two girls looked up at each other, smiling awkwardly and basking in the afterglow of their dance. They both sensed the electricity running between them, a sort of vibration that was bouncing back and forth. To Tessa, it was a strangely familiar but unplaceable, like deja vu. To Madison, the feeling was much clearer. Madison giggled a little, closed her eyes, and tilted her head to the side.
Tessa kept her eyes opened as Madison leaned in towards her. Tessa felt her heart rise into her throat, her stomach buzzing. Tessa knew what was coming, but she could hardly believe it. Her nose was once again filled with the scent of Madison's perfume. And then Tessa felt it. The soft, fullness of Madison's lips pressing against her own. Tessa's eyes rolled back and then closed as Madison's lips melted into her own. Tessa's body stopped responding to her as the electrical tension between the two girls burst apart in a million different pieces. She moaned slightly, her mouth opening.
Madison had felt Tessa's lips tense as their kiss first joined. She'd also felt Tessa's grow rigid and hold her breath. For a brief moment, she was afraid she'd misread the moment. That Tessa hadn't been feeling the same urge that she'd felt overwhelming her. But then Tessa moaned, and Madison smiled and opened her mouth as well.



Madison's tongue slipped from between her lips and pressed thickly into Tessa's moaning mouth. Madison felt her tongue slip against Tessa's teeth. Unlike the rest of her, Tessa's tongue wasn't frozen. As she felt Madison invade her mouth, Tessa's tongue rose to meet her. Their lips now sealed and their tongues rolled wetly in the united cavern of their mouths. Tessa pushed into Madison's mouth, tasting her sweet saliva, and then Madison returned the favor. Madison's hands squeezed on Tessa's hips. Madison moved her head, manipulating Tessa's body so that her tongue could touch every inch of the inside of the other girl's mouth. Tessa moved her neck rapidly, messily, overcome by excitement. The two girls kissed wetly, nosily, for the rest of the third song.
As silence descended over the small forest clearing, Madison again began to push away from Tessa. Madison's wet tongue slipped from Tessa's mouth and then their lips broke. Tessa's mind was still blank and she whimpered as Madison moved away from her, leaning her head forward to chase the other girl. Madison's eyes opened and she giggled a little at Tessa's enthusiasm. Madison's laugh wasn't mean spirited, but it was enough to return Tessa to her senses. Her eyes fluttered open and she hastily took a step back.
"Oh god, I am sorry," Tessa sputtered, wiping saliva off of her lips with the back of her hand. Madison shook her head vehemently and licked her own lips.
"Why are you sorry?" she asked.
"That was...I was being weird," Tessa said, and her arms rose and crossed at her chest. She had sort of lost control there and she didn't even know how it happened.
"I kissed you, remember. It was a good kiss" Madison said, shrugging, "And getting carried away kissing someone during a slow dance is also part of the prom experience. The only thing missing was a chaperone breaking us up!" Madison's tone was so breezy and non-judgmental that Tessa instantly felt better. Tessa even laughed at Madison's joke, though it made her think of her mother for some reason.
Another song was starting, but Madison walked over to her phone and picked it up. Turned it off. The woods were suddenly entirely silent. It felt a little like someone had turned on the lights at the gym. Prom was definitely over.
"Thanks for being my prom date," Tessa said, walking up next to Madison, smiling. Madison felt a little better. At least things weren't quite as awkward now.
"It was my pleasure," Madison said, "I only wish I could better capture the full experience. We should either be getting drunk right no or going to some sort of lame after prom." Tessa laughed a little, but she didn't feel like she needed anything else. It had been a nice, if belated, prom.
"Well, I guess roasting hot dogs and marshmallows with the mothers will be our after prom," Tessa said cheerily. But to Madison, it sounded like a prison sentence. Madison looked back towards the road. Tessa was right. A little bit more time walking, then back at the cabin for the rest of the boring weekend. She sighed and looked back at Tessa. Tessa looked prettier now that she was smiling and the weight of tension seemed to have lifted off of her shoulders. Why, exactly, was Madison rushing to shut down prom night? Tessa kiss, more excited than skilled, played over in Madison's mind.
"You know," Madison said, "There is one thing that you just have to do on prom night that we can still do." She said. Tessa tilted her head to the side inquisitively.
"What is left?" Tessa asked.
"We already talked about it," Madison said, raising her eyebrows suggestively. It hadn't so much been an idea as a natural progression of Madison's personality and rollicking teenage libido. She'd wanted to stay home that weekend because she wanted to sleep with Craig. But she didn't really love Craig. He was just a means to an end (he felt the same way, she was sure). She was looking forward to college because she wanted to get some strange dick. Well, here here was some strange dick right in front of her. Beautiful, naive, and in desperate need of relief (whether she realized it or not). Madison didn't exactly consider herself bi, but she was open to exciting new experience She'd never had sex with a girl before, cis or trans, but the idea was sort of exciting. There was no denying Tessa's appeal. Why shouldn't they put off the inevitable boredom of cabin with the mothers by having a little fun? Who, exactly was going to be hurt by it? They were in their age of exploration, after all. The more Madison thought about it,the more she realized that there was only upside to the plan.
Madison may have underestimated Tessa's naivete. Tessa looked at Madison's arched eyebrow and was uncertain about what they'd talked about before. Getting their hair done? Tessa watched as Madison's smile grew a little crooked and her eyebrow rose suggestively. Still, Tessa's mind remained blank and she nearly shrugged. Madison bit her lip and suddenly, the piece slipped into place. Sex.
"Oh God, no!" She blurted.
"Well I don't think you're cute either!" Madison shot back in faux anger. She had sort of expected this reaction.
"No, it isn't that..."
"So you think I am cute?" Madison asked, crossing her arms. Tessa felt like she was in a trap. She was. She decided to answer truthfully.
"You're beautiful," Tessa said, "but..." Madison was surprised by that particular word. Surprised and flattered.
"Well I think you're beautiful too," Madison responded honestly. Tessa felt her cheeks grow red.
"Thanks," Tessa mumbled. Tessa knew that Madison was telling the truth, but that didn't change the fact that she was not interested in this.
"Who doesn't like two beautiful women having sex? The internet is built on that idea," Madison said. Tessa's eyes dropped to her feet. She told herself it was because she was embarrassed and didn't like Madison saying those things to her. But Tessa knew, in the back of her mind, that she found Madison alluring. She was spontaneous, vivacious, and uninhibited. Tessa wasn't any of those things and she was generally afraid of those traits. She definitely didn't want those traits. But now she was finding them exciting in someone else. And that was dangerous.
"I don't..."
"You don't ever want to have sex?" Madison interrupted. She had already thought of all the angles. There weren't any excuses she was going to accept.
"No! Of course I want..."
"You religious, waiting til marriage?"
"No, but..."
"You don't like the feeling of an orgasm?"
"Well, I..."
"You afraid of sex?"
"No, but..." Tessa lied and was almost happy to be interrupted.
"So what is the problem? Let's just have a little fun," Madison said. Tessa was tired of being bowled over and interrupted. She was going to start talking over Madison, just say 'no.' But even as she came to this resolution, Madison was reaching down to the hem on the bottom of her t-shirt, and pulling it up over her head. Tessa's mouth dropped open and her eyes bulged.
"What're you doing?" Tessa asked, incredulously. Madison dropped her shirt onto the forest floor, her small breasts sitting up high an perky on Madison's chest. Madison hadn't been wearing a bra! Now she was standing in the forest, wearing nothing but a pleated pink mini-skirt and whatever was underneath of it! Tessa couldn't help but stare, and her mouth watered as she saw Madison's pretty pink nipples, just the perfect size for her small, teardrop-shaped breasts.
"Look, I am going to get started," Madison said, brusquely but not rudely, as she kicked off her flip-flops, "I think it's fun and I think you are just pretending you aren't into it. I am not going to touch you until you say it is okay. But I am not going to stop what I am doing, until you tell me to." And with that, Madison tucked her thumbs into the waistband of her skirt and her panties. She bent over slightly and slipped her skirt down over her round ass and let them slide down her hips. She then bent back up, putting her hands on her hips, spreading her legs apart slightly.
Tessa's eyes betrayed her again. Tessa had to look at the slight, youthful flare of Madison's hips, and the gently muscled flesh of Madison's thighs. Tessa couldn't help but stare at Madison's flat belly, with its cute little belly button. But, of course, her interest was also drawn between Madison's slender legs. Madison's tight pink lips were barely visible, only the Madison's pale white skin set it off. Madison was shaved bare and Tessa could see the tiny pink nub of Madison's clitoris. Tessa's breath caught in her throat, Madison had a lovely body. And Madison had exposed it so quickly that Tessa was knocked of kilter, unable to respond.
Madison could tell, as she saw Tessa standing frozen, her mouth open. Of course, Madison had promised not to touch Tessa without permission, and she had every intention of keeping that promise. Madison sat down in the grass. It was slightly wet, but the grass was thicker than she expected and it was comfortable. Madison leaned back slightly, planting one hand in the grass behind her. Her breasts stretched out across her chest. Madison kept her eyes on Tessa as her other hand slowly moved across her own thigh, and down between her legs. As Madison's fingers grazed her pussy lips, she sucked in a sharp breath. Madison felt her own slick wetness and was a bit surprised. She was more excited than she realized.
But Tessa was somehow more excited. Her eyes roamed across Madison's body, unable to decide where to land. She wanted to soak it all in. Despite herself, Tessa found that she was leaning forward slightly, moving a little closer to Madison's delicate body. Tessa's mind was blank, all of her brain power going to sensory perception. As she leaned in, Tessa could see the tips of Madison's fingers glistening with her own juices. Madison's lips had split slightly and Tessa could better see Madison's pretty pink flesh. And, perhaps most importantly, Tessa breathed in deeply and, caught on the gentle forest breeze, Madison's primal scent filled her nose. Tessa closed her eyes and moaned as the scent wrapped around her brain. Madison smiled and moved the tip of her index finger lightly against her clit. Now Madison moaned.
"I am going to cum with or without you," Madison said, slipping her finger down the length of her slit, getting it dripping wet. And she meant it. Madison had never masturbated in front of anyone before, but somehow this was even hotter than she expected.
"Okay," Tessa said, her voice sounding clearer than she felt. She didn't even know what she meant by it, her brain wasn't working, "Okay." She said again. And then Tessa noticed that her fingers were fumbling withe the button on her shorts. Tessa's eyes reluctantly moved away from Madison's body and watched as she unzipped her fly and then worked the shorts off of her ass and let them fall to the ground. She felt vaguely surprised to herself doing it. It was like someone else was acting, but Tessa wasn't opposed. And then Tessa's hands were clawing at her t-shirt, tearing it off more quickly than her shorts.
Suddenly, Tessa found herself standing in the wood in her bra and panties, watching Madison masturbate. The absurdity of the moment broke through her lust. What was she doing? How had she ended up here. She looked around on the ground, saw her t-shirt, and reached for it. She started to lift, but found it trapped. Madison had placed her foot on it, trapped it to the ground. Madison was enjoying the teasing reveal of Tessa's body and was surprised by Tessa's sudden change in attitude.
"I'm sorry," Tessa said, feeling like she was reasserting control of herself, "I was making a mistake...it isn't you, I just...This isn't who I am," Tessa said, her cheeks going red. Tessa pulled again on the shirt, but Madison curled her toes into the fabric.
"This is who you are," Madison said, "It's who everyone is! We are just having fun, wasn't this fun?" Madison bit her lip and tilted her head to the side. Tessa groaned, Madison was gorgeous.
"It is," Tessa admitted, "But I am not in control of myself..."
"You're body isn't bad," Madison said, "It tells you what it needs and sometimes it needs to take over. Trust me, you won't regret it." Madison licked her lips and smiled. Tessa looked down at Madison, her eyebrows furrowed. Tessa's mind still wanted to run,what would her mother think? But Madison's words hit home. Tessa suddenly became aware of her body as an equal part of herself, not some outside force that was wrenching control from her "true" self. She felt deadlocked. But Madison's finger was still languidly moving through her own slit and Madison moaned quietly. Tessa's mouth watered. She knew she was tumbling over, into the control of her body, as her hands reached behind her, unhooking her bra and dropping it to the forest floor. Her pretty red nipples hardened in the breeze. Madison moaned louder, understanding that Tessa had made up her mind.
Tessa had always imagined that she would hesitate at this point, when she eventually reached it. No one besides her mother and her doctor had ever seen her entirely naked before. But Tessa barreled through any fear now. Maybe it was that she had abandoned herself to her body. Or maybe it was that Madison already knew what she would see, sort of. Regardless, in a matter of moments, Tessa's panties joined the rest of her clothes on the forest floor.
"Holy shit, you're cute!" Madison gushed, as she looked at Tessa's bare body. Tessa's petite body looked natural in the forest, sort of elfin. Tessa's long black hair was draped over her pert breasts, her long nipples poking through a few fine strands of it. Tessa's eyes looked bigger, more innocent. Tessa's waist was thin, her hips generous. And nestled in the middle of those thighs was a petite, flaccid penis that perfectly matched Tessa's delicate body. Tessa's body was totally hairless. Madison could see that Tessa's penis was smaller than average, though she couldn't guess how long it would get when it got hard. The skin of Tessa's cock was very pale, veinless, and looked silky soft. Madison saw that Tessa was uncircumcised, her foreskin long, hanging perhaps an inch from the tip, which was not visible. Madison had never seen an uncircumcised penis before, in real life. Madison usually thought foreskin was a little repulsive, but Tessa's smooth skin looked pretty, feminine.
"Does this mean I can touch you now?" Madison said, her voice coming out huskier, hungrier than she intended. Tessa looked at Madison on the ground, still moving her finger through her slit. Tessa wanted to speak, say something sexy because it finally felt right to do that. But no words came out. She just nodded her head excitedly.
Madison slipped her fingers from between her legs and quickly lifted herself up onto her knees on the forest floor. Madison didn't think, didn't bother to worry about not thinking. She was terribly excited and had been playing with herself for some time. She allowed her hunger and lust to pull her forward. And enjoyed the sensation of letting go.
Tessa was just a few feet away, and Madison felt herself pulled towards her. Madison didn't bother to get on her feet, but instead dropped down onto her hands and knees on the forest floor. Madison crawled towards Tessa, her shoulder blades rolling like a lioness, her hips ticking behind her. Madison's hungry eyes remained on Tessa until she had closed the distance between them.
Madison continued to move with fluid purpose. As soon as her long hair trailed against Tessa's toes, Madison rose up once again on her knees, staying back on her hips so she didn't rise to high. Madison's hands rose, one quickly moving to the narrowest spot on Tessa's waist. The other hand moved towards Tessa's still-soft penis. Tessa's eyes grew wide and her breath caught in her throat. But she didn't move away or say a word. Her entire body vibrated with excitement. Tessa no longer wanted to think about whether this was right or wrong, she just wanted Madison to touch her.
Madison quickly obliged. Tessa's balls were sort of tucked between her legs, her small shaft hanging close to her body. Madison felt her fingers press against the soft flesh of Tessa's shaft. The skin was softer than she'd even imagined, like a woman's lips more than a penis. But she could feel the corded muscle beneath it, just waiting to grow tense with excitement. Madison's fingers slipped around Tessa's shaft, between Tessa's legs. Madison felt her fingers sink into the Tessa's smooth, hairless scrotum, felt Tessa's balls try to slip away from her. They felt small, but hot and full. Madison gently tugged on Tessa's scrotum, pulling Tessa's balls out from between her legs. When Tessa's balls were pulled forward and sitting against Tessa's thighs, Madison wrapped her palm around Tessa's package. Madison's thumb rubbed the underside of Tessa's balls while her finger draped across the top of Tessa's shaft. Madison lifted up Tessa's penis, so that the long, droopy foreskin was at eye level.
For a moment, Madison paused. She flicked her eyes up, seeing the rounded undersides of Tessa's perky breasts. Tessa was looking down at Madison, all of her muscles tense. Tessa was barely breathing and she could hear the blood rushing in her ears. The feeling of Madison's hand on her cock was unbelievable, Madison's fingers were so soft, and delicate. Tessa felt her balls aching. Tessa bit her lip and thrust her hips forward, a signal for Madison not to slow down, to not let her Tessa's brain catch up with her body.
Madison closed her eyes and leaned forward. Madison was only intending to open her mouth wide, to take all of Tessa's soft cock into her mouth. To give a blowjob, like she'd done hundreds of times. But Madison felt her lips press into flesh a little soft, a little cooler than she had expected. Instinctively, Madison's mouth closed slightly, and she realized that she had the long inch of Tessa's smooth foreskin trapped between her lips.
Madison was not surprised to find a chill run down her spine. She had, after all, always been a little repulsed by foreskin. And now, here it was, between her lips and pressing against her teeth. And Madison had always been strangely excited by the things that repulsed her. She had always found that when she pressed into something strange and uncomfortable, there were usually unfamiliar pleasures to be found. She'd experienced it the first time she'd given a blowjob (something she'd once resolved never to do) and had found herself, in her still-brief experience, that she was an exceedingly adventurous lover. And so, as her tongue darted forward and tasted the salty flesh of Tessa's long foreskin, her lingering repulsion was burned away, leaving only desire to get as much out of this experience as she could.
Madison kept Tessa's foreskin clamped between her lips, in fact she sucked in sharply, pulling Tessa more closely into her. Madison's lips split slightly and the soft tip of Tessa's penis was soon inside of her. And that meant that all of Tessa's soft, squishy foreskin was inside of Madison's mouth. Tessa was looking down, watching as the skin on her penis pulled taut as it entered Madison's mouth. Madison's tongue felt hot and wet, and Tessa's foreskin felt fiery and cool at the same time. Tessa had no idea her foreskin was so sensitive. Tessa's hands rose to her chest, her fingers played idly with her nipples, granting some small measure of relief as Tessa watched Madison work.
At first, Madison swirled her tongue around in her mouth, letting Tessa's foreskin swish wetly inside of her mouth, the salty, smooth flavor of it coating Madison's taste buds. But Madison could taste that the musky flavor was most intense at the crinkled epicenter of Tessa's foreskin, where the skin reached back towards Tessa's soft tip. Madison breathed in deeply, her nose just a few inches from Tessa's balls. Tessa's scent was much thicker than Madison expected, especially considering Tessa didn't have pubic hair. Madison wanted to taste that scent, she wanted to get to the source of Tessa's flavor.



Madison's tongue swirled rapidly around Tessa's foreskin, manipulating it into position. Soon, Madison found the crinkled opening of Tessa's foreskin and she started to suck it further into her mouth. At the same time, Madison made her tongue rigid and she positioned the tip of her tongue directly against the end of Tessa's foreskin. Madison pushed gently, felt the flesh give way slightly. Madison felt her wet tongue slipping inside of Tessa's foreskin. The flavor grew saltier, more intense. Madison moaned and pushed further. Tessa's foreskin closed around her, squeezing her tongue deliciously. Madison pushed further and further, until she felt the soft tip of Tessa's penis against the tip of her tongue. Stretched out, Tessa's foreskin was stretched across a least an inch and a half of Madison's wet tongue.
Madison moaned in pleasure as her tongue probed around the inside of Tessa's now-tight foreskin. Any residual repulsion was gone. Tessa's flavor was too sweet, her scent too delicate. If anything, Madison wished their was more. Madison wished she could fit her whole tongue into Tessa's warm, inviting foreskin. It was so dirty, to taste the folded, fragrant inside of Tessa's skin. The thought of it pushed Madison further, she needed relief. She reached a free hand back quickly, between he legs, finding her pussy lips slicker than before, her juices dripping down her leg. She ran her fingers through her slit, moaning and probing her tongue further.
Tessa's breath had long since caught in her throat and her hands froze, squeezing her aching breasts. Madison was leaning back slightly, even as she probed with her tongue and the Tessa's view was completely unobstructed. Tessa could see Madison's tongue slipping inside of her foreskin and she could feel Madison's tongue wetting her soft skin. It seemed that getting completely inside of Tessa's foreskin had excited Madison, and she moved her tongue faster and more recklessly with each passing second. Tessa watched as Madison's tongue swirled around the tip of her penis rapidly, watching as her foreskin bulged lewdly around Madison's tongue. Madison's tongue...her eyes...her lips... Tessa found it all overwhelming. And then, as Madison's finger moved through her wet slit, the scent of Madison's pussy hit Tessa's nose. Tessa groaned, savoring the thick aroma.
Tessa had been standing with her knees rigid. She hadn't been breathing. Her muscles were all completely taut. Tessa had focused all of her attention on Madison, on the entire sensory experience that was Madison. Tessa didn't realize that her legs were wobbling and her face was turning red, until she felt herself rocking backwards. She let out a little yelp, took a breath, and tried to catch herself. But it was too late Tessa felt her foreskin slip off of Madison's tongue and then she felt her ass drop onto the grass. Tessa's head was spinning and she panted for air.
Madison was still on her knees, her tongue extended. Madison's hand was still gently slipping through her slit and blinked her eyes twice, not exactly sure where Tessa had gone. Finally, Madison saw Tessa sitting on ground, breathing heavily and looking down at her own cock. Madison's fingers slipped from between her legs and she laughed at the awe in Tessa's eyes.
"Oh my god!" Tessa whispered. She couldn't believe what had just happened. She'd never imagined someone...doing that. And if it had ever been suggested, she never would have thought she'd enjoy it. But there Tessa had been, immobilized by pleasure. So overwhelmed that she'd actually fallen over!
"You like that?" Madison asked. Tessa blinked a few more times and looked over at Madison. Tess didn't really know how to answer the question.
"I didn't know you could...lick foreskin like that," Tessa said. Madison laughed.
"Neither did I," Madison said, "But I guess you can lick anything."
"You've never done that before?" Tessa asked. Madison shrugged.
"No," she replied. Tessa paused for a moment and turned her head to the side.
"Then why'd you do it?" Tessa asked. Madison shrugged again.
"I just...felt like doing it, so I did," Madison explained honestly. Tessa's eyebrows furrowed. She simply couldn't understand that level of impulsiveness.
"Why? She asked again. Madison laughed.
"I haven't been having sex long," Madison said, "But I have been looking at porn for years. I talk to people on the internet. One thing I've learned is that if you ever have an urge to try something. You need to try it. The dirtier the better. If you hold those things back...they drive you nuts. You have to love your weirdness. If there is that one thing you always think about when you think about sex...you just have to do it."
Madison' words rolled their way through Tessa's mind like a thunderclap. There was something about it that felt...true, even if Tessa had never really thought about it before. She thought about the ways she knew repression warped people. She thought about the fact that she knew she had secret desires. Things that Tessa thought about, late at night when she was alone in her room and pretended she forgot in the day time. And here she was, sitting on her ass, naked in the forest. There was a pretty girl in front of her. That girl's spit was glistening on her cock. And that girl seemed to be up for anything. Tessa's whole body was vibrating with desire and longing. What was the point in holding back now? What did she really want?
"Okay," Tessa said, rising up off of her ass on the forest floor. She knew without thinking that she was going to do the one thing she thought about more than anything else. She started to walk, with purpose, over towards Madison. Madison watched Tessa rise, and saw the light go into Tessa's eyes. Madison watched as Tessa strutted towards her, Tessa's cock and breasts bouncing lewdly in unison and making Madison's mouth water. Tessa was suddenly all business, and Madison felt a chill run down her spine. Whatever Tessa was doing, Madison desperately wanted in.
Tessa put her hand on Madison's shoulder, pushing her down gently. Madison was more than willing to follow Tessa's lead, and she dropped down on her hands and knees on the forest floor. She turned her head to the side, looking at Tessa's flopping cock and licking her lips. But Tessa's body was soon out of view. Tessa was walking down the length of Madison's body, letting her finger trail along Madison's soft skin. Madison felt Tessa's nail drag gently down her shoulder, over her spine, and across the soft expanse of her ass. Madison turned her head to the side and watched as Tessa walked around behind her.
Somewhere in Tessa's brain, a part of her was yelling out to stop. It sounded suspiciously like her mother's voice. But Tessa's stomach was fluttering with excitement, and nothing in the world was going to stop her now. She was putting her darkest, unspoken fantasy into action. She dropped down onto her knees, about two feet or so behind Madison's body. Tessa's breath quickened as she looked at Madison's heart-shaped ass. Madison's ass was thicker and softer than Tessa had expected. But Tessa could still see Madison's wet pussy lips glistening between her thighs.
For a moment, Tessa simply gazed at the other girl. Madison was looking at Tessa as well, craning her neck over her own shoulder. Madison saw Tessa's knitted brow and noticed that Tessa was biting her own bottom lip. Madison assumed that Tessa was second-guessing her actions (whatever those were going to be) and grew more excited by Tessa's reticence. But Tessa wasn't hesitating. She was just summoning her strength.
Tessa took a deep breath and leaned forward towards Madison. As she leaned, Tessa raised both of her hands. She brought them down gently onto Madison's ass cheeks. Tessa felt her palms and her fingers sink into Madison's warm, yielding flesh. Tessa squeezed Madison's flesh and reveled in Madison's softness. Madison groaned as Tessa gently, but firmly, massaged her ass.
Tessa kept leaning forward, her breasts hanging towards the ground, her ass rising up in the air. As she leaned, her hands pushed more firmly into Madison's ass cheeks, the flesh growing rigid in Tessa's hand. Madison's cheeks spread open. Tessa dropped her shoulders and her eyes lowered to the center of Madison's ass.
Tessa breathed in sharply as she looked at the tight, crinkled eye of Madison's anus. The dense skin was a gentle pink color, similar to Madison's nipples. Madison's anus was stretch my the pressure Tessa was placing on Madison's body, but it looked tight and supple. It was glistening wet from where Madison's pussy juices had dripped onto it, making the skin look glassy and warm. Tessa's mouth was watering.
For reasons she had never been able to understand, anytime Tessa thought about sex, she'd always thought about this. About her face, just inches away from someone's asshole. She pretended to herself that this wasn't her favorite fantasy. She was ashamed of it, it felt so dirty. So very unlike her. But Tessa's idle mind had always wound its way back to that point, when she was alone, in her room, touching herself. If she wanted to make herself cum, she had to think of this. This was where Tessa wanted to be. And now she was. And she didn't feel dirty. All she felt was raw need.
Madison could feel Tessa's warm breath against her exposed asshole. Madison assumed that Tessa wanted to lick her pussy from behind. Craig had done that once before. No one had ever touched her asshole during sex before. Hell, she'd never even thought of touching herself there. But then she felt Tessa's hair tickling her ass cheeks, she felt the Tessa's breath grow hotter, closer. A thought flashed through her mind.
"Are you..." Madison began to ask, but then her voice melted into a low moan. Tessa's thick tongue had suddenly pressed, flat and limp, against her crinkled anus. Madison's brain went black for a moment as a completely unexpected pleasure rocketed up her spine.
But her pleasure was nothing by comparison to the sensations that Tessa was feeling. Tessa moved her hands off of Madison's ass cheeks, allowing Madison's flesh to press against her cheeks. But Tessa's tongue remained firmly planted against Madison's anus. Madison's flesh was hot and dense against Tessa's tongue, the flavor was clean and earthy. Tessa swirled her tongue around slightly, feeling the ridges of Madison's anus play against her tongue, making Tessa's sweet flavor more intense. It was every fantasy Tessa had ever had, but a thousand times more intense.
After a moment, Madison's thoughts returned to her. She realized what Tessa was doing and felt her stomach turn slightly in disgust. Someone was lapping wetly at her asshole. But even as the disgust registered, Madison could feel excitement rising in her chest. Madison knew that disgust and discomfort was usually the first step towards finding a new kink. And, what's more, she noticed the pleasure of Tessa's touch. Her anus was absolutely alive with nerves and Tessa was gently massaging each one. Tessa's tongue was rough but soft, it felt somehow hot and cold at the same time. And gloriously wet. Madison groaned and pushed her hips back, wanting more of Tessa's glorious tongue
"Oh fuck, I can't believe a virgin is eating my ass!" she groaned, the idea shocking and pleasing her, "If this is where you start I can't wait to see where you go!"
Tessa felt Madison's reaction moaned into the Madison's flesh (and Madison trembled as the vibrations ran through her). Tessa could feel Madison's growing excitement, she knew that she was giving Madison pleasure by indulging her own fantasy. Somehow that heightened Tessa's excitement. Whatever she was holding back slipped away, and Tessa jumped entirely into her kink.
Tessa's tongue swirled wider, coating Madison's ass with saliva and savoring the contrast between Madison's dense, crinkled asshole and her soft cheeks. Tessa licked more forcefully, dragging her tongue up through the crack of Madison's ass. Tessa made her tongue rigid, gently but insistently probing at the crinkled center of Madison's anus, finding that her tongue was sucking inside Madison's body. Madison's insides were smooth, tight, and pliable. Tessa wiggled the tip of her tongue, tasting Madison's flavor and savoring the sensation of being inside of her.
The whole time, Tessa's body grew more and more excited. Tessa's nipples ached and she lifted one hand from the forest floor, finding her breasts. Tessa squeezed the flesh of her breast and then let her fingers draw back, pinching at her hard nipple, twisting it gently. Tessa's her knees wobbling to the point that her soft cock and heavy balls were bouncing between her thighs and dripping pre-cum through her foreskin and onto the ground.
Madison could feel Tessa's excitement as it seemed to vibrate through her anus and up her spine. Madison felt the final remnants of her disgust and confusion burn away, leaving only the excitement that came with something new. The more she felt Tessa's tongue probing her body, the more she craved. It wasn't enough to feel the tip of Tessa's tongue slip inside of her asshole, Madison needed more. She wanted a more active role.
Madison didn't think, she was passed the point of thought. She just did what her body begged her to do. Madison straightened her arms and pushed back with her hips. Tessa felt Madison's ass press back sharply into her face. Tessa's tongue was rigid and it slipped more deeply into Madison's ass, the flesh squeezing around her.
Madison shivered delightfully as she felt Tessa's tongue slip more deeply inside of her. It should've felt uncomfortable, Madison was so tight and it felt like Tessa's tongue was filling her up. But it was...lovely. She couldn't have stopped her hips if she tried. Madison kept driving backwards, pushing her ass more firmly into Tessa's face. Tessa felt herself losing balance. She wanted to back up and regain her equilibrium. But as Madison thrust back, Tessa tongue worked itself deeper and deeper into Madison's ass. Tessa felt Madison's body squeezing her, tasted the flavor of Madison's insides. She couldn't bear moving, and allowing her tongue to slip out. Her hips bunched up underneath of her as Madison pushed further and further back.
Finally, Tessa let out a small, muffled yelp as her torso moved over her hips and she lost her balance, falling on her ass on the forest floor. Tessa reached her hands up, grabbing at Madison's hips and keeping her tongue buried in Madison's tight asshole. Madison kept pressing and Tessa found herself on her back, on the ground, with Madison sitting on her face. Tessa's tongue was at least two inches inside of Madison's now sopping-wet asshole.
Madison arched her back as she sat on Tessa's face, driving her ass more forcefully into Tessa's mouth. Madison looked over her shoulder at Tessa, seeing the other girl's hair splayed out across the forest floor. And Madison felt Tessa's tongue moving wildly inside of her bowels. Madison groaned and ran her fingers up her sides, across her breasts, and through her hair. Her eyes returned to Tessa's body. Madison saw Tessa cute, taut breasts spread out across her chest, her long nipples sticking up hard on her narrow chest. She saw Tessa's flat stomach, her narrow waist, and her wide hips. And Madison saw Tessa's soft cock lying languidly against her tight. She made a little growling sound in the back of her throat.
Madison started to lean forward, dropping her hands onto the ground next to Tessa's hips. Her actions pushed her ass into Tessa's face, and Tessa sank into the moss on the forest floor below her. But she kept wriggling her tongue. Madison lowered herself forward and felt Tessa's breasts press against her stomach. Madison lowered herself more quickly, feeling her own breasts press into Tessa's stomach. The last distance separating the two girls disappeared, their bodies flush together.
Madison found her face just inches from Tessa's soft cock. Its scent had grown more intense, and Madison could see pre-cum mixed with her own saliva dripping from the end of Tessa's foreskin. She breathed in deeply with her nose, and leaned forward, her tongue darting out. She licked the end of Tessa's penis. Pulling her tongue back in, Madison felt a string of pre-cum connecting her lips to Tessa's cock. She leaned forward further now, intent on her goal. Madison saw Tessa's heavy balls leaning against her thighs. Madison opened her mouth and felt her lips seal around Tessa's smooth, hairless testicle. Madison sucked in, pulling Tessa's heavy ball into her mouth. Madison swirled her tongue around, feeling the skin stretch taut around Tessa's testicle. Tessa groaned, as best she could, with her tongue in Madison's asshole.
Madison loved the feel of Tessa's testicle in her mouth, so much larger than she expected. But that wasn't what she craving. Madison let the testicle slip from her lips, saw it slap wetly against Tessa's thigh. Madison moved her hand towards Tessa's penis. Tessa gasped as she felt Madison's cool fingers wrap around her testicles, and pull them up. Madison craned her neck forward as she pulled Tessa's penis tight between their bodies. Madison saw the thin line that ran between Tessa's balls and her anus. Madison stuck her tongue out and let the rigid tip ride along that thin ridge. And Madison saw her ultimate goal, Tessa's tight anus. She had no way of knowing, but in many ways it was a perfect pink match with her own. Madison knew how lovely it was to have her anus tongued, now she wanted to find out what it was like to be the person in charge.
Tessa was on her back, enjoying the sensation of having her entire body covered by Madison. She liked the feel of Madison's breasts against her taut belly and Madison's hair against her thighs. Tessa groaned in disappointment as her testicle slipped from Madison's lips, but she liked the feeling of Madison gently cupping and holding her balls. She was wholly unprepared for the sensation she felt next, Madison's soft tongue pressing against her anus.
Tessa's body was shaking as she felt the rough, softness of Madison's taste buds against her asshole. Madison swirled her tongue around, just as Tessa had done. She savored the folds of Madison's skin, and the surprisingly decadent flavor of Tessa's asshole. Soon, she too made her tongue rigid, pressing it inside of Tessa's body. Tessa's muscles tightened all over her body, except for her anus. There, Tessa allowed Madison's tongue to slip gently inside of her. This had never been part of her fantasy. But, somehow, fantasy had just been overcome by reality.
The two girls stayed in that position for some time, their bodies pressed together with Madison lying tightly on top of Tessa's body. Their necks were bent, their backs arching slightly, as they positioned their mouths over the other's most private, taboo place. Their tongues probed and rocked, slipping in and out of one another's sopping anuses. Each was panting through their noses, pulling the scent of sex into their blood. The forest reverberated with the wet sounds of their tongues and their muffled moans.
After several minutes, Madison became aware that something was pressing into her throat, making it slightly hard to breathe. She continued to lick and suck on Tessa's ass, but she grew more and more uncomfortable. Eventually, Madison could not take the discomfort anymore, and she arched her back slightly, letting her tongue slip out of Tessa's asshole. Tessa groaned in disappointment. She wanted Madison's tongue to live in her asshole. Tessa hadn't even noticed what Madison saw as she pulled herself back. Tessa's cock was hard!
Madison smiled at the cock, as the foreskin pulled back, growing harder and thicker. She slipped her hands off of Tessa's balls and let it slip up Tessa's shaft. Madison moved it slightly, side to side. Now Tessa froze, her tongue half inside of Madison's ass. She could feel the strange leverage of her erect penis being moved to the side. She had an erection! When was the last time that happened?



"Oh my God!" Tessa said, her tongue slipping out of Madison's ass. Madison knew that an erection for a transwoman, especially a transwoman who started taking hormones as early as Tessa, didn't have an opportunity like this as often as man. She was elated that she had excited Tessa to that degree. And she desperately wanted to take advantage.
"I need that inside of me," Madison said. Tessa didn't speak. She nodded her head between Madison's legs. Tessa was simply overwhelmed. She didn't know what to think. Or how to think. She simply had a pounding, biological need: to cum inside of Madison.
Madison lifted herself up off of Tessa's body, groaning slightly as Tessa's warmth left her. Madison pushed herself over, landing on her ass on the forest floor. Madison planned to move around and throw her hips on top of Tessa, to ride Tessa's cock. Instead, Madison was shocked to feel Tessa's hands suddenly on her shoulders, pushing her back onto the ground. Tessa must have jumped up off of the ground and pounced at her!
Tessa was certainly excited. Her mind was entirely scrambled. She hadn't even realized how quickly she was moving or how forcefully her hands pressed into Madison. Tessa heard a little yelp from Madison's lips, but more importantly, she felt Madison's legs split open.
In a matter of seconds, Madison was flat on her back with her legs wrapped around Tessa's waist. Tessa felt her breasts pressing firmly against Madison's, and her elbows were resting on the ground on either side of Madison's head. Tessa felt her fingers slip into Madison's hair and she could feel Madison's panting breath against her cheeks. Tessa leaned her head down, closed her eyes. Madison closed her eyes as well, titled her head to meet Tessa's mouth. Their mouths pressed together and their lips split at the same moment. Soon, Tessa's tongue poured into Madison's mouth, and Madison's tongue rose to meet her. Tessa thought about the fact that Madison's tongue had just been in her asshole. Tessa could smell her clean, earthy scent on Madison's face. Rather than repulsed, Tessa felt excited by the thought. She had no way of knowing that Madison was essentially thinking and feeling the same thing. They continued to kiss passionately, their tongues messily moving around their cheeks and lips. Tessa's fingers continued to play in Madison's hair.
But neither girl was focused on their passionate, messy kisses. Instinctively, Tessa's hips were thrusting against Madison's smooth young body. Tessa could feel her hard shaft pressing against the inside of Madison's thighs, against her asscheeks. Tessa groaned at the pleasant sensation of Madison's body resisting her. But she grew increasingly frustrated. Tessa had no experience, it never occurred to her to reach her hand between her legs to guide her cock towards Madison's sopping pussy. Madison could feel Tessa's cock pressing hard against her skin. She stretched her legs wider and wider, willing Tessa's body inside of her.
Luckily for both girls, Madison was absolutely sopping wet with excitement. There was little to no friction as Tessa thrust faster and faster against Madison's body. Once, twice, and then three times in quick succession, Tessa's hard cock slid up through Madison's dripping slit and the tip pressed perfectly against Madison's hard clit. Madison's mouth opened wider and she tried to moan, but it just allowed Tessa's tongue to slip more deeply into her throat. And then Tessa thrust again. This time, Tessa's cock slide straight up from Madison's wet asshole, split Madison's pussy lips, and then, all at once, entered Madison's body.
Madison's pussy was so wet that Madison felt no pain, despite the fact that that she could feel Tessa's balls smack against her ass. Tessa's cock had instantly buried itself, up to the hilt inside of Madison's pussy. Madison's boyfriend's cock was thicker and longer than Tessa's cock. But Madison was incredibly excited by the build up to that moment, that it felt like Tessa was filling her up entirely. Madison's pussy instantly contracted.
Madison threw her head back and turned it to the side. Tessa's tongue slipped from Madison's throat, and Madison screamed, "Oh my God!" and she arched her back on the ground. It took her a moment to realize that just having Tessa's cock slam inside of her had been enough to send her over the edge. It wasn't that the sensation was weak. On the contrary, it was so intense and came on so quickly that it seemed to overwhelm her nerves. Madison could feel her body shaking, she could hear her voice moaning, and she knew that her pussy was contracting hard around Tessa's cock. She felt all of this long before the orgasm hit her. But when she felt it, it was overwhelming. Her entire body vibrated warmth. Madison didn't even know orgasms could feel that way.
Tessa had even less experience with orgasms. Tessa could feel Madison's body shaking underneath of her. She could hear Madison groaned. Tessa knew that Madison must have been feeling something incredible, but she hardly recognized that her young friend was cumming. What Tessa did realize was that Madison's tight pussy was contracting hard around her cock. Tessa's instincts were still activated, and she continued to thrust her cock faster and faster inside of Madison's pussy.
"Oh Fuck!" Madison moaned, her legs squeezing tighter around Tessa's waist, "cum inside of me! Put your sperm in my cunt!"
And somehow, to Tessa, it felt like Madison's begging moan pushed her that last half inch she needed. Tessa closed her eyes and thrust her hips forward. Madison's pussy squeezed more tightly than ever around Tessa's penis. Tessa felt her balls seize against her body. Tessa felt her urethra expand and her nipples tighten. Then suddenly she was moaning as well. It was like someone had draped an blanket made of lightning over her entire body. Every nerve seemed to pop and every ounce of tension that Tessa felt in her body melted under the onslaught. Madison could feel Tessa's cock bulging inside of her, could feel the sperm filling her up even as the aftershocks of her orgasm began to fade. Finally, Tessa's orgasm began to fade as well.
The two girls collapsed on top of one another on the forest floor, panting deeply. Tessa's hard cock quickly began to soften, but it stayed inside of Madison's body. Both girls were content to simply sit in that moment. Neither thinking or worrying about the weekend anymore. The supreme relaxation that can only come with a total release had settled over body of them.
Eventually, Tessa caught her breath. She propped herself up on her elbows on the ground, looking down at Madison. Madison could sense the other girl's eyes on her and her eyelids fluttered open. Madison smiled at the Tessa and Tessa smiled sheepishly back. As Tessa's wits returned to her, he found herself a little dazed and shocked by what she had done. She couldn't say that she regretted it. It felt too amazing. But she sort of couldn't believe that she had done it.
"That was great," Madison said and she bit her lower lip. Rather than being sated by her bone-shaking orgasm, Madison found that she was more excited than before. Her mind was alight with the possibilities for this weekend. Once again, embracing the uncomfortable had been incredible. What more discomfort was there to mine.
"I can't believe that happened," Tessa replied. She could still feel her soft cock inside of Madison's body. It was the only thing convincing her that she was no longer a virgin.
"Well was it everything you'd thought it would be?" Madison asked. Tessa couldn't tell if she heard doubt in Madison's voice or just feared it. But Tessa moved quickly to reassure her lover.
"Oh my God, Madison! It was so much better than I imagined!" Tessa said truthfully.
"Was that how you had hoped your first prom night would end?" Madison asked, loving the praise. Tessa's mind moved back to that night in high school. She thought about her canceled date. Madison noticed the hesitation.
"Not exactly," Tessa found herself saying honestly. Then, she realized what she said, "But this was so much better!" Madison tilted her head to one side.
"How was it different?" she asked, simply curious.
"I don't mean that it was bad! I mean, I wasn't lying. That was the best experience of my life..." Tessa began to ramble. Madison rubbed her hands against Tessa's side, trying to calm her.
"I just want to know how it was different," she said and she kissed Tessa's cheek, "don't get all nervous and talk fast! You made me cum so good! I am not going to get angry at you now." Tessa took a deep breath and nodded. Then she sort of shrugged.
"Well," she said, and she looked at Madison. Madison's eyes were soft...she looked so understanding. Why lie? It wasn't bad that Madison hadn't perfectly recreated prom night. She wasn't lying. This was better. Just spill it, "My date on prom night was Kyle Koswalski," Tessa said, her cheeks getting red. "So..." Madison smiled broadly.
"So when you thought about prom night you thought about getting dicked!" Madison said. Tessa blushed.
"I was going to say, so I thought about a boy," Tessa said.
"Yell, well you thought about losing your virginity to a boy. Which means you thought about getting the 'D'" Madison said. Tessa laughed a little, blushing harder.
"I guess," Tessa said.
"Well, I guess I figured the first time I fucked a girl she'd have a pussy, so I guess we are even!" Madison said, trying to inject some levity. But Tessa felt the comment stab into her heart. She had decided long ago to never have bottom surgery. But sometimes, she wondered if she had made a mistake.
"I am sorry," Tessa said. Madison's eyes got wide, instantly realizing what she'd said. She shook her head and then leaned up, covering Tessa's cheeks with kisses.
"No! I didn't mean it like that at all! I was just making a joke. You have the sexiest, prettiest cock on earth! Please don't ever change it," Madison said, and she moved her hips, still feeling Tessa's softness inside of her. Tessa felt somewhat reassured. As reassured as she could be about that sensitive topic.
Madisn worked overdrive, trying to push beyond the awkwardness she'd unintentionally created. She spat out the first thing that came to mind, "You know, I am the one who let YOU down by not having a cock," she said, "But I know where you can find one!"
"What?" Tessa asked, confused.
"My mom," Madison said, as naturally as she was saying that she knew who could drive Tessa to the airport. It was only after the words sprung from her mouth that she realized what she'd suggested. Tessa's mouth dropped open.
"What?" Tessa asked. For a moment, Madison floundered. She'd just been trying to fix her faux pas. But now, it seemed, she had made things even weirder.
"Uh..." Madison said, trying to buy some time. But then, the idea started to percolate in her mind. What, exactly was the big deal? Granted, it was a little strange to sort of pimp out her mom. But it wasn't like Madison didn't know that her mother was interested in sex. They talked about cute guys and girls. They were somewhat open about sex, as far as mothers and daughters went. Madison's mother probably would jump at the chance to be with a cute young transgirl like Tessa. And Madison had loved giving Tessa what she hadn't gotten at prom. She was surprisingly turned on by the idea of giving Tessa more. Even if Madison wouldn't be involved. Madison wondered how good an idea she would think this wasn't overcome by arousal, but she couldn't get beyond that now.
"I'm just saying...I know my mom. I know she'd want to help you if you asked. And why not? We had fun. Why not get the full experience?" Madison asked, and it sounded completely logical to her. Tessa's mouth was still open. She was shocked. But Tessa was also thinking about Jennifer. Jennifer was a beautiful woman. She had a cock, and Tessa was a little curious about that. Maybe even more curious than before. She had been nervous about Madison. But she'd had fun. She was nervous now but...well it might be fun too. Tessa suddenly realized what she was thinking and shook her head.
"It's weird! I just slept with you. I can't sleep with your mom. That's..."
"Kinda hot," Madison interrupted. It was wrong, which Madison knew Tessa was going to say. But that made it sort of fun. Tessa, despite herself, thought about Madison's assertion. She realized it was true. It was a sort of hot idea. Dirty, but hot. Maybe because it was dirty... But Tessa pushed that out of her mind.
"I can't, my mom is there," Tessa said, hoping that that would settle the issue. Suddenly, Madison's thoughts were on Heather. She hadn't intended to think about Heather. Earlier that morning, the idea never would have occurred to her. But Tessa got Madison thinking about the other woman at the cabin. A first experience with a woman who had a pussy... It was a fantasy she'd always had. Not necessarily with Heather, but still a fantasy she'd been thinking about more and more all the time.
"That's perfect!" Madison said, "I will keep her busy. You can go talk to my mom! I can tell you what to say."
"What do you mean, 'keep her busy'?" Tessa asked warily. It showed she already knew what Madison was going to say next.
"I will be with your mom. And you can be with mine. Like...sex," Madison said, though she blushed a little when she said it. The idea of anyone having sex with Tessa's mother made Tessa's stomach clench. No! That was...gross. And wrong. Even to think about it...
But Madison warmed to the idea, "Yeah. You tell me what you think would work with your mom and I will help you with mine. Then we can both have a little more fun!" Madison knew the words were obscene as she said them. But her body was still humming with excitement. And this just seemed to add to that arousal. She didn't want to stop. She didn't want to think rationally. The taboo feeling felt incredible. She was too excited not to start now.
"Come on, let's get up and get dressed!" Madison said, "we can talk on the way back to the house." Tessa remained motionless on top of her friend. Shell-shocked. And, she could tell deep below the surface, enticed.
Madison slid her body out from underneath of Tessa's body. Tessa's soft cock slipped easily out of Madison's still-wet pussy. Madison could feel Tessa's hot cum suddenly begin to dribbled out of her pussy lips. Instinctively, Madison's hand dropped down between her legs. She scooped her fingers around her pussy, taking the liquid into her palm. There was more than she expected. Without thinking, she brought her hand up to her mouth. She could see the pearly liquid on her fingers, smell its musky aroma. She didn't hesitate. Her palm rushed to her opening mouth and Madison groaned as Tessa's still-hot sperm splashed against her tongue. Still hot because it had been boiling inside of Madison's own body. The flavor was salty and musky, mixed with Madison's own juices. Madison wanted to savor it, but she couldn't help herself. She swallowed it down quickly, felt it heavy in her belly.
"Oh god," she said, her lips dripping sperm, "this is going to be so much fun!" Madison rose and began to get dressed. She was already talking about Jennifer, the correct approach. Tessa looked at the lascivious spectacle before her. She knew, intellectually, that it was disgusting. Grotesque. But as Tessa had watched Madison slurp down her sperm, she felt excitement rising in her chest. The better part of her wanted to run away now. To leave Madison and her crazy scheme behind. But it was like Tessa had unlocked a part of herself when she'd pumped her sperm into Madison's warm cunt. Something powerful. Something that was still at least partially in control.
Tessa rose and got dressed. There was no question about it: she was still shell-shocked. Unable to think about her own mother at all or to even consider what Madison wanted to do to her. But, nonetheless... she was listening.
End Chapter 2
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Chapter 3: The Gang's All Here
"Heather," Madison said as the woman rose to clear their plates from dinner, "My mom told me that you studied astronomy in college?" Tessa felt her stomach tighten as Madison said those words. Jennifer hadn't told Madison about astronomy. Tessa had. And Tessa knew, that was the signal. That was Madison's way of trying to split the four women up. Tessa had been dreading those words the entire meal. Ever since they'd made it back to the cabin and, after a few minutes by herself, Tessa realized that Madison was really serious. That they were supposed to...really try this. What had seemed a little...hot in the heat of the moment now just gave Tessa a strong feeling of anxiety. That feeling got worse as Tessa heard her mother's tight, awkward laugh.
"Well, a couple of classes," Heather said, realizing it was the first time that she had spoken since the meal began. Heather had been lost in thought the entire time, considering what she'd done that morning. Shocked and a little embarrassed with herself (even if she didn't exactly regret it). She couldn't even look Jennifer in the eye. And or some reason, Heather felt awkward around her daughter as well. Like Tessa could somehow sense that she'd had sex in that very cabin.
"I volunteered at this summer camp two weeks from now. I was going to show the kids some constellations and stuff, but I don't actually know any," Madison said and Tessa was impressed by her acting. Jennifer knitted her brow.
"I don't remember you volunteering for anything," Jennifer said flatly. But Madison was ready.
"Well, I kind of put it on my college application," she said, "So now I am trying to do it so I didn't technically lie." Jennifer laughed a little. It rang true.
"And I was thinking," Madison continued, "Its really clear out here in the country. Maybe we could walk down by the lake where we can see everything and you can point some stuff out to me?"
For a moment, Heather just looked at the half-eaten food on her plate. She'd heard what Madison had asked, but it hadn't really registered. Jennifer looked at her friend, concerned. Ever since they'd gotten dressed, Jennifer had noticed that Heather was acting strangely. Jennifer knew that her friend had enjoyed herself, but she hoped that Heather wasn't having second thoughts. Jennifer was worried about Heather. But, more than that, she'd kind of hoped they could have fun again.
"Heather?" Jennifer asked. Jennifer's voice cut into Heather's thoughts and Madison's question presented itself in Heather's mind. Madison wanted to leave the house. Look at stars. That meant leaving Jennifer here, getting a little distance and time to think. It meant not having to worry about looking Tessa in the eyes. Heather felt her mood suddenly lighten.
"Sorry," she said, smiling, "a million miles away for a second there. I would be happy to give you a hand." Heather found herself rising up out of her chair. "Let's go!" Madison was a little taken aback, that had been even easier than she'd expected.
"Oh, now?" Madison said, rising as well.
"Yes, no time like the present," Heather said and she was already walking out towards the door. Madison stumbled after her. In a moment, Tessa and Jennifer were sitting silently around the table. Jennifer laughed again.
"I think they darted out of here because they didn't want to help clean up," Jennifer said and Tessa laughed awkwardly, "Come on, it is only a couple of paper plates and stuff. Help me clear the table?" Jennifer asked. Tessa nodded and rose from her chair.
The two women cleaned in silence. Jennifer was still worrying a little bit about Heather. She knew it wasn't serious. But still, she had hoped Heather would just accept their experience was a pure positive, no drawback. Tessa's thoughts were more complicated. Madison's plan had worked absolutely perfectly. Now Tessa was alone with Jennifer. And all the information that Madison had given her to help her...seduce Jennifer was running through her mind. What's more, she as thinking about Madison and her mother...what was going to happen out by the lake? She couldn't even bring herself to think about it.
"My god," Jennifer said, breaking the silence, "Not a single complaint while you put away the condiments. I didn't even know teens could do that!"
"I'm not a teen anymore," Tessa said and Jennifer laughed.
"Yeah, I guess that's your secret," Jennifer replied. She looked at Tessa. Smaller, younger, more delicate, and maybe even more tightly wound than Heather. These Kerrigan women didn't know how to relax. "You're a beautiful young lady, Tessa. I am so proud of you!" Tessa blushed.
"Thank you Mrs. Freeman..."
"Seriously, Jennifer," Jennifer responded. But she wasn't trying to make Tessa uncomfortable, "But I think that does it, all cleaned up." Tessa felt her heart fluttering in her chest. Madison's strange advice was fluttering through her mind. Jennifer was being so nice, understanding. And beautiful. Tessa didn't so much make a choice as begin to execute the plan as Madison drew it up. It happened automatically, in the absence of any sort of will.
"No really, thank you Jennifer. Not about that...about everything," Tessa said. The words she was saying were based on advice that Madison gave her. Jennifer took pride in the fact that she'd been able to serve as a teacher and mentor to Tessa. Madison said that if Tessa presented herself as wanting to be taught about...sex, that Jennifer might oblige. Still, as the words slipped from Tessa's lips just above a whisper, they felt true. They were true. Jennifer had meant a lot to Tessa.
"Oh sweetie, of course! It is always my absolute pleasure to help you anyway that I can! I only wish there was more I could do," Jennifer said and Tessa had to steel herself to avoid flinching. It was like Jennifer had walked directly into Madison's plan.
"That's good to know," Tessa said, awkwardly. She knew she could exploit what Jennifer said...but she felt uncomfortable doing it. But still, her words and her tone touched a nerve. Jennifer crossed her arms in front of her chest and titled her head to the side.
"Why is that good to know?" Jennifer asked. The girl seemed so nervous. Like there was something she wanted to ask but was afraid to.
"Oh...nothing," Tessa said, nervously. She wasn't trying to be coy, but it came off that way. Jennifer smiled and turned to look directly at Tessa. Jennifer rubbed her hands on Tessa's arms.
"I can tell it is something sweetie. It's okay. We can talk if there is something you want to talk about. Your mom isn't here. This is just between us. We are both adults now. At least, you are," Jennifer said. Tessa smiled a little. But inside, she was desperately trying to think of some made-up problem that she could have Jennifer 'solve.' But her mind was blank. Except for Madison's plan.
"Well..." Tessa began. Jennifer grabbed Tessa's arm and guided her into the living room, sitting her on the couch. Jennifer sat next to her, their knees touching.
"Come on, let's get comfortable and talk. What is this about?" Jennifer asked. Any lingering fear Jennifer had about Heather was now gone. She was just concerned with Tessa. How to help. Tessa's heart was thrumming. It was happening so fast!
"I just..." Tessa said, she realized she was shivering. Jennifer noticed too and put her arms around her, concerned.
"Look, you are your family are high strung," Jennifer teased gently, "I guarantee this isn't as big a deal as you think it is. Let's just talk it out." And suddenly the words poured out of Tessa's mouth. So fast and true that Tessa couldn't control it.
"I don't have a lot of experience...sexually," Tessa said, the last word almost choking out. Given what Heather had said earlier, Jennifer was in no way surprised, "In fact, I have only ever been with one person. And it was a girl. And it was really nice..."
"Well that's fine, you're young! And you can like girls or boys or both or whatever!" Jennifer said, but Tessa just kept talking. Jennifer was a little surprised that Tessa had any experience at all, but she was glad of it. Of course, Jennifer had no idea that Tessa was talking about Madison.
"But I really don't know what I want. Because I was with that one girl, and like I said, it was nice. But...I am still curious about other stuff, too. Like I am sometimes attracted to boys, I guess. But more than that, I am just curious..." Tessa said, her breath tight in her chest as she spoke.
"Curious about what?" Jennifer prompted.
"What it is like to...be the bottom," Tessa said, the final sexual words choking in her throat. Jennifer nodded and rubbed Tessa's shoulders. This was hardly a problem at all!
"Honey, of course you are curious!" Jennifer said, "It would be shocking if you weren't. There is nothing wrong with wanting to experience everything. And there isn't anything wrong with going an seeking that out. You're a college co-ed for Christ's sake, you should be getting sex any way you want it!"
"Do you like boys and girls?" Tessa asked, honestly curious. She looked at Jennifer's kind eyes.
"Yeah," Jennifer nodded, "Sometimes one more than the other. I don't know. I don't think it really matters, as long as it makes you happy." Tessa felt another question bubbling out of her lips, not sure if it was coming fro her or from Madison.
"Do you like girl's like me? Like us?" Tessa asked in a tiny voice. Jennifer almost asked her to repeat herself, but then she realized what Tessa had said. Her eyes softened further and she hugged Tessa a little tighter.
"I've never had the opportunity but..." Jennifer began. But as she spoke, Tessa was just staring, barely listening. Jennifer was beautiful, with her angular features and soft lips. There was no denying that Tessa wanted Jennifer. But as Tessa looked at Jennifer, she saw more than just a beautiful body. Jennifer just seemed so understanding. So willing to help. Tessa suddenly realized that she was taking advantage of Jennifer's decency. She was following Madison's playbook...but it felt wrong. She wasn't even really sure she had wanted this...she had just sort of fallen into it. She had to stop this...Now!
"What am I trying to do here?" Tessa said quietly to herself, and she pulled herself away from Jennifer, "Never mind, I shouldn't have brought it up..." Jennifer was a little surprised by Tessa's sudden change in attitude.
"No, we can talk..." she began. But then Tessa's words hit her. 'What am I trying to do here?' and "girl's like me...' Jennifer felt her stomach drop into her knees. She had been misreading Tessa. The girl wasn't just curious about sex she was...Jennifer looked again at Tessa. A beautiful, lithe young girl. Petite and delicate. Beautiful. While she'd mentioned it before, for the first time Jennifer was thinking about Tessa as a woman. And she was nearly irresistible.
But still, for a moment, Jennifer held back. Tessa continued to inch away on the couch. Clearly, what Tessa was asking about was wrong, even if it was flattering...Jennifer had known Tessa since she was a little girl. Heather was one of her oldest friends. Jennifer just had to figure out how to let the girl down while letting her know that her curiosity was totally normal and natural. Jennifer knew she couldn't even begin to entertain...
And then Jennifer saw tears forming in Tessa's eyes. Tessa was clearly confused, upset, and had exposed herself completely in this situation. Jennifer knew just how little experience Tessa had in life in general, sex in particular. The Kerrigans had always relied on Jennifer to sort of blaze the trail as a transwoman. Now Tessa was seeking a sort of private tutoring. Tessa needed some advice, or instruction, form someone that she could trust. Someone she knew wouldn't take advantage of her. How could Jennifer not entertain that suggestion? Didn't Jennifer owe that to Tessa? Didn't she owe it to her younger self?
Jennifer stopped worrying about herself and about propriety. She started to inch across the couch quickly, getting closer to Tessa as she moved. Just as Madison had predicted, she would never consider seducing Tessa. But she would do anything she believed Tessa needed. She'd triggered Jennifer's protective instincts. And those instincts were so powerful, that Tessa didn't even realize that Jennifer was moving towards her. Jennifer just moved too fast. And all of the sudden, Jennifer's arms were around Tessa's body, and their lips were pressing together.
"Oh god!" Tessa moaned as she felt the older woman's tongue press into her lips. Tessa pulled back slightly, feeling the arm of the couch against her back. She'd tried to stop it but it was happening anyway! Tessa needed to get of the couch, get away. Even if Jennifer's tongue, probing into Tessa's mouth (and grazing against the tongue that had, earlier that day, been in Jennifer's daughter's asshole), felt so incredibly good...
* * * * *
"I think that the clearest view is going to be right over here," Madison said, pointing to a wooded spot off the road, near the lake, "I saw it earlier when Tessa and I were walking back from the store." Heather looked over her shoulder and saw the cabin disappearing into the distance and felt her anxiety dropping. She breathed in the cool night air and looked up at the stars. Madison was right. It was very clear and the stars were breathtaking in the smogless country. The two women walked into a clear spot about twenty yards from the road, just a couple feet from the banks of the lake.
Madison was trying to keep calm. She had given Tessa a lot of good information about her own mother. But Tessa had sort of let Madison down. Madison was basically on her own as far as strategy. Tessa had been almost completely silent the entire way home. Madison realized that Tessa was a little shocked and a little nervous. Still, Madison could tell Tessa was soaking up all the information. Tessa just didn't offer anything in return. Nonetheless, Madison felt good about her chances. She was young, she was pretty, and the overload of excitement had her feeling fearless.
"How much material do you need? Are you going to be in the city when you talk to these campers? Or can we count on a nice clear night like this?" Heather asked, growing comfortable with her neck craned up to the sky. Madison decided it was best to play along, at least for a little bit.
The two women talked for a few minutes about stars, constellations, and planets. Madison asked excellent questions and seemed genuinely interested. Heather easily slipped into a long-forgotten interest and grew animated and excited, talking about the stars.
Eventually, Madison decided that the ruse had gone on long enough. She wasn't sure if she really had enough "information" to justify her cover story, or if she was just too excited to wait any longer. Regardless, she told herself that she should act quickly, to act before Heather's defenses could go into effect. She had a strategy that she had formulated entirely on her own, to overwhelm the older woman with bold flattery. Madison waited until there was a brief lull in the conversation, then moved in for the kill.
"Heather, I really appreciate you helping me with this," Madison said. Heather turned her head down from the sky, smiled and shrugged.
"Honestly Madison, it really was my pleasure. This was a lot of fun. It was a beautiful night to look at the stars," Heather said. Madison waited a beat to get her nerves under control.
"Some people would say it is a romantic night," Madison said. Heather laughed a little at first, but her smile remained on her face, growing stale. A little uncomfortable.
"I guess, it could be," Heather said quietly, "under the right circumstances," She chose to believe that Madison had just inadvertently said something strange.
"We are alone in the woods, its cool but not cold. It is pretty out. I mean, what other circumstances could you want?" Madison asked. Heather froze. This wasn't a slip of the tongue. Madison was being insistent. And strange. All of the anxiety came back instantly. Heather's entire body grew tense.
"I think we should go back into the cabin now," Heather said, trying to sound breezy, but coming out tense.
"Heather, can I ask you something," Madison said, trying to make her voice sound sultry. Madison was too excited to sense the depth of Heather's discomfort.
"Yes, of course," Heather said, though she didn't know if she meant it.
"Have you ever been out on a date with a woman?" Madison asked, "I have been very curious about it lately. But it isn't the kind of thing you can talk about with your mom. Have you ever been interested in women?" As Madison spoke, she took a few steps towards Heather, their bodies only a few inches apart. Heather's eyes grew wide. What sort of situation had she walked into?
"I, um..." Heather said, unable to get her thoughts in order. Heather was suddenly aware of Madison's body. How close it was. How lovely it was. Heather realized that she had conflicted feelings about what she and Jennifer had done earlier that day. But whatever had been switched on inside of her was still active. Madison was young, and sexy. She looked like her mother. Heather's body reacted, she felt her nipples harden, her muscles tense.
"You know, I realized something while we were out here. And it is why I sort of brought this up," Madison explained, coming in for the final faze of her strategy, bluffing bold all the way.
"What?" Heather said, her voice little more than a harsh exhalation.
"You are absolutely my type," Madison said. And as she spoke, she reached down to the down to the hem of her t-shirt. In one quick motion, she lifted the shirt up over her head and let it drop onto the ground. She felt the cool air against her bare stomach,just a thin, lacy bra covering her breasts. Madison saw Heather's eyes drop to her chest and then bounce up again.
"Madison!" Heather said, her voice catching in her throat. This was just...bizarre. Heather knew she was aroused. But she understood enough to realize that things were moving way too fast. Madison had spent the entire first day there basically pretending no one else existed! Where had this come from? It was disorienting. Wrong.
Madison could sense Heather's disorientation. And she pounced on it. Without another word, she reached her hands forward, feeling her palms run across Heather's hips. Madison leaned forward, their breasts pressing together. And then Madison pressed her lips against Heather's.
Heather could feel Madison's hands on her body, her hot, wet tongue against her lips. And her body remained entirely frozen. She couldn't pull away. But she couldn't kiss back either. Heather felt as Madison's tongue split her lips, rubbed against her teeth. Part of her desperately wanted to open her mouth, to let her Madison's sweet tongue inside. Part of Heather wanted to feel Madison's body press more firmly against her. She still needed sex. Heather desired her friend's daughter.
But one thought pierced through Heather's mind. One thing that froze her libido, kept her frozen: What if Tessa walked outside? What if Tessa came looking for her? What if she saw? The thought of it was absolutely unbearable. Tessa was, in a lot of ways still a girl. And this thought allowed Heather to focus on the wrongness...the abruptness of what happened. This didn't feel right. She couldn't do this. She couldn't do it to Tessa. To Madison. To Jennifer. It was wrong all around. Heather's movement returned to her. She pushed her hands forward and gently, but firmly, pushed Madison back.
Madison's eyes remained close as she stumbled a half-step backwards. Madison felt her lips grow cold, felt Heather's lovely body move away. Her eyes flutter open. She saw Heather standing in front of her, her arms crossed in front of her breasts. Heather looked embarrassed.



"Madison, dear, I think it is time to go back to the cabin," Heather said. Heather had no intention to make Madison feel bad. But she didn't know what else to say.
Madison paused for a moment, unsure of how to handle the situation. She had felt, for a moment, Heather's body relent. She knew that Heather had felt...something. But she could feel the iciness now. Something had definitely changed. Madison knew that, somehow, she had blown it. She had come on too strong. She had misread how susceptible Heather would be to flattery. She'd misplayed her hand. If she went any farther now, she would just cause more trouble. She bent down and picked up her t-shirt. It was soaked, covered in mud. Perfect.
"We will tell your mom you slipped in the mud. I will get it clean," Heather said, friendly but guarded as she looked at the t-shirt.
"Yeah, okay," Madison said, any put-on sultriness gone now. Just an 18-year-old girl who had briefly succumbed to her hormones. Heather breathed a sigh of relief. Whatever strange thing had happened. It felt like it had faded. Madison caught up with Heather and the two women started walking back to the cabin. Silent. Heather confused and embarrassed. Madison, disappointed and embarrassed.
The women reached the porch of the cabin and Heather paused. She had spent the walk trying to process what had happened. It was flattering that Madison...felt attracted to her. And Heather knew that Madison was a good girl. Obviously, Madison had just gotten carried away for some reason. Misread their moment out among the stars. Heather, calmer now and in control of the situation, felt that she should say something. Heather reached out, grabbed Madison's arm as Heather reached for the door knob.
"I don't want you to feel bad about what happened out there. It isn't a big deal and I hope I didn't make you feel like it was a big deal," Heather said. Madison's embarrassment grew. For the first time, she realized just how crazy she had been acting. Heather had every right to be upset, and it was extremely humbling that she wasn't.
"I guess," Madison said, shrugging. Heather rubbed Madison's arm maternally.
"This isn't about anyone else. When we walk through that door, any worries about sex are just...gone. Okay?" Heather said. Heather pushed opened the door. She stepped inside. And her jaw dropped opened.
There was an arm-less chair from the dining room sitting in the middle of the living room, facing the front door. Jennifer was sitting in the chair, her knees together. But she was barely visible from the door. Tessa was in her lap. Tessa's legs were spread wide and draped over Jennifer's thighs. Jennifer's hands were grasping at the narrowest part of Tessa's waist. Tessa's hands were grabbing her own breasts. As Heather walked in, Tessa's balls were resting on top of Jennifer's balls. Tessa's soft shaft was leaning against her own thigh. It was clear that Jennifer's cock was hard and buried deeply in Tessa's ass. As Heather watched, Jennifer lifted with her hands and Tessa bounced herself up on Jennifer's thighs. Heather could see Jennifer's stiff shaft slip out of Tessa's asshole. Tessa dropped again, Jennifer's shaft slipping inside of her asshole again. Their balls slapped together. They lifted again. While they moved, Tessa's soft cock slapped lewdly against her leg. Heather could hear Tessa voice, a husky whisper above the slapping sound of balls and cock, "fuck my ass. Fuck my ass. Fuck my ass!" Over and over again. Heather's brain swam.
"Oh my god!" Madison said, as she walked into the door. In her disappointment, she had totally forgotten that Tessa had been trying to do the same thing she was doing. And she had succeeded! Madison was shocked to see her mother...fucking someone. She knew she had tried to set her mother up...but she never expected to see it. Jennifer was largely blocked from Madison's view, but she could see her mother's shaft piercing Tessa's asshole. Madison had never seen her mother's cock. She was surprised to find that she wasn't as disgusted as she should have been...it was kind of...sexy to see her beautiful mother fucking a beautiful younger woman. She was kind of proud of her mom, going for it like that. It was the least lame thing she'd done in a long time.
Tessa and Jennifer had sort of heard the door open. They hadn't reacted, they were too engrossed in their actions. But, they definitely heard Madison's cry. Tessa's eyes opened and then grew wide and she looked to the door. She saw Madison in her bra and her mother standing next to her. Tessa's own mother was watching her get get fucked in the ass! Tessa's mother could hear balls slapping against Jennifer's balls, see Tessa's cock spinning soft and wild. Tessa cheeks instantly turned a deep crimson. Her hands rose off her own breasts, covering her face.
"Oh Jesus, mommy, I am so sorry!" Tessa groaned. She wanted to reach down, put her hand on Jennifer's wrists and hop off of Jennifer's cock. But Tessa looked down, she saw her own cock slapping against he thigh. She could feel Jennifer's rigid shaft filling her, and then exiting her, only to fill her again. Tessa couldn't push Jennifer away. It felt too good, she needed it too badly. She'd never felt more like a woman in her entire life. Her body told her that if she stopped this now, she would never be able to feel this again. Tessa arched her back, leaning into Jennifer's breasts. And she kept bouncing her hips up and down on Jennifer's thighs, letting Jennifer's cock pierce her over and over again. Tessa tried to ignore the fact that Heather was watching her. She couldn't. But she just kept getting fucked.
Jennifer was also aware that her daughter and her friend were present. For a split second, her instincts nearly kicked in and she almost pushed Tessa up off of her cock and started to explain. But as Tessa grew nervous, her lubricated asshole clenched around Jennifer's cock, milking it expertly. Jennifer groaned and her instincts flipped. She kept lifting Tessa's body and dropping it back down on her cock. Tessa wasn't stopping, she wasn't clenching her off entirely. If Jennifer's lover didn't want to stop, why should she? All it meant was a very awkward conversation with Heather and Madison. And that was going to happen eventually anyway. Might as well really earn it. Besides, Jennifer had always sort of liked an audience. Jennifer was surprised to find she wasn't concerned about the fact that Madison was in that audience. If anything, she was happy Madison was there. Somehow, she could sense her daughter would understand what was happening, even if the others were reluctant. Jennifer realized she knew she could trust Madison. She needed her.
Madison was still staring at her mother fucking Tessa, listening to the sound. The smell of arousal filled Madison's nose. Madison could hear Heather breathing shallowly. She turned and looked at Heather's face. It was flushed and her eyes were focused totally on the scene in front of her. Madison could almost see Jennifer's balls slapping into Tessa's, reflected in Heather's eyes. If she was confused about anyone else, Madison could tell what her own mother was thinking. There was no doubt Jennifer was all in. And for some reason, Madison liked that. It made her realize that she wasn't crazy. Or, if she was crazy, it ran in the family. Regardless, Madison didn't dwell on her own mother. It was enough to sense the silent support Instead, Madison's eyes swept Heather's entire body. She could see Heather's nipples, hard in the warm room. Heather, just like Madison, was aroused!
Madison instantly jumped into action. She'd ruined her chances earlier by being too bold. But that boldness would serve here well, she could tell. Madison walked around behind Heather, careful not to obstruct Heather's view. Madison moved quickly, unhooking her bra and slipping it off her arms. In a matter of seconds, Madison's shorts were on the floor and she was naked.
Madison dropped to her knees behind Heather, reached up around Heather's waist. Heather was wearing a pair of tight cloth shorts. Madison slipped her fingers into the waistband of the shorts and yanked them down. She pulled forcefully, grasping at Heather's panties as well. The shorts quickly rode down over the sexy swell of Heather's ass. Heather barely seemed to notice that she was now naked from he waist down. Madison was greeted with the scent of Heather's arousal, intense, from her spot behind Heather's ass. Madison breathed in deeply, but she couldn't afford to wait, she jumped up to her feet behind Heather.
Heather was vaguely aware that something was happening behind her. She sensed when her pants were pulled down. Then she felt Madison's hands on the bottom hem of her t-shirt. Heather felt her t-shirt and bra get pulled up over her breasts and under her arms. But she didn't notice any of it. She was just staring, watching at Jennifer continued to slip her hard cock in and out of Tessa's ass. Her eyes remained on Tessa's soft cock, watching it smack against her daughter's leg.
Finally, Madison pulled the short and bra up over Heather's head. For half a second, Heather's vision was blocked, she didn't see her daughter getting fucked. She closed her eyes and shook her head. She tried to take stock of what she was thinking. Feeling. She knew that she was just flat out shocked by what she saw. Not just her daughter having sex. But being taken up the ass. By Jennifer. It was wrong. It was bad. She wanted to stop it. But was also surprised by something else. Her daughter's body. Her eyes had moved up and down that body, over and over again. Not a little girl's body. A woman's body. Of course. But Heather had never really thought of her daughter as a woman before. Heather couldn't seem to make sense of the fact that Heather was old enough, developed enough, to be having sex in the first place. But she was. Obviously.
Heather dwelt on this idea, rolled it around in her mind. In part, because she didn't want to think about her remaining thoughts. Her arousal. Her excitement at watching two beautiful women have sex. The excitement of seeing a soft cock bounce to the rhythm of a relentless ass fucking. Heather knew she was feeling this as well. Didn't know how to place it.
Heather's eyes opened again. Tessa's fingers had moved off of her eyes. Tessa's eyes were still closed, but her hands were free. Heather saw that one of Tessa's hands was again grasping her own breast The other was placed on Tessa's stomach, as though Tessa could feel Jennifer's hard cock pushing through her. Heather was, once again, trapped by what she saw. Tessa as a woman. A beautiful woman with a soft cock. And enjoying sex.
Madison continued to work quickly. She placed her hand on Heather's shoulder, placing gentle pressure. Heather was didn't question, or even think. She just sank down onto her knees on the floor, her eyes forward. Madison continued to manipulate Heather's body. As she did so, she ran her eyes over Heather's form. Heather was more beautiful than Madison expected. Her body so tight, youthful. Madison's mouth watered and her brain buzzed. The sound of her mother's cock slamming in and out of Tessa's ass added to the tension she felt.
In a few moments, Madison had Heather where she wanted her. Heather was laying on the floor of the cabin, but sort of on her side. Heather was propped up on her elbow and her legs were split slightly. Her eyes remained on Tessa and Jennifer. Madison scrambled around, dropping to her ass on the floor. She rolled onto her side, her feet facing towards Heather. Madison started to scoot along the floor, splitting her legs as she moved. Eventually, Madison grabbed onto Heather's foot, pulling Heather's top leg farther apart. Soon, Madison felt the silky sensation of her thighs rubbing against Heather's calves. Madison kept scooting along the floor, getting closer and closer to Heather.
Heather didn't even notice what was happening, until she felt it. The soft, hot wetness of Madison's pussy pressing against her own. Heather could feel Madison's wetness against her, and could even sense Madison's hard clit rubbing against her own. Heather groaned at the unexpected pleasure of it. She hadn't realized how aroused she was. She looked down, saw her body scissored by Madison's beautiful young body. Heather saw her own pussy melding into Madison's. Madison was grinding her hips, rubbing their pussies together. Instinctively, Heather started to match her new lover's movements. I felt too good to do anything else.
Madison felt her entire body shaking with arousal and excitement. Somehow, she was doing it! She was fucking Heather! What was more, she was fucking Heather in a room with her own mother. While her mother was fucking someone else. And each naughty aspect of her action just made Madison more excited, just made her grind harder. She wanted to make it nastier. Push through the discomfort, find the greater pleasure.
"It's okay," Madison said, "you can watch Tessa take it in the ass." Madison felt the jolt in Heather's body as her words registered with the older woman. Still, it was almost as though Heather had been waiting for permission. Her head turned back to the other side of the room. And Heather's hips started to grind harder, wetter.
Tessa had watched the entire thing unfold. Watched as Madison had essentially moved her mother around like a rag doll. She'd seen their pussies come together. Tessa looked at Madison, the same beautiful body she'd seen earlier. But she looked at Heather too. A youthful, beautiful woman's body. Somehow, not what Tessa had expected. Her mother was a lot of things to Tessa, but not a sexual creature. Before this moment, Tessa wouldn't have been able to imagine her mother naked. It was strange and...interesting to see that she had been wrong. She didn't really know how to accept that her mother was experiencing sexual pleasure. Or watching Tessa experience. It didn't fit with Tessa's conception of reality. Yet it was real. Regardless, it was hard for Tessa to keep her rational thoughts together. Because she was still bouncing up and down on Jennifer's hips. Tessa was still feeling Jennifer's hard cock go deeper and deeper inside of her.
Jennifer had heard her daughter's words. Jennifer looked around Tessa's body and saw Madison and Heather, scissored together. She could see their pussies dripping with arousal. Hell, she could almost smell them across the room. Jennifer realized that everyone was engaged right now. No one could abstain, they were all overpowered by something larger than themselves. Any one of the, including Jennifer, would have put an end to this if all the pieces hadn't come together just right. Jennifer could sense that Madison was in control, and she felt a little thrill of excitement at Madison's dirty words. She was perversely proud of her daughter. She saw a little bit of herself in her daughter, and not just because of her beautiful body. Jennifer decided to add to the fun.
"Are you watching your mother get fucked? Watching my daughter fuck her?" Jennifer asked archly. Tessa's breath caught in her throat. Oh god, everyone knew! Jennifer stopped moving, her cock just barely inside of Tessa's ass. Tessa groaned, felt pre-cum drip from her long foreskin. Jennifer was making her wait until she answered!
"Yes!" Tessa groaned and she felt Jennifer's hard cock fill her again. Tessa's cheeks grew redder now and she couldn't look at Heather. She turned to look at Madison, saw the dirty smile on the younger girl's face. God, Tessa wished she could stop. But it just felt too good!
"Tell your mother what you want," Jennifer said, barely above a whisper. For the briefest second, she stopped moving again. Tessa groaned. She couldn't bear to have Jennifer pause again.
"I want..."
"Tell your mother," Jennifer said, finding that the more she embraced the taboo of the moment, the more excited she became. Tessa turned and looked at her mother. Tessa saw that Heather was looking at her intently, her featured inscrutable. But Tessa knew she had to answer.
"Mommy, I want Jennifer's sperm in my ass! Oh God, mommy, I want Jennifer to cum inside me! I am so sorry, mommy, but that is what I want. I am so sorry I want that sperm inside me!" Tessa moaned, unable to control or even restrain the truth as it burst from her lips. Heather felt the words like a slap. So unbelievably nasty at first, painfully nasty. But then the final coda, the apology. That apology rang in Heather's ear, far more uncomfortably than the nasty words (which excited Heather, for reasons she didn't understand). Why was Tessa apologizing to her? For having adult desires? Because she was in her twenties and wanted to have sex? What had Heather been doing to her daughter? Why did Heather also feel the need to apologize? For the first time since she walked into the cabin, Heather felt the spell lift slightly.
"No," Heather said and she saw Tessa wince, "No baby, don't you apologize to me. You are allowed to want whatever you want. Don't be sorry. You... get what you want!" Heather didn't even know if what she was saying made sense Madison continued to grind against Heather's pussy, her mind felt foggy. She just knew...she didn't want her daughter to think she was disappointed that she was a woman. That she was growing up.
"I love you mommy," Tessa groaned, as Jennifer's cock buried deep inside of her.
"I love you too, baby," Heather replied, grasping her own breast in a free hand. Both Madison and Jennifer sense that something had changed. Whatever reluctance they'd felt from Heather and Tessa before was gone. Tessa bounced faster and faster on Jennifer's lap. Heather grinded harder and harder. Jennifer turned to the side of Tessa's body, looked at her daughter. They smiled devilishly at one another, realizing that they'd both been feeling the same things at the same time.
The four women stay like this for some time longer. Heather and Madison lay on the floor, their pussies pressed together. They actually reached their hands down, between their bodies. Their fingers clasped together, so they could pull each other tighter and tighter together. The whole time, their eyes remained on Tessa and Jennifer. Tessa continued to bounce up and down on Jennifer's cock, helping once again. Jennifer continued to lift and drop Tessa over and over again, until her breath was ragged and her arms ached. Tessa's own cock flopped wetly against her body, her foreskin stretching out as it slapped against her bellybutton.
It was Jennifer who broke first. She'd been slamming her cock in and out of Tessa's incredibly tight asshole for a long time. That, in and of itself, was nearly enough to put Jennifer over the edge. But the entire situation was just so...naughty and wrong. She felt as though any will she had was drying up. She fought the orgasm for a long time, and then realized she didn't have any reason to postpone itt.
"Oh fuck!" Jennifer moaned, slamming Tessa down once more on her cock, "I am going to cum!" Jennifer's fingers squeezed into Tessa's flesh. Tessa's asshole clenched around Jennifer's penis. Tessa could feel Jennifer's urethra swelling inside of her. She could feel the a sudden blast of pressure inside of her.
"Oh my god, mommy, she is cumming in my ass!" Tessa moaned as she felt more and more sperm spurt into her bowels. Jennifer could hear Tessa speaking, understood the nasty importance of those words. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she groaned loudly. The pleasure, that had been building and building as her balls seized, reached a new level. Jennifer's mind went blank as a prismatic wave of pleasure washed over her conscious mind. She collapsed onto the chair, her hands slipping off of Tessa's waist.
Jennifer's cock rapidly softened as she finished cumming. Her leg stretched out, and Tessa let out a little yelp as she slipped from Jennifer's lap. Tessa felt Jennifer's cock slip out of her ass. Tessa landed on her feet. She was surprised by two things as she got her bearings and stood to one side of the chair. The first was that she still felt filled up. She could sense Jennifer's cum inside of her, she could feel it overflowing her asshole, dripping down her leg. It felt...wonderful. Almost better than an orgasm. Tessa had taken that big cock inside of her and given Jennifer pleasure. She'd never felt more feminine. Or excited. And that excitement let to her second surprise. As Tessa got to her feet, she could feel her cock bouncing gently. Hard. It was like Jennifer's cum and filled her up and pumped up her cock. Tessa instantly realized that she needed more. And she no longer had the desire to fight her needs.



Madison and Heather had both begun to grind harder, faster when they heard Jennifer's scream. Heather's eyes had flown to her daughter, watching as Jennifer's cock slammed home. Heather watched their balls mash together, felt like she could feel Jennifer's cock pulsing inside of Tessa's asshole. Heather heard her daughter cry out that Jennifer was cumming in her ass. And just like that, Heather tumbled over the edge. She had been so intent on her daughter, that she hadn't even realized how close she'd been. But hearing her the raw, sexual edge of her daughter's voice...Heather lost all control.
"Oh Jesus fuck!" Heather moaned. She felt Madison's hard clit rub against her own and then felt the sensation flair out from there. It rolled down her legs and made her knees weak. Heather felt her toes prickle as she stretched them out, aching. The orgasm climbed up Heather's body, vibrating through her nipples before cascading over her brain. Heather moaned and writhed on the floor. But the whole time, Heather's eyes remained on her daughter,watching as Tessa slid off of Jennifer's lap. Heather couldn't say what she was thinking, but her mind was humming the entire time.
Madison was overwhelmed by the sudden explosions all around her. She could feel Heather's legs shaking around her body. Madison could feel the increased wetness between their legs and sensed Heather's muscles tightening. Madison was excited that she'd brought a beautiful woman like Heather to orgasm. But, she couldn't focus on that. She was also watching her own mother pump sperm into Tessa's asshole. As Tessa slid off of Jennifer's lap, Madison suddenly saw her own mother, completely exposed in front of her. She saw her mother's beautiful, perky breasts. Her now-flaccid, smooth cock. Madison had, of course, known that her mother had been there the whole time. But seeing her entirely exposed...Madison didn't know how to process the feelings that flooded over her.
As Jennifer recovered from her orgasm, her eyes fluttered open. She could see Heather, still writhing on the floor and she saw her daughter watching Heather's orgasm. What's more, she saw Tessa standing over to the side, rubbing her own stomach and looking down, as though she could hardly believe what happened. And Jennifer wasn't just seeing things, she was feeling things. She could smell the arousal in the air, thick and wet. And Jennifer could feel an energy in the room. Something that hadn't been there before. Like a nervous plane had broken. All four women had been in disbelief before that something like this could happen. Jennifer's orgasm shattered that disbelief. For all of them. And now they were here. It was too late to hold back. They just had to...take the plunge.
For Jennifer, that wasn't a metaphor. She threw herself off of the chair and landed on her hands and knees on the cabin floor. As she thudded, she felt all eyes turn to her. She smiled mischievously and lifted her ass up into the air. "Whatever happens here, stays here. Don't think about what you should want. Think about what you really need," Jennifer declared. Jennifer saw Madison smile and nod. Heather still looked dazed, but she might have nodded too, just the slightest tilt of the neck. Jennifer turned and looked at Tessa, who was wide-eyed, frozen.
"I showed you how to do it. Repay the favor. Put that hard cock in my ass," Jennifer stated, as she spoke, she reached her hand up and rested it on Tessa's cock. The shaft felt silky smooth and trembled under Jennifer's touch. She looked up at Tessa, whose eyes remained wide, innocent. But Jennifer heard Tessa suck in a quick breath. And then the girl was moving
Tessa rushed behind the chair and found the lube that Jennifer had produced from her overnight bag. She'd asked a lot of questions when Jennifer had first...entered her and this was a chance to put that instruction into action. But Tessa didn't really see it in those academic terms. Jennifer's words, all of them, were whirring through Tessa's mind. Did she really want to stop now? Did she really care that Heather was in the room? Did she like that Heather was in the room? What did she really need right now? She was surprised how easy the answers to the questions were. In a moment, Tessa had pushed the chair out of the way, and she was standing behind Jennifer, rubbing a lube up and down her rigid shaft. Tessa looked down at Jennifer's cute pink asshole. She'd never wanted to be anywhere more in her life.
Heather had been listening to Jennifer's words as well. She was no longer shocked by her daughter's sexuality. She didn't mind that Tessa was rubbing lubricant all over her cock. Heather was thinking about what she desired. And Heather's eyes were on Jennifer's body. Jennifer was on her hands and knees, and from where Heather was laying, she could see down between Jennifer's soft breasts. Heather could see Jennifer's now-soft cock dangling between her legs. Heather's mouth watered. Her excitement had now dissipated during the day. She might have (sort of) suppressed her arousal, looking at Tessa's soft cock. But she couldn't resist now.
Without a word, Heather pulled herself away from Madison's body. She began quickly moving across the room towards Heather and Tessa. She didn't look at Tessa, didn't think about her. Heather's eyes were locked on Jennifer's soft cock. Jennifer was focused on Tessa. She was still on her knees, leaning forward slightly, but she had lifted her hands off the floor. Jennifer was arching her back and reaching behind herself and spreading her own ass cheeks apart gently. As Heather moved right in front of Jennifer, she dropped on her side and then rolled onto her back with her head facing Jennifer. Heather slid on her back across the floor, her eyes towards the ceiling. She saw the underside of Jennifer's breasts, and then felt Jennifer's cock run through her hair. Heather groaned as she kept pushing, feeling Jennifer's soft cock against her forehead, on her eyes and nose. Heather felt the tip of Jennifer's penis against her lips. She kissed it gently. Heather tasted her daughter's ass on Jennifer's cock. And Heather opened her mouth.
Jennifer hadn't even noticed Heather moving into place. She had been too focused on Tessa. First, she felt Tessa's hand slip down between her asscheeks. Just like Jennifer taught her, Tessa fingers were absolutely coated in cool lube. Jennifer groaned as she felt Tessa's gentle fingers play against her anus, working through the folds. Jennifer shivered as she felt the tips of Tessa's fingers slip inside, lubricating her insides. Then Jennifer felt Tessa's fingers move away. That was the exact instant that Jennifer felt Heather's nose against her cock. Jennifer looked down, saw Heather's breasts below her, saw Heather's body stretched out along the floor.
Jennifer didn't have the opportunity to be surprised. The instant that she recognized what Heather was doing, she could feel the wet, hard tip of Tessa's cock against her ass. Tessa was looking down at Jennifer's body. She was so engrossed, she didn't even notice her mother was present. Tessa had one hand on the base of her own cock, pushing it down. The other was on Jennifer's ass, holding the older woman still.
Tessa briefly admired the view of Jennifer's tight, pink anus and her heavy, low-hanging balls before she started to press the hard tip of her penis down into Jennifer's body. For a moment, Tessa felt resistance and her cock bent slightly, painfully. She leaned over and spit down onto Jennifer's anus, watched the saliva splatter against her own tip. Tessa felt Jennifer push back, felt the older woman press out with her anus, open it. Suddenly, the tip of Tessa's penis disappeared, all at once, into Jennifer's asshole. Tessa groaned as Jennifer's tight body squeezed around her. She couldn't believe this was actually happening. But she couldn't stop now. Jennifer's body seemed to be pulling Tessa in, sucking her cock deeper and deeper into Jennifer's anus.
Jennifer was suddenly trapped in the pleasure wrought by Heather and Tessa. Jennifer could feel Tessa's cock slipping deeper and deeper inside of her body. In a moment, Jennifer felt Tessa's balls resting against her own. Her asshole squeezed around Tessa's cock. Jennifer loved the feeling of being filled...it had been too long. But she couldn't even focus on the pure pleasure of Tessa's cock slipping inside of her. Because she could feel, and hear, Tessa's mother below her. Heather's lips were wrapped around the tip of Jennifer's cock. And Heather was slurping the cock deeper and deeper into her mouth. Jennifer could feel Heather's head raising as she took more and more of Jennifer's cock into her mouth. And Heather sucked more and more of Tessa's ass off of it.
When Jennifer felt Heather's nose press into the underside of her balls, she knew she couldn't take anymore. Jennifer's knees were trembling and her muscles ached. She threw herself forward, letting her hands land on either side of Heather's body. Jennifer felt her ass thrust back, pushing Tessa's cock deeper into her ass. At the same time, she felt her cock slip slightly from Heather's lips. Heather sucked again, pulling Jennifer's soft cock back into her mouth. Jennifer's hair was draped over Heather's body. Jennifer looked up slightly, ready to return the favor for Heather, ready to lick Heather's pussy.
But as she looked, Jennifer realized somehow had beaten her too it. Jennifer saw her own daughter's eyes looking up at her. Madison's was on her knees, low, between Heather's legs. Madison's mouth was clamped over Jennifer's pussy lips. Jennifer could see Madison's tongue moving wildly against Heather's cunt. And she could see that Madison was smiling. She smiled back.
"Fancy meeting you here," Jennifer said and then closed her eyes and groaned. Tessa had pulled her cock back out of Jennifer's ass, leaving only the tip inside. Jennifer loved the delicious sensation of Tessa drawing out. Madison smiled, moved her mouth off of Heather's pussy. They both heard Heather groan.
"Great minds think alike," Madison joked back, then Madison looked down and started licking along Heather's slit again. Jennifer turned her head to the side and watched her daughter. It was somewhat difficult to focus, because Heather was still slurping Jennifer's cock in and out of her mouth. And Tessa was continuing to stroke her cock in and out of Jennifer's ass. In fact, Tessa was getting faster and deeper with each thrust. Still, Jennifer watched her daughter. She felt pride in her daughter's beauty and adventurousness, even if it felt strange. But she felt something else too, a maternal instinct expressed in the strangest way.
"I know Heather's slit tastes lovely," Jennifer said, her words dripping with meaning. Madison's eyebrows raised, understanding what her mother was saying, "But don't forget about this," Jennifer said, and as she spoke, she pointed towards Heather's hard little clit, "mommy hasn't been with a ton of women, but I know you should focus there." Madison smiled, stuck out her tongue and flicked it across Heather's clit. Heather groaned and writhed on the floor.
"Right there, mommy?" Madison said, in a baby-girl voice. Jennifer felt a chill run down her back.
"You were always mommy's smart little girl," Jennifer said as she watched Madison latch her lips around Heather's clit. Jennifer had just been playing, but for some reason she felt some sort of strange excitement. It was fun to teach Madison about something naughty. Fun to see Madison take that lesson. Madison was having fun too, with her mother watching her. It felt dirty. And a little like she was showing off. It was Mother-Daughtery, which they rarely did, but utterly depraved as well. A kind of guidance that seemed to fit their personalities.
"Am I doing a good job, mommy?" Madison asked.
"Very good baby," Jennifer said, looking at Madison's glistening lips and smelling Heather's dripping cunt, "but let me show you." And now Jennifer finally leaned forward. Rather than wrap her lips around Heather's clit, Jennifer just stroked it gently with the tip of her tongue. Madison watched for a brief moment, nodded. Without thinking, Madison leaned in as well. Soon, her tongue was stroking Heather's clit as well. And Madison's tongue was pressed into Jennifer's. Madison tasted her mother's saliva mixed with Heather's cunt. Madison groaned. Jennifer groaned as well. Their eyes opened, they looked at one another. Both knew that the situation was crazy. But they were so much alike...it was like they were reading one another's minds. They knew what they wanted. And then they were kissing. Their mouths came together, their tongues mashing wetly. And their mouths closed together around Heather's clit.
Heather continued to suck Jennifer's soft cock in and out of her mouth. But she could barely control herself. She hadn't know what to expect from Jennifer and Madison when she crawled underneath of Jennifer. Actually, she hadn't really been thinking of anything beyond a need to suck Jennifer's cock. But she certainly hadn't expected both of them, mother and daughter, to kiss around her clit. She writhed, moaned, and sucked on Jennifer's cock. But she realized also that her own daughter, Tessa, was right above her. Heather could feel when Tessa's balls pressed Jennifer's balls down onto her nose. Heather could feel Tessa's body heat and smell her scent. Jennifer didn't know what she felt about that, but she knew she was excited...Tessa's cock so close to her mouth. Tessa's ass already in her mouth. Heather knew she was savoring the flavor as she sucked it off Jennifer's cock.
The first Tessa realized that her mother was directly underneath of her was when she heard her mother's familiar voice making an unfamiliar squeal. Just below her. Tessa's eyes had been totally focused on Jennifer's asshole, watching her own cock disappear into it, and then reappear, glistening with lube. Tessa was mesmerized by Jennifer's tight, crinkled hole splitting open and accepting her in. She could barely understand how good it felt to be squeezed in Jennifer's bowels. Tessa hadn't realized her mother moving into position, didn't see Madison and Jennifer licking Heather's pussy. It was only when Heather moaned at their attention, that Tessa realized she was thrusting her cock down towards her mother's face. She didn't know what to think about that. She just knew she started thrusting harder.
The women inadvertently settled into a rhythm in which they were all moving together, in unison. Madison lay on her stomach between Heather's split legs. Madison was propped up slightly on her elbows and her mouth was hovering directly above Heather's hard clit. Madison's tongue was flicking that clit, and also rubbing against Jennifer's tongue. Their kisses were growing wetter, less controlled, as they licked each other's lips and cheeks. But Heather's clit was still battered by their attention. And, stretched out on her back, Heather could feel it. Her body shook at the Jennifer and Madison wildly teased her clit. The only thing that kept Heather controlled was her focus on Jennifer's soft cock, which dangled down between Jennifer's legs. Her head bounced up and down, slurping Jennifer's soft cock down into her throat and then letting it slip out wetly. Heather's eyes remained open, watching her daughter thrusting her cock down into Jennifer's asshole. Tessa's eyes remained on Jennifer's ass and arched back. Tessa continued to thrust her cock harder and deeper into Jennifer's tight, slick hole. But the whole time, Tessa was acutely aware that Heather was just below her.
After one particularly deep thrust from Tessa's cock, Jennifer's muscles tensed and her back arched. Jennifer's tongue slipped off of Madison's and Jennifer rubbed her wet lips with the back of her hand. "Christ," she groaned in a husky whisper to Madison, "That girl's cock feels so good in my asshole!" It felt good to share the dirty thought with her daughter. Madison agreed.
"It felt good in my pussy this morning," Madison replied, and winked. It took a moment for Madison's words to register in Jennifer's mind. And then she realized it: Madison was the one girl that Tessa had slept with! Earlier that same day! For some reason, the fact that Jennifer was being fucked by the same cock that had just been in her daughter was exciting. Jennifer and Madison, mother and daughter, the only ones on earth to fuck Tessa.
"Oh Jesus," Jennifer groaned, her muscles tensing as a chill ran down her spine. But Jennifer wasn't the only one who felt it. At that exact instant, Tessa had thrust her hard cock deep into Jennifer's bowels. Jennifer's anus, just like every other part of her clenched. Tessa felt her the pillowy insides of Jennifer's asshole close around her, Jennifer held her tight. Tessa sucked in a hard breath, she felt her balls seize up
"Oh mommy, its happening!" Tessa moaned, not sure why she told her mother but unable to do anything else. She didn't have time to think about it. An orgasm was suddenly grasping Tessa. Tessa's balls were seizing and her shaft was throbbing inside of Jennifer's tight asshole. And each pulse of Tessa's cock sent waves of pleasure, like ripples in a pool of water. Spreading wider and wider each time. Tessa's eyes slammed shut and her fingers sank into the flesh of Jennifer's ass. A low groan escaped from Tessa's throat as the orgasm rolled over itself, doubling and tripling in intensity. And with each wave, more and more of Tessa's sperm spurted into Jennifer's ass.
"Goddamn, she is filling me up!" Jennifer gasped to her daughter. Jennifer could feel Tessa's cock expanding inside of her. Jennifer adored the sensation, missed it. Her body was vibrating with excitement. Jennifer felt her penis growing hard in Heather's mouth. She learned forward, kissing and licking on Heather's clit with abandon. Jennifer's tongue lapped at her daughter's face, and Madison kissed back with equal excitement. It was hot to know that Tessa was pumping hot cum into her mother's asshole.
Although, Tessa was dribbling her last drop into Jennifer at that moment. Her knees felt weak and her head was swimming as the pleasure began to subside. She stumbled backwards, her still-hard cock popped out of Jennifer's tight ass. Tessa looked down and watched as the last hot spurt splashed against Jennifer's anus. Tessa, panting, sat down on the floor.
Tessa had never cum that much in her life. Her balls ached from being totally drained. And Jennifer's ass was absolutely overflowing with with sperm. As Tessa's cock left her, Jennifer's asshole gaped open for a moment. Thick globs of white sperm poured out of Jennifer's ass. It burbled over and around Jennifer's balls and then dribbled thickly down the length of Jennifer's shaft. Jennifer could feel the thick streams of it, warm against her shaft.
Heather felt it as well. At first, she didn't realize what it was. She felt Jennifer's cock hardening in her mouth and slurped it deeper into her throat. Heather felt something warm and wet against her lips. She opened her mouth around Jennifer's cock, felt the liquid pour down the shaft. Heather closed her lips again, let her tongue press against Jennifer's penis. She could taste the musky, salty, familiar flavor of sperm and she groaned at the tingling sensation. She sucked in sharply, sucking the sperm down into her mouth until it pooled under her tongue. Wet, slurping sounds filled the room.
For a moment, Heather just savored the thick, creamy texture and the naughty taste, her body reacting to it almost as much as the tongues on her clit. She swallowed some of the sperm down, groaning as it coated her throat. But then she realized that it didn't make sense. Jennifer's cock was buried in her Heather's throat. The sperm was coming from the outside of Jennifer's balls. And it tasted different than Heather expected. Heather's eyes fluttered open. She could see that Tessa was gone. And she saw that Jennifer's anus was still slightly open. The last of the cum was dribbling out of it, down Jennifer's shaft, and into Heather's mouth. Heather instantly realized what was happening: she was drinking her daughter's cum as it poured out of Jennifer's asshole and down Jennifer's shaft. Heather didn't know if it was a good thing or a bad thing, she just knew that what she was doing felt good and wrong at the same time.



"My daughter's cum!" Heather groaned, barely audible around Jennifer's cock in her mouth. But Jennifer heard it. And understood it. Jennifer knew that Heather was crossing the same lines that she was. And that was exciting. It was more than exciting. It made Jennifer feel like everything she was doing and thinking right now was right, even if it wasn't normal. Jennifer knew what her body was telling her, what her now-hard cock was telling her. And she didn't know why she should resist herself anymore.
"Fuck it Madison," Jennifer growled, "Mommy wants your sweet pussy!" And with that, Jennifer was moving. It wasn't a plan, she just pounce, like a lioness. She placed her hands down on either side of Heather's body and lunged forward. Her hands landed on Madison's shoulders. Jennifer struck with such force that Madison instantly started tumbling backwards, her shoulders rotating back over her hips and then landed on the floor. Madison let out a surprised yelp as she landed on her back on the floor, her legs splaying out in front of her. Jennifer's cock slipped from Heather's mouth as she moved forward.
In a moment, Jennifer was hovering over Madison on the floor. Madison's legs were spread, and Heather's knees were on the floor between them. Jennifer's hands were on either side of Madison's head and she was looking down at her daughter. Their nipples just barely rubbed together. Madison still looked a little shocked, but she was smiling.
"You taught me how to eat pussy. You have any other lessons, Mommy?" Madison said, and she bit her lower lip. Jennifer giggled at her daughter's playfulness. But it was sexy too.
"Sometimes I forget how much fun we have together," Jennifer said, and then she leaned forward. Jennifer felt mouth lips press into her daughter's soft lips. Madison's lips instantly split open, and Madison accepted her mother's tongue inside of her. Madison couldn't remember ever being this excited. She would do whatever her mother asked. She wanted to do whatever her mother wanted. Madison broke the kiss.
"Show me something fun!" Madison begged. Jennifer was more than happy to oblige. She kissed Madison on the nose and then reached one of her hands back between her legs. Jennifer's had wrapped around the base of her hard cock. It was still wet, and clean, from Heather's warm mouth. Madison spread her legs wider, she knew what Jennifer was doing, wanted it.
Madison's pussy was soaking wet. Jennifer slipped the bulbous tip of her cock up through Madison's slit. Madison groaned as her mother's cock pressed against her clitoris. Madison had yet to get any kind of relief and she nearly came. Jennifer pressed own her cock. The tip slipped though Madison's slit again and then popped easily inside of her pussy. Madison and Jennifer gasped at the same time, their eyes looked up and locked together. They both smiled.
"Oh fuck mom, you're inside of me!" Madison said, her eyes growing wide.
"Does it feel good baby?" Jennifer asked, but she could feel Madison's excitement. She knew the answer.
"I just need more of my Mommy's dick," Madison begged. Jennifer let her weight down. She felt her hard cock slip deeper and deeper into her daughter's cunt. Madison was extremely tight, but her body spread and Jennifer moved easily. Soon, Madison felt her mother's balls against her ass, and she knew Jennifer was completely inside of her. Madison had never felt so full, this had never felt so right. There was no anxiety or nerves. Madison knew her mother loved her. All that was left was the pleasure. Madison wrapped her legs around her mother, pulled her in. Jennifer's breasts pressed into Madison's. Their lips came together again, wetly and messily kissing. Jennifer's hips began to rotate, moving her penis inside of Madison gently. Madison and Jennifer looked into one another's eyes as they started to fuck. It was almost like there was no one else in the world.
But, of course, there were two other people in the room. Tessa was still catching her breath as Jennifer pounced on Madison. She watched in shock, but not disbelief, as the mother and daughter began to fuck right there on the living room floor. If her cock had been starting to soften, that stopped now. She knew that what she was looking at was wrong. Incredibly wrong and dirty. But it was also beautiful, loving, and sexy too.
"Oh so lovely," A familiar voice panted. Tessa shook her head and managed to look away from Jennifer and Madison. Tessa saw that Heather was now sitting up on the floor, watching the mother and daughter just a few feet away. Tessa saw that her mother's face was flushed and her pussy was glistening with juices. Tessa could smell her mother's arousal.
Eventually, Heather realized that Tessa was watching her and not the 'show' on the other side of the room. She turned and looked at her daughter. Their eyes met. They were both thinking of the same thing. The example was right there. Even without looking they could hear the wet noises and gentle sighs coming from Madison and Jennifer. They both knew they wanted that too.
Neither spoke. Their eyes just narrowed, and identical dirty smiles appeared on their faces. Tessa dropped to her knees on the floor and walked on them towards Heather. Heather turned on her ass so that she was facing away from Madison and Jennifer, facing her daughter. She spread her legs and her arms wide. Tessa moved quickly and for reasons she couldn't explain, she felt almost like crying. Tessa's arms wrapped around her mother, their breasts pressed together. Heater tumbled backwards, wrapping her arms and legs around Tessa. Heather felt her daughter's hard cock press against her thigh.
"I love you mommy!" Tessa groaned, somehow sounding totally innocent and desperately depraved at the same time.
"I love you too," Heather said. And then their lips met. Heather's mouth opened immediately and Tessa's tongue tumbled inside. Tessa could taste her own sperm on her mother's lips and tongue. She moved her tongue wildly, trying to taste every bit of it. Heather's tongue followed, licking her daughter's face. Soon their lips were sealed, their tongues in the shared space of their mouths, exploring wildly and tasting one another. Their breasts rubbed together and Tessa's cock bounced between her mother's thighs. Tessa was couldn't wait anymore. She needed to be with her mother. She reached her hand between her legs, grabbing the base of her cock. Heather felt Tessa's cock rub against her slit.
"No!" Heather said, suddenly. Tessa froze, terribly frightened that, even with appearances being to the contrary, she had done something her mother didn't want. Heather felt her daughter's body tense and kissed her Tessa gently, to sooth her. "I am not on birth control and that was just in Jennifer's ass. It can't go in mommy's pussy" Heather explained.
"Oh," Tessa said, sounding disappointed. Heather didn't even think, the words came unbidden.
"Tessa, honey, put your cock in mommy's ass. You know how to do it. I trust you, as a woman," Heather explained. Tessa's eyes flashed.
"Really?" she asked. Heather nodded.
"I want you to be my first," Heather said. As she spoke, she reached across the floor and found the lube. She lifted it up and squirted it into her hands. Tessa remained frozen on top of her mother. Tessa felt her mother's hands rub the lube onto her cock thickly. Heather rubbed lube on her own asshole too. It was already wet from Heather's dripping pussy, but she put more on. Heather didn't really know what she was doing, but she figured more was better.
Tessa sensed her mother' uncertainty and she instantly took charge. She remembered things that Jennifer had taught her earlier. She thought through what she was doing. Tessa dropped down and wrapped her arms around underneath of her mother's thighs. Heather let out a little yelp as Tessa rose up. Heather's hips rotated back, her anus pointed up, glistening with lube and pussy juices. Heather her heart pounded as Tessa thrust her hips forward. Tessa's cock slide up between Heather's spread ass cheeks and across Heather's anus. Heather gasped and shuddered.
Tessa kept thrusting, her shaft rubbing against Heather's anus. It felt so lovely that for a moment, Heather didn't realize anything was wrong. Then she recognized that Tessa was huffing the way she did when she was frustrated. Heather looked down at Tessa beautiful penis and realized the problem. Tessa was holding Heather's legs up, she couldn't push her cock down to Heather's anus. Heather jumped at the chance to help her daughter. She snaked her arm through their bodies, her fingers grazing her daughter's penis. It felt incredibly hot and throbbed in Heather's hand Heather pushed it down so that the tip kissed her anus. Heather groaned. Tessa kept thrusting and Heather gasped as the tip pressed hard against her anus.
"Sorry mommy!" Tessa said, seeing her mother wince. Heather shook her head.
"I want this baby. Go slow," Heather said and Tessa nodded.
"Stay relaxed mommy," Tessa instructed, "Sort of...push out while I push in. To like...open up for me." Now Heather nodded, and felt a strange feeling of pride at her daughter's knowledge. Heather kept the tip of Tessa's cock against her anus. Tessa thrust again, slower. Heather listened to her daughter's advice and opened herself. Heather shivered as the tip of Tessa's cock easily entered her. Heather was incredibly tight, Tessa felt the tip of her penis squeezed tightly inside of her mother. But Heather kept guiding and Tessa kept thrusting. The two women looked in one another's eyes as slowly, Tessa's cock disappeared inside of Heather's asshole. Suddenly, their hips locked and they both knew they were fused as one. Their lips met again. Tessa began to rock her hips inside of her mother.
The four women were largely silent now. Madison lay on her back on the floor, her legs spread wide and wrapped around her mother Madison's arms clutched at Jennifer as well. Jennifer lay on top of her daughter, he elbows on either side of Madison's head. Their mouths were together and their hips rocked together gently. Madison could feel her mother's hard penis rocking gently inside of her, Jennifer felt her daughter's body squeezing her, holding her in place.
Heather and Tessa were in a similar position on the opposite side of the room. Heather was on her back, her hips rolled up underneath of her. Heather's legs were wrapped as best she could around Tessa's body. Tessa was hunched over her mother, her arms still wrapped around Heather's thighs. Tessa's cock was was rigid inside of Heather's ass, barely moving inside of her mother's pillowy bowels. But each slight movement rocketed sensation through each of their bodies. Their eyes remained linked, so that they could see the reaction in the other's face.
The room was silent save for quiet, wet noises. But all four women were thinking. Now, in the midst of the greatest taboo, they were all realizing what all of this meant. The ways in which what they'd seen and experienced had changed their relationships. Their entire outlook on life. The way things were could never been again. And maybe that was for the bets. They all realized, in their own way, that this day had exposed a flaw in the way they were thinking about each other. Mothers, daughters, seeing each other in news lights. Realizing that they were missing something vital and necessary in their relationships. But, somehow, this experience, while not solving the problem on its own, opened the door to new answers that hadn't existed before. Soon, the silence was broken, by loving whispers between mothers and daughters.
"Oh god, honey, you feel so good inside," Jennifer cooed at her daughter.
"Thank you mommy," Madison responded, "I love the way your cock fills me up!" the two women groaned in unison, sounding almost exactly alike. Their eyes flickered and they laughed.
"You know," Jennifer said, still rocking her hips, "I wonder sometimes (or, at least right now) if we don't fight so much because we are so much alike." Madison giggled again.
"I was thinking the same thing. So I guess that proves it," Madison said, honestly, "But I guess I am willing to deal with that." Jennifer was a bit surprised.
"You don't mind fighting all the time?" Jennifer asked, and arched her back a little.
"Well, I don't love it," Madison replied, "But it is a price I am willing to pay to be like you, mommy. You're the most amazing person I know." Jennifer sucked in a sharp breath. Felt tears in her eyes. And kept thrusting her cock into her daughter's sweet pussy.
"Sometimes you annoy me," Jennifer said and Madison pouted, "But its because I see you make the same mistakes that I always make. But I am also always so proud of you. Because you are like me, but so much better than me."
"You taught me how to learn from my mistakes. You've taught me so many things. I forget sometimes how much I still need you," Madison said.
"You are my favorite person," Jennifer said, "I am going to miss you so much when you go to school."
"I will go, but I will always come back to you mommy," Madison said, squeezing her legs tightly and feeling her mother sink more deeply inside of her.
"You'd better," Jennifer said, a tear running down her cheek, "I don't know what I'd do without you." And then she leaned in again for another kiss.
"I love you mommy," Madison said.
"I love you too, baby," Jennifer said.
A similar hushed conversation was occurring on the other side of the room. Tessa was rocking her hips slowly, her cock slipping easily in and out of Heather's asshole. Heather was enjoying the sensation, but she was looking intently at her daughter too, "I am so sorry," Heather said. Tessa paused for a moment, her brow furrowing.
"What?" Tessa asked, surprised, "This is like...the best thing I've ever felt!"
"I know! That is why I am so sorry," Heather replied. Tessa gave Heather a blank stare; she didn't understand. Heather sighed, "You are young and beautiful and desirable! You should have been out there dating years ago! You should be doing this with a boy or a girl your age."
"That isn't your fault Mommy," Tessa said, her hips thrusting again, "I didn't want that before."
"I needed to cut the apron strings," Heather responded, "I have been smothering you."
"No!" Tessa said, "I have been needy and childish. I my fault. You should have started dating again. You shouldn't have had to babysit me." The two women were silent for a moment, except for gentle sighs and groans. Then, at the same time, they spoke.
"I am going to give you more space next year" Heather said.
"I will give you more free time from now on," Tessa said at the same moment. Mother and daughter gave the same high pitched laugh. They leaned together as best they could, kissed.
"I will still need you," Tessa said after a moment, "I will just be more reasonable."
"We will always need each other. We just need other things too," Heather said, laughing, "I love you too much."
"I love you too," Tessa responded.
It all happened at the same moment after that. Perhaps Madison started it, she had waited longest. But it didn't feel like anyone had started it or anyone was lagging behind. One moment, they whispering messages of love to one another. But those words seemed to make them all tingle at the same time. Then the room was filled with the sounds of moans and sighs. The sound built, louder and louder. The four women began to move faster. Jennifer and Tessa's cocks throbbed, Heather and Madison's muscles contracted.
And then, for all four women, it felt like a wave crashed through the room at the same moment. It seemed to grow out of the point of contact, where the mother's were fused with their daughters. But it arched between them, Madison and Jennifer could sense Heather and Tessa, and vice versa. And the pleasure came upon them then, each of them feeling it fourfold. Tessa and Jennifer poured hot cum into Heather and Madison's bodies. Heather and Madison shook and contracted around Tessa and Jennifer's cocks. Wet sounds and moans, the smell of sex. It all swirled together and overwhelmed them.
Eventually, the pleasure subsided. The women collapsed onto the floor, all on their backs, looking at the ceiling and panting. They were all supremely relaxed. There were smiles on their faces.
"What do you think Madison, a boring weekend, or should we do it again?" Jennifer asked loudly, enough for everyone to hear.
"Oh I think I can do it again...just not too soon. I need to recover from all this cock...I mean excitement," Madison said and they all laughed.
"My cock is worn out for the month!" Tessa said, looking at her satisfied, flaccid cock. Heather looked over at her daughter and felt a sense of pride at Tessa for being comfortable with her adulthood. Heather slowly sat up, scooted away from Tessa, and sat down on the couch. She looked at her daughter from a short distance, content. Tessa could feel her mother's watchful gaze. But the distance too. They both sighed contentedly.
You know, in all seriousness we should get together again sometime," Heather said, "We always learn something from you guys when we are together." Jennifer looked at Madison, saw her daughter was look at her, smiling. Jennifer scooted closer, took her daughter's hand and squeezed it. Madison leaned closer, put her head on her mother's shouder, savored the closeness for a little while longer.
"Yeah I guess we do," Jennifer said.
The End.
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I am not supposed to be here. That was my thought as I sat down at the chair in my father's room at the "Sunrise Oaks Retirement Facility." It was a small, antiseptic room. It looked more like a hospital room, packed with medical equipment, than the cozy "grandparent's nook" shown in the promotional material. Part of that was probably because there were no personalized touches in my father's room. No photographs or knickknacks. My father had been too far gone for that kind of stuff by the time he moved in here six months earlier. Not that he was much of a decorator before that. Nor had he been much for sentimentality. So I sat in a nondescript brown chair, looking at my father sleeping in his adjustable hospital bed, realizing that I felt absolutely no warmth or familiarity here.
I am not supposed to be here. I thought it again. It was a simple idea, probably something everyone who entered Sunrise Oaks thought at one time or another. But for me, the sense of alienation wasn't just a momentary discomfort. No, I wasn't supposed to be here. And that thought contained multitudes, from the most mundane to the absolutely fundamental.
In the most routine sense, I wasn't supposed to be at Sunrise Oaks because I was scheduled to work today. I was an assistant manager at the Wawa gas station on West Field Avenue. The nice one by the school, not the old by the river bridge. They really didn't like it when I called off on short notice. Or, really, called off at all. If it wasn't for the fact that I told them that father had a bad reaction to some of his meds at the old folks home, I would've gotten in a lot trouble. Instead they just gave me this look like, "Audrey, why are you lying?" even though I wasn't. Sometimes, I thought that people had this unshakable belief that a 29-year-old woman just could not be telling the truth when she said that she had an 84-year-old dad. Unfortunately, I wasn't lying about that either.
And that fact sort of leads to a more central reason that I wasn't supposed to be here: this was supposed to be someone else's job. I am sure that when he thought about this, to the extent he ever thought about it, my father had figured that my mom would be the one to take care of him when he was old. She was his third wife, after all, and they'd gotten married when my mom was 22 and my dad was 48. There was no way he thought she would die first. Hell, my entire life, my dad had been an old man. I just assumed he was going to die first too. And before that, when he was really old, I assumed my mom would take care of him. Two years ago, cancer had disrupted those plans, among other things. She was gone. He was still here, or a little while at least.
Of course, there were other family members who were probably better suited to do this than Audrey, the 29-year-old Wawa assistant manager. My dad had two other families before mine. He had three kids in the first one and a fourth in his second marriage. I think one of his daughters was a lawyer or something. I knew his eldest son was a physical therapists, so you would figure he'd know something about medicine and caring for the elderly. But my father tended to burn bridges when he started a new family. He cheated on his first wife with his second wife and cheated on her with my mom. And he always changed his will to cut everyone out when he started a new family. I barely knew my half-siblings. They hated me and thought I was going to inherit all my dad's money (which, I knew, was basically gone, taking care of my mom and then him the last few years). So, while there were better people who could be here, I was by myself. Even though I wasn't supposed to be.
But really, at the most rudimentary, I wasn't supposed to be here because I just flat out wasn't supposed to be HERE. Like...on Earth. My dad hadn't married a 22-year-old cocktail waitress because he wanted to start a third family. In fact, I could remember when I was a kid, my father had said something to the effect that he had tried to have a family twice and wasn't any good at it. He didn't have any intention of fucking up again. Or so he told his seven-year-old daughter. It was probably the only thing he'd said to me that month.
No, Bill Tilda married Leanne Corker because he wanted the youngest, most well-endowed wife of any of his friends. My mom was fun, she was low maintenance, and she liked the idea of being a kept woman for a guy who owned three car dealerships in two states.
I had been an accident. A "broken condom" as my dad put it to me when I was 12, when my mom went off birth control to take some antibiotics. Now, my mom had always been more than happy to be the trophy wife that my dad had always wanted. I honestly believe that if I had never been born that she would have gone on fishing trips and Vegas jaunts with my dad for the rest of her life, happy. But when she found out that she was pregnant, she was ecstatic. She had wanted a baby, once. She thought it was a dream she'd have to put aside to have the lifestyle she wanted. But then, suddenly, I was there.
The fact that my mom was happy to have me had two major effects on my life, one good and one bad. The good thing was that she was an amazing mother. If she was the only family that I really had, that was more than enough. She had the time afforded by my dad's wealth to focus on me, and she took it. She was the mom who went on all the field trips, who went to all the PTA meetings. She knew all my friends and we talked about everything. She had encouraged me to go to college, she talked me through man troubles, she was my best friend in the world. Two years after losing her...I still didn't understand how my life worked with her gone.
The downside of my mother's love was my father's jealousy. I don't think he ever really accepted the idea that I was an "accident." After he saw how much my mother loved me, I think he always suspected that she'd arranged for the "accident" to happen. And after I was born, my mom was so dedicated...he'd lost his trophy wife to me. She didn't go on fishing trips anymore. She didn't have time for Vegas. She didn't charm his friends. She loved someone else more.
And dad resented that. I mean, he wasn't exactly subtle about it. From the earliest age, I realized that my dad didn't like me. He ignored me most of the time. I wonder, sometimes, if my mom tried to soften him up when I was a baby and he gave her an ultimatum or something: leave me alone about Audrey or I will divorce you. I don't know if that happened, but I know that by the time I can remember, she didn't even bother him to take an interest in me. Never said "hey, Audrey has volleyball on Saturday, you should tag along." My mom led two separate lives, a loving wife and loving mother, and never the two roles met.
I can remember the realization, as a child, that not every family was like mine. Some of my friends, they had fathers who cared about them. Spending the night at someone's house, having their dad grill everyone hamburgers and ask about the movies we'd rented...at first I thought that was weird. Then I realized that I was weird. Or, my family was.
Something about seeing how other people's family worked made me crave my father's attention. At first, I tried to do what all little kids do: show off for him. Hey dad, watch me jump into the pool! Dad, look I can ride my bike with no hands! My mom would feign interest in those stunts, but my dad wouldn't even look up. As I got older, I tried to take interest in things that interested my dad. I learned cards and asked him to play with me. He declined. I asked him to take me fishing. He declined. He was rarely actively mean, he just looked through me. I was an impediment to the happy life he wanted, but one he couldn't get rid of. Just the barest form of toleration. Nothing more, nothing less.
Eventually, I gave up on engaging with my father in the real world. In high school, I remember, I created a sort of character out of my father. My friends commented that they never saw him at my soccer games or anything else. We won the regional title my sophomore year, but my dad never showed up. So, I made up lies about how maniacally devoted my father was. I told them that he was very overprotective of me, my mom wouldn't let him come because he'd get angry if boys were looking at me. I told dates they couldn't walk me inside, because my dad would march them out with a shotgun. The father I created sounded a bit like a monster, but I desperately preferred that overbearing fantasy father to the real one who ignored me. In reality, I told him when I was 16 that I had a date. He told me, "Well, if you get pregnant, you have to marry him," in a way that almost sounded excited by the idea. I that he sort of hoped I would get knocked up and he could kick me out of the house.
I had always tried to explain to my mom that my trouble with men started there. And I'd had a lot of trouble. Almost thirty now, never a real relationship. I let men walk all over me. I did everything I could to please them. The worse they were, the more I tried to please. My mom had posited that it wasn't my distant father, but my lack of self-esteem that did me in. I told her those were two sides of the same coin. I think she had tried so hard to be two parents when I was a kid, that she couldn't stand to think that she had, in some way, failed. That there were things I needed but that he couldn't give. We hadn't really settled that argument by the time she died. I hadn't figured anything new out with her gone.
So yeah, I wasn't supposed to be here. I was supposed to be at work. I was supposed to be deferring to someone else who knew more about what they were doing. I wasn't supposed to exist. But here I was, sitting in my father's room, looking at him in his bed.
In some ways, he didn't even look like the same man. He was still tall, over six feet. He still had a full head of slicked back white hair. He still had those big teeth. But he had once been a powerfully built man with big shoulders, huge hands, and a prodigious gut. Now he was gaunt, his cheeks hollow. His legs looked spindly. He had always been old. But now he looked...near the end. I realized I didn't know what I thought about that. The idea scared me for some reason. Luckily, the door opened and a nurse walked in before I could think too much about it.
"Ms. Tilda?" the nurse asked, she looked harried. Tired.
"Audrey, yes," I said, rising and shaking her hand. The nurse smiled professionally.
"Audrey, I am so sorry for the scare. Your father got some new medication today and his blood pressure dropped..." the nurse then listed a whole series of frankly terrifying things that had happened to my father, "I thought it was best to call you. But the doctor arrived, and he had seen that reaction before. By the time you got here, we'd given him additional medication and stabilized him. Your father is fine now. He is resting on his own, not as a result of drugs. I am sorry for the scare. We have marked his chart so we won't give him that medication again." I nodded along with the explanation, even though I didn't really understand it. I only got one takeaway.
"So you don't actually need me here now?" I asked, sounding more annoyed that I'd meant. Still, I didn't like taking shit for calling off work. And now it seemed that I'd done that for nothing.
"Well, as it turns out, no. Though he might be happy to see you when he wakes up," the nurse said. I snorted.
"Not likely," I said and the nurse shrugged uncomfortably. She probably assumed I was bitter about my father's growing dementia, the fact that he didn't recognize some people anymore. How could she knew that he'd never recognized me?
"Well...we have everything under control. You can feel free to leave...whenever," she said. I looked at my watch. My current "boyfriend" if I could call him that, had only dropped me off 20 minutes ago. He'd throw an absolute fit if I asked him to come back now. He'd been going off somewhere to do "something." Which you usually meant buying a lot of pot and then watching daytime TV. He wouldn't want to be disturbed. I sat back down in the chair, let out a long sigh.
"I will wait and see if he wakes up," I said without enthusiasm. The nurse nodded.
"If you need anything, just go to the front desk and ask Linda. She is fond of your father, she'd do anything for him," The nurse explained. I winced. Linda must've had quite the rack for my father to take any interest in her.
"Thank you," I said, and the nurse slipped back into the room. Then I was alone, again, with my sleeping father. The room was absolutely silent, except for my father's somewhat ragged breathing. A life-long smoker, that wasn't surprising. My mind was blank, no longer even trying to figure out what I should be thinking and feeling. I just saw the hands of a clock moving in my mind. Wondering how long I had to wait for appearances sake. How long I had to wait to avoid getting a dressing down from my casual boyfriend.
My father interrupted this countdown by suddenly waking. He started coughing and then his eyes flashed open. He coughed louder, a thick wet sound. I rose from the chair and moved towards the bed. I bunched up pillows under my father's shaking back, pushing him into a sitting position. The coughing subsided and I dropped back into the chair. I realized my heart was thrumming. I'd been worried about him, whether he deserved that or not.
As I sat, I felt my father's eyes looking at me. Piercing blue. Just like mine. The eyes looked clear, unfogged. Focused. I hadn't seen him look so lucid in a long time. And when he was lucid, he never, ever looked at me. I couldn't remember the last time I'd seen those clear eyes.
"You're here," my father said. He'd said that phrase to me a thousand times in my life. Every other time he had emphasized the first word. YOU'RE here, as though to say, why couldn't someone else be here? But this time, he emphasized the second word, hard. You're HERE. Like he was pleasantly surprised. His eyebrows rose as he said. He actually smiled. It was like...he was happy to see me. I almost shrank away from the attention.
"Yeah," I said, "they said you needed me." I said.
"You had to have someone else to tell you that?" my father said, laughing. It was a full, crackling laugh. A laugh I'd really only ever heard from behind doors and drywall before. Hearing it in person threw me off balance. I didn't know what to think.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Oh come on, I always need you!" My father said. I felt my heart seize. That was, without a doubt, the nicest thing that my father ever said to me. It felt wrong and weird. I couldn't meet his gaze now. Looked down.
"Well that is nice to hear," I said, my cheeks burning. My father shrugged.
"I guess I don't say that enough," he said, stroking his chin as though he was thinking about it, "I guess I just figure you know how important you are to me. I shouldn't have to say it." I couldn't breath now. It was like...it was like my dad had somehow looked into the elaborate fantasies I had imagined when I was a teenager, had read my mind, and then put them directly into action. I had always pretended that this was how my father felt, but I had always known it was bullshit. Hadn't I? But here he was saying it. I didn't even have a gun to his head.
"I never knew..." I said, my voice catching in my throat. My father's eyes softened, his head tilted to the side. He reached one bony hand towards me. I felt his fingers brush against my cheek. His fingers felt weak, the skin paper. But it smelled like him. This was better than my dream.
"Oh don't say that!" My father said, "I am not an easy man to live with. I never pretended to be anything other than an ass. But how could you not know how I felt? Do you need me to say it explicitly? You're the most important person in my life."
I felt the tears now, slipping out of me unbidden. My mind was whirring. This was more than I'd ever expected. I couldn't make any sense of it. My father was telling me how he felt about me. And he wasn't being resentful. He was caressing my cheek, soothing me when I cried. The only thing that I could figure was that my father had had some sort of near-death experience that morning. He had seen his life passing before him, seen me there on the periphery. He sensed the pain that he had put me through. What's more he saw me, the last few years without my mom, struggling to support him. He knew that I was a good daughter. He felt bad about what he'd done to me. He wanted me to know that he always cared for me. That he appreciated it. Here it was: the (near) deathbed confession and repentance that I hadn't ever allowed myself to believe was possible. He wasn't saying "sorry" out loud, but I could tell that that was what he meant.
And it happened so fast...I didn't know how to handle it. This was the absolute last thing I had been expecting when I walked into the room. It was a sort of...storybook ending that I hadn't really thought ever happened. The tears came out faster now, dribbling down my chin. This one little gesture...my father speaking the truth to me...it was enough to forget everything. Everything else. I just wanted to be on good terms with my father now, at the end.
"I love you D...da..." I tried to bumble out but the tears were too intense. My father was rubbing my shoulders, cooing soothingly.
"It's okay," he said, "I love you too Leanne." My stomach lurched. My mind reeled. My mother's name.
"Leanne...?" I asked. At first I told myself that I had heard wrong. He had said something that sounded like 'Leanne.' But what sounds like 'Leanne'? He said it. What did that mean? Had my father just misspoken? My euphoria lurched into a weird confusion. My emotions swirling.
"Sorry, I meant Lea," he said, almost like it was a response to my question, "Is that really what you want to be called? You know I think it is a little strange to pick out your own pet name!" he said.
"Yeah," I said for no reason, my head swimming. I could vaguely remember my father calling my mother 'Lea' on a couple of occasion. Usually, when he spoke to me, he called her 'your mother.' He never had any nicknames or pet names for me. I was about to ask him some questions, to hear him say 'Audrey.' I wasn't sure what I was going to say. But he cut me off before I had a chance.
"Oh, that reminds me," my father said, slapping his forehead, "Rhonda came by earlier when you were out. She had Hank are going to be at the shore next weekend. They want to know if we can walk Rex. I said I wouldn't do it, but you probably would..." And then my father went on to detail a conversation that he had with his former next door neighbor Rhonda Richter (who had died in 2003) and her husband (who died in 1999). I realized that my father wasn't lucid. He thought this was 25 years ago. He thought I was my mother.
I guess that sort of made sense. I mean, beyond the fact that he was senile. Everyone always commented about how much I looked like my late mother at a similar age. My mother was a short woman, around 5'2. She had very long, very dark (almost jet black) hair that was somewhat thin and very straight. Always pulled back in a ponytail. She had glistening eyes and a small, slightly upturned nose. Her cheekbones were high and her cheeks were full, her lips fuller. She had a long throat and narrow shoulders. Her breasts were large for her height, her arms long but thin. Her stomach was flat, waist very narrow. She had wide hips, yoga-tight thighs, and small feet. That description also happened to fit me to a T. I was the same age my mother was when I was born and looked almost just like her. The only difference was my mother's eyes were brown. Mine were my father's piercing blue.
Still, knowing that there were reasons for my father's mistake didn't make the realization any easier. It was crushing. Worse than crushing. I felt like I had been ground up into a fine pulp and then flushed down the toilet. All of those lovely things that he said...they weren't directed at me. My senile father was talking to a ghost. He was thinking about a time before I was born maybe, a time when he didn't resent my mother. It was humiliating. To have all of that relief and gratitude, and realize that it was all...nothing. My 'fantasy' father had existed just long enough to rip open all of the old wounds that I thought had scarred over and then he had disappeared again. And now I was bleeding out in the chair in this shitty retirement home.



My father finished up his anecdote from a quarter-century ago. He was smiling cheerfully and looking at me the way he used to look at my mother. I saw him look around conspiratorially. He leaned towards me, whispered, "I don't see your rugrat around right now. We have a few minutes." Rugrat. He was talking to my mother. YOUR rugrat. Not OUR rugrat. Me.
"Audrey?" I asked.
"Yeah, I don't see her. Come on. We don't know how much time we have," my father said. I didn't even think about what he was saying. I just felt the last little bit of wind go out of my sails. I slouched down in the chair, buried my head in my hands. He hated me. He didn't think of me as his daughter. He was never going to say...those things to me. To mean them about me. My tears still fell, bitter now.
As I cried, I could hear my father shuffling in the bed. Hear him gasping an grunting. Finally, I heard him settle back into his bed. "There we go," she said, "come on." Purely on instinct, I looked up at my father. I made a strange choking, gurgling sound. My eyes bulged in my head.
My father was sitting in the middle of his adjustable bed. Entirely naked. His arms and legs had withered away in his old age. His chest was almost concave. Every inch of his body was covered in craggly, gray-black hair. His pot-belly was gone, saggy skin now in its place. His feet were craggly, the nails long. All of that was repulsive enough. But, what was far worse, was that he wasn't even wearing underwear. My father's...penis was out. And it was hard. I didn't even think he was capable of erections anymore. The shaft was long and thick...longer than I expected. His balls were large and hung down very, very low between his split legs. Old man's balls. I retched. My father didn't seem to notice.
"Come on Lea," my dad said, "just a quickie." He sounded excited. As he spoke his hand reached up and wrapped around his shaft. He stroked it twice. My stomach did flips. I looked around the room, desperately trying to find the 'call' button to get his nurse in. Get him back in his clothes and get me out of here. I was embarrassed and disgusted, to add to all my
"I told you, she isn't around," My father said as I searched desperately, "Come on, sweatheart." My father's final word bore into my brain. Sweatheart. I rubbed my eyes with my fingers, squeezed the bridge of my nose.
"No, I...uh," I said, trying to throw some sanity into this situation.
"Oh don't say no baby. This isn't just for me. You know Daddy always takes care of his good girl, too," My father said. I froze on the chair. Daddy. Good girl. He said that so...playfully. Maybe it was some sort of game that he and my mother played. She was young enough. Hell, I had friends with fewer Daddy issues than me who called their boyfriends "Daddy" in bed.
But to understand the impact my father's words had on me, you have to understand my frame of mind in that exact moment. I was up, down, and sideways in the span of a few moments. I was overflowing with love and forgiveness for my father, only to have it cut out from under me. There was humiliation and anger then. And, hot on its heels, repulsion and fear. Still, having him call himself "Daddy" and referring to me as his "good girl"...Even knowing everything...it felt good. I felt that those positive feelings, those good emotions from earlier in our conversation were still there, somehow. I realized that all of my emotions were backing up on top each other. There wasn't enough time for any one feeling to subside. They were all still there, just cutting across one another, leaving my head swimming and my body trembling.
And with all these contradictory and exceedingly painful emotions swirling in my mind, it drove home a few concrete realizations. It made me think about what my options were here and the consequences of those options. I could call in the nurse, like I planned on. And my father, confused, would be subdued in some way. He would wonder why "Lea" was rebuffing him. He'd be angry and hurt by my late mother. It would be a betrayal. Not of my father, but of the love my mother bore for him (for whatever reasons she bore it). That I simply couldn't do.
I could do everything in my power to convince my father that I was, in fact, who I was. I could tell him that I was Audrey. I could keep explaining it until he either slipped back into incoherence or he believed me. Given the sharpness of his eyes, I think I could have convinced him. That would mean having him realize that I was his hated daughter. My mother's rugrat. It would almost definitely end with him saying something, intentional or not, that cut my guts out and spilled them all over the floor. I was in enough pain, thank you.
Or, what? I could... indulge my father's fantasy about my mother. I could pretend that I was her and just...calm down an old man. Make him happy. I would avoid any unpleasant scene. And maybe, you know, he would say more nice things about it. I would know, I guess, that he didn't really mean it about me. But maybe, for just a few minutes, I would get to feel what it was like to have my father care for me.
My hand rose, trembling, from my side. I looked at my father again. I felt no attraction to him at all. If anything, his appearance was more grotesque every time I looked at him. His eyes were hungry, crazed even. But I knew I wasn't going to turn back now. I needed this at least as much as he did. And besides, I had resolved that I wasn't going to do much. Just the bare minimum to satisfy him. To keep him saying nice things.
I realized that I was too far away. I rose up slightly in my chair, pulled it and shuffled forward. Soon, my knees were pressing against the side of my father's adjustable bed. I sat back down. My father's smell was stronger now, familiar and foreboding. I breathed it in, not sure why. But once again, my hand rose. My father's eyes were on my fingers. I think he was holding his breath.
Afterwards, I liked to tell myself that there was a little part of me, in the back of my mind that resisted. Or, if not resistance, as such, at least protested. That part of me was crying out "no, this is wrong and crazy and bad." But, if I am being honest, I don't remember that voice. I just remember that the thoughts were so thick in my mind that they were just a sort of amorphous buzz. I thought everything and so I thought nothing. I moved on instinct, on the need for my father's love, and nothing else.
I felt my fingers brush my father's cock, just below the tip. I felt the hard, hot shaft press into my palm. My fingers wrapped around it. It felt heavy, thick in my hand. I heard my father groan, and my eyes turned towards the shaft. It looked even bigger with my small hand around it. It seemed to pulse against my fingers. I realized that it was probably one of the larger cocks I'd ever held in my hands. I felt both disgusted and excited by that, more confusion.
"Stroke Daddy's cock," my father's voice grumbled. My scrambled mind convulsed further.
"Yes , Daddy," I said, and I felt a chill run down my spine. I instantly complied. For a moment, I realized that I'd do anything that my father asked, if he asked me lovingly. But I didn't want to think of the implications of that. Instead, I started stroking his cock. My hand squeezed on his shaft, not too tight but enough. I left my hand slide down the smooth, thin skin. I felt my fingers sink into his drooping balls. Then, I moved my hand up again. I felt the hardened muscles rippling against the palm of my hand.
"That's a good girl," my father said, and I felt his hand against the side of my head, stroking my hair. I turned and looked up at my father, saw his eyes, soft, looking at me. I bit my lower lip, and stroked slightly faster. I was pleasing him. I felt good, god help me.
As I stroked, I noticed a slight amount of friction, my skin catching against my father's. I didn't want him to say that I was hurting him. I didn't want him to wince and tell me to stop. I moved my hand away from his shaft, just for a split second, I moved it up towards my lips. I ran my tongue wetly across the expanse of my palm, coating it in my spit. I realized that that palm had just been on my father's dick. I could taste him on it. It tasted like he smelled. I groaned slightly and moved my wet palm back to my father's shaft. I glided over him now, no friction. I stroked for several more seconds, feeling his urethra pulsing against my palm.
"Ugh, so good!" My father groaned and I felt my lips pull back in a smile. "But if you want to lick my dick, cut out the middleman!" He said and snorted a little, a laugh. I kept stroking, but looked at my father's cock. It glistened slightly with my spit, but it was drying again. There would be friction soon. I licked my lips. But I didn't dare move anything, besides my hand, stroking up and down my father's shaft. I squeezed him a little tighter.
"I..." I started, not sure what I was going to say. I was going to refuse, somehow. Just wanted to finish him off with my hand as quick as possible.
"I know, I know. You don't want to do that. You never do," my father said, sighing slightly in his familiar, exasperated voice, "You know, girls these days don't think twice about sucking a dick. If you weren't such a good little girl, I'd trade you in for a younger, bolder model." He laughed his mean-spirited laugh, the one that cut me to the quick. Two thoughts instantly raced through my mind. The first was that my father was growing annoyed with me, and my heart seized. The second was that my mother...refused to perform oral sex on my father. And he was a jerk about it. But I didn't have any hang ups about that generally. I sucked dick, anytime a boyfriend asked. I was fundamentally incapable of refusing. I could do something that would make my Daddy happy, maybe even proud, that even my mother couldn't. He loved her and I would do what she wouldn't. Or couldn't. Once again, there was no choice. My actions were compelled. I could already taste my father's cock on my tongue. What difference did it make?
"Okay Daddy," I said and I rose up out of the chair. My legs felt weak as I rose, I didn't know if I could trust myself. I couldn't just stand next to the bed. I let my father's penis slip out of my palm and moved down towards the bottom of his bed. I felt his eyes following me. He looked like he didn't quite believe I was going to do it. My mother never would, apparently.
I placed my hands on the bed, near the old man's feet and used my arms to hoist myself up. I felt my shins bump against his feet, felt his long toenails scratching at me. I was wobbling, not really sure of myself. But I managed to scramble up into the bed. I straddled my father, putting my knees on either side of his calves and felt my ass sink down onto his shins. Then I began to lean forward.
My eyes flickered up as I began to bend down into my father's lap. I could see my father looking down at me, his eyes excited and his mouth twisted into a rictus grin. "Take your top off. Let Daddy see those big titties while you do it." He croaked. That was my father all over. Getting what he always wanted, and asking for more. I guess that would have been a good time to second guess myself, to think this through. Nothing was ever enough for him anyway. Why shouldn't I stop? But then he said, "You have such a sexy figure. You shouldn't hide it." And the praise eliminated any chance of rational though. After all, he might be thinking of my mother. But he was looking at MY body. He wanted IT.
I sat up sharply again, and quickly slipped my shirt up over my head. I was wearing a comfortable sports bra and I was able to rip it off as well. Soon I was straddling my father, topless, the cool air of his room making my nipples hard. My father's hands rose instantly and before I had even had a chance to think about how bizarre the situation was, I felt his palms pressing against my nipples. His spindly fingers squeezed around me, firm and scratchy. I groaned.
"One good thing about the rugrat," my father said, "Breastfeeding made your tits bigger. And the still sit up nice and firm on your chest." My father squeezed harder, pinching so much that it almost. Of course, there was greater hurt in his words. Another dismissive reference to me. But, at the same time, praise for me. My body, as a woman. Bigger than my mother, even though I'd never had a child. It felt good even though I knew it was...backwards. It seemed that everything just reinforced my confusion. I just ignored the hurt, let it roll passed me. I didn't have the capacity to consider the contradictions. I could only focus on one thing. I chased his approval.
I began leaning forward again, more quickly now. My father's fingers slipped from my breasts. My hand returned to my father's shaft. The base of it I felt my fingers resting on my father's scrotum. His shaft bulged in my hand. But I wast still bending forward. My breasts brushed against my father's thighs and I could feel that he liked it. Good. I looked down at my father's rigid penis, saw the precum dripping down it. It was just a few inches from my lips. My father's scent was heavy. This was just...overwhelming. I hesitated for a moment. And then I felt my father's hand on the back of my head, pushing me gently, but evenly, down.
"Don't stop now," he said. The expectation in his voice...I couldn't let him down. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth. With my hand wrapped around the shaft, I didn't need to see. I positioned the tip of my father's penis against my mouth, felt the bulbous tip touch my lips. My tongue slipped out and grazed the tip.
"That's Daddy's good girl!" My father groaned. I felt my body tremble with excitement. My lips spread farther, and the whole tip of my father's penis slipped into my mouth. My tongue swirled around it, tasted like salt and my father. I could feel his excitement and approval as he cock quivered in my mouth, as he thrust his hips up. Somehow the fact that I was pleasing him made my father's penis taste better. It was irrational, but true.
Once again, I felt the slight pressure of my father's hand the back of my head. Not enough to actually move me, but enough for me to know what he wanted. I didn't need anything more than that. I kept my lips tight around my father's girthy shaft. But I forced my head down. My father's shaft moved across my tongue, which I continued to swirl around his penis. I moved steadily, easily, using all the skill I'd ever learned. In a few moments, I felt my father's penis pressing into the back of my throat, felt tears in my eyes. But I kept pushing down and down. My mouth,my throat...they felt so full. Soon, I moved my hands away as my nose buried in my father's gray, scraggly pubic hair and my chin pressed against his droopy balls. My father' smell was intense. Bad and good in equal measure. But I could feel the tension, the excitement in his body. And I knew that was all good.
My father groaned, his hand squeezing on my head. I smiled around his cock and the shook my head to either side, feeling my father's penis rattle around inside of my throat. I needed to do more. I kept his cock buried in my throat as long as I could, until tears were running down my cheeks and saliva dripped from my chin. Finally, I couldn't take it any longer. I pulled my head back, my father's cock slipping out of my throat, and I gasped for air.
"Jesus, woman! This is your first time?" my father asked. I smiled around the tip of his penis, my eyes turning up to look at me. Lust. I could see that on his gaunt face. And that was good. Good enough, really. But I could see more. I could see...pride. He was impressed by me! It was the purest positive reinforcement I'd ever gotten from my father. I needed more. And could tell that he did too.
I moved with absolute abandon. In one rapid movement, I let my father's cock slip between my lips and then down into my throat. Just like that, I was once again buried in my father's balls and pubes, his old man smell thick on me. The last flabby remnants of his pot belly against my forehead. And I loved it. I can say that now. It felt...amazing. But I didn't linger there. No, I rapidly pulled back, letting my fathers cock slip out of my throat until only the tip remained inside my lips. I swirled my tongue against it, tasting more of his salty flavor. But I waited only long enough to take a breath, and then I was down again. And then again and again and again.
I'd never given a blowjob like this before. I wasn't so much that I was sucking my father's dick, I was fucking it with my throat with complete disregard for myself. Up and down and up and down as fast as I could move. There might have been some pain... I don't know, I ignored it. I choked a few times, but I just let my throat wrap tight around my father's throat. My head just bounced up and down on my father's lap as fast as my neck and hips would move me.
As I let my father face fuck me, I was only vaguely aware of the rest of the world around me. I knew that my breasts were rubbing against my father's thighs, sort of bouncing on them. The sensation as pleasant. I also knew that saliva was dripping down my chin and onto my chest, onto my father. I knew the room was filled with clipped, wet, choking sounds. But I didn't think about that really, either. My eyes were open, looking up a his face, judging his reaction. Did he appreciate that I held nothing back? I wanted to give my father more than he expected. I wanted to know I was better than anyone else at...something.
My relentless effort paid off quickly. Or, maybe it wasn't that quick. Maybe it jus felt quick because I was soaking in my father's approval, which was written on his face. Regardless, after some amount of time, I felt my father's body go rigid. I heard his breath catch in his throat and his hands squeezed on my head. I instantly dropped my head straight down into my father's lap, just in time to feel his low-hanging balls seize against my chin.
"Christ a-mighty!" I heard my father yell. I felt his urethra pulsing against my tongue. And then it was there. Deep in my throat. Hot and slimy. My father's sperm was filling my throat. The same batter that had once made me. One, two, then three hard pulses of liquid. I choked slightly, pulled back and felt more sperm spurting down my throat. And then tip of my father's penis was against my tongue and more and more cum was coating it. Salty, but also like...him. There was no mistaking it. I tasted the complete essence of my father. I finally had his complete attention.
At long last, my father's cock stopped pulsing in my mouth. My cheeks bulged with his cum. I pulled my head back further, and my father's penis slipped wetly from my mouth and slapped against his belly. I kept my lips tight as I sat up. His flavor was thick on me, I felt it fill my nose. My father was looking at me, his eyes roaming my breasts, my face, my cheeks. He looked stunned. I grinned and then tilted my head back slightly. I opened my mouth, showing my father's his pearly spunk on my tongue, between my teeth. I knew men liked this. I knew my father would like this. His eyes pulsed. And then I closed my mouth, swallowed him down. I felt warm all over, like my Daddy's sperm was coating me, head to toe.
For a long while, my father just stared at me, dumbstruck. Then he smile again, shook his head and ran his gnarled fingers through his hair. "First time... I can't believe it." he said. Then he titled his head looked at my eyes, "I am... proud of you." He said. I felt rocked back on my heels. What had he said?
"Daddy?" I asked.
"Yes," he said, "you've never done that before. But you didn't flinch! That shows gumption. You were wonderful! I always say, you need to be a lady on the street to make me proud. And a whore I my bedroom. Well.. You've done it. My little whore. And I am so proud of you." He said, coming off as earnest. Again, the contradictions were overwhelming I could taste my father's cum on my tongue and he'd called me a whore. I know that I was disgusted by myself. Shame was just below the surface. I could sense it there. But, for the first time in my life, he was proud of me. Proud of me for something I'd done. He was confusing me with my mother, yes, but he was praising my actions. And I had taken those actions, me and no one else. A whore with a belly full of cum, but it felt like a badge of pride.



"Thank you Daddy," I said, feeling my cheek redden. He laughed.
"Thank YOU," he said in response, "It was so good, I am still hard. Christ a-mighty, that hasn't happened in twenty years!" I looked down and saw that indeed, my father's cock, glistening with cum and my saliva, was still hard. Still grotesque and shameful. But still beckoning.
"I'm proud of you Daddy," I said, playfully. He laughed again, the now-familiar sound of my father's approval.
"We shouldn't let it go to waste," he said, raising his eyebrows a me. The implication was clear. I'd learned in a very short period of time that my father wasn't subtle in the bedroom. My daddy wanted to fuck me.
I knew that I could back out now if I wanted to. I had...satisfied my father. I hadn't allowed him to believe my mother rejected him. I gave him pleasure. He was...proud of me. I could say I was tired and then leave right then. He would have laughed, make a mocking boast about being more virile than me, and let me go.
But, as that thought hit, I took stock of myself. I knew that when I left the room, the implications of what I had done would hit. And I didn't look forward to that. My swirling emotions kept my shame, just barely, at bay. But that was a distant thought, really. First in my mind was taking stock in my body. And I was surprised by what I found. My heart was fluttering in my chest, a kind of excitement I generally felt before a first kiss. My palms were sweaty. My nipples were aching. And, I could feel a definite slickness between my legs. I was aroused! Straddling my age-ravaged father, his sperm still coating my mouth, I was aroused.
I knew it wasn't physical. Even then, overwhelmed by the moment. My father's appearance, his smell, the bony feel of him. None of that was particularly...enticing. But his praise was still ringing in my ears. It was still rocketing through my body, rattling my brain. My stomach was still warmed by his semen. I realized that, like my father, I wasn't sated. I needed more of that. I need more of his recognition, his attention, his praise. My body ached for it in a way I'd never felt with physical desire. My father still wanted me and so I, naturally, still wanted him.
I didn't respond to my father. Instead I rose up on the mattress. The medical bed was solidly built, heavy. It barely rocked as I stood at full height above my father. He looked up at me, his eyes on my breasts as they bounced. I was wearing a pair of tight gray yoga pants with a pair of boy shorts underneath. I slipped my fingers into both waistbands at the same time, pulling them down at the same time. I toddled a little as I slipped them over my heels, but soon they were on bed. I kicked them off my father's shins and onto the floor. I was naked before my father.
"You shaved your cunt," he said lewdly, but he looked excited, "You said you'd never do that the whole way!" I looked down at my waxed pussy, the pink lips and hard little clit clearly visible with no hair to obscured it. I was glistening wet, even my thighs were slick. I quietly gave thanks that I'd groomed that morning. Once again, was one-upping mom. Making Daddt excited. Earning his attention and his pride.
"Anything for you Daddy. I would do anything for you," I said, realizing that I was telling the truth.
"That's why you are my good little girl," my father responded. I shivered and felt my knees weaken. I fell quickly to my knees. I felt my father's cock brush against my leg as I dropped. It bounced between my legs and then up behind me. I felt the hard tip slip between my ass cheeks and press against my asshole. I groaned, but I didn't hesitate. There was no turning back now. I was desperate for this.
I reached my hand behind my body, felt the tip of my father's cock between my fingers. I guided his shaft out of my ass cheeks, lifted myself up slightly. I gasped as I felt my father's cock slip through my pussy lips, and he was instantly soaked in my juices. I felt him graze my clit and I felt unexpected pleasure rocket through my body. Instinctively, my free hand rose up, grasping at my breast and pinching my nipple. Some small relief from the tension. I breathed out slowly, moved my father's cock back slightly, and the began to lower my hips.
My father's cock pierced me easily. I was so wet and excited...I just sort of opened up for him. I knew he was thick, but he felt thicker now...inside of my pussy. I groaned as he split me open. The bulbous tip passed inside of me. I squeezed my breast tighter.
"Goddamn woman, you haven't been this tight since your kid was born! You doing exercises?" I felt my stomach lurch. Another problem I had created. I felt guilty. But even as the emotion set in, I realized that I had the tools to ameliorate that guilt. I could make up for it.
"You are just so big Daddy!" I said said, again honestly. My father groaned in approval. But I wasn't just trying to flatter him. I gave up any semblance of patience. I knew I was wet. I knew I could take my father's cock. Hell, even if I couldn't take it, I was going to do it. I dropped my hips down and felt my ass sink onto my father's thighs. My father's hard cock cleaved me, I felt my body wrap tightly around him. It was like he was in every inch of me. For the first time in my life, I felt like I possessed him entirely. Now, both hands free, I reached up and grabbed my other breast. My father's hands rose and I felt his bony, scratchy palms on my hips. He rocked my slightly, backwards and forwards. I could feel his cock moving inside of me.
"Oh Daddy!" I groaned. No put on now, the words just came naturally. My father didn't respond, but his eyes closed and I felt his hands squeeze me tighter. I was doing well. But I needed to do more. I leaned forward slightly, let my hands slip from my breasts. My palms came down on my father's now-narrow chest. He felt bony and frail. But real. It was him.
My hips pushed back as I leaned, my father's cock driving deeper and deeper into me. I felt his low-hanging balls against my asshole as I drove deeper. Then, I pressed down on my father' chest with my palms, lifting my ass. I felt my father's cock slip out of me, slowly. Inch by inch, I felt my father's penis pull out of my pussy, lips. His muscles and veins rippled deliciously inside of me. Soon, just the bulbous tip remained inside of me. I felt emptied, barren. I ached for him. I quickly thrust my hips back down, feeling my father once again enter me with full force. His balls slapped hard against my asshole as I dropped. For some reason, that felt lovely.
For a moment, I wanted to just sit and savor the sensation of having my father inside of me. But I looked down and saw that my father's eyes were opened. He was looking at me lasciviously. His hands were rubbing along my hips and my waist, tracing my feminine curves. He was admiring me. I couldn't stop now. I instantly rose my hips again, letting my father's cock slip out of me, then slamming back in. Once again, I moved with total abandon. I rose my hips quickly, I slammed them back down harder. Again and again and again. My father was big, and hard, even if his body was frail. But I was sopping wet. There was no pain, just pleasure. And pride. I arched my back as I rose and fell, felt my father's hands rise and grab my breast. I felt sweat break out on my forehead, I felt my lungs ache for breath. But I didn't slow. I took my father's cock with complete devotion.
And he noticed.
"Christ a-mighty," I heard him groan, "what's got into you? I don't think I can last much longer, but I don't ever want to stop!"
I know now, and I think I knew then, that he was just shooting his mouth off before he came. But at the time, I know what I heard and felt. My father was saying that he wanted to be with me. He didn't want to leave. I'd earned his time and, at least in some way, his respect.
I felt tears in my eyes at that moment. They came unbidden, and my breath hitched in my throat. I slammed my eyes closed. I didn't want him to see. I didn't want him to ask about it. I threw myself forward, putting my arms on either side of my father's shoulders, burying my face in his chest. My breasts squeezed against his stomach. His smell was thick, his chest bony. My hips pressed back as I leaned, driving my father's cock into me deeper. I didn't want to disappoint him, so I rotated my hips even as burrowed into his chest, feeling his cock rock inside of me.
My father's hands rose and I felt one hand snake across my back. The other hand rose to the back of my head. His fingers slipped into my hair. He squeezed into my hair for a second, like he was going to pull it. Then his hand relaxed and his finger ran through my hair. Then he returned his hand, stroking my head gently. I could feel his heart beating as he gently petted me. It was sweet, gentle. It was the only loving caress my father ever shared with me. I couldn't stop the tears now, but I kept grinding my hips.
Unfortunately, my father had been right. He couldn't last much longer. I am not sure how long it was. But it felt like I'd just bent over when I felt my father's hand tighten against the back of my neck, his other arm squeezed around my back. His muscles tensed and he breathed in sharply. I felt his balls seize up against my ass, his urethra swelled.
"Ugh!" He said. And then I could feel it. The warm stickiness of my father's sperm spurting into my tight pussy. Filling me more, coating me in warmth. I shivered around my father's cock, my body trembling with gratitude, excitement.
"Oh god, give me your cum Daddy!" I groaned, hoping he'd never stop. Hoping he'd pump more and more into me forever.
"Ugh..." he groaned again, "Oh I love you...I love you...I love you..." my father whispered into my ear as his orgasm peaked.
My mind went blank. Those three words, over and over again from my father's mouth, each time echoing in my brain a thousand times. The orgasm came for me then. I could feel my muscles tighten, I could feel the screech escape my throat. I sensed my entire body trembling. But, unlike any orgasm I'd ever felt before or since, the sensation was more than just physical, it was all-encompassing. It was like my father's sperm had shot straight into my veins, I could feel him circulating through me. I could feel him touching parts of me that he'd never touched before, touching every part of me. I felt his love, flawed and mistaken though it was, coating each and ever part of me. All my broken places...all my hard edges, I felt were blanketed in warmth, obscured. Unfelt. I soaked in my father's love as it mixed with my orgasm, became part of the orgasm. And, in that moment, I was completely whole.
Slowly, my orgasm began to subside. My mind came back to me. I was still laying with my head on my father's chest, panting at sweating. His hand was still on my neck, his arm across my back. He wasn't moving. I could still feel his heartbeat, the source of his love. But the euphoria remained.
"Oh Daddy, I love you too," I said, sitting up slightly, feeling my father's soft cock slip out of my dripping pussy. I was straddling my father's waist and I looked up at him, desperate to see his satisfaction, to feel his approval again, "Daddy I..." I started and then stopped.
My father's eyes. They were blank, staring through me. His chest rose and fell, but his hands slipped off of me, lifelessly. The moment of lucidity was gone. He felt nothing for me. My father had slipped away again. I sighed deeply. A quiet noise, but it contained all of the emotion that I could muster. A moment of magic had existed. Now it was gone. The warmth drained from me. My broken places, my hard edges were still there as it receded. I felt...weary.
I cleaned my father's sperm off of me and got dressed, my mind blank, my body aching and defeated. I didn't look back as I left the room.
* * * * *
He died three weeks later. I never saw him alive again. Those weeks were a hard time. A very hard time. After I slept off my...experience that day, I was filled with revulsion. Every time I closed my eyes, I could see the bony body. I could smell his scent. Taste his sperm. For a week, I was terrified I was pregnant (despite the fact that I was on the pill), until my period came.
I simply didn't understand what I had done. There had been a moment of crushing weakness and somehow I had...taken advantage of myself. And with just a little bit of reason and clarity, my actions no longer made sense to me. It felt like someone else had been in control of me. I was embarrassed and ashamed of myself, even though no one else knew about it. Or ever would.
But, eventually, that feeling began to fade. I won't say that it went away. I feel it now, especially a I recount it. It just became...familiar and less acute. But as it faded, I was left with something else. An emptiness. At first I just thought that that was a return to the status quo. After all, I'd felt empty my entire life. But while it was a similar feeling...it was also different.
I had always wanted to hear my father say he needed me around. Had wanted him to be proud of me. I had wanted him to love me. To say that. That was the emptiness I had always felt before. But now, through a horrible accident, I'd experienced it. I felt my father's respect, his pride, his love. And yet, here I was, still feeling empty. And, at first, that made me incredibly sad. I figured that I just realized that it wasn't really for me. It was fake. For someone else.
It took months for me to realize that I was wrong. It didn't come all at once. The pieces came together slowly. But, eventually,I understood that when my father was fucking me, he had really felt it. Love. The very real love that my father felt for my mother, he had given it to me. The fact that he was mistaken actually made it more real. I had really gotten to experience what it was like for my father to love me. And yet I was still empty.
But as the distance in time grew and my thoughts placed themselves in greater order...I realized that that emptiness wasn't bad. It didn't hurt like the old emptiness did (though the scars of the old pain were still there). It was a...pleasant emptiness. But I couldn't explain it.
Then, today , it just...suddenly made sense. The last piece of the puzzle slipped into place. I woke up and I immediately called my boyfriend. I didn't even think, I just acted. I called and I told him I didn't want to see him anymore. Wanted nothing to do with him. And when I hung up the phone, I realized what I'd done. And at first, it didn't make sense to me. I'd made no decision, I just dumped him. And for some reason, I was thinking of my father.
Things clicked into place. For my whole life, I'd been desperate to feel what it was like to be loved by my father. To have him want me. I thought... if I had it, then my life would finally work. That that was what I was missing. That I was bad and that was why my father didn't love. And if I had his love, I would be cured. But then I had it. The whole thing, all the love he could muster.
And my enormous father, who'd dominated my life...he suddenly felt small. I felt his love and it...didn't feel like much of anything. It was an exhilarating, disgusting moment. Then it faded. And, for the first time in my life I was able to see my father for what he really was. A little, mean-spirited man whose love didn't really amount to much. Even if I'd had it all along...my life wouldn't be any different. The fact that he didn't care for me...what difference did that make? Why would I want him to love me anyway? It was absurd, and now I understood that. I didn't deserve the treatment my father gave me. I didn't deserve the self-hatred that had pushed me into the arms of terrible men.
I had a big emptiness inside of me. It is still there. But my father can't, and shouldn't fill it. I need a real love. And I deserve it.
The End.
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Chapter 1: The Hayalet Valley
I jerked to the left and then again to the right, hard, my shoulder cracking into the iron bar. The wagon wheel had dropped suddenly into a rut on the road. My shoulder exploded in pain so sharp that it quickly went numb. I bit my lip, refuse to make a sound. It was dark, but a small slash of silvery moonlight weakly illuminated the inside of the wagon. And I could see the Kabile girl, Cilek, in the cage across from mine. I wouldn't give that whore the satisfaction of hearing me cry in pain. I wouldn't even lower myself to rubbing my shoulder. I bit my lip and at stared at Cilek stonily. She stared back and I could sense her hatred.
For the thousandth time in the last month, I cursed my family. And my tribe, the Buz, as well. While I felt nothing at all when I cursed my family, I own that it made me ache to curse the Buz. Because, while I knew that I was Kedi, the daughter of Baba of the clan Sacagi, I always simply thought of myself as Kedi of the Buz tribe. I didn't know how to think of myself in any other terms.
Now, years later, having seen more of the world than any member of Sacagi clan had ever seen before, I know that the Buz are a minor tribe. To be a Buz simply means to be Far Northerner, to sleep in tents, to be a nomad following the herds. It means to live east of the River Dere, north and west of the Giris Sea, and south of the barren lands where the snow never melts. It is to be one of dozens of Far Northern tribes who all live in the same way.
But back then, back when I was trapped in the wagon with that Kabile girl, Cilek, it meant so much more. It meant being the daughter of Buzcu. It meant to sleep under the stars even when the snows fell. It meant that I did not fear the white bears. It meant that I was one with the land that had birthed me. And it meant that that I was among the most feared warriors in the world, the scourge of the Belasi, the destroyer of the Yok, and the nightmare of the Kabus. It meant that even the professional warriors of the Ulus feared us and the legions of Bütün Dünya respected us. But more than anything else, it meant to be the bane of the Kabile.
Since childhood, I had been raised to hate and fear the Kabile, a larger tribe that dwelt on the far side of the River Dere. Our closest neighbors and most implacable enemy. We had been fighting them since long before the oldest living members of the Buz were born. Perhaps going back to the dawn of time. It is said that Buzcu, the founder of my tribe, had killed 500 Kabile warriors in a single day and captured 1,000 of their women. It is said that he sired ten children with each woman, and had that they had become the thousand tribes of the Buz.
I was taught that it was better to die of hunger than to accept the bread of the Kabile. I was taught that I was to fight the Kabile to the death, to tear at them with my hands if my axe was knocked from my hands, to commit suicide rather than become their prisoner.
And even if I hadn't been taught to hate the Kabile, I would have learned the lesson on my own. When I was 18, the Kabile had reversed the normal order of things. Rather than wait for us to cross the River Dere and raid their homesteads, the Kabile crossed in early spring, before the the full thaw. My clan was camped near the shallowest spot in the river. Watering the herds. They attacked us in the early morning before the sun rose. Our warriors were unprepared and outnumbered. But we fought bravely, nonetheless. The Kabile killed my uncle and two of my brothers in battle. They had sacked our baggage, turned loose our herds, and burned my families tent. Only the arrival of another Buz tribe, who had driven off the Kabile, saved my life and the lives of the rest of my clan and family.
I remember little of that day. It happened so quickly... I had been unable to even fight. My mother had pulled me into the trees, hid me. But, I would never forget the next day. As my clan buried our dead on the river banks. I remember looking across the River Dere in the early morning light, and then down at my 15 year old brother, the back of his head gone, his brains frozen. I simmered with hatred.
The Buz have long known the treachery of the Kabile. Kabile do kill Buz when they can. Mostly through stratagem and trickery, because one Buz warrior is the match for fifty Kabile. And we know what to do what such a tragedy occurs. We bury the dead. And we, as warriors, call for vengeance. We invoke the sacred words. That day, on the banks of the River Dere, I looked at my brother and stated those words, "I should kill 500 Kabile warriors to avenge you. But I am not Buzcu. Still, I am Buz. His blood flows in my veins. And I swear to Buzcu that for ever 100 he killed, I shall kill one. I shall kill five of the enemies of my clan. Of my family." Some men heard me and they laughed to hear the warrior's words on my girlish lips. But they knew, as I did, that the pledge being made aloud, bound me forever. I would avenge my family by killing its enemies.
But here I was, riding in a wagon with a Kabile slut. And it wasn't the result of a raid or a lost battle. No...my tribe, my family had placed me here. I, who drank most deeply from the wisdom of Buzcu, I who had said the warriors words above my brother's dashed brains. I had been betrayed by my family and my clan. By my tribe.
One month before I slammed my shoulder into my cage as the wagon jerked to a stop, my tribe had traveled to the trading post at Ticari. Ticari was, and is, a free city and recognized no authority above its own. It had no king or chief. It was run by the merchants who allowed men of all nations to trade there. Ticari was well placed for trade, right on the frontier, between the Kingdom of Ulus and the lands dominated by the Northern Tribes. The Northern tribes could bring their herds, smoked fish, and furs and trade for money, weapons, and luxuries. Being among the farthest north of the Northern tribes, Ticari is far from the Buz land. I had only been to the city once before in my life. We had to pay many tolls and crossed many rivers to reach the trading city.
I had asked, repeatedly, whether it was necessary to trade, whether the time and expense and danger of the journey was worth the trip. My father told me that our clan would be spearheading the new spring campaign against the Kabile. We had finally recovered from the battle that killed my brothers and uncle six years earlier. Ticari was desperate for our goats, for our furs, and for our salt fish. He said that the tribe had decided and that I was not to question it. But I kept asking.
When we arrived at Ticari, I was shocked to find that many other tribes were there to trade as well. Most of the far Northern tribes. Including the Kabile. I spat at them and begged my father, and the other men of my tribe, to attack them. We held a clan meeting and I begged permission to attack our enemies, who were exposed and in the open. My father seemed embarrassed by my statements. The other, so-called warriors told me that we had given our word to Ticari that we would respect their trading rules. I was told, for the first time, that there was a rule that trumped our obligation to kill the Kabile at every opportunity. We were not to attack, we were to meekly trade with the men who would murder us if they could. We were to allow them to buy weapons from the Ticari. I was disgusted, and let my disgust be known.
The next day, my tribe had taken their goods into the city to trade. Walking side by side with the Kabile. The only satisfaction I had was that the Kabile were equally cowardly. They made no attempt to attack us, though we were camped with all our goods on a plain outside of town. And we were outnumbered. I told my father about our dueling cowardice. He was not pleased. He left me outside, to tend to our herds, while he and the rest of my clan entered the gates to negotiate. He said it was because I was skilled with managing the herds. Which was true. But I knew he could sense my all-encompassing anger and was afraid that I would break the truce of the Free City. So I sat in our wagon waiting and occasionally speaking to the goats.
Some hours later, just as I was growing hungry, my father exited the city walls. I saw unfamiliar men walking with him and, at first, I had almost mistaken them for men of Kabile. But as he drew closer, I saw that they were traders. Men of Ticari or some distant land. They were large men, stern wearing strange clothes. I assumed they were going to inspect the goats. My father walked to the wagon, but his eyes did not rise to look at me. He did not speak to me. He stopped beside the mule that drew the wagon on which I sat, took its bridle. He stopped for a moment, breathed deeply, flipped his hand at me and said, "that is the one." And the he walked away. He never looked back.
Before I understood what was happening the men from Ticari were on me. They move swiftly, their arms were powerful. Suddenly there were men grabbing my legs, my arms, and one man even wrapped his arms around my throat. I screamed in terror and tried to writhe out of their grips. But their hands were like vises. They dragged me down off of the wagon. The goats panicked but no one cared. The men of Ticari began to drag me through the streets, back into the walls of the city. I continued to scream and attempted to fight, but the men barely seemed to notice me. They moved with measured ease. They had done this before and knew exactly how to hold me so that I could not escape.
Even as I was screaming, I began to understand what was happening. We had been several years without a substantial campaign. Our herds had grown and, as a result, so had our tribe. But, rather than believing this meant that the Buz were growing strong, my father had worried about what would happen in the event of a tough winter. It was all that he had spoken about of late. Other men in the clan and in the tribe had been saying the same thing. Too many mouths to feed. We were growing soft and fat. We needed to cull the weak. And we needed to raise money for a new campaign, to sharpen our warriors. I had assumed we would thin our herd in battle, let the strongest survive and the weakest die. But weak men know they are weak, and they fear to be culled. My father had come to another solution.
Ticari was a trading city. And we had come to Ticari to sell our most lucrative resource: slaves. I was my father's eldest daughter. I was known to be beautiful, but unbreakable. I would marry soon and he would have to pay a substantial dowry. Shrewdly, like a Ticari trader (and not like a Buz warrior) he had solved this dilemma. He had lost a mouth to feed without the necessary of paying a dowry. He had gained the money needed to outfit my brothers in Ticari armor. I had heard that the Buz had done such things in years past...I had never believed it actually happened. And I certainly never suspected it would happen to me.
Even before they brought me in through the city gates, I knew that I was a slave. And that my father had done it. And my tribe must have sanctioned it. I stopped fighting. At first, it was simply despair. I had never heard of a single person who had been taken into slavery who had ever returned home. They would take me far from here, so that I would not even be tempted to run. I would never see the River Dene again. I would never kiss my mother's cheek again. I would never sleep beneath the spruce trees in summer and feel the wind of the Gods' against my face. I was lost.
But I did not allow myself to despair long. I regained my feet, and mustered my dignity. My slavers released me as they sensed my calm. I was slave, but I was still a member of the Buz. My father and his men might have forgotten who they were and what that meant. But I did not. I had to comport myself with strength and dignity. Even a moment of weakness was punished by the Gods and I had already allowed myself too much. I would not allow those who had sold me to have the satisfaction of believing that I was broken. I walked to my through the streets, my head held high. I did not look at the members of my tribe. I could feel my father looking at me. And my brothers. I could feel their shame and was sustained by it.
I promised myself that I would do what no one had ever done before; I would return to the North. I would see my father pay for his betrayal. I would shame my brothers and my tribe. And I would kill five Kabile in the bargain. I would be Buz even if my family was not. I would fulfill my oath and teach them all how to follow Buzcu, and never let them forget the lesson.
These thoughts warmed me and stiffened my back as I strode through Ticari. I walked to the stall where the slavers kept their shop. I could sense the slavers' confusion as I walked. They gawked at me, let their hands drop from me. They needed no force, and did not understand it. Perhaps they'd never captured a true Buz before. I walked into my cage. And then we had headed south. Away from the Buz. Away from the Kabile and the oath I had made.
But maybe not as far as it seemed.
"I will kill five of my tribe's enemies. And I will start with you," I said now, in the darkness of my cage. It was little more than an angry hiss as the wagon shuddered to stop. The words soothed my aching shoulder, just as they had soothed me every day the last month. The girl, Cilek, I knew she heard me say it. But she didn't react. She never reacted to me. But she reeked of fear.
Cilek, I had learned her name when her own father had sold her to the Ticari slavers. He had dropped her off the night my father sold me, just a few hours later. She cried and writhed as the slavers grabbed her and threw her into the cage next to mine. Her father pleaded with her, by name, to do her duty. She cursed him, spat at him, renounced her family and her tribe.
"I am no longer Kabile," Cilek had moaned at her father. And even in my own despair and discomfort, I smirked. I would expect nothing less from her soft people. As she had been locked into her cell next to mine, I said "I will kill five of my tribe's enemies. And I will start with you." I had not thought to say them, the words came unbidden. She had glared at me, hearing my Buz accent. But I could sense her fear. And, sensing that fear, I felt truly calm for the first time since I'd been sold.
And so, from that day forward, I had reminded Cilek of my hatred at every opportunity. It had, of course, put some steel in her spine to know that I was her enemy. She did not dare cry around me. But I could sense the falseness of her courage. And so I thought of my brother and continued to torment Cilek.
As the slavers collected more and more slaves in Ticari, I continuously reminded Cilek of my oath. I repeated my oath as we left Ticari for the port of Geçi-ci, walking the long miles with harnesses around our throats and whips cracking across our backs. I repeated it again as the Ticari sold most of the slaves at the port. The prettier girls sold to the brothels, the uglier ones placed on boats for distant lands. I repeated it as Cilek and I were placed together into a wagon and led away from Geçi-ci. More slaves were sold to brothels and trading posts on the road until only Cilek and I remained. As though the Gods kept us together so that I could exact my revenge. And I repeated it now, inside the wagon, two weeks on the road and heading toward a destination I did not yet know.
"Fuck it," a loud voice from outside the wagon boomed. I recognized the voice as that of Köle, the man who drove the wagon, "The wheel has cracked and I will not be able to fix it in the low light. We must camp here." I heard groans from the other slavers...
"Shit," Topu's voice said, close. He was, it appeared to me, the one in charge of the operation. He had paid my father. He sold the slaves and the other goods. "How much farther until we are out of the valley?" he asked.
"Twelve miles," another voice called out.
"Shit," Topu repeated. He sounded anguished, which was strange. He had never before shown any concern about speed. "Get the slaves out," he said, almost dejected, "it will be cold tonight. They will freeze in there." I tensed. I did not like leaving my cage. I did not trust the slavers. Nonetheless, the wagon door was thrown open a few moments later and I was blinded by moonlight. Cilek was freed first, a chain was attached to her ankle. I was freed next and attached to the same chain. We were both then attached to the wagon itself. We could not move more than three feet away from one another and no more than ten feet from the wagon.
My eyes rapidly adjusted to the moonlight. I looked around and saw that we had stopped in the center of a narrow valley. To the south, just a few yards from where the wagon rested was a thin, slow-moving river. It wound to the west, as far as I could see in the gathering darkness. I knew now that the valley ended 12 miles forward in that direction. Across the river to the south I could see fertile grasslands stretching off into the distance. I could not tell how wide the valley was, but I could see mountains rising in the distance. To the north, the there was a few hundred yards of lush grasslands as well. But in that direction, I could see heavily wooded foothills rising up towards other mountains. Behind me, to the east, was more of the same: grasslands (wider to the south than the north) and mountains growing up on either side.
"Twelve fucking miles," Topu repeated. I could see him now. He was starting a fire at clear spot a few feet from the wagon. It was already cold and I moved towards the site where the fire would be. There was a log nearby, I yanked Cilek towards me and we sat down. Soon the fire was blazing and I was warmed. Topu and Köle prepared the camp site as we sat. The other slavers and traders secured their horses and their wagons as well. Seven men, in all. Soon, they were bringing wood to the fire, making it larger. One man began to and others assembled tents.
Once the camp was set up, the men began to crowd around the fire. Clouds had moved across the moon and I felt colder. Soon the meal was finished, some sort of grilled meat. Cilek and I were fed first. The slavers and traders ignored me and Cilek. I found this all strange. They didn't make us work. They fed us well. What sort of slaves were we to be? I thought it over as I ate, but I didn't know that I wanted the answer.
The entire meal, Topu seemed distracted. While the other men talked, joked, and fought, he sat in total silence. He bit his lower lip and swiveled his head around constantly. Every little noise seemed to make him jump. I watched him uneasily. Topu was a large, brusque man. I had never seen him even slightly ill at ease. He was commanding, brash, confident. He was every bit a leader. I found his behavior off-putting. I was not the only one who noticed.
"I never figured you for a superstitious one," Köle barked in a harsh laugh. He said it loudly, over the din of the crowd. It was clear that he wanted everyone in the circle to hear. Topu raised his head and looked at the other man. I had perceived tension between the two men before. I had been trying to think of a way to use that tension in order to escape. The longer they took me along this road, the further I got from Buz. My ears pricked up at the first signs of conflict. I kept my eyes flat, my body limp, and my attention razor sharp.



"I am not superstitious," he said simply, and then went back to biting his lip. Köle laughed again.
"You are afraid of the Hayalet Valley. You do not hide it well," the wagoner said. All other conversation around the ceased. Eyes turned towards Topu. He looked around and shrugged.
"I am," he said simply, "But that is no superstition. My brother was killed in this valley. Hundreds of brothers and sons have been killed in this valley, maybe thousands." A chill ran down my spine as Topu spoke. He expressed no shame. His fear was, to him at least, justified. I looked out into the shadows around the fire and then quickly looked back to the flames. Fear is contagious, I did not want to catch it. Other men in the circle had apparently already contracted it. They leaned in towards the flames, looking at Topu with alarm.
"What are you talking about?" One trader stated uneasily. Köle laughed again.
"Women, all of you," he said, taking a bite of meat.
"What is this about?" another man asked and Köle laughed louder still. Topu didn't laugh. He barely reacted to Köle's provocation. For a long time Topu sat in silence. His eyes continued to dart off into the darkness, but then he would return to the men around. It was if he was deciding whether to spread the news with the other men, but was too tense to spend all his effort considering the point. Finally, he let out a low sigh.
"This is the Valley of Hayalet," he started. I and the men around me leaned forward, except for Köle, who crossed his arms in front of his chest and smiled smugly.
"I will not pretend to know the full story," Topu said, "for my people are from far away and what I relate happened many years ago. Hundreds maybe. But as I heard it, these lands, this valley was once inhabited by two tribes. The Ulus lived on this narrow side of the river and they raised sheep in the mountains behind us. They had a small city at the eastern edge of the valley, where the river first becomes navigable. The Hayalet, they lived on the broad side of the valley, and had farms and cattle in the plains. They also had a small city, at a narrow part of the river near the western edge of the valley. From there, they could control trade as it left the valley.
"For centuries, the Ulus and the Hayalet were enemies. Raids and thefts were common, though deaths were rare. When the legions came, they allied together to resist Bütün Dünya. But, of course, they could not. They fell together and this valley, the Hayalet Valley and the mountains around it, became a province of the Empire. And for hundreds of years this valley prospered as the former enemies became friends. They grew so rich that the tribute owed to the Empire was hardly even an inconvenience. This was, and is, a fertile valley.
"But then the legions began to recede. And the provincial governors in the lands around this valley began to declare themselves kings. Here, in the valley, the Hayalet remembered their past. They remembered when their city was made of mud huts and their children could not read. And they thanked the Empire for raising them up and the vowed to remain loyal. And the Ulus...they said the same things. But they spoke with forked tongues.
"One night, the night of a harvest festival in the city of Hayalet, the Ulus chief and his retainers arrived in town to join in the celebration. They drank and danced and sang with the Hayalet. And, in the night, when all were drunk and happy, the Ulus chief opened the gates to the city. And Ulus' soldiers poured into the sleeping city. And massacred the men and boys of Hayalet. And the Chief of the Ulus declared himself King. And he marched out into the valley and he killed everyone he could find, to take complete control of the Hayalet Valley. And he wiped the Hayalet off the face of the Earth."
Topu stopped for a moment, he looked out into the darkness around them. He looked back at the men, "But, as you can see, this Valley, while fertile, is empty. The city of Hayalet is ruins at the far end of the valley. You remember, no doubt, that at the mouth of the valley there was no city. The city of Ulus is not even ruined. It has been razed from the Earth. Not a block remains.
"When the Hayalet were killed, down to the last infant son, the Topu believed they would control this province as a Kingdom. But, something began to happen. Isolated farmsteads were burned to the ground. The inhabitants burned alive within. Traders would enter the Valley and never return. Men who walked in the city of Ulus after dark would be found in the morning without their heads. The heads themselves were never found. The entire Kingdom, as it was, was gripped by fear.
"For ten years, the King attempted to learn who was killing his people. Who was destroying the wealth and power of his Valley. Until one morning, he awoke to find that his head was no longer on his shoulders. In his castle. In his bedroom. Next to his still-living, and oblivious, wife. His head was found, on the city's gate, impaled on a Hayalet blade. And the letter "H" was carved into his forehead. And then the people knew. It confirmed what they had whispered to each other but never dared to speak aloud. The ghosts of the Halayet would not let them live in peace in the valley that they had stolen from their erstwhile allies.
"The king's son, and heir, had seen enough. He roused his people on a march. He left this valley, picked it clean of everything of value, and he marched into the neighboring countries. And, propelled by fear, they conquered all before them. For they knew that if they went back, they would die. When they returned to this valley following the conquests, they found their capital had ceased to exist. They gave it up for lost.
"The Ulus forced all the lands around this valley into submission, and made the Kingdom that exists today. And they sealed off this valley. And hardly ever enter it. They always come in force and they never stay at night. For the ghosts still inhabit this valley. Men who enter this valley...they don't always make it back out again. It is not restricted to the Ulus. Travelers, workers...traders...they have all been known to...disappear without a trace. My brother..." Topu began, his eyes glazing as he looked out into the distance and shook his head. He did not finish his thought.
"I wanted to get through the Hayalet Valley tonight. I have slept in this valley before. Twice. But I have never slept well. I prefer to get past the ruins of the old city of Hayalet. To safety. But we did not make good time today. So we sleep here. And I am worried, though no superstitious. Ask an Ulus about this valley. They know that this...is real."
For a long moment, the men sat in total silence. They looked at each other sheepishly, as though they were wondering whether Topu was attempting to fool them. I was thinking the same thing. But then, I believe, they realized the same thing that I did. Topu was not a fearful man, that was true. But he was not a mirthful man. He did not pull pranks. He did not tell jokes. His countenance was hard as iron. At the very least, he believed what he said.
"A superstitious fool," Köle laughed again. But his laughter landed empty among the men, who clearly believed what they heard. Now they bit their lips and gazed off into the darkness as Topu once had. I believe that I did as well. But, after a few moments, I felt something. That familiar feeling of eyes on my body. I looked out into the darkness, half expecting a ghost to be looking back at me. But I could only see a few inches out into the darkness around the fire. While I felt a chill, I could see no ghost. I swiveled my head back towards the fire, and found the eyes upon me. One of the traders. A man I recognized but couldn't name. His eyes bore into me with hate so pure I nearly fell backwards off my log. My eyes cast down.
"That slave wagon, with its heavy metal bars, goes at a snails pace compared to my wagon," I heard the man's gruff voice say, "And its wheel is busted. We are stuck here because of the slave wagon." The man said, his voice rising as he spoke in anger. I heard murmurs of agreement.
"We sold all the other slaves already. Why are we dragging these two halfway across the world?" Another man said, clearly understanding the meaning of the first. All eyes were on me now. The wave of hatred flowing over me. Cilek and I, we were the reason we were stuck in this valley. Without us, the men would be on the far side. Safe.
"These whores are worth their weight in gold three times over in Sehir," Topu said, his voice calm. As he spoke, he rose carefully from his spot around the fire, walking casually until he was standing in front of me and Cilek. He put his hand on his blade. My breath caught in my throat. I had just learned what I had long feared, that I was a whore. And an expensive one too.
"They are both sweet little pieces of Northern ass. I like a girl with blue eyes and straw-colored hair. They look like sisters," another man said, "But there were other whores as pretty as them we left in Geçi-ci. Why on earth would the Empire pay a premium for these ones?"
"They are valuable," Topu said, as though he hoped that would settle the matter. But a general rumble arose from the men, Köle loudest among them. He stoked the fires of their discontent.
"They have slowed us the entire time, my salt pork will go bad before we reach the imperial borders," one man said angrily, "And we are waiting because you have some fantasy about your cute little whores being worth the cost of a princess?" The other men murmured in agreement.
I felt my muscles tense now. I was uncertain what was to come from this sudden burst of anger. I turned to the side and looked at Cilek. She sensed the danger as well, she wasn't as dumb as she seemed, I suppose. Her teeth were chattering and her eyes were wide. I pulled my limbs in close, trying to look small, innocent. I would attack if attacked, but I knew that without a weapon, I stood little chance against these angry men.
"Stand up," Topu said and his voice sounded louder. My head raised slightly and I saw he was looking at me. He was addressing me. His eyes hard, annoyed and scared at the same time.
"What?" I asked meekly. Topu's hand flashed and I felt the back of his hand hard against my cheek. My head swam and I nearly fell from my log.
"You are a slave, Buz girl. I do not need to explain my orders to you. I said stand so stand," he said. No one had ever hit me like that before and I felt rage rising in the back of my throat. But I was also dazed. I complied. Standing slowly and wobblingly. I saw Topu's hand, still on his blade, and realized that the danger meant he would hurt me if he had to. I kept standing, silently. Cilek stood as well.
"I will show you why these whores are valuable," Topu said to the men. Then he turned to me, "Disrobe." I felt terror deeper than anything I'd felt before. In many ways, this request, a simple request for a whore I was sure, was worse than being taken prisoner in the first place. For half a second, I hesitated. I saw Topu's hand raise slightly. I knew he was going to hit me again. There was no point in resisting. The men were going to see me naked.
I bent over slightly and grabbed the bottom hem of my shift. I pulled it up quickly, felt the cool air against my thighs. I closed my eyes and in one quick motion, I pulled the dress up over my head and let it drop onto the ground. As a slave, I had not been permitted to wear anything but my dress. I now stood naked in the cold air. But, despite my Buz blood, I was too frightened, I admit, to even shiver. I knew what the men saw.
I was a blonde girl with long, straight hair that was the same color as clean summer straw. I had the large, round blue eyes of a Northerner, a small upturned nose, and a large mouth. My lips were full and pouty-pink, my teeth white. I was short, even for a Northern girl, and had what might be called a delicate build if it weren't for the tightly knotted (though not bulging) muscles beneath my skin. My skin itself was pale, and freckled. I had small, firm breasts that sad high on my chest and were topped with long, pink nipples. My arms were thin, my legs were slim but powerful. I had a narrow waist with wide hips. A pretty girl.
But I could feel the eyes of the men were elsewhere. Between my legs. Unlike most pretty girls, I did not have a soft, pink cunny easily visible when naked. Instead, growing out the front of me, was a cock. A small cock, to be sure. Now, shriveled in the cold, it was just a few inches long, with a pink tip. The shaft was the same freckled pale color as the rest of my skin, no veins were visible. No hair either, I never grew it there. My balls were large, larger than the men in my tribes. It was not overly masculine, but it was a cock. And it shielded my pink cunny from view.
My parents, of course, had known of my condition. I had been born with it, after all. They had forbid me from mentioning it to anyone in my tribe. They didn't even tell my brothers, they always cleaned me in private. I was not allowed to swim in the summer or to disrobe in front of anyone. I always went deep into the woods when I had to relieve myself. My father had been afraid that knowledge of my cock would impact the price of my dowry. He would pawn off his pretty daughter, and the buyer beware. In the end, he found a better way to unload me.
Nervous from the confused eyes staring at me, I dropped my head. I could see Cilek's clothes, crumpled on the ground next to me, and I turned for a moment and looked at her. I suppose that I understood why the one man had referred to us as twins. We were blonde with blue eyes. We had small builds. We had pale skin and freckles. Though, there were some differences. Cilek's breasts were heavier than mine, her hips narrower. Her nose was slightly larger, her mouth smaller. Still we looked like twins. Right down to the cocks between our legs. Cilek's cock was also shriveled in the cold, but it looked remarkably similar to mine, perhaps a little longer. She also had no hair between her legs. The tip was a darker red color, her balls smaller.
Even with the cold and the fear, I was shocked by Cilek's cock. I mean, I knew that Topu was aware of my...condition. I assumed that my father told him. He always made sure I had plenty of privacy when I relieved myself. But I had never suspected that Cilek had been kept with me because she too had a cock. I didn't know why she and I were the only remaining slaves, hadn't bothered to think about it. Now it made sense. That which I was most ashamed of, perversely, made me valuable to these slavers. My cheeks grew redder.
"Christ, they've got tits and cocks!" one made said loudly, breaking the silence. My eyes shifted forward again. I covered my breasts as best I could with my hands, knowing it kept my cock exposed. The other men murmured loudly among themselves.
"They've cunnies too," Topu said and he reached back to Cilek, grabbed he cock and lifted it up. I didn't know if the men could see her cunny, but if she was like me, it was directly behind her balls. The men murmured loudly.
"Christ, we are going to die for some circus freaks?" Köle said angrily, but then he laughed a little. Topu gave him a cold stare. For a moment, my guts dropped into my knees. I felt all of these eyes on me now, ogling me in disgust and excitement. I had never questioned my parents decision to keep my cock a secret. And now I could see the wisdom in their policy. I was an object for ridicule. And, apparently, I was being taken to be displayed for others. To have thousands of eyes just like these probe my body every day.
"No you idiot," Topu said, "I told you, they are whores. For the Sultanah's harem. She pays a premium for girls like this. More than enough to justify our trip to the Empire." A slight relief was rapidly overcome by dread. I was relived that Köle was wrong, I was not to be a circus freak. But then I learned that I was to be some sort of imperial whore. To be taken thousands of miles to be chained and then perfumed. A lifetime away from the North. Of giving my body to some wealth woman.
"The Sultanah is going to wet her prick inside these whores?" One man asked, leaning forward. Topu smiled and nodded. I had heard of the Sultanah, the imperial leader with a cock like me. I was to be her toy,
"After she pays us," Topu said.
"I've always wanted to fuck a princess," one man said, "If she has a cunny under that cock, I'll fuck her," the man said and the other men howled. The men had passed the last of our other whores several days earlier. They were scared, alone, and they had been feasting on the sight of two naked women. I was not surprised by this response. But I feared it. Topu stopped them.
"These whores are prime young specimen. Unmarried virgins. You will not fuck a baby into their cunnies and ruin our investment," he said finally. But the men continued to stare at us. Finally Köle spoke.
"What does the Sultanah want with these little virgins anyway?" he asked, "Their shriveled little cocks, can they even fuck?"
"I have been told that their cocks work," Topu said uneasily.
"But you don't know," Köle said and, after a moment of hesitation, Topu nodded, "We could arrive in Sehir and be told that they are worthless."
"You don't even know if the Sultanah cares if her concubines have working cocks," Topu said.
"What would she want with concubines who have cocks if she doesn't care if they work?" Köle said, reasonably. Topu sighed.
"What difference does this make?" he asked. Köle grunted and grabbed his cock through his pants.
"If these whores don't have working cocks, then it doesn't matter if we fuck babies into them. We can fuck them, kill them, and get out of this valley tonight," Köle said. I felt my blood run cold, but the men seemed to murmur in agreement.
"You aren't killing or fucking my fucking investment," Topu said, moving in front of us once again. He looked over his shoulder. "Show them your cock works," he said to Cilek. Cilek's was shaking all over and her eyes grew wide. She shrugged her shoulders.
"How?" she asked. And it was a good question. I was summoning my Buz blood, standing firm, and looking out over the men. But my nudity stole much of my pride, and most of my courage. My cock worked. I knew that. I often awoke to find it engorged. But I could hardly will it to action now, cold and frightened. But Topu's eyes turned towards me.
"You, suck her cock. Get it hard," he said to me. My eyes flickered between Topu and Cilek. For a moment, the slaver's words refused to register in my mind.
"What?" I asked, know that I was not supposed to ask questions. Topu sighed and placed his hand on my shoulder. He shoved my down onto the ground, onto my knees. I was weak with fear and I crumpled easily. Topu towered over me. I glanced around at the men sitting at the fire. They were leaning forward, watching me.
"We are men, we do not suck cock, you must do it" Topu said.
"I am Buz. She should suck my cock!" I said, my voice sounding firmer as I asserted my blood. The men around the fire laughed at my anger. I was used to that reaction.
"I don't give a shit what you are. You're already on her knees," he said and her reached over and grabbed Cilek and pulled her towards me, "Suck her cock or I will let these men slit your throat." Topu said these words flatly and I could feel that they were true. He knew that he was outnumbered. If I refused to act, the other men around the fire they would kill me. They would believe that I was not valuable and they'd be happy to save their skins. Topu would not risk his own life, no matter the money, to save me.
I looked away from Topu and turned my head to face forward. Cilek was standing there now, Topu had finally positioned her just a few inches in front of me. So close I could smell her skin and feel the heat of her body. She was shivering still, her hands over her breasts. She was looking down at me wide eyed.



The men were silent now, watching me. I could sense their mirth, they though that this was funny. My cheeks burned redder, with anger now. I had been avoiding looking directly at it, but as my anger bloomed, I saw that I was eye-level with Cilek's soft cock. It was small from fear and from cold, but the red tip was just inches from my nose.
I had never sucked a cock before. A Buz woman was required to do whatever her husband desired in their private chambers. I was prepared for that. But only for a husband. My family's, and my clan's, honor depended on my chastity upon marriage. While some girls ignored this requirement, I kept all of my tribe's traditions. But here it seemed I had no choice. I felt the anger flaring in me as I realized that I had allowed myself to fall into a situation in which I truly had no freedom. Where I was truly a slave, and no longer a Buz. I had to choose between my honor and my life. I knew was that I was required to put Cilek's cock into my mouth. I was being forced to break my chastity. And if that was not bad enough it was with a Kabile girl. I would rather fuck one of the horses.
"Suck it you stupid bitch," Topu said, and I felt his foot against my back, shoving me forward. The rage built in me higher than before. I cast my mind around, trying desperately the think of a way to avoid this situation. I wanted to run, but I was still chained. I wanted to attack, but I had no weapon and I was outnumbered. My mind whirled, but nothing came to me. My rage and my fear mixed together. I could sense the time running out. At some point, their patience would be at an end. They would not wait, but instead would attack. And my chastity would be taken anyway. And my life.
"I must do what I must to survive. I cannot avenge my brother, or myself if I am dead," I whispered to myself and I felt control return to me. The anger was there, but it was harnessed now. The panic was gone. Shame was there, but I could not afford to indulge in it. I knew that there was no escape. I resigned myself to what I had to do. Just as when I was taken prisoner, I would not let the men, or Cilek, see my weakness.
I dropped my head to the side, slightly and moved it forward. I kept my eyes open so that I could see what I was doing. I felt the tip of Cilek's cock press against my lip. It felt very warm and soft. Cilek sucked in breath sharply, and I felt her cock slip against my cheek. I felt my face flush red with embarrassment. I tilted my neck to the side slightly and Cilek's sock cock kissed my lips. I split them open and the tip of Cilek's cock popped between them.
My eyes were still opened and they flicked up. I could see Cilek's body stretching up before me, her flat stomach and the soft under-curve of her breasts. She was leaning forward to look at me, her long, loose hair hanging down over her breasts. Her eyes were wide with surprise, her lips parted slightly. I suppose I knew that she was scared and surprised. But, still, he was my enemy and she had me in a position of complete submission. It seemed to me that she was gloating over me. I knew that I would not be able to control my rage if I looked at her for a moment longer. I closed my eyes.
And then I returned to the task at hand. There was no choice. It was suck cock or die. Therefore, I did the only thing that I could do. I began to slurp Cilek's cock into my mouth, feeling it stretch out from her body. I felt the tip press against my tongue and then over it. I could taste Cilek's skin, salty and clean. It didn't taste objectionable. I tried not to dwell on the fact that it taste good. And felt pleasant against my tongue. I kept my eyes closed, my mind focused.
I felt Cilek take a sort of half step towards me and I could hear her gasp. Her cock pulled deeper and deeper into my mouth. It felt dense and warm as it worked into the back of my throat. Then I slowly began to pull my head backwards, letting Cilek's cock pulled back across my tongue. I kept sucking as I did so, keeping her soft cock taut in my mouth. Soon, just the red tip remained between my lips. Then, I began to pull Cilek's cock back into my mouth, letting it slip across my tongue, yet again. I kept this motion for some time, letting Cilek's soft cock slip in and out of my mouth.
I really had no idea of what I was doing. Not only had I never sucked a cock before, I'd never even seen it done. I always looked away when I saw members of my tribe making love. I knew about sucking cock only from what I had heard the men in my tribe say when they were in their cups. I simply did what I believed would feel good if someone sucked my cock.
As I judged from Cilek's response to my actions, I had guessed wisely. Every breath that Cilek took, broke from her lips in a ragged gasp. Every few seconds, a low whine broke from her throat. I felt her hands land on the top of my head, her delicate fingers slipping into my hair. She balanced against me and I could feel her body trembling as I sucked her cock. But I truly knew that I was doing the right thing, because I could feel Cilek's cock. With each pass of my lips, I could feel her cock pressing more firmly against my lips, pushing more deeply into my throat. I could feel the dense flesh of Cilek's cock growing harder and harder in my mouth.
After just a few minutes, she was entirely hard inside of my mouth. Despite her fear and her hatred for me, she was powerless against my touch. Before I had the opportunity to think about it, I felt some pride in that. Anything I did, I wanted to be the best, whether it was fishing or fighting with the boys or sucking cock.
I kept sucking, moving my head back and forth faster and harder. Cilek's cock felt like a piece of warm, downy steel in my mouth and it was soon dripping wet with saliva. It moved easily in and out of me. A new flavor entered my mouth, saltier and slicker. I pushed farther, feeling Cilek's cock press hard against the back of my throat, that salty flavor was more intense. I felt Cilek's small balls press into my chin, my nose bounced against her flat stomach. Cilek's smell was thick in my nose now, lovely. I shook my had side to side, letting my tongue rub against the now throbbing vein on the bottom of Cilek's cock. Cilek gasped loudly, her fingers sank into my scalp.
"Her cock is hard," I heard Topu say. I kept my eyes closed. He hadn't told me to stop, so I kept sucking the Kabile girl's cock.
"That Buz whore knows how to suck a cock," a man's voice said, "it must be true what they say: they practice on their sheep." The other men laughed. I felt my fists clench at their taunts. But I also felt slightly gratified. These men didn't know that I was a virgin. But they were complimenting me. In fact, I could almost feel them leaning forward, looking. I could feel their eyes on me. I could feel the horrifying, sexual excitement that was coursing through my kidnappers.
What I chose to ignore was that that energy was coursing through me as well. I ignored my body, focused entirely on Cilek. But I was excited as well. Not as excited as Cilek. My cock was not rock hard. Though, I freely admit now, it was not entirely soft either. I could feel it growing slightly plump against my thigh. But beyond that, I could feel my nipples hardening, and not because of the cold air. My mouth was dripping wet. I wasn't forcing myself to move anymore...I didn't know what I wanted but I wanted it.
But perhaps it was that confused energy, the energy that bound me to Cilek and to all the men watching us, that held Topu back. The point had been proven. Cilek's cock was hard. The danger should have been over. But Topu did not tell me to stop. No one wanted us to stop, perhaps not even me at that point. The energy pulled us on, kept us going.
And so I continued to suck Cilek's now-hard cock, pulling it into my throat, letting my tongue swirl against the underside. The salty flavor grew thicker and thicker in my mouth. I savored that flavor, I almost felt a moan rise in my breast, but I instinctively stifled it. But the energy burst from me elsewhere. My hands rose up and grasped at Cilek's trembling thighs. My fingers sank into her skin and I began to pull her closer to me, driving her cock more deeply into my throat. Soon, Cilek's cock was bouncing hard against the back of my throat, gagging me slightly each time. My eyes watered, my breasts ached. But I didn't stop. I couldn't stop now.
In the end, Cilek put a stop to it. I felt her fingers squeeze on either side of my head. Her thighs tensed sharply in my hands. Her groaning grew louder, turning into a high pitched moan that pierced the dark night around us. I pulled my head back slightly, letting Cilek's cock slip from its spot against the back of my throat. The hard pebble of Cilek's glans rested against the very center of my tongue. Cilek's moan suddenly ceased, becoming quiet, her body shaking. Cilek's cock swelled in my mouth. Then Cilek's seed was filling my mouth. I was surprised by the force of it, splashing into my mouth hard enough to splatter around my mouth. My tongue was instantly coated in Cilek's thick, frothy seed , the insides of my cheeks dripping. With each pulse of Cilek's cock, more and more of her seed filled my mouth.
I'd never tasted seed before. When I pleasured myself, I let my seed fall in the dirt. I had always presumed that it would taste terrible, I was never fond of the smell. But as more and more of Cilek's seed coated my tongue, I could taste it. It was earthy and salty and sweet. Delicious. I groaned now, unable to control myself. Cilek's seed overwhelmed my mouth. Some of it dribbled from between my lips, hanging thick and frothy from my chin. More still slipped down my throat, and landed bubbly and warm in my belly.
The sensation of making Cilek cum was overwhelming. Perhaps my shame and my anger was still there. I do not know now and I certainly didn't know then. Because in the front of my mind was pride. Pride that I had clearly given another person such intense pleasure, on my first try. My eyes were still looking up. Cilek's body was trembling so badly that her breasts were bouncing on her chest. Her face was frozen, her mouth opened slightly, her eyes slammed shut. I felt pride and didn't think about the fact that she was a Kabile girl.
And, what's more, I felt excitement. My cock was not entirely hard, but it felt thick and heavy between my legs. My heart was beating harder than ever, my entire body felt as though it was vibrating. It was a kind of pure thrill that I'd never felt before. It surprised me, and overwhelmed me. I was shocked, pleasantly, by the way that the world seemed to have disappeared around me. My fears and hatred had faded into the background. The sex would not allow me to feel those things. It had taken me over entirely. I swirled Cilek's seed around in my mouth, feeling its warmth soak down to my bones.
Cilek was overwhelmed as well, but in a different way. As her cock swelled in my mouth for a final time, I could feel her muscles soften. A long, low sigh escaped from her throat. Her legs went weak in my hands. I felt her knees drop at the same moment that her cock, rapidly softening, slip from between my lips. In a moment, Cilek was on her knees directly in from of me, panting with wide eyes.
Seeing Cilek's face and feeling her warm breath on my face reminded me where I was, and what I was doing. It was like I'd been tossed into an icy mountain stream on a warm winter's day. My senses came back to me instantly. Suddenly, Cilek's delicious seed tasted bitter in my mouth. Instinctively, I spat. Cilek gasped as a large blob of spit and seed splashed against her lips. I dribbled down across her lips and onto her chin, so that we looked even more alike. I told myself that I didn't notice how beautiful her face looked, coated in her seed. Instead, I heard the men around me laugh, and I remembered that they were there as well.
"You stupid Buz cunt!" Cilek said, her hands rising up to wipe her seed from her face. But her face didn't look as though she was disgusted. And I watched as her tongue slipped out of her mouth as she wiped. She silently pushed her own seed into her mouth, under the illusion of wiping it away. I saw her throat move as she swallowed down my spit and her own seed. I was a little surprised by how thrilling that idea was, though I could not explain why.
"More like a Buz cock!" one of the men around the fire said, and the others laughed.
I turned and looked at the men sitting around the fire. They were leaning forward now, looking at me and Cilek intently. They shifted uncomfortably in their seats, their faces flushed. I turned and looked at Topu. He seemed to tower above me. But he showed the same intense interest as the other men as well.
"Not only gets hard, but produces seed," Topu said loudly, his throat clicking as he spoke. I think that he had intended to speak as if to say that the point had been proven and that we should all prepare for sleep. But his voice sounded slightly impressed.
"These whores put on a good show," A man said and the others grunted in approval. Even Topu nodded his head.
"I've never been a man to watch," Köle said, "When the show is done, I am a man of action" The other men grunted in agreement. Even Topu nodded.
The fear came back to me now. These men were riding the same wave of energy that had grasped me. Even Topu was not entirely in control of himself. These were violent men who were several days without a whore. They were capable of anything. I felt fear again, deeper and more potent than before. This situation could spiral out of control without Topu to assert authority. If he could not or would not control these men, someone else would have to.
"The show has just begun," I heard myself saying. I stood up from my spot on the ground, turned so that my back was to Cilek, facing some of the men. I didn't really have any sort of stratagem planned out. I just knew that the slightest provocation could push these men off of their asses and onto me. I was ashamed to say that I had...felt some pleasure with Cilek. But I knew I would not feel pleasure from these rough men. If I wanted to keep them out of me, I would have to give them something else. I had to continue the entertainment they'd enjoyed thus far. A performance with Cilek. I might not like the idea of mating with a Kabile girl. But that ship had already sailed. And I could control her in a way that I couldn't control the men. In fact, the idea of controlling Cilek was actually a bit exciting. Without planning or even really knowing what I was going to do, I began the next portion of the show for the traders around me. Whatever I did, I knew that I had to do something that would put the Kabile girl back in her place, in case she felt like gloating about her tasty seed in my belly.
I took a half step back and felt my ass bump into Cilek's forehead. Cilek let out a little yelp and grabbed around my thighs to get her balance and keep from falling onto her ass on the ground. Without thought, I took advantage of the situation. I arched my back, thrusting my ass back towards Cilek. She made a disgusted noise and tried to pull back, but I ready for her. I reached my arm behind me and placed my palm on the back of Cilek's head. I pressed sharply. My arms were lithe, but strong from years of herding goats and climbing trees. Cilek's neck stiffened, but she was no match for me. Cilek's face pressed between the cheeks of my ass.
"Hey!" Cilek said, before her voice grew muffled. Her fingers sank into my thighs and she tried to push back with her palms. But I steeled my arms against her. And pressed her farther into me. Her hair draped over my ass and my thighs and it felt nice. And my excitement grew more intense as the Kabile girl's face pressed into me.
For the first time in weeks, I truly felt like I was a member of a Buz. I couldn't feel the shackle around my ankle. I barely noticed the men in my circle. The cold air made me feel like I was in the far north. For a moment, I could almost pretend that I had gone with the men on a raid into a Kabile village. And I was taking my share of the spoils out of a worthless little Kabile girl. I was humiliating her in front of my tribe, and hers. If it wasn't exactly the revenge I'd promised to Buz, it was like a taste of it. First, humiliate the wives and daughters of my enemies. Then kill five of them. I warmed to my role
"Lick my ass, Kabile slut," I said loudly. The men laughed and murmured together. I saw them still shifting excitedly in their seats. But they didn't move. They wanted to watch the show. "Tell this slut to lick my ass!" I told the men and they laughed louder.
"If you didn't want to eat her ass, why'd you put your face in it?" One man asked and then the others laughed. Cilek shook from side to side, but couldn't break my grip. I felt her hot breath against my anus, and was surprised that it felt pleasurable. I had not acted with the intention of feeling pleasure. I was merely attempting to humiliate the Kabile girl. But her warm breath and smooth skin felt lovely.
"She isn't doing it," I said, looking at Topu. He was at least as intrigued as the other men. His eyes flickered down to Cilek. The excitement of the moment seemed to have drained from him as well. A crooked smile spread across his face.
"Lick her ass, whore. That is an order," Topu said, still conjuring all of the menace that he'd conjured before.
"You think she can hear around that round ass?" Köle said and the men laughed. I smiled despite myself. It was good to have people lusting after me. Back in my tribe, I had always avoided situations in which my body would become an issue. I knew that I was beautiful. But I respected my chastity. And I was afraid of the complications my cock would create. But those bounds were loosed here. And it was a good feeling, to be the object of desire.
I let out a low gasp, even before I realized why, "Oh Buz!" I groaned, "she heard!" Cilek was already broken, already a whore. Topu gave her an order. He didn't even include a threat. But she instantly complied. Cilek's tongue had slipped from between her lips. I felt it press, hot and wet, against my virgin anus.
My knees buckled at the sensation. I simply had not expected it to feel so...good. Cilek's thick, warm tongue lapped up across my anus, sinking into the tight little folds of my skin. My asshole was soon slick with Cilek's saliva. I shuddered with every movement of Cilek's tongue, it felt as though it was worming its way up my spine. I closed my eyes, bit my lip, and focused on Cilek's every action.
Cilek did not hold back. Her fingers still grasped at my thighs, but she no longer pushed me away. Instead, she pulled me in, pressing her tongue more deeply into my asshole. I am not sure if it was the fear of Topu punishing her if she refused or if she found that she enjoyed it, but Cilek submitted entirely. I swear to the gods that she was moaning, and that I could feel that moan vibrating through my entire body. Cilek's degradation and humiliation added to the physical pleasure, heightened it.
I arched my back harder now and I felt Cilek lean into me, grasp me tighter with her legs. I no longer needed to keep my hand on Cilek's head. She wasn't going anywhere. I turned as my back arched, letting my fingers slip through her longhair. My nipples were still aching and, without thought, my hands made their way to my breasts. My palms closed over them, I felt my hard nipples press into my flesh and I moaned. And squeezed tightly.
If anything, Cilek grew more passionate now that she was free. She shook her head side to side between my ass cheeks, her tongue rigid. I felt her tongue pierce inside of me and groaned. My body shook, and I felt my cock slapping against my thighs. Almost entirely hard now, my balls heavy. What's more, I cold feel thick, viscous liquid dripping down from my desperate cunny. And not just from Cilek's saliva dropping down from my anus. I desperately wanted to grasp my my cock, wrap my hands around it like I did when I was in the woods, alone. Slip my fingers from my other hand into my cunny. I wanted to jerk up and down on my cock until my hand filled with seed. Then I wanted to the slurp the seed into my mouth. But my hands remained frozen on my breasts. It felt too lovely to move.



Perhaps, in the end, that was a mistake. Perhaps I should have moved. Kept pushing Cilek further, kept the action moving. But I had stopped thinking strategically. My eyes were closed, I was biting my lip. I barely felt the eyes on my anymore. I just felt Cilek's wonderful tongue as it grew rigid and forced itself, and inch and then two, into my now sopping anus. And so the men around the fire saw a static scene. There was Cilek, on her knees, her cock hard again and pressing against the back of my knee. Cilek's arms were wrapped around me, her breasts against the back of my thighs, her face buried in my ass. My legs were straight and trembling, I was bent at the waist, with my back arched, thrusting my breasts out before me. My cock was nearly hard now, sticking out from between my thighs, pointing up and forward at my breasts. My hands were grasped around my breasts, my face contorted in ecstasy. And that was what the men saw. And they liked it. But they grew bored. They wanted more.
"That tough little Buz girl, she is all warmed up," A voice said, and my eyes flashed open, "Let the Kabile girl fuck her." For a moment, I felt a flicker of excitement. My body was screaming out to be fucked, even if I didn't know what that would entail. And then that feeling faded, and I realized what had been suggested. But, after a pregnant moment, Topu eased my mind.
"The Kabile girl produces seed, she will impregnate the Buz girl," Topu said, his voice thick. I looked over at him, I saw that he was barely hanging onto his control. He was a merchant, but he was also a man. His concern for his investment only went so far.
"Her asshole is warmed up," Köle shouted, "She can't get a baby in her asshole." The other men laughed and murmured with excitement. I felt Cilek's tongue swirl inside of me. Topu looked at me, his eyes traveling up my legs, over my round ass, across my breasts to my face. He walked over towards me and placed his hand on my shoulder. Cilek continued to lick me. Topu smiled and, for a moment, I thought that he had realized that this had already gone farther than he intended. He was going to put a stop to it.
Topu's hand came down hard on my shoulder, I let out a little yelp and fell to my knees on the ground. My hands in the dirt. I felt Cilek's finger's slip from my thighs. And, worse, I felt her tongue slip from my anus. My skin felt cold in the evening air and I gasped.
"Fuck the Buz girl in the ass," Topu said, "keep your seed from her cunny when you cum." The men around the fire cheered. Panic set in as I realized what had happened. I had stopped moving, and I had lost the initiative. The men wanted more and I hadn't provided it. And now I was no longer calling the shots. Cilek was once again in a position to humiliate me.
"Let me fuck her in the ass!" I said loudly, "My cock is hard!"
"You ass is wet," Topu said simply, "And her cock is bigger." I shook my head and began to rise up. But then I felt it. Cilek's hand on my back. Her weight came down on me, holding me on my hands and knees on the ground.
"You let that bitch talk back to you?" Köle asked Topu, mockingly Topu sneered at the other man.
"Fuck her now," Topu said sharply to Cilek. I looked over my shoulder as best I could, I could see Cilek, towering over me. Her face was glistening with spit, and her tongue snaked out to lick it into her mouth. She was grinning with excitement. I couldn't see her cock, but I could sense it close by.
"I'll fuck her dry!" I said. I was chagrined for find that it sounded like I was pleading. But the panic was rising inside of me. I could feel the shame of even the suggestion of what Topu had ordered. But I had misread the situation. Köle had already embarrassed Topu over my insolence. He couldn't let me questions him again. His boot rose quickly and came down hard, full force, on my fingers. I screamed out in pain as Topu twisted my fingers. Pain shot all the way up my arm and my elbows bent, barely able to hold me up. I sucked in a very deep breath and mastered myself. My scream died, I stayed on my knees. Topu moved his foot away. I flashed with anger at Topu.
"Fuck her" Topu said to Cilek. I squeezed my fingers into the dirt, the cool earth soothing the pain.
Despite my throbbing fingers, I weighed the options of resistance. There was no greater dishonor than to be defiled by an enemy. Whatever else I had endured, this was something else entirely. I needed to get away. I needed to change the situation. For a panicked moment, I thrashed around in my mind of a solution. Nothing came. My mind was blank. I was bound. Naked. Surrounded by angry, aroused men who would be enraged by any attempt to interrupt their show. Topu was close enough to grab my hair and pull me down if I attempted to run. There was no way out. This was going to happen.
Inside my mind raged. I could barely keep my sanity, in the full knowledge of what was about to happen to me. This was the greatest fear for any Buz woman. To be defiled by a Kabile might have been the greatest possible dishonor that could befall a person of my tribe and station. In many ways, it was worse that a cowardly death. To be stabbed in the back.
But I couldn't even give myself that now. While I would have been happy to get up, to run, to be cut down as a Buz woman, my honor forbade it. Because I had said the ritual words. I had promised vengeance against the enemies of my tribe, and sworn to my ancestors that nothing would prevent me from fulfilling it. And that was the most sacred oath a member of the Buz could make. I was required to accept any humiliation to ensure that I could complete my quest. I could not die without killing five enemies of my tribe. I had to accept the dishonor, to keep it on my conscience forever. It overrode everything else. I had dropped myself into a moral morass, in which each option was equally dishonorable.
At least, that is what I told myself. And it was true. Formally. But, if I am honest now, those were simply the thoughts I used to justify myself. At that moment, I wasn't really sure that I wanted to go. I was up on my hands and knees, my cock was hard, rubbing my thighs. My balls felt heavy, my breasts ached My asshole was wet, and still tingling from Cilek's tongue. I didn't know what it would feel like...what would happen next. But my body cried out for it, even if, in my mind, I knew it was a dishonor to be sodomized. Sodomized by a Kabile girl. I craved the physical pleasured my dishonor and defilement would bring.
Cilek didn't seem to notice that I was carefully weighing the moral weight of what was about to happen. She moved more quickly than ever, forcing her way between my legs with her knees. I felt it then. Cilek's cock, against the soft flesh of my ass. It felt harder now, even than it had in my mouth. The tip was hot. Still wet. Impossibly large for where it was going.
One of Cilek's hands slipped from my back, and I knew it was grasping around the base of her cock. A moment later, I felt the hard tip of her penis press into my balls. They ached harder than before and I gasped. Her cock slipped across my wet scrotum and then slid up next to my own cock. Her cock felt hard and warm against me. I instinctively squeezed my legs together, groaning as our cocks squeezed together. Her balls pressed against mine now, full and warm. I heard a loud crack and heard Cilek scream. Her cock moved back instantly, her hand slipped from my back and grasped hard on my waist.
"Keep that cock away from her cunny," Topu said, "You almost hit it when your thrust at her balls. Stick to her asshole," he said. Cilek didn't speak. In fact, for a moment he didn't move. I felt tension rising inside of me. Both because my body desired more. And because I was afraid of Cilek's pause, "Now," Topu said coldly. Thankfully, Cilek moved into action without a further slap.
Once again, I felt Cilek's cock slip between the cheeks of my ass. She more careful now, moving slowly. I felt the hard, rounded glans slip across my wet skin. Cilek's hand still grasped at my waist, holding me still. Her other hand guided her cock. Finally, I felt that cock kiss the tight, crinkled skin of my anus. Her body felt a thousand times warmer on that sensitive spot, and I felt sensations shooting throughout my body. My nipples turned to iron and I felt my cock quiver. I could feel thin, clear juices dripping from the tip of my penis into the dirt between my legs. I had never been harder in my life. I could barely keep on my hands and bit my lip to take the edge off of the pleasure.
But Cilek didn't stop. She moved slowly, but inexorably. Her cock pressed, hard, against my asshole. I had never taken anything into my ass before. I did not know how to open myself to her. And, while I was excited, I was also scared. I suppose I was clenched. Cilek pushed harder and harder. Her cock seemed to bend slightly and the pressure grew greater and greater. Cilek grunted and I winced in pain. The pain grew more intense, pinching me. It was the pain of dishonor. But all the same, I didn't want her to stop. I wanted her inside of me. I pushed my hips back.
Maybe it was that extra bit of force. Or maybe Cilek hit a wet patch, where her tongue had licked at my asshole. I don't know. I just know that all at once, I felt the pinching pressure relent. In one fluid motion, the tip of Cilek's cock popped inside of my mouth.
"Oh fucking...fuck!" I groaned loudly as I felt Cilek's cock stretch me open. There was no pain now. Instead, I felt a...pleasurable fullness. The change occurred so quickly, pain to pleasure, that it took me by surprise. My body trembled all over. And my hips continued to thrust backwards. Cilek kept thrusting as well. And I felt more and more of Cilek's cock slipping inside of me. Inch by inch, Cilek's hard shaft pushed deeper and deeper into my asshole. I felt my anus stretch for her, tighten around her shaft.
After just a few moments, I felt my muscles loosening. I felt Cilek moving inside of me more easily If anything, It was like I was sucking her cock inside of me. And as I loosened, the pleasure became greater. I wanted more and more of it. I got it too. A minute after Cilek's cock had popped into my anus, I felt the soft, gooey warmth of her scrotum pressing against my cunny, slapping in my own balls. Cilek's cock was entirely inside of my asshole. I was completely stretched out. I couldn't believe how full I felt. Or how good it felt to be full.
"That Buz girl know how to take a cock in her ass," a voice said, "I hear they do that in the North. To save their virginity for marriage." I didn't know how to feel, but I took an perverse pride in the fact that, apparently, I appeared to know what I was doing. Even if what I was doing was completely dishonorable.
I didn't have time to think about the men around the fire. I Cilek's hand was no longer needed around her shaft. It had slipped from between our bodies and now it was on my hip. Cilek was grasping both of my hips, her fingers sinking into the flesh. I was totally under her control. A slight movement of her own hips in any direction could have knocked me over. I released myself to the pleasure of her touch.
Then, horribly, Cilek retreated. At first, I couldn't tell what she was doing, because I still felt so incredibly full. In addition, whatever she was doing seemed to feel even more pleasurable than what she was doing before. But then I felt my anus stretching, I felt her balls move away from my cunny. Cilek was pulling back, her hips moving away from mine. Inch by inch, her cock slipped out of my asshole, until just the hardened tip remained inside of me. The sensation of her cock moving out of me was divine, but I suddenly felt terrible empty.
"No, oh shit, don't go!" I moaned without thinking, and then felt my cheeks redden with shame. To have begged for her...to hear the men laugh at my begging, it was dishonorable in the extreme. But still, I couldn't have stopped myself from speaking. Pleasure paid no tribute to honor. It demanded satisfaction.
"I am coming back, Buz girl," Cilek said. Her voice was intended to sound haughty, taunting. But it broke at the end. It sounded almost...affectionate. I didn't have time to consider what that meant. In an instant, Cilek's hips thrust forward. I grunted loudly as I felt my asshole stretch again. I was still relaxed, and I felt Cilek's cock slip easily inside of me, deeply, all the way to the hilt. Her balls slapped into my cunny and my scrotum. My body shuddered. And before I could recover, I felt her cock slipping out of me again. That amazing feeling of her withdrawal wafted over me again. I whimpered when just the tip remained inside of me. But then Cilek thrust forward again, the pleasures happening too quickly, doubling up on top of one another. Then she did it again. And again. And again.
My eyes rolled back in my head, and I let out a low, continuous moan. With my eyes now closed, I could almost see what was happening, in my mind's eye. I could see Cilek, on her knees behind me. I could see her hair cascading over her face, her lips spread, sucking in hair. I could see her small, pert breasts bouncing on her chest. Her hands grasping around my waist, as though she was holding on for dear life. I could see her hips rocking back and forth rhythmically, her hard cock slipping in and out of my ass. The vision was undeniably beautiful. It heightened my pleasure, and pushed my dishonor further back into my mind.
Nonetheless, I admit that what was happening to my own body was dishonorable. I had thrown my head back, my hair splayed across my shoulders. My eyes were closed, my mouth open in a nearly constant moan. I'd arched my back downward, which thrust my chest out and my ass up and back. My nipples were like pink diamonds and my breasts bounced against my arms with each thrust of Cilek's cock. Except, she wasn't the only one thrusting. I was moving in rhythm with her now. Each time she pulled back, I rocked forward on my knees, letting her cock slip out of me faster. And then, as she thrust forward, I would rock back. This allowed her to crush roughly into me, her scrotum slapping hard into my cunny and my balls. The force that we crashed together allowed Cilek to sink deeper inside of me than ever before. And as she sank deeply...she struck something inside of me. I couldn't tell what it was. But it was as if there was a sweet spot buried deep inside of my asshole. And Cilek's thrusting cock tickled that sweet spot perfectly. It overwhelmed my mind, it made my cock quiver and drip clear liquid into the dirt My cunny was gushing liquid, soaking my balls and shaft.
When it finally happened, it took me by surprise. I suppose it should not have. I could feel the tension rising inside of me. I could sense my muscles contracting, my breath catching in my chest. It was similar to the feeling that I had when I stroked myself to produce my seed, if more intense. It was just...I wasn't touching my cock. Nothing was inside of my cunny. I didn't think it was possible. But Cilek thrust her hard cock into me and it struck my sweet spot. And it held there for a fraction of a second. And then I just tumbled over into it.
"Oh...fuck!" My voice shuddered out of me. Cilek's hard cock pushed me through the point where the tension became unbearable, and then on through to the other side. Everything seemed to melt away. My muscles loosened and tendrils of warming sensation slithered from between my legs and out over every inch of my body. I felt them shoot down my legs, up through my chest and into my nipples. I felt it overwhelm my mind, my thoughts coated in milky white pleasure.
The fogging pleasure was so dense, that I was only vaguely aware of the physical things happening to my body. But two things were still apparent. The first and most incredible thing was that I was producing seed. I could feel my cock pulsating as spurt after spurt of thick cum shot from me. I'd always produced a large amount of seed (though, at the time, I did not know what a normal amount was). I usually created a small puddle in the woods, wherever I spilled my seed. But this was so much more. It sprayed out of me with almost painful force. Some of it even shot upwards, squirting against the undersides of my breasts. The rest splashed off the ground against my legs. My balls bounced as my cock jumped.
My cock was not the only thing that was pulsating. The second sensation I was able to recognize was the feeling of my anus squeezing and then relaxing around Cilek's cock, which was still buried inside of me. It tensed at the same rhythm of my cock and with equal force. Cilek was moaning loudly and her hands were still grasping my waist. Her cock felt lovely, squeezed inside of my muscles. It must've felt good to Cilek as well. Because her body froze, her moans grew louder, and all the muscles of her body tensed. And then I felt Cilek's cock pulsating inside of me. Warm and filling, Cilek's seed poured against from her cock, splashing inside of my bowels.
For a few moments, we remained frozen on the ground, my asshole milking the seed out of Cilek's cock, even as my own seed poured onto the dirt below me. Finally, the orgasm began to fade, I was able to breathe again. Cilek's orgasm subsided as well. I felt her cock softening inside of me, which somehow felt pleasurable as well. Cilek dropped back on her knees and I gasped as her half-hard cock popped out of me. But even before that experience faded, I felt Cilek drop down behind me. I felt her hair drape over my ass and in half a second, I felt the familiar sensation of Cilek's lips and tongue pressing against my stretched anus. I gasped as Cilek began to suck on my ass, pulling her own seed from my bowels and pulling it into her mouth. I heard the lewd slurping sound as she licked and then swallowed her cum from my asshole. Through the haze I wondered what she was doing. It felt incredible, and the thought of what she was doing was dirty and exciting. But whatever dominance she'd gained over me, she'd just given away. I wondered if she even cared.
"That Kabile girl is a born whore," I heard a voice say and men murmured in agreement. My eyes fluttered open, and I gasped in a deep breath. My mind returned to my predicament. I could see the men leering at me with ravenous eyes. They were hardly sated by what they'd seen. They were actually inching closer to us. I could almost feel their breath on me. The last vestiges of my orgasm died. A chill draped over me. The energy had shifted. I no longer felt the mirthful excitement of men enjoying a show. I felt the barely controlled tension of men, preparing to pounce. It felt like a bit like that morning, when my tribe was raided.
"You can have her," Köle said, and my eyes shifted to him. He was staring at me intently, "The Buz girl is the one for me." He licked his lips as he said it. I felt like he was looking through me. The chill grew deeper. Köle rose from his seat.
"I have already said, you cannot test this whore," Topu said, but he didn't sound as forceful as before. I looked over at him, his eyes were moving over Cilek's body.
"You agreed before, she can't get a baby in her ass. I won't touch the Sultanah's cunny. I will fuck her ass. The Kabile girl has stretched it out for me. When I am done, the rest of you can have her." The men started to rise as well. I felt Cilek move closer towards me again, shrinking away from the advancing men. My heart rate rose again, my blood coursed rapidly through my veins. I could barely breath. I kept my eyes on Topu. He was still looking at Cilek.
"I get the Kabile girl first," Topu said, and he started to reach for his belt. I felt my stomach seize and I rose up onto my knees. There was no one left who could stop this. All of these men...they would defile me. Whatever I felt then, it was more than fear. Worse than fear. It was a stone cold certainty. The only thing I didn't know was how badly this would end.



"Get ready Buz girl," Köle said, smiling with his broken teeth, "I am twice the man that Kabile girl could ever dream to be" And as he walked towards me, Köle reached into his pants. He pulled from inside a massive, ugly, veiny cock. My asshole clenched and my mouth went dry. My eyes were locked on Köle as the distance between us disappeared.
I heard a slight hissing sound. Almost like a soft "clithtop," sound. Suddenly, a cluster of feathers sprouted from Köle throat. He stopped moving. His eyes went wide. His mouth opened, but no sound came out. I looked at him, confused and terrified. Köle dropped to one knees, still looking at me, his eyes bulging. Blood dribbled from the corner of his mouth. He pitched forward, landing on his face. The head of an arrow, red with blood, glistened in the moonlight over his body. The shaft of the arrow, burst through the back of his neck. All of the men were frozen. Everything was silent, except for the sound of the crackling fire. All eyes were now on Köle.
"What in the gods'..." Topu said.
And then they were upon us. What they were, I didn't know. They were totally silent. They moved so quickly, that it looked like white blurs were moving into the tight circle of the fire. One white blur crossed in front of Topu. He remained standing even as the long red slash on his throat split open and blood ran down his chest. His eyes remained open, his mouth opening and closing, until he collapsed.
"The Hayalet ghosts!" A man screamed. And the remaining merchants scattered away from the fire. The white blurs were all around them outnumbering them and seeming to anticipate where they were running. I saw some of them cut down, fall to the ground.
I had been too confused and then shocked to move. But eventually, my senses returned to me. I rose as well. I felt the uncontrollable urge to run away. The fear was not even a feeling. It blotted out everything else. I panicked and tried to move. I felt the chains holding me to Cilek. I felt like a fox caught in a trap. I wanted to chew my leg off. I looked up.
The last thing I saw, before the world went black, was one of those white ghosts, bearing down on me.
End Chapter 1.
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Chapter 2: Among the Ghosts
I was not dead.
At first, that was the only thing that I knew. My senses, at least a few of them, returned to me. And I knew that I was alive. I knew that because I was not in the farthest North, beyond the glaciers. I was not at a feast with all of my ancestors. With Buzcu. And I was in pain. I was alone and my body ached. So I knew that I was alive.
But I had no idea where I was. Or how I'd gotten there. My head ached, it was difficult to think. My stomach swirled and at first, it was all I could do to avoid vomiting. I felt as though I'd been drunk the night before. A hangover far worse than any I'd ever felt before. A hangover just short of death.
I breathed slowly and kept my eyes closed. Eventually, my mind stopped spinning. My stomach settled, and I was able to think. I tried to remember where I was. I thought back to the last thing that I could remember and found that it hazy. My mind cycled through a series of unrelated images. Being sold to slavery, cities I'd slept in, being on the wagon on the road. Finally, I remembered the Kabile girl,Cilek. I remembered humiliating her. Being humiliated in turn. I felt the memory of the orgasm. And then the fear, as the men moved towards me.
The fear returned now, and despite the fact that it hurt my head to move, I pulled my legs to my chest, making myself small. For half a moment, I felt as though I was back in that moment, totally exposed. But, I took a breath, I controlled the panic. I felt that I was warm. There was no breeze. I wasn't outside. I felt clothes on my body. I did not remember what had happened. The men might have had there way with me. I might be in Topu or Köle's tent. Maybe that was why I hurt. But the danger had passed.
I was alive.
If I wasn't still next to the campfire, attached to the Kabile girl, I needed to figure out where I was. Try to remember how I'd gotten here. I knew I had to open my eyes and look around. Still, I felt safe in this moment, because I could not see. I feared that if I looked around, the illusion of safety would evaporate. For perhaps a minute, I resisted the urge to peek. I squeezed my eyes even tighter together. But I could not forget that I was Buz. In the far North, we could not afford to indulge our fantasies. And here, possibly surrounded by danger, I faced the same reality. I breathed in deeply and opened my eyes.
I groaned. There was a fire burning twenty feet away. It was small, but my eyes were sensitive. The pain was nauseating and I nearly closed my eyes again. My stomach rolled and my vision was hazy. But I kept my eyes open. The edges of my vision remained blurry. But eventually, the room around became reasonably into focus.
And it was a room. I had been right, I was inside. But it was not a tent. In fact, I could tell right away that the space I now occupied was not part of the caravan I'd lived with the last few weeks. I was in a permanent structure. In fact, it reminded me a bit of the longhouse that my family occupied during the long winter months, when we brought our animals inside for safekeeping. Though, there were no animals here. In fact, as far as I could tell, the entire structure was empty.
I could tell that the building was unoccupied because I realized that I was lying down in the very back of the longhouse. I could see all the way across, to the flap of skin that closed the door, perhaps 40 feet away. I was on a slightly raised structure, a bed perhaps. There were warm animal skins around me. The longhouse was maybe 15 feet wide and made of rough hewn logs. The roof was arched across the width, peaking at about 10 feet tall and then sloping down on either side. The arch ended about four feet from the ground, and the wall was vertical from there, to the ground. The floor, except close to the fire, was covered in fresh rushes.
That fire sat in the middle of the longhouse. I could see that there was a hole in the roof above the fire, for the smoke to escape. It was an effective method, as the house was warm, but not overly smoky. In addition to the central fire, there were several torches hanging from support beams. The entire structure was well lit, and almost cozy.
It would be a comfortable place to sleep. And I quickly saw that that was the primary purpose of this structure. I saw other raised structures around the outsides of the longhouse. They appeared to be similar to the one that I was on, if a little bit narrower. There were also mats on the floor, beneath the beds and even on the floor closer to the fire. They sat on top of the rushes. Beds for children, I suspected. I was in someone's home. But whose? And why?
The answer, it seemed, would not be long in coming.
No sooner had I gotten my bearings and at least partially conquered my nausea, that the room began to divulge its secrets.
My eyes were now sharp in the gloomy longhouse and they flickered instinctively to the door, as I saw the animal skin twitching. After a moment, the animal skin was flung open. I could see the torches on the far side of the room flicker as the wind entered. But I was too far away to feel it. Or see anything. For a long moment, there was just inky blackness visible through the open door.
I leaned forward apprehensively, feeling my stomach churn as I moved. I squinted into the darkness and felt my fear growing. I became aware, for the first time, of the absolute silence that permeated the longhouse. I had heard nothing but the crackling of the wood fire since I had awakened. It felt unnatural and I worried afresh about where I was and what was happening to me. But I couldn't focus on those fears. Because something was standing outside of the longhouse. Something totally silent was there and, at any minute it could come in. And there was nothing I could do to stop it. I was too weak to move. Too weak to protect myself. I was barely even a Buz.
Then I saw it. A white figure fluttered into the longhouse. Its movements were quick, but fluid. Elegant. Like a butterfly. Or, perhaps a moth, drawn to the flame inside the longhouse. But much too large to be a moth. I could not tell how large the door was, maybe three feet high, and the white figure had to duck to get inside. It rose to its full height.
And everything came flooding back to me. The men approaching after Cilek and I had...performed for them. Kole, the angry man who challenged Topu leading the charge. The feathers sprouting from Kole's neck.
The Ghosts.
The ghosts that had suddenly appeared in our midst, surrounding all of the men. Killing them. Knocking me down so that I thought that I was killed. And then they were here. In this longhouse. As I gazed in horror, more white figures, illuminated sinisterly in the guttering torchlight, flittered into the longhouse. They moved silently inside, coming closer and closer to the central fire.
I remained frozen on my elevated spot at the far end of the longhouse. I thought for a moment like a child and closed my eyes. Perhaps, if I buried my head beneath the blankets that covered me, the monsters that were inching closer would disappear. The fear I felt was like something I'd never felt before. It was far worse than anything I'd experienced in the attack on the trader's caravan. Men attacked and raped women. That was the way of the world. I was afraid of it, but it was within the realm of experience. This was otherworldly. These ghosts had captured me or...something. And what they would do to me now, I could not guess.
There was a snapping sound of the animal skin at the door flapping shut that shook me from my childish avoidance. My eyes fluttered open and I saw that the ghosts had not disappeared. In fact, they had multiplied. I counted quickly and saw that there were nine of them. Four stood to the left side of the fire, four to the right. The final ghost stood directly opposite me, on the far side of the fire. Despite the fact that the ghost possessed no eyes, it felt like that final ghost was staring directly at me. Like it was staring through me.
The ghosts were completely stone still and silent. For a moment, I wondered if they had been transformed into stone. But then I heard a slight creaking noise and I felt the platform which I sat upon shake slightly. I felt my hear cease thumping and climb into my throat. Suddenly, from beneath my raised bed, a figure appeared. It floating out from underneath of me, white like the other ghosts. As it rose to full height, it was only a foot or two away from my face. I used all of my self-control and self-possession to stifle a cry. That...monster had been beneath me, totally silent, this entire time. Or it had appeared suddenly. I did not know what was worse.
But the ghost seemed to take no notice of me. In fact, it rapidly fluttered away, moving towards the fire. In a moment, it was standing at the fire, directly opposite the one ghost that stood on its own. I saw the new ghost look to the left, then to the right, and finally straight ahead. This ghost seemed to have some sort of authority. It felt as though it was accounting for the others.
There was another moment of absolute silence and the room was entirely still. It seemed to me that even the fire had frozen. I expected at that moment for all ten ghosts to turn towards me, for mouths to open in their mute white heads, and for them to devour me in an instant. I do not know why that image sprang to mind. But it did so with such absolute force that I was instantly convinced that I was correct.
Instead, the crushing silence was pierced, "Nine, still, thank the gods. You are all back," a strong, but soft voice rang out. The words were barely above a whisper and I was more than startled to find that it was the voice of a woman. A human woman. A delicate, even beautiful voice that emanated from the ghost that had emerged beneath me. "Come," the voice said, "you are home now." And, as if that was a cue, the ghosts, suddenly, began to...disrobe.
First, hands seemed to appear from nowhere on each ghost. They rose up to their heads, throwing back hoods. Hands bunched up white fabric and then began to pull upwards, exposing feet, legs, more. It suddenly became apparent that the 'ghosts' were manufactured. It was a thin, sheer, white fabric. Now that I could see that, I wondered how I had missed it before. In a moment, the white fabric was laying in loose piles on the floor. And there were nine naked women standing before me. The one figure, with her back to me was still clothed. She had thrown back her hood, exposing long, straight, black hair.
Ten normal, human women. My fear began to subside, slowly and cautiously, and it was replaced immediately with confusion. Who were these women, and what were they doing? My eyes fluttered over them, trying to glean some clue from their appearance.
The nine visible women varied in age. The youngest looked to be around 18 years old, with delicate features, small high breasts, and a thin waist. The oldest looked to be the solitary woman standing directly across from me. I figured she was around 35 years old. The woman were all pretty, some were stunningly beautiful. In fact, they all looked somewhat similar with long, dark hair, big sparkling eyes, and dusky, olive skin. They even seemed to have the same dark red nipples. They were all clean-shaven between their legs and looked athletic and fit. Some, if not for apparent differences in age, almost appeared to be twins. I could learn nothing from looking at them.
"Yes, we took them entirely by surprise. Not only our longhouse, but every member of the patrol returns its full household," the woman standing across from me said, her voice clear and sweet.
"Donus came and she deposited your prisoner," the still-cloaked woman said, gesturing her arm backwards towards me, "But she did not bring me the good news." I felt my stomach knot. That confirmed it. I might not know who these women were or what they planned to do with me. But I knew that I was their prisoner. Still, they did not seem overly concerned with me, As the still-cloaked woman spoke, the woman across from her smiled broadly.
"I wish that I could take credit Orospu," the woman said, "But that is not my prisoner. Gul captured the Cadilar." The woman gestured toward another woman, standing on the right side of the fire. That woman, Gul, took a step towards the fire, her cheeks blushing. Gul was the most beautiful of the women around the fire. Her hair shined, her large breasts sat up high on her chest, her legs were thin and delicate. She appeared to be in her early 20s. Orospu turned and looked at Gul and raised her hands.
"Your first ambush and you manage to capture a Cadilar!" Orospu said excitedly. There was that word again, Cadilar. I'd never heard of it before, but I gathered that it referred to me. What was a Cadilar? What did it mean?
"Ruya, Diger's wife, she captured one as well," Gul said in a tiny voice. She spoke in a sort of deprecating fashion and her eyes remained on her own feet. Orospu, evidently, would not be swayed by modesty. She waved her hands dismissively.
"Well that is good for her. But it doesn't diminish your accomplishment! You were so upset when you were 8 months pregnant for the last ambush. I could barely keep you back! And now you've a beautiful daughter, an ambush under your belt, and a Cadilar in our longhouse! You want to pretend to be shy?" The other women around the fire laughed.
"Oro..." Gul began,
"No!" Orospu said, waving her hands again, "No false modesty here, come, brag! I want to hear the whole story from you," As she spoke, Orospu began to move around the fire. She shooed the other eight woman away, and they slowly made their way over the benches around the outsides of the longhouse. The two women sat in pairs together, looking at Gul and Orospu. Their eyes shined with excitement as their comrade began to tell the tale.
Orospu's warmth and excitement had apparently overcome Gul's reticence, and the younger woman as now smiling radiantly. And she was the younger woman. As Orospu moved around the fire, I managed to catch a glimpse of her face. She appeared to be around 35 years of age, but she looked slightly different than the other 9 women, though no less beautiful. Her skin, while still darker than mine, was not nearly as bronze as the other women. Her nose was thinner, but longer, her eyes were not quite as wide. Her breasts, still covered in a white robe, appeared to be far more massive than those of the other 9 women. In fact, her body was fuller than theirs, while not at the level of being fat. But whereas the naked women all appeared lean and toned, Orospu appeared voluptuous.
"Well, we received word from..." Gul began.
"I know that part! I was here yesterday morning. A caravan had entered the valley. You all dressed and armed and headed towards the river. What happened then!" Orospu interrupted impatiently. Gul took the other woman's excitement in stride.
"We reached them a few miles from the entrance of the valley. They were moving painfully slow because of their heavy wagons. We stayed in the trees, out of view. We moved quickly and no one noticed us. Before dusk, they stopped for the night. They were loud and poorly guarded. But we figured..."
"We?" a voice called out loudly. It was the woman who had been standing across from Orospu when they first entered. The other women laughed.
"Sorry," Gul said, "Otuzbes figured it would be best to simply wait until nighttime anyway. They broke camp before the sun had completely set. We could hear swearing and anger, and later confirmed that they'd broken a wagon wheel. We hunkered down and ate our bread, while we for them to settle in for the night. They made a fire so large that their eyes would not be able to see in the dark. They didn't post many guards. They ate a great deal of food and drank. They were comfortable and sated. They were ripe for the plucking!"
"Well tell me, love, how you...plucked them!" Orospu said excitedly and, as she spoke, she ran one of her long fingers along Gul's jawline. Gul smiled and the other women laughed. I thought about the caravan and that night...I'd never had any idea that these women were lurking in the shadows. I respected their prowess, even if I feared them now.
"We waited until it was very dark and then we formed a semi-circle around the caravan. We spread out slowly. I was on the left flank, closest to the river. The rest from our longhouse," Gul said, gesturing to the women around me, "fanning out to my right. We moved slowly, closing into towards the caravan. I moved along the river towards our right flank, so that our semi-circle slowly began to close into a circle around the wagons.
"Their only guard was positioned on the outside of their wagon train. He was pacing back and forth along slowly. We could all see him, outlined against the sky. He was loud. It was almost as though he wanted us to sneak up on him and slit his throat. Otuzbes was lucky enough to find him in front of her as we closed the noose around them..."
"Luck my ass!" Otuzbes called around from her spot along the wall, "I was setting the pace for the maneuver. I observed his motions and timed it perfectly!" she asserted.
"I believe I was invited to tell the story," Gul said, raising an eyebrow at Otuzbes. The other women laughed and Otuzbes swatted her arm playfully. It was clear that there was no real animosity here. A gentle, almost playful rivalry at most. They all seemed relaxed with one another, a strange dynamic. Strange, but somehow familiar in a way that I couldn't pinpoint.
"Otuzbes killed their lookout before he saw her. They were blind then, and didn't even know it. In the meantime, I had wrapped around their flank and were between the men in the caravan and the river. The right flank had circled around too. Ruya was just a few feet to my left. We had them surrounded. They had circled their wagons, but there was a small gap in the line. I could see them through there. The men were watching as they forced their slaves to...couple."
"Our prisoner and..." Orospu said, jerking her head back towards me. Gul nodded.
"Yes, and the one in Diger's longhouse," Orospu nodded her head. I knew, of course, what they were talking about. I realized that at least one other person had seen my humiliation. And I also knew that Cilek was still alive and in a nearby longhouse.
"Was the other one as pretty as your prisoner?" Orospu asked. Gul smiled.
"They could've been sisters," Gul replied and the other women giggled.
"Must of been quite a sight," Orospu responded, nodding. I felt my cheeks go red, despite the fact that no one was really looking at me.
"I didn't take the time to think about it," Gul said and the other women yelled with derision.
"You wouldn't look away from someone fucking if you were given six goats as a reward!" Otuzbes yelled out lewdly, the other women laughed. Gul blushed deeper.
"Orospu, I was focused on the task at had. The...beauty of the slaves did not concern me," Gul responded.
"I am sure it didn't" Orospu said in a way that indicated she wasn't quite sure. The other women laughed. Gul, evidently, decided to drop the point.
"Anyway, it quickly became apparent to me what was happening. The men, for whatever reason, had decided to make their slaves couple and they were all now completely preoccupied with their entertainment. They wouldn't have noticed if we marched in, heavy footed like their sentry, and slit all their throats. They were thinking with their cocks..."



"Of course," Orospu said and the women laughed.
"So I was going to keep moving slowly, while our line slowly moved forward and encircled them. We could afford to take our time and be in perfect position. We would not be noticed. But as I got closer, I could better see the two slave girls.
"I thought you weren't watching?" A voice called out and the women laughed. Gul laughed as well.
"I was watching to the extent it was relevant!" she threw back, "And it was lucky that I was. Because, as I grew closer, I saw that the slave girls were not just pretty Northern girls with straw hair. I saw that they were both more precious. They were Cadilar! I could barely believe it when is saw it.
"Ruya says that she noticed first," Another woman called out.
"She lies, I pointed it out to her!" Gul shot back, "I said, 'the gods be praised, two Cadilar!' and Ruya confirmed it!"
"I believe you," Orospu said. Gul nodded.
"I came to that realization at the exact moment that the Cadilar finished coupling," Gul explained, "And it was then that the men began to argue again. I saw a large man rise, and begin to walk towards the slave girls...I no longer thought it was wise to wait. I knew...Cadilar...Their value. I took out an arrow and shot. We were not prepared. The signal was not given. But I had to act. I fired without thinking at the large man."
"Right through the throat!" one woman yelled out and the women cheered. Orospu smiled. For the first time, I could place why the atmosphere within the longhouse felt so familiar. It was the same sort of easy, casual environment that I'd seen with the warriors, in my own tribe, after a successful battle. The jocular, semi-lewd camaraderie. It was something I knew from my time with the Buz. But, what was strange, was that women were involved. Not just involved, it was solely women, interacting as warriors. Of course, that made sense, as it seemed that they were warriors. But I'd never experienced anything like it. For the first time since I was sold, I did not feel an intense longing to be home, in the far North. I felt a bit like I was home.
"The arrow acted as a signal. Thank the gods that everyone was paying attention. And then we were all upon them. We rushed into the camp. The men, they never saw what was happening. I ignored the men and went to the Cadilars. I saw this one get knocked down, her head struck a rock. But I reached her and stood over her, to claim her for our longhouse and to protect her from danger. The danger did not last long, however. By the time I was assured that the prisoner was still alive, the other women had finished everyone off. Unfortunately Ruya had manged to get to the other Cadilar and claimed her.
"No need to be greedy," Orospu said. Gul seemed happy that Orospu was not upset.
"We sent the Cadilar back. This one would not wake, but she was breathing. The other had to be bound and gagged, blindfolded. We took the valuables from the caravan. We burned everything else, including the bodies, and dumped the ashes in the river. It is like the caravan ceased to exist." The other eight women seated by the walls, cheered as the story triumphantly concluded.
"A perfect ambush. With quick thinking on your part to protect both of the Cadilars," Orospu praised Gul, who beamed. The conclusion of the story seemed to create as many questions for me as it answer. The mystery of the ghosts and what, exactly had happened to the caravan was now clear. These women had ambushed us, taken me and Cilek prisoner, and killed all the men.
But the questions that remained were still confounding. Who were these women? Why did they ambush the caravan (the way Gul discussed valuables on the caravan in an off-hand manner made it seem unimportant, which would be strange for bandits, and they seemed surprised to have found me, so they weren't looking for slaves)? Why were they only women? Why were they dressed in white. What was a Cadilar (though, I suppose, I had my suspicions even then)? And why were Cadilar so valuable, that Gul would risk a hasty assault before the ambush was in place to capture me? Why was she so upset that another longhouse had captured Cilek? My thoughts swirled and my mind ached. It was all too much, too fast. I could not reason my way to any clear answers.
"Then allow me to officially present this prisoner to you," Gul said and she gestured in a way that indicated she was referring to all of the women around. The cheers rose again and then subsided. Gul was gesturing towards me, "To dispose of as you will." I felt my stomach sink at that. Was I valuable as some sort of sacrifice?
"A worthy gift," Orospu said in response, "More than any one of us could ever ask for! I cannot express to you how surprised I was when this Cadilar was delivered. And when I heard there was another!"
"We should have two!" Gul said, bitterly. Orospu reached forward and grasped Gul's chin lightly. She turned the girl so that they were facing one another. Orospu smiled.
"Our village has two. We have not had a new Cadilar in the village since...well since before I was born," Orospu said, just above a whisper, and Gul smiled. Orospu spoke louder, "And so, I believe that Gul has earned a reward!" There were cheers and Gul bit her lip girlishly. "Do you all agree?" Orospu asked and the cheers grew louder.
"Reward!" Someone shouted. Orospu looked back at Gul.
"It is unanimous, a reward is owed to you," Orospu said, "Name your price and we shall do whatever we can to accommodate your desires." The women around the fire nodded eagerly. Gul paused for a moment, she looked around the longhouse, appearing to be a bit nervous. Finally, she let out a low sigh, shrugged, and spoke.
"Since the time that I was a little girl, I can remember warriors returning from battle, talking about the...hunger that overtakes when the fighting is over. I always believed that this was simply something that warriors told one another, that it was a lie," Gul said and the other women laughed, "But now, I have fought in battle. I have taken life. And I find that there is a great hunger in me." As Gul spoke, her eyes flashed. Orospu nodded.
"And what do you hunger for?" Orospu asked. Gul smiled and looked to either side.
"Something we can all share," she said said, and the women in the circle cheered. Orospu didn't speak Instead, she simply smiled and walked over closer to Gul. Orospu took the younger woman by the hand and led her to the middle of the longhouse. They were just a few feet from the fire, directly in front of me, and I could see them clearly. In fact, Orospu was facing me directly, Gul was standing next to her. Orospu dropped Gul's hand and then reached up to her neck. She quickly unlaced the robe, where it was tied around her throat.
I saw that it wasn't so much a robe as it was a large white cape that had been wrapped around Orospu's body. When Orospu untied it and then let her arms down, the diaphanous material sort of melted off of her, landing in a pile on the floor. Orospu's shapely form was exposed. Her breasts appeared thicker, fuller than they had even inside of the thin cape, their large size accentuated by Orospu's thin waist and wide hips. She was beautiful, especially for a woman who, in my tribe would have been well-passed middle age.
But I was hardly focused on Orospu's curves of her breasts, despite their extreme proportions. That was because something else had caught my eye. I mean, how couldn't it? The instant that Orospu dropped her cape, it immediately became apparent. Orospu, like me, had a cock! A large one too. It was not erect, but hung down thick between her legs. Her foreskin hung down halfway to her knees between her thick thighs. Her balls appeared large, weighty. Like the other women, Orospu had no hair.
Somehow, Orospu's cock looked appropriate on her buxom physique. It looked as though it belonged on her, as I suppose it did. But, that didn't prevent me from being shocked. No matter what else had happened since these strange warrior women had taken me captive, this was totally unexpected. I bit my tongue to avoid calling out in surprise. No one seemed to notice that I was awake and I didn't want to tip them off. And not from fear, which I had overcome. Instead, it was curiosity. I needed to understand what was happening. I kept my eyes slits, controlled my breathing, and watched.
As soon as Orospu was no longer cloaked, Gul dropped to her knees in front of the older woman. For half a second, Gul looked up at Orospu from her position on her knees, smiling mischievously. Orospu placed her hands on her hips, arching her eyebrows as she looked down. My eyes scanned the other women in the group, who did not seem at all surprised by this sudden submission by the warrior. In fact, they were all leaning forward in their seats, smiling with sparkling eyes.
Gul dropped her head further and then turned her face upward. As she she did so, her mouth opened. In a flash, it seemed, Gul's mouth open mouth was hovering just below Orospu's soft cock. I saw Gul's lips slowly close, trapping just the very tip of Orospu's foreskin between her lips in an almost chaste kiss. A little tremor ran through Orospu's body and a general, appreciative murmur through the crowd. I strained to see as Gul's tongue slipped out from between her lips, and pressed into Orospu's foreskin. I saw Orospu's foreskin bulge as Gul's tongue swirled around inside. Orospu moaned and her fingers sank into her own hips. Gul's tongue slipped out of Orospu's foreskin, but continued to lick gingerly along Orospu's tip
"That is a meal for just one!" one of the women in the circle called out, and the others tittered.
"Please leave the preparations to me!" Gul said archly. She kept her mouth against Orospu's cock as she spoke, and I saw the soft shaft bounce on her lips.
"I don't think the girls over at Diger's longhouse would complain about the size of this meal!" Orospu said at the same time. The other women laughed. But Gul was already back to work. She kissed the tip of Orospu's cock once, and then her mouth opened wide. Once again, Gul's lips closed around Orospu's cock, but this time, the entire bulbous tip was inside of her mouth. I could see Gul's tongue moving inside of her mouth as she swirled her tongue around, could see the root of Orospu's soft cock moving in time with Gul's motions. Orospu sucked in breath sharply and bit her lip.
Gul did not relent. I could hear a slight slurping sound and I saw Gul's head rising. Orospu's cock, while soft, was still quite long and very thick. Nonetheless, I saw as, inch by inch, the shaft disappeared between Gul's pouty lips. Gul slurped evenly, and slowly, almost as though she didn't have to breathe. I could see Gul's throat moving as Orospu's thick cock moved into it, but Gul didn't gag. Eventually, I saw Gul's chin press into Orospu's balls and the last of the shaft disappeared from view. Rather than pull back, Gul kept Orospu's cock in her throat for what felt like an eternity. She shook her head back and forth, letting the cock move inside her throat. Gul's eyes watered and her hands reached forward and grabbed Orospu's thick thighs.
"Gods be praised!" Orospu gasped as her knees buckled slightly. Around the circle, the other women cheered at Gul's virtuoso performance. Finally, Gul turned her head so that she was facing Orospu's body directly, and pulled her head back. From my angle, I could only see the back of Gul's head, but I could hear her gasping breath as Orospu's cock moved from her throat. She pulled back far enough that I was sure that just the tip remained in her mouth.
"Look at that!" Otuzbes cried, pointing, "Orospu is half hard already!" I saw Gul's hand rise up and grasp around Orospu's shaft, her small fingers wrapping around it daintily. I could see, because Gul had turned to the side, looking at Otuzbes.
"I've never had the opportunity to go first before, I wanted to show what I can do!" Gul explained. Orospu's eyes shone and her hand quickly found its way to the top of Gul's head. She tilted the younger woman's head back towards her cock.
"Keep showing what you can do," Orospu said gently, and the other women giggled. Gul nodded and then I saw her head jerk forward quickly again. Orospu gasped, and her hand remained frozen on the back of Gul's head. Once again, the angle was obstructed, but I could see Gul's head bouncing back and forth. It was immediately apparent that Gul was taking Orospu's cock deep inside of her throat. But she was no longer keeping it there. Instead, she was rapidly bobbing her head up and down, letting Orospu's cock glide briskly over her wet tongue.
Since I could no longer see Gul sucking cock, my eyes naturally gravitated up to Orospu. The older woman was looking down at Gul, watching her cock disappear into Gul's throat over and over again. Orospu had sucked her lower lip into her mouth and was biting it gently. Occasionally, a low moan was escape through her lips anyway. Her long hair was draped over her thin shoulders. Gul was sucking Orospu's cock with such force that Orospu couldn't entirely keep her balance. She was rocking back and forth with each of Gul's movements, and Orospu's massive breasts were bouncing lewdly on her chest. I could see that Orospu's nipples had grown very hard and that her muscles were tensing under her smooth skin.
While one hand remained firmly on the back of Gul's head, I saw Orospu's other hand rise up to one of her massive breasts. I saw Orospu's fingers sink into the thick flesh of her breast, her palm covering her nipple. At first, Orospu just clasping her breast, squeezing it as she looked down at Gul. But soon, it seem that that wasn't enough. Orosupu's cheeks were red and her breathing was heavy. She started to move her hand around on her breast, squeezing and pulling at the nipple, even as her palm kneaded her flesh.
Eventually Orospu's hand sort of slipped down to the underside of the large breast. She rubbed her hand along the swell of her breast for a moment, and then let its weight sit heavy in her palm. Finally, she started to lift her breast up. At the same time, Orospu bent her neck. She positioned her nipple upward, and moved her lips forward. Eventually, they met in what was at first a tacit kiss, Orospu's pouty lips just barely wrapped around her own nipple. But Gul seemed to sense that the older woman was growing excited. I could see her head begin to move faster. Orospu moaned, her lips spreading on her nipples. Then, as her lips closed, I could see that her nipple had disappeared entirely with her mouth. Orospu's lips pursed around her nipple, and I could see her tongue working on it through her cheeks. She was gently sucking her own nipple as Gul licked her cock. Orospu moaned at the sensation, but now kept her mouth closed.
The women around the fire had grown quiet now. I tore my eyes away from Orospu and Gul, just for a moment, to gauge the reaction of the other women. I wasn't sure what I expected to see. Shock or disapproval would have been the natural reactions in my tribe. But this was obviously not my tribe. Regardless, whatever I expected in now way matched the reality of what I saw.
The women were rapt. Their eyes were ravenous, their mouths hanging open in naked hunger. Most of the women were leaning forward on the edges of their seats, watching with unconcealed excitement. I saw one pretty young woman lick her lips, her mouth opening almost like she was going to pantomime Gul's actions. I saw Otuzbes spread her legs slightly, and then squeeze them back together. I could feel the energy in the room, feel the way it connected all ten women together, not just Orospu and Gul.
Actually, more than the ten women together. As I took a moment to reflect on what, exactly, I was looking at, I came to the somewhat shocking realization that I was no immune. My cheeks felt hot and my heart was thrumming. I knew I was no longer scared, or nervous. This feeling was different, but familiar. I could feel the muscles in my stomach tense, I could feel my nipples harden even though I was warm in the longhouse. In fact, as I lay on the raised platform, I could feel my own cock, plump against my leg. I could feel the slickness of my cunt on my thighs. I would never have expected this reaction. But, at the same time, I could not deny it. It was obvious, physical.
I did not have time to reflect on these strange feelings. Instead, actions in the longhouse over took me. I heard Orospu let out a low groaned, and my eyes flittered up to see what was happening. Orospu's hand dropped her breast as her mouth opened. Her large tit fell back down, bouncing on her chest. Orospu threw her head back, moaning loudly, her mouth wide open. Her hand now grasped the side of Gul's head, joining her other hand. I saw Orospu press Gul's head into her body, and I could heard Gul gurgling and choking slightly. Orospu was shoving her cock down Gul's throat!
Orospu kept her cock buried inside of Gul's mouth. At the same time she seemed to involuntarily rise up, I saw her pushing up onto her tips toes. Her groan sort of faded in her throat, she grew silent, but kept her head back. I saw all of her muscles grow rigid. Gul did not resist. In fact, she shook her head back and forth, letting Orospu's cock push deeper into her throat. Even from my position behind Gul, I could see saliva dripping down into a puddle on the floor, between Gul's legs, dripping from her lips.
Finally, Orospu let a burst of air from between her lips, a burst that turned into a high pitched moan. A the same time, I saw her muscles tense two or three more times, before growing limp. Orospu's toes relaxed, and her feet once again rested on the floor. But Orospu continued to thrust her hips forward, even as she relaxed, and her moan grew quieter.
I knew what was happening. Spurt after spurt of her warm seed was filling Gul's mouth, making some of it splashing down the younger woman's throat. I fought hard to control my breathing, tried to move my hips back, so that my now-hard cock would not press against the fabric of the shift that I was wearing.
Finally, Orospu had finished. She took a step back and I could see her cock, still hard, slip from between Gul's lips. Once the tip fell from Gul's mouth, Orospu took a deep breath and then fell to her knees in front of the fire.
Gul did not stay on her knees with her lover. As Orospu remained on her knees, panting, Gul gained her feet. She turned around. For a moment, she was looking in my direction. I could see see the saliva and seed dripping from her chin, see the way that her cheeks bulged with Orospu's sperm. It somehow made her face look more beautiful. Try as I might, I could discern no dishonor or shame in Gul, no sense that she had submitted herself as a warrior. Her eyes glittered with excitement. Her reaction was confusing.
But she didn't spend much time looking in my direction. Instead, she turned quickly and walked to the right side of the longhouse. She moved towards the bench closest to me, the woman closest to me. That woman was leaning forward, looking at Gul with a longing so deep and pure it was almost lewd in and of itself. Gul stopped when she was standing in front of the woman, her thighs just a few inches from the woman's knees. The woman was looking up at Gul and smiling.
After a moment, woman opened her mouth and sort of shot herself up. A long strand of seed and spit was dangling wetly from Gul's chin. I could see it glistening in the low light. The woman had, evidently, seen it as well. As she rose, she positioned herself so that the cum and the spit landed directly on the center of her warm, red tongue. She moaned slightly, but continued to move, more and more of the spit and seed collected on her mouth. Eventually, her mouth came to rest on Gul's chin, kissing it gently. I could hear a slight sucking sound as the woman cleaned Gul's chin with her tongue.



After a few moments, Gul reached down with both of her hands. I saw them slip into the woman's armpits. She gently started to lift the woman up. The other woman sensed what Gul was doing and began to rise . The two women were about equal height and, as the other woman stood, Gul let her arms slide around the woman's back, wrapping her. The woman put her own arms around Gul's shoulders, than wrap them around Gul's neck. I could see the distance between the women disappear. I saw their breasts, nearly identical, press together, then their stomachs. Their legs intertwined and their faces were just inches apart. Gul's lips still bulged with seed, her chin glistening.
The other woman tilted her head to the side, her eyes closed. Gul's eyes closed as well. They leaned in towards one another. I saw the other woman's mouth open slightly, just as their mouths came together. Just as their breasts and their legs before, their pouty lips came together and sort of melted into one another. The two women seemed to squeeze each other tighter, their bodies melting into one.
I could see their mouths moving. Their lips were entirely sealed, but their tongues were working back forth. Their mouths opened wider, and I could see Gul sort of rise up on her tops bending over on top of the other woman. I knew she was pouring Orospu's seed out into that woman's mouth. Some actually spilled out between their lips, and I could see the pearly liquid dribble down their chins and land on their breasts. They sealed their lips tighter, their tongues moved more fervently.
Finally, I saw Gul squeeze the other woman's ass, gently, with her thumb and forefinger. I saw their tongues moving frantically and then, their closed together, and then broke. They pulled their heads back, looking at one another.
"A big meal, plenty to share!" Gul said. For the first time, I realized that Gul's cheeks were no longer bulging. The other woman's were. Gul had pushed all of Orospu's seed, and their saliva, in to the other woman's mouth.
"Then keep sharing!" a voice called out. No one laughed. It wasn't even really playful. It had that same, hungry aspect that the woman's eyes had had when Gul came for her. Gul nodded and slowly slipped her arms out from under the woman's arm. Their breasts pulled apart, and their their stomachs. Finally, Gul took a step back. The woman, her cheeks still bulging, took her seat once again. Gul began to move back to the center of the room, where Orospu was still on her knees.
My eyes didn't follow Gul, however. I was still looking at the woman who had Orospu's seed in her mouth. And, in fact, to all the other women around the fire. They had grown more excited as they watched Gul's messy kiss. I could see that Otuzbes was no longer just squeezing her thighs together. She was looking in the direction of where Gul and the woman had kissed, her hand was between her legs. I could see her fingers slowly circling around her clitoris, I could see the lips of her cunny glistening with juices.
The other women were having similar reactions. In fact, most of them were not acting alone. There were four seats, each with two women sitting on them. Most women were...helping their seatmate in some way. I saw one woman who had bent over and was sucking on her neighbor's nipple as the neighbor stroked both of their cunnies, one with each hand. I saw two other women, who had their hand crossed over one another. They were leaning their heads together, both stroking one another's cunnies. But no one was static. No one did anything for too long. Their hands roamed over one another constantly.
They all moved with practiced ease, as though it was normal to touch one another. As though they craved one another's touch, in fact. As the woman nuzzled into one another, I could sense the affection. And as their hands moved over their breasts and their cunnies, I could feel the animal desire as well. They all seemed like newlyweds.
And that went to the woman that Gul had kissed as well, the woman whose cheeks were bulging with seed. No sooner had she sat down, than she turned and looked at the woman sitting next to her. The woman had almost jumped with excitement. In half a moment, their hands were in one another's hair, on their breasts. They were pulling each other closer together. Their lips pressed together, the same sort of tight seal that Gul had made with her kiss. Their tongues swirled around, the sticky, salty seed moving between their mouths. And all the other women, as they stroked each other breasts, and stomach, and cunnies, and thighs, watched the kiss intently.
I was watching too. I watched as they squeezed together, their hardened nipples grazing one another, their trim, round thighs bumping. I felt my mouth watering, my body vibrating. It was almost like...like I wished that they were kissing me instead. That I had Orospu's seed and saliva in my throat.
Once again, Gul and Orospu interrupted my confused, and confusing feelings. I was still watching The two women on the first bench kiss, the seed passing back and forth between them, when I heard a sharp gasp in the middle of the room. Without thought, my eyes instantly fluttered back to where Orospu had been panting on her knees.
Orospu was still there, still on her knees. However, she was no longer panting. She was no longer resting with her ass on her heels and her hands on her thighs. She had risen up on her knees. And her hands...they were now resting on Gul's hips. While I had been mesmerized by the kissing women, Gul had returned to Orospu. She had evidently gotten down on her hands and knees in front of the older woman, arched her back, and thrust her ass and cunny up towards Orospu. Gul was facing in my direction, but she was looking back over her shoulder at Orospu. Her neck looked long and elegant, her breasts looked tight and small, hanging down from her chest. I understood what had happened. Orospu had still been hard, and she'd slipped her knees between Gul's feet, and grabbed the woman's waist. The gasp I heard had been Gul's reaction, as Orospu pushed her hard cock into Gul's wet cunny.
"Oh fuck, Orospu!" Gul groaned, as Orospu's hips thrust forward, burying more of her cock inside of the woman's body, "Fuck another baby into me! A warrior into me!" Gul bit her lip as she spoke. Her arms seemed to grow wobbly, and I saw her sort of collapse forward, her arms crossing in front of her, her breasts pushing against the floor. But Gul kept her hips up, kept them pressed into Orospu's body. And Orospu was still thrusting her cock into Gul's wet cunny. Orospu's fingers clench around Gul's hips, holding her in place as her thrusts began to grow faster and faster.
The sounds of Gul's demands, and the wet slapping sound of their bodies coming together, was not the only noise in the longhouse. As I watched Orospu's large breasts bounce on her chest as she thrust her cock in and out of Gul's ripe body, I became aware of other noises in the room around me. There was murmuring talk, but I couldn't grasp anything that was set. Their were wet noises, and low moans as well. Finally, I managed to pull my eyes away from Gul and Orospu, to look around.
The women around the fire had completely embraced the moment. Their arms and legs were entangled. Their breasts and thighs were pressed together. Their mouths found one another. Sometimes they kissed each other. Sometimes their licked each other necks or shoulders, or breast, or even stomachs. And the whole while, their eyes remained on Gul and on Orospu, watching with ill-concealed envy as they fucked.
But, after a moment, I realized that the women didn't remain on their seats the entire time. Occasionally, a woman would break a kiss, rise from her seat, move to a different seat, and begin to kiss again. At first, the sights and sounds (and even smells. The room was growing stuffy, in a wonderful sort of way), were too overwhelming to understand what was happening. But once, I watched a woman rose from her seat and walked around the back side of the fire, to the women who were sitting on the other side. As she walked, I first noticed her small, high breasts bouncing on her chest. But then is saw her cheeks bouncing heavily as well.
When she crossed over to their other side, her hands found another woman's cheeks and suddenly they were kissing. Their lips sealed tightly. The meal. For everyone. It suddenly made sense to me. They were sharing the seed. All of them. Passing it from one woman to the next. Sharing it around the fire. It now had Orospu's seed and the saliva of several different women, mixed and frothy in their mouths. Sometimes, there was simply too much and it dribbled from a woman's mouth, leaving a long string of seed and spit dangling from the woman's lips. Coating their necks and breasts. It was disgusting...but somehow in a good way.
In fact, all of this was somehow wonderful and distasteful all at once. I was more than a little unnerved by what I was seeing. But, for reasons I couldn't understand, this feeling of being unnerved also felt...good. It was good, and it was difficult. I could feel my inner thighs dripping from my wet cunny. I could feel my hard cock, now fully erect, pressing into my belly. And that pressure, my cock against my belly, it felt good. Too good. Frustratingly good. A beautiful, maddening tension that my body called out to relieve.
Finally, I couldn't bear it any longer. I looked around, I saw that all the other women were distracted. I needed something more. No one would notice. Or, I don't even know if I was thinking those things. Or if I was already acting, and then justifying myself after-the-fact. The point is that I pulled up the shift that had been placed on my body, feeling the cool air against my hard cock. And then my hand was wrapped around it.
I tried to lay as motionless as possible, it was still painful to move and I didn't want anyone to notice me. At the same time, I couldn't resist. My cock had never felt harder in my hand, it seemed to vibrate against my palm. Slowly, but firmly, I began to tug at my cock. My fingers were warm and smooth, they slipped easily over the rigid flesh of my cock. I sucked in a hard breath, squeezed my cock tighter, and kept stroking. And watching. My stroke grew faster and faster as I saw Orosupu slamming her cock, over and over again, into Gul's willing cunt. I watched the beautiful women around the fire, stroking and licking one another, kissing and sharing Orospu's seed.
Finally, Orospu's seed passed to the final woman,Otuzbes, who was sitting around the fire. It had passed to her through a particularly passionate, and messy, kiss with the woman who had been sitting next to her. Otuzbe's cheeks bulged with spit and sperm. Her chin was glistening and there was thick, white liquid on her breasts. This vision only made me stroke harder.
At first, I believed that Otuzbes was going to swallow all of that messy mixture that was resting in her mouth. I could almost taste the frothy, salty liquid in my mouth, feeling it squirm down my throat and warm my belly. I was jealous of Otuzbes, and too aroused to feel ashamed by that fact.
But Otuzbes didn't swallow. Instead, she rose silently and began to walk towards the center of the room, towards Orospu and Gul. Orospu seemed to sense Otuzbes' approached and looked up. She smiled, but did not stop. Orospu was still grasping at Gul's hips, still thrusting her hips into the younger woman. Gul's body shook with each thrust, and I could hear her moaning louder and louder all the time.
In a moment, Otuzbes was standing next to Orospu, behind Gul. There seemed to be an understanding between the two women, unstated. Because Orospu immediately threw her neck back, opened her mouth wide. Otuzbes was not particularly tall, but Orospu was on her knees. And Otuzbes rose up on her her toes. She tilted her neck and leaned over Orospu's open mouth. I could see Otuzbes smile in the guttering light, looking down at Orospu. Then I saw that smile crack open.
The women around the first gasped and whispered back and forth with one another, even as they continued to stroke and kiss one another's bodies. It was clear their eyes were on the thin strand of seed and spit that was dribbling out from between Otuzbes lips. I could see the liquid shimmer, a large ball of it suspend from the end, dripping down towards Orospu's mouth. Finally, I saw the liquid land on Orospu's tongue, a thick white liquid blotting out her red tongue. Orospu stopped thrusting for a moment, groaning as the flavor suffused her. Gul groaned too, in disappointment that Orospu had ceased her thrusting.
Now that Orospu was not moving, Otuzbes forced more and more of the spit and seed out from between her pouty pink lips. It came out in large, frothy globs. Most of it landed thickly on Orospu's tongue, those some coated her lips and chin. Orospu kept entirely still, seeming as though she wanted to get every last bit of it. Her tongue even probed delicately on her lips, trying to get the spilled droplets into her mouth. Finally, the last few drops landed in Orospu's open mouth. Otuzbes smiled, and then spat on last bit of saliva into Orospu's mouth for good measure. Orospu groaned and then closed her mouth.
The vision of Otuzbes spitting all of the seed and saliva into Orospu's mouth and was so engrossing, I had hardly noticed that Gul was moving. She had raised her face up off of her arms, again climbed up so that she was on her hands and knees. Orospu's cock was still in her cunny, and she was panting with exertion.
But she wasn't done moving. As Orospu closed her mouth around the seed and spit that Otuzbes had given her Gul picked her hands up off of the ground, and then leaned back into Orospu's body. She arched her back. In a moment, Gul's shoulders were pressed against Orospu's breasts. I could see that Orospu's still-hard cock was buried all the way to the balls in Gul's pussy. Instinctively, Orospu's hands wrapped around Gul's body. One wrapped around Gul high, her arm across one breast and her palm on the other. Orospu's other hand snaked across Gul's hip, finding its way to Gul's clitoris. Her hands instantly began to move quickly over Gul's erogenous zones, and Gul threw her head back to moan.
However, it immediately became clear that Gul was just throwing her head back over her shoulder out of sheer joy at Orospu's touch. She wanted more. As she leaned her head back, she turned it to the side, towards Orospu's face. Orospu rose up higher on her knees. This drove her cock more deeply into Gul's body. Gul gasped, her mouth frozen open. Orospu bent her neck and in a second, her mouth was sealed over Gul's.
Unlike the women around the fire who had preserved the seed and the spit in their mouths, Orospu and Gul made no effort to conserve. I saw their tongues messily lapping over one another. The thick, white liquid poured out of Orospu's mouth. Much of it dripped heavily into Gul's mouth, but much of it overflowed her chin and splashed onto Gul's breasts. Orospu's hands found it, and rubbed it, sticky, into Gul's flesh. And while they kissed, Orospu begin to thrust her hips again, driving her hard cock in and out of Gul's cunt.
It was all simply too much. It couldn't last long. For any of us. Even as Orospu and Gul were messily kissing and sharing the spit and the seed, I could hear the women around the fire moaning. Occasionally, I would tear my eyes to the left or the right, to see a woman's body clenching all over her, her hands on balled into fists while another woman stroked her cunt or licked her breasts.
But it was Gul's orgasm that really ended things. She was moaning into Orospu's mouth, even as they continued to kiss. I could see her throat moving as she started to swallow down some of the spit and the seed. But then she let out a piercing scream. I saw her arms and her legs move wildly, her thighs opening and closing. I could actually see her cunt, contracting around Orospu's cock as the orgasm took her.
"Oh fuck, take me!" Gul groaned, and I could hear the women in the circle moaning louder as they watched as well. But I didn't look away. Because Gul's cunny was milking Orospu's cock, and I couldn't look away. I saw Orospu's hands tighten around her lover's body. I could see Orospu's thighs clench. Finally, I heard Orospu let out a low, heavy sigh. I could see Orospu's cock throbbing inside of Gul's cunny, and I knew that she was pumping more of her hot seed into her lover. Gul was being filled with sperm at both ends.
And that thought pushed me over the edge as well. I hadn't even realized how close I was. I had been so intent on watching. But as I saw Gul and Orospu, shaking together on the floor of the longhouse, I tumbled over. It was a bit like stepping off a ledge that you didn't know was there, and landing in a warm pool. A moment of confusion, perhaps even fear, and then an all-enveloping warmth that melted everything else away. I had only the wherewithal to bite my lip, to hold in any noise, as the pleasure covered me entirely.
I could feel my hot seed spraying the inside of my shift, covering my belly and the undersides of my breasts. But my eyes remained on Orospu, on Gul. The rolling waves of warm pleasure than ran up and down my body felt like it was attached somehow to them. Like the seed and spit that they shared was now coating me, and binding me to them. And as their orgasms faded, and they collapsed, panting, onto the floor, I felt my own orgasm subside. All of the women, in fact, had collapsed together on the floor of the longhouse, panting and whispering to one another
As my pleasure receded, the pain returned, in earnest. It was like the pleasure was draining from my body, and the pain rushed in to fill the vacuum, rushing through every inch of my body. Some of it was purely physical. I had exerted myself in my excitement, I had pushed past the pain. But my body was still there, ready to balance the scales. My stomach was aching again, and my head throbbed. My skin was clammy, and not just where it was covered in my rapidly cooling seed. Cold sweat. Almost feverish.
But I think that the pain I felt was heightened and sharpened by the fear, which came crawling through my veins in the wake of the surging pain. I had been overwhelmed by...overcome by the women in this room. By watching them move together. The lewd, but alluring, acts that almost seemed like they were performed for my benefit. But as my arousal faded, the thoughts that I had thrust out of my mind, flooded back to me. I still didn't know where I was. Or who these people were. Or, most importantly, what they were going to do with me. I could not but concluded that I was in danger. And anyone might have seen me playing with my cock or writhing on the bed. They might know I was awake.
They might come for me now, and kill me for their gods. And I was far too weak to fight them off. My hands had dropped to my sides, and felt far too heavy to move. I looked back out into the darkness of the longhouse, to see if they had noticed what I was doing. To look at them critically, now that I was once again in control of my faculties.
But even before I had the chance to view what was occurring before me, I became aware that something was wrong in the corners of my vision. The fire, in the middle of the room, was clear. But around the outsides of the longhouse, I noticed that everything appeared slightly blurry. In fact, some of the women seemed shrouded in shadow. I blinked twice, but the blackness had closed in further.
"I hope you enjoyed your reward," I heard Otsubes say. Her voice sounded tinny, far away. My heart was still beating quickly, but no longer from exertion. I could feel that sense of anxiety that crawled over my chest and into the pit of my stomach when I felt like I was out of control. My breathing was shallow. I sensed that I was slipping away again, among these terrifying women I could not understand.



"It was lovely," Gul panted, her voice sounding small. I made her out only as a shadow before the fire. The anxiety built like a crescendo, a polar opposite to the pleasure I'd felt just a few moments before.
"A fitting reward for a warrior of the Hayalet," I heard Orospu say. Just barely heard it as my other senses began to fail.
I was barely conscious now, and I was surprised by how fast it was going. I didn't know if I was dying or fainting. Part of me hoped I was dying, as Buz should be ashamed to faint. Regardless, I knew that I was still conscious, because Orospu's last words kept bouncing back and forth in my mind Warrior of Hayalet. I knew that meant something, but my fuzzy brain could not remember.
The fire disappeared from my vision and everything was just the fuzzy blackness that had grown out the corners of my vision. I couldn't hear or smell of feel anything either. Just those words.
Hayalet.
And then it dawned on me.
The lost civilization. Destroyed by their stronger neighbors. All dead and gone. But haunting the valley. The panic stayed with me.
My last thought before I returned to the darkness: I was right at first. I am surrounded by ghosts!
End Chapter 2.
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Chapter 3: Clash of Civilizations
I was blinded by light. That was the first thing that I remember. Suddenly, I was bathed in the stuff
But it was too much. I instantly groaned and laid my forearm across my face, covering my eyes. My senses had returned to me, in a flood, all at once and my mind reeled. It took a moment, to get my thoughts back in order. But only a moment. After the initial shock of the light in my eyes subsided, I remembered exactly where I had been, and what I had been doing, when my senses left me.
The longhouse. The ghosts.
For a terrifying second, I realized the source of the bright line. I had been cast into the flames! When the ghosts had finished their ritual, they had dragged my body to the fire, or another fire outside, and were burning me alive! And that had awakened me. I jerked fiercely, my arm slipping from my eyes. I felt my wrist bump my nose, sensed the pain. And then I realized that otherwise, my body did not hurt. No searing agony from flames. I was warm. But pleasantly warm.
"Ah, you're awake," a familiar voice said. At first I couldn't place it. I sat up (realizing for the first time that I was laying down) and squinted in the light, which was still overwhelming. Forms began to reappear around me and I learned the source of the light was the Sun. Just where the Old Ones, who came before Buzcu, had hung it in the firmament to light their way North.
As my eyes adjusted to the light, I became aware of my surroundings. I was no longer inside of the longhouse. If I had ever been. Perhaps that had been some sort of dream. Or a vision. But it felt so real...
I was in a village, that was clear. And a small one. I could see a small, open, circular area right in front of me. It was maybe 30 yards in diameter, perhaps a little more. Stretching out, like spokes from the hub of a wheel, from that open area were a series of long houses. There were at least a dozen of them, including one that I could sense behind me as I sat up. They were tall structures and I could see hardly see above them. But, in the little alleyways between the longhouses, I could see a bit into the distance. There was a palisade wall that formed a circle around the longhouse. It looked like there was a few long yards between the back of each longhouse and the wall. I could not see a gate and presumed it was behind me. Beyond the palisade wall, I could see large evergreen trees rising high and higher as they moved from the village. Further off, I could see the peaks of snow-topped mountains peaking over the tops of the trees.
But I was not overly concerned about geography. Because it became quickly clear that the village, while small, was bustling with life. I could hear it before I could see it. The sounds of goats. Of chickens. Creaking carts. And the sound of voices. Women's voices. Children's voices. The forms that produced these voices came into focus. There were children playing some sort of game in the town circle. Many of them. They appeared plump, healthy, and carefree.
There were women leaning against the front of the longhouses, watching the children play. Some cheered on their daughters (for they were all girls as well), and other spoke amiably with the women next to them. Down the alleyways, I could see other women tending to goats and chickens, slaughtering animals, eating at small tables, and casually practicing with weaponry. All the villagers were wearing loose-flowing gowns of white, cinched at the waist with a black leather belt. Those white sheets were the only thing remotely ghoulish.
"There is water on the table to your right. You must be thirsty," the familiar voice said again and remembered that someone had spoken to me before. I turned first to my right, finding the water and drinking it rapidly. I had not realized I was thirsty until that very moment. The water tasted almost unbearably sweet as it soothed my dry throat. There was a crust of bread next to the water and I picked this up as well. Sating my thirst had exposed my intense hunger. I bit the bread and then finally, turned to the source of the voice.
"We were beginning to fear you'd never wake up. I thought the sun would be solicitous. For once, I was correct. Please eat and drink, regain your strength," the woman said as I looked at her, "My name is..."
"Orospu," I said quickly, my eyes bulging. Any illusion I had that my experience in the longhouse was a dream melted. My pulse quickened. But Orospu laughed, a gentle trilling sound.
"I thought I saw your eyes flickering last night," Orospu said, "The others said you were dead to the world. Once again, I am correct. I am in fine form this morning." The situation was baffling. It felt as though I were awake, but in a dream. And, I was having a casual conversation with a mysterious woman who, like me, possessed a cock. And everything was calm. And pleasant. I shook my head.
A chilly breeze blew through the center of the village, whipping up the hair and gowns of the women and girls. I was cold and pulled my knees up to my chest, noticing that, I too was wearing a white gown. I too had become a ghost.
"The Hayalet are all dead. They are ghosts who haunt the valley that bears their name," I said without preamble. My tribesmen in the Buz had said that, even for a Northerner, I was blunt. I saw no need to dissemble. I stated the facts as I knew them to Orospu. She laughed lightly and opened her hands.
"Our reputation still precedes us. And the raid on your caravan should help as well," she stated simply.
"It wasn't my caravan," I said.
"Yes, I gathered from what the warriors tell me that you were a prisoner. A slave," Orospu said. She spoke of things in the past.
"I was a prisoner," I said, "Am I a prisoner no longer?" Orospu shook her head.
"The Hayalet have never taken a prisoner. Ever. You are either dead. Or left to tell the tale."
"I am not dead," I said, though I was far from certain. Orospu shrugged, "So I may leave?" Orospu's brow furrowed.
"You are not well-enough to travel," Orospu said. She reached forward, her palm moving towards my head. I flinched away from her touch. But she did not desist. I felt the palm of her hand, soft and warm, against my brow. "No longer feverish. But you are still recovering." I waited for more, but she seemed to believe that that had exhausted the conversation.
"But when I am better?" I said as my excitement started to rise, "I am from the far North. I am Buz. I need to return to my tribe and..." I began, my words tumbling over one another as they raced from my mouth. My mind's eye cast me into the air, like a bird I saw the Hayalet valley, where I had been attacked. I turned towards the North and flew in the direction. The miles I'd crossed slowly, in captivity, disappearing behind me at a faster and faster rate. If I left the next day, if I got back to the Hayalet valley and walked out, I could be there in a few weeks. In the far North. With the Buz. To avenge myself and take my place where I belonged.
"How do I get back to the river valley?" I asked, "where am I?" I said, casting my eyes around. This time, I paid greater attention to the mountains and trees around me. I searched for anything even remotely familiar. But I had been in the Valley so briefly, I might not have recognized anything even if I was just a few miles from the river. And, in reality, I had no idea how far I'd been taken from the scene of the raid. I could have been 100 miles away.
"Tell me how to get back," I said, looking back at Orospu.
"It is not that simple," she said. Her tone was warm, but had a hint of finality to it. She must've seen my brow furrow, sense my confusion, "We are ghosts here, as you yourself stated. But ghosts do not sleep. They don't eat. They don't rest. They don't have children. We can do those things, here. But if anyone were ever to discover this place, if they learned the truth, then we wouldn't be ghosts anymore. And raids on caravans in the night would no longer be enough to keep up safe. You were blindfolded when you were brought to this place, even though you were not conscious. You will be blindfolded if you leave."
"What is the truth? What is this place?" I asked. Thoughts of freedom and returning to the Buz had temporarily blotted out my curiosity. But Orospu's cryptic statement, including the ominous 'if' had rekindled my interest.
"This? This is the village of Daire. The chief village in the hanging valley of Ust, the largest province of the Hayalet," Orospu said calmly. I felt a chill run down my spine.
"The Hayalet?" I asked, "They are all dead. Their villages destroyed, their provinces overrun. The Ulus have killed them to the last man." I quickly recalled the details of the story that Topu had told in the river valley. Betrayal by the Ulus, weakness by the Hayalet.
"To the last man is right," Orospu said with a small chuckle.
"So if you aren't the Hayalet, who are you?" I asked, imagining that Orospu's statement had confirmed my conclusion.
"We are the Hayalet," Orospu said, indicating with a hand to the women and girls around her.
"But you said..."
"To the last man," Orospu repeated. She paused a moment, again sensing my confusion, "You have heard some of our story. But you haven't heard it all. Don't be ashamed. Few have. And that is by design."
"I don't understand how, if the Ulus killed every Hayalet man, you can be the Hayalet here. Now. If you aren't ghosts." I said. Orospu nodded slowly.
"You already know more than most, just standing in this village. Too much knowledge, really. The danger is already present, more knowledge will not make you anymore of a threat to the Hayalet. Further, you are here as a guest, not a prisoner. And, as a guest, you are owed an explanation." I had trouble following what Orospu was talking about. It seemed that she was speaking to herself, rather than to me. I remained silent, and she continued speaking.
"You know that our erstwhile allies, the Ulus, took advantage of our hospitality and, one night, began a slaughter. We were weak, the Hayalet own our weakness now. But we trusted our allies. We trusted the peace that the Empire had brought us through the years. We were totally unprepared for the sacking of our chief city.
"Our enemies had prepared for months, perhaps years, for their treachery. They had considered a thousand contingencies, prepared for every eventuality. They rapidly killed our generals, our statesmen, our leaders. They lopped off our heads first, making resistance impossible. Even if we had not been completely shocked by the Ulus' actions, there would have been no one left to organize our forces." I listened to Orospu speak, still sounding bitter about actions that had occurred hundreds of years before she was born. But, while I could understand her bitterness, I was also filled with admiration. For the Ulus. For their viciousness and relentlessness. The Buz could learn from them.
"They didn't just sack the city," Orospu continued, "They searched, street by street, for every man or boy they could find. Without mercy, without pause, they slit the throats of old men and babies. Children were torn from their mothers breasts and killed for the crime of being a Hayalet man. They left no stone unturned. They found hiding places and secret nooks. Found men there. They killed them all. And, when they were done, they spread out into the countryside. To every hamlet and isolated farm in the Hayalet valley. They moved on horseback, arriving before the news of their betrayal. They killed men and boys and tossed their bodies into the river, which ran red as it exited the valley.
"They were ruthlessly efficient. They missed no one. If a man ran before them, they would spend hours hunting him down and would not stop until they were certain the man was dead. They sealed off the ends of the valley. They made sure than no one left. As far as I know, no man survived the months-long blood orgy. If a man did, he did so by shuffling off his Hayalet exterior and faking that he had Ulus blood. Finally, the Ulus had been left in control of the valley. We have always simply called it The Massacre," Orospu's eyes had grown misty as she spoke, the pain in her voice sounding clear, present.
"That is the story that I heard," I said, once again being blunt. Perhaps too blunt. Orospu snorted.
"Even women sometimes fall into the myth that only men matter," Orospu said, and she looked at me as she spoke. I did not understand her meaning, but she kept speaking, "The Ulus felt that way. They chased down and slaughtered our men, our boys. They believed that the Hayalet were born from the seed of their fathers. Eliminate the fathers, eliminate the seed, eliminate the Hayalet.
"Certainly," I interjected, "A child is born of his father's seed." I was still confused by Orospu, it seemed she spoke in riddles.
"The blood of the Hayalet runs through a woman's veins as well," Orospu retorted, "But the Ulus thought as you did. As they marched through the valley, murdering men and boys, they largely ignored the women and girls. Pretty ones they tried to capture. As slaves and wives. But they were eliminating the Hayalet, or so they thought, they didn't have time for women. Many slipped through their fingers.
"In fact, the Ulus were so single mindedly driven to kill even gray-bearded men and beardless boys, they even allowed some of our leaders to escape. The leaders who were women." I was taken aback by this. Women leaders? The Buz could barely stand to listen to me speak, let alone lead. It sounded wrong. But also, alluring. After all, would it not have been a welcome change to have my voice heard.? Perhaps when my tribe was deciding who was to be a slave?
"Most Hayalet children, like most children everywhere, were born either with a cock or a cunny," Orospu said, and it felt like she was changing subjects, "Babies with cocks become men, babies with cunnies become women. And it is as simple as that." I knew from my own experience that it was not always as simple as that.
"But, since time immemorial, there have been others born among the Hayalet. Breast, cunnies, and soft, curved bodies like a woman. But cocks like men," Orospu said, raising her eyebrows at me. I felt a jolt, "The Hayalet recognize these people for what they our - a fusion of the male and female. A divine expression of the duality of nature. Light and Dark. Hot and Cold. Man and Woman. Goddesses who walk on Earth." Orospu's words seemed to be hammering into me. I had never heard my body described in such a way. As a thing of...honor. It was a strange, and shameful body. Wasn't it?
"These people are called the Cadilar and, because of their closeness to the Gods, they performed the rituals. They served as priestesses and conduits to our ancestors, who live now in the bottom of the river. The Cadilar were honored, respected, and consulted in all matters. From war to crops.
"There were never many Cadilar. No one could predict when or to whom one would be born. But a Cadilar was taken from her family at birth, raised among other Cadilar to know the rituals, to read the signs left for us by our ancestors on the surface of the river, and to learn the history of the Hayalet. Cadilar made vows of temperance, fortitude, and chastity.
"When the Ulus attacked, they had been our neighbors long enough to know that the Cadilar existed. But they believed that the Cadilar were "merely" priestesses. Women, like all other women. Some were killed, some were enslaved. But most were simply allowed to slip away from the cities, from the village, from the farms.
"The women of Hayalet had never before been in charge of their own destiny. Hayalet men, like men everywhere, were jealous of their monopoly on power. It would have been easy for the remaining women to scatter, to travel to other civilizations. To be enslaved.
"But the Cadilar remained. And the women of Hayalet had always followed the Cadilar in spiritual matters. Now, facing the death of their husbands, sons, and fathers, they were willing to follow the Cadilar out of the Valley of Death.
"The Cadilar often went to the mountains to perform rituals and commune with the Gods. They knew of the fertile hemmed-in valleys, the hidden places, the caves and streams. The Hayalet women who survived the Ulus attack followed the Cadilar to these places. They found sheltered plains, like this one, and they hid from the rampaging armies of the Ulus. Waited for their enemies to leave.
"But the magnitude of what had occurred was quickly apparent. The Ulus remained in the Hayalet Valley. No men staggered into the mountains. There were simply no men left. The enemy would not leave. And there was no future for the Hayalet. No seed to grow new crops.
"The women of Hayalet quickly realized that there were no longer any men to lead them. If the Hayalet were to continue as a people, the women (and the Cadilar) would have to take on the mantle of leadership. Necessity and danger are excellent teachers. Women who, just a few weeks before, would have meekly asked their husband or father before taking even the simplest action, suddenly burst forth in full masterful vigor. They gauntlet had been thrown at their feet and they did not hesitate to lift it. If their men had known the deep well of resourcefulness and power that lay within their wives and daughters, and had the wherewithal to take advantage of it, they might never have been defeated in the first place.
"The Cadilar stood aside at this time. They had organized the shattered remnants of Hayalet and led them to safety. And they continued to demonstrate their value as spiritual guardians. But they did not step into the shoes of the men of Hayalet. They had no desire to do so, nor did the women need them.
"In fact, the women of Hayalet were more than capable of making decisions on their own. Angered by the Ulus treachery and spurred to action by their sudden freedom, the Hayalet women reorganized their civilization. Here. What would eventually become a village. The call went out among the mountains and the caves, and the women met here, brimming righteous anger and ideas for how to respond. And to plot a path into the unknown, without men.
"Every surviving adult women in Hayalet was present. The Cadilar came to provide guidance and to chronicle the events. In the full flush of freedom, passions were high and ideals clashed. Some of the women counseled caution. They suggested climbing into the highest reaches of the mountains. Hiding forever. Other women counseled against this. They knew that the Ulus thirst for land and power would not end. Like the Hayalet, they would eventually learn about these sheltered valleys and streams hung in the mountains above the Valley. They would come. They would captured or kill the women. Hiding would delay, but not end, the threat.
"These bolder women suggested striking back. They recognized that the Ulus would never suspect an attack. They believed that, upon killing all of the men, the threat of the Hayalet was forever ended. They would be sloppy, unguarded. They suggested night attacks on the Ulus. Killing Ulus in their sleep, the same way the men of Hayalet had been slaughtered.
"Other women suggested that, once the Ulus learned they were under attack, they would realize that some Hayalet had survived. They would hunt them down. Kill them. Attacking was, in their view, just as dangerous as hiding.



"The warrior women responded that they would sneak into Ulus farms and villages at night. They would kill every witness. They would dress as ghosts, in case they were ever seen. They would be the spirits of the Hayalet Valley. And they would use fear of the unknown to defeat a stronger enemy. These women carried the day. They left the Cadilar here, in the mountains, to guard the girls and to build longhouses, while they climbed down the mountains into the Valley. They reaped a terrible vengeance on the Ulus, drove them from the Valley. That is a story you already know.
"What's more, their fame traveled to every corner of the known world, such that no man dared enter the Valley. Stories were told that the Ghosts of the Hayalet took no prisoners. And for hundreds of years, those stories have been true. We live here in the mountains, we raise what crops we can and shepherd goats. And we keep a watchful eye on the Valley below. No one is allowed to pass unscathed. As you caravan learned, to their detriment."
For a moment, I simply let the story soak into my bones. The admiration I felt for the Ulus began to drain, slightly. I looked around at the young, vigorous women standing in the circle around me, their hardy young daughters playing. These were warrior women. They had grasped the reins of power that I had sensed among the men of the Buz. They had taken up weapons, trained themselves, and brought death to the enemies that had humiliated their men. My heart burned suddenly with the freedom that they experienced every day. But even my excitement and admiration could not blot out a point of confusion that remained.
"If you are the Hayalet, with the Hayalet's blood running through your veins," I said and Orospu nodded, "Then you must be hundreds of years old. How?"
"Hundreds of years?" Orospu asked, knitting her brow.
"As you said, no man of the Hayalet survived. There was no seed to replenish your stock. If you have captured other men, where are they? And are you still Hayalet if you've used their seed?" Orospu laughed gently at my questions.
"You are a Cadilar," she said, "You produce seed, do you not?" Suddenly, an image flashed through my mind from the previous night. Gul, on her hands and knees, in front of Orospu, begging Orospu to fuck another warrior into her womb.
"So..." I began, but Orospu spoke over me.
"As I stated before, the Cadilar, as priestesses, had taken a vow of chastity. However, our warrior women returned from battle triumphant, and lusty. The Cadilar wished to...reward our brave warriors in some way. What's more, we recognized the problem that you had diagnosed - no seed, no future. It wasn't so much that a decision was reached, but that nature took its course. The vow of chastity was not so much consciously eliminated as disregarded."
"The Cadilar began to fuck the women in the tribe?" I asked in my blunt fashion. Orospu smiled and shrugged.
"The Cadilar and the women in the tribe decided to couple, and marry," she said, "The Cadilar had been celibate for so long, and so devoted to their vows, that no one knew whether they even could impregnate a woman. The Hayalet were surprised, and delighted, to find that they, in fact, were fertile. In the years following the Massacre, babies were born here in these mountains. A first generation that had never known the soft life of the valley.
"According to the chronicles kept at the time, the Cadilar saw their role in the generation that experienced the Massacre, as the planter of an orchard. Cadilar would plant the seed and then watch as might trees grew through the generations and produced new fruit. In hundreds of years, men and women would grow abundant enough in these hold-fasts to return to the valley, and retake what was theirs.
"But it was not to be. We Hayalet were shocked to find that while the Cadilar were fertile, and could produce children, they could not produce male children. Daughters were born. Cadilar were born. But, for whatever reason, the seed of a Cadilar could not produce new men. The Hayalet could continue as a race, but it was a fundamentally changed race. A race of women and Cadilar.
"In the years that followed, the Hayalet learned many things. Cadilar are not as fertile as men. Most couplings will not result in an implanted seed. Women have fewer children when married to a Cadilar, as opposed to being married to a man. A woman may have only one or two children in her lifetime. It is a great rarity for a woman to have three. What is more, while men and women in the Old Times were born at a similar rate, roughly one man for each woman, that was not the case with the Cadilar. Nine out of ten children born to the Hayalet are female. The remainder are Cadilar.
"As a result, our marriages have changed to reflect the situation. A single woman does not marry a single Cadilar. There is a communal marriage. A marriage that contains one Cadilar and, on average, around 9 wives, though the actual number fluctuates. Every member is married to every other member. A Cadilar will then have anywhere from 10 to 20 children, only one or two of which will be Cadilar. And these large families, full of wives and daughters, live together in a longhouse. Like the one behind you."
As Orospu spoke, I looked around, as if seeing the village for the first time. No longer wondering where the men might be. This was the entire civilization. Women and girls. I never would have imagined that such a thing could exist. It was all so different from life in the far North. I could not even imagine how a society could function, without men in charge. Even knowing that I wished for more of a say in the affairs of the Buz, I never dreamed of a world in which men didn't have the greatest say. It sounded...lovely, but impossible.
I turned back to Orospu in a slight daze. She was looking at me with a sort of amused countenance, like she was reading my thoughts. Something about her crooked smile cast my mind back to the night in the longhouse, when I'd first seen Orospu.
"So Gul and Otuzbes and the other women..." I started.
"You heard and saw more than my wives imagined," Orospu said, answering my question before it was asked.
"They are you wives?" I asked.
"And each others wives," she explained, "We are all married to one another. We raise our children together."
"How many children?"
"Let's see, with Gul's daughter, I now have 8. One is a Cadilar. But I am still relatively young. My wives are young and healthy. There will be more." I started counting up the numbers. Orospu with her wives and children, a total of 12 longhouses (I now counted). No more than around 300 people in this village. Maybe more if there were widows living in their daughters' homes.
"How many villages are there like this?" I asked.
"Like this? No others," she said.
"So this is all that remains of the Hayalet?" I asked. And she laughed.
"No, not at all," Orospu said, shaking her head, "This large village with a palisade wall is, by far, the largest settlement of the Hayalet. That is what I meant. A dozen longhouses and defenses is large by our standard. But there are smaller villages of five or six longhouses throughout the mountains. There are families that live in isolated homesteads. There are even Hayalet living in the mountains on the other side of the river. We surround the valley. And yet we are invisible."
I had no conception of the size of the valley. Nor how many villages or homesteads it might contain. I felt that Orospu would not be inclined to share that information. Still, she sensed the source of my curiosity.
"Our numbers are small. With warriors sometimes falling battle and sickness taking others, we have about as many Hayalet today as there were when we regrouped after the Massacre. We grow food when we can, we try to tend to our sick. Each drop of Hayalet blood is precious," she explained.
"The Buz have men and our women give birth to many more children. But we tread water as well. The North is not forgiving," I said. Orospu nodded.
"I am sure your tribe sometimes takes prisoners, women, to replenish the stock," she said, and I thought of Hapis, my uncle's wife, who had been captured in a raid as a child. I nodded.
"We do not force women to join our tribe, but we sometimes offer it to slaves that we liberate. It does not happen often. But we try to keep up our numbers when we can. It is even rarer to find a Cadilar. The Chronicles indicate that one of my ancestors, four generations back, was a Cadilar who wondered into the mountains by chance, was captured, and joined our tribe. But that is the last recorded instance. Then, just a few days ago, two Cadilar fell into our hands. You and your friend..."
"Not my friend," My eyes flashed angrily at Orospu, "My sworn enemy" and I spat. Orospu raised her hands in supplication.
"I did not know," she said.
"I am Kedi of the Buz, a proud tribe with a proud god. She...Cilek," he name coming out like a hiss, "Is a weak Kabile girl. I have said the words. I must kill her and four others of her tribe."
"You will not touch her here," Orospu said coldly, "She is a guest here, as you are. I have guaranteed your safety. Others have guaranteed hers." My hatred of the Kabile burned as bright as ever, but I would not dishonor the people who had rescued me. I bowed my head.
"I will respect your wishes. Here," I said. Orospu's cold face warmed.
"Excellent," she said, "Besides, she might not be Kabile much longer."
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"You might not be Buz much longer," she said in response, and I flared with anger.
"One is born into the Buz. Even being sold into slavery did not change that. I will always be Buz," I raged. Orospu put her hands together soothingly.
"And so you shall. What I am saying, perhaps too subtly, is that the Hayalet are always in need of Cadilar. There are few of us, but we are necessary to sow the seeds of future generations. You are our guest here, and you may leave if you desire when the time comes. But we extend an invitation for you to join here. To have wives, to raise children, to be honored," Orospu said. Looking back, it seemed obvious that Orospu had been building up to this offer, but at the time, I was so overcome with my hatred from the Kabile and for Cilek, that I hadn't realized what she was saying. I was caught flat-footed, off-balance.
"Abandon my tribe and become a Hayalet?" I asked after a long minute. I began to shake my head.
"Do not answer now," Orospu said, "My wives, and the women in a neighboring longhouse, have just returned from their raid. And brought you back. Two other longhouses sent out patrols last night. You cannot leave until those patrols return and another two longhouses set out. The next two longhouses will take you, blindfolded, back to the Valley. If you determine that that is what you actually want. But for now, you will live with the Hayalet. And, in doing so, you can decide whether you want to stay with us."
"I do not need your permission, as a guest, to leave. I will follow streams down into the Valley and leave tonight," I said. Orospu's eyes closed to slits.
"We cannot allow you, or anyone, to know the paths that lead out of this village. Because they can lead right back into it. You will be sworn to secrecy if you choose to leave this place, on the honor of our Gods and yours. Until that time, eyes will be on you at all times. You cannot escape. If you leave, you will leave when we allow it," Orospu said finally. So I was still a prisoner. At least for a little while. I would not argue with her, not now.
"How long?" I asked.
"How long for what?" Orospu asked.
"How long until the raiders return, and then next patrol heads out? How long before I can leave these mountains and begin my trip home, to the Far North, to be with my people?" I said. Orospu sighed.
"The next patrol will leave in three weeks," she said, and I felt my heart lurch. Three weeks! It would be early winter by then! I was just about to protest when Orospu suddenly stood.
"Wait a moment..." I demanded, thinking that Orospu was just going to leave me there.
"Ah, good, they have heard that you awakened and have arrived!" Orospu said. Who was here? And why? I turned to follow Orospu's line of sight and I saw three women standing just a few yards away from the longhouse. One I recognized instantly as Cilek. She was standing between two other women, who I did not recognize. They had not been in Orospu's longhouse. But they were at least as beautiful as any of the women who had been. They looked quite similar to one another. They were young, perhaps just turned twenty. They were short and lean with long, straight, almost black hair. One had her hair cascading freely over her shoulders, the other had it tied back in a ponytail that fell down to the small of her back. The two women had light brown skin, large eyes, and small noses. They had thin necks, wispy arms, and delicate legs. Their breasts were small and high on their chests, their stomachs were flat and thin, their hips flared more widely than their breasts. They walked with purpose and were smiling gently.
"Omuzlar, Geri," Orospu said, "I introduced you to Kedi, a Cadilar of the Buz tribe from the far North. Kedi, this is Omuzlar," Orospu gestured to the woman with free hair, "and Geri," she gestured to the woman with the ponytail, "They are Hayalet. And they are the former wives of my late friend Olu."
"Welcome to our village," Omuzlar said.
"We are gratified to have new Cadilar here, with us," Geri said. I nodded, but I was barely thinking about them or what they said.
"Why is she here?" I said, pointing rudely at Cilek.
"I am sorry to hear about your friend, and your wife," Cilek said, looking at the other women and not speaking to me.
"Alas, it was her time," Orospu said, gazing up the clouds, "the Gods gave her 58 years. Neither to much, nor too little."
"Whatever years the Gods grant," Geri and Omuzlar stated in unison, indicating that this was some sort of ritual statement.
"They are here," Orospu said, turning to me, "Because I asked them to be."
"I don't want to be around the Kabile girl," I said. Looking at Cilek in the day light, freed from her chains, I found that I could barely contain the rage I felt towards her, towards her tribe. I know that some of it was just fear and frustration at being stuck with the Hayalet for the better part of a month. But it didn't change the fact that Cilek had defiled me, and I had absolutely no desire to spend even a moment in her presence.
"Remember your pledge," Orospu said quietly, after sensing my surging rage. I was a woman of honor, I would respect the vow that I made. But I saw no reason to treat Cilek with anything other than the disdain I felt for her.
"She is safe," I hissed.
"Good," Orospu said louder, "Now, I have asked Omuzlar and Geri to be here because they have a keen interest in your presence here. I will allow them to explain." Omuzlar and Geri looked at one another, but then both began to speak. Omuzlar spoke louder and, Geri fell silent.
"As Orospu stated, our wife and the Cadilar of our family, Olu died three months ago," Omuzlar's final words came out slightly choked. I saw Geri bite her lower lip and rub her eyes with her thumb and forefinger. The passing of Olu had, evidently, caused them pain which they still felt.
"Our family consisted of Olu and ten wives, including me and Geri," Omuzlar explained, "Three of those wives have decided to retire from active participation in our marriage. They will live as honored elders in our home, but they are beyond child bearing years and will no longer fight. Still, that leaves seven fertile wives. And no Cadilar to provide us with seed. There are a sufficient number of us to remarry."
"We have been waiting," Geri said, cutting in, "Waiting for negotiations to occur, to find a new Cadilar from another village, of farmstead. But finding a new Cadilar for an already-formed family can be difficult. There are alliances and political considerations to make..."
"And there is always consanguinity to consider," Orospu interjected, "We are a small civilization, with few Cadilar. Bloodlines can become entangled without care and thought. A Cadilar must consult the Ancestor Books before agreeing to any marriage."
"What does this have to do with me?" I asked, again blunt, "I am sorry your wife is dead. But it does not concern me." I saw Omuzlar's eyes flash with anger. Orospu held up her hand soothingly.
"You, and Cilek, provide an opportunity," Geri said, "You have no existing marriage alliances. You have new blood from far away lands..." Omuzlar cut in now.
"We are here to convince you to join the Hayalet. One of you could marry into our family, be our Cadilar, and providing us with daughters and warriors," she explained. Even before Omuzlar finished speaking, I was shaking my head. I wasn't staying with the Hayalet. I wasn't marrying anyone. And I wasn't going to give anyone daughters.
"You would want me?" Cilek said, her cheeks red with flattery.
"Every family dreams of a young, beautiful Cadilar," Omuzlar said, turning and smiling at Cilek. My lip curled back in disgust. How could she consider leaving her tribe? But then, I guess if I was Kabile instead of Buz, I would want out as well. I was a little surprised to see Geri appeared to have a look of disgust as well.
"Did you love Olu less because she was old? Because you did not find her as beautiful as these girls?" Geri asked of her wife. Omuzlar rolled her eyes dramatically.
"Olu was a fine wife and a productive Cadilar," Omuzlar said, "I never said anything otherwise. I was complimenting our guest."
"She always loved you more, and it never made any sense. You never honored her..." Geri began. I sensed the long-running tensions and fissures that ran between Omuzlar and Geri. While I knew little about them, I could sense Geri's loyalty, even to a dead woman. I could not help but respect it. Still, Orospu did not seem pleased.
"Is this why you are here?" Orospu asked, "To bicker and air your family's private matters before our guests?" Geri, chastened, shook her head. Orospu softened, "Excellent. Well, why don't you two take our guests into my longhouse. It is empty now, and you can all be comfortable." Both Geri and Omuzlar nodded their heads. They turned towards the door of the longhouse and walked inside. Cilek, without protest, entered behind them.
"I am not going to stay here," I said to Orospu, when the others were inside, "I don't see any reason to listen to their persuasion. I am a Buz. I will return to the North as soon as I am permitted to leave." I spoke coolly, but not rudely. These were simply facts. Nothing was going to change my mind. Orospu smiled and gave out a short, gentle laugh.
"Oh Kedi...you're here for three weeks, no matter what. I know you say you're leaving. And I won't stop you if you want to leave. But going with Omuzlar and Geri isn't going to hurt you in the meantime. If you allow yourself, you might even enjoy your experiences here. Now go," Orospu said, and she pointed to the door of the longhouse. I looked around briefly, realized that there really wasn't anywhere for me to go if I decided to resist, and then I gave in. I shrugged a little a sighed, then threw open the animal skin over the door, and ducked inside.
The flap closed behind me and it took a few moments for my eyes to adjust to the dark. I blinked several times and the torches came into focus. I recognized the inside of the longhouse, though I was now standing on the opposite side. There were no people on the benches, no one sleeping on the mats. No one was present, except for Cilek, Omuzlar, and Geri. And they were rapidly disrobing.
My eyes grew wide as the thin, white fabric the women wore fell from their bodies. Geri turned as she disrobed and looked at me. A bare smile emerged and she pointed at me.



"Good, you're here," she said. Omuzlar didn't even look up.
"Get undressed," Omuzlar said.
"No," I said simply. Omuzlar now looked up, her eyes flashing angry.
"It is tradition here," Geri said, soothingly, "We do not wear clothing in the home during the day. The children are turned outside to play. Only the adults in the family are present. And we are comfortable and naked here." Cilek was already naked, barely seeming to notice that I was there. She was so happy to cast off her identity, just as she'd cast off her clothes. But I was a Buz.
"I prefer to be dressed," I said.
"It is unbearably rude for you..." Omuzlar said, but Geri interrupted her.
"We do not wish to make you uncomfortable," Geri explained, "But this is a custom. And I ask you to respect it. This is not your home country. This is the Hayalet." Geri spoke soothingly, but with finality. Again, I could not help but respect her, this time for her control and firmness.
"Let no one say that a Buz does not understand what it means to be a guest," I said. I began pulling at my robe, finding the places where it was held together. Eventually, I got the fabric loose and felt it fall to the ground around me. I did not look down at my body, instead, I looked across the room to Geri and to Omuzlar, who were already naked.
And beautiful.
The two women looked even more similar than they had clothed, somehow. They both had small, but high firm breasts with small, pink nipples. They had flat, gently-muscled stomachs and firm, fleshy asses. I could see their cunnies now. Both women were entirely devoid of hair on their bodies. The lips of their cunnies simply tight, pink slashes. More than ever, Geri's long ponytail was the only distinguishing feature. I saw Cilek (who I noticed as still attractive, despite myself) staring at the women with undisguised lust. I attempt to comport myself with greater dignity. But it was difficult.
Geri and Omuzlar both seemed infinitely comfortable in their nudity. And with ours. For the first time in my life, women gazed upon my cock without any sort of shock or confusion. They saw me (and Geri's eyes seemed to linger on me in particular), but seemed to regard me as...natural. I felt a bit thrown off by their casual attitude and found that I was mirroring it without realizing I was doing it. Instead of seeking to cover myself or sink into the background, I walked across the room casually and found a comfortable seat. The other women followed and soon we were all sitting on the floor in the center of the longhouse, near where the fire would be lighted at night.
We sat for a moment in silence and I casually glanced at the three women around me. Their lithe, youthful bodies radiating heat that I could actually feel warming my skin. I noticed the gentle curves of their bodies and could smell the delicate perfume of their natural scents. I willed my cock not to stir, as best I could, wondering if that would be rude. But it was difficult. The women were entrancingly beautiful. And they were looking at me as well. I spoke, more to distract myself from the women that because I really wanted an answer.
"So...what have you to say to us, to convince us to stay," I said finally. Geri and Omuzlar looked at each other quickly, shy smiles breaking out on their faces. They didn't speak.
"What?" I asked. The two women laughed gently, but without malice. I looked at Cilek, wondering if she was playing some sort of trick on me with Geri and Omuzlar as her accomplices. She shrugged and looked back at the women.
"What?" I asked again, my voice annoyed. Geri lifted her hands placatingly.
"We apologize," she said, "We do not mean to be rude."
"Oh?" I said, looking at them blankly. They giggled again.
"Sorry," Omuzlar said, "We are warriors and not much for persuasion. We are prone to action."
"What does that mean?" Cilek asked, and Omuzlar turned towards her, smiling wolfishly.
"She is so glad you asked," Geri said playfully. Omuzlar did not respond herself. Instead, she rose up on her hands and knees. We were all sitting in a loose circle, Geri to my left, Cilek to my right, and Omuzlar directly across from me. Omuzlar was only two or three feet away from me, and as she got up on all fours, she invaded the small circle separating us. For a moment, I thought she was going to crawl towards me. I could see her shoulder's rising and falling, noticed her firm breasts brushing her arms as she moved.
Omuzlar veered sharply to her left, my eyes followed her as she moved. In half a second, her knees were straddling Cilek's legs, one hand was on either side of Cilek's hips. Omuzlar's head dropped instantly, her long, dark hair cascading over Cilek's lower body. Cilek's half-hard cock suddenly disappeared inside of Omuzlar's body. It happened so quickly, Omuzlar was so expert. She simply tilted her head to the side, let the hardening tip of Cilek's cock press against her lips and then slipped the whole things into her throat. Through her hair, I could see Omuzlar's chin pressing into Cilek's balls.
"God's wounds!" Cilek yelled in a breathless burst. She was knocked back slightly, throwing her arms back and catching herself from falling down. She was looking down at Omuzlar, shocked and wide-eyed. Bu she didn't push Omuzlar away. She just watched, as I did. I could see Omuzlar's cheeks bulging, could even hear her tongue as it swirled around on Cilek's half-hard cock.
After a few moments, the full gravity of what I was watching dawned upon me. Omuzlar was sucking Cilek's penis. Just inches away from me. I could see them, hear them, smell them. It was so abrupt, so unexpected. And surprisingly hot. Too hot, in fact. I'd barely been able to control my cock to this point, I could feel it plumping against my leg. Both to confirm that I was really seeing what I was seeing, and try to gain some sort of control over my spiraling arousal, I turned my eyes away from Cilek and Omuzlar. I faced Geri, wondering if she was seeing what I was seeing.
But as I turned, I was startled to find Geri's face, just inches from mine. I jumped slightly and gasped in surprise Geri instantly took advantage of my slightly opened mouth. I felt her hands, one grasping at my waist and the other wrapping around the back of my neck. The distance between our face faded away, and before I had overcome the shock of seeing Geri, I could feel her warm tongue slip between my lips. I felt her soft lips melt into mine at the same instant that her tongue brushed gently against my teeth. Her tongue plunged deep into my mouth, tumbling over my own tongue, which rushed to meet her instinctively. Geri's hands grasped me gently, but firmly, as her tongue swirled against my own. I tilted my head to the side slightly, moaning into Geri's mouth and allowing her tongue more deeply inside of me. I felt Geri's body move closer to mine, felt her hard nipples pressing against my breasts.
"No!" I said, in a muffled voice, as best I could around Geri's tongue. My hands reached forward, one pressing against Geri's hip and the other against Geri's soft breast. I pushed her, but not overly harshly. Just as quickly as she had started, Geri pulled away from me. I felt her hands slip from my neck and my waist, the warmth of her breasts moved away from me.
"I am sorry," Geri breathed, almost breathlessly. It was only when she apologized that I realized what I'd done. A beautiful woman had kissed me. And what a kiss! It was only after it broke, and the full force of it hit me. Geri's soft, firm lips. Her delicious tongue. Her warm breasts. It was indescribable. And I'd pushed it away! For a moment, I couldn't explain myself.
"No...don't be sorry," I said, and I almost asked her start kissing me again. I could hear the slurping sounds of Omuzlar sucking on Cilek's cock just inches from my body. I could perhaps have that as well.
But something, in the back of my mind, was still holding me back. I looked Geri's beautiful face, her cheeks now slightly reddened with the embarrassment of rejection. And I remembered what she was doing. What Omuzlar was doing with Cilek. They were convincing us to stay. To abandon our tribes and become Hayalet. And their supple bodies were far more persuasive than any statement they could have made. Cilek was already weakening, as a Kabile girl was bound to do. But I was Buz. I recognized that while I was fully capable of resisting any arguments Geri might make. However, her body might be irresistible. And so, almost purely on instinct, I had rejected her. Although my body cried out to reverse course now, I couldn't. I had to stop now. So that I could return to the North.
"It is not right," I said finally, "I do not intend to stay." Geri smiled, obviously relieved that my rejection had not been personal. She shrugged (beautifully).
"I don't mind. I am no longer married to a Cadilar. My other wives do not care. We are just having fun," she said, and began to lean towards me again. I put up my hand, pressing against her sternum.
"I must return home," I said, looking deeply into her dark eyes. Geri bit her lower lip and looked at me intently. Finally, she ran her hand through her own hair, tugging at her ponytail, and she nodded. She understood. She leaned back slowly and then sighed in disappointment. I let out my own sigh, in relief. I had resisted temptation.
"It could have been a good time, is all," she said wistfully, but not angrily. It might have been better if she had been angry. I might have regretted it less.
Regardless, for a moment, I sat in silence, congratulating myself on my fortitude and doing my best to avoid Geri's gaze. But, after some time, I realized that she was no longer looking at me. Geri was looking past me. To the other two women in the longhouse. I'd nearly forgotten about them. But now, I could hear them. Hear the slurping sounds of Omuzlar's mouth. I could hear Cilek's moans.
I knew that I should just ignore it. Cilek was my enemy. And Omuzlar was trying to seduce me, just as much as Geri had been. But Cilek's sounds were so...exciting. And the heat from their bodies was so intense. I was not made of stone. I needed to find out what was happening. What harm could there be in simply watching?
I pivoted on the floor and pushed myself backwards so that I was sitting next to Geri. She glanced at me for a moment, smiled, and then turned back to the scene in front of her. I followed her lead, turning towards the sounds of lovemaking. I Involuntarily groaned.
Omuzlar was still face first in Cilek's lap, but the women seemed to have warmed to the task. Cilek's arms were thrown back behind her, her palms grasping at the rushes on the floor. Her head was thrown back, her long blonde hair cascading over her shoulders and her arms. Her mouth was open in a silent moan. Cilek's back was arched, her breasts sitting high on her chest, her hardened nipples towards the ceiling. I saw them shaking slightly as Cilek's body trembled. Cilek's legs were spread wide, her knees bent. Omuzlar was was now spread out on the ground, her knees in the dirt with her ankles crossed. Her large ass bubbled up from the ground. Omuzlar's breasts were pressed into the dirt. Her arms were wrapped underneath of Cilek's knees, her fingers grasping at Cilek's thighs. Omuzlar's eyes were closed, serene.
The only thing that was moving was Omuzlar's head. It was bobbing up and down rapidly into Cilek's lap. From my angle, I could not see much. But I could tell that Cilek's cock was now completely hard. I could also tell that Omuzlar was more than capable of taking all of it at once. Omuzlar's mouth was slipping rapidly up and down Cilek's shaft, her thick, full lips first wrapped around the tip of Cilek's cock, and then a second later kissing Cilek's full balls. Omuzlar's saliva was dripping down Cilek's hard shaft. The longhouse was filled with wet, slurping sounds as Cilek's cock slipped in and out of Omuzlar's throat.
I knew that Cilek was a Kabile girl and I knew that I hated her. But, as it had been around the fire with the men of the caravan, I could not deny her beauty. And, if anything, Omuzlar was even more alluring. And she clearly knew what she was doing, her movements steady and fluid. The scene was sexy and exciting. And I knew that Geri felt the same way. I could sense her shifting uncomfortably next to me, even if I didn't dare turn away to look. For my own part, I felt my stomach flutter and my mouth watering. I tried to ignore my cock, by I could feel it aching, hard.
"Gods help me!" Cilek moaned after I had been watching her, almost in a trance, for several minutes. Cilek's elbows, already wobbly, seemed to give way, and she collapsed backwards onto the ground, her breasts spreading out on her chest. Her back arched, and her hips thrust up into Omuzlar's face. Omuzlar did not even seem to notice, her head continued to bounce in Cilek's lap, even as Cilek began to moan louder. Cilek's hands rose from the ground, her hands grasping at Omuzlar's hair.
"Fuck!" Cilek screamed, her eyes clenching shut and her hands forming into fists. Cilek's hips dropped down, at the same moment that Omuzlar, in her rhythm, was pulling her head back. Cilek's hard cock slipped from between Omuzlar's lips. At that exact moment, Cilek came. Cilek body was shaking, her muscles all clenched. And I could see her cock seizing. I watched as the thick globs of seed pulsed from Cilek's cock and splashed against Omuzlar's face. Omuzlar didn't seem surprised. Her eyes closed, her mouth opened. But Cilek's cock pulsed wildly, splashing seed across Omuzlar's eyes, her nose, and her cheeks. Finally, with a shuddering gasp, Cilek's cock spurted the last of her seed, and her body went limp on the ground.
As soon as Cilek's orgasm subsided, Omuzlar popped up onto her knees and opened her eyes. Her face was frosted with seed, and some of it was dripping off of her chin and nose onto the dirt floor. Omuzlar began to crawl over Cilek's prone body, moving quickly but smoothly. Seed dripped from her face as it glided over Cilek. I saw droplets of sperm land on Cilek's cock, then her belly, between her breasts, and then onto her throat. Cilek was breathing deeply, her eyes closed. I am not sure she even knew that Omuzlar was hovering on top of her. But, in a moment, Omuzlar's face had dropped down onto Cilek's. Their lips came together, Cilek's mouth opened instinctively, and the women's tongues splashing together. Cilek's chest was still heaving with exertion, her nipples pressing against the undersides of Omuzlar as they kissed more and more passionately. Cilek's face was now smeared with her own seed, and it dribbled into her mouth as the two women messily kissed.
I groaned and squeezed my legs together, feeling the delightful pressure against my cock as Omuzlar and Cilek began to lick and suck on one another's faces, swallowing down Cilek's seed and leaving their faces glistening. For the second time since I was captured by the Hayalet, I was watching beautiful women have sex, and I was again overwhelmed by the lust that it inflamed inside of me. I could hear Geri breathing sharply and, out of the corner of my eye, I could see her hand moving rapidly. I didn't dare look, because I knew that Geri was pleasuring herself. In fact, I could smell her arousal. The same scent my cunny made when I was excited. I did not know that I would be able to control myself further.
And so, I kept my eyes focused tightly on Cilek and Omuzlar. They were still kissing passionately, though their faces were now clean. Cilek's arms were now wrapped around Omuzlar's waist, Omuzlar's elbows were planted on the floor on either side of Cilek's head. Their bodies were pressed tightly together.
"Your cock is still hard," Omuzlar whispered and Cilek giggled.
"I need more," Cilek said. Cilek squeezed Omuzlar more tightly and then rolled. Rolled towards me and Geri. Omuzlar giggled as Geri and I scrambled backwards to avoid them. I settled back onto my knees and Geri landed on her ass, her legs spread, as Cilek and Omuzlar settled onto the ground. Their bodies were still tight together, their arms wrapped around each other. Cilek's cock was pressed against Omuzlar's slick cunny. Omuzlar moaned and kissed Cilek's neck. Cilek turned her head, giving Omuzlar better access to her throat. Cilek's eyes were open, she looked towards me, then her eyes flicked over to Geri. At the same time, she began to grind her hips, letting her hard cock slip through Omuzlar's pussy lips, making Omuzlar shake.
"Geri, please feel free to join in," Cilek said, her eyes flickering back to me, "Just because Kedi can't get it up, doesn't mean you have to play with yourself." I huffed sarcastically and rolled my eyes. Self-consciously, though, I turned to look at Geri. I saw her eyes cast down, looking at my cock, which was sitting up high between my thighs. I heard a loud groan and turned back to Omuzlar, I saw that Cilek had thrust forward, pressing her cock into Omuzlar's willing cunny. Cilek's eyes were slits, but she was still looking at me.
"Oh look, she is hard," Cilek gasped, "But she isn't looking at you," Cilek said to Geri, "She is looking at me," Cilek's arousal had apparently made her bold. I felt my cheeks grow red, I wasn't sure if I was angry at Cilek's presumption, or embarrassed by the fact that what she was saying was true. Cilek had aroused me.
"Its for the best," Cilek said to Geri, "A scrawny little Buz bitch couldn't possibly satisfy you anyway." Then Cilek giggled and turned back to Omuzlar, burying her face in the Hayalet woman's neck.
It wasn't just the last thing that Cilek had said. It was also the strange, disorienting circumstances I found myself in. It was the sights, and smells, and feelings of arousal that were swirling around me. It was Geri, stimulated and willing, sitting right next to me. It was the slow build up of excitement and the memory of Geri's kiss on my lips. It was all of that and more that pushed me. But that Kabile sluts disrespectful statement stirred something else inside of me. My pride. I was twice the woman, the...Cadilar that she was. And not Kabile girl could ever compare to a Buz girl in any respect, certainly not in lovemaking.
No decision was made. The rage and the determination lifted me up on my knees while blotting all thoughts out of my mind. I barely even noticed that Cilek and Omuzlar were even there. I simply turned towards Geri. She had seen me rising up and turned slightly towards me. I pounced on her, my hands landing on her shoulders. She let out a surprised yelp as I caught her off balance and she tumbled onto her back. My hands slipped down Geri's body as she fell, my palms running across her shoulders, her breasts, and over her nipples. Her flesh was hot and firm. Her nipples felt hard against my skin. She was at least as excited as I was.
I kept my hands on Geri's breasts as I stretched out in front of her. My hair trailed across her body, draping over her arms and her belly. But my eyes kept traveling down, I saw her wide hips and the pink, glistening slash of her cunny. I dropped my hips down, keep my hands on Geri's breasts. As my head moved closer and closer to her body, Geri's scent filled my nose. Earthy, humid, almost sweet. My mouth watered.
Geri's legs spread wider as I dropped my head between them. Her hands rose from her side, her fingers sinking into my hair, guiding me towards her cunny. In a moment, I was face-to-face with Geri's cunny. I could see how aroused she was. She was dripping fragrant liquid down through the crack of her ass, her scent was overwhelming. Her small, hard clitoris (the first I'd ever seen so closely), looked like it was throbbing harder than my cock. Her hips thrust upwards towards my face and Geri made a gentle, mewing sound. I remembered that she had been playing with herself until I pounced on her. She was probably in agony.



I had no idea what I needed to do to please a woman. I just knew that I desired Geri's body. And I desired to pleasure her more than a Kabile slut could pleasure her wife.
I closed my eyes, opened my mouth, and leaned forward. Her scent was thicker now, deeper. I felt my mouth press against Geri's soft cunny lips. They were slick with her juices. My tongue slipped from between my lips, and pressed against Geri's soft skin. Her thighs were close to my ears, but I could hear her gasp. And I could taste her. I groaned as well. Salty, warm, and sweet at the same time. I made my tongue flat, broad, and soft, and dragged it up the length of Geri's pussy lip, letting the liquid collect on my tongue, and then swallowing the slick liquid down. I groaned as I swallowed down the flavor. My hands squeezed on Geri's breast, the soft flesh molding between my fingers.
Because I did not know what I was doing, and because she tasted so lovely, I simply chased Geri's flavor. My tongue swirled around on Geri's wet cunny. I dragged my tongue, thick and soft up and down Geri's puffy pink cunny lips, sucking her slick liquid into my mouth and immediately swallowing it down. He skin was so warm, and so soft, if felt like my tongue melted into her. I moaned as each droplet of Geri's juices dribbled across my tongue and down my throat. I felt like her essence was slipping into me, warming my stomach and then radiating out to the rest of my body. I started to lick faster, more forcefully as I grew more excited. I bent forward further, feel my cock pressing against my belly as I licked.
But, because I didn't really know what I was doing, I tried to be attentive to every little movement of Geri's body, to ferret out any hints of what felt good, or what felt bad to her. I listened for every sudden gasp of breath and felt for every tremble of Geri's thighs. It wasn't easy, I was overwhelmed by desire. But I noticed that, Geri's muscles grew tense as my tongue licked up the wet length of her cunny and then rested, warm and soft, against her hard clit. I felt her hands squeeze at my hair as my tongue swirled around that little nub of flesh. I recognized that, in a way, Geri's little clit was a bit like my cock. I thought of what felt good when I touched myself (or, more shamefully, when Cilek had touched me) and I tried to mimicking those motions with my tongue.
After my first wild, but enthusiastic, minutes of lapping at Geri's pussy and tasting her juices, I settled into a groove, understanding what Geri wanted, and reacting to her movements. I wrapped my lips, softly but tightly, around her hard clit. I pushed my tongue out, letting it lap up and down the length of it, sometimes swirling, at a quick, but not torrid, pace. Sometimes, I would drop my tongue down deeper, pressing inside of Geri's tight cunny, and tasting her juices as her muscles contracted around me. Then I would slip back up to her clitoris, sucking and licking on it.
My face was pressed tightly into Geri's body. If I glanced up, I could only see the undersides of her breasts and, between then, the bottom half of her face, her teeth biting at her lower lip. This, alone, was beautiful. But really, I didn't need to see, to know the effect I was having. As I learned what I was doing with Geri's body, I could feel her reacting. With each passing moment, her legs trembled more, her fingers clenched more tightly in my hair, and the moans that welled out from her throat got louder and louder. Even her scent grew more intense. For my part, my cock ached against my belly, my mind still devoid of anything but an overpowering lust.
I didn't even realize what was happening until I was in the middle of it. I hear Geri let out a long, low breath, almost like a pained sigh. Tied to that was a high pitched yell, almost a shriek. Her hands pulled at my hair and her thighs closed around my ears, shaking wildly. I continued to lap at her clit, shaking my head side to side to covering her most sensitive spot with my entire tongue. Then Geri's hips began to buck up, into my face. And I realized I'd done it! I'd made Geri cum. I could feel the muscles in her body go rigid, heard her squealing with delight, even through her thighs.
Geri collapsed backwards onto ground, I could see and hear her chest rising and falling rapidly. All of her muscles had released. I felt Geri's hands on my forehead, pushing me away. I realized that, like my cock, Geri's clit had become sensitive after her orgasm. I pushed away from her, and she sighed. I sat up on my knees. My face felt sticky with Geri's juices and my own saliva, my tongue slightly numb. I looked down at Geri's cunny, the pink lips split open now, her clit glistening with my saliva. I looked at her eyes. She was staring at me mischievously, still biting her lower lip and now, raising her eyebrows.
I could still hear the sound of sex, however. And, for a moment, I was confused. It sort of flooded back to me. What had been happening before I'd pounced onto Geri. Cilek and Omuzlar. They were still next to me, in the dirt. Omuzlar was on her back, her legs spread and her knees hitched up. Cilek was kneeling between her lover's legs, her hands on Omuzlar's hips. Cilek's neck was bend, she was looking down at Omuzlar's body, smiling and panting. She was thrusting her hips in and out of Omuzlar's body, and even in the low light I could see Cilek's cock splitting Omuzlar's pink pussy lips. In and out. Their breasts bounced in unison to the motion of their thrusts. They didn't seem to notice that Geri and I were there.
Now I turned back to my own cock, still achingly hard. It was looking up at me, glistening with pre-cum. I had, to my immense surprise, satisfied Geri. That had been my goal. But achieving that goal had done nothing for my own arousal. My eyes flickered up towards Geri again, she was turned and watching Cilek and Omuzlar, but sensed me looking. She turned back me, her eyes heavy, looking relaxed and sated.
"Is it...is it still sensitive?" I asked, glancing down at Geri's pussy. She giggled and sat up slightly. I gasped as her hand reached forward quickly, and before I knew it her fingers were wrapped around my hard shaft. She stroked my cock a couple of times gently and I felt my knees weaken. I could feel the silky soft skin of her palm gliding up to the tip of my penis, and then down just as easily. My pre-cum lubricated her way. She sensed the wetness on her hands as well. She switched hands now, moving her other hand onto my shaft, stroking it even more gently than before. Her other now-wet palm, moved back to her face. I saw her tongue splash out, lapping at her palm and tasting my precum. She moaned at the flavor.
"Very sensitive," she said languidly and she moaned at the taste of my precum. I must have looked disappointed, because she laughed again, "Sensitive is good," she asserted, "I like to cum in bunches."
And with that, her hand wrapped more tightly around my cock, and she pulled me towards her, and down. I groaned, but could not resist the gentle pressure of Geri's hand on my cock. My hands dropped down into the dirt on either side of Geri's breasts. Geri's legs were spread and I could feel my cock bounce against her hips. But Geri guided me expertly, keeping her hand on my cock. In a moment, I felt the tip of my cock press into Geri's tight pussy lips. We both gasped at the same time, and I looked at her, her eyes as fiery as my own. She nodded quickly, and moved her hand out from between our bodies.
I sort of melted into Geri at that point. My hips dropped down and forward and my eyes closed as I felt my cock slip inside of her. I was so hard, and Geri's body was so deliciously wet and ready, that there was nothing like pain or even resistance. I just felt her tight, warm pussy lips wrapping around me, sucking me inside of her. It was like her whole body was wrapping around me, squeezing me tightly, but gently. As my hips came to rest against Geri's, my eyes rolled back in my head and a groaned poured out of my mouth. I leaned forward now, my arms moving so they were on either side of Geri's head. I buried my face in Geri's neck, and felt my breasts pressing against Geri's. Her nipples were still hard and I could feel them pressing into me, my breasts did the same to her.
For a moment, I just rested there, savoring the hot feeling of Geri's body caressing me. It wasn't as though the tension that had been building inside me was gone; I certainly hadn't cum. But it was like I was soothed in that moment. But Geri wasn't willing to let me rest inside of her. After a few moments, I could feel Geri's hips thrusting up and back on the floor. I could feel her cunny pull back, my cock slipping out, and then pressing back in. The withdrawal was a delightful agony, and the return a mind-bending relief. I needed more of it.
I placed my palms in the dirt on either side of Geri's head, pushing myself up slightly. My breasts now hung just above Geri's, my nipples tickling her flesh. I bent my head down, closing my eyes and tilting my neck. I felt my lips crashed into Geri's, a little too excitedly, a little too rough. But Geri just giggled, her mouth opening and allowing my tongue to pour into her teeth. Her tongue rose to meet me and soon, they were swirling wildly together, pouring out of our mouths and messily dragging across our lips.
At the same time, I had began to thrust. I pulled my hips back, letting my cock slip out until just the very tip remained in Geri's body. Geri's body squeezed me tightly, the whole way out. She gasped as her body released me, only just conceding each inch of me. I could barely stand to be outside of Geri's body. The cool air of against my now-sopping skin was excruciating. I plunged back inside of Geri, feeling my balls slap against her ass and feeling her groan into my mouth.
Geri threw her head back and my tongue slipped from her mouth and dragged down her chin. I didn't want to pull my cock out just yet, I wanted to be deeper insider of her. I sat up higher on my knees, grasping my hands around Geri's hips. Soon I was kneeling between Geri's legs, my body perpendicular with hers, and my cock buried more deeply inside of her than ever. I rotated my hips inside of Geri, feeling her insides caress me. My balls ached against Geri's asshole. My breasts were sensitive as well and one of my hands moved from Geri's hip, grasping at my own breast. I squeezed my nipples for relief, groaning at the cascading sensations.
My eyes fluttered down to Geri's body, it looked so beautiful stretched out in front of me. Her wide hips, her narrow waist, her small breasts spread out on her chest. I could hear Geri groaning in time to my thrusts, feel her body tremble to my rhythm. But, to my surprise, she wasn't looking at me. Instead, her head was turned to the side, looking at Omuzlar, who was lying next to her, panting and moaning as well. I looked at Geri's thin, elegant arm reaching across the distance between them. Omuzlar was doing the same. Like me, Cilek was between her lover's legs, perpendicular with her body. She was thrusting wildly, looking down at Omuzlar's body. Omuzlar and Geri were looking at one another, holding hands.
Perhaps I should have thought that strange, the two women holding hands while we, strangers in their land, pumped them full of seed. But, as it had from the beginning, my hatred of Cilek had clouded my faculties. Here, in the same position as Cilek, and deeply occupied in the same task, I jumped instantly to the conclusion that Cilek and I were in some sort of competition. That we were in a race to pleasure our lovers.
I instantly increased my pace, thrusting in and out of Geri's body, no longer loitering inside of her. Geri bit her lip and nodded as I began to move, and I knew I was doing the right thing. Without really trying, I found that I slipped into same rhythm as Cilek, we were moving in and out of our lovers at the same rate. I could hear the wet sounds of our cocks moving into wet cunnies. Omuzlar and Geri continued to look at each other, their eyes smiling and their mouths open in constant moans. Their hips bucked into us.
After a few moments, I saw Omuzlar's hand move. Not the hand that was holding Geri's hand, but her other hand. I watched it move across her body and down between her legs. Her fingers slipped through her wetness, rubbing against Cilek's hard cock in the process. Once they were wet, they flickered up to her own clitoris, and I watched her fingers circling on it gently, as Cilek's cock continued to plunge in and out of her. She was pleasuring herself as Cilek fucked her!
Before Geri had a chance to mimic the action, I brought my hand up off of my breast and placed my thumb in my mouth. I quickly circled my tongue around the pad of my thumb, getting it quickly wet and then slipping it out from between my lips. I dropped my palm down on Geri's flat stomach, spreading my fingers out on her hot flesh, even as I continued to thrust inside of her. My thumb found its way down to Geri's hard clitoris and I saw her eyes clamp shut and she gasped as I touched her. Working at the same pace as Omuzlar, I circled my thumb around on Geri's clit, occasionally dropping down to my thrusting cock, to keep the pad wet.
We continued in this motion, working in unison, but in competition. But we did not continue long. The sensations were simply too intense. Cilek and Omuzlar finished first, though I could not say who began. I heard Cilek let out a low shriek and turned to look as her hands squeezed onto Omuzlar's hips. For her part, Omuzlar's fingers had frozen between her legs. In fact, she seemed frozen all over. Her legs were clenched around Cilek's body, her mouth was frozen open with her eyes slammed shut. And I could see that her hand was grasping Geri so hard that her fingers appeared to be white. She was groaning deeply, trembling all over. Cilek thrust twice more, hard, and then kept her hips pressed against Omuzlar's cunny.
But I could not watch for long. I heard Geri gasp and felt a tremble run through her body. I turned back to her, and saw that her eyes were closed and that her free hand had risen up. Geri was grasping at her own breast, squeezing the flesh tightly for some sort of relief. Her trembling grew more and more intense, and the noises in the back of her throat grew louder.
Geri's body continued to tighten. At first, I could feel the muscles in her legs tighten around my waist. And the muscles in her stomach under her hand. But I kept thrusting, and kept swirling my finger around on her clit. My breathing was coming ragged, but I didn't slow. I couldn't slow. Then, I felt Geri's cunny squeeze around me. Somehow, more strongly than before. I thrust into Geri and she sort of closed around me, holding me warmly and firmly in place. At the same moment, she let out a shivering gasp and her hand rose off her breast and grasped at my hand, pushing it away from her now sensitive cunny. I realized that Geri was cumming again.
And, I realized, I was about to cum as well. I had been so focused on competing with Cilek, somehow, that I had barely noticed the rising tension in my body. But my toes were curling, my breath was shallow, and I could feel a tingly sensation down my back.
"Oh fuck, I am cumming," I groaned aloud. And in saying it, I realized what was about to happen. I was about to spill my seed. Inside of Geri. I felt my balls seizing against Geri's asshole. I had no time. My last thought, before the orgasm crashed over me, was to pull my hips back sharply. And then the whole world disappeared into a soothing pleasure that seemed to burst out of every inch of me all at once. A blinding, tingly sensation that erased any concerns about any competition or any seed or even going home, to the North. It was just...an overwhelming peace.
Even in the midst of the orgasm, I kept my eyes on Geri's body. I saw that I had pulled my cock out of her warm cunny in time. Any regret I felt in leaving the warmth of Geri's cunny was assuaged by the pleasure of the orgasm, and the lewd thrill of watching my seed pour from my cock and splash onto Geri's shapely body. It was a large amount of seed splatter on Geri's stomach, her tits, and even her throat.
As my orgasm subsided, I found myself weak in the knees. I tumbled forward, landing on top of Geri's body. Her arms wrapped around me. I felt my softening thigh press against Geri's thigh. Our breasts were aligned and I felt her softness, holding me up. What was more, our bodies were fused together with my seed. I could feel it, wet and warm, against my breast and my stomach. I could smell my seed and Geri's cunny. I glanced at Geri, saw her looking at me, smiling contentedly.
I kissed her instinctively. At first I didn't know why. We were done. I had finished what I set out to do. But I found an emotion had, to my surprise, burst from within me. I had looked at Geri, in this shared moment of supreme relaxation and bliss and found some sort of connection to her that I had not expected. I couldn't even name the feeling, or understand it. But it felt good and pure. And it willed me to kiss her. Geri's mouth opened, to allow me to kiss her further.
Our tongues met, and I melted into Geri's body. I groaned into her mouth and Geri giggled in response. Giggling against my tongue, her body shaking underneath of me. And I felt myself giggling as well. Our kiss holding us together, but our bodies trembling with mirth. And just like with my orgasm, I didn't care about anything else. It was just a lovely moment. A moment where, somehow, I felt at home.
But as my tongue pushed deeper between her lips, I heard it.
"That was lovely," I heard Cilek's now familiar, obnoxious voice state. It was more a coo than clearly state words and I felt my lip curl. The pleasant sensation curdled inside of me. My tongue pulled from Geri's mouth.
"It was," Omuzlar said. I turned and looked at Cilek and Omuzlar, they kissed gently. I saw the same tender emotion that I had felt, reflected in their eyes. And I felt sickened by it. Seeing it felt like...weakness. Geri's hand wrapped around the back of my neck. She turned me so that I faced her. She was smiling, still contented. But I could no longer look upon Geri as a lover. That feeling had passed, leaving only a sense of danger behind. My cock had been thrust into Hayalet soil. I could easily find myself rooted to the spot.
"I certainly enjoyed myself," Geri said, raising her eyebrows.
"As did I," I saw queitly, then, louder, "because I won!" Geri's brow furrowed. Cilek and Omuzlar turned to look at me.
"What?" Geri asked. But I turned and looked at Cilek.
"You came twice, and made your lover cum a single time. And that is being generous, since she pleasured herself. I pleasured Geri twice, and came only once myself. I am twice the lover that you are," I said. Geri gazed at me, her mouth open in disbelief. Omuzlar, too, looked puzzled. Cilek stared at me for a moment, and then laughed.
"I wasn't competing," she said, "I was making love." I pushed myself up, my body feeling sticky and cold from the seed. I snorted as I searched the darkness for my clothes.
"Of course you weren't," I said, "Because you lost. And a Kabile has no honor and cannot admit when she is beaten. But I am Buz. I have proven my prowess in the bedroom, as I will someday prove it to you in the field of battle," I said.
"We were just fucking. It was supposed to be fun," Omuzlar said, incredulously. I ignored her.
"Thank you Geri," I said, but for reasons I did not want to probe, I could not look at my erstwhile lover, "But..." I didn't know what else to say. Instead, I rose from the floor, found my clothes, and headed for the door. I did not look back, but I could hear the others talking quietly in the dark. I quickened my pace, so they would not sense the confusion, and fear, that I felt bubbling along in the wake of my orgasm.
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Chapter 4: A Hayalet Marriage
Orospu had not deceived me. I was not a prisoner in the village of Daire. I was allowed to walk within the palisade walls as far as I liked. In the days following my awakening, I spent a good deal of time investigating the place. There was only one entrance to the village, directly behind Orospu's longhouse. It was heavily guarded at all times, despite the fact that everyone assured me it had never been so much as approached by enemy troops, let alone breached. All of the women in town took their turns keeping watch. What's more, it appeared that the women all trained, every day, to keep in a state of readiness. There were archery butts and tournament grounds within the palisades. They practiced alone and together. The women all had lithe, sveltely muscular bodies and the demeanor of warriors. Calm, but coiled. I respected their attention to discipline, especially in a situation in which they could obvious afford to be lax.
However, it was a small village. After a few hours, I had learned everything that there was to know about their defenses. And that, I assured myself, was the only thing I really wanted to know about the Hayalet and the village of Daire. Their food, their customs, their beliefs did not interest me. Their individual personalities interested me even less. If I wasn't studying their martial preparations, I told myself, there was nothing else to really know about them.
In short order, I felt hemmed in by the palisade walls. As a Buz, I was used to roaming daily. I grew restless and, finally, decided to leave the village to explore the country beyond the walls. As I passed through the gate into a densely-packed evergreen forest, I realized for the first time that someone was following me. Not one of the guards at the gate. Someone, a woman I did not know, just sort of appeared behind me. She must've been following me all along. Through the village. I was not a prisoner, but they didn't want me to run away either. I was impressed, rather than upset. I noted her presence as I moved.
I wandered for awhile through the trees, but I could always sense the woman behind me. Sense the tension in her, as she was prepared to do whatever was necessary if I decided to bolt. The terrain around the village was unforgiving. The trees were densely packed, there were ravines and cliffs, icy cold mountain streams. There did not appear to be any paths that I could discern. It was clear that the Hayalet had taken great care in the selection, and concealment, of their settlement. In the end, I went back to the village, unable to interest myself in the natural beauty of the place when I was unable to orient myself.
But I grew even more uneasy as I returned to town. As I had spent several days in the walls, I was no longer exotic or foreign to the women and the children. They had seen me watching their war-like preparations and had grown accustomed to my presence. And, as a result, they felt compelled to walk up to me, to engage me in conversation, and to introduce themselves. Women would walk away from the training fields, whether they'd almost been trying to kill one another, and casually sat down next to me to ask if I'd enjoyed my stay. Children attempted to pull me into their games. And there were so many of them, they were relentless.
I don't mean to imply that they were unpleasant. On the contrary, they were very warm and welcoming, while being blunt like warriors. I actually really enjoyed their gruff but somehow maternal energy. But that was the problem. I enjoyed them. They made me laugh, they were sweet, they were thoughtful. They made me want to stay. And I didn't want to want to stay. Perhaps that was the reason I'd walked into the woods in the first place, to avoid allowing these kind people to get their hooks into me.
God's wounds, the person I was avoiding most was Geri, the woman I liked most in the entire village. Ever since the day in Orospu's longhouse, I had absolutely shunned Geri. If I saw her walking towards me, I turned and walked away. The first few times she tried to wave, and walk towards me. Eventually, she just looked hurt and walked away. I admit that I did not feel good about those interactions. But, despite her evident sincerity, I couldn't trust Geri. Or any of the women in Daire. Any of the Hayalet. They were all trying to recruit me. And part of me...a large part of me, felt like it was susceptible to their charms.
But I was Buz. I had said the words. I needed to return home. I needed to get revenge. I had to resist, with everything I had. And so I avoided Geri. I avoided everyone else. I avoided learning their names, learning their families, learning their customs. I answered as briefly as possible when spoken to. I didn't raise subjects on my own. I ate by myself. I watched them train and tried to simply fade into the background noise of the village, awaiting a time when I would be blindfolded and taken out of this valley of temptation. After a week or so, the women stopped engaging with me. They seemed saddened, rather than angry. Except Geri, who I didn't see anymore.
The only person who would not take the hint was, of course, the Kabile slut Cilek. In every respect, she had taken the opposite approach from me to life among the Hayalet. She followed Omuzlar around like a lost puppy. She strutted through the village, loudly talking with everyone she came in contact with. She played games with the children and got caught up on the gossip with the adults. In short, she seamlessly integrated herself into the Hayalet in no time flat. She seemed to completely abandon her Kabile identity and to become a Hayalet. Which, I suppose, was characteristic of the weak Kabile spirit. Regardless, the women in the village seemed to like her, even if she came off as cloying to me.
It was perhaps a week after I awoke when Cilek finally admitted it. I was sitting on a table outside of Orospu's house, eating a small breakfast that I had prepared for myself. I had woken early and bathed myself in the trough outside before anyone else awoke. I had not spoken to anyone that day. I was enjoying the satisfaction and the solitude when Cilek sat down across from me, a large, stupid plastered to her face.
"Good morning, Kedi," she said. I looked up from my meal, but didn't respond.
"Gah! What are you eating?" Cilek asked, looking down at my breakfast.
"Please leave me alone," I responded.
"It looks like a... a rat!" Cilek observed.
"That's because it is a rat," I said. A mouse, really, but they taste similar. Cilek's face turned slightly green and she shook her head.
"I ate with Omuzlar just a few moments ago. Porridge with honey. I am surprised that Orospu is feeding you that...rodent. I am sure Geri would..."
"Orospu has stopped offering me breakfast," I explained, "I am more than capable of procuring my own food."
"Why would you eat rats when you can have porridge with honey?" Cilek asked. I signed and dropped a rat leg onto the table before me.
"Didn't I asked you to leave?" I said haughtily. The only reason she wasn't dead was because Buz understood what it meant to be good guests. It didn't seem that she realized how precarious her life was. Instead, she just bowled past me again.
"And lamb for lunch," she said, still looking at the mouse.
"I appreciate the Hayalet, but I do not need them to survive. I do not want them to feel that they need to take care of me. I am perfectly capable of surviving on my own. When I leave here, I won't have to overcome any bad habits, like you. Getting fat on other people's work," I said. Cilek laughed a little and shook her head.
"I think you're overstating the impact of porridge and honey," Cilek said, and then, more seriously, "And when will I have to unlearn life in Daire?" she asked, "I am never leaving."
I suppose that I should have seen that coming. She had seemed changed during our time in Daire. She seemed happier, less timid. She smiled more and interacted with the Hayalet in a familiar way that seemed far more comfortable than I'd ever expected to see her. Still...to abandon her tribe...
"You do seem to fit in well with Hayalet," I said acidly, "It is strange. I can barely tell by your actions that you are even a Kabile. You seem like a Hayalet woman," I said and Cilek smiled. Then I twisted the knife, "Which, strangely, just confirms what Kabile cunt you really are. To have no loyalty or decency, that is the definition of a Kabile," I spat. I leaned back, satisfied with my insult. But, rather than reach for the nearest club to bash me for my insolence, as I would have done to her, Cilek just snorted and shrugged her shoulders.
"Fuck the Kabile," she said easily, "What good have those icy twats ever done for me?" My mouth dropped opened.
"They are your tribe..." I stammered. Cilek rolled her eyes.
"The tribe that sold me into slavery. That treated me like a freak even before then. Who fight endless, pointless wars, with other stupid Northern tribes for no real reason," she said and the hair on the back of my neck stood up, "The Kabile have never wanted me. I never wanted them. Good riddance. The only good thing they ever did was disown me. It let me find where I truly belong." I felt like there were knives stabbing into my flesh with every syllable that poured from Cilek's venomous lips. It felt like everything she said could equally apply to my tribe!
"But...loyalty...blood. These things mean something," I said, afraid that it sounded more like an argument than an assertion.
"Then it should have meant something to the people who sold me," Cilek explained. My chest grew tighter and I felt my head reeling. Cilek...her words sounded like something I'd heard in my own thoughts, deep in my brain in places I couldn't acknowledge.
"And besides, what more could I possibly want than life here? I will live in cozy house, eat plenty of good food, and fuck ten beautiful brides! There is nothing better in life than that." Cilek said, but I barely heard it. Her earlier words were still circling in my brain. I was suddenly angry, although I couldn't say why. I think I was angry that Cilek had made me think about the...betrayal that I'd experienced. Made me think about the values of blood and loyalty and what they meant to me if they didn't mean anything to the Buz. I felt my eyes narrow. I was about to spew some venom at Cilek, to assuage my anger and confusion.
"I wonder what is going on?" Cilek said and I suddenly became aware of my surroundings. I pushed down the feelings that Cilek had raised and looked around. The normally orderly, dispersed crowd of Hayalet women within the palisades walls had seemingly spontaneously moved together. Now they were surging through the center of town towards one of the longhouses. I wondered if the women were preparing for war. But there was an excited buzz in the air and women were talking and laughing. The Hayalet were all moving, all at the same time. It was almost a festival atmosphere.
"Hey," Cilek said, grabbing a woman by the arm as she walked by, "What is going on?" Rather than be annoyed by Cilek's presumptuousness, as I would have been, the Hayalet woman just smiled.
"Damat's newest bride has arrived earlier than expected from Magara! She arrived last night," the woman said, "The wedding will happen soon!"
"Damat and Sonraki were so excited! Are we invited?" Cilek said, showing a level of knowledge about village gossip that was frankly embarrassing. Still, I was curious.
"Of course, you're invited," the woman said to Cilek then she looked up at me, "Both of you."
"What is happening?" I asked The woman broke free of Cilek's grip and moved away, Cilek turned back to me, her eyes glittering with excitement.
"Damat is the youngest adult Cadilar in Daire, only 20. Right now, she has only one wife, Sonraki. Sonraki's first child, a Cadilar (which is good luck on a first pregnancy) was born three months ago. So they are ready to marry again. They have been waiting on the arrival of their next wife, Daha, for weeks. She wasn't supposed to be in until next week. But I guess she is early," Cilek explained breathlessly.
"How do you know this?" I asked, a little disgusted. Cilek didn't seem to notice.
"It is all anyone has talked about since the news of our arrival died down," Cilek said, a little incredulously, "How have you not heard about it? It has been months since a new women entered the village."
"I have minded my own business," I said, letting the judgment sit heavy in my voice. Cilek didn't notice or care. She rose quickly from her seat.
"Come on, let's go watch the wedding," she said. I stayed seated, shook my head.
"I don't care about their weddings," I said honestly.
"Ugh, you're impossible," Cilek said, "You are invited. It would be rude not to go. They will think you are an ingrate," she said. Cilek knew it was important to me to be seen as gracious. She pushed the right buttons to spur me into action. Or maybe I was just curious and wanted to be convinced. Whatever it was, I sighed and rose from my seat. Soon, Cilek and I had merged into the crush of humanity heading towards Damat and Sonraki's longhouse. The door was not large enough to accommodate everyone at once, and I soon felt hemmed in by the shear amount of people. I felt arms and legs brushing against me, felt the head of bodies
Finally, Cilek and I, side by side, pushed into the longhouse It was absolutely packed with Hayalet women and children. They were so close that they could barely move. But there was a small, open area in the center of the longhouse, where the great fire would be lit at night. I saw two young women standing sheepishly in the middle of that open area as the crowd swirled 360 degrees around them.
"The short, dark-haired one is Damat. Her wife is the busty red-headed girl standing next to her," Cilek explained. The were both pretty girls, looking overwhelmed by the attention. The new wife, evidently, was not present.
"You will be able to see better from there," I heard a family voice say over the din of the crowd. I turned towards the source of the voice and didn't see anyone at first, "Up here," the voice said. I looked up and saw, directly to the right of the entrance door, Omuzlar sitting on a bed, or cot really, that was hanging from the wall. She was patting the cot on either side of her body, 'Guests should get a good seat."
"Thank you," Cilek said, "Omuzlar, it is so good to see you!" She immediately climbed up onto the cot. I looked up at them for a moment, and then back to the middle of the longhouse.
"Come on Kedi," Omuzlar said, "You don't have to fuck me, just sit next to me during the wedding. You won't be able to see anything if you say down there." More and more people were pouring into the longhouse. I was jostled to the side. I looked back at Omuzlar, who again patted the cot. I sighed, pushed my way through the crowd, and hoisted myself onto the cot.
"Better?" Cilek asked. At the very least, it was better not to be jostled by the crowd. Further, it was much easier to see, even if I was just a few feet above the crowd. I recognized many faces, though I knew very few of the names. The crowd was dense, too dense for comfort but they seemed festive, relaxed. Except for Damat and Sonraki, who seemed nervous. I also notice Orospu for the first time. She was standing just on the edge of the open area where Damat and Sonraki were standing. She was wearing some sort of colorful robe and I quickly gathered that she was the officiant.
"Much," I said, "thank you."
"Huh," Omuzlar said haughtily
"What?" I asked.
"I didn't know you knew how to be thankful. Geri will be surprised," she said. I felt my cheeks go red. I was about to respond angrily, though I didn't know how. But I was interrupted before had a chance.
"Everyone here?" I heard Orospu's voice loud and clear over the din of the room. I looked back to the center and saw that she was looking directly a me. No, she was looking at Omuzlar. Omuzlar looked around me towards the door, which had flapped closed.
"I believe so!" Omuzlar yelled back and Orospu nodded.
"Excellent," she said and then raised her hands 'Silence please!" she said in a voice that was neither quiet nor loud. Instantly, the entire crowd became completely still and silent. I was impressed by Orospu's control the crowd. The entire gathering froze in expectation.
"Sonraki and I," Damat said suddenly in a quavering voice. As she spoke, she reached out and grabbed her wife's hand. Sonraki smiled and whispered something into Damat's ear. Damat smiled and seemed to be more at ease, "Sonraki and I would like to welcome you into our home...and to thank you all for being here to meet our new wife, Daha." The crowd cheered and those closest to the two brides tossed rice into the circle where they stood. Damat and Sonraki inched closer together, laughing and holding one another.
"We are not yet used to this," Sonraki said, "To getting new wives." The crowd cheered again.
"I am sure you'll figure out what to do with her!" a bawdy voice called out from the churning sea of people. There was a roar of laughter.
"I am a bit surprised," I said, half to myself and half to Omuzlar and Cilek, "There is little solemnity. It is not at all like a Buz wedding."
"Well we can tell," Cilek said, "No one is marrying a goat!" She and Omuzlar laughed at my expense and I felt my cheeks get hot. But before I could respond, Omuzlar was talking.
"According to the elders, weddings were solemn back in the old days. In the valley. With men and women. But, today, we think of a wedding as a happy affair. Why should a wedding be dour and serious? The point of marriage, if you do it right, is to have fun. Make children," Omuzlar explained expansively. I admitted, to myself at least, that there was some wisdom in that. "A ceremony can still be meaningful, even if it is pleasant."
"Women and Cadilar of Daire!" a voice yelled directly next to me, so close I almost jumped. I looked to see Orospu, standing at the door to the longhouse. I hadn't even noticed her walking away from the center of the building. There was a beautiful young girl I'd never seen before standing next to her. "Please welcome the newest member of our community, Daha of Magara!" Orospu said. The crowd cheered and Daha smiled and looked down at her feet. She was tall, lithe, with dark red hair.
"She looks familiar," Cilek said as the crowd in front of her disappeared. Orospu began to move through the opening in the crowd and Daha moved after her.
"She should," Omuzlar snorted at Cilek.
"Has she been to the village before? Has she met her new wives?" Cilek asked and Omuzlar laughed.
"Never been here before her mother brought her last night, but she knows Sonraki," Omuzlar said. Daha and Orospu were had just about reached the center of the longhouse, the crowd filling back in behind them as they passed. Daha moved next to Sonraki.
"How? Did Sonraki..." Cilek stated, but my breath caught in my throat, a gasp that my two companions heard over the crowd.
"They're sisters," I said. Daha and Sonraki were standing right next to one another. They were nearly identical. Same lithe bodies, same large breasts (though Sonraki's were large), same long necks and wide mouths. The same dark red hair. Sisters.



"Not as dumb as you look," Omuzlar said.
"Sonraki is marrying her sister?" Cilek asked, incredulously.
"And Geri is your sister," I said, suddenly the pieces falling together. They looked so similar...how had I not realized it before.
"All of my wives, sav for my late Cadilar wife Olu, are my sisters. Cousins too," Omuzlar said, matter-of-factly. I saw Cilek's jaw nearly reach to the floor. I knew what she was thinking. I was thinking of it too. Geri and Omuzlar, holding hands and looking at one another, moaning while we fucked them. Two sisters...What's more, I was thinking about my first experience with the Hayalet. Orospu cumming in Gul's mouth, and then Gul spitting it into another wife's mouth. Sharing Orospu's seed around the circle. The women touching each other. Kissing. A whole army of sisters. I shifted uncomfortably in my seat.
"It's indecent!" Cilek said, but it wasn't disgust I heard in her voice. It was...excitement.
"It is practical," Omuzlar said. Now Cilek snorted.
"Practical?" she asked, "how?" I looked to the center of the room. I could see that Orospu was addressing the crowd. Sonraki, Damat, and Daha, occasionally spoke. The crowd reacted. But I couldn't really focus on the wedding ceremony. The only thing that I could think of was the women in Orospu's longhouse. Sisters who were wives...who fucked. The very idea was, as Cilek stated, indecent. Such a thing would never happen in the far North. And yet, I did not feel the disgust that I would have expected. Instead, I was aware that my cock felt plump against my leg. I didn't understand why, but I could hardly deny the reactions of my body.
"Think about it," Omuzlar said and I was relieved that she took me out of my thoughts, "There are up to ten or so wives to every Cadilar. If a Cadilar married ten, unrelated women and each of those women had ten female sisters who also married unrelated Cadilars, the next generation would be a mess. Every woman would have twenty half sisters, and she'd have many more first cousins, one way or another. But those first cousins would be sprinkled liberally all over creation. After a couple of generations, keeping the family trees separate would be nearly impossible. It would be a full time occupation determining who could marry who without consanguineous matches. This girl was this Cadilar's daughter with this woman, or was it this woman? What a headache! Cadilars would spent months searching the Hayalet for a woman who was not her cousin."
"To avoid the problem, marriages are contracted between Cadilar. Not that Cadilar marry each other of course," Omuzlar said, and then she gestured to Orosupu, who was looking closely at Daha and saying something that was evidently part of the ceremony. "Take Orospu," she said, "She has made a contract with a Cadilar of a similar age in the village of Popo. Essentially, the female daughters of both families will be split up among the Cadilar daughters of the other family. Orospu's Cadilar daughters will evenly share the females from the family in Popo. Orospu's female daughters will be split among the Cadilar sisters in the Popo family.
"In this way, the family trees are easy to maintain. All of Orospu's daughters are half sisters (through Orospu) and first cousins (through their mothers). They also have a slew of other double-first cousins from that marriage contract. But the Hayalet genealogists will be able to keep track of all the marriages and relations simply by virtue of keeping track of the marriage contracts. That way, when new contracts are made, the Cadilar can research to make sure that none of their Cadilar grandmothers and great-grandmothers had made a marriage contract with one another. If you go back to great-great-grandmothers, the blood-connection is thin enough that it does not matter. A marriage is fine," Omuzlar said all of this as though it were simple. Easy. I found my brain fogging. I was sure it made sense, but I wasn't really sure how.
"But then women have to marry their sisters! You talk about blood!" Cilek protested. Omuzlar laughed.
"Seed then, if you don't want to think about blood. A woman can marry her woman sister. She can make love to her woman sister. She cannot produce a child as a result. A woman cannot marry her Cadilar sister, because a child could be born. But two female sisters, there is no harm in it," Omuzlar explained. And I supposed that was true. The danger of consanguinity in marriage was not in the sex, but in the issue. But women making love with other women created no children. The concern was not present.
"But isn't it...strange?" I asked. Omuzlar turned and looked at me and shrugged.
"I love my sisters. As sisters," she said, raising her eyebrow, "And as lovers. It adds an extra little thrill, in fact. What difference does it make?" And she turned back and looked at the ceremony.
"Sonraki, Damat, and Daha," Orospu was saying now, in a louder voice. I turned to look as well, "Your families have contracted to wed. But the choice to marry does no belong to a mother. Daha, you may freely return to your village if that is your will. Sonraki, Damat, you may reject Daha as a wife if you so choose. But, if you choose to stay together today, then only death will separate you. If you have any doubts, end this now!" Orospu commanded. The loghouse was now totally silent. The energy pulsed silently in the room. The three brides looked at each other sheepishly, but did not speak.
"Sonraki, will you accept your sister Daha as your wife?" Orospu asked.
"On this day and for the rest of my life," Sonraki stated as she looked over at Daha. The crowd remained silent as Orospu nodded.
"Damat, will you accept Daha as your wife?" Orospu asked.
"On this day and for the rest of my life," Damat responded, blushing. She also gazed at Daha. No one in the room breathed.
"Daha, will you accept Sonraki and Damat as your wives, and come to live with us in Daire?" Orospu asked. Daha looked around the crowd, solemnly, for a moment. Then a wide smile crossed her face.
"On this day and for the rest of my life," Daha responded. But even before the final words were out, they were drowned in the sounds of cheers. More rice was thrown into the center of the longhouse and the walls seemed to bulge with human excitement. Omuzlar yelled loudly next to me and even Cilek joined in. I remained silent, my eyes on Daha and Sonraki, standing next to one another. Sisters and wives.
"The brides must seal their marriage with a kiss," Orospu struggled to yell over the din. But the newly married trio had not waited for her. Damat, evidently in deference to the fact that she was already married to Sonraki, turned to her first wife and kissed her. Given Damat's discomfort in front of the crowd, I had expected a small peck. But instead, I watched as Damat's hand snaked around the back of Sonraki's neck, pulled her in closely. Their mouths merged and even from a distance I could see Damat's tongue press into her wife's mouth.
It was a passionate kiss, but it did not last too long. Damat's hand slipped from Sonraki's neck and their lips broke. Instantly, Damat turned to Daha and repeated her motion, her arms grasping her new wife closely and pulling her in. Daha was less practiced but at least as eager as her sister. She leaned into Damat, her eyes closed, as their lips plunged together. Soon their tongues were rolling messily in one another's mouths. Daha's hands wrapped around Damat's body, pulling her tight.
But, after just a few moments, their kiss was broken as well and Daha turned to face her sister and wife, Sonraki. Sonraki put her hands on Daha's hips and Daha put her arms around Sonraki's neck. The two sisters looked into one another' eyes sheepishly. Sonraki laughed a little, paused, and then smiled broadly while leaning in. And then the sisters were kissing. I leaned forward in my seat, feeling my heart fluttering as I watched. Sonraki and Daha sort of swayed side to side as their bodies press ever closer together. Soon their breasts and thighs were tight, and their tongues were exploring wildly. Two sister kissing.
And I couldn't look away. And not just morbid curiosity I didn't want to look away. There was nothing even close to disgust at what I was seeing. They were two beautiful women, kissing. Their bodies so similar they could easily be confused with one another. It was wrong. And it was lovely. I realized I still wasn't breathing, and sucked in a deep breath. I shift in my seat, feeling my cock pressing against my gown and hoping that no one could see my excitement. Because that was what it was. Excitement at watching the two sisters kiss. Thank the Gods that, evidently, the rule regarding nudity indoors did not apply during the wedding.
Finally, the kiss broke and the crowd once again broke into cheers, "Welcome to Daire, Daha," Orospu yelled into the crowd. Daha, Sonraki, and Damat now stood, their arms around one another, looking at Orosu, "We wish you a quick pregnancy!" she stated and the crowd cheered louder.
"Get to work on it tonight!" Omuzlar yelled out from next to me and the crowd cheered louder. Orospu laughed.
"To that end," she said, "I want to invite everyone here to leave the longhouse. There will be games and a feast this evening to celebrate the arrival of a new member of our village. Let us leave the newlyweds to...get used to one another." And the crowd laughed lewdly again. Sonraki whispered into Damat's ear and then kissed her neck gently as the crowd slowly began to exit. The three women of the hour remained rooted in their spot.
"Come on, these parties are always fun, I will get you a drink," Omuzlar said to Cilek as she hopped down from the bed. Omuzlar turned and looked to me, "I'll even get you one." I took one last look at the three brides, then jumped down next to Omuzlar. We joined the press of crowd, and in a few minutes we were outside.
There had, apparently, been little warning about Daha's arrival in the village. No food, drink, or games were prepared. But the whole community sort of jumped into action. Women ducked into their homes and game out with slaughtered lambs, barrels of mead, and archery equipment. Children ran around wildly, already playing tag or hide-and-seek. Women began clearing areas for games in the center of town and preparing tables down the alleyways. Everything was a buzz of activity and excitement. In a matter of minutes, a festival was underway.
"I must got and grab a barrel of mead," Omuzlar stated, mostly to Cilek, "I forgot to bring something to the last wedding and haven't heard the end of it. I must be generous. Enjoy the party, and I will bring you a drink." Without waiting for a response, Omuzlar disappeared into the surging crowd. For a moment, Cilek and I just stood and watched the crowd swirling. I noticed Cilek looking around furtively and turned to look at her.
"Come on," she said to me, barely above a whisper.
"Come where?" I asked, "Omuzlar said to wait."
"She won't be back soon, she will get caught up in the crowd," Cilek stated. I shrugged.
"So what? Go have fun at the party, leave me alone," I said. Cilek rolled her eyes.
"Aren't you at all curious?" she asked.
"Curious about what?"
"God's wounds, you Buz are dense!" she said, "In the longhouse. The newlyweds! Don't you want to see what they are doing?" she asked. I felt a sudden squeeze in pit of my stomach. I had honestly not even thought about it. But now the idea was planted. What were they doing in there? Wouldn't it be fun to see? Cilek raised her eyebrows at me. It made me hate her more.
"No," I said. Cilek laughed.
"You are a terrible liar," she stated, "Come on follow me." And then Cilek turned and started walking away from the crowd. I did not want to follow her. I did not want a Kabile like Cilek leading me anywhere. Beyond that, I did not like that I wanted to know what was going on in the longhouse. I crossed my arms in front of my breasts and kept my eyes on the crowd. But my heart was still fluttering. My whole body felt tight. I couldn't hold still, my feet were paddling in the dirt and my shoulders were hunching. My mind kept throwing myself back to the inside of the longhouse. What were they doing in there?
"Fuck," I hissed under my breath and then turned around. Cilek was standing right behind me. Smirking. My lip curled.
"Come on," she said, and I followed her. She moved quickly, and spoke as she walked, "I have been exploring the village and the longhouses," she said, "I have been watching the girls play. Learning the secrets of this place. There is a spot in the back of every longhouse. An...emergency exit I think. But kids play in it." We moved down the ally next to the longhouse and soon the crowd was gone. Everyone was in the center of town for the party. As we moved, the din grew softer. Soon, we were standing behind the longhouse. Looking at the back of the building.
"It's just solid wood," I said, looking at the rows and rows of aged pine that made up the back end of the longhouse. Cilek ignored me and looked around, making sure that no one was watching. The coast was clear.
"You're are not as observant as you think," Cilek said, and she walked a little more than halfway down the wall and got down on her knees. She pushed in one place, then another.
"Sure," I snorted. She pressed in a third, and then a fourth spot and I laughed. Cilek ignored me. She moved a few feet to the side and pushed again. Hinges that I hadn't even been able to see groaned slightly. A small door, just high enough to crawl through, appeared.
"Everything isn't always what it appears," Cilek said smugly, turning to look at me, "A Cadilar should know that." she said and then she began to crawl into the building. I didn't respond, but moved quickly behind her. Soon, we were back inside, our eyes once again adjusting the the light.
There was a raised area in the back of the longhouse. I hadn't really noticed during the wedding. But I could tell it was where Damat and Sonraki's bed was located. We had stepped inside the longhouse underneath of the bed. It was just tall enough to crawl through. The area under the bed appeared to be storage. There was dried meat, blankets, and assorted other items. Apparently, there was some way of getting under the bed and out the hidden back door in case of a emergency.
We gathered our bearings and then moved through the items as quietly as possible. Our backs were to the rear wall of the longhouse and we moved towards the middle. We could see light coming from that direction, light split by shadows. On the left and right were just solid walls, but directly in front of us, towards the interior of the longhouse, were slats. They were about two inches thick and were each separated by about two inches. It felt a bit like we were inside of a large crate.
We moved without word until we were both siting right up against the end of the wall, our faces pressed against the slats. We could see out through the slats into the longhouse now cleared of people. Well, most people. The brides were still there. I could see that Damat and Sonraki were already naked, their robes on the floor next to them. In fact, as I settled into the place on the floor, I saw Daha's gown fall from her body in a heap. All three women were beautiful. Sonraki and Daha looked even more alike than before, though the difference in the size of their breasts appeared more pronounced. Damat's body was more shapely than she'd appeared in her gown. Her cock was small, a little smaller than mine, and soft against her leg. I felt my cock stir against my leg and I bit my lip.
I was silent, but even so Cilek turned and looked at me, pressing her fingers against her lips, indicating I should be quiet. I rolled my eyes and held my palms up towards the ceiling, what was I going to do? Yell? We both turned and looked at the center of the longhouse.
"Ugh, I am so glad they're all gone," Sonraki said, and I settled myself to watch whatever was going to happen. Sonraki arched her back and closed her eyes, tilting her head from side to side in a stretch.
"They just want to welcome Daha, It's tradition," Damat said. Sonraki's eyes opened.
"I know, and I appreciate it. Making a big fuss over my little sister," Sonraki said and she winked at Daha, "But I want you two to get a chance to know each other. It is so good to see Daha again, and I know you are going to really get along," she explained. Damat and Daha eyed each other a bit nervously, but they were smiling. The room had emptied of people, but the entire space was now filled with a nervous, sexual energy. I could feel it flowing over me, even hidden under the bed.
"I do wish we'd gotten a chance to at least speak, all three of us together, before we were married," Damat said, "Just so we'd all be more comfortable." Daha blushed.
"You're the only person who knows both of us. What makes you think we'd get along?" Daha asked her sister. Sonraki stretched her back again and sighed.
"What?" she asked. Her hands rose up and gently rubbed the underside of her breasts. She shook her head, "I am sorry. I can't concentrate. The baby hasn't fed all day and my tits really ache." Blunt, like the soldier she was.
"I thought they looked big," Daha said, "Do we need to go get the baby?" Sonraki shook her head.
"The women in Orospu's longhouse have agreed to watch the baby for the night. If we go running out now, it will be taken as an inauspicious omen. What can I do to help you?" Damat asked. Even as she spoke, I heard Sonraki giggle a little. She dropped down onto her knees on the floor.
"Here, you know how I know you two would get along?" She asked, "You are both going to enjoy this!" She reached out with her hands and grasped at Damat and Daha's knees. They took the hint and both knelt beside her. I was a little surprised, I don't know I guess I assumed that, like Orospu, the Cadilar would always be in control in a Hayalet marriage. But it was clear in just a few moments that Sonraki took charge and Damat deferred to her. For some reason, that idea pleased me.
But I didn't have time to dwell. As soon as Damat and Daha were on their asses on the ground on either side of Sonraki, she had threw her arms around the their shoulders. Her heavy breasts sat heavy on her chest. Sonraki rested her hands on the backs of their necks and gently, but firmly pushed them down. I saw Damat and Daha's eyes flash up, looking at one another. They paused for a second, looking nervous and excited. Damat smiled and closed her eyes.
I watched as Damat's mouth open, her tongue slipping between her lips. Sonraki moaned slightly and her back arched as Damat's tongue gently pressed against her puffy, pink nipple. Damat's tongue stroked gently across Sonraki's nipple twice more. Then I saw it. Just a tiny, white bead formed on the tip of Damat's tongue. Sonraki's aching breasts were overflowing with milk. Damat felt it as well. Her mouth wrapped around Sonraki's nipple. I saw Damat's cheeks sucking in as she began to pull the milk from Sonraki's breast. From all appearances, this was not the first time that Damat had done this. I saw one of Damat's hands rise to her own breasts and squeeze it while she sucked. Her small cock was twitching against her thigh.
Daha was watching the proceedings closely, her eyes wide. Her face was just inches from her sister's aching nipple. She glanced up quickly. Sonraki was gently stroking Damat's hair with one hand, but she was looking down at Daha, smiling.
"Remember when we used to talk about this? Talk about the first time we'd be together? How we were nervous and excited?" Sonraki asked. These were not rhetorical questions, Daha nodded slowly, "You don't have to be shy. You don't have to pretend you don't want this. You're my wife now." Daha nodded, more eagerly. Her eyes glanced down to Sonraki's breast. But all she could do was stare at it, biting her lip, but seemingly frozen. Sonraki didn't get angry, instead, she turned to look at Damat.



"Show my sister what she is missing," Sonraki said gently, but it felt like an order. Damat didn't hesitate. She pulled her mouth away from Sonraki's breast and reached her hand out, grabbing the back of Daha's neck. She pulled her in quickly, but not harshly. Daha seemed surprised by the speed of the movement, and tumbled forward. In a moment, Daha and Damat's lips were pressed together their ears against Sonraki's breasts. I saw Damat's tongue push forward into Daha's mouth. Instinctively, Daha's mouth open. I could see the white liquid pour out of Damat's mouth, some of it drooling down onto her own and Daha's breasts, but much of it pouring into Daha's mouth. I heard Daha slurp, pulling the milk into her mouth and then swallowing it down. Her eyes opened and she seemed to shudder slightly, but her lips smiled. She kissed Damat more forcefully, pushing her own tongue into her new wife's mouth, searching for more of her sister's milk. Soon, she had drank it all down or drooled it onto the floor. Damat moved back now, once again placing her mouth around Sonraki's nipple and sucking gently.
"Do what your body is telling you to do," Sonraki said to Daha. Daha's body was essentially trembling all over. I could almost see the struggle inside of her: the natural instinct to not sleep with a family member. But her duty to her wife, the desires of her body fighting against them. They were irreconcilable forces. Something had to give.
"I love you, sister," Daha said, and then turned her head towards Sonraki's breast. In a moment, Sonraki's puffy pink nipple had disappeared into Daha's mouth. Daha's cheeks showed she was sucking even harder than Damat, pulling the silky liquid into throat. I heard Daha groan as the flavor of Sonraki's milk filed her mouth and her nose. Sonraki gasped as well, her back arching as she shoved her breasts into her wives' faces. Their heads obscured the view, but I could see them moving, see the smile on Sonraki's face. I knew that she was getting pleasure from feeding them both.
As Daha and Damat drank down Sonraki's milk, Sonraki's hands slipped from their shoulders. She didn't need to hold their necks in place. They were both doing exactly what they wanted to do. Sonraki let her arms slide down her lover's backs. And then to her sides. She spoke a Daha and Damat drank from her.
"I know that that was a little abrupt," she said. I watched as her hands moved forward now. They were resting on her lovers' thighs. The ones nearest her body. Her hands rubbed on the thighs gently a she spoke, "I know that you both wanted to get to know each other. To feel comfortable before you got started. But, like Daha said, I am the only one who knows you both. I know how similar you are. If I tried to slowly lead you to where we need to be as wives, you'd both just get so nervous and in your own heads. We'd talk in circles for hours. But if you just did it, you'd both just love it!"
Daha and Damat didn't speak. But they continued to suck vigorously. So vigorously, in fact, that I could see milk and saliva dripping down from Daha's chin into the rushes on the floor. Sonraki was clearly right. Her wives had totally abandoned themselves the moment. And then Damat gasped. Her mouth opened and there was a gargling sound. I saw a sheet of milk tumble over her chin.
For a moment, I couldn't understand what happened. Then, I could see movement between her legs. My eyes moved from Sonraki's breasts, down to the tangle of thighs and legs below. Sonraki's hands had moved from her wives' thighs. Slid forward slightly, but enough. I now saw that her hand had wrapped around Damat's cock. Her fingers clasped it gently but firmly. Damat was half hard now, and longer than I expected. But still soft enough to flop wildly as Sonraki stroked her.
Sonraki wasn't focused solely on Damat. Her hand had moved off of Daha's thigh as well. It had slipped down between her legs. I saw her fingers sliding down into the wet warmth of Daha's cunny. Her sister's shaved cunny. Daha did not take her mouth away form her sister's tit to gasp, but I could see her muscles tightening as Sonraki's fingers played gently with her clit.
For a few minutes, the stayed just like that. Damat and Daha on their asses on the ground, on either side of Sonraki, their legs spread wide. Their heads were turned into Sonraki's body, suckling on her breasts. Sonraki towered over them on her knees. But she was hunched slightly, so that she could reach down between their legs, to stroke them as they needed. They each made little mewling, suckling sounds and I could almost smell their arousal on the air. They moved as one. I felt like this, rather than the ceremony that had occurred a short time earlier, was the true wedding.
"Give me some of that milk," I heard Sonraki say after what felt like a long time. Both Damat and Daha's eyes shot open. Sonraki was looking down at Daha. It seemed that Daha, like Damat, was used to taking orders from Sonraki. Without a word, Daha slipped her mouth from her sister's nipple and tilted her head back. Sonraki leaned over Daha, putting her mouth over her sister's mouth. Their lips sealed perfectly in a lewd kiss. I could sense, rather than see, Daha pushing Sonraki's own milk into Sonraki's mouth. Their tongues mingled together in their nearly identical mouths. The kiss actually growing more and more passionate as the milk disappeared down Sonraki's throat. The whole while, Damat kept her mouth on Sonraki's tit. But her eyes looked up, watching the sisters kiss. Finally, that kiss broke.
"Well look at that," Sonraki said, turning her head away from Daha, and looked down at her hand, which was still stroking Damat's cock. "Our wife is now completely hard," Sonraki said and I saw it was true, "She gets...adventurous when she is hard. Should we ask her what she wants to do?" Sonraki asked, turning to Daha. Daha didn't hesitate. She just nodded.
"Yes sister," Daha said, "I need more." Sonraki smiled.
"Damat, love, you new wife needs some attention. Please, do for her what she needs," Sonraki said. Damat finally allowed Sonraki's tit to fall from her mouth. Sonraki's nipple glistened with milk and saliva.
"Yes, thank you, Sonraki," Damat said, looking down at Sonraki's hand wrapped around her hard cock.
Damat was not the only one who had grown hard in that time. I found myself shifting uncomfortably under the bed. My nipples and my cock, all hard, chaffed against my gown. The friction of my cock against my thigh was both unwelcome...and lovely. I could sense Cilek shifting uncomfortably next to me, though I didn't look. I knew that she was hard as well. I couldn't bear to see it. Couldn't stand to see my own lust reflected in Cilek's Kabile eyes.
For some reason, I felt ashamed of the fact that I was aroused by what I was watching. I couldn't pinpoint exactly why. I didn't know if it was because I was watching two sisters make love or because of the loving, gentle (but definite) dominance that Sonraki had over the other two. Maybe it was all of that and more. Much more. Regardless, something about the nature of what I was watching felt both taboo and beautiful. The two things were tied up together, the two sensations feeding on one another and growing deeper.
While I struggled with those feelings, the brides had managed to move themselves into a new position. Well, Daha had not moved. She was still sitting on her ass on the floor, her legs spread. But Sonraki's hand was no longer between those legs. Sonraki had moved back slightly. Daha had put her arms back to prop herself up, since she wasn't leaning against her sister anymore. Damat was now up on her hands and knees, facing towards Daha. Her ass looked rounder than I expected, up in the air.
Damat began moving slowly towards Daha. Her hard cock and heavy balls were swinging down between her legs as her head moved between Daha's thighs. Daha's hands rose up quickly and her fingers ran through Damat's hair. Damat moved quickly, desperately. In just a few seconds, her head was buried between Daha's legs, her lips pressed against Daha's lower lips.
"Oh gods!" Daha groaned and her fingers squeezed around Damat's head. Daha's legs spread wider and she scooted her hips forward towards, as if she was trying to drive Damat's tongue deeper into her body. I couldn't exactly see what was going on from my angle, but somehow I could sense it. I could feel Damat's tongue, probing gently inside of Daha's cunny, which Sonraki had primed to dripping. Damat's tongue dragged up the length of Daha's slit, and then sucked and twirled around Daha's clit.
"Does my sister's cunny taste like mine?" Sonraki asked, leaning forward and running her fingers along Damat's spine. I saw Damat shiver, and she pulled her face back just slightly.
"Yes, just as good," Damat said, "Do you want to taste?" I felt my heart catch in my throat for a moment, but I saw Sonraki shake her head.
"Not just yet, I want to taste something else," Sonraki said. Damat dropped her head back down into Daha's lap. Daha gasped again and one of her hands rose up to her own mouth. Daha nibbled briefly on her fingers and then plunged them into her mouth. She groaned as she sucked on her fingers. Then her hand slipped from her mouth and Daha grasped at her own nipples, squeezing them and pinching them as Damat licked her cunny.
Sonraki was moving while her sister was growing more comfortable with Damat. She sort of walked around on her knees until she was kneeling behind Damat, looking down at her ass. Sonraki reached forward and tapped the insides of of Damat's knees. Damat seemed to understand the signal and she spread her knees a little wider, pushing her hips down lower towards the ground.
"I love this view," Sonraki said, smiling and and crossing her arms in front of her breasts "A cock, a cunny, and a sweet little asshole," she said. Then she started to get down on her own hands and knees. Sonraki spread her knees wide, getting very low to the ground behind Damat. Her long red hair draped over Damat's calves. Sonraki leaned in towards Damat's trembling body and sort of turned her head to the side. She slid her head down, underneath of Damat's body. She was smiling and I saw the tip of Damat's cock dribble over her lips. A bit of of pre-cum stuck to Sonraki's lips, and her tongue slipped up out and licked it clean. Damat's cock bounced on Sonraki's mouth and I heard Damat groan between Daha's legs.
Sonraki planted a kiss on the tip of Damat's cock. Then moved her head back, kissing and licking the spot on Damat's shaft where the mushroom tip of the cock started. She moved and kiss again, and again, and again. She slowly, meticulously kissed her way across Damat's shaft. The smooth, hardness of Damat aching against Sonraki's lips. Soon, Sonraki's mouth had reached Damat's balls. Her tongue slipped out and I saw it, pink and wet, swirling around on Damat's scrotum. In fact, Sonraki was lapping Damat's balls and sucking them into her mouth. Damat's cunny was sopping wet and her juices were dripping down onto her own balls, where Sonraki licked it up.
Sonraki planted a final kiss on Damat's balls and kept moving. She straighten her neck out now, pushing her face directly against Damat's cunny. Sonraki kissed the Cadilar's pussy lips. Gently, but wetly. But she didn't linger there. She kissed the small, taut spot between Damat's cunny and her asshole. Then, finally, planted her lips against the Damat's crinkled anus. It was almost like something burst inside of Sonraki, that little taste of Sonraki's asshole on her lips. Her hands wrapped around Damat's thighs and her mouth opened wide. Her pink tongue poured from her mouth and slapped thickly against Damat's asshole. Sonraki's tongue writhed wetly and then grew rigid and pushed into Damat's asshole, Sonraki groaned like she loved the flavor.
"Holy Gods, that is hot!" Daha said. She was peering over Damat's back, watching as her sister ate their shared wife's asshole. Sonraki's eyes opened, glittering, and she winked once ate her sister, before plunging her tongue more deeply into Damat's asshole.
For her part, Damat was clearly reacting to Sonraki's touch. She had fallen forward slightly, wrapping her hands underneath of Daha's thighs and then grabbing her ass. Damat's tits were on the ground, thrusting her hips up higher, letting Sonraki's tongue slip more deeply into her asshole. But the whole while, she stayed focused on Daha's cunny, her tongue swirling around Daha's clit while her fingers sank into the flesh of Daha's ass.
I had figured that Sonraki was going to continue to eat Damat's asshole until someone came. But I was surprised that, after just a minute or two of passionate licking and sucking, Sonraki pulled her head out from between Daha's ass cheeks. Sonraki's face glistened with saliva. Sonraki instead plunged her fingers on her right hand into her mouth. She pulled them back out, thick with saliva. Then her hand dropped down to Damat's ass. She moved quickly, but not roughly. In a moment, the pad of her right index finger was pressed into the very center of Damat's tight, pink anus.
Damat's asshole was so wet, and Damat herself was so willing, there was essentially no resistance. If anything, it was like Damat was sucking Sonraki in. I saw the first knuckle of Sonraki's had slip easily into Damat's anus. Then another knuckle. Damat made a low groaning noise in the back of her throat, her body trembling. But she pushed her hips back. And soon, Sonraki's hand knuckles were pressing into Damat's asshole. Sonraki's entire index finger was in her wife's asshole. I could see the muscles flexing in Sonraki's arm as she wiggled her finger inside of Damat's asshole.
"Fuck her ass...fuck her ass! Sister fuck her ass!" Daha groaned, and she was watching the excitement closely. Daha was squeezing her breasts more firmly and biting her lip. She barely blinked.
Sonraki pulled her finger back slowly, letting it slip the whole way out of Damat's anus. Damat's body went limp. Sonraki brought her hand back up to her face, and plunged her middle and index finger into her mouth. My mouth gaped open. That finger had, in the span of a little more than a second, gone from Damat's asshole to Sonraki's mouth. Sonraki groaned, her eyes fluttering as she sampled Damat's earthy flavor.
After a few moments, Sonraki's fingers slipped back out from her lips. I saw that now her index and middle finger, dripping with saliva, were sort of braided together. Once again, Sonraki slipped her wet fingers down to the crack of Damat's ass. The pad of her index finger pressed against Damat's anus. Damat's head rose out of Daha's lap for just a moment.
"Please, fuck it!" Damat moaned before burying her had back into Daha's lap, her tongue lapping at Daha's pussy, which was growing wetter and wetter as she watched Sonraki work. Sonraki didn't appear to be waiting for Damat's permission, but she seemed pleased by it, smiling. Her finger popped easily into Damat's asshole at first. Then, the wider area where the two fingers came together, gave Sonraki a little bit of difficulty. But Damat's ass kept pushing back. Sonraki kept pushing firmly but gently. Damat let out a loud groan and I saw Sonraki's fingers slip inside of Damat. Almost all at once, the two braided fingers plunged deeply inside of Damat. Sonraki's muscled flex as her fingers wiggled inside of her wife.
For the next few minutes, the women seemed to move as one. Daha remained on her ass on the ground, all of her muscles taut, her fingers dug deep in Damat's hair. Daha mouth was closed tightly her chin quivering, but her eyes were opened. Watching everything going on in front of her. Including Damat's head, which remained firmly planted between Daha's legs. Even from the distance separating me from the women, I could hear Damat humming and the wet sound of her tongue against Daha's slit. Damat's breasts were against the floor of the longhouse, but her the lower half of her body stretched upwards from there. She was on her knees, with her ass sticking up in the air, her throbbingly-hard cock dangling down between her thighs. And there, in the back of the order, was Sonraki. She was on her knees behind Damat. One of Sonraki's hands was planted firmly on the flesh of Damat's ass, squeezing it tightly. Her fingers on the other hand were inserted deeply into Damat's asshole. Sometimes, Sonraki's fingers stayed deeply inside, rubbing gently on the inside of Damat's tight body. Other times, she would slip the fingers out, only to plunge them roughly back in. Sonraki's heavy breasts shook against her body as she fucked her wife's ass with her fingers.
"You're jealous, aren't you?" Sonraki said, the first words anyone had said in a long while. It felt like her voice split the air. Damat didn't stop moving, didn't stop thrusting her ass at Sonraki's hand or licking Daha's cunny. But Daha looked at her sister intently, "You would rather have your fingers in this ass than have her tongue in your cunny. Admit it!" Daha looked at her sister, watched Sonraki's fingers plunge into Damat's asshole. She bit her lower lip. "Admit it," Sonraki repeated. Daha's eyes glanced down for a second.
"Yes, I am jealous," Daha said, "I want to have my fingers in Damat's ass. I want to taste her." Daha's body trembled as she spoke. Sonraki smiled devilishly, and left her fingers plunged into Damat's stretched asshole.
"Mother always said that the key to being a good big sister was learning how to share," Sonraki said, "Don't let anyone ever say I am not a good big sister. Or a good wife," Sonraki said. And, at that exact moment, Sonraki slipped her fingers out of Damat's asshole. Damat let out a little groan as her anus slammed shut. Sonraki quickly rose from her spot on the floor and walked over next to Daha. Sonraki dropped to her knees and before I could figure out what she was doing, her hand was on Daha's chin. And then, in a quick movement, Sonraki's two fingers disappeared into Daha's mouth. The two fingers that, just seconds before, had been in Damat's asshole.
"Oh!" Daha groaned around her sister's fingers. Her hands instantly rose up from Damat's head and grasped at Sonraki's wrists. Daha held Sonraki's hand in place, like she was afraid to let it go. Her lips wrapped tightly around Sonraki's fingers and she sucked on them fiercely. "Ah!" she gasped again as her lips sucked harder and harder. I saw Daha's legs begin to tremble, and squeeze around Damat's head. Her muscles tightened, her fingers grew white on her sister's wrist. She was cumming! The simple act of licking Sonraki's nasty fingers had pushed her over the edge. She made low noises in her throat and her body moved wildly on the floor, but Daha never stopped sucking on her sister's fingers, until the orgasm subsided.
As Daha slowly began to ease out of her orgasm, the sounds in her throat grew quieter. But I instantly became aware of another lower sound nearby. For a moment, it was too difficult to pull my eyes away from the scene in front of me. But then I heard an audible squeaking sound, just next to me.
It wasn't until I saw Cilek that I remembered where I was and who I was with. Cilek was next to me, just a few feet away. And like me, she was mesmerized by the scene unfolding in front of her. But she was not content to be a casual viewer. At some point since I'd last turned to look at her, Cilek had entire removed her gown. She was sitting on her ass on the floor now, her legs spread wide, and her hand grasping at her cock. She was stroking it wildly, and I could hear the slap of her hand against her balls. I could hear the little noises that she was making in her throat.
Cilek seemed to realize that I had noticed her. She stopped stroking her cock for a moment and turned to look at me. Her eyes were glittering with excitement and she had a goofy grin on her face. She let out a sharp breath. I quickly put my finger to my lips, indicating that she should be quiet. She sort of shrugged her shoulders, began stroking her cock again, and turned back to the scene in front of us.



For a moment, I continued to watch as Cilek stroked her cock. I told myself that I was angry at her. Angry at the noise she was making, the fact that she was going to get us caught. Or, worse, that she was completely unable to control herself. That she could just embrace this totally un-Northern lifestyle without a second thought.
But I was too excited by what I had just seen unfold before me. My cock was aching against my gown. Hell, even looking at Cilek naked and stroking herself again had been exciting. There was no use trying to tell myself that I was feeling something I wasn't. I wasn't angry because Cilek was going to get me caught. I was angry because she felt free enough to stroke herself, now that she needed relief. Angry that she was able to enjoy the pleasures of life among the Hayalet while I resisted. Angry that I was picturing myself in Damat's place and realizing that there was nothing more I wanted in the world. But knowing that I couldn't have it.
In a sudden fit of impulse, I tore my gown from my body and let it tumble onto the floor around me. I got down on my knees facing towards the center of the longhouse. I looked down and saw my aching, hard cock sticking out from my body. The tip was glistening with pre-cum and my balls felt hot and heavy against my legs. My hand grasped around my cock and instantly began to stroke. I didn't dare look over at Cilek, to see the smug, knowing smile on her face. I just gave into my desire and ignored everything in the world that interfered with it.
To that end, I once again began focusing on the scene taking place in front of me. In the time it had taken for me to adjust myself, the women had moved again. It seemed that Daha had recovered from her orgasm rather quickly and wanted more. Because she was standing directly in front of Damat. Damat had moved over to a bench that had been sitting near the fire circle. Her legs were spread slightly, her hard cock pointing up to the ceiling. As I turned to look, I watched as Daha's hands came down on Damat's shoulders. Daha shifted her weight, using Damat as leverage as she slowly straddled Damat's legs. Daha was sitting on Damat's lap, facing her Cadilar wife.
"Damat is extremely excited," Sonraki said to her sister, "She won't last long." As Sonraki spoke, she dropped down to her knees behind her sister. I watched Sonraki's hand grasped around the base of Damat's cock. For a moment, I thought she was going to stroke it, but then I saw her move it slightly to the side, lining it up with Daha's cunny as Daha began to bend her knees and sink down onto Damat's lap.
"Good," Daha said and then she gasped as the tip of Damat's cock brushed against her clit. Sonraki smiled and moved Damat's cock back and forth a couple of times, tickling Daha's clit. Both Damat and Daha threw their heads back and groaned at the sensation. Daha then dropped her hips quickly and Damat's cock slipped easily inside of her. Sonraki had to move her hand away quickly.
"You're so tight!" Damat groaned as Daha began to rock her hips back and forth, moving Damat's cock inside of her body.
"Fill me with your seed, I want it now!" Daha responded, throwing her head back.
Sonraki, on her knees, remained involved. Her hands reached up and grasped Daha's hips, helping to pull her younger sister up and down as Damat's cock moved in and out of her. At the same time, she sort of lowered herself and thrust her head forward. Soon, she was underneath of Daha's ass. I could see her tongue sticking out, as she licked at Damat's balls briefly. She then titled her head up, leaving her tongue out. Daha's ass came down, and her anus landed directly on Sonraki's tongue. Sonraki moved her head to keep up, making sure that her mouth remained on her sister's anus.
As Sonraki had predicted, Damat did not last long. I am not sure exactly how long it had been, but it couldn't have been more than a minute or two. Daha was rocking faster and faster in Damat's lap. At the same time, Sonraki maintained the pace, sometimes licking Daha's asshole, and other times focusing on Damat's balls. I saw Damat's hands reach out and wrap around Daha's body, pulling her in and kissing her forcefully. At the same time, all of the muscles in Damat's body went rigid and from her seated position, she thrust her hips up hard. I heard a low sigh.
Looking down at Sonraki, I could see Damat's balls seizing and I knew that she was filling Daha's warm cunny with seed. After a minute or so, Damat's balls went still, and Damat sort of collapsed on the bench, panting as the orgasm subsided. Sonraki didn't wait, she began pushing up on Daha's ass from below. Slowly, Daha began to rise, Damat's cock slipping out of her cunny. Sonraki's lip found their way to Damat's shaft, sucking the juices off of it as her lips followed Daha's cunny up the length of it. Finally, Damat's cock fell from Daha's cunny and flopped half-hard against Damat's stomach.
Sonraki pounced, thrusting her mouth up and wrapping her lips around her sister's cunny lips. I could hear the slurping sound as she sucked Damat's seed out of Daha's cunny. Daha froze, straddling Damat's legs and sort of squatting over her sister's face. I saw that Sonraki's hands were active, one grasping at her own breasts and the other furiously moving across her clitoris. Sonraki's tongue plunged into Daha's cunny, swirling around and collecting every last drop of seed. Finally, her cheeks bulging, Sonraki had collected all of the seed in her mouth. It was dripping out of her lips and down her chin as she moved away from Daha's cunny.
As soon as Sonraki's lips were off of her cunny, Daha quickly threw her leg over Damat's body, moving so that she was no longer straddling the Cadilar. Then she dropped down quickly on her knees next to her sister. One of Daha's hand found its way to Sonraki's cheek, and she pulled her sister in. The second went between Sonraki's legs. She pushed away Sonraki's fingers and then began to play with Sonraki's aching clit. At that same moment, their lips came together. Their mouths opened at the same time and Damat's seed poured out of Sonraki's mouth and into Daha's. It dribbled down their chins and onto their breasts. Their kisses were passionate, messy. Their lips and tongue moved with complete abandon.
After a few moments, I watched Damat rise from her spot on the bench. She looked down at her wives, kissing and sharing her seed, and she smiled. She took a few steps forward, towards them. Her cock was now soft, but she thrust it between their faces, it pressed against their cheeks and their noses. For a second, Damat and Sonraki broke their kiss, seed hanging from their chins in thick ropes. Damat's soft cock thrust between them, and their their lips came back together, around Damat's cock. The two sister's kissed more messily than before, around Damat's cock. Sometimes Damat's cock would slip into one or the other's mouth, and they would spit the soft member back and forth. And the whole while. Daha continued to stroke her sister's clit. I could see Sonraki's body growing more and more tense as the orgasm neared.
But, as much as I wanted to see Sonraki finally cum, something else suddenly came to my attention. I was still on my knees, still furious stroking my cock as I watched. But, for the most part, I had completely abandoned myself to the fantasy of being in Damat's place, to having two wives play with my cock and and my seed. A sharp gasping sound pulled me out of the fantasy and instinctively I turned to the side. Cilek was watching as well, and she was writhing on the ground. She began to moan. Not loudly. But too loudly. Someone would hear! Her hips bucked and she bit her lip. She was about to cum as well. And she was being entirely too noisy.
"Shh," I hissed as quietly as I possible could. I was terrified about what would happen if we were caught. But even then, I was too excited by what I'd seen to stop. I looked at Cilek, pleading with as best I could to be silently, but I kept stroking my cock.
It didn't help, either the noise or my own overwhelming arousal, when Cilek came. Suddenly, she stopped writhing on the floor. Her fists and her toes clenched and her eyes shut. I heard her suck in a breath sharply, and then hold it tight. A rumbling, groaning sound came Cilek's throat and then her hand stopped moving on her cock. I saw her balls tighten for a moment, and then Cilek let all of the air out of her lungs. Her cock twitched and then thick ropes of white seed shot from the tip. It arched away from her body in thick ropes and splashed onto the floor. Cilek's balls bounced against her hand as she drained the seed from her body. Finally, the last few drops dribbled onto her hand. Cilek collapsed onto the floor, panting. She brought her hand up to her mouth, sucking the cum between her teeth as she caught her breath.
I had watched the entire thing with unconcealed lust. Cilek's body was lovely. The noises she made...the aromas that she cast...it was all dirty and wonderful. I couldn't pretend to myself now that it was anything. As I watched her sucking on her cum, I stroked my cock faster. I was jealous, I wanted to do exactly what she had done. I bit my lip and arched my back. Faster and faster, my balls aching, my body electric. I felt a groan in my throat and did my best to stifle it.
Suddenly, there was a loud creaking noise. And the gloom underneath of the bed was suddenly lifted. My hand kept flying on my cock instinctively stroking. But my neck craned back, my eyes opened. A square hole had appeared in the bottom of the bed above me. Maybe two feet square Light from the longhouse was pouring in. And there were three faces gazing down around the rim. Sonraki, Damat, and Daha.
"It wasn't spying neighbors," Daha said.
"No," Sonraki said, "It is our guests." And at that exact moment, I came. I didn't have time to feel embarrassment or fear or anything else My eyes crossed and my heart stopped for half of a second. My cock bulged in my hand as a numbing pleasure stole over me, coating my mind in pure sensation. I felt cum shoot from cock, so forcefully it almost hurt. Hurt beautifully. The cum sot high into the air, up towards the hole in the bed. And then back down, splashing into my eyes and my cheeks, and onto my lips. I could smell it. Taste it.
And then the sensation faded. And I realized where I was, and what I was doing. I swallowed. Felt fear in the pit of my stomach. And I looked back up towards the Hayalet again.
*
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I still vividly remember when all of the trouble started with my son, Anthony, Jr. I remember it, in part, because it was my son's 12th birthday.
No, I didn't start sleeping with him when he was 12, you perverts! Yes, I have slept with my son, but that was years later when he was 22 and...look, we are getting ahead of ourselves here. Let me go back.
It was my son's 12th birthday when my husband, we called him Big Anthony, left. I was a relatively young mother for someone with a 12-year-old, only 32. My husband was older, 45. I guess I had always known that Big Anthony was sort of resentful about Anthony Jr. He wasn't planned. This whole marriage wasn't planned. Big Anthony worked part-time for my dad at his garage when I was a teen. I started sleeping with him right after my 18th birthday. I got pregnant quick and he, a divorced father of three already, married me to keep my dad from killing him. There was no planning any of this. Neither of us would have chosen that life, but there we were.
In the years that followed, I had sort of deluded myself into believing that we had come together as a family. I had gone to night school and gotten an associates degree. I had convinced Big Anthony to quit the job at the garage to get a CDL, and he had a good full-time job driving a truck. And little Anthony was born, and I just adored him. He was such a cute little thing, and he adored me right back. Big Anthony never took much interest, but I always sort of chalked that up to babies being the woman's domain. That justification got thinner and thinner as Anthony Jr. got older, but I never really reevaluated it.
But anyway, the 12th birthday. Anthony Jr. had asked to have all of his friends over for a big party. It was the summer time, so he wanted to do a sort of sleepover. I had agreed, but his father said it wasn't possible. I was okay with that. I gave way to Big Anthony whenever he put his foot down. In my house, growing up, what the man said goes. My parents seemed happy, I didn't have any reason to second-guess their methods. I told Anthony Jr. we'd just order a pizza in, me and him and Big Anthony. A family celebration. My son was disappointed. But he was obedient too.
So the night came. I ordered two pizzas, one that was Big Anthony's favorite and one that was Anthony Jr.'s. I had made a cake and bought Anthony Jr. some new video game that went with the system his grandparents had bought him at Christmas.
"Mom, can we eat now?" Anthony Jr. asked at around 6:30. The pizzas has been sitting on the table for half an hour already, growing cold. Big Anthony wasn't home yet.
"Just wait, your father will be home soon," I responded, looking out the kitchen window towards the driveway. No lights on the road. He wasn't home yet. I bit my lip. Big Anthony was usually home right before 6:00. I wasn't worried, mind you. Just...a little upset.
"Where have you been?" I asked in a harsh whisper right at the front door when Big Anthony strolled in around 7:15. I had let Anthony Jr. start to eat 20 minutes earlier, but we had to wait on the cake and the presents.
"Christ, Beverley, I just stepped in the fuckin' door!" Big Anthony said, his voice martyred and smelling slightly like cheap beer.
"It's your son's birthday!" I hissed. Big Anthony sort of screwed up his eyes and then shrugged.
"I will call him tomorrow," Big Anthony said and my cheeks grew red.
"Not Kent!" I said, referring to his son from his first marriage. Kent had been born in January, "Anthony Jr.! We were having pizza and cake and giving him presents tonight," I reminded him. Big Anthony didn't even have the decency to feign forgetfulness. He just shrugged.
"Okay, well I assume he ate," he said, "I am going to change and head back out with Russ and the guys. We can do the cake and presents on my way out." My hands clenched into fists.
"Your son is waiting for you to celebrate his birthday," I growled, "Not for you to do a drive by! And you have work in the morning, you can't go out drinking." Big Anthony's eyes grew wide.
"You are telling me what I can and can't do?" He said, quickly matching and then overcoming my anger. I took a step back, shaking my head.
"No, its just..."
"If you hadn't fuckin' realized, I just got off of work Bev," he said.
"You already said that," I said. But Big Anthony was still talking
"I go to work everyday for 10 goddamned hours and then you want me to come back here and work some more?" Big Anthony asked
"Not work, I want you to see your son on his..." I stammered.
"This is fuckin' work for me Bev! All of this shit," he said, waving his hand around the room, "I get an earful all day from Jenkins. And now, I have to come home and be given fuckin' order from my fuckin' wife," the veins on Big Anthony's neck were sticking out.
"You need to be quiet," I said, looking over my shoulder towards the kitchen, wondering if Anthony Jr. could hear.
"I can talk how I want in the home I fuckin' pay for Bev," Big Anthony shot back, "Not that I want this goddamned house or any of this stupid shit in it." Big Anthony said. My husband complained a lot about...everything in his life. I was somewhat used to that. But he seemed more worked up, more quickly than usual. And his reference to the house and the this being "work" was strange.
"What does that mean?" I asked.
"Nothing," he said and he started to walk passed me, heading through the living room, instead of into the kitchen. I rushed in front of him.
"Not nothing, what are you talking about? We need to do the birthday song, so get out with it and let's go in there," I said, tilting my head towards the kitchen. There was a cut out in the wall between the kitchen and the living room. From the corner of my eye, I could see Anthony Jr. watching.
"You don't want to hear about it," Big Anthony said. I rolled my eyes at his martyr act.
"I can decide what I want to hear, spill it," I ordered. Big Anthony's eyes dropped and he sighed.
"I never wanted any of this Bev," he said, "I had a good thing going. Part time at the garage was enough to pay the rent and buy beer down at the bar. That's all I wanted. And to chase a little pussy when I got bored. And that was you. And somehow that turned into all this bullshit," Big Anthony said, looking around the room. Looking over at Anthony Jr.
"I don't understand," I said, it felt like the floor was shaking under my feet.
"And you know what happened today?" Big Anthony asked, "Today, Jenkins told me they are taking me off the road. They are going to put me in an office. Make me management. Give me a salary," he said. My eyes brightened.
"That's great!" I said. We could use more money. And the company Big Anthony worked for was profitable, there was no telling how high he'd go.
"I quit!" Big Anthony said, "I told him to take his necktie job and shove it up his ass."
"You what?" I said, my mouth dropping open.
"I quit!" he said.
"Why didn't you just tell him you didn't want the promotion?" I asked, shocked, "You can just stay a driver."
"I don't want that job either," Big Anthony said, "I don't want this life."
"It's..."
"No, look," Big Anthony said, "I tried this husband and father thing before and I fuckin' hated it. Being old and doing it again, it is worse than last time. I don't want to work 7 to 5. I don't want to do fucking bullshit kids birthday parties. I want to get drunk and be fucking happy for some goddamn portion of my life."
"I am sorry you aren't happy," I shot back. I mean I cannot, even now, pretend like any of this came out of nowhere. I might not have realized that day how close to the surface all of this was. How close to disaster. But I knew my husband didn't like the life we had. I knew he complained about his responsibilities and his duties all the time. I guess I just convinced myself it was just talk. That he was really happy, just a complainer. "But," I said, "You made a commitment. You made choices. You have to be here for me. For your son..."
"I might have put that boy into you, but he ain't mine. He is yours. All yours," Big Anthony said. I looked quickly over my shoulder. Anthony Jr. was there. Watching. I turned back to my husband. Enraged.
"You son of a bitch..." I started.
"Save it," Big Anthony interrupted, putting up his hands, "I am leaving." He turned and started back for the door.
"Where the fuck do you think you're going?" I asked.
"I didn't plan this out or anything," Anthony said, walking with his back towards me and not leaving, "I was just coming home to get changed. But I have had enough of ALL of the bullshit in my life. Might as well just get it all over with now," he said. And then he was out the door.
I walked out after him, quickly. By the time I got to the driveway, he was already sitting in his truck. The windows were down.
"This doesn't make any sense, you can't leave us! Have you lost your goddamned mind?" I asked. He kept looking straight ahead. I grew angrier with each passing moment as he ignored me. I thought about all of the sacrifices I made for the family. All of the things I did to please my husband. And here was just...
"You aren't a man," I spat at him, "You are a child." The words poured like hot lava from my lips. But Big Anthony just sort of shrugged.
"I never wanted to be anything else," he said. And then he slipped the car into gear and pulled away.
He came back a week later to pick up his clothes, but I'd already burned everything. And that was basically it. I haven't even seen him in five years.
In a lot of ways, it was very easy to get over Big Anthony. He'd never been much of a husband. He was worse as a father. He was constantly distant, sometimes casually cruel, and a very selfish lover. I think my devotion to him stemmed entirely from the fact that I was a small town girl who'd lost her virginity and gotten knocked up. I was dedicated to the idea of playing house and making it work. I coasted on that for 12 years. But when it was gone, the whole idea of it unraveled quickly. The money he made was the only thing that was hard to replace, I quickly learned.
But, in that moment, while Big Anthony was peeling out of our driveway, I didn't yet have that perspective. About half of my life had been abruptly ripped away. He was cruel. Cruel to me and to my son, and my heart was aching. And I was embarrassed, embarrassed at myself for being unable to be the wife that, evidently, my husband needed. And sad. Desperately sad because the whole situation just seemed so...tragic. My mind was moving a thousand directions at the same time and none of those places made a bit of sense. I was completely unmoored.
I think that's why I did what I did next. At the time, I didn't know what else to do. For years I would regret it. But, at the time, I just dropped my arms to the side, and walked back into the house. Numb, expressionless. I walked into the kitchen and saw that Anthony Jr. was no longer there. I also noticed that tears were streaming down my face and that my throat ached from holding in a wail. I kept moving, finding the stairs and walking up. The door to Anthony Jr.'s room was closed, but I walked in. There was no lock.
Anthony Jr. was lying on his bed, his face to the wall and his back to me. I thought that maybe his shoulders were shuddering, but I couldn't be totally sure. I walked across the room, the tears falling faster now. A stifled, choking moan escaped me. I saw Anthony Jr. turn slightly, looking over his shoulder. But before he could roll, I had climbed in behind him on the bed. I sort of scooped him up, wrapping my arms around his chest, pulling my legs up behind his. Crying louder now.
"He is gone," I hear myself saying. I could not tell if Anthony Jr. spoke. I just kept talking, "Your father is gone and he isn't going to come back. I chased him away. I pushed him and he didn't want to be pushed and now he is gone." I cried. I shook my head, tears spraying onto the pillow.
"But we don't need him," I said, "We don't need him because he isn't a man. You and me are all this family needs," I didn't even know if I believed that when I said it, "You are the man of the house now, Anthony Jr. You are all I need. You will take care of your mother. Because you love me." I said. I poured out all of this into Anthony Jr.'s ear. Saying these...heavy, heavy things that he couldn't possibly comprehend all at once. I said so much more than that, but basically just the same message with different words. I don't know how long I spoke. We fell asleep like that though, in Anthony Jr.s' bed.
* * * * *
"I swear ever since that night, it was like Anthony Jr. just stopped growing up," I was saying to my neighbor, Joanne, sitting on the front porch of my home. It was the same home I had lived in when my husband had walked out. But it was ten years later now and I was making the payments on the house.
"I grew up pretty quick after that. I know I was 32, but I wasn't...I'd never been responsible for anything really before. After that, I just... I knew that I needed to do what was necessary to take care of my son. I got a job and I went back to school and finished getting my bachelor's. I realized, when I was doing everything myself, just how little Big Anthony had been doing in the first place. And, you know, the resources I had in myself that I hadn't even realized I had," I said. Joanne nodded along as I spoke. I wasn't bragging or anything. It wasn't like we lived in a mansion or that I was making six figures. But I had, rather quickly, gotten my life in order.
"You could stand to do a little bit more yard work," Joanne said, smiling gently and looking over her shoulder to where leaves were blowing through my fence and into her yard. But I was too annoyed to joke. I took a sip of my coffee and shook my head.
"I asked Anthony Jr. to rake the leaves," I said sourly, "But I knew he wasn't going to do it. I will rake them this weekend, I am sorry." Joanne lifted her hands in front of her chest and shook her head.
"I was only teasing hun..." Joanne said placatingly. I waved my hands.
"I know, I know," I said, "It is just...look, I know that I shouldn't have done that. Gone into his room like that when he was little and laid all that heavy stuff on him. I know he was afraid and hurting because of what his father said and I just made it worse. That was a mistake I accept. I apologized for it the next day! I apologized for it on his 18th birthday. I get it, that was wrong. I am not minimizing it
"Well are you really sure that is the cause of Anthony Jr.'s...problems?" Joanne asked. There was a lot of stuff packed into that little word that Joanne tacked onto the end of her sentence.
Anthony Jr. had a lot of problems. A lot of problems that went back a long time. Anthony was 22 years old and he lived at home with me. That was fine, by the way. Lots of 22-year-olds, especially these days, lived at home. But he had quit school at 16, the earliest age he was allowed to. I didn't even bother to fight him on that, because he couldn't pull in the grades necessary to graduate anyway. And it wasn't as though he was distracted. He didn't have a lot of friends. He wasn't very good at sports. No, he was flat out bad at sports. Even before he dropped out, he spent most of his time at home on the internet or playing video games. Since he turned 18, I had been pushing him to take classes to get his GED, begging him to get a job, and asking him to help out around the house. But he didn't do any of that. He just sat around the house and asked me when dinner would be ready.
None of these problems were new, though. They hadn't cropped up when he quit school. Or even before that. They had been lurking for some time. I didn't even notice it at first, I guess because it wasn't the kind of thing you could notice. And the full scope of it only came on gradually. But the overarching problem, if I had to give it a name, was arrested development.
Anthony Jr. had simply stopped growing older when he was 12 years old. I know that doesn't make any sense, but it was true. He liked all the same things that he liked when he was 12, video games and cartoons and super heroes. And that would fine, it really would, if his interests had expanded beyond that. But he had never gotten interested in any of the things that growing boys got into. He didn't want to take up a sport or join a band or date a girl. He just wanted to play video games and watch cartoons. He was immature, he laughed at childish things, he was insensitive and self-centered. In short, he was 12 years old.
Hell, even physically, it seemed, that he was stunted. He didn't look exactly as he had looked at 12, of course. But he didn't seem to be fully growing into a man either. Big Anthony, for all his faults, looked the part of a man. He wasn't tall by any stretch, but he was broad shouldered, solidly built, and bearded. Anthony Jr. was scrawny, wispy, and was still shorter than me even though I was only 5'3. He had simply not advanced, in any meaningful way, since his father walked out. Since I had told him, too early, that he needed to be a man.
"What else could have caused those...problems?" I asked Joanne, "It started that night, when I went into his room and cried. And he just...stopped, right after that. Stopped everything. And there wasn't any other trauma in his life to explain it. I worked hard, I gave him a good life. He never lacked for anything but luxuries. I mean, you babysat him when I went to work, you know that nothing else can explain it." Joanne shrugged.
"It was probably more his father leaving, than anything you did," Joanne said. She had only recently stopped insisting to me that there was nothing wrong with Anthony Jr. So, I could not really trust her judgment here. I shook my head.
"If that is the case, that's my fault too," I said.
"You didn't chase Big Anthony away. He is a man-child. He ran away," Joanne said.
"Then I gave my son a child for a father, that's my fault too," I said, resigned. I felt a little bit better, just venting everything to Joanne. I don't know that she really qualified as a 'friend' but it was nice to talk to someone about...all of this. It had been festering as a worry in my mind for so long, it was almost a relief to say it in the starkest possible terms. We sat in silence for a minute, the problem sitting unsolved between us.
"I love my son," I said, honestly, after a pause, "And, in a lot of ways, I don't mind taking care of him. I would miss him if he left and he isn't terribly expensive. But, in the long term, I cannot watch over an adult-child for the rest of my life. Anthony Jr...he doesn't even really know how to take care of himself, and he doesn't seem to want to learn to take care of himself. What happens when I am 75 and he is 55? How can I take care of him then? He isn't...he doesn't have any mental deficiency besides laziness. It isn't like I can put him in a home or something. He just..."
"You are thinking way too far ahead!" Joanne said, interrupting me.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"You sound like you're ready to give up already! You are planning what you are going to do in 30 years. Your son is only 22. He is hardly hopeless yet!"
"I don't think you realize how bad it is," I said, looking over my shoulder towards my sons room. I knew there were Pokemon posters on the wall in that room. Mountain Dew cans. The nest of a Peter Pan who refused to grow up.
"I mean look, you came to me, so you can't have just given up. You came to me for advice, right?" Joanne asked. I hadn't really known why I engaged Joanne that day, to be honest. I'd found a dirty pair of boxer shorts sitting on the living room floor and knew my son had just left another mess for me and I'd lost it. I didn't yell at him (why bother?), I had just marched over to Joanne, asked her to come over for coffee, and spilled it all.



"I don't know," I said.
"I had four children," Joanne said, smiling, "And they are all out of the house now. David is in medical school, but the others are... I am sorry, I wasn't trying to rub anything in," Joanne said, she must've noticed the face I hadn't even realized I was making. I shrugged.
"It's fine, I am happy for your family's success," I said, trying not to sound too bland.
"My only point is that I know a lot about raising children. And the struggles that come with adolescence. I just think you might need some...fresh ideas." I thought for a minute. What was the harm in asking? I was absolutely out of plans and too burned out to even try to think of more.
"I can use anything that you have. What, exactly, did you have in mind?"
"Have you tried anything to change his behavior?" Joanne asked carefully.
"Like what?" I asked, thinking of all of the fun suggestions for a life outside the house I had given, and, alternatively, all the chores I had assigned. I had signed him up for adult sports leagues, filled out job applications (and got him interviews). I had brought home hundreds of continuing education applications and e-mailed him dozens of toys and electronics that he could buy if he just got a job. All for nothing.
"I mean how did you treat him when he really was a child? If he didn't want to eat dinner, did you just give him a cookie? No, you took action to control his behavior. I don't think anything changed. You said yourself, he is still a child. And you're his mother," Joanne replied.
"What would I do? Take away his video games? Ground him? Isn't that just turning him more into a child than he already is? I mean how can I say 'be a man or I will take away your toys.'? I want to punish him. I am angry will him. But it will just make things worse."
"My youngest, David, he never responded to that sort of stuff anyway. If I punished him, it just made him dig his heels in harder," Joanne said thoughtfully.
"The medical student?" I asked and Joanne smiled proudly.
"If I took away his video games, he just read. If I took away his books, he would stare at the ceiling. Not complaint. Just do without. Still, I figured out how to get him to do his homework."
"How?" I asked, suddenly rapt. This was, in some ways, the crux of my problem. And Joanne claimed to have the answer. I was desperate. I'd do anything she advised.
"I was making a mistake. Because all my older kids, they responded to the stick. You want them to do something. You smack them," She looked at me eyebrows raised, "Not literally. But you give a punishment and they change behavior to avoid it. David didn't think that way. He just adapted to bad things. But, one night, he was sitting in his room with no TV, not books, staring at the ceiling. Happy as can be. And, on a whim, I said, 'David, would you like some of the coffee cake I made for your father?' And he looked up and he smiled and nodded. And I said, 'then you just need to do five math problems in your homework. And I will go down and cut it.' And I came back, and five problems were done. And right. He ate his cake. And I learned something new."
"Yes..." I said.
"David responds to carrots, not sticks. I found the lever the boy needed, and I applied it. And now he is in medical school," Joanne said proudly. I felt a little deflated. Hardly some sort of ninja secret.
"I have tried that," I said sadly, "I have bought video games and card games and...hell, I offered to buy a car so he could get a job. He doesn't care." I lifted my hands and then dropped them onto the table.
"My son, he was easy. A little boy who wanted cake. But you're son is tougher. I understand that. But giving video games just reinforces the fact that he is a child. And offering to get him something so he can get a job...the reward you're offering is a job, not a car."
"What're you saying?" I asked, feeling a bit like I was being called dumb. But I was dumb. This was a problem I couldn't fix.
"You have to ask yourself what your end goal is, and think about the carrot you give to encourage that result," Joanne said slowly. I stared at her. Shrugged.
"I don't know what you mean," I said dropping my head. Joanne reached forward, placed her hand on my shoulder.
"You want your boy to be an adult. So you have to make being an adult the carrot. Make him want to be an adult by making adulthood the reward," Joanne said. I snorted.
"So what? I say, 'go get a job and I will let you do taxes?'" I asked, "Hell, Joanne, you know as well as I do that in some ways Anthony Jr. is onto something. Being an adult is terrible. If it weren't for the fact that if you don't work, you don't eat, no one would do it." Joanne laughed and shrugged.
"There are still good things about it," she mused.
"When I was a kid, the only things I ever wanted to do were drive and set my own bedtime. I grew up and realized that driving is just another chore and I want to go to sleep early. And Anthony Jr. already does both of those things. I can't stop him," I said.
"There's sex," Joanne said, looking over the tops of her glasses, "Is Anthony Jr. a virgin?" she asked. I felt my cheeks go red. I had not expected this sudden change in topic. It caught me off guard.
"I don't know. I believe so," I said, but that was a lie It was entirely impossible for him NOT to be a virgin, "Yes, he is." I said, more honestly.
"That's the best thing about being an adult, if you ask me," Joanne laughed. I smiled. To be honest, I'd never had much fun with sex. And it had been, God, years since I had it. I felt a bit jealous. "Your son likely wants to have sex. But only adults can have sex. Let him know that women will want to sleep with him, if he is an adult man."
"There aren't any girls who come around," I said, "I don't know how I'd...convince someone to have sex with my son anyway," I said, the words coming out tortuously. "If any woman wanted to sleep with him, she'd be doing it."
"Some women don't need to be convinced," Joanne said meaningfully, "Or, I guess I should say, one thing in particular convinces them." She held up her hand and rubbed her thumb against the pads of her fingers. I nearly gasped.
"You want me to hire a hooker for my son?" I said incredulously. But Joanne didn't flinch.
"You say you are desperate. Desperate times and all of that." We sat in silence for a long time. I pictured myself, I don't know, going to some seedy place in town...or going on a website...It was just too...And then Anthony Jr...How would I even...No. No this was not even...
"I can't do that," I said, "It is just...it is wrong," I said. But I wasn't even really sure I thought it was wrong. I just knew I couldn't do that.
"Well, barring that, you are right. There is only one solution," Joanne said. I furrowed my brow.
"What do you mean?" I asked. I hadn't suggested anything.
"You don't work, you don't eat," Joanne shrugged, "Push the baby bird out of the nest. Give him no choice but to fly." There was a hard feeling in the pit of my stomach. The thing I had always avoided thinking about.
"Hey Ms. Glenn," a small voice said from the front lawn. Joanne and I both turned and looked. A neighborhood boy was standing there. I knew him.
"Hello, Dylan," I said.
"Can Anthony Jr. come out and play?" he asked and I felt my heart sink into my knees. Was I doomed to hear those words for the rest of my life.
"He is out back. You guys trading cards?" I asked and Dylan nodded. He was 12. My son was friends with kids his emotional age. Dylan nodded and headed to the fence. Headed out to the backyard. Joanne watched him walk away. Then she turned to me.
"I need to go home. Carl will be home from work soon. I need to get started on dinner," she said. I nodded.
"Thanks Joanne," I said, "For talking."
"Wish I could do more," she smiled and stood up.
"Wish I could too," I said, meaning much more than she did. I watched her walk over to her home. The door closed. A happy woman with an empty nest. I sighed.
And then I heard giggling. From the back yard. My son and his friend. Having fun as boys do. I buried my head in my hands for a moment. Just closed my eyes and tried to drown out all of my thoughts as best I could. Just trying to make a low hum in my mind. But I couldn't I could hear them talking. My son and his friend.
I rose up from my seat, not really thinking about what I was going to do, and I took the same path Dylan had just taken. I moved around towards the back of my house. There was a small deck in the back. And, below the deck, was a patio. Anthony Jr. Took his laptop and his cards out there sometimes. I knew he was there. I knew he had his headphones on when I was talking to Joanne. Because he always did. But now he was talking to Dylan. I stopped, just at the edge of the house. I didn't move around corner. I stopped and listened where they couldn't see me. I don't know why I did that.
"No way!" I heard Dylan say, "I won't give you," I don't know, some card I can't remember now, "For six of," some other goddamned cards. Dylan laughed.
"Come on! You said you would two weeks ago, I got the card. Let's make the trade!" Anthony Jr. whined. God, his voice might've sounded higher than Dylan's.
"Well I am not doing it," Dylan said.
"Bullshit you douche, you promised." Anthony Jr. sniveled louder. It almost made me want to go around the back of the house and slap him. To care so much about something so dumb. To complain so pitifully about it. I ran my hands through my hair.
"We didn't shake hands," Dylan taunted Dylan was a little shit too, I concluded.
"Look, you came all the way out here, you want to make a trade still. What do you want? You know what I got," Anthony Jr. pleaded. There was a pause for a minute. I think Dylan was rifling through Anthony Jr.'s card.
"You don't have" some other fucking card, "anymore." Dylan said, disappointed.
"I traded it to Matt last week," Anthony Jr. said.
"For what?" Dylan asked.
"For," Christ, you know I don't know what card. Dylan guffawed.
"No way! That card you traded wasn't worth that!" Dylan said, "How'd you get that out of Matt?" There was a long pause.
"I gave him other stuff too," Anthony Jr. said.
"What else?" Dylan said flipping through the cards, "Nothing else is missing." Anthony Jr. Sighed loudly.
"Promise you won't tell?" he asked, childishly. I didn't hear Dylan say anything, but it was evident that he nodded, "A pair of my mom's panties."
It was a gut punch. That was, without a doubt the last thing that I expected to hear. And I was disgusted by it. The invasion of privacy. The...nastiness of it. I leaned against the wall of my house. What had Anthony Jr. done? To get some sort of stupid card. My cheeks burned and my guts churned. But Dylan was laughing.
"Your mom is so fucking hot!" Dylan said.
"Shut up you dick!" I heard Anthony Jr. say.
"Your mom wants my dick," Dylan joked. I didn't hear Anthony Jr. say anything. "I will trade this card if you get me one of your mom's bras." He said.
"You guys are such pervs," Anthony Jr. said.
"Oh come on, you know your mom is hot. You can't pretend like she isn't."
"She's my mom!" Anthony Jr. protested.
"You didn't say she wasn't hot," Dylan taunted. There was a long pause. A very long pause.
"Yeah, okay, let's make the trade. I will go to the laundry room," Anthony Jr. said. And he went inside.
* * * * *
Later that night, after dinner and my shower, I was standing in my bedroom, looking at myself in the full length mirror. I was 42 years old and hadn't even thought about sex in...ages. I didn't have any real desire to attract a man (and I worked almost exclusively with women), so it had never really occurred to me. Was I still attractive? Dylan seemed to think so.
My hair was long. Very long at the time, more than halfway down my back and very straight. Sometimes, like now, I had it in a long, loose ponytail. It was very dark brown, nearly black. My eyes were similar actually, such dark brown that in certain lights I looked like I just had massive pupils. My eyes themselves were large and round, my eyelashes long naturally. I had a somewhat round face with a thin, short nose and wide, fat lips. A pretty face, I supposed.
But now, looking at myself in the mirror, I knew that it wasn't my face that had allowed me to achieve the rank of a "hot mom." It was my body. I had breasts that weren't large, but looked large on my narrow frame. Further, because they weren't too big, they still sat up high and perky on my chest. I had large, puffy pink nipples. My waist was narrow, my hips about as wide as my breasts. I had a tight, pink pussy with puffy lips the same color as my nipples. I had just finished shaving myself clean, so I could get a better look at myself. My ass was high and round, though small. My legs were short, but elegant. In sum, I still had the body that had enticed Big Anthony all those years earlier.
"Your mom is so fucking hot," I said to myself quietly, as I looked in the mirror, and I shrugged. Dylan's words. I guessed he was right, I thought while smiling. I no longer even begrudged him the bra. It was nice, on a bad day, to be reminded that if nothing else you were attractive.
But thinking about what Dylan had said was, I knew, just a way of avoiding thinking about Anthony Jr. After I had gone back inside, I had made the conscious decision to just not think about Anthony Jr. for a little while. To not think about what he'd done. The way he had violated my privacy. That was still wrong and I was still upset. But, at the same time, I was now feeling a little bit...good about myself as I turned and gazed at myself in the mirror. And, to a certain extent, that was because Anthony Jr. had invaded my privacy. How could I feel good and still hold a grudge? What good would it be to even bring this up? I would write off the bra and panties and pretend I didn't know anything about it.
"After all," I said quietly to myself, "Anthony Jr. can't help it if he as a hot mom." I laughed a little bit and shook my head. I walked over to my bed and found the large extra-large t-shirt that I wore to bed and slipped it over my head. I decided not to worry with panties tonight.
"He does know, after all, that he has a hot mom," I said now, turning back to look at myself in the mirror. The bulky shirt hid my body, and I looked at my face, pursing my lips. And, at that, I remembered the real reason I had avoided thinking about Anthony Jr. that night, avoided thinking about him even when we were sitting at the kitchen table together, eating in silence.
Anthony Jr. behaved like a child. He did childish thing. Trading my underwear for some sort of trading card was surprising, sure, but not really shocking. It was in character. No, the real reason I had been shocked had been something more subtle. Dylan had said I was hot. Anthony Jr. protested, saying I was his mom. Dylan said Anthony Jr. had never denied that I was hot. Anthony Jr. didn't respond. Not a word about it. For several seconds. I hadn't seen what Anthony Jr.'s face looked like during those seconds. Hadn't been able to gauge what he was thinking.
"Sex," a voice in my head said. Not mine. "The best thing about being an adult." It was Joanne. It was her suggestion. The carrot to light a fire underneath of Anthony Jr. Find something about adulthood, and make that the reward. Adults have sex.
"Sometimes," I said aloud, ruefully. I sat for a minute in silence and then realized what I was doing, "Christ Bev, what are you thinking?" I asked myself, appalled. Without even realizing it, I had been wondering whether or not Anthony Jr. found me attractive. And what advantage I could gain from that. But that wasn't a motherly thought. It was...perverse. I ignored any physical excitement I felt at those unmotherly thoughts. Pretended I didn't feel them.
Once again, I lapsed into silent thought. And, once again, I found myself circling back to the thoughts I had just audibly rejected. I pictured myself slipping my bulky t-shirt back off, padding across the hallway into my son's room and there, naked, telling him...
"No, no, no!" I said to myself, laughing a little bit nervously and shaking my head. This was just crazy. It was crazy because I was just so stressed out worry about Anthony Jr. lately, and then those things that Joanne told me, and Dylan and...I wasn't myself right now. I felt attractive for the first time in ages and I really didn't know how to handle it. And I was just...I was desperate and I wanted to do something desperate to at least prove that I given it everything.
That thought sunk into my brain as I climbed into my bed and pulled up the covers. Because that was what I was doing. Even if I hadn't realized it before. But now...thinking about it, was it such a bad idea? I had always said I would do anything for my son. I had done anything for him, up to this point. Tried everything I could think of to get him back on the right track. None of that had worked. I wasn't just feeling desperate. I was desperate.
"And what is the alternative?" I asked myself aloud. Joanne had supplied that answer as well. If I didn't think of something, anything, to motivate Anthony Jr., then there was really only one other option left. Something I had also been trying to avoid thinking about.
"What is less motherly?" I asked myself, "to go next door and...well whatever. Do what needs to be done with love in my heart? Or kicked him out? Where I know that he can't take care of himself and he might get hurt or resent me forever? Or wait 35 years and then die not knowing if he can care for himself as an old man? Of those three things, what's the least bad option?"
I realized, in that moment, that I had been rolling these idea around in my mind all evening. Ever since I had heard that moment of silence between Dylan and Anthony Jr., with Joanne's advice ringing in my head. I had been probing my mind, wondering if this was something that I should do. If it was something I could do. My mind hadn't allowed me to really think about it, consciously. Because I knew I would reject the only thing I knew to be the correct answer.
It was wrong, I had reached that conclusion. What I was thinking about was wrong. But my other options were also wrong. More wrong. This was the least bad thing that I could do for my son.
I hadn't even realized, while I was thinking that my realization, that I had gotten up out of bed and slipped my bulky t-shirt back up over my head and turned my lights back on. I was sort of surprised to find myself rummaging through my underwear drawer, searching for something in particular.
"I am just going to go in there and talk to him anyway. Not really do anything, really. Just a kind of...tease or something. Just a little something to motivate him. A vague sort of promise about the benefits of growing up. But nothing more. Just talking," I said to myself as I got dressed. I didn't know if what I was saying was true. I just knew that if I stopped to really think about what I was doing for even a second, that I would realize I couldn't go through with it and stop. I was sort of talking over my brain, trying to trick it into action. And then, I was heading towards the door to my bedroom. My body moving automatically, my thoughts still whirring.
Just a few seconds later, I watched as my hand rose and then rapped gently on Anthony Jr.'s door. I couldn't...feel my hand. It was strange, it was like I was watching someone else knock. My head felt foggy and my heart was beating so rapidly that it felt like my blood was working into a foam as it rushed through my arteries. I was almost confused by how I had gotten to this spot. Time seemed to be moving strangely.
"Yeah? Come in, mom?" Anthony Jr.s' familiar voice was saying. For a moment, I almost turned back and headed to my room. What, exactly, did I think I was doing here? But my hand rose again, twisted the doorknob, and in a moment I was standing in Anthony Jr.'s messy childhood room.



The room was small and Anthony Jr. hadn't done anything to make it feel large. He had a twin bed, a massive book shelf stuff with DVDs and comics and a variety of other things, and a large desk for his computers. There was only a couple of square feet of space in the middle of the room to walk around. And that (like everything else in the room) was covered in dirty clothes, Mountain Dew cans, and empty Doritos bags. I had given up on asking him to clean it up.
As I walked in, Anthony Jr.'s back was to me. He was on his computer, wearing a headset. I knew he was playing a video game. Anthony Jr. took after me, more than his father, I realized at that time. He had the same dark hair (though a bit shorter), the same round face and nose. His acne had cleared up, but unfortunately that had just given him a bit more of a baby face. His eyes were like mine too, large and dark. Though, they were hard to see with greasy hair draped over them. He had a small, wiry body. His elbows and his knees looked large on his unmuscled frame. If he had not been wearing a shirt, I knew I would see his ribs under his skin. He was not an unattractive boy. Just so very...boyish for 22.
"Shut the fuck up guys, she's my mom!" I heard Anthony Jr. say and I realized that one of his friends in his game must've seen me standing by the door and said something. I couldn't help but smile a little bit. Anthony Jr. threw a quick glance back over his shoulder at me. I saw his eyes grow wide.
"God mom! What're you wearing?" he asked, mortified. He turned towards his computer and slammed it shut. I looked down at myself. I was wearing a skin-tight white "wife-beater" tank top. I could actually see my nipples poking out through the thin, aged fabric. It was not a large enough shirt for me and it was tight around my waists, not dropping all the way to my hips. My bellybutton was exposed. I was wearing a pair of red hip hugger panties that accentuated my flat stomach and also my legs. I looked back up at my son and shrugged.
"You didn't have to stop playing your game," I said, "I just wanted to say goodnight." Anthony Jr. had swiveled his chair around so that he was looking at me. I felt his eyes wandering all over me. Any mystery that remained regarding those few seconds of silence with Dyland were now put to rest. His eyes were practically bulging out of his head. The same boost of self-esteem I'd felt earlier surged again.
"Why are you dressed like that?" Anthony Jr. asked. I looked down again and shrugged.
"It is so warm in my room," I lied, "I just wanted to be comfortable." At this point, I realized that I had absolutely no plan for what I was doing. I had just been sort of dragged in here by my fears and my unconscious thoughts. I had no idea what I was going to do. I just let myself go now, trusting the instincts that had brought me here because I didn't really have any choice now.
"Oh," Anthony Jr. shifted uncomfortably in his chair. I smiled a little bit.
"Have you thought at all about what we talked about last week?" I said, taking a few steps into the room and sitting down on Anthony Jr.'s bed. I leaned forward slightly, allowing my son to see down my shirt. His eyes followed me there.
"Huh?" he asked, after a long minute, his eyes rising back up to mine, "What did you ask me?" I sighed, annoyed.
"The continuing education classes at the Community College. The last day to register is Friday. Did you think about it?" I asked. Anthony Jr.'s eyes flickered back down to my tits and he shook his head. I decided that I really had his attention now. I was going to go for the jugular, ask the questions that I never really had the courage to ask before. I felt confident now.
"Why not? Why don't you ever do any of the things I ask?" I said. I leaned back now, putting my hands behind me on the bed and propping myself up. Anthony was still staring. He shrugged.
"I dunno," he said. A childish answer.
"Is it because I've been a bad mother?" I asked, honestly laying out my fears to him, "Have I failed you? Is there something that I should have done for you that I didn't do?"
"What? No!" Anthony Jr. said instantly, shaking his head vehemently. "Why would you even think that?" I shrugged. I thought about retreating now. The next thing I was going to say was going to hurt his feelings, and I didn't want to do that. But Anthony Jr. was still looking at me. Staring at me. The confidence was there. I needed to use it to say what needed to be said.
"You aren't exactly setting the world on fire kid," I said to him softly, "I can't get you to go to school. Or get a job. Or even clean up your room" I tossed a Mountain Dew can onto the floor, "I am the only parent you've got. It must be my fault." I said. I saw Anthony Jr.'s cheeks get red, with embarrassment. He dropped his head. Shrugged.
"I don't think it is fair that you're picking on me," Anthony Jr. said, his voice a whine. I sighed loudly and shook my head. This was why I didn't speak to him like an adult. It just made him whine like a kid
"I am not here to pick on you. I am being honest with you Anthony Jr.," I said, "You don't do anything. And I blame myself for it. Those are just facts," I said.
"I just want to do my own thing, I don't have to conform and be like everyone else," Anthony Jr. countered. I raised my eyebrows.
"Please," I said, "I never said you had to be a doctor or a lawyer. Go...be a lumberjack or an interior designer or a house painter or whatever! Don't conform to...whatever. I don't need you to be anything in particular. I just want you to...make something out of yourself. Anything." Anthony Jr. seemed, for a moment, like he was going to say something. Then he lapsed into silence for a minute. When he spoke again, he wasn't whining.
"I'm not a loser, mom," Anthony Jr. said. His voice was small, choked. The whine earlier was a defense. This was something real. I felt a sudden burst of compassion for my son. I wanted to rush across the room and wrap my arms around him. Of course he wasn't. Of course! But maybe because of what I was wearing or maybe because of how I was feeling, I didn't.
"I never said you were. You brought that up yourself," I said, letting the words hand heavy. Anthony Jr. bit his lower lip. We sat in silence for a long time. I admit, it was uncomfortable. But I think it was more uncomfortable for him. Finally, he looked up at me.
"I haven't ever been any good at anything, other than video games and stuff. Any time I try other stuff, I just mess it up," he said. His grades going back to age 12 backed that up.
"You never get better at things if you don't try," I said, "I wasn't good at..."
"I don't even care about being good at things mom. I don't want to be good at anything. I am...I don't know. I am scared, mom," Anthony Jr. said.
"Everyone messes up sometimes, that isn't anything to be scared about," I responded.
"I am afraid that if I try, I just like, won't be able to handle it. Like it is one thing to don't do anything and fail. Like, you expect that to happen. But every time I try, I just fail like I didn't try. So why bother? Trying just makes me...nervous. Nervous that I going to run away like Dad," Anthony Jr. said. And everything he said was wrong. But it also made perfect sense.
"You aren't your father," I said.
"And when you ask me to do stuff," Anthony Jr. continued, "Like I am afraid of doing them. Because I know that Dad thought it was like... your fault that he couldn't handle stuff And I don't want to blame you for making me look like an idiot when I can't do anything. And I am afraid I will do something dumb like leave you alone. And there won't be anyone to care about you," he said. My eyes grew wide. It was clear he was being honest. I had never expected that.
"Honey..." I started, rising from the bed.
"You told me I had to be the man of the house. And I just wanted to that for you mom," Anthony Jr. said, his eyes growing moist, "When I was a kid, I just didn't know what to do. And then I learned what I was supposed to do, but I couldn't do it. I am not a...like man. I can either try and then run away. Or I can be a loser, but stay here. And I don't want to leave you mom. I don't want to hurt you," Now I did rush across the room. Now I did throw my arms around my son. I could feel his heart hammering against my breast as I squeezed him.
"Dad would just be so angry when he got up to go to work, and then he would come back even angrier because he was work, and when he was home all he did was complain about work," Anthony Jr. said, "And I knew I was half him. And I knew I already didn't like homework and school work and stuff. I just...I wanted to be a grown up for you. But I was afraid to do it too. I just didn't want to disappoint you."
"Honey, I am so sorry. I said I was sorry, but I will say it again now. I never meant, when you were little, to put any kind of pressure on you. You didn't have to be a man at 12! You didn't have to take care of me! I am so sorry that you thought you did! You were already the man of the house, just by being there Anthony Jr.! I wasn't trying to get you to do anything. I just was...trying to tell you I love you," I said. And in that moment, I felt the crushing weight of expectation that I had inadvertently placed on my son. He had wanted to be an adult when he was 12. He'd failed and been crushed by that failure.
"I love you too mom, I am sorry I am a fuck up," he said. I shushed him and squeezed him tighter.
"I don't want you to be sorry about anything honey," I said, "I just want you to be happy and able to take care of yourself."
We sat in silence for a long time, with my arms around my son, his head on my shoulder while he sat in the chair. I thought about the things that Anthony Jr. Said and the way that they made sense, in a certain sort of childish way. And I, of course, felt terrible about what I'd done, even if I hadn't meant to. But I also thought about something that Joanne said. About being an adult.
"You know," I said, finally breaking the silence, "Not everyone who get a job or goes to school hates it, right? I loved school and I don't mind my job," I offered.
"I know," Anthony Jr. said. I broke my hug and moved back away from him. I grasped his shoulders with my hands and settled onto my knees on the floor in front of his chair.
"And even if school and work suck, I mean, that isn't all there is to being an adult. There are bad things about adulthood. But there are good things too," I said. Anthony Jr. was looking at me again.
"Yeah," was all he said, not sounding convinced. I swear, I was just about to launch into a defense of adulthood that centered on being able to stay up late, eat snacks between meals, and decide where you wanted to go on vacation (pretty weak sauce, I know). The words were forming in my head, but when my mouth opened, I said something else.
"Do you have an erection right now?" I asked. We looked at each other in stunned silence for a moment. I was on my knees, just a foot or two away from my son's lap. He was wearing lose-fitting basketball shorts. He was leaning forward a bit, towards me, to cover himself. But I could see the lump in the fabric. We both knew what it meant. I just couldn't believe I had brought it up. My cheeks were red.
"Jesus mom!" Anthony Jr. said, shaking his head, "Why would you even..." And suddenly, more words were pouring from me. I don't know if they came from the same place as my earlier question, or if I was just trying to talk over the awkwardness I had created. But, regardless, I was speaking.
"You know, when we first got married, before things kind of went down hill with your father, I would help him out when he came home stressed from work. He never, ever liked work. Always complained about it. Always so tense about something that was happening, even if there wasn't anything he was bringing home with him. And, before he decided that I was part of the problem, I used to be able to fix it for him." I said. This was all true. But not a thing I ever expected to share with my son.
"What are you talking about, mom?" Anthony Jr. asked, his voice croaking a bit. He was looking down at my chest again, and shifting in his seat. I almost started speaking again. Almost started explaining what I was getting at. But, in that moment, something in my brain just sort of snapped. I looked up at Anthony Jr. Saw that innocent face that I loved. Who I had caused to feel so much anguish for so many years. So much tension and frustration. I sighed. 'Fuck it,' I thought, 'he needs to really understand what it is he is missing.' I decided. This was, after all, what I had really come here for anyway. Who was a I kidding?
Without another word, my right hand reached forward. I didn't grasp at him so quickly that he'd jump out of reflex. But I didn't give him any time to think either. One second, we were just looking at each other, talking softly. The next, I had slipped my hand through the wide leg hole of his basketball shorts, felt the soft skin of his inner thigh against the back of my hand. And then I felt my fingers rub against the base of Anthony Jr.'s penis, my thumb sinking into his scrotum, feeling his balls. My palm wrapped around my son's cock. It was half-hard, I think. But felt warm and heavy against my hand. My fingers undulated gently, testing the denseness of his flesh.
"Mom?" Anthony Jr. said sharply, "What're you doing?"
"Being the man of the house has a lot of responsibilities," I said, my eyes flickering up and looking at his, "And you have thought a lot about those. But it comes with privileges too. I am going to show you what the man of the house gets. This time for free. Next time you earn it."
"Mom..." Anthony said.
"Do you want to be the man of the house right now, Anthony Jr.?" I asked. For a moment, he froze. He looked down at the lump in his pants where my hand was wrapped around his penis. He looked back up at me. Nodded.
My left hand reached up and found the other leg of Anthony Jr.'s basketball shorts. I started to tug on them. I felt them roll on Anthony Jr.'s hips. I looked up at him. His mouth and eyes were wide. He wasn't breathing. But he pushed himself up, just slightly, using the arms of the chair. I yanked again. The shorts and underwear slipped off his body. My right hand was still grasped around my son's cock and the his clothes rolled up my arm. I switched hands quickly, moving my left hand around the base of Anthony Jr.'s penis. I released him with my right hand, allowing me to toss his shorts onto the floor. Now my son wasn't wearing anything but a Captain America t-shirt. And his dick was in my hands. I looked down at it.
It had been years since I had seen my son's penis. Not since I had bathed him. I was a bit surprised. I don't know, given my son's small size and childish nature, I had sort of expected him to be especially small. And he wasn't. He wasn't huge or anything by any stretch of the imagination. He was average, though that looked sort of big on his small frame. He had an attractive package, smooth skin, proportional. I like that he had those tight balls, not the ones that hung halfway down to his knees. It was only marred by the wild patch of totally unkempt hair. Still, that made his smell heavy, which I liked.
"Did I do this to you?" I playfully. I moved my right hand back to his cock and tilted it left and right. It was incredibly hard now, like warm, smooth stone in my hands. Anthony Jr. looked at his cock, wide-eyed, and nodded. I felt a little thrill run through me. I came to the realization that what Dylan had said earlier had pushed me here just as much as what Joanne had said. It had been, god, five years since I had sex. Ten since I had it regularly. I came here to turn my son into a man. But I wanted to feel like a woman too.
"Tell me about it," I said, and I slowly stroked my hand up my son's shaft, letting my fingers tickle along it.
"What?" Anthony Jr. asked, dazed.
"Tell me about how I made your dick hard," I said. I moved my palm up to the tip of my son's penis. I sort of swirled my palm around it gently, felt Anthony Jr.'s precum wet my skin.
"I..." Anthony Jr. started. Then he grew quiet, watching my hand swirl while his face grew redder. I moved my hand down his shaft, finding my son's balls and squeezing them slightly. It was strange, I'd never been this...forward with any man before. But I knew in a way that I'd never known with another man that Anthony Jr. was putty in my hands. I could afford to be bold, I knew I had authority.
"Son, I have your balls in my hand. You aren't going to say anything that embarrass me," I said, squeezing him gently, feeling the strange, delicate texture of his testicles in my palm.
"Fuck mom, you are so fucking hot! All my friends have always said so. Your like...tits and..." Anthony Jr. couldn't keep his thoughts straight. I smiled indulgently and started to stroke my hand up an down his cock again. It felt good hear him say it. I felt my nipples ache and wondered if there was wetness between my thighs.
"Do you think of me when you masturbate?" I asked, squeezing harder around his shaft, "just be honest."
"Yes mommy," Anthony Jr. said, and for the first time in a decade, that little nickname didn't bother me. It was...kind of hot. I reached forward and grabbed one of Anthony Jr.'s hands. I pulled it forward and put it around his cock. He grasped himself. I held his wrist, pulling it up and down and making him stroke himself. I thought about him doing that, alone in in his room, thinking of me. I bit my lip.
"Boys think of hot chicks and jack off," I said and Anthony Jr. nodded, "A man of the house doesn't need fantasies. He gets what he wants." I said. And then, again without thinking, I found myself rising up high on my knees, holding Anthony Jr.'s wrist still. With my other hand, I reached up and slipped some loose hair behind my ear. I craned my neck and leaned down.
Anthony Jr.'s smell was thick, almost unpleasant, as my head moved rapidly into his lap. I kept my eyes open, watching the wet tip of his penis approaching me. My mouth opened very wide and I kept moving quickly, fluidly. I felt it first, the smooth warmth of my son's glans against my tongue. My mouth closed around the tip of Anthony Jr.'s cock as my tongue started to swirl around the opening of his urethra. He tasted salty and his scent filled my nose. My lips were wet and I slid down easily over Anthony Jr.'s shaft.
"Oh god, mom! I can't believe you're sucking my dick!" Anthony Junior said. I couldn't believe it either. Once again, I acted first and absorbed the action later. No decisions were made. Anthony Jr.'s hand slipped off of his shaft and after a moment, I felt both of his hands on my head, sinking into my hair. He didn't press on my head, just, held me.
Slowly, I took Anthony Jr.'s cock into my mouth. I felt the rigid warmth of him pressing against my tongue and I swirled around him as best I could. I soon felt my son's penis pressing into the back of my throat. I gagged slightly, controlled myself, and slipped him deeper. Soon, I felt my chin settling against Anthony Jr.'s scrotum and my nose pressed into his dense thatch of pubic hair. I breathed him in, liking the heavy smell of him the more I sensed it. I moved my head side to side a couple of times, letting Anthony's cock move in my throat.
"Mom, is this really happening?" he asked. I smiled around my son's penis and nodded. Slowly, I started to pull my head back. I kept my lips wrapped tightly around my son's penis, squeezing his urethra as I moved. I looked up at my son as I did so. Saw his eyes staring at me, his body frozen. Eventually, just the very tip of Anthony Jr.'s penis remained in my mouth. I swirled my tongue around it once, groaning at the flavor, and then I shoved the tip into my cheek.



"Is this better than jerking off?" I asked as best I could with a cock in my cheek. Anthony nodded quickly.
"Oh god mom, this is the best thing I've ever felt. Your mouth is so warm and wet and...Oh fuck mom, I can't believe you're doing this!" Anthony said.
"Better than trading cards?" I asked, slipping Anthony Jr.'s cock from my mouth and kissing the tip.
"Cards?" he asked, confused, "Oh...yeah. I mean, of course!" he said.
"Remember that," I said and I winked at him. And then I slipped the of Anthony Jr.'s penis into my mouth again. Except, not just the tip. I opened my mouth wide and let his warm, rigid shaft plunge into my throat I gagged again as my son's penis slammed into the back of my throat. But I fought through it, tears welling in my eyes. I pulled my head back again, letting him slip through my lips, until just the tip remained. But no pause now, I dropped back down into my son's lap, swirling my tongue around on his urethra as he went deeper than ever before.
I move with absolute abandon. I had never sucked cock like this in my life. Never had the desire to do it. I would have doubted I had the ability to do it. But I kept my eyes open the whole time. I watched my son enjoy the pleasure I was giving him. I heard him groan. I saw his muscles twitch and flex. These...adult reactions. It was intoxicating. I kept going.
But not for long. I am not sure how long I sucked my son's penis, but it couldn't have been long. He was a virgin after all, and backed up, and I was giving him everything I had. I dropped down at one point and felt my Anthony Jr.'s finger sink more deeply into my hair and heard him groan. I felt the muscles in his legs grow tense below me. Felt him shaking. My son was going to cum.
Without thinking, I pulled my head up out of Anthony Jr's lap slightly. I had to force a little, because his hands had me frozen in place. But eventually, just the very tip of my son's penis was in the very center of my mouth, resting on my tongue. I reached up with one of my hands and grabbed my son's balls. I felt my son's urethra pulse against my lips. And then I felt the hot, creamy wetness of my son's sperm as it suddenly burst into my mouth. I felt Anthony Jr.'s balls seizing up in my hands.
There was so much cum. It came out Anthony Jr. with such unbelievable force that some of it shot immediately down my throat, coating me. But more and more poured out of my son's penis. Soon it was splashing against the inside of my teeth and setting down on my tongue. The salty, animal flavor of I filled my mouth and soaked into my nose. The taste of it clouded my brain as more and more of it poured into me.
Finally, Anthony Jr.'s balls jumped in my palm one last time. I felt a few more drops of sperm dribble into my mouth. My cheeks were bulging with my son's cum. I pulled my head back, letting my son's penis fall out of my lips. I swirled Anthony Jr.'s sperm around in my mouth. I'd never cared for the taste of it before, but now it was almost floral. I wanted it coating my teeth and gums. Eventually, it got frothy and thick, threatened to pour out of my lips. I swallowed it down, feeling it land in my belly, warm and heavy.
Anthony Jr. was leaning back in his chair now, panting. His cock was leaning, half-hard, against his leg. His eyes looked glazed and he was smiling slightly. I suppose I should have been thinking about what I'd just done. It was not natural. In fact, it didn't even feel like me. It was like my body had taken over. But my mind couldn't focus on any of that. Not then. I didn't think or feel anything about what I'd done. Anthony might have been recovering, but I was still in the grips of...whatever had pushed me here. And all I could think about were the reactions of my own body.
Everything I had been sensing before I abandoned myself to pleasuring my son was still there, just intensified a hundred times over. My nipples pressed hard against the sheer fabric of my tanktop and my inner thighs felt absolutely slick with my juices. Just wearing the thin little pieces of fabric I had was far too much for me. It made me hot and chafed me terribly. I needed, desperately, to get comfortable.
I stood quickly in front of my son. He was still slumped in the chair, panting, but looking at me. I suppose I should have disrobed slowly, sexily. A little bit of a strip tease or something along those lines. But I couldn't manage that now. It had been too long since I had felt this kind of excitement. Since I had seen someone looking at me the way my son was looking at me now. I tore off my clothes, ripping the tanktop up over my head and tossing it onto the floor. I slipped down my panties and kicked them across the room. And now I stood naked, flushed, looking at Anthony Jr. in the chair.
Anthony Jr.'s eyes roamed all over me. It was like I could feel where they were tracking, sense their touch on every inch of my skin. I turned, first to one side, and then the other, letting him drink in every inch of me. And savoring the adulation. For the first time I wondered whether I would be THIS excited if the person staring at me was another man. Someone other than my son. I realized that I wouldn't be. Part of that was because, by staring at me, it felt like my son was affirming his manhood. That he had a sexual interest in anyone was just...it was important. But beyond that, it just felt...naughtier. I liked looking at my son's familiar face, seeing the lust in his eyes while he stared at me.
"Do you know how to pleasure a woman?" I asked, the words again coming without my conscious effort. But I wasn't shocked by this anymore. I was just letting my libido take me where it would. Anthony Jr.'s eyes traveled up to mine, wide and innocent.
"Like...I watch porn sometimes, mom..." He said, uneasily. Which seemed to answer my question. I took a couple of quick steps towards Anthony Jr., moving towards where his right hand was laid on the armrest of his chair. As I walked, I felt my breasts bounce slightly, felt my thighs slip together wetly, and enjoyed how sexy that made me feel. Finally, I stopped, right beside my son's chair. I stood with my legs spread apart slightly. Anthony Jr. was eye-level with my breasts, but he was looking down at my slick pussy. I knew he could smell me. Hell, I could smell me.
"It isn't like porn," I said, "It isn't about jack-hammer thrusting. At least, not all the time. And definitely not at the beginning. A man should know how to please a woman. Do you want to know?" As I asked, I trailed my fingers up and down his forearm.
"Show me mom," Anthony Jr. said. I smiled, and slipped my hands down off of his arm. I moved one hand down between my legs, just once. Letting my fingers and the back of my hand slip down between my lips, tickling my clit. I groaned slightly and felt a chill run down my spine. I couldn't remember the last time I was this horny. I slipped my hand back up, and then used my middle and index finger to split my pussy lips apart. I looked down at my swollen, dripping pink skin. I moved my other hand down, dipping into my sopping went cunt, and then bringing my fingers out, wet and ready.
"We aren't going to learn everything there is to learn today. But we are going to learn one thing and we are going to remember it forever," I said, looking at my son in the eyes. He nodded, "A man knows where a woman's clitoris is. And when all else fails, he goes to it." I said. I took my wet finger and circled it slowly around my clitoris, warming it up.
"Oh shit!" I moaned, biting my lip against the pleasure. I felt waves of it growing out from between my legs. But I also felt tension and frustration too. I needed more. I reluctantly pulled my hands from between my legs and grabbed my son's wrist. I pulled his hands towards my pussy.
"Two fingers. Gently, I am wet, but you still need to be gentle," I said. I dropped my son's hand, just as his finger's grazed my wet opening. For a second, he just looked at my pussy, kept his fingers pressed gently against it, and breathed in my smell. "Just get them wet." I said. That jolted Anthony Jr. into action. I felt his fingers press against the sensitive, pink lips of my pussy. They felt warm, firm. I groaned a little. He swirled his fingers around against he opening. I was so wet, he was soon coated in my juices. He pushed, slightly, against the opening of my pussy.
"No, not inside right no. Just my clitoris," I said, grabbing his wrist again and lifting it up. I moved his fingers so that they were hovering, just above my clit, "You see that little pink bead right there? That is the key to pleasuring a woman. It is different on every woman. Looks a little different, reacts a little different. But mommy loves to have hers rubbed. Can you do that for me?" I asked.
"Yes, mom," Anthony Jr. said. Oh then my mind went back for a moment. My son's index finger had pressed, gently, against my clitoris. My knees felt weak and my nipples ached.
"Yes, use one hand to pull back the hood, and then...uh, yes...then you just circle those wet fingers around on it for a...oh fuck!" I groaned. Anthony Jr. listened to my instructions exactly. Soon, his slick, wet fingers were swirling around on the most sensitive spot on my body. His finger were swift, gentle, and firm. After a moment, his finger got slightly dry. Without being instructed, he moved his finger briefly down towards my wet opening, and then quickly brought it back up, dripping wet, to stroke my clit again.
"Fuck, you are a fucking natural," I groaned. Anthony Jr., for a brief moment, looked up at me. Beaming. But he kept stroking me. I felt my muscles tensing and my eyes rolled back in my head. My son was...diddling me. And it felt amazing! The thought of it was almost as overpowering as the sensation. My knees went weak and I leaned forward slightly, resting my hands on Anthony Jr.'s shoulders and leaning my head against his. Anthony Jr. took my weight on his shoulders, held me up.
At the same time, my breast pressed against the side of Anthony Jr's face. It wasn't intentional, but I couldn't help but lean against him. I felt my son's head turn. And, after a moment, I felt the wet warmth of his tongue against my nipple. Felt his lips wrap around my puffy pink skin. I gasped.
"Don't bite, just suck," I instructed. Anthony Jr. nodded slightly. I felt the vaccuum pressure of his mouth as he sucked my nipple between his lips. I felt his tongue circling around on it, tasting me. I wrapped my arms around my son's head, pushing his face deeper into my chest.
"That's so good!," I groaned, feeling my son suckle on my breast for the first time in two decades. But it was more than that. I was, in some ways, gratified because I hadn't had to instruct Anthony Jr. He just took wanted he wanted when he saw it. Anthony Jr made a low growling sound in his throat and I felt it rocketing through my body. The whole time, he kept his fingers wet, kept them swirling and stroking my clitoris. I hadn't been lying, Anthony Jr. was a natural. It was like...he could anticipate the places I wanted to be touched, and get there a moment before I knew I wanted it.
For a few glorious moments, I just stood there in my son's room and and enjoyed the sensation. My knees grew weaker and weaker and I leaned harder and harder onto Anthony Jr. I felt my son's strength as he held me up. Felt his supple, but firm fingers probing my most sensitive areas. The smell of my arousal filled the room. My thighs, of their own accord, opened and closed around my son's hands, like I was trying to pull more pleasure from his fingers.
"Christ, you are so good at this," I whispered, more than once, into my son's ear.
At some point, my eyes fluttered open I found that I had turned so that my ears was on the top of my son's head. I was looking out over his body. I was a little surprised (but I guess not too surprised), to see that my son was erect again. Anthony Jr.'s hard penis was flopped back against his stomach. Looking up at me.
"You're hard again," I said to Anthony Jr., he continued to suckle on my breast, "What do you want?" I asked. I felt his lips pull away from my nipple, he spoke in a muffled voice.
"To make you cum," he said and I smiled, running my hand through his hair. He was a good boy. And a smart one.
"What do you really want," I asked him. I felt his fingers slow on my clitoris, but not stop rubbing me. His fingers remained wet. There was a long pause.
"I want to fuck you, mom," he said. My insides felt like jelly. I turned and kissed my son on the top of his head. Then, reluctantly, I took a half step back. I felt my son's fingers slip from my pussy. The tension inside of me lessened. Slightly. Anthony Jr. looked up at me, I think wondering if he was in trouble for some reason. I smiled and ran my hands through his hair.
Then, I turned and walked over towards my son's small bed. I lifted myself up (knowing that he was looking at my ass as I did so), and then dropped onto the bed and rolled onto my back. I hit an empty Mountain Dew can with my hand. I picked it up and looked at Anthony Jr., raising my eyebrows.
"I am going to clean up tomorrow," he said and I laughed. That was more of a promise that I usually got.
"A man should take care of his house," I said, tossing the can onto the floor, "And his woman." And with that, I spread my legs wide on the bed. My pussy lips split open, the air now warm and even stuffy in the room wafting across it. I turned my head to my son, reached one hand out and beckoned him with a curl of my finger.
Anthony Jr. rose slowly, not a quick, childish scramble like I expected. He stood with his cock sitting up hard and proud and strode towards the bed. He toss his shirt off as he walked. He was still short, he still had a bit of a baby face. But, I don't know, he walked like a man. His shoulders back, looking broader than usual. His foot steps were self-assured and certain. I felt my body reacting to him in a different way.
Anthony Jr. moved around to the bottom of the bed. He was looking at my body, splayed out before him now. My wet pussy just a few feet from his cock, my small breasts spread out across my thin chest. I looked at him and raised my index finger (still fragrant with my juices), up to my lips and bit the tip seductively. Anthony Jr. hoisted himself up on the bed. He was on his knees and he and he sort of walked on them between my open legs. I could feel the heat of his body as he moved between my thighs, his eyes continued to move about me.
"Grab my..." I started, but Anthony Jr. didn't wait. I felt his palms slide underneath of my knees. He lifted my legs, and spread them apart a little bit wider. He inched forward on his knees, the bulbous tip of his cock hovering between my legs. I leaned up and reached forward, grabbing my son's cock and pulling it down and towards me. I gasped as I felt the tip graze my ultra-sensitive clitoris. I pushed him down farther. I was so unbelievably wet that he slipped easily through my lips, soaking his cock with my juices.
"Slip it in Anthony Jr., please slip it into your mother, Anthony Jr.," I begged in an almost-whiny voice. I desperately needed relief.
"No," Anthony Jr. said and I groaned loudly.
"Please fuck me!" I begged.
"Don't call me 'Anthony Jr.,' it is a little boy's name. Junior all the time. Junior like I am a mini version of dad. Like I am still a little kid," he said ruefully. I stopped writhing on the bed for a moment. Looked at my son. Saw him in a different light.
"Yes," I said, nodding. I wondered just how much my actions had made my son the way he was. I had made him a boy. What else had a done to keep him that way? "What do you want to be called?"
"I don't know," he said. A pause, "Just... Tony, for now, I guess," he said.
"Fuck me Tony, please fuck me!" I begged. For some reason, calling him that name produced a little bit of pleasure all on its own. But it seemed to fire up Ant...Tony as well. I felt his hands grip more tightly on my knees. I pulled his cock in towards me and he did not resist. I felt the tip split my wet lips, and groaned as my out-of-practice body stretched to accommodate my son's penis.
Neither of us was much in the mood for teasing now. Tony groaned as the first inch of his cock disappeared inside of my body. His hands slipped down my legs, finding their way to my hips. He grasped me firmly. At the same time, I pulled my legs around him. Wrapping him up and pulling him in. His cock disappeared quickly into my body, filling me up in half an instant. I gasped, but squeezed his body harder, pulling him more deeply inside of me. Tony's balls slapped against my ass.
"Christ Tony," I said, the name not even sounding strange anymore, "Right back where you belong!" Tony looked down and me and smiled. The way he was sort of towering over me...he looked so broad, somehow more muscled. Masculine, and adult. "Don't stop." I begged.
Tony pulled his hips back, and I relaxed my legs, letting his cock slip out of me a few inches. I squeezed him again, pulling my son's cock back inside of my willing pussy. Out again. And then Tony was pulled on my hips. His fingers felt strong, firm, as he slipped my body down around his cock, using me like a toy. I let my legs spread again. Tony didn't need me to tell him. He knew how to thrust into me.
My son was still on his knees as he thrust his cock in and out of me. I felt my body jumping with each shock of his hips pounding into me. My breasts jumped up and down lewdly on my chest. My nipples still ached, especially the one that had never found its way into my son's mouth. My two hands rose up, grasping at my own breasts. I let my fingers sink into the flesh, kneading it.
"Play with your nipples too, please," Tony said, watching me play with my breasts. I bit my lip and nodded, ready to comply instantly. I moved my thumb and forefingers to my nipples, twisting and pulling them even as I continued to put pressure on my breasts with the sides of my hands. Tony's eyes glided over me, but he didn't break his stride. He kept thrusting in perfect rhythm. Each pounding of his cock into my cunt pushing the tension in my muscles higher and higher.
"Oh God, Tony, it feels like your cock is pounding into my brain!" I groaned, as I pinched my nipples harder. He smiled and thrust harder.
"I still want to make you cum," he said. Before I could respond, I felt one of my son's hands move off of my hips. He moved his hand quickly, up towards my face. His index and middle finger, still smelling like my pussy, pressed against my lips. I opened my mouth and sucked them in. I tasted myself and the salty flavor of my son's skin. A second later, my son's fingers slipped back out of my mouth.
And, just as quickly, his hand was between my legs. I gasped as I realized what he had done. Even as one had was still grasped around my hip, pulling me back and forth onto his cock, my son had slipped the other hand against my clit. Just as he had earlier, her circled and stroked his finger gently around my clit, just the right amount of pressure. My head swam and my legs shook.
"Oh Tony, I've never been fucked like this before!" I moaned, "Don't stop, don't stop, don't stop!" I begged. Tony thrust harder. We were locked like that for several minutes. Or hours. I don't know. I couldn't keep track of anything. I just felt my son's cock thrusting into me, his firm hand on my hips. Felt his fingers swirling around on my clit. Felt my cunt wrapping around him, squeezing him. The only relief I felt was my hands squeeze and pulling on my nipples as my son towered over me, fucking me.
The tension burst all at once, the way it always does. But oh God, it was so much more than it had ever been before. I felt my toes curl, I felt my muscles seize up. My hands clasped around my breasts and my eyes slammed shut. I low noise burbled up from the back of my throat.



"Oh fuck, Tony, I am cumming!" I moaned.
"Mom!" Tony groaned, and I felt his body going rigid against mine. I felt his urethra swell against the bottom of my pussy. Pulsating. And I felt my son's hot cum pouring inside of me. And that was it. It was like it was spraying me with pleasure. It radiated out from my pussy, rolling down my legs, across my stomach, into my throat, and then it swarmed over my brain and just...melted it. An orgasm that was just...something different than I'd ever felt before. Better than anything Big Anthony or any other man gave. Better than I gave myself. It was just pure pleasure over every inch of my body.
As the orgasm subsided, I collapsed back onto the bed. My son leaned on top of me, his weight feeling substantial. He was panting, our bodies were sweaty. He looked into one another's eyes. I giggled slightly. What was there to say? To do? I couldn't explain what had just happened. My son rolled off of my slowly, his cock wet and soft against my leg. He gently turned me so that I was on my side. And then he wrapped his around around me from behind. Pulled me in, let me be the little spoon. I felt his lips near my ear, the hot breath.
"I am the man of the house now. I will take care of you mom, I love you," Tony said. And we fell asleep like that, in Tony's bed.
* * * * *
In the days, weeks, and months that followed, things changed in our house. I am not going to say that it happened over night. Or that there weren't times where we had regressions, sometimes bad ones. But, all in all, the trend line was different after that. Eventually, Tony decided to go to work. He wanted to make some money before he went to school. But he studied for his GED when he wasn't working.
What's more...I can't explain it. But it seemed like he changed physically. I am not going to lie and say he grew taller overnight or anything like that. But...he did seem to grow into himself. He filled out. He started to grow some non-scraggly facial hair. He looked... like a handsome young man.
I'll never forget, around six months after that night, when Tony was really getting his feet under him, and Joanne came over. Tony was at work and I was sitting on the front porch, sipping a lemonade. Feeling good.
"Bev, I saw Anthony Jr. the other day at the grocery store. He looked...different. In a good way," she said. Climbing up the steps. I gestured to a seat and she sat down.
"Tony," I said.
"Excuse me?" Joanne asked.
"Not Anthony Jr. Anymore. He is Tony now."
"Well Tony seems like he gets out of the house a lot more, he looks older. He looks good," Joane said.
"Yeah, I am so proud of him lately. He really...he really figured something out." Joanne sat down, nodding.
"How'd you do it?" Joanne asked, "Did you hire a...consultant, like a suggested?" I laughed and shook my head.
"I couldn't bring myself to do it!" I admitted. And Joanne laughed as well.
"I didn't think anything else would work," she said, 'So what was it, if not that?" she asked. I paused for a moment and looked at Joanne. What could I tell her? Tony and I didn't even really talk about what we were doing. We didn't need to. He was the man of the house and I rewarded him as the man of the house when he took care of business. And he took care of me. He made me feel safe and warm. He was MY man. Which is to say, Tony was as much my lover as my son. Hell, we were like newlyweds! We were at each other constantly. But I couldn't very well tell the neighbor lady.
"Well?" Joanne asked. I turned towards her, shrugged. "Was it more tough love?"
"No," I said laughing, "Not anymore."
The End.
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Hello Readers! This is Part Five of a Six-Part story. All six parts are written and will be posted in order. It takes place in the same universe as my "Sultanah" series, but you don't need to read any of that to understand this story (but you really should read it). In Part 1, Kedi was sold into slavery along with a member of a rival tribe, Cilek, but the slavers were seemingly attacked by ghosts. In Part 2, Kedi wakes up surrounded by warrior women who may be ghosts, but are certainly kinky. In Part 3, Kedi learns about the Hayalet and is seduced, in more ways than one. Please, please, please let me know what you think! In part 4, Kedi witnesses a Hayalet wedding and peeps at the wedding night.
Chapter 5: A New Member of the Hayalet
"Oh Kedi, good, I was looking for you," Orospu said, beckoning me over with a casual flick of her hand. She was sitting at a table in the square in the center of Daire. There was dozen women around her. Some sitting, some standing. They all turned to look at me as Orospu called out to me. A week earlier, that might have made me uncomfortable. To have been the center of attention among the Hayalet. To have all of these women know who I was.
However, after climbing out of the crawl space underneath of Sonraki, Damat, and Daha's bed, covered in my own seed, things had changed. Despite my fears, the newlyweds were not enraged that Cilek and I had eavesdropped on their first time together. In fact, they seemed sort of pleased that they'd put on a show and that we'd enjoyed it so much. They helped us out and gently teased us.
The story spread throughout the village rapidly. It seemed, almost, like the news beat the five of us out of longhouse as we walked to the wedding feast. Despite the gentle reactions of the brides, I still felt embarrassed and humiliated as I heard the buzz of gossip race through the crowd. Everyone at the wedding feast turning to look at me. I desperately wanted to run to Orospu's longhouse and to hide until it was time for me to leave the village. But there was no escape, there were eyes on me everyone.
Soon, members of the Hayalet walked up to me with sly little smiles on their face. I braced for humiliation and taunts. And, I suppose, I got more than my fair share of teasing. But I was surprised to find that that teasing came off as...good-natured. People I'd seen, but never spoken to before came up to ask me if I'd enjoyed the little show. And, when I stammered, soothingly told me about the first time THEY had been caught peeping on someone else in the village. Soon, I was flooded with humorous stories, some even more humiliating than mine. The women laughed about this story and, before I knew it, I found that I was laughing with them. People brought me food and drink, sat me tables, and told shared their lives with me.
Part of me knew that this was dangerous. I'd already seen that I found the Hayalet women to be pleasant. That it was dangerous to spend too much time with them. But the fact that they did not find me to be some sort of pervert but instead, felt that I had passed through some sort of rite of passage was such a relief. I felt so grateful. What's more, it was hard to continue to present an attitude of prickly disinterest when the whole town had caught me masturbating. They knew I was intrigued by them, and I didn't have any way of convincing the otherwise. And so I stayed at the wedding feast and had a good time. A great time even. Far better than any of the feasts I'd had with the Buz.
And it had continued over the coming days. The teasing died down as the next little piece of gossip fluttered through town (evidently, some of the wives of the late Olu were sleeping with Alti, an unmarried Cadilar and the daughter of Diger, an while they waited for a new wife). But by then, I knew half the people in the village. I would exchange pleasant conversation with all of them. They came up to me in the street and talked to me. I couldn't have ignored all of those people if I wanted to. And I didn't.
Still, I managed to set a few boundaries, to protect myself. To protect my identity as a member of the Buz. I never went to the tavern at night, when some of the women (including Cilek) would go and drink. I knew that I was on the knife's edge of my self control. If I allowed myself to lower my guard, even a little bit, then something would undoubtedly happen that I would regret. I reminded the women around me as often as practical that I was a Buz and that, despite the fact that I liked their village, I would be returning home soon. And, most importantly, I did not sleep with anyone. I masturbated at least twice a day, to control my urges. And I avoided anything that even appeared to be a come on.
And so, as Orospu called out to me across the village square, I felt totally comfortable. I knew, or at least recognized, all of the women standing around them. And, because I had been following my rules for several weeks at that time, I was confident that I had found the right balance to survive as a Buz among the Hayalet. Friendly, even warm, but distant. I walked across the square and sat down across from Orospu.
"Yes?" I asked, "How can I help you?"
"Winter will be upon soon," she said and I felt the cool, late fall breeze over the palisade wall and nodded. She was right, it was getting cold. And that meant that the patrols would be heading home soon. And another patrol would be heading out. With me. To return to the Buz. I didn't know what I felt about that.
"Yes," I said, "Snow should be coming soon to the mountains."
"You know a good deal about the snow. About the winter," Orospu said. It was not a question. It was a statement of fact.
"I suppose," I said, unsure as to what they were getting at.
"And the Buz are a warlike people," she said.
"To be sure," I responded quickly. I resisted my natural urge to be rude, to ask what this had to do with anything. I respected the Hayalet. I would treat them with respect. Orospu looked around the table at the other women, as if to gauge them. A few nodded, most shrugged. Orospu smiled and turned back to me.
"The next patrol that goes out will be the last one for the winter. After that, we will build our winter defenses and wait for spring," Orospu said, "We don't want anyone to be stranded in the valley, if the mountain passes become blocked with snow or ice."
"That is wise," I said, shrugging.
"Yes well..." Orospu started.
"God's wounds! Stop beating around the bush!" Otuzbes said brashly, "We Hayalet are proud warriors. But we are not so proud that we believe we have nothing to learn. Orospu would like to ask you about any particularly effective defenses that the Buz have developed for winter quarters. Or winter warfare in general. But only if you are comfortable sharing." The words rushed out of Otuzbes mouth. Orospu sighed loudly.
"Yes," she said after a long pause. Otuzbes shrugged and looked at me as well. All of the women were looking at me. And I realized for the first time what was happening. This was a council of war. Or, at least, defense. And these women, these warriors, they wanted my opinion. They wanted my expertise.
For a moment, I couldn't speak. I looked at them with my mouth agape. My heart was thrumming in my chest and my hands felt wet. This was...everything I had ever wanted as a member of the Buz. To be seen as a warrior. To have my opinion, as a member of the tribe, considered and honored. I had never truly hoped to know what that sensation would feel like. And now it was here. And overwhelming. The women were still looking at me.
"But again, you do not need to share what you aren't comfortable sharing. We understand your allegiance to your tribe," Orospu said, perhaps more to break the silence than to reassure me. But I smiled and nodded my head. I knew at that instant that I would share absolutely anything and everything that I knew. I sat down at the table, leaned in closely so that I was in the middle of everyone.
"First things first, the snow and ice creates unparalleled opportunities for camouflage..."
* * * * *
The only woman in Daire that I did not get to know, in at least some way, was Geri. I was not sure, anymore, if I was avoiding her because I still did not trust myself or if it was simply because I felt ashamed for shunning her and didn't know how to stop. Whatever it was, I was shocked the day after the 'council of war' when Geri approached me in the village square. I saw her walking towards me and tried to nonchalantly ignore her. Usually, she would turn away when she saw me, whether because she was angry or because she respected my privacy, I did not know. But that day, she marched across the square and sat down across from me. I kept my eyes on the table, unsure of what to do.
"I am to marry Cilek," she said simply. No one else was near by. She was clearly talking to me.
"Marry?" I said, equally confused by the fact that she was speaking to me and by what she said.
"My sisters and I are to marry Cilek. I figured that you would want to know, given your feelings about Cilek," Geri explained. I finally looked up at Geri and shook my head.
"Cilek is a Kabile girl," I said and now Geri shook her head.
"Not anymore," she said, "Or, at least, not in an hour or so," Geri said.
"What?" I asked.
"The ceremony," Geri stated, as though I should know, "They didn't tell you? All Cadilar are permitted to witness it. Perhaps they thought you were not interested."
"Geri, what are you talking about?" I asked.
"Orospu and the other Cardilar are performing the rebirth ceremony. In an hour or so, Cilek will be reborn as a Hayalet Cadilar. And next week she will marry me and my sisters. And children will be born to us," she said. For a moment, I pictured Cilek, in my mind's eye, mounting Geri. Cilek's cock slipping slowly into Geri's cunny, pumping her seed into Geri's mouth. I closed my eyes and shook my head. I didn't know what I felt. Jealousy...arousal...anger...confusion. It was impossible to pick apart. I looked at Geri again, saw the beauty of her body. The innocence and allure of her face.
"Geri, I..." I began to say, but she raised her hand.
"Kedi," she said and I stopped speaking, "I did not tell you so that you would do something. Don't say something now, if you don't intend to follow through." I realized that any word I said would constitute some sort of a promise. I didn't know what the promise would mean, exactly. But I knew that part of me desperately wanted to say...it. Whatever it was. But something held me back. The Buz blood in my veins. I opened and closed my mouth without speaking.
"The ceremony is in Orospu's longhouse. Go watch," Geri said after a long moment. I could not tell if she was angry or relieved or nothing at all. She simply rose from where she'd sat and walked away. I watched her as she turned down an alley and disappeared. I sat for a moment, my body vibrating with tension that I could not resolve. I could not even think of Geri. The spot in my mind was too sensitive. Instead, I rose without thinking, and walked quickly towards Orospu's house. In a moment, I'd thrown back the skin covering the door and walked inside.
It was dimly lit inside and it took me a moment for my eyes to adjust. In that brief moment of blindness, I wondered what I was doing in this place, what I hoped to achieve. I had simply gone because Geri had told me to go. And I would stay for the same reason.
Slowly, the shapes in the room began to take form. Eventually, I could see everything just as clearly as day. There were fewer women in the longhouse than I'd expected, for a ceremony. I had expected something sort of like the wedding. But there was no crowd. A dozen or so women in the cavernous longhouse. I remembered something Geri said, all of the Cadilar were permitted to witness. Evidently, the women were not permitted.
And then I began to recognize the women in the longhouse. Some of them were standing on a platform that had apparently been built over the fire pit. That explained the darkness, the home was lit only with torches around the outside of the longhouse. Cilek and Orospu, of course, were standing on the platform. There were three other Cadilar standing up on the platform with them. They were all of the youngest, married Cadilar in the village. In their twenties and thirties. Damat was among them. I knew the others by name, Ilk and Uc. They were all beautiful, though Uc might have been the most beautiful Cadilar in the village. And the most buxom.
Sitting around the platform were all of the other Cadilar from the village. Or, at least, all of the adult Cadilars. No children were present. Some of the Cadilar were old widows or, at least, women who had 'retired' from active marriage. Others were middle aged women. A dozen or so, in all. The oldest women sat in bed along the wall. The younger women sat on the floor in front of the platform. In addition, I saw Alti. She was, at that time, the only unmarried Cadilar of marriageable age living in the village. Diger, her mother, was the Cadilar who had been housing Cilek. Alti was the one who was rumored to be sleeping with the late Olu's wives. Sleeping with Geri and her sisters.
It was Alti who saw me standing in the doorway. When my eyes adjusted, I saw that she was looking me. She was sitting by herself, maybe ten feet away from her mother, who was sitting with the middle-aged women, watching. Alti beckoned me over, smiling. I had talked to her a couple of times. She was sweet, if a bit soft and naive. But I felt a flush of jealous at her, thinking of her with Geri. Still, she was the only person who had acknowledged my presence. And I did like her. The jealousy passed and I walked quietly across the room and sat next to her.
"You have to take off your robe," Alti whispered as I settled in next to her. I had become so used to the fact that the Hayalet were often naked, that it had not even registered that everyone was nude. I felt a bit embarrassed by my breach of good manners, and stood up silently and removed my robe. I threw it behind me as the cool air touched my skin. The fire would have been nice. I sat back down next to Alti. I noticed her body now, lithe and youthful. Her breasts were very small, her arms and legs long and jangly. Her face was cute, in the Hayalet way. She looked younger than her years, though tall.
"I was beginning to think you weren't going to show up," Alti said to me. Her eyes continued to face forward, watching the women on stage. She spoke in a very low whisper so that no one else could hear. I followed her lead.
"No one told me it was happening," I said. The corners of Alti's lips turned up in a wry smile.
"Perhaps Orospu thought you'd not be interested," she said.
"What does that mean?" I asked. Alti raised her eyebrows but didn't look away from the women shuffling around awkwardly on the stage. I saw a book in Orospu's hand, she kept stealing glances at it.
"Well, Cilek is becoming a Hayalet. And you don't like Cilek. Or Cadilar becoming Hayalet," she said.
"I never said there was anything wrong with Cadilar becoming Hayalet. I just said that I am, and will remain, Buz," I said. It was an automatic response. I no longer felt a surge of pride or determination when I stated my intentions. In fact, I rarely thought about the Buz. But I had staked a position. And now I was wedded to it.
"Maybe she thought you'd be upset because this paves the way for Cilek to marry Olu's wives. Omuzlar," she said and then after a long pause, "Geri..." she smiled more broadly. I felt my cheeks go red. Did everyone know that I felt...uncomfortable around Geri? I couldn't respond. I sat for a moment in silence, my cheeks hot, watching Orospu and Cilek silent on the stage.
"What is going on?" I asked, grasping at a reason to change the subject. There did not appear to be much of a ceremony going on. I heard Alti snort slightly.
"We haven't initiated a new Cadilar in this village since the last time it snowed in August. No one remembers any of the steps. Orospu is trying to learn it at the last moment, to make sure that Cilek doesn't change her mind," and then lower, "And so I don't get any of Olu's widows pregnant." I bit my lip. That confirmed the rumor. Alti was sleeping with Olu's wives. Geri... My cheeks reddened to crimson. Embarrassment or jealously or something else, I didn't know. Luckily, Orospu bailed me out.
"Cadilar of Daire!" She said suddenly in a grandiose voice. Damat, Ilk, and Uc quickly moved to the back of the platform, side by side facing towards me. Their breasts and soft cocks bouncing as they moved. Orospu and Cilek stayed in the front. Cilek was grinning stupidly. She was the only one on the stage with a hard cock.
"We are gathered here in the sight of the Gods to perform the Rite of Initiation, the rarest and most sacred ceremony of the Hayalet. I have consulted the Ancestor Book and I have determined that it has been 67 years since a Cadilar has been initiated into the Hayalet, and 106 years since a Cadilar has been initiated at Daire. We are all deeply privileged to be here to witness this event." Cilek made a slight squealing sound and bounced on her toes. Orospu smiled indulgently and then glanced briefly at her book. I felt strange, looking at Cilek soaking up the attention of the crowd. I couldn't explain the feeling.
"Is there any person here who is not a Cadilar?" Orospu asked, looking around the longhouse. No one made a noise. There as no one else present, "Is there any person here who in not of the Hayalet?" She now asked.
"I am not," Cilek said loudly, raising her hand and bouncing again, her balls slapping on her thighs. The room was silent for a moment. I felt a hard jab in my ribs and saw that Alti had nudged me. Eyes all over the longhouse were on me. My heart quickened, and my eyes dropped.
"I am not," I said, barley above a whisper.
"Is there any person here who would now choose, of their own free will, to join the Hayalet? To bear our burdens and share in our joys?" Orospu asked. Orospu was looking at me as she spoke. I couldn't meet her gaze.
"I do!" Cilek said quickly. Orospu turned back to her, and smiled.
"Is there any person here who would sponsor this stranger as a member of our tribe?" Orospu said, pointing to Cilek.
"I will," a voice to my left stated. I turned and looked. Diger had risen slightly, raising her hand. Cilek mouthed "thank you" across the room and Diger nodded slightly.
"Who is in favor of admission of this stranger?" Orospu asked.
"She must be tested!" All of the Cadilar, stated in unison. Orospu nodded and turned to Cilek.
"Not every Cadilar is worthy to be a member of the Hayalet. The Cadilar of Daire have decided that you must be tested. Are you willing to be tested?"
"Yes!' Cilek said quickly.
"By tradition, the Initiation Rite contains three ordeals. The ordeals of Obedience, Fruitfulness, and Devotion. Are there any Cadilar here who would be peers of this stranger? And who would put her through the Ordeals?" Orospu asked. In unison, Damat, Ilk, and Uc stepped forward.
"We will," they said at the same time. Orospu nodded at the three young Cadilar and then turned back to Cilek. She stared at her for a moment. Then spoke in a lower voice.
"If you fail to complete any of the ordeals, you will be denied initiation into the Hayalet. And you will be cast out of the village. This is your last chance to remain a stranger. Will you attempt all three ordeals?"
"I will complete them," Cilek said with total conviction. I was impressed by her forcefulness.
"The Ordeal of Obedience!" Orospu said loudly. Damat stepped forward, in front of Cilek.
"The Hayalet have no classes. We are all equals in the eyes of the Gods. But, nonetheless, there are times when any Cadilar must lead. And when any Cadilar must follow. In times of war, we must obey our generals. In times of harvest, we must obey our farmers. In times of festivity, we must obey our elders. You are an initiate. It is now your time to obey the members of the tribe, and it is our time to lead. Will you accept our leadership without complaint, without hesitation? Will you do your duty as a Hayalet?" Damat asked in a quavering voice that grew stronger as she spoke.



"Absolutely," Cilek said breathlessly. And, barely letting the words hang in the air, Damat gave an order.
"Get on your knees and suck my cock," Damat said. As she spoke, Damat spread her legs slightly and placed her hands on her hips. Her cock was completely flaccid and looked positively cute resting gently on her smooth balls.
Obedience, evidently, was not a question for Cilek. Damat's words were still echoing through the longhouse when Cilek dropped to her knees on the platform. Cilek reached her hands up and grasped Damat's wrists and began to lean forward. I watched Cilek's lips press into Damat's large, smooth balls. Cilek's mouth opened and her pretty pink tongue slipped out. Cilek's tongue stretched into Damat's scrotum. Cilek moved her head side to side, allowing Damat's balls and cock to rub gently against her cheeks and even her eyes. Damat's cock plumped noticeably, and Cilek moved her mouth back to it. Cilek pushed her tongue out and the tip found the the tip of Damat's penis. Cilek gave a few quick flicks with her tongue and Damat's half-hard cock bounced on it. She opened her mouth wider and moved her head forward. Damat's cock disappeared into Cilek's throat. Cilek moved her head side to side as drool dribbled down from the corners of her mouth. Cilek was smiling with her eyes and clearly loving ever minute of her obedience ordeal. Damat's cock was entirely hard now, and Cilek began to move her head up and down on Damat's cock with absolute abandon.
"Gods be praised," I heard Alti whisper next to me. I looked at Alti and she raised her eyebrows, "Cilek is skilled." she said. I was jealous, for some reason. And turned back. Just in time to see Damat take a staggering step backwards. I watched her hard cock slip, dripping from Cilek's throat. Cilek was panting, her breasts rising and falling dramatically on her chest. Before I had a chance to wonder why Damat had moved away from Cilek's obviously willing mouth, Ilk stepped forward. She stood directly behind Cilek, but with her back to the initiate. Ilk leaned forward, her breasts thrust out. Her hands reached back and grabbed the cheeks of her ass, pulling them apart.
"Eat my ass," Ilk said in commanding voice. Cilek spun around more quickly than I'd ever seen her move before. Her lips were dripping with saliva, and she sort of licked them. Cilek was still on her knees and she was basically a eye level with Ilk's pretty, purplish asshole. Cilek took two quick steps forward on her knees. Her hands went up to Ilk's wrists and she actually pushed on them, spreading Ilk's ass wider apart. Once again, Cilek did not hesitate. She breathed deeply from her nose and leaned her head forward. The loaves of Ilk's ass made it hard to see what was happening. But I could tell from Ilk's reaction, and from the motion of Cilek's jaw, that Cilek's tongue was swirling around Ilk's crinkled asshole. Cilek's hard tongue was pressing into Ilk's asshole, tasting her earthy flavor. As Cilek settled in between Ilk's cheeks, she moved one hand away from Ilk's wrists. It snaked in between Ilk's legs and I watched as Cilek gently grasped Ilk's balls. Cilek massaged Ilk's balls gently as she continued to suck on Ilk's asshole. Ilk's soft cock could not help but react. It flopped lewdly against Ilk's leg as Cilek rhythmically thrust her tongue into Ilk's asshole. But it quickly grew hard and surprisingly long.
"Drink my piss," a voice said. I hadn't even noticed that Uc had stepped forward to where Damat had formerly been standing. She her one had wrapped around her soft cock, pointing towards Cilek. I had been totally absorbed by watching Cilek. And, if I was being honest with myself, was enjoying what I watched. My breathing was shallow, and my cock was a little more than half hard. I looked down at it. Out of the corner of my eye I could see Alti's cock, also rapidly growing hard. She caught me looking at bit her lip. I rapidly turn back to face the platform, my cheeks feeling hot.
Cilek had, again, moved very quickly while I was looking away. She was on her knees with her ass gently resting on her heels, directly in front of Uc. Uc was still standing, gently holding her soft cock, just a few inches now from Cilek's face. It was the first time I truly recognized what Uc had demanded as a show of obedience. I should have been repulsed. But instead, I simply leaned forward excitedly, to see if Cilek would go through with it.
She did. Enthusiastically. Uc made a little groaning sound, her eyes closed and her back arched. After a brief moment of pregnant silence, a burst of clearish-yellow liquid burst from the tip of Uc's cock. I gasped a little, then held my breath as the first few drops splashed across Cilek's eyes and got in her hair. Cilek, hardly disgusted, giggled and then adjusted herself. She opened her mouth wider and dropped her head down. In a moment, she had correctly judged the arc of Uc's piss and the was pooling in Cilek's mouth. It made a lewd, gurgling sound as it collected. The piss continued to pour from Uc's cock, without relenting. Soon, Cilek's cheeks were bulging with bitter piss. She closed her mouth, just for a moment, and I watched her throat work as she swallowed Uc's hot piss. More piss splashed against Cilek's lips and dribbled down her neck, until Cilek opened her mouth again and began to collect more . Finally, after what seemed to be an impossibly long time, Uc's stream began to weaken. Cilek began to move her head forward, so she could continue to catch it. Rapidly, the distance between Uc and Cilek disappeared. As Uc's stream began to falter, Cilek's lips wrapped around the tip of Uc's cock, sucking the last bit of piss into her mouth. Again, I saw her throat working as she swallowed it down. Cilek let out an audible "ah!" as she moved her mouth away from Uc's cock, which had rapidly hardened.
"Drink my milk," I heard another voice say and my eyes now fluttered to the other end of the platform. Orospu was sitting on the platform. Her legs were spread wide and the tip of her penis rested on the platform. Orospu's hands were on her own breasts, squeezing them. I could see two little white points on the ends of Orospu's tit. My eyes grew wide, and I turned to Alti.
"Milk?" I gasped, "how?" Alti didn't look away. Her cock was hard and throbbing. She shrugged.
"Some Cadilar produce milk when they are not menstruating," She hissed quickly, and kept watching. I had no idea that such a thing occurred. I turned back to the platform.
Cilek was on her hands and knees now. She was crawling slowly across the platform towards Orospu. Her cock was pointing up between her tits, dripping with pre-cum. Her tits were swaying gently, but tight and firm against her chest. She rapidly closed the distance between herself and Orospu. Cilek moved between Orospu's legs, resting her hand near Orospu's cock. Cilek tossed her head to the side, letting her hair cascade down her back. Her eyes closed and she leaned forward. I saw her pink tongue slip out and then Cilek's mouth was engulfing Orospu's pretty nipple. Orospu groaned and arched her back, pressing her breasts into Cilek's face. Cilek's hands rose up to Orospu's breast, squeezing it gently as the milk poured into her mouth. I could see Cilek's throat moving, I knew she was swallowing Orospu's milk down just as quickly as it entered her mouth. With one hand, Orospu was stoking Cilek's hair. With the other, Orospu was squeezing her other breast, and milk was squirting out and splashing across Cilek's back. My mouth watered, wondering what she tasted like. Orospu's cock was hard now, rubbing against Cilek's arm.
"Is she sufficiently obedient?" Orospu asked, in a gasp, almost like she could barely control herself.
"Yes!" All the women in the room said as one. I looked around at all the other Cadilar in the room. All of their cocks were hard as they watched to proceedings on the stage. I could not judge, I was hard as well. But I admit that I was a little... off balance. I didn't really know what I had expected at this ceremony. I guess I wasn't entirely surprised by the fact that sex was involved. The Hayalet were so...open. But it had all just happened so quickly and before I knew it I was watching. And enjoying myself. I shook my head, trying to clear out the fog. But it was no help. All I could think about was what was going to happen on stage, and I turned back to watch.
While I'd been looking away, Cilek and Orospu had moved apart. They were now standing on the stage, facing one another, just as when the ceremony had begun. Except now, all the Cadilar on stage were hard. Cilek's cock somehow looked harder than ever. It was twitching and pre-cum was dripping from it onto her feet. Still, she stood looking at Orospu, ready for whatever came next.
"You have successfully completed the Ordeal of Obedience," Orospu said in a shaking voice. She bet over and picked up her book, reading for a moment, "The Ordeal of Fruitfulness!" Ilk stepped forward.
"The Hayalet are a poor, but self-sufficient people," Ilk said, "There are no palaces in the Hayalet villages. There are no women of leisure, who can live off the labor of other. Not every member of the tribe is required to produce the same thing. Some are better warriors. Some are better cooks. Some provide wisdom, others strength. But everyone must produce according to their ability to do so. Will you produce what this community needs, and dedicate your efforts to the common good? Will you do your duty as a Hayalet?"
"I want nothing else than to be fruitful for the Hayalet," Cilek said with an air of absolute rapture that showed she was serious.
"The most important thing that a Cadilar can produce are heirs," Orospu said, "There are few Cadilar. You will have many wives. And you will be required to have and raise children. Therefore, we must be satisfied that you can produce seed." It was not a request, it was a statement. And, in a moment, there was a whirlwind of activity. There were legs, arms, cocks, and tits in a blur as the five Cadilar moved around on the platform.
I felt a warm weight against my calf as I watched the Cadilar. My eyes fluttered down and I saw that Alti's leg was now draped across mine. Alti spread her legs apart, pulling mine apart as well by hooking her heel against my ankle. Soon we were both sitting with our legs spread. Alti's hand closest to me began to reach over towards me. My eyes flickered up to Alti's face. She was smiling devilishly and licking her lips. She saw me looking at her and she raised her eyebrows and shrugged slightly. Slowly, her hand began falling towards my cock. I knew exactly what she was asking. And I didn't stop her. Instead, I quickly snaked my hand between her arm and her body, moving rapidly towards her lap. Our palms wrapped around one another's cocks. Alti's cock felt like warm stone wrapped in silk. It bulged in my hand and was slightly wet. But I could barely enjoy that sensation, because Alti's warm hand was wrapped tightly around my cock. Her hands were small, but her fingers were long and gentle. Without a word, we began to slowly stroke each other. Slowly at first, but firmly. My nipples hardened and my muscles tightened, but I turned back to watch Cadilar on the platform.
The Hayalet Cadilar had swarmed around so that they were completely surrounding Cilek. Cilek was standing on the platform, her legs spread slightly. Damat was sitting on her ass directly between Cilek's feet. Her hand was wrapped around her own cock, stroking it slowly, slower even than I was stroking Alti's cock. Damat's back was arched and her head was thrown back entirely, so that her face was facing directly towards the ceiling and her hair was draped down her back. Except, Damat could not see the ceiling. Instead, her lips were buried in Cilek's balls. I could see one ball inside of Damat's mouth, see her tongue swirling around on it. The other balls was draped, heavy, on Damat's cheek. Occasionally, I would see Damat's tongue dart out, licking Cilek's scrotum. She would also switch balls sometimes, sucking on the other. Or sucking on neither balls, just rubbing Cilek's balls all over her face. As she sucked and played, Damat began to stroke faster and faster on her own cock.
But I could not focus exclusively on Damat. The other Cadilar were equally involved. Ilk was squatting down directly behind Damat. Her legs were spread wide and her hard cock was pressing against her body as she leaned forward. Ilk was squatting as low as she could, her ass cheeks spread wide apart. One hand she had reached forward, between Cilek's legs and under Damat's arm. Her forearm was across one of Damat's breasts and her palm was grasping the other breast tightly. Ilk's head was also thrown back, though perhaps not as much as Damat's. Because of Cilek's position, standing with her legs apart, and the fact that her balls were so heavy, Cilek's little pink cunny, was exposed. And dripping wet. And that was where Ilk had focused her attention. She was pressing her face directly into Cilek's cunt, her tongue probing and tasting inside. Sometimes, Ilk's tongue roamed so far down that she actually licked Damat's tongue, and Cilek's balls. Other time, she was licking and sucking on the little patch of skin between Cilek's cunny and her asshole. Spit and Cilek's juices were dripping down from Ilk's mouth and onto her tits.
For a moment, I was so focused on the attention that Damat and Ilk were placing on Cilek's balls and cunny that I didn't even realize that Uc was involved. She was standing up, sort of to the side of Ilk and behind Cilek. I saw one of her hands was wrapped around her own hard cock and she was stroking it gently. I thought that perhaps she was just enjoying the show. But I noticed that her other hand was draped across Cilek's ass and, every once in awhile, a little shiver seemed to run through Cilek's body. I moved my eyes away from Damat and Ilk, watching Cilek's ass. And that was when I realized that Uc was no bystander. I saw Uc's middle finger sliding down between the crack of Cilek's ass, rubbing at Cilek's anus. I craned my neck and watched as Uc applied just a little bit of extra pressure, and the tip of her finger disappeared easily in Cilek's asshole. Uc's finger massaged inside of Cilek's ass for a few tense seconds. Then I watched as she easily slipped the finger out again. Uc brought her hand up to her beautiful face, and slipped her middle finger into her mouth, closing her eyes and stroking her cock harder as she did so. Uc was evidently savoring Cilek's flavor and I could see her tongue swirling around her digit. Eventually, she slipped her finger from her mouth, glistening with saliva, and brought it back down to Cilek's ass again. She repeated the same motion, rubbing, fingering, licking, while her eyes remained trained on Cilek's ass.
Of course, the ostensible reason for this particular "ordeal" was to prove that Cilek was capable of producing seed. Which meant that the star of the show was, necessarily, Cilek's hard cock. It had been twitching and dripping and bulging since the last ordeal, so I knew she couldn't last long. And the final Cadilar involved in the ordeal seemed determined to prove my prediction right. Orospu was flat on her feet, bent over at the waist directly in front of Cilek. She was leaning low and had her hands up on Cilek's waist. Orospu's eyes were closed and her mouth was open wide. And she was taking Cilek's cock with absolute commitment. Without placing her hands on Cilek's cock, Orospu had no control over how deep the cock would go. But she didn't seem to care. Her head was bobbing back and forth at a rate of speed that was dizzying even to watch. Cilek's cock pounded into the back of Orospu's throat, making Orospu gag and choke. But Orospu didn't pause, pulling back and then slamming Orosupu's cock home again. Drool and pre-cum poured from the corners of Orospu's mouth and actually landed on Orospu's hard cock, which itself was now twitching. Milk also dripped down from Orospu's nipples, wetting her cock still further.
The five Cadilar on stage seemed to have come together as one. Damat on her knees sucking on Cilek's balls, Ilk tonguing Cilek's pussy, Ilk fingering Cilek's ass, and Orospu devouring Cilek's cock; they were all moving in unison. They were dripping with saliva and pre-cum and the whole longhouse had filled with the smell of their juices. Cilek, for her part, seemed completely overwhelmed by the attention. Her legs were shaking and I think she was only held up by the press of bodies against her. Her eyes were closed and her mouth was wide open. Her hands were grasping her breasts, but not rubbing them. Just holding on for dear life as she groaned with pleasure.
Alti and I continued to watch from a few feet away. I could almost sense when, like me, she noticed some new act of deviance because I could feel her hand tighten around my cock and stroke it harder. Faster. I knew I was doing the same to her. My eyes barely blinked, I wanted to take all of it in, to drink in every vision and etch it into my memory.
But still, something in the back of my brain was holding out somewhat. I am not even sure if I realized it at the time, or if I was only able to recognize it later, when I left. But I was...scared, I think, by what I was witnessing. Not by the actual acts (which still delight me when I think of them now), but instead fear of the power they represented. I'd walked into the room with no more intention than to watch a simple ceremony. That the ceremony was entirely...erotic, had not been eased onto me slowly. From the very start, Cilek was being pleasured by the youngest, most beautiful Cadilar in the village. And I was engrossed by it. Unable to think or to object. I was just suddenly pulled along. And now I was stroking Alti's cock and hoping that I would cum soon, so that I could cum again after that! It had just swept me along so easily. I didn't even really know how I'd gotten here and didn't really know if I wanted to be there, enjoying it.
Regardless of whether or not I was aware, at that moment, how far afield I was, a few moments later, Cilek wiped any other thoughts from my mind. I heard her make a loud groaning sound and her body began to shake with even more intensity than before. Her feet actually lifted from the floor, I think, her muscles tensing. Uc plunged her finger into Cilek's asshole and kept it there. At the same time, Orospu buried her nose against Cilek's stomach, pushing Cileks cock into her throat. Then I saw Cilek's balls seizing and shaking against Damat's face. I knew that she was cumming, filling Orospu's mouth with her hot, salty seed.
The Cadilar continued to hold their positions for a few more seconds, as Cilek poured more and more of her seed onto Orospu's tongue. Finally, I saw her balls pull one last time against Damat's nose, and then Cilek went limp against the other Cadilar. Slowly, Orospu pulled herself back. Cilek's cock, still somewhat hard, slipped wetly from Orospu's mouth. I watched every glistening inch pull out. Finally, when Cilek's cock was completely out of her mouth, Orospu rose slowly and turned to all of us facing the platform. She looked out at us, her cock twitching, and opened her mouth. Even in the low light, I could see her tongue and teeth, coated in milky white sperm. Lots of it. Orospu turned her head from side to side so that we could all see.
"Is she sufficiently fruitful?" Uc asked, because no one else was able to speak.
"Yes!" all the women in the room said as one. Orospu closed her mouth and I saw her throat working as she swallowed down all of Cilek's seed in on quick motion.
"Gods be praised," Alti whispered, "That is so fucking good!" and then I felt her moving. I felt my hand slip from her cock as she moved. Her own hand stopped stroking me, just holding my cock by the tip as she moved.



"What are you doing? I don't want to stop!" I said, as Alti moved around in front of me.
"I don't want to stop either. I want more," Alti said in a single, quick breath, "Put your cock in my ass," she ordered. Except, she instantly took charge. I was sitting my my back against several large stacks of wool that had been piled onto the floor. Alti pushed me back further and I sort of settled against it. Then, Alti was shifting her hands and moving. Before I knew it, she was sort of squatting with her back to me between my spread legs. Her hands were between her own legs, holding up my cock, pointing it towards her asshole.
With incredible speed, Alti began to lower herself down towards my body. After a moment, I felt the hard tip of my cock pressing up against the tight kiss of Alti's anus. She paused for a moment, and I could feel that her asshole was dripping wet from the juices that were pouring from her cunny. At the same time, I could hear Orospu talking. Saying something about how Cilek had passed the Ordeal of Fruitfulness, but now had to pass the Ordeal of Devotion. And I might have caught a few words from Uc, who was saying something about the Cilek's duty to consider the needs of the community as if they were her own. To abandon herself entirely to the Hayalet.
But honestly, I could barely understand the words. I was focused now on the sensations my own body was experiencing. Alti hesitated for only a second with her ass over my cock. I heard her sigh slightly and then lower herself down. I felt her asshole spread slightly, and then open to accommodate my hard cock. She was so tight, but so slick. Her asshole squeezed me tightly as, inch by inch, my cock disappeared inside of her. After a few moments, Alti was sitting on the floor in front of me, my cock buried entirely in her asshole. My legs spread around her.
Alti was smaller than me and as she settled down onto my cock she leaned back against me, though slightly to the side. I felt her back, smooth and warm, against my breasts and her hair against my shoulder. But her head was slightly to the side, so that it was beside my own. She was leaning back and sort of stretch out across my body. I was sort of looking over one of her shoulders so that I could see the swell of her breasts, and her hard cock. And the platform. She was rocking her hips slightly, milking my cock with her anus. I felt her insides squeezing and massaging me. Alti was wet and smooth inside. She turned her head once, to the side, to kiss my cheek. But she looked back quickly to the platform, to watch what was happening. I, still dazed by Alti's rapid movement, did the same.
While Alti was settling herself down on my cock, the Cadilar on the platform had moved into a new position. Damat and Uc were now laying on their backs on the platform. But they were sort of intertwined. Their heads were pointing in opposite directions, and their legs were overlapping so that Damat's right leg was on top of Uc's left and vice versa. They were scooted close together so that their balls were actually mashed together. Their cocks were facing up towards the ceiling, and I could see that Damat's was both thicker and longer than Uc's. They were both burbling in precum.
Cilek was standing, straddling Damat and Uc right above their cocks. Her face was towards Damat's head, her ass pointing towards Uc. Cilek began to crouch down, moving quickly and fluidly. Her cock was soft now and it flopped against her leg, but her eyes were still wild with excitement. Ilk was standing next to Cilek, holding her arm and helping her squat down carefully. Orospu was on her knees on the other side of Cilek. As Cilek squatted, Orospu reached forward and grasped Damat and Uc's cocks, one in each hand. She pulled them apart slightly, looking up at Cilek's body as she lowered. After a moment, Cilek stopped, and I watched as Orospu adjusted the cocks in her hands. Slowly, Cilek began to drop again, and I could see that Orospu had skillfully lined the cocks up with Cilek's holes. Damat's cock was now pressing against Cilek's dripping cunny, Uc's cock was against Cilek's ass. Cilek took a couple of deep breaths and then pushed down. Damat's cock slipped easily into Cilek's wet cunny, and I heard Cilek gasp. At the same time, there was slight resistance as Uc's hard cock pressed Cilek's anus. Cilek pushed out and continued to put pressure on her ass. I watched as Cilek's opened up and her anus swallowed up the tip of Uc's penis. Cilek moaned loudly, but she continued to lower herself (with Ilk's help). And in a moment,Cilek was squatting right in the middle of Uc and Damat, their hard cocks buried deep in her body.
Cilek slid back and forth, letting the cocks move inside of her. She even pushed herself up an inch or so, then dropped back down, the cocks moving in and out of her. Her own cock flopped lewdly. Damat and Uc writhed in ecstasy, and Cilek's motions became more fluid. Cilek arched her back and rocked back and forth now, so that the cocks would piston in and out of her cunt and asshole alternatively. While she moved, Ilk and Orospu had risen from the platform and walked around so that they were standing on either side of Damat's head. They moved as closely together as they could, actually pushing the tips of their penises together. And they leaned in towards Cilek. Cilek noticed them immediately, and she began to lean forward towards them.
Cilek's hands grasped forward, and they wrapped around the bases of Ilk and Orospu's cocks. Her eyes flickered up for a moment, and then second, then her mouth opened and her neck drooped. Ilk's cock popped into her mouth, but Orospu's slide across her cheek. Cilek opened her mouth wider and pushed Orospu's cock into her mouth. She pushed the two penises as deeply into her mouth as she could, her tongue moving around the tips wildly as saliva dripped from her lips. Cilek's head bobbed, but he could only fit the two hard cocks a few inches into her mouth. But she kept her hands moving. As Cilek's head bobbed, she fondled Orospu's balls and stroked Ilk's cock. Orospu and Ilk had turned towards one another, kissing their tongues splashing together as they kissed passionately. Occasionally, they would stop kissing to look down and admire Cilek as she sucked their cocks.
The whole while, she continued to rotate her hips around on top of Damat and Uc. I could see Cilek's ass raise and Uc's cock would slip from her ass, then she'd rock back and it would plunge back in. Damat's cock, in Cilek's ass, alternated. Damat's hands were moving around Cilek's body, rubbing Cilek's thighs and her cock, which was hard again. Uc' was thrusting her hips up as she rubbed her own breasts, pinched her nipples. There were four cocks inside of the Kabile girl, and it looked like she wished she could have more. All five women on the platform were moaning, and there were warm, wet sounds emanating from all of them. I could smell them also, delicate, flowery, and earthy.
But, despite the beauty of the scene before me, I could only manage to give the Cadilar on the platform about half of my attention. And that was because Alti was still sitting in my lap, still rocking back and forth with my cock locked hot and wet inside of her asshole. One of my arms had reached around Alti, and I was grasping (though not stroking) her hard cock. Alti's movement created a delicious little friction with my hand without the need for me to even move.
Over the din of the ceremony on the platform, I heard a sharp gasp. I turned in the direction of the noise and saw two middle aged Cadilar in writhing together on the floor. I gazed around and saw that there were many small groups of Cadilar, kissing and sucking on one another. Those who were not with a partner were stroking their own cocks, fingering their own cunnies. I saw Diger, licking her own palm and then stroking her cock with it. I was struck by something.
"Is it strange," I whispered into Alti's ear, "To be getting fucked in the ass with your mother just a few feet away?" Alti turned towards me and giggled, shaking her head.
"You don't know the half of what goes on in this village," Alti said, "We have been on our best behavior with guests," Alti thrust her ass back into me as she spoke.
"What?" I gasped. Alti didn't respond, instead she turned her head towards Diger.
"Mama," she said. Diger turned and looked at her daughter. And me. Her eyes devouring us.
"Yes daughter," Diger said, seemingly without surprise. Or disgust.
"You know how good it feels to have you cock sucked while someone fucks you in the ass," Alti said, and then groaned a little, "Can you come help me out?" My eyes grew wide.
"If your friend doesn't mind," Diger said, looking at me with her eyebrows raised My mouth opened, but no noise came out. Finally, I sort of shrugged and shook my head. I didn't mind. Diger rose up on her hands and knees and quickly began to crawl towards us. Her large breasts and long cock bobbing in time with the movement of her knees. In a moment, she was hovering over her daughter's hard cock, a thin line of saliva dripping down her lips and onto the tip of Alti's cock. Instinctively, I moved my hand away from Alti's cock. And Diger dropped her head quickly. I could not see everything, but I knew that in one fluid motion, Alti's penis had disappeared into her mother's throat. I could hear Diger choking and gagging as she shook her head back and forth.
"Oh mama!"Alti moaned and I felt a shiver run down my spine. I had barely come to terms with the sisters who wed. This was something else entirely. And, once again, I should have been disgusted. But I wasn't. I felt my cock twitch inside of Alti's tight ass. Alti moaned and rocked her hips. She thrust her cock up into her mother's mouth as she did so. Diger had reached between her own legs and was stroking her cock as sucked her daughter's.
"This is the most...amazing thing I've ever seen...Ever done," I breathed into Alti's ear.
"Live here. You can see things like this any time."
"You mother sucks your cock all the time?" I asked incredulously. Alti giggled.
"Among many, many other things," she said. I watched at Diger's head bounced in Alti's lap.
"She looks good at that," I said. Alti giggled and nodded.
"Do you know the only person who sucks cock as good as my mother," Alti asked, her hips rocking harder and harder.
"No," I gasped out, my brain barely working.
"Geri," she said. I felt my cheeks go red as I thought about Geri. The rumors were true, Alti was fucking Geri and her sisters. I was too deep into...everything to know what to think about that.
"Geri," I moaned quietly under my breath.
"I prefer to have her suck my cock. Geri, that is," Alti said. I felt the jealousy again, "do you know why?"
"No," I said sharply, through gritted teeth. I thrust my hips up into Alti's ass and heard her groan (but not unhappily).
"Because it keeps her quiet," Alti said, "when I fuck her lately, she calls out your name." And even before I could consciously grasp what Alti said, the meaning hit me. And, despite the fact that I didn't even realize I was close, it pushed me over the edge. I was, of course, aware of the way my body reacted to the orgasm. I could feel the waves of pleasure cresting over me, radiating out from my cock as my balls seized. I could feel my cock swelling inside of Alti's asshole, even as her anus clenched around me.
But, in a greater sense, my orgasm was more mental, and emotional, than just the physical response. I don't know how to explain it, but it felt like more of a...vision than a sensation. A vision of me, in this village among these strange people. Me, siting in a long house on a cold winter night, heaped with animal skins. Geri in the bed next to me, her hand on my cock. Her sisters, my wives, sitting around us. The snow falling gently outside the world entirely silent. I lived an entire lifetime in that moment, and realized that there was nothing more in this world that I wanted. And the pleasure I had, living that moment wife Geri and the Hayalet was stronger and purer than any other orgasm I'd ever had in my life.
Slowly, the real world returned to me. I felt my cock give one last spasm as my sperm poured into Alti's ass. Already it was softening and I felt the strange, exciting pleasure of having my soft cock slip from Alti's asshole. For half a moment, I just caught my breath, as Alti rose up off of my cock and got on her hands and knees. The sights and smells and sounds of the room returned to me. I sighed deeply, my muscles and body totally relaxed.
And then the memory of the dream or vision or whatever I'd just experienced flooded my memory. The sense of completeness. Of belonging.
Before I had a chance to think about what that meant, I felt something else. I heard a low whistle and then, down through the hole cut in the middle of the roof of the long house to vent the fire, there was a downdraft. A cold, early winter breeze.
A Northern wind.
No one else seemed to notice. But it cut through me, to my bones. A sudden stab of fear cut through my heart. What was I doing? What was I watching? And feeling? I had always felt the danger of rival tribes like the Kabile. Because of their warriors and their treachery. I had never thought to fear a tribe like the Hayalet. With their warmth, their...strangeness, and their acceptance. But, if anything, the Hayalet were more dangerous. The Kabile could kill me, make me a martyr to the Buz. But these Hayalet...they were robbing me of my identity. I found myself identifying more and more with the Hayalet. Feeling more and more like them and less and less like the Buz. This ceremony, it was making Cilek a Hayalet Cadilar. But it was doing the same to me. Rapidly, I was being seduced into their tribe. And soon, it would cost me everything important to me.
I rose quickly without thinking. I sort of burst onto my feet. I sense in that moment that there was absolutely no time to spare. I could not stay a few more days. I could not stay until the end of the ceremony. Even a few moments more and I might succumb to the Hayalet. I might toss off the Buz and never think of it again. And that knowledge filled me with both pleasure and dread. I leaned as hard as I could towards the dread.
And then, with my last bit of self-control, I ran towards the door. There was a white cloak, the kind that the Hayalet "ghosts" had been wearing when I first met them, hanging on a peg by the door. I grabbed it quickly and threw back the flap, stepping out into the cold, early-winter night.
I took one last second to turn and look inside of the long house. On the platform, Cilek was on her knees, her head thrown back and her mouth open. The four other Cadilar involved in the rite were standing around her. They were stroking their cock and, in that moment, they were cumming. Big ropes of sperm were pouring from their cocks and splashing across Cilek's eyes, her nose, and into her mouth. There was so much! It was even coating her hair. I glanced over ant Diger and Alti. Alti was on her hands and knees. Her mother was kneeling behind her. Diger's mouth was pressed against her daughter's asshole, sucking my cum from Alti's body. Alti was cumming as it was happening, pouring her seed onto the floor.
I felt my cock stir at the scene before me. Then, in terror, I fled into the night.
End Chapter 5.
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Chapter 6: The Words
I could hear the sounds of mirth pouring out of the window behind my head. Despite the cold, the window to the inn was open. The raging fire and the crush of people made it clammy inside. In fact, I could just feel the barest hint of warmth wafting out over my head, where I sat in the mud. I was not welcome inside. I didn't have any money. I didn't have anything of value, save for my body, and I refused to sell it. But I didn't dare leave my spot by the window, right next to the door. Not only was I absolutely dependent on the light and warmth that poured free from the inn's window, but I was waiting on someone inside.
I had arrived at the small inn a few hours earlier. It sat at the easternmost edge of the Hayalet valley, where the river entered. Where I had entered many weeks before as a slave. There had been a caravan of traders lodging at the Inn when I had arrived. I saw the first men I'd seen in weeks. Shivering with cold and relieved that I had made my way out of the Valley, I had approached every man I saw. I had requested transportation East. And North. Back towards the Buz. Being traders, all of the men heading in roughly in my direction were willing to take me along. For a price.
Unfortunately, I had fled from Daire with nothing but a few articles of clothing. The white cloak I had stolen. And a large, warm black cloak that I had stolen from outside of Orospu's longhouse as I had run to the village gate. I had been fortunate, leaving when I did. All of the village Cadilar were still in the longhouse, watching Cilek's initiation rite. By chance, the girls of the village had been engaged in some sort of game, a martial exercise. The women were crowded around the square, watching and cheering. They had not seen me leave the longhouse And they didn't see me a I sneaked towards the gate. There was supposed to be a guard at the gate, but she had evidently wondered over to the village square, to join in the excitement. A rare lapse in discipline.
I had barreled into the forest, in no way certain as to where I needed to go. My only plan was to run as fast and as far as possible before it got dark. I knew that once that Hayalet learned that I was missing, they would set out immediately to find me. They knew the land, they would know I was trying to leave. I needed as large a head start as possible, in order to avoid being caught.
East. I knew when I left the longhouse that I wanted to head east, to go to the head of the valley, where I'd entered. To retrace my steps to the far North. But I did not know whether I had been taken to the north or the south side of the valley when I had been captured. So, at first, I just sprinted away from the setting sun, knows that I was going east.
The mountains were steep, and the trees were dense. As I ran, I found that, more often than not, the easier footing tended to be towards the south. While the hills rose and fell, I found that they tended to fall more sharply towards the south. I remembered that, as a slave, I had been camped on the North side of the river. And the Hayalet had attacked from that direction. I gathered that I was in the hills to the north of the valley, and plunged south.
I ran for hours, until my feet ached and my lungs burned. I grew darker and darker as the evening wore on. Eventually, I was tripping over roots and stones. I tumbled once, falling down a six-foot high ledge and crashing into leaves below. I recognized that, despite my desire to get away, I could no longer run safely. I would need to rest. I crawled under the ledge, too tired to even shelter myself or even think.
The sun woke me early the next morning, and I felt an instant stab of panic. For some reason, I suspected the Hayalet were around me. That they had tracked me during the night and were set to pounce. I honestly did not know what it was that I feared. I suppose part of me figured that, enraged by my breach of trust, the Hayalet would descend upon me and kill me. I knew the were fearsome warriors and, what's more, deeply wary of being exposed to the outside world. It was entirely possible that would die.
But, in my heart, I knew I was afraid of something much more sinister. I had essentially run away on a sudden, unyielding impulse. I had been scared. Not of the Hayalet, but of my reaction to the Hayalet. The comfort that I felt with them. I believe that I was more frightened that the Hayalet would come and find me, laugh ruefully at my folly, and carry me back to Daire. Because I knew that if I spent one more day with the Hayalet, I would join them. Would dishonor myself and Buzcu by abandoning my people.
With that thought in mind, I rose quickly from beneath the ledge and quickly began to run towards the south and the east, following the sun and the indications of the tree moss. I was slower today, and more controlled. Some of it was that I was exhausted. But some of it was that the passion that had pushed me from Daire was more controlled now. As I ran, I kept my eyes opened for fast-moving mountain streams, where I would stop and drink. I also looked for berries and edible mushrooms, eating when I could to keep up my strength.
I ran like that for three days. I woke with the dawn, looked for water, and then moved in the direction that I believed would lead to the Valley. Sometimes I moved very slowly, crawling over tall rocks and through felled trees at a snails pace. Other times, I would stumble upon a path. And, moving rapidly, I would cover several miles at a clip. But I never felt comfortable on the paths for long. I knew that I was surrounded by the Hayalet. Behind me, the women of Daire had known for days that I was missing. They would be following me. What's more, I knew there were patrols, somewhere, in front of me. Waiting for their turn to come home. I would run as long on the paths that I felt comfortable. Then, at the snap of a twig or the rustle of a leaf, I would dart back into the woods moving slowly.
On the third day, near the evening, I suddenly stumbled through a dense copse of trees, and found myself in, what I initially thought was a clearing. But, after a few seconds, my eyes adjusted to the flash of sunlight. I threw back the hood that covered my face and I shielded my eyes with my hand and gazed across the clearing. Except, I realized, it wasn't a clearing. A few hundred yards away I could see, and hear, the river that ran through the center of the Hayalet valley! I could see the mountains in the distance to the south. I had made my way out!
I stood for a few minutes and gazed with satisfaction at the slow-moving river. Not having any idea where I was, and surrounded on seemingly all sides by well-trained warrior women who sought to catch me, I had made my way to the mountains and into the valley. Whatever weakness or softness I had displayed while living with the Hayalet, I had prove myself to still be a Buz.
After several minutes of admiring my skill as a pathfinder, I heard something. I am not sure, exactly what it was. My first impression was that it was a horse, whinnying in the distance. But, upon reflection, I couldn't be sure. It might have been a screaming woman. I had I instantly jumped back into the copse of trees that I had escaped. It was still daylight out. There could be Hayalet patrols nearby who could see me. I crouched in the enveloping darkness of the trees for several hours. I never heard another sound.
Sighing with relief, I had continued to tread my way to the east, moving slowly. I had remained in the forest, but just barely. I moved along the edge of the valley, with just a screen of trees of protect me. I moved quickly on the relatively flat ground. Plus, the moon was near full, and I was able to walk into the night in the thinner trees. I walked until well after midnight, slept briefly, and then walked again for a few hours in the morning. I saw the mountains to the south drawing nearer and nearer.
And then, right before noon, I had stumbled out of the valley, finding the inn. I had escaped. But that had only gotten me out of the Hayalet valley. Tired, hungry, and completely without money. I had many hundreds of miles to go before I returned to the Buz.
Finally, I had found Esek. An elderly trader who hated waking early on cold mornings to feed his horse. Who no longer wanted to lift heavy items. Who didn't want to repair broken wagon parts. He had agreed to take me to Ticari and to feed me along the way (giving me a loaf of bread as a down payment), in exchange for doing all of the work. I had jumped at the offer, agreeing to do any and all work that he needed.
He planned to leave the next day, wanting to get one last night of drinking. However, our agreement did not include any payment. Therefore, I could not afford to go with him into the inn. I certainly couldn't afford a meal or a room. What's more, Esek's wagon was filled to the brim with goods. As a result, I could not climb inside and sleep. And so, I had staked out a spot next to the Inn door, making sure that Esek did not walk out in the morning, forget about our contract, and leave without me.
It had been cool the entire time I had been trying to escape from the Hayalet. But this night, the weather had turned to bitter cold. Even with my heavy, brown cloak, I was chilly on the wet ground. I was huddled into a small, shivering ball. I kept telling myself, over and over again, that this was an example of fortitude, that the Buz would appreciate. I was re-establishing myself as a member of the most fearsome tribe on earth. But, the longer I sat, the less I thought about the distance Buz and their austere pride and then more I thought about the cozy longhouses of the Hayalet. The beautiful women with their warm, inviting bodies.
"Bullshit to your bullshit!" a voice suddenly called out from inside the inn. Some men had taken a seat at the table by the window, just inches from my head.
"You don't have to believe just me," another, less drunken, voice said, "Ortagi was with me, he saw it."
"Well bullshit to Ortagi too," the drunk said.
"What did he see?" a third voice said. He had a commanding voice, like someone who was accustomed to being obeyed.
"Arayici says he had Ortagi saw something in the Hayalet Valley the other day," the drunk voice said. My ears perked up, I leaned towards the window.
"What?" the commander asked. There was a pause.
"A girl. A blonde girl. Coming out of the mountains on the North side of the river," Arayici said. I felt my stomach drop and my eyes bulged. I remembered again the sound of horses as I stumbled into the valley.
"Ortagi, come over here," the commander yelled across the room. Then, to Arayici he spoke quietly, "Don't say a word to him."
"Yes, colonel?" A new voice, Ortagi, said a few moments later. This confirmed my theory about the identity of the commanding voice. But I was hardly gratified. I held my breath and waited to hear the rest, praying that it was not what I feared.
"Did you see anything of note in the Hayalet Valley when you traveled here?" the colonel asked curtly, 'Don't look at him. Just tell me what you saw." There was a long pause.
"Yesterday, in the early evening. We were a few hours ride from here. We had stopped to feed the horses near a bend in the river. And I, well Arayici heard a crack. Like a stick breaking. And, you know how nerve-wracking it is to be in the Hayalet Valley...so we got down low and looked at the direction of the noise. And at first..." A long pause.
"What?" The drunk demanded, "This isn't story time, give the colonel information." I already knew the rest of the story.
"Yes Sergeant," Ortagi said, "Well, at first...we saw a ghost. You know the legends. That ghosts that haunt the place. I admit that I was scared. We just froze, looking at this white creature standing on the edge of the woods. It moved sort of...ghost-like. Sort of swaying and such. My blood ran cold. And I, well we, we were about the run and then...and then the ghost lifted up her hands and she slipped her hood off of her head. And it was a little blonde girl. A Northerner, I think. I stared for a minute, and went to grab my sword and head towards her. But when I looked back, she was gone. I think he may have been a ghost."
"I had seen a ghost in the Hayalet Valley before," Arayici said, "in the night. Years ago. It looked just like that girl in her robe. But it was dark. And I was scared. We were scared, the whole patrol. But I swear, it was the same."
"Bullshit," the drunken sergeant said again. But then there was silence again. My heart was racing. Men had seen me. Soldiers of some sort. I wondered how it was possible that they hadn't recognized me, crouching by the door. Then I remembered I was now wearing my brown cloak over my white garment. I felt slightly safer.
"Goddamn ghost stories," The sergeant said after a long while.
"Not ghosts," the colonel responded thoughtfully, "A girl disguised as a ghost."
"What difference does that make?" the sergeant said sharply, there were a pregnant pause, "sir?" the sergeant finished, more reverently.
"Have any of you ever been in the hills on either side of the river? Down in the Valley?" there was a pause, "me neither." Another long pause. I couldn't breathe.
"Sir?" Arayici asked.
"We have all heard the legends, the ghost stories about the Hayalet Valley," the colonel said thoughtfully.
"And we know for a fact that men go missing in the valley. Or are killed," Arayici added.
"A whole caravan just a few weeks ago," the drunken sergeant replied.
"What if there are bandits up there, in the mountains? Bandits who heard the legends and then decided to take advantage. To use the fear that people had because of the mysterious events that happen there, to control the mountain," the colonel said.
"The ghosts, they don't ever steal anything," Ortagi responded.
"You idiot," the colonel said, suddenly heated, "You just said yourself it was a girl, not a ghost."
"Well whoever it is don't steal anything," Ortagi said.
"I don't presume to know their intentions," the colonel said, "but if there are people up in those hills dressed like ghosts, then they have the advantage. They hold the high ground. They have fear. They have the element of surprise."
"It is a thin reed, sir," Ortagi said.
"We have seen arrows in the valley. Seen footprints. Do ghosts fire bows? Do they walk on wet dirt? There have been many, over the years, who have questioned the old-wives tales about ghosts in the Valley."
"I have questioned it," the sergeant said, "a bunch of bullshit that built up over the decades."
"I think you are reading too much into it, sir," Arayici said, "with respect. This has gone on for hundreds of years. The cities and farms that were wiped from the face of the earth. That happened sir, bandits don't do that."
"Maybe there were...spirits once," the colonel said dubiously, "Or maybe there have just been bandits in the Valley for centuries. I don't know. I just know that I want to know what is happening there."
"What do you mean, sir?" Arayici asked.
"It might be nothing. It might be...spirits, I suppose. But there might be something out there. Something living in the Valley. And if there is, that means we can clean them out." the colonel said.
"You want to go into the Valley?" Ortagi said, nervously.
"There is no other way to clean it out," the colonel responded simply.
"I ain't never seen a ghost and I ain't never been scared of the Hayalet Valley. Aye, men die in there. But I have always said there must be an explanation. And I think you cracked it, sir. We can ride to Sato, and request reinforcements from the general and then ride in there..." the sergeant began.
"Are you stupid, sergeant?" the colonel interrupted.
"Sir, I..." the drunken sergeant responded.
"We have obtained information that could, possibly, clear the Hayalet Valley of...whatever it is that has infested it. And if we clean them out, that means that a fertile valley, our homeland, can be returned to the Ulus. Can you imagine what sort of rewards would be bestowed on the men who managed that task?"
"Yes, it would..." the sergeant began.
"Well I can't," the colonel interrupted, "It would be a reward beyond my imagination, and certainly beyond yours. And you want to share it with the general?"
"No, I..."
"I have 100 mounted men camped within three miles of this inn. We will collect them in the morning, and we will go into the Valley. And, if it is ghosts, we will beat a hasty retreat. And if it is a rag-tag group of bandits who have usurped the Ulus for centuries, then we will take it back, and reap the reward," I could hear the colonel's voice glittering with greed. And blood lust.
* * * * *
"I am Kedi...of the Buz!" I yelled as loudly as my tender, aching throat would allow, "I have been at Daire for the last month! Please, I am here to warn you!" I yelled.
This had not been my first plan. I suppose, when I started, I didn't have a plan at all. After listening to the colonel and the soldiers from Ulus discussing their plans, I just jumped into action. I rose from my spot on the ground by the inn and sprinted towards the stables. There were a few dozen horses inside and I found the one that looked the fastest. In a matter of minutes, with no food or drink, I was dashing back into the Hayalet Valley, searching for my former hosts.
I pushed the horse hard, forcing him to sprint for long stretches, only permitting him short rests to drink from the river. I knew that I had snuck out quietly, but in the morning there would be 100 Ulus troopers streaming in behind me. I had the advantage of only a couple hours, I needed to warn the Hayalet.
Because, at that point, there was really no choice but to go back. To warn the women that I had exposed them. The Hayalet, who had freed me from slavery and taken me in when they could have made me a prisoner or killed me. Who fed me, clothed me, and made love to me. I had selfishly escaped them and, as they had predicted, I had put them in danger. If I had an honor, not as a member of the Buz, but simply as a woman, then it was my absolute duty to do whatever was in my power to mitigate the damage I had caused.
Getting into the Valley, however, had been the easy part. The Hayalet had spent centuries learning both the land and the art of deception. Their entire purpose was not to be found. And so, as I moved my horse through the Valley, I kept my eye on the treeline, hoping to see a flash of white. Or anything. But I saw only darkness. I heard nothing but the hoof beats of my exhausted horse. Sometimes, I would leave the horse by the water, and walk over towards the forest, looking inside, hoping to see someone or something. But inky blackness met me at ever turn.
It was long after midnight when I passed the place where I had stumbled out of the forest two evenings earlier. I could see the bend in the river where Arayici and Ortagi had been standing. For the first time, I reflected on the madness of my plan. If the Hayalet did not want to be found, they would not be found. "They" were only seen by the Ulus soldiers because I, for all my delusions about being a tough and resourceful Northern warrior, was stupid. And clumsy. And soft. I had trudged through the forest, loudly. Been discovered. Endangered others. I was a liability. I felt a cold sweat rush over me. I was near panic with shame and guilt. I had put so many good people in so much danger. And I didn't know how to fix it. Each passing moment brought the Ulus closer and closer and closer. Each second lost was a second in which the Hayalet could not plan a response to the coming invasion.



That was the first time I had called out for help. The first time I had screamed out my name and the name of the village. I yelled out the names of women and Cadilar that I knew, hoping that someone would hear me. I knew that my voice would not carry far. The Ulus troops were still some distance behind me. I could yell out now without being caught. But I really wasn't even thinking of that. I was yelling to my...to my friends in frustration and embarrassment. As moments turned into minutes, and then minutes into hours, I grew more and more frustrated by my inability to warn the Hayalet. And more frightened about the consequences. All the muscles in my body felt tense, my fingers grasps the reins of the horse so tightly that my knuckles grew white. Eventually, I was no longer strategically yelling, I just never stopped screaming. Just hoping that constant noise would drive the Hayalet out of their hiding places to listen to me. My heart hammered and bitter tears of frustration ran down my cheeks as I scream for Orospu. For Diger and Damat and even Cilek. Every name I could think of, I yelled out in agony and shame. I yelled until my throat ached and tasted of blood. And still I kept yelling.
"I am so sorry!," I yelled, "Orospu! It is Kedi! I am..."
"Shut up!" a voice hissed and I instantly became silent. I opened my eyes, and my head swam. I was on my horse and it was nearly dawn. I didn't even know how long I had been screaming. I barely registered that I had heard a voice. I took several deep breaths and turned my head towards the woods.
Suddenly, two dozen ethereal, white forms seems to materialize from out of the forest. I had been looking in that direction just a moment before, and seen nothing. And then, a second later, I was surrounded by the ghosts.
"My friends!" I croaked, so relieved I nearly fell from my horse.
"Friends?" a familiar voice asked wryly. I turned in the direction of the voice, and saw Omuzlar pull her hood from her head. She was looking at me, her eyes shining with hatred. Soon, other hoods were removed and I found that I was surrounded by people I knew. These were Orospu's wives. And Cilek's new wives. I saw Otusbes and Gul. I saw Geri. The women that I had grown to know the best.
"Yes..." I started.
"Is this a way that you treat a friend?" Otuzbes shot back, "To run away from us, to evade us, and then to come back here and scream at us so loudly that every person within a hundred miles would hear you?"
"We have heard you yelling for half an hour at least!" Omuzlar said, "We have tried to ignore you, but we are frightened of the consequences of your actions, even if you are not."
"God's wounds Kedi," Gul said, shaking her head, "Are you trying to ruin us? We are already out on patrol for a second time in a month as punishment for letting you escape. And now you're making it worse."
"I am trying to tell you something" I blurted out.
"We would be within our rights to kill you!" Otuzbes responded. I didn't even feel fear at that moment. I would have deserved it. I hear other women mumbling that they couldn't believe that I would show myself in that area again.
"But first I need to help you..." I stated.
"We don't need your help," Geri said, "If you have grown hungry or thirsty in your travels, we will give you food. But you have broken your trust with us. You are no longer welcome..." Every word that Geri said stung. Her implication that I could not take care of myself. Her coldness. Her rejection. I could feel it emanating off the other women as well. But, as much as I knew I deserved her scorn, all of their scorn, there was no time to revel in it.
"You will soon be under attack!" I interrupted. And then, brooking no dissent or argumentation, I bowled over everyone to tell my story. About running from the village. Stepping out into the light. Making my way to the inn. The conversation with the colonel. The 100 mounted troopers who were on their way. As I spoke, the women around me grew calmer. Less agitated and upset with me. Not because they had forgiven me. But because they recognized the peril they faced.
"Gods damn you Kedi and your foolish pride!" Geri said, when I finished speaking. And I bowed my head. I knew they were all furious with me, but they were warriors. Too focused on the matter at hand to worry much about me.
"Alright," Otuzbes said, and everyone snapped to attention. It was clear that she was in charge, and everyone instantly deferred. "Kedi has wronged us," she said, looking at me. I could not meet her gaze, knowing it was true, "But we don't know when the Ulus will get here. And we don't have time to punish her or hear her apologies or whatever now. We must act quickly. This is not the first time some enterprising officer from the Ulus has questioned whether he could come into the Hayalet Valley and test our story. Not everyone believes our ghost stories. It has been a long time and this will be a large force, but this is not unprecedented. We know what we must do. We have to regain the initiative and we need to fight." I felt the eyes moving away from me as the women of Hayalet turned their attention away from me and over to the Ulus. Their discipline and control was impressive.
"Give us orders, and we will obey!" Some of the voices called out.
"Where did they see you, Kedi?" she asked. No malice now, she just wanted information. I sputtered, "There is no time!" Otuzbes prompted. I quickly got myself under control (realizing as I took a deep breath how very tired I was), and described the location where I had stepped out into the sun.
"I know that spot," Gul said.
"Good," Otuzbes said, "That will be where they go first. What is around there?" Gul quickly described the tactical layout of the situation. The location of trees, hills, the bends of the river, the width of the valley.
"And," she concluded, "if you walk about a mile up into the foothills from there, you will find Yakin's longhouse." I saw Otuzbes wince.
"If soldiers go walking into the woods there, in an hour they will be at Yakin's front door. We need to go, now." Otuzbes said. She turned and looked at me, "Kedi, you will go to Daire, sound the alarm, and tell them where to go."
"I can't..." I started.
"I need every warrior with me, we are outnumbered more than 4 to 1. I can't spare a messenger."
"I don't think I could find my way back," I said after a long pause, "I just ran down into the valley. I don't know the way." There was silence.
"I will go back," Gul said and I looked up at her, "I am the fastest here. I can run and tell the others."
"But you are a skilled warrior, we need..." Otuzbes said.
"I will fight in her place," I said quickly, "If Gul will lend me her sword." This was no mere bravado, or pride, now. This was real danger. A battle was coming. I was volunteering for something real. But my honor would allow nothing less. Still, I heard some murmuring in the group around me.
"Cadilar do not fight," Otuzbes said dryly. I shook my head, "I am not a Cadilar. I am just a woman of Buz. And I have made a grievous mistake. There is nothing I can do now, to go back and undo what I have done. Though, I wish I could. All I can do is make amends the best way that I can. All I have is this one life. And I will give it to all of you, to make this right." Otuzbes looked me over, I could feel the eyes of the other women moving over me. The corners of Otuzbes mouth ticked up and she nodded.
"Good," she said and she took Gul's sword, and handed it to me.
* * * * *
"Is this the spot?" It was well after noon and the colonel had called Arayici and Ortagi up to the front of the column. Arayici looked at Ortagi and shrugged. Ortagi craned his head and nodded.
"Yes," Ortagi said, "We saw her come out, right over there." He pointed to the copse of trees from which I had emerged. The colonel nodded. All 100 troopers were massed a few hundred yards away, near the river where their horses were getting a drink. The colonel peered into the forest and nodded his head.
I had thought the anticipation of their arrival would be the most unbearable hours of my life. We had rushed down through the Valley until we had found the spot where I had been seen. Then, Otuzbes had arrayed us to her satisfaction. She sent a messenger to Yakin's longhouse (they were an isolated family living on a farmstead on the edge of the wood), and that messenger had returned with seven of Yakin's wives who were present and willing to fight. That brought our total up to 28, plus me. And then we had simply waited. And waited. And waited. No one spoke. No one moved. It was just a constantly building tension that made my stomach turn and my knees shake.
But now, our enemies had arrived. War was not exactly what I expected. It was no longer just a story I was telling, but a threat in the flesh. The nervousness that I had been feeling kicked itself up into a new level, far more powerful than I would have thought possible. My bowels felt tight and I could barely breath. I did not dare move a muscle, terrified that I would give away our position and, once and for all, be the downfall of the Hayalet. I just watched and waited for Otuzbes plan to fall into place.
"Sergeant," the colonel said, and the now-sober sergeant saluted.
"Yes sir," he said.
"Leave, five men to tend the horses. We are heading into the forest and it looks too dense to ride. Tell the others to spread out and bring their swords," the colonel ordered. The Sergeant went off to give the orders. Slowly, the men readied themselves, tying up horses and grabbing shields. Eventually, the men had formed themselves into a long skirmish line about thirty feet from the edge of the forest. Each man, shoulder to shoulder, but spread apart. The idea would be, as Otuzbes had predicted, that they would want to cover as much area as possible when they entered the forest. And they would need room to maneuver in the dense underbrush. So they moved in a long, single-file line, all facing the trees.
"Scouts, forward," the colonel ordered. And I saw four men step forward, one on each end of the line and two near the middle. They looked at the colonel, who nodded his head. The four men began to walk forward, towards the treeline. These were the first line of scouts, send to make sure that they were not walking into some sort of ambush. Wise, given the situation.
But, also exactly what Otuzbes had predicted. No order was given. When the first man's foot crossed the treeline, there was a gentle "pfft" sound. At the exact same instant, all four men dropped to the ground, dead. Three or four arrows pierced each of them. There was half a second of eerie silence.
"Men, we are under attack. Form up!" the sergeant said. In an instant, the men were about contract their lines into a more defensible formation. But Otuzbes was prepared. Two things happened at once. First, the 12 Hayalet women who were standing directly in the front of the Ulus army, shielded by the trees, took a few steps forward. They were spread widely across the front of the trees, almost as long as the enemy skirmish line (though much less dense). These women had shot at the advanced scouts with arrows, and now, stepping closer, they had notched new arrows, and were firing again at the skirmish line. And again, and again. We had given them all of the arrows. They pinned the enemy line down, keeping them from advancing and maintaining a mystery as to how many soldiers were within the trees.
At the same time, 13 other Hayalet women emerged from the forest as a compact unit on far left-hand side of the Hayalet line. That is, on the Ulus' right flank. They emerged totally silently, no war whoop. But they sprinted forward in their light armor and and wheeled around towards the Ulus' right flank. And just like that, half of the Hayalet warriors were rapidly closing in on the far end of the Ulus' thin line. They were outnumbered 4 to 1. But on that small spot of the battlefield, it was 12 to 1 in favor of the Hayalet. They crashed into the last man in the line, killing him instantly. The line began to roll up on top of itself.
I was not in either group. Instead, with three other warriors, I was sneaking out around the left flank, but several hundred yards down the river, where we would not be seen. It was me, one of Yakin's wives, Geri, and Omuzlar. We sprinted out of the trees and down to the river. And then we turned and ran back towards the sound of battle, towards the 100 horses that were now alert, and nervous, by the water.
As I moved towards the horses along the river, I looked up towards the battle. I saw that the enemy line was crumbling, and men were moving around without any sort of discipline or understanding as to what was happening. That was good. It meant that Otuzbes plan was working. I had caused the Hayalet to lose the element of surprise. But by arranging her soldiers expertly when the enemy had not expected us, Otuzbes had reclaimed it. Further, she had managed to mitigate the impact of our lesser numbers, by using her archers to pin the enemy in a skirmish line while a flying squadron hit the flack with tactical superiority. It was a masterful battle plan, thought up on the spur of the moment.
But it wasn't finished. The four of us rushing along the river still had a job to do. We were to get in among the horses, face them as best we could towards the battle, and send them running with smacks on their flanks. The idea was to send the horses running pell mell into the Ulus' rear. This would maximize the confusion and prevent our enemies from reforming their lines in a more defensible manner.
I ran in the back of the pack, the sword feeling unfamiliar and heavy in my hands. But it felt good now, to be running. To be heading towards the battle. I had been afraid, while I waited in the woods, that when the time came I would be unable to move. The fear had just grown deeper and deeper with each passing moment. My legs and arms felt weak, my head cloudy.
But when Geri and Omuzlar took off out of the woods, silent and fast, I had followed them. My arms and legs acting on their own according, growing stronger with each passing moment. I was still afraid, but somehow the anticipation had been worse. Now, in the midst of danger, I felt my blood coursing through my veins and knew that whatever was going to happen was going to happen. What's more, the fatigue (and the panic), I'd felt before was fading. I had felt so helpless, out in the Valley by myself. But with the Hayalet around me, I no longer felt lost. The self-discipline I prided myself on was returned to me and I knew I would do whatever I had to do to atone for my mistakes.
The Hayalet had tied their horses to small bushes near the river, or set their reins with stakes in the ground. We moved in silently among the horses and began to loosen them. The Hayalet women moved much faster than me, their years of training obvious. Still, I helped as best that I could. I mostly pulled up stakes from the ground, afraid that snapping branches would be too loud. We moved along the river, hearing the sounds of battle but unable to see over the horses.
We had loosened maybe twenty horses when it happened. I was bending over pulling a small stake out of the ground. Geri and Omuzlar were maybe ten feet in front of me, and Yakin's wife was by my side, working quietly. I heard a strange gasping sound and a sickening crunch. I turned to the side in time to a sword passing through the side of Yakin's wife's head, the point protruding disgustingly out of her temple, before being pulled back quickly. Standing on the far end of the sword was one of the five soldiers who had been left to guard the horses. The other four were standing next to him, swords drawn.
In the next moment, I did four things in rapid succession, without a thought. Without even enough time to feel disgust at what I'd witnessed, or fear about what would happen next. First, I jumped up and backwards, away from the four men and onto my feet. While I was moving, I screamed as loudly as I could, "Geri! Omuzlar! On me! The enemy is here!" I then drew my sword and slashed hard to my right side. There was a horse there, still tied to a branch. I brought down the sword swiftly, the blade cutting the animals stomach open, its guts pouring out. The creature made a hideous noise and began to run, the smell of offal and blood filling my nose. And the noses of the other horses. The dying animal bumped into the other horses his blood flowed freely. As the animals began to jostle and the smell of blood grew thicker, the horses began to panic.
I took my sword, laid it flat, and smacked the flank of another horse nearby. Primed to panic, it instantly took off in a sprint. And the other animals around me, smelling the blood and sensing the confusion, began to bolt as well. Soon, the air was filled with the sounds whinnying horses and the sound of hoofs. It moved in a sort of wave, first horses nearest me, and then rippling out and away. The 20 or so horses that we'd loosened ran easily. But even the other horses, in their panic, pulled up stakes or broke branches. In a matter of seconds, they were all sprinting, away from the smell of blood, and in ever conceivable direction. They were not all running, as we hoped, towards the battle. But many of them did.
Whether we were successful in our mission, I couldn't say. In fact, I was no longer particularly concerned about it. I had been trying to buy myself time, more than anything else. And hoping that the five soldiers would run after the horses, try to get them under control. In the midst of the melee, I couldn't tell what was happening. It was everything I could do to avoid being trampled by horses.
But eventually, the last of the horses in the herd around me (save for the disemboweled one that was lying on the ground a few yards away) were gone. I was unhappy to see that the five soldiers had not budged. They were still standing over the body of Yakin's wife, one with a sword covered in blood and brain and they were looking at me.
The only thing that gave me strength was the fact that, in the interval, Geri and Omuzlar had retreated from where they were located and were now standing on either side of me, their swords drawn. We were outnumbered, five to three, and the men advanced on us. The fear returned now. Not the crippling, frozen sensation I'd had in the forest while I waited. But real, nonetheless. Battle was on hand.
"Good job with the horses," Omuzlar said, "If we die now, we have at least done our duty." I felt the word 'die' land in the pit of my stomach.
"I would rather not die," I said, trying to sound flippant, but sounding (as I was) serious. Geri snorted.
"Me neither," she said, "Omuzlar and I are better trained with the sword. Stand with your backs to us and make sure that none of the men can take us from behind." Geri instructed. I instantly complied, taking a half step back and turning around.
"Alright girls, fun's over," one of the soldiers said, and I could hear them closing on us. And suddenly there was a clang. I turned to look over my shoulder and saw that one of the soldiers and brought his sword down rapidly, but that his chop had been parried neatly by Geri. Omuzlar turned to stab underneath of the man's armpit, where he was not protected, but another soldier blocked the the move.
I wanted to continue watching, but out of the corner of my eye, I saw one of the other soldiers worked around to the side, trying to get behind Geri and Omuzlar. I was not a skilled sword-fighter, I had little experience in it. I had begged to be allowed to practice, but was only able to use a sword by myself, when my father was sleeping and did not notice his weapon was missing. I had tried to train myself. Now, I was tasked with fighting trained soldiers.



Rather than attempt to fight a more skilled warrior on his own terms, I decided to allow Geri and Omuzlar do the work of defeating our enemies. My job would be to hold the other soldiers off while they fought, to prevent them from getting around behind Geri and Omuzlar. I would not be trying to defeat them, just to distract them and giving the others the chance to fight on an equal level.
To that end, I slashed out quickly at the solider who was trying to move around behind Geri and Omuzlar. It was a wild slash, but the solider was forced to jump backwards. I turned the other direction, saw that another solider was coming around on the other side, and repeated my tactic, against successfully. The two men circled around wider, and then both came at me together, head on. Now Geri and Omuzlar were, together, fighting three soldiers, while I had two facing me.
My stomach clenched and my muscles tightened as the two soldiers neared me. They moved in unison, their swords up for protection. But, despite the fear and despite being outnumbered, I acted. I feinted towards the soldier on my left, swinging at him with no intention of hitting him. The solider on the right took a step towards me. I instantly shifted my weight back in that direction, launched myself on my left foot and sent my right foot crashing between the soldier's legs. I felt my calve crash into his undercarriage and heard him let out a pained whimper. He collapsed onto the ground, dropping his sword and grasping his cock. I dropped to one knee, my hand grasping into the dry sand on the edge of the river. I pulled up a handful and turned to the other soldier, who was moving quickly towards me. I threw the same quickly at the man's face. He screamed and reached his hand towards his eyes as the sand hit. He took a step back.
I smiled in triumph, having bought myself a few seconds while outnumbered. But then I heard a piercing scream and felt a hard smack against my back. I tumbled forward from the force and then rolled to the side. I rose up and quickly turned to see what had knocked me over. I saw Omuzlar, lying on her back. There was a sword through her calf, planted in the ground after passing through her. Her foot was already coated in blood.
It was then that Geri made a fateful mistake. She turned, just for a second, to watch as her wife and sister collapsed onto the ground. The soldier who had pierced Omuzlar saw her look, and quickly removed the sword (Omuzlar screamed again), and slashed up quickly at Geri. Geri parried the slash, but had to turn to the side to catch it. One of the other soldiers stepped forward quickly, and drove his sword into the side of Geri's breast, through her ribs, and into her heart.
"No!" I heard a voice scream, and first thinking it was Omuzlar, but then realizing it was me. Blood pooled at the corners of Geri's lips and she fell in a heap onto the ground. The soldier swiftly pulled the sword from Geri's body. Omuzlar was writhing on the ground next to her wife's corpse, grasping at her own calve and screaming in pain and loss. The soldier who had killed Geri turned towards me, his blood on the blade. He started moving towards me. I grasped my sword tightly, felt blood rising in the back of my throat.
"No, wait," a gasping voice behind me said. I heard him pant a few times. It was the soldier I had kicked in the groin, rolling over onto his hands and knees, "No, wait, that little blonde bitch is mine!" he said. The soldier moving towards me stopped. He actually took a few steps back. The other soldiers moved back as well. I turned and faced the kicked soldier who wanted to kill me, raising my sword. Instinctively, I moved so that I was standing next to Omuzlar's body, ready to protect her as best I could.
The man who I had kicked was still slowly getting to his feet. For a brief moment, I was able to turn and gaze at Geri, lying on the ground. Her eyes were still opened, but she looked peaceful. Beautiful. The sweet girl who had welcomed me into the Hayalet with her warm body. A woman I had feared because of her beauty. A woman who I had hurt, and never properly apologized to. And now she was dead. Because of me.
"I should kill 500 Ulus warriors to avenge you. But I am not Buzcu. Still, I am Buz. His blood flows in my veins. And I am Hayalet. Their love fills my heart. And I swear to Buzcu and to you that for every 100 he killed, I shall kill one. I shall kill five of the enemies of my clan. Of my family. Five of the Ulus," I said to myself quietly as I looked at Geri.
The words. The warrior words of revenge. Unbidden at my lips. But spoken honestly. I was Buz. Their blood flowed in my veins. But I was Hayalet too. These were the people who had brought me in. These were the people who treated me with respect. Who wanted me to be a part of their society. These were the people that loved me. They were my family. And they were under attack. And I knew my duty. Not for hatred of the Ulus (as I had once hated the Kabile), but out of love for those who loved me.
It is hard to explain what happened to me in that moment. It was as though, by accepting that I belonged with the Hayalet, that I felt...more like I was part of the Buz than I had ever felt before. Not the bluster and desire to be a Buz. But the real thing. The hardened warrior of the far North. I felt the blood quicken in my veins, felt my mind clear. My muscles felt stronger, quicker. I felt that Buzcu...his spirit was inside of me. I knew, in that moment, that I could kill 500 men to protect the Hayalet and to avenge Geri.
I reached down into the dirt with my left hand and grasped Geri's sword. I now had two. I turned and sprinted towards the soldier I had kicked as he rose up onto his knees. His head flicked up as he heard me and he started to rise more quickly. The soldier with sand in his eyes, sensing that I had taken an unfair advantage with my sudden burst of movement began to close on me from the side. Without turning, I lifted Geri's sword out straight in front of me and lurch hard to the side. The sand-eyed soldier was caught by surprise and he sprinted, at full speed, into the blade. It glanced off his armor, slide up his chest, and then buried itself in his throat. I dropped Geri's sword.
The kicked soldier was now on his knees facing me. I dodged to the side opposite his sword moving quickly. He slashed at me but I dropped onto the ground, and rolling over so that I was behind him. I lifted my sword quickly and brought it down across the man's ankles, his Achilles tendons snapping and rolling up his thigh. He screaming in pain and pitched forward onto his stomach. I rose quickly onto my feet behind him and buried my sword in the base of his neck.
I was now facing the three remaining soldiers, who had been at my back before. Their eyes were wide with surprise, maybe fear, at my suddenly rapid motions. But they were moving towards me, closing. Rather than wait, I again moved quickly, running towards the man in the middle. Like the Hayalet, I attacked when outnumbered and confused my enemies. The men were walking passed Omuzlar, who was still lying on the ground. The one on my right was closest to her and did not see her wounded leg rise as he went to step over. But I did. Omuzlar was looking at me as she tripped the man. He stumbled forward and I launched myself in his direction, thrusting my sword forward. My aim was perfect. As the man fell forward, his face rushed into my blade, shattering his teeth and the blasting out of the back of his head. I jumped to the right, sliding my sword out of the man's head and turning to face the two remaining soldiers.
The two men were looking at me, but did not dare approach. I could see their hands shaking a little bit. I had already killed more than their remaining numbers. I did not know what I was going to do next, did not know what approach to make. But, for some reason, I felt no anxiety at that prospect. I felt no discomfort of any kind, at all. I was breathing heavily, but easily. My body felt hyper-alert, aware of everything. The world moved slower. A feeling of pure power.
Just then, one of the men, the one on the right, stole a half-glance at the man on the left. Just half a second, I think to confirm that his comrade was still there. My body reacted before I even understood that the man had looked away. I lunged on instinct. Or something beyond instinct.
The man was left handed, and he was gripping his sword tightly in the hand closest to my own sword. Rather that jump directly towards the man, I circled in rapidly towards the outside of his sword hand. I raised my sword as I did so. The man's focus began to return to me as he glanced away from his fellow soldier. I stepped forward and brought my sword down rapidly. The man tried to react, lifting his sword up to blow the blow. But his attention had been split, his reflexes were a half second off. My sword came down on the man's wrist, slicing so hard that his hand (and sword) dropped easily to the ground in one fluid motion. Blood spurted from the stump and the man began to scream. But only for a moment. I lifted the sword up and drove it into the man's temple, silencing him instantly as he fell to the ground.
I looked up and saw the one remaining solider. He glanced at me for a second, wide-eyed. He made a strange sound in the back of his throat. The sword dropped from his hands, clattering on his fallen comrade's armor. The man turned and ran.
"Four," I said to myself, realizing that I was one shy of my pledge. Beyond that, it was beyond my power to let this one, scared soldier run away. No one could survive this battle. No one could be allowed to return to the world to tell the tale.
I jumped awkwardly over the fallen body of my most recent victim and began to sprint after the man. He had a split second head start on me and, what's more, he was running for his life. As he ran, he stripped off portions of her armor, growing lighter with each passing second. He didn't look over his shoulder at me. He just ran, as fast as he could. I don't even think he knew what direction he was going. He weaved around horses, bodies, and objects, changing directions sharply and seemingly without reason.
But I had my own internal drive, pushing me forward. My desire for revenge, my need to prove myself to my people (whoever they were). I gripped my sword loosely, but firmly, and ran. I did not attempt to keep up with the soldier's wild motions. I controlled my stride, ran consistently, breathed deeply. Soon, despite his fear, the man began to tire. He slowed and the distance that had grown between us began to recede. He tripped slightly, regained his balance and kept running. Now he looked over his shoulder at me, saw me gaining, and tried to push himself harder. I kept closing the distance.
I don't know how long we'd run when I caught up with him. It did not feel long, but my lungs ached and my throat felt dry and cracked. My knees were weak. But the man ahead of me was worse. He was limping now, after his trip, and I could hear him crying. I lifted my sword and swung sharply. I felt my blade tear through the man's shirt, but not scratch his skin. He pushed a little harder, separated the distance from me again. I pushed harder. I swung again, aiming down. I felt the blade crash into the man's ankle and heard him howl in pain. He tumbled down onto the ground and I nearly tripped over him. I heard him crying out, perhaps for mercy.
Exhausted, I dropped to my knees on the ground beside the man. I gasped for breath, surprised by how weak and tired I felt. The man said something to me but I ignored him. I quickly raised my blade and brought it down sharply in the middle of his chest. He quickly grew quiet and I, with difficultly, wrench the blade from the man's ribs.
"Five," I said to myself, and I tilted my head back, looking up at the heavens and breathing in and out heavily. The sky was a light, delicate blue. Nothing like the slate gray sky of the far North. Not a single, snowy white cloud to be seen. I felt the sense of power slowly easy out of me, as my breath returned to my lungs. My arms felt weaker, my fingers limp. I don't know that I could have stood if I wanted to.
"Five for the Buz," I said to myself, and this time I heard the words. They echoed slowly in my brain, along with the sound of the air rushing into my lungs. Those words seemed to simultaneously drip with, and be devoid of, meaning. They echoed on and on in my brain, growing quieter and quieter with each passing repetition. Until finally, there was silence. Just the sound of my breathing.
And, in that moment, I sensed that a debt had been paid. A tether had been snapped. The last connection to a place and a people that I had once considered my own was gone. I thought now, briefly, of the far North. Of the frozen rivers and the wide, white plains. I thought of my family. The father who had sold me. The brothers who I had lost. It felt like looking back on a different lifetime. Having the memories of a different person, a person I didn't even know. I had closed out that portion of my life without even realizing that I had done it. I had been baptized in blood into another life.
What was strangest about it was what I did not feel. I felt no sense of loss at my feelings. I had clung so tightly to my identity as a Buz for so long, I defined myself first as a Buz. But now that name, my former tribe's name, sounded strangely hollow to my ear. It wasn't just that I no longer felt any real affection for the Buz. I no longer felt any resentment either. I no longer felt angry that they never listened to me, that they were ashamed of me, that they'd cast me away. I felt absolutely nothing. And this lack was disturbing and confusing. I could not, at that moment, figure out what it meant.
"Kedi..." A voice said, nearby. It shook me out of my thoughts and I turned and looked. I saw on the ground, just a few yards away from me, Omuzlar sitting in the grass, still bleeding. She was next to her dead sister, Geri, now.
For a moment, I froze. The facts could not arrange themselves in my brain.
"Kedi..." Omuzlar said again, and her eyes locked on mine. Then I recognized the reality of what I was seeing. I was back where I had started. With the women I had been fighting to protect. The soldier had run me in a circle! He had brought me right back here.
"What?" I asked, dazed by my realization. To have run so far and ended up right here, what did it mean? But Omuzlar didn't speak, she just lifted her hand and pointed.
I spun quickly, looking in the direction of her finger. In the near distance, I could see figures moving towards me. Dozens. My eyes were stung with sweat and it had foggy as the battle raged. I could not make out how many. But they were moving slowly in my direction. Towards the river. Towards Omuzlar and Geri.
There were no longer any sounds of battle, beyond the cries of the wounded. no clash of swords. It was all over. The soldiers coming towards me were the victors. And there was a good chance they were coming to take my life. There was fear then. And the sword felt limp, worthless in my arms. I thought about toss the sword to my right and then turning, running to the left as hard and as fast as I could, hoping for freedom.
But, despite the fact that she did not speak again, I could sense Omuzlar behind me. And Geri too, though dead. I could sense her presence there. If I ran, they would be exposed. If I stayed, I could not fight all the enemies arrayed against me. But Omuzlar would die with honor. And Geri would know that her body was protected as her spirit moved towards the gods.
These thoughts brought an intense wave of emotion over me. A fierce level of protectiveness, like a mother feels for her children. I felt my lip curl back in anger, an anger that burst upon me in full force. Anger at Geri's death. Anger at the danger facing Omuzlar. The feeling was both familiar, and unfamiliar at the same time. I could sense my attachment to these people as the same sort of attachment I had once given the Buz, a dedication to something larger than myself. But it was so much deeper, so much richer than anything I'd experienced before. This was not an unrequited devotion, I was not an embarrassment to my new-found friends. They had cared for me when they had no business doing so. And they needed me.
Slowly, the strength that had drained from me after the battle began to course through me again. My arms tightened, my fingers found my blade and grasped around them. I rose to my feet, my knees feeling strong, stable. I felt fear. But also the courage to stand anyway. To protect Omuzlar and the body of Geri. To protect the members of my tribe. Not like a Buz anymore. Something else.
"I am Hayalet! I am the Ghost, returned from the land of the dead to seek vengeance for my fallen comrades. Fight me if you dare!" The line of warriors halted. I felt my heart pounding in my chest. I gripped my sword, knowing that even with my strength returned I could not take them all. But I would take some. I would atone for the wrong I had done. And I would earn my place in the Hayalet Valley.
"I wouldn't dare," a voice said. A familiar voice. And out of the shadows stepped Otuzbes. And then more and more of the Hayalet. Coated in blood. Their faces glowing. Victorious.
"Oh thank the Gods," I said and, exhausted, collapsed onto the ground.
* * * * *
"Kedi, the Warrior Cadilar, I present to you Yakin, and her daughter Kapat," Orospu said, standing in the doorway to my longhouse. My longhouse. It still felt strange to think of it as such. But much had happened in the weeks since battle.
The immediate aftermath of the battle had, in itself, been a whirlwind of activity. The Hayalet had, of course, every reason in the world to be angry at me. I might have killed five of their enemies, but that had only been necessary because I had revealed their whereabouts. However, the Otusbes' quick thinking and tactical skill had turned a possible disaster into an unparalleled triumph.
"There are times," Orospu stated when I returned to the village, "That the old stories begin to fade from memory. When one or two or even a dozen traders disappearing can cease to have the desired effect. We had been approaching such a moment for a long time. More and more men have been traveling in the Hayalet Valley. A time was coming when an example must be made. And 100 elite, dead soldiers is exactly the kind of example we would like to make. We did not choose the moment, but we seized it." And so, the Hayalet were inclined to forgive, or even praise, my recklessness as having a benficial effect.
I had returned at the head of the column of soldiers and the women and Cadilar of Daire had listened spellbound as I, and the soldiers, recounted our daring actions. I learned much about the ebb and flow of the battle. Soldiers described individual feats of honor or bravery. I heard about how the leaders of the enemy force were chased all the way to the river and drowned beneath the waves. In fact, the enemy had been so severely taken by surprise that, despite our small numbers, they'd been quickly overwhelmed. The greatest danger was that one or more solider would return to his horse and make an escape. Luckily, those of us who had freed the horses had made that impossible. All the enemy troops were accounted for. And dead. Burning now, their corpses to feet the river.
When the size and scope of our victory became apparent, the Hayalet rejoiced. They, spontaneously, agreed to forgive whatever transgression I had committed by escaping and exposing their location. I was honored as one of the few Cadilar in the last thousand years to act as a warrior, and Omuzlar recounted the nature of my military prowess. In fact, in the warm glow of triumph, Orospu had, again, offered me membership in the Hayalet.



"She is already Hayalet," Otsubes said, "She is baptized in the blood of our oldest enemy." And, without hesitation, I had agreed to go through any ordeal that was necessary to take my rightful place among my people. It was strange, I had never even made a decision. I had simply...become Hayalet. The ceremony, when it came, was a mere formality. I had shed my old allegiances and taken on new ones organically. I no longer even felt any animosity towards Cilek, she was my countrywoman now.
Nor did Cilek feel any animosity towards me. I was not the one to inform her that her new wife, Geri, was among those killed. Omuzlar had done so, as is the tradition of the tribe. I had found her, and apologized for my role in Geri's death. We both sensed the depths of my apology, we both knew that there had been something between me and Geri. But Cilek, too, seemed transformed by the battle. She was not enraged by my actions, nor was she jealous of my affection for Geri.
"My wife was a warrior. She died bravely in battle," Cilek had said stoically (though I sensed pain behind her eyes), "I, and my other wives, will miss her greatly. But you gave her the opportunity to to die with honor. We cannot ask for more."
Geri, of course, had not been the only Hayalet to fall in battle. There were a total of 8 deaths in our tribe, falling mostly on the village of Daire. And so, amidst the rejoicing, there was also sadness and mourning. The Hayalet did not seem to sense any contradiction between the two, very different emotions. Sometimes laughing, sometimes crying. A victory feast held a week after the battle included drinking and games. But also tearful eulogies and a large, memorial bonfire.
The final ceremonies honoring the battle and its dead had barely been completed when I was finally initiated into the tribe. And then given a large, empty longhouse in the village of Daire. The only unoccupied home remaining. Orospu had simply declared that it was mine. Before I'd even had a chance to joke that it was far too much room for me alone, Orospu was putting the rest of my life in order.
"You must marry now. You are old enough to have two or even three wives. You have no parents here, so I will handle the negotiations. Yakin is searching for a wife for wives for her eldest daughters." I had not had time to object, even if I had wanted to. It was strange. All of these customs were foreign to my upbringing. The celebrations, the funerals, the establishment of households, and marriage. But somehow, I felt like I understood it. Like all of it made sense. I belonged here and was more than willing to follow whatever the dictates of my culture demanded. None of this felt strange, foreign, or unpleasant. It was as it was supposed to be.
And that was how I found myself, standing in my very own longhouse, looking at my new mother-in-law and my fiance, the night before my wedding ceremony. Yakin, my soon-to-be mother-in-law had owned an isolated longhouse closest to the battlefield. One of her wives had fallen near me in battle. Despite that, according to Orospu, Yakin was grateful to me. Grateful that I had returned and warned the warriors to protect her home. And grateful I had given her wives the opportunity to fight for the Hayalet. Orosupu had easily conducted negotiations and I was marry five, or perhaps six, of her oldest daughters. Kapat was 20 years old, the only one yet of marrying age. Yakin had never had a Cadilar daughter and, as a result, the fact that I had no sisters to marry into her family was not a hindrance. Yakin had long searched for a match for her family under those trying circumstances.
I had never actually seen Yakin before she stepped inside of my longhouse. I had learned, just that day, that this night-before meeting between a Cadilar, her cadilar mother-in-law, and her fiance, was as much a part of the wedding ceremony as anything I had seen when Damat, Sonraki, and Daha were married. In fact, it was arguably more important. For this was the process by which the marriage contract was truly sealed. This part of the wedding had been concealed from me, as an outsider. And now, as a Hayalet, I was participating.
"Good Evening, Kedi the Warrior," Yakin said, 'It is an honor to be in your home." Yakin was an attractive woman in her early-forties. She had long, dark hair, a long thin, nose, and wide eyes. Her neck was abnormally long (though not grotesque), She had small breasts, narrow hips, and svelte thighs. As with many Cadilar who lived on isolated homesteads in the forest, I heard that she had a prickly personality. But this was a largely ceremonial encounter. I would not truly get to know her or her daughter until after the marriage.
"It is an honor to welcome you and your lovely daughter," I said and turned towards Kapat. My heart climbed into my throat. She was an exceedingly lovely girl. She looked very much like a younger version of her mother, though her eyes were flintier and her breasts larger. My fiance blushed and looked down as I gazed at her.
"The introduction is complete, I leave you now," Orospu, my surrogate mother, stated, and she slipped back through the curtain and out of my longhouse. Now I stood alone with two strangers. Luckily, there was a set protocol to this meeting. Orospu taught me all of it.
"In accordance with the negotiations conducted with your...mother Orospu," Yakin said, stumbling a little over the formula's words, as they did not fully apply, "I offer Kapat for your approval." Kapat looked sideways at her mother for a moment. Yakin smiled nervously and nodded. This was a first ceremony for them as well. Kapat took half a step forward, in front of me.
"Tell me of her," I said.
"Kapat is my eldest daughter. She is shy and reserved around strangers, but warm among family. She is quick-witted and humorous. She is fiercely loyal and commands the respect of her sisters, your future wives. She is a trained warrior who is prepared to go to battle for the Hayalet, though she stayed home to protect me during your battle. She has heard of your exploits, and desires to make children with a warrior Cadilar," Yakin said. These were not set lines, this was her true assessment of her daughter. I looked at my pretty fiance, I felt that I could see the spark her mother referred to, flashing in her eyes.
"She is also beautiful," Yakin said softly.
"I cannot see her to approve of her," I said, reciting the lines that Orospu had taught me.
"Remove your robe," Yakin ordered gently. Kapat gazed down at her feet, and then, slowly, up at me. I smiled warmly at her and nodded. I was already naked, being in my own home. Kapat did not speak, but instead, loosened her robe and let it fall in a pile at her feet. My breath caught in my throat. Her body was far more lovely than I'd expected. Naked, her neck did not appear long (like her mothers), but instead, graceful. Her breasts were full and high. Her waist was narrow, her hips wide. Her legs were slender. Her cunny was a narrow, pink slit with a large, hard clitoris at the crest. She was shaven cleanly.
"She is, indeed, beautiful," I said, my voice catching in my throat. It was a line I was required to say, but it was absolutely the truth, "But young. And inexperienced. It is she prepared to be a wife? Does she know what it means to please a Cadilar?" I asked.
At first, Yakin did not speak. Instead, she also began to loosen her robe and, in a moment, it too fell to the floor. I saw her body, still quite beautiful despite her age. Her neck, somehow, looked longer. Though it gave her and interesting, attractive appearance. Her breasts here still firm because of their small size. Her hips were very wide, her legs toned. Between those legs was a small, soft cock, resting against her thighs. She too, was shaved.
"Kapat, show Kedi what I have taught you since your 18th birthday," she said. Her eyes flashed up to me, "You are in luck Kedi, my beautiful daughter has gone longer than I would have liked without marrying. I have taught her much." I nodded along, my eyes fixed on the two beautiful women before me, mother and daughter.
"Kapat moved quickly, clearly used to obeying her mother. Kapat moved so she was standing directly in front of her mother. She did not hesitate, but instead began to drop to her knees on the floor. As she lowered herself, Kapat's hands rose from her sides. I watched as Kapat's delicate fingers came down gently on the sides of her mother's breasts. As Kapat fell to her knees, her palms moved slinkily down her mother's body, over Yakin's waist and hips. As Kapat settled onto her knees, her hands rested on Yakin's thighs.
In the weeks since the battle, I had learned about just how much the Hayalet had hidden from me when I was a mere guest. Diger and Alti had, of course, given me a bit of a hint. But I had learned so much more. I had learned that upon reaching the age of 18, the Hayalet became full members of the tribe's society and their mothers' household. And being a part of the household meant initiation into the family's sexual life. Young women and young Cadilar prepared for marriage by sleeping with their mothers, their aunts, and (if any were available), their older sisters. Young women were forbidden from taking a cock into their cunnies until they were married. But any other contact was permitted. Encouraged even. And Kapat was somewhat older than most girls preparing to marry. She had been...taught for months and months.
Her experience was immediately obvious. As she settled onto her knees, the heels of her feet settling into her surprisingly ample young ass, Kapat began to lean forward. Yakin's cock was still soft, resting against her thighs. Kapat's lips spread and her head dropped. I leaned in closely, not even managing to breathe, as I watched. I had, in the weeks since the battle, seen many scenes that would be taboo for the Buz. But I never ceased to feel the same, forbidden excitement. As Kapat's lips closed around her mother's foreskin, I felt a chill run down my spine. And as Kapat sucked in gently, I watch the tip of Yakin's penis slip into Kapat's mouth.
"Oh Kapat," Yakin groaned as Kapat sucked more and more of her mother's soft cock into her mouth, "I will miss you so much." As Yakin spoke, I could see tears well in her eyes. It was a mother-daughter connection, but a lover's connection as well.
"You may visit at any time," I said and I meant it. I saw Kapat's eyes flicker to the side slightly (even as her tongue began to swirl around the tip of her mother's cock). It is hard to explain it was a look of...gratitude or appreciation. I sensed in that moment that Kapat would miss her mother as well, and she appreciated that Yakin would remain a part of her life. With that, Kapat's eyes closed and her mouth pressed fully forward. Kapat's nose was now pressed into her mother's stomach, Yakin's balls rested on her daughter's chin. Kapat shook her head side to side.
After a moment, Kapat began to move her head back. I saw Yakin's cock slip from between her daughter's lips, the shaft looking thicker and harder than before. Soon, only the bulbous tip of Yakin's penis remained in Kapat's mouth. And then Kapat was pressing forward again, taking her mother's cock smoothly and easily into her mouth. I could see Kapat's tongue working her mother's shaft. And then out again, in again. Each time Kapat bobbed her head on her mother's cock, the cock seemed harder and longer than before. But Kapat did not seem to notice. She continued to bob her head evenly and quickly. I could see Yakin's cock pressing deeper and deeper into Kapat's throat. Kapat didn't hesitate, she didn't even gag. She simply pleasured her mother with the same level of obedient enthusiasm with which she started.
It was evident that Kapat was skilled at the task she was completing. I could tell just from looking at Yakin. And not just her increasingly hard cock. As Kapat sucked her mother's cock, Yakin's head was thrown back, her mouth opened. I could hear a low groan from Yakin's throat. Yakin's cheeks were red and her nipples were hard. Well, at least one nipple was hard. One of Yakin's hands was grasping her own breast. The other breast was free, because Yakin's hand was resting on Kapat's head. All of the muscles in Yakin's body looked tensed.
Despite the fact that her role was simply to give pleasure, it was clear that Kapat was enjoying herself as well. Her back was arched and her hardened nipples stood out proudly on her chest. Her knees were spread wider now on the floor and I noticed that one of her hands had slipped from her mother's thighs. I could see Kapat's hand between her legs, rubbing at her clitoris vigorously. I swear, even from several feet away, I could smell the delicious scent of her cunt.
In fact, even as a spectator, I felt like was in the midst of everything. There was no distance between me and my new family. I could see everything, feel everything, smell everything. My cock, I think, had grown hard even faster than Yakin. My own hand had found my hard nipples and I could feel my heart thrumming beneath them. My breathing was shallow, my eyes aching because I couldn't bear to blink.
"Oh gods!" I heard Yakin groan, as her her head snapped forward, "she is too good. I never last long." Yakin's hand slipped from her breast and joined the other on Kapat's head. Kapat thrust her head forward, taking her mother's cock all the way into her throat and holding it there. Yakin's muscles tensed all over and she continued to thrust into her daughter's throat. Kapat's hands wrapped around her mother's hips and ass, pulling her in deeper. Yakin began to groan louder and louder and louder as her body grew stiffer and she rose onto her tiptoes.
"Oh shit!" Yakin groaned loudly and her body began to shake. Her fingers tensed around Kapat's head, but Kapat didn't flinch. Her throat just continued to undulate around her mother's cock. Finally, Yakin's body went limp and she dropped down from her toes. Yakin took a staggering half-step backwards and I watched her softening cock slip from Kapat's soft lips. Kapat's mouth remained slightly open.
"Show her," Yakin said, "Show Kedi how much you enjoy my seed." Kapat turned her head towards me, smiling with her eyes. Her mouth opened wider and I leaned in towards her. It was dark in the room, and darker still in the warm cavity of Kapat's mouth. But I could see the pearly liquid of Yakin's seed sitting on Kapat's tongue. There was a large amount of it. It coated her teeth. I heard a low hum and Yakin's seed began to bubble and boil in Kapat's throat. She was gargling her mother's cum! The seed bubbled thicker and messier, coating Kapat's lips. Kapat seemed to groan with pleasure, I could hear her breathing sharply, pulling the sent of her mother's seed into her nose. The seed was about to bubble out, over her lips and down her neck when Kapat suddenly closed her mouth. I saw Kapat's throat working as she swallowed down the frothy liquid. Kapat opened her mouth again, showing me that she had drank it all.
I could not remember seeing anything so beautifully depraved in all my life. And I was leaning so close that I could smell Yakin's seed on her daughter's breath. I don't even remember making a choice. I suppose I didn't. My hand acted on its own, falling from my breast and then grasping around my achingly hard cock. I stroked twice.
"No!" Kapat said, more forcefully than I'd expected her to be able to speak. I froze. Her hand shot out and grasped around my wrist. Her palm felt soft and hot. I looked down at her hand and then up at her eyes. "You cannot enter my cunny, not until we are married," Kapat said in a soft voice, "But there is no need for you to pleasure yourself."
"She has been practicing something for you," I heard Yakin say. I saw my soon-to-be mother-in-law sitting on the ground, panting and recovery from her orgasm. She was watching me intently. I turned back to Kapat.
"Have you...prepared something for me?" I asked. Kapat, who just a few moments before had been sucking her own mother's cock, blushed slightly.
"Yes," she said, barely above a whisper, "May I show it to you?"
"Gods be praised, please!" I begged. Kapat smiled charmingly and then scrambled quickly to her feet. Kapat moved with purpose. She was essentially a blur as she scrambled around me. I felt her hand press down gently on the base of my spine, the slightest pressure. I sensed she was guiding me and I leaned forward slightly, thrusting my ass out. Suddenly, in front of me, was Yakin. She had moved a high stool from along the wall so that it was directly in front of me. She patted the seat.
"Put your hands here," Yakin said, and I instantly complied. Kapat's hand trailed down my spine, giving me a slight chill. Kapat dropped to her knees behind me. I felt her other hand rise and then, after a moment, I felt both of her palms pressing firmly into the cheeks of my ass. I felt my ass spread apart, the warm air of my longhouse wafting against it. And then I felt Kapat's long hair tickling the backs of my thighs. And her soft cheeks sliding into my ass.
She moved so quickly that I was still positioning my hands on the stool in front of me when I felt the wet warmth of Kapat's tongue pressing into my anus. I groaned and gripped the rim of the stool in front of me tightly. Kapat's tongue lapped thickly against the crinkled skin of my asshole. Her tongue was thick, wet, and warm.
"Her tongue is perfect for this. She practiced on me. On everyone," Yakin said with a strange, motherly pride.
"Yes," was all I could gasp. But I couldn't focus on Yakin. Kapat had approached me with the same single-minded dedication that I had witnessed when she'd sucked her mother's cock. I felt her tongue lapping softly, but quickly against my asshole. Sometimes, that tongue would recede, and I would feel her soft lips kissing me gently on my anus. Her kisses began to trail down, kissing down along my cunny and then finding my balls. I felt Kapat's face sink into my scrotum. She kissed and sucked on my balls, pulling them both into her mouth and then letting her tongue roll over them. My cock was achingly hard and I felt it twitching against her mouth. Kapat felt it as well. She let my balls drop from her lips, kissed them again, and then began to lick her way up my cunny, and then back, to my anus. She dragged her tongue against my skin.
Her mouth was so wet, I soon found that my anus was dripping wet. Kapat made her tongue rigid and plunged it, quickly but somehow gently, into my asshole. I felt it split me open, and dig deeply inside of me. Much deeper than I ever imagined a tongue could go. I felt my asshole clench around Kapat's tongue, but she kept firm, pushed deeper. I felt her hair tickling against my legs as she began to bob in and out of me. I gasped as felt her tongue move in and out of me, rigid as a cock but soft as her lips.
The sensation of Kapat tonguing my anus was so intense, it felt like she was filling every inch of my body. I felt her tongue inside of my ass, on my clit, lapping gently at the backs of my eyes. It was so overwhelming that I almost hadn't realized hat one of Kapat's hands had slipped from my ass. It had reached around my body and Kapat's hand grasped around my cock, stroking it firmly, but gently.
"Gods!" was all I could manage to say. I don't know how long Kapat did that, plunging her tongue in and out of my anus while she vigorously stroked my cock. It felt like a wonderful eternity. But it could not have been very long. I could not have held out very long. The sensation was just so intense.
"Is she not a skilled lover?" Yakin asked, knocking me from my reverie.
"I've never felt anything like this!" I groaned, honestly. I heard Kapat moan with delight, her hand began to stroke faster.
"Do not spill your seed on the ground," Kapat said, "She will be so disappointed if she cannot taste it. Tell her to stop when you are about to cum."



"Oh gods!" I groaned, quivering all over. I didn't want to say it. But I didn't want to anger my future wife or her mother, "Then she must stop now!" I moaned. Kapat had, evidently, been listening, because in that instant, I felt her disappear. In an instant, her hand had slipped from my cock. Her tongue pulled easily from my anus. And then I was simply standing, leaning over the stool, my wet ass in the air and my cock throbbing, but not quite cumming. I breathed heavily and tried to simply keep my senses, to keep from falling down.
When I had, to a certain extent, mastered myself, I found that I was looking at Kapat and Yakin, standing in front of me. Kapat had her arms draped around her mother's neck and the two women were kissing gently. They sensed I was watching them and they turned back to me, no hint of embarrassment. They smiled at me contentedly.
"I know that you want my daughter's sweet cunny," Yakin said casually, "And I am sorry you have to wait for it." My eyes glanced down at Kapat's little pink cunny. My mouth watered. I swear, again, that I could smell it.
"It will be worth the wait," I said.
"Then she is acceptable to you?" Yakin asked.
"I would not take another woman as my first wife," I said, once again speaking the truth. Both Yakin and her daughter smiled broadly.
"Then maybe there is something, in the meantime, that we can do to give you some relief," Yakin said.
"Will you trust us?" Kapat asked.
"I already do," I said, and I realized that this was true as well. It was simply a feeling that was infused within me. Kapat and Yakin were Hayalet. So was I. We were bound together by ties as close as blood. I trusted them implicitly and without thought. I was of them, they were of me. Kapat smiled.
"Then follow our lead," Kapat said and the two women rapidly approached. There was a sudden whirl of activity. I felt hands against my body, felt the tickling of their long hair as it draped around my body. In a matter of seconds, I found myself being guided down to the floor.
"We planned and practiced for this as well," Yakin said from behind me, as though she read my mind.
But there was no time to respond. We rapidly moved into position. Yakin was kneeling on the ground with her knees apart. Her cock was hard again, I had seen it as we moved into position. But I couldn't see it now. That was because I was squatting over top of Yakin's body, her cock just inches from my wet asshole. My back was to Yakin's face.
Kapat was in front of me. She placed her hands on my waist and applied gentle pressure to my hips. I allowed myself to drop down. I felt a slight, hot tickle as Yakin's cock rubbed against the inside of my leg and then against my balls. Yakin moved her hand slightly, and I felt the tip of her penis align with my asshole. I breathed out, sensing what was coming next. Kapat continued to press on my hips gently.
"Oh fuck!" I groaned and I felt my cock twitch as the tip of Yakin's hard cock pressed into my asshole. There was a slight moment of pressure, but I was so wet, so excited. After one small twinge of pain, almost imperceptible, I felt a sudden release. My body had opened up, had allowed Yakin inside of me. I felt her hard shaft slipping easily into me as my asshole squeezed around her. Kapat's saliva had lubricated me deeply, I didn't know it could feel so good. I trembled and my cock ached.
Yakin wasn't done. As my body sank down deeper and deeper into her lap, she moved her hand from her shaft. I felt her balls press into my ass and I knew she was totally inside me. The hard shaft seemed to radiate pleasure throughout my whole body. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation. As I did so, I felt Yakin's hands slipped along my legs, one on each side. Eventually, her fingers reached up underneath of my knees, grasping them. At the same time, Yakin began to pull back with her hands. I let out a small yelp as my legs spread apart further and my hips rotated. I felt my back press into Yakin's breasts as she pulled me back. Her cock strained inside of me as my ass rolled up, but it stayed inside of me. I was now sort of reclining against Yakin's body with my legs spread and my cock flopped back against my stomach.
Kapat quickly moved to fill the space between my legs. My fiance dropped down on her hands and knees in front of me. In a moment, I could feel her warm breath on my thighs and my ass. And then I felt something else. Her tongue. On the strained skin between my stretched asshole and my dripping wet cunny. Kapat's mouth had locked around that spot and she was soothing the skin with her warm tongue. I sighed. At the same time, I could feel Yakin moving underneath of me. Pulling her hips back and then thrusting them forward again. Not much, but with my body splayed out, it didn't take much motion to feel...everything. Her cock pushed in and out of my asshole, stretching me and digging ever-deeper inside.
Kapat did not remain frozen in place. I felt her tongue slip up across my wet slit, heard her groan as she tasted my juices. Then I felt her mouth wrap, against, around my scrotum. I felt my balls seize in her mouth as she swirled her tongue around me. And then she was licking down again, across my slit and then down towards my asshole. For a moment, I felt her mouth move away from me and I groaned when I looked down and realized that she was licking her mother's cock as it slipped in and out of my asshole. I through my head back against Yakin's should as I groaned and I felt her lips against my temple. Kapat continued to move her lips and tongue around on my ass, my cunny, and my balls, keep the whole area dripping wet.
"Fuck," I groaned, "I don't know how much longer I can last!" And then I heard something strange. Almost like my words had given a signal. There was a loud bump from the back of my longhouse. My eyes fluttered open, and I found myself looking down at Kapat. Her lips were wrapped around my balls and she was looking up at me. It didn't seem that she had heard a sound.
"Well, well, well!" a voice suddenly said to the left of me. I saw Kapat's mouth curl in a smile around my balls as I turned to look, "The tables have turned!"
Approaching quickly from the back of my longhouse were all of the Cadilar of Daire! Omuzlar was there. Cilek, Uc, Alti, Diger, Ilk, and many others. And in the lead, speaking, was Damat. The Cadilar whose wedding night I had crashed! They had all climbed into my home through the same place where I had spied before! They were all naked, their cocks hard and their cheeks flushed as they approached.
"What is going on?" I groaned, but it was hard to focus. Yakin's cock was still thrusting in and out of my asshole. Kapat's tongue was now licking her mother's cock, keeping everything wet.
"You spied on me, turnabout is fair play!" Damat said roguishly. The women began to circle around me and my lovers on the floor. They moved in close, their cocks only inches from my body. I sensed no menace at all. Their attitude was playful, excited. It was hard to think, hard to understand what was going on. But, nonetheless, I found myself smiling.
"Thank you for holding her down," Orospu said, devilishly to Yakin. My eyes grew wide.
"You knew they were spying!" I said to Kapat. She pulled her glistening lips back, smiling.
"You shouldn't have trusted us!" she said, and the Cadilar around me laughed and began to stroke their cocks as they watched me get fucked.
"You aren't a guest anymore, Kedi," someone said, "You don't get soft handling."
"You are one of us, and you are going to get treated like it!' someone else laughed and the women around me cheered. I was bathed in their good-natured energy.
Kapat returned her head to between my legs, sucking again on my balls. I looked around at the Cadilar standing around me, sensed their excitement and the sweetness of their prank and felt some strange combination of arousal and emotional acceptance. It was hard to explain. I was a part of their society. They wanted me there and they desired me. It was the kind of feeling that you can search a lifetime to find.
In gratitude, I reached out my hands, grasping for the closest cocks around me on either side. My hands found two shafts and I wrapped my fingers around them. I began to stroke. I turned my head to the side, opening my mouth. In a second, I felt a hard cock pass between my lips and push wetly into the back of my throat, the flavor salty and warm. I bobbed my head on that cock to the same beat that Yakin thrust her cock into my ass. I stroked wildly. I felt Kapat's move up slightly. her hand wrapped around my cock and pulled it up. And then the tip, and shaft, plunged into her mouth and throat.
In that moment, I melted. That is the only explanation for what I felt. The distance between me and my fiance, between me and Yakin, between me and all of the Cadilar of Daire ceased to exist. We weren't simply one tribe. We were one being. I could feel what they felt, I knew they felt what I felt. I could smell them, taste them, hear their hearts pounding. And then I felt the cock in my mouth expand and contract. It was Orospu's cock. I knew that now without seeing her. I could feel her balls seize against my chin. I could feel her hot sperm pouring salty into my mouth. But, what was more, I could feel her orgasm as well. I could feel the pleasure ripping through her body, feeling her muscles tightening and relaxing.
And I knew the others felt it too. Because they began to cum. I felt Yakin's cock strain inside of me. Felt her sperm filling my ass and then dribbling down her shaft to where Kapat could lick it up. I felt the Cadilar around me cumming as well. Felt the sperm pour from their cocks as splash across my face, my stomach, my legs. Coating me. And then I felt my own cock, finally, bursting into Kapat's mouth, pouring down her willing throat. The room was filed with moans and the smell of Cadilar sperm.
The tingling warmth of all of the orgasms blended together into a great wave of pleasure that rolled through all of us. And I became a part of that wave, as did all of the women around me. My brain was overwhelmed with pleasure as my sense of self evaporated. I didn't just feel the other women, I became all of them. And the only thought that I could think, as I felt the last of the sperm splashing against my skin was, "Thank the Gods, I am home."
The End.
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Hello Readers! This is Part One of a Three-Part story. All three parts are written and will be posted in order.
Chapter 1: Memories
So there I was standing beneath the ivy-covered trellis, wearing my white dress, and carrying a bouquet of the most beautiful red roses I had ever seen. In fact, I didn't even like red roses! But these ones were beautiful. We were outside, in a garden. Some...mansion or something that was rented cheap, but didn't look cheap. The garden itself sat near the river and it was a cool autumn day. There was a slight breeze in the air which tossled my veil and distracted me, for one moment, from the butterflies in my stomach. I smoothed the veil and took a deep breath of the crisp air. And, in that brief reprieve, one thought stood out in my mind.
"Can you believe this? Two years ago, I never would have expected to be back here again." And I smiled to myself at the thought. Hell, two years ago I wouldn't have imagined that anything like this was even possible! It was almost surreal, that...
From beneath the trellis, I heard the music strike up. The music was very loud for a moment, and then receded back. The burst had interrupted my musing and pulled me instantly back into the moment. We didn't want to spend money on a band or even a lone cellist or something. The ceremony was going to be small. A second marriage for me and all. It was an iPhone piped through the stereo system that my fiance's cousin had brought. But now that it was under control it sounded lovely, really. And the butterflies were back.
The music was a cue and I turned slightly to look at the entrance to the garden. And there, standing just outside of a small brick arch, was Lisa. She saw me look to her and I saw her eyes brighten, he mouth spread into a pleased grin that was as familiar to me as my own face in the mirror. In a certain manner of speaking, Lisa had been my best friend for, God, what was it? Over twenty years. She was, I believe, the only other person here who was present at my first wedding, a particular irony. And she looked absolutely, stunningly beautiful. Just as beautiful as the day I'd met her. I was overwhelmed by the feelings I felt for Lisa in that moment and, once again, my mind drifted back two years earlier.
* * * * *
"Holly, we are really just so glad that you are here!" Lisa said, as she dropped a mass of pillows and linens at my feet. We were in the lower floor of a split-level home that Lisa shared with her husband and two children. I was in a large room that contained a sofa bed and a pool table. Lisa smiled as she spoke. Smiling too hard, in fact. Coupled with the fact that it was the fourth time she'd said that since I'd arrived half an hour earlier, I sensed that maybe Lisa wasn't all that glad to see me.
No, that would be putting it too harshly. I think she just...didn't know what the hell she was supposed to do with me.
"It has been a long time," I said, trying to downplay the awkwardness that we both felt. For a moment, I asked myself what I was even doing here. It was crazy. Two days earlier, out of the blue, I had called my former college roommate and basically invited myself over. She had, hesitatingly, agreed that I could sleep in a spare bedroom (which doubled, evidently, as a game room). I'd driven for the better part of two days and showed up here almost at midnight. And now I was here and...Christ, was I insane?
"I think the last time I saw you was..." Lisa trailed off, looking up at the popcorn ceiling of my temporary bedroom. I remembered that little quirk! Staring off into the distance when she thought! Though, I had to say, while her mannerisms had remained the same, Lisa had changed a bit in the years since we'd graduated from college. I mean, hell who hadn't, right? It was twenty years or so earlier!
But I felt like Lisa had changed a bit more than I had. She looked like a suburban mom. Maybe because that is what she was. Her blonde hair was tending towards gray at the roots and was cut much shorter than it had been in college. Her face was the same. The same big, brown doe eyes, the broad (but short) nose, the freckles on her cheeks, the thick lips and pointed chin. But there were crows feet at her eyes now, lines on her forehead. Her body had gone from waifish to something approaching curvy, with much larger breasts and wider hips.
I don't want to give the impression that Lisa's aging had, in any way, diminished the beauty she'd possessed when we were in college. On the contrary! She was still achingly pretty, enough to make me jealous. It was just...different. I had, of course, seen in many times over the years since college and kept up with her on social media and on monthly phone calls. But this was the first time I had thought about the cumulative effect of the changes the years had caused.
I felt like I had changed less. My hair was still raven-black with no dye needed. I had some wrinkles, I was sure, but I felt like I'd had crows feet in college! My breasts were still small and high on my chest, my body still slender. Lisa looked like she had grown into a life. I looked like I had been in a holding pattern.
"It was six years ago, I think," I finished for her, "When Ray had that conference in Seattle and I drove over from Tacoma." Ray was Lisa's husband. He was upstairs, already asleep.
"I had almost forgotten about that! That was a really lovely afternoon," Lisa said and that time, at least, it sounded like she was saying something that she meant. I smiled. We stood then, for several seconds, in complete silence. I could hear the sound of a mini-fridge kick on next to the pool table.
"We are just..." Lisa started.
"So glad I am here?" I interrupted and Lisa laughed sheepishly.
"Sorry," she said and I shook my head, 'It is just...I mean we barely see each other anymore! It is a little overwhelming to have you here! Overwhelming in a good way! But, Jesus, when was the last time you were even on the east coast? Let alone here in town?"
"I think like...15 years ago, when my sister graduated," I said. Ray had gotten a job at the university we'd all attended right out of school. They'd never left our old college town.
"Oh, that is right!" Lisa said, shaking her head, "I almost thought you hadn't been here since..."
"Since I married Justin?" I asked and Lisa's cheeks got red, "You don't have to be embarrassed and you can say his name! We are divorced, he isn't the Candyman or something." Lisa laughed a little. The divorce, a long and surprisingly bitter thing for a couple with no kids or even pets, had come through the day I'd called Lisa. In fact, it was getting the actual decree in my hand that had pushed me, almost unconsciously, into calling her.
"No, I know," she said, "It was just, on the phone, you said you wanted to come out to get a little distance from...all of that, and I am bringing him," she said that word with a kind of disdain you can rely on a good friend to provide, "up first thing."
"It really isn't a big deal, but I appreciate that you hate him now," I said and Lisa laughed. But her mouth pursed a moment later and she tilted her head at me, seriously,
"You know, I never thought it was my place to say anything, but...well, you know you deserved better than Justin, from the beginning," she said. I smiled wearily and shrugged.
"He was...okay when we first got together. When you knew him" I said. I'd met Justin at the very end of my sophomore year in college. That had been Lisa's senior year. Lisa and Ray had remained in town after they graduated and we'd all stayed close those two years where I was still in school and Lisa and Ray were still sort of living like college kids. Justin and I had spent half our free time at Lisa's new apartment.
"If that was okay, I can't really imagine how it got worse!" Lisa said, and I was a little surprised. I'd never even suspected she felt that way. Maybe that was a good sign. Maybe it meant that what was coming next...well, I would have to see.
"How so?" I asked, trying to draw Lisa's thoughts out further. She just winced a little and shrugged.
"He was just so...controlling," she said, "I just remember, that year you were engaged, he was just...He would make you call him before we went out, and then when we got to the bar or whatever, and then again when we got home. And you said it was sweet, that he cared, but..."
"But he was really controlling," I agreed, "It got worse when he got that job out in Seattle. He trusted you, you know," I said and Lisa's eyebrows raised.
"That was trust?" Lisa asked, I laughed a little, but it came out sadder than I'd expected.
"It got a lot worse," I said, "Actually, at first, when we got out West, it was better. He thought that job was going to be the start of a career and he sort of dove in head first. We never really had that many hobbies in common or anything anyway. So I made some friends and it was okay. For a little bit.
"But the job never really panned out. Justin ended up stuck in the entry-level job he'd been hired into. People who came later got hired over him. And he couldn't get anything anywhere else. At the same time, I'd sort of fallen into the job at the museum in Tacoma and met a lot of great people there. Justin hated all of that. He didn't like when I started making more money than him. He didn't like that I liked to go out in the evenings. He was invited to come with me, of course, but he said he hated my 'artsy-fartsy' friends and made snide comments. He said all my male friends were gay, except when he said I was sleeping with them. Oh my god, Lis, the jealousy! You would not believe how jealous he would get. And I didn't think it was cute anymore."
"Was he violent?" she asked softly and I shook my head.
"No, nothing like that," I said, "I mean he would threaten to beat up men I worked with, but never to their faces. And he never laid a hand on me. He was more...manipulative than anything else. I would tell him I was going out, and invite him to come. Sometimes, he wouldn't say anything and let me go. Then he'd call me or, later, text me and whine about how I wasn't there. Other time, even before I could leave the house, he'd make a big production about how I didn't want to be around him, that I didn't love him. How I resented him. He'd work on me until I was guilty enough to stay home. And then we'd sit in the house, silently, while he watched TV. And Drank. He drank alot."
"He drank a lot before you got married. Then you'd rush off and take care of him," Lisa said and I nodded
"Eventually, I just stopped doing anything. Sat at home and lost touch with people. And I didn't even have anything to talk to him about. I just found, over time, that he was right. That I resented him. I resented him more and more all the time. And I didn't love him. Couldn't make love to him, couldn't force myself to do it."
"I didn't realize you were so unhappy," Lisa said. She reached over and rubbed my shoulder.
"I didn't even realize how unhappy I was," I said, "I did that for years, Lisa. Well over a decade. And then, it just dawned on me one day that I felt guilty and resentful all the time. I despised my husband, even if I tried not to think about it. I didn't enjoy anything other than working anymore. And if the only thing you like is work..." I trailed off.
"And so you left," Lisa said, smiling. I nodded, "I am so proud of you!" And Lisa suddenly grasped my shoulders and pulled me into her arms for a hug. She'd hugged me when I'd first arrived, but this was different. She enveloped me in her arms, and I felt her warmth running through me. The years of separation flooded away and it felt like we were in college again. Finally, Lisa broke the hug, pushed me back. I missed her arms immediately.
"Thanks," I said, sheepishly.
"So, how long ago did you leave him? We haven't really talked about it," she said.
"Oh, god, almost a year ago. More than year!" I said, trying to do the calculations on when I'd left our condo in my head.
"So long? You said the divorce just went through," Lisa said.
"Well, yeah, I mean you have to go through the legal separation and all of that kind of stuff. Getting lawyers. And he made every step as miserable as he could. Thank god we didn't have kids."
"So have you gotten back in touch with your old friends and everything?" She asked. I smiled at her and raised my eyebrows. Lisa laughed, "Oh yeah, I guess so!" I laughed too.
"I mean some people I still knew from work, so I started spending time with them again. I don't know. It is tough. New professionals in their mid-twenties make friends. I am 39 now. It doesn't come easy anymore," I said, ruefully.
"Dating is easier, with the internet," Lisa said slyly, "Over a year...have you started dating again." She raised her eyebrows suggestively and I laughed. She hadn't changed a bit! But I just shook my head.
And I suddenly realized that the time had come. I hadn't planned it. This was not what I'd planned. Well, if I was being honest, I hadn't really planned when and how I was going to do this. I just knew what it was that I had to say. I guess, in the back of my mind, I had expected to visit for a couple of days, get comfortable again first. But the conversation had arrived here. And, anyway, how could I say anything after Ray got up in the morning and I spoke with him...There was no question, the time was now. It had snuck up on me and I was nearly overwhelmed. I felt butterflies in my stomach and took a deep breath. I tried to sound casual, assured.
"Honestly, in the first couple of months, I didn't even want to think about dating. Justin was still pretending like I was going to change my mind and he was...relentless. But, eventually, you know, when I had some distance from him, I thought it might be fun. I signed up or one of those apps. And I got some bites. A lot, actually. And some of the guys seemed nice enough, I guess. But the handful dates I went on were...not good. I mean they weren't terrible guys or anything just...I mean they were pretty terrible guys. One guy had two pet iguanas. But even the better ones...Like I would play out dating someone long term in my mind and it always ended up like Justin."
"Not every man is like Justin, Ray..." Lisa started and I spoke over her. Now was not the time to talk about Ray.
"I didn't have fun dating," I said, "I didn't want to hold hands or kiss or...any of that stuff. Stuff I thought I'd want to do again. Do it right. And then it got me thinking that maybe I never had like any of it. Maybe it was all terrible the whole time and I should just be celibate. I am not even joking. I thought maybe I just wasn't made for that type of thing."
"No, come on, Holly, you don't..." but I had to interrupt her again.
"But then I thought back, and I thought, 'was there ever a time when I was in any sort of relationship and I was happy? Was there a time when it didn't feel like a chore.' And at first I couldn't think of any. The guys in Tacoma. Justin. Before that was what, Richard Sizemore in 12th grade? God. A never ending series of nightmares. I was just about to decide to buy a bunch of cats, and I thought of something," I said, my heart thrumming now and it almost felt like the corners of my eyes were darkening. I could just see Lisa standing in front of me, her brow furrowed.
"What?" she asked. I took a deep breath. And then another.
"Do you remember Halloween your senior year?" I asked. And then there was a long silence.
* * * * *
In 1997, Lisa was a just-turned 22 year old senior. I was a sophomore, 19 years old. We'd known each other over a year at that point. She had been my RA my freshman year, when she was a junior. I recalled that she hated being an RA and vowed never to do it again. She hated organizing all of the events and "narcing" (as she called it) on all of the students who tried to sneak in beer.
Why she took an interest in me, I really can't say. I don't even remember the first time we did something together. I remember meeting her when I moved in. I know some time passed. And then all my memories sort of pick up, full steam, in the glow of my friendship with her. My guess is, one day she came into my room without preface or warning and just sort of told me that I was going out with her and that we were going to have fun. That would be Lisa, forceful and mysterious all at once. I would have been absolutely powerless to resist. I think I might have been the only freshman student that she talked to willingly, which was a source of pride for me. Because Lisa was fun!
She seemed to have a preternatural ability to sniff out an adventure or a party and then, somehow, to become the focus of that party. And if you were with her, it was like you were draped in her aura. Whereas, in high school, I had always been a bit of a shy outsider, with Lisa I was somehow front and center on everything. And comfortable doing it too, because Lisa was just so damn confident about it. And if she belonged absolutely, and she thought that I belonged too, well then she must be right.
It was sort of like that on Halloween night in 1997. I was still living in a dorm at that time (I got a grant for on-campus housing and my parents insisted). Lisa was living off-campus with a couple of our other friends. I had decided at 4:00 p.m. that day that I wasn't going to go back to my room and sleep. It was a Friday and I had had three exams during the week. I was exhausted and I hadn't had time to even think about a costume. I wanted to go to bed early and wake up late and then do something on Saturday night.
Lisa, as was her way, had other plans a few hours later. She had barged into my dorm room (somehow, she had gotten herself a key and because she had once been an RA, security always let her into the building).
"Come on," she'd said, "We are going to a house party I just heard about from this guy in my psych class. It is going to be fucking crazy!" she said, jittery and excited.
"No! I already told you, I am sleeping!" I said, but I could already feel myself growing interested. Lisa was so enthusiastic. Her excitement was intoxicating, infectious.
"You can sleep when you're dead, which might be tonight if you don't get dressed, let's go!" she said. I was wearing a massive t-shirt as pajamas and she picked up some jeans and threw them at me. I laughed. I could feel Lisa's energy sort of flowing it me, I felt less tired, just with her in the room.
"I am not going out tomorrow night if we go out tonight," I said firmly, "I need to sleep!" I insisted.
"Pfft," she said, "I am going to be sleeping with whoever I meet at this party to night. I am not going to have time for an underclassman like you!" she said and I laughed again. She knew Ray at that point, but they weren't dating. But, even single, I knew she wasn't just going to leave with some guy. She just liked that joke. And the joke won me over. I silently agreed that I was going and Lisa had silently informed me that she was probably going to make me go out on Saturday night too.
"But I didn't buy a costume, what am I going to be?"
"Bimbo college coed?" she said, lifting one of my bras up off my dresser and raising her eyebrows suggestively. I giggled and grabbed the bra out of her hand.
"Try again," I said, walking towards my closet. Lisa followed me, and we looked around at my clothes.
"You're boring," Lisa said, looking at my sweaters and jeans, "Nothing even remotely costumey." I knocked my hip against her, throwing her off balance.
"You don't have a costume either!" I said and Lisa shrugged.
"I was relying on you. Let me down again Holly, you are such a disappointment," Lisa said, smiling in case I didn't realize it was a joke.
"Well I..." I started.
"Oh god, what is this!" Lisa said, reaching down into the bag of junk at the bottom of my closet. In a second, she had pulled out a short-haired, blonde wig. I laughed.



"That," I said, "belongs to my grandma. Who is very bald. She helped me do my laundry last time I was home and must've packed up her spare hair." Lisa laughed and looked at the wig.
"Oh my god!" she said, "I have the best idea ever!"
Okay, so two hours later we are at the party. And what you have to understand is that, for 1997, this really was the best idea ever. I mean, absolute mid-nineties comic gold on Lisa's part. It has probably not aged well in the interim, but you to trust me: college students in 1997 loved it.
Lisa already had shoulder-length blonde hair and, after she had told me her idea, she had immediately rushed to my bathroom to style it. I then, as now, had long dark hair. She helped me pin it down so that I could wear the short-blonde wig. I wore a skimpy dress. Lisa had found a sort of suit or something that belonged to my roommate and put that on.
When we walked into the party, we were holding hands. "Hi, I am Ellen. This is Anne. We are lesbians!" Lisa had announced as soon as we walked in. And, of course, the crowd went wild.
Okay, look. What you have to understand about 1997 was the novelty and ubiquity of Ellen DeGeneres and Anne Heche at that moment. Famous lesbians. It had never (really) happened before. And then there was this couple of famous women and they were all over magazines and people were talking about them constantly. And some people were offended by them and some people were awakened by them. Or something. We just knew that we were two (now) blonde women who could get a cheap Halloween costume out of a pop culture event. And, because lesbianism was (at least the time) more than a little bit naughty, we were simultaneously daring and uproarious in our costumes.
It was a big, rambling house rented by like eight dudes (Lisa was friends with one of them). And it was absolutely packed with people in various states of dress and drunkenness. And the masses just sort of parted when we walked through. Everyone turned to look at us. They laughed. They made lewd comments. They got jealous about how much more money they'd spent on their own comments.
And Lisa just drank it all in. She dragged me (willingly) all over the house, never once dropping my hand (except for bathroom trips). She stayed in character the entire time. When we were standing next to the keg, she leaned her head on my shoulder. She made lovey eyes at me. She insisted we always be on the same team, right next to one another, during drinking games. She referred to me exclusively as her girlfriend. We drank and we goofed out way through the party. I don't think I stopped laughing the entire time. I was relieved when the cops showed up at like 11 and shut us down, my cheeks hurt from smiling.
An hour after the party broke up, Lisa and I were sitting in my dorm room, a pizza box spread on the floor right next to my discarded hair. My roommate had gone home to visit her family or boyfriend, or something. And everyone else in the building seemed to still be out at parties. But we had decided that we'd basically already won Halloween. And, I think, Lisa didn't want me to be hungover so she could more easily convince me to come out the next night.
"And listen, I love you," Lisa said, "But you are just flat out wrong."
"Thin crust, greasy pizza is better than thick crust," I said flatly, grabbing a third, floppy slice and biting it.
"The cheese in the crust thing!" Lisa threw back, circling a finger in the air as if to pantomime to me what a ring of cheese might look like. I made a face.
"Pizza Hut? Gag!" I said.
"Oh you are just so sophisticated! Far too good to eat at Pizza Hut because you grew up in the Big City..."
"Yes, Annapolis, Maryland. Two-thousand midshipmen can't be wrong..."
"Some of us from East Shitsville thought of Pizza Hut as a pretty big treat," she said.
"You said the Pizza Hut was in West Shitsville," I said.
"That's why it was such a big treat! Ma and Pa would pull the wagon 'round and say 'the harvest was good this year. So it is on to West Shitsville, children. And God shall provide a thick crust pie!'" Lisa replied and I laughed.
"They have thin crust at Pizza Hut," I said.
"Don't patronize me," she said quietly and I laughed again. I chewed my pizza and sat back against the door to my dorm with my legs out in front of me. Lisa was now sitting cross-legged on my bed, a couple of yards away. I breathed in deeply, my muscles relaxing. This was my favorite thing on earth. To sit in my dorm room, late at night, and bullshit with my best friend. I felt physically warm and wrapped my arms around chest.
"Well Ellen, I think this might be an irreconcilable difference," I said sadly, and kicked my hair across the room. Lisa slipped seamlessly back into character.
"Pizza is exceptionally important," Lisa said contemplatively. But, at the same time, she tossed a half-eaten slice of pizza onto the floor, missing the box by about two feet.
"Do lesbians have to get divorces?" I asked.
"These lesbians do," Lisa said, flicking her hand back and forth between us.
"We will always have Angelo's Pizzeria and Bar," I said, and tossed my own pizza onto the floor next to Lisa's.
"At least the sex was really, really, ridiculously good," Lisa said, smiling. I leaned my head back and laughed.
"For you maybe," I said, "Because I am a...fucking...lesbian sex goddess. But I faked every orgasm," I said. Now Lisa squealed with laughter.
"Heche, I blew your mind every time we had sex! Remember that time in Paris? With the spatula and the jelly beans and the pint of heavy whipping cream?" Lisa asked, clearly just grasping for a bunch of nonsense ideas and stringing them together. Still, as she spoke, she sat up on the bed and looked at me intently. I shrugged.
"I was the one who remembered the spatula! You are a selfish lover!" I shot back.
"You eat pussy like you eat pizza: wrong" Lisa joked. I almost broke out of character at Lisa's raunchy joke. I was, frankly, a little shocked that she'd said that. But I thought it was funny. I had to hit back.
"It's your fault, Ellen. Your..." I almost couldn't say it, "Pussy is like your pizza yeasty and crusty." Lisa's mouth formed a giant "O" and then she rolled backward onto the bed, cackling.
"Gross!" she eventually, said, gasping for breath. Slowly, she managed to stop laughing. Her tone changed, "But we had good times do, didn't we Anne? It wasn't all just...crusty pizza?" As she spoke, Lisa slipped off the bed and walked, slinkily, across the room. When we got inside, she'd removed her suit and she was now just wearing a pair of panties and a loose blouse. I could see her black bra through the white fabric. She walked right over the pizza and then over top of me. She was standing with her feet on either side of my legs, were I was sitting on the floor. She dropped down onto her knees, sort of straddling my thighs. I was still wearing my short dress, our thighs rubbed together. Her body felt warm. She looked down at me, her hair tumbling down into her eyes. Without even thinking, my hands rose up and gently took her waist. I looked up at her, grinning.
"I don't think this is how lesbian's do it," I said, rubbing her waist slightly. She shrugged.
"It works with people who have wangs," Lisa explained. I laughed.
"I think you are misunderstanding what lesbianism is," I said. Lisa pushed some of the hair out of her eyes and behind her ears. I realized that about 90% of the 'people with wangs' who we'd seen that night would have killed to be where I was now. Lisa was so beautiful, and I didn't feel jealous thinking that. I was just admiring her. "How do they?" I asked, not sure where the question had come from.
"Who?" Lisa asked. She sensed I was asking a serious question, no longer just playing, and she started to lift her leg up, to stop straddling me.
"Lesbians, how do they do it?" I asked. Recognize that this was in an age before internet pornography and, despite my life in the big city of Annapolis, I was a bit sheltered. Lisa laughed.
"I don't know, I don't go to Delta Zeta parties," Lisa said, briefly settling back down on her knee. She looked at me for a long moment, and turned her head to the side, "I assume they do like, all the stuff we'd do with guys, short of, you know..."
"Wienering?" I finished her thought for her. Lisa threw her head back and laughed.
"The hopeless romantic!" she said, "Yes, short of wienering. You know, fingers and mouths and stuff. Like rubbing their...you know...together."
"Is that it?" I asked. I mean, in those Bill Clinton sort of days, penis in the vagina was sort of my definition of 'sex.' Depending on your definition of 'was.'
"Is that it? That stuff is great! The best stuff. You haven't been screwed properly," Lisa said in the world-weary way she did when she wanted to remind me that I was younger. I had not, at that point, ever had an orgasm with a partner. So, I suppose, Lisa was probably right.
"I can't imagine doing it," I said, sort of looking down between our bodies. Lisa was so soft, so delicate, my eyes wondered over here, half imagining things I couldn't imagine.
"Doing what?" Lisa asked.
"You know," I said, looking back up at her eyes, "like, putting my mouth on...that..."
"You've had a dick in your mouth, right? Can't be any grosser than that," Lisa said and, I had to grant her the point.
"It probably wouldn't be so bad, really," I said to myself. Without really thinking about it consciously, I felt my eyes roaming over Lisa's body. The swell of her hips, the softness of her breasts, her long throat. Beautiful, "I mean, Ellen and Anne might just like something...softer." Lisa nodded, and I felt her eyes on me as well.
"And boobs are fun to play with," Lisa said, moving her hands up and cupping her breasts for a moment through her shirt. She bounced them twice and I giggled, "Who wouldn't want four boobs instead of two?"
"You could just date a really, really fat guy," I suggested helpfully. Lisa swatted my arm playfully. A little to hard.
"Ouch! Maybe not gentler!" I said.
"Sorry!" Lisa said, and then she reached forward again, rubbing my arm gently now where she'd struck me. Her hands were warm, a little damp. But nice. She didn't stop rubbing my arm. "Some of the chicks I've been with like it rough," she joked, after she realized I wasn't angry.
"Well, you apologize better than any man I know," I said dryly, "I guess if I could just my head around the...sex stuff, I could figure out where lesbians were coming from. I just don't think I'd like the taste of..." I said. Lisa's eyebrows furrowed.
After a long moment, Lisa said, "Can I tell you something?" She sounded calm, but almost too collected. It wasn't a joke.
"Sure, anything," I said. For some reason, I felt butterflies in my stomach. A feeling that was familiar but I couldn't pin down. Not right then.
"Sometimes, like, when I touch myself," Lisa started, and I knew my eyes got wide. We did NOT talk like this, "I put my...like, fingers in my mouth afterwards. I like the taste..." Lisa's eyes turned away. I saw her cheeks get red. I tried to process what I was hearing. An image flashed in my mind of Lisa on the bed in her apartment, naked, with her legs spread, her fingers dipping into her body, then slipping out and moving towards her mouth. I shook the image out of my mind. Still, I felt my body reacting in strange ways. I felt my heart fluttering, my knees felt a little wobbly. Between my legs... I ignored the feelings.
"I never have," I said. I didn't know what else to say.
"Never like...touched yourself?" Lisa asked, shocked.
"No! I do that like...too much probably. Just never tasted my fingers afterwards," I explained. Now my cheeks were red. I could see Lisa's chest rising and falling deeply. I felt the weight and softness of her body against me. I could smell her perfume. I felt so strange.
"You should," Lisa said, awkwardly. Almost like she was just trying to fill up the sudden silence, "You probably...probably taste good too," she said. What a thing to say! I looked up at Lisa's eyes and she was looking down at me. I tried to read her eyes. I couldn't even tell what I was feeling, let alone what she was feeling. I just knew that my nipples felt hard against my tight dress.
"All this talk of sex stuff...I am like..." I started to change the subject. This felt weird. But I stopped Lisa was looking down at me, her hair over her eyes. I could feel the warmth of her body emanating off of her. I could smell her perfume coating me. It felt nice. And that same strange butterfly feeling in my stomach, growing more intense. And then, suddenly, I realized what the feeling was. That moment of anticipation, anxiety, and excitement that I felt right before I kissed someone for the first time.
"Oh man," I said briefly to myself as that realization hit. But I didn't have time to think about what that meant. As soon as I realized what I was feeling, Lisa was making it real. I saw her eyes close, her head tilt to the side as she leaned in, "Oh, yes," I heard my own voice say gently as my own eyes closed and the distance between us disappeared.
Soft and warm. That was the sensation, but it seems so limited to just explain it as that. I just suddenly felt Lisa's lips pressing against mine. They were so soft that they just sort of melted into my own lips, coating me in her warmth. The kiss was firm, but in no way rough. Just...feminine. After a brief moment, I felt Lisa's pillowy lips split open slightly. I heard a low groan erupt from my own throat and I followed her lead. My mouth opened and, instantly, Lisa's tongue was pouring into my mouth. My own tongue rose up to meet it, slick and hot. Her tongue was thick and soft, an it draped across my teeth, rubbed my gums, and then wrestled with my own tongue. I wrapped my lips around her tongue and gently sucked her in, tasting her sweet flavor.
At first, the sensation was just too surprising and overwhelming to process. My mind was just a static fuzz. As Lisa's tongue pressed deeper and deeper into my mouth, it sort of felt like the wet warmth of it was draped over my entire body, coating me in electric frisson. Slowly, my brain began to process exactly what was happening. Lisa was kissing me. And it was...wow. I was confused and anxious, I knew. But those feelings couldn't register. The beautiful sensation of Lisa's perfect kiss just...blocked anything else out.
After a long time (I don't exactly know how long), I felt Lisa's tongue pull back from my mouth, felt it trail across my lips once, before she pulled away entirely. I let out a little mewling noise as her tongue left me, I leaned forward for her, but she was already sitting up. My eyes opened and I saw Lisa towering over me, beautiful. It was now that I realized that my heart was thrumming, that my...nipples were hardened, and that my legs with slick. What was I feeling? Lisa was looking at me with the same shocked confusion.
I honestly think that if, in that moment, either one of us had laughed or smiled or said something like "wow, that was sort of weird," or anything like that that the spell would have been broken. That we would have laughed sheepishly, made fun of one another, and pretended like we weren't feeling anything strange. And, likely, in a couple of days we wouldn't ever even think about it again. But that isn't what happened.
"Holly, are you...wet?" Lisa asked, deadly serious. Her pretty eyes were looking directly into mine. It was not a joke. She wasn't going to make fun of me. I didn't feel like I had any choice but to answer honestly.
"Yes," I breathed, "very." Lisa nodded slightly. She didn't speak another word. She lifted on left leg up off the floor, swinging it back and up off of my hips. Our skin was stuck together slightly and my leg felt cool as she pulled away. For half a second, I thought that maybe I had said the wrong thing, that Lisa was going to retreat back to my bed, disgusted with me.
Instead, Lisa swung her hip all the way over and landed on her ass on the floor, right next to me. However, instead of scooting back so that she was sitting next to me against the door like me, she slipped her right arm around my back, grasping far hip gently. Her head was sort of against my breast, I could feel her breath through the sheer fabric of my dress. Lisa's left hand was resting on my knee, she applied some slight pressure on the inside of my thigh with her fingers. Instinctively, I spread my legs slightly.
"Tell me if you want me to stop," Lisa said. She didn't look up at me when she spoke, keeping her eyes on my knees. I knew she didn't want me to tell her to stop. She didn't have to worry. I wasn't going to say a word. Instead, I just nodded slightly and held my breath. I felt dizzy, but I kept my eyes on Lisa's left hand
Given my permission to keep going, Lisa moved quickly, maybe afraid I'd change my mind. Her palm began to slide its way up my thigh, feeling warm and slightly damp. After a moment, her trembling fingers moved inside the hem of my dress. My eyes grew wide, but my legs spread even wider. I felt her fingers touching my soft, sensitive skin. After a moment, heard Lisa gasp.
"You aren't wearing panties," she said in a soft voice.
"My thong was in the hamper. You wanted me to wear this tight dress...I didn't want panty lines," I said, breathing for the first time in awhile.
"Slut," Lisa said, playfully.
"How dare...oh shit!" I groaned. I felt it then. The pad of Lisa's soft index finger pressed against my wet slit. It felt warm and hard. Softer, gentler than when I'd made love to a man. But so much different than my own fingers. Lisa gently moved two fingers at the opening of my vagina, spinning them and coating them in my juices, lubricating. And then, suddenly, she was gone. I let out a little groan as Lisa's hand moved out from between my legs. Why had she stopped? I hadn't told her to stop.
"No, don't stop!" I gasped, just above a whisper.
"Hold on," Lisa said. I saw her hand move out from inside of my dress. In the low light of my room, I could see that her index and middle finger were glistening with my juices. I could smell the familiar scent of my arousal and felt self-conscious about it. What would Lisa think about it?
I didn't have to think about it long. Without saying anything else or explaining what she was going to do, Lisa brought her index finger up towards her mouth. She breathed in deeply. I knew she could smell me. A sweet, delicate scent. Now it was Lisa's turn to groan. I felt my cheeks go red.
But before I had a chance to ask Lisa any questions, I saw Lisa spread her index and middle finger apart as wide as she could. I tilted my head to the side to get a better view and, just as I did so, I saw Lisa's index finger plunge into her mouth. I watched her soft, pink lips press against her last knuckle and, through her lips, I could see tongue moving. I knew that she was tasting me. I heard her moan slightly.
"Oh god, Holly," she said around her finger, "I was right, you taste...of God," she said. I felt my skin prickling all over as Lisa reacted to the flavor of my pussy. My nipples pressed hard against the inside of my dress and I felt myself going a deep, dark red.
"Lisa I..." I started, not even really sure what I was going to say. But Lisa didn't give me a chance. In one fluid movement, Lisa's finger slipped from her mouth and rose up towards my face. My mouth, open to speak, was an easy target. Before I realized what she was doing, Lisa's wet middle finger had plunged inside of me. Instinctively, my lips closed around her, feeling the hard warm of her finger. I realized what she was doing. What I was doing. This was wrong. This was dirty. I grimaced.
And then the taste flooded me. Lisa was rubbing her finger against my tongue, rolling it so that my own juices deposited on it. Sweet, salty, and earthy. Divine. I closed my eyes, and groaned. I didn't care how wrong this was. Or, maybe I liked it because it was wrong. Whatever it was, I closed my lips tighter and sucked on Lisa's hard, wet finger, sucking my own juices off of her and swallowing them down. Soon, every velvety drop of it was slipping down my throat. Lisa's finger was still in my mouth, and I sucked on it lovingly.



"See," she said, "I told you it was good." She slipped her fingers out from my pursed lips. My head was swimming a little bit. I shrugged.
"Ellen and Anne might be onto something," I said dreamily. Lisa giggled and pressed her finger tips to my lips. I closed my eyes and kissed them. My eyes opened when they moved away. Lisa moved quickly. In half a moment, her hand was back between my legs, under the hem of my dress. I spread my legs farther and let out a little moan when I felt Lisa's fingers tickle the insides of my thighs.
"Christ, Holly," Lisa said, turning her head up to look at me out of the corner of her eye, "You are soaking wet!"
"Do it, please Lisa," I said, instinctively thrusting my hips forward. My dress rode up almost to my hips.
"Do what, Holly?" Lisa asked playfully, her fingers freezing in place.
"No, please don't tease me Lisa. I really...just please, I've never felt like this," I begged. The tone in my voice, Lisa read it instantly. This was bare need, I wasn't playing. I couldn't have explained then if someone asked me. It had all happened so quickly. It was like, Lisa had accidentally jumped over all of my defenses. She had, without trying, touched some nerve I'd never touched before. And now she owed it to me to satisfy my sudden desire. Lisa bit her lower lip and I felt her head nod.
"Yeah, Holly. Of course," Lisa said softly. She pushed back the hem on my dress a little farther. I lifted my ass up off of the floor, and let her slide it up over my hips. My pussy was now completely exposed. Knowing my need, Lisa's fingers quickly moved between my legs. I gasped as the tips of her fingers grazed the lips of my pussy.
"Up at the top, the..." I started. Lisa giggled and nestled her head into my side.
"Holly, I am a girl, I know where your clit is," Lisa said, and, at the same instance, the tip of her index finger slid up through my slit and then began to slowly, gently, circle my clitoris. I groaned and bucked my hips. I couldn't ever remember being so sensitive. Lisa's finger was slickly wet and it coasted easily over my skin. And it was all me. My juices on her fingers. In fact, I was so wet, it felt like there was a puddle on the floor underneath of me. And my scent was stronger now, filling my nose and, seemingly, the whole room around it. I saw Lisa breathe in deeply from her nose and I knew she could sense it as well. She let out a little groan. But she continued to circle her finger around my clit. Occasionally, she would just barely graze it and sent shivers through my body.
I could hear Lisa breathing heavily, feel the heat of it on my breast, through the dress. Without thinking, I reached my right hand across my body, grabbing at the narrow strap of my dress. I pulled it down off of my arm, letting it hand loosely below my elbow. The fabric cupping my breast fell forward against the top of Lisa's head. She felt it, pulled back slightly, allowing my breast to be exposed. My hard, pink nipple now looked Lisa in the eye.
"Put it in your mouth," I begged. Lisa didn't say a word. Her eyes closed again, her mouth opened, and my nipple poured between her lips. I groaned as I felt her tongue softly press against my hard flesh. No awkward sucking or harsh teeth like some of the men I'd been with. Lisa was gentle, painfully gentle. Soon, she was circling at the same speed that she circled my hardened clit. Occasionally, Lisa's finger would slip down to my slit, replenishing my juices. At the same time, she would pull her tongue back and suck gently on my nipple. I writhed on the floor the entire time, moaning loudly and arching my back into Lisa's face.
After...I don't, some amount of time, Lisa changed things up. Without any warning. Her finger moved down to my slit, coating her finger in my juices and she sucked on my nipple But when her finger moved back up to my clit, she didn't coyly circle it. She didn't just brush my clit incidentally. Without any signal, she put her entire focus on my engorged clit. The slick pad of her finger stroking it gently, but firmly. Circling it and stroking up and down. At the same time, her tongue flicked my nipple roughly.
"Fucking fuck!" I groaned as my brain was overwhelmed. I had, of course, known that I was feeling pleasure. I just hadn't realized how close I was. How expertly Lisa had been teasing me. And when the orgasm came...it rushed all over me at once. It was the feeling like warm water had been poured over my head and everywhere the water touched as it streaked down my body became numb. And then that numbness was replaced by an electrical vibration. I knew that I was moaning, I knew that I was writhing on the floor. I knew that I was arching my back, pressing my tit into my best friend's mouth. But those physical things...they felt like someone else as the pleasure soaked over me.
Finally, the orgasm subsided. I felt my body settle back down onto the floor. I was breathing heavily. My nipples felt cool and I realized that Lisa was no longer sucking it. But my pussy was warm. I looked down and saw that Lisa was sort of cupping my pussy in her hand, her palm soaked with my juices. Lisa had sat up straighter, her eyes were wide and she was looking at me, grinning.
"Oh my God Holly, that was like..." Lisa began. But something was happening. Usually, when I came while playing with myself, that was sort of the end of it. I would have the orgasm, feel satisfied, and maybe lay around for a few minutes in the afterglow. In short, I would be sated. But something was different this time. The orgasm was more powerful than any I'd ever felt before. And, while I was totally relaxed, I wasn't...sated. Whatever strange arousal I'd felt when Lisa had straddled me was still there. No, if anything, it was stronger. I didn't so much make a choice, as my body acted in the only way that it could.
I pounced on Lisa.
I mean that literally. I turned towards her and put my hands on her shoulders. I sort of twisted her around so that she was facing towards me. She tumbled over my legs, her hand moving off of my pussy, and she gave a little bit of a yelp. I didn't care. I pushed her backwards, gently, but forcefully. Lisa landed on her back in the middle of my linoleum dorm room floor, giggling. I was smiling too, but I was deadly serious. I untangled our legs so that Lisa's knees were spread and I rose up onto my knees between them. In one fluid movement, I grabbed the hem of my dress with crossed arms and slipped it up over my head. I tossed it to the side, and now I towered over Lisa, naked.
"Damn, Holly..." Lisa said, propping herself up on her elbows. Her gaze moved up and down me, a look that was much more than friendly in her eyes.
The animal feeling was still on me. Maybe stronger now. I dropped down on my knees in front of Lisa, my ass up in the air and my face suddenly just inches from her hips. I looked forward, saw her pink panties stretched across her pussy. She spread her legs wider, I could see the outline of her lips through the thin, very wet fabric. I reached forward with my hand, my knuckles rubbing against the inside of Lisa's thigh. She felt warm, but she was trembling against me. My eyes flickered up for a moment, I saw her looking at me intently, the knuckled of her index finger bit between her teeth. I smiled, and looked back down at what I was doing.
I slipped my index finger into the leg hole of Lisa's panties. She gasped as my finger grazed her wet, warm lips. I hooked my finger around Lisa's panties, the tip of my finger poking out of the opposite leg hole. The fabric was so wet that it actually squeezed out of the panties as I started to pull them back. Lisa immediately sense what I was doing and she lifted her ass up off of the floor. I gave the panties a quick tug and they slipped down over my friend's hips. Lisa lifted her legs straight up in the air, rising on either side of me. She brought her ankles together and I was able to pull her panties up over her feet and tossed them onto my roommate's bed. Lisa's legs immediately spread again, wider than before.
Lisa's pussy was now totally exposed to me. Unlike my pale, pink lips and small, hard clit, Lisa's pussy lips were a deep, pretty red like she used slutty lipstick on them. They glistened with her wetness and the lips were spread apart. Also, unlike me, Lisa didn't have any pubic hair (I kept my hair very short, but a bikini cut). Lisa must have noticed I was looking. Her cheeks got slightly red.
"I hear it is like...the thing everyone is doing in New York and LA now," she said apologetically. But I thought it was beautiful, no apology needed. Her creamy white skin offset her deep, dark lips so beautifully. I felt my mouth water. I quickly dropped down lower onto the floor. I slipped my arms underneath of Lisa's knees, pressing my face towards her.
Lisa's scent was intoxicating. So very different from my own, better. I can't even describe it...it was her essence, bold and playful and beautiful. I groaned as I pulled her into my lungs. Felt the air enter my veins, felt Lisa pulsing through me. I needed more. Lisa's legs pushed as I pressed my shoulders into the undersides of her thighs, closing the distance between us. And then I was face to face with Lisa's pussy, my warm breath bouncing back off her. Lisa was totally frozen, looking down at me, not even breathing.
"I have heard this tastes good," I breathed, "But I need to see for myself." I closed my eyes and leaned the last few inches forward. And, for the second time that night, my lips were pressed against Lisa's. Sort of. I groaned as my mouth pressed chastely against Lisa's soft, smooth lips. Her skin almost felt hot to the touch and was unbelievably slick and wet. I breathed in deeply from my nose, Lisa's essence stronger now than ever. I moved my head back and forth slightly, letting Lisa's slick wetness coat my lips.
My nose rubbed Lisa's hard, smooth clit and and I felt Lisa's pussy was nearly quivering. She moaned loudly and her hand rested on the top of my head. I smiled and moved my lips back to the center of Lisa's slit. I couldn't wait to taste her any longer. I opened my mouth wide, letting my tongue pour out and press soft and wet against Lisa's cunt. At that instant, her flavor flowed into my mouth. The little taste of my own juices had hardly prepared me for the full experience. Lisa's thick juices coated my tongue, sweet and salty and pungent. I slipped my tongue briefly back into my mouth, rubbing my tongue against the roof of my mouth and letting Lisa's flavor fill my nose while I groaned.
"Don't stop Holly, please don't stop," Lisa said, pressing her hand more firmly on the back of my head. I had no intention of stopping. I needed more. I dropped my body lower, my hard nipples now pressing into the cold linoleum. And my head was lower. I pushed my lips more firmly into Lisa's dripping wet slit, and opened my mouth.
And for the next few minutes, I did everything in my power to taste as much of Lisa as humanly possible. I dragged my tongue up and down her wet slit, slurping in her juices. I made my tongue rigid and pressed it inside of Lisa's cunt, tasting the strong, coppery flavor of her insides. I even lapped at her slick thighs. And every drop of her flavor I swallowed down, feeling it warm my stomach and sate my hunger. It was like fuel to my libido, creating a delicious feedback loop where each taste made me want it more, made my pussy ache harder, made my whole body vibrate with desire. I'd never felt anything like it.
Suffice it to say, I didn't really know what I was doing when it came to eating pussy. I just...abandoned myself to the desire to taste every bit of Lisa. But I think my eagerness made up for my ignorance. I could feel Lisa's legs trembling around me, I could hear her moaning. Her hand squeezed the top of my head, her fingers sinking into my hair. My eyes opened and flickered upwards. I could see the beautiful, curved undersides of Lisa's breasts. At some point, she slipped off her shirt and bra, her hard red nipples sitting high on her breasts. Between her breasts, I could see Lisa's face looking down at me, biting her lip, her eyes wide.
"Please, no more teasing, my clit!" Lisa begged. I hadn't even realized I was teasing Lisa, and I hoped I wasn't driving her too crazy. I quickly moved my lips up to the hard, smooth nub of Lisa's clit. My lips and even my tongue were coated in Lisa's lubricating juices. In an instant, I was frictionlessly sucking and massaging Lisa's clit. Her clit was larger than mine and the hood was already pulled back. It felt hard and warm between my lips. Lisa's body stopped quivering, and I felt her going rigid. Her fingers dug into my scalp hard enough that it hurt. And, while her thighs pressed around my head I could hear her moaning.
"Oh my God!" Lisa groaned and I realized how badly I had been teasing her. She was already cumming! Lisa's hips bucked and her legs opened and closed around my head. I could just make out her hands grasping at her own breasts as best that she could. But I kept to my task, craning my neck and reacting to every movement of Lisa's body to ensure that I was able to keep her hard clitoris in my mouth. I continued to swirl my tongue around her, to stroke her clit with my tongue. After a moment, Lisa's body stopped moving. Every muscle in her body tensed at once, her fingers and legs making it feel like my head was going to explode. I could hear a low grunt from the back of her throat. And then, finally, a low, slow breath let out from the bottom of her lungs. And then all of Lisa's muscles slackened. And she collapsed onto her back on the floor, panting.
I lifted my head up slightly, my face glistening with Lisa's juices and my saliva. I looked at my friend, naked on the floor with her legs still spread around me. Her breasts lay flat against her chest, her nipples hard. Her hair was sort of messy across her face, a silly smile on her face.
"My god, you are beautiful," I said, not even realizing I was saying it. Lisa giggled.
"You're a lesbian sex goddess," she said and now I laughed. But I blushed as well. It didn't feel, entirely, like she was joking. Her eyes were moving over me as well.
"You taste even better than you let on," I said and Lisa ran her fingers down from her breasts, between her legs, running her hand through her slit. She brought her fingers to her lips and groaned, closing her eyes as she drank down her juices. And my spit. I felt that fuel reignite inside of me. I didn't want to be done yet. I flopped forward, as gracefully as I could, on top of Lisa. I felt our breasts and stomachs press together, my face lined up with hers. Lisa laughed and wrapped her legs around my waist.
"I..."Lisa started, but I didn't let her speak. Instead, I leaned forward and pressed my lips into Lisa's. She was surprised at first, just let my lips press into her. But then her mouth spread into a smile, and her lips parted. Her tongue met mine and I knew she was tasting her juices on my mouth. We kissed for a long time, our bodies sort of melting together. I reveled in the soft feeling of Lisa's body underneath of mine. But, more, I could feel the heat of her pussy against my body. I knew that I was till aroused. She was too. I broke the kiss. Lisa was thinking, something, along the same lines as me.
"God," she said, shaking her head side to side, "I just wish I could get someone inside of me now to finish me off! A nice big..." she started. Looking at Lisa's soft, delicate lips as she spoke, the last thing I wanted was something big and...whatever inside of me. But my mind was already reeling, thinking about how I could please my friend.
Without a word, I put my hands on either side of Lisa's head, and pushed myself up. Lisa's legs easily slipped off of my waist and then I was standing in my room, the air suddenly cold without Lisa's body to warm me. I looked around frantically.
"What's wrong," she said. But I had already seen it. I stepped over Lisa's leg and pranced gazelle-like across the room towards my roommate's side of the room. I reached up to the top shelf of my roommate's desk and grabbed an object, turn around and held it out towards Lisa.
"We've always said..." I hinted.
"The trophy!" Lisa said, giggling. My roommate had a trophy that she kept on her desk that Lisa and I had laughed about and pondered over ever since I'd moved in and seen it on the first day. It was, according to my roommate, a trophy that she earned in a sailing competition when she was in high school. It had the sort of normal, square marble base and a thin, faux-gold stem. And perched atop that thin stem was...allegedly a sail. But it wasn't a thin piece of plastic or metal designed to look like a piece of fabric. It was...a phallus. It was a sort of cylinder that was wide at the bottom, near the stem, and then tapered up to a rounded tip. It was sort of curved, I guess to suggest it was getting billowed in the breeze. But it was just.
"A golden dick," I said, raising my eyebrows.
"Oh god, yes! You are a genius, get over here!" Lisa said, waving her hands at me in an inviting motion. It was clear she was only half-joking. I skipped across the room and dropped down onto my knees on the floor next to Lisa's shoulder. She was still laying on her back with her legs spread. I quickly leaned over, propping myself up on on hand while my other hand grasped the base of the phallic trophy.
"Is that thing cold?" Lisa said, looking at the gold dick. I shook my head.
"It's plastic, or something, like room temperature," I said, reached the trophy back towards Lisa. She propped herself on her elbows again and her lips were even with the trophy. She giggled and then leaned forward and kissed it.
"Warm," she agreed, "but dry!" Lisa's mouth instantly opened and her head moved forward. Looking back at her, I could see the tip of the phallus disappear between her lips. She pushed quickly and evenly, more and more of the trophy entering her mouth. I could see her tongue bouncing off of her cheeks as she coated it in her saliva. I can't say that I found it particularly hot, but I was impressed by Lisa's skill. In a matter of seconds, most of the trophy was buried into her throat. Just the widest part of the "mast" remained poking out from the stem of the trophy. Lisa's eyes were watering and she gagged, pulling the trophy, dripping from her mouth, "it's ready," she gasped.
I moved the phallus away from Lisa's face and then bent back down over her hip. I maneuvered the trophy around until the glistening gold tip was facing towards Lisa's pussy. She was still very wet and I breathed in her aroma again, so happy to be close to her again. Her lips were split open and Lisa was actually bucking her hips towards me. I took the top of the trophy and rubbed it gently up the length of Lisa's slit. She gasped as I grazed her clitoris, so I circled around it. I pulled back slightly, and saw a thin line of spit and juices connecting Lisa to the trophy.
"Oh Holly, come on, fuck me with it!" Lisa begged. At the same time, Lisa started to sort of roll towards me. She kept her legs apart, but one of her hips turned until it was flat on the ground. At the same time, Lisa used her hands to sort of push me over on my side. She didn't have to push hard, I tumbled over so that I was also laying on my side on the floor. Lisa grabbed my top leg, lifting it and spreading me open as well. Now we were mirroring each other: my head towards her feet and vice-versa.
Lisa wasn't in the mood to wait, as soon as she had me in position, her head pushed between my legs. Her breasts pressed against my stomach. Her hair tickled my thighs in a wonderful sort of way, but before I even had a chance to laugh, I felt Lisa's tongue on my clit. She was completely merciless. No teasing. She knew I was already there. She wrapped her lips around my clit and flicked it, circled it, and stroked it with her tongue.



"Oh my God!" I groaned, my head reeling. My eyes sort of crossed and I know that my legs clamped down on Lisa's head. I almost forgot who I was. The only thing I knew for sure was that Lisa was giving me such excruciating pleasure and I needed to reciprocate. Haltingly, confusedly, I looked down at the trophy in my hand. It was still pressed against Lisa's clit. I slipped it down slightly, pressing as I did so. The tip of the phallus slipped easily inside of Lisa's wet cunt. Actually, more than the tip. I was pushing harder than I anticipated and several inches of the trophy entered my friend.
I heard Lisa gasp around my clit, but her tongue stopped working. I groaned as I focused on her tongue again, but I I tried to remember what I was doing. I pushed the trophy further into Lisa's cunt, moving firmly but not roughly. I was surprised by how deeply I was able to get the object, but I could feel her tightening around it. Her legs trembled as her body started to resist slightly. I pulled the trophy back, watching in awe as the golden phallus exited her pretty, red pussy lips. I twisted the trophy as I pulled it out. And then pressed it immediately back inside of her. At the same time, I put the thumb of my other hand into my mouth, coating it in saliva. And then I placed the pad of my thumb on Lisa's clit, rubbing it gently while I started to pull the trophy back out of her pussy.
The whole while, Lisa had been continuing to suck and stroke my own clit. I had been so focused on making sure that I was attending to Lisa's needs, that I hadn't really noticed it sneaking up on me. But around the third time that I thrust the trophy into Lisa's pussy, I accidentally tumbled over the edge. There was no build, no preparation. One moment, I was entirely focused on the task at hand. And the next, my pussy was contracting hard and my hips were thrusting towards Lisa's face. I could hear noises burbling in my throat and I was shaking an trembling all over. The sensation was at least as intense as my first orgasm. Maybe more so, because I could feel Lisa's body against me.
It was all I could do to keep moving the phallus in and out of Lisa's cunt, keep circling my thumb on her clitoris. And she kept her lips and her tongue on my clit. I wiggled, the sensation growing too intense for comfort. But she held me close, kept pleasuring me as a second orgasm crashed around me, one I didn't even know was possible. And then I couldn't even think. My mind was blank.
I realized where I was again as I felt Lisa's hand on my wrist. Her head was no longer between my legs. She hand sort of sat up higher on her side, and she gently stopped me from thrusting the trophy into her pussy. Dazed, I slowly game to a stop, and realized what I was doing.
"Oh Lisa, I am so sorry, was I hurting you?" I asked, pulling the trophy out of her and letting it clank on the floor. I sat up quickly and Lisa did the same. We were now facing each other on the sweaty linoleum floor. The fear I had that I had hurt my friend evaporated as I saw her smiling.
"No, it was great!" she said, "I just...it was too much! I came...a lot." she said.
"I didn't even know you COULD cum more than once at a time! But that was..."
"So you did too?"
"Yes! It was incredible!" and then, we were babbling over one another, describing the sensations we'd felt and thanking each other. Slowly, we became quiet as the afterglow of our orgasms faded. And then we were just sitting in my dorm room, the smell of pussy in the air, a wet trophy dripping onto the floor. We were looking at each other, not exactly sure what had happened or how we'd gotten there.
* * * * *
Twenty years later, standing in Lisa's basement, I saw that my friend was looking at me with the same look of sheepish confusion. She was remembering all of the things that I was.
"That night, and the next two months after that...that was the best relationship I ever had," I explained. Truthfully.
"It wasn't a relationship, Holly," Lisa said in a small, embarrassed voice. And, to be honest, until a couple of weeks earlier, I hadn't really thought of it as a relationship either. But, reviewing the wreckage of my marriage and the...disasters of my dating life...those months between Halloween and Christmas sort of came into focus.
"For two months, we would go out of dates..." I started.
"We would eat or go to the movies or a basketball game because we were...are friends," Lisa said, sounding flustered. I had resisted this knowledge at first too, but I needed her to understand.
"And then we would go back to your place or my place, if my roommate wasn't around, and we'd have sex and then we'd watch a movie and fall asleep in each other's arms," I said. Lisa's face got very red and she looked towards the door like she expected Ray to be standing there.
"We were just...playing around. Experimenting, like they say now," Lisa said firmly.
"I think they said experimenting 10 years ago, Lisa. Now they are honest about what they are doing," I said flatly.
"Whatever Holly," Lisa said, a little angry, "We weren't dating. We...had sex. And it was nice. I am not saying it wasn't nice...I enjoyed myself. But we were both just...single girls, having fun while we waited to find the right guys. We never said that we were dating then, we didn't say, like...it was anything more than fun." And that was all true.
"I don't know that I ever really thought about it back then... or after then to be honest. It was only recently, when I was thinking about us...and the connection that we had back then. The fun and the adventure of it..." I said, knowing I wasn't capturing the enormity of what I was feeling. Lisa turned her head to the side, furrowing her brow.
"What are you here for Holly, what are you trying to say?" Lisa asked. I didn't feel ready to spurt it out. But I couldn't lie to her either. She asked for a straight answer and I owed it to her.
"I realized that I didn't love my ex-husband. And I realized that the only person I have ever made love to that I really loved was you. And I just figure..." I trailed off.
"What?" Lisa asked. I took a deep breath and scratched my elbow self-consciously.
"You met Ray during Christmas break, when I went home and you stayed at school. And like, four months later you were pregnant," I said.
"And you were happy for me when I met Ray! You didn't say you were...in love with me or anything. You never gave any indication that I'd...hurt your feelings or anything," Which, again, was true. I couldn't even remember what I had thought back then, when she first met Ray. I know I hadn't thought that anything I was doing with Lisa was going to last long term. If I had been asked, I probably just would have said we were bored girls who had stumbled into a game, "Why does being pregnant matter?" Lisa asked, shaking me out of my thoughts.
"This," I said, waving my arm around to signify her house, her life, "You never planned this. You sort of...fell into this by accident. And you don't have to live with an accident. That's what I learned. When I left my husband. And you can do that to. We can leave together and..." Lisa's eyes got wide and she was shaking her head
"No," she said firmly.
"I know, it is hard, but you just have to think about it and..."
"I don't need to think about it," Lisa said, "I have thought about my life every day of my life. I know who I am and what I want. Nothing about this was a mistake, Holly. And I am going to forgive you for saying that. But I love my life. I love my home and my children. And I love my husband. He is the love of my life. I am not saying that to be cruel. But I need to stop this now, because what you are saying is very inappropriate." I felt the wind go out of me. So final, so quickly. I couldn't believe that was true.
"I wasn't criticizing you or even Ray. I didn't mean to say anything negative. Just that...we can have something better. More true," I said. But Lisa was shaking her head.
"Holly, I am so sorry that your marriage didn't work out. I really am. You deserved so much better than what you had. But you can't read your life into mine. I didn't do anything to deserve this, but I got lucky. I got the life I wanted. And I am not trying to like.. rub this into your face. But it is the truth. I am not trying to convince myself of anything. I...I am happy. And I am sorry I am happy when you aren't," Lisa said, and I could hear the pain in her voice as she spoke.
She was trying so hard not to hurt me, and then was, I think, when I realized that she was telling me the truth. My cheeks got red and I brought my hands up to my eyes and then ran them through my hair. I suddenly felt absurd. What was I doing?
"I am so embarrassed," I said, "I am so sorry." Lisa was shaking her head again and she crossed the distance between us, wrapping me up I her arms. Despite my embarrassment and the feeling that, in some way, I had wronged her, I needed Lisa. I wrapped my arms around her, let her hold me up.
"Don't say that, Holly. Don't say you're sorry. I shouldn't have said I forgive you. Nothing to forgive. You are tired. You've gone through a terrible time. I didn't mean..." Lisa said, and her efforts to comfort me, so sweet and honest, just made me more nervous. And more certain that I loved her.
"But I really loved you Lisa, I really did," I said, laying it bare.
"And I loved you too Holly. I love you right now. But I need you to know. I am not going to change my mind about this. I am happy to invite you into my home and my life for as long as you need. But this is my home. This is my life," Lisa explained and I felt a black, despairing sensation settle into the pit of my stomach.
"Yes, yeah. You're right, I should leave," I said, suddenly feeling too embarrassed to stay.
"I want you here. Nothing I said tonight changes that. Don't think I am angry or upset with you, Holly. I am just...well, you know." There wasn't anything left to say.
"I am sorry," I started.
"No more apologies," Lisa said, pushing me back and smiling at me, "Just get some rest." And Lisa hugged me again. And then she turned and headed towards the door. Towards her life and her husband. And, once again, I was alone.
End Chapter 1
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Chapter 2: She Has A Type
Lisa stood at the far end of the aisle, looking up at me from the brick arch. She was carrying a small bouquet and her hand slipped off of it and she discreetly waved underneath of it, raising her eyebrows at me. I did the same. But I don't know if she noticed. After waving, Lisa turned to her left and then sort of circled her hand in a "get a move on!" sort of motion.
Ray, Lisa's husband, almost stumbled out from behind the brick wall and was then standing in the arch next to Lisa. He shook his head and then turned towards Lisa, hooking his arm. Lisa shook her head at him in a sort of world-weary way. But she smiled at took his arm. The two of them walked down the aisle briskly to catch up with the tones in the music. Ray finally looked up at me and he smiled and nodded. I nodded back. They made their way to two of the seats in the front of the row and then sat down.
Lisa adjusted her dress as she sat, Ray helped her, untangling it from her feet. He sat down next to her and reached for her hand. In a moment, their fingers were tangled together. Ray lifted their combined hands and kissed Lisa's knuckle, his lips brushing their wedding ring.
All these years after their own wedding, and still so happy. I felt my eyes prickle slightly, and bit my lip to stop from crying. Not from jealousy. Not anymore. I just wanted what they had. And I knew that, in just a couple of minutes, I would. There was no doubt in my mind. My eyes moved from my oldest friends, back to the front of the garden. But I was still thinking about that doubt. Well, the lack of it. And how strangely I'd fallen into that place.
* * * * *
I honestly don't know how long I stood there in Lisa's game room after she left. Lisa and Ray's game room. She had slipped out without looking back, and I was just standing there in my rumpled traveling clothes, my bag at my feet. I was exhausted. My brain was too scrambled to really process the conversation I'd just had. I could feel the embarrassment on me in a sort of physical way, draped over my shoulders, but I couldn't touch it intellectually. I just knew I wanted to get back in my car and start driving. Start driving home and to celibacy and a life with a very fluffy white cat. And I couldn't because Lisa had specifically said she wanted me to stay. I had already offended her once. How could I do it again? And so I was just frozen between my desire to leave and my need to stay, all bound together with a thick helping of shame.
"Holly?" A gentle, familiar voice said softly. Surprised, my head shot up and I looked at the door. And my breath caught in my throat.
It was Lisa.
But not the Lisa from earlier that night.
It was Lisa from earlier in my life. Lisa from college. Somehow.
I mean, it was just...her. The bright blonde hair, the big doe eyes, the freckles and the lips...But no crow's feet or lines. The bony hips, small breasts, and waifish build. It was Lisa like she'd been in 1997. I almost half expected her to flit through the room and introduce herself as Ellen, before collapsing into laughter.
I was dumbfounded. Couldn't do anything but stare.
"Aunt Holly?" she said, stepping into the room and it felt like a pulse had shot out from her mouth and rippled through my body. Aunt Holly. My mouth dropped open as I realized that this was not a hallucination.
"Autumn?" I said and I watched a wide grin break across her face exposing her shiny white teeth, furthering confirming that this was not Lisa from 1997. No rotated eye-teeth. This was Lisa's 21-year-old daughter.
"Aunt Holly! I didn't know you were going to be here!" she said and she almost sprinted into the room and wrapped her arms around. And again I was thrown off balance. Even her hair smelled like Lisa's had in 1997. I tried to gain my bearings. I hugged her back and then pushed her away gently, looking her over.
"My goodness," I said, shaking my head, "I can't believe it. You're a woman!" Autumn stuck her tongue out and rolled her eyes.
"Don't say that! That's like...what my grandma says!" Autumn teased. I knew that I blushed.
"I know, I know, that's the thing that all old women say. But I hadn't seen you in person since you were a gawky 15 year old," I said, thinking back on the late-blooming girl who was all elbows and knees. She had looked more like her father then. And now, she'd blossomed into, well, a spitting image of her mother.
"You look exactly the same," Autumn said, "You look great!" I blushed deeper because the compliment was obviously genuine.
"Thanks," I said.
"So when did you get in? Why are you here? Mom didn't tell me you'd be here or I would have come home earlier," she said. I shook my head.
"I just got in a few minutes ago," I said, although I wasn't strictly certain that was true, "You didn't miss anything," I said. Other than your mother turning down my offer to eviscerate your family, I did not add.
"Good! I am so glad I didn't miss anything. I wonder why she didn't say anything?" Autumn mused. I rubbed my mouth with my palm.
"Did she tell you about..." I started but then just sort of waved my hand in the air.
"The divorce?" she asked bluntly and I nodded, "Well, yeah. Oh, I guess you came out here to like..."
"Talk things out with your mom," I finished, not wanting to give any hint to why I was actually there. Autumn nodded.
"Well, yeah, I get that," she said. And Jesus, her mannerisms were just like her mother's had been all those years ago. I was still getting vertigo. "So where is she then?"
"Gone to bed," I explained and Autumn rolled her eyes.
"But you just got in!" Autumn said and I shrugged.
"It's late, she's tired."
"Cuz she is an old woman," Autumn said, jokingly but in a way that made it clear that it was also true.
"Careful," I said, "She is only a couple of years older than..."
"Age is an attitude," Autumn said, "You're all...smart black clothing and martinis. She is all...CBS evening line up," She said and I laughed. I had, of course, noticed the same thing. But had drawn different conclusions from it. I guess it was nice that Autumn thought I projected youthfulness.
"I will just talk to her about it in the morning," I said. Autumn nodded. For a brief moment, we felt into silence. I could not help but look her over. It was just...uncanny. So very much like her mother. She even seemed to exude that same...energy that I remembered from back in college.
"You just look..."
"Do not say it!" Autumn said, raising her hands, "I know...I know...And I have seen the pictures from back then and I know it is true. But I just...be the only person who doesn't say it," Autumn said and I laughed again.
"I am sorry, I didn't realize that everyone noted your resemblance to Danny DevVito," I said.
"From 'Sunny'? You bitch!" Autumn said, and she playfully slapped my arm. I laughed harder. Autumn shook her head.
"And to think," She said, "I was feeling so bad about my mom abandoning you here in Dad's rumpus room..."
"Rumpus room?" I asked.
"I know. They are weird," she said in a different tone and then shifted back to faux-aggrieved, "But I was so sympathetic that I was thinking of asking you to go out with me," she said. Now I guffawed.
"Oh yeah, you and you 'Aunt' Holly out for a night on the town," I said. I pictured myself at some college club, looking old and ridiculous.
"I am serious," Autumn said. I shook my head at her teasing, "No, come on! I would just stay here and catch up with you. But I promised some friends I would meet them at a bar downtown. Come out with me. Let's have fun!" I was shaking my head vigorously as she spoke.
"Oh no!' I said, as soon as she finished speaking, "It is late. I have been driving all day." The suggestion was just too ridiculous.
"It is still early. And a beer will wake you up," she said.
"It is a depressant," I said.
"You're a depressant. Don't flake on me like my mom did you. Don't be an old lady," Autumn teased. It was strange. I hadn't seen Autumn in six years. And it had been years before that since I spent any considerable time with her. Really, since she was a very young girl. And yet, it didn't feel like this was a stranger. It didn't feel like a girl I barely knew who had grown into a woman I definitely didn't know. It was all so familiar. It was like...well, Lisa back in 1997. I'd stepped back in time. And I knew where all of this sort of cajoling always led with Lisa.
"I will look ridiculous," I said.
"We aren't going to a club. Just a bar to play darts and drink. It will be fun. Come on," she said and she flashed me those big doe eyes. How could I resist? I sighed.
"Can you give me like...twenty minutes to get changed?"
* * * * *
Half an hour later I was walking into a bar just off of campus, about five miles from Lisa's house. From Lisa and Ray's house. In fact, I realized when I walked inside that I had been in the bar before. Well, it had been a different bar then. Totally redesigned. But the same building. And the same smell, the same vibe. A college bar soaked in cheap light beer. The sensation of time warp continued.
"Oh shit, last one here again," Lisa...I mean, Autumn said as she looked inside. It was not a particularly crowded bar, but there were several groups milling around. Autumn had, evidently, found her friends sitting at a very high table surrounded by stools, just next to the dart board. She moved in their direction and I followed behind.
But, as I approached Autumn's friends, I had an almost uncontrollable urge to turn and run away. There were four girls sitting around the table. So very young. And, without the optical illusion that tied Lisa to Autumn in my mind, I couldn't even pretend I fit in.
Hell, I wasn't even dressed correctly. They were all comfortably attired in high-waisted jeans and baggy shirts. I was wearing skin-tight black jeans, a nice red blouse, and low heels. At least Autumn had sort of split the difference, wearing a long skirt with a shirt that matched her friends. Still, I felt like the chaperone. I knew my cheeks were flashing red as I approached the table. I simply did not belong here.
I wondered how I was going to get through the night. But, I would soon learn that there was more than just appearance that tied Autumn to her mother.
"Hey, sorry I am late," she said, "It wasn't my fault. My..." and I knew she was about to say 'aunt,' but she paused for a moment, realized that would be a bad idea, and finished, "Holly took forever."
"You're Holly eh?" one of the girls said, her eyes moving over me slowly, "You certainly have a type."
"Oh fuck off," Autumn said good-naturedly, sitting down on one of the stools. I sat next to her. I wondered what 'type' meant. But there wasn't time to dwell on it.
"So Holly, what's your major?" One of the girls asked with a smirk.
"They don't make freshmen pick a major," Autumn said easily.
"A freshman?" the girl asked.
I got held back," I riffed and the girls around the table grinned.
"She kept failing her spelling test," Autumn added.
"F, C, K, U, Autumn," I said and the girls laughed. And no one ever asked anymore questions. Easy as that, I was just... a part of their group for the night. The fact that these girls were half my age and I was in a college bar didn't really factor into the equation. It just like being back in college. Autumn belonged here and through sheer force of personality, she made me belong too.
And just like her mother she pulled me, willingly, through the rest of the evening. I hadn't had a Miller Lite in probably 15 years, and I bought three pitchers (I decided that if they were nice enough to pretend I wasn't an old lady, I would be nice enough to pay a couple of bucks for bad beer) and quickly became well-lubricated. We started with darts. Lisa was great at darts, and Autumn was better. We played team Cricket and a couple of "01" games. Autumn insisted that I be on her team every time, and, for that reason, we won every game. Eventually, we moved over to the billiards table where I became the reigning champion: Autumn and her friends were terrible and I was merely mediocre.
I got to know all of the girls that made up Autumn's little group of friends. They were a little different from the kinds of people that Lisa and I had hung out with. We might have called the "alternative" back in the 90s, though I think that means you're a Nazi now. But they were cute and sweet and they were soon joking and teasing with me just like I was part of the group. I am sure the free beer didn't hurt. We left at last call and, Autumn hugged her friends at the door. They all scattered to the four winds and we took a cab or something back off campus.
Eventually, found myself again in Lisa and Ray's "Rumpus room" sitting on the pull-out couch that would be my bed for some...indeterminate amount of time. The angst I'd felt earlier in the night came creeping back (as the effects of the beer began to fade). This was, after the all, the room where I'd been humiliated. But even as that thought came to mind, Autumn came back into the room, carrying two bottles of gatorade.
"I know you probably didn't drink enough to get a hangover...but why risk it," she said, handing me one bottle and then sitting down heavily onto the pull-out bed next to me. She cracked her gatorade and took a deep drink. I followed suit. When was the last time I'd had this neon junk? It tasty salty and sweet. Better than I remembered.
"I am honored that you broke out the blue ones for me," I said, gazing at the liquid.
"Don't tell my mother. This is the good gatorade, the church gatorade," she said and I laughed.
"'Take this 'Ragin' Blue Raspberry' for it is my blood'" I said solemnly and now Autumn laughed a bit.
"Don't joke, this is a Catholic house. That gatorade is now literally Jesus' blood. So drink that shit up," Autumn warned and I took another sip. All of this felt so familiar and so...comfortable. It was just like sitting in my dorm room back in college, with Lisa, bullshitting and trying to one-up my friend to make her laugh. I leaned back against he couch and sigh deeply. A moment I had thought was lost forever, recaptured for just the briefest of moments.
"Okay, so let me level with you," Autumn said, a little more seriously, "I have an exam in Logic on Monday and I am in no way prepared for it. But you graduated from this place. Would you be willing to say you are Autumn Foster and sit in on the exam?" she asked. I laughed.
"I can hear the professor, 'oh, Autumn, you look so much more...Pre-menopausal than you did last week, please take your seat.'" I laughed.
"Professor has never seen me. You could totally pull off that, 'did a thing for ten years and decided to go back to college' thing," Autumn said sounding serious.
"Only ten years? You are so sweet," I said and she shrugged, "But you need to study. I sure as hell didn't take 'Logic' in college. You'd be better off going, even if you really have never been to class," I said.
"Oh, I thought you graduated in some sort of philosophy thing," Autumn said, sort of waving her hand around her head as if to say that philosophy was crazy.
"An Art History degree," I said and Autumn raised her eyebrows as if to say that that was equally worthless, "Hey are you now seriously asking me about my major? Is that something people still use as a pick up line?" I asked. Autumn laughed and then sort of yawned and stretched her arm out, wrapping it around my shoulder.
"Did you drive through Memphis on your way here? Because Holly, you're the only ten I see," Autumn said and sort of shimmied her shoulders. I threw my head back and laughed. And then, something that one of Autumns friends had said sort of percolated up through my mind.
"Well, I am your type, right?" I said. I expected Autumn to laugh, but instead, her cheeks instantly turned a dark crimson color and I felt her hand move slowly off of my shoulder. She smiled awkwardly and her eyes darted away, not looking at me.
"Uh, yeah..." Autumn said, her voice a little shaky. I realized I had said something wrong, but I didn't know what.
"Hey Autumn, I am sorry...I wasn't trying to..."
"No, no, Holly, you didn't do anything," Autumn said, lifting her hands up defensively.
"I mean, come on, I pretty clearly did, and I honestly didn't mean to, I was just..." Autumn sort of threw her hands out to the sides, closed her eyes, and shook her head.
"Okay, listen," She said, seriously, looking back at me and making eye contact again for the first time. She sighed a little bit, "It is going to be weird now if I don't explained myself and..."
"No, its fine, you don't owe me anything," I said.
"No, look, I will just throw this out there, and then we can just leave it alone," Autumn said, "You sort of...you know...are...my type. Like a slim, pretty, older woman with deep eyes and dark hair...that is sort of right in my wheelhouse. So my friends probably thought at first that maybe we were going out, until I explained everything to them when you went to the bathroom." She let out a short huff of breath when she finished.
I was more than a bit taken aback. I don't know what had been expecting, or if I had even been really expecting. Whatever I was thinking, that was the last thing I would have ever imagined Autumn saying. She was...attracted to women like me. She had a 'type' and I was it. I knew I was sitting there just gaping at this poor girl, making her more self-conscious every second. I had to say something.
"You're a lesbian?" I asked, and I immediately realized that was probably not the right thing to say. But at least I'd moved the focus off of me. Still, I could feel Autumn's eyes on me. I wondered what she had thought about me. Wondered if she had ever had a fantasy with...no, I was her 'aunt' (not really). I may be her type, but she probably didn't think about me like that.
"Well, I don't know," Autumn said,shrugging, "I mean...I am not like...super focused on labels. Which isn't to say that I have sex with men because I really don't. Never regularly, and not since freshman year. But I don't like...identify as anything in particular." She struggled to explain to me, an older person who might not 'get' it (an older, slim, pretty woman with deep eyes and dark hair, I told myself). I nodded.
"Do your parents know?" I asked, again wincing as I said the wrong thing a second time.
"Do I tell my parents about the people I have sex with?" Autumn said, laughing a bit, "Not really. I mean, they only ever have sex with each other. And if I come home, bragging about all my sexual conquests in excruciating detail, like I want to do, then I know I will just make them feel super jealous. So I try to keep that information to myself." I laughed and Autumn smiled at me. We felt the awkward tension sort of drain out of the room.
"Hey look, I am not trying to lock you into any sort of identity or anything. I just...Well, I learned something new about you today and I was just curious," I said.
"It's not a big deal. I mean, eventually, I am probably going to have to bring someone home to my parents and that person will almost definitely be a woman, so I guess I will have to come up with something to say to them," Autumn explained.
"You don't think they'd have a problem..." I started incredulously. Autumn laughed and shook her head.
"Oh God no!" she said, "My mom will be like...too supportive about it, which is why I wouldn't talk to her about any of this. She'd be like 'I want you to know how much we love you, but I don't want you to think that by saying it, that means that there would ever be any reason to think I didn't love you and on and on and on' And my dad absolutely hates every male from the age of 10 to like 38. I think he would be relieved he won't have to ever be friendly with some sort of bro who is pawing at his daughter."



"If Ellen and Anne could see us now," I said quietly under my breath.
"What's that?" Autumn asked and I shook my head.
"Nothing. I am just sorry I made you feel awkward for a minute," I said.
"I just didn't want to make you feel awkward. I mean, like I said, I have a type and you fit into it, I just didn't want you to think that I was like...ogling you or something," Autumn said, looking away again.
"No, I didn't think you were..." I said.
"But its not like...I don't want you to think I think you aren't attractive or something. I just...don't allow myself to think about that because...you know, you're Holly," Autumn said, and now she was looking intently at her fingers, her cheeks were red again. I did not have to draw on my knowledge from 20-year-old psych 101 to realize that Autumn was saying the opposite of what she was thinking. Autumn thought I was attractive. She thought about me...maybe fantasized about me. My ego swelled, I couldn't help myself. This young, beautiful girl. She just looked...
"Can I tell you something honestly?" I asked, the words forming before they caught up with my brain.
"What?" Autumn asked, looking back at me. And when her eyes met mine, the enormity of what I was about to say sort of struck me. And I knew that I should crack some sort of joke and change the subject. Because the consequences of the truth were suddenly extremely apparent. This wasn't just empty musing.
But something was off in my thought process and I couldn't pinpoint what it was in that moment. Doing the 'right' thing didn't feel right in that moment for reasons I couldn't explain. It was only later when...well, when everything was different, that I realized what had happened. Because I didn't feel, entirely, in that moment, like I was sitting next to Autumn, on the pullout bed in her parents basement. She wasn't a young woman I, in many ways, barely knew. It had slipped back in time somehow. I was sitting in a room with Lisa. The younger Lisa. My best friend and a person I loved. Really loved. And so, guess, I told the truth.
"I guess, you know, I have a type too," I said and I dropped my eyes, "And, god, if anyone is that 'type', its you." There was total silence in the room for an elongated second. I felt that feeling. That butterfly feeling in the pit of my stomach that I hadn't felt in decades. I looked back up and Autumn, on the bed next to me, was looking directly at me with her eyebrows raised.
Neither of us said a single word, but after a beat, we both moved at the same time. I was sitting cross legged in the middle of the bed, and I quickly rose up onto my knees. Autumn was sitting with her legs off to one side. She lifted her legs up and swung them around onto the bed, and rose up onto her knees facing me. Autumn's hands found their way to my hips, grasping me firmly, gently. At the exact same moment, I draped my elbows over Autumn's shoulders, wrapped my arms around the back of her neck. I tilted my head to the side. Our mouth's crashed together.
Soft and warm, a familiar sensation, but so much more than that. Autumn's lips were impossibly pillowy soft and they seemed to envelope my own lips, cradling them and caressing them. Autumn's lips split almost immediately, felt her hot, wet tongue splash across my lips. I groaned as I thought that, in just a moment, I would taste her. My lips split open, following her lead. My own tongue rose up to meet her, desperate to have the flavor of her saliva in my mouth. Her tongue explored my mouth, and my tongue chased after her, registering and savoring every hint of flavor. I sucked her in, pulling her tongue deeper into me, luxuriating in the sensation.
It was strange because it felt like a first kiss, and yet, it didn't. The excitement was there. The sense of newness was there. The static fuzz that overwhelmed my brain, was there, and then some. But there was none of the other sensation's of a new kiss No fear. No foreignness or a sense of the unexpected. The initial reaction came back to me: familiarity. It was new and yet, somehow, it wasn't. A kiss I'd never had before, and yet, I had. I knew, of course, why I felt that way. How could I not? I was in Lis...the rumpus room, for god's sake. But those thoughts could not register. The kiss was just as perfect as I couldn't possibly remember it, if that makes sense (it probably doesn't). The point is, critical thought was no longer possible.
But as the moment of our kiss passed, and for half a moment, I nearly thought about what I was doing. Really thought about where my actions were heading and the consequences that would result. I think that if in that moment, Autumn had said anything that broke the spell, I would have sat up and walked out of the room. If she had mentioned her classes or said something about one of her friends, I would have seen her in that moment for exactly who she was. And we would awkwardly never speak again about our silly kiss. But that isn't what happened.
"Holly, are you...wet?" Autumn asked, devilishly. Her pretty eyes were looking directly into mine. And it was like two different moments in my life had somehow completed melted together, years collapsed in on themselves and it wasn't really clear if I was in my dorm room or in the basement of my college friend's house. The feelings were exactly the same, and there was nothing else to do but tell the truth.
"Yes," I breathed, "very." I looked down briefly and saw that Autumn's hands were already working on my blouse. She was expertly, and rapidly, unbuttoning my shirt and in half a moment, it was thrown open, my black bra exposed. And then she was fumbling with the fly and the zipper on my jeans.
"They're tight, I got it!" I said, falling backwards onto the bed and slipping my fingers into the waistband of my jeans. I slipped them down around my ass, peeling them down my legs and throwing them onto the floor. I looked and saw that Autumn had already unzipped her skirt and it had dropped onto the floor. My first thought was that her legs looked just like her mother's. No, that isn't true. I thought, her legs looked just as lovely as ever, which didn't make any sense, but seemed to at the time.
Autumn essentially pounced back onto the bed, on her hands and knees. I was on my back, my legs slightly spread, and Autumn took advantage. She crawled between my knees, her long hair tickling the insides of my thighs. Her hands rose up, I felt the soft pads of her finger tips against the bottom of my ribcage, just below my bra. I felt her fingers run run slowly down my sides, just the slightest bit of pressure. But they felt like they were drawing with fire down my skin. Autumn's fingers stopped at my panty line, her fingers hooking into the waistband. I rolled my shoulders back and lifted my ass up off the bed. Autumn quickly pulled my legs up and together, slipped my panties off and throwing them to the side. My legs split back apart, wider than before. Her eyes darted down between my legs and she smiled.
"Oh I like that!" she said, "the full Brazilian. It has kind of gone out of style, but I have never been much for the 'wild' look!" I looked down between my legs, my pussy was waxed bare. I hadn't even realized that look was becoming dated.
"I have since college, your..." I almost said, 'your mom was the first I'd ever seen' but I decided that that would not, exactly set the right mood, "Yeah, in college, I did it for the first time and liked it."
"Well it looks adorable," Autumn said, smiling. She leaned forward quickly and planted a chaste kiss on my mons pubis. I gasped at the warm sensation of her soft lips against my delicate skin. A sudden urge to action overcame me. I slide my hips back from underneath of Autumn and rose to my knees. I put my hands on her shoulders and grabbed her shirt, pulling it up quickly. The massive neck hole allowed me to pull it off in an instant. Autumn's breast were exposed; small, perky mounds bouncing out of her shirt. For a split second, I admired her body, so supple and slender. But I didn't want to wait any longer, I had been waiting so long for this (or something like it). I put my hands on her shoulders and pushed her. She let out a yelp and tumbled onto her back on the pull out couch.
Now it was my turn to pounce. I dropped down quickly on my knees, low. I knew exactly what to do, I had done this before. I reached forward with my right hand hand, filling the tip of my finger against the warm, trembling skin of Autumn's thighs. I hooked my finger in the wet fabric that was right up against Autumn's pussy. I pulled it backwards and Autumn raised her hips at the same time. I pulled the panties off quickly and tossed them to the floor. Autumn was totally naked now and I looked down at her pussy. Her clit was large, her lips were deep red. Just like they should be. Her smell was sweet and earthy. My mouth watered. But I wanted to tease.
"Just the little landing strip?" I asked, leaning forward or a moment and running my finger along the little strip of well-kempt hair on Autumn's mons pubis. She shrugged.
"I've never been trendy," she said, her voice thick with desire. We could talk grooming later.
I put my hands on either side of Autumn's body, feeling her breasts against the insides of my arms. I rose up slightly, shifted my weight forward, and then dropped down on top of Autumn. My breasts landed against her hips and, instinctively, Autumn wrapped her legs around my body.
I looked down at Autumn's small red nipple, sticking up high off of her small breast and I dropped my mouth around it. The nipple was already hard as I pressed against my soft lips. I pushed my tongue forward, flicking the tip of it very gently. I heard Autumn moan and she arched her back into me, pressing her nipple more deeply into my mouth. I took that as a signal that Autumn liked a little play on her nipples and I moved one of my hands up and placed my palm against Autumn's free breast. I felt the hardness against my palm, and circled my hand slowly, just letting the nipple tickle my skin.
"Holly suck harder, my nipples are so sensitive!" Autumn groaned and I was happy to oblige. I made my tongue thick and flat and spread my lips wider, I let my tongue roll thickly across Autumn's nipple. I lapped at her nipple at the same speed that I began to knead Autumn's other breast. I didn't even know what I was doing, moving entirely on instinct. But it felt like every move that I made was exactly the right one. I couldn't help but push Autumn's buttons. I could hear her moaning and I could feel her writhing underneath of me. She thrust her hips up against me, unconsciously. I moved my mouth off of Autumn's red nipples, saw it glistening with my spit. I circled small, gentle kisses around the outside of Autumn's areola. I saw goosebumps form on her skin.
"Jesus, Holly, don't tease,I am dying!" Autumn begged. And part of me desperately just wanted to tease her more! To really drive get her climbing up the walls. But she wasn't the only one who was dying. As I licked and rubbed on Autumn's breasts, her scent had grown stronger and stronger. It filled my nose and clouded my brain. I didn't want to tease her, I wanted to taste her.
Reluctantly, I let Autumn's nipple slip from my lips and pushed myself up off of her warm body. I looked down at Autumn, stretched out below me, and I couldn't believe I was in this situation. That I had this privilege. She was so lovely. I looked up at her face, saw her looking down at me intently, biting her lower lip and trembling. She didn't say anything, but the message was clear: now is not the time to admire, get to work!
I think I had been planning to kiss my way down Autumn's body, to feel my lips press into her taut warm skin all the way down to her thighs. But neither of us could stand that now. Instead, I rocked back quickly onto my hips and I slipped my arms underneath of Autumn's knees, letting them rest over my shoulders. I leaned down dropped down as far as I could my breasts pressing into the rough fabric of the blanket. And I found myself face-to-face with Autumn's pussy.
Her lips looked an even deeper, darker pink than before. It glistened with Autumn's juices and I could see them dripping down her thighs (I could feel the same thing happening between my legs). And the scent was so intense. It sort of radiated of of Autumn's body in delicious waves. I licked my lips to keep from drooling. Autumn trembled as my warm breath tickled her thighs and lips.
"Holly, please, don't stop now!" Autumn begged. Not that I'd ever had any intention to stop. But this pushed me forward. I flicked my eyes up as I leaned the last few inches down towards Autumn's pussy. I could see her looking down at me between her breasts, biting her lip God...she looked like...No, I wouldn't have that thought. It didn't even register. Because at that exact moment, I felt my lips press against Autumn's.
For a moment, it was just a chaste kiss. Just my soft, puckered lips pressing every-so gently against Autumn's wet pussy. I could feel her warmth, feel the slickness of her juices as they smeared against my lips. I felt Autumn's legs tense around me, heard her gasp.
"I can't believe this is happening," I heard Autumn say in a single, harsh breath. I knew exactly how she felt. But I wanted more impossible things to happen. My mouth opened slightly, I felt her wet lips pour into my mouth. I sucked on them, pulling her juices into my mouth, tasting their salty, slick flavor. I rubbed my tongue along the roof of my mouth, letting Autumn's essence flood my nose and coat my tongue. Then I swallowed it down.
I opened my mouth wider, made my tongue flat and fat. I dragged it up the length of Autumn's slit, letting her juices coat my tongue. My nose pressed into Autumn's small landing strip of pubic hair, tickling me coating me with more of her scent. I felt my tongue reach the top of Autumn's slit, felt her felt her hard clit press against me. I wrapped my lips around it, circling and sucking on it. It was like 20 years had never passed, and those two or three months of practice with Lisa were right there in the front of my mind, I knew exactly what to do.
I sucked gently on Autumn's clit, pulling it fully, but not roughly into my mouth. I made my tongue firm, and rubbed it rhythmically against the bottom of Autumn's clit. I swear, I could feel Autumn's blood pulsing in her legs, her thighs were pressed against my ears. I timed the rhythm of my licks to that beat.
"Oh shit, oh shit, yes!" I could hear Autumn saying muffled by her thighs, "Just like that, oh my god!" I kept pulling more and more saliva out of my mouth, keeping Autumn's clit lubricated. But never breaking the rhythm, never slowing or speeding up or even trying to catch my breath. I was rewarded by Autumn's moans, her shaking, and her juices smeared across my chin. I felt her hand fall on the back of my head, pushing me into her pussy, begging for relief.
I knew when it happened. I could feel all of the muscles in Autumn's body tense at the same time. Her palm squeezed with delicious pain on the back of my head. Her breath, which had been coming out in sharp gasps suddenly stopped, as Autumn held her breath. I could hear a low groan growing in the back of Autumn's throat, I could hear it even when her thighs squeezed, trembling, around my head. And then there was a low gasp, Autumn froze entirely for two seconds, and then every muscle in her body relaxed. She collapsed back onto the bed. I had made her cum.
I sat up for a second, looking down at Autumn's body while she panted and caught her breath. Her eyes were closed and she looked so beautiful. Angelic. I let my hands rub up and down gently on Autumn's thighs, basking in the afterglow of the pleasure I'd given her and her scent, which still filled the room. After a few moments, Autumn's senses seemed to return to her, her eyes opened and she smiled at me.
"I..." I started, but I had forgotten how much energy college girls had. She'd just barely caught her breath, but in an instant, she was back up on her knees directly in front of me.
Her hands rose up and I felt them press gently against my ears. She turned my head slightly to the side and leaned in quickly for a kiss. Not really a kiss. Autumn's mouth was exploring my lips and my face. I could feel her tongue moving over me, lapping at my chin, at my lips, into my mouth. I realized after a moment that she was sucking her own juices off of my face and out of my mouth, which was dirty and lovely all at the same time. I met her mouth with mine, slipping my tongue into her mouth, letting her taste what had just been pleasuring her clit. Finally, the kiss broke. I hadn't realized it, but Autumn had unhooked my bra while we kissed and slipped it off as she pulled away.
"Oh my God Holly," She said, still panting a bit, "This! This is why you are my type! Experienced women know how to eat pussy! That was absolutely amazing!" I actually blushed.
"I am not that experienced with eating pussy," I said sheepishly. Her eyebrows raised and she crossed her arms in front of her chest.
"I don't believe it, I am usually tougher to get off than that," she said. So much more direct that I was at her age!
"I guess I just had a good teacher, the first couple times," I said, thinking back again to that night with...Ellen and Anne. Yes, that was the way to think about it. Ellen and Anne.
"Oh yeah! That sounds like a good story!" Autumn said, looking at me like she wanted me to give the whole story.
"Uh..." I said, "Maybe some other time. We still have work to do here!" I said.
"Oh, I am in no way done with you yet," Autumn said and she put her index finger on my lips, to silence me. She stood up on the bed and started to walk around me where I knelt. She moved so fluidly, so gracefully, even though she should have been sinking into the cheap mattress and falling all over the place. After a moment, she was behind me. Her finger moved off my lips, trailing down my chin and across my throat. In a moment, it was at the base of my spine. Autumn gave me a hard, but not too hard, shove. I yelled a little and pitched forward. I landed on my elbows on the bed, my ass up in the air facing towards Autumn. I started to roll over.
"No!" Autumn said, her hand falling gently on my hips, "No, wait. Stay here," she said. I felt her fingers tickled the outsides of my thighs and I giggled, looking back over my shoulder. Autumn's fingertips made their way up to my ass cheeks, and then her palms came down, softly squeezing them. Her fingers pulsated and she sort of smacked my ass together, making an audible smacking sound and I giggled harder. I turned my head forward again and swayed my ass from side to side
Autumn smiled at me and she straightened her arms out slightly, putting my pressure on my ass cheeks. They split apart and I felt the cool basement air against my anus, which sent a little shiver down my spine. Then I felt a sort of tickling feeling against my lower back and my thighs. I looked over my shoulder and saw Autumn looking down at my body, her eyes inflamed, licking her lips. Her hair as tickling my skin as she leaned closer and closer towards me.
"What are you doing?" I asked, voice came out harsher and louder than I intended. Autumn froze, her eyes flicking up from my body, looking in my eyes. There was a sort of lupine look to her face, smiling broadly and predatorily. I liked it, despite the small sense of danger it conveyed.
"I was going to eat your ass," she said, slapping the my ass cheeks together again. Of course, it had looked like that was what she was about to do. But it was a bit shocking to hear her say it, and so nonchalantly too!
"I heard..." I almost said 'kids these days' but stopped myself, "I heard that was popular these days. But I figured it was a guy thing. Not something girls who are into girls do." I said, trying not to be judgmental. I could remember at one point when my ex-husband got on a kick of trying to fuck my ass. I had rejected it (though, I rejected all sex with him, so it didn't mean all that much). It had never really interested me, though I confess to feeling a strange flutter as I looked at Autumn's pretty face floating above my ass. Autumn didn't seem fazed, just shrugged (and squeezed my ass).



"I am part of a generation raised by porn," she said, "If I see something weird, I am going to want to try it. And if I like it, I am going to want to keep doing it. Nothing to do with boys or girls or anything else. I want what feels good, without pre-judgment," In that moment, her reasoning seemed completely reasonable. And I was impressed (and a bit jealous) of how clearly comfortable she was with who she was and the nature of her desires.
"I've never," I said slowly, and didn't want to say it, "done anything like this before." I sounded nervous. I guess I was, though I don't know exactly what I was expecting. Autumn smiled, leaned down quickly, and gently kissed my ass cheek. She turned her head to the side, rubbing her face against my cheek now.
"Well, try it for a minute. If you like it, we can keep doing it. If you don't, we'll stop," Autumn suggested. Once again, eminently reasonable. I couldn't speak though, my heart was hammering in my chest. I just nodded, and turned my face forward again.
I felt Autumn's lips move back to my ass cheek, felt her kiss the same spot again. Then she kissed a little bit closer to the center of my body. She trailed wet kisses across my ass, sometimes letting her tongue drag for a moment across the bare white skin. I felt her hair trail across me. She moved slowly but deliberately, and I tracked her movements. With each kiss I felt myself growing more and more nervous. More and more excited. My legs were trembling and my breathing was shallow.
Autumn placed another gentle kiss, just where the flesh of my ass began to slope down towards my anus. Then I felt her hot breath against my asshole. I groaned, and now looked back over my shoulder. Autumn was splitting my ass apart, looking down at me. Her eyes flickered up, met mine, and she smiled. Then her eyes closed, and she leaned forward.
"Oh god!" I said involuntary. Not Autumn's lips. She'd let her full tongue spill out of her mouth and it landed soft and wet against my entire anus. A tickling warmth spread out from my asshole, racing up my spine and down my legs. My back arched and I pushed my ass back into Autumn's face, involuntarily. I pressed her tongue with my anus, feeling the strong, wet muscle writhe against me. I gasped then, when I felt Autumn pull back, my asshole now cold and wet. I turned back again, looking at her. She smiling (her lips glistening) and raising her eyebrows.
"Stop?" she asked innocently. I shook my ass at her.
"No, no! That felt so nice, get back there!' I begged, surprised by how I felt. Autumn laughed.
"Everyone who lets me do this with an open mind loves it," she bragged, "Its just a little bit of folded skin with a million little nerves and..." I pushed my ass back.
"Less talking, more eating," I said, shaking my ass back and forth. Autumn laughed, but quickly obliged, "Oh fuck!" I groaned as, once again, Autumn's face pressed between my ass cheeks and she began to lick again. She dragged her tongue up and down the crack of my ass, the bumps of her tastebuds against the folds of my skin. Once again, my hips involuntarily thrust back, I wanted more of Autumn's tongue on me. So many nerves an she made each of them fire independently.
For a long time, Autumn just lapped at my asshole, making it desperately wet. I dropped my head forward, unable to keep my balance. I panted into the mattress of the pull-out bed. Then I felt Autumn's lips sort of wrap around my anus. There was a slight, but not extreme pressure, and I realized she was sucking my skin into her mouth. And, before my brain could process that, I felt her tongue slip between Autumn's lips and an press slightly into my asshole.
"Oh God Autumn, you're so dirty!" I groaned, and she hummed in appreciation. She had correctly recognized that as a compliment. She continued to gently suck on my asshole, and occasionally slip her hard tongue just a few millimeters inside of me, stretching me slightly. All those nerves firing over and over again. I groaned and writhed on the bed. Autumn's saliva dripped down from my ass onto my pussy and the juices rolled down my thighs. I could smell my arousal in the dry basement air.
Each ripple of Autumn's lips, each minor dart of her tongue, ratcheted up the tension inside of me. The feeling was beautiful, but it offered no relief! There was no end in sight, just greater pleasure mixed with greater strain. I was panting and biting my lips, writhing and silently praying for some kind of relief. Thankfully, Autumn seemed to be feeling something similar. I felt her face pull back (giving me a moment to actually breathe).
"Holly, your pussy smells so beautiful," she said.
"Eat it!" I begged, shaking my hips. But Autumn shook her head.
"No, I want..." She started and I half expected her to say she wanted something big inside of her, I had visions of a gold sail, "I want to you feel your pussy on mine." She smacked my ass playfully and then shoved me forward onto the bed. I let out a little shriek and rolled over onto my side.
By the time I had gained my bearings, Autumn had already dropped onto her ass onto the bed and had also rolled over onto her side. She was sort of on her opposite side from me, so that we were turned facing towards one another. Her legs were spread wide, her skin was glistening. Autumn wasted absolutely no time at all. She started to sort of scoot across the bed towards me. I followed her lead, closing the distance between us, until I felt my foot rubbing against her calf.
Autumn was suddenly a blur of motion. I felt her hands on my legs, her calves rubbing my thighs. It was clear that she knew exactly where she wanted me to be and that she was positioning me expertly. In half a moment, I found that we had suddenly become sort of "woven" together. On of my legs was draped over her thigh, the other hand slipped beneath her thigh. I was sort of leaning back, holding myself up with my hands thrown behind me. And, of course, that meant she was a mirror image of me. Our pussies were just a few inches apart, so close that I could feel the heat of Autumn's body, and our scents were melding together, filling my nose and clouding my brain. Autumn suddenly stopped moving.
"Ever done this before?" Autumn asked and I wasn't completely sure what we were doing. I bit my lip and shook my head. "Oh god, this is so fun! You are so innocent! How am I your type if you've barely ever fucked a woman?" she asked.
"Well..." I said, unsure how to respond.
"Never mind," Autumn said lifting one hand up and waving it dismissively, "You will love this, it is great!" she said, and she thrust her hips forward gently. And then I felt the wetness of Autumn's pussy against my own, her hard clit pushing against mine.
"Oh fuck," I groaned, letting my head loll back. Autumn giggled.
"Oh this is nothing, it gets so much better," She said devilishly. Then she started to rotate her hips. My god, the way that girl could move her hips! So fluid, rhythmically perfect. We were both so terribly wet, there was absolutely no friction at all. She just rotated her hips beautifully and her soft warm skin rubbed gently against my own.
While Autumn was getting into rhythm, I saw her looking down between our legs, I saw her nostrils flair as she breathed in our scent. But once she started grinding, her eyes slowly made their way up to my body, until she was looking into mine. And it was like she locked me in. I felt my own hips begin to move, reacting to Autumn, mirroring her and reacting back against her. Pushing my clit against her, feeling her wet, red lips against mine. And it was like we were locked in a perfectly synchronized dance, except we never practiced the choreography. We just read each other's eyes and knew, instinctively, what it was that we had to do.
Once I found the rhythm, I allowed myself a moment to gaze at Autumn's beautiful body. She was sort of reclined back, her long, lithe body stretched out. I could see her muscles tense, her joints trembling. Her stomach was flat and taut, her small breasts bouncing high on her chest, her hard pink nipples pointing to the ceiling. Her long, elegant throat bouncing as she gasped for air.
"Oh fuck, how are we doing this?" Autumn gasped and I knew exactly what she meant. My eyes moved back to hers and it was like the were on fire. I stayed on them.
Autumn already had me so very close to the edge. And I could tell that she was close again as well (and not just because she was dripping onto the bed). I didn't want it to last any longer. The tension was too great, the excitement and the anticipation was too great. My toes were curled, my shoulders ached. I felt like the entire world was sitting on my shoulders, crushing me down into a tiny, aching ball.
"Oh shit, I'm cumming!" I heard a voice say and for a moment, I thought it was me. But then Autumn's eyes slammed shut and I could feel her shaking against me. But I didn't have a chance to watch her enjoy her orgasm. Because in that same moment, it sort of burst out of her. He knocked over that world that was sitting on my shoulders. And the tension broke. I could feel my body shaking, her my voice warbling out Autumn's name, as pleasure poured into all of the open places where the tension had been. And when that too washed away, it let nothing but serenity in its wake.
I found myself laying on my back on the bed, panting I heard the bed make a groaning sound and then bounced as Autumn flopped down on her back on the bed right next to me. I smiled and turned to look at her, glistening with sweat. She was breathing hard as well, but smiling just as much as me. She slipped her arm over my head and I lifted it so she could hold my neck in the crook of her elbow. I watched her small breasts rising and falling as she breathed and just enjoyed the moment. Autumn settled a planted a kiss on my cheek.
"So," she said, "How long are you staying?" And I started laughing.
End Chapter 2
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Hello Readers! This is Part Three of a Three-Part story. All three parts are written and will be posted in order.
Chapter 3: The Good Things
The answer to Autumn's question, as it turns out, was 'as long as I wanted.' I could stay in town as long as I wanted.
It turned out that the my alma mater housed the personal papers and sketches of one of the artists that was prominently featured in the museum where I worked. The archivists at the University had not yet had the chance to go through the documents and properly organize them. My boss had heard about this and, knowing where I went to school, offered to allow me to go out and sift through the documents. If we organized the documents, the University was willing to loan us any items we wanted from the collection. My boss had made this offer at the very height of my divorce, when the stress was the greatest. At the time, I had declined. I didn't want to be back east and I didn't want to give my husband the satisfaction of thinking he had chased me out.
But the morning after my first night with Autumn, I had immediately called back into work. I had only taken a week of leave off and I didn't had any left after that. But I asked if I could stay in town in the deal with the University was still on the table. Suffice it to say that both my boss and the university were thrilled with the idea. And just like that, I had bought myself an indefinite stay with Autumn (and I do mean indefinite! The artist was a prolific sketcher, letter writer, diary writer, angry screed writer, and everything else! I had no idea what I was getting myself into, from a professional standpoint. Or, I guess, a personal standpoint).
A lot had happened that first day. I think that Lisa had expected me to be a little upset after she rejected me, and that morning she walked on eggshells. But, to be honest, I felt like a new woman. Completely transformed. I was even happy to see her husband (who was, I think, happy to see me). I surprised her again when I told her that afternoon that I would be temporarily relocating to town. And then I think I nearly dropped her on her ass when I actually took her up on her (merely polite) offer to save money by staying in the "rumpus" room indefinitely.
Though, if Lisa was concerned that I hadn't given up on her or that I was planning on making some sort of big scene, I think I quickly put her at ease. I, obviously, never raised the issue again. I just sort of melded into the background of family life. I ate breakfast with Lisa and Ray nearly every weekday and most nights I had dinner with them. I was actually a little bit surprised by how easily I slipped back into my close friendship with Lisa. We talked and laughed and remembered old times.
But honestly, I spend very little time with the "old people." In a lot of ways, it felt sort of like I had fallen back into college again. Every day I drove from Lisa's house out to the University, what I called "class." I went down into the basement of the library and sifted through documents while young students bustled about doing...whatever it was they were doing. But, much like in college, I had a lot of down time where there was no one watching me or making sure that I stayed on task.
And I spent all that extra time with Autumn. When we were at school together, well it was like having a college girlfriend. She would swing by the library with coffee and sandwiches at lunch and we would eat and talk and she would give me a kiss when she left. And when she was done with classes for the day, I would meet up with her and we'd go to a bar or a coffee shop with her friends. In the evenings, after dinner, I'd meet her downtown and we'd play pool, or go to a show, or sit around on campus and bullshit. And after Lisa and Ray were asleep, we'd come back home, pile into the rumpus room, and have sex. We planned day trips on the weekend and would end up having sex.
Okay, so we had a lot of sex. It as like dating in college again, what can I tell you? But it was amazing sex! By far, the best sex that I had ever had in my entire life. And I knew that Autumn was having a good time too. And, I mean, it wasn't just sex! We had a lot of fun together. Walking through campus at night, holding hands. Eating greasy pizza at 3 a.m. to stave off a hangover. Creating inside jokes to the point that I could make her laugh just by making as specific look at her. I had never had a relationship like that in my life.
Though, I do admit, it felt strange to be 'hiding' the relationship. Autumn and I had mutually decided that we would be...discreet while we were at home. Neither one of us wanted to talk to Lisa about what was going on. I know that I felt guilty about it for so many different reasons that it was hard to pin them down. In fact, I essentially chose not to consciously think about those reasons, afraid of what I would uncover. Instead, I barely spoke to Autumn at home, because it always made my cheeks turn bright red and it tied my stomach into knots. Still, it was tough to avoid saying to doing something that would raise unpleasant questions. Especially as Autumn and I grew closer and closer. Luckily, Lisa and Ray saw no particular reason for me and Autumn to be close, and I don't think they notice anything.
Still, I think that we both felt relief at those times when, for one reason or another Lisa and Ray wouldn't be out of town. Then we would draw the blinds, pop some popcorn and snuggle up n the couch. The upstairs couch. Like we were grown ups. And then we could go downstairs to my room at a decent hour and take our time, make as much noise as we wanted to make.
It was one of those nights, about two months after I'd moved in, that it happened.
Lisa and Ray were going to her mother's place a couple of hours away, and they were going to to be gone all weekend. Autumn and I had been giddy with anticipation from the time we first heard about it. It was all I could do not to push the "old folks" out the door. When they left, I cooked dinner, we found some horror movie on Netflix and and then made out on the couch, like we were high school kids. I don't even think we finished it before we ended up downstairs on my rickety pull out couch. And then we had sex.
Afterwards, we laid in the bed, my arm around Autumn's shoulders. It was terribly hot in the room and we'd kicked all of the covers off onto the floor. Autumn was resting her head on my breast and running her fingers around my abdomen.
"Well, I don't like basketball either," I said, "but the school is good at it! I went to a couple of games when I was a student. The atmosphere is fun, even the game isn't. Get nachos and stuff. You have to go once, just so that someday you can say you did it!" I said. Autumn giggled.
"I need something to say in case I need to bore a girl I tricked into bed someday?" she said.
"Bored? Tricked?" I said, reaching across my body and poking her rib, "And what other girls are you trying to get into bed right now anyway?" I asked. Autumn raised her eyebrows.
"I am literally getting propositions from cute girls all the time," She said, wiggling away from my pointing finger.
"Cuter than me?" I asked, pouting cutely. Autumn rolled her eyes and responded dramatically.
"Oh my lover! That simply isn't possible," she said, shaking her head emphatically.
"Gross, lover," I said in response and Autumn laughed.
"You brought this on yourself!" she said and now I laughed.
"I really did," I said and kissed her forehead. And then I heard a creaking sound.
"Rays mom got food poisoning but didn't call us to...Oh Holly! I didn't know you had someone in here. Autumn! What the fuck is going on!" I could hear the words as Lisa walked into the room. I could sense the escalating realizations that hit her. That I had someone in my bed, that that someone was a woman, that that woman was her daughter. But the words sort of came to me as though they were from a great distance. I could hear my blood rushing in my ears, my heart fell into my stomach.
"Christ what am I doing?" I asked myself under my breath. It took, I don't know, thirty seconds, for my brain to regain control of my body. I noticed that Autumn had jumped out of bed and was clumsily putting her t-shirt over her head. Lisa had closed the door behind her (I guess to keep Ray out) and she was running her hand through her hair. They were both saying...something, but it took me a minute to even be able to understand.
"We are, like, kind of in a relationship, mom," I heard Autumn saying and Lisa tilted her head to the side and crossed her arms in front of her chest. I had never seen her so upset in my entire life.
"A relationship?" she asked.
"Yeah, we didn't just like...fool around...We have kind of been dating. Tell her Holly," Autumn said as she quickly slipped on her panties. She turned and looked at me, her cheeks a deep crimson,"Christ, Holly, cover up, this is bad enough!" I mechanically sat up on the bed, reached down onto the floor and found my sports bra and underwear. I slipped them on silently. I didn't know what to say.
"A relationship, Holly?" Lisa said.
"Yeah," Autumn said, sounding ever so slightly more comfortable now that everyone was clothed.
"I wasn't talking to you Autumn, I was talking to Holly," Lisa said. She wouldn't even look at her daughter. She was staring at me intently. I took a deep breath. What could I do? I mean, I couldn't lie. That would hurt Autumn too much.
"Yes, we have been seeing each other. And didn't want to worry you about it," I said. That was the partial truth, I supposed.
"So what, you are going on dates? Holding hands? Having sex?" Lisa asked and I winced.
"Jesus mom, we are both adults, this isn't really any of your goddamn business!" Autumn shot back. Now, finally, Lisa turned to Autumn.
"Oh, it isn't my business, Autumn?"
"No! I mean we didn't tell you because we didn't want you to feel weird because she is your friend and I am your daughter. But we are both adults, so it really isn't any concern of yours. You should turn around and leave," Autumn said, growing angry now that the shock had worn off.
"Well Autumn," And I knew what was coming next and I was powerless to stop it. The one thing I had been actively avoiding thinking about for the last two months, "Did you girlfriend Holly share with you that she and I used to sleep together in college?" There was complete silence for a long moment.
"What?" Autumn finally said, turning and looking at me, confused.
"Holly and I used to have sex before I started dating your father. Did she tell you that?" Lisa said bluntly.
"Holly?" Autumn asked.
"No," I said after a long pause, I saw Autumn relax a bit, like I had denied her mother's accusation, "No, I never told her about us," I said, turning and looking at Lisa, the blood draining from my face. My fingers and toes felt cold.
"You had sex with...my mom?" Autumn said, and I saw her shiver.
"I am sorry, I..." I started, thankful to be looking away from Lisa.
"You're sorry? You didn't think that that was some information that I deserved to have before we had sex? Do you know how weird this makes me feel?" Autumn said, her anger returned and turned towards me. But Lisa hadn't even turned the knife yet.
"Autumn, did your girlfriend tell you that on the first night she came here, she told me that she wanted me to leave with her? That she wanted me to divorce your father so that we could be together?" Lisa asked and my stomach lurched.
"What?" Autumn said and she ran her hands through her hair, "the first night you were here...the first night that we... Oh god, this is sick!" And Autumn got up from the bed and started moving out of the room, heading towards her own.
"What is this Holly?" Lisa asked, "You couldn't convince me, so you thought you'd get the next best thing by sleeping with my daughter? She looks like me when we were in school, did you pretend it was me? Or is this some sort of sick way of getting back at me?" And as she finished speaking, Autumn slipped out the door behind her mother and slammed it behind herself.
Lisa was still talking. I could hear the anger and the hurt in the voice, knew that it was justified. From where she was sitting...well... But my eyes lingered on the closed door. I knew that Autumn had hung a hard left out of the door, walked down the hallway, and had taken another right into her bedroom. I knew she was in there, angry and embarrassed and confused.
I realized in that moment that I had somehow managed to screw up the only two solid relationships I had in my life. And I had managed to destroy both of them at the exact same time. Lisa was just a few moments away from kicking me out of her house, which was reasonable.
But as miserable as that realization was, I also saw something else. The humiliation and embarrassment allowed the gravity of what I had been doing for the last two months to really register for the first time. It burned away all of the silly deceptions I'd played on myself. I had been acting like child. And I could see, for the first time, what I was really doing and what I was really feeling. What I had learned in the last two months.
I wanted to explain it, to Autumn and Lisa. To lay it all out, all of the things I was thinking and all of the feelings that were directing me. I didn't know if that would "work" or even what it would mean for it to work. I mean whether I could get them to forgive me...I mean that was totally out of my power. But I could be honest with myself, so that if this was the end, at least they would cut ties with me for what I had really done. Not for what they suspected.
The problem was that I couldn't be in two places at once. I seriously doubted that I could convince Autumn and Lisa, angry and humiliated and embarrassed to look at one another, to be in the same room together. I could plead my case and explain myself. But to only one person. I had to choose. To stay in the rumpus room and speak with my oldest, most understanding friend. Or go to Autumn, and do something even harder.
"Are you even listening to me, Holly?" I heard Lisa ask angrily and I sort of returned to the moment. I looked into her brown eyes, seeing them hard and cold for the first time in my life. For everything that she had ever done for me, ever given me, I owed her my attention. And I owed her an explanation for my action.
"No," I said simply. She wouldn't get one.
"What?" Lisa asked, as though she had been struck. But I was already getting up off of the bed. I walked briskly across the room, almost jogging. Lisa's brow furrowed and she sort of shook her head in disbelief. She didn't try to stop me or even say anything else. I think she was a bit shocked I moved past her, careful not to even brush into her, opened the door and stepped out.
"Is everything okay in there? I heard..." It was Ray, standing at the foot of the stairs with a quizzical look on his face.
"Not fucking now, Ray," I said. And I took a hard left and headed down the hallway. I could see the door to Autumn's room was closed, but I grasped the handle, turned it (unlocked!) and stepped in. I saw Autumn laying on her bed, face down, the pillow over her head.
"Mom?" she asked in a muffled voice, "I am...so sorry. I am, like..."
"Not your mom," I said, before I accidentally heard something that wasn't met for me. Autumn sat up in an instant, the pillow flying across the room.
"What are you doing here? I didn't invite you in here, get out!" she said, running her hands through her hair frantically. I lifted my hands.
"I know, I know. I am sorry. You have every right to be mad at me..." I started.
"I didn't ask for your fucking blessing to be angry you...pervert," She said. She pulled her blanket up off the bed and covered as much of her body as she could. I closed the door behind me.
"I am not a pervert," I said and then blushed at the fact that I had to say that even once in my life in a serious conversation.
"You drove out from Washington to try to fuck my mom, and then when she wouldn't do it, you saw that I looked like her and...Oh shit!" Autumn said, a disgusted look on her fact as the last two words came.
"What?" I asked sharply.
"You said I was your type! God that is so gross!" Autumn said. I shook my head and took half a step towards here. She recoiled and I stopped moving.
"Listen, Autumn... Listen," I started.
"I don't have to listen to you," she asserted.
"You don't" I admitted, "But I want you to, because..."
"You've done nothing but lie to me, why should I?"
"Damn it Autumn, I love you," I said loudly, cutting her off. She looked at me for a long moment, then snorted derisively.
"Yeah," she said. But she stopped talking. She was giving me a chance to explain. I knew I was threading a needle with a very small eye. I took a deep breath.
"I am going to be honest with you about everything even the things that are really uncomfortable. And I know that might not be enough. But I want you to unders..."
"Quit starting to say something just fucking say it," Autumn ordered and I nodded.
"I came here after my divorce, exactly for the reasons your mom said. I had left a bad relationship and couldn't remember any good ones. Except for your mom. We sort of...saw each other..."
"You slept with her. You fucked my mom," Autumn said brutally. I had to meet the challenge of this, there was no sugar coating it. If I ever wanted credibility with her.
"Yes," I said and Autumn shook her head, "And no. I mean, yes we slept with one another. But I never thought of it as fucking. It was nice...loving," I explained, thinking back one last time on those memories from 1997.
"I don't need the details of the times you made love to my mom, or whatever you thought about it as," Autumn said, pulling the blankets around herself more tightly.
"I am not trying to do that. I am trying to explain why I was here for your mother," I explained, "I thought back on all the relationships I had, and the best experience I had ever had was when I was with her. It was the only time that I felt respected. That I had fun. And I thought that maybe she felt the same way. And why should we be unhappy apart, when we could be happy together?
"But she didn't feel the same way. She wasn't unhappy. She didn't even think of what we'd had back in school as a relationship. Just having fun. And that hurt. And it was embarrassing. And while I was wallowing in that, you walked into the room."
"And you thought, 'well, I can't have her, so I will have the next best thing.'"
"No!"
"Oh, so you thought 'even better, the younger model! She looks just like Lisa did when we were in school!'" Autumn said and I didn't deny it as quickly. That was pretty close to the mark, "So that's what I am? My mom at 21? And you think that's love?"
"No," I said, finally, shaking my head, "Look, I could lie to you and say I didn't notice how much you looked like your mom or that that thought never crossed my mind. But we would both know that wasn't true. I mean, I think I started to mention it at the time and you stopped me. So I won't bullshit you.
"But I didn't have any intention of sleeping with you that first night. I didn't even really want to come out. You convinced me..."
"This whole mess is not my fault, Holly. I didn't like...seduce you against your will or something," Autumn said and I shook my head.
"I am not saying that," I said, "I am saying that...I didn't plan any of this. I didn't go ou and try to seduce you. I wasn't trying to lie to you. We went out. We had a good time. We clicked. Like...really, really clicked. And then we had sex. And then, even if I had wanted to, I couldn't have told you about me and Lis...your mother. Because then...then all of this would have happened."



"You would have had to tell the truth," Autumn clarified.
"Yeah. And I didn't want to. Because...I was having fun, Autumn. I was having more than fun. It was a little like being back in college again, a time when I was happy. And I wanted to live back in that moment for as long as I could."
"So you were recreating your college bullshit with a look alike," Autumn offered and I shook my head. Something clicked in my mind and I changed gears.
"No...I mean, maybe a little bit at first, I guess," I said, trying to remember how I felt at the beginning, I wasn't even sure I that was true, "But not really. That was a little fling that I confused with love because I didn't know any better," I said, "And now I do."
"What does that mean?" Autumn said, now sounding a bit more curious than angry.
"I can see what I did with your mom for what it was now...just like she said, two college kids experimenting," I said and winced, because the felt inadequate.
"Don't say that, experimenting that is very early 2000s," Autumn said and I snorted.
"It is very 1997," I said, "But these last couple months, being with you...It has been so much more than that. At least for me. I mean, we aren't just friends who are fooling around, that's for sure. And it isn't even just sex," I paused, grasping for something, anything, that would illustrate what I was trying to say, "Do remember that Saturday, last month, when I heard that there was some sort of like...apple festival or something over on the other side of the state? And we drove all the way out there, and we got there, we found out that I had seen an ad for the previous year? They weren't doing it this year? And then we just got lunch at that little diner, and sat there all afternoon, and then drove back listening to the radio?" I asked. I knew that just sort of...winged the edge of the point that I was trying to make. But, it may have been close enough. For the first time, Autumn smiled. Like she was trying to will it away.
"Of course, I remember," Autumn said, looking away from me.
"Nothing worked out that day. And, in the end, we basically didn't do anything. A total loss of a day. And somehow, ever minute of that day is burned into my memory. I can remember everything you said and every look you gave me. It is one of my favorite days...Ever. It wasn't killing time with a friend. It was something more. It was like...what life is supposed to be about," I said. Autumn was sort of looking off into the distance.
"Yeah," was all she said, but it felt...pregnant with meaning. I had to make my meaning plain.
"For the first I can remember, I wake up excited for what the day will bring, because I know you'll be in it. I don't want to go to sleep at night, because I don't want to pass up any opportunity to be with you. Every thought or idea I have, I want to share it with you. I can't wait to hear about your day. What your thoughts about...everything are. But what is crazy is that most of the time, I already know. I just...I know you so well. Somehow. It is like we are on the same wavelength or something. And..." I trailed of, because Autumn was looking at me differently. I could no longer tell if she was angry. Or if she wasn't angry, for that matter. She was totally inscrutable.
"Yeah," she said finally, "Yeah, I felt that too," and I smiled for the first time, "And that is why this all hurt so bad. Because it wasn't even about me. It was about my mom..."
"But it wasn't Autumn," I said, "It really wasn't. I never felt anything even remotely like that with anyone else in my life. Anyone. Period. And I am so sorry that it looked like this had anything to do with your mom, even for just a little while. I never wanted to hurt you. We have something so good, I didn't want to break it."
"I mean it had to happen eventually. How did you think this was going to end? We were going to sneak around behind my mom's back forever? Or that she wasn't going to freak out when she found out? Or that I wouldn't."
"I didn't want to think about it ever ending," I said, "I still don't. Don't tell me it's ending."
"I don't know..." Autumn said, that inscrutable look still on her face. I sighed.
"Look, I don't want to do this, but I owe it to you: if you say it is over, I will leave now and I won't ever bother you again. But if you tell me there is even a chance that we can live our lives the way we lived these last two months, except in the open this time, then I will do whatever it takes to make that happen. You deserve to be happy, Autumn. So I will do whichever thing that will make you the most happy. But you know what I want. And now you know how I feel. So you just tell me what you want."
* * * * *
Two years later, just about to the day, the music playing on speakers abruptly changed. All of the heads turned away from me, back towards the archway at the head of the garden. And there she was, demanding that she give herself away, my fiance. Autumn. Resplendent in an elegant, billowy white dress (My dress, also white, was less...bridal. Just a simple white dress that fell to my knees). I had never seen anyone more beautiful in my entire life. She smiled and me, a big uninhibited smile that I reciprocated, less beautifully of course.
And I thought again about just how unlikely all of this had been. The last two years had not been easy. Especially those early months. Autumn believed me, I think. Or, at least, she really wanted to believe me. But it took time to build back up the natural trust that we had once had, that I had strained so badly. But the connection we shared was too strong. Even if we wanted to, we couldn't maintain a distance between us. We weren't build for it. And I had promised myself, and Autumn, that I would never do anything to give her reason to doubt my intentions again. I had no doubt I would keep that promise. And, after a while, Autumn didn't either.
Lisa had been a tougher nut to crack, I admit. She loved and trusted her daughter, but she was afraid that Autumn too naive, to willing to forgive. And she didn't believe me anymore. She thought that I was still playing some sort of game with Autumn. She kicked me out of the house. But she couldn't forbid Autumn from seeing me, Autumn was an adult. Eventually, when she saw how happy Autumn was, Lisa started speaking to me again. And then we had many, many conversations. I told her most of the same things I had told Autumn that day in her bedroom. And, eventually, I think she started to believe me.
Ray was easier. He was a little confused and concerned at first. But, as soon as he saw that Autumn was happy, he seemed happy enough. He even confided in me that Autumn was right: in a lot of ways he was relieved he didn't have to deal with any awful men dating his daughter. Lisa would have said that I wasn't much better.
Though, we did kicked the hornets nest again, Autumn and I, when we first announced we were engaged. A lot of the relationship I had rebuilt with Lisa was strained. Autumn was young. Lisa still didn't trust my motives entirely. But then, I think, that also made the point finally click in Lisa's mind. Because Autumn and I wanted to be together. Forever. And the engagement made us happy. And, while we regretted the discomfort it gave Lisa, that wasn't our primary concern. I think Lisa realized that, and strangely, it convinced her that I was telling the truth. It wasn't about me trying to get her back. It was about Autumn. And me. I think then she finally saw that I really loved Autumn.
And one day, not long before the wedding, I realized that everything had fallen into place. I had the woman I loved in my life and I never had to give her up. And my friend had forgiven me. She was, really and truly, my friend again. Lisa was actually pleased that I had found love and even more pleased that I was making her daughter happy.
That happiness, and the joy Lisa felt in it, was obvious now as Autumn walked slowly and confidently down the aisle, to where I stood next to the justice of the peace. It felt like an eternity, but finally, Autumn made her way up to the front of the aisle, and turned to stand, facing me.
I don't remember a single word that the justice of the peace said during the entire ceremony (though, I don't think it lasted long). We had decided on simple vows, and I couldn't even hear myself when I repeated back the words. I just knew that I said them right because I could see the tears welling in Autumn's eyes. I was crying too, I think. I don't know. M whole world was Autumn's eyes.
:I do," I heard myself say at one point, the words echoing in my ears. Sometime later, clear.
"I do," from Autumn. And then we were kissing, an the small crowd around us was clapping and laughing and cheering, Lisa loudest of all. Autumn's hand was in mine, I could feel it as we turned and began walking down the aisle. And I realized that my wife was holding my hand. And then I was laughing too. It just didn't seem possible. To be this happy.
"Alright everyone, head on over to Carmine's for the reception dinner," I heard Lisa saying to the crowd as Autumn and I passed through the door into the rented mansion. The door closed behind us and it was suddenly much cooler, much quieter. Autumn kept hold of my hand, pulling me along through the somewhat familiar rooms. Eventually, she pulled me into our dressing room. The door closed behind us.
"Come on," Autumn said, pointing towards a change of clothes that we had packed for the reception, "Let's get comfortable now, so we don't have to drive in these," Autumn pointed down her beautiful, ridiculous white dress and laughed. She turned to walk towards her clothes. I grabbed her wrist, pulled her back to me. She let out a little yelp as I wrapped my arms around her. We were suddenly swamped in white fabric and lace. She kissed me gently on the lips.
"What're you doing?" she asked, "Everyone will be at Carmines in twenty minutes."
"There is an open bar," I reminded her, "they won't miss us." Autumn laughed.
"You know my mother, right?" she said. A joke she would have been too embarrassed to make just a few months ago.
"I don't want to wait any longer to make love to my wife," I said, "Do you?" Autumn bit her lower lip mischievously. She looked at the door behind. Then to the windows on the other side of the room. The blinds were closed. In the distance, the silhouettes of our guests moved across, on their a the reception. Autumn shook her head.
"No," she admitted.
"So why wait?" I asked. And leaned in towards Autumn and I kissed her again. For half a moment...it was strange. It was a familiar, but unexpected feeling that I couldn't place. But, as my lips parted and Autumn's tongue slipped furtively, gently into my mouth, I realized that it felt a first kiss. That tingle of excitement, that fluttering of my heart. I groaned and I closed my eyes, letting my tongue lap into Autumn's mouth.
The first time I had really and truly kissed my wife the way I wanted.
Usually, it took me a little bit of time to warm up, to get into the mood. But, for some reason, that thought, of being married to the only person I had ever really loved, washed over me in an instant. It spread like fire, down my throat, across my chest, and own between my legs. In an instant, I could not longer control myself. I pressed my tongue, once more, deeply into Autumn's mouth.
I broke the kiss and then, without warning or explanation, I dropped down to my knees on the floor in front of Autumn. She watched me, her head tilted to one side, as I grasped at the hem of her dress, flailing wildly in the complicated folds of fabric.
"What are you doing?"Autumn asked, more amused than curious. I laughed as I finally managed to find the edge.
"The only thing I've wanted to do since I saw this amazing dress," I said, flipping up the edge of dress and diving underneath of it. The dress draped over me, and everything was sort of bathed in a bright white light. And there were Autumn's beautiful legs. I leaned forward and kissed her knee, and heard her muffled giggle. I ran my hands up Autumn's calves and thighs.
"Getting the garter is usually part of the reception activities," Autumn said as my hands moved over the small band of lacy material. I slipped my fingers under the garter, felt Autumn's warm skin underneath. I lifted the garter and kissed the skin underneath.
"I am not worried about the garter," I said, slipping my fingers out.
"Good, leave it for Carmines," Autumn joked. I kept slipping my fingers up Autumn's thighs. The dress tapered up her waist, cinching there. But below that, I could see Autumn's white panties. Just simple white. Virginal and sexy. I slipped my fingers into the top waistband of Autumn's panties, pulling down on them gently. Autumn bent slightly at the waist, allowing me to easily slip them down over her ass. I watched them tumble down her legs. I slipped them off her feet, dropped them between my knees.
I breathed in deeply and groaned. It was clear that I was not the only one who was excited. In an instant, the area underneath of Autumn's skirt was filled with her now-familiar, delicious scent. I breathed her in for a moment.
"People are going to be waiting at Carmine's," Autumn said, and I saw her foot tapping impatiently on the floor. I laughed, but started to ruffle her dress.
"Well, we can leave..." I offered, and then I felt Autumn's hand, soft and forceful hand on the back of my head, pushing me forward. I smiled as I leaned forward. Autumn's scent grew stronger and I could see the pretty red lips of her pussy, glistening with her juices. Her clitoris was already swollen, and just looking at it, made my mouth water.
I closed my eyes, opened my mouth, and pressed my tongue thickly against my wife's pussy. I heard her grunt (prettily), and the hand on the back of my head squeezed. Her flavor was incredible, sweet and salty and lovely. I lapped my tongue up the length of Autumn's wet slit, collecting her juices on my tongue, and swallowing them down. I breathed them into my nose. I felt her hard clit press against the center of my tongue. I undulated my tongue against it, felt its hardness and heard Autumn groan.
I wrapped my lips gently around Autumn's clitoris, pressed my nose into her warm, smooth stomach. I made my tongue hard, flicked it playfully against Autumn's clit. I knew, from experience, that would tease her wildly. Give her no relief, but make her pussy drip against my chin. I felt her squirm beautifully and I did it again. Then, unexpectedly, I felt Autumn's entire body go rigid all at once. Instinctively, I froze. I was about to ask Autumn what was wrong, when I heard a voice.
"Oh, Autumn, you are still here!" Someone had walked into the room. I felt my heart suddenly start racing. I realized how very hot it was under Autumn's dress. I recognized the voice.
"Uh...yes, Holly and I thought that we would get changed before we left," Autumn said, trying to sound casual.
"Where is your beautiful bride?" the voice asked and I finally placed it. Marie. The justice of the peace. The woman who had married us. I didn't know if I was going to laugh or cry.
"Holly, uh...she went to the bathroom," I felt Autumn shift slightly to the side, pointing towards the bathroom. And I remembered that, between the door and where I was standing, was a low couch. Coupled with Autumn's big dress, Marie had no idea where I was.
"I am so glad that you are still here, to be honest," Marie was saying, "I know that the reception is at some...Italian restaurant..." Knowing that Marie was unaware, gave me a wicked idea.
"Yes, Carm...ines" Autumn said, the last syllable stretching out for several seconds. Of course, I knew why. As Autumn began to speak again, I continued right where I had left off. I pressed my lips against Autumn's clitoris, slipping my tongue out and flicking her gently. I felt her arm move, like she was going to push me away, and then realizing that was far worse. If Marie saw her pawing at her dress, what would she think?
"Yes! That was the name! But, to be honest, I forgot to look up how to get there. Do you know the directions?" Marie asked and I smiled devlishly. I began to slowly and gently run my hands up and down Autumn's legs, squeezing her thighs and tickling the insides of her knees. At the same time, I made my tongue thick and soft, let it slip inside of Marie's slit, and then ran it all the way up to her clit, letting her hard little nub rest on the center of my tongue.
"I can give you the address, for your phone," Autumn said, her voice raising several octaves as she spoke.
"Unfortunately, I have no service," Marie said apologetically, "Do you know how to get there?"
"I uh..." Autumn started, as I began to suck gently on her clit, moving my head side to side. I had to control myself, keep myself from moaning. She tasted so good.
"If you don't, I can just wait here and follow," Marie said
"No!" Autumn said, her whole body trembling. Too loud. I smiled.
"I am sorry if..." Marie said, apologetically.
"No...No, not at all. No problem. Sorry, that was louder than I meant to be. I meant, no, I don't want to hold you up. I will give you the directions," Autumn said, "Want to run out and grab a pad and pen?" I bent my neck, getting my head up between Autumn's legs, let my tongue just scrape across her soft, pink asshole. She was trying to chase Marie away, I wasn't going to make it easy. I slipped back, licking her slit again.
"Oh I won't bother with that. A great memory for this sort of stuff, just tell me," Marie said. And I heard Autumn sigh.
"Sure," she said. And, for the next three or four minutes, Autumn gave Marie the extremely complicated directions that would take her from the wedding venue to the reception location.
And I was merciless. While Autumn spoke, sometimes describing turns and landmarks, other times answering Marie's questions, I gave her absolutely no rest. I lapped at her clitoris, I squirmed my warm tongue deep inside of her tasty little pussy. I squeezed her ass and kissed her thighs. I could feel Autumn's legs trembling, I could hear her gasping a bit while she spoke. Somehow, her skin felt softer, her body tasted sweeter.
"And...ahhh...the parking lot is on the left..." I heard Autumn gasping.
"Oh I think I will remember that!" Marie said, "Thank you so much!"
"I will see you there," Autumn said.
"Oh and..."
"See you there!" Autumn said.
"See you there," Marie said, and I heard the door closed. In that same instant, Autumn threw up her dress (and I was suddenly cold).
"You bitch!" Autumn said, and I felt her hand press on the top of my head, to push me away. But I knew that she was on the edge. As soon as I felt her touch me, I wrapped my lips around her clit, sucked it gently, and stroked by soft tongue up and down.
"Oh fuck!" Autumn moaned, her body trembling wildly. Her hand stayed on the top of my head, but she was keeping her balance now. I kept licking. Autumn moaned louder, her legs shaking against me.
"You are such a bitch!" Autumn groaned loudly and I felt he legs squeeze around my head. I felt her orgasm crest. I looked up, saw her eyes shut, her mouth slightly open. So beautiful. Finally, I heard her sigh and her body relax. Her eyes flitted open, she looked down at me, smiled. Then she pushed on my forehead, knocking me back on my ass on the floor.
"This is the way you treat your wife! After she gives you an orgasm!" I said in faux outrage.
"She could have seen you at any minute!" Autumn said, dropping down onto the floor next to me.
"I know!" I said, "That's why it was so fun!"
"It was not!"
"I am sorry, would you like to take back your orgasm?" I asked.
"Can you do that?" she asked.
"Let's see," I said, leaning forward like I was going to dive between her legs. She laughed, grabbed my head, and pulled me towards her lips. We kissed, she licked herself from my lips.



"I would rather keep the orgasm," Autumn said, and she kissed me again, "but that was terrifying. When she asked where you were, I almost just said it! I a terrible at keeping secrets."
"Me too," I said and raised my eyebrows. Autumn snorted.
"I am aware."
"But I am happy that now, all our secrets are together," I said. Autumn looked at me deeply, tilting her head to the side.
"Me too," Autumn said, "I like that ." Autumn leaned forward and kissed me again, "But I still need to punish you for the little stunt."
"I am waiting," I said. Autumn jumped into action. First grabbed my arm and rolled me over so that I was on my hands and knees. Her fingers quickly reached the zipper on the back of my dress, then she slipped the sleeves down over my shoulders. Sat back up on my knees, letting the dress tumble down to my waist. Autumn grasped the top of the dress and my panties at once, and then slipped them down around my ass and pulled them off my legs. The only thing I was wearing now was my own garter. Then Autumn roughly pushed me down again, so that I was on my hands and knees.
"Put that ass in the air," Autumn said and instantly complied, leaning forward so that my breasts were on the carpet and my ass was high up in the air. I felt a sharp sting and heard a loud clap as Autumn smacked my ass. I groaned.
"That is going to leave a red mark!" I said. Autumn smacked me again.
"It is no redder than my face was when I was talking to Marie, you bitch," Autumn said, while laughing, and then she smacked me again. She smacked hard, harder than she usually did when we played rough. But It felt good too. The slap vibrated pleasantly through my body.
"Is this what I am getting?" I asked, "A spanking?" Autumn spanked me one more time, on the other, less prepared cheek and I screamed a little.
"Just warming you up." Autumn said. She grasped my ass cheeks as smacked them together. Then I felt her lean forward, over my body. Her stomach pressed into my ass, her hair tickled my back. I felt her hand against my cheek, and turned. Autumn's middle and index fingers slipped easily into my mouth. I tasted the salty flavor of her skin and gently began to suck on them.
"Get them nice and wet," Autumn instructed. I lapped my tongue on her fingers, coating them with saliva and enjoying the sensation of her fingertips against my back teeth. I was trying to pull her fingers into my throat, when Autumn sat back up. Her fingers slipped from my mouth, her stomach moved off of my ass. A second later, I felt Autumn's fingers, now slightly cold and wet, press gently against my upturned anus.
"Oh fuck!" I groaned as her fingers began to circle around me. Autumn had done this more than once during our relationship. A lot, actually. She knew exactly what to do to make me like it too. Her fingers swirled slowly and carefully around my ass, growing warmer and warmer as she moved. I felt the pads of her finger move slickly across each little folds of skin on my ass. As I began to get wetter and wetter, Autumn grew more forceful. Sometimes, she would press her fingers gently, but firmly, into my anus. I felt a slight pressure and groaned, the Autumn would pull back, circling again.
After a few minutes, I felt myself relaxing. The nerves in my anus grew more and more taut, but the muscles softened. I also felt my saliva starting to dry, the friction growing stronger. Autumn felt it as well. She slipped the two fingers off my asshole (I moaned), and then dropped them down slightly. Felt her fingers twirl twice against the dripping lips of my pussy. I hadn't even realized it was so wet, but it felt lovely as Autumn's fingers brushed my clit.
In a moment, Autumn's finger had returned to my anus, even slicker and warmer than before. She started circling her fingers around me again. But I was so much more ready now, she circled less, placed pressure on my anus more. The tips of her fingers slipped inside of me, just a fraction of an inch. She coated my insides with my juices. I moaned loudly.
"Quiet!" Autumn said, more nervous than angry. I drew my forearm across my mouth, sinking my teeth into my muscle, groaning anyway. Autumn continued to put pressure on me with her forefinger, drawing out of my ass, letting it close, and then pushing it in again. Each time she went deeper. She would rub her fingers together when she pulled it out, transferring my juices from one finger to the other. Deeper and deeper. I pushed my ass backwards, I opened my ass, willed her in deeper.
It happened all at once. My relaxed, excited asshole opened and sort of swallowed Autumn's sweet finger. One thrust, it was maybe half an inch inside of me, the next, it was up past her second knuckle. I could feel her warm hardness inside of me and moaned.
"So good," I said, in a muffled voice.
"Don't like it too much, this is punishment," Autumn said playfully, and twirled her finger in my ass. She slipped in and out of me a couple of times, stretching me. Then I felt her move away. Once against, Autumn's fingers were pressed against my pussy. I could smell my arousal and I knew her fingers must have been dripping When they returned to my asshole, I felt greater pressure. I knew what Autumn was doing. Her index and middle fingers were crossed. She was pushing both of them into me at once.
"Fuck my ass, Autumn," I groaned into my arm. Autumn pressed, as forcefully as she dared. There was a good deal of pressure, but no pain. I was too warmed up for that. I rocked my hips back, pushed my anus open. After a sharp moment, I sighed with relief as my asshole opened an Autumn's braided fingers slipped inside of me. I grunted as Autumn's fingers filled me. Slowly, she drew them out and then plunged them back into me. And then again. She held them out for a second, I felt her spit land on my asshole, and then she thrust into me again.
"Don't stop! Don't stop!" I begged, loving the way that my wife filled me up.
"You're lucky I am so forgiving," Autumn said, moving her fingers in and out of my ass.
"I know," I panted. And, at that same moment, Autumn's other hand found its way to my pussy. I felt Autumn's fingers, flat and together, press against my slit. Her fingers rubbed up and down my bare pussy, making me gasp. Her finger tips circled my wet clit, before rocking back. Her index finger then plunged into my pussy. She hooked that finger inside of me, rubbing the ridges on the inside of my cunt. My legs were shaking and I screamed into my forearm.
For the next several minutes, Autumn gave me absolutely no relief. On one hand, her fingers plunged into my asshole, twisting as they went. With the other hand, she stroked the insides of my cunt, letting her thumb swirl around on my clit. I felt her occasionally lean forward and plant a delicate kiss on the back of my thigh or on my ass cheek. But it was hard to focus, her motions were so intense, I felt like I was bursting with her beautiful fingers. I gasped and groaned on the floor. I could feel the tension building higher and higher inside of me.
And then, all of the sudden, it stopped. I felt Autumn's fingers slip from my ass at the exact same moment her other hand dropped from my pussy. I was panting on the floor, the tension still there, but no relief. Finally, Autumn's punishment was upon me.
"Oh fuck, honey, fuck me," I begged. Autumn smacked my ass again.
"Your pussy smells so good, I want to eat it," Autumn said. I waved my ass back and forth.
"Then eat it, please!" I begged.
"Do you think your pussy tastes good?" she asked and I felt her lean over me again. Once again, her stomach was against my ass, her hair tickling my back. Autumn's fingers plunged into my mouth, and I slurped on the desperately. The flavor was...different, "Oops," Autumn said, "those were the fingers from your ass." Autumn giggled. I didn't care, I sucked harder on her fingers. In fact, I liked it more, so dirty. I loved my taste on my wife's fingers.
"God I want to cum!" I complained around Autumn's fingers.
"Me too," Autumn admitted, and I felt her fingers move out of my mouth and then the weight of her body lifted off of me. I got back up on my hands and knees, looked over my shoulder. Autumn was now standing behind me, her back to me, "Get me out of this dress," she demanded.
I scrambled up to my feet, pushing Autumn's hair over her shoulder and quickly finding the zipper to her dress. I pulled it down quickly, exposing Autumn's beautiful back I leaned forward and kissed her spine. Autumn wiggled her hips and I pulled the dress down over them. The fluffy dress collapsed in a pool at Autumn's feet. I helped her step out of it and now we stood together, wearing nothing but our wedding bands and our garters. I pulled Autumn towards me, kissed her deeply. She leaned into me, our legs tangling, our breasts pressed together.
But we both knew what we wanted. We dropped to our knees while we kissed. I gently pressed Autumn over, and she sort of rolled to the side and then came to a rest on her back on the floor. I broke our kiss, and stood up. I quickly walked around Autumn's body and stopped with my feet wide on either side of her head. I dropped down quickly, but carefully onto my knees. I felt Autumn's hands rise us and grab my thighs, digging her nails into my skin.
I pitched forward, putting my head between Autumn's legs. I put my arms between Autumn's legs as well, and then sort of swept them back. The backs of Autumn's knees slipped into my elbows and I spread her legs, pulled them back. At the same time, my hips settled back, my pussy dropped down towards Autumn's face. In half a moment, we were perfectly in position. It was like we were made to be together.
As soon as my hips settled, I could feel Autumn grasp more tightly on my thighs, pulling me down farther. And, immediately thereafter, I felt her tongue press against my cunt. Her lips wrapped around my clit, sucking and licking. I gasped, but stayed focused on the task at hand. I looked down and saw Autumn's beautiful pussy and tight little asshole looking me in the eye. I smiled and licked my lips. I leaned as far forward as I could, wrapped my lips around Autumn's asshole, and sucked on it gently, probing my tongue into it. Then I slide my mouth back, sucking on her skin until I reached her slit. I let my tongue ride up her slit, savoring the flavor, and then wiggling my tongue on her clit. I then worked my mouth back down across her pussy, to her asshole.
For the next several minutes, Autumn and I desperately pushed ourselves towards pleasure. A race to see who could push the other over the edge first. Autumn knew exactly what I wanted. She kept her mouth on my clit, stroking it and sucking it with her tongue. Her fingers sunk into my skin, her nose pressed into my asshole. At the same time, I did what I knew Autumn liked, teasing her asshole before stroking her clit. As time went on, I spent less time on her ass and more time on her pussy, as I felt her muscles tightening, heard her voice going higher and higher. I was tensing as well, I was moaning my wife's name over and over again.
I tried to hold out, I tried to make sure that Autumn came first...but she was too good. I felt the levees breaking. And, for half a second, I almost felt disappointed that I had 'lost' the race. But as the pleasure started to crest, I could feel Autumn's body writhing underneath of me. I felt her legs shaking and heard her moaning. And as the orgasm washed over me, I smiled because I knew that Autumn was cumming too. And it was like I could feel her orgasm as well. Feel the pleasure radiating out from her pussy and then down my tongue and into my belly where it exploded in every direction, leaving me shaking and groaning on the floor. I could feel Autumn moving through me, feel the physical expression of the love that we shared with one another.
I'd never, ever had an orgasm like that in my life.
Eventually, Autumn and I collapsed on top of one another, panting. The position, when not having sex, was actually a little bit ridiculous, but I was too spent to move. Autumn didn't try to push me off. I felt her breathing contentedly underneath of me. After a long time, my wife spoke.
"Should we go? They will all be waiting," she said. I paused for a moment, thought.
"Good things come to those who wait,"I said, and I kissed Autumn's thigh.
The End.
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Hello Readers! This is Part One of a Two-Part story. Both parts are written and will be posted in order.
Chapter 1: The Girl at the Bar
"Come on Charli, I just drove by it on the way over," Nancy said, pointing at the window, as though it was sitting on my parents' front lawn, "it was packed and you could hear the music from the street."
"I have very important things to do," I said. At that particular moment, I was laying on the couch with the strings on my hoody pulled so tight that I could only see out of a little pinhole. I was vaguely aware that House Hunters or something was on the television. I had only seen this one seven times. For some reason, Nancy didn't believe me.
"All you do is bitch and moan about how there is nothing to do in this town," Nancy said.
"True," I admitted. Though, in all honesty, I was all talk on that front. I liked the fact that nothing ever changed in this town. It was its only appealing feature.
"And now they finally opened up a bar downtown and you don't want to go. You won't even sit up and turn off your mom's TV show," she said, sounding more than a little disgusted.
I sighed and shifted the little porthole of my hoody in the direction of Nancy's voice. She was standing by my front door, dressed in a tight black dress and heels. Make up flawless. Her arms were crossed in front of her chest and she was tapping her foot.
This was classic Nancy. She was always trying to get me to, like, go do things and meet people. She said stuff like 'you have to make the most out of the time you have on Earth,' and 'it is worth a try.' And she always insisted that I would have fun if I just tried things.
In short, she was the absolute worst.
But, also, my very best friend in the entire world. Because the universe is fundamentally unfair. I pulled myself into a sitting position with a groan and loosened my hood, pulled it back.
"Drinking isn't fun anymore, now that I can legally drink," I said, which was sort of true. I had been 21 for a month now. Nancy was a year older than me.
"So get some cranberry juice and just talk to people," Nancy said, "I am not trying to get us shitfaced. I am trying to get us laid."
I groaned and flopped back down onto the couch. It wasn't that I didn't want to get laid. I mean, it was late July. I had been home from college for like three months and I hadn't had sex in all that time. In fact, now that I thought about it, I hadn't had sex in the two months or so before classes ended. Not since Crystal broke up with me. But the thing was, Nancy knew as well as I did that we were definitely not going to get laid if we went to a bar in Hicksville, USA. It was a waste of effort. Nancy had already done too much by getting dressed, putting on makeup, and having hopes and dreams.
"Yeah, but even if there is finally a bar in this town, I mean it is still going to just be the same people. They didn't import new people into this shit hole," I said, hoping that would end the argument. The truth was, I was more than a little anxious about the possibility that there WOULD be something new and different at this new bar. I liked to know when things were coming, I didn't like being blindsided. Either by an unexpected request to go out, or by some new bar with possibly new stuff.
"You never know," Nancy said, "It might attract a different class of people into town." I snorted and rolled my eyes.
"The class of women who have sex with other women in this town is a class of two. Me and you. (Maybe Coach Mueller from high school, but...no). And, gorgeous as you are, Nance, I am not going to have sex with you. It'd be like...sleeping with my sister," I said, my lip curling up at the thought. Nancy and I had been best friends since the third grade. She was the only person in this town who kind of understood me. Even if I only kind of understood her.
"Again," Nancy said.
"What?" I asked.
"Having sex with me 'again' would be like sleeping with your sister," Nancy said, raising her eyebrows and staring daggers at me.
"What are you talking about?" I asked, incredulously. I was no virgin, but I was pretty sure I could remember all the people I had sex with. And I didn't believe in shitting where I ate. I would never...
"Halloween, two years ago!" Nancy said.
"Oh shit," I said grimacing, "I forgot." We had been out, had a little to drink but not enough, we were watching horror movies and feeling bored. We had just said, 'eh, why not' and had some fun. I mean, Nancy was cute even if she wasn't my, you know, relationship type. Too peppy and positive. And outgoing and adventurous.
"Evidently," Nancy said, shaking her head, more bemused than angry, "I thought it was pretty good, actually,"
"It was! You did that thing with your tongue where..." I started.
"Where it makes you forget you had sex? I mean Christ, Charli we knew it wasn't going to be a relationship, but I thought it meant something," Nancy said, annoyed. I started to open my big fat mouth about it again. And then stopped, and sighed. There was, of course, one way out of this stupid mess I'd made and it was obvious.
"Hey, not to change subjects, but do you want to go check out that new bar in town?" I asked, sweetly. Nancy sort of sighed and shrugged.
"Alright, I don't feel like fighting either," she said, I sat up, smiled, kissed her cheek, and then I started getting my shit together to go out.
* * * * *
Like forty-five minutes later, the security guard at "Roche's Bar and Grill" was intently studying my ID. Yes, I looked a little younger than 21. But at the same time, the "security guard" was Doug Whitley, who had known me since kindergarten.
"If I wasn't 21 before you started, I am now," I said, reaching for my license. Doug pulled it back.
"Charlotte?" He said, looking up at me and squinting.
"It isn't a fake ID, you dingus," I said, snatching the license away, "Charli is short for Charlotte. You didn't think my parents named me Charles, did you?" Doug threw his head back and said "Ooooh," and then nodded emphatically.
"Okay, that makes sense," he said.
"My mother will be happy to know you approve," I said.
"Well, you are the best looking Charli I've ever seen," Doug said and I cursed Nancy under my breath. I had been very happy to go to the bar wearing my hoody and a pair of pajama pants. Nancy had insisted that I wear something 'decent.' I told her that I had had no illusions about getting laid and that it was better to be comfortable. She said she didn't care if I wanted to get laid, but she would have a hard time hitting on women if there was a homeless person following her around everywhere. Which was fair. So I got all dolled up.
Though, even cleaned up, I wasn't 100% sure Doug was even right. There were probably better looking Charlis. I mean, I guessed I looked alright. I am short, with medium length, dark red hair. I have a sprinkling of freckles across my cheeks and the bridge of my nose. I have green eyes and wear chunky glasses. I have pouty pink lips (which is appropriate, on account of my tendency to pout). I have small breasts and a compact, athletic body. I have sort of a big butt and thighs, but not so big that it really stands out. Tiny feet too. It was hot, so I was wearing a thin tank top and had a short(ish) skirt on and flats. I guess I was Doug's type, even if he really, really really wasn't mine.
"Doug, you remember high school right?" I said and Doug looked at me strangely, but nodded, "Remember how sophomore year I told everyone I was a lesbian? And Mrs. Cooper threw a fit because of Jesus? And she wrote that letter to the school superintendent saying I shouldn't be allowed to go to school? And then the state government had to come and perform sensitivity training? Does any of that ring a bell?"
"Oh yeah, that was nuts," Doug agreed.
"So are you really hitting on me, Doug?" I asked and his brow furrowed, "You know, because you know and have known for like five years that I only want to sleep with chicks?" Doug nodded sagely.
"Yeah, I guess that makes sense," Doug said, even though that wasn't really a response to thing I said, "I guess, just like take it as a compliment then," he offered. I was about to say something smart back, but then I stopped. And realized, you know, he was right. That was kind of nice. It was good to be complimented. I sort of puffed up a little, feeling better. See it was good to only deal with people you know.
"Yeah, okay, thanks Doug," I said, "Good work on the security guarding."
"Thanks!" he said, and then he turned to take the ID of the next person in line. I walked with a little skip in my step towards the bar, were Nancy was already leaning, trying to get a drink. I scanned the place while I walked up.
Nancy hadn't lied, the place was absolutely packed. It seemed like everyone in town had turned out to see the new establishment. But it was definitely more of a "grill" than "bar." There were about a dozen booths scattered around the dining room, every one of them packed. In the center of the room were more tables, mostly for two. All packed. There was a bar, on the far wall, but it was small. Maybe enough space for two bartenders, although three were back there now. Three bartenders swamped with people.
And, of course, they were people that I knew. As I had predicted, there wasn't a single stranger in this place. It was like a high school reunion mixed with a neighborhood block party. I heard a chorus of "hey Charli" as I fought my way through the crowd. I nodded or said hello to everyone. But with each repetition, I grew more and more convinced that this was not going to work out like Nancy expected. The only person Nancy would be having sex with was herself. Me too, for that matter. But honestly, I felt a little bit of relief at that.
"Hey, I am going to order you a beer," Nancy said when I finally managed to put my belly to the bar. I made a face.
"I want something sweet," I said. If I was going to get drunk with every person in town, I shouldn't have to fight a lager down my throat to do it. Nancy rolled her eyes.
"I don't get paid til next Friday. I am not buying you mixed drinks," she said, "If you want something other than Miller Lite, then you have to pay." I sighed and squeezed my elbow onto the bar, between Nancy and the cashier from the grocery store, lifted my fingers to signal to the bartender that I needed service.
I might as well have sent up a smoke signal. I mean, the bartenders were doing the best that they could. But they were clearly new to the job (not just this bar) and they were swamped. Alcohol was trickling out of the bar and there didn't seem to be any sort of system to how it was doled out. This is why new things are bad. About five minutes after I got there, Nancy got a beer and managed to extricate herself from the bar.
"Come find me when you get a drink," she said and then she began a (presumably fruitless) prowl of the bar, looking for someone new to town. I kept waiting as, slowly, the bar started to get itself out of the weeds. Finally, after like 15 minutes, I saw one bartender (he used to work at the gas station, Jim), sort of raised his eyebrows at me and started moving in my direction. I sighed with relief.
Just as Bartender Jim was closing the distance between us, and the taste of various juices mixed with a tiny amount of alcohol was just on my tongue, another elbow landed on the bar just in front of me, squeezing into the spot where Nancy had been.
"Hi, how can I help you?" Jim said, turning to this new asshole who had just showed up.
"What the fuck, Jim? I have been here an hour!" I said, "And who the hell do you think you are," I said to the new elbow. As I spoke, the possessor of the elbow turned and looked at me. And knocked all of the air out of lungs.
"I was just squeezing in where there was space, I am sorry," she said, but I couldn't really understand the words. This was not someone I recognized from town. And believe me, if she was from town, I would have recognized her. She was, without a doubt, the most beautiful woman who had ever passed through our little burg.
She was a bit older than me, I think she was probably in her mid-thirties. She had long, straight blonde hair and impossibly big, green eyes. She had a small nose, and delicate white skin. She had big pouty pink lips and a long, thin throat. She had narrow shoulders and long, elegant arms. Her breasts were small and were pushed up high on her chest in her tight blouse. She had a trim build and I could see long, slim legs stretching down to the floor, exposed below a short skirt. I stared at her with my eyes open like a total dick.
"Yeah, I uh...no problem," I said.
"Tell you what," she turned quickly back to Jim, "I am picking up her drink. What do you want?" she asked, turning back to me. A drink? What did one even do with a drink? Drink it, probably. That would make sense. Nothing else did in that moment.
"Uh, just whatever you're having," I said and the woman shrugged.
"Two Miller Lites, I guess," the woman said and I laughed a bit to myself. Of course, "I already have a tab open. Under Sabrina. Just put it on that." She said and then turned back to me, "Hi, I am..."
"Sabrina," I said, not trying to be a jerk, just liking the name.
"You're a quick one," Sabrina said a bit sarcastically, but laughed good-naturedly.
"Charli," I said and then felt my cheeks get red. What the hell was I talking about?
"I take it that is your name?" Sabrina asked and my blush grew deeper.
"Yeah," I said, and Jim came over and dropped two beers down in front of us. Sabrina grabbed one and then held it up to me, expectantly. For a moment, I had no idea what she wanted. Suddenly, it dawned on me, "Oh, uh, yeah!" I said and then grabbed my beer, spilling a little, and then lifted it.
"Cheers," Sabrina said, and we clinked bottles. I took a deep drink (gross) and kept my eyes on Sabrina as she drank. Finally, she moved her glass from her lips. "Well, Charli, pleasure to meet you," Sabrina said, and she pushed back from the bar.
She was about to turn around and walk away. And she was going to leave. To my utter shock, I felt my heart sink. I mean, here was a new person who had intruded her way into my life by existing. That was, generally, a huge trigger for me. Even for good looking intruders. Bur for reasons I absolutely could not fathom, I wanted her to think well of me. At this rate, she was going to think I was a total psychopath or moron or something. I had to do something.
"Hey," I said, and Sabrina turned back to look at me. I didn't really have anything planned. I panicked, "You're really cute." I said and winced. Christ, Doug was smoother than me. I hadn't been prepared for any of this! No one new was supposed to be here! I wasn't supposed to be surprised by a pretty woman.
"Yeah, I am aware," Sabrina said, totally stone-faced. She stared at me for three or four excruciating second and then started laughing, "Okay, come one, I have my stuff set down on a table over here. You're lucky I like direct women." I worked! My...non-line had actually worked! I as going to try that more often! I stood up dumbly and started moving in Sabrina's direction.
"I am also fond of girls who can speak in sentences, so if that is going to be an issue for you, this might not last long," she said, as we started to wend our way through the tables.
"Okay," I said, trying to avoid patrons and not let Sabrina out of my sight.
"Not a great start on that," Sabrina laughed. I took a deep breath as we reached the table. She still thought I was cute, but I sensed that I would start to come off as real weird soon if I didn't get a hold of myself. I shook my head and cleared it.
"I promise, I talk real good. Much sentences," I said and Sabrina laughed again.
"Good," she said and she sat down, and gestured to the seat across from her. I sat down at the table and almost blushed again, just looking at her.
"Sorry," I said, finally, "I was really not expecting...This is a small town and...what're you doing here?" Sabrina grinned.
"Am I not allowed to be here?" She asked, leaning forward on the table (my eyes went to her cleavage. I am a boob girl, I will not be shamed for it!).
"To be honest with you, probably not," I said, looking around the bar, "We don't much like outsiders 'round here." Sabrina nodded.
"I recall that," she said, "Maybe they sense that I was born here." I turned my head to the side, looking at her more intently. No, still didn't look familiar.
"I feel like I would remember you being here," I said and Sabrina laughed.
"How old are you? Like 21?" she asked and I nodded, "I am a bit older than you. I left for college...Jesus, 18 years ago. You would have just been a kid."
"You don't look old enough to have gone to college 18 years ago," I said, not really flirting, just stating the truth. Sabrina spread her hand across her chest and sort of screwed up her eyes towards the ceiling.
"Oh aren't you sweet," she said, sort of like an old lady and we both laughed, "35 years old." She said. I always liked older woman. I mean, I hadn't realized it until now. But now, it was very clear, I had always liked older women. But I decided I had blurted out enough embarrassing stuff for one night.
"What brings you back?" I asked. What was this, anyway? Like, I was making conversation. But... I wanted to make conversation. Like I actually wanted to know things I didn't know about this stranger. That wasn't normal. Usually, I had to begrudgingly get to know someone until I was hoodwinked into liking them before I would dare ask a question of any kind. But this was different. I felt a sort of instant comfort with Sabrina that was almost unnerving in how not unnerving it was.
"The ancestral longing to return to this town, buy a Ford F-150 and join a multi-level marketing scheme was just too great. It's instinct," she said.
"Well, since you brought it up, while I still think your cute, I think you could be even cuter with some of the high end, exclusive Mary-Kay products that I have just outside in my car," I said, jerking my thumb towards the entrance. Sabrina laughed, a magical, musical sound. God I wanted to make her laugh a thousand times.
"At least the people here are more fun than they used to be," Sabrina said and I shook my head vehemently.
"You have found the one and only interesting person in this entire town. You should hang onto me with grim determination. Don't look at or speak to anyone else. I am you only chance," I said, looking around the room conspiratorially.
"Actually, that checks out with what I remember from this place. Glad you're here now," she said and my heart fluttered. Sabrina took a sip of beer and looked back at me, "But, to answer your earlier question, I got a teaching job at the community college over in Arnoldsville. It is actually cheaper to rent a place here and commute the 30 miles than it is to try to get a place over there. This is actually the cheapest place in the county, I think."
"Do renters not know that we now have a bar and grill?" I asked incredulously.
"No. And don't want word leaking out. This little hidden gem should remain hidden," she said.
"Well, I have to say, I wasn't expecting much when I came out here tonight, but it has been much more interesting than I expected."
"Same here," Sabrina say, biting her lip and grinning at me.
I can pretty much remember the rest of that night in vivid detail. I can remember we ordered food at some point (Sabrina got a burger and was insistent that there be no pickles, I got a chicken salad that tasted like it came from a gas station. I didn't mind). I remember her getting up to buy us another beer (Miller Lite isn't so bad, guys), and seeing her surprisingly round ass tick back and forth as she walked away.



But more than anything else, I remember the conversation. We talked for hours. About everything. About her job and my school and how boring our hometown was. We talked about movies and books and TV Shows. And it was never a struggle. Each subject just flowed from one to the next, effortlessly. I found that, despite my normal tendency to grow anxious and then zone out, I really wanted hear what she was saying (about everything). And she listened to me too. I had never had an instant connection with someone like that. And, I swear, it wasn't just that she was hot and I was really horny. It was that. But a lot more too.
The bar and grill sort of swirled around us and I didn't notice anything but Sabrina. Her laugh, and her smile. I guess, over time, most of the diners filtered out. More and more people came to drink, and the room got louder. At one point, while Sabrina was in the bathroom, Nancy came over to congratulate me on swooping in on the only unknown woman in the whole bar. I told her that I was as surprised as she was. She was happy for me, but she wanted to go home. I told her to go, I would catch a ride home. Nancy gave me a crooked smile that said she didn't think I would be going back home. But she left. Sabrina came back and we kept talking.
"No, I honestly don't think it makes sense and it isn't supposed to make any sense. Like I think it is a big joke on everyone. The whole idea is to make potheads say, 'that so deep,'" I was saying.
"Arthur C. Clarke wrote a novel at the same time they were writing the movie!" Sabrina said, "It is about aliens leaving a relic on Earth that accelerates evolution..."
"You and Artie Clarke are equally full of shit. The movie is about seeing how long you can stretch out..." And suddenly, the lights were flickering. I realized that Sabrina and I were both leaning onto the table, our faces only about six inches apart. As the lights came on, I saw for the first time in hours that we weren't actually alone. There were dozens of people around. I leaned back in my chair.
"Alright, last call everybody," Jim called from behind the bar. Sabrina leaned back as well, and sighed, looking around the room.
"Thank god," I said.
"Why is that?" Sabrina asked, stretching a little.
"Ever since you started defending 2001, I have been trying to think up an excuse to ditch you," I said and Sabrina laughed.
"Well, I guess that's really your loss," Sabrina said, disinterestedly.
"Oh yeah?" I asked, "Why is that?" Sabrina leaned forward again, onto the table. She sort of waved her hand at me, beckoning me in. I rolled my eyes and leaned forward.
"Because I was going to take you back to my place and make you cum," Sabrina offered.
"Hey, uh Jim, can we close out our tab?" I said loudly, then turning back to Sabrina, "I also like direct women."
* * * * *
Thank god that Sabrina's house was only about a quarter of a mile from the bar. Neither of us were drunk, but we didn't think it would be a good idea to drive. We passed just about every cop in town on the way home. Sabrina theorized that the town had opened the bar to boost revenue: they were pulling over every person who came outside.
We talked the whole way home, but we were not longer really talking. Just making noises because the silence would make the anticipation too unbearable. As we walked, Sabrina took my hand in hers and...well, I guess I was a bigger, romantic softy than I had ever expected. My heart was hammering in my throat and my stomach felt like it was spinning. I kept catching her looking at me out of the corner of her eye (she looked beautiful when she was poorly trying to hide her interest). It took everything in my power to avoid sprinting towards Sabrina's house. In fact, I think I only didn't because I had no idea where she lived.
Fifteen minutes after we'd paid our check, Sabrina stopped in front of a little white house that was on the same street as my old elementary school. She kept my hand tight in her palm and led me up the stairs onto the porch.
"So I just moved in like two days ago, so don't judge me on the mess," Sabrina said as she slipped the key into the door and shoved it opened. We tumbled into the living room of her house. She wasn't kidding. There was absolutely nothing on the walls, and brown boxes were strewn about the room. I saw that there was a couch sitting in front of a fireplace, but that appeared to be the only furniture.
"Wow, I've always wanted to be a squatter," I teased and Sabrina laughed, "No, it is like being a heroin addict. You're a real bad girl. I dig it." I said.
"I have the upstairs mostly squared away, I am trying to do one room at a time," she said, and then gestured towards the kitchen, "Can I get you a glass of wine or something?" I could see the whole evening spreading out from there. A couple of glasses of wine around the kitchen island, chatting and making eyes. Retiring to the couch for furtive strokes of the arm, the thigh. Testing the waters. Romantic and sweet.
"Uh, yeah, sure..." I said, and as I spoke, Sabrina turned to look at me. In the bright lights of her illuminated, white room, I could see her so clearly. Her thick lips, parted slightly, her eyes sparkling. Her chest rising and falling while she breathed. "fuck, who are we trying to fool?" I asked, and I reached my hand forward, slipping it around to the back of Sabrina's neck (her skin was so smooth). For a brief moment I had the thought 'who the Hell am I?' I was never this bold!
"Yes, good thinking," Sabrina said with a laughed. She closed her eyes and leaned in towards me. I moved my other arm around her neck as well, almost interlocking my elbows together (I had to rise up on my tip toes a little bit). I felt Sabrina's hands rise and land on the swell of my hips, her fingers feeling gentle, but firm. I closed my eyes as well.
I didn't so much feel our lips press together, a I heard a starter gun go off. It is almost impossible to explain. I'd never gone from basically zero to sixty so fast. But whatever magic had pulled me and Sabrina together, the force that made us both know, instantly, that we connected...I don't know, it got kicked into an entirely different level when I felt Sabrina's soft lips on mine. My mouth opened instantly, and I prepared to press my tongue into Sabrina's lips. But she had been thinking the same thing. My tongue tumbled into her mouth, tangling together with hers. She tasted unbelievably good, sweet and slick (nothing, as you might have imagined, like a Miller Lite).
As we kissed, I pressed myself into her into her, making the distance between us disappear. I felt my hips locking into hers, felt her breasts against mine. My arms squeezed tighter around Sabrina's neck, I grasped at the fabric of her blouse on her shoulders. Her hands were active as well. They had started on my hips, but whatever energy had poured into me was pushing her as well. I felt her palms slide up my sides, her fingers tickling my ribs and her thumbs pressing against my breasts. And then slid back down, down below my hips, circling around behind me, grabbing onto my ass, squeezing the flesh.
But that drive, and that energy...it wasn't going to satisfied with kissing in Sabrina's messy living room. My tongue plunged deeper into Sabrina's mouth, I felt the rough, slick tops of her back teeth, tasted her saliva, thick. She opened wider, willing me deeper into her mouth. At the same time, our hands moved with greater focus. I started bunching the sheer fabric of Sabrina's blouse in my palms, the shirt sliding up Sabrina's back.
At the same time, Sabrina's hands had found their way into the waistband of my skirt (I don't have classy, zip-up type skirts. I am dirtbag). She tugged down on the skirt hard and they slipped down off of my hands and around me ass, pooling on the floor (there are considerable benefits to dirt-baggery). The next instant, I pulled tongue back from Sabrina's mouth, breaking our kiss for the first time. A the same time, I lifted my hands up. Sabrina lifted her hands as well, and I was able to pull her blouse up over her head. It slipped to the floor. She was wearing a cute black bra, slightly small, her tits heaving out of them. I felt my mouth watering.
"You told me you were going to bring me back here and make me cum. That's a binding, oral contract," I said, wrapping my arms around Sabrina's waist. She leaned back slightly, started popping open the buttons on my blouse, starting at the bottom, working her way up.
"Oral, eh?" she said.
"I don't usually cum from written documents," I said.
"You should read better documents," Sabrina said as she popped the last button, spreading the blouse apart and exposing my stomach, and breasts (covered in a surprisingly decent red bra. Whew. Thank you Nancy). She slipped the the blouse off my shoulder and it fell to the floor. I was just in my bra and panties now (Holy shit! They matched! This never, ever happens, it is fate!)
"Are you seriously going to make me read something?" I asked, "Is this a timeshare seminar? If this is some sort of a bait and switch, I will be bringing this up with the better business bureau," I said.
"I am an even bigger bad girl than you realize," Sabrina said in a sultry voice, she lean forward, wrapped one arm around me, and deftly unhooked my bra, "I am not even registered with the better business bureau," she hissed into my ear. As she leaned back, grabbed the fabric between the cups of my bra, and pulled it back off my body. I laughed and bit my lip. For some reason, I didn't feel any self-consciousness as Sabrina's eyes worked over my breasts (girls said I had nice breasts, I though they were small and my nipples were too long. Whatever). It usually took me several dates before I would allow someone to see me topless. I liked to ease into things. But, I actually liked to have Sabrina looking at me.
"Come on," I said, and I grabbed Sabrina's hand and started to lead her in the direction of the couch.
"You are ready already? You don't need to get warmed up anymore,?" she asked. I laughed a little, looked down between my legs. The light red panties were crimson from the wet.
"If I get any warmer, I am going to cum before you get a chance to lick me," I said. I felt Sabrina's hand push on my shoulder.
"Hurry up then! Hurry up!" Sabrina said and I laughed, flopping down onto the couch. Sabrina stood in front of me and shook her head.
"God, I did not see this coming tonight," she said, and then dropped down onto her knees, put her hands on my calves.
"I'm a good surprise," I said, though until about this moment, I didn't realize that such a thing existed. My knees split apart and bit my lip, raised my eyebrows. Sabrina's hands worked their way up over my knees, her fingers crawled their way up my thighs. She left a trail of goosebumps behind her. She leaned forward, her soft breasts pressing into my knees, her hair dangling down onto my thighs. Her eyes flicked up at me, radiating pure sex as her fingers slipped into the waistband of my panties. I arched my back, lifting my ass off of the couch. The wet fabric stuck to my pussy for a second, but she slipped them easily down my legs. And now I was naked, my thighs slick. And still, not a bit of self-consciousness (even though I didn't really like the way my pussy lips look. I don't want to get into it right now, if that's alright with you).
Sabrina's head was still hovering over my lap, she was still looking up at me between my breasts. She breathed in deeply and her eyes sort of closed. I she leaned down and kiss my mons pubis, her lips pressing into the little landing strip of dark red hair that I kept (I had shaved that day! Another sign!). I moaned as I felt Sabrina's warm lips. She moved her head back and forth for a moment, letting my short hair tickle her lips. Then she kissed the inside of my hips joint and I giggled because it tickled. She turned to the other side, her hair trailing across my lap, and kissed the other joint. She started trailing gentle kisses down my thighs, alternating sides. I spread my legs wider, thrust my hips forward, and made a slight mewling noise.
"Did I tell you I needed teasing? Or that I am about to explode. Close the deal, woman!" I moaned and Sabrina kissed my hip joint again, more forcefully, making me laugh and writhe on the couch. "Uncle, Uncle!"
"I don't want to get into your weird uncle fantasies right now," Sabrina said, pulling her lips back.
"But, like, later we can, right?"
"Oh yeah," Sabrina said, and without warning, she put her head between my legs. I felt her her hot breath against my pussy and groaned when her lips kissed mine. Her lips split slightly, I felt her tongue taste me furtively, poking out and then slipping back in. I heard her groan as she tasted me. She leaned further in, poking her tongue more deeply between my pussy lips, her nose grazing my clit.
I, on the other hand, was frozen. I hadn't been lying to Sabrina. I was so very close already. I could stand the intensity of the sensation. The pleasure almost hurt. It was all I could do to keep myself breathing as I felt Sabrina's lips work their way up and down my wet slit.
Sabrina made her tongue soft and flat, and then she dragged it up my labia, first one lip, and then the other. Hot, but leaving a wet coolness behind her. I knew could tell she was trying to soak up as much of my flavor as she could. But it was a slight relief, I was able to breath and move again. I leaned forward slightly now, reached across Sabrina's slim back, and found the clasp of her bra. I carefully unhooked it. Sabrina shifted her mouth right back to the center of my pussy, her lips wrapping around my hard clit.
"Oh shit!" I groaned and I threw myself backwards, my head bouncing off the back of the couch. Sabrina's tongue slipped out, probing at my clit. She was stroking it with the hard tip of her tongue. I melted onto Sabrina's couch, making a mental note to pay her for the costs of cleaning the puddle.
My hands instinctively moved to Sabrina's head, and I let my fingers run through her long blonde hair. It felt so silky, it heightened the feeling of her smooth tongue against my pussy. Sabrina's hands were not idle either. One hand was down between my legs, pulling my pussy lips apart so she could more easily taste it. The other sort of slithered up my body, across my hips, until it found my breast. I felt my hard nipple against the center of her palm as her small hand engulfed my breast. Her hand undulated gently, massaging my flesh to the same rhythm that she moved with her tongue.
It was only a couple of minutes like that. With Sabrina sucking and stroking on my clit, massaging my breast, while I played with her hair. I couldn't hold back. For reasons that I couldn't explain, I had somehow started off already completely aroused. And now, it only took a couple of minutes to push me over the edge.
It might have been easy to reach this point, but I could tell already that the rest wouldn't be gentle. I felt it building, felt the tension rising and rising. My toes curled on the floor, my fingers pulled on Sabrina's hair, my breath caught in my lungs. And Sabrina was relentless, she kept the focus on my clit, pulling it as deeply into her mouth as she could, her chin wet with my juices.
"Oh fuck!" I groaned loud enough for the neighbors to hear. My eyes slammed shut and my teeth clenched. My knuckles went white in Sabrina's hair, and my legs flapped and shook around Sabrina's head. My whole body was convulsing. I guess I knew I looked ridiculous but I didn't care. All the air burst out of my lungs and it was like at the same time, pleasure burst out of every pore in my skin. I could feel the orgasm everywhere at once, wrapping around me and coating me in an electrical fuzz. I don't know how long it lasted, but, eventually I collapsed in a heap on the couch, panting.
After a moment, Sabrina flopped down on the couch next to me, smiling with glistening lips and cheeks. Her bra had fallen away and I could see her hard, pink nipples. A little large, like mine. But they looked better on her.
"You have a, uh, little something..." I panted, reaching a languid hand up to stroke my juices off of her lips. Sabrina easily avoided me, leaned over and planted her lips on mine. Her tongue pressed into my mouth and I could smell the scent of my pussy heavy on her face.
"No fair!" I giggled, but I didn't mind. In fact, I licked at her lips, tasted her tongue. It was fun to lick myself off of Sabrina's body.
"It's really not fair if it doesn't gross you out!" she said, pulling away, "God, I need something to drink. Just water. You want some?" he asked.
"Now who isn't being fair! Running out of the room before I can taste your pussy," I said and in a flash I leaned forward, slipped my fingers into the waistband of her skirt (she wore cheap skirts too!) and yanked them down in one quick motion.
Oddly, given the sort of playful nature of what we'd had going on to that point, Sabrina didn't laugh off my slick "pantsing." She sort of bend over at the waist a bit, held onto the waistband of her black panties. Her face got really, really red all of the sudden. I sort of backed away.
"You okay?" I asked. Sabrina looked up and sort of smiled awkwardly.
"Yeah, just... you're sneaky," she said, and smiled.
"Sorry I startled you," I said, sort of slinking off the couch onto my knees in front of Sabrina. I raised my hands up, slowly, to reach for her panties. She took a half step back and I furrowed my brow, "Everything cool, Sabrina? I thought like...we were really clicking. I don't like to brag, but I am very good at eating pussy. I can give references. Just ignore anything they say about being emotionally distant and unserious." I said, smiling. But Sabrina didn't smile back.
"You really don't have to, I don't really like it," Sabrina said. And for the first time since I met her, I got the feeling she wasn't telling the whole truth. I rocked back onto my calves, my ass resting on my heels.
"You don't like to get your pussy eaten?" I said, incredulous, "Yeah, that's fine. I can finger you or whatever you want. You just gave me like... the best orgasm. I just want to make you feel good in whatever way you like best," I said. Sabrina ran her hands through her hair nervously.
"Like, you don't have to..." she said, and it seemed like she was going to say more.
"Did I do something wrong?" I asked, a stab of nerves hitting my guts. Of course, I would somehow manage to screw up this good thing. The new and different always ended up blowing up in my face. But what had I done? The pantsing? It seemed in keeping with the tone we'd unconsciously set for the night. Maybe I was misreading things. I had been known to do that. But Sabrina shook her head vehemently
"No," she said, "No, you are...you are great. This is...we just moved a lot faster than I normally do. And, I mean, I was moving it fast. It just felt so...right. But I sort of boxed us into a corner here and..." I had absolutely no idea what she was talking about it must've shown on my face. She stopped for a moment and pursed her lips. Then she sighed, "Aw, fuck it," she said, "We've done everything else fast and its worked, right? So here is my dick," she said, and in one quick movement she dropped her panties. Then she peeled off a piece of tape or something and...
"Yeah, that's a dick," I said flatly. There, nestled right in the middle of Sabrina's overwhelming femininity, was a penis. It was limp, uncircumcised, and resting on top of a pair of perfectly smooth white balls. Sabrina had no body hair. Her cock was small, but not embarrassingly small or anything. I think. To be honest, it was the first time I'd ever met a penis in person.
"Surprise!" Sabrina said awkwardly and turned both of her hands up toward the ceiling and she shrugged.



"I uh...I...?" I have absolutely no idea what I was thinking at that moment. In fact, I am pretty positive that I had lost the ability to think. It just did not compute. I think I would have been less surprised if Sabrina had been smooth as a barbie doll downstairs. My brain was soup.
"Look, you aren't any obligation to do anything. I usually tell people about my dick before we get this far, but...well, I was just so..."
"It was going so well," I finished her thought. I saw Sabrina sag a little and nod.
"Yeah, it was..." she said, and I realized immediately that she had taken that the wrong way. I had just been agreeing with her...this happened fast because we were having fun. She thought I was sort of lamenting 'oh, but this was going so well and now it is ruined'.
She didn't seem angry though. If I wanted an out, I clearly had it. For some reason, I thought back to something that Nancy had said to me before. About making the most of my time on Earth and getting out of my comfort zone. I had accidentally done that tonight, opening up to a person quickly and finding myself having fun despite my preconceived notions. Why would I be trying to stop that now? I mean... fucking Nancy...this was working. She was right. And I was like, ridiculously horny. So why was I looking for an escape hatch?
"So..." I said.
"I have definitely sobered up. I can give you a ride home..." Sabrina offered.
"You are going to have to just give me directions," I said and Sabrina looked confused, "Because I've never sucked a dick in my life. You made me cum. Now I get to make you cum. It is only fair," I said. Sabrina stared at me for a moment, a crooked smile appeared on her face. She put her hands on her hips.
"For real? You don't have to," she asked.
"Yes, for real. If you don't give me directions it is going to be all teeth. I have no idea what I am doing," I said, and Sabrina laughed. Louder and longer than she should have. She seemed relieved. For some strange reason, I felt relieved too. I realized that I hadn't wanted to leave, but part of me was afraid that "being a lesbian" was going to overwhelm my desire, or something. Like the shame of pleasuring a penis was too much for me. But as I looked at Sabrina, cock and all, I didn't feel like any less of a lesbian for the desire I felt. I mean...she was beautiful. I wanted her lady-like dick in my mouth. And if that is a crime, then lock me up with Sabrina's lady-dick in some sort of fellatio-themed prison.
"Direction one, no teeth," Sabrina said, wagging her finger in front of my face. I shrugged.
"Your loss," I said and sort of snapped my teeth. Sabrina laughed.
"You just stay there on your knees, I will tell you what to do," Sabrina instructed and she took a step closer to me. My eyes couldn't help but but follow her dick bouncing on her thighs as she moved. The skin was so smooth, some small veins ran through it but none of them bulged. A thoroughly girly dick.
"It's so cute!" I said, scrunching up my nose and Sabrina laughed harder.
"I really like that you think its cute," Sabrina said, "But just a word to the wise, most people who have a dick don't like it to be cute."
"You have super rugged dick, Sabrina. Put the mud tires on its and slip into into my mouth," I joked.
"Thank you, all I wanted was to hear you say that," Sabrina said. Now she stopped right in front of me, her hands on her hips. I was close enough that my breath bounced back on me when I breathed out, and I breathed in the scent of Sabrina's body and her perfume. I flicked my eyes up, looking at Sabrina between her breasts.
"All...you wanted?" I asked. She reached forward and put her hand on the back of my head, rolling her eyes.
"Get to work, Charli," She said, rolling her eyes and putting her hand on the back of my head. I smiled and leaned forward, my eyes open. Sabrina was still flaccid and her cock soon obscured my vision. And then I kissed it. Like a little peck, right on the foreskin. The skin was silky smooth and felt warm. I heard Sabrina moan a little, felt her cock twitch against my lips. I kissed it again, let my tongue peak out, dragging across her skin lightly. She tasted salty and sweet. Sabrina sighed, and I sensed her body relax.
"If you just want me to sort of smooch it, I am on board. But I was promised direction," I said, kissing Sabrina's penis again. Sabrina sighed.
"Was I complaining?" she said and I flicked my eyes upwards, between her breasts. I saw her smiling down. One hand came up and rubbed through my hair. The other reached for her own breast, rubbing her nipple gently. "Open your mouth and take the whole thing in. It is soft, so it shouldn't be too difficult. No teeth," she said. I nodded with her cock against my lips and started to open my mouth.
"Shouldn't this be hard before we do this?" I said, her penis bouncing on my lips as I spoke. Sabrina bit her lip and shook my head.
"Girls like me can take awhile to get all warmed up," Sabrina said, "Don't worry, you're doing great." I kissed her cock again and nodded. I kept my eyes on her, as I let my mouth fall open. Sabrina's cock sort of slipped between my lips and directly onto my tongue. She tasty salty and lovely. I closed my lips around her, just the tip. I swirled my tongue around it softly, wetly, the same way I would around a clitoris. I sort of sucked a little bit, trying to pull Sabrina's cock into my mouth. It stretched out Sabrina's foreskin, and I rolled across my tongue. I opened my mouth a little wider, taking the entire soft tip of Sabrina's dick into my mouth. Now I sucked again, feeling her soft penis stretch out. Spongy and pleasant. I coated it in saliva to make it slick, and then sucked more and more of the lubricated cock into my mouth. After a few moments, I felt my nose pressing into Sabrina's stomach, felt her soft scrotum against my chin. Her small shaft rested right in the middle of my tongue, pressed against the roof of my mouth.
"Christ, Charli," Sabrina panted and then bit her lip, "Is this beginner's luck, or did you lie about never doing this before?" she asked, and she squeezed her breast tighter. I felt her cock twitch in my mouth, and it seemed to me like it was a little thicker, starting to work its way into my throat. I started to move my head back, so I could answer her question. Her free hand came down on the back of my head gently holding me in place.
"No!" she yelled, "God no, don't answer me, just keep my penis in your mouth," she begged. I smiled around her cock, but slid my head forward again. I liked the way her soft, heavy balls felt against my chin. They were so smooth and delicate. I shook my head side to side, feeling her silky balls rub on my face.
"You can rub those with your hands, gently, while you suck," Sabrina said helpfully. Without hesitation, one of my hands shot up between Sabrina's legs. I felt my fingers sink into her scrotum, felt the denseness of her testicle against my finger. I moved to cup both balls with my hands, cradling them gently. I didn't really know what I was doing, I was just running on instinct. And, without direction, I could tell I was doing the right thing. Because Sabrina's cock was now getting harder in my mouth. It had plumped up and I could feel the muscles growing dense and getting deeper into my throat. She was still smooth, but no longer spongy. I gagged a little and pulled back.
"I am getting hard now," Sabrina said and I nodded with her cock still buried in my face. She smiled at me, "You can sort of bob your head up and down now, let my dick go in and out and, ah, yeah, like that, keep your lips tight around me," she said. I had seen straight porn before, I sort of knew the idea. I pulled my head back, letting my lips glide tightly along Sabrina's shaft, until just the tip remained between my lips. Then I drove my head forward, swallowing her back up again. At first it was pretty easy to get my chin back into Sabrina's balls. But it felt like every time that I pulled back and leaned forward again, Sabrina was harder and it got a little bit more difficult. Her cock wasn't particularly long (I don't think) but it was wide. Stretching my my lips and still managing to reach at least the top of my throat. But I didn't slow, each time I pushed her deeper and deeper, making sure that I got her the whole way inside of me.
Sabrina was clearly enjoying herself. Her hand on her breast was sort of frozen, squeezing her nipple and rolling it between her thumb and forefinger. She was sort of uneven and swaying on her feet, and I felt her free hand come down on the top of my head. She played with my hair a bit, but I could feel a little weight on me as well. She was having a hard time keeping her balance. I was good at this! Wouldn't all the other lesbians be impressed!
But the strangest thing was that Sabrina wasn't the only on enjoying it. Hell, she might not have even been enjoying it the most. I love the sensation of her smooth, soft skin moving hot and rigid against my lips. I loved the feeling of coating her in my saliva and tasting her flavor. I even liked the way the bulbous tip hit the back of my throat and made me gag a little. Because I could feel my throat contract, and then sense Sabrina react to it. I guess that was it, I could sense how much fun Sabrina was having, and so I wanted to push farther, do more. I really wanted to please her, and pleasing her made me feel good.
Really good. The inside of my legs felt slick and I knew that I was dripping with arousal. My nipples ached and I brought one hand up to squeeze them and give myself some relief (my other hand remained on Sabrina's balls, softly playing with them). My whole body felt like it was vibrating and, despite my earlier orgasm, I desperately needed relief again. Who knew that sucking dick could be so much fun?
"Oh fuck, Charli, I am not going to last! You are a natural," Sabrina groaned. Her hand came off of her breast and then her hands were on either side of my head, grasping me tightly. I could sense her body tightening in front of me and she was no longer breathing. She was trembling and there was a high pitched noise emitting from the back of her throat.
I felt her balls sort of seize up in my hand and then I heard Sabrina sort of gasp in a way that turned into a long sigh. I felt her her shaft sort of expand and then contract inside of my lips. At that moment, the tip of her cock was resting right at the very center of my tongue. And then I felt it. I almost jump back when I first felt it. There was a lot of pressure as Sabrina's sperm jetted out of the hard tip of her cock. I felt it splash against the back of my throat and I nearly coughed. But I kept my lips wrapped around Sabrina's dick, and I pulled back slightly. Now, just the tip remained inside of my lips. Sabrina's cock shuddered and it spurted again. I felt her cum splash across my teeth and my tongue. It felt warm and it tasty salty and feminine. I felt it pooling at the bottom of my mouth, coating my tongue and covering my teeth. I could smell it in my nose.
Finally, there was a final spurt of hot sperm, and then I heard Sabrina take a deep breath. She took a half a step backwards, more of a tumble really. The tip of her cock popped out of my mouth. A bit of sperm dribbled out of my mouth and down my chin, but I quickly closed my lips. There was a lot of cum in my mouth, more than I expected. Luckily, it tasted a lot better than I had anticipated. It was sweet and silky, like Sabrina. I swished it around in my mouth a little bit, little the aroma fill my nose. I swallowed a little of it down, so that I could feel Sabrina in my stomach.
"Goddamn," Sabrina panted, her hands now on her hips, she was smiling but her eyes were sort of incredulous, "Most people take the cock out and stroke it some because their jaw gets tired to first time. You just went for it!" I smiled from the praise and decided not to note that she hadn't instructed me that I could take the cock out and stroke the shaft, so I didn't know that was an option. Still, it felt good to have done it right. And, actually, it was a hell of a lot of fun!
I rose up off of my knees and stood in front of Sabrina. She stood up straight as well, having caught her breath. I closed the distance between us, and wrapped my arms around Sabrina's neck. I felt her breasts press against mine, felt her cock (still somewhat hard) against my thigh. She tilted her head and my lips met hers. Instantly, I opened my mouth and plunged my tongue into Sabrina's.
But more than that, I shoved a large wad of my spit and Sabrina's cum into her mouth, quivering and warm. I heard her make a slightly surprised noise, but soon her tongue met mine. In the shared cavern of our mouths, our tongues splashed together in Sabrina's salty, tasty sperm. Our saliva mixed together in a sticky mass. The messy mixture dripped from our mouths and down our chins. I felt Sabrina's cock growing harder and firmer against my thigh and she leaned more fully into me, moaning into my throat. Finally, I split the messy mixture in two between our mouths. I broke our kiss, sealing my lips quickly. I swallowed down the quivering mass, feeling it heavy and warm in my belly. I could see Sabrina's throat working too, knew she was swallowing her share. Her eyes watered a little as she finished, but she was smiling at me.
"I didn't realize I'd be swallowing my cum," Sabrina said, sounding a bit surprised.
"Neither did I, fair is fair," I said.
"Are all the girls in this town as dirty as you?" she asked and I laughed a little I had a reputation as being a bit of a prude. I really had no idea what had just come over me. Sabrina had somehow overcome my natural inclination to avoid anything new or different. And now I felt that I couldn't stop. I had to keep going further. But now I was afraid that I had pushed Sabrina too far, that maybe I was losing control of myself.
"If you didn't like it or anything, I am really sorry..." I said. I lifted the back of my hand to wipe the spit and cum off my chin. But Sabrina moved quickly, she leaned forward and attached her lips to my chin. I felt her tongue whirling around as she licked cum and saliva from my skin. She pulled back, kissed my chin, and then stood up again, smiling. She put her hands on my cheeks and kissed my lips gently.
"I love it," She said, "You are so adventurous!" she said and I nearly laughed. Could I get that in writing for Nancy? I felt Sabrina's cock against my thigh and looked down at it. It was still hard and I reached down, taking the tip between my thumb and forefinger, shaking it back and forth.
"So is this little girl," I said.
"She isn't afraid of tight spaces," Sabrina said, looking down at her cock and then flicking her eyes back at me. I didn't have the wherewithal to be playful anymore.
"Sabrina, I am so unbelievably wet," I hissed to her and she nodded. She then abruptly turned around, and stuck her hand backwards towards me. I reached forward and took it. Sabrina began to walk through her living room, wending and high stepping to avoid boxes. I followed behind her, my eyes moving up and down her pretty body. I loved the way her long hair cascaded down her back, and the way her round ass ticked as she walked.
Eventually, we reached the stairs, and Sabrina began to walk up. I hung back, still holding her hand, but allowing her to pull as far ahead of me as she could, our fingers straining. I watched her round ass and her pretty legs as she walked up the stairs. I craned my neck and saw her cute little balls hanging down between her thick thighs. I wanted them in my mouth, I realized. But maybe some other time. There had to be another times!
We reached the top of the stairs, and Sabrina picked up her speed. This floor was better organized, but I only noticed in passing. We moved quickly down a hallway and through a door. Sabrina burst into her small room (just large enough for her double bed and a small table). She sort of whipped my around her with her arm and I let out a little yelp and tumbled onto the bed. I rolled over onto my back. I propped myself up on my elbows and spread my legs. I was facing the doorway, where Sabrina was standing over me, her penis now firmly grasped in her hand.
"Have you ever done this before?" Sabrina asked, wagging her cock around. I laughed and bit my finger. How could she possibly look so cute doing that? Well, she did. I shook my head.
"Opportunity has never arisen," I said, and when I said 'arisen' I reached up with my foot and pressed it into her balls. It felt silky and strange and good against my toes. Sabrina giggled and took a step back.
"Are you sure you want to?" Sabrina asked, and I could tell that she was both serious that we could stop, and desperate for me to go on.
"Let me say this as a gold-star lesbian, with absolutely impeccable credentials: Sabrina, I want you to put your cock in my pussy and fill me with your cum," I said and Sabrina giggled. She basically bounded onto the bed, jumping up onto her knees between my legs. We bounced around on the mattress laughing.
I felt one of Sabrina's hands land on my hip, the other one remained on her cock. I reached down between my legs, spreading my my lips apart. I looked down watching as Sabrina positioned her the hard tip of her cock against my wet pussy. I could feel the smooth skin rubbing against my lips, and the tip was soon glistening with my juices. Still, I watched as Sabrina bent over slightly, and I watched as she spit a thin stream of saliva down between her breasts onto her shaft. She used her hand to sort of rub it in.
"I am so wet," I encouraged her, knowing that she was a little bit nervous about hurting me. I moaned and spread my legs wider. Sabrina nodded.
"Charli, if it hurts or anything, just say the word," She said and I nodded. But I knew I wasn't going to tell her to stop, no matter what. I looked at her now, her beautiful face, her full breasts, her narrow waist, her pretty hips, her hard cock...my heart was pounding and my whole body felt like it was vibrating. I needed her.
Sabrina thrust her hips forward, just a little bit. I felt my pussy splitting open, felt the uncircumcised tip of her penis slip inside of me and I gasp. I squeezed around her tightly. It felt lovely. But I didn't have any time to savor it. Sabrina sort of leaned forward onto the bed. I fell onto my back and Sabrina sort of tumbled on top of me. I felt our breasts press firmly together, and I felt Sabrina's elbows come down on either side of my head. Her hair cascaded around me, and I felt Sabrina's lips on mine. My mouth opened, and Sabrina's tongue tumbled into mine. I could feel Sabrina's hands playing with my hair as her tongue explored my mouth.
I moaned, but not because of the kiss (amazing as it was). As Sabrina settled on top of me, she started to thrust her hips. Not roughly or quickly, but smooth and slow. I was wet and so was she. There was no friction, despite the tightness. Just slowly, inch by inch, her cock slipped deeper and deeper into my pussy. Instinctively, my legs wrapped around Sabrnia's waist, and I dug my heels into her lower back, pulling her into me.
"Oh god, Sabrina, fuck me!" I groaned, and I through my arms around her back as well, pulling her breasts more firmly into me. After a few minutes, I could feel Sabrina's soft balls pressing against my asshole. And I realized that Sabrina was all the way inside of me! I broke our kiss for a moment.
"Everything okay?" Sabrina panted, pulling back slightly and looking at me.
"You're all the way inside of me!" I gasped. Sabrina smiled.
"Do you like it?" she asked.
"You are not permitted to leave. House arrest," I said and Sabrina smiled.
"Even if I do this," Sabrina said, and she carefully pulled her hips back slightly. I groaned and tried to hold her in place, as a few inches of Sabrina's cock slipped out of my body, leaving me with a delicious emptiness.



"No, no, no!" I chanted, and I ran my fingernails down Sabrina's back. She breathed in sharply.
"Patience, girl," Sabrina laughed, and then, at the same instant, she pushed her hips forward. Not fast, or hard, but still much more quickly than before. Her cock slipped all the way back inside of me, her balls making a patting sound against my ass. As Sabrina drove her cock home, it was like I could feel the reverberations of it rocketing through my entire body. It was a completely new and lovely sensation. Why didn't ever get a dildo? Or let a girlfriend use one on me? What was I trying to prove?
"Do that again," I said, and I felt Sabrina's hips moving back and she smiled, "faster." Sabrina pulled her hips back, and then thrust them into me again, faster. And then again. And again, and again. Each time, she moved faster, thrust harder. I heard Sabrina's balls smacking hard against my ass, felt her torso pressing against my clitoris. My legs grew weak and they dropped down away from Sabrina's back, and spread wider on the bed. I groaned and leaned forward, pressing my face into Sabrina's neck, licking and kissing it, sucking on the salty skin.
"Christ, Charli, you are so damn tight," Sabrina moaned as her speed started to pick up. We lay on the bed for a long while, Sabrina quickly finding a steady rhythm. In and out of me, her cock filling me and then leaving me empty, only to come back. I felt the tension growing high and higher and higher inside of me. I could feel Sabrina's muscles tightening as well, feel the need growing in her. It almost felt like her cock was getting harder, the more that she fucked me.
Our mouths remained clasped together, my tongue pushing deeper into her all the time, almost like I could find relief in the back of her throat. We only broke our lock when one of us threw our head back to moan or to groan. The room was filled with the scent of Sabrina's perfume mixed with the scent of my pussy. I knew that there was a small puddle on the bed underneath of me.
After a few minutes, I felt like I was going to burst. Sabrina felt the same way. And she knew what she needed to do to make it happen. But Sabrina did. In one fluid motion, she grabbed my hips and sort of slid herself backwards. She pulled me with her, but after a moment, her feet were on the floor and she was standing in front of me, my legs still spread, her cock still buried in my pussy. One of her hands slipped from my hip and after a moment, I felt her thumb in my mouth. She started to stroke her cock in and out of my pussy again, and I moaned and sucked on her thumb. She pulled the thumb out and brought it down between my legs. As she continued to stroke her cock in and out of my pussy, she circled her now-wet thumb on my hard little clit. It was like electrical currents were shot through my body. Every muscle tightened at once, my hands grasped at the comforter.
"Christ, Sabrina, fuck," I gasped. Sabrina thrust hard again, pressing more firmly on my clit. She was relentless. And I couldn't take it anymore. I screamed, I don't even know what it was. A primal, empty scream of frustration that unexpectedly melted into pure pleasure. It felt like it burst out of the end of Sabrina's cock and then washed down my legs to my wiggling toes, and up through my breasts and across my throat until it coated my brain in mind-blanking pleasure. I could feel my pussy contracting tightly as the orgasm tore through my body.
"Oh shit!" I heard Sabrina say, but it sounded sort of far away. Then, deep inside of my pussy, I could feel Sabrina's cock pulsing. I could feel that same jet-like pressure I'd felt in my throat before. And I knew that Sabrina's hot cum was filling my pussy. Knowing that, feeling it, sort of made my orgasm double over on itself. I felt the whole feeling again as Sabrina fill me with sperm.
I was still recovering, when I felt Sabrina take a step back and I gasped when I felt her cock slip out of my convulsing pussy. "Oh no, don't go!" I said, but it barely came out as a whisper. My eyes were closed, but I felt Sabrina's hair cascade across my lap, and I knew that she had dropped down on her knees between my legs. I groaned as I felt her mouth press against my dripping pussy. I heard the wet, messy sounds as her tongue and lips plunged inside of me. I heard her sucking her own sperm out of my pussy!
After a moment, she rose up and dropped down onto the bed next to me. I put my legs together so she could get closer. Her hands found my cheeks and she turned my head towards her. In a moment her lips were pressed into mine. Her face smelled like pussy and sperm. She felt slick. And, in a moment, her mouth opened and I felt her sperm and my juices pour into my mouth. Our tongues melded together as the mess dripped down our throats and down our chins. I wrapped my arms around Sabrina, pressing our breasts together and holding her tight as we kissed.
Finally, we had swallowed or lost all of our juices, and our kiss broke. We sat panting on the bed, looking at each other. My eyes moved over Sabrina's body, her pretty face, her heaving chest, and her now-flaccid cock. I couldn't believe that I had just done that. Or how good it felt.
"Wow," Sabrina said, after a long minute, "You are really good for a first-timer,"
"It's all about attitude," I said, leaning back onto the bed. Sabrina laid down in the crook of my arm and I held her close, "I am always up to try something new," I said and I kissed her forehead.
End Part 1
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Hello Readers! This is Part Two of a Two-Part story. Both parts are written and have been posted in order.
Chapter 2: Bigger Surprises
"G'damnit woman, I get home from a hard day down at the education manufactory, I missed the omnibus..."
"There is no 'bus from Arnoldsville," I interrupted, stepping aside so that Sabrina could come through the door. She took a big step in and threw her briefcase on a chair next to the door.
"Charli, when I want to hear your opinion, I will give it to you," Sabrina said sharply. She was scowling and her eyebrows were furrowed.
"Wasn't really an opinion, I mean there just isn't a regular bus route anywhere within 60 miles of..."
"Don't try to change the subject, woman, the point is where is my fucking dinner?" I picked up my phone and tapped the tracking app.
"Pizza is supposed to get here in 7 minutes," I said. Sabrina broke into a broad smile, wrapped her arms around the back of my neck, and leaned in and kissed me. We were both smiling and our teeth bumped together and we both laughed.
"I just thought since we were playing house and all..." Sabrina said.
"You'd pretend you were a stereotypical 1920's husband?" I asked.
"I wanted to sort of set the atmosphere," she explained as she kicked off her shoes. They landed on the chair.
"I just want to use my parent's house while they were out of town, I didn't want to, like, borrow their marriage," I said, and I closed the door behind her. It was October, and every year at that time, my parents re-enacted their wedding/honey moon by going to the Florida keys. This year I had been counting down the days. I had wanted to, finally, pay back Sabrina for all of her hospitality over the last few months.
"Wait, did I really capture your parents relationship?" Sabrina asked, almost sounding concerned. I laughed and shook my head. Despite the fact that we had been together for a couple of months, Sabrina still hadn't met my parents. Not because we were lesbians (which they knew) or that she as trans (which wasn't their business), but because the of the age difference. I couldn't shake the feeling that my mom would flip out completely if she knew I was dating someone in her thirties. And, given the fact that I was not much for confrontation, I had decided to just avoid the issue forever. That would show my mom I was mature enough to have any relationship I wanted!
"No, they are like, grossly, compatible with one another," I said.
"Good, because I was going for realism, but..."
"Yeah, did you buy a briefcase for this bit?"
"I already had it," She explained and we started walking into the kitchen, me sort of trailing behind her.
"What for?" I asked. Sabrina sort of shrugged.
"Briefs?" she suggested and I giggled. I grabbed her hand and pulled her towards me, wrapping my arms around her now. I know the "joke" such as it was, wasn't even really all that funny. But there was just something about it... I had practically lived at Sabrina's house since that first night at Roche's. And every night was like that first night. Always just so...easy and fun. I didn't know that a relationship could just...be so little work. My parents had nothing on my gross compatibility with Sabrina, I guess is my point. I felt overwhelmed by the sense of satisfaction that I had no experience with.
"I love you," I said, as I pulled Sabrina in for a kiss. Her feet sort of caught and her eyebrows raised. For a second, I wondered what was wrong.
"Charli?" she asked, "Was that, like, a serious one? Or a sort of 'I love you man'?" And my breath caught in my throat. And I realized that I had accidentally, for the first time, told Sabrina that I loved her. She had broached that subject with me before, but I had always deflected it. Now I had sort of surprised myself with the news.
"I have been saying it in my mind, over and over again lately. It just kind of slipped out naturally, because I have gotten so used to thinking it," I admitted.
What I didn't say was the reasons why it felt so strange to say it. I mean, I felt it. I loved her and there was no doubt in my mind about it. But the reasons I loved her felt murky. I felt it, but I couldn't understand it. It had come so easily, I felt it so deeply so fast. I guess what it was was that I trusted Sabrina, but I didn't trust myself. And that fact just confused the hell out of me. Why did I trust Sabrina so much? I didn't trust people like this. From the first day, this had all be so easy. Why was my guard down? I couldn't explain any of it. I just knew what I felt, even if I couldn't say why. And so I had avoided saying that I loved her, even though I knew I did. Because each time I thought it, my mind turned into a pretzel.
Sabrina crossed her arms and raised her eyebrows. "Thinking what?" she asked. I smiled sheepishly.
"I love you, Sabrina," I said again. She smiled, and then slapped my arm playfully.
"You didn't think I would want that information?" Sabrina asked.
"I like the verbally abusive husband with the briefcase better than the physically abusive girlfriend," I said rubbing my arm.
"Oh please, you wimp, I barely touched you," Sabrina said dismissively. This was true, but I played it up.
"I am going to get a contusion," I said.
"That's a fancy name for a bruise," Sabrina said, but she nonetheless bent forward and kissed my arm, "But I love you too, Charli," she said, looking up as she kissed me. I felt that word sort of wash over me and I could feel that it was true.
"I forgive you," I said, "And I do love you Sabrina," I said again. And now she leaned up and kissed my lips. My mouth split open and I felt Sabrina's tongue against my teeth. And then there was a knock at the door. We broke our kiss.
"That wasn't seven minutes," I said.
"We couldn't have finished in seven minutes anyway," Sabrina said.
"When have you ever lasted seven minutes inside of me?" I asked and Sabrina laughed.
"Yeah, that's true, I usually try to just get it over with," Sabrina said. I was about to talk back, "Go answer the door."
Five minutes later, we were sitting on the couch in my parent's living room with paper plates, eating pizza and watching television with the sound off. We were snuggled up together. It was chilly outside, great fall weather. We had plans to watch a horror movie. What more could a person ask for?
"So you are right," Sabrina said, looking around the well-appointed living room, "Your parents have a good set up here. But I still don't understand why you don't want to live in a dorm or something," she said.
"You wanted to come over to a dorm room and make out in front of my roommate or something?" I asked, taking a bite of pizza. Sabrina laughed.
"I won't pretend like that wouldn't be kind of hot," Sabrina joke, "No, I mean, obviously, this is better. But don't you feel like you are missing out in college by staying here with the fam?"
"My college is like 12 miles from here, what would be the point?" I asked. I went to a branch campus of the state university that was in a small town just a short drive away. Of course, in the opposite direction from where Sabrina went to work, so we couldn't drive together.
"To live on your own and get to have all of the fun of being an adult with only like half the responsibilities," Sabrina said, giving me advice.
"Don't try to 'guidance counselor' me, it will be weird when I am eating your sperm later," I said and Sabrina laughed.
"I did tell you I love you right," she said, taking another bite of pizza. I didn't mention to her, then, that was thinking about looking for an apartment or something before the start of the spring semester. The truth was that I still lived at home, because change had always made me uncomfortable. Every little different thing would send me spiraling for weeks at a time. But in the last few months, with Sabrina, it felt like I suddenly had a secure basis. That even when one thing changed, Sabrina was there, solid and secure. And so it wasn't all that scary anymore. Like I said, I trusted Sabrina. And, as a result, I was willing to take chances with her. Like leaving home. Or saying I loved her.
Or getting more adventurous in the bedroom.
After we finished eating pizza, I put a fun little surprise into action. We cleaned up the food and I told Sabrina that I was going to get changed into my pajamas, so that we would be comfortable for watching our movie. She said she would do the same, and I directed her to the bathroom. She actually went and got her briefcase from the chair.
"You put your clothes in the briefcase?" I asked.
"Why bring two bags?" she asked, shrugging. I laughed.
"So are there really briefs in there?" I asked. She shook her head.
"It's sexy, I promise!" Sabrina said.
"Hey briefs can be sexy. Some chicks dig that 40-year-old virgin look," I said.
"Go put our jammies on, you jerk," Sabrina said, and then she ducked into the bathroom with her briefcase. I ran upstairs to my room, taking two steps at a time like a little kid. My heart was pounding and I was already starting to get aroused, just thinking about what I was going to be doing in a few minutes.
By the time I came back downstairs, Sabrina had already changed into her pajamas. And she was right. It was pretty sexy.
"Woah," I said, my eyes moving over her body. Se was wearing a little purple silk nightgown. There was a ton of cleavage (still a boob girl!) and it was incredibly short. From where she sat on the couch, I could see the shapely curve of her ass exposed. She looked up at me and furrowed her brow.
"I guess you seriously decided to get comfortable," she said. I laughed a little bit. I was wearing my mother's big, billowy pink robe. It was about 20 years old and had a big Siamese cat sewn onto the side of it. It was, in all likelihood, the least sexy thing in the entire house. And my dad has a large collection of Tommy Bahama shirts.
"So, remember I told you I had a surprise?" I asked, bouncing a little bit and biting my lower lip. Sabrina nodded a little.
"I didn't realize you had a 'Ralphie's mom from A Christmas Story' fetish," she said.
"I really, really do but this is not about that...well, actually, maybe it can be. Say 'you'll shoot your eye out.'"
"You'll shoot your eye out," Sabrina said, in a husky, sexy voice. I shuddered and moaned a little.
"No, that is too hot. We can't do that now," I said sharply. Sabrina laughed.
"Okay, well then, if it isn't this fetching robe, what is the surprise?" She asked. It was the magic words. I had been holding the robe together with my hands (it wasn't tied). In one smooth motion, I sort of shrugged the robe off of my shoulders, letting it tumble onto the floor. I was wearing a lacy black bra I had purchased for the occasion. No panties, but thigh high socks. Oh, and in between those two new purchases was a six inch, orange, strap-on dildo.
"Who is your friend there?" Sabrina asked, pointing with her toe at the dildo. I moved my hips side-to-side, waving the plastic cock in front of Sabrina's face.
"We are going to do a little role reversal tonight. I am going to fuck you!" I said and I gave my plastic cock a little stroke.
"You recall that I do not have a pussy," Sabrina said and then rose up onto her knees on the couch. Her nightgown was so short and that the tip of her cock and her balls actually hung down below the hemline, which was incredibly hot.
"It had occurred to me, yes," I said, licking my lips a little bit, "But, and you can correct me if I am wrong, you do have an asshole. Yes?"
"What the hell do you know about fucking someone in the ass? Have you ever been fucked in the ass?" she asked. I shook my head.
"No, not as such, no," I said and then I pointed at her, "But you have, right?"
"Yes, but..."
"And remember that one time when I asked you to let me watch you masturbate and you showed me that thing you do..."
"With my finger!" Sabrina said, bending her index finger in my direction, and then pointing at my dildo, "Its a little smaller than that thing!" My smile sort of faded, and I started to think about bending down and pick up my robe.
"It really is cool, if you don't want to. It was just an idea I had," I said, feeling incredibly stupid and embarrassed. Ah yes, this was the reason I didn't like surprises! They had a tendency to fuck things up. Sabrina gave me a sly little smile.
"Let me be honest here," she said, "You look really hot wearing that thing. And the socks. Actually, thinking about it, I really want to give this a shot. I just...I haven't had anything bigger than my finger up my ass in a couple of years. So I don't want to get your hopes up too high, this can be more complicated than you might realize. I appreciate the surprise, but this would have been a surer thing if I had worn a plug today. Do you have lube?" I smiled, relief washing over me. Not just that she was going to give it a try, but that she wasn't upset with me. And also...
"Yes, I asked around about the best kind for this and it was totally embarrassing. But I did it for you," I said, reaching into a cupboard where I had stashed the stuff.
"Then come fuck me," Sabrina said, like she had been waiting all her life. I almost sprinted over towards the couch. As I was moving, Sabrina fell down onto her ass on the couch. She spread her legs, the nightgown rose up over her hips. She reached down, grabbed it, and pulled it up over her head. Her soft cock was resting cutely against her balls. She scooted to the edge of the couch, until her cock and ass sort of hung off of the edge.
"Here is the lube," I said, handing it to her. I figured she knew better what to do with it. She flipped the top over and squeezed some of it onto her left palm. She sort of reached down, under her balls, pressing the lube against her anus. At the same time, her right hand reached forward, grasping around my dildo. She pulled me in close, between her legs.
"So, spit is never, ever, ever enough lube for anal. I cannot stress that enough. Spit is not enough," she said, looking up at me, "But it can still be fun to get started with it," she said. Her pretty eyes flashed at me for a moment, her long lashed fluttering shut. Then she craned her neck and took the tip of my dildo into her mouth. My eyes went wide and I sort of tilted my head, so I could watch the dildo disappearing into Sabrina's lips.
It wasn't a massive dildo or anything, but she moved it smoothly into her mouth. I heard a wet little choking sound for half a second, and then it was in Sabrina's throat. I felt her nose press into my stomach. She worked her head side to side, letting the dildo bounce around inside of her throat. And she kept it in for so long! Once, without even stopping, she moved her hand off my shaft, squirted more lube into her hand, and moved it back to her asshole.
"You look so pretty doing that," I said. It was bizarrely hot. I don't know, I guess I had never really thought about what it would look like to have someone give me a blowjob. Weird, right? But, having it done, even without any of the sensation associated with it, was oddly sexy and...empowering. I ran my hands through Sabrina's hair, moving my hands down her face and against her throat. I felt myself growing wet just watching her. Which was more than a little surprising.
Finally, with a gurgling little gasp, Sabrina moved her head back, letting the dildo slide from her throat. It came out dripping with Sabrina's spit. I actually felt it dribble down, cool, onto my toes. I might have thought it was wet enough, except for the fact that Sabrina had already told me it wasn't.
"I will lube it too," Sabrina said, and squirting more of the lube onto her palm, and then working it into along the length of my dildo. It was oddly hot to watch her stroke my dildo too. And it felt nice, the blunt end of the strapon rubbing against my clit. I could feel the slickness against the back of it, knew I was getting extremely turned on. I wanted to go to the next step.
"What's the best position, like...how should we position ourselves?" I asked earnestly.
"I think it might be different for everyone," Sabrina said, her fingers moving back down to her asshole, "Every time I have done it, the best way has been on my back. Missionary style. That might be boring but..."
"No," I said, suddenly picturing the image of Sabrina, spread wide, in my mind's eye, "That sounds insanely hot. Let's do that!"
"Let's!" Sabrina said, "Actually, your parents have a sort of low-to-the-ground couch here. Kind of deep too, if we throw the back cushions off. I can probably stay here and you can get high on your knees..." She didn't have to explain more. I could see it in my minds eye. I reached behind her, grabbing the back cushions and throwing them onto the floor. I leaned back and put my hand on Sabrina's shoulder. I shoved her slightly, and she fell back onto the couch, her breasts sort of spreading out across her chest, and her soft cock flopping back against her stomach and then coming to rest again on her balls.
"I want to watch your flop back on a bed like that a million times," I said, dropping down to my knees on the floor. Sabrina laughed.
"You promised me an ass fuck, you have to deliver it now," she said, "I will flop some other time"
"Deal," I said, grasping my fake cock around the base. I watched as Sabrina slipped her arms down under her legs, watched her hands grasp her ass cheeks, and she pulled them apart slightly, while rolling her hips up towards me, thrusting her ass up off the couch so that she was on her lower back on the very edge of the cushion. I reached forward with my free hand, finding Sabrina's soft cock, and stroking it once. She moaned, and I slipped my hand down. I gently cupped her silky balls (I always love her balls so much! I can't possibly explain why. They are so cute!) and lifted them up. I exposed the glistening, pink rosebud of Sabrina's asshole. I desperately wanted to be inside of her.
"Do it. But don't be shy about adding more lube," she said, biting her lip with anticipation. I realized that she wasn't just doing this for me. She wanted it too. My desire seemed to double all at once. I had to carefully control myself, to avoid going at Sabrina too quickly.
"I just like...?" I felt a little nervous now, despite being excited. Sabrina laughed a little.
"Not so confident when you're looking me in the eye, so to speak," Sabrina said, wiggling her ass a little. I laughed and shrugged, "Just push in smooth and gentle. Not too fast. I will keep telling you want to do, I wasn't planning on leaving," she said.
"Yeah," I said, biting my lip and not really engaging with her joke. I tilted my head to the side, and pressed the tip of the bright orange dildo against Sabrina's little pink asshole. I slid up against the wrinkled flesh easily, the lube making her extra slippery. Sabrina groaned a little.
"There are a lot of nerves there, that feels nice," she said. I kept my hand on the dildo, forced it down against her anus again and then let it ride up again. I started to rock my hips back and forth, just letting the slick dildo rub against Sabrina's asshole, firmly but with no intention (yet) of penetrating her. Sabrina continued to moan and I could feel her soft cock twitch slightly in my other hand.
"That feels good," Sabrina moaned and sort of settled a bit on the couch, she seemed more relaxed, "Put it in," she said. It wasn't quite as instructional now. There was a bit of desire in her voice.
"Whatever you want," I said and she laughed a little, but her eyes stayed on my dildo. Once again, I positioned the tip of my dildo at the very center of Sabrina's asshole. I started to push again, this time keeping pressure on the dildo, to keep it centered on Sabrina's anus, not letting it ride up. I felt a slight amount of pressure, I saw her skin stretching against me. I heard Sabrina gasp a little, and slowed the pressure, afraid I was hurting her.



"No!" she said, rolling her hips, "Keep pushing! So close!" she moaned. I returned the pressure, firmer than before, still smooth. I felt, again, the slight resistance from Sabrina's body, and then suddenly, it was like she gave way. I watched as her tight, pink little anus winked open and sucked up an inch of my dildo all at once. Sabrina's body shivered slightly and she moaned.
I lifted up the bottle of lube and poured a big glob onto Sabrina's anus and onto the exposed inches of my dildo. I briefly moved my hands of of Sabrina's cock, rubbing the lube in. Then my hands found Sabrina's balls again. I lifted them up, to give the dildo space to move. But I kept them cupped in my hands, rubbing them gently, feeling the soft skin between my fingers. Her warm, heavy balls.
More pressure now, with my lubed up dildo. Sabrina sort of threw her arms out, bracing herself on my parent's couch, so that she wouldn't rock back or move as I started to press harder. I kept my head tilted to the side, watching as more and more of the dildo started to slip inside of Sabrina's asshole. I loved the way that the cute kiss of her anus spread wider and wider, allowing more and more of the plastic phallus inside of her body. There was almost no resistance at all now. Sabrina groaned and writhed, but she was smiling too, nodding her head, not saying anything as I slowly started to fill her up.
Inch by inch, I thrust, occasionally adding more lube. My eyes wondered all over Sabrina's body as I moved, looking at her hips, her cock, her waist, her breasts, her quivering lips, her beautiful eyes. Those eyes. They remained on me the whole time, the pupils boring into my face, inflamed. Her balls seized slightly in my hand, and I knew she was enjoying herself.
I don't know how long it took, probably less time than I had been expecting. I was actually sort of a surprise. Suddenly, there was no room for my hand on Sabrina's balls, felt them against my belly. I looked down, saw her soft cock splayed out in front of me, against her belly. It was almost like I had a soft, inverted penis. I reached my hand down, touching the shaft and half expecting to feel it myself. Sabrina giggled and I looked up at her, she was biting her lip and her eyebrows were raised.
"How does it feel," I asked, not daring to move. Sabrina shrugged a bit. She no longer needed to brace herself, moving her arms off of the couch. One hand found her breasts and I watched as she lifted them, then squeezed her nipple slightly. I knew from experience that her nipples were very sensitive and I could feel her body trembling as she rubbed herself.
"You are more patient than anyone I've ever done this with," she said, "It feels..." and she didn't speak, just let her eyes roll back in her head. She sort of threw her head back, letting her hair shake down. "Just fuck me. I want it. I trust you," she said.
Her words sort of rolled down my spine and I nodded. I pulled my hips back slightly, feeling the dildo slip out of Sabrina's asshole slightly, a couple of inches. Sabrina shuddered. The hand on her breast squeezed her nipple tighter. I thrust my hips forward again, still slow and smooth. Again, I felt the dildo slip easily inside of Sabrina's tight ass. As I pressed to the hilt, I felt the back end of the dildo press pleasantly against my clitoris and I groaned.
"Just like that," Sabrina gasped, "In and out like that slow, and smooth," she said and I bounced a little, happy that I was doing the right thing. Sabrina groaned as the tilted shifted inside of her ass. Still, I did what she said. I pulled my hips out smoothly, letting the dildo slip through her tight muscles. I left an inch inside of her, didn't hesitate for a moment, and then pressed back in at the same speed. Her cock flopped lewdly as I fucked. Soon, my hips settled into a perfect rhythm, and I wasn't even thinking about it anymore. Just dancing to the silent music that our bodies made.
Well, not entirely silent. There was the sexy, wet sound of my lubed-up dildo slipping in and out of Sabrina's tight asshole. And the sound of my breathing and the soft pat as my stomach pressed into Sabrina's balls. But the loudest sound, by far, was Sabrina's beautiful moans every time my plastic cock pressed inside of her, and the soft gasp each time I pulled out. Because I moved so smoothly, the sounds came in the same perfect rhythm. At the same time, each movement made Sabrina more and more excited, and the noises grew louder and louder each time.
I think it was that sound, the sound of Sabrina's mounting excitement, that hit me the most. Somehow, that really drove home the point that I was fucking Sabrina, that I was doing it right and giving her pleasure. And so each little noise that slipped from Sabrina's lips traveled down my ear and infused every inch of my body. I felt my nipples harden, my pussy grow wetter and wetter. The back of the dildo rubbed messily against my clit. The smell of my pussy as thick in the air.
"Jesus, that feels so good!" Sabrina moaned, "That spot...over and over again, keeping hitting...yes!"
"So you are still upset I did this, should I stop?" I asked, teasing that I would stop the rhythm. Sabrina leaned forward, as best she could.
"I will claw your eyes out!" she moaned, and I smiled. But I kept moving."Fuck my ass!" Sabrina moaned. She settled back onto the couch, but spread her legs wider, now grabbing both breasts with her hands. As I thrust, I watched her cock flop and smack against her tight belly. My mouth watered and I wished I could get it inside of my mouth.
After several minutes, when Sabrina's moans were starting to blend into her gasps, growing so loud I was afraid that the neighbors would hear, I noticed something. It was a little like every thrust of my dildo was starting to...pump Sabrina up. As I thrust my fake cock inside of Sabrina's ass, I saw her actual cock sort of bounce against her balls and the flop onto her stomach. But, after awhile, each time I thrust, I noticed that her cock didn't fall so far down against her balls, and it slapped hard and harder against her belly. I moved my fingers off of Sabrina's balls, wrapped them around her warm, silky shaft. I could feel the blood running through it, feel its denseness more than before. I pulled out, thrust back in. The cock felt fuller, harder.
"Sabrina, is this turning you on?" I asked in faux shock, squeezing her shaft tightly in my fingers. I knew from experience now that Sabrina didn't just rush into an erection. I had to earn them. And I was pleasantly surprised that this was working for her.
"Oh, don't touch it!" Sabrina groaned and my hand slipped off quickly, I was afraid I was hurting her, "Oh just keep fucking that spot! Just keep hitting it and you won't need to touch me. It is so much more intense," she said. Her eyes were wide open and her body was trembling. I wasn't hurting her, it was something else. Something interesting.
I didn't speak, I kept my hands off of her cock. Instead, I moved them both down to Sabrina's hips, grasping them tightly. For the first time since we started, I began to pick up the pace in earnest I moved my hips back and thrust them forward harder and faster, feeling Sabrina's balls slap into my stomach. I grasped her hips tightly, holding her in place so that my hard thrusts struck home each time. Sabrina's eyes were slammed shut and her muscles were taut. Her moaning was nonstop now. And her cock was no longer flopping. It sat up hard on Sabrina's body pointing up between her breasts. Pre-cum dripped heavily from the tip onto her flat stomach.
Sabrina's cock bounced rigidly, I had hardly ever seen it harder and I desperately wanted it inside my pussy. But I didn't want to stop either, didn't want to stop making Sabrina feel...whatever it was I was making her feel. She was writhing on the bed, moaning her body trembling all over.
"Don't stop, don't stop, right there, right there..." Sabrina kept moaning over and over again. My pussy ached and my breath was coming ragged, tired. My fingers were white on Sabrina's hips. Suddenly, a loud croaking noise began in the back of Sabrina's throat. Every muscle in her body suddenly tensed. I slammed the dildo home, and felt Sabrina's balls seizing up. I saw her cock trembling and swelling.
"Oh fuck! I can't believe...oh Jesus!" Sabrina moaned but then it melted into indistinguishable noises. And I swear, I didn't even realize that Sabrina was cumming, until I saw it. I was looking at the bulbous tip of her trembling cock when, just at that second, it burst. Thick, wet ropes of hot cum splurted out of Sabrina's cock.
"I didn't know that could happen!" I said, but I kept watching Sabrina. Her back arched and her cock throbbed throw it out. I watched as the blob of hot sperm splattered against Sabrina's face, coating her right eye and landing in her opened mouth. I saw another spurt splash across her throat and over her nipple. She just kept cumming! More and more sperm poured out of her body, more than I'd ever seen before. Soon there was a small pool in the hollow of her throat and in her belly button. The whole time, Sabrina shuddered and gasped, her balls seizing against my belly. I could actually feel her asshole clenching and unclenching, spasming around the dildo as the orgasm tore through her body.
Finally, Sabrina collapsed back onto the couch, panting and shivering. I took half a step back, and my dildo slipped unceremoniously out of Sabrina's asshole. I don't even think that she noticed. She was still trying to catch her breath and gain her wits. I took advantage. I dropped down onto the couch next to her quickly dropped my head down on top of her. I took her cum covered nipple into my mouth. I heard Sabrina gasp, but she was too weak to push me away. I swirled my tongue around on the hard little nub, salty and sticky with sperm. I sucked the cum into my mouth, and then kept moving.
First up, sucking the sperm from Sabrina's collarbone, and out of the hollow of her throat (slurping it even). I moved up and sucked on her chin and licked her lips clean, even licking her eyelids. Then I rapidly moved down, sucking the cum from Sabrina's chest, then out of her bellybutton. Finally, I took the tip of Sabrina's still-hard cock into my mouth, pulling in the last few droplets. Sabrina's cock was sensitive now, and she weakly pushed me away. I was fine with that, I pulled back. The salty liquid coated my teeth and sloshed lewdly in my mouth.
I brought my lips quickly up to Sabrina's. She was waiting for me, her hands reaching back behind my head, pulling me in. I felt her tongue pierce my mouth and a whole torrent of sperm and saliva poured into her mouth. It felt slick and heavy and it tumbled out between my lips. Ever since the first time, Sabrina and I always shared a kiss like this. But it had never been so much! I was almost overflowing from Sabrina's mouth. But, she managed to break our kiss and then swallow down the sticky mass, in one gulp. Still panting, she smiled up at me.
"Not cool, you didn't share," I said softly. Sabrina laughed.
"I didn't want to lose any of that. It was the most amazing orgasm I've ever had! I wanted to keep it all!" Sabrina said. I giggled, but felt my whole body warmed with pride.
"I gave it to you, I feel like I am owed something. It's only fair," I said playfully.
"You know what they say," Sabrina said, wrapping her arms around me and then sort of rolling over on the couch, until she was laying on top of me. She kissed my nose, "turn about is FAIR play. Let me make it up to you by fucking you in the ass," she said. I felt my skin prickle at the idea. But I immediately rejected it.
"You just came, your cock isn't going to be ready for that," I said, a little relieved (and a lot disappointed). Sabrina shifted her hips slightly. I felt a hardness pressing against my hip.
"I am so horny right now, you have no idea," Sabrina said.
"I don't know..."
"I didn't know about eating my own sperm that first time. But you went ahead and did it. And I liked it, fair is fair," Sabrina said and I bit my lip. Feeling Sabrina's penis against my body sort of changed the equation. It was so warm, so silky...I kind of wanted it...anywhere she would put it. Sabrina must have sensed it, her playful tone changed and her eyes softened.
"I don't know..." I said, my voice not even convincing to me.
"Tell you what," Sabrina said, and she started to sort of slide down my body. Soon, she was kneeling on the floor between my knees. She took the base of the dildo in her hand and looked up at me, "I will suck this dildo, right now. Deep throat it, if you can honestly say you don't want to try it." As she spoke, she turned her head to the side and gently kissed the dildo. The dildo that just minutes before, had been buried in her ass. I was surprised. A little bit shocked. But for reasons I couldn't explain, I sort of...liked it.
"I will tell you what," I said, leaning forward and copying Sabrina's sultry tone, "If you deep throat that dildo, I will admit how much I want you to fuck me in the ass." I said, raising my eyebrows. Sabrina didn't bat and eye. She moved her head so that it was directly over top of my dildo. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth. She moved so swiftly, and so certainly, I almost didn't believe it happened. The dildo just...disappeared into her throat. And I knew that, straight from her tight asshole, the dildo was slipping across her tongue and worming it way down towards her pretty little belly. It was so dirty! So unbelievably hot. My pussy, already wet, ached as I watched her throat working on the dildo. I watched as Sabrina slowly pulled her head up, saw the dildo slowly reappear, dripping with saliva. Sabrina finally pulled it out, planted one little kiss on the end, and looked up at me coolly.
"I need you to fuck me in the ass," I said, not even really believing I said it, but knowing that I felt it.
"I can play your dirty mind like a fiddle," Sabrina said, and she reached up to my hips and began to unhook all of the straps from my dildo. In a moment, the device was on the floor in a wet heap. My bra followed. And I was completely naked in front of Sabrina.
Sabrina rose quickly and in a moment, she was holding my bottle of lube. She squirted a large amount of it into her palm and then started to slowly work it onto her hard shaft. I leaned forward, pushing my hand forward, I felt my palm press against the rounded tip of her penis. Sabrina moved her hand away, and now I began to stroke her cock. It was coated lube, almost dripping with it. It felt more silky than ever, but hard in my had. I twisted my wrist, making sure that I coated every inch of her.
"You are getting better than that!" Sabrina said, with a gasp, "Not too much, you'll use up all the lube...and make me cum," she said. I moved my hand off of her.
"Sorry," I said.
"Don't be sorry! Cumming is a good thing," Sabrina laughed, "I just want to cum in your ass," she said and I felt my stomach flip and my asshole actually clenched. I was excited by the idea!
"Yes, do that," I said.
"Get up on your hands and knees," Sabrina ordered, "I want to lube you up." I instantly complied, essentially popping up and then sticking my ass up. Sabrina rose slightly and then moved so that she was up on her knees behind me.
"You have a cuter ass than I realized," Sabrina said, her voice actually registering surprise.
"I am offended! I said, "My ass could out cute your ass any day of the week." Sabrina didn't respond. Instead, her hand came down with a sharp spank on my ass. Not really hard, but enough to make me give a little yelp and arch my back.
"I kind of liked that!" I said. But now Sabrina was gently rubbing the flesh of my ass.
"Maybe you do, but it made you all tense. That was dumb. I want all those muscles relaxed," she said. At that same moment, I felt her fingers press wetly against my asshole.
"Oh god!" I said, surprised by the depth of the sensation. Sabrina was right, there were just...a ton of nerves right there. And every one of them lit up as the pads of Sabrina's soft fingers began to gently circle around my dense, crinkled flesh. Her fingers moved slowly, they sort of rippled. I don't know, it was like an insanely intimate massage. I found myself pushing back against her fingers, willing her to give me more sensation.
"I need to get a little lube inside of you too, okay?" Sabrina asked. I was so fucked on the feeling of Sabrina's gentle fingers on my asshole, that I didn't really really register what that meant. I just nodded. Sabrina's fingers moved away and I moaned. A moment later they were back. She circled once, but the I felt the tip of her index finger press wetly against my anus.
"Try try to relax your muscles, it might feel tight, but if you stay calm, it feels good," Sabrina instructed and I nodded. I didn't really even know how to relax in this situation, but I was excited. I wanted this to work. I felt pressure slowly start to build up against my anus, "Push out," Sabrina instructed. Instantly I complied, pushing out with my muscles. I felt her fingertip slip inside of me.
"Oh god!" I moaned. Just that tip of her finger...it felt so big. Good, but big. Sabrina pushed farther, smoothly moving in up to her second knuckle. I felt my body stretch to accommodate her, felt her smearing the lube inside of my asshole.
"bout a quart low," she said, affecting a sort of mechanic's disinterested drone. I looked over my shoulder and smirked.
"Are you seriously making that joke?" I asked, except that last syllable didn't really make ti out. Because Sabrina plunged her finger the rest of the way into my ass. I couldn't believe how full I felt. My bowels were wrapped so tightly around her slim little finger.
"Just relaxing you," Sabrina said, as she continued to turn her finger inside of my ass. After a couple of moments, she slipped her finger out, all at once and I gasped at the sudden emptiness. I was still looking over my shoulder at Sabrina, and I watched as she moved her finger instantly from my ass up to her mouth. I watched the digit plunge between her lips, heard her moan, and watched her eyes roll back in her head as she tasted me. I saw her cock twitch as she moaned. I reacted too. It was so nasty! So dirty! I should have been disgusted, but instead, I felt my pussy clench, felt my nipples grow hard again.
"Get it inside me now, I am ready," I groaned, swaying my ass side to side. In a moment, I felt Sabrina's knees land between mine, felt her one cool hand land on my hip, spread across my ass. A moment later, I felt fingers on Sabrina's other hand pushing my ass cheeks apart. I knew her cock was laying in her palm, right behind those fingers and I shivered slightly. A minute later, I felt it. Right against my asshole, the hard tip of Sabrina's penis.
"That's a lot bigger than your finger," I said. Sabrina rubbed my ass and hip soothingly with her free hand.
"I am not going to do anything that hurts you," she said, "I promise. If this doesn't work. It doesn't work. Just stay calm and we have a better chance." I could sense that what she was saying was true, and I turned my head and faced forward, trusting Sabrina. Her cock moved up and down my anus for a few moments, just as I had done to her. And she was right. It felt lovely. The nerves were so sensitive.
But Sabrina was excited, and so was I. We didn't need anymore foreplay. After a moment, I felt the tip of Sabrina's cock firm against my asshole once again. I felt pressure against me as Sabrina started to thrust her hips forward. I braced myself with my hands, pushing back into her ass. The pressure built and it built.
"You okay?" Sabrina asked, and she groaned a little bit. I nodded, "Push out!" she instructed. Again, I complied instantly. And again, I felt it. My asshole winked open and swallowed up the tip of Sabrina's hard cock. It closed tightly back around her, squeezing her tightly.



"Oh fuck!" I groaned loudly.
"Do I need to stop?" Sabrina asked.
"No...all the way," I groaned, my knees shaking on the floor. I felt so full. And I felt so tight. And there was pressure. But I didn't feel pain. I wanted to feel more. Sabrina quickly obliged. She thrust her hips forward, slowly and cautious. I felt her pressing deeper and deeper inside of me. Every millimeter she moved, I felt like she had filled me entirely. And then she moved again, and it was like she was making tight space inside of me. My bowels squeezed around Sabrina's cock, but I kept letting her further inside of me. And, strangely, the deeper she got and the tighter I squeezed her, the better it felt.
"Christ, this is tight," Sabrina moaned, and I felt her other hand come down on my hip. She was no longer holding her cock, she was holding me in place with her soft palms. And sinking her dick deeper into my asshole. I felt my pussy dripping down my leg, and I realized that I couldn't remember a time when I felt more excited. Once again, it was something new and surprising. And I couldn't get enough.
At first, I didn't understand the next thing that I felt. There was a warmth and softness against the lips of my pussy. My juices smeared against whatever it was, making it slick. Sabrina sighed and stopped moving. And then, suddenly, I realized what it was. Sabrina's balls! They were pressed against my pussy lips. She was all the way inside of my ass.
"Oh god, I did it!" I said, surprised. Sabrina laughed.
"Well, I helped," she said.
"Keep helping!" I begged. Sabrina instantly obliged. I felt her warm balls move off of my pussy, and then I felt a strange emptiness start to form as Sabrina pulled her hips backward. My bowels squeezed around Sabrina, but she was able to slip three or four inches of her cock out of my ass. Going felt almost as good as coming. Sabrina's hands came off of my hips and a moment later, I felt a wetness on my asshole. I knew that Sabrina had poured more lube on my asshole and her cock. And then her hands were back on my hips and she was thrusting into me again.
It was easier this time. Less pressure. My body knew what to expect, and made way for Sabrina's hard cock. It was still incredibly tight, and several times my asshole sort of...pulse. Squeezing around Sabrina's cock, making her stop for a moment and groan. But soon her balls were against my pussy again. And then she was pulling out again. Then thrusting in again. Much more quickly than I'd expected, Sabrina had found a steady rhythm, moving in and out of my tight asshole with ease. My body still felt full every time she pressed in (I felt like the tip of her cock was going to pour out of my mouth!) and I still felt terribly empty when she was gone (though the sensation of pulling out was lovely). But there was little pressure now. Just a building pressure I couldn't explain.
Sabrina began to move faster and faster with each thrust. She brought up her speed so gradually, that at first I didn't realize that it was happening. But soon, Sabrina's balls weren't just pressing into my pussy lips, it was smacking into it. As they slapped, it sent waves of sensation coursing through my body and I moaned with pleasure. This just made Sabrina thrust faster and harder.
My elbows felt weak and my knees were shaking, but I knew that I needed relief. I lifted one hand up off of the floor (almost falling forward in the process), and brought my palm up to my breast. I felt my hard nipple pressing into my skin and I squeezed the flesh. I felt my asshole seize around Sabrina's cock as I felt the sensation flow through me.
"You need to cum, don't you baby?" I heard Sabrina say.
"Oh god, yes!" I moaned, my elbow buckling. Sabrina pressed her cock in hard, slapping my pussy with her balls. At the same time, she moved one hand down from my hip, snaking it around my thigh. In a moment, I felt her fingers against my pussy lips. And then the soft pads of her fingers found my clitoris and my eyes rolled back in my head. Just to touch it was almost too sensitive! I moaned, trying to say something, I can't remember what, but it just came out in a jumbled noise of pleasure.
If Sabrina sensed she was pushing me too far, she didn't take any notice of it. Her fingers swirled around my clitoris. Occasionally, she would dip her fingers down to my pussy lips, coating her finger tips in my juices. I was so very wet, and slick. Sabrina kept her cock buried in my ass. She was bent over me, and she couldn't pull back as far as she had before. But she rocked her hips inside of me. I could feel her cock pressing buttons inside of me. I could feel my bowels holding her closely, trying to pull more and more pleasure out her.
I couldn't last long under these circumstances. I am not sure how many times Sabrina's fingers swirled around my clit. It was like we had moved outside of time. The orgasm was on me before I realized what was happening. I felt my asshole clench very tightly, felt my bowels sort of ripple around Sabrina's shaft. It was only then the I noticed the fuzzy vibrations start to spread from my slick clitoris. It start small, but intense, but then started to grow out, coating my legs, climbing up my chest, frazzling my brain. It made my asshole clench tighter, forced my hips back harder into Sabrina's cock. And then the pleasure was so intense, I couldn't even really think anymore.
The only thing I could tell for sure was that I had pushed Sabrina over the edge as well. I heard her moan, felt her hands clench around my hips, her fingers sticking hard into my skin. As my asshole tightened around her, I felt Sabrina's cock bulge and pulse inside of me. I felt her balls seize against my pussy lips. And then I felt the warm wetness of her sperm blasting deep into my bowels. There was still so much of it, almost as much as the first time. And I could feel it squeezing into every free inch of me. Pulse after pulse until I felt Sabrina's body relax, and she was panting behind me. My orgasm settled as well.
Sabrina recovered first. I was still panting on my hands and knees and I felt Sabrina take a step back, her cock sliding out of me deliciously. I felt a glob of her warm sperm dribble out of my ass and then down my leg. And then I felt Sabrina's tongue right there. She had dropped down, splashing her tongue against her sperm on my thigh. She dragged her tongue up my thigh, collecting every stray drop. And then her mouth wrapped around my wet anus. Her lips made a tight seal and her tongue darted out. I groaned and pitched forward onto my elbows, driving my ass hard into Sabrina's face. She began to suck. I felt Sabrina's cum slipping out of my asshole as she pulled it into her mouth. Somehow, it felt almost as good as when she'd put it in there.
After a minute or so, I felt Sabrina pull her lip back. She gave my asshole one small kiss and then she was moving around my body. She dropped down on her knees in front of me. I tilted my head back, looking up at her. Her face was glistening with cum, her cheeks bulging. She bent over, putting one hand on my shoulder, the other running through my hair. She bent her head to the side and I felt her lips press into mine. I could taste her sperm on her lips, but I knew there was more. I opened my mouth, felt her lips reciprocate. And then it poured inside of me. Sabrina's warm cum, fresh from my own ass, mixed with Sabrina's sweet saliva. The whole mass inside of my mouth ate once, coating my tongue and slipping down to the back of my throat.
"This time it was for you," Sabrina said. She sat back up, placing her her hands on her hips. I looked down and saw that her cock was now soft, and hanging cutely between her slightly spread legs. I walked forward a step on my hands and knees. I dropped my head low, craning my neck, and then bringing my mouth up from underneath of the tip of Sabrina's penis. I opened my mouth slightly, keeping my lips out so the pearly liquid wouldn't dribble out. And then I felt Sabrina's cock pour, soft, into my mouth. I closed my lips around it, taking the whole thing inside of me. Sabrina's balls were on my chin. I swirled my tongue around, Sabrina's soft cock flipping and flopping inside of my mouth.
Just a moment before, this cock had been in my ass. Now it was in my mouth, getting coated in Sabrina's sperm. I could taste my earthy flavor on it. Cum dribbled down my lips and onto the floor. Finally, I swallowed down Sabrina's sperm, leaving her cock in my mouth as I did it. Soon, her cock was dry and resting on my tongue. Slowly, I pulled it out, kissed the tip, and let it fall limp against Sabrina's thighs. I rose up on my knees, facing Sabrina. Her eyes were wide, her brows raised.
"That was really hot," she said.
"I really am," I replied and she leaned forward and kissed me. We sat for a moment and caught our breath, both a little sheepish, after the way that our bodies had taken over our senses. But we were also totally relaxed, basking the afterglow of our orgasms. Finally, Sabrina sighed.
"Come on, lets go get cleaned up," she said.
"I just cleaned you off," I said, licking my lips.
"That doesn't count, come on, let's get a shower or something," Sabrina suggested. I shrugged.
"Suit yourself, my parents have a big shower, we can both fit," I said. I took her hand and we rose, and headed upstairs.
About twenty minutes later, we were stepping out of my parents big shower. I felt revitalized by the warm water and had enjoyed the feeling of running the soap bar over Sabrina's lush body. It was especially fun scrubbing her soft, pink cock. I think she had enjoyed it as well.
We had forgotten towels and I walked, soaking wet, over to the linen closet and grabbed two. When I came back, towel wrapped around my chest, I saw that Sabrina had come into my parents room. She was dripping onto the floor and was holding a picture frame in her hand and she was staring at it intently. I handed her the towel, she took it with her free had but didn't seem to take any notice of it. She just kept staring at the picture.
"Everything okay?" I asked and she was silent. I tried to look over her shoulder, but she was holding the picture so close to her face, all I could make out was that it was a picture of my mom from like 20 years earlier. Sabrina's hands were trembling. "Seriously baby, are you okay?" I said, actually concerned now.
"Charli, you said your last name was what?" she asked. I sort of snorted. We had been dating so long, she had to know this by now.
"Muhlner," I said, the word coming out clunky in my mouth as it always did.
"Not Schmidt, right?" she asked and I felt a strange, tingling pang in my stomach.
"Why?" I asked.
"Just answer the question!" Sabrina said sharply. I took a step back.
"My dad isn't my dad. Like, not my birth dad," I explained, "my birth dad died when I was like three or four. I don't really remember him. Just little bits and pieces. And then my mom married my dad. And we both changed our name. I used to be a Schmidt. Now I am a Muhlner. And someday I will be Mrs. Taylor Swift," But the joke fell flat and came out even.
"Your first name is Charlene, right?" she asked and I sort of laughed.
"No, I am not 97 year old woman who smokes Camels. I am Charlotte," Sabrina winced, "What made you think I was Charlene?"
"I don't know...I just didn't think of it..." Sabrina said her voice sounding far away, "You lived here your whole life. New people don't move here..."
"Sabrina!" I said, stepping forward, taking her shoulders in my hands, shaking her a little, and looking at her. She seemed dazed, but looked at me, "What the fuck is wrong?"
"Charli, do you remember when you were a kid, like a really little kid and they still called you Charlotte, there was another member of the family?" she asked.
"Like my dad who died?" I asked confused, and Sabrina shook her head.
"A sibling..." she said. I shook my head, and then I stopped.
"Oh god, yes! I can't believe I forgot. My mom talks about that sometimes. A year before my dad died, there was this big fight and..."
"Your dad couldn't handle the fact that his child was a transwoman and so she left town and never came back?" Sabrina said. I swear, it didn't hit me then. I furrowed my brow.
"I don't know anything about that. Mom just said she wanted to get back in touch, but she didn't even know where to start looking..." And then it clicked in my brain.
"Trust me, I know what happened," Sabrina said. She turned the picture so it faced me. My mom, my late father, and a kid, "That's my mom and dad. And that's me." And, just like with sex a few minutes before, time stood completely still for a moment. My mind reeled. I'd heard that expression before, but never really experienced it. But it is exactly what it sounds like. My mind turned into one of those weird old newspaper machines, and the whole thing just zoomed inside of my mind. I couldn't concentrate on a single thought.
"Surprise," Sabrina said quietly.
"What does this mean?" I asked, after a very long time. I couldn't look at Sabrina.
"We are...sisters," Sabrina said quietly. I could still taste her sperm on my teeth when she said it. My stomach dropped.
"Welcome home, sis," I said flatly. Sabrina eyes shot up, and I accidentally met them. We froze for a moment, and I saw the corner of her mouth tick up. Then the other. And then she giggled a little. I giggled as well. Sabrina's pretty mouth opened and I heard her laugh. And then I was laughing too. I don't know what it was. It wasn't even that funny. But it was like...the absurdity of the moment overcame us, and soon we were both laughing hysterically in my parents room. Our mother's room. Me and my sister.
After a few minutes, I don't know how long we laughed, we found ourselves both sitting on the edge of my parents bed. Sabrina had wrapped her towel around herself. Slowly, the laughing stopped. The awkwardness was still there, the disbelief. But it was softer now. More easily controlled.
"So..." I said, after a long minute, "What does this mean about...everything?" I asked.
"You aren't going to believe this," Sabrina said, "but this situation has never actually happened to me before." I laughed a little.
"But I mean, we didn't know," I said, "I mean, we didn't do anything wrong...right?" Sabrina didn't answer. She didn't know any better than I did. She just sort of shrugged.
We sat in silence for a long time. Slowly, my mind began to return to me in full. The pieces of information began to slowly fit themselves back into place. Sabrina was my sibling. We had the same mother. The same father. She had a vague recollection about a younger sister named Charlotte. I had no memories of her at all, just legends about an older child who had wondered away. One my mother missed, but who both of my fathers wanted nothing to do with.
All of that information fitted itself into place in my thoughts about Sabrina. I mean, there wasn't any doubt about it. We were related. Very, very closely related. Christ, we had the exact same genes. I couldn't deny any of that. But, what was strange, was that all the other things I knew about her didn't disappear at once. I guess as I came to terms with things, I had sort of vaguely thought that Sabrina and I would both feel disgusted and then figure out how to get along (or not get along at all) as sisters.
But sitting next to her on the couch, Sabrina didn't feel any different to me. She was my sister, yes. But she was still the girl who I had miraculously picked up at a bar. The girl I had unashamedly slept with that first night. The girl I had been fucking relentlessly for months. The girl I was painfully attracted to. None of the dissipated. None of it went up in a vapor as I thought about our...other relationship.
Those two things, Sabrina as my girlfriend and Sabrina as my suddenly-discovered sister, just existed side by side, weirdly comfortably. In fact, I felt like they sort of reinforced one another. The sudden and almost scary depth of our connection, the way I had just sort of slipped into this relationship, so unlike me, suddenly made a lot more sense. For reasons that were hard to fathom, this strange knowledge made me trust Sabrina more as my girlfriend.
Girlfriend, the word rang in my ear. She still felt like she was my girlfriend. I smiled to myself, and rocked my knees over, bumping Sabrina's knees, she looked at me, "You kissed your sister," I said teasingly. Sabrina, shaken out of her own thoughts, laughed. She bumped me back.
"You felt your sister up," she said. Another bump
"You ate your sister's pussy!" I said and Sabrina gave a faux look of shock.
"You sucked your sister's dick!" she threw back and we both laughed. We were looking at each other now, our bodies leaning together. I could feel the warmth of Sabrina's knee against mine. It was like a temporary hold had been removed. Or, more than that, a barrier we didn't even know existed had broken down. And we stood exposed to one another entirely. And I liked what I saw. I was looking into her eyes. Those same beautiful eyes. Her skin looked so pink, so tasty. Sabrina bit her lip and sighed a little bit. Those luscious lips. Then she took a long breath, held it for a long time, and let it spill out.
"Okay, I am going to say something and if you think I am totally disgusting, you can just tell me to leave. And I will go and I won't even be upset with you. But..." I looked at her without reacting, because I already knew what she was going to say before she said it, "But this is kind of hot."
"Right?!" I asked, unbearably relieved that she had said it, so that I wouldn't have to.
"Like...I mean, I know it is wrong, but..."
"But also, that is exactly what makes it so hot! It is..." I finished
"Forbidden fruit," we both said, in unison. And then we laughed.
"We are so fucked up," Sabrina said. I saw her eyes glance down at her lap. Saw her cock was started to grow hard again. I felt my own nipples hardening, pressing pleasantly against the rough fabric of the towel.
"Must be genetic," I said, but it wasn't really a joke. I saw Sabrina's chest rising and falling heavily. I felt my own heart thrumming. Sabrina looked at me, almost gauging me. Entire conversations about right and wrong, lust and forbearance, disgust and desire, passed unspoken between us. We knew that we could talk it all out, right then. That we could hash it all out. But we both knew, in that moment, that when it was all said and done, we were going to agree with one another entirely. So what was the point in talking? She used her thigh, again, to bump me.
"You fucked you sister," Sabrina said, still looking into my eyes.
"I don't want to stop fucking my sister," I said, my voice just above a whisper. Sabrina betrayed nothing.
"You said you loved your sister," Sabrina said. I took a deep breath.
"I don't want to stop loving my sister," I said, louder this time.
And then it was a whirlwind! A surprise.
I groaned as I felt Sabrina's hand reach across my body and grasp the towel that tight across my chest, pulling it loose. I saw her pulling her own towel loose as well. I spread my legs, grabbing around Sabrina's back as best I could, pulling her into me and flopping back on my mother's bed. Our mother's bed. I laid back on the bed, and Sabrina came down on top of me. Our breasts pressed together and I felt Sabrina's mouth on my neck, sucking my flesh. I felt her cock, hard quicker than I'd ever seen before, pressing against my thigh.
"Fuck me!" I moaned, "Come on sis, fuck me!" I begged. That one little word, I am sure the reader and pick the one, seemed to push Sabrina to mania, just as I had hoped. I felt her hard cock pressing against my slit. I was sopping wet, I doubt I had ever been wetter in my life. I wrapped my legs around Sabrina's waist, pulling her into me. I gasped as I felt her hard cock enter me.



There was no technique now. There was no holding back. Nothing artificial. I don't know that I ever really got fucked a single time in my life before that moment. Sabrina's lips were locked around mine. Her tongue was plunged into my mouth, her elbows on either side of my head. Her soft breasts were resting above mine, our bodies soon slick with sweat, my lubricated nipples rubbing against Sabrina's skin. And our hips, wild. Sabrina thrust in and out of me with animal abandon. Speed and force like she'd never given me before. And I matched her ever step of the way, catching her rhythm and riding it with my hips. I groaned in her mouth and scratched at her back.
Sabrina broke our kiss, I felt her bury her head in the mattress next to me. I could feel her warm breath in my ear, ragged after just a few minutes of relentless fucking. I whispered into her ear, "I love you, fuck me, I love you, fuck me!" Over and over and over again until the words didn't mean anything except for my absolute desire to be totally and completely owned by Sabrina.
I came. Oh god, I came so much. I didn't know a person could cum like that! I don't know when it started. I don't know how long it lasted. It wasn't a single build up and then a crashing crescendo of pleasure. It was like one of those EKG machines at the hospital. Up and then down and then up again. Over and over again, like the beating of my heart.
Finally, Sabrina turned her head, so that her lips were against my ear, "I love you too, sis! Fuck I am cumming!" she moaned loudly and her hips thrust hard, her feet straining against the carpet in our mother's room, every muscles in her body, tensing against me. I felt her balls against my ass, felt her cock throbbing inside of me. Felt my sister's hot sperm pouring into my womb. And then I came again.
Eventually, Sabrina managed to extricate herself from my body. Somehow, we climbed up into the bed, and laid on it properly, with our heads on the pillows. We panted and composed ourselves for a long time. But we lay in that bed, side by side, holding one another's hands. Squeezing tightly. Finally, the unbelievable sensation started to fade. And we came back to our minds.
"Jesus, what did we just do?" Sabrina asked, sort of shocked.
"When a cis girl and her trans sister love each other very much..." I started, speaking as though to a kindergartner. Sabrina laughed and reached out, grabbed a throw pillow, and tossed it at my head.
"I mean..." she started and then she just shrugged. She turned and lay on her side, facing me. I mirrored her actions. We were till holding hands, they were clasped in the scant inches between our breasts. She looked at me intently. I could feel that same electricity running between us. That same mysterious connection that was less mysterious now, but even more powerful. And illicit.
"I know what I want," I said, the words doing heavy lifting. But I knew Sabrina knew exactly what I meant.
"Me too, sis," she said softly. She leaned forward and I did the same. Closing our eyes, our lips met. A chaste, sisterly kiss, I suppose. But we could both feel the passion running through it. We sat in silence a long time, our lips together, feeling that everything had somehow fallen into place. However, after a long time, Sabrina let out a sort of relieved sigh.
"What?" I asked.
"We have fucked like, what...fifty times?" she asked
"I would have to check the chart..." I said, pretending to reach for my phone. Sabrina laughed and held me close.
"I just mean...thank god you can't get pregnant!" she said and my eyes got wide.
"Oh god, I didn't even think of that! You're right, we really dodged a bullet," I said. We were quiet again for a moment.
"So, by the way, what sort of birth control do you use?" she asked off-handedly. I furrowed my brow.
"I am a lesbian," I said, "I don't need birth control."
"We have been having sex for months!" Sabrina said, suddenly sitting up.
"Yeah, so..." I said, sitting up slowly next to her.
"So... I am not the 'normal' kind of lesbian!" she said looked down at her limp cock as she said it.
"Yeah, I like that. So what?" I said.
"So why did you agree that you can't get pregnant. Did a doctor tell you that or something?" she asked.
"Yeah, no. But that's totally different you are on hormones and stuff so..."
"So what?" Sabrina asked, "I still have sperm don't I? I mean I can see it dripping down your leg!" she said pointing at the inside of my thigh. My eyes grew wide.
"You mean, you can..."
"Yes!" Sabrina said and we froze.
"I didn't think transwomen could..."
"We can!"
Thirty minutes later, I stepped out of the bathroom. I was holding the birth control test I had run out to buy at the pharmacy. I was lifting it up, in front of Sabrina's face. The little line clearly visible.
"Surprise." I said. And we were both, despite ourselves, smiling.
The End.
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Hello Readers! This is a one-off story that occurred to me when I was signed my one-millionth "contract" for some sort of website or service without ever bothering to read it. Let me know what you think!*
Bureaucratic Snafu
The alarm buzzed at 0545, which indicated that 3A, Inc. had delivered an urgent message that required my immediate attention. Under normal circumstances, the Company would permit me to sleep until 0615, so that I could arrive at my Temporary Vocational Station ("TVS") at 0700. That is, my temp job. I sat up quickly on my bed, nearly bumping my head on the Wardrobe Storage Unit ("WSU" or, you know, closet) that was placed above my Reclined Sleeping Quarters ("RSQ", also known as the bed). I swung my feet out into my Residential Occupancy Unit ("ROU") and rubbed my eyes with the back of my hands. ROU means, essentially, an apartment.
Though, in that case, the official Company name didn't bother me much. My ROU was not much of an apartment. My Combined RSQ/WSU, a Food Preparation Station ("FPS" or kitchen), a Recreational Viewing Area ("RVA" or screen), and Individual Sanitary Facility ("ISF" or bathroom) all crammed into an area about four meters by four meters. It was located in a very old High-Rise Residential Structure ("HRRS" or apartment building) and was shabby and perpetually dirty. I hardly consider it an apartment. It is most definitely an ROU.
My husband, Martin, he had always told me not to complain. He reminded me that the Company assigned much less spacious and clean ROUs to other people, including his parents. When I was in high school, the combination of my test scores and genetic screenings had indicated that I was of "moderate breeding stock." And, as a result, I had been assigned a mate of similar attributes (that is, Martin) and allotted an individual ROU to facilitate breeding. If I had done more poorly on my tests, or disclosed less favorable genetic attributes, I would likely have been rendered infertile and assigned to a Mass Residential Center ("MRC" or barracks). It was my role to produce viable offspring in the hopes that they would someday be Productive Producers and Consumers ("PPCs" or...I guess, a person). And so my ROU, while far smaller than the ROUs provided to "high breeding stock" individuals or Valued Executive Contractors ("VECs"), was still a mark of relative privilege.
Martin took immense pride in that privilege and his place in the Company. I had never entirely understood Martin's role at his Permanent Vocational Station ("PVS"), but I gathered that it was repetitive and dull. I had surmised that we were on the lower end of the "moderate breeding stock" classification and that my husband, consequently, was primarily involved in directly supervising Entry Level Associates ("ELAs") from the MRC barracks.
Of course, all of that pride had ended two months earlier when Martin died. After seven years of marriage and two children, I was now an Un-Mated Breeder ("UMB"), or a widow. I was, officially, granted a two-month long Scheduled Bereavement Period ("SBP") during which time I was assigned to my light-duty TVS. However, I felt no actual need for light duty, I was hardly bereaved. Martin and I had met on our wedding day. And, while our genetics had determined our compatibility, something different had occurred in practice. Martin was just...a bit of an asshole. I gathered that one of his accident at work might have been less of an accident, and more of a plot by the ELAs who had grown tired of his shit. I felt terrible that it had happened, because I'd never wanted anything bad to happen to Martin. But I couldn't pretend that I missed him. I wouldn't notice if the screen in my RVA was changed either. That was what Martin was. Furniture.
Not even the birth of our two children had brought us together in any meaningful way. Although, part of that was likely because, as only moderate breeding stock, the Company had decided that it was best that more qualified contractors handle their care and education. That was a relatively recent innovation by our new CEO. Our stockholders, I am told, were very happy with the results. But for us, the fact that we had children that we didn't know had fractured the marriage even more than it had been at the start. I had actually placed a Request for Civil Divorce ("RCD") with the Company on the day after our first, second, third, four, fifth, sixth, and seventh wedding anniversary (the only days on which those RCDs had been permitted) and had been denied each time, the final time with prejudice. Meaning I wasn't allowed to ever file another one absent physical abuse. Fortunately, I would never need for file RCD regarding Martin again.
Nonetheless, I suspected the urgent message from the Company was, in some way, related to Martin. I rose slowly from my bed and walked over to my RVA. I clicked on the screen. As I knew would happen, the urgent message precluded me from watching any Recreational Visual Programming ("RVP"). The message popped up immediately. The familiar, soothing feminine voice of the 3A, Inc.'s Virtual Human Resources Liaison read a message that also appeared in block letters on the screen. I listened, rather than read:
"Good Morning, Mira Sanders nee Wolinksy," the message began, "3A, Inc.'s Human Resources Department is in receipt of your Form 32-A - Request for Permanent Reassignment to Non-Procreative Vocational Tasks. That request is hereby DENIED. Your Form 32-A contained a properly attached Addendum F7 - Request for Explanation of Disposition of Form 32-A. Our records indicate the the Addendum F7 filing fee was properly included. Therefore, that request is hereby GRANTED.
"3A, Inc.'s Human Resources Department has reviewed your file for pertinent details. Mira Sanders nee Wolinsky, aged 28, assigned as moderate breeding stock. As per your Independent Contractor Agreement, you are required, in addition to your Regular Moderate Vocational Duty, to provide the Company with no fewer than four ("4") viable offspring. Your personnel record indicates that you have thus far produced only two ("2") viable offspring. While one of those offspring currently demonstrates possible aptitude as a high breeding stock, two ("2") offspring of any aptitude level is an insufficient basis for granting a modification to your Independent Contractor Agreement, as expressly stated in 3A Inc.'s Personnel Manual, Chapter 17, Paragraph 15, Lines 72-73. Of particular concern to the Human Resources Department was the fact that we calculate that you have at least 19 child-bearing years remaining. In that time, we calculate that you should produce at least four additional viable offspring. You will, of course, be entitled to bonuses for any child produced beyond the contractually required four ("4"). For these reasons, your Form 31-A -Request for Permanent Reassignment to Non-Procreative Vocational Tasks is denied.
"This notification further informs you that your SBP is hereby ended. You are to report to your TVS today and return to your Regular Moderate Vocational Duty tomorrow at 0700. When you returned to your ROU at 1900, your new mate should be assigned. You are a valued member of the 3A, Inc. Team!"
I let out a low sigh and clicked off the screen, as it started to play the message again. I guess I had been expecting this, even if I had been desperately hoping for a different result. To translate HR bot's message into something humans can understand, after Martin's death I had asked for a new job (even a more strenuous job) that would not carry any requirement that I have children for the Company. Two were enough. I had also asked for an explanation for whatever decision was reached (having been burned many times in the past, on making requests of the Company and receiving one-word responses without explanation. That is: DENIED). My request was denied. I was being returned to my normal job, with the requirement that I produce children. To that end, I would have a new husband by the time I returned from work that evening.
"Fuck," I said. I knew that the Company monitored what I said in my ROU at all times. It wasn't paranoia. It was in my Independent Contractor Agreement. I had signed it 20 years ago and knew it pertinent provisions by heart. Twenty-four hour monitoring was a condition placed on me, in allowing me to stay in my ROU. But I had long since learned that you could complain as much as you liked about the Company, as long as you never actually did anything about it. The Company actually seemed to welcome impotent frustration.
I headed for my ISF and removed my night clothes. I looked at myself for a moment in the mirror, running my fingers through my long black hair. Martin had always said that my test scores must have been lower than I supposed, because my status as moderate breeding stock must have been mostly based on my appearance. He considered this a compliment. Still, I knew that my new husband would likely be gratified, despite the fact that I was an older UMB. I was attractive enough. Large dark eyes, smooth skin, high firm breasts, narrow waist, luscious hips, and slender legs. A Company girl, through and through.
"God help me," I said bitterly, not really meaning anything by it. Sometimes, liked to tease the bots that watched me. If they thought I was thinking something else, the algorithm that attended to my needs would get scrambled. And why make it easy on them?
By 0701, I had taken a shower, shaved, brushed my teeth, dressed, eaten a light breakfast, left my ROU, taken the shuttle to my TVS and clocked in. I knew that by the time I returned, my water tank, shaving cream, tooth paste, and food would be replaced and an invoice would be resting on the FPS counter indicating the credits that had been removed from my Company account to pay for them. I would also have a husband.
"Mira Sanders," A loud voice called as I headed towards my cubicle to work. I recognized the voice as my Temporary Vocational Director ("TVD"). My boss. I stopped and waited for my TVD, a portly little man named Bruener, to approach me.
"Good Morning, Director," I said courteously, "I was actually coming to see you. I received a message from Human Resources this morning and..."
"You are required to scan your finger at this TVS at 0700. You scanned at 0701," he said. He was not angry. Directors were never confrontational. He simply stated the facts. The other workers,in the cubicles around me, kept their heads close to their computer screens, working diligently and pretending they didn't listen. They were all TVS workers as well, bereaved in some way. They'd be leaving soon too. I'd never see them again.
"Yes, and that is partially the reason why I wanted to speak with you..."
"You will be docked one hours credit for your late arrival," he said, and I felt the sense of quiet despair. Bruener had already made his decision. He couldn't change it now, it was not permitted. I could appeal his decision to a Neutral Third-Party Arbitrator ("NTPA"). However, the successful appeal rate was currently published at 4.6%, down from a high of 7.9% six quarters ago. Beyond that, my Independent Contractor Agreement only permitted me one appeal of a Director's decision once during the course of my contractual relationship. I had signed an open-ended contract that was renewed annually at the Company's discretion. It would be renewed until Forced Retirement, unless the Company decided that I violated my Independent Contractor Agreement and included me in a Personnel Surplus Reduction ("PSR" or shit canning) before that time. And so I had one appeal for the rest of my life. I didn't want to waste it on something like an hour of credit.
"I understand, Director," I said, "And the reason I was late was that I received a message from HR this morning informing me that my bereavement time is over and I am to report to my normal Vocational Duty tomorrow morning," I explained.
"Do you have your Form Q-H?" the Director asked.
"Q-H?" I asked and Mr. Bruener made no motion as though he'd heard my question, "I've never heard of Form Q-H. What is it?" Mr. Bruener sighed impatiently. For a lower-level supervisor, this was the greatest show of displeasure permitted and I knew that I was on thin ice.
"Please refer to 3A Inc.'s Personnel Manual, Chapter 17, Paragraph 210, Lines 2-8," Mr. Bruener began, and I almost cursed under my breath. I had had the same, inviolate Independent Contractor Agreement since I had first been On-Boarded. But Article IV, Section 29 of that ICA provided that the terms and conditions of my employment were dictated by 3A Inc.'s Personnel Manual. The ICA (Article IV, Section 30), further provided that the Personnel Manual could be changed, at the Company's sole discretion at any time and for any reason. It was sometimes amended two or even three times a week and was now well over 500,000 words. There was no way of knowing what Form Q-H was or when it was added.
"In order to terminate TVS, an Associate must submit to their TVD a Form Q-H. Form Q-H contains fields that indicate when your bereavement time began, the cause of your bereavement, and when HR indicated that the bereavement period was over," Mr. Bruener said. He looked at nothing, but he sounded as though he was reading. It was almost eerie.
"Director, I do not have a Form Q-H," I said. There was no need to state why I had no Form Q-H. It was my responsibility to follow the rules and regulations contained in the Personnel Manual. No excuses would suffice to overcome that responsibility. It wouldn't have mattered if the requirement was added while I was walking in the door to the office.
"Then I shall expect you here tomorrow," Mr. Bruener said, "At 0700." My belly felt cold. I shook my head.
"No," I said, "I will be expected at my Regular Moderate Vocational Duty tomorrow. I can't be here, I need to be there."
"I cannot release you without a Form Q-H," Mr. Bruener stated simply.
"And I don't have one," I said.
"Then you have to be here at 0700 tomorrow," he said. I could see sweat breaking out on his bald pate. His eyes shifted from side to side. He knew this didn't make any sense. But he didn't have any authority to do anything about it.
"Let me get a copy of Form Q-H and I will fill it out immediately," I asked. Mr. Bruener shook his head.
"You have to work now," he said.
"After work, as soon as work is over, I will provide the form," I said. Mr. Bruener shook his head.
"A Inc.'s Personnel Manual, Chapter 17, Paragraph 210, Lines 7 states that the form must be completed and handed in before the completion of the preceding work day," Mr. Bruener explained. I felt tears welling up in my eyes but I refused to blink them away. My muscles were tightened into knots and it took every ounce of self-control in my body to keep from screaming. I never even asked for this SBP and now...fucking fuck!
"What am I supposed to do?" I asked, my hands shaking. I looked at Mr. Bruener, saw his eyes soften slightly. Humanly.
"Come tomorrow and bring your Form Q-H. That way, on Wednesday, I will not have to dock you for the day. After that, leave immediately and go to your Regular Moderate Vocational Duty and work there," he said. And I felt a wave of relief wash over me.
"And there won't be any disciplinary action?" I asked. Mr. Bruener furrowed his brow.
"You will be absent without leave tomorrow, because the Form Q-H does not take effect until the next day," Mr. Bruener explained, "I will have to dock you a days worth of credit."
"But if I have to come here at the beginning of the day and then go all the way across the city to my Regular Moderate Vocational Duty, I will be two hours late for that as well!"
"You should have brought your Form Q-H today," was all he would say in response. I would get docked an entire days pay at my TVS. Then, I would be docked two hours pay for being late to my Regular Moderate Vocational Duty. I would work 12 hours and be docked 14 hours pay. I couldn't afford it. But even that wasn't big enough to use my appeal. What if I needed it later?
"Thank you Mr. Bruener," I said in a choked voice. What good would it do me to get upset? I would simply be docked more hours of credit. I couldn't afford what I was going to lose tomorrow. I turned and walked to my work station, breathing heavily to avoid crying or screaming of flailing or something. As I walked past, I saw the other workers writing on their arms in this black pen "DO NOT FORGET FORM Q-H." They learned from my mistake, I supposed. But by tomorrow, there was always a chance the Personnel Manual would be changed again. I sat down at my desk and started to work.
*****
At 1930, I was standing outside of the door to my ROU extremely tired. I had spent the entire day with my mind stretch out, over and over again, to the next morning. All the hassles that would come the next day. Things I couldn't even imagine yet. I did this all the time. These things happened. The Company was designed to make sure that you could not end up ahead. You weren't supposed, at the end of the month, to have any money left over. If you tried to be careful, they would figure out a way. They would find some loophole, or create one, to take whatever you'd saved (time or money) away from you. There was no use getting frustrated about it. And yet...I was terribly frustrated. It was like I'd worked two full days, my job and my worries, at the same time.
I entered the code into my door and it popped open. I stepped inside, biting my lip and furrowing my brow as I wondered which meals I could avoid eating the next week. I stopped short, my heart climbing into my chest when I recognized a person standing in my room.
"Holy fuck!" I yelled, almost jumping into the air. Almost instantly, I calmed down. I recognized the person in my house.
"Casey?" I said, "Did you get a week pass? Why didn't you tell me you were visiting?" Somehow, my little brother looked almost as surprised as I did.
Casey was 8 years younger than me, but we had grown up in the same ROU. We were the last generation of "moderate breeder stock" who had been raised in nuclear families. I had been the oldest child, Casey the youngest, of 4 (as per my mother's ICA). I had not seen in him two years, not since our mother's funeral. I couldn't imagine what he had done to get a weeks pass!
Still, it was nice to see him, especially after a particularly difficult day. Casey had been the baby and I had been like a second mother to him. Even now, he still looked a bit like a kid to me. He was probably only as tall as I was, with the same dark hair. And he was skinny, with just a wisp of a moustache over his mouth. He was 20, but he looked younger.
"I am not visiting. What are you doing here?" Casey asked, he took a sort of half step back, nervously. I sort of laughed.
"What are you talking about? I don't get the joke," I said. He had always been a playful kid, I wondered what sort of prank he was pulling I wondered if our father was in on it. They were always partners in crime. Casey didn't smile, he just stared at me. To the point that I became uneasy, "Come on, Casey. This is my ROU. What is the game?" I asked, feeling a bit uneasy. The stress from the day had sort of burned away, but this was somehow weirder.
"I received my designation as 'moderate breeding stock' yesterday and I received a 414 Notification with this address," he said.
"What?" I asked, this didn't make any sense. I put my hand out towards my little brother and sort of circled it around. Casey sort of shrugged, looking around confused. "Give me the 414 Notification!"
"Oh, yeah," Casey said, and he reached into his back pocket and handed me a crumpled form. I scanned it quickly.
"What in the mother fuck?" I asked, looking up at Casey. His eyes were wide and he shrugged again. I looked down at the piece of paper in my hand. I looked at it for five minutes before I could believe what it said:



"To the attention of Casey Wilinsky: following your designation as 'moderate breeding stock', 3A, Inc.'s Human Resources Department has reviewed your genetic reports and selected your Optimally Compatible Available Mate. You have been matched with Mira Sanders. Sanders is a UMB with proven fertility. Report to HRRS 34872 in Section B, Block Seven. Congratulations on your marriage."
"Casey, I swear to god, if this is some sort of joke," I said, crinkling the paper up and thrusting it towards Casey. He put his hands up defensively.
"Mira, I don't even understand what is going on," Casey said. He could never hold it in when he lied. If this had been a joke, the corner of his mouth would have turned up. He would have started laughing. That didn't happen. His eyes were wide, his lips a tight line.
"Who did you think Mira Sanders was?" I asked. Casey sort of threw his hands up.
"They didn't tell me your name when you got married. I didn't know you were Mrs. Sanders. I just thought my wife had the same first name as you," Casey said. We stared at each other for a long moment. I sort of laughed, bitterly, and shook my head.
"What the fuck is going on? What kind of mistake is this?" I asked.
"Are we, like really married?" my brother asked.
"I mean, we can't be, right?" I said, knowing there was no answer. Casey looked around the room, and his eyes moved around, like he was searching for an escape hatch from this nightmare. His eyes softened, and I followed them. He was looking at my RVA.
"Contact HR and tell them they made a mistake. They will assign us different partners tomorrow," Casey suggested. I didn't really look forward to contacting HR. But, of course, there wasn't anything else I could do. Casey was right. This was the way to fix the problem. I moved quickly over to my screen and typed in the passcode to my HR account. I clicked on "troubleshooting" and lodged my complaint. I wrote:
"To Whom It May Concern: My name is Mira Sanders (Employee No. 83-43567-K). I was assigned a new husband today. But, through some sort of error my younger brother, Casey Wilinsky (Employee No. 83-43928-K), was selected as my husband. Obviously, we are not compatible mates. We, jointly, formally request reassignment to new mates."
"How does that sound," I asked Casey as he read over my shoulder. He nodded.
"Sounds right to me," he said and I clicked 'send.' I was informed that my request was being processed and that I could expect a response in 50-75 minutes. We sat for a moment, staring at the screen. After awhile, I laughed a little.
"What?" Casey asked. I put my palms up.
"They will get this settled. And we lucked into a night to hang out while they process it," I said, smiling. It was actually, in theory, really nice to see Casey. My little brother! I hadn't spent a night under the same roof with him since I got married. The first time.
"I'll make you dinner," Casey said helpfully.
"You cook?" I said, raising an eyebrow.
"After mom...you know..." I frowned a little and nodded.
"I would love to eat whatever you make," I said. Casey smiled that little smile that I had always loved and he rushed off to my FPS. I followed him over and watched as he excitedly pulled out pots, pans, and utensils.
"Are you sure you aren't just making this up as you go along?" I asked, as Casey started to dig through the refrigerator.
"I know this pasta dish, if you have linguine noodles, you are going to love it!" Casey said, and it was clear he was trying to impress me. Which was sweet and cute. I reached into the cupboard and grabbed a box of noodles.
"I am sure I will," I said. And Casey began to cook. While he cooked, we talked. We reminisced about growing up. About mom. We talked about Dad and how he was doing. He was nearly at Forced Retirement Age and we both silently worried about him. To avoid that subject, I talked to Casey about his graduation from school, about his friends, about his new job. He asked me about my life, and I lied a lot.
The food was excellent. I don't know what it was. It might have been something of Casey's own invention. But it had diced tomatoes and olive oil and cheese and it was incredible. And we sat at the table and sipped my cheap, Company wine and basked in the warmth of something real and powerful. Family. My worries seemed incredibly far away. It was the most pleasant meal I could recall for a long time. I'd never had an evening like this with Martin, that was for damn sure.
As we sat at the table, digesting and sipping our wine. There was a sudden buzz from my RVA. The tell-tale sign of a message of HR. I looked at the clock and realized it had taken over two hours to get a response. Usually, that extra delay would have killed me. But now, I rose languidly from the table and walked over to my screen.
"Well, hubby," I said as I clicked to open the message, "It has been real. But I think I need someone a little less consanguineous." I read the message.
"To the Attention of Mina Wilinsky: 3A, Inc.'s Human Resources Department apologizes for the delay in response. However, that delay was caused by your error in using your previous name, Sanders. Records have already been changed to reflect your current name, Wilinsky. You will be fined one-half credit for the error, pursuant to Personnel Manual Chapter 4, Paragraph 7, Lines 71. Your request for reassignment to a new mate has been denied. Congratulations on your marriage."
I read the message twice to myself the words not really registering. I read it a third time, aloud. Casey jumped up from the table, nearly knocking a bowl of pasta onto the floor. He ran across the room towards the screen.
"What did you say?" he asked, "denied?" He pushed next to me in front of the screen, reading it slowly and shaking his head, "this doesn't make any sense! How can it be denied? What possible reason could they have..."
"God damn motherfucking..." I said, slapping my palm against my forehead so hard that my head began to ache, "I was so fucking sure that HR wouldn't fuck this up, that I forgot to include a fucking request for an explanation. Again. Motherfucker..." I yelled. I brought both of my fists up over my head and then shook them. I didn't know what else to do.
"What is happening, Mira?" Casey asked.
"Our request was was denied, Casey!" I shot back, and felt bad as I saw the look of hurt in his eyes. He wasn't trying to annoy me. He was just shocked. I was shocked too, "HR fucked it up again, I don't know how. We are still married."
"No...No, that isn't...we can't be," Casey said.
"Well, you read the message, Casey," I said, trying my best not to be caustic and failing.
"What do we do?" Casey asked. I didn't reply. I read the message again, somehow trying to will it to change to say the correct thing. I read it three more times. Every time, the same words stood out. Denied. Congratulations on your marriage. "They can't really expect us to stay married, can they?" Casey asked, drawing me out of my thoughts.
"I mean, obviously, they do. HR doesn't play jokes. They don't understand what a joke is," I said ruefully, "At least, not on purpose."
"Should we go down to the HR building tomorrow, and speak to someone in person. Maybe if they see us..."
"It will be the same thing, it will be the same people making the decision. Some company contractor..." I said and something clicked in my mind, "Oh fuck, the Neutral Third Party Arbitration!" I said. Tentative relief washing over me.
"What?"
"My Independent Contractor Agreement," I said, I couldn't believe I hadn't thought of it before. It had just been too strange, it had overwhelmed my thought processes.
"What about it?"
"I have the right, under the contract, one time, to get an arbitrator to review a decision. I have been saving it and, Christ, thank god I did!" I said, rushing over to my latest copy of the Personnel Manual, stored in the WSU. I started flipping through it frantically.
"So what is this?" Casey said, not understanding enough to feel the sense of hope that I now had.
"We file a request for arbitration, and someone outside of HR, outside of the Company even, will review their decision. And give us a final, binding award. The Company has to abide by it. It is in my Independent Contractor Agreement. We don't have to ask for an explanation, the review will be written."
"Thank god!" Casey said, "What do we do?"
"Why do you think I am reading?" I asked, flipping through the pages in the manual and hoping that the arbitration portion had not been changed since I received my last update three weeks ago.
"Well?" Casey said, after a long well. I closed the book.
"Okay," I said, and I walked over to the screen, "I do it through the HR Portal. I am not allowed to give the arbitrator anything that I didn't already give HR. So we just send them a copy of the complaint I sent earlier. HR will send them anything they relied on to make there decision. And the Arbitrator will review it all and then decide." As I spoke, I was pushing all of the necessary buttons. Finally, I clicked the 'send' button again, and submitted the dispute to the arbitrator. I was informed that my request was being processed and that I could expect an arbitration award in 50-75 minutes.
"That fast?" Casey asked, and I felt the same way. It seemed...inadequate. I shrugged my shoulders.
"Once someone outside the company sees this, it isn't going to take 50 minutes. They will mail us back in 10 minutes and tell us to split up," I said, hoping that what I was saying was true.
"Yeah," Casey said, but he sounded as unsure as I felt. We didn't return to the FPS. We didn't turn the screen over to entertainment. We didn't even speak. We sat in silence, looking RVA. Waiting.
The time ticked by at an excruciating pace. I swear to god, the clock seemed to be moving backwards. In the absolute silence, I could hear my heart thrumming in my chest, sense the blood racing through my veins. Cold sweat ran down my forehead, and my back. I looked over at Casey, only once, and saw him staring at the screen intensely. His hands were curled into fists, his knuckles white. He felt just like I did.
I knew, I mean I just knew, that when someone outside of the Company looked at what was happening, they would recognize that this was absolutely absurd. And they would fix it. And yet, HR had fucked this up twice. I couldn't be comfortable until I was sure.
Finally, after what felt like days, the familiar buzz of the RVA. I jumped. Then I looked over at Casey, and found that he had already turned to me. My mouth was totally dry, my eyeballs felt itchy. Casey wasn't even breathing. We both turned back to the screen.
"It has only been half an hour. You were right. A quick decision," Casey said, his voice seemed to boom in the quiet of the room. Half and hour? How was that even possible?
"Good," I said, and I clicked on the message. It said:
"To the Attention of Mrs. Mina Wilinsky: I have reviewed your request for reassignment to new mates as well as 3A, Inc.'s Human Resources Department's explanation for the denial. Upon review, I have decided to UPHOLD the denial of your request. The basis you cited for requests reassignment was that you and your spouse, Casey Wilinksy are, in fact, siblings. I have reviewed your personnel records, as well as the personnel records of your spouse. Those records indicate that your maiden name was "Wolinksy" while your husband's name, and your current name, is "Wilinksy." While these names are superficially similar, they are not identical. This clearly indicates that you are not, in fact, siblings. Further, in the event that you wished to claim that this was a spelling error or typo, I refer you to 3A, Inc.'s Personnel Manual Chapter 8, Paragraph 1, Line 3. In the event that errors are contained on your personnel file, you have 12 hours from the time you have actual notice of those errors to report them to HR. You received a message at 0545 this morning listing your maiden name as Wolinsky. Your husband received a 414 Notification yesterday at 0600 that listed his last name as Wilinksy. At those respective times, you each had actual notice of any alleged error. As of 1745 this evening, neither you nor your husband has filed an error report. Therefore, you have each waived the right to claim error.
"In light of the fact that you and your husband are not siblings, I have determined that your arbitration claim was spurious. There was simply no basis to set aside your marriage. In light of that fact, I had decided to award 3A, Inc. their fees and expenses incurred in defending their actions. These amounts will be automatically deducted from your future pay. 3A, Inc. will be granted two ("2") months to provide an accounting of their costs. Upon receipt, you will have two ("2") weeks to challenge any amount listed on the invoice.
"In addition, I note that your formal request to request reassignment to a new mate was made "jointly" with your husband. As a result, pursuant to Personnel Manual Chapter 28, Paragraph 12, Lines 3-4, this arbitration will be credited to each of your Independent Contractor Agreements. You have now each exhausted your arbitration opportunities.
"Thank you for selecting Davis & Rowe, PLLC for your arbitration services needs. Congratulations on your marriage."
"Mira...Mira...Mira..." Slowly, the sound of blood rushing in my ears slowly began to subside. And I could hear Casey. My brother-husband. Calling my name.
"Yeah..." I said, my voice sounding hollow and far away.
"Are you reading this the same way I do?" Casey asked, his voice sounding frantic, almost scared. I turned and looked at him, saw his eyes wide and his face flushed.
"We are married," I said, the finality dripping from my voice.
"Well, what do we do next? Who do we go to? Like...do we sue the company?" he asked and I laughed bitterly.
"We can't, its in our Independent Contractor Agreements. No suits. We had arbitration. We go it. No appeals." I said.
"So we..."
"Are fucking married Casey!" I said, the anger welling up in me suddenly, as I turned towards him. He recoiled slightly.
"But..."
"No," I said, "No buts. We had our chance. We took it. We lost. We can't go to anyone else in the Company. We can't go to anyone outside of the Company. It is over Casey. We are married. We are married. We are married. Do you need to me to fucking say it a thousand times until I fucking cry?" But it was too late for that, I was crying I don't even know what, exactly, I was crying about. It was so much more than just being married to my brother. I mean, as if that wasn't enough. But, beyond that, the next day, I had to go pay for the privilege of keeping my job. And still hadn't even filled out my Q-H form. I didn't even know where to get one. And I didn't want to get one. I didn't want to fill out a Q-H form. And I didn't want to go to work tomorrow. And I didn't want to be married to my brother. But I had a contract. And I couldn't afford not to work. Or get a new home. I was actually in debt to the Company. And so the only thing that I could do, that I was contractually allowed to do, was cry. I curled up on the floor under my screen and I just cried.
For at least a minute, the room was entirely silent, except for the sound of my whimpering bouncing off the bare walls. Nothing moved. Finally, I felt something brush my elbow and I flinched. I don't know what I expected. I had the image of the Company's Private Security Service ("PSS") arriving and evicting me for some reason, even though I hadn't done anything wrong.
But as I looked up, I saw instead my brother standing over me. His eyes were soft and he looked a little bit faraway, like he still couldn't quite believe what was happening. But as I leaned up off of the floor, one of Casey's hands slipped through my armpit. It wrapped around me. His other arm slipped underneath of my knees. His arms tensed and I felt him slowly lift me. He was stronger than he looked and he managed to rock back, pulling me off of the floor. He took a few heavy steps backwards and then gently set me down on my RSQ. He slipped his arm around my shoulder, pulling me close and holding me.
I kept crying, I hadn't stopped. But I leaned into my brother, let him hold me and comfort me while all of the frustrations poured from me. No just this stupid marriage, although that was by far the biggest problem. But ever stupid little indignity I had suffered at the hands of the Company from the day I had signed my contract when I was just 8 years old. I leaned against Casey's shoulder, buried my head in his shirt, and just allowed my mind to be swallowed up with grief.
I don't know how long I cried. I cried until I didn't have any tears left in my body, until my throat was raw and my eyes were red. And then I leaned silently against my brother, felt him hold me silently. I knew that in a way I was lucky. A real new husband wouldn't have loved me right now. But Casey did. He was my little brother, and he comforted me with his affection. Even if he didn't say a word. Finally, I pulled my head away from his chest and sighed.
"I am sorry about that," I said and he just sort of smiled and shrugged, "I don't know what we are going to do about all of this. There isn't anything to do. We can't..." I started, but Casey shook his head.
"We can't do anything about it tonight anyway," he said, "We should just not worry about it now. And we can figure out our next step in the morning," he said. And I smiled at him, sitting up.
"You grew up," I said softly, realizing the wisdom in his suggestion.
"Besides, we have the rest of a bottle of wine," Casey said, gesturing to the counter, "And I think we need it." I laughed and rose up off of the bed and walked over. I didn't bother with the glasses. I brought the wine bottle back to the bed and took a swig from it. I handed it to Casey, and he took a drink as well.
We sat in a sort of exhausted silence as we silently passed the bottle back and forth. I took deeper and deeper drinks, probably having twice as much as Casey did. But slowly, the pain began to dull. Especially as we got deep into our third bottle (months of savings all used up. The Company always won).
Eventually, I looked over at the clock, and saw that it was quite late. After midnight. I sighed dejectedly, " I guess I should find that Form Q-H for the morning," I said, slipping off the bed and heading to the RVA. As I clicked on the screen, I was sort of surprised to see that another urgent message had popped up. It must have come in while I was crying hysterically. We hadn't heard anything. I clicked on it, too tired to feel anything about it. Then I read it again. And again.
"Mrs. Mina Wilinsky," I began and I felt a pang of discomfort, "As per your Independent Contractor Agreement, you are required, in addition to your Regular Moderate Vocational Duty, to provide the Company with no fewer than four ("4") viable offspring. Your personnel record indicates that you have thus far produced only two ("2") viable offspring. The Human Resources Department calculates that you have at least 19 child-bearing years remaining. In that time, we calculate that you should produce at least four additional viable offspring. You will, of course, be entitled to bonuses for any child produced beyond the contractually required four ("4").
"However, while you have sufficient time to have at least four ("4") more children, you are not permitted to wait any additional time to attempt procreation. Pursuant to Article VI, Clause 6 of you Independent Contractor Agreement, as a member of breeding couple, you are required to engage in sexual intercourse with your new spouse within six ("six") hours of marriage. Further, state law requires a marriage to be consummated to be legally binding. Therefore, you must engage in sexual intercourse with your spouse by 0130 or face immediate PSR and eviction. Congratulations on your marriage."



"What is it?" Casey said, and his voice grated on my nerves.
"We have to fuck in the next hour," I said flatly.
"Huh?" he said, laughing a little bit.
"That's what the urgent message said. We are married to produce children for the Company. We have to try tonight," I said, still entirely without emotion.
"Let me see that!" Casey said, rising quickly, and jumping off the bed. He nearly sprinted towards the screen. Suddenly, the dam burst. I realized what I was being ordered to do. What it would mean if I didn't follow orders. Every single time that I believed I had reached the bottom of this horrible nightmare it got worse. Rage swelled within my chest.
"Do you think I can't fucking read Casey?" I shot at him, as he stared at the screen, "Or do you think I came up with this on my fucking own?" Casey didn't respond, I kept yelling, "We are required to fuck tonight. No, actually, we aren't required to fuck. Fucking is something human beings do. We are required, by contract, to have 'sexual intercourse' tonight or we both get shit canned. And the company will sue me for the money I owe and I will go to jail because I can't pay it. And so will you. Unless I have 'sexual intercourse.' with my brother."
"Mira, I..." Casey said, shaking his head.
"Don't know what 'sexual intercourse' is Casey?" I asked, "No, I know you probably THINK you know what sexual intercourse is. But there is no subject so intimate or unknowable that it can't be defined in legal jargon by the good people a 3A, Inc.!" I spat at Casey, letting all of my anger and frustration out on him.
"Mira, please..." Casey said.
"Don't believe me? Look," I said. I marched quickly over to my WSU and extracted my copy of my Independent Contractor Agreement. I flipped quickly over to the "definitions" page and looked at my little brother, "I bet when you thought about the night you'd lose your virginity, you thought about laying down with your older sister and having 'sexual intercourse,' defined as "An act of sexual contact between individuals involving penetration culminating in orgasm and the ejaculation of semen. Company-approved sexual intercourse may include, but is not limited to, vaginal penetration by a man's erect penis into a woman's vagina. The purpose of sexual intercourse, as used herein, is the production of children. Any children born as a result of sexual intercourse will be forfeited by the Employee and raised at the Company's discretion. The use of prophylactics is STRICTLY forbidden. However, if Employee complies with the requirement to engage in sexual intercourse and, as matter of natural course, does not produce children, she is not liable for breach of contract."
"Does that turn you on, Casey?" I asked and my brother couldn't look m in the eye. Jesus, Company-approved sexual intercourse! How disgusting. I was repulsed by this contract. Company approved sexual intercourse and it may include...My thoughts suddenly stopped in their tracks. What was that word? May? My rage suddenly abated and my mind instantly focused. Casey noticed the sudden and unexpected change in my behavior. His brow furrowed.
"What happened?" Casey asked, moving closer to me. I read the passage to myself again, very slowly, "Company-approved sexual intercourse MAY include, BUT IS NOT LIMITED TO, vaginal penetration by a man's penis into a woman's vagina," I said, emphasizing my words.
"Yeah, I heard you," Casey said. My mind was moving so quickly as I went over those words that it was almost difficult to explain to myself, let alone Casey, what I was thinking. My brain was reeling. Bits of information were passing through my skull at the speed of light. And slowly, strangely, I felt a smile curl up on my lips.
"What is it?!" Casey finally asked, grabbing my shoulders. I smiled wider.
"I've got the fuckers," I said and then I laughed. It was a strange laugh, totally unlike the normal sound I made in the rare instances in which I was happy. Casey sensed the strangeness of it and looked at me uneasily.
"What does the Company think of us as," I said after a long pause, while I controlled my laughter. Casey still looked unnerved and shrugged.
"Employees," he said softly. I shook my head.
"We could die like Martin and be replaced tomorrow without a second thought," I said, knowing it was true, "What is our classification? Not "Moderately Productive Workers" or something like that. We are Moderate Breeding Stock, Casey. We don't work in the factory, Casey. We are the factory. We make babies for 3A, Inc. If we didn't do anything else, we would have to do that! They just work us to get a little extra out of us."
"I guess," Casey said, looking as though he didn't understand what I was talking about. Hell, I barely knew what I was talking about.
"It is so important that we have children that they didn't leave anything to chance, Casey. They didn't put the requirement that we have sex as a married couple in the personnel manual. They put it in the fucking contract! The one with my name on it. They put the definition of sex IN the contract."
"Yeah, I heard you read it," Casey said, spoken as though he were speaking to a child. Or a crazy person. But I knew the Company better than Casey. I had watched them twisting language, setting traps and then springing them, for my entire life. For my married life. I knew what they did and I realized that hole they had accidentally made in their armor. Just as they had always, unrelentingly, exploited my mistakes, I suddenly saw the opportunity to turn the tables.
"No one can change the contract Casey," I said, "I can't change it. And the Company can't change it," I said.
"I don't understand what you're talking about. It says we have to have sex, Mira!" Casey said.
"It does, but it didn't just leave what 'sex' means up to chance. For us, or anyone else, to decide. Look how it defines sex. A man has to penetrate a woman. And ejaculate semen. And it MAY include vaginal penetration."
"So what?"
"It MAY Casey. It is not required. It doesn't say SHALL. It says MAY!"
"So we don't have to have sex?" Casey said and I sighed and shook my head. I realized how much my father, his buddy, had shielded Casey from the Company. He didn't know what he was up against. But I explained it as best I could.
"No. We are required to have sexual intercourse. You have to penetrate me. And you have ejaculate in me. But it doesn't have to be my vagina, Casey. You can fuck me anywhere else. And, if in the natural course, that penetration doesn't result in pregnancy, we aren't in breach of contract. We tried. They have to pay us."
"Mira, you sound like you've gone crazy or something," Casey said, and I knew I wasn't explaining it fully to him. We were running out of time anyway.
"The only thing the Company wants from us is children Casey. But we can comply with the letter of the contract and never give those motherfuckers another kid. They will have to feed us and house and give us jobs. And we don't have to give them ANYTHING in return.
"I want to get married, I want to have sex with my wife," Casey said, and I saw him looking to the door. I knew what he meant. He wanted to fix this problem. But there was no fixing it. We'd tried playing their game and felt. We were stuck here. We couldn't get out of it. But that didn't mean we had to let them win. We could play our own game. I knew Casey didn't understand it. Not yet. But I would show him. I bit my lip.
"That's exactly what you're going to do, baby brother," I said, and my eyes moved over his slight form. And I felt a strange thrill run through me. A sexual desire unlike anything I'd ever felt before. And while I saw Casey, and I loved him, I knew that desire wasn't for him. I was looking at Casey. But I was going to fuck the Company.
I didn't say another word. I leaned over towards my brother, draped my arms over his shoulders and let my elbows come to rest on the back of his neck. Wrapped him up tight. I felt the warmth of his body against mine felt him go rigid with surprise. I didn't wait. I tilted my head to the side and pressed my lips against Casey's. His mouth felt firm, frozen as I opened my mouth slightly and licked his lips. He tasted of wine. I leaned more fully against Casey, my firm breasts pressing into his chest.
"Mira..." Casey started, but as he spoke, I slipped my tongue quickly into my brother's mouth. His tongue sat motionless, as I began to lick it gently with my own. I knew that Casey wanted to resist, that he didn't really want to do this. I didn't really want to be kissing my brother either. But I wasn't forcing us to do this. The Company was. It was this or debtor's prison. All we could do was make this happen on our own terms. Casey would understand it.
But even before understanding came Casey's betrayal by his own body. Casey was, I knew, a virgin. He wouldn't have been permitted to act as breeding stock if the Company had known he had sex before legal marriage. It was about breed selecting people with self-control. And everything I'd observed about myself earlier that morning was still true. I was still a beautiful woman. Pressed up against him. Even if Casey had wanted to resist to the bitter end, his hormones would never allow it.
After a long, frozen moment, I felt Casey let out a sigh. I felt his body sort of ease against me. His hands came up and grasped firmly on my hips. His mouth moved. I opened my eyes slightly, saw that his eyelids had closed and smiled, even as I kissed him back more fully. At the very least he WAS cute. My tongue plunged deeper into his mouth, feeling the slippery, ivory feeling of his teeth. He held me closer. Finally, we broke our kiss.
"Mira," I started and I shook my gently and made a little clicking noise.
"I know you don't really understand what I am doing or where this is going," I said softly, "But I want you to trust me, okay? I will take care of everything, if you just trust me."
Casey looked at me for a long moment. His eyes were cloudy and hard to read. But I could feel him now, feel his cock beginning to harden against my hip. I knew what he was going to say before he said it, "Okay Mira, I trust you," he said.
I quickly slipped my arms down from Casey's shoulders. I rapidly lowered myself down onto my knees. I kept my body close to Casey's as I moved, let my arms trail down his sides, my breasts against his chest and stomach. Through his pants, I could feel his hardening cock trail down between my breasts and found that I was oddly excited by it. I had lost my virginity to Martin. I'd only ever had sex with him and never felt any passion. I couldn't really grasp the desire I was feeling at that moment.
Casey was, once again, frozen. But he was no longer resistant now. His eyes were wide with excitement. He just didn't know what to do. I had told him I would take care of everything, and he was clearly trusting me. I couldn't let him down! I reached my hands up to the waistband of his Company-issued winter pants. I gently tugged on them. They were the only pants I'd ever known, so I knew exactly how much force to use. I tugged them and they fell into a pile at my brother's feet. Casey's uncircumcised cock, essentially half-hard, bounced out of his shorts. I felt my mouth water.
"Well look at that" I said. My brother's penis was only the second one I'd ever seen. I cannot say whether it was big or small, I had no frame of reference beyond Martin. All I knew was that it was bigger than Martin's, less...lumpy than him. It even smelled better as I breathed it in.
"Mira..." Casey started, but I leaned forward, craning my neck slightly, and I planted a small, chaste kiss on the tip of my brother's penis. The foreskin felt warm against my lips and I heard my brother groan slightly and stop talking. I smiled.
"Don't worry about anything baby, just let me get you hard the whole way," I said to him, running my hands up his slim legs. He nodded and his cock twitched. It wouldn't take long. As my hands moved across my brother's hip, I was a little surprised to find that I felt no trepidation. No hesitation. I had already resolved that I was going to do it and...Christ, I was enjoying myself. If the Company had told me I HAD to do what I was about to do, I would be disgusted. Hell, I had been, just a minute ago. But in suddenly grasping the nature of my contract, I had transformed my actions into something I wanted, and something that thwarted 3A, Inc. My whole body felt like it was on fire for this. Disgust had turned to desire, and from that into need.
My hand moved its way onto my brother's semi-hard cock. Slowly, I felt my fingers wrap around the base of his penis. The flesh felt heavy, the skin somewhat loose. And so warm! I shivered a little, realizing how much I had enjoyed just the feel of my brother's dick.
"I need to stroke you," I said and Casey nodded enthusiastically. I smiled at him. He was so cute. I was like he was afraid if he spoke I'd change my mind. I never would, of course. I started to slowly move my hand down the length of my brother's shave. Squeezing tightly, but not so tightly that my hand wouldn't slide easily. The end of his penis flopped lewdly as my hand moved toward it. I moved my hand to the very tip of his penis, let it sit in my palm. I felt it throb. The I slipped my hand back, stroked back towards Casey's body.
It felt harder now, as my hand pressed back against Casey's soft, warm balls. I moved my hand from my brother's shaft now, and help his balls in my palm. I closed my hand around them gently, felt their warmth and weight. I bit my lip.
I kept one hand on my brother's balls, moving my fingers around on them gently, squeezing them and caressing them. My free hand now rose up towards my brother's shaft. I wrapped around the base of it. I began to stroke him gently, squeezing his shaft even as I continued to play with his balls.
"Oh God, Mira, that feels amazing!" I heard Casey said. I smiled and looked up and his face. He was looking at his own cock in sort of awe, my hands moving over it. He turned and looked at me now, into my eyes, "You look beautiful, sis," he said and I could sense his sincerity. I squeezed his cock a little.
"I can tell you like it!" I said, moving my hand on his shaft. He was completely hard now, his foreskin pulled back and the purplish-red tip of his penis exposed. I wondered what it would feel like against my tongue and I groaned a little, just at the thought.
"You're making my balls ache!" Casey groaned and instinctively, my fingers slipped from his scrotum. I felt his body tighten, "No, don't stop, it feels good."
"I don't want you to ache," I said teasingly, stroking his cock a little faster, a little tighter.
"I liked it," he said.
"I will try something, gentler," I said. I didn't move my hand back to my brother's scrotum. Instead, I leaned my head forward, tilting it to the side. But I kept my eyes on my brother. I kissed the very base of Casey's shaft, the flesh feeling warm and rigid. I stuck my tongue out and tasted the salty skin. I head Casey gasp.
I kept stroking his cock as I moved my mouth back down and back, towards his body. I felt my lips sink into his warm scrotum, felt his balls against my chin. I stuck my tongue out and licked his scrotum, feeling his firm testicle against the tip of it. I wanted it. I opened my mouth wider, pressed against my brother's skin, and sucked in gently. I felt my brother's ball pull into my mouth. I swirled my tongue over it.
"Jesus, Mira!" Casey said, his hand dropping down on top of my head. I smiled around my brother's ball. He was completely hard now. I continued to suck on my brother's testicle, pulling the skin of his scrotum taut and sucking on it. Salty. His scent heavy. I moved my head side to side, feeling it move inside of my mouth. I felt drool dripping down my chin, onto the floor. It was the first I'd realized how out of control I was! My hand was stroking rapidly, I could feel the pre-cum dripping from the tip of my brother's penis.
"Oh fuck, sis, I am going to cum!" Casey groaned. I knew that I should pull my mouth away and hand away, let him "penetrate" me so I would comply with the contract. But I liked the taste of his skin. Liked the feel of his testicle in my mouth, his hard shaft in my hand. I resisted the urge to do what I was contractually required to do. I knew what I wanted to do. And so, for the first time in my life, I did that instead.
"Cum for me, baby," I mewed, pulling my lips away from my brother's testicle (a little reluctantly). I continued to stroke Casey's cock, as I shifted around on my knees. In a moment, I was kneeling right in front of my brother's hard cock, the dripping tip directly at eye level. I moved my other hands to his balls, massaging them, even as I stroked him harder.
"I can't..."
"Just go, love!" I begged. I felt Casey's balls seize in my hand, felt his urethra swell against my fingers that were wrapped around his shaft. I heard him gasp and I felt my own body tremble with anticipation.
"Oh god!" Casey moaned and his cock jumped sharply in my hand. I saw the thick, creamy rope of sperm burst from the engorged tip of my brother's penis. Watched it arch and then then felt it come down warm onto my hair and against my forehead. His cock jumped against and my eyes instinctively closed as my brother's sperm splashed against my eyes and nose. The next burst was against my lips and I opened my mouth, letting the thick, salty liquid splash onto my tongue. I closed my mouth again, savoring the flavor, as I felt Casey's cock jump in my hand one last time, covering my throat in thick sperm.
I moved my hands up to my eyes and scooped the sperm off of them. My eyelids fluttered open and I looked up at my brother. He still had a sort of dazed look on his face. But this was different than before. He looked... happy. His cock was already softening, pressing against his thigh. I moved my fingers to my lips, tasting my brother's sperm again, this time more of it. I groaned at the salty flavor. Something I'd never liked about Martin. But my brother tasted better. It felt silky smooth in my throat. I like it, warm in my belly. Warm inside of me, but where it couldn't make a baby.
"Wow, Mina. That was incredible!" Casey said, taking a half stumbling step back.
"I thought you might like it," I laughed. What had surprised me was how much I had liked it. Non-procreative sex. My only form of rebellion. At least it was fun too!
"So did we do it?" Casey asked, "Did we comply with the contract. I ejaculated," he said.
"I'd noticed," I said wryly and I licked my fingers clean. The only stuff left was in my hair. But then I thought about it and shook my head, "There was no penetration. It didn't count."
"So why'd you do that?" He asked.
"Are you complaining?" I shot back. He raised his hands in defense and shook his head and I laughed, 'I did it because I wanted to," I said honestly.
"What do you want to do now?" Casey asked and raised his eyebrows. I looked at his body, saw his soft cock against his leg. I wondered what he wanted to do. But I could feel my own excitement. Just as strong as before, my sense of desire undiminished.
"I want to get penetrated," I said, savoring the unsexy, contract word for it. Knowing that it meant a certain kind of freedom. Casey looked down at his soft penis.
"I don't think..." He said. I laughed a little and rubbed my hand on his hip.
"Let me take care of that," I said softly. I was still on my knees in front of my brother and I crawled forward so that I was right next to his body. I looked at his cock, glistening with his sperm. A long dribble of it was still dangling from the tip and I licked my lips. I bent down, tilted my head to the side, looking up from underneath of Casey's flaccid shaft. I opened my mouth and raised it up. I groaned as I felt that one drip of sperm, cold now, land on my tongue. I rapidly moved my head up, chasing that dribble of sperm up until my lips kissed the wet, sticky tip of my brother's penis.



I swirled my tongue for a moment, feeling the soft tip through my brother's thin, smooth foreskin. I groaned with excitement at the sensation of it. I sealed my lips around the tip of my brother's penis. I sucked on him gently. I felt the soft flesh squeeze softly between my lips as I pulled more and more of Casey's soft cock into my mouth.
"Oh it's sensitive!" Casey groaned. I rubbed his thighs with my hands.
"I will be gentle," I said as best I could around my brother's cock, the shaft bouncing lewdly in my mouth. I closed my lips around him again, swirling my tongue around the tip and giggling a little as I felt my brother squirm with both pleasure and discomfort.
I began to move my neck slowly, moving my head in towards Casey's body. I opened my mouth a little wider, letting more of Casey's soft cock slip more deeply into my mouth. I felt my nose press against my brother's stomach, felt his balls against my chin again. And I felt his fat, soft cock laying thick against my tongue, pressing towards the back of my throat. I closed my tongue around him, squeezing his cock tightly, but gently, against the roof of my mouth. I rubbed my tongue against Casey's urethra.
I had been counting on Casey's youth and excitement, and he hardly disappointed me. I felt his hands come down onto my head. But he wasn't pushing me away. He was brushing my long, black hair away from my face so he could see me better. I could hear him breathing deeply, sighing. And I could feel his cock, once again, beginning to plump in my mouth.
I kept swirling my tongue around my brother's cock for a few minutes, I am not really sure how long. My mouth was so tight around him that it was difficult for him to get hard. I wasn't allowing enough blood in. But I was fine with that. I like the salty flavor of his skin, even after I'd swallowed down all of the remaining sperm. I liked the spongey sensation of his cock against my tongue, liked the feeling of the smooth tip slowly working itself deeper into my throat.
But after a few minutes, I couldn't contain it any longer. I could feel my brother's hands grasping at my hair, felt his body growing tense in front of me. My eyes flickered up, looking at him from my knees while my tongue swirled around his penis. I felt his cock jump in my mouth, twitching slightly. It was entirely hard now, and I gagged as it pressed deep into the back of my throat. Slowly, I pulled my brother's shaft from out of my throat, felt it slide across my lips. Soon, just the bulbous tip remained in my mouth. Casey's shaft glistened in the fluorescent lights from my spit. I swirled my tongue around the tip, tasting the pre-cum.
I was still looking up at Casey. His hands were clenched in my hair and he was pulling on it slightly, pulling me back towards his body, pulling his cock into my throat. I allowed him to do it, feeling his hard shaft move across my tongue. I gagged as his cock pressed into back of my throat, I felt my muscles clench around him. I felt my mouth fill with electrically charged saliva, and I just let to drool down my brother's shaft and and drip onto the floor.
"Mira, this feels so much better than I imagined!" Casey said, thrusting his hips towards my face. This was the first blowjob I'd ever enjoyed as well. I leaned forward, into his hips, letting his cock press deep into my throat. We suddenly found ourselves working in complementing motions. I pulled back as he did, I leaned forward as he thrust. His cock pressed deeper and deeper into my throat with each movement.
"Oh shit,I am going to cum again!" Casey moaned, "I am penetrating your throat, right?" I had no idea if it counted. And part of me wanted to press my face against my brother's stomach and let him blow his second load straight down my throat into my stomach.
But something stopped me.
I think if you'd asked me then why I stopped, I'd probably say I wasn't sure that a blowjob counted as penetration. And that I had to do what I did next just to be sure. But really, I know that I just wanted it. I wasn't following any rules. I wasn't even looking for loopholes. I was just following the needs that my body presented. I was just being human.
I pulled my head back, letting Casey's cock slip wetly from my lips. Long strands of saliva connected my lips to my brother's cock. I gasped for air, and realized I had barely been breathing. Casey whimpered a little as the orgasm, so close a moment ago, slipped away from him. I smiled.
"Don't worry, you'll like this," I said. I rose up off of my knees. I quickly slipped out of my Company-issued clothing and stood naked in front of my brother. Whatever disappointment he'd felt a moment ago slipped away as he took a moment to enjoy my body. Boldly, he lifted one hand up and dropped it down onto my breast. I felt the rough skin of his palm against my long, pink nipple and groaned with delight. Still, I reached up with one hand and pressed it against his shoulder. Roughly. I had more important things to do than get felt up.
"Get down on your back," I said, and Casey didn't say a word. Didn't resist. He almost collapsed down onto the floor. As he fell, I grasped the shoulders on his shirt, pulling it off of him so that we were both naked. In a moment, he was on his back. His hard, wet cock sticking up lewdly off the floor. I took three steps forward, my feet planted, one at each of my brother's hips. I saw him looking up at my shaved pussy, and felt it leaking juices down my legs. I could actually smell myself, knew my scent was filling the room.
I dropped down once again onto my knees, straddling my brother. I felt his cock press for the briefest moment against my pussy lips. I gasped and shuddered. It took ever ounce of strength I had to avoid slipping that beautiful cock directly into my dripping pussy. I even imagined what I would feel like, to have it slip inside of me. But then it slid back, rising between my ass cheeks and over my sensitive asshole. I gasped again and gained control of myself. I wasn't going to give the bastards the satisfaction of fucking up now.
I leaned back slightly, feeling my brother's cock sort of lock firmly between my ass cheeks. I shook my ass side to side, felt the hot rigidness of it move with me. Casey groaned and ran his hands through his hair. I laughed a little at him and bit my lip.
"You are going to penetrate me now," I said, "Absolutely no ambiguity about it. Are you ready?" I asked.
"Oh fuck, Mira!" My brother groaned.
"I will take that as a yes!" I said softly. I leaned forward slightly, letting my ass rise up into the air. I felt my brother's cock slip through my ass cheeks again and groaned at the gentle friction. It slipped all the way and then slapped wetly against my brother's stomach. I leaned forward and pressed my lips into my brother's. Our mouths opened and our tongues crashed together.
It felt beautiful to share a passionate kiss with someone I loved. But I wasn't entirely focused on that. I had placed one of my hands on the floor, next to Casey's head. But the other one had slipped down between my thighs. My pussy was absolutely sopping wet. I'd never experienced anything like it. I swirled my fingers around my slit, coating them with my juices. The tips of my fingers tickled my clit, and I almost came just from the gentle brushes.
But still, I was focused on other things. Soon, my fingers were totally covered in my pussy juices. I pushed my hand back deeper between my legs. I continued to kissing my brother as my wet fingers slid between the split cheeks of my asshole. I gasped a little into Casey's mouth as my fingertip grazed my asshole. I couldn't believe how sensitive it felt as my fingers moved through the soft crinkles of my anus. I was already wet from my pussy dripping and my wet fingers slathered more of my juices against my ass.
"Fuck, I want you in me so bad," I said, and then plunged my tongue into my brother's mouth again. I felt his hands rise up and grab my breasts again. I giggled and let him have them this time. His rough hands felt nice against my soft skin, his palms pressed against my nipples.
But I was focused on other things. I was impatient, I wanted to make this happen. For me. And for Casey. I circled my index finger around on my asshole, probing it gently. I had never done this before, never placed anything inside of my ass before (Martin had asked, I had scoffed). As I pressed and rubbed, I felt just how wet I already was. The tip of my finger slipped easily inside of me and I felt a little shiver of pleasure. That felt good! I hadn't really expected that.
"Fuck it," I said, I didn't want to wait any longer. I dropped my finger from my asshole (it felt kind of nice when the tip popped out, actually). I reached down to my brother's stomach, and found his penis. I lifted the hard shaft up, felt it rub against the inside of my leg and I trembled. I moved my hand down the length of his shaft, stroking gently. He was still wet from my saliva, and I added the juices from my pussy to it. I was dripping down the length of his penis. We broke our kiss as Casey looked up at me.
"I thought we couldn't do this," he said nervously, "I thought you didn't want me in your..." I smiled and kissed the corner of Casey's mouth.
"You're gonna fuck me in the ass little brother," I cooed and I saw his eyes grow wide. He nodded. Men were predictable, I guess. I laughed and licked his chin. But I pushed his hard, throbbing cock farther back between my ass cheeks. And I gasped when I felt the bulbous tip of his penis against my anus. It was much bigger than my finger. But I was so slick, I didn't feel any friction as he pressed against me.
I let go of Casey's penis, but just for a moment. I reached around behind my back, draping my arm over my ass. I found the tip of my brother's penis again, and positioned it quickly against the entrance to my ass. I held him in place as I started to rock my hips back, starting to sit down on my brother's lap.
"Oh shit!" Casey groaned as my weight began to come down on his penis. I felt a slight pressure as the tip of his cock pressed harder and harder against my anus. I could feel his cock bend slightly, the pressure building. I winced slightly, had no idea if I was doing this right. And then I gasped as I felt my body give way. Casey's cock sort of...sprung up inside of me. I split open and I groaned at the sensation of being stretched.
My knees felt weak and I no longer able to hold myself up. I had wanted to ease myself down onto Casey's penis. But I now I slipped down quickly, without any control. My brother's cock slipped easily, rapidly deep into my ass. I felt like the tip of his cock was going to pop out of my mouth! Like I had never been filled so much in my life. I didn't know how it kept slipping inside of me, but it did. And after just a moment, I felt my ass settle down on my brother's thighs. He as completely inside of me.
"Mira, you are so tight!" Casey gasped. His hands slipped from my breast, and then grasped at my hips. I arched my back, driving Casey's dick deeper into my asshole. All of my nerves were inflamed. My asshole felt like it was spasming. My nipples ached. I was overwhelmed by the depth of the sensation.
"I can't fucking move, Casey. It is too much. Fuck me! Fuck your cum into my asshole!" I begged. Casey smiled and nodded, like he had been waiting for me to say it. His hands firmly grasped my hips and I felt his hips thrust up underneath of me. I didn't think there was anymore room inside of me, but Casey thrust deeper.
"Fuck, I love you Mira!" Casey groaned as his hips dropped back and I felt his cock slip and inch or so out of my asshole. I didn't know if it was something he was just saying in the throes of passion or if he really meant it. But I could feel it. I loved him too.
"Cum for me, cum for me baby," I moaned as I started to rock my hips in time with my brother. I matched his actions, allowing his cock to slip in and out of me easily. I didn't know what felt better, when he entered me or when he slipped back out. But I knew that I was particularly enjoying the sensation of my wet clit rubbing against my brother's stomach as I rocked back and forth more wildly.
"Oh god, I am going to cum!" Casey moaned and felt his hands clasp tightly on my hips. His eyes clamped shut. He pulled me down hard against his hips, and I groaned as he cock pressed more deeply than ever. My clit ground against Casey's stomach and I felt Casey's cock swell inside of me. I could feel the warm shooting jets of sperm as his balls seized and he emptied himself inside of my ass.
But I couldn't feel it for long. Because before I had a chance to savor that sensation, my mind had gone blank. I had been so focused on so many other things, I hadn't even realized I had been on the edge of an orgasm. And as my brother thrust into me one last time, I tumbled over the edged into a glowing, static pleasure that burst from my pussy and rapidly coated my entire body. And I the entire world and all its frustrations sort of melted away.
I wasn't even thinking about the contract at that moment. My mind went back to the feeling I'd had when my brother had walked into the apartment that night, the pleasure in seeing him. I was thinking about when I was crying on the floor and he reached down and scooped me up. Drinking wine with him and laughing about something. I wasn't fucking the Company. I was fucking my brother. My husband. And it was lovely.
Slowly, I found my mind returning to myself. I was leaning forward now, my head resting on my brother's shoulder. His arms were wrapped around my waist, holding me close. My breasts were on his chest and his cock, half-hard, was still buried in my asshole. Casey was playing with my hair and breathing deeply.
I shifted slightly, and felt my brother's cock slip out of my asshole. I gasped a little bit. That had felt nice. I wanted to feel that again. Soon. I rolled off my husbands hips and lay down on the floor next to him. His arms were still wrapped around me and I rested my head on his chest and caught my breath.
"Did we do it?" Casey asked after a long time, "Did we do...whatever it was you were trying to do?" I laughed a little and looked up at his face. I nodded.
"We did indeed. We engaged in an act of sexual contact between individuals involving penetration culminating in orgasm and the ejaculation of semen," I said, as I reached my hand between my ass cheeks as felt my brother's cum oozing out of my asshole. I liked the sensation. Casey laughed. I brought my fingers up to my lips and sucked the dirty cum from my fingers. Nothing had ever tasted better.
"You're a hopeless romantic," he said, "So does this mean we got out of the contract or something?" I shook my head. He still didn't really get it.
"No. We complied with the contract. We had sex. But, as a matter of natural course, we won't have a kid. Because we only had anal sex. So we aren't in breach. But we don't give the bastards what they really wanted. We did exactly what they said and nothing more. So we are fucking untouchable," I said. But even my anger had cooled now in the afterglow of my love-making. I hated 3A, Inc., of course, but it was a more distant feeling now. I had beaten them. I didn't have to let the hold me down anymore.
"So what do we do now?"
"Well, husband," I said, kissing his chest, "We stay married until one of us dies. We share our joys and our sorrows. We create a happy little life here in this apartment. And we we have sex any time that we want. You just always have to fuck my mouth or my ass. Never in my pussy. How does that sound to you?" And, in saying it, I realized that it really did sound...very nice.
"There are worse lives out there, I am sure," he said.
"You don't have to ever fuck my ass again if you don't like it," I said sharply. Casey's body trembled.
"I was joking!" he said quickly and I leaned forward and kissed him.
"I know, I was teasing you," I said and he grabbed me tight and held me. He tickled me and I laughed and writhed in his arms and ended with kissing him and holding him. And it felt like we were the only humans left on the earth. A happy little moment in a marriage. An organic thing that couldn't be broken down in jargon. I had jumped passed the Company and landed out into something real. I didn't really know what happiness was until that moment.
After a long time I extricated myself from my husband's arms, "You can go and lay down on the bed. Its your bed too," I said, and I started to move towards the screen. Casey stopped on his way to the bed, he turned to me.
"What're you doing?" he asked.
"Getting my Form Q-H," I said cheerfully, and I hummed to myself as I filled it out and checked it three times for errors. And then I crawled into my husband's arms and went to sleep. A lot to do tomorrow.
The End.
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P.S. I do one edit of my work and I try to be thorough. But I figure when it comes to handing out free erotica, you all would be better served getting it fast (if a little rough), than waiting for me to polish it like I was getting paid for my work. So, in short, I know there are some errors and I don't really care that much. You won't convince me otherwise. Don't complain about the soundtrack in your porno, don't sweat the typos in your erotica. Thanks.
*P.P.S - by reading the introduction to this story, you have agreed to mandatory, binding arbitration for any dispute that may arise as a result. The author of this story will have sole, unfettered discretion to choose the arbitrator. Frivolous complaints will result in treble damages. So choose wisely if you want to complain.
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Chapter 1: A Purely Financial Affair
I scrolled, panicked, through my old emails. And I was praying, while I did it, that the system hadn't already automatically dumped it from my "deleted" file where I knew I had left it. There were hundreds of emails in that file, mostly ads, and I couldn't remember exactly when I had deleted the thing I was looking for. And it was hard to read any of the subject lines from my emails through the tears.
"Come on, come on! Where are you?" I said, my voice sounding shrill. I tried to be quiet, knowing that Aiden, my two year old son, was sleeping in the crib just a few feet away from my desk. Having a toddler in an efficiency apartment was not easy. But then, if my life was easy, I probably wouldn't have been desperately searching for the needle of a six-month old email in a haystack of Sephora ads.
The fact of the matter was, my life, at that moment, was a disaster. A totally and completely predictable disaster. I had been living on the knife's edge of catastrophe ever since Aiden was born. I had a job that paid just above the minimum wage. After taxes, groceries, rent/utilities, paying the woman on disability next door to watch Aiden while I worked, and then the insurance and gas on my car, I usually ended up with about $5.15 at the end of the month. Not an exaggeration. My plan had been to save that up all year so I could buy Christmas presents for Aiden.
But that evening, my car had refused to start. A guy down the hall was a mechanic. He said that the transmission on the car (which was 20 years old, so the same age as me) was completely shot. He said he could do it for me at cost, but it was still going to be $1,400.00. Which meant, in essence, that I was dead. I had $30.90 in a jar on my counter. I had $1,500.00 in credit card debt still from the costs of Aiden's birth and the next minimum bill was due in two days. I was already maxed out on that, I had only been paying the interest. The title loan place said they would only give me $400.00 for a loan against my car. And I could only get $600.00 for a payday loan at like a million percent interest. My dad was in jail and had been for most of my life. My mom was poorer than I was and any spare money went to booze. I didn't have any other family. My son's father..I mean please.
And so I was searching desperately for the email I'd deleted six months earlier. The only lead on serious money that I'd had...ever. If I didn't find that, I wouldn't get to work. And I wouldn't have money for rent. Or my credit card. And Aiden and I would be on the street. Where we would die of starvation or something. And that sequence just kept running in my brain over and over again. Fired. Evicted. Homeless. Dead. Fired. Evicted. Homeless. Dead. Fired. Evicted. Homeless...an intense wave of relief.
"Oh fuck, thank god!" I said, and I actually leaned forward and kissed the screen of my cellphone. It was the email I had been looking for! To: Lissie Gold (that's me); From LSR80@___mail.com. Subject line: A Mutually Beneficial Arrangement.
* * * * *
When I had received the email six months earlier, I had thought I had reached my financial low point. That had been when the apartment building I was in at the time had been sold to a developer and was going to be torn down to make way for something new (it turned out to be a discount grocery store). I was told that when my lease was up (the next month), there would be no renewal. I had already been sweating the increase in rent for the next year, but the idea of finding a new apartment was a whole different order of difficulty. My town didn't have many apartment buildings, and the one I had been in was, by far, the cheapest. The next shittiest place was $75 more a month. Which was basically all I had at the end of each month back then.
I had spent the last month at that apartment searching for a new job or some other way to pull in a little bit more money. I had about a year's worth of credits at community college. But that was basically it for me in terms of marketable skill. I didn't trust my car enough to Uber (which turned out to be wise) and I had a friend who got burned on a multi-level marketing thing so I knew better than to try that. Though I would be lying if I said I wasn't tempted.
Once, I searched "ways for single moms to make a lot of money easy," or something like that. I searched through about a dozen pages of results before I saw something that caught my interest. Well, caught my interest in the sense that I was grossed out by it. I saw a website that said it would hook up young, attractive single moms with "sugar daddies" who would give them an "allowance" while dating.
"That's just being a hooker," I said, clucking my tongue and shaking my head, thinking about girls who were gross enough to consider it. I moved on.
But the days started to pass. My searches on the internet starting to become circular. I kept seeing the same "direct sales" or babysitting suggestions over and over again. I didn't even know where to begin on some of the things and I knew from experience that the others were dead ends. And, as the end-date for my lease got closer and closer I started to find myself growing more desperate. Eventually, I signed a lease at the place that cost more money and asked some friends if they would help me move. So I was on the hook for my security deposit and more rent and I had nothing but the same shitty job I'd always had.
Sometimes I would find myself thinking about the "sugar daddy" posting that I had seen. Usually, I wouldn't even realize I was thinking about it. Just fantasizing about some man (I didn't really think about who was or what he would look like or what he would want from me. Just some guy) who would give me money to go out on nice dates. Like a movie star's girlfriend. And I would grow jealous. And then I would realize what I was thinking about, shake it off, and go back to searching.
I found myself, one morning, stopping to look at myself in he mirror. I was an attractive single mom, after all. I was only 19 at the time. I still looked like a high school girl. Long, dirty blonde hair, big green eyes, cute nose, soft features, high firm breasts, narrow waist, round hips, and tight little butt. I had long legs that looked good in jeans or in a skirt. And then I would think to myself "why are you rating your appearance." And I would try to pretend, to myself, that I was thinking that maybe modelling was an option. But I knew I wasn't quite good looking enough for that. What I was really thinking about was what sort of attention I could get from prospective sugar daddies. And I would feel deeply ashamed.
It was a week until my security deposit was due when I began to ask myself why I was ashamed about those feelings. I told myself that in thinking about it for awhile, I had really gained some perspective. Learned to stop thinking about things like I was some dumb kid or something. I mean, it wasn't like a young woman with a wealthy older boyfriend was a...hooker or something. Some women just liked older men. And who cared how they met? It wasn't like people who were into cross-generational relationships were likely to hook up on Tinder or something. There had to be a place where those sorts of people could meet. And so what if, sometimes, the older man gave his girlfriend some money? That was part of being a relationship. Men bought dinner for girlfriends and stuff all the time.
And while I was making this argument to myself, I was filling out the application for the sugar daddy website. I honestly don't even remember making the decision to do it. I had somehow just made the decision in a void, and then talked myself into it after the fact. By the time I had decided that, really, I had always been attracted to older men, maybe even old, overweight men who wouldn't have a lot of energy, my photo and a thin bio was posted on the website.
Once the profile was posted, I was almost shocked to see it on the website. I swear, for a moment, I tried to remember who had made the profile for me. But within a couple of seconds, my phone buzzed and I saw a small, blue envelope appear on my profile. Someone had contacted me! For half a second, there was a thrill that it had actually worked! Some wealthy older man had contacted me! But then, that thought made everything...real. My profile was really on the site. Real people were contacting me to date me and give me money. Suddenly, I wasn't so sure I didn't feel like a whore.
"This is crazy," I said aloud. My son was batting at some toys in his playpen and he turned to look at me as I spoke, "Keep playing sweetie," I said and he turned away from me. What sort of mother was I being? I looked down at my phone, clicked on the "settings" button. I told myself that I was going to click on "deactivate." My finger lingered over top of it for a long time. Then I quickly logged out instead, and refused to think about what I'd done.
When I woke up in the morning, I allowed myself, for the first time, to think about the fact that my profile had been up all night. Men had been searching through it, judging my picture. Sending me messages. I felt dirty, just thinking about it. But, at the same time, I was curious. I realized that that was one of the reasons I hadn't deactivated the the account the night before. I wanted to know what would happen. And, of course, I was still thinking desperately about money.
Flooded doesn't even begin to describe what I found in my inbox. I had never seen anything like it. There were dozens of contacts. The first two pages of my e-mail were all new emails from the sugar daddy website. And that was before I thought to look in my spam folder. Eventually, my email had just started dumping them in there. There were at least as many. In all, I think 50 people had contacted me, based on my ad.
"Guess I am better looking that I thought," I said to myself, and I smiled a little despite myself. I mean, I couldn't really pretend it didn't feel good to be so...desirable. Even if part of me knew it just meant I was the prettiest whore on the whore website.
"Well, now I know," I said to myself and I started deleting the emails. I told myself that I had just been curious, and my curiosity was now cured. But after deleting ten or so e-mails, I saw the subject line of one, "You are are beautiful." It said. I didn't even think. I just clicked the email open. I was assaulted by the picture of a very old, overweight man leaning against a Porsche. I didn't read anymore. I closed it and deleted the email without reading anymore. I couldn't even imagine a man like that...on top of me. He looked like my high school chemistry teacher (but richer). I couldn't do this. I started deleting emails again.
My eyes fluttered over the subject lines as I went. "You're a perfect little kitten," and, "Let me show you a good time,"and "Let's talk about going out on a date." No matter how friendly they sounded, each offer made me feel more and more like a prostitute. I clicked on a couple, and each time the man seemed to act like we were just setting up a regular date. Like I would want them even if we hadn't met on a seedy sugar daddy website. There was never any mention of money. And that was somehow worse.
Oddly, it was the extremely business-like message "A Mutually Beneficial Arrangement" that stopped me in my tracks. I had deleted all but a handful of messages when that one reached the top of the pile. I set it aside, deleted the rest (although another one had come in while I was screening my emails, and I finally deactivated my account after deleting that one as well). Once again, just out of curiosity (I told myself), I clicked on the "Mutually Beneficial Arrangement," Email. It said:
"Dear Lissie, I won't waste your time. I would like to meet you in person to discuss the possibility of working out some sort of dating arrangement. My initial offer is $1,000.00 a week in allowance, but I find you attractive and we can discuss adjustments to that amount at our first meeting. If you are interested, please text me at the number listed below. I will text you back a time and location to meet. It will be a public place and I will buy you a nice dinner, even if we ultimately decide not to do business. Please, do no call me. I work long hours and will not be able to discuss our business while at the office. I hope to you hear from you. Sincerely L.S.R."
* * * * *
It was eight o'clock that night when I self-consciously entered the nicest restaurant in town. I didn't really have the right clothes for an upscale Italian restaurant. I was, ridiculously, wearing the red, strapless dress I had worn to my senior prom (the night I got pregnant, in fact). I knew it was the wrong thing to wear. But the only other remotely dressy thing I owned was a puke-green bridesmaid's dress I'd worn at a friend's wedding a year earlier. So it was either prom night or jeans.
"Can I help you?" the hostess said as I stumbled in the door. I could see her eyeing my ridiculous clothes and felt my cheeks grow redder than my taffeta. Not for the first time, I decided that had made a huge mistake in texting the L.S.R. at the number listed in the email. It was just... $1,000.00 was so much money. That was $50,000.00 a year! I wouldn't have to do any other work! I just kept telling myself "there is no harm in getting a free meal." And I had texted. And almost immediately, L.S.R. had texted back to meet that night. In a sort of daze, I had asked the neighbor to sit with Aiden and gotten myself ready. I had even shaved, even though I promised myself I wasn't going to actually do anything. Just discuss business.
Now, standing in front of the hostess, I felt absolutely absurd The money had completely overwhelmed my reasoning. Less than twenty-four hours ago, I had set up the account, a week earlier I had dismissed the idea entirely. And now I was actually meeting some man who hadn't even bothered to put his picture or his full name in the email. Everything about this felt completely immoral. I thought about turning around and leaving right then. There would be no harm done, if I had done that. I could go home and finish packing for the apartment that I couldn't afford. I briefly became aware of the intense pressure I was under.
"Richard, table for two," I said in a small, squeaky voice. The hostess nodded.
"The other party is already here, please follow me," she said, and I felt my stomach drop to my knees. I was already desperately nervous, but now I was approaching L.S.R. And the absurdity of what I was doing seemed to double my anxiety.
I followed the waitress deep into the restaurant. It was crowded, which was good. And I could hear gentle conversation, the clinking of glasses, the scrape of forks. I almost walked into the hostess as she stopped in front of a table. My mind went blank, I couldn't even remember what I was supposed to do.
"Your seat, miss," the hostess said, gesturing to the table. My eyes were down at my feet, I couldn't bear to look up at L.S.R. I mumbled something to the hostess and sat down heavily. I knew I was probably making a terrible impression. But I didn't know what to do. I could barely breathe.
"Good evening," a deep, smooth voice said. But not nearly deep enough. My eyes flickered up quickly and I saw a beautiful woman sitting across from me. She was older than me, actually probably the same age as my mom (though she clearly hadn't lived as hard as my mom had). She had dark brown hair that was pulled back into a tight ponytail. She had a high forehead and large, dark eyes. She had a small nose, thick, red lips, and a delicate chin. Her throat was long and thin. She had narrow shoulders and long arms. I saw she had large, full breasts that were closely squeezed into a professional, white button-up blouse. She was wearing a black suit as well. I couldn't see her hips or her legs, but she appeared to be well built.
For a long moment, I stared at her, my head tilted to the side and my mouth open. It was like I had typed a non-existent website into my brain and my browser couldn't find it. "Not a valid input, cannot display." I was here to meet a man. The hostess had seemed certain this was the right spot. The woman sitting across from me didn't seem surprised to see me. Suddenly, it dawned on me. My eyes went wide and my breath caught in my throat.
"Ma'am, I am so sorry!" I said, as quietly as humanly possible, "I had no idea that... that the guy was married. I never would have come if I had any idea that...I am just so humiliated and so sorry. I don't know anything about him and..." The woman didn't say anything. She didn't appear to even get angry. Maybe he did this all the time. But then the woman's hand rose up to her mouth, it had no ring on it, and I saw her smiling. She covered her lips, and I could hear her laughing. I stopped talking, sputtering.
"That was adorable. You're very sweet," the woman said. Then she extended her hand, "I am Lily S. Richard. Nice to meet you, Ms. Gold..."
"Lissie," I said in a faraway voice.
"I realize that my email was sparse, but my profile states that I am a woman. There was a link to the profile in the email," she said.
"I, uh, didn't look," I said and Lily laughed. A pretty, musical sound. Not at all mean-spirited.
"Clearly," she said.
"I am really sorry that I didn't read the whole thing," I said, still embarrassed, but extremely relieved that I wasn't sitting across from someone's wife. But still, I was a little confused, "So...you are looking for..."
"An arrangement, yes," Lily said in a quiet voice, and I realized that I needed to be careful about what I said. I looked around and remembered that there were a lot of people present.
"Well, Ms. Richard..." I started.
"Lily," she interrupted.
"Lily, I am, like, really sorry that dragged you out here and you don't have to buy me dinner or anything. I am," and then I dropped my voice and leaned forward, "I am not really attracted to women. I am not like...against it or anything. It just isn't for me." It felt excruciating to say it. I was already humiliated. Now I felt like I was sort of going out of my way to make this nice, understanding woman feel bad. But Lily seemed unfazed.
"So you are attracted to old men who want to give you an allowance?" she asked and raised her eyebrows. I sort of shrugged.
"No, I mean...no," I said. I mean, I guess I had been preparing myself for the possibility of something way more disgusting than Lily when I got here.
"Let's just discuss what I had in mind and we can see if we can work something out that works for both of us. Frankly, you're cuter than your pictures and 'not being interested' is a good opening negotiating position for you," she said. I lifted my hands up defensively and shook my head.
"Oh, no..." I said, "I don't want to waste your time. I am not going to..."
"You're cute, but skinny. Order yourself some pasta and just listen. If you stick to your guns, then you go home afterwards with a full stomach and nothing more," she said. I had skipped lunch that day, trying to save money, and my stomach growled as I looked at the food on the tables around me. I looked over at Lily again and she smiled warmly.



"Yeah, okay," I said. A moment later, the waitress arrived and Lily began to order food for us. I was relieved, because I hadn't even had time to look at the menu yet and I was terrified I would pick something that wasn't classy enough. As we waited for our food, Lily asked about me. I told her about my son, my job, and my life. I tried to make it sound as positive as possible. Not because I was "negotiating" but because I was embarrassed about the mess I'd made in my life. Lily seemed warm and interested in everything I had to say. She didn't make me feel stupid or classless, even though I clearly didn't know what the hell I was doing in a place like this. I liked her, really. I don't want to say she was motherly, because that was in no way her vibe. But she was different than friendly. It was like...a guidance counselor who wasn't full of shit.
The food arrived and it was some of the most delicious stuff I'd ever had. I don't know what it was. It was noodles with vegetables and meat and cheese and I have no idea what else. It was incredible.
"The last time I had pasta it was Spaghetti-Os" I said, trying not to slurp my food down in half a second Lily laughed.
"They still make that?" she asked and I nodded, "Goodness, I think I had that every night as a kid."
"You were poor?" I asked, and then winced. That wasn't the kind of question you asked. But, I mean, rich people don't eat Spaghetti-Os. Right?'
"Well," Lily said, unfazed by my question, "Let's just say my parents were not nearly as wealthy as I am now."
"So you really are, like rich, right?" I asked. It felt wrong to ask, to talk about money. But I didn't really know anything about Lily. She hadn't offered any information. All I knew was that she was a Sugar...Momma.
"I am the CEO of a highly successful, privately held corporation," she said easily, "I don't want for much." I took another bite of food and washed it down with water and looked across the table at Lily. I shrugged my shoulders a little.
"I am going to be honest with you Lily," I said, "You are a really beautiful woman. And successful. I mean, I don't get it." Lily laughed a little.
"Don't get what? Can CEO's not be beautiful women? And thank you for the compliment, by the way."
"No. Well, I don't know. I don't even really know what a CEO does. Maybe they can't be beautiful women," I said and Lily laughed. It felt good to make her laugh on purpose for once, "But...like, I am sure that like, you could easily set up a more...normal arrangement with a woman. Why did you reach out to me?" I asked. Lily crossed her arms in front of her breasts and leaned back in her chair.
"It's a good question," she said, "reasonable."
"I mean, I don't want to offend you..."
"This is a discussion about a business arrangement," Lily said, sounding clipped and dry, "There is nothing to be offended about. You ask a good question and you are entitled to the information. The truth of the matter is, I could probably find someone for a more...normal arrangement, as you put it. But that would not work for me."
"Why not?" I asked.
"If I pay you an allowance, Lissie, and we go forward in our business relationship, I won't be paying you for things like this," she swept her arm around the room expansively, and it was clear she meant the date.
"You mean you'd be paying for like..." I felt my cheeks get red, thinking about Lily, in a bedroom. Lily shook her head.
"No, not that...well yes, that of course," she said and she smiled a little playfully and I looked away, "But, again, I believe I could find someone to do that. I am paying someone who will understand that this is a purely business relationship. Someone who doesn't get overly attached. Someone who doesn't get offended when I need to be discreet," She spoke slowly, like she was picking her words with extreme caution. Maybe too much caution.
"What?" I asked flatly and Lily leaned forward on the table, patted my hand (her skin felt soft, I didn't pull away).
"I am the CEO of a very successful, very conservative, Christian lifestyle company. The Company makes books, movies, knicknacks, and provides any number of services for a deeply conservative Christian clientele. The owner of the company is a family trust. That family is very powerful and wealthy. It is deeply involved in conservative politics. I got the job because of my skills as a businesswoman. But it was understood that I was (and I am) a Christian woman. I am just not as conservative as my employer believes," Lily was still speaking carefully, and she spoke very quietly, as though she didn't want anyone to hear. I didn't speak, and she continued.
"I have recently come to terms with the fact that my...desires cannot be completely denied. I cannot ignore one entire aspect of my life. I do not want to suppress my sexuality entirely. And being with a man is totally out of the question. And so I need to set up some sort of...abnormal arrangement," she smiled a little when she said that, "So that I can get the things that I need without endangering my position. In short, Lissie, I wouldn't be paying you to be with me. I'd be paying you to be extremely quiet about it. I think it would be extremely difficult to find...a normal partner in this sort of situation. A woman who would be comfortable with her sexuality who would be unwilling to allow me to behave in a manner that is so...aloof. I would think she might believe I was ashamed of her, even if I was just protecting my livelihood and position." For the first time, I saw that Lily seemed a bit uncomfortable. And, while I didn't completely understand everything she was saying, I got the gist.
"I know what you mean," I said, "When I signed up for this service, I didn't want to be overly...public. Like, I would want to have a private arrangement." I said, sympathizing with Lily. Who knew rich people had problems? Though, I had to say, I would trade hers for mine in half a second.
"Well that is lovely," Lily said, "We are both after the same thing. The perfect time to make a deal."
"Oh, no. I didn't mean..." I said, my mind still pushing back against the fact that Lily was a woman. She spoke over me.
"And your reluctance plays as sincere, I can appreciate that. I offered $1,000.00 a week. I can go to $1,200.00, but no more," she said and it felt like the wind had been knocked out of me. $1,200 a week.
"I...I...," I stammered, the money to much to process. I have no idea what I was going to say, but something stopped me.
"Lissie...Lissie Gold, is that you?" I looked up, to the side, the source of the voice. Standing next to my table was Greta Farmer. A girl who had been on the dance team with me all through high school. She was carrying a sort of tub and had on a black apron. She was busing tables.
"Oh, hi, Greta," I said, my heart jumping into my throat.
"I haven't seen you since graduation! How have you been?" she asked. I looked at her blankly. I didn't even know how to respond. After a moment, Greta's smile became brittle and she glanced over at Lily nervously. I felt like I was going to throw up.
"Sorry, Greta," I blurted out, "I didn't mean to...Sorry, I am just...having dinner with my Aunt," I said and I felt dirty. Greta introduced herself to Lily, who was gracious in response. But I had receded into my brain. What was I doing here? What was I thinking about agreeing to? It was all one thing when you were full of expensive food and talking about numbers likes they were just numbers. But, for reasons I couldn't fully grasp, Greta's presence brought me back to reality. Here was a person who knew me. A person who I had once liked. Someone I wouldn't want to respect me less. For the first time since I had opened the email from Lily, I felt like a whore.
"They are going to yell at me if I keep talking, but it was nice to meet you Ms. Richard. Good to see you, Lissie" she said.
"Yeah. Thanks," I said in a sort of faraway manner.
"Nice to meet you," Lily said and Greta moved away. Lily, far from offended by the fact that I'd lied about her identity, seemed relieved by it, "See," she said to me, "this is exactly what I am talking about. We just need to be able to be quiet about this, and it will work out in everyone's best interest."
"I have to go," I said sharply and Lily's eyebrows furrowed.
"What?" she asked. I stood quickly from the table bumping it and dropping my napkin onto the table.
"I can't be here. I can't do this. I am so sorry I wasted your time," I said. Lily rose slowly. She didn't seem upset, more concerned than anything.
"Lissie, what's wrong?" she asked, stepping from behind the table and moving towards me, "Did I say something..."
"I can't do this. Any of this," I said, and I felt tears forming in my eyes, "I am not...I am not a whore," I said, whispering the last word. Lily eyes dropped and I turned and rushed out of the restaurant, moving quickly and blinded by tears.
The next day, Lily texted me. I didn't respond. She didn't contact me again. I moved to the new apartment, letting it eat up every last extra dollar I made each month. We didn't speak again until my car broke down six months later.
* * * * *
I opened the email and saw Lily's phone number at the bottom. I remembered her offer of $1,200.00. I forgot about everything else. I clicked on the number on my phone. The phone asked if I wanted to dial that number. I froze for a moment. I had felt so relieved just finding the number, but I realized I had by no means ended my ordeal. I hadn't spoken to Lily in six months. I had probably offended her when I'd run out of the restaurant. I had no reason to believe that she still wanted to...work with me. She might have someone else already. My nerves came back and I dialed the number.
It rang several times and I felt my heart hammering in my throat. I was preparing for the voicemail, wondering what I was going to say, when I heard the ringing stop. I heard a somewhat familiar voice, "Hello, who is this?"
"Uh...Hi...Lily?" I said.
"Yes, who is this," She asked. I didn't know what to say to that. The hung dead for a long time, "I am going to hang up," Lily said.
"This is Lissie. Lissie Gold. We had dinner together one night about six months ago," I said. There was another long pause on the line.
"I specifically said not to call this number," Lily said and I winced. I had forgotten that. I hadn't re-read the email. "You caught me at home. You're lucky."
"I am sorry," I said. Another long pause. I realized that if I wanted to do this (and I didn't. I needed to), I had to seize this one opportunity. It wouldn't come again, "I won't keep you long. I made a mistake when I left the restaurant without you that night. It was...I don't. It was just a mistake. I have thought about your offer. And if you are still willing, I want to accept it," I said. It came so easily. The words didn't struggle their way out. I didn't know if I was a whore or not. That was a point of pride I couldn't afford to consider.
"What changed?" she asked.
"I need...an allowance. My car died." I said.
"You are not as good a negotiator as you were the last time we spoke," Lily said, and she actually sounded a little disappointed, "You shouldn't tell me what you need..."
"I...didn't want to lie to you," I said.
"You are trying to set up a business relationship, Lissie," Lily said, her voice softening, "You want to maintain your edge."
"I didn't want to lie," I repeated, feeling a little better, but confused by all of this.
"The $1,200.00 a week is off the table," she said and I felt my stomach lurch. She was just toying with me with all this business advice. She was going to humiliate me like I had humiliated her. I deserved it.
"Oh," I said, my voice blowing out of me in a vacant breath.
"$1,000.00 a week, last best offer," she said and it took a moment for what she said to sort of register. I was crying again. Relief. Relief from pressure that I'd never felt before. I felt like my head was going to hit the ceiling.
"Yes, yes. I accept!" I said.
"You have a child right? A son? Can you get a sitter tonight?" she said.
"Tonight?" I said, my voice tight. I looked at my son, sleeping the cradle next to me. The woman next door would definitely come if I asked her to. She was sweet and reliable. She would sleep on the couch bed. But tonight?
"You get paid your allowance the first date of the week. Do you want a date tonight, or can you afford to wait?" she asked. This, once again, drove home to me that fact that I was a whore. But what could I do at this point? My son needed me to do this. It wasn't a choice. I couldn't afford pride.
"I can come tonight," I said, sounding as scared as I felt.
"I will text you my address. I am only twenty minutes or so from the restaurant where we met. Be here in an hour?"
"My uh...my car is dead," I said. Lily laughed a little. Not mocking. It was her warm laugh, the one I remembered from dinner. It was like the business woman was gone in that moment.
"You did say that, didn't you? I forgot," she said, "I will send a rideshare car over," she said. She hung up and I began to rush to get ready. I didn't let myself think.
* * * * *
A little over an hour later I was standing on the front porch of the most beautiful house I'd ever seen. It was chilly out and I hadn't dressed right. Like, I don't know, I thought I should look...sexy or something, but I didn't really have anything good for that. Plus, I had been in an absolute rush to get Aiden with the sitter and everything else before the car arrived. So now, I was standing in the cold in a short pleated red skirt and a white, short-sleeved button-down blouse. I had accidentally dressed like a slutty schoolgirl. I hoped Lily was into that. And then realized how weird it was that I was trying to entice her.
For the first half of the drive over, I had been completely numb. I am sure I was thinking some sort of thoughts about something. But, all I can remember is looking out the window as my familiar neighborhood faded away. The apartment buildings disappeared, replaced first by duplexes and then single-family homes. And then the homes morphed into large estates, with lots of brick and columns.
And I think it was then, when I realized that I was hurtling through a wealthy neighborhood, quickly approaching my meeting with Lily, that my mind came back to me. And I really thought about where I was going and what I was going to do. Honestly, I didn't really know what I was going to do. I knew that, except for my money issues, I really didn't WANT to do anything. But I also knew that I didn't really have any room to run. Whatever Lily told me to do, I was going to do it. It wasn't a decision I had made, it was just a fact that I recognized.
With that in mind, I reached up tentatively to the door and knocked. Only after I had knocked did I see that there was a glowing button for the door bell and I swore at myself a little and quickly rang it as well. My finger was slightly slick on the button even in the cold and I realized how nervous I was. My stomach was totally in knots and my chest was rising and falling raggedly. I held my breath to try to control myself.
A few seconds later the door opened and I felt the warmth from inside blow out onto me on the porch. I took a half step back when I saw Lily standing in the doorway. She was as beautiful as she had been the time I had seen in her six months before. Maybe prettier, because she looked more relaxed in a pair of tight toga pants and a loose-fitting t-shirt. She was holding a wine glass in her hand, half-filled with red wine and she was smiling.
"Lissie so glad you could make it. You look," I felt her eyes move over me hungrily, "innocent." She said. I opened my mouth for a second, but no noise came out. Lily kept her eyes on me, "Something wrong?" she asked. I knew that if I was ever going to take an out it would be now. I could always say, at this point, that I'd made a mistake. But the basic facts hadn't changed. I knew what would happen to me and my son if we left.
"Sorry, I didn't expect to see you so soon," I said honestly. Lily's eyebrows furrowed in confusion, "I thought you'd have a...butler or something." Lily laughed, a warm, uninhibited laugh that was clearly authentic.
"My manservant Claude has the night off," she said and I didn't respond, "That was a joke, I am rich. Just not that that kind of rich. If I am going to pay you what I am paying you, there isn't enough left for any staff," I smiled trying to act like I understood.
"Sorry," I said, wondering if it was my job to laugh at her jokes.
"Nothing to be sorry about, come on in you look freezing," she said, and I saw her look out the door behind me a little nervously. But I was happy to be invited in and basically bolted through the door past her. Once inside, I felt the warmth of the house envelope me. I rubbed my arms with my hands and got to feel a little better.
I looked around the place, at least as best that I could. I was standing in a small entryway, and there was a staircase to my right, leading up to a second floor. To my left was a darkened room, I could see a large table and chairs. A dining room. Directly ahead of me was a very, very large kitchen. Everything was stainless steel and granite. It looked impossibly clean and impossibly rich. Beyond the well-lit kitchen, I could see a darkened living room with a big, white couch and a fireplace, which was in use. I could sense more of the house around me but couldn't see it. My entire apartment could fit in one room of this place, is the only thing I could think.
"Would you like a drink?" Lily asked, stepping in and standing in front of me. I could smell her perfume now. It wasn't overly strong, very floral. It was nice. I shook my head. I thought of reminding her that I was only 19, but I figured she wouldn't really care about that.
"I have to get my son from the neighbor when I get home, I don't like him to see me drunk," I explained, and Lily nodded. We stood awkwardly in silence for several seconds. I bit my lip and did my best not to make eye contact with Lily. I'd never done...anything even remotely close to this before, I hoped she would know how to take the lead.
"It was a little short notice," Lily said, and her soft voice seemed to boom off of the walls, "this date. Normally, I would have had dinner prepared for us by the time you arrived. But I already ate, figured you had as well, with the hour."
"You have someone, like, prepare your food?" I asked, looking at the clean kitchen. Lily laughed again.
"Really, I am not as rich as you seem to think I am," she said, and then gestured towards the stove, "I like to cook. Next time you come over, I will cook for you." She said and my stomach grumbled a little. The truth was, I had been too terrified to eat anything that day. Ever since my car had broken down. Still, I couldn't very well ASK for food.
"Would you like a drink that doesn't have alcohol?" Lily asked, walking slowly over towards the refrigerator. I followed after her like a lost puppy, afraid that the wealth of the place would swallow me up if I fell too far behind. As I walked, I tried to think about how this evening was going to pan out. I would take the water, I would make some awkward chit-chat. The night would stretch on as Lily tried to be polite and I tried to figure out, desperately, what it was, exactly, that I was supposed to do. I felt my stomach knot tighter and tighter as we walked. My anticipation of what was going to, eventually, have to happen made more and more anxious with each passing step. I had no idea how I was going to get through this night.
Lily stopped at the fridge with her hand on the door of the refrigerator and turned towards me, "would you like a Coke or..." But at the same time she was speaking, I spoke as well.



"So should we just do it?" I asked, the words tumbling out of me so quickly I hadn't even realized I said anything until the words were floating out there. I saw Lily's eyes flicker and her hand slipped from the door of the fridge. She crossed her arms in front of her breasts.
"What do you mean?" she asked and even hearing the question made my cheeks go red. She knew what I meant, I could feel it. But she just kept looking at me as I squirmed a little bit in her kitchen. To break the silence, I started to ramble.
"It is just, well, I am here for a date. And I want to have a date with you, like you said. And I know that once we finish the date, then I get my allowance...but I don't mean to say it just like that. It makes it sound...bad. But what I mean is that it is already late, and like you said, you already ate dinner and everything. And really, I need to get back to be with my son so, we should probably..."
"Lissie," Lily said softly and I instantly stopped rambling.
"Yes ma'am," I said, instinctively to her authority, like I would have to a teacher back when I was in school. She smiled a little sarcastically and put her hands on her hips.
"First, never ever call me 'ma'am,'" she said.
"Yes...Lily," I said and she nodded.
"Second, stop beating around the bush, and tell me what it is that you want. We are here on a date. I hope this works out and we have many dates," she said, "But one thing that we will have to do clearly if we want to date, is communicate openly and honestly. Does that make sense?" she asked and I felt a large ball of nerves in the pit of my stomach. What she said was totally reasonable. But the end result was going to be saying something...I didn't want to say.
"Yes, it makes sense," I said, my throat clicking dryly as I spoke.
"Then what is it you want to do?" She asked. I paused for a long time. And Lily just let me sit the silence. It was clearly much tougher on me than it was on her. She continued to smile at me gently, as the words rumbled up from my stomach and eventually dribbled out from between my lips.
"I'd like to have sex with you," I said, speaking loudly enough to be heard, but sounding flat and emotionless. Lily leaned in towards me and I did my best not to flinch backwards, with nerves. She slowly lifted her hand up and it came down in a slow arch. Her index finger was extended and I followed it as it dropped down and hooked around the top button of my white blouse. Lily's finger was just an inch or so from my breast and I could feel the warmth of her skin. Lily pulled gently on my shirt and I took a small, shuffling step towards her, eyes wide.
"I think I'd like to have sex with you as well," Lily said, biting her lip. Then, her thumb slipped up and caught the button on my shirt. She twisted her finger slightly, and the top button of my shirt popped open. My breath caught in my throat and my eyes flicked up from my own chest to Lily's face.
I didn't have time to react. As soon as my face rose up, Lily was leaning in towards me. Her eyes were closed and her head was tilted slightly the side. After a moment, I felt her lips press against mine. My eyes were still wide open and my entire body was frozen. I could feel Lily's thick, soft lips against mine, but my mouth didn't move. I felt softness of her lips against me, smelled the fresh clean scent of her shampoo. She looked pretty.
Without really thinking, I opened my mouth to speak. I don't even know what I was going to say. But as my lips broke open, I felt Lily's mouth open as well, felt her lips rising to meet mine. And then I felt her tongue, pour into my mouth. Her tongue was warm and thick, it tasted like red wine and mint. Her tongue pressed firmly against my own, and then tickled against my teeth. My lips closed slightly against her, and I somehow found myself sucking gently on her tongue. It felt...nice.
At the same time that Lily's tongue had entered my mouth, I felt her hand moving farther and farther down my body. I felt her fingers tickle against my stomach as she continued to unbutton my blouse deftly with just two fingers. After a minute, a felt a slight tug as she pulled the ends of the blouse out of my skirt, the whole thing now wafting open, exposing my bare stomach and my pink bra.
Both of Lily's hands rose up now and I felt her fingers on my arms as she slipped the blouse over my shoulders. Instinctively, I put my hands down, and back slightly, letting the shirt fall from my body onto the floor of Lily;s kitchen. I knew that this was happening, could feel the warm air on my skin. But I remained focused on Lily's kiss. Felt her tongue exploring me boldly, but gently. I found my own tongue rising to meet her, seeking to taste her. I felt her warm saliva drip down the back of my throat. I couldn't have told you why, but the kiss felt lovely.
Meanwhile, Lily's hands had slid down my back, I felt them trip over my bra strap, and then work their way down the small of my back. Her fingers felt cool and I shivered as she just barely brushed my skin with them. Eventually, Lily's fingers found their way to the zipper on the back of my skirt. She unzipped me easily and I felt the waistband of the skirt grow loose on my hips. Lily grasped the skirt and tugged it down quickly and it puddled on the floor with my shirt. Now I was standing in Lily's kitchen wearing nothing but my bra and panties.
Finally, Lily broke our kiss. She pulled back quickly, her tongue slipping from my teeth. I stood for a moment, my eyes still closed, my mouth still open. It had been the most passionate kiss I'd ever had. Unlike the boys I'd been with, she wasn't just trying to get through it to move onto the next thing. I was...sad that it was over. Still, I recognized after a moment she was gone and I shook my head and opened my eyes.
"Normally," Lily said, and she grabbed the bottom hem of her t-shirt, "I would let you get me undressed as well, that can be a lot of fun," she said. She lifted her shirt up over her head, and then tossed it aside. My eyes widened as I saw her large breasts, encased in a tight-fitting bra, and her flat, youthful stomach, "But I am so excited about you being here," she said, and she reached behind her back and quickly unhooked her bra. She threw her hands forward and bent forward slightly, her bra tumbling down her arms and onto the floor. Lily's large breasts, impossibly perky despite their size, suddenly burst into view. Her areolas were somewhat larger than mine, and they were a pretty pink color against her pale skin. The nipples were long. The breasts themselves had an attractive raindrop shape, heavy and round on the bottom, slightly concave on the top, "In fact, I have been excited since the last time I saw you. You are a gorgeous girl, Lissie. I was hoping you'd get in touch with me again," She said, sounding almost giddy, like a much younger woman. As she spoke, she bent slightly at the waist, her fingers slipping into the waistband of her yoga pants. She pulled them down quickly, over the round swell of her ass. She stepped out of them. She rose back up to full height and I saw for the first time that she hadn't been wearing panties. She was now standing before me, totally naked.
"Oh, wow," I said, not knowing what else to say. Lily had an absolutely gorgeous body. Her clothes may have hinted at it, but seeing it in person was more impressive than I had expected. Her high firm breasts, her narrow waist, her voluptuous hips, they were all in perfect proportion. Her skin was creamy and clear, without being pale. Her legs were long, but her thighs round. Her...pussy, was shaved bare (like mine), and I could see her tight, pink lips the same color as her areolas. She was just perfectly proportioned in every way, her body looking far younger than I knew she was. She saw me gaping.
"You look beautiful," I said. I wondered for a moment if it was my job to compliment her. It didn't really matter, one way or the other, because I was telling the truth.
"I have a very good personal trainer," she said modestly, running her hands over her thighs. I looked around for this trainer nervously.
"Where is he?" I asked. Lily laughed again, her breasts jiggling on her chest as she did.
"A personal trainer doesn't live with you. Well, at least mine doesn't. She just works at the gym I visit in the mornings. We are all alone. I promise, no one will disturb us," she said. I felt slightly more relaxed. I could survive this if everything was totally secret. I hoped.
"Okay, good," I said. My eyes continued to work their way around Lily's body. Up her legs, across her stomach. But mostly I focused on her beautiful breasts. I still had small, girlish boobs. I was intensely jealous. Lily seemed to notice.
"Do you like my breasts, Lissie?" Lily said, and I saw her put her hands under her breasts and she lifted them up slightly and then dropped them.
"I wish I had boobs like that," I said honestly. Lily smiled.
"You little breasts are adorable!" Lily said, "They make you look so young and innocent. And they don't hurt your back like these ones do. Actually, I think that right now you have the best of both worlds."
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"You have your cute little boobs," she said, using my word with relish, "And if you want to play with some bigger ones, all you have to do is ask."
"You mean I can..." I said, my eyes returning to her breasts. I had to admit, I was a little bit curious. I had always been curious about big breasts, maybe because mine were small (and my mother's were small too, which seemed to promise mine wouldn't get much bigger)
"Just ask," Lily said simply.
"Can I play with your boobs?" I asked hesitantly, even though I already knew the answer. Maybe I was reluctant because part of me, maybe most of me, still felt like this was wrong. But, on the other hand, there was no question that I was going to do whatever Lily wanted, and she clearly wanted me to feel her up. So why feel anything about it? It was out of my control. I was being forced by circumstances.
"Please do," she replied. I took a step forward, towards Lily's body. I'd never done anything like this before and didn't really know how to start. Lily didn't speak, just looked at me warmly, letting me do whatever I wanted. Slowly, I lifted up my right hand. It was trembling slightly and my fingers felt cold as I slowly started to move it in towards Lily's body. She arched her back a little, thrusting her breasts more fully towards me.
I felt her nipple first. It was slightly hard and felt like a little bead, right in the center of my palm. I heard Lily take in a sharp breath, nearly a gasp. But my hand continued to fall down onto Lily's breast. I felt her nipple press more firmly into my palm, and then felt my cool fingers land on the soft, delicate skin of Lily's breast. Now Lily didn't gasp slightly. She sucked in breath sharply.
"Oh wow, cold hands," she said.
"Sorry!" I said quickly and started to pull my hand away. But Lily reached up quickly and grabbed my wrist.
"No!" she said, "It felt nice, don't stop." And she gently guided my hand down to her breast. I just held her breast for a moment, felt the weight of it (much heavier than I had expected for some reason). And then I began to squeeze slightly, letting the skin push between my fingers. I felt the denseness and softness of her breasts felt her nipple still hard against my palm. It was fun! I liked the way her warm body felt, told myself that I was just sating my curiosity.
"That feels lovely," Lily said, and I felt her fingers rubbing my arm gently. I turned and looked at Lily's other breast, saw it rising and falling gently as she breathed. I was suddenly struck by an idea. Or, maybe, just the shadow of an idea. But in the brief moment when my conscious guard was down, I acted on that idea. Maybe I sensed that I needed to do more to keep Lily please. Maybe it was just what I wanted deep in my heart.
Whatever it was, I acted. I kept Lily's breast in my hand as I bent at the waist, thrusting my ass back. Suddenly, I found myself eye-level with Lily's other breast, the pink nipple looking firm and cute. My eyes closed and I leaned forward. I felt my lips press and then sink into the soft flesh of Lily's breast. It felt so silky and warm against my face. And I felt her hard nipple press against my teeth and then slip into my mouth. My lips closed around the firm, soft flesh of the nipple and my tongue rose to meet it. I swirled my tongue around on the dense flesh of Lily's nipple, it tasted sweet. I sucked on it, pulling it more deeply into my mouth.
"Oh Lissie, that's so good," Lily cooed and I felt her body sort of soften against me. Her hands rose up and they wrapped around my head. Soon, I felt her fingers gently combing through my hair. I continued to suck and lick on her nipple, pressing my nose firmly into her soft breast. I kept my hand on her other breast, squeezing the flesh and feeling the nipple grow harder and harder against my palm.
I wasn't even really think about what I was doing. My body was just acting on its own. But, after a few moments, I got a picture of myself in my head. Standing there, my ass thrust back, my face buried in an older woman's chest. It should have felt dirty, or wrong. But...it was fun! Lily's breasts were lovely and it felt good to play with them. It felt nice to have her hands gently playing with my hair for that matter.
"As nice as it feels, you can't just tease me all night," Lily said gently. My eyes opened, and I saw her looked down at me, watching me suck on her nipple. I felt the butterflies return to my stomach.
"I..." I started. For a moment, I felt like I was going to refuse to do anything else. Why mess with this if we were both having fun? But still, I knew Lily was right. She was paying good money for more than this, "I don't know what else to do." I said honestly. What did I know about...lesbian sex? I took Lily's nipple back into my mouth. She smiled down at me, continuing to play with my hair.
"Your innocence is almost too much," she said biting her lip. I smiled around her nipple, "Still I don't think you are completely innocent. You've masturbated before, haven't you?" she asked. I felt my cheeks grow red.
"Only like every day," I said, embarrassed but honest. Lily laughed her musical laugh. At the same time, I felt her legs spread slightly.
"Just touch me like you'd touch yourself," Lily instructed. For a moment, I froze, not certain that I could really do it. Still, it was just masturbation. Just...helping someone else masturbate. For some reason, thinking of it this way made it easier. I kept one of Lily's breasts in my mouth, but my hand slipped off the other one. I left my palm slip down the underside of Lily's breast, feeling its weight. Then it moved down over her flat, toned stomach (personal trainers were, apparently, really effective). I moved my hand towards the center of her body, feeling my fingers move over her belly button. Then I felt my fingers press into the soft flesh of Lily's shaved mons pubis. I heard her take I a sharp breath. And then my fingers slipped down to the older woman's vagina.
I realized immediately that I had deceived myself. This was nothing like masturbating. It was just...a totally different feeling than touching my own body. Not bad, I don't mean that. I just couldn't lie to myself and pretend like I wasn't doing something completely new in my life. Something crazy. Something I had never, ever expected to do. I let Lily's nipple pop from my mouth and I turned my head and looked down at my hand, to watch what I was doing I kept my head pressed against Lily's large breast, letting her soft flesh support me. She continued to play with my hair, but I knew she was watching too.
Lily was wet. Very wet. As soon as my fingers touched the lips of her pussy, they were coated in her juices. As I looked down, I could see her skin glistening, even on her thighs. And I could smell her as well. It was somewhat familiar, kind of like my own scent. But different as well. Thicker, heavier. It was a good smell. I breathed her in deeply, feeling her scent in my lungs. I felt my own nipples growing harder against my bra, knew that my own pussy was growing wet as well, but I ignored those reactions. I focused on Lily's pussy.
"You know what to do sweetie, go ahead and do it as soon as you are ready," Lily said gently. Strangely, the fact that she was willing to be patient pushed me to move faster than I might have otherwise. Maybe Lily knew that, maybe that was why she said it.
Whatever it was, I began to play with Lily's lovely body. I slipped my index finger through Lily's puffy pink lips, letting her juices coat it. My finger slipped effortlessly inside of Lily's body. The inside of her pussy felt warm and tight.
My finger was inside of another woman. It was almost too strange to believe it was real. Except that I heard Lily groan, felt her arm snake around my shoulder and hold me close. "Good girl. Keep going," She sighed.
I moved my finger inside of Lily's pussy for a moment, swirling it around and feeling her cushiony insides. I turned my palm up, rubbed my finger backwards, felt the ridged flesh on the inside top of her pussy. Her hand tightened on my shoulder. But as I looked down, I could see Lily's lips split open. And I could see the hard, little, pink nub of her clitoris glistening up at me.
From my own experience, I knew that the fastest way to get her off would be to give that sweet little button all the attention that it needed. I think that if you'd ask me at the time, I would have told you I wanted to make Lily cum quickly because I was doing a job and wanted I to be over quickly. But that would have been a lie. With my ear now pressed into Lily's breast and her scent in my nose, I found that I just wanted to get her off quickly because it would be fun. That "good girl" was ringing in my ears for some reason, I wanted her to praise me again.
And so I slipped my finger out of Lily's pussy, glistening and dripping with her juices. I heard her gasp a little, but she didn't tell me to stop. She seemed to be trusting me to know what I was doing. I moved my finger gently up through Lily's slit, until I gently bumped my fingertip against her clitoris.
"Oh fuck!" Lily moaned, her body trembling slightly. I smiled, happy that her body worked the same as mine. Happy, I must admit, that I was giving her pleasure. I slipped my finger up so that it sat directly on to of her clitoris. I was so wet and well-lubed, that there was absolutely no friction. I circled my finger tightly around Lily's clitoris, not too much pressure. Teasing her just like I teased myself when I did this in bed by myself.
"Am I doing it right?" I asked, fishing for compliments.
"Uh-huh!" Lily panted, "Yes! Don't stop, more!" she demanded. I dipped my thumb down into Lily's slit, circling it a few times until it was went. Then I brought my thumb and index finger around Lily's clitoris, circling them and stroking Lily's clit. Her body grew stiff against me and I could feel her chest rising and falling deeper than before. I increased my pace, smiling at the way her body reacted to my own. I could sense she was enjoying it without even needing to hear her speak, I could just sense it. And for some reason, I took intense pride at that.
"Wait, stop!" Lily said suddenly. My fingers froze on Lily's clitoris, my stomach instantly going cold, "No, stop, off my clit!" she demanded, and I moved my hand, embarrassed. I guessed that I had deeply misjudged the situation. I pulled my head away from Lily's breast, looked up at her.
She didn't speak. Instead she reached down and took my wrist in her hand, she pulled it up. My hand was right in front of my face for a moment, and I could smell Lily's juices on her fingers. I groaned despite myself, the scent so much more powerful than before. But then they were gone, and I watched as Lily plunged my finger into her mouth. I felt the warmth of her tongue swirling around my finger. It felt nice, but I barely registered it. I was just thinking about the fact that Lily was licking her own juices from my finger.



Finally, she stopped sucking, letting my finger slide from her mouth. She let out a little sigh and then sat panting. Still, she did not speak. "Did I do it wrong?" I asked, my voice sounding small. Lily took a deep breath and shook her head. She was smiling, her cheeks flushed red.
"No," she assured me, "That was lovely. I was about to cum, I don't want to cum yet," she explained and I was relieved, "Have you ever eaten pussy before?" she asked and now I felt my own cheeks grow a deep red. Of course, I knew this kind of stuff was coming. I just...I hadn't wanted to think about it.
"No...I don't know how," I said honestly. Though, I guess I had some ideas. In fact, I was already picturing myself doing it. Curious, even if I told myself I wasn't. Regardless, Lily didn't seemed concerned. She smiled more broadly, her breasts rising and falling deeply.
"Good," she said, "I will teach you." My legs felt weak with nerves and I was about to drop down onto my knees. Less from desire (though some was there) and more because I was scared. I expected to drop down there, and then follow whatever instructions she would give.
But Lily acted far more quickly than I expected. She put my hands on my shoulders, spun me around and pushed my back against the wall. I let out a little yelp. But Lily was already moving onto the next thing. She dropped down onto her knees in front of me. I felt her warm fingers against my stomach and then I looked down and saw them slipping into the waistband of my panties.
"Your panties are soaked," Lily said softly.
"I...uh," I sputtered, not even wanting to admit to myself how aroused I was. But Lily cut me off before I had a chance to think up some sort of lie. She yanked down gently on my panties. I felt the waistband stretch around my round ass and then slip down my legs.
"Oh what a pretty pussy!" Lily said, pure hunger in her voice. I looked down at the think pink slit of my pussy and wondered if it was pretty. I didn't know how to respond.
"Thanks..." I began, but once again, Lily ignored my words and did what she wanted. It happened so fast that my sensation lagged behind my eyes. One moment, Lily was looking at me, her hands resting gently on my thighs. The next, her face was buried between my legs, her hair tickling my waist.
And then it hit me.
"Oh God!" I moaned. My son's father had eaten my pussy a few times when we were dating. I had no experience beyond an over-eager man-child thrusting his tongue into my vagina like a slippery little cock. I didn't understand the appeal. Until now.
Lily's beautiful, puffy lips had instinctively found their way to my clitoris. I felt them open slightly, sensed the vacuum formed in Lily's mouth. I felt my hard little clit pull between Lily's lips and come to rest, gently, against her tongue. And then her tongue began to swirl around me.
Now my knees really did buckle. I leaned all my weight against the wall, my eyes rolling back in my head. I had never felt anything like it before. Not even when I played with myself. Never before had I reached this level of tension so quickly. Lily's tongue luxuriated over my clitoris, soaking it in her saliva. I knew she was savoring my flavor, even as her tongue touched me in ways that made my muscles quake. I didn't know sex could feel like this.
Lily seemed to sense that my legs were trying to give out. But she didn't relent. She didn't even slow down. Her tongue continued to to stroke my hard little clit, and her mouth continued to messily suck up my juices. But she dropped her right shoulder down, slipped her arm between my legs and under my knee. Then she rose up again, so that my thigh rested on her shoulder. Then she did the same thing on the other side. And suddenly, I found my back pressed more firmly than ever against the wall (which took most of my weight), my thighs on either side of Lily's head, and my ass sort of floating in the air. My calves draped down Lily's back.
With the tension off my legs, I was free to feel just the sensation of Lily's beautiful tongue swirling on my clitoris. I reached my hands down, letting them sink into Lily's silky hair. I groaned and my body trembled. I squeezed my legs tightly around Lily's head as the tension grew greater and greater.
I felt my hard nipples almost scratching against the silk of my bra. I reached my hands up and desperately clawed as the fabric, pulling down the cups and exposing my small breasts, my hard pink nipples. I pinched them, pulled on them. Thing I never did before. Anything to feel some small measure of relief.
"Oh God, Lily!" I moaned, no longer caring if I was a whore or if I was or wasn't a lesbian. Those were all abstract ideas. I was living in my pleasure and my growing tension. Lily just kept licking and sucking on me. The room was filled with the wet, dirty sounds of her mouth and the now the scent of my pussy, and her's still heavy in my nose.
"I didn't know it could feel like this!" I said and was suddenly overwhelmed with gratitude for Lily. I think now that a lot of it was gratitude that she'd reached her hand down towards me in my moment of absolute despair and helped me. But at that moment, it felt like it was just pure gratitude for the pleasure that I was feeling. But as I spoke, I felt my legs shaking, and I looked down. I saw my thighs tight around Lily's head, her ears completely covered. She couldn't hear the gratitude in my voice. And, with the smell of pussy clouding my brain, I decided I need to show her how grateful I was.
I spread my legs slightly, barely maintaining my balance, and feeling Lily's ear, "Let me thank you," I a panted as I squeezed my soft, small breasts, "Let me eat you too!" I begged. Lily's head tilted up. I could see her pretty eyes looking up at me. And I could sense her smiling, even though her mouth remained on my clit. She nodded slightly.
Slowly, she slipped my legs from over her shoulders. I scooted back, putting my feet on the floor and feeling wobbly still. I pushed off the wall, and stood. Reaching behind my back, I finally unhooked my bra and slipped it off my body. I threw it aside and didn't care where it landed. Lily watched me, the lower half of her face glistening with my juices.
"Come get me baby," Lily said, "But I am not done eating either," she said, arching her eyebrow. Then Lily dropped onto her back on the floor, stretching her body out on the cold tile. I could see all the beautiful curves of her body, the way that her breasts spread out on her ribs, the glistening of her pussy lips. Whatever values or hangups I had before I got here were beside the point now. I could worry about that later. Now was just about pleasure.
I stepped gingerly over Lily's legs and walked around her. She bit her lip as she watched my body move. I could feel her eyes on my legs and my breasts as I circled around me. Her hand shot out and gently caressed my calf as I walked by and her hand felt silky and hot. Finally, I was standing directly over Lily's head, looking down at her. She writhed a little on the floor.
"Come on, Lissie. We are so close," she begged. If I had any intention of teasing her, it evaporated now. I dropped down onto my knees just behind Lily's head. Her hands instantly rose up, wrapping around my thighs. I looked down Lily's body for a moment, just taking it in.
Then I threw my body forward, letting my hands land on either side of Lily's waist. Lily's scent was overwhelming now, and I could see that she was even wetter than before. I dropped my body down, feeling Lily's large, perky breasts against my stomach. I felt my own small breasts press against the soft skin of Lily's stomach. I felt my hair drape down over Lily's thighs, capturing her scent more fully than before.
And I felt Lily pulling down my hips, desperately. I let her, feeling my pussy rapidly drop down onto Lily's mouth. I groaned and my body trembled. Lily instantly returned to what she had been doing before. Her mouth wrapped around my clit, her tongue swirling around me.
But I wanted to taste Lily almost as much as I wanted to cum. I dropped my head down, watched as Lily sensed it and spread her legs. I was now face to face with Lily's smooth, tight pussy. Her warmth and her scent wafted over me. I felt my mouth water. My lip spread, and I dropped my head, and I felt Lily's hard clit enter my mouth.
Her taste was...incredible. I'd never tasted pussy before. Never even had the slightly desire to taste myself (or anyone else for that matter). But now Lily's salty, sweet, earthy flavor filled my mouth. My tongue moved wildly over her. Not because I had any idea of what I was doing, but because I wanted to taste more of her. I wanted more of her slick juices in my mouth. I liked they way they felt as they trickled down my throat.
Lily and I were both ravenous. Our mouths hungry consumed one another, our bodies writhed on the cold, hard floor. The room was filled with the sounds and smells of our bodies. And, as we settled against each other, even fraction of an inch of air separating us disappeared. I felt her warm skin against mine, and I knew she felt the same. It was like we had fused together in our pleasure.
Neither of us could last long under this level of attention. I felt like had almost been at an orgasm from the moment that Lily had first pushed me up against the wall. But when it came, it came for her first. Even as Lily continued to lick me, I could hear her moaning. I could feel her muscles tensing, her body trembling. Then her back arched into me, pressing her breasts into my belly and I heard her nearly scream as all the muscles in her body loosened.
I don't know if it was a coincidence, or some sort of physical connection. But when Lily came, I felt it move through my body as well. I felt my muscles tighten. I felt my throat constrict. And then I felt myself tumble over the edge. It was like I had plunged into a pool of pure electricity and it wiped out my entire mind. All my fears and all of my anxieties, they just, for a beautiful moment of pure pleasure, ceased to exist.
Slowly, the orgasm subsided. I was breathing heavily and I realized that at some point, I had rolled off of Lily's body. She was was sitting up now, while I laid on my back on the floor. It was cold, which seemed to make the afterglow of the orgasm fade more quickly than usual, despite its intensity. I sat up now too, just to avoid the cold. I shivered a little. Lily turned to face me. She smiled a little and moved some hair out of her eyes. I smiled back.
"A ride will be here in a few minutes," she said in a friendly tone, "I will go grab your cash. We an figure out some other method in the future. But I have cash tonight," she said. She rose quickly, and walked from the room. I watched her walk away, her pretty hourglass figure moving lithely. And I was relieved to have the money coming. And I realized I was a whore. When she handed me the money, I held back my tears.
"Thanks," I said, and got dressed.
End Part 1
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Chapter 2: Regular Work
It was sort of unbelievable how quickly we were able to settle into a regular thing. Lily was very understanding of the fact that I had a son and a life outside of our arrangement. She also encouraged me to keep my job. Both to supplement my income, and to be sure that I didn't have a giant hole in my employment history if I ever wanted to do something else. She told me that was important, and I believed her. I believed everything that Lily ever told me. She knew so much about...the world.
But we managed to have at least one date every week. Sometimes, when I could swing it, we would do a second date. But that was sort of rare. Usually it was Friday night, when Lily liked to unwind after an 80 hour week. We almost always went out. A dinner, a movie, something. We never went out in the town where I lived, or near Lily's home or work. Sometimes, she would drive for over an hour just to go out to dinner. I didn't mind, I appreciate the discretion as much as she did.
And I appreciated the dates! I had never had fun like that with someone before. I mean some of it was just that money was no object to Lily. We ate amazing food (and she bought me nice clothes so I looked good while I ate it), we saw new movies (not the discount theater), and did, like, cultural stuff I didn't realize that I would want to do (museums, art shows, antiques). But, even if we just went out to eat and sat and talked for an hour or two afterwards while it was great! Lily was funny and sweet, and she had like a million ideas for things that I could do to get my life together. I was no longer intimidated by her (much) and she was no longer formal with me (unless we discussed money). I very quickly came to see Lily as less of a boss, and more of a friend and mentor.
Well, kind of. Because after every date, we would go back to Lily's place and we would have sex. And after we had sex, I would get paid. And any lies I told myself about friends and mentors would instantly evaporate. And I would feel dirty again. Feel like a whore.
But it was sort of strange. I mean, I definitely felt like a whore. But...I don't know...I didn't hate it. I had done a lot of things in my life, and none of them very well. I knew I was as good a mom as I could be. But other than that, I was pretty much terrible at everything. But I was good at this job. I mean, Lily didn't have to say it. I knew that I caught on quickly. I knew that every time we were together, I gave her more pleasure in new and different ways. I admit...with some of the money she gave me I bought books about lesbian sex and read them so I would be better at it. And even if I didn't need Lily to say that I was good, she did! Often. And I got more satisfaction out of that than I ever had from a job before.
And it wasn't just that. The sex itself was actually really, really good. That first time, with Lily, that was the first time that I had ever had an orgasm with another person. But after that, I did it every single time with her. Even when I was focused entirely on her, it was like she knew just what buttons to push, what could make me cum. And we were always trying new things. Things I'd never heard of. Things that I realized were a little bit kinky! Things I didn't realize I loved until I tried them. It was a job, of course, but a job that made me feel fulfilled and made me cum. What was not to like?
Still, I think Lily encouraged me not to think like I was her whore. Whether that was for me or for her, I really didn't know. But I appreciated it. I mean, she took an interest in me as a person. I remember once, about three or four months after our first date, Lily and I had gone out to dinner but returned home early to have sex. We were already growing more comfortable with other another, and we spent a pleasant evening in Lily's bed (we no longer had sex on the cold tile on the first floor, which I was happy about).
I think that Lily had already sensed by that point that I was not necessarily in a rush to leave when we were done and that I felt strange when she handed me my money right as we finished. I didn't say anything, she just picked up on it. And so that night, after we finished, we lay in bed talking for awhile. Lily was sitting with her back against the headboard, her legs covered in the sheet, but not the comforter. I was laying with my head in her lap, my face directly below her beautiful breasts, and she ran her fingers through my hair. Sometimes she would bend forward and her breasts would press into my face, and I would giggle and kiss the soft bottoms. But the situation was more relaxed than sexual.
"It is almost midnight," she said after a long while, "Do you need to get back to your babysitter?" she asked. She never referred to my son, almost like it was inappropriate to discuss him. Only my babysitter.
"You trying to get rid of me?" I asked, with faux concern.
"Take a hint!" she said loudly and laughed. I made as though I was going to sit up, Lily grasped my hair and pulled me back down.
"Ouch!" I said.
"Poor baby!" Lily said, laughing. She kissed her finger tips and placed them on my lips. I stuck my tongue out, licking her fingers seductively. "Don't get started again!" she begged and I let her fingers slip from my mouth.
"I will make you cum again!" I joked and she smiled at me, "but seriously, if you need me to leave just say the word," I said eventually. She shook her head.
"No, I am fine. I am actually planning on sleeping in tomorrow. You can stay as long as you want. I just don't know if you pay the babysitter by the hour or what. I didn't want to eat too deeply into your allowance," she explained. I shook my head.
"That's nice, thank you. But I just pay her a flat rate for the night. She doesn't have wifi in her apartment, and since I started getting my allowance I have internet now. So she takes a flat rate, and she can do whatever she wants with the internet. It works for both of us. She is actually usually asleep on the couch when I get home. I just let her sleep there and she leaves in the morning. I crash in the tub," I explained. Lily pursed her lips a little bit to the side as I spoke. A tic that I now recognized was a signal that she was thinking about something sensitive.
"So wifi," she said, "Internet is not a bad idea. What else are you spending your allowance on?" she asked. I sort of shrugged.
"Food, rent, toys for my son, my new car," I said, feeling a bit embarrassed. Early on, I had blown a lot of money on silly stuff. I had never had money before. Now I was realizing that $1,000.00 a week was a LOT of money, but it wasn't infinite money.
"Have you ever thought of spending some of that money on school?" she asked and I sort of snorted.
"School?" I asked, 'I am making more money now that I would with a degree," I said, which was true. My allowance plus my wages were plenty of money for me and for my son, if I handled it well. But Lily didn't drop it.
"For now," she said, "but you should think about the future. You won't be getting an allowance forever." I felt my stomach drop into my knees and I sat up quickly.
"What do you mean?" I asked nervously, "Are you thinking of getting rid of me?" I asked. Immediately my mind whirled, thinking through the implications of losing my allowance. I should have saved more! What could I do to convince her that I wasn't done, that there was more she could do with me? But I saw her smile and she gently put her hand on my shoulder, easing me back down into her lap.
"Don't be so worried," she said, "I don't want to get rid of you! But, I mean, you never know. Tomorrow I might show up and we have a bad quarter and the trust that owns the company tells me to beat it. Then I am going to be looking for new work and I won't be able to afford to take care of you. I don't want to lose you, Lissie, but I also can't promise I am going to take care of you forever. However much I might want to." I felt a little relieved. But, whether she had intended it or not, putting the fear of God in me had made the point. I had to think about the future. Lack of planning was how I'd gotten into this mess in the first place.
"Maybe something else, I am not smart enough for college," I said finally. And it was true. I had never done well in school. I had just barely scraped together grades in community college the first time.
"Well, that is simply not true," Lily said, stroking my hair, "You are very smart. If you were dumb, I wouldn't let you hang around here when our...date was finished to chat. I'd kick you out on your cute little ass." I laughed a little, "But you don't have to go to college. I mean, trade schools or apprenticeships are good investments of time as well. Do you like any sort of trade?" I thought for a moment, and I felt my cheeks get red.
"This is the only thing I am good at," I admitted feeling inadequate. But Lily didn't seem to notice.
"You're great at it," she laughed, "but if you don't know what you want, why not just finish your Gen. Ed. Associate's degree? Then, later, when you figure out what you want to do, you can build from there," she said.
"I..." I began to protest.
"I know you can do it Lissie, you are an amazing woman," she said, and I felt both intensely embarrassed and intensely proud at the same time. Lily was an honest person, really. To the point of being blunt sometimes. I knew she meant it. And, in kind of made me believe I could do it. I mean, she was right, wasn't she? We spent one night a week together and I was no longer intimidated by her. We spoke like, well almost like equals. And it wasn't like I was going to be getting a doctorate! It was just a few credits. And then I remembered.
"It costs like $150.00 a credit hour. After all my expenses and stuff, especially with the new car (which I really need), I would only be able to take like one class a semester," I said. I swear to God, I wasn't fishing for what came next.
"I'll pay for it," Lily said simply. As she spoke she reached over to the nightstand and grabbed a glass of water, drinking casually like she hadn't just promised to pay for my school.
"What?" I asked, sitting up again.
"You do at least 12 credit hours, no more than 15, at the community college, and I will foot the bill. Doesn't need to be all at once. You can take one class at a time and I will take care of it. As long as you keep a B average," she said. I shook my head.
"I can't accept that!" I said automatically. I mean, you can't just take money from people like that! But, as usual, Lily had no time for those kinds of financial niceties. She once told me, "I like to skip all the fake dances and get down to brass tacks." And did she ever.
"Look, you get the grades that I know you can get, I will pay the tuition. And I will pay for your babysitter when you come over too. $75 more a week. Now I am actually not just paying for school, I am paying you to go to school. I am not going to listen to any argument. Just take it," she insisted. I sat for a moment in total silence. She had almost been...rude about how she said it. And yet, it was the most generous thing anyone had ever offered me. I lay back down heavily in Lily's lap. Why was she doing this for me? Because I was good in bed? I decided it was better not to ask questions.
"Okay," I agreed and I snuggled down back into her lap and wondered how I could have ever gotten so lucky.
And then I started going to school. It took a month or two for the new semester to roll around, but I was ready. I talked to the people at my regular job, and they agreed to let me have some time during the week. I took five classes, so like 15 credit hours. An intro to psychology class and a low-level math class, some other stuff. They told me that if I took all of them, I'd have the associates degree I like six more months.
And what I was surprised by was that it wasn't as hard as I had thought it was going to be. I am not going to lie and pretend that I aced everything. Far from it. Especially in math, there were some times when I thought I wouldn't be able to get that B-average that I needed. But it was just a matter of, like, asking for help and putting in the time.
It was nothing like high school or the first time I went to college, where I could hardly pay attention in class and didn't bother doing my homework. The weird thing, back then, it didn't feel like a choice. I didn't feel like I was loafing or trying to get away with half-assing everything. I just didn't know what I was doing and sort of shut down so I wouldn't feel like a failure. You can't fail if you don't try. And this second time, I came in and I just did the work. And again, it just didn't feel like a choice. I just did I.
Some of it, I am sure now, was just that I was more mature. I had struggled. Like really struggled. And I knew what that meant now. I knew what it would mean to fail again. And I think that focused me. But more than that, it was Lily. I don't think I recognized at the time how important it was. But no one had ever believed in me before. No one thought I could accomplish anything. And I didn't think that bothered me before. But now, having someone in my corner, it made me realize how much I had been missing during the rest of my life.
I don't just mean financial support, though, obviously that was there. I gave her my bills for school and she would cut me a check the next day. But it was so much more than that. I mean, she had gone over the course options with me, she had talked me through my anxiety during the first week of school, she talked to me about my homework (though she refused to directly help on any of it). But more important than anything else, she was excited for me. Lily made it feel like I was doing something thrilling and fun. She was always so interested in everything new that was happening, and was proud of me when I did well.
I think most of it was just genuine interest in me, her desire to see me succeed. But some of it, I came to realize, was that Lily got off on dating a college girl. She would call me her "college girl" or "sorority sweetheart" when I showed up at her house. She would sort of act faux jealous asking about whether or not there were any pretty girls in my class, and I would giggle and describe myself to her.
About two weeks or so before my last set of finals, her excitement about school finally bubbled over. It was our normal date night and I had left Aiden at home with the neighbor. I was under the impression that we were going to head out to a cafe to drink coffee and listen to some bad live music.
But the instant that Lily opened the door, I knew that I was in for something different. Lily was standing in the doorway wearing one of those old-fashioned sorority cardigans. It was a sort of creamy white color with bright red trim, and some sort of red Greek letters over her left breast. The sweater wasn't buttoned in the middle, and the thin fabric was just sort of draped over Lily's large breasts. Her skin was exposed from her neck down to the hem of her white cotton panties. Other than those panties, Lily wasn't wearing anything but the sweater. Her legs looked impossibly long hanging from the bottom of that sweater. Lily's long brown hair was pulled back into long, loose pigtails and her eyes were sparkling. My breath caught in my throat. She had had never looked sexier.
But it wasn't just that. In Lily's hand was, for lack of a better word, a wooden paddle. It was maybe two feet long, the blade of the paddle maybe a foot and a half long and five inches wide. The handle was about as thick as my thumb and plastic, smoothly rounded. She lifted the paddle up and tapped it gently on the palm of her other hand. She was biting her lip.
"Well Lissie, rush is over, are you ready to pledge," she said seductively.
"I didn't know you were in a sorority!" I said, and Lily sort of rolled her eyes.
"I bought this online, you rube!" but she laughed, "They haven't worn these things in like 60 years. How old you think I am?" she asked.
"Less than 60?" I responded, in a faux-stupid voice.
"Don't I look hot?" Lily said. She didn't sound self-conscious. I'd never heard Lily self-conscious. She was just making a point.
"You're...so sexy," I said, and I was telling the truth. I didn't even feel weird about thinking that anymore. Lily was a sexy woman, admitting that said everything about Lily, not about me.
"Then stop screwing around, and play the game! Get in here, pledge," She said and she reached her paddle forward and gently swatted my hip.
"Yes...Sister?" I said, not sure of the terminology.
"Lily is fine," Lily said as I walked inside and she closed the door behind me.
"Hey, I just want to be accurate," I said as I walked past her. I felt a surprisingly sharp sting and heard a flat thump as Lily's paddle collided with my ass. I was wearing jeans, but still, it was surprising. I yelped and jumped into the air.
"There, that is authentic" Lily said giggling, but with a little tinge of excitement in her voice. I knew that sound of excitement. I was getting to know Lily better and better all the time. I knew that, most of the time, she was totally in control of everything in her life. But the one thing she couldn't control was her sexuality. And I don't mean that she was a lesbian. I mean, she was and there wasn't anything she could about that either. But I just mean the WAY she expressed her sexuality. Once she got going, she would just do whatever her body told her to do. And I think that a part of her was afraid of that. That was why she had to hired someone like me, who wouldn't talk. But as I got to know her, I sort of got the sense that she liked that lack of control too. She liked that when she was very excited that she stopped thinking. That she stopped trying to control. She just allowed the excitement to pull her along. When she was in a mood like that, she was liable to try anything. And I always liked where we ended up when Lily was in that sort of mood.
But usually, it took a little time to warm Lily up. To loosen the bonds of control. To see the essence of Lily's sexuality. I realized as Lily smacked my ass, more gently, again, that she must've been sitting around since she got home from work, just imagining this, dreaming about it. Maybe she'd put her sweater on hours ago and just dreamed of me. And now, already, she was completely ready for anything. Honestly, it was a little bit scary. But also sexy and flattering and exciting.
"Yes Ms. Lily," I said sweetly, "I will do anything to be in your sorority," I batted my eyelashes now.
"Ms. Lily, that works, I like that," Lily said smiling. "Go to the living room. And take your clothes off as you go," she ordered. But, it was sort of strange, the more she ordered, the more in control I felt. She just wanted me so bad. It felt good to be wanted.
I did as she had commanded, started walking towards her living room. But I moved slowly, easily. I let my hips tick seductively as I walk. And I slowly disrobed. I was wearing a white sweater, and I gently lifted it up over my head and tossed it aside. I reached my arms behind my back and slipped off my bra, just letting it fall in front of me. I kicked off my flats. I unbuttoned and then unzipped my jeans, feeling them grow loose around my hips. As I reached the couch, I turned and slipped my fingers into the waistband of my jeans and panties. I slipped them down quickly as I sat. And then I was I was naked in the middle of the "sorority house."
"Did I tell you to sit down?" Lily said sharply. It was her 'boss' voice and, honestly, it rattled me a bit. Maybe I didn't have that much control! I jumped up onto my feet.



"Sorry Ms. Lily," I said in a small voice. She was standing just in front of me now, her eyes glittering and a cute, drunken smile on her face. She was having a hard time staying character. I could tell it was working out just the way she planned, and I was so happy and proud that I was giving her what she needed.
"Insubordination will not be tolerated in this sorority," Lily said, licking her lips.
"Punish me, Ms. Lily, I deserve it," I said in the sweetest, most innocent voice that I could muster. Lily almost laughed at my acting, but she held it together. Instead she nodded.
"Bend over the arm of the couch, pledge," she said and she slapped the palm of her hand with the paddle. I nodded, feeling my heart rate rise slightly. That wasn't acting, I didn't have any idea what this was going to feel like. But for some reason, it was a little exciting.
A moment later, I was standing with my hands down on the arm of the couch. I was bent at the waist, thrusting my ass out far into the room. I was up on my toes, to make my legs look nice. I looked back over my shoulder towards Lily. "Please Ms. Lily, I need to be in this sorority," I said.
Lily had hardly been waiting for me to say I was ready. She was totally overwhelmed by her desire now. Her desire for me. I shivered a little, and waited for her.
Lily walked towards me slowly. I heard the paddle tapping softly on her palm. Each soft tap of her skin on the wood made my heart rate jump, made my legs tremble. She moved so slow, really built the anticipation. And that was what it was too, anticipation. I wanted Lily to spank me with that paddle. I looked over my shoulder again, saw that she was directly behind me.
At first, she didn't spank. I felt her gentle warm hand come down on my ass. Her fingers closed on it slightly, just squeezing the flesh a little bit. Then she flattened her palm and gently rubbed my ass, moving her hand around gently over the skin like the barest hint of a touch.
"I think that ten hard spanks is an appropriate punishment for your insolence, what do you think pledge?" She asked.
"Yes Ms. Lily," I said dutifully, and wiggled my ass back and forth.
"You can tell me to stop at any time. But if I stop before ten, you are no getting into this sorority. Do you understand?" Lily said, her fingers slipping off of my ass.
"Yes Ms. Lily," I said again in my sing-song voice.
"Good," Lily said, excitedly. And then I heard it, before I even felt it. A sharp cracking noise. I let out a yelp from the surprise and it melded in a cry of pain. She had really spanked me! I felt my legs tremble. Slowly the sharp pain subsided, leaving only an intense warmth behind. And a dull pain that didn't leave
"Do you want me to stop?" Lily asked.
"No Ms. Lily, I want nine more," I said, and bit my lip. I knew it was coming again, this time it was not a surprise. I knew the harsh cracking sound was coming before I heard it. But if anything it hurt more, when I was expecting it. I yelped loudly and sort of jumped up a bit in the air. Lily's free hand came down and rubbed my ass again. It felt a bit raw. The pain was real! She was really spanking me.
"Well?" she asked.
"Another," I said, biting my tongue and accepting the pain. I knew that some women enjoyed this sensation. But the truth was, I didn't understand the appeal. The feeling of the pain subsiding was nice, I supposed. But only by comparison to the smack. Ah, and there it was again! The sharp sound followed by pain. Deeper this time, like my skin had been weakened or something. I yelled and my legs shook.
"Had enough?" Lily asked seductively. I steeled myself and looked over my shoulder. Lily was standing behind me, her feet spread, the paddle in her hand. She was smiling devilishly. She looked beautiful. And so happy. I smiled at her.
"Again," I said. And as I was watching, I saw the paddle fly forward, slap against my ass. I turned forward again, grimaced and moaned. My legs felt weak and I leaned my elbows down onto the couch in order to hold myself up. I felt hot pin-pricks in the corners of my eyes. I knew I was about to cry.
"Well?" Lily asked. I was almost halfway there. I could get through this for Lily.
"Again," I said. But my voice betrayed me. I had tried to say it in the same sing-songy, playful way that I had before. But I just couldn't. My voice cracked slightly halfway through. I knew that I sounded a bit like I was about to cry. I guess I was. I didn't turn around, tried to play it off like acting.
Instantly, I felt Lily's sexual energy dissipate. Instead of the hard smack of a paddle against my ass, I heard the hollow clatter of Lily's paddle dropping onto the floor. I felt Lily's hand come down gently on my ass, barely putting any pressure on it.
"Lissie, honey, are you okay?" she asked, real concern in her voice. I looked back over my shoulder, felt the tears but couldn't do anything with them. I sort of shrugged and smiled wanly.
"I am fine, let's keep playing!" I said, knowing it wasn't convincing.
"Oh baby, did I actually hurt you?" Lily said, moving around so that she was standing next to my head. I felt her lips coming down my lips, kissing me gently. She moved up, and kissed each of my eyes, kissing away my tears. Her hands ran through my hair, gently.
"It's fine, I am fine. Please don't...I don't want to ruin your game, let's keep playing," I suggested. Lily pulled back, shaking her head.
"No! Oh my god, Lissie, I never ever want to hurt you. I am so sorry. We should have set real rules before we started playing the game, I was just so excited," Lily said, I had never heard her so concerned.
"It just stung a little bit more than I expected. I think it might be because I've never done that before. I wasn't like...ready for it," I said, already feeling better, just knowing that Lily cared for me. "I feel silly, I wasn't trying to make a big deal about it."
"There is nothing silly about this," Lily said, "I made a mistake and I am so sorry."
"It is okay!" I said, leaning forward and kissing Lily, "It is just a little red ass," I tried to joke.
"You're being sweet," Lily said, her eyes looking sad, "But the last thing I ever want to do is hurt your perfect little ass!" And she kissed me again, "I am so sorry, let me..." she started and then she trailed off.
"Lily, I..." I started. But she quickly rose up and walked around behind me again. I was still leaning against the the arm of the couch, my ass sticking out. Lily quickly dropped down onto her knees behind me. I felt her arms wrap around my thighs.
"So red! I am such a..." Lily started, shaking her head. I saw how red her face was, shame and embarrassment. I didn't know what to say. Lily never lost her composure before, not even in the depths of her sexual desire, "Poor little red ass!" Lily said. And then she leaned forward and placed her lips on the warm, inflamed cheek of my ass, kissing it lovingly.
I sighed slightly, it felt nice. Lily's soft, thick lips against my throbbing ass. Lily's hands moved slowly up and down my thighs, gently caressing me. She pulled her head back for a moment, moved to the side and kissed another spot on my ass. I sighed again. Lily moved again, kissing. The sorority game was forgotten, never to be revived.
"That feels nice," I said softly, and it was true. As he lips touched me, it was like they instantly soothed. The throbbing stopped, the heat sort of subsided. As she kissed more and more places, the pain began to sort of evaporate. It flew away. And, I knew it wasn't anything she was doing with her mouth. It was her obvious concern for me. I didn't hurt anymore because of how badly she wanted me not to hurt.
And the more that Lily kissed me, the more she seemed to enjoy herself. She knew that my ass wasn't hurting anymore. And she knew that her lips felt nice against my soft, smooth skin. She started to kiss faster. I felt her tongue slip out slightly, taste me.
"Thank you, Lily, it feels so much better," I cooed. I looked over and saw Lily looking up at me over my ass. Her eyes were sparkling against and I could tell she was smiling as she kissed.
"We girlfriends again?" she asked. I giggled.
"Lily, if you ever wanted to spank my ass until I cried, you just have to ask. I will do anything for you," I said. And I think that we both recognized when I said that that I didn't mean that I would do anything just because she would pay me. But because I wanted to.
"I appreciate that," Lily responded, "But I prefer to do things that make you feel nice. Like this," And with that, she leaned forward again, and pressed her lips against my ass. I arched my back, pressing my ass back into Lily's face. Her hands continued to move up and down my thighs, as her mouth kissed all over my ass, an at the base of my spine,and the tops of my legs. Her mouth was a whirl, moving around me and kissing every inch of my ass.
"You have such soft lips," I groaned. Lily didn't respond, at least not in words. Instead, I felt her hands work their way up my thighs slowly. Her lips moved towards the center of my ass, kissing the cheeks right where they came together. And then her hands moved up to the my ass cheeks. Her fingers sort of splayed out across my ass, grasping them. She pushed into me now, sort of splitting my ass cheeks apart.
Her lips continued to kiss, but more slowly, more deeply. I felt her tongue licking against my skin. I felt her hair in the loose pigtails draping down over me. I felt her warm breath against my ass as she moved closer and closer towards the center of my ass. My breath caught in my throat. I felt my nipples grow hard and my knees grow weak.
I think that in that moment, we both knew what was going to happen next. I think if either of us had said anything about it, that it probably would have stopped. That we both would have grinned sheepishly and done something more vanilla. But I didn't say anything. And neither did Lily.
Lily's mouth moved directly over the small, pink rosebud of my asshole. I felt her warm breath against my sensitive skin, felt it contract. And then I felt lily's warm mouth press in a chaste kiss, directly on my asshole. I took in a gasping breath. I had been expecting it, but it was so much more intense that I had imagine. So much more sensation!
"Oh fuck!" I groaned. I pushed myself up on the arm of the couch again, so that I was balancing on one hand. The other hand instinctively raised up to my breast, grasping at the flesh and feeling my hard nipple against my palm. I pushed my hips back farther into Lily's face.
"It feels so dense and warm!" Lily responded, her lips still against my ass, I could feel them fluttering against my asshole. I could hear the surprise in her voice. Not just because of what I felt like, but because she as doing it at all. I knew Lily well enough to know that this was not some sort of plan. She had been kissing my ass gently, and had seen me going more excited had smelled my arousal, and she had just rolled with the impulses her body gave her. She might not have ever thought about kissing my asshole before, but now she needed to do it. I understood Lily, because I felt the same way. It was the main reason that, despite all of the reason we shouldn't work, we did.
"Don't stop!" I begged. Lily pressed her face more firmly into my ass. Her warm, wet lips pressed against my anus. She peppered it with kisses, and each one seemed to send a bolt of lightning up my spine. Her hands continued to press into my ass cheeks, massaging my flesh. Her fingers felt gentle but firm.
And then I felt her lips split open. I didn't know that I wanted her to until I felt her soft, wet tongue slip out of her mouth. It pressed flat and silky against my anus. Lily dragged her tongue up my asshole, coating me in her saliva. It felt like her tongue had wrapped around all of my nerves. She kept her tongue soft, dragged it down my asshole, did it again.
"Oh wow, Lily, that's amazing," I gasped. I could no believe how good this felt. If someone had told me even two hours earlier I would be doing this, I would have said it was disgusting. But here, in the moment, I never wanted anything else.
Lily groaned and I felt her lick more forcefully. She buried her face more deeply, which allowed her to pull one of her hands back. I looked over my shoulder, and could only make out little bits of Lily's body, but I could see that that newly freed hand was between her legs, and I knew that she was pleasuring herself. I smiled, knowing that Lily was enjoying herself. Knowing that she, like me, needed more.
"Put it in deeper, taste me inside," I groaned. I didn't even really know what I meant. It was just the dirtiest thing I could think to say. But even if I didn't know, Lily did. Her tongue rubbed up and down my ass once more, soft and wet. Then I felt it get rigid, firm. For a moment, it just settle against my asshole, she wiggled it slightly. It tickled and I laughed and squirmed. But Lily stroked my ass, calmed me.
"Ah!" I said, not even a word but a noise. I some ways, it was just as surprising as the first spank. But instead of a shocking pain, there was just an overwhelming pleasure. Lily's hot, rigid tongue had pressed half an inch inside of my tight asshole. To my surprise, my body just sort of opened for her, letting her slip easily inside of me.
"Oh my fuck, Lily, your tongue is inside my ass!" I gasped, pushing backwards, trying to drive her tongue deeper. I felt the way my asshole squeezed around her tongue, the way she wiggled inside of me. I'd never felt anything like it before. I tried to push myself open, to take more and more of Lily's tongue inside of me.
"More!" I begged. As good as the sensation felt, I needed more of it. It wasn't enough. I felt Lily press more deeply inside of me, felt my asshole squeeze her tongue tighter and tighter. I could felt her spit dripping down my legs. Hell, I could feel my pussy dripping down my leg. She stretched me wider, but soon she couldn't fit anymore inside. Her tongue was as deep inside of me as she could get it. It swirled and tasted inside of me, making my eyes roll back in my head.
"Oh god, more!" I begged, knowing that it wasn't possible, but needing to beg for it anyway. Instead, Lily rapidly gave me less. I felt a delicious little slippery feeling as Lily's tongue pulled out of my anus. That feeling was incredibly nice, but once her tongue was entirely out of me, I groaned a little. I missed it already.
"Whew girl, you taste good!" Lily said, and then she leaned forward and kissed my asshole again. I shivered a little.
"Why'd you stop?" I whined. I looked over my shoulder and saw Lily looking down, fiddling with something in her lap. She leaned forward and kissed my thigh.
"Patience Lissie," she said laughing a little, "you said you wanted more." Before had a chance to ask what that meant, I felt her left hand return to my ass. She sort of spread her fingers apart against me, pulling my ass cheeks apart. I felt the cool air on my wet anus and shivered a little.
Then it wasn't cold anymore. I felt the tip of Lily's finger press gently against my asshole. No pressure, just a gentle touch. She circled her finger around on my anus, her fingers tickling over the folded denseness of my skin. Her finger felt slick, and I realized that she had put some lube on her finger. The bottle must've been in the pocket of her cardigan. She kept swirling, and I moaned a little. The nerves were so sensitive, it felt so nice.
"Fuck Lily, what're you waiting for?" I moaned.
"I am not making that mistake again, you tell me what you want," Lily said, but she wasn't teasing. Her voice was thick with desire. Which I thought was a little exciting. She had never mentioned wanting to do...anything to my ass before. And now she was almost drooling at the thought of it.
"Put your finger in my ass. All the way," I groaned and Lily giggled excitedly. She applied a slight pressure with her finger, then stopped.
"If they could see me at work!" she said and sort of shook her head a little.
This is what sex was always like with Lily. Always, at the most wild, exploratory moments, her mind would go back to work. I don't even think that she noticed it. But we she said something about work, it always made me wonder if she would be willing to indulge every whim if we are able to be just like...normal girlfriends. If she wasn't always thinking that everything we did together was sort of wrong in some way. It was like... every body hides certain pieces of themselves. Lily was letting one of her little secret desires out, and all of the other ones just came spilling out after it. I wondered if I sort of felt way too. Or maybe I was just a whore through and through.
Whatever, I didn't dwell on it. Lily didn't give me any time. As soon as she finished talking about work, she was all play. I felt the pressure of her finger increase on my asshole. It didn't hurt, I was very wet from Lily's tongue, and so was Lily's finger from the lube. But it was just sort of...tight.
"It's okay baby, just relax," Lily said, and she leaned forward and kissed my ass cheek. I let out a little breath and felt the tension lessen. I trusted Lily. I groaned a little as I felt the tip of her wet finger slip inside of me, felt my asshole squeeze her tight. I hear her spit on my asshole, felt the warm liquid dripping down around her finger.
"That feels nice," I said and wiggled my butt back and forth, "But more!" I begged again and Lily laughed. But she increased the pressure with her finger. She was so wet, and I was so ready for her, the pressure was gone now. Her slender finger slipped slowly inside of me. Very quickly, she was much deeper than her tongue had ever been. She didn't rush, but she never slowed down either. It was just a sort of constant, gentle push, until I felt Lily's knuckles brushing against my ass. And just like that, Lily's entire index finger was inside of me. Deep in my ass.
"How does it feel?" Lily asked, moving her finger inside of me, just a little bit. It was like every nerve in the lower half of my body was directly attached to Lily's finger. She moved one knuckle, and every little nerve twitched. I groaned and arched my back.
"Oh Lily, I can't believe how nice that feels," I moaned as she kept wiggling. Then she pulled her finger back slightly, I felt my asshole trying to hold her in. The feeling of leaving was almost as good as going in. Soon, just the one knuckle remained.
"Give it back!" I begged and Lily actually threw her head back to laugh. But she pressed her finger back inside of me. A little faster than last time. It was even easier this time. She just slipped inside of me. Lily curled her slender finger inside of me. Not hard, not fast, but just to sort of massage my insides. I groaned, unable to think or say anything else.
Her finger moved out of me again and then back in. Once inside, she curled her fingers inside of me, then slipped it out again slowly. She kept a steady, rhythmic pace. And each moment pushed the tension higher and higher inside of me. My knees were literally shaking and I could feel my pussy dripping down my leg. I could actually smell how aroused I was. Lily could smell it too. I could hear her breathing in deeply through her nose.
I was so focused on the beautiful feeling of Lily's finger inside of me, that I didn't even notice that she had moved. Lily had kept her finger moving, but she had rocked back a little bit on her hips, dropping her head down. Instinctively, I spread my legs slightly slightly. I felt Lily's hair tickling the inside of my leg. And then I felt her lips press into my sopping wet pussy.
Lily's lips rested on mine, drenching her pretty face. Her tongue poured out of her mouth, tasting my juices and swirling her tongue around on me. I heard her moan, and I knew that she was swallowing my flavor. But soon, her neck bent back, her chin slipped a little bit further between my legs. And her soft, warm lips wrap around my clit. I felt her tongue probe at it, soft and thick. Just like she'd been licking my asshole a few minutes before.



It was almost too much sensation to fully process. Lily's cute pigtails tickling my thighs. Her mouth pushed against my aching pussy. Her tongue swirling knowingly around my clit, by now knowing exactly how to touch me. And topping it all off, her finger plugging deeply into my asshole, touching me in a way I'd never felt before, in a way I never would have expected would love.
It was almost embarrassing how quickly I came. She couldn't have latched her tongue to my pussy more than a minute before I felt it coming. I let out a surprised little noise and tried to apologize (although I can't imagine why), but I couldn't speak. Instead, a lowly, shuddering moan poured from my throat as my neck bent back and my face pointed to the ceiling.
It felt like my orgasm burst out of my clitoris and my asshole at the same time. I don't know, it was just like a sudden explosion of pure sensation right in the center of my body. And it held there for a moment, swirling all around my stomach, my pussy, and my ass. And then it sort of lost control, throwing out arms and tendrils of pleasures that lashed every inch of my body. My legs shook, my breasts heaved, my throat ached from moaning, until I finally collapsed, face first, onto the couch, my ass straight up in the air, a finger still planted inside.
But only for a moment. I let out a little sigh, even as I was panting, when Lily gently slipped her finger from my ass. I felt her absence, and missed her inside of me terribly. I rolled over a little awkwardly on the couch. Turned so that I was facing Lily. I came around just in time to see Lily slipping her finger, fresh from my ass, into her cute mouth. Her eyes were closed and she bit her lip. I don't even think she knew that I was watching her. And I wondered again if she was thinking about work.
But finally, her eyes opened and she saw me watching. Her eyes dropped slightly, and I saw her cheeks grow red. I wanted to tell her not to be embarrassed. That she didn't have anything to be ashamed of. That I I thought she looked gorgeous with that naughty finger in her mouth. But I think that the way I was looking at her told the whole story anyway, but she stopped blushing and smiled at me.
"My turn!" she said quickly, and then in half a second, she had dropped down onto her hands and knees on the living room floor. Her hips were thrust up, her ass out. Her cute pigtails down her back, her perky breast face down, but somehow still towards her face. I rolled almost comically off the couch in my excitement. Hardly the seductive call girl. I scrambled onto my knees, started to move around behind Lily. I didn't really know what I was doing, I just wanted to do...whatever. When I was behind her, I put my hands on her ass, I started to bend forward and plant my face between her ass cheeks.
"No, wait," Lily said, looking around frantically. She reached into her cardigan pocket, which was sort of hanging down next to her body. She tossed it back to me, but kept searching. Finally, she saw the paddle and grasped it. She tossed it back to me and it clattered on the floor. She resumed her position with her cute ass sticking out.
"You want me to paddle you?" I said, reaching down and picking up the paddle, "I mean, I will, but I don't really feel comfortable because..." I started, feeling nervous.
"No baby," Lily said, shaking her head vehemently, "the handle, I want it in my ass. Please!" she begged. I looked at the handle in my hand. About as thick as my thumb, the bottom rounded. But six inches long!
"Are you sure? Have you ever..." I began again.
"No, but I need it. Just lube it up, and my asshole too," she said. And in my mind's eye, I saw a vision of the paddle deep inside of Lily's tight little asshole. And I felt a little ache inside of me. I couldn't possible explain why, but the idea was just so much fun. She didn't need to convince me anymore. I was in.
"Okay!" I said, and I put the paddle down. But only to pick up the lube. With one hand, I reached forward, letting my fingers slip into the crack of Lily's round ass. I spread her cheeks over, pulling them apart. I saw the small kiss of her anus, and was a little surprised that it was the same beautiful color as her nipples. I curled one finger down, sort of tickling against the dense flesh of it. It was hot. I felt Lily sort of shiver with surprise. With my other hand, I squirted a large got of lube onto Lily's asshole.
"Oh, cold!" Lily said, her body shaking. I giggled.
"Sorry!" I said, dropping the lube and bringing my now-free hand up to Lily's asshole. I pressed my fingers against it, smearing the lube around on her asshole. I saw goosebumps all over her body and didn't know if it was from the cold or excitement. I worked the lube in for a few seconds, not long enough to make it evaporate. But I enjoyed the feeling of Lily's hot, dense flesh, the cute little folds, as the pads of my fingers moved around her.
"So sensitive!" Lily moaned.
"Right?!" I asked excitedly. But I also moved my fingers away from Lily's asshole. I found the lube and the paddle, working quickly. I wanted to see what would happen. In a matter of seconds, was pouring big globs of clear lube onto the handle of the paddle. I sort or wrapped my hand around the shaft of it and stroked it, moving the lube around evenly.
"Does that make you miss dating guys?" Lily teased. I laughed as I stroked.
"Not even a little," I said, and I decided that the handle was lubed enough. I spun it around, and sort of positioned myself behind Lily, spreading my knees on the floor to get a better base. I reached one hand forward and again spread Lily's ass open. With my other hand I awkwardly tried to hold the flat end of the paddle. I almost dropped it and laughed a little.
"You doing alright?" Lily asked and I laughed louder.
"I am the professional here," I said and she laughed as well. Finally, I was able to get the end of the handle against Lily's asshole. Now I could balance against her. I started to push gently on the paddle and I looked at the crinkled skin of her anus. It was very tight, and I could feel the pressure. I didn't push any harder.
"Remember, relax," I said soothingly, letting my fingers on Lily's ass gently stroke her even as I kept her spread apart. She let out a little breath and nodded.
"More excited than nervous," she admitted and I smiled. I leaned forward as best I could and kissed the smooth, soft skin of Lily's ass. And that did seem to relax her. I kissed her again. And a third time, letting my tongue lick the skin gently. Lily sighed. I applied a little more pressure now, even though I couldn't really see what I was doing. But I felt Lily open up. Felt the wet tip of the paddle slip into Lily's asshole.
"Oh fuck!" Lily moaned and her body trembled. I leaned back now, so I could see what I was doing. I saw Lily's asshole wrapped around the very tip of the paddle, stretching her slightly.
"That was the hard part," I said, at least it had been in my case. Though, Lily's delicate fingers were much smaller. Still, I could see Lily's body relax slightly. I applied a little more pressure to the end of the paddle. I watched as another inch of the paddle slowly disappeared into Lily's anus.
"Oh my! So nice!" Lily gasped. One of her hands reached up from the floor and grabbed her breast. But she couldn't keep her balance, her legs were trembling too much, and she put it back down. And I kept pressing. It was mesmerizing, to watch Lily's asshole open up and take more and more the paddle.
"You have such a beautiful asshole," I found myself saying, and somehow it didn't sound entirely absurd. Lily didn't even laughed. She just moaned with pleasure.
"More," she now begged. I kept pushing.
I was shocked when I felt the start of the paddle press against Lily's ass. I couldn't hardly believe that all six inches were inside of her.
"Oh fuck,, I can't believe how full I feel!" Lily groaned, she looked over her shoulder. Her eyes were wild, I'd never seen her more out of control. Or more beautiful.
"Wait til you feel this," I said, remembering what had felt nice for me. Slowly, I pulled the handle of the paddle out, watching as inch after inch pulled still wet from her body. Lily trembled all over, gasping. I left about two inches inside of her. And then paused for a moment, wiggled the paddle, and then pressed it slowly back inside.
"Yes, oh yeah, like that! You're right!" Lily praised and I smiled. I increased my speed slightly as Lily's body became more and more relaxed. Slowly in and out, I worked the rounded handle of Lily's paddle. Once, I picked up the lube and added a little more. But mostly I just watched the beautiful sight of Lily's body accepting my dirty efforts. Lily's body trembled, but she kept thrusting her hips back, silently seeking a deeper spot.
At one point, I looked down onto the floor, and saw a small wet spot. I looked down and realized that Lily's pussy was dripping onto the floor. Lily's ass was so well-lubed, I was able to move my spreading hand away from her. Her ass cheeks closer around the paddle, but I was still able to manipulate the handle in and out. My free now reached between Lily's legs. I my fingers slipped into Lily's pussy incredibly easy, despite her usual tightness. Had never seen her so wet before! My fingers now dripping, I slipped my ring and middle fingers inside of Lily's pussy, but I stretched out my index finger, stroking her clitoris as well as I could.
I must've done a pretty good job, because lily's orgasm came almost instantaneous. The handle of the paddle was buried in her ass, my fingers in her pussy and on her clit. Everything moving together, frantically. I felt her move slightly, as she pitched forward a bit, her elbows bending, unable to hold herself up anymore. It shoved her ass back, the paddle going deeper. And I knew even as she was falling, she was cumming. Her body was shaking, her knees moving back and forth wildly on the floor. And she was moaning so beautifully. I knew that whatever sensation she had been seeking, she had found. And I had helped her there.
So that she wouldn't hurt herself, I reluctantly pulled the paddle out of Lily's ass. It was almost like it had replaced her backbone. As soon as I pulled it out, Lily collapsed, panting onto the floor. Without even thinking, I pulled the paddle up, and popped the end of it into my mouth, sucking on it like a lollipop. It tasted like lube, and a little bit like Lily. But I liked it . I saw then that Lily had rolled over onto her back, and she was was watching me.
"I am a bad influence on you," she said softly, and wasn't sure if she was joking. I felt a little silly and I dropped the paddle. I lay down on the floor slowly, next to Lily. She wrapped her arms around me, holding me tight.
"I never do anything I don't really want to do," I said.
"What about the spanking?" she asked. I shrugged a little in her arms.
"I really wanted to do it, for you. I just couldn't," I said, honestly. "I want to give you whatever you need."
"I love you," she said, kissing my forehead and I sighed a little and nuzzled into her neck. It was only later, when I awoke on the floor next to Lily that I realized what she'd said.
* * * * *
Lily had always made it clear that I was welcome to spend Friday nights with her, if I could swing it. I had always warned my neighbor that it was possible that I wouldn't be back to get Aiden until the morning. But I had never actually done it. I had always been afraid tat Lily was just being polite, and that if she actually saw me the next morning with bed head, she would regret it.
But that night, I didn't leave. I don't know if it was just that the whole emotional and sexual roller-coaster of the evening was too intense. Or if Lily's admission that she...cared for me, proved that she actually wanted me there. Whatever it was, I didn't say anything. I just climbed into bed with Lily when she went to sleep.
She was already awake and gone somewhere when I got up the next morning. New clothes and a towel were placed on a chair at the foot of the bed. By the time I was showered and dressed, Lily was back in the bedroom.
"Do you need to leave right now? I don't know about you, but I am starving." Lily was wearing a pair of tight jeans and a loose white blouse, most of the buttons undone exposing her cleavage. Her hair was, once again, back in a ponytail. She looked beautiful. And my stomach was rumbling.
"Okay," I said, feeling a bit awkward, to be with her in the morning. To think about everything that had happened the night before. All of it was just so strange. But it also felt nice. I knew Lily wanted to be with me and I wanted to be with her. I could wait another two hours before getting Aiden.
Half an hour later, we were sitting in a nice little brunch spot, or so Lily said. I had never eaten brunch in my life. But it was a sunny, warm restaurant with lots of people morning drinking and eating fancy eggs and fruit. I decided not to drink, knowing I was going home soon. But I had some orange juice as we waited for our meal to arrive.
"And so, of course, I have completely forgotten about it. I mean she asked for the pony last year right on her birthday..." Lily was saying. She had, for months now, been opening up to me about her extended family and their various problems and triumphs. Usually, it made me feel good, to be let inside of Lily's real life like this. Today, for some reason, I felt somewhat strange in a way I couldn't explain. But I nodded and played along.
"This is your niece, the one in Tacoma?" I asked, leaning onto the table. Lily nodded as she sipped her mimosa.
"Yes, who turned five last year. And he asked me for it and I said, of course, 'we'll see' because she was five and you just say that to put a kid off..."
"You absolutely do not!" I said and laughed a little, thinking about Aiden. Every little promise was a binding contract with a kid, and 'maybe' was a soft promise. Lily laughed as well.
"Well now I know. And I am absolutely not buying anyone a pony..."
"Even if I am good?" I asked playfully. Lily snorted a little and then her eyes grew wide.
"Oh that reminds me, a gift!" she said, and she reached down onto the floor of the restaurant, and pulled her large handbag up, resting it in her lap. She started to rummage around in the bag. I smiled wryly.
"Oh please, do not hand me a gift!" I said, "I definitely don't need any gifts..."
"Not for you!" she interrupted, and she pulled out a small cardboard box. It was blue and orange and had pictures of cars on the side. "Your son, it is his birthday next week, isn't it?" She placed the car down on the table casually, right in between us. I looked at it for a long minute, not even really sure what I was thinking.
"Lily, I..." I started.
"Oh Ms. Richard!" A voice said loudly almost in my ear. I tore my eyes away from the toy car and turned to look. It was a pair of older, gray-haired women in floral-print dresses. They were smiling broadly.
"Deborah! Brenda! It's Lily, please! You know that!" Lily said, standing quickly and gently hugging each of the women.
"We were just talking about you! I was saying to Brenda that the new website was...Oh my, I am being so rude. This is...?" the woman named Deborah said, and she turned towards me. I knew already that my cheeks were red, for reasons I wasn't quite sure about.
"I am Lissie..."
"My niece," Lily jumped in quickly, "visiting from Tacoma." Sheepishly I nodded.
"Oh so nice to meet you! I am Deborah Miller and this is my sister Brenda. We sit on the Board of Trustees for the organization that your Aunt runs. And we think she is doing just an amazing job."
"Yes, she is great!" I said, trying to sound enthusiastic, but feeling terribly awkward.
"We just absolutely love her," Brenda agreed warmly.
"Yes...Love her," I said and smiled. They turned back to Lily and began talking. I stopped listening. I reached forward and grabbed the box containing the car. I moved it around in my hands, it felt heavy. It was an expensive toy. A name brand thing of some sort. I knew that Aiden would love it. I could even picture him playing with it. Hear his laugh as the lights turned on and the sirens blared. I let out a low breath.
"It was really nice to meet you," I suddenly heard and, startled, I looked up Brenda and Deborah. They were smiling, as usual.
"Nice to meet you too," I said, and sipped my orange juice. A few moments later, the women were gone and Lily sat down heavily in the chair, and let out a low sigh. She shook her head, then finally looked up at me.
"They are generally nice, but they can be insufferable, I am so sorry about that! But thank you..."
"Lily, this is not appropriate," I said, lifting up the toy car. Lily's eyebrows furrowed.
"I..." she started.
"This is supposed to be a purely business relationship. That is how you hired me. Business associates don't buy each other's children gifts, they don't..."
"They can..." Lily said smiling awkwardly. Nervously. I couldn't even believe what I was saying. But I knew I wanted to say it. And I knew what was coming next, and I couldn't stop it. Didn't want to stop it. Even though I did. I don't know. I can't explain it any better than that.
"I don't feel comfortable with this," I said. Lily nodded, understandingly. And somehow, that pulled my heart right out of my chest.
"I can return it, I wasn't trying to..."
"No, I don't feel comfortable with ANY of this," I said sharply. And I found myself standing up from my chair, moving more quickly than I had expected. A sudden flush of anger flared up inside of me. I leaned down and yanked my purse up off of the floor.
"Lissie, baby..." I said. But the second word was quieter, and she looked around the room before she said it.
"Don't call me that!" I said loudly enough for people in the restaurant around us to look. Lily's cheeks grew very red.
"I am sorry..."
"I think we need some time apart. I think I am going to exercise my option to terminate our contract," I said, using the sorts of business words that Lily used on the cell phone with all the important people from her office.
"Lissie..." Lily said in a small voice. I couldn't even look at her. The anger was melting and I just wanted to cry.
"Goodbye," I said, and rushed out of the restaurant.
End Part 2
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Chapter 3: Closely Held Business
"I think I made a mistake," I said simply, putting my palms up as though to say no further explanation was needed. Even that little motion made me sink down more deeply into the leather chair that was placed in front of Lily's desk. The desk itself was a massive, hardwood expanse covered in papers and electronics.
Lily sat behind the desk in a chair that sat up much higher, so that she sort of towered over me. She was leaning back casually, not even really looking at me. She shuffled some papers. She turned now to the other person in the room.
"Heather, I will speak with Ms. Gold briefly, despite the fact that she failed to make an appointment," Lily said, waving to the secretary. Heather, a pretty girl in a conservative business skirt and bulky suit coat, nodded once, grabbed some papers, and headed towards the door.
"Let me know when you'd like me to escort her out," Heather said as she passed me, her voice just verging on disgust. I sort of shied away from her. I had nearly had to beg her to get her to allow me into the room, and I was now embarrassed just to look at her. She stepped out the room, closed the door behind her. Now, Lily and were alone. In her massive, corner office on the top (7th) floor of the tallest building in the town where she lived. The national headquarters of Lily's business. It was an ultra-modern office space, with lots of white and black. Big windows with lots of natural light. Only the old-fashioned desk seemed out of place.
"What exactly do you think you are doing here?" Lily asked. Despite the fact that we were now alone, the words came out passionlessly, clipped. She was, in a word, business-like. Which, I guess, was what she would have thought that I wanted. Still, it was somehow more intimidating than if she'd suddenly gotten angry.
"To tell you that I made a mistake," I said again, summoning the courage to speak back to her just as professionally."Just not the mistake you think."
I knew what Lily probably thought that I regretted. The money, mostly, and everything that went with it. She was probably thinking that all my thoughts were turned towards her checkbook. And, I mean, I am not going to lie and pretend that the last three months had been easy. I wasn't getting Lily's $1,000 a week. And it was tougher. A lot tougher. Things had, in a lot of ways, gone back to the way they were before I met Lily.
Well, not quite as bad. I had been terrified when I left Lily that was what it was going to be like. That I was going to be scrambling, again, just to make sure that all of my pennies added up so that all of my expenses wouldn't come crashing down all at once.
But, in a lot of ways, I was a different person than I had been before I had met Lily. Lily had paid the final bill for my schooling. Which meant that I'd gotten my associate's degree. It wasn't much, but it was something. Enough for me to get a promotion at work. Something that paid not great, but enough that a the end of each month, if I was careful, I could do some fun things with my son. But beyond the actual money itself, I just had a better sense of direction in my life. I had strategies and tools for dealing with catastrophe that I didn't have before. Tools that Lily had given me, methods that she had taught me. It wasn't really an easy life, but it wasn't a hard one either. So I didn't regret losing my meal ticket, as such.
It wasn't the sex either. Don't get me wrong, unlike the money, I really, really, really missed the sex. I would often find myself sitting at work, or watching television, and I would find myself day dreaming about Lily. Thinking about all the things we'd done together, all of the things that she had made me feel. I couldn't masturbate without imagining that I was with her, feeling her, tasting her.
I had thought at first that it was just that I was horny. That I just needed to have sex with someone, and get it out of my system. I'd gone on a date with a man. Someone who'd graduated a couple years before me in high school, who was home having graduated from college. He took me out to dinner and a movie. He was nice. He was handsome, I guess. I felt nothing for him. It was so strange, because sitting at home by myself, I couldn't stop thinking about sex. I was insatiable, touching myself like I'd just discovered masturbating. And now here I was with a real, live person and I was cold. I'd tried to force it. I'd insisted that we kiss at the end of the date, hoping that some sort of spark would get lit That I would feel some sort of desire. But it felt like kissing air. I didn't bother with a second date.
I'd thought about trying to date a woman, wondering if I had sort of flipped a switch. But even the thought of it left me cold. I knew that it was just going to be like with the man. I didn't know if I was straight or a lesbian or whatever. I didn't think that it really mattered. Whatever I was, I just wanted Lily.
But I could have lived with that, honestly. I had so many more things to worry about in my life than sex. And I knew that if I waited long enough, these feelings would fade. Or even if they didn't, I knew that I wouldn't be sitting in Lily's office just for that. It would be too humiliating to come crawling back, just for sex.
And yet, here I was. And as nervous and embarrassed as I was, I knew I was doing the right thing. Which was strange in particular, because I couldn't even really remember making the decision to come here. For weeks, a vague idea that I needed to see Lily again had been rolling around in my mind. I didn't know why, just a feeling that I needed to tell her something. But each time I thought about what I would say, the whole idea collapsed. And I went about my life. But that morning, in the shower, the urge had been unbearable. The urge to run to Lily and tell her. And for the first time, I knew what I would say. Or, allowed myself to admit what I needed to say all along.
"Well then what is it?" Lily asked, sort of pulling me back out of my mind. She crossed her arms in front of her chest, and gave me a look like she didn't have time to waste, "If you want your former position back, I don't think that..."
"No!" I said firmly shook my head. Lily looked a little surprised and, I think, disappointed. I knew then that she would have had me back eventually, on some terms. She was just staking out her negotiating position.
"Then, again, why are you here Lissie," she said, with actual annoyance for the first time. I took a deep breath, felt my heart hammering in my chest. It was so hard to talk! Lily raised her eyebrows. I wondered if she was going to call the secretary back in. A clock, somewhere, ticked impossibly loudly.
"I lied to you, that day, when I left you at brunch. When I quit working for you," I said, and my heart slowed. The lump in my throat melted. Whatever happened from here on out, I was going to tell the truth. There was no stopping it from coming out now. And that was, in some way, freeing.
"What do you mean, what did you lie about? About wanting to quit?" Lily said, sounding confused. I shook my head again.
"No. I needed to quit," I said, "I wasn't lying about that. And I wasn't just lying to you. I was lying to myself as well. It took me months to realize it."
"Lissie, you know me pretty well, right?" Lily interrupted.
"Yeah," I said nodding, a bit confused..
"So you know I am extremely busy here at work, and I don't have time to solve little puzzles from my former employees. You told my secretary you had something important to tell me, so tell me," Lily said, and the anger now was real. But still, I wasn't nervous anymore. I was ready.
"I told you that I left because you weren't respecting the deal. Because we had agreed on a strictly business arrangement and you were making things personal. Nothing in this world is more...I guess, personal to me, than my son. And you had crossed over the line by buying him a gift. Doing it without even asking me," I said, thinking back to that morning at brunch, holding the car in my hand.
"I remember," Lily said, her cheeks getting a bit red, embarrassed.
"I thought, when I said that, that I was telling the truth. I was really angry that day, way more angry than I could explain. It didn't make any sense But I felt it. And I guess, I just thought that it was because of the car. Because of our agreement."
"We could have discussed it, I did not intentionally..." Lily started, but I could stop talking.
"But I was wrong. I was lying. To myself and then, as a result, to you. I wasn't angry because you were breaking the contract, I was angry because you were following the contract," I said, and I let out a sighing breath. I needed strength for what was coming next.
"I don't understand," Lily said, her brow furrowed, but she was leaning towards me, her breathing was shallow.
"The night before that brunch, when you gave me the toy. After we," and I dropped my voice, "had sex, you held me in your arms and you told me that you loved me." I saw Lily's eyes flicker slightly in recognition. No matter what she might say, I knew she remembered saying it, "And then that next morning, those two women saw us. They recognized you and they had something to do with your work. And you introduced me as your niece..."
"You'd done the same thing before!" Lily said defensively, "When we first me..." I held up my hand to stop her.
"I know, that's what I mean. You were doing exactly what you were supposed to be doing. Exactly what we had agreed to do. And that just made me furious. I wasn't being fair. But it was the only thing I could do," I said.
"Why?" Lily said, even though she already knew the answer.
"Because I loved you Lily. You cared about me like no one had ever cared about me before. At least I think you did. You have probably already hired someone new, someone prettier and more experience. But I cared about you like I'd never cared about anyone before. I know that for sure. Lily, the only thing I want in this world is to still be with you. But I can't be your whore. I can't hide the way I feel from you. I can't hear you say 'I love you' and know that it is just...something you're saying. Part of the game you're paying me for. It hurts too bad to feel the way I feel for you for you and hear those words, but know I am just your dirty secret.
"I came here today, because I still love you right now. And the last three months without you to talk to, without you to hold me, have been the most miserable three months in my life. Even worse than when I was completely broke. And you deserve to know: You could lose this job and every penny you'd ever had and I'd stay with you forever. If you really wanted it. If you really love me."
I sank down even deeper in to the chair. I felt like all of my bones and organs had turned to sludge and leaked out of my toes. I was utterly and completely drained. I looked up at Lily. She was still sitting with her arms crossed in front of her, leaning forward towards her desk. Her face was stony, impossible to read. I could see her eyes darting slightly. Looking to the door behind me. To the office world and all the things that she cared about. All the things she could lose.
She opened her mouth, but no sound came out. We sat for a long time, exactly how long I cannot possibly say. The office was so incredibly quiet. I couldn't hear anything from outside of the room I was sitting in. Just a gentle hum from Lily's computer. I had said everything I had to say. Lily seemed frozen entirely. Only her eyes showed that she was thinking.
"I love you Lily," I said and then pushed myself up out of the deep chair. I wasn't trying to torture Lily. I had something I had to say, and I had said it. Now it was time to go, "goodbye," I said as I finally struggled to my feet. I took one last look at Lily, as beautiful as ever, and turned to head towards the door.
I had known that this was a possibility. Maybe the most likely result. Still, I felt incredibly sad. But also lighter. The air was cleared. Lily was rejecting me, but rejecting me on honest terms. I could live with that. If I had to.
"I love you too, Lissie," Lily said, her voice so quiet that even in the tomb-like atmosphere of her office, I could barely hear her. My heart fluttered. I spun around quickly, Lily was standing behind her desk, looking a bit uneven.
"When I said 'I love you' that night before we broke up, I had meant it. It wasn't just something I was saying in the heat of the moment. It wasn't a game. I felt it. I had felt it for a long time," Lily sighed heavily and ran her hand over her face.
"I know you think that I can...I know that I thought I was sort of in control of...everything. I have always been in control of everything, because I plan well and I follow through with my plans. And thought that if I hired you and treated you like an employee, I could get just the things I needed from you and leave the rest. That I could have sex with you and pay you to go away. But I couldn't control myself around you Lissie. Or I didn't really know what it was that I needed. Because right away, I fell in love with you. Right away. And I hadn't planned that. I haven't...replaced you! I couldn't replace you. I didn't want a girl, I wanted you!" There were tears in Lily's eyse and I knew she was telling the truth.
"And I tried so hard to keep to the deal. Because I needed to do it for," she moved her hand around, as though to indicate her office around you, "And because that is what you said you wanted. Just that night, I don't know, I couldn't help it. I just loved you so much right then...I couldn't let myself hold it in anymore. And I desperately wanted you to say it back. Even though I didn't have a right to expect it..."
"I was scared, I am so sorry..." I said, the words tumbling out, but Lily was still talking.
"And every day since then, I have been hoping you would come back. Every night I went home, and I prayed that you would be sitting in front of my house. Asking to come back to me. I never thought you'd show up here," she smiled nervously.
"Sorry, I just found the words, I had to do it now," I said.
"It's okay," she said, walking about the desk, putting that dark wooden expanse behind us. She stopped right in front of me. "I love you Lissie."
"I love you too," I said and Lily put her hands on my waist, pulled me closer. Her eyes closed and she tilted her head to the side, leaning in towards me. "Wait," I said. Lily froze.
"What?" she asked, nervous. Like I was going to run out of the room, like she'd lose me again. And her concern made me love her more.
"What about?" I asked, and I turned my head to the side, looking at the door. It was closed. But it didn't even have a lock. I could remember Lily telling me once that she prided herself on her 'open door' policy that allowed anyone from inside the company to come into her office. She had to tell her secretary specifically not to let people in. "Should we leave?" I asked. I pictured myself back at Lily's house, laying in her bed. Happy, hidden, and secure.
Lily looked at the door for a long time. Her lips were pursed and her eyebrows furrowed. Finally she turned back to me. She shrugged slightly and then smiled at me.
"For years, I have let all of those people out there dictate to me the ways in which I lived my life. I mean, not that they ever said anything to me. But I let the pressure of their expectations pushed their way into my private life. And they don't have any right to that. I have a right to a private life that is just mine. And I was wrong to let them.
"I am not going to march out there into the office, holding your hand, to tell everyone that we are in love," she said, and even the idea of making some sot of big scene made my skin crawl, "Not because I am scared of what they think. But because it isn't any of their business. From now on, I am going to live my life the way that I want. I am not going to hide it, but I am also not going to explain it. I want to be with you. If people see it, they see it. If they don't, they don't. And any consequences that follow, I will figure out the right response," she said.
"We will figure out a response," I said, turning back to Lily, forgetting about the door and everything on the other side of it. Lily turned back to me as well. Her face moved towards me. I closed my eyes. And then I felt Lily's lips press gently into mine. I moaned. I had kissed those lips a thousand times. But I felt like a desert desperate for the rainy season. The first drops fell and I soaked them up, ravenous for it. My mouth opened, and Lily's tongue poured into me. I sucked on her tongue, tasting her sweet spit. My body trembled and I leaned into her. Lily kissed me back, her tongue pressing into, rolling across my teeth. Tasting me as well. After a few minutes, she pulled back, and I moaned, not wanting to lose her lips ever again.
"This is a bad idea," she laughed at me, "But I don't want to wait any longer. I've missed you so much," she groaned. I bit my lip. I was so relieved she'd said that. Now that she kissed me, I couldn't imagine waiting until we got to her house.
"Just fuck me, Lily," I said mischievously.
"We are bad influences on one another," Lily laughed, "I was thinking the same thing."
"Wouldn't have it any other way," I said.
"Me neither," she said. Once again, our mouths found one another. My mouth opened, and Lily's already was. Our tongues pressed together and I was again tasting her familiar flavor. We kissed each other with total abandon, our mouths seeking out more and more to lick and to taste, almost like we were afraid we'd be split up again.
But we weren't entirely focused on our mouths. As we kissed, our hands moved rapidly and fumblingly over one another's bodies, pulling at our clothes. Lily was wearing a white, short-sleeved blouse and a long, gray pencil skirt. Underneath a matching bra and pantie set. Topping it off was a pair of black flats. I was wearing a gray sweater dress with long sleeves that came down to my mid thigh. I and on knee high black boots that went with it. Like Lily, I was wearing comfortable underwear beneath.
I guess I don't know why I even bother to describe the clothes we were wearing. We both moved as quickly as we possibly could to tear our clothes from one another. We broke our kisses only long enough to pull off clothes or slip off shoes. In a matter of moments, Lily and I were both standing naked in her office.
"Is it just me, or is it more exciting, know that someone could walk in at any second?" she asked, raising her eyebrows. I turned for a second and, again, looked at the door. I returned my gaze to Lily's beautiful body, smiling sheepishly.
"We really are perfect for one another," I said, by way of confirmation. Lily laughed and took my hand. She yanked me down, hard, and I gave a little yelp of surprise. But I followed her lead and in a moment, I was laying on my back on the floor. The thin, commercial carpet scratched against my back, but I liked the sensation. Lily was on her knees now, between my spread legs. Her hands ran up and down my calves gently. She looked at me hungrily, and began to lean down, between my legs.
"No, wait!" I said and Lily froze, "I want that. But I don't want to wait to taste you too, I miss having you on my tongue. Come sit on my face!" I groaned. Lily smiled broadly and nodded.
"If you insist," she said playfully.
"I absolutely do, I will walk out of here stark naked if I don't get what want," I said, as Lily began to rise up. She walked around me and then stood with her feet on either side of my head. I looked up at her body towering over me: her long legs, her sweet shaved pussy, the undersides of her breasts, and her beautiful face. My mouth watered for all of her.



Lily lowered herself down on top of me. In a moment, her knees came down to rest near my head. Then her body sort of pitched forward. I felt her hands on my thighs, her firm breasts pressed against my stomach. But, more importantly, Lily's hips rocked forward and now her beautiful pussy and tight little asshole were directly in my face. I breathed in deeply, smelling Lily's arousal. Exciting and familiar. The scent of the woman I loved.
I slipped my hands up and around Lily's legs, letting my arms wrap around her thighs. I held her in place, actually pulled her closer to me. At the same time, I felt Lily's face press against my own thighs, and I spread my legs wider. I heard her moan, could actually feel vibrating through my body.
I closed my eyes, let my tongue slip out of my mouth. And, then, oh god, I was tasting Lily again. The slick, sweet, salty flavor of her body. Her pussy lips were incredibly soft and smooth, and she was almost dripping with excitement. Her taste flooded my mouth and filled my nose. I dragged my tongue across her pretty slit, letting her juices pool in my mouth. I them coat my tongue, slip over my teeth, letting her drip down the back of my throat.
Lily was tasting me as well. I felt her warm, soft tongue press flatly against my wet slit. I could feel the vibrations in throat as she moaned in pleasure I felt her hands sort of reach underneath of my thighs, pulling my legs apart and back so that my hips pressed more firmly towards her mouth. And then her tongue began to lap at me.
I pressed my own face more firmly into Lily's body, letting my tongue slip inside of her. My nose pushed against the cute little crinkle of her asshole, and I remembered the denseness of it. My tongue continued to lap up Lily's pussy was dripping with my saliva.
As I licked, I could feel Lily's hard little clitoris beneath my tongue. I could even feel her body tremble each time that I brushed it. Each time I breathed on it. But until I had tasted every little inch of her, I wasn't ready to focus on it. After a short time, my mouth was glowing with Lily's flavors, and I could feel her aching clit against my lips. I wanted to give her some relief. I wrapped my lips around it, darting my tongue soft and gently, letting just the tip of it stroke up and down on Lily's hard clit.
Between my legs, Lily was doing almost the exact same thing. She had licked me wildly, desperately My pussy and my inner thighs were wet with her saliva. Her spit and actually dripped down, warm, on my asshole. But she kept licking until she'd eaten me all up. And then she moved her focus to my clitoris. It wasn't like there was any sort of plan. We were just so perfectly in tune with one another, even if after the long time a part. We both just wanted the same things, want to give each other the same thing.
Lily grew more aggressive, making her tongue rigid, flicking my aching little clit hard. I gasped as she did and I arched my back. I felt my body press into Lily's as I did. In fact, she was arching her back down, thrusting her ass more firmly into my face (I thought my nose was going to go inside of her!). I felt her breasts against my belly, felt my own breasts against hers. Our nipples hard, our skin hot. My hands squeezed her tighter on her thigh.
We writhed together on the floor for...some time. I don't know. Without word, because of the danger involved, we were as quiet as we could possibly be. But the room was still filled with the sounds of lapping tongues and moaning throats. Lily's amazing scent filled my nose and I luxuriated in the feeling of her delicate weight resting on top of me. And each increasingly intense sensation I felt, I channeled back into Lily's body. I kept my tongue moving, reacting to all of her reactions. Chasing pleasure for her. And she did the same for me, pushing me closer and closer and closer to a point where I would lose control.
We came at the same time. I know it, because I felt both sensations simultaneously. I felt Lily's legs trembling on either side of my head, felt her pussy tensing and releasing as the pleasure pulsed through her. My face dripping with her juices. But I only had the vaguest understanding that this was happening. Because my own pleasure was in the process of tearing my thoughts apart and putting them back in a new, more beautiful order. The orgasm radiated out from my clitoris, rolling like a rogue wave up and down my legs, across my body. I swear, I could feel it pressing into Lily's body, just like I felt her pleasuring radiating out and into me. We fused together there on the floor, the barriers between us disappearing forever.
At some point, I found myself panting on the floor of Lily's office. She had slipped off of my body, and my skin felt cool and wet without her. My eyes felt heavy and my heart felt like it had slowed to a leisurely crawl. Lily was now sitting on her ass on the floor next to me. She was looking down at me, smiling. Her fingers were walking up and down my body. Across my arms, over my belly, to my nipples. She reach down, took my hand, and kissed it softly.
"That was the best I've ever felt in my life," she said, when she recognized I was paying attention to her again.
"I want to top that feeling for you every day for the rest of your life," I said earnestly, "And I wouldn't mind getting the same in return," I joke. Lily laughed softly. She continued to move her fingers over my body. We sat in silence as she moved across me, and we slowly gained our breath.
"I've missed this, I've missed everything about this," Lily said, almost in awe. I rolled over on my side now, propping my head up on my hand, and looking at Lily.
"What did you miss the most?" I asked.
"Just sitting and talking with you, like this, afterwards when the whole world makes sense," Lily said and I blushed.
"That is really sweet," I said and then I giggled, "But I was thinking dirtier. What about sleeping with me do you miss the most? What did you imagine doing when you were touching yourself, thinking about me?" As I spoke, I reached out my free hand, letting my fingers find Lily's thigh. I stroked it gently. Lily smiled.
"What makes you think I thought about you when I touched myself?" Lily asked playfully.
"Because what could you possibly imagine that was any better than this?" I asked, shaking my hair own and sort of moving my hand across my body like I was presenting a product on an infomercial. Lily giggled and nodded.
"You caught me," she said.
"So what was it? If I showed up back in your life and begged you to get back together with you. Like imagine that situation happened," I said and Lily laughed again, "What were you itching to ask me to do?" Lily tilted her head to the side, bit her lip. She looked at me for a long moment, and I could see that she was thinking, "Anything you want, don't hold back." I said, she broke into a broad smile, and I knew I had peaked inside of her brain, knew what she was worrying about.
"I think a lot about that last time. That very last night when we were together. When we had so much fun that I had to tell you that I love you..." She hinted. Once again, I was reading her mind (though it was sort of obvious this time). I was a little surprised, but in a good way.
"You want me to play you cute little asshole?" I asked and Lily smiled.
"Thank you for not making me say it," Lily said.
"No, say it," I said in a thick voice, "tell me exactly what you want me to do, I want to hear the dirty words from your mouth," I said. I could feel the sexual tension filling me again, liked the way it made me think. Lily leaned forward now, her eyes half-closed. She put her lip right up against my ear.
"I want you to put your fingers up my ass," she she whispered in a husky voice. I felt a little shiver run down my spine. I wondered if she was just thinking of the thing that would shock the other people in the office most if they caught her doing it. But I also immediately jumped into action.
"I need to get you ready," I said. I popped up onto my knees. I put my hands onto Lily's shoulders and pushed her back, almost shoved her. She was sort of awkwardly on her knees and she let out a little yelp as she tumbled onto her back.
I didn't want to give her a chance to recover, I pounced on her. I slipped my hands underneath of her knees, and pulled her legs apart. Then I pushed her legs back. She let out another yelp, as I pushed her knees up towards her head. Her back curled and her hips rolled up so that her pussy and her asshole were facing up towards the ceiling
"Careful, I am not as young as you!" Lily laughed.
"You don't look a day over 112. Grab the backs of your knees, hold yourself like this," I ordered. As she reached up and held her legs apart and her knees up. I reached down now, and put my hands on Lily's hips holding her in place, rolled up over her head. Lily's pussy was still glistening with my saliva, and her own juices. But her asshole was not ready. I leaned forward quickly, my mouth watering.
My lips parted and my mouth dropped down directly onto Lily's cute little asshole. The dense skin tightened at my touch and I could feel Lily's body trembling. At first I just kissed her anus, savoring the feel of the crinkled skin against my soft lips. But as much as I loved that feeling, as much as I could have just sat there all day, I was fulfilling Lily's wish, not my own.
I let my tongue tumble out from between my teeth. It slapped wet and thick against Lily's asshole. Her skin tasted salty and it felt hot. I swirled my tongue around on Lily's asshole. I let the spit drip thick from my mouth. I smeared my spit around Lily's asshole with my tongue, wiggling it around.
Then I started to make my tongue rigid. Hard and firm. I circled the tip around Lily's asshole, letting it trip over the rigged skin. Then I moved it right to the center of Lily's anus. I wiggled it once, and then pressed. I pushed my tongue against Lily's asshole. I felt her skin stretching. But I was wet and my tongue gently tapered. My tongue pushed inside of Lily's body, sank deeper. I felt Lily's anus squeeze around my tongue, tasted the coppery, clean flavor of her insides. I felt her asshole sucking the spit off of my tongue, coating her insides. My whole body was on fire, it was the nastiest thing I'd ever done. I loved it.
"Oh Lissie, your tongue, oh shit," Lily groaned, her body shaking. Her arms were a bit shaky, and I could feel her hips trembling. I was afraid she was going to fall over. Reluctantly, I slipped my tongue out of Lily's anus, loving the way she squeezed me on my way out.
Lily let out a gasping little sigh, she sounded disappointed. But I wasn't done yet. I got on my knees. I scooted in close to her, so that Lily's back was resting against my thighs. She was still holding her knees back, but some of the pressure was off. Now she could lean against me, and wouldn't fall over. And my hands were free. But not for long.
I lifted my right hand up towards my mouth. I slipped my index finger into my mouth and coated it in my spit. It was dripping with it when I pulled it out, a thin line of saliva connecting my finger to my lips. And then it snapped and some of it dribbled down, cold, onto my breasts. I moved my hand down towards Lily's waiting ass. My eyes flicked up, and I saw Lily looking up at me, her eyes sparkling with excitement.
"Please, I am ready!" Lily begged. I moved my hand down towards Lily's ass, my finger dripping saliva onto her skin. She shivered a little, but she sort of wiggled her hips at me, excited. I brought my finger down onto Lily's asshole, my finger resting right in the center of it. Lily actually opened up slightly for me, she was so excited. It was nothing like the tension from the first time with the paddle. She knew she was going to like what she felt next.
"Finger fuck my ass, finger fuck my ass!" Lily moaned, knowing how much I loved her dirty talk. I started to put pressure on my finger, circling it gently on Lily's anus, but also pushing. Lily's opened to me easily, and the first knuckle of my finger disappeared inside of her body. Despite the ease, she was still incredibly tight, squeezing on my finger. And sucking me in deeper.
"Last time it was the plastic," I marveled, "I didn't get to feel how soft you are," I said, as another half inch of my finger slipped easily into Lily's willing body. She gasped.
"Oh your finger is so much better," Lily groaned. My second knuckle pressed up against Lily's anus now. The widest part of my finger. I pushed with a little more force, and Lily's asshole swallowed me up. All at once, most of the rest of my finger slipped inside her. Past her tight anus, the inside of Lily's body felt different. Incredibly soft and pillowy. I curled my finger inside of her. Not completely, and not fast. But enough to savor the way her body hugged me, wrapped around me.
"Does it feel good?" I asked, glancing back up at Lily's face. Her mouth opened, but no words came out. Instead her eyes closed and she smiled, nodding vigorous.
I began to slip my finger back, fighting against the sucking sensation from her ass. She was still nice and wet, and I slipped up to the second knuckle easily. I pulled gently then, letting Lily's asshole grasp onto my knuckle, watched her skin pucker out. And then I pushed my finger deep into her ass again. I moved my finger inside of her for a moment, and then began pulling it back out again.
"Oh wow, this is so much better," Lily panted. I saw her knuckles were white on her knees, she was squeezing herself so tightly. "I want more!" She said. I pushed my finger into her ass, pressing so far as I could, my hand had against her ass. "No, no...That's good, but I need more. More fingers. Stretch me more," Lily begged.
"Oh! Of course!" I said excitedly. I pulled my finger back, moving smoothly and easily. It felt nice, the way I slipped out. And Lily groaned as my finger slipped out. My finger had dried somewhat. I quickly brought it up towards my mouth. I pushed it between my lips, knowing that Lily was watching me and loving it. I sucked on my finger, tasting Lily's essence. I closed my eyes and groaned, just so happy to have her on my tongue. Earthy and lovely. And then I I slipped my middle finger into my mouth as well. I coated both of them in saliva and then slipped them from my mouth.
The were dripping with spit as I moved them towards Lily's body. A string of spit was dangling from my nail. I quickly moved it over Lily's face. She saw it dribbling and laughed. She opened her mouth and a large glob of spit slipped from my finger and splashed onto her tongue. She moaned a little, closing her mouth and tasting my spit.
But I was already focused on the next thing. I sort of crossed my fingers, braiding them together and making them come to a point as best I could. In a moment, the tip of my middle finger was pressed against Lily's asshole. I leaned forward and spit on the finger, and let it drop down onto Lily's anus. I started to press. Against, Lily was ready. The tip of my middle finger slipped easily inside of her.
It got a little bit more difficult after that. My crossed fingers were much bigger than anything we'd put inside of Lily's asshole. Her body stretched to allow me in. But it was tighter than ever. Her anus squeezed around me. Lily was gasping and her body was shaking.
"Do you want me to stop?" I asked, concerned that I was hurting her. Lily shook her head vehemently.
"No! Please, Lissie, fuck me!" she begged I didn't need to be told again. I spit on my fingers again, and kept pressing. My free hand rose up to Lily's ass, massaging her firm cheeks and keeping her relaxed.
"I love you Lily, I love you," I said, soothing her. Her eyes rolled back in her head and her tongue was caught between her teeth. She let out a little squealing noise and suddenly, the widest part of my two intertwined fingers slipped into Lily's ass.
She moaned loudly, and her body squeezed me, but I was in! I looked down at my fingers, buried in Lily's asshole, and I couldn't remember seeing anything hotter in my life. Lily was so tight, that I could barely move my fingers inside of her. I couldn't even pull them back easily. I just wiggled them slightly inside of her, feeling her insides grab around me.
But I needed to do something more. I rose up higher on my knees, sort of towering over Lily. My hand that was gently rubbing Lily's ass now wrapped around Lily's leg. I moved my fingers down between Lily's legs, my fingertips finding Lily's slit, dripping wet and slick. I swirled my fingers around on her pussy, coating them in her slick juices. And then I moved the pads of my fingers back to her clitoris. I started to circle my finger around Lily's clit, stroking it to the same rhythm as my wiggling fingers in her ass.
"Oh my lord, Lissie, this is too good!" Lily moaned. Her mouth was opened, her eyes wide. Her face was prettily contorted with pleasure.
"I want to watch you cum like this," I said. Lily let out a little shuddering gasp. And she nodded. I didn't have to wait long. I wasn't even thinking now, my hands seemed to move on their own. They knew instinctively what to do to bring Lily pleasure. The two fingers buried in Lily's ass twisted gently, curled to the extent possible. My other hand stroked Lily's clitoris furiously, stroking it and rubbing it in time to Lily's breathing. And I was constantly adding more spit, leaning over Lily's curled body to keep everything nice and lubricated.
"Oh fuck," Lily whimpered and her hands came off of her knees. Her legs rolled back towards her head, curling her up more. I pushed forward, to stay in contact with her, shoving my fingers more deeply into her ass. Lily's eyes were slammed shut, her whole body was shaking, and she was moaning. I could feel her anus contracting around my fingers, and I knew that she was cumming hard. I watched her beautiful face, the muscles in her body contracting and loosening. I loved how beautiful he looked as she came, and I loved that I was the one who had made it happen.
Lily lifted her hands up towards mine, pushing my fingers away from her clit. Too sensitive. Part of me wanted to torture her a little bit, but I decided to be merciful. I moved my hand off of her clit, just wrapped my hand around her leg and sliding backwards. Slowly, I pulled her legs back with me, stretching her back out so that her legs were no longer flipped over her head. My fingers gently slipped from her asshole, more easily than I expected, and Lily sighed as she settled down onto her back on her floor.
I quickly moved around so that I was kneeling next to Lily's head. I took the hand that had been stroking Lily's pussy, and slipping my fingers into my mouth. Her taste was still strong on it and I savored it. But I also moved my other hand down towards Lily's face. I let it dangle over her lips. Her eyes opened and she smiled. Her hands grasped my wrist. She pulled my fingers to her lips. Her tongue slipped from her mouth and I watched as she licked my fingers. She moaned as she licked wildly. She even split my fingers apart, and licked between them.
Eventually, she had finished, and so had I. I could not longer taste her pussy on my fingers. I slipped my fingers from my mouth. For her part, Lily kissed the tips of both my index finger and my middle finger, before letting them drop. Then she lay on the floor, panting and smiling. I watched her chest rise and fall, savoring the quiet and enjoying the thick smell of sex in the room.
Eventually, Lily sat back up on the floor. She shook her head and smiled at me sheepishly. Then she turned to face me. Her hair was a bit disheveled. Her make up was a bit smeared. I laughed a little, realizing I was the only person on earth who got to see her like this.



"You look like you just got fucked too," Lily said, and I realized she'd been reading my mind too.
"I think I was the one doing the fucking," I said, teasingly.
"Well let's remedy that," Lily offered, "how about you, Lissie? What have you been missing? What have you been day dreaming about." She raised her eyebrow as she said it.
"Hmmm," I said, thinking. I thought back to all the little daydreams and fantasies I had had during the previous months. All of the things that I had imagined doing with Lily. And what's more, I thought back on all the things we had done together. All the fun, silly, kinky, dirty things. And I wanted to do them all. I wanted to do everything with Lily again, and then I wanted to think of new things to share and explore. But right at that instant, a thought came to mind. One thing that we had done just once, and when I thought of it, I realized there was nothing else I wanted at that moment.
"Do you remember that one time, like the early on in our relationship, in the walk-in closet?" I asked, feeling my cheeks grow red. I looked at Lily, saw her brow furrow for a moment. And then she remembered, she smiled broadly, nodding.
"Yeah. Yes, of course. That is what we should do," she said. She immediately began to move into a new position. She in the middle of her office, her legs spread wide and pushed out in front of her, her knees bend slightly. She had her arms thrown back behind her to hold herself up. She smiled and sort of nodded, tell me she was ready.
I crossed the room and dropped down onto my knees next to Lily. I was sort of facing her, but to the side. Now I began to lean over. Lean over across Lily's lap. She sat forward a little bit, bringing her hands forward to guide me down. I felt her hands on my shoulder, and on my hip. I felt my hip slide over Lily's thigh.
In a matter of moments, I was in position. I was sort of laying across Lily's lap, slung in between her knees and her stomach. I wasn't on my back. Instead, I was sort of on my side. One of Lily's thighs was against my hip and the side of my ass. The other was against my breast and my side. My right hand (the one of the side closest to the ground), was wrapped around Lily's waist, my elbow on the floor to prop me up. My legs were curled up, wrapping around Lily's body a little bit on the other side. Essentially, a sort of fetal position wrapped around Lily's body.
Lily was leaning over me now, her breast against my face. I turned towards it, feeling Lily's nipple drag across my face. I moved my mouth until I caught it between my lips. I sucked the hard little bullet of flesh into my mouth, flicking my tongue. Lily sighed a little, arched her back. I pressed my face more firmly into Lily's breast, the soft skin against my face. I bent my neck a bit, so my nose was out and I could breath. But other than that, I just let my face rest on Lily's breast as I sucked in it, gently.
My legs were spread apart, but just slightly. Just wide enough for Lily to reach her right hand between them. I felt the soft pads of her fingers slide between my thighs. They slipped over my hard little clit and then down to my wet pussy lips. Lily circled her fingers slowly around my slit, getting them slick and wet. Getting all of her fingers wet, including her thumb. Her middle finger found the opening of my slit, and slipped easily inside of me. I shuddered as I felt her fill me up. She curved her finger inside, stroking me. Her wet thumb now came down on my clitoris, circling it gently.
Lily's lifted her left hand as well, bringing it down it on my head, and then letting it cascade down through my hair. Then back up, stroking my hair gently again. She looked down at my face, smiling, while she stroked my hair. She watched me suck on her nipple and bit her lip.
"You're so beautiful," she whispered to me, "And so sweet. I love you, Lissie," she said soothingly. And there we were, my absolute favorite position to be in with Lily. Laying across her lap, my mouth latched onto her beautiful breast, while she stroked my hair and my face. Her hand between my legs, her finger buried deep in my pussy, her thumb stroking my clit. Whispering sweet words to me.
It might not have been as exciting or dirty. But, as I sucked and Lily stroked, I felt every ounce of stress melt out of my body. I cannot remember how we had found ourselves in this position the first time. Like I had said, it had been in Lily's walk-in closet. I had just cum, and I had climbed up into her lap and she held me while she stroked me again. And in that moment I had felt safer and more secure than I'd ever felt in my entire life. And as Lily had looked down on me smiling, I fell in love with her. I didn't realize it then, but when I had looked back at our relationship over the last few months, I knew that that feeling of security and warmth meant so much more than I'd realized.
And now, that same sensation was washing over me. No, better than before. Because now I was able to tell Lily that I loved her. And she had said it to me. Just now, as she slipped her fingers between my legs, and stroked my hair. This was not an illusion, this wasn't me imagining something that wasn't there In this position, wrapped around Lily, she was showing me that she loved me. The feeling of safety and security was existing inside of her love. And as I clung to her, held her, sucked on her breast, I knew that she was feeling my love wrap around her as well.
My orgasm came quickly. Lily's hand felt so nice between my legs and as usual she knew just how to stroke my clit, just how to curl her finger inside of me. Her hand running through my hair was lovely. And her breast felt delicious between my lips. But it wasn't any of those physical things that pushed me over the edge. I don't even know if any of those things were even necessary.
I think it would have been enough to hear what Lily said, as she leaned in close to me, putting her lips as close to my ears as she possibly could, "I want to love you and take care of you for the rest of our lives. I don't want you to ever have to worry about anything again."
I was like the orgasm started in my ears. Just a wave of pleasure that sort of exploded on either side of my head. Nerves and tendrils sent that sensation rocketing down through all of my veins and arteries. It wrapped around my heart and then flowed out to every other part of my body. It vibrated inside of me, filling me with warmth. I curled more tightly around Lily, felt her arms wrap around me, holding me in her arms. She rocked slightly as she held me
"I love you Lily," I said, her nipple falling from my lips.
"I love you too. I am so sorry I almost lost you," she said.
"That will never happen again," I said. We sat quietly for a long moment, wrapped in each others' bodies. Eventually, Lily let out a low sigh.
"I guess we should get up, we already pressed our luck here," she said and I slowly rolled out of her lap, looking for my clothes, "Though, I don't think I am going to be able to get anymore work done today. Hard to concentrate," she said. I smiled. In a few moments, we were both clothed again.
"Would you like to leave work early, come over to my apartment and meet my son?" I asked. Lily looked at me, genuine surprised on her face. She smiled and kissed me on the cheek.
"Let's go," she said.
The End
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Hello Readers! This is, in many ways, a fantasy story. Maybe even more fantastic than that alien story I wrote one time. But the beautiful thing about this fantasy is that we can make it come true! I hope reading this story makes you feel good (and horny). Enjoy!
* * * * *
"Well, I understand that Muriel, but you were the one who told me not to follow along. The fu..." I caught myself, "The hell you didn't Muriel! Well it was Carl who said I could get there early and get checked in and you said it was such a GENIUS idea..."
I should have known that morning when there weren't enough seats on the charter bus for all of the students, that this field trip (like all fucking field trips, to be honest with you) was going to be an absolute shit show. But Carl (my principal) and Muriel (the social studies department head) had convinced me that it was a great opportunity! I could take my car (why my car? Because my ex-husband had insisted on an SUV. And now it was my SUV and I had extra space for the three over-flow students) and I could handle the logistics at the hotel for the night before the bus arrived. Beyond that, once we got to Washington, DC (the site of this year's senior field trip), the teachers would have a car to use if they needed it. And, predictably, the whole plan had now gone to shit.
"Mrs. S...Mrs. S...," Casey Martin from my homeroom said from behind me, she was poking my shoulder, "Ms. S...you aren't supposed to use a hand held self-phone while driving in this state. Especially not at night," she said nervously. I shrugged her finger off of my shoulder.
"Casey, a little busy," I said, rolling my eyes. She sat back, crossing her arms in front of her breasts and huffing. Wounded. It was absolutely on-brand for Casey. She was our senior class president and desperate to already be old and responsible. I was convinced that the 'popular' clique only put up with Casey because she had the largest breasts in the senior class, and she kept the boys interested.
Okay, not just that, she was a legitimate beauty. She was average height, maybe 5'6 or so. She had a build that was somehow petite and voluptuous at the same time. A narrow waist, those big boobs, and very wide hips. She had shoulder-length hair dyed a bright red color, big blue eyes, a Monroe piercing, and big pink lips. She had very pale, almost impossibly pale skin. So, yes, gorgeous. But my goodness, she could be uptight.
Alright, that isn't fair. There were probably worse kids in the class. And, if I had to admit it I would say that she was a great student, sweet to everyone in the school, and she had a subtle sense of humor when you really listened to her. She was just not the kind of student that I usually found myself connecting with. And she was more than a little annoying, poking my shoulder and trying to give me a traffic ticket.
"Mrs. S...," Chloe Oliver said from the passenger seat, "What's the fucking problem?" And then she smiled. I rolled my eyes again, put my hand over the microphone on my cell
"Come on Chloe, its like we are in school right now. Don't make me write you for bad language up on a field trip," I said. Chloe was the undisputed leader of my school's little 'popular' clique. She liked to pretend like she had a little bit of an attitude, but in reality she was a more of a coward and a conformist. She just wanted to have a reputation for being slightly rebellious at school. But in my Sociology class, she was attentive and obsequious. She was only rebellious when it didn't cost her anything. Some kids didn't have that option. When I was 18, I certainly didn't.
Still, I figured the whole attitude was to counteract her wholesome girl-next-door look. She had long, gently wavy brown hair with perfect rich girl blonde high lights. She had sleepy brown eyes and small, delicate nose. She had pretty red lips and her two front teeth were a little crooked, but not so much that they looked silly. She was a little taller than Casey, maybe 5'7. She had that classic hourglass shape with high firm breasts, well-proportioned hips, and a tiny waist. Her legs looked longer than they should have given her height. She had the perfectly tanned shade of skin that only a rich white girl can get.
"No, but really, what is the problem Mrs. S?" Natalie Doe asked from the seat next to Casey. I didn't know Natalie as well as the other girls. I knew that she had a bit of a reputation of being Chloe's loyal second. Always around to voice support for whatever the queen bee wanted, but a little timid on her own. Which was enough make me annoyed by her most of the time. With that said, I always got the feeling that there was something more to her She had a sly smile that seemed to indicate she saw more than she commented on. I took her to be a bit of a dispassionate observer, and I noted that she wrote excellent articles in the school paper. As a result, I granted her some grudging respect. Though I figured I would like her less if I knew he better.
She, like the other 'popular' girls who had volunteered to avoid the bus with, was a pretty girl. She was short, maybe 5'4 and had those small, but perfectly perky breasts that only petite girls can have. She had a lithe, slim body. She had incredibly long, black hair and big brown eyes. She had a sort of wide nose, but one that worked perfectly with her somewhat round face. She had very wide mouth with generous lips and perfect, I mean perfect teeth. I had met her parents at some sort of after school event, one was black and the other was east Asian, and she pretty, brown skin.
"The fucking bus broke down a hundred miles behind us. They have been trying to call, but I didn't have a signal until now," I hissed, trying to get the girls to quiet down.
"Language, Ms. S!" Chloe said, clucking her tongue and shaking her head exaggeratedly. I stared daggers at Chloe, but decided it wasn't worth trying to start a fight over it. She was, technically right.
"Okay, just give me a second to figure out what is going on, please," I said and the girls all nodded understandingly. Which also sort of annoyed me.
If it isn't clear already, I was not exactly excited to have ANY three students in my car, but I was particularly not thrilled about these three. For reasons I could not entirely understand, the popular girls this year had decided that I was their 'fun' teacher this year. The one they all liked. Which made no sense to me, because I made it my business to be as mean to my students as humanly possible. Lots of homework, lots of pop quizzes, whatever. The world wouldn't coddle them when they got out.
I didn't cut the pretty girls (or handsome boys for that matter) any extra slack either. If anything, I was rougher on them, because I assumed that everyone else was cutting them slack. Well, I mean, that was some of it. I think a lot of it was probably that my various high school wounds were still really fresh (despite being twenty year old scars at this point), and I recognized these kinds of girls. The pretty, privileged, socially gifted girls who could cut lesser students to the quick without even realizing they did it. The kind of girls who had once tried to destroy me. Or didn't even try, just nearly killed me incidentally while carelessly living their unblemished lives.
So whether it was entirely fair or not, I was often quite rough and short with the popular girls. And I now had this new theory that high school students were like cats: the more dismissive you were, the more they respected you and wanted to be your friend. And so despite my (somewhat concealed) contempt, they spent their mornings in my homeroom, talking to me and joking. They sometimes swung by for lunch or while they waited for rides. Occasionally, when I wasn't paying attention, I almost sort of liked them.
And so I was not surprised when the three little queens of our small school had quickly volunteered to ride with me when the option arose. I supposed I should have been relieved. I could have picked thousands of other combinations of three 18-year-old kids (even some of the other girls or boys in the popular clique) that would have been a lot harder to control during a road trip. The just rubbed some very sensitive spots quite raw, just being themselves.
Regardless, when I really wanted to flatter my ego, I sometimes wondered if maybe they liked me because finally I had gone from the ugly duckling to something resembling a swan. I was 38 years old, but certainly fit in better with these girls now than I ever would have at high school. In fact, this year was the first year I had been happy with the way I looked in years.
Some of that, I think, was that I had finally finished going through a brutally painful divorce. I really don't want to get into everything that went down with Jerry, but it was a relief to be out from under him. And, when the divorce went through, I realized that I had been living under a sort of low-grade depression for years without even realizing it. I hadn't been taking care of myself as well as I had in the past. Didn't look after my appearance. This year, back in the dating scene, that had change.
I mean, I felt like I looked good. I was (and am) very short, only about 5'2. I have long auburn-brown hair that I wear straight with long bangs. I have almond shaped (and colored) eyes and a tiny little nose that I am very proud of. I have a wide mouth with pouty lips. I have somewhat large, round breasts, a flat stomach, and what the kids now call thicc thighs and a big butt. My family was from Mexico (despite the fact that I still went by my married name, Sokolowski. Ana Sokolowksi nee Garcia) and I had clear bronze skin. But anytime I allowed myself to have these thoughts, I immediately felt disgusted with myself. Not only because it was a bit pathetic at my age to even compare myself to 18-year-old beauties, but also because even thinking of myself as the kind of person who would fit in with them felt a bit like a betrayal. Like I was stabbing a younger version of myself in the back, a girl who in no way would have been invited along for this ride 20 years ago.
Eventually, Muriel filled me in on the new plan, such as it was, and I hung up my phone. I angrily threw it down into the cup holder between the from seats and let out a loud sigh. The girls were entirely silent, but they were all looking at me, waiting for the information.
"Haven't all your friends texted you and told you what is up?" I asked.
"You're the only one with a signal here," Chloe said, in a voice that indicated that it may kill her.
"It's that teacher salary, lets me get the really good service," I laughed, but I decided not to torture them. Less for them, and more because I didn't want to hear them whine. I would fill them in, "So they can't get the bus fixed. The charter company is sending another bus, but it has to come from back home. So they aren't going to make it to the motel tonight. They are in...Boyntown or some damn place. There is a motel, and the towing company is ferrying students to it in pairs. They will start again in the morning on the new bus," I said. The girls laughed at their peers' misfortune. I smiled too.
"So what happens with us?" Casey asked. I sort of shrugged.
"Its already, oh man, 10:30," I said, looking at the glowing clock in the dashboard, "It would take us two hours to drive back and meet up with them. So we are going to drive on to the hotel we were all supposed to stay at. We will stay there, and in the morning we will follow behind the bus when it gets here," I explained. Honestly, I had ended up on the long end of the stick this time. Three girls would soon be shunted away to their own private room. I would have mine. I could sleep naked and I wouldn't have to chit-chat with Muriel.
"So we don't have to deal with Cathy Sutherland and we get to sleep in a little?" Natalie asked raising he eyebrows. Cathy was another member of the popular clique. But I always got the sense that her abrasive style rubbed the others the wrong way. I disliked her more than any of the three here. Still, I had to lay down the law.
"No naming names!" I snapped, But decided no further repercussions were needed, "But yeah, we can sleep in. I think we lucked out," I said. The girls agreed and soon they were chattering pleasantly with one another and leaving me alone while I drove the last twenty miles into Greenville. It was a sleepy little town, little more than a handful of houses, a small hotel, and a gas station. I pulled into the hotel and told the girls to wait in the car while I checked us in.
The lobby was quite dated, with bright orange carpets and wooden panelling on the walls. It screamed: cheap. And I knew instantly why the school board had approved it. There was a goggle-eyed old woman sitting behind the counter typing into a computer with two fingers, and I walked up to her briskly.
"Good evening, my name is Ana Sokolowski. I am here to check in for the two of the rooms in the block of rooms for Franklin County High School," I said sweetly. One room for me. One for the girls. It was going to be a nice, quiet night. I could barely wait to crawl into bed and turn on the TV. The woman typed for a few more seconds, then turned and to look at me. She sighed, bored, and said.
"What's 'at?" And I repeated myself. She looked out the window to the parking lot, seeing my car and no bus, "I was expecting more of you," she said. For the first time I realized how tired I was after a long day on the road. I explained the situation. She shrugged, bored, "Alright, provide the credit card that you used to make the reservation and I will give you all the room keys." I shook my head.
"I don't have the credit card," I explained, "Its the school board's card. I am just checking in. Do you want to see my teacher's ID? It says Franklin County..."
"Need the credit card," the woman said.
"I don't have it," I said exasperated.
"No room keys then," the woman said. I argued with he for another five minutes about it. Offering to call the Muriel, who had actually placed the order, to call Carl as the principal. Finally, I offered to call the president of the school board to have him confirm the purchase. She said it was 'corporate policy' and she wouldn't budge Finally, I gave up.
"Fine, look, I will pay for a room on my own credit card," I said, reaching into my purse. The lady shook her head.
"Can't rent you a room," she said.
"I told you, my credit card. You can swipe it here. Right now. Have a driver's license and everything," I said, annoyed. The woman shook her head again.
"Can't give you a room, we are sold out. No vacancy," She said. I looked around the empty lobby. The entire building was as silent as a tomb. I looked out the window. There appeared to be two cars in the parking lot. Mine. And my friendly neighborhood clerk.
"There is no one here! It is 11 o'clock already!" I said, almost laughing.
"We got a whole high school full of kids coming in tonight," she said, not the slightest hint of recognition. Now I did laugh.
"Ma'am, that is my school! That is what we've been talking about the whole time. Those rooms are going to be empty all night..." I said.
"Don't matter to us if people are in them. No one called before 9 p.m. to cancel the rooms, so Franklin County High School will be billed for the rooms. They will have to pay for them. Those rooms are occupied," she said, looking back at her computer. I nearly screamed
"Then give me one of them!"
"If they show up and I gave away a room to you, I'd be in a heap of shit," she said.
"They aren't showing up!" I yelled at her. She turned away from her computer and gave me a sour look.
"So says you," she said.
"Your theory is that I have somehow infiltrated the Franklin County High School system and learned they were going to be stopping here for the night, waylaid them somehow and stole a Franklin County High School teacher's ID, and then showed up here to steal two rooms. And not even steal them, but pay for them. Is that the theory?" I said, laughing again.
"The theory is the rooms are already paid for. So I don't give a shit," she said.
"You could get paid twice for them!" I shot back.
"I don't own this damned hotel. I don't care even a little bit how much money it makes," she said and I sighed. I ran my hands through my hair. I didn't know if it was because I was on a field trip or because I was transporting three teenage girls, but somehow all those high school frustrations were bubbling up. Here was I was, being punished with arbitrary rules for things that I absolutely could not control. Couldn't get this...person to believe I was who I said I was. I opened my purse and went to return my credit card to where it belonged. I saw the cash I had put in there for the trip. $300.00. I sighed again. Whatever. I guessed, as usual, I would have to pay an extra price to get out of this mess
"How about I make this pay for you?" I said, pulling a hundred dollar bill out of the purse and laying it on the counter. The woman looked at it out of the corner of her eyes. She paused for a long time.
"I can't give you one of the rented rooms, if someone finds out..." she said, and she looked out the door, like someone from corporate was going to show up and audit her. I rolled my eyes and slipped out another hundred.
"How about a room that isn't necessarily a room. Just a place where maybe you could lay out some cots. A storage room or laundry room or something. Just one little room," I said. The woman's eyebrows raised.
* * * * *
Five minutes later Casey, Chloe, Natalie, and I stepped into the hotel's "linen closet." It was about the same size of a hotel room, and in fact might have been originally designed to be one. We entered in one corner of the room and there was a narrow entryway with a closet. To the left there was a spot was where you'd expect to find a bathroom. But instead of a bathroom, there was a large closet with a dirty washtub, a mop, and a bucket. Beyond the washroom was the main, rectangular room about the size of a standard hotel room. Lining the four walls of the room were metal shelves, stuffed with blankets and sheets. Running through the center of the room were another set of freestanding metal shelves, stuffed with towels. It was maybe two or three feet wide. There was a little rectangular walking path, maybe four three feet wide, between those two sets of shelves, all around the room. The clerk had set out four cots, one on each side of this rectangular path.
"You can use the bathroom in the lobby at night if you need it. Don't use the washtub as a toilet" the clerk said, as she handed me a key, "When you need to shower in the morning, I will let you use another room." I took the key with...ill grace, and shut the door behind her.
"Mrs. S...Mrs. S...?" a voice said. The girls had dropped their bags on the floor and were looking, disgusted, around the room. I turned an saw Casey looking at me, sort of pained.
"What?" I asked, sharply. More sharply than I should of.
"I know it has been a tough day, and I don't mean to bother you..." Casey said, and I immediately felt bad. They weren't really doing anything wrong. I was just frustrated.
"It's alright, I am upset with the hotel and the bus and...everything, not you," I said, giving a wan smile. Placated, Casey kept talking.
"But we were supposed to get dinner when everyone got here, and we haven't eaten since lunch," she said. I sighed, and felt my own stomach aching with hunger.
"I saw the burger place we were supposed to go to as we came into town," Chloe said casually, "It was closed." I swore under my breath and looked at my phone. It was 11:12 p.m.
"Dammit, it must have closed at 11," I said. Chloe shook her head.
"No, I mean closed closed," Chloe said, unzipping her back and taking out some clothes, "Like gutted. Did no one do any research at ALL before this trip?" She asked. That sounded about right. Carl had probably driven through here six years ago, eaten at the restaurant, and just assumed it was still here.



"I am really hungry, Mrs. S," Casey said, biting her lip. I did my best not to take it out on her.
"I will see what I can figure out," I said, running my hand through my hair and turning back to the door.
* * * * *
Half an hour later, I walked back into the room with three plastic bags in my hand. I slammed the door behind me and the room, which had been filled with the chatter of girls, immediately became silent. Slowly, the girls emerged from the linen closet area, into the entryway. They looked a little sheepish, like they knew I was going to be angry.
The girls had gotten changed while I was away, getting into their pajamas. Casey was wearing a pair of loose-fitting cotton pajama pants and a white tanktop. Chloe was wearing a pair billowy boxer shorts that probably belonged to a boyfriend and a tight t-shirt. Natalie was wearing an oversized sweatshirt. I can only assume she was wearing panties underneath, but the sweatshirt went down nearly to her knees. Every boy in Franklin County High School dreamed about this...my nightmare.
"What took so long?" Chloe asked, as she approached the bags on the floor. She reached into one bag and pulled out a diet Coke. My diet Coke. I had gotten them regular Cokes. Whatever.
"Don't be a dick," Natalie said.
"What is this?" Casey asked, her nose crinkling up as the smell from the bag hit the room. The other girls recoiled a bit too. My whole car already stunk like this, so I didn't care at this point whether they liked it or not.
"I knew there wasn't anything the way we'd come from. So I kept going about ten miles out of town. I saw a sign saying the next town was another 12 miles away and gave up. I drove back here, went into the gas station and cleared them out on food from the warmers. It is...chicken wings of some kind, a tacquito, and some hot dogs. I also got some chips," I said, "It is this or nothing."
"Don't sweat it Mrs. S., this looks good," Casey said helpfully. Natalie reached down and grabbed the bags and took them back into the linen closet area, moving towards the cot on one of the two long sides of the cleared, rectangular path around the room. I was hungry, but I was jealous of how comfortable the girls looked. I wanted to be in my pajamas so I could eat and go to bed.
The bags were all stacked in a piled next to the washroom. I saw a couple of backpacks, four suitcases, and a laptop case. I did not see my duffel bag. I sighed again and clenched my fists. I wanted to scream, but I calmed myself.
"Girls," I said in a clipped voice.
"Yeah?" Chloe's impertinent voice yelled back.
"I asked you to bring in all of the bags when you got out of the car," I said.
"Yeah, we got all of them. I didn't know if you wanted your computer case, but I got it anyway," Natalie said. The three girls had returned to the entryway and looked at the stack of bags.
"Where is my duffel bag?" I asked. The girls looked at each other nervously, sort of shrugging.
"I didn't see one," Casey said, biting her lip, "Want me to go and look?" I should have appreciated that she was offering to help. But I was too tired, too annoyed with the whole world.
"In your pajamas, Casey? Does that sound like a smart idea to you? I swear, I... oh fucking shit!" I suddenly yelled slapping myself so hard on the forehead that I immediately regretted it. The pain was sharp, but a dull throb remained.
"What's wrong?" Natalie asked, looking at me warily, like she was scared I was going to explode. She was right to be nervous.
"My goddamned bag! I put it in the...the..." the word wouldn't come, "the fucking compartment in the bottom of the fucking bus. And then I got switched over to driving my car and I forgot to take the damned thing out. And now I don't have any clothes except for what I am wearing. Which means I have to sleep in my jeans and my shirt and then wear it again tomorrow," I vented until I felt ridiculous.
Of course, none of the perfect girls had lost any of their stuff. They were comfortable. Well, not entirely comfortable. They stood awkward in the entryway of the linen closet and looked at one another as I yelled. Finally, I let out a low breath, controlling myself.
"Sorry," I said finally, not sure I really felt that or just felt that I should. The girls sort of shrugged.
"It's been a tough day, Mrs. S.," Chloe, of all people, said soothingly.
"You can wear my other pajamas," Natalie said helpfully.
"Thank you," I said, actually sort of touched that she would even offer. Then, I sort of furrowed my brow, "You aren't even wearing pajamas now." The girls laughed a little and I felt some of the tension lessen. I felt silly for being angry.
"I brought this," Natalie said, picking at her sweatshirt, "In case it got cold. And it is chilly in here. You can wear my other pajamas, for warm weather. We are almost the same size. They should fit." She said, and she started rifling through her bag, searching for pajamas.
"I have a bustier and a thong, if you'd prefer that," Chloe joke. Natalie laughed a little.
"Don't be a jerk, this is serious!" Casey said, exasperated.
"Thank you Natalie," I said, taking a pair of shorts and a matching top from her. I looked around the room now, as I had them. There was no door on the washroom door.
"You can get changed in there, Mrs. S. We won't look," Casey said, reading my mind. I bit my lip and shook my head.
"I don't want to do that, I am going to go use the other bathroom that the clerk told me about. You girls go eat and try to relax. Sorry again that I got upset. It isn't you, its just..." I said, and couldn't finish it.
"Don't worry about it," Natalie said and the other girls nodded. Then they turned and headed back to the linen closet area to eat.
I took the pajamas and left the room. I walked back towards the lobby, to the place where the clerk had indicated I could find a bathroom. I walked briskly through the empty, quiet hallways of the hotel. Knowing that it was basically empty gave me a sort of creepy vibe (visions of the Shining) and I picked up my pace even further.
The linen closet was about as far from the entrance to the hotel as was possible and it took me a few minutes to reach the lobby. I saw that the clerk was no longer at the front desk, and I walked up to the ladies room. I grabbed the handle and twisted. It didn't move. I yanked on the door. It was locked.
"Motherfucker!" I yelled, pulling again on the doorknob. Again, nothing. "That stupid..." I started. I turned around, looking to see if the clerk was anywhere in the lobby. I even walked over to the desk and sort of looked over it, seeing if she was napping on the floor or something. She wasn't.
I spent the next 15 minutes trying to find her. I wondered the hallways, looking into the various ice/vending rooms, trying random doorknobs, and calling out "the bathroom door is locked!" over and over again. The hotel remained as silent and still as it had ever been. I grew increasingly frustrated, swearing under my breath as I stomped through the hallways.
Eventually, I opened up a door that said "emergency exit only, alarm will sound" and stuck my head outside when no alarm sounded. And there was the clerk, standing next to the dumpster, taking a drag from a cigarette. She looked a little surprised to find me.
"The fucking ladies room door is locked," I said hotly. I was well beyond the ability to pretend to be nice. My frustration was boiling over.
"Why didn't you just use the men's room?" She asked. I felt a strange, familiar, twinge of anxiety.
"It didn't occur to me," I said flatly. I detested men's rooms. I hadn't been in one since I was 13 and I didn't intend on entering one again if I could avoid it.
"I lock up the women's room at night, so I only have to clean one in the morning. Just use the men's room," the clerk said, and then she turned back to the dumpster. She didn't want to deal with me any more than I wanted to deal with her. I sighed loudly and let the door slam behind me.
A few minutes later, I was in the lobby again. I was standing in front of the men's room, looking at the little outline of the white figure. No skirt. A men's room, a room for men. I ran my hands through my hair. I mean, I knew it didn't mean anything. Any of the women in the hotel would use this bathroom. It was just the only open bathroom. It was like a unisex bathroom. I used those without any trouble. Still...that male character stared at me.
"Whatever, get it over with," I said to myself and I pushed open the door. I stepped into the bathroom and the door closet behind me quickly. I turned to the right and saw two urinals up against the wall. I looked straight ahead again, I didn't want to even think about urinals. I turned the other direction and saw my reflection in the mirror. I was a woman. I breathed out slowly.
I turned towards the bathroom stall, walked in, and closed the door behind me. It was a bit of a relief as I was enveloped in the privacy of the stall. There were, thankfully, two hooks on the stall door. On one, I hung the pajamas that Natalie had lent me.
I had dressed somewhat comfortably for the drive. I had a loose-fitting sweatshirt and a pair of well-broken-in jeans. I slipped the sweatshirt up over my head and hung it on the remaining hook, as best I could. I looked down at my sensible, red bra. I reached behind my back, unhooked it, and then through my arms forward. The bra slipped off of me and I hung it as well. My large breasts tumbled out and I sighed with relief. I looked down at my breasts, rubbed them gently where bra had pinched them. Next I unbuttoned my jeans and slipped them down around my ankles. I picked them up and set them on the door as well. Now I was only wearing my white cotton panties.
These were the only panties I had now. I desperately wanted to just leave them on. Slip into the pajamas and head back. But I would need to wear the same clothes tomorrow. I definitely didn't want to wear the same underwear for 36 hours. But I also couldn't go commando tomorrow. I would be wearing my jeans again and I didn't feel like getting chaffed by rivets and denim.
And so, the only choice was to take off my panties now. Save them for tomorrow. I looked around the stall, not really sure what I was nervous about. Someone watching? Whatever. I slipped my fingers into the waistband of my panties, and slipped them down, hung them up on the hooks.
I looked down at my cock, and sighed. If someone had told me when I was in high school that, pushing 40, I would still have that cock, I would have thought something had gone horribly wrong. When I was younger I had been, to my immense shame, hung. It had been well over seven inches long when hard. Given my height, it had looked absolutely massive. And I hated it. I had told myself I was going to have it removed just as soon as I could afford the surgery.
But then, I had started HRT. I was shocked by how quickly I went from sick, to glowingly healthy. The strange, unpleasant body that I had inhabited for all those horrible years had blossomed, seemingly overnight, into the form I had always known it should have. Softer features, breasts, more pronounced shape...all of those things had been a godsend. But other changes had occurred as well, things I hadn't expected. After a little while, my cock shrank. I didn't believe it at first, but soon the difference was so marked that I couldn't help but notice. It was suddenly two inches shorter than it had been before! The veiny, purpleness of it had changed as well. It had become soft, smooth, and pink. It really wasn't the same cock. It was girly. Cute. And suddenly I didn't hate it any more. I saw in its transformation, my own blossoming writ small. And so I kept it. And my husband, when I met him, had liked it as well. Finding fun ways to incorporate my cock into our bedroom activity (the only part of our relationship that had really worked), was always a surprisingly unexpected thrill. And so I kept it.
But now, for the first time in years, I thought of it again as an inconvenience. Because I lifted up the shorts that Natalie had given me off of the stall door. And they were tiny. And while Natalie was the closest to me in height, she did not have the same body type. She was slim. Very slim.
Well there wasn't anything to do about it. I stepped into the shorts, pulling them up over my wide thighs. The fabric stretched around my ass and soon I was wearing them. They looked like they were painted on! An unmistakable bulge had formed in the front. I felt my cheeks get red, hot.
"Nothing to do about it," I whispered to myself. I rarely tucked and didn't have any of the stuff necessary to do it. Plus, I really wouldn't have wanted to sleep tucked anyway. I would just walk into the room with my clothes in front of my cock and jump into my cot quickly.
"Well, this should help," I said as I pulled the shirt on. It must've been tight on Natalie. My tits were basically falling out of it. They filled the shirt so well that my midriff was showing. All eyes would be there. And not on my dick, which they never would have thought to look for.
I made my way back to the linen closet and went to open the door. It was locked. I sighed and kicked the door repeatedly. "Sorry, sorry, sorry!" I heard someone yelling from inside. A few seconds later Chloe answered the door.
"Sorry Mrs. S., it was so creepy we got scared and..." Chloe started, then her eyes found my chest and went wide. Her cheeks went red and she looked away. I stepped past her into the room, holding my clothes in front of my hips.
"It's fine," I said flatly. I walked into the room and saw the other two girls sitting on one of the cots. They looked up at me. Casey did a double take.
"Damn Mrs. S! You have a killer body!" she said. I didn't generally wear things to school that would accentuate my body. It seemed the girls were genuinely shocked. Despite myself, I was a bit flattered.
"It is a starving body. Give me my food," I said, looking down at the bags piled on the floor. None of the girls moved. They didn't speak. They eyed each other nervously. I looked over into the bag. Empty.
"We thought you already ate," Chloe said apologetically, "Like when you picked up the food."
"You ate all the food?" I asked, more resigned than anything. Of course. That was absolutely my luck. And it was just so...characteristic. These were the kinds of girls who didn't have to think about other people and their needs.
"There are some chips left," Natalie said, holding up a bag of opened potato chips. Somehow, that made me even angrier. I bit my lip so hard I am surprised I didn't draw blood. I was literally shaking.
"No. Thank you. I am just going to bed," I said.
"Mrs. S..." Chloe started.
"No, going to bed!" I said. The girls were one of the long sides of the rectangular path in the linen closet. I walked around to the opposite side where I couldn't see them. In fact, the linen even muffled their voices. Though, I thought I heard them giggling. I dropped my clothes onto the floor and flopped onto the cot. I grabbed a blanket off of the shelf next to me and covered up and slammed my eyes shut.
I spent a long, hungry time just laying in the cot. My insides felt like they were tangled up. I was anxious and felt exposed. I was frustrated and angry and felt like no one around me had any idea what I was going through. I felt ridiculous and ashamed. I felt like everyone was laughing at me. In short, I felt like I was in high school all over again.
But, thankfully, at some point, I fell asleep.
* * * * *
I awoke at some point in the night, disoriented. For a long moment, I forgot where I was and what I was doing. And I heard a low, hissing sound. Slowly, my senses sort of returned to me and I rubbed the sleep from my eyes. I followed the sound of the hissing and eventually realize that it is whispering. I look down towards my feet and see that Casey was kneeling next to Natalie's cot, talking quietly but urgently. I knew that those two had been sleeping on opposite sides of the room. It meant that Casey had walked past me to get to Natalie. Perhaps that was what woke me up.
At first I assumed that Casey had awakened in the middle of the night and needed to use the bathroom. Afraid of going alone, she was waking her friend. I prepared to roll over onto my side and go back to sleep. But now that I was fully awake, I found that I could actually hear what they were saying. Despite the fact that I had no interest in eavesdropping, in the absolute silence of the linen closet, I couldn't help but hear them.
"No, you have to get up, I have to show you!" Casey said insistently.
"I am exhausted, can't you just tell me? Or I can look at it in the morning," Natalie whined. I almost yelled at them then that I was exhausted and they needed to sleep. But I actually felt too tired to even complain.
"I mean...no. Like it won't be there in the morning and you have to see it! I mean I can't believe..." Casey said, excitedly.
"Just tell me what it is and I will decide if it is worth looking at," Natalie said sensibly. Casey sighed loudly and then waited a long moment.
"She has a dick! Like...a penis!" she said and I felt my blood run cold. I made a sharp, strangled noise in the back of my throat. My skin felt prickly all over. My vision sort of narrowed, blackness closing in around the corners of my eyes. I swear to god, my heart actually stopped.
I looked down at my body. My blanket had fallen off at some point in the night. The thick bulge in the middle of my shorts was now very clearly visible. Casey had walked past me in the night, glanced down, and she had seen it! And now she knew! And she was going to tell the other girls. And by tomorrow morning, every student in the school would know that I was a transwoman. I couldn't breathe. I couldn't move.
"What?!" Natalie asked, sitting up in the cot. My eyes followed them, I was frozen.
"I just walked past and I saw it! I mean, I didn't believe it at first. I got kind of close. I mean...it is clearly a penis!" Casey said.
"I need to see it!" Natalie said.
"I know, that's what I have been trying to tell you!" Casey said, and Natalie rose up off of her cot. Casey stood too. I held my breath. The girls were going to walk over towards me and start gawking. They were going to point at my penis. They were going to talk about it. They were going to laugh about it. I was humiliated already, and I was certain that this final humiliation was going to kill me.
"Come on, be quiet," Casey said. I wanted to close my eyes, pretend like I didn't know it was happening. But I couldn't. I couldn't even blink, though my eyes burned terribly. The girls moved away from the cot. And walked to the other side of the room. Where Chloe was sleeping.
For a moment, I couldn't believe it. I wondered if my eyes were showing me what I wanted to see, rather than what I was really seeing. Maybe they were taking the long route around for some reason. But then they never appeared. I finally blinked. And they still weren't there. They were just over on the other side of the shelves. With Chloe.
After what felt like an eternity (but was likely only a few seconds), I realized they weren't coming for me. Which meant...what did it mean? For a moment, I had no idea what to do or think. I remained frozen on the cot. But then I realized, if they weren't looking at me, they were looking at something.
I scrambled quickly up out of my cot, trying to be quiet. I moved quickly over to the shelves separating my little piece of the closet from Chloe's side. It was just a hollow set of metal shelves. You could reach the towels in it from either side. I quietly, but swiftly, shoved several towels to the side. And then, I could see the other side of the room through the shelves. And my god,what I saw!



Casey was on her knees on the floor, sitting down so that she blocked the view of Chloe's head from me. Natalie was standing at about Chloe's feet bent over perpendicular at the waist, looking at Chloe. And Chloe was sleeping. Her blanket, like mine, had slipped from the cot and lie in a pile on the floor. Chloe's tight t-shirt had ridden up in the night, bunched below her pert breasts, her bellybutton exposed Her boxer shorts were still on, slung low around her hips. But the button on the fly had apparently popped off. And Chloe's long, veiny, uncircumcised cock had slipped through the fly and was resting against her hip.
For a long time, neither I nor the girls made any noise at all. The only sound was Chloe gently breathing, oblivious, in her sleep. Honestly, for a long time, my brain couldn't really process what I was looking at. It was sort of strange because, of all people, I was not likely to discount the existence of trans high school students. And yet something about this situation just did not compute with me. Chloe Oliver: the fucking Queen of Franklin County High School was trans. The thought sat on the very top of my brain, but just couldn't sink in.
"I mean...what is it?" Casey asked in a soft whisper. For reasons I did not fully understand, I felt my stomach tighten. I leaned forward as best I could, to hear what they were saying. I saw as Natalie rolled her eyes at Casey's question.
"Well it ain't a fucking salami!" she hissed back, and the two girls glanced at Chloe's...penis again. The two girls were whispering slightly louder than before. They probably knew they should move away, but they also were just unable to look away. Frankly, I couldn't either.
"Has she always had it?" Casey asked and this time Natalie actually laughed a little bit.
"Her parents bought it for her as an early graduation present," Natalie shot back. Casey sort of smirk and crossed her arms in front of her breasts.
"I mean, like, I don't remember her ever..." Casey started. Natalie shrugged.
"She moved to town in like...8th grade. She was always, like...you'd never know," Natalie said. So that explained some of it, some of why no one seems to punish Chloe the way I had been punished. I had gone to the same school from kindergarten. Everyone always knew who I was. Well, no, they didn't. They thought they did. And thought it was ridiculous.
"So you mean this whole time..." Casey said. And my mind filled in the gaps for her. This whole time Chloe has been lying. The whole time Chloe is has been deceiving us. The whole time Chloe was a boy. I knew they were thinking this, because it was the bullshit that I had heard all during high school.
"I could have sworn," Natalie said, and that last word must have slipped of her lips just a little bit too loudly. Because at that moment, Chloe's eyes opened. Casey and Natalie tensed, but they didn't run. Maybe they knew they were already caught. But it looked to me like they were just shocked. Like Chloe wasn't a real person, and they were surprised to see her springing to life.
Chloe sleepily enjoyed the last few seconds of her dignity, as I saw it. She rubbed her eyes with the back of her hands. She yawned and the realized the other girls were sort of crowded around her and jumped a little. Then she laughed softly.
"Hey guys, what's up?" She said, a little confused. She threw her legs over the side of the cot. And she felt it. I saw her feel it. Her soft cock brushing against her thigh. The cold air of the linen closet eliminating any doubt. Chloe looked down between her legs. Her eyes grew wide and her face instantly became crimson.
"I forgot to put my panties on under my boxers," Chloe said in a jerky, unnatural sounding voice. I knew that she was saying so much more with those words. In that brief moment, my feelings for Chloe Oliver completely inverted. Suddenly, I saw her in a completely different light. Where once I had seen over-privileged girl with a sneaky disobedient streak, I now saw something else. I saw a girl who had climbed the social ladder of high school on her own terms. Who lived and breathed the truth she felt in her heart. Suddenly, her brashness felt more like openness. Her popularity a reward for her bravery. I saw, reflected in her, a life I might have lived if given half a chance.
And then I sensed all of that melting away. I could see it in her face, and hear it in her voice. Everything she had worked so hard to create was falling apart. And instantly. I mean it was all being stripped from her in the blink of an eye. By this time the next day, she would be a pariah. The worst part was, she clearly knew it.
"Guys, you guys. We were friends...please don't say anything...I will...I don't know," Chloe said miserably. She propped her elbows onto her thighs, put her head in her hands. She looked up at her erstwhile friends, pleading with her desperate eyes.
"You need to go," I said to myself, in my mind. I knew that these girls, these popular, pretty girls who never had to worry about the things that Chloe and I worried about, were about to unleash hell. I knew the things they would say, the things they were already thinking. Because I had heard them all before. I knew the ways these girls were. And so I needed to get out there. I needed to protect Chloe.
And yet I couldn't. I kept telling my legs to move. I kept willing myself forward. But I remained frozen in place. It wasn't indecision. I knew what I had to do, what I was going to say. In some ways, I had been rehearsing my words in my mind since I was in middle school. It wasn't that I was shocked or confused. It was that I was scared.
Suddenly I didn't feel like "Mrs. S," anymore. The years separating me from high school, from MY high school, had collapsed. I was Ana Garcia again. The short, shy, unhappy girl that pretty girls like this chased out of bathrooms, calling her 'Ana Conda' and giggling viciously. Other names that can't be written. Casey and Natalie were the girls who picked Ana Conda apart like a fly.
I was suddenly overwhelmed by emotions that I hadn't felt in decades. That sensation of pure dread I felt every time I went to school. Every time I saw a pretty, popular girl. My legs felt weak, and my bladder was tight. My eyes were filled with tears and I was covered in a cold sweat.
I needed to be there for Chloe. But my broken parts had never healed. They had scarred over some, and festered underneath. Rotting and reeking. The trauma was still too raw. I couldn't help her. Because right beneath the skin I was still shattered. But while I couldn't help, I also couldn't look away. And so I prepared to watch my own cursed memories come to life. To swallow up another innocent.
"Please stop staring at me!" Chloe begged, "I know I am disgusting, don't look!" I couldn't breathe as she spoke.
"Oh god, no!" It was Natalie. She sat down on the cot next to Chloe, and threw her arm around her. She pulled her close.
"Chloe! Don't say that! You aren't disgusting! We weren't staring!" Casey said. She was still on her knees near Chloe's cot, and she rubbed her friend's calf gently.
"Well, I mean, we kind of were staring," Natalie admitted nervously, "But we were just like...surprised. And curious. We just..."
"We didn't know we knew any trans people," Casey finished and Natalie nodded emphatically. The scene unfolded before me in a sort of aura of unreality. Like I had experienced some sort of psychotic break and my mind was replaying some sort of fantasy I'd once had.
"Please don't..." Chloe said, and I could tell that she didn't really believe it either. Still, she leaned her head against Natalie's shoulder.
"We are telling the truth. I am sorry we scared you," Natalie said, soothingly. She hugged her friend tighter.
"I told Natalie, and I shouldn't have. I just...I was surprised. But we won't tell anyone else. It isn't anyone's business," Casey said with real remorse. Chloe looked back and forth between them. She looked down at her cock, which was still hanging out of her boxer shorts. She breathed heavily for a few seconds.
"Are you guys fucking with me?" Chloe asked, her eyes red and her body trembling.
"No, we are really sorry we made you feel bad. I wouldn't have told Natalie if I thought you'd be so upset. I didn't think..." Casey said. She bit her lip and I could see that her leg was sort of nervously shaking.
"For the record, I think it is sort of cool," Natalie said. Once again, the girls lapsed into silence. Chloe looked at Casey for a long time, and then turned to Natalie as well. She kept waiting, as I did, for the other shoe to drop. But the other girls just looked at her, warm but nervous.
"It is okay, I am not mad at you Casey. Don't lose that leg," Chloe eventually said and Casey visibly sighed with relief. She stood up quickly and put her arms around Chloe, accidentally bumping Natalie in the head in the process. Natalie laughed and slipped her arm from Casey's shoulder.
"So we are still friends?" Casey asked anxiously. A little dazed, Chloe laughed.
"Yeah, its fine," she said in a far away voice. She turned to Natalie, "You think my...my body is cool?" she asked a big incredulously. Natalie nodded emphatically.
"Yeah! Its unique and...Oh my god, I just thought of something," Natalie said, "you never have to have a period!" Chloe smiled a little and shrugged.
"Oh jeez, you're right!" Casey said, "Okay, actually, now I take back what I said before. I am disgusted. But like, exclusively because you've never had to use a tampon. Or have your mom describe to you how to use a tampon." The girls all laughed. And the tension in the room seemed to slip away. Chloe was breathing more normally.
"I just thought you guys would think I was, like, a pervert or something," Chloe said and Casey furrowed her brow. Natalie laughed gently.
"I mean, two weeks ago you told me that you watch porn where cartoon girls have sex with monsters. You are a pervert," Natalie joked, "but not because you're trans."
"I don't think your, like, gender can make you a pervert," Casey said, clearly struggling to put her words in the correct order, based on her thinking, "Like, being a pervert is about stuff you do or think, not who you are." Chloe smiled at that.
"You know, I think you guys are telling the truth," she said after a long pause, "It just still feels really weird. Like, no one but my parents know that I am...trans. It feels weird having you all know," she explained. Natalie nodded understandingly.
"So remember earlier this year when I dated Ben Whitmere? He asked to watch me pee. Like to squat down close and watch it come out. I let him do it. It was kind of fun," Natalie said matter-of-factly. Chloe laughed and put her hand over her mouth.
"Oh my god, are you for real? Why did you tell me that?" she asked.
"Now you know something weird about me that no one else knows. And you know I am a bigger pervert than you. Because, like Casey said, that's a thing I did," Natalie explained.
"You didn't have to..."Chloe started.
"I made out with my cousin once," Casey threw out quickly, her cheeks red before she even said it, "Well, more than that, she was like...really insistent on feeling me up."
"She?" Chloe asked, raising her eyebrow.
"That is weirder to you than that it was her cousin?" Natalie laughed.
"I guess none of that is weird, everyone wants to feel up Casey," Chloe joked and the girls laughed.
I had watched all of this unfold in a totally receptive state. Once the girls started really talking, I didn't even had conscious thoughts that I could recall. I just sort of took everything in, letting it wash over me. I guess that was the only way I could make sense of it. If I tried to process it actively, it would have clashed violently against everything I knew to be true. Everything experience had taught me over many, many hard years.
But as the girl's laughed together, I sort of dropped back inside of myself. I became conscious that I was looking through the shelves in the linen closet at the three girls. But I felt...changed. Like I had climbed back inside of my own brain, but all of the furniture had been rearranged.
I looked at Casey and Natalie, and Chloe. And I didn't see the girls I had driven out to the god-forsaken hotel with. Girls that I hated. No. Wait, that wasn't true. I didn't hate Casey. Casey had always just reminded me of Beth Cramer, the Student Body President who called me by the wrong name at every single school assembly. I didn't hate Natalie. Natalie just reminded me of Andrea Henson, who tried to pants me every day during gym glass. I didn't even hate Chloe, who had once reminded me of Meredith Murphy, who hid notes in my locker from my 'secret admirer' and told everyone I "fell for it" even though I knew no one liked me. I had never really seen Casey and Natalie and Chloe before. I had always just seen their analogues, back through the years. Not really them. Not until this very moment. Now Chloe just reminded me of...me. And Casey and Natalie were the girls I needed back then but had never found. I kept watching, recording everything I saw in my mind's eye, too scrambled to really think.
"So seriously, no pressure. You can say no if you want and I won't say a word or anything. I am just sort of curious..." Natalie was rambling.
"What?" Chloe asked.
"Can I look at it?" Natalie said, crinkling up her nose.
"Yeah, can we?' Casey asked, "I am just so curious!" Chloe gave them a sort of incredulous look.
"You want to look at it?" she asked. The other girls nodded. Chloe shrugged, "I mean...Okay," she said, and she spread her legs.
"Take the boxers off, we can't see anything," Casey said and Chloe laughed.
"You've seen plenty, I think," she said. Nonetheless, she stood up from the cot. She slipped her thumbs into the waistband of her boxers and dropped them quickly. And suddenly she was standing right in front of two of her classmates, her soft cock entirely exposed.
It was maybe a little longer than mine, but not as big as I had been before HRT. It somewhat thin and veiny. She had small balls in a tight, smooth scrotum. She was waxed entirely bare. It was cute. She was cute. The other girls seemed to think so to.
"Woah!" Casey said.
"Its so girly!" Natalie said, scrunching up her nose. Both girls had moved so that they were kneeling on either side of Chloe's body. Far enough away to be respectful, but close enough to see... everything. By chance, neither Casey nor Natalie moved directly in front of me, and I was left with a clear view of Chloe's lovely body.
"Is it rude if I ask if you an get, like, hard?" Casey asked, leaning in slightly.
"No, I don't think it is rude," Chloe said, a little self-consciously.
"Does it get, like, hard?" Casey asked and Chloe laughed.
"Sometimes. Don't be offended, I am a little nervous right now," she explained and the other two girls giggled playfully.
"Do girls get you hard?" Natalie asked, raising her eyebrows. Chloe laughed prettily and nodded, suddenly shier than I'd ever seen her before.
"Boys and girls," Chloe said in a small voice. That answer hung in the air for a very, very long time. Chloe's eyes darted first to one of her friends and then the other, then back between her legs. I saw Natalie looking hungrily between Chloe's legs as well. Her eyes glittering and moving. You could almost see the wheels turning in her mind. Still, it was a surprise when she broke the silence.
"Can I put it in my mouth?" Natalie asked in a husky voice. Chloe's eyes got wide.
"What?" Casey asked.
"I wasn't asking you," Natalie said, then she looked up at Chloe, "People say I am good at it." She bit her lip and fluttered her eyelashes. Chloe looked at her for a long moment. Her cock pulsed a little and I saw her chest rising and falling more rapidly. She looked over at Casey, who was just looking on intently.
Chloe looked as though she had hundreds of questions in that moment, but after another awhile, she asked an interesting one: "Why?" she whispered. Natalie smiled and shrugged.
"You look hot and I like sucking dick," Natalie said simply. Natalie settled down a little towards the floor, her body moving languidly, seductively. She bit her lip a little and ran her fingers through her hair. It wasn't clear if she realized how she was moving. Her arousal was just as evident as Chloe's plump cock.
"Is this some sort of pity thing..." Chloe started. Natalie rolled her eyes and shook her head vehemently. She didn't even let Chloe finish.
"I am going to be totally honest with you. I am like super turned on right now and have been this ENTIRE time. It is like...really intense. I don't know why, but you should totally take advantage of it. I am not asking you to marry me, it was to have fun!" Natalie blurted out and Chloe laughed.
"I don't know," Chloe said, furrowing her brow.
"Don't you," Natalie said, and her eyes darted down to Chloe's cock. No longer hanging limply between Chloe's slim legs, it was plumping up. Maybe half hard. Chloe reached down and pushed her cock down, as though willing it soft again. It just got a little harder.
"Can I watch?" Casey blurted out and the other two laughed. And for some reason that seemed to break the impasse, but not the sexual tension.
"Yes," Chloe said, finally, shaking her head in confusion, "To both of you. If you take your clothes off." Natalie and Casey looked at each other. And then suddenly there was flurry of activity and Chloe was laughing. She leisurely removed her tight t-shirt, her perky breasts with big, pink areolas falling out. The other girls tore off their clothes, leaving them in a heap on the floor.
"Jesus, Casey!" Chloe said, as the class president got undressed.
"What?" Casey asked.
"You look like a porn star!" Natalie informed her. Casey's breasts somehow looked larger when she was out of her clothes. But she was only 18, so despite their large size they sat up high and firm on her chest. Her reddish nipples look like they were painted against her pale white skin. Her skin was smooth and even. Her pussy was a small, reddish gash. A small, well-kempt strip of blonde pubic hair above it.
"You do too," Chloe said, turning to look at Natalie. As she spoke, she reached forward and flicked Natalie's nipple. Both of Natalie's small, brownish nipples were pierced with small, silver studs. Her body was lithe and long, making her look taller now that she was naked. She had tight, brownish pussy lips and a landing strip of dark hair. Now all three girls were naked.
"I mean, if you want to film this..." Natalie teased.
"No!" Casey and Chloe said in unison. Natalie clapped her hands and laughed.
"I was just kidding," Natalie assured them.
Less joking, more blowing," Casey said, pointing to Chloe's dick.
"I could not have said that better myself, thank you Madame President," Chloe said. Casey sat down on the opposite end of the cot, next to Chloe. She sort of leaned forward, looking at Chloe's body.
"This is like...I don't even know," Natalie said shaking her head a bit in almost reverence. But she didn't wait any longer. She dropped down quickly on her knees directly in front of Chloe. Her head tilted back and she looked up at Chloe's eyes for a moment. Chloe blushed and bit one of her fingers, looking down at her friend.
"No one's ever done this for me before," she said softly. And it was like that pushed Natalie beyond control. Her hand came up and wrapped quickly around the base of Chloe's penis. Her fingers were pressed against Chloe's balls. Chloe gasped as Natalie pulled her cock forward. Natalie's mouth opened and her head dropped.
"Oh god!" Chloe groaned, throwing her head back and running her hand though her hair. Natalie's head slid down slowly, her friend's penis pressing through her lips and disappearing into her throat. Natalie's hand moved off of Chloe's shaft, and now both of her hands were resting on Chloe's thighs, spreading Chloe's legs farther. And still, her head kept dropping. Natalie's chin was resting against Chloe's smooth-shaven balls, her nose was against her stomach.



"This is so sexy!" Casey said, almost in awe. She was leaning forward, watching. But, almost unconsciously, her legs began to spread. Soon, her creamy thighs were bumping into Chloe's spread knees. Her pussy lips had slipped apart. In the low light, her lips already glistened with juices. Her right hand slowly snaked down her body, it found its way to her pussy, and her fingers slipped easily into her slick body. She pulled her wet finger out with a sigh, and then began to circle her finger around her small clitoris. But the whole time, her eyes remained on the other two girls.
There was a lot to watch. With Chloe's cock buried entirely in her throat, Natalie moved her head side to side. A thick line of drool dribbled out of her mouth, down her chin, and into a small puddle on the floor. But after a long while, with a gasp, Natalie pulled her head back, Chloe's penis slipped back through her lips. Chloe's eyes were closed now and she ran her hands over Natalie's head. But Natalie didn't wait. As soon as she had caught her breath, she pushed her head forward again, faster than before. Once Chloe's cock hit the back of Natalie's throat, Natalie bounced back. And then thrust her head again. Soon, there was a soft "gluck...gluck...gluck" sound as Natalie bounced the tip of Chloe's penis hard against the back of her throat over and over again.
"I have never felt anything so good!" Chloe gasped. One of her hands rose up to her breast, kneading the flesh slightly, almost like the slight pain was a relief.
"She isn't bad at that," Casey said. As she spoke, she leaned in closer, breathing deeply through her nose, as though she wanted to smell the scent of her friends' arousal. Casey slipped her finger down through her slit again, and then brought it quickly up to her mouth. She sucked on her finger earnestly, moaning a little as she tasted her own flavor. Chloe had turned to look at her, and her eyes grew wider .
"Did you just taste your own pussy?" Chloe asked. Casey slipped her finger from her mouth, looked at it.
"Yeah..." she said slowly, "I always do when I masturbate. Is that weird?" she asked, her cheeks getting a bit red. Chloe sort of shrugged and smiled.
"You are such a pervert!" Chloe teased, but followed it up immediately, "It is really hot, though." And Casey smiled. She moved her finger back between her legs. She moved her index finger through her slit. When she lifted it again, she began to bring it up to her mouth again. Then she paused. She thrust her finger towards Chloe's face. Chloe's mouth opened and she groaned as her lips wrapped around Casey's finger, tasting her pussy. Chloe seemed to be enjoying the taste so much that she didn't even notice that Natalie had slowly allowed her cock to slip out.
"You guys have like a sixth grader's idea of being a pervert," she said, with faux annoyance. Before the other two girls had a chance to react, Natalie's hands moved down and slipped underneath of Chloe's knees. Without warning, she pushed them up and back. Chloe let out a little yip as her hips rocked back. She threw her hands back to steady herself and Casey's finger slipped from her mouth. Chloe's hips rolled back as her knees moved towards her chest. Her now completely hard cock pressed against her slim belly, her small balls hanging lower now.
Once again, Natalie moved like a woman who knew exactly what she was doing. She kept her hands up against the backs of Chloe's knees, her elbows locked out. And then she dropped her head down. First, her tongue darted out softly, sinking into Chloe's scrotum. And then she opened her mouth wider, and Chloe's balls entered her mouth. Chloe gasped, her eyes on Natalie's, watching as her friend massaged her balls with her tongue.
"Do they taste good?" Casey asked, gasping a bit, her finger moving more wildly between her legs. She didn't stop watching her friends for a second. Natalie slipped Chloe's balls out of her mouth with an audible pop. She kissed Chloe's scrotum.
"Very tasty," she said, "But this will be better," and with that, she dropped her head lower, with her tongue out. Chloe's whole body shook and she made a strange cooing noise.
"Oh fuck!" Chloe groaned, "She is eating my ass!" The room filled with a wet sort of noise as Natalie lapped at Chloe's asshole. And at the same time, Casey's lifted one of her breasts up heavily, moving her nipple to her mouth and sucking on it as she watched the others.
I don't know what it was about that moment, but I sort of dropped back inside of myself. It was only when that happened that I realized that anything strange had happened. But now I felt a little like the wind had been knocked out of me. I thought back on what had happened, and it was sort of...impossible to fully understand. I had been like my consciousness had sort of been floating freely around the room, sort of passively observing. I hadn't felt anything. I hadn't even been conscious that I had a body. I had never felt anything like it before.
And then, a moment later, I really realized what it was that I was watching. Three of my students, having sex with one another. I mean, they were all 18, so it wasn't like...I don't know, but it was still...This was not something that should be happening. I had a duty, as their guardian, to put a stop to all of this.
But these thoughts weren't as sharp at the time as they later seemed in retrospect. I still had a sort of dazed, floating feeling. The thoughts passed through my mind in a sort of rote, mechanical way. I think that, largely, it was just instinct. I was a teacher, with my brain in a fog, I sort of defaulted to my original programming: see students having sex, you put a stop to it.
With no additional thought about what I was going to do or even what I was thinking, I sort of stumbled my way around the outside of the linen closet. I came around the corner and I was looking at them again. It was strange, being on this side of the shelves, no longer looking through the towels and other objects, this suddenly felt more real. This was not some sort of strange fantasy my mind had conjured. This was real. There were three pretty girls having sex with one another.
"Ahem!" I said, somewhat loudly. And the girls froze. Casey's legs slammed together and her tit fell from her mouth. Natalie only moved her eyes to look at me, Chloe's balls resting on top of her nose, Chloe's shaft actually resting against the top of her head. Chloe crossed her arms in front of her breasts, her body trembling.
"Oh shit! Mrs. S...I..." Casey said. Natalie opened her mouth to speak, but it was like she had forgotten her tongue was up Chloe's ass. She spoke but just made a strange, muffled sound.
"Girls," I said, my voice sounding oddly normal, "I don't know what you all think you're doing here. But this is totally and completely inappropriate. This is a school trip and it does not matter how old you are, this is not acceptable behavior for..." The more I spoke, the more comfortable I felt with what I was saying. It was like the world was falling back into its normal places. But then Chloe interrupted me.
"Uh, Mrs. S..." she said. I was a bit annoyed.
"Yes, Chloe, what?" I asked sharply. For a moment, Chloe just looked at me. Slowly, the look of shock melted from her face, replaced with something that looked strangely like...relief. But that lasted only a moment, and was itself replaced with the more familiar smirk I recognized from school. She tilted her head to the side, "What is it?" I asked.
"Your uh...You..." Chloe said, and she lifted one hand from her breast and pointed it at me. She sort of circled her finger around.
"My what?" I said, trying to follow her finger. My eyes went down. I saw it before she responded.
"Your dick is hard," she said. And she was right. As I looked down, I saw in my small, borrowed shorts were tented. Tented so much that it had pulled the leg hole wide, my balls visible. The other girls turned and looked as well. Casey's mouth dropped open. Natalie pulled her face away from Chloe's asshole to stare at me.
I had, thousands of times, imagined what it would be like if students found out about my gender identity. I had nightmares about it, in fact. I knew, had always known, exactly how I would feel if it had ever happened. Even the thought of it sent a cascade of cold nerves down my spine, settling in the pit of my stomach. Absolute despair. Absolute panic. And yet...here I was.
"Oh my god!" Casey said, "Is this...like for real?" It felt like a good question.
"Well, shit," I said casually, the 'disappointed teacher' vibe that I had cultivated evaporated. But despair and panic didn't take its place. It should have been terrifying. I should have melted into a puddle on the linen closet floor. I should have been begging, pleading for their silence. I should have felt ashamed. But instead, I was just...calm.
For reasons I really couldn't explain, the fear and shame didn't feel rational. I guess most of it was just I had seen how the girls reacted to Chloe. Despite myself, I had come to trust their instincts. And, honestly, my cock was still hard (the first time that had happened in such a long time, I hadn't even realized it had happened), the only thing really felt was aroused.
The girls were still gaping at me, their mouths open, their eyes wide. I probably could have bluffed them down from this. Got more angry and scared them into submission. But I looked at them, their beautiful bodies draped over one another. And they had been having fun, not hurting anyone. They were adults. Really, they had been so sweet to one another, I felt terrible about the idea of pulling them apart. I put my hands on my hips, and sighed. What was obviously right didn't feel right. What was obviously wrong felt...like the only thing I could reasonably do.
"Alright," I said, taking a step toward them. As I moved, I worked my thumbs into the waistband of my shorts, "You aren't in any trouble. I am not going to say anything to anyone," I said, but the girls didn't seem relieved by that. They were still to shocked, "What do you all want to do? Do you want to go to bed right now? Just be done with this? You want me to pretend I didn't see anything? Just go on the other side of the room and we all keep our mouths shut bout everything?" I slipped the waistband of my shorts down slightly, "Or do you want to do something else?" I could hardly believe what I was saying. But even as I said it, I knew that I meant it. Meant it completely. God, I couldn't remember the last time I was this horny...I would have done anything with anyone at that moment.
The girls paused for a moment. Casey looked at the other two girls, her eyes wide, shrugging and not speaking. Natalie bit her lip, looking away from me, and turning, looking up at Chloe. Chloe wasn't looking at her. Instead, she was starring right at me. Chloe's smirk was still there, but it didn't seem mocking anymore. She raised her eyebrows.
"You got to see my dick, Mrs. S. I want to see yours," Chloe said. Between Chloe's legs, Natalie nodded enthusiastically and looked at me. I put on a stern face for a moment.
"No," I said flatly, and Chloe flinched a little, "No, if you see my cock, you call me Ana," I said, then I turned to the other girls, "You all want this?" I asked and was met by more enthusiastic nods, "And not a word to anyone! About any of this?" I said. The girls nodded, "Say it!" Insisted.
Not a word to anyone," they all said in rough unison. Honestly, I was no longer in control of myself. I wasn't myself...I don't know. I felt like a different person. And to this different person taking off my clothes seemed like the right thing to do. And so I did. I slipped the tight shorts down over my hips, letting my hard, smooth cock pop out. My smooth, shaved balls hung down low and heavy. While the girls were gawking, I slipped the top up over my head and tossed it aside as well, my firm breasts now exposed. Finally, we were all naked. The first time I had been naked in front of anyone since my divorce.
For a long moment, I just stood, looking at the girls. The room was absolutely silent. In fact, we could hear the sounds of the air conditioning units down on the far side of the building. No one moved. No one breathed. I just looked at them, and they stared back at me.
I guess had expected them to just...go back to what they were doing. And I would join somehow in some way. But they seemed to be waiting for me. And I realized that, despite everything, I was still their teacher. They expected me to take the lead. To instruct them. I smiled a little.
"Casey, you look a little lonely over there, do you want me to keep you company?" I asked, before she answered, I started walking in her direction. As I passed the other girls, I said, "Don't let me interrupt you. That asshole looks nice and wet, you could probably get a finger in there."
I walked over to Casey and didn't say a word. Instead, I took her hand and pulled her, gently, up off of the cot. She rose easily. I wrapped my arms around her waist, felt her large breasts press into mine. Casey tilted her head to the side and closed her eyes. Instinctively, I leaned in to kiss her. I felt her soft lips trembling against mine. She was nervous, but also excited. Her lips split open and I felt her warm, assertive tongue lick my mouth. My own lips spread open, I felt Casey's tongue crash into mine. It was warm and soft, and I licked her saliva off of it and swallowed it down. I felt Casey's arms wrap around my neck, she pulled me in deeper, our breasts squeezing tightly.
Like everyone else at Franklin County High School, I had always been curious about Casey's incredible tits, even if I pretended I wasn't. And for that reason, I couldn't bear to kiss Casey any longer, no matter how lovely it felt. Reluctantly I pulled back, feeling Casey's tongue slip from my mouth. She moaned a little. But I pushed her back, feeling her warmth move away from me. Gently, I placed my hands on her shoulder, and pressed her down. I guided and Casey followed, and in a moment, She was laying on her back, her massive breasts spread out across her chest.
"Push them together," I said and clearly, Casey knew exactly what I mean. As I stepped so that I had a foot on either side of waist, she moved her hands up, pressing her large breast together. I moved down so that I was kneeling over top of Casey's body, my ass on her stomach, my cock hovering right above her breasts. I leaned forward, and spit. A large globe of spit, right on my cock. I worked it in slowly, with my hand. At the same time, I spit again, this time between Casey's breasts. Then I moved my cock down, pressing it between her soft breasts.
"Oh my God, they are lovely!" I purred as my cock settled down between Casey's large, milk-colored breasts. She smiled up at me, blushing a little. She squeezed her breasts together more tightly as my shaft came to rest against her breastbone. For where I knelt, I began to rock my hips back and forth. My ass rubbed against Casey's flat stomach, and my cock slipped between her soft breasts. We were well-lubricated, and I slipped easily through Casey's flesh. I watched the tip of my penis pop up between her breasts and then slide back.
"I can't believe this is happening," Casey said, looking down at my cock and then up to my breasts. I smiled and reached one hand back behind me. I found my fingers between Casey's legs, she was sopping wet.
"Do you like it?" I asked, stroking my finger across her clit.
"Yes!" She gasped, making me smile. At that moment, I just happened to look up. I was still thrusting my cock between Casey's massive breasts, but now I was looking back at Natalie and Chloe. Chloe was still spread-legged on the cot, leaning back slightly and grasping her breasts with her small, dainty hands. Natalie was still kneeling between Chloe's legs. But she was no longer eating Chloe's ass. Instead, Chloe's penis was back in Natalie's mouth, and I could actually see Natalie's tongue swirling around the tip.
But that wasn't all. Natalie had taken my advice. The puckered, pink rosebud of Chloe's tight asshole was spread, and Natalie's long, thin finger was pressed inside of her. I could see Chloe's tight anus squeezed around Natalie's second knuckle. Natalie's finger was dripping with spit. And as I watched, I saw her press the finger deeper in, until it disappeared entirely into Chloe, and then she pulled it out again. Chloe moaned prettily with each motion of Natalie's finger.
After a minute, Natalie's eyes flashed opened. And she turned her head, looking towards me. She saw me watching, and she smiled around Chloe's cock. She let Chloe's penis fall from her mouth, and it pushed against her cheek. Natalie looked at me and said, "Do all you trans girls taste this good?" she asked. I smiled.
"You'll find out soon enough," I said. And as I spoke, I heard a small mewling sound below me. I had been so engrossed in watching, that I had forgotten that I was still thrusting my cock between Casey's tits.
"Please, Mrs. S...Ana, please put your dick inside me. Please...fuck me!"Casey almost screamed. My fingers were still toying with her wet pussy, and I realized just how turned on she was. Still, I paused. Just to tease.
"But I will miss these lovely tits," I said, thrusting once, harder than before. Casey groaned.
"You can do anything you want with my tits!" she offered, "Suck them, squeeze them, spank them! I don't care, just fuck me! Please!" Casey begged. I felt a little chill run down my spine. No one would have suspected that perfect President Casey could be such a harlot! But I couldn't bear to tease her any longer. I lifted my hips up, my cock slipping out from between Casey's soft breasts. I put my hands under her armpits and sort of rocked my self back. Casey spread her legs as I moved back, and before I knew it, I was on my knees between her legs.
The scent of Casey's pussy was overpowering. So sweet and musky. Just breathing it in made my nipples hard and my head swim. I couldn't even remember the last time I had smelled pussy. Years. Before I got married. I had forgotten how exciting it could be. It made me feel naughty. I moved one hand to Casey's hip, to balance myself, but my other hand, the one that had been teasing her pussy, quickly moved to her face, "clean this!" I said. Casey lunged her neck forward, wrapping her lips around my damp fingers and swirling her tongue around them, tasting them. She moaned and shivered as she tasted herself. Eventually, I slipped my finger from her mouth, finding my own cock.
"You tell me if this hurts or anything, sweetie," I said, looking at Casey as I pushed my cock down, positioning the hard tip against her slick opening. Casey didn't speak, just nodded. I pushed until the bulbous tip of my cock split Casey's tight pussy.
"Oh God!" Casey moaned. I felt her legs rise up, squeezing me a little, "Don't stop!" she begged, as she felt me hesitate. I moved my hand from my cock. I sort of sank into Casey. She was tight, but so unbelievably wet and willing. I felt my cock press deeper and deeper inside of her, felt her tight body squeeze, wetly, around me. Until, I felt my balls press against her ass. And I realized I was entirely inside of her. Totally enveloped in her warmth.
"You feel incredible," I moaned, and Casey smiled. In fact, the sensation was so overwhelming that I didn't feel the strength to hold myself up. My hand slipped from Casey's hip and I dropped down so that I was laying against Casey's body. I felt her my face settle into her soft breasts. Her hands rose up, wrapping around me and playing with my hair. Casey's breasts were slick with spit and precum. I started to kiss them, sucking on her flesh, eventually finding her nipples, licking those as well. Her hard little nipples pressed between my teeth and I sucked on them deeply. Casey cooed and let her fingers sink into my hair.



Even while I sucked and played on Casey's breasts, my cock remained inside of her. For a moment, I felt that just her squeezing me was going to feel so incredible that I was going to cum. I was embarrassed just by the thought, but it quickly passed.
But I decided I needed to do more for Casey. I put my hands on either side of her body, lifted myself up, arching my back. My hips thrust forward, driving my cock more deeply inside of her. Casey moaned and bit her lip. I pulled my hips back, letting my cock slip a couple of delicious inches out of Casey's hot pussy. The cool air felt alien, and I thrust my hips forward again, sinking deeply inside her warmth again.
"Yes...Ana, oh! Fuck my wet cunt!" she moaned, as I slowly began to pick up the pace, thrusting my cock in and out of her. I giggled.
"Language, young lady!" I teased.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" Casey moaned, impervious to my scolding. I heard a soft giggle. While I continued to thrust, I looked up. I had almost forgotten that Chloe and Natalie were there. I continued to thrust into Casey's beautiful body as I looked up at the other girls.
Chloe was still sitting on the cot, her legs spread. But Natalie wasn't kneeling in front of her anymore. Instead, she had turned around, her lithe, beautiful body clear to me now. Her perky, pierced breasts sitting high on her chest, her legs looking impossibly long. Her hands were on Chloe's thighs. And as I watched, she lower and raised herself gently, slowly. I looked between her legs, which were spread slightly, and I could see Chloe's hard cock slipping in and out of her pussy.
Chloe's hands were on Natalie's hip, helping the girl to rise and fall on the hard cock. But as I watched, Natalie began to move herself up and down much faster. It was clear that Natalie didn't need Chloe's assistance. Chloe sensed it too. Her hands rose from Natalie's hips, finding Natalie's narrow hips, and then her ribs. Finally, Chloe's hands moved across Natalie's breasts, eventually slipping her palms over them. I watched as Chloe gently squeezed her friend's breasts, and Natalie moaned appreciatively in response.
Natalie thrust her hips down once, gasping as Chloe's cock pushed deeper inside of her. Natalie paused turned her head over her shoulder, looking at Chloe saw her, and their lips met. I saw their tongues licking one another's lips, tasting each other giggling. Natalie broke the kiss and began to rise and fall on Chloe's cock again. Chloe kept kissing Natalie, on her back now while still massaging Natalie's breasts.
Watching the two girls make love have been so beautiful, I hadn't even been thinking about what I was doing. I was still thrusting my cock in Casey's warm pussy. In fact, while I wasn't paying attention, I had been thrusting harder and faster inside of her, reacting to the excitement of watching Chloe and Natalie. Casey reacted out that new intensity, drew my attention back to her as she moaned loudly.
"Oh my god, oh my god!" Casey panted. I looked down at her, saw that her eyes were slammed shut, her face beautifully contorted with pleasure, "Oh Ana, don't stop, I am going to cum!" Casey begged. I kept thrusting, but instinctively, my head dropped, my mouth finding Casey. She had just opened her mouth to moan and my tongue plunged inside of her. And I kept thrusting my cock inside of her, if anything getting faster.
Natalie and Chloe heard Casey moaning. They slowly stopped moving. Chloe looked around from behind Natalie's back so that they could both watch Casey cum. I leaned back slightly, and my hand found its way between Casey's legs. While my cock thrust in and out of Casey's body, I felt my thumb land on Casey's clitoris. She felt it as well, as her eyes shot open and her body began to tremble.
"Don't stop! Don't stop!" Casey begged. I kept thrusting my cock into her and, at the same circling my wet thumb around Casey's clit.
"Cum for teacher, you little slut," Chloe said, giggling a little. Natalie whistled. Casey's head rolled back and she saw her friends watching her. She smiled at them, and it was like knowing they were watching pushed her over the edge. I heard a loud croaking noise in the back of Casey's throat. And then I felt her thighs close around me, her legs wrapping me. She pulled me in, hard, so that my cock pushed deeper than ever. Casey's entire body was shaking wildly, and her croak had turned into a loud moan. Her eyes were slammed shut and her mouth was frozen open. I felt all of her muscles tighten. And then, slowly, loosen.
I had made a student cum. I'd fucked her with my cock. But I didn't have time to think about it. Even as I was slowly pulling my cock out of Casey's dripping pussy, the other girls were ready for me.
"You know," Chloe said, her hands moving up and down Natalie's body, "I have always sort of wondered what it would feel like to be with another transwoman," she raised her eyebrows. Any nerves were now gone for Chloe, she was back to her commanding self. And suddenly, I found that alluring rather than annoying. Natalie slipped off of Chloe's cock, stood in the room.
"She is so tight, Ana. And I got her asshole very wet," Natalie said, lifting herself up off Chloe's hard cock. I felt my own penis twitch at the idea.
"I've never fucked anyone in the ass before," I said, honestly, "My husband wouldn't let me."
"We are both virgins then, no one has every put anything..." and Chloe looked at Natalie, "Anything bigger than a finger into my ass. We can have some firsts together." As she suggested it, Chloe started to rise up off of the cot, until she was standing.
"God, this is going to be so hot," a voice below me said. I looked down at Casey. She had twisted her body around to look at Chloe, even though she was still panting. I returned my gaze to Chloe. She hadn't been waiting for me in the meantime. She had laid down on her back on the floor. She had immediately spread her legs and pulled them up, so that her knees were almost in her armpits. Her asshole was glistening with Natalie's spit, facing towards me, her small balls just above it. Her hard cock was pressed into her stomach, still wet from Natalie's pussy. She reached over on the floor and grabbed a bag, her back. She dug through it quickly and pulled out a large bottle of lube.
"I thought this was only going to be for masturbating," she said, laughing. She squeezed some of the lube into her hand and quickly moved it down, massaging it against her asshole. It was sexy just watching her massage the gentle folds of her anus. Natalie picked up the bottle of lube and squeezed it into her hand.
"Stand up, Ana," Natalie said, and I did as I was told. I walked around Casey's body (and she sat up, her breathing now under control). Natalie walked over towards me. I kept watching Chloe, spread-eagle, spreading lube on and in her cute little ass, her small, perky breasts spread out on her chest. I wasn't even looking at Natalie as she wrapped her hand around my cock. I just a little, the lube had made her hand cold.
"Sorry," Natalie said, and giggled. But she gently began to spread the lube on my cock. Her hands were soft, gentle. But they moved quickly. Somehow, I managed to turn my eyes away from Chloe, turning to look at Natalie. We didn't speak, just looked in one another's eyes. And then my eyes closed and I leaned into her. I felt her lips against mine, her tongue licking my lips, as she continued to stroke my cock and coating it in lube. I felt her pull away and groaned a little, I could feel her lips smiling. She moved her head, so that those delicious lips were against my ear.
"Fuck her little ass until she cums," she whispered, and I felt a nasty warmth flow through me. I turned again and looked at Chloe. She had moved her fingers away from her ass, and she was now just staring at me. At my cock. She saw me looking, and hooked her finger at me.
Almost in a trance, I moved towards Chloe and dropped down onto my knees in front of her. My cock was dripping wet with lube and harder than it had been in...a decade. As I got closer to Chloe's body, I could see her smooth, beautiful skin, feminine curves, and cute, hard cock. Her body smelled sweet, inviting.
"Don't worry about hurting me," Chloe said, almost reading my thoughts, "I will take it. I need it," she said. I nodded, and reached down, grasping my cock. Natalie dropped down next to me, leaning over Chloe's leg, biting her lip, watching.
I positioned the tip of my cock against Chloe's crinkled anus. I looked up at Chloe, her eyes sparkling She was smiling. She thrust her hips down, bouncing her asshole off of my cock. Chloe wanted it bad. I pushed my hips forward. I felt the tip of my cock press into the Chloe's anus. I felt pressure and a small amount of friction, her virgin body resisting me. Chloe whimpered a little.
"Shh..its okay," Natalie said, soothingly. She reached her hand down over Chloe's thigh, her fingers finding their way to the tip of my penis and Chloe's anus. She gently massaged Chloe's asshole with the tips of her fingers, and I could actually feel Chloe's whole body relax. I felt Natalie's fingers find the tip of my penis. I released my cock, letting Natalie gently guide me.
There was still some slight pressure, but not nearly as much. Natalie's delicate fingers felt wonderful on my cock, and I felt Chloe's body open for me. Felt her asshole open to me and the tip of my hard cock slipped inside of my student.
"Oh God!" Chloe moaned, her body writhing. I could see Natalie smiling. She leaned down and placed a gentle kiss, right where my cock was entering Chloe's body, touching us both. Then she leaned back, just watching. I kept steady, even pressure with my hips. I looked down, watching as Chloe's asshole stretched further and further, and my cock slipping deeper and deeper inside of her. She was unbelievably tight, tighter than Casey's sweet pussy. The insides of her body pillowy and constricting, but well-lubed and friction-free.
And then, like magic, I felt Chloe's soft balls pressing against my belly. And my cock was completely inside of her. Chloe's asshole clenched, and I groaned, I had never felt tightness like that before. I looked up now, now longer watching my cock slip in. I saw Chloe's penis, and hard and laying against her smooth belly. I my eyes moved up, over her perky breasts, to her pretty face. She was looking down at me, her eyes wide in amazement. I had never seen her look more beautiful.
Chloe's lips were just slightly open. I couldn't resist. I leaned forward, driving my cock deeply into Chloe. She groaned, her mouth opening wider. But I caught her moan in my mouth as my lips came down on hers. I felt her tongue press into my mouth, fervently. Our breasts pressed together, there was no daylight between our bodies, I could feel her cock hard against me. My own penis, buried deeper than ever inside of me.
Chloe broke the kiss, and I moved my mouth down to her neck, sucking and licking on her skin. I could feel Chloe's breath against the side of my face, and then to my ear. At first she just panted and moaned into it, but eventually, I could her speaking. Just barely a whisper, so that the other girls could not hear.
"I am so glad you are who you are, I can't believe it," she said and I thrust my cock harder into her, making her shiver. "Now I know that everything is going to work out. That I can be me," she said. I laughed a little, moving my lips away from her neck. I moved my lips to her ear.
"I am a middle aged, divorced woman currently putting my career in jeopardy in the...most pleasurable possible way. How do you get that?" I asked. Chloe giggled and wrapped her arms around me. I felt her cock sort of seize against my stomach.
"You're alive, you're healthy, and you're beautiful. Thank you," Chloe whispered back, kissing my lips again. I looked into her eyes as she spoke, I could see them sparkling even more than before. Almost tears. And I felt a flood of affection for her. And relief as well. Remembering how I had hung back in fear earlier, when her peril was at its greatest, I found that I had been given a second chance. I was, just by living, the person that I had needed as a kid. Chloe felt that. I kissed her again, trying not to cry myself.
"Come on, we want to see more, enough of this lovey-dovey stuff," Casey said from behind us. Chloe and I froze for a moment, and then started giggling. It was like, for a moment, Natalie and Casey hadn't existed.
"Let's show them what girls like us can do," I whispered.
"I am all warmed up, don't hold back," Chloe responded. I pushed back, coming back onto my knees between Chloe's body. I felt her soft breasts, and then cock, fall from my body and felt cool, missed their sensation. But now I was perpendicular to Chloe's body and I could look at her. I started to pull my hips back, my cock slipping a few inches out of her. Then I thrust back in, hard, burying it home. I heard the smack of my balls against Chloe's body, saw her cock jiggle with the impact.
"Fuck, like that!" Chloe moaned, her hands rising up to squeeze her own breasts.
"Yeah, like that!" Natalie said, still sitting beside Chloe. Natalie sort of moved, so that she was kneeling next to me, on the other side of Chloe's leg, watching from roughly the same angle I was. I kept thrusting my cock into Chloe's tight asshole, feeling her squeeze around me. I watched her breasts and her cock bounce with each thrust.
I reached down, wrapping my hand around Chloe's hard cock. Her skin was incredibly soft, but her cock was like warm steel beneath it. I stroked my hand up and down on her, letting my palm circle around the tip, coating it with pre-cum. Chloe moaned and shoved her hips down, driving my cock in deeper as I stroked her.
"You don't get to have all of her!" A voice to my side said. Casey had crawled up next to Chloe on her knees. She reached forward and gently took Chloe's hard cock from my hand. She stroked it a few times, looking up towards Chloe's face. "She looks so cute when she is getting fucked!" Casey added.
"Stop talking! Put that dick in your mouth!" Chloe begged. Casey laughed a little, turned her hand and slipped Chloe's cock effortlessly into her throat. I had never seen anything like it. The cock just disappeared inside of her. Once second, Casey's lips were around the tip of Chloe's penis, and the next her nose was against Chloe's hip. She choked a little, pulled the cock out, and then went back down.
"Damn, she is good at that!" Natalie said, and I turned and looked at her. At the same moment, I felt Natalie's hand press against my spine. Then, as I was still thrusting into Chloe, Natalie's hand snaked down, between my ass cheeks. After a moment, the damn, warm pads of her finger found their way to my asshole. She starting to circle her fingers around me. The very tip pop gently inside of me, I jumped a little. Natalie giggled and pulled her hand back. A moment later it, was back. I realized that she wasn't just gently massaging my asshole (though that felt nice), but lubing me up. I turned towards her and kissed her, even as I continued to thrust.
The four of us continued for a few minutes. Chloe lay on her back, her body tense as she squeezed her breasts and moaned uncontrollably. Casey knelt in front of her, moving her head up and down in rapid, fluid motions. Chloe's cock disappeared into Casey's throat, pulled almost all the way out, then disappeared again. I thrust my cock into Chloe's ass as I watched, moving faster as I felt her asshole relax for me. Her insides squeezed me, pulled me in deeper and deeper. And the whole time, Natalie watched her finger circling gently on my asshole.
In the end, it was just too much excitement and attention for Chloe. She held on for as long as she could, but I don't think it was that long. I heard her cumming, knew it was happening. Her eyes slammed shut and she moaned so loudly I thought that the old lady at the front desk would hear it. I saw all her muscles seize, saw her hips thrust up hard into Casey's face. And then, I felt her anus clench on me so tightly I thought for a moment that I was going to cum too. I saw Casey sort of pull back slightly, like she was surprised.
"Oh god!" Chloe moaned as her body trembled for a long moment. Then she let out a low sigh and collapsed, panting. Chloe's asshole relaxed around my cock. I stopped thrusting, to give her a moment to enjoy savor her orgasm. At that same moment, Casey pulled back entirely, letting Chloe's still-hard cock slip from her mouth. There was cum dripping from Casey's chin. Casey rose quickly, put her hands on my cheeks, and pulled me towards her. In a moment, our lips were pressed together. Our mouths open and a large blob of Chloe's hot, salty sperm poured into my mouth. I shivered at the flavor. She tasted so savory, so lovely. I knew I should share with Casey, but I quickly swallowed all of it down, feeling Chloe's warm cum land heavily in my stomach.
I sighed and rocked back on my hips slightly. I don't know what I was intending, but I felt my hard cock slip out of Chloe's asshole heard her sigh as it moved out of her. I turned to look, watching her cute little asshole gape for a moment, before closing back up, looking as pink and perfect as ever.
But after a moment, my view was obscured. I saw Natalie's head drop down between my cock and Chloe's ass. It took me a second to realize what she was doing. In fact, I felt it first. Natalie's lips had wrapped around the tip of my cock! Still hot from the inside of Chloe's asshole, Natalie's tongue was licking and sucking my penis! Her head dropped lower and lower, until my entire cock, tasting of Chloe, was inside of Natalie's mouth.
"Oh my god, that is so nasty!" Casey said from next to me, wiping her chin with the back of her hand and then licking the cum off it. Her eyes were on Natalie the whole time. Eventually, Natalie pulled back, letting my cock drop from her mouth.
"See, you all know nothing about being a pervert," She said, and then turned and kissed Chloe's cock sweetly.
"Don't stop sucking!" I begged. Natalie smiled, turned back to me and kissed my cock again.
" Get on your hands and knees," Natalie ordered. I was unbearably aroused, and not in any position to deny Natalie anything. Without another word, I moved slightly the the side and dropped down to my hands and knees. Natalie followed me over. As soon as I was in position, she dropped down onto her back. She was perpendicular to my body and she sort of slid herself underneath of me. I felt her hand on my cock, and I arched my back down, thrusting my cock towards her face. Natalie deftly guided it down, towards her mouth.
Casey moved quickly as well. She waited for Natalie to get in place, and she knelt down between Natalie's legs. Casey spread them gently, and then dropped her head down between them. I felt Natalie's body tense for a moment, as Casey's tongue began to lap at her wet pussy. Natalie was so aroused that I could actually smell her sweet juices as Casey began to lap at them.
Soon, the only person not involved was Chloe. She was sitting on the floor now, panting a little and propping herself up on her elbows. She was looking at me, as my eyes rolled back in my head. Natalie's mouth felt incredible. Her tongue moved up and down my shaft. And any time I felt like she was getting close to pushing me over the edge, she dropped down and licked my balls. Chloe could barely see that from where she was sitting. She leaned forward, and looked beautiful.
"I am all lubed up," I heard in my voice, and hadn't even realized I had said anything. But I didn't regret it. Chloe smiled and quickly got up off the floor. Her cock bounced lewdly as she rose to her feet. It was still hard glistening with Casey's saliva. She walked up towards me. She bent over at the waist, grabbing my chin in her palm. She pulled my head up.



"Say what you want," Chloe said, leaning down, and kissing me gently on the lips.
"Fuck me!" I begged, "Put that sweet cock in my ass! Fill me with your cum!" I felt Natalie pick up her speed as she heard me. Chloe smiled, kissed me again. She started to walk around my body, on the opposite side as the other girls. As she walked, she trailed her fingers down my neck, over my shoulder, tickling across my ribs. They moved across my thin waist, grasped at my hip. Chloe stepped over my leg, and then stood behind my ass. One hand remained on my hip, but the other reached down and split my ass cheeks apart. My asshole, covered in the lube Natalie had liberally applied, felt cold.
"So sexy, Ana," Chloe said, and then I felt the hard tip of her penis press against my anus. I gasped, just feeling it against me.
"I am not a virgin down there, go fast!" I begged. I arched my back further, rocked back my hips (making Natalie's mouth chase my cock). Chloe rubbed her cock between my ass cheeks, I felt her hard shaft rub against my anus, felt the nerves tingling, "Put it in!" I begged.
"No more teasing, I promise," Chloe said, and then rubbed my asshole one last time. And then the tip as pressing into me. I pushed out slightly, knowing what I was doing. Chloe's cock placed just enough pressure, my body opened for her,sucking the tip of her cock inside of me.
"Oh wow!" Chloe groaned, and her cock began to sink inside of me. I felt the familiar, but somehow unique, feeling of a perfect cock filling my tight asshole. I squeezed her tightly. Chloe's hand came off of my ass cheeks, grabbing my other hip. She sank deeper into me, until I felt her warm balls settle against mine.
"Oh so good, Chloe!" I groaned. Chloe's fingers squeezed into my hips, as she pulled back, her cock sliding out of me. I clenched slightly, holding her tight, but letting her go. The sensation of pulling out was almost as good as going in. And then Chloe was thrusting in again. She moved fast, just like I had begged her too. She thrust in hard, pushing so deep inside of me I felt like the tip of her cock would shoot out of my mouth. I pushed back, willing her deeper.
Natalie came first. I could hear a strange, muffled noise, even as Chloe began to thrust faster. I could feel her tongue going wild on my penis. I turned to look, I could see her body shaking. Her legs were locked around Casey's head, her hips bucking. After a few moments, I saw her muscles go slack, and her chest rose and fell rapidly.
I realized in that moment, that I was barely holding on as well. I had been almost cumming the entire time. And watching Natalie, feeling her body react against me...it was overwhelming. The sounds and smells and sensations in the room were just too much.
"Fuck!" I moaned, and shoved my cock down into Natalie's throat. The orgasm was unlike any I'd ever felt before. I had never realized it before, but I think that, for my entire life, I had always held a little back. I had always wondered what I looked like, what I sounded like when I came. Was it as feminine as I knew it should be? I don't know, other dumb thoughts like that. This time, there was none of that. A sensation of pure pleasure rippled out from the tip of my cock, spreading over my entire body like a soothing, electrical balm. I knew I was trembling, I knew I was moaning. I didn't care. I just let the sensation carry me.
The only thing that I was certain of, as the orgasm tore through my body, was that my asshole had clenched hard around Chloe's cock. I felt her hardness inside of me. I heard her groan. And, after a moment, I felt her cock expanding inside of me, as she came again, quickly. I could feel her cum, less than last time but still a lot, pour into my warm, willing bowels. My asshole relaxed, and I sighed as Chloe's cock pulled out of me.
I didn't know when, but at some point, Natalie had slipped out from underneath of me. I didn't feel her absence (my cock was beautifully numb). Instead, I opened my eyes and she was sitting in front of me. I jumped a little, but Natalie slipped her hands through my hair, pulled me in and kissed me. Our mouths opened, and I was surprised to feel my mouth filling with hot, salty liquid. My own cum! She shoveled it into my mouth, pushing it with her tongue.
At the same time, I felt another strange sensation. A warm, tickling, massaging feeling on my asshole. I couldn't turn and look, but I could feel Chloe's hair draping over my ass. I knew what she was doing. Her beautiful lips were pressed to my ass. She was sucking her own cum out of me. I moaned, pushing some of my own cum back into Natalie's mouth. We kissed deeply, sharing it back and forth, adding our saliva. Eventually, Natalie let all of the cum with me, breaking our kiss.
"Chloe is finally a pervert," Natalie said, sounding like she was proud of it. I realized as Natalie moved away, that Chloe's lips were no longer on my ass. I slowly sat up, resting on my legs. I spun around awkwardly. Before I could even get my bearings, I felt Chloe's hands on my body, felt her lips pressing against mine. And then we were kissing, mouths open, messy. I pushed my cum into her mouth, she pushed hers into mine. Our tongues swirled in the combine sperm, our flavors, distinct at first, merging into something new and wonderful.
Cum and spit dribbled from our mouths, down onto our breasts and legs. I felt tongues on me, and realized that Natalie and Casey were licking up the mess, swallowing it down. I looked down as best I could saw them kissing as well. Some sperm dribbling down onto my cock, and I felt both of them, licking the now-soft shaft clean.
I don't know how long we kissed, but at some point, we had swallowed it all down. My belly felt full, but I knew that each of the other girls had her share as well. As we were clean, we all kissed again, but we pulled apart, panting. The whole experience had been overwhelming. I knew there were things that I should have been thinking, problems I should consider. I should have probably said something to the girls, but I had no idea what it was. Instead, we made ourselves as comfortable as we could, holding one another, and then collapsed down onto the floor together in a sticky, wonderful mess.
* * * * *
"If you plug it in to charge, it messes with the Bluetooth, Mrs. S. Just...yeah, change the input," Casey said from the back seat and soon her music (her terrible, terrible music) was playing again, and she leaned back in her set, turned to Natalie and began chatting again. The air conditioning was blasting (as was the music) and I couldn't hear what they were saying. Chloe, sitting next to me in the front seat reached forward and turned the volume down a couple of notches.
"Thank you!" I said with exaggerated gratitude and Chloe smiled. We were sitting in traffic outside of D.C. The big charter bus carrying the rest of Franklin County High School's seniors was pumping big clouds of black smoke at my little car, but I didn't mind. Didn't even mind being stuck in traffic with my phone telling me we were 15 miles and an hour and forty-five minutes from our location.
To my surprise, I wasn't really looking forward to having the girls, my girls as I thought of them suddenly, melting back into the mass of students. I had spent the morning, and the whole drive that day, dropping my guard in front of them. Getting to know who Natalie really was, who Casey really was, who Chloe really was. And I found that I liked them. I mean...they were still high school seniors with all that that entailed. But they were sweet and funny and loving. They were not the characters I had made them out to be.
"You are in a good mood," Chloe said, now that I could hear her, "I've never seen someone smile and whistle through a traffic jam before." I laughed and reached over and touched Chloe's thigh. She didn't seem to mind.
"I had fun last night," I said, honestly. Chloe blushed.
"I still can't believe...any of this," she said, "But I had fun too," she added, turning and looking at her friends in the back seat.
"You and me both," I said, squeezing her leg and then letting it go. But then, I thought of something and I smiled more broadly, "But that really isn't the main reason I am happy today," I said. Chloe's brow furrowed.
"Oh yeah?" she asked and I shrugged a little.
"Its hard to explain, but last night it was like...it was like a surgeon cut me open. And she cut through the scar tissue, cut out all the the rotten flesh, squeezed out all the pus, then sewed me up and set my bones. And it was like...I had been walking around with all these things just sort of...bad, but had just dealt with it being like that, because I didn't think I could get any better. I thought all those broken parts WERE me. That feeling that way was the price I had to pay to be me. And so they couldn't be fixed. But now I know, all of that pain and rot...it wasn't me. It was because of the world's reaction to me, tearing me up. And that reaction can change. Maybe it has changed. But whatever, I know that I can just be me," I said. The words made sense in my brain, and I knew what I meant. But I saw the confusion remain on Chloe's pretty face. I wasn't sure I'd said anything that anyone could get, besides me.
"Oh...yeah," she said and smiled at me.
"It's okay that you don't understand. You don't have to," I said, "And that's a good thing."
The End
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Hello Readers! It has been forever since I finished a story, and I apologize for not writing more recently. It has been difficult to write. Anyway, this is something new and different. Enjoy and let me know what you think!
[A title screen shows the name of the program, "Family Freud" in heavily stylized letters against a background that looks like old-fashioned television static. A repetitive, non-copyrighted song place on an endless loop for half an hour before the program starts.]
[At exactly 11 p.m. EST time, the title fades away. Slowly, the static begins to resolve and there is a smiling woman, sitting behind a desk. She is the HOST - FILIA SOROR. Filia Soror is a tall, thin woman with long, dark brown hair, tanned white skin, a broad forehead with narrow eyebrows, large almond-shaped blue eyes, a small perky nose, high cheekbones, a wide mouth brimming with white teeth, and a small, rounded chin. She has a lithe build with small, perky breasts, a narrow waist, gentle hips, and long legs. The set looks a bit like a local television newscast. Filia Soror is sitting behind a desk, her body only visible from the waist up. She is wearing a tight black dress with a plunging neckline and no sleeves. Her eyes sparkle as she tosses her hair side to side.]
FILIA SOROR: Good Evening everyone! And welcome to America's favorite (and only) taboo game show "Family Freud"! I am Filia Soror, your gracious mistress of ceremonies. Now, our analytics guys tell us that if you are watching the show tonight, you are already a dedicated fan and you know all the rules and exactly what you are going to see tonight. Seriously, tell your friends, we need to grow our audience.
FILIA SOROR Cont'd: But on the off chance that you are a new viewer or are just so horny that you can't remember the rules, let me tell you how this game is going to work. Tonight, just like every Friday night, we have three new families (two family members on each team) who will compete for a fabulous payday. Amber, how much did our champs win last week?
AMBER [a disembodied, female computer voice]: Last week's champions, Meredith Goldberg and her father Richard took home $31,500.00
FILIA SOROR: Thanks, Amber. And Congratulations again to the Goldberg family. Our legal department fielded over twenty complaints from various law enforcement agencies all over the North American continent. We couldn't be more proud!
FILIA SOROR Cont'd: Contestants on "Family Freud" are selected following a rigorous background check. The important thing to know is that on each family team, only one contestant is aware of what "Family Freud" is and how the game works. That informed contestant convinces a close relative to come play our "family-friendly game" for a chance to win big money. The uninformed contestant will learn about the game as it goes on.
FILIA SOROR Cont'd: The format is simple - We initially have rounds of mental and physical challenges that test the bonds of family and the desire to make a whole lot of dirty money! We will explain the rules to each round. After the third round, the team that is in third place in the money count is eliminated, though they have a chance to earn a consolation prize. A final Showdown round determines the winner. Amber can you introduce us to our contestants tonight?
[Screen fades out and then fades back in, showing ALEXIS MCCLEOD. It is a fully body shot of ALEXIS looking nervous backstage in front of a wall that says "Family Freud." She is 5'5, has pale white skin, shoulder length auburn hair, innocent brown eyes, a slightly wide nose, and a shy mouth with thick lips. She has a long, slim neck, small breasts and a dramatically narrow waist with wide hips. She is wearing a thin white cardigan with a blue t-shirt underneath and a long, dark skirt]
AMBER: Allow me to introduce Alexis McLeod. She is the informed member of the McLeod family team. Alexis is 23 years old and is attending graduate school. She says she has been watching our show for two years and signed up after watching four episodes.
FILIA SOROR [not visible on screen]: Welcome Alexis! Glad you could make it. Would you mind telling the fans at home why you decided to sign up?
[Amber blushes deeply and can't quite look directly into the camera. She shrugs twice before speaking]
ALEXIS: We, my brother and I, we both need money for school. We get along okay, I thought we should at least try. Really, Filia, I never thought you'd call me up!
[Something about Alexis' blushing nervousness creates the impression that she isn't being entirely honest about her motivations for being on the show.]
FILIA SOROR: When the producers saw your ass in your photo samples, they demanded that I give you a call! Alright, let's meet your brother!
[Alexis smiles awkwardly, but the screen fades out. Fades back in, showing FREDDY MCCLEOD. Again a full body shot in front of a wall that says "Family Freud." He seems more comfortable, a common occurrence for the uninformed contestant. He is 5'8 and has a face that looks remarkably like his sister's. His hair is the same color but much shorter, nearly a crew-cut. His shoulders are somewhat narrow and he is slim youthful-looking. He is wearing a plain, dark blue button-up shirt and khakis.]
AMBER: Allow me to introduce Freddy McLeod. He says he is excited about the prospect of helping his sister make a little money for school. He is 18 years old and starting college himself in a couple of months.
FILIA SOROR [not visible on screen]: Welcome Freddy! We are so glad you could make it. I am told you have never seen an episode of this show. What's your best guess as to what you've got yourself into here? What do you think our game is?
[Freddy blushes a little, looking more like his sister. And shrugs.]
FREDDY: Honestly? I figured it was some sort of online rip-off of like...Family Feud or something.
FILIA SOROR [laughing gently]: Oh I think you will be pleasantly surprised Freddy! No feuds here, our show is all about love! Alright, Amber, who is on our next team?
[Screen fades out. Fades back in, showing KASSIE MORGAN. Full body shot in front of a wall that says "Family Freud." She is 5'2 and has cocoa black skin. She has very long hair pulled back in long braids. She has large, round dark eyes and a wide, short nose. She has a wide mouth and a slight gap between her middle teeth. She has a somewhat scrawny build with small breasts, a thin waist, narrow hips, and long, slim legs. She is wearing a white tanktop shirt and a short, black pleated skirt with knee-high socks underneath.]
AMBER: Allow me to introduce Kassie Morgan. She is the informed member of the Morgan family team. Kassie is 20 years old and is attending a rising college junior. She says she has been watching our show for a year and signed up after watching a single episode.
FILIA SOROR [not visible on screen]: Welcome Kassie! We are so excited having you on our show. How did you know after a single episode that this was something you wanted to do?
KASSIE [biting her lip seductively]: Actually, Filia (and can I say that I am a HUGE fan?), the first episode I saw, I didn't see live. I saw it a couple months later and it was the episode that Kylie Carranza won. And I just saw how it made her influencer career just take off. And I just thought it looked like fun! What a good way to become more famous!
FILIA SOROR: I don't think I will ever forget Kylie's episode. She was willing to do ANYTHING to win. I like the look in your eye, Kassie. I think you have her will to victory. Alright let's meet your sister!
[Screen fades out. Fades back in showing ASHLEIGH MORGAN. Full body shot in front of a wall that same "Family Freud." She is 5'4 and her hair is pulled back in dreadlocks instead of braids. She has gold, wire-frame glasses. She looks very similar to her sister, but has grown into her body. She has large, generous breasts and wide hips. She is wearing a fashionable gray v-neck t-shirt and a pair of tight jeans.]
AMBER: Allow me to introduce Ashleigh Morgan. She says her sister had to beg her to be on our show! She is 32 years old and a certified public accountant.
FILIA SOROR [not visible on screen]: Welcome Ashleigh! So you were a little reluctant to join us today. You must really love your sister, since she dragged you out here?
ASHLEIGH [laughing slightly]: Yeah, you know, Kassie is always...very willing to see and be seen. I think she is going to be a movie star or something someday. That really isn't me. But I adore my baby sister. I'd do anything for her.
FILIA SOROR: Well Ashleigh, I think we are going to hold you to that! Alright Amber, the last team please?
[Ashleigh's brow furrows slightly, but the screen fades out and fades back in showing CANDACE LINCOLN. Full body shot in front of a wall that same "Family Freud." She is 5'3 and has long, dark red hair. She has sparkling green eyes, some slight freckles on her face that makes her look very young. She has an upturned pixie nose and a small, pink mouth. She has medium sized breasts, a flat stomach, and a large ass. She is wearing a red, patterned sundress that falls to her mid thighs]
AMBER: Allow me to introduce Candace Lincoln. She is the informed member of the Lincoln family. Candace is 42 years old and is currently unemployed. She has never seen a single episode of our show, but she read about it online and signed up, sight unseen.
FILIA SOROR [not visible on screen]: Welcome Candace! You know, you are the first mother who has EVER brought her son on this show with us. We have had lots of sons bring their mothers. But you are a first. What brings you here?
CANDACE [remains silent for a long minute, then speaks in a tiny voice]: I really need the money. They are going to take the house...
FILIA SOROR: All you perverts online who prefer a little desperation, Candace is speaking your language! Okay, Amber our last contestant please!
[Candace's head drops a bit, Screen fades out. Fades back in showing ZACH LINCOLN. Full body shot in front of a wall that same "Family Freud." He is 5'10 and has longish red hair similar to his mother's, but not as shiny. It hands down obscuring his eyes and he has cow-like lips. He is skinny and has sort of greasy looking skin. He has thin, long legs and large, awkward feet. He is wearing a band t-shirt, but the name is digitally obscured and a pair of tattered jeans.]
AMBER: Allow me to introduce Zach Lincoln. He says he is doing this because he didn't want his mother to complain about it if refused! He is 21 years old and a a part-time mechanic.
FILIA SOROR [not visible on screen]: Welcome Zach! So why do you think your mom wants you here?
ZACH [shrugged and mumbling]: A couple years ago when dad left she always wanted to like...bond. I thought she'd given up on it. I guess I was wrong.
FILIA SOROR: Oh I think you are definitely going to be bonding before all is said and done! Alright, Amber, let's stop teasing and bring everyone out.
[screen shifts to three glass booths. There are doors in the back of the booths and they all open simultaneously. The uninformed members of each team file into the booths and sit down on seats. Camera shifts and then pans back and Filia Soror's desk is a few meters away, facing towards the booths. We are angled so we can see each glass booth and Filia Soror at the same time.]
FILIA SOROR: Alright Freddy, Ashleigh, Zach, good to see you all again. Our first round is called "Dirty Little Secret." The rules are very simple. Amber how do we play this game?
AMBER: Filia is going to ask each of you a series of questions about your family member (who won't be present). You won't hear the questions for your opponents, these booths are soundproof. The questions are based on an extensive survey that your family member performed before our show started. Filia will give you three options. Two will be total inventions. But one will be the answer given by your relative. Know (or guess) how your relative answered, and for each correct answer you will get $500. There is no penalty for getting a question wrong, but if you refuse to answer then you will lose any money you have accumulated to this point. There are no set number of questions, we will go until time runs out. So answer fast! The faster you all go, the more money you can all make. Is everyone ready?
[the three contestants in the booth nod sort of awkwardly, still no entirely sure sort of game they are playing].
FILIA SOROR [pushing buttons on her desk. The lights dim in Ashleigh and Zach's booths]: Great, alright I am cutting off the sound for Ashleigh and Zach. Freddy, this question is for you: we asked your sister Alexis, "Who was the first person you ever French kissed?" Did she answer, a) Mike Philmore, b) Cody Anderson, or c) Maria Conner?"
FREDDY [looking around a little]: the first person my sister ever tongue kissed? That's the question? [silence]. Oh, uh, well I have never heard of Mike Philmore. And Maria Conner is our cousin. So I will go with our neighbor Cody, I guess.
[Bell rings]
FILIA SOROR [smiles broadly]: Oh, Congratulations Freddy, you just banked $500.00 for your family. But don't worry, cousin Maria might show up for some additional firsts later!
FREDDY: Wait, what?
FILIA SOROR [pushing buttons on her desk. The lights dim in Freddy's booth and come on in Ashleigh's booth]: Okay, Ashleigh, it is your turn for your first question. So, we asked your sister Kassie, "Which of Ashleigh's friends do you find the most attractive?" Did she answer, a) Doug Martin, b) Lisa Landers, or c) Charlie Mickelson?
ASHLEIGH [laughing and putting her hand over her mouth]: What a weird question! Umm...I know that Kassie thinks she is like...super smooth. But Lisa and I always laughed about it when we were younger. Kassie has, or had, a massive crush on her.
[Bell rings]
FILIA SOROR [smiles broadly]: Congratulations Ashleigh, you just banked $500.00 for your family!
ASHLEIGH: Yeah, I guess...
FILIA SOROR [pushing buttons on her desk. The lights dim in Ashleigh's booth and come on in Zach's booth]: Alright Zach, time for your first question. So, we asked your mother Candace, "Who was the first celebrity you had a crush on?" Did she answer, a) Jordan Knight, b) Johnny Depp, or c) Justin Timberlake?
ZACH [face scrunching up]: My mom's celebrity crush? What the hell kind of question is that? Why would she ever tell me that in the first place?
FILIA SOROR: Remember, if you refuse to answer...
ZACH [shrugging]: No, I mean, I can guess. Johnny Depp? I guess. She made me see all those dumb Pirate movies.
[Bell rings]
FILIA SOROR [smiles broadly]: Congratulations Zach, you just banked $500.00 for your family!
ZACH [shrugging]: I have no idea why this is even a, like, trivia question or whatever.
FILIA SOROR [pushing buttons on her desk. All the lights now dim]: Okay that first round was easy. Way too easy, and but you all know how this works: they have something to lose now. We are going to turn things up, just the way you all like. And we are going to do it quick to throw them off balance. So hold onto your...hats. [pushes buttons until Freddy's light comes back on] Freddy, welcome back for your second question. So, we asked your sister Alexis, "What is your favorite kind of porn?" What is your sister's favorite kind of porn, a) gay porn, b) gangbang porn, or c) tentacle and monster porn?,
FREDDY [eyes wide, cheeks turning deep red]: What are you asking? Is this, like a joke reality show or something? You didn't ask Alexis that.
FILIA SOROR: Freddy, you don't have infinite time to answer this question. If you don't answer it, you lose the $500.00 you've already earned. If you just make a guess, at the very least, you keep your money.
FREDDY: Yeah but...
FILIA SOROR: Three seconds...
FREDDY: b) I guess. The gang...yeah, b).
[Loud buzz sounds]
FILIA SOROR [winces and shakes head]: Oh Freddy, I am sorry that is incorrect. The correct answer was c) tentacle and monster porn. If your sister had a choice, that's what she'd pick to watch. Likes when the tentacles choke the girl a bit.
FREDDY [looking down slightly]: Uh, okay...
FILIA SOROR [pushing buttons on her desk. The lights dim in Freddy's booth and come on in Ashleigh's booth]: Okay, Ashleigh, it is your turn for your second question. So, we asked your sister Kassie, "What do you think about most often when you masturbate?" When she masturbates, does your sister think about a) her best friend from high school, b) Zendaya, or c) half a dozen dicks in a glory hole?
ASHLEIGH [mouth wide open, shaking her head]: Why...No, I wouldn't know and wouldn't say if I did!
FILIA SOROR: If you don't answer it, you lose the $500.00 you've already earned. If you just make a guess, at the very least, you keep your money.
ASHLEIGH: Oh god, she knew it was some kind of game like this didn't she? I should have known she'd...
FILIA SOROR: Three seconds.
ASHLEIGH [sighing, resigned]: Zendaya?
[Loud buzz sounds]
FILIA SOROR [winces and shakes head]: Oh Ashleigh, I am sorry that was incorrect. The correct answer was c) half a dozen body-less dicks in a glory hole, just railing your sister every which way.
ASHLEIGH: Yeah...
FILIA SOROR [pushing buttons on her desk. The lights dim in Ashleigh's booth and come on in Zach's booth]: Alright Zach, time for your second question. So, we asked your mother Candace, "What is your favorite sex toy?" Is your mother's favorite thing to get off with a) a vibrator, b) a good-old fashioned dildo, or c) she refuses to use one, only her fingers?
ZACH [visibly recoiling]: Am I like...have I been drugged or something?
FILIA SOROR [turning to look at the camera]: The producers and legal team here at Family Freud want me to stress, in no uncertain terms, that all participants on the show have not been drugged and, in fact, were drug tested before filming began. We were as shocked as you are that Zach didn't test positive for weed. [turning back to Zach]. If you don't answer it, you lose the $500.00 you've already earned. If you just make a guess, at the very least, you keep your money. Your mother needs this money...
ZACH: Uh, c). Whatever
[Loud buzz sounds}
FILIA SOROR [winces and shakes head]: Oh Zach, I am sorry that was incorrect. The correct answer was a) your mother has a trusty vibrator she uses when she is getting herself off.
ZACH: This is so fucking weird.
FILIA SOROR [shakes head]: Language please Zach, this is a family show.
ZACH: Yeah...wait, what?
FILIA SOROR [The lights dim in Zach's booth and come on in Freddy's booth] Freddy, welcome back for your third question. So, we asked your sister Alexis, "What position were you in when you lost your virginity?" The first time someone screwed your sister was in, a) missionary position, b) reverse cowgirl, or c) 69?
FREDDY [eyebrows furrowed]: I have been thinking about this since the last question, and I feel like you are trying to make me look like an asshole or something. Alexis is my older sister and...
FILIA SOROR: Three seconds. Or lose your money.
FREDDY [sighing loudly]: a). Right?
[Loud buzz sounds]
FILIA SOROR: Oh Freddy, I am sorry that was incorrect. The correct answer was c). When your sister and your cousin Maria fooled around the first time, they ate each other's pussies. Which was smart all around, because Alexis came that very first time.
FREDDY [aghast]: Does Alexis know what kind of questions you are asking?
FILIA SOROR: She answered the questions in the survey, remember. [Pushing buttons on her desk. The lights dim in Freddy's booth and come on in Ashleigh's booth]: Okay, Ashleigh, it is your turn for your third question. So, we asked your sister Kassie, "where were you the first time you had sex with more than one person?" You sisters first threesome did it happen a) at high school graduation, b) in your bedroom, Ashleigh, or c) in the bathroom of a Taco Bell?



ASHLEIGH [for a long time her eyes just look up at the ceiling while she shakes her head. She mumbles something under her breath that the microphone can't pick up. Finally she speaks flatly]: a).
[Loud buzz sounds]
FILIA SOROR: Oh Ashleigh, I am sorry that was incorrect. The correct answer was b). When your sister had sex with your best friend Lisa and your neighbor Mr. Martin, it was in your bed.
ASHLEIGH [mouth frozen open]: Lisa...Mr. Martin is 68 years old and has a ceramic hip...
FILIA SOROR: Well, it is our understanding that payment was involved, if that makes you feel any better. [Pushing buttons on her desk. The lights dim in Ashleigh's booth and come on in Zach's booth]: Alright Zach, time for your third question. So, we asked your mother Candace, "How many of your son's teachers did you sleep with?" Did your mom have sex with a) four of your teachers, b) none of your teachers, or c) one of your teachers?
ZACH: Dude, this is like the most perverted game show ever. How is this even happening?
FILIA SOROR: Zach, you know the rules.
ZACH: a). I am not playing along with this. I am just going to pick the grossest one each time until you stop asking me about my mom's sex stuff. a).
[Bell rings]
FILIA SOROR [smiles broadly]: Congratulations Zach, you just banked $500.00 for your family! Your mother slept with your fourth-grade teacher, your eighth-grade math teacher, your eighth-grade English teacher, and your high school gym teacher.
ZACH: Why...
FILIA SOROR: It was four separate events, not like they all piled on top of her. [Pushing buttons on her desk. The lights dim in Zach's booth and come on in Freddy's booth]: Alright Freddy, time for your fourth question. So, we asked your sister Alexis, "what is the most embarrassing thing you've ever done that, at the time, made you horny" Did your sister a) dress up in an animal costume while having sex, b) drink piss, or c) blow two guys at the same time?
FREDDY [long pause]: So wait...Alexis really did one of those things?
FILIA SOROR: You know the rules Freddy, time is wasting.
FREDDY: Uh...c)?
[Loud buzz sounds]
FILIA SOROR: Oh Freddy, I am sorry that was incorrect. The correct answer was b). Your sister and her ex-boyfriend got drunk and, on a whim, decided to piss on each other in the shower. Your sister opened her mouth and said that the depravity of it tasting someone else's piss drove her absolutely wild
FREDDY: I don't need to know about it.
FILIA SOROR: Freddy, we all know you were picturing your sister with two dicks in her mouth. How is the reality any worse? [Pushing buttons on her desk. The lights dim in Freddy's booth and come on in Ashleigh's booth]: Okay, Ashleigh, it is your turn for your fourth question. So, we asked your sister Kassie, "what is the craziest rumor about you that is actually true" So what do people say about your sister behind her back that is actually true, a) that she swallowed a load of cum from every member of the football team in a single night, b) That she slept with the prom king and prom queen separately on prom night without the other knowing it happened, or c) that she filmed herself having sex with a friend's father?
ASHLEIGH [tight-lipped]: When does she come out here, because I need to speak with her.
FILIA SOROR: Ashleigh, time...
ASHLEIGH: This is humiliating her, not me. Fine. a).
[Bell rings]
FILIA SOROR [smiles broadly]: Congratulations Ashleigh, you just banked $500.00 for your family! Your sister celebrated the district championship in style. She says she wasn't hungry again for a week.
ASHLEIGH: Yeah...well...
FILIA SOROR [Pushing buttons on her desk. The lights dim in Ashleigh's booth and come on in Zach's booth]: Alright Zach, time for your fourth question. So, we asked your mother Candace, "What do you do in bed that you say that you just do because your partners ask for it, but secretly love?" Did your mom say a) giving blowjobs, b) anal, or c) giving analingus?
ZACH: a). Just like, be done with my turn.
[Loud buzz sounds]
FILIA SOROR: Oh Zach, I am sorry that was incorrect. The correct answer was b). Your mom loves to take it up the ass.
ZACH: Yeah...okay.
FILIA SOROR: Don't worry, she likes the other ones too. In fact, last Valentine's Day...
AMBER: Filia, time is up for round one!
FILIA SOROR [pushing buttons on her desk. All the lights come on. Also, the doors behind the booth open. The other three contestants, Alexis, Kassie, and Candace walk in. Their family members don't look them in the eye. Even the informed family members look a little sheepish]: Alright, all back together as happy family members! I am sure you all have a lot you' like to catch up on. But there is no time for that. This is a paid subscription service (thank you to all our viewers or dead people whose credit cards haven't expired yet), so no commercials here. The time has come for our second round. It is called "The Auction." The rules are very simple. Amber, how do we play the game?
AMBER [she pauses. The family teams are whispering among themselves. The uninformed members looking angry, confused, embarrassed. But they stop as Amber begins to speak]: Filia is going to state an action. For example, she could say "shake hands." She will then name a price, say, $100.00. Any team can "buzz in" and claim the Act. Both members of the team have to buzz in separately to light their lights. If the team performs the required act, they get the amount of money of their bid. If a team bids and fail to complete the act, the amount is subtracted from their total. If no one bids, the host keeps raising the price until someone does.
FILIA SOROR: Thank you Amber, and just a reminder to the parties, the current scores are as follows: Alexis and Freddy MacLeod are in last place with just $500.00. Kassie and Ashleigh Morgan are tied in the lead with Candace and Zach Lincoln with $1,000.00 apiece. But there is a TON of time left in the game and we have seen much bigger comebacks. Are we ready to get started?
[With the silence, the family members turn and start bickering with each other quietly again. Alexis and Freddy can barely look at each other, whispering quietly at one another and rubbing their arms. Ashleigh is yelling at Kassie under her breath and Kassie mugs for the camera. Zach says a single thing and then turns not looking at Candace. Candace just looks blankly at the camera.]
FILIA SOROR: I said are we ready?
[Reluctantly, all contestants turn towards the camera. Some nod, the rest sort of shrug.]
FILIA SOROR: That's the spirit! Alright the first act is simple, elegant, and timeless: A French kiss. An open mouth kiss. A tongue kiss. I don't care what you call it, you just have to do it. And we are going to start the bidding at just $100.00.
[The words "French Kiss" and "$100.00" appear on the screen. Some hand movement is visible from the knowledgeable contestants. But no light goes on. Kassie whispers into Ashleigh's ear and Ashleigh sighs and shakes her head]
FILIA SOROR: A shrewd group! No one wants to sell a kiss to cheaply. How about this: the bid is now $500.00. And I warn you, things do not get easier than this. If you want to bank $500.00 easy, you should act now.
[The bid on the screen changes to $500.00. Kassie whispers to Ashleigh again. Ashleigh rolls her eyes but a moment later their light turns on. None of the other teams had even moved.]
FILIA SOROR: We have our first bid! Team Morgan has bid $500.00 on sultry French kiss! Now you have 5 seconds from the time I say "now" to start the kiss. If you refuse, you lose the $1000.00 you already have. Okay Morgan sisters... "now!"
[Ashleigh and Kassie turn and look at each other. Kassie licks her lips slightly and Ashleigh laughs nervously. Kassie begins to lean forward, but Ashleigh does not reciprocate.]
KASSIE: Ash! Five seconds! No time! Money, money!
[Ashleigh nods quickly and leans forward. The sisters' eyes close and Kassie tilts her head slightly to the side. A moment later, their lips press together gently. Kassie's lips part and her soft, pink tongue slips against her sister's lips. Ashleigh waits half a beat, and her mouth slips open slightly. Kassie's tongue presses firmly into Ashleigh's mouth. Ashleigh opens her mouths wider, and her tongue is now visible as well, pressing into Kassie's tongue. The tongues wrestle gently, a wet sound audible on the microphones. Instinctively, the girls' hands rise. Kassie's hands grasp her sister's hips and Ashleigh's hand rises to Kassie's cheek. A slight moan is audible, but it isn't clear who made it. The sisters move closer, their breasts touching gently through their clothes. This feeling seems to startle Asheligh, and she pushes back, breaking the kiss].
ASHLEIGH [looking down at her shoes, her eyes still closed]: Is that enough?
FILIA SOROR: Oh that was definitely enough for the $500.00! What a sexy kiss from two sexy sisters! Did you enjoy yourselves.
KASSIE [biting her lip and looking at the camera]: It was awesome! I can't believe what a great kisser my sister is!
ASHLEIGH: We did it, just move on to the next thing.
FILIA SOROR: Hey it was a sexy kiss, but I still the orders around here! Now...let's just move on to the next thing. The second act is: get naked. I can't explain it any better than that. Take all your clothes. Au Naturelle. I will start the bidding at $1,000.00 we are jumping up quickly.
[The words "Nude" and "$1,000.00" appear on the screen. The various partners look at each other. No one is speaking. Ashleigh is shaking her head vehemently at her sister.]
FILIA SOROR: The accountants will not be happy with me, but this is looking like an expensive episode. Let's kick it up to $2,000.00 right now.
[The bid on the screen changes to $2,000.00. Almost instantaneously the light on the McCleod team goes off.]
FREDDY: That was an accident! I didn't mean to push the button! I am sorry, go to someone else! [Turning to Alexis] Did you already push yours?!
FILIA SOROR: Sorry McCleod Team, if you push the button you are on the clock. No accidents here. You have five seconds to start getting naked from the time I say "now." If you don't, you don't get $2,000.00 and you lose the $500.00 you already won. Alright McCleod's... "now!"
[Alexis turns to her brother and shrugs. Her face is extremely red but she doesn't hesitate. She immediately slips off her cardigan and lets it drop onto the floor. She pulls her t-shirt up over her head, exposing her bare stomach and her lacy, red bra.]
FREDDY: Alexis! What the hell are you doing?! Let's just lose the $500! It isn't that much.
ALEXIS: Think of it as losing $2,500.00. It's a lot of money! It can help with school. And it is just a little bit of skin on a show no one watches. Move quick! You want to be started before I get all the way naked.
[Freddy opens his mouth as though he is going to speak again but doesn't. Instead, he watches as his sister expertly removes her bra, allowing her perky breasts to tumble out. His eyes go wide. Seemingly without thinking, he starts unbutton his shirt. Alexis looks up at him getting undressed and gives him a thousand-watt smile. She unhooks her skirt at the side, letting it tumble into a puddle at her feet. With no further deliberation, she slips her thumbs into the waistband of her red panties and pulls them down, exposing a landing strip of hair that matches her head and soft, pink pussy lips. Freddy now has his shirt off and he drops it onto the floor. His eyes move up and down his sister's body and she looks at him, nervous but obviously excited. She stands straight, arches her back, thrusting her chest out. Freddy unbuckles his belt and pulls down his khakis. He pauses for a moment. Alexis runs her hands up from her thighs, across her hips, and then briefly brushes her breasts. Freddy gulps and then pulls down his boxer shorts. His cock is around average size and half-hard. It twitches slightly as it is exposed.]
FILIA SOROR: What an attractive couple! I can tell from Alexis' flushed cheeks and her brother's...visible excitement that they agree!
FREDDY: It was the kiss... [he gestures his head in the direction of the Morgan sisters. But he doesn't look in their direction. He just stares at his sister's profile, his eyes clearly on her small, pointy pink nipples.
ZACH: What the hell is this show? [he shifts uncomfortably, but stares at Alexis].
FILIA SOROR: Like we said, it is a family show! Okay, let's keep this train rolling. The third act is: Suck on a nipple! Simple as that, one family member has to latch his or her mouth onto a partner's nipple. And because I am generous, I am going to start the bidding at $1,000.00 again
[The words "suck nipple" and "$1,000.00" appear on the screen. There is no delay at all. The Lincoln family's light goes on immediately. Candance turns and looks at her son, surprised and nervous. He shrugs, his eyes on Alexis for a moment longer.]
ZACH: I still don't really believe that this is real. And...anyway, I have done this before, I guess. When I was a baby.
FILIA SOROR: Wow! No hesitation! I think that was smart! Someone else was going to snap this one up. Freddy is eying his sister's tit like a hungry dog. Or thirsty, I guess. Anyway, Lincoln family, you have five seconds to start getting start sucking from the time I say "now.' Okay... "now!"
[Candance does not hesitate. At the work "go" she slips down the shoulder strap of her dress. She was prepared for the show and surprisingly did not have a bra underneath. She slips the dress all the way down, now wearing only panties. Her medium size breasts with large, red nipple pops out. She has a few scattered freckles on the creamy white skin of her breasts. She lifts the breast with her hand, pointing the nipple at her adult son. Zach looks down at his mother's tit for a moment, licking his lips.
CANDACE: Zach, this isn't for fun. It is for money. Hurry up now honey [Candance shoves her tit forward towards her son.]
ZACH: Yeah, right.
[Zach bends forward, leaning towards his mother. Her hand comes up on the back of his neck and pulls him in. He doesn't so much guide him as yank him forward. Zach's mouth opens and accidentally plants a kiss on the side of his mother's breast. He cranes his neck, adjusting so that her nipple presses against the corner of his mouth and then pops between his lips. His cheeks suck in and it is clear he is sucking on his mother's nipple. Candace's eyes flutter and she closes her eyes. She arches her back, pressing her tit more firmly into her son's face. After a much longer time than any of the previous challenges, Zach pulls his mouth back, his mother's nipple glistens with spit.]
FILIA SOROR: I guess sucking mommy's tit is sort of like riding a bike, you never forget how. If only she still had some milk, isn't that right Zach.
ZACH: Huh? [Zach is still looking at his mother's breast, a bit dazed.]
FILIA SOROR: Amber, have the maintenance staff bring the drool bucket into the Lincoln's booth, thanks. But let's not slow things down from there, everyone is doing great! How about we up the stakes a little bit. The fourth act is: the winning bid has to touch each other's genitals. Hands are fine. But both team members have to touch and be touched. This is a big one, so I am going to start the bidding at $1,500.
[The words "touch genitals" and "$1,500.00" appear on the screen. The teams are now look at each other silently. Kassie looks a bit nervous for the first time, her eyes darting down to her sister's body. Ashleigh is shaking her head still. Freddy keeps stealing glances at his sister's body. She notices and smiles alluringly at him. She leans towards him, biting her lip but trying not to look too obvious. Zach has awkwardly moved away from Candace's breast, bent at the waist and evidently trying to conceal an erection. Candance is looking at the amount, counting dollars nervously.]
FILIA SOROR: I can see we have struck a nerve here. I am going to up the ante to $3,000.00. $3,000.00 just to touch each other's genitals. It's just skin, people.
[The bid on the screen changes to $3,000.00. There is a pregnant pause. Freddy's eyes glance over at his sister's breasts, drop to her pussy. The light for the McLeod's goes off a moment later. Alexis' eyes brighten and Freddy smiles at her nervously with a shrug.]
FILIA SOROR: Ah the McLeod siblings! How convenient! Your genitals are already exposed and looking lovely and touchable! You know the drill now. Five seconds to get started when I saw "now." Which is right... "now""
[The McCleod siblings look at each other sheepishly and then both laugh at the same time]
ALEXIS: You can touch my pussy, Freddy. It's okay.
[As soon as Alexis finishes speaking, her own hand moves forward. Alexis bites her lip as her fingers wrap around her brother's cock. For a moment, she begins to stroke her hand along the length of Freddy's shaft. Her fingers sink into his balls and then rise up towards the tip. Suddenly she freezes, her eyes grow wide.
ALEXIS: I guess that was more than I really had to do.
FREDDY: Oh god sis! I can't believe this is happening! [Freddy reaches his own hand out touching his sister's hip and then slipping over across her pubic hair and then finding the soft lips of her pussy. Alexis gasps and her fingers tighten around her brother's cock. He groans]. Jesus, Alexis, you are sopping wet!
FILIA SOROR: Congratulations McLeods! That is another $3,000.00. I told you that you could come back! And you may just cum first if you don't slow down!
ALEXIS: It's just...I just... I have wanted to do that for a long time. [Alexis' face goes entirely crimson and her hand slips off her brother's cock. Freddy looks at her like he is seeing her for the very first time. His hand stays on her pussy a few seconds longer, and he brings it back, looking at her juices glistening on his fingers.]
FILIA SOROR: Well, things are starting to get a little bit interesting! Let's see if some of the other teams can start opening up as well! The fifth act is: the winning bid has to touch perform analingus! Yes, it doesn't matter who gives or who receives. The spirit of the season just requires that someone put their tongue on their family member's asshole. We've never done this auction item on our show before, so let's start the bidding at...$4,000!
[The words "analingus" and "$4,000.00" appear on the screen. Candace begins to tap her buzzer wildly, but Zach seems to be in a complete daze.]
CANDACE: Come on! Click the button! You can do whichever part you want! $4,000.00 is a lot of money!
[Filia looks like she is about to speak and up the bid. Ashleigh gives an audible sigh and clicks her buzzer. Clearly, Kassie had already clicked hers. The light comes on]
FILIA SOROR: A surprise bidder! I thought Ashleigh was out of this thing. Congratulations on the winning bid! We will give you a couple extra seconds to get pants off, but get started as soon as I saw "now." Which is...right "now!"
[Kassie's hands move to her skirt and she begins to turn as she hikes them up. Ashleigh reaches forward and grabs her sister's wrist, shaking her head.]
ASHLEIGH: Oh hell no! You drag me into this...game and you're doing all this nasty shit! You are going to be the one to eat my ass you little slut! Maybe you'll learn a lesson. [while Ashleigh's voice sounds severe, there is a slightly mischievous smile on her face that hints that she might be enjoying the prospect.]
KASSIE: Yes ma'am! [Kassie drops to her knees in the booth quickly. Ashleigh seems to enjoy being called 'ma'am' and she turns around while unzipping her jeans. Ashleigh struggles a bit to pull her tight jeans down over her wide hips and large ass. She jiggles her hips and slips them down. Her panties get tangled in her jeans and a moment later her jeans are on the floor with her large ass is exposed. It is large, but smooth, toned, and jiggles tightly. Ashleigh turned her head over her shoulder, pointing at Kassie.]



ASHLEIGH: And I know you just did this because you think you are going to be famous. So any money we win, I get to keep. Or I will tell Daddy about this, you understand me?"
[Kassie nods her head vehemently but doesn't even really appear to care about the money. She places her palms on her sister's ass, squeezing her fingers into the firm flesh. She shakes them slightly and giggles as her sister's meaty ass cheeks smack together. She presses on the ass cheeks now, spreading them apart. The purple crinkle of Ashleigh's asshole is briefly visible. Kassie runs a stray finger across it and it tightens, Kassie giggles again. Kassie shakes her braids away from her head and then pressed her face between her sister's cheeks. She lets her hands move off Ashleigh's ass and Ashleigh's cheeks close around her. Ashleigh gasps and arches her back, shoving her ass hard against her sister's face. She reaches back with one of her hands and presses Kassie's face more deeply into her asshole. Ashleigh's eyes close and her body trembles slightly. Her free hand rises to her breast, squeezing it through her shirt. Eventually, her hand slips off of the back of her sister's head and Kassie pulls back, her face glistening with spit, her lips grinning]
FILIA SOROR: Congratulations Morgans! That is another $4,000.00! But, you didn't have to massage your own breasts Ashleigh. You won't get any bonus money for embellishments and additional flourishes. [Ashleigh turns back around looking a bit embarrassed. She doesn't bother to pick her jeans up and her waxed pussy is now exposed. She shrugs a little and looks at her sister, looks away, smiles again.]
ASHLEIGH: I mean I am already in the middle of this, might as well have fun.
FILIA SOROR: That is the spirit! I hope everyone here is willing to just embrace the fun! The sixth act is something you perverts have been demanding for a long time and our legal department has resisted with all their might. But they finally caved, and so: the winning bid has to drink piss! It doesn't matter who pisses and who drinks. It just has to come straight from the source, if you catch my drift. This is a big, nasty auction item, so I will start the bidding at $5,000!
[The words "Piss Drink" and "$5,000.00" appear on the screen. All teams look a little disbelieving. Even some of the partners who signed up for the show look a little uncomfortable with the current auction item. Alexis, notably, does not buzz in for the first time.]
FILIA SOROR: I figured that this one was going to cost us, I will up the bid to $6,000.00
[The bid on the screen changes to $6,000.00. No one moves, except for Zach, who looks at his mother in disbelief, and shakes his head.]
FILIA SOROR: Remember, this round will not end with an auction item on the table. You all can act coy and innocent. But one thing this show has proven, there will eventually be a price that someone will bite on. Let's see if it is $7,500.00. That's the new bid.
[The bid on the screen changes to $7,500.00. No one moves, except for Zach, who looks at his mother in disbelief, and shakes his head.]
ZACH: [under his breath] Are... Are things really that bad mom?
CANDACE: Yes honey... Please [The light above the Lincoln family goes off]
FILIA SOROR: Desperation always tops lust, ladies and gentlemen! The Lincoln family has put in the winning bid. You know the drill. Get started!
CANDACE: It is okay Zach, I brought you on this awful show. I will...I will drink it. [Candace drops down onto her knees on the floor]
ZACH: God, mom. This is...
FILIA SOROR: Short time Lincoln family. You don't want to lose $7,500.00. This ain't Jeopardy, if you finish with a negative balance, we will come for your car!
[Realizing there is no time, Zach quickly moves in front of his mother and fumbles with his belt buckle. Candace reaches up to the waistband of her son's pants, yanking them down as he loosens them. His underwear are caught as well, and in a moment, Zach's half-hard cock has slipped out of his pants. He kicks off his pants. Candace reaches up and wraps her hand around the base of her son's penis. Candace opens her mouth wide, aiming the tip of the penis towards his mouth].
FILIA SOROR: Don't put the tip in your mouth! We need to see this happen!
ZACH: Uh mom, I don't know if I can...
CANDACE: Honey, just try not to think about it. Just go, okay. We won't ever talk about it again.
[For a long moment, Zach just looks down at his mother on her knees. Her hand is still wrapped around his cock. It begins to grow slightly harder. Candace closes her eyes. Zach does the same and breathes very deeply. Another long moment of hesitation. Then Zach sighs slightly. A spurt of dark yellow piss erupts from the tip of Zach's cock. It splashes on Candace's nose. She opens her eyes quickly and moves her lips. The piss starts to spurt out of her son's penis with more control. She positions her mouth to catch it. It splashes across her teeth and Candace opens her mouth wider. Soon it is pooling on her tongue. Candace winces slightly and suppresses a gag. Her throat moves and it is clear she is swallowing the piss. Zach opens his eyes now, looking down and watching his mother swallow his hot piss. His cock grows fully hard and he looks down into her eyes. Finally, the stream of his piss begins to slow. Candace leans closer, to not lose any of it. Zach shakes his cock, dribbles of piss hitting his mother's face.]
FILIA SOROR: Congratulations Lincoln family! That is another $7,500.00! I honestly thought we were going to have to pay a good deal more money than that to get someone to do that. I doubt we will ever get anyone to do this next one which...
AMBER: Filia, time is up for round two!
FILIA SOROR [pushing buttons on her desk. Filia actually looks disappointed, but immediately drops the auction item she was about to announce. The teams, in various stages of undress, look at each other nervously. With the time constraints of the round over, they all seem to realize what they have been doing. They are embarrassed. But their faces are also flushed with excitement.]: Alright, I find that at this point in the show, it is always good to keep the pedal to the metal. The time has come for our third round. It is called "The Race." The rules are even simpler than round two. Amber, how do we play the game?
AMBER: Each team will perform the race separately, one after the other. The goal is for each member of the team to experience an orgasm. You cannot give yourself an orgasm, your teammate must be the one to do it. Other than that caveat, there are no limits. Whatever can get you off the absolute fastest is within the rules. Our time will start at 20 minutes and then count down to zero. Each minute represents $1,000.00. Therefore, if you both finish within the first minute, you get $20,000.00. If finish after one minute and one second, you get $19,000.00 and so on down to $0 if you do not complete the task within 20 minutes. Male participants may prove orgasm through ejaculation. Female participants have been fitted with monitors to ensure there is no cheating. [Each woman is handed a monitor that wraps around her arm sort of like a wireless blood pressure cuff].
FILIA SOROR: Thank you Amber, and just a reminder to the parties, the current scores are as follows: Alexis and Freddy MacLeod are tied with Kassie and Ashleigh Morgan with $5,500.00. Candace and Zach Lincoln are in the lead with a commanding $9,500.00 lead. But if you race quickly, it is still anyone's game. We will go in reverse order of the standings. Since the MacLeod family was trailing in the first round, they will go first. Are we ready to get started?
ALEXIS: [biting her lip] I am definitely ready.
FREDDY: [eyes moving over his sister's body. His cock is hard, his cheeks flushed] I...uh, well I guess we've come this far.
FILIA SOROR: I don't actually care if you're ready. Amber throw twenty minutes onto the board [the screen flashes 20:00] And GO!
FREDDY: [Turning to his sister, lifting one finger] okay, so we should take a second and think about what we want to do. I...
ALEXIS: [drops instantly to her knees] I've known what I wanted to do forever.
[Alexis wraps her hand around her brother's hard cock. She begins to stroke up and down the length of his shift for a short period of time. Freddy's eyes roll back in his head and his body goes rigid. He no longer seems to have any interest in speaking. Alexis drops her head down, her long hair draping over her shoulder. Her mouth opens and she takes her brother's large balls into her mouth. Her tongue slithers out from between her lips, cupping Freddy's balls. Alexis moans as she tastes her brother. She sucks firmly on his balls, pulling them into her mouth. She lets the balls drop from her lips, dragging her tongue up along the shaft of Freddy's penis. Occasionally, she stops to kiss his shaft. Her hand comes up, squeezing his balls slightly as her lips reach the tip of her brother's penis. Alexis has her eyes open, and she looks up at her brother as she wraps her pouty lips around his tip. Her tongue swirls around him. She moves her hand up his shaft, stroking him while she licks the tip. Alexis pauses for a moment. Then she rises up on her knees, bending her neck. Alexis' mouth opens more widely. Then her head just drops, without any sign of hesitation or discomfort. In just a few short seconds, all of Freddy's cock disappears into his sister's throat. Her lips wrap around the base of his penis, her chin pressing into his scrotum.]
FREDDY: [Eyes going wide, his hands rising to his sister's head, grabbing at her head] Oh Jesus fuck! I am cumming already. Oh fuck, Alexis! This...shit!
[Freddy's muscles tense, his hands squeeze his sister's hair. His hips thrust forward, somehow pressing his cock even more deeply into Alexis' mouth. Alexis gags, but wraps her arms around her brother's waist, pulling herself in for more. Freddy lets out a great sigh, his body seizing and then slowly relaxing. Alexis draws her head back, leaving just the tip of Freddy's penis in her mouth. She continues to look up at her younger brother, smiling with her eyes. Finally she pulls back, her cheeks bulging. She turns to the nearest camera, opening her mouth to expose the pearly sperm on her tongue]
FILIA SOROR: Oh wow! That was very quick! One MacLeod down, and one to go. Just two short minutes off the clock. There are eighteen minutes to go!
ALEXIS: [with mouth full] Oh Gaw I' tayso goo!
[Alexis giggled a bit as she struggled to speak with the sperm on her tongue. She moans a little, her hands rising up to her own breasts, rubbing her hardened nipples. Alexis throws her head back and begins to gargle her brother's cum. Large, translucent bubbles of sperm pop out of her mouth. Some of the sperm dribbles down her cheeks and lands on her breasts. Alexis rubs the sperm onto her chest, her skin soon glistening and sticky. Freddy looks on with outright shock, unmoving. His cock does not soften. He just watches his older sister play with his cum. Finally, Alexis closes her mouth and swallows the cum that remained in her mouth. She dropped her head, looking at her brother].
ALEXIS: Freddy, you're cum is so fucking good! I never been this horny in my life. If you just touch me a little, just touch me and I am going to cum so hard!
[As Alexis begged, she reached out her hands and grabbed her brother's wrist. Slowly, she pulled him down onto the floor next to her. His knees land on either side of her right knee, his balls resting on her thigh. A shiver goes through Alexis' body. For the first time, it becomes apparent that Freddy heard his sister. He reaches forward slowly, moving his hand between his sister's legs. She uses the hand around his wrist to pull him in more quickly. She takes in a massive gasp of air, her body trembling.]
FREDDY: Oh my God! You are so wet! You are like...dripping onto the floor!
ALEXIS: Fuck me Freddy! Fuck your big sister with your finger! Just touch my clit! It hurts, I need it so bad!
[Alexis back arches and her eyes slam shut. The muscles in Freddy's arms flex slightly and it is clear he is doing as she asked. Alexis' body trembles all over. Her hand is still on her brother's wrist, vicelike holding him in place. Her lips are moving, her head thrown back, but her voice isn't audible. Her hips rock and her whole body shakes and trembles. Her entire body goes entirely rigid. Her mouth freezes open, her eyes rolling back in her head. Finally, her whole body goes limp, she pants and leans forward, her head on her brother's shoulder].
FILIA SOROR: Amber, the sensors are saying that Alexis has also experienced an orgasm! Just like that! The clock is saying that there is still 15:47 left! That is $16,000.00! Amber, is that a record?
AMBER: No, Filia. It is twelves seconds short of the record. But it is the second fastest race time ever.
FILIA SOROR: Well, MacLeods, no record. But still an incredibly impressive race time! [Alexis and Freddy continue to hold each other, panting. It is not even clear they are paying attention]. That time is going to be almost impossible to beat. But the other teams are going to have to try. And on that point, we now turn to the Morgan family. Sorry ladies, no time to warm up. Your twenty minutes starts...now!]
ASHLEIGH: We aren't seriously thinking about doing this are we? What if someone sees this? What if Daddy sees it, for real? [biting her lip and looking at the cameras].
KASSIE: We don't have time. That was hot, you know it was [gestures in the direction of the Lincoln family]. And if Daddy saw this, he would think it was hot. You know I get my dirty mind from him! Come on, Ashleigh, what gets you off? The faster you get off, the more money you get.
ASHLEIGH: Kassie...I...
KASSIE: Look, let's 69! Get on your back on the floor. [Kassie rapidly takes off all of her clothing, tossing it around the set until she stands naked in front of her sister].
ASHLEIGH: [pauses for a long time, looks at her sister's body. Looks at the timer]. Fuck it, I want to cum anyway.
[Kassie smiles and puts her hand on her sister's shoulder. As Ashleigh drops down to her knees, she slips off her shirt and her bra, her large breasts now exposed, her nipples hard. Ashleigh reached a hand back and gently lowered herself onto the floor. Her large breasts spread across her chest, and she spreads her legs slightly. Kassie essentially leaps over her sister's body, spinning around so that she was standing with her feet on either side of Ashleigh's head. Ashleigh looked up between her sister's legs and shook her head slightly. Kassie did not give her a chance to change her mind. She dropped down on her knees. Kassie threw her body forward, her long braids tickling on Ashleigh's stomach. Soon her small breasts were pressed into Ashleigh's stomach. Her own stomach rested on Ashleigh's large breasts. Kassie slipped her hands around Ashleigh's thighs, pulling them apart, and burying her in Ashleigh's pussy.]
ASHLEIGH: [body trembling]. Oh my god, she is really doing. Oh god!
KASSIE: [pulling her head back] Come on sis, eat my pussy, we need this
[Ashleigh slips her hands around her sister's thighs, pulling her sister down slightly, spreading her legs. Eventually, the lips of Kassie's pussy press into Ashleigh's face. Ashleigh's mouth opens, her tongue slips out of her mouth, going flat and soft. She begins to lap at her sister's pussy. Kassie groans theatrically. But when she feels her sister beginning to lick, she buries her head back in between Ashleigh's legs. The two sisters lick quietly. Their fingers clench on one another's thighs, their fingers digging into the skin. Ashleigh moans on occasion, her thighs moving, squeezing around her sister's head. Ashleigh slides her hands up to her sister's ass, squeezing the flesh as she licks more furiously. Kassie's head bobs as she laps at Ashleigh's pussy. Then she begins to shake her head back and forth, her tongue out. Finally, after several minutes, Kassie wraps her lips directly around her sister's clit. Her tongue swirls. Immediately, Ashleigh's hands stop roaming around her sister's ass. Instead, they squeeze deeply into the flesh. All of the muscles in Ashleigh's body go tense. Kassie continues to lick. A low moan begins to grow out of Ashleigh's throat. Soon her body is trembling all over, her muscles slacken]
FILIA SOROR: That's one! The sensors are showing that Ashley has had an orgasm. Team Morgan is halfway there. However, they are not going to catch the Lincolns. Five minutes have already elapsed.
ASHLEIGH: Holy fuck! Wow...
KASSIE: Don't stop, eat my pussy!
[Ashleigh nods and then stretches her neck up again. She starts to lick her sister's pussy again. She mimics Kassie's action, wrapping her lips around her sister's clitoris. Kassie kiss her sister's thighs and shoves her hips back, trying to feel her sister's tongue. For several desperate minutes, Ashleigh licks and sucks on her sister's pussy. Kassie moans and writhes, but she does not appear to be getting any closer to orgasm. Finally, Ashleigh pulls her head back for a moment].
ASHLEIGH: Sit up on my face, do it right now.
KASSIE: I don't know, I don't think you are going to get me to cum with just your mouth. You should...
ASHLEIGH: Sit up on my face, let that camera see your sexy little body.
[Kassie smiles broad and nods. Instantly, she puts her hands on the floor on either side of her sister's body. She forces herself up. Her ass comes down on her sister's nose, her pussy still resting on her sister's lips. Now Kassie is sitting up straight. She looks around, finding the nearest camera. Kassie bites her lip and arches her back, thrusting her small breasts forward. Kassie runs her hands down her body, letting her fingers walk down her hips and thighs. She moves her palms across her breasts, rubbing her nipples and pouting. She shakes her head, letting her braids fall across her eyes. She brings a finger up to her mouth, biting it gently. She begins to grind her pussy on her sister's face. Her body moves languidly, but with full control. Her motions are rhythmic, slinky. She keeps her eyes on the camera. She lifts up one of her small breasts, craning her neck down so she can lick her own nipple]
KASSIE: Does everyone out there watching like what you see?
[Kassie begins to moan almost as soon as she speaks into the camera. Her hand drops her breast, and she throws her head back. Her fists clench. She continues to writhe on Ashleigh's face, continues to put on a show. But after a moment, her muscles tense and her eyes slam shut. She lets out a piercing, high pitched groan and her thighs begin to shake wildly. After a moment, she can't keep her balance anymore, she pitches forward, catching herself on Ashleigh's thighs. She sits panting now, her ass pressed ever more firmly into her sister's nose]
FILIA SOROR: Alright, and the sensors say that both of the Morgan sisters have now had an orgasm. And with such style! Lovely work ladies. But, as I predicted, you fell far short of the Lincoln family's, admittedly stellar, time. There is 9:01 left on the clock! So you just barely made it in the tenth minute. That will be $10,000.00 more into your account! Great work ladies. But let's not get hung up on the past, let's keep going. Amber, reset the clock. Okay, Lincoln family, go now!
CANDACE: Okay Zach, there is one more round. We make it in if we finish with no more than seven minutes left. Six to tie. I always cum the fastest when I take it in the ass. I lubed up right before the show. So let's just do this.
ZACH: Mom, I...
CANDACE: [Candace quickly slips off her panties] Look, we are in it too deep anyway. I don't want to have done this for nothing. You won't even recognize me from behind. And you are already hard. So please, baby, fuck mommy.



[Candace does not wait for her son to respond. Instead, she quickly turns around. She bends over at the waist and puts her hands on the side of the booth. She arches her back down, thrusting her ass out towards her son. For a moment, Zach hesitates. He looks around, as though waiting for someone to tell him to stop. Tentatively, he steps forward and places his hands on his mother's hips. She thrusts her ass back, as though willing him to move forward. She moans slightly and shakes her ass from side to side. Zach takes one of his hands off of his mother's hips and finds his cock. Once again he looks around, and shrugs. He presses his cock down, until the tip tickles the crinkled skin of her anus. Zach pushes his hips forward. Candace groans, reaching a hand back and pulling her ass cheeks apart. Zach continues to press, his cock bending slightly. Candace stands quickly, she turns around and drops down onto her knees. She quickly takes her son's cock into her mouth, deep throating it in an instant. She gags violently, her eyes watering. After moment, she pulls the cock back out. It is coated now in her viscous saliva. She spits on it for good measure. She then quickly turns back around, thrusting her ass out as she had it before. Zach pressed his cock against Candace's anus again. This time, lubricated, the tip begins to slip into his mother's ass. Candace groans and her body shakes. Inch by inch, Zach's cock begins to slip inside of his mother's asshole. Once the tip is completely inside, it seems to go faster. Candace's ass sucks her son's cock inside of her. Finally, Candace's ass cheeks press against her son's stomach. His balls are against Candace's pussy. Zach is completely inside of his mother's asshole. Zach's entire body seizes up. His eyes slam shut. His fingers sink into his mother's hips.].
ZACH: Oh fuck, oh no! I can't...I am too horny mom!
CANDACE: No, no wait, Zach, honey, not yet. Just a couple minutes and...
ZACH: Oh fuck!
[Zach takes a staggering step backwards, almost falling down. His cock, already softening, pulls out of his mother's asshole. A thing drip of pearly white liquid slips from Candace's asshole.]
FILIA SOROR: And that, already, is Zach's load! Very good time, it looks like it only took about three minutes. And really, only a couple of seconds after he got inside! The Lincoln family is perfectly positioned to finish with in one of the top two spots!
ZACH: I am sorry mom, I don't know...you are so tight and...oh god, this was all so much.
CANDACE: It is okay baby. It is a race. We want to go fast. I just...I have a hard time cumming without a cock in my ass. Are you hard again yet?
ZACH: No mom, it takes me awhile. You look so hot, it won't take long [Candace, despite herself, smiles].
CANDACE: Then we have to do something else until that happens.
ZACH: Mom...can't I eat your pussy?
[Candace does not respond. Instead, she smiles even more broadly and drops down onto her knees on the floor. She drops down onto her back, spreading her legs wide. Zach drops down onto his knees between his mother's legs. Her pussy is shaved bare and her lips are glistening.]
ZACH: You smell good mom.
CANDACE: Don't wait baby, see if it tastes good!
[Zach nods and drops his head down between his mother's legs. Candace closes her eyes and throws her head back. However, something is immediately not right. Candace shifts her hips. She puts her hand on the back of her son's head. Zach moans, and his tongue moves furiously. Candace tries to move her hips again. Several minutes pass.]
CANDACE: Not the hole sweetie, clitoris. Focus your tongue my clit. Have you ever done this before?
ZACH: Uh...no mom. Where is?
CANDACE: [sighing loudly] just the top, at the very top of my cunt. Lick there honey. It won't work down there at the bottom.
[Zach puts his head back down between his mother's legs. He continues to lick, his head moving around. Candace continues to try to adjust, to try to move him around. But it is clear that she is not comfortable. She does not appear to be enjoying herself. Her face is frustrated, nervous. Several more minutes pass].
CANDACE: Are you hard again sweetie? We can fuck instead. If you want to go back in my ass, you can.
ZACH: I'm not mom, I am sorry. I am just really nervous. I don't want to mess this up for you. Maybe I am just, like, not good at sex.
CANDACE: It is okay Zach, I know you're doing your best. You are going to get better at this, you just need practice. Keep licking.
[Zach returns to his spot between his mother's legs. But nothing much seems to have changed. If anything, his motion is more frantic and arrhythmic. As if his nerves are making it difficult.]
FILIA SOROR: Time is rapidly running out. In essence, the Lincoln family didn't have 20 minutes. To finish in the top two, they needed to earn at least $7,000.00. $6,000.00 to tie. If they don't finish in the next 30 seconds, they will not be able to get second place! The best they could do is tie!
[Zach keeps licking, and if anything, his mother seems to be getting further and further away from an orgasm.]
FILIA SOROR: And that is it! A solo second place finish is out of the question. The best they can do is a tie. They need an orgasm in 60 seconds!
CANDACE: God I wish you could go back in my ass, that felt amazing.
[Zach latches his lips, finally, around his mother's clitoris. He begins to flick it rhythmically with his tongue. At the same time, one of his hands slips down between his mother's leg, under his chin. He dips it quickly inside of Candace's pussy, coating it in her juices. But he instantly slips it back out. He drops his finger down to his mother's asshole. Time is short and he is not gentle. He jams his wet finger into his mother's ass. Candace groans, her body jolted by the sudden penetration. Her legs close around her son's head. She groans loudly as Zach continues to lick her clitoris and finger her asshole. Candace rolls on her back, her toes rapidly tensing and loosening. She lets out a loud groan and then collapses back onto the floor]
FILIA SOROR: And that is it! The sensor has said that Candace has now had her orgasm. Let's look at the time! Oh my god! There is 4:57 left on the clock! You missed it by three seconds! From first to worst! The Lincoln family is in third place and will NOT qualify for the final round!
ZACH: Mom, I am so sorry! I just
CANDACE: Jesus, Zach. That was the best orgasm of my life! All that tension building up...It was incredible when it finally let go! Come here. [Candace lifted her son up and wrapped her legs around his waist, her arms around his neck. She kisses him passionately.
FILIA SOROR: Well the Lincoln's are incredibly good sports! They seem to be taking the loss really, really well. And Amber, it isn't a complete loss is it? Can you explain to the contestants how our final round works. And the role that the Lincoln family can, if they choose, play in it?
AMBER: Yes, the final round is the Showdown round. The top two teams will be given five minutes to consult. They will then put on a sexual performance for our audience. At the end of the Showdown, our viewers will vote, in real time, for the team that they believe put on the best performance. The team that comes in second place will have their current score doubled. The team that comes in first will have their current score tripled. However, if a team does not get at least 10% of the vote, then it loses all of its money.
FILIA SOROR: And according to my calculations, the first place team at this time is the MacLeod family with $21,500.00. And the second place team is the Morgan family with $15,500.00. So whoever wins this round, will end up with the most money and will be our winner. But what about our third place team, the Lincoln family, Amber? What is the consolation prize?
AMBER: Our third place team, the Lincoln family, currently has $14,500.00. If they leave now, they will be entitled to keep that money. However, if they choose, the Lincoln family can split up. And one member of the family can join each remaining team and perform in the Showdown challenge. If they choose to participate, they will EACH be given an additional $2,500.00, a total of $5,000.00. If the Lincoln family chooses to participate, they will leave the game with $19,500.00.
FILIA SOROR: Well Lincoln family, what do you say? Would you like to wrap things up, take you money and go? Or would you like to earn a little extra money? You both have to agree to go forward. [Zach and Candace confer quietly for a short period of time. At the end, Candace nods] what's the choice?
CANDACE: We want the extra money
ZACH: Yeah, we want to try again.
FILIA SOROR: Excellent! It has been months since we've had a team agree to go for the extra money. This is so exciting!
AMBER: In that case, Candace has been randomly assigned to the...MacLeod team. Zach has been randomly assigned to the...Morgan team.
FILIA SOROR: Alright, well I will send Zach over to the Morgan sisters and Candace over to the MacLeod team. Take five minutes and we will start the performances.
[The now two-teams retire to respective corners of the studio and begin to talk. During the five-minute break, highlights from the episode are shown. Finally, the screen fades back in the teams have just finished their consultations. The booths have been removed and there is a simple stage in the center of the frame. The teams are standing on either side].
FILIA SOROR: Alright, welcome back. Hope you enjoyed those clips. Remember: for premium subscribers, all our previous episodes are available. If you illegally download previous episodes from a tube site, just remember we will, like, try to figure out a way to give you a computer virus. Anyway, our teams have had a chance to plan. Because the MacLeod family is in first place, we will let them choose: do you want to go first or second?
ALEXIS: We want to go first.
FREDDY: We want the chance to set the tone! And we don't want the pressure of watching them and waiting.
CANDACE: Whatever they say.
FILIA SOROR: Well our loyal perverts have waited long enough. There is no time limit here. You all go until you feel you've won. Whenever you are ready: MacLeod's, go!
[Alexis, Freddy, and Candace walk up on top of the stage. They are all naked. They turn and find the cameras for a moment, pointing them out to one another. They then speak briefly to one another, and Freddy nods. Finally, Candace gets down on her hands and knees, thrusting her ass out and arching her back. Alexis lays down next to her on her back. Freddy drops to his knees between his older sister's legs].
FREDDY: I just need to get lubed up.
ALEXIS: Oh God, I am so wet!
[Freddy wraps his hand around the base of his penis, and looks over his sister's body. Alexis runs her hands up and down her ribs and then turns slightly. She reaches her hand closest to Candace out and begins to stroke the older woman's breast. Alexis giggles and then looks back at her brother, raising her eyebrows. Freddy leans forward and runs the tip of his penis through Alexis' pussy lips. Alexis groans and throws her head back slightly. Then she reaches down between her legs and helps guide the tip of Freddy's penis into her pussy. She sighs as her brother slides easily inside of her. Freddy groans and thrusts deeply into Alexis. Alexis squeezes on Candace's breast. Freddy begins to thrust rhythmically, putting his hands on the floor on either side of Alexis.].
ALEXIS: Oh fuck, I don't want you to stop, but you have to! Stick to the plan. We will do this again later, I promise
FREDDY: Fuck! Yeah, okay!
[Freddy pulls out of his sister, his cock glistening with her juices. Her shuffles over behind Candace, planting his knees between her feet and putting one hand on her hip. He rises up as high as he can. Alexis gets up off of the floor. She kneels next to Candace's thigh. She drapes her closest arm across Candace's back, sort of hugging the older woman's ass. With her free hand, Alexis reaches out and grabs Freddy's penis. She pulls him in towards Candace's ass. Alexis guides the tip of Freddy's penis directly against Candace's anus. She leans over slightly and spits on the top of her brother's cock. Freddy begins to thrust. Candace rocks her hips back and grunts slightly. For a moment there is just friction. Then Candace's asshole opens slightly and the tip of Freddy's penis disappears into the older woman's asshole]
ALEXIS: Holy hell! That's the hottest thing I've ever seen.
FREDDY: It is so tight and warm, oh my god!.
CANDACE: Just fuck it, please fuck my ass! I need to cum again!
[Freddy continues push, his cock going deeper and deeper into Candace's ass. Alexis leans over, occasionally spitting and always watching with a smile. After a few moments, Freddy's cock is entirely inside Candace's ass. He pulls out slowly and Candace moans, her thighs shaking. When just the tip of Freddy's cock remains, he pushes it back in quickly. Candace moans and throws her head back. Freddy pulls out again, but not as far. After a few awkward motions, Freddy begins to move smoothly in and out of Candace's ass.]
ALEXIS: Don't let that cock get dry, bro. You don't want to hurt her.
[Freddy buries his cock in Candace's ass for a moment and then nods. He pulls his cock out entirely and Candace sighs. Freddy grasps the base of his cock and turns toward Alexis, pointing the tip at her lips. Alexis does not hesitate. She bends her head forward, letting her pouty lips split. In an instant, her brother's cock disappears into her mouth. Alexis' lips are touching Freddy's balls and she gags slightly as his penis presses into the back of her throat. She keeps it there until she gags again, and then slowly pulls it out, dripping with spit.]
ALEXIS: I didn't think your cock could taste any better, but my god Candace, your ass is delicious!
FREDDY: You are so incredibly nasty sis! I love you.
ALEXIS: I love you too!
CANDACE: Please, just fuck my ass, I was getting close!
[Freddy smiles and then turns towards Candace. Once again, Alexis helps guide his cock to Candace's anus. He thrust in and this time it is easier. Candace's body opens for Freddy's cock and she groans with pleasure. Freddy begins to thrust in and out. For a minute, Freddy just thrusts his cock in and out of Candace's asshole, moving with a steady rhythm. Alexis continues to lean over and watch. Abruptly, Freddy stops and turns towards Alexis. Once again, she buries her brother's cock in her throat. Saliva dribbles from her mouth and hangs by a long string from her chin as she gags. Freddy eventually returns the cock to Candace's ass, with his sister's assistance. They follow this pattern several times. Freddy thrusting into Candace's ass, then pulling out and letting his sister suck the warm cock. A final time, Freddy pulls out and places the tip of his penis in Alexis' mouth. Her tongue swirls around the tip, gently. Candace's body is trembling and she shakes her ass side to side.].
CANDACE: Christ, put it back in! I almost came. Put it back in my ass and don't take it out again, let me cum!
FREDDY: What do you think sis, is she ready?
ALEXIS: Make her cum!
[Freddy roughly returns his cock to Candace's ass and her body shakes. She moans loudly as he slams his cock hard back home. Her begins to thrust, faster and harder than ever before. Alexis' hand, the one that used to be on Freddy's cock, slips down to Candace's pussy. Her fingers move through Candace's pussy lips, getting wet. Then she moves her fingertips down to Candace's clitoris, circling and teasing it as Freddy fucks Candace's ass. Candace moans and writhes on the floor. Freddy's hands gripping hard on her waist are the only thing that seems to hold her up.]
CANDACE: Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh fuck! I am cumming! Oh fuck!
[Candace's body moves wildly, her arms give way and she drops face down onto the floor, her ass thrusts up, pushing Freddy's cock deeper inside of her. Candace lets out a muffled moan and her body shakes a few times, almost like a spasm. She sighs and laughs a little. Freddy, finally, pulls his hard cock out of Candace's ass.]
FREDDY: Oh fuck, she was squeezing my cock with her asshole. I am going to cum too!
ALEXIS: Let me eat it! Let me eat your sperm!
[Freddy doesn't speak but instead, instantly moves his cock back over towards his sister's face. She takes about half of his penis in her mouth, just wrapping her lips around it. She gently strokes the underside of his penis with her thumb, almost willing the cum out. Freddy's eyes slam shut and he rises up on his toes. All of his muscles tense. His cock bulges in his sister's mouth as his cum pours into it. Slowly, his muscles relax and his slick cock pulls out of Alexis' mouth. In the meantime, Candace has sat up and is sitting next to the siblings, watching].
CANDACE: Hey, you have to share that! I helped make that load!
ALEXIS: [speaking with her mouth full] Wif Peasure!
[Alexis turns and presses her lips against Candace's mouth. Their lips instantly parts and the Freddy's pearly sperm is visible passing between their mouths. They lean into one another, their mouths hungry. More spit and sperm pass between them, their kisses getting more frantic. Freddy has started moving again. Her drops down onto his knees next to his sister. He leans forward slightly, watching the women kiss. He reaches down between his sister's legs, finding her clit with his fingers as she kisses. Alexis is so wet, Freddy's fingers are audible moving through her lips. He continues to finger as he watches. The women continue to kiss, getting messier and messier. Finally, Alexis' body begins to shake. She moans loudly, dribbling sperm down her chin. Candace spits the rest of the sperm into Alexis' mouth. Alexis throws her head back, her body tensing. She opens her mouth, facing the camera. And then closes it, swallowing down the sperm and the spit. Her body trembles as the orgasm subsides].
FILIA SOROR: Wow! An absolutely amazing performance! Can I take it that you all have finished your presentation? [Freddy, looking at Alexis with awe, nods. Candace does as well]. I have to say, that is going to be an extremely, extremely difficult performance to beat! There was anal! There was cum swapping! There was Ass to mouth! You all know our nasty, perverted audience and played to your strengths. But we never count anyone out on this show. We are going to roll right into the presentation by Ashleigh, Kassie, and Zach. Take it away!
[Ashleigh, Kassie, and Zach walk out onto stage. They seem less hesitant that the first group. Zach immediately walks onto the stage and stands with his feet slightly apart, his hands on his hips. His cock is limp between his legs. Ashleigh and Kassie drop down on their knees on either side of him, their faces at cock-level]
ASHLEIGH: I am going to get this boy's cum.
KASSIE: Not if I get it first, sis!
[Ashleigh and Kassie lean forward and plant their lips on either side of Zach's flaccid penis. They both begin to kiss up and down the length of his shaft. Kassie moves down, putting her lips on the tip of Zach's penis, sucking on it gently. Ashleigh moves down to his balls, licking and sucking them. Then the girls move back together, kissing in opposite directions on the shaft. When they meet in the middle, they kiss around Zach's cock, their tongues and lips touching. Then they move apart again, this time Ashleigh to Zach's tip and Kassie to his balls. Zach very quickly becomes hard again and he drops his hands down onto the tops of the girls' heads. For a long time, he just watches as the two girls lick and play with his cock. Soon, he is glistening and dripping with their spit.]
ASHLEIGH: I told you this cock is mine!
KASSIE: Then come and take it!



[The girls continue to kiss around Zach's cock. But they are more forceful now. Their lips almost joust, fighting for space on Zach's shaft, pushing and fighting each other out of the way. They giggle as they fight, but they push each other hard. Zach gasps and watches with very wide eyes. Finally, as Kassie moves in an awkward position to get her lips on the tip of Zach's cock, Ashleigh gives her a gentle shove. Kassie yelps and then falls on her ass on the floor. Ashleigh smirks at her sister and then takes Zach's hand. She pulls him down so that he is sitting on his ass on the floor, his feet straight out in front of him. Ashleigh stands up and puts one foot on either side of Zach's thighs, her ass facing his face. Zach takes his cock in his hand and positions his cock below Ashleigh's pussy. Ashleigh carefully lowers herself down. Zach makes sure that his cock pushes against the Ashleigh's slick pussy lips. Ashleigh sighs as she gently lowers herself down onto Zach's cock. After a few moments, her ass rests on his thighs, his cock is completely inside of her].
ASHLEIGH: Remember, your older sister is always going to win. But I am a magnanimous winner. Come on over here and get your consolation prize.
KASSIE: I almost want it more!
ZACH: Oh fuck, this is so good!
[Zach's hands grasp onto Ashleigh's hips, helping her rise up on his cock. He then pushes her back down. Ashleigh leans back against Zach's chest, thrusting her hips down. One of Zach's hands rises up off of Ashleigh's thigh and gently grabs her breast. Kassie drops down onto her hands and knees on the stage. She crawled across the stage, ticking her ass in a slinky fashion. She looks over her shoulder at the camera and blows a kiss. Then she crawks between Ashleigh's legs. Ashleigh continues to bounce on Zach's cock].
ASHLEIGH: Eat that pussy, lick that cock sis
KASSIE: What do you think I am about to do, bossy!
[Kassie's tongue slips from her mouth and she leans forward. The top of her tongue presses into Zach's cock. Ashleigh's pussy then slips down over the cock, and Kassie's tongue rakes across her sister's hard clitoris. Kassie doesn't move her head or her tongue. She just lets it sit out of her mouth, flat and soft. She lets Zach's cock and her sister's clitoris. Sometimes, she rubbed her head back and forth. Occasionally, slipped her tongue back into her mouth to wet it and she moans as she tastes the flavor. Ashleigh continues to bounce on Zach's cock. He looks over her shoulder, watching Kassie lick her sister's pussy.]
ASHLEIGH: Oh shit! Oh shit! I am cumming! Keep your tongue on my clit! Zach, bury that cock inside me.
KASSIE: See, she is bossy
ASHLEIGH: Just please eat my pussy, Kassie! I am so close!
[Kassie rolls her eyes, but Zach buries his cock as deep inside of her as he can, his balls against her ass. Kassie wraps her lips around her sister's clit. Her tongue rolls around on it. Ashleigh's hands move down to her sister's head, holding her in place. Ashleigh's thighs shake back and forth and she leans back harder into Zach. She makes a high, mewling noise in her throat. Zach's arms wrap around her. Ashleigh's muscles begin to tense. Her voice grew louder and her thighs began to tremble wildly. Finally, her body goes limp and she breathes heavily.]
ASHLEIGH: [laughing and panting] Zach, you have a good dick.
KASSIE: And I have a skilled tongue.
ZACH: Let me see some more of that skilled tongue.
ASHLEIGH: [pushing herself up off of Zach's still-hard cock] Absolutely not! I am going to show you mine.
[Kassie backs away, and then Ashleigh spins around. Zach rises up off of his ass, onto his knees, his cock sticking out towards Ashleigh's' face. Ashleigh gets on her hands and knees in front of Zach. She wraps her hand around the base of his cock and immediately plunges his cock into her mouth. She opens her lips wide, moving her throat over his penis. Soon, his balls are against her chin, completely inside. She doesn't gag, but instead just pulls back until just the tip of his cock is in her mouth, then she does it again. Kassie stands up and turns towards the camera].
KASSIE: Now, there is one thing you all out there on the internet don't know. My sister would tell you, but her mouth is currently full, and our mother raised us not to be dirty like that. But...my sister is not just a sister and a daughter. She is also a mother. A mother with a young child that she is still breast-feeding. And it has been hours and hours since she had a chance to pump her milk. Well, she is probably in pain. So I am going to take this opportunity and help her out.
[Kassie moves over to where Ashleigh is sucking Zach's cock. She drops down onto her back on the floor, perpendicular to her sister's body. She slides on her back across the floor. Ashleigh's breast slides across her sister's face as Kassie pushes under her sister. Kassie comes to a rest with her lip right against her sister's breast. She opens her mouth and Ashleigh's nipple pops into her mouth. Kassie slips her tongue out of her mouth, circling it around Ashleigh's nipple and it is soon glistening with spit. Then her lips suck in and it is clear she is pulling her sister's milk into her mouth. She sucks for several seconds. Ashleigh moans around Zach's cock. Kassie opens her mouth slightly and a white trickle of milk dribbles down her cheek. Kassie spread her legs as she continued to suck on her sister's tit, her fingers finger her own pussy. Kassie plays with her pussy lips and her clit as she licks and sucks, swallowing down her sister's milk. Zach looks down, craning his neck to watch. Ashleigh continues to moan and bobs her head faster and faster on Zach's cock. They stay this way for a minute or two.]
ZACH: Oh fuck this is hot! I am cumming
[Ashleigh picks up her pace, bobbing her head faster, getting Zach's cock deeper into her throat. Zach's hands squeeze on Ashleigh's head, his legs getting slightly wobbly. At the same time, Kassie continues to suck on her sister's nipple, pulling more and more of the milk into her mouth. She is no longer swallowing and it began to overflow, filling in the hollow of Kassie's throat as her cheeks bulge with Ashleigh's milk. Finally, Zach's body tenses and he lets out a low groan. He thrusts his hips hard into Ashleigh's face. Eventually, he takes a step back, panting. A moment later, Ashleigh springs up off of her knees. Kassie does the same. The sister's wraps their arounds around one another, their breasts pressed together. Ashleigh tilts her head to the side, and then the sister's mouths are pressed together. Their lips part and milk and sperm mix together in their mouths. Their tongues move together in the warm, sticky goo. Some of it dribbles down onto their breasts. They continue to kiss, pushing the load back and forth between their mouths, adding their saliva to it.]
ZACH: Damn, I'm still hard!
[Zach moves around behind Kassie and drops down onto his knees. Kassie senses him there. She leans forward into her sister, thrusting her ass back out towards Zach. Zach puts his hands on her slender hips, and presses his cock against her wet pussy. Kassie is desperately wet and Zach's cock slips easily inside of her, all the way in. Kassie gasps a little, and dribbles milk and cum out of her lips, before going back to kiss her sister. Zach begins to thrust his cock back and forth into Kassie's pussy. Her takes one hand off of her slim thigh, snaking it around her body and finding her clit. He continues to rub her clit as he rocks his hips back and forth. Kassie and Ashleigh wrap their lips more fully together, preserving as much of the milk and cum as they can as Kassie shakes while Zach fucks her. After a minute, Kassie begins to grind her hips harder, her body growing tenser and tenser. Ashleigh senses it. She rises up high onto her knees, bending Kassie's neck back. The sisters open their eyes. Their lips close. Ashleigh pulls back, her cheeks bulging. Kassie opens her mouth wide. When their mouths are separated by six inches, Ashleigh opens her mouth slightly. A thick dribble of milk and spit and cum pours out of her mouth, and lands on Kassie's pink tongue. Ashleigh spread her lips farther, more and more of the liquid lands in her sister's mouth. Some lands on Kassie's nose and chin, but she catches most of it. Soon, Ashleigh's mouth is empty, she steps back. Kassie keeps her head thrown back, she looks and finds the camera. She looks into it, letting her tongue move lewdly in the sperm and milk, showing it to the camera. She moans and cum bubbles form in her mouth and some of it dribbles out. Zach fucks her harder and faster. Kassie's eyes roll back in her head. Her mouth closes and she swallows down her cocktail in a single gulp. Her eyes and mouth open again at the same time, and she moans loudly. Her body begins to shake, her hands rise to her breasts and squeeze her nipples. Her orgasm bursts over her, her body trembling].
KASSIE: Oh fuck, internet, don't you want to see more of me! Fucking god!
ASHLEIGH: [smiling with evident pride] that's it, we are done!
FILIA SOROR: Woah. I honestly did not believe that you all could even come close to the first team. But that was...that was something else. We have never, ever had lactation on the show. I don't even know what to say. All I know is that whether it was a brilliant strategy or a nasty mistake is not up to me it is up to the voters. And the polls are open...now! Remember everyone, you have five minutes to vote! I am certainly glad I am not voting, I don't know who I'd choose.
[While the votes come in, the camera just lingers on the family members. Some of them collect their clothes. Some of them talk excitedly. Ashleigh and Kassie talk together and laugh, not bothering to get dressed. Zach says something to them and they smile, he walks back over to his mother and says something to her. She looks nervous and smiles, nods. Alexis and Freddy, still naked, stand facing one another, their arms around one another. Their bodies are pressed close together and Freddy's cock is hard again. They whisper to each other and smile, seemingly oblivious to the entire world around them. Eventually, a buzzer goes off].
FILIA SOROR: Alright, that is five minutes! And the vote is in! Now, before we get to the final results, I can say for certain now that the Lincoln family will go home with a combined $19,500.00! That is not too shabby for third place. Now Amber, can you tell us the results
[The screen now splits. On one side, it shows Ashleigh and Kassie, looking nervous but happy. On the other side it shows Alexis and Freddy, looking sort of dazed and satisfied].
AMBER: Filia, I can confirm that this particular show had more voters than any other show in our history! There were over 10,000 votes worldwide. And in addition, it was one of the closest votes of all time. With that said, we do have a winner. Coming in second place with 49.2% of the vote...
[The screen shows the Morgan and MacLeod families looking pensive, waiting. The set is entirely silent].
AMBER: Is the MacLeod family. Winning $43,000.00 Which means that the Morgan family has won with a total of $46,500.00. Congratulations to all of our contestants.
[The screen shows the Morgan family jumping up and down excitedly and hugging one another. The MacLeod family shrugs sheepishly and then walk over to Morgan family to congratulate them].
FILIA SOROR: Well ladies and gentlemen, Family Freud thanks you for joining us tonight! I think this was one of the greatest shows we have ever done! The Morgan family was willing to do anything to win! And they had to beat the challenge put up by our other competitors. We really hope to see you all back again next week! Be sure to subscribe and if you want to pay more than is required, well we won't send it back. From everyone at Family Freud, have a good night, you pervs!
[Credits Roll. As they roll, in the background, a small square appears. It contains the Lincoln family, just from the head up].
AMBER: So, Zach, how did you enjoy the show?
ZACH: This was...I keep waiting to wake up or something. This was just absolutely nuts. But it was a lot of fun too. I feel closer to my mom! I had fun with two beautiful girls. I mean...this was the best day of my life.
AMBER: Candace, what did you find to be the most rewarding part of this experience?
CANDACE: Oh yes, I think I definitely feel closer to my son. When do the checks go out?
[Credits continue to roll. The Lincoln family fades out and the MacLeod family fades in]
AMBER: Freddy, are you disappointed you were unable to win?
FREDDY: Oh I...I hadn't even really thought of that! I mean we went home with some money...a lot of money, I guess I am not even really thinking about that right now. This is so much bigger than money.
AMBER: Alexis, what do you plan on doing with your winnings?
ALEXIS: Well, some of it for school I guess. But I would like to take my little brother on a trip maybe too. Some place quiet and secluded where we can...talk about this experience.
[Credits continue to roll. The MacLeod family, smiling, fades out and the Morgan family fades in]
AMBER: Ashleigh, are you proud of winning over some really stiff competition?
ASHLEIGH: I don't know that I am proud of anything that happened today. But I have to admit, I don't regret it! It was a lot of fun, and I can't believe I am saying that.
AMBER: Kassie, what do you plan on doing next?
KASSIE: This is just the beginning, Amber. You are going to be seeing my face and hearing my thoughts for a very, very long time!
[The Morgan family fades out. Credits end].
The End
Note: I honestly write so that I can hear the comments you all give. So please just tell me what you think. Even if it is just a sentence or two (though I always prefer more). Consider that your payment for a free story. And if you like this, I beg you to read my other stories and comment on them too. I know who my loyal readers are and I really appreciate you. Thanks!
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Hello Readers! I am back in the writing mood, at least for now. So I am trying to ride this feeling as long as I can. I has been a long time since I added a story in this category, so I hope it was worth the wait. Enjoy and let me know what you think!
*****
"Alright," and the management-guy looked down at the contract I handed him, "Dani, drop your cell phone in the box. You can pick it back up when you leave," and he shoved a greasy cardboard box right under my face. I jumped back a half step, but then I reached into my purse, searching for my phone.
"Why do you need my phone?" I asked as I, nonetheless, dropped it into the box. It clattered on top of several others that were already collected there. I thought briefly of germs and then ignored it. The man was extremely bored by my question. He sighed and didn't bother to make eye contact.
"It was in the agreement that you signed when you consented to go into the green room and/or tour bus with the band. It included a non-disclosure provision. You have agreed not to discuss your interaction with the band with any third parties and have, further, agreed to not take or post pictures, videos or..."
"Yeah, okay, got it," I said. I didn't really care. I would have signed away every penny I had ever made or ever would make for the rest of my life to get back into the green room. To get into a room with Country Miles, the greatest band on the face of the Earth! I mean whatever I needed to do to actually get to talk to Joe Palmer about his lyrics! Or maybe sit right next to Dean McMurray on the couch while he strummed an acoustic guitar! To just stare at Max Fletcher when he wasn't basically hidden behind his stand-up bass. To ask Wesley Upton to tell me all of the instruments that he could play. Or, and this was what I really wanted to do the most, to act flirty, and playful, and sexy and ask Brent Corwin if he could keep time on something other than his drums. Seriously, this was a dream come true, they could shred my phone if they needed to.
Well, maybe that was overstating it just a little bit. But I guess I was euphoric in that moment. I mean, this was exactly what I had hoped would happen when I bought a Standing Room Only ticket to the show like four months earlier. However, the odds against actually meeting the band were pretty steep. I didn't have a backstage pass. I didn't have an expensive ticket.
Instead, I had my body and my persistence. And I had leveraged both of those for all they were worth. I was a short girl, around 5'2 but I was curvy, with large breasts, a small waist, and a round butt. I also had legs that looked longer than they should have given my height, with thicker thighs. I had accentuated all of this, wearing a flannel button-up shirt with no bra underneath. I hadn't bothered to button it, instead tying the bottom flaps above my bellybutton. My big breasts were just pouring out of the shirt and from the right angles my nipples were nearly visible. I was also wearing impossibly short cut-off shorts, something I couldn't really bend over in. I was also wearing cowboy boots and a cowboy hat. Beneath my hat were my loose, blonde girls. I had big green eyes with long eyelashes, a cute little nose, and plump lips. I knew that even short; I was going to stand out.
I don't want to give the impression that I was comfortable with these clothes. Far from it. In fact, I had purposefully decided to go alone to the concert, instead of with my best friend Angie, because I was terrified of anyone I knew seeing me dressed like this. It was totally outside of my personality. I just had a goal, to actually meet my idols, and I knew that I had get someone to pick me out of the crowd.
I had arrived at the concert several hours early and had fought my way through the crowds into the venue. Even then, there were a bunch of people up by the barricades near the stage. During the opening acts, I had meticulously inched my way closer and closer to the stage. Anytime someone shifted or went off to the concession stand, I slipped into the vacuum. I got dirty looks from groups as I crowded in on top of them. I didn't care, I ignored them. By the time Country Miles hit the stage, I was right against the barricade. And I would not leave. No matter what. If I had to pee, I would hold it. If I passed out, they'd have to pry my fingers off of the barricades with a crowbar. I was there to stay.
And oh my God, the show! It was awesome! The band had not released a new album in about three years, so there was no new stuff. Their most recent album was already written into my heart. I knew everything they played and I sang out to them, dancing as best I could and screaming after every song in just wild abandon. My throat felt raw, and there were tears of joy blurring my vision. But it was just...incredible. There was the band, right there! Just a few feet away from me playing so beautifully. I should see the sweat on their foreheads, hear them talking to one another between songs. By the end of the show, I had decided that even I didn't meet them, this would have been good enough.
But then, right after the band walked off the stage to thunderous applause, and before they came back out to play the encore, some guy in a band jacket and a pair of expensive sunglasses had come up to from the far side of the barricade. He was what I came to think of as "the management-guy" for some reason, I guess I figured he had some sort of administrative role with the band, he didn't look like a roadie. But he was definitely official. The security guys had moved aside for him. He leaned in towards my ear and my breath caught in my throat.
"Someone from the band saw how much you loved their music, they wanted to see if you wanted to come back and meet them," He had said. And I swear my soul left my body! I sort of floated outside of myself, not even sure if I had heard him right. But I didn't want to miss this opportunity if it was real. I said "yes" about ten thousand times in quick succession. He had pulled aside the barricade and let me slip through. He pointed me in the direction I needed to go, "follow the other girls," he said. And that was the first time I noticed that he had already let three or four other girls behind the barricade. By the time the encore was over and the management guy was back handing out contracts, there were ten drop-dead gorgeous girls preparing to relinquish their cell phones. I guess I should have been intimidated by them, but honestly I just felt flattered to be included. And just so amazed and grateful that I was really going to meet them.
"Alright, has everyone turned in their paperwork?" the management-guy asked, looking around at the girls. Everyone nodded or mumbled in the affirmative, "Alright, go ahead on into the green room. The band should be in at any time." The man pushed a door open at the end of the hallway and the giant pack of excited girls poured through the door and into the room.
I was in the middle of the group, and short. So I couldn't really see anything until I got through the door and the girls sort of spread out. It was a large, sort of non-descript windowless room. There were a few couches and chairs along the walls. There was a large table in the middle of the room and it was covered in food and alcohol. No one moved to approach the table, flanking out around the room. I took a small sidestep to the right as I came through the door and waited, my stomach knotted.
Another girl, a tall brunette in a miniskirt that showed off her incredibly long legs, stood a few feet away from me. When I am nervous, I sometimes get a little bit chatty. After a minute or so of waiting in silence for the band to arrive, I turn to the brunette.
"I didn't think they were going to play 'Grandma's Porch,'" I said, "I don't think they've played that in concert for like...six or seven years. And it sounded so good! I noticed that the bass was a little more in the forefront than on the album but..." The girl looked at me, her eyebrows furrowed, "it was great."
The tall brunette just stared at me for a long moment. She did not respond. She gave a little snort of air out of her nose, and then turned away. I felt my cheeks get incredibly red. I turned away as well. I decided not to try my luck with anyone else. I figured everyone was just there to see the band.
About five minutes later, we got our wish. We heard some loud talking and pounding in the hallway. Suddenly, a different door burst open and the band just poured in. I felt like it all happened in slow motion. I can still sort of see it replayed in my mind if I try. First one in the door was Max Fletcher. He was turned, looking back out the door, saying something I couldn't hear and then laughing. Then he turned and looked around the room, threw his arms up said "Damn, what a show!" and then marched towards the food table. The next person in was Dean McMurray, he was still laughing about whatever Max Fletcher had said, but as soon as he walked in the room he stopped and scanned the room. I felt his eyes move across me and goosebumps flared up all over my body. But his eyes kept moving. I saw him wink at someone else, and then follow Max Fletcher to the food. Then there was Wesley Upton, stretching out his fingers and eyeing the booze on the table, he said something to Joe Palmer, who had walked in essentially right next to him, and Joe Palmer slapped him on the back laughing, and then following Wesley Upton to the table. Next was Brent Corwin. And the breath caught in my throat. As the drummer he had to work a little bit more physically than everyone else and he was dripping with sweat. The hair was sort of in his eyes, giving him the appearance of a devil-may-care attitude. He had a little, secretive smile on his face, as he strutted in behind the other guys. He looked like he thought he owned the place, and as far as I was concerned, he did. The last person through the door, a little after the others, was Rebecca Renner, the violinist. She walked to the table, grabbed a can of beer, and then flopped, exhausted, onto a couch.
The band was loud and boisterous. They were clearly already in the middle of a conversation, and at first they didn't even really seem to notice anyone else was around. They began to throw some of the food into their mouths. Then they started picking up bottles of champagne, drinking directly from the bottles. I just watched them, doing this sort of normal, human stuff. It felt like watching a god come down to earth and grabbing a snack. It was uncanny.
"Well ladies, we can't drink all this on our own, come on over, let's make this a party!" Max Fletcher said. And it was like some sort of magical incantation. As soon as he spoke, a sort of spontaneous cheer rose out of the fans (including me) and we all sort of rushed forward towards the food and the drinks. The band started handing out cans of beer and bottles of wine to every girl that they could. Someone thrust a can of something into my hand and I absent-mindedly snapped it open and took a swig.
I was so close to the band now. I was tongue-tied. Some of the other girls had already begun engaging them in conversation. But I couldn't, not yet. I just had to observe them close up. I had seen them on stage, on YouTube, on television so many times, their faces were as familiar as family members. And yet, seeing them in person...I can't describe the feelings that I had.
Soon the group devolved into five sort of separate parties, each circling around a different member of the band. I took another sip of my beer for courage, and approached the closest group. It happened to be Joe Palmer...THE Joe Palmer. And he was talking to two girls who were dressed identically, and had evidently come together. It seemed like they were trying to look like twins, even though they didn't actually appear to even be related.
"Oh yeah, I mean, I have been wanting to come back here for at least a year because..." I heard Joe Palmer saying to the girls. They were nodding enthusiastically and didn't even really appear to be listening to him. Before I realized what I was doing, I found myself interrupting Joe Palmer.
"Joe...I don't what I am supposed to call you...I am sorry, I didn't mean to interrupt," I said and Joe Palmer turned and looked over his shoulder at me. There was a slight hint of annoyance on his face (or was I imagining that?), but I couldn't stop myself from talking. I had dreamed of talking to Joe Palmer about his lyrics, I couldn't stop now, "I just wanted to say that the first time I heard 'Gold Grass Summer' I felt like...I don't like it had been an idea that I had had my entire life but had never been able to express, you know? Like there was this...thing in my soul and I wasn't smart enough or...in tune enough with myself to be able to say it and then you wrote, 'my heart is...'"
"Oh yeah, that's why we do it, for the fans. Glad you liked it!" Joe Palmer said, in no way responding to my half-thought. He turned back to the other girls. I felt my face go red again, my voice catching in my throat.
"I am sorry, I didn't mean it interrupt..." I started to explain myself. Joe Palmer turned and looked over his shoulder again and this time the annoyance was plain.
"What?" he asked sharply.
"Never mind," I said quietly. He sort of nodded and turned back to the faux twins. I saw them giggling and figured he had made some sort of face about me. I turned and walked away quickly. I almost ran into Wesley Upton. He had dropped an empty beer can onto the floor and was already reaching for another one. If he noticed me, he made no indication. I decided not to interrupt a man on a mission, for fear of repeating the embarrassing scene with Joe Palmer.
Then, as if to reassure me that this night was far from over, I saw Dean McMurray actually sitting on the couch, strumming an acoustic guitar. It was like my fantasy had come to life. Two of the girls were sitting on the couch watching him strum, so I walked over and stood in front of him, listening. As I arrived, he was wrapping up a song and he stopped to take a drink out of a bottle of wine.
"I don't know," he said, "that is just the opening. But I think that may end up on the next album, I can't see the whole thing in my mind yet, but I can feel the outlines of it. I don't know, what do you think?"
"It was beautiful!" one of the girls, said, leaning in quickly towards him, her eyes glittering.
"I can't believe you let us hear it even though it isn't finished! This is so amazing," the other girl said.
"I..." I started to speak, wanting to ask Dean McMurray a question about how he came up with the idea for his melodies. But I didn't speak loud enough, and Dean McMurray didn't even seem to hear me. He was staring at the two girls on the couch.
"So hey, I have spent enough time around these guys for one day. You two ladies want to grab a couple bottles of wine and head back to my room on the tour bus, have a little bit of privacy?" he asked. The girls didn't even speak, they just rose quickly, giggling to one another. Dean McMurray set his guitar down on the floor, leaning it against the couch. As he rose, he saw me for the first time.
"Hey sweetheart, thanks for coming out," he said politely, and nodded. Then he slipped his arms around the girls and headed out for the door. I spun around as they walked away, watching them go. And as I did, I saw that this was not an isolated event. The party was clearly breaking up, just a couple of minutes after it started. I saw Joe Palmer and the two girls he had been talking to earlier headed for the door, just ahead of Dean McMurray and his girls. Even Wesley Upton, already clearly very drunk, was grabbing two girls by the hand.
Look, I am not naïve and I am by no means a prude. I had dressed in order to get pulled backstage, after all. I had recognized the possibility, however remote I'd thought it would be, that one of the band members would want to sleep with me. Honestly, the idea of it was pretty exciting. I would have been willing to be with any of them, really. They were all cute and they were all in Country Miles, it would be amazing to sleep with one of them.
But when I had imagined it happening, I had figured it coming after a real party. I had imagined talking to one of the members of the band, getting to know him just a little bit. Maybe feeling the connection that I'd had with their music sort of acting as a short cut to a real connection. I mean I wasn't silly enough to think I was going to have a relationship with any of these guys. But I thought that if it was going to be a one-time thing, it would be a one-time thing that actually felt like something more than a hookup.
But clearly, this was not supposed to be a party. They band had come in to get drinks, and pick out the girls they wanted to take back to their rooms, or wherever. It wasn't exactly what I had in mind, but I wasn't in any sort of position to change anything. If this was the game, then I had to play it. I spun around and saw that Brent Corwin, of all people, wasn't heading to the door yet! He was standing next to the table with a bottle of champagne in his hand, talking to the tall brunette I'd tried to talk to earlier.
"Now or never," I said under my breath. I mean, if I could have had my pick of a member of Country Miles to be with, it would have been Brent Corwin. I crossed the distance between us quickly. Which was good, because I clearly didn't have much time to waste.
"So it looks like things are winding down if you want to head out with me," Brent Corwin was saying to the brunette, gesturing towards the door with his bottle of wine. God, he looked beautiful! I decided that it wouldn't pay to try to be coy about this.
"If you all are going, can I come too?" I asked, pushing in between them slightly. Brent Corwin's eyebrows went up in surprise and he smiled at me. I felt his eyes moved over me, appraising me. Normally, that probably would have made me shiver with excitement. But I also felt the brunette looking at me, staring absolute daggers into my heart.
"Oh hi..."
"Dani," I said, thinking that it was probably a good sign.
"Hey Dani, sorry I didn't get a chance to talk to you before now. Yeah we were just talking about heading over to the tour bus or something..."
"Brent," the brunette said, cutting him off. She came forward, putting one hand on his cheek, stroking it gently, and incidentally sort of pushing me back, "I don't care what these other...girls do here. But I am not interested in sharing. You want this short little hick to go with you, that is absolutely fine. You go have fun. But if you want a real woman who can wrap her legs around you and do anything you can think of, then you pick me. You can't have us both," she said, and as she spoke she brought her free hand forward, stroking the front of Brent Corwin's jeans. Not exactly subtle.
Brent turned and looked at me for a second, his eyes looking dazed but not exactly unhappy with this turn of events. This time, his appraisal of me actually made me feel dirty. I mean there was no mystery about what was happening, no way to shield my sense of propriety or my ego. We were being judged like pieces of meat, me against this girl. He would either pick me, and make me feel like a whore. Or he'd pick her and make me feel ugly.
"Sorry Dani, I was talking to Cybil first," he said, and I appreciated that explanation, even though I knew it was a lie. At least he tried to spare my feelings. Cybil gave me a sort of smirk, and then slipped her hand into Brent Corwin's. The two of them set off for the door. By the time it closed behind them, all the men in the band were gone. And so were all the other fans.
The tears came to my eyes surprisingly quickly. It wasn't really about not getting picked by Brent Corwin. At least, not mostly. I mean the whole scene had made me feel like an ugly slut, which wasn't fun. But it went so much deeper than that. I had had this fantasy night in my mind. And the reality had been so sordid and disappointing. I mean, you never expect a fantasy to actually come true just like you imagine it. But this fell so far short of the fantasy that it wasn't even recognizable. I felt stupid and childish and dirty. I guess, at heart, I felt deeply cheated. Heartbroken on a level so much deeper than just not sleeping with someone. I hadn't really cared if I slept with someone anyway.



I didn't really allow myself to cry, because that would have been even more embarrassing and stupid. Instead, I slowly walked to the table, and placed my beer can, barely sipped, on it. Then I walked over to one of the couches and flopped myself down heavily. I would leave soon, but I needed a minute to get myself together. I buried my face in my hands.
"Rough night?" a husky voice said and I almost jumped out of my skin. My head snapped up and I grinned sheepishly when I saw Rebecca Renner sitting on another couch, a few feet away. I had forgotten that she was there. She had seen me almost in tears after trying to proposition her bandmates. As if I didn't feel humiliated enough.
"Sorry, I was just getting ready to go," I said in a very small voice. Rebecca sort of shrugged and looked around the room.
"There isn't any rush. I always feel bad about the amount of food that gets thrown out after one of these 'parties.' I have been telling Jim, our manager, to put in our contracts that like 95% of the food can be plastic. Just make sure the booze is real," she said. And I relaxed a little. She, evidently, didn't have any interest in reveling in my humiliation.
"I'm not really hungry, but thank you," I said, looking at the food piled high on the table. I couldn't imagine ever really wanting to eat again at this point.
"You know any one of those horndogs would have fucked you," Rebecca said suddenly and I felt my cheeks go crimson, "I have seen each of them go back to the room with much, much less attractive girls. Don't take it personally. Just a little bad luck for you tonight," she said. I shrugged and looked away from her.
"I didn't even really want to...anyway," I said. She snorted a little.
"Seemed a little like you did," she said. Maybe she did want to revel in it. But hell, what difference did it make at this point.
"I just...well it seemed like that's what everyone was doing, so I tried to join in. This isn't exactly what I was expecting. I don't know." I said. Rebecca rose from her couch, crossed the room towards mine. I rarely thought about Rebecca Renner as a member of Country Miles. I guess some of it was that I didn't really know anything about music, so my focus tended to be on the singing and the lyrics. But more than that, I felt like the band had a sort of masculine energy. It was always just a bit jarring to see her performing with the guys. Though I did recognize that she was talented. And beautiful.
Rebecca Renner was just a little taller than me, maybe 5'4 or so. She had very long, dark red hair. She had big blue eyes, and a small nose covered with a smattering of freckles. She had pouty lips that always seemed to be giving a crooked grin. That night, she was wearing an old-fashioned sleeveless dress with a floral pattern. It was tight around her small breasts and tapered tight to her narrow waist, and then flared out dramatically at her hips, falling below her knees. She was prettier in person than she'd ever looked on screen. And she sat down on the couch next to me, smelling like expensive perfume.
"What's your name?" She asked.
"Dani," I said.
"And I am Rebecca. Don't call me by my full name and don't call me 'Becky.' People always do one or the other. I am Rebecca."
"Okay, Rebecca," I said.
"Pretty and smart, you're the full package!" she said and I laughed a little bit. She smiled at me, "So tonight hasn't been what you expected. What did you and your barely-there flannel shirt expect to find tonight?" she teased. But it didn't feel like mean-spirited teasing and I felt myself growing a little less embarrassed by the whole situation.
"I don't know," I lied, "It is just...Country Miles just means so, so much to me. And I wanted to meet the band so I could let them know."
"Well they aren't 'them' I am mean, they are. But I am too. I am here. Tell me about Country Miles," Rebecca said.
"I am sorry, I didn't mean to say that..."
"It's really fine. Just tell me about it," Rebecca said. I nodded, sensing her sincerity. I took a deep breath. I had talked about this so many times with myself, in my head. I knew exactly what I meant, I just didn't know if I could really say it.
"I..."
"First, kick off those cowboy boots, they have to be pinching your toes terribly. The hat too, because it is silly," Rebecca said and I stuttered to a stop.
"What?"
"The shoes, they look miserable. They aren't broken in, they are brand new. Take them off. Hat too," she said. And, in fact, after a nigh standing at the barricades, they did ache. I tossed the hat first. Then, I reached down and slipped both of my boots off, and the socks I was wearing with them, sighing as I wiggled my toes, "There, now talk," Rebecca said. And, oddly, it felt like that moment of interruption had allowed my thoughts to sort themselves out. I knew what I wanted to say, and how I wanted to say it.
"I had always liked music. I mean, who doesn't, right? There were songs I liked, bands I liked. But I never really understood how people could be, like, fans of a band. It was just...sure some of the songs are good, they are nice to have on the background while you're doing something else. But I never felt any sort of real connection to anything. But, like, I didn't know I wasn't feeling a connection. I didn't know what that was. It was beyond my experience.
"And then, one day, after my boyfriend broke up with me senior year of high school (and yes, I know that sounds cheesy and dramatic, but still), I just happened to have the radio on and 'Sweet Spring' came on the radio. And I'd never heard it before, even though it wasn't a brand-new song at the time. And the lyrics, I heard them. Like the words actually penetrated my brain. And usually, I can listen to a song thirty times, maybe even be able to sing the song, before I ever think about the lyrics. But this was the first time, and it was like the song was speaking directly to me. And I knew why too. It was the structure of the song. The melody and the rhythm and everything else about it. All those...technical music things that I can't define, but I could feel. The way the music sounded, it just...forced...No, that is the wrong way of thinking about it. The music allowed the lyrics to enter my heart right away. And I'd never experienced that with a song before. I couldn't even breath. It was just...it was perfect.
"As soon as I heard the name of the song, I bought the album. And I listened to that song ten times in a row, before I ever listened to any of the other songs. But then I did, I listened to the whole album. And it wasn't just that one song. It was all the songs. And so I bought the two other albums you had at the time, and they were all perfect, all of them were just right. And they all said something different. And when it was over, after each song, I felt like I knew more about myself than I had before. I knew more about the way I thought, and the things that I found to be beautiful.
"And I just wanted to meet the band, to meet you all, because I wanted to thank you. I wanted to let you know that you and your music had made me a more complete person. And I know that sounds like...too much. Like I am a crazy person or something. And I don't want to overstate it or make you think I am just a hysterical person. But I don't want to understate it either, because your music is such an important part of who I am. I feel like who I am is intertwined with your music and I can't pull it apart. Like take Joe Palmer's lyrics in 'Sweet Spring' he says..." Rebecca had listened to me ramble without interruption, that little crooked smile on her face, her head tilted to the side. I was sure she was listening, but I was just letting the words flow, saying the things I had to say. But now she interrupted me.
"Joe Palmer didn't write the lyrics to 'Sweet Spring.'" She said, "I mean it is credited to the whole band, officially. But I don't think Joe wrote a single word of it." My jaw actually dropped, and I leaned toward her.
"I know that you are all credited, but in interviews Joe always talks..." Now Rebecca laughed.
"Yeah, Joe does talk doesn't he?" she said, but she didn't sound upset about it, "Joe likes to take credit, unofficially, for the all the song writing. Well, initially, it was my idea. I mean, my fans don't care about any of that stuff, as long as they can see my cleavage when I play, they're happy. But we found that Joe's fans sort of like the idea of him as the tortured poet. So we let him talk about it, and the fans eat it up. I get paid the same either way, so it is no skin off my nose."
"No skin off your nose?" I asked.
"I write basically all of the lyrics for all the songs. Joe throws in a word or two here or there. And actually, Brent is a pretty decent songwriter. He usually gets a song or two on any given album. But I write most of the stuff. And all of the singles are songs that I've written with minimal input from the guys," she said. And she said it with such a lack of ego, and such generosity towards Joe and the others that I instantly knew that it was true. In fact, speaking to her, I could actually hear the same voice, the same temperament in the songs. It had to be her.
"Wow...I mean...I can't believe..."
"I will tell you another thing about Joe, you know he was the guitarist at first? In addition to singing. But the guy couldn't even tune his own guitar! I mean even with the electric tuner, he was hopeless. We hired had to Dean McMurray just to get someone who could play chords. And Joe, who is a gifted singer, can stick with that."
"So Dean writes the melodies, then?" I asked. Rebecca laughed again.
"You're going to think I am lying if I take credit for that portion of the songwriting. But I really do. We don't generally write all in a room together. I write stuff out on the piano and bring it to the guys. Dean and especially Wesley sometimes suggest changes and additions when we start rehearsing, but I don't think I've ever re-written a whole song before. I write my lyrics and the music at the same time."
"Woah," I said, absolutely dumbfounded. I guess I had an image in my mind of how the band wrote and rehearsed their songs together. I could picture it in my mind's eye. But this completely subverted that image. It was a little jarring and it took me a moment to really understand that I was sitting next to not just "the fiddler" who was shy and quiet during interviews with the band, but the beating heart of Country Miles. Nonetheless, the nature of what I heard sunk in. And I realized that my plan, such as it was, was still possible. I had come here to talk to the band, to share my love of the music with them. And here was Rebecca Renner, not leaving. Not rushing off to the tour bus, and seemingly in possession of everything I wanted.
"Okay, I need to know everything about writing 'Sweet Spring.'" I said excitedly. Rebecca smiled warmly and pointed towards the table.
"Go get two glasses and grab some bottles of wine, not the champagne, just wine. That may loosen my tongue," she said. I sprinted to the table and was back before my shadow had a chance to move. And then, we were off.
I have absolutely no idea how long we talked. Time ceased to have any meaning to me. Having a conversation with Rebecca was like getting a chance to speak to her music. It was the same energy, I can't explain it any better than that. And that energy filled all of my consciousness. It took over everything. I asked questions, I gushed about lyrics, she smiled and laughed. She filled in gaps in my knowledge, she cleared up areas of confusion, she straightened out misapprehensions. And she was endlessly patient with me. What was strange was that we were so...efficient in our conversation. It was like we'd known each other for years and years. Not everything actually needed to be stated, to be explicitly set out. We talked in a sort of shorthand, each of us completely understanding what the other meant, even if it was just jumbled phrases and hanging questions. I had never experienced anything like it my life. By the time two bottles of wine were empty, I felt like Rebecca was my oldest and dearest friend.
It was when a janitor opened the door to the green room, saw that two people were still in it, and ducked back out, that I realized we had been talking for hours. I felt like I sort of came out of a trance. The world dropped back into place and there was more to it than just Rebecca Renner, Country Miles, and me, Dani, the slightly obsessive fan. For the first time in a very long time, the room was quiet. I smiled nervously at Rebecca.
"Sorry, I didn't realize how late it was getting. Are you all going to have to get up early and get on the road?" I asked. Rebecca laughed a little and shook her head.
"Don't apologize, this has been lovely! I don't think I've been called a genius so many times in so short a timeframe before," she said and I blushed.
"I am sorry, I didn't mean..."
"Why apologize? I like to be called a genius!" Rebecca laughed, "And don't sweat the time. We are staying here for the next two days before we head out. A couple of R&R days worked into the schedule, so we don't kill each other. If I wanted you to leave, I would have told you. I am not polite." Now I laughed. And we were quiet again for a moment. There was a strange atmosphere in the room that I couldn't really place. It was suddenly pregnant with something, something familiar but also unfamiliar. I couldn't place it.
"Do...do you want me to leave right now?" I asked, my voice sounding thick. I didn't even know why I'd asked the questions. But Rebecca shook her head.
"No," she said, "I don't want you to leave right now. In fact, I don't want you to leave tonight." As she spoke she bit her lip. I furrowed my brow, stupidly.
"What do you mean?" I asked and Rebecca smiled.
"The guys aren't the only ones who get a little...lonely on the road. I might be a little more discerning than them, but if I meet an interesting woman, I ask her to stay with me as well. And Dani, I have to say, I haven't ever met a more interesting woman on the road. Stay here with me tonight," she said. And then, suddenly, I realized what the familiar-unfamiliar pregnant feeling was. It was the sort of strange sensation that you get right before you kiss someone for the very first time.
Again, as she had all night, Rebecca read my mind. We were sitting on the couch now, so close our knees were touching. She reached forward with one hand, gently slipped it across my cheeks, her fingers soft and warm. Her palm cupped my cheek. Rebecca's eyes closed and her head tilted slightly to the side. I felt her warm breath against my lips before I felt her kiss me. I closed my eyes as well, let her guide my head forward slightly.
And then I felt it. The soft warmth of Rebecca's pouty lips as they pressed against mine. No, not pressed. Softly, unbelievably softly, just that barest hint of her lips against mine. She leaned into me slowly, the pressure of her kiss building very gradually over time. Her hand massaged gently against my cheek. I felt Rebecca's lips spread open, felt her tongue slip thickly across my mouth. My own mouth opened of its own accord, and I felt Rebecca's warm, wet tongue against my teeth. My tongue rose up as well, finding hers. She leaned more forcefully into me, her tongue pressing into my mouth. I swirled my tongue around it, tasting her mouth, sweet like cheap wine. I felt the roughness of her tastebuds and smelled the earthy scent of her skin. I had never felt a kiss like this before. I moaned. Not loudly, not wantonly. But I moaned into her mouth, my lips then wrapping around her tongue, sucking on it.
But the moan echoed in my ears. And for half a second, Rebecca's kiss was not taking up every last bit of attention in my mind. I realized who and where I was. What I was doing. And the spell was broken. I felt an intense confusion and, strangely, embarrassment. I realized that Rebecca's tongue was in my mouth, and I pulled back quickly, her tongue leaving my lips wet. Her eyes fluttered open as I pushed myself back slightly.
"That was lovely," she said at first, smiling. Then she must have seen something on my face, "Hey Dani, what's wrong?" She slipped her hand from my face, grabbing my hands and squeezing them. For a moment, I couldn't speak. I didn't know what I was thinking, I just felt confused. Finally, I tried to stammer something out.
"I am sorry Rebecca, I didn't mean to...It is just, well, I guess, I am not...I am not a..." I felt my cheeks growing white hot. Rebecca smiled, seeming unfazed.
"I am not asking you to make some sort of declaration about your identity. You signed a nondisclosure agreement anyway, remember? The closer I get to you Dani, the better I feel. I want to push that to the absolute limit. Have you ever slept with someone who really understands you? I know I haven't, but I am curious to know what it is like," she said. And then she just looked at me smiling. I could have gotten up right then. I could have thanked her for the fun evening or just got up and left. She wasn't going to say anymore. That was all she was going to say.
But, it was all she needed to say. Just like her music, Rebecca had a way of getting right to the heart of the matter for me. She said the things that I was afraid to think for myself. But they were true. Sex was not a physical thing. Or at least, not primarily a physical thing. And I knew, somehow, that I had not experienced everything that sex had to offer because I'd never felt fully connected to a partner. So what if I wasn't a lesbian (or, more accurately, had never even really thought about it), there as an opportunity here. How could I pass it up?
"Do you want to, like, go back to the tour bus?" I asked in a small voice. Rebecca laughed and ran her delicate fingers through her long hair.
"And smell the stench of my band members and their groupies? I'd rather now. We have this whole room just to ourselves for now. Let's lock the doors," Rebecca suggested. I raised my eyebrows at her for a moment, smiled, and then darted off the bed. I was giggling as I ran to the nearest door and locked it. It felt a little like being in high school again, trying to hide fooling around from nosy parents. I locked one door and then another. Rebecca didn't seem to be helping out. Finally, I had all the doors locked and I turned back towards the couch.
"There, we are...oh wow," I said. Rebecca was entirely naked. She was laying down on the couch, her head propped against her palm.
"How do I look?" Rebecca asked, and for the first time all night sounding slightly anxious.
"You're beautiful," I said, and she was. Her body was perfectly proportioned, her breasts perky, her hips wide. She was shaved bare and her delicate skin had a small smattering of freckles all over. "You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen," I said and Rebecca actually blushed. For a moment, I just stared at her.
"It's cold over here all by myself," she said, "come back to the couch." I didn't so much walk as slink back towards her, untying my shirt as I moved. What was strange is how natural it felt as I moved. I had never been one for...seduction I guess. And I had never been with a woman before, never really thought about it. But I wanted Rebecca now. And I felt like I was dancing to her music, I liked it, wanted it.
As I moved across the green room, my clothes began to fall off of me. I'd already removed my boots, and now with my shirt untied, it slipped from shoulders, exposing my stomach and breasts. And I then quickly unbuttoned my tight jean shorts. I had to pull them down a little over my hips, but they I sort of ticked my ass side to side as I walked and the pants fell off of me, dropping onto the floor. Last, I slipped my fingers into the waistband of my panties, and pulled them down as well. I left a trail of clothes behind me. And then I was standing in front of the couch, naked.



Rebecca had not sat up as I had moved closer. She hadn't moved a muscle. But she kept her eyes on me while I walked. Her eyes moved across me, hungrily. I could actually feel her desire emanating off of her, through the fire in her eyes, the reddening color of her skin, the way she bit her lip, her chest rising and falling more rapidly. She looked up at me from the spot on the couch.
"And how do I look?" I asked, raising my eyebrows.
"Sexy as hell," she said in a gravelly voice. She reached her hand forward, grasping my wrist. She pulled me in and down. I allowed myself to be led, bending over at the waist. Her pretty face rushed towards mine and I almost didn't want to close my eyes. I tilted my head to the side, and then again felt her lips on mine. There was no hesitation this time. My lips parted instantly, and I felt her do the same. I tasted her tongue and moaned at the flavor of it, the roughness of it.
"I can't believe how badly I want you," Rebecca groaned into my mouth. And as she spoke, she continued to pull my wrist slowly in towards her. I could feel the heat of her body long before my fingertips brushed her stomach. Rebecca pressed my wrist down and I could feel my fingers against her thigh, the soft skin between her legs. And I gasped as I felt my fingertip against her wet pussy. Rebecca sighed and spread her legs a little wider.
"You're so wet!" I said a bit in awe as my fingers slipped against Rebecca's labia. I could feel the silky, smooth sensation of her slickness. Suddenly I felt the saliva swell in my mouth. Without really thinking, I pulled my hand back out from between Rebecca's legs. Rebecca's eyes fluttered open and she looked up at me pouting a little bit, though I could see real anxiety in her eyes. She was worried I was pulling away.
Without speaking, I pulled back slightly and plunged my finger into my mouth. I could smell Rebecca's scent and feel it filling my brain. At the same time her sweet, savory flavor spread out across my tongue. I swirled my tongue against the roof of my mouth, enjoying the texture as well as the taste. Everything about her was so wonderful.
"Ever tasted pussy before?" she asked and I felt myself blush, shaking my head, "Well do I at least taste good?"
"Amazing," I said, letting my hand drop again. I could still taste Rebecca lightly on my tongue, smell her in my nose. I felt those sensations powering me, pushing me forward. Rebecca didn't need to pull me this time, my hand quickly found its way between her legs. Rebecca's thighs felt warmer now, and as my fingers found their way to her labia, I found that she was dripping wet.
"Oh god!" Rebecca moaned, as my finger pressed against her clitoris. Slowly, I began to circle my finger around her warm, pink clit. I moved slowly, deliberately. I stroked and felt her body reacting to it. I had never done anything even remotely like this with another woman, I just followed my instincts. I did what I would do if I was playing with myself. "Just like that, just like that!" Rebecca said as I began to move a little faster. Evidently, I was doing the right thing.
"Are you sure you've never played with a pussy before?" Rebecca gasped, smiling.
"Just a gifted amateur, I guess," I said, laughing as well.
Rebecca's body began to loosen up and move more as I played with her clit. I could feel her body start to tremble next to me. I felt her thighs open and close around my arm. She breathed heavily, and she leaned in towards me, her breasts pressing against my arm. She reached an arm up, pulling around my neck. She kissed me, desperately, her tongue pressing into my mouth and licking my teeth. Sometimes, our mouths both open, she would just moan into me and I felt like the vibrations of it fill my brain.
Rebecca broke the kiss, her mouth open. A thin line of saliva connected our lips still and her face looked slightly frozen in tension. But she dropped her head down and leaned against my body, like she needed me to hold her up. I took my free hand and wrapped it around Rebecca's neck, playing with the hair on the nape of her neck. I felt smooth cheeks against the top of my breast. She turned her head to the side and now it was my turn to gasp. I felt my nipple, hard in the cool air of the green room, pop gently into Rebecca's warm mouth. Her lips felt soft, pillowy. Her flicked gently at my nipple at first, teasing. Then she sucked, pulling more of my areola into her mouth. Finally, Rebecca began to swirl her tongue, soft and gentle, around my nipple, coating it in her salvia and occasionally sucking on it. I didn't know my nipples could be so sensitive. Every movement of her tongue seemed to reverberate through my entire body.
After a brief period of time, Rebecca and I seemed to naturally move into the same consistent rhythm. My finger movement around her clitoris at the exact same rate and with the same energy that her tongue lapped on my nipple. We both stopped at the same time. Rebecca, to sucked on my nipple, me to drop down to Rebecca's slit and coat my fingers in her juices. Then we would return to what we'd been doing before. We moaned and groaned together, in intervals. And the whole time, my hand played in her hair and Rebecca's fingers moved up and down my thighs, my ass, my lower back.
Okay, yes, I know it is unbelievable...but it was like Rebecca and I were sort of acting out one of her songs. We were moving together, we were creating melodies and melding them together. We were keeping a beat and we were building towards a climax. I know how silly that sounds now, I almost didn't want to say it. And yet, in that moment, I know that is exactly what it felt like. Like Rebecca's music had physically come to life and we were the instruments by which the beauty was realized. I never said it to Rebecca, but I could feel that she felt the same way, the way a couple of musicians just playing around can suddenly find themselves, wordlessly, crafting a new song.
The rhythm built and built and the tension grew higher and higher. Without really trying, I found my fingers moving faster and faster against Rebecca's aching clit. She licked and sucked harder on my nipple, her moans growing louder, her body shaking and moving more wildly. Her thighs began to squeeze harder and harder around my wrists.
"Oh fuck, Dani! Of fuck, don't stop. Keep...Oh fuck!" Rebecca groaned, my nipple bouncing on her tongue and making me shiver. Rebecca's eyes slammed shut and I kept stroking and teasing her clit, growing faster and faster. I felt the muscles in Rebecca's body go tense all over. I heard a strange, lovely croaking sound in the back of her heart. She stopped breathing, her tongue pressed firmly into my nipple. And then Rebecca sighed, her muscles instantly loosening. Her mouth slipped off of my nipple and she sort of fell backwards onto the couch. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, and she smiled languidly. I had made her cum.
"Okay, stop, it is too sensitive!" Rebecca said, pushing my hand away and laughing. I reluctantly moved my hand away from Rebecca's wet pussy. I had enjoyed playing but had enjoyed watching her cum even more. I just wanted to make her cum over and over again all day.
Rebecca had other ideas. After a minute or two to recover, Rebecca bounced up off of her ass on the couch, landing on her knees. I watched as her hair and her breasts bounced, it seemed like the orgasm had energized her, made her playful. She continued to bounce on her knees on the couch, reaching her hands out towards me.
"That was really, really nice! You have talented fingers! We'll hire you for keyboards or something," she said, and then laughed, "Now get over her and let me return the favor."
"What're you going to do?" I said. For some reason, the idea of Rebecca pleasing me was a little bit more intimidating that me pleasing her. I mean she was beautiful and talented and amazing. She deserved to have her mind and body worshipped a little bit. I was just some fan. Rebecca sensed my anxiety and rolled her eyes theatrically.
"Get your sweet ass over here, you wimp," Rebecca said playfully. She reached forward, grabbing my wrist again, pulling me in towards the couch. I tried once again to slip my hand down between her legs. "Nice try!" Rebecca said, yanking on my arm. I let out a little yelp and sort of tumbled onto the couch in front of Rebecca. She laughed uproariously as I landed in a sort of heap, facing away from her with my face in the cushions.
"I am very elegant and sexy," I said feebly and she laughed harder. She put one hand on my shoulder and gently started to lift me up. Her fingers were warm, soft, gentle. She was teasing, but there was no malice. I began to turn around, to face her and kiss her. But her other arm quickly snaked around my waist, holding me suddenly firmly in place.
We were now both kneeling on the couch. One of Rebecca's hands was draped across my shoulder now, her breasts were pressed into my lower back. Her arm was wrapped around my waist, her fingers gently digging into my skin. Rebecca's knees were together and I found myself sort of sitting on her leg. My legs were spread slightly, so that my legs draped over Rebecca's and my knees also sat on the couch.
"You are definitely sexy," Rebecca said and I felt her lips press gently against my spine. I arched my back, pressing into her warm lips, feeling her hard nipples now against my lower back. Rebecca's hand slipped off of my shoulder. For a moment, it moved over to my throat. She didn't choke me or anything like that, she sort of let her palm press against my throat, her fingers tickling at my neck for a moment. Then her hand moved off of my neck and worked its way under my armpit. Now Rebecca's found my breast, grasping it gently and squeezing my nipple between her fingers and making me gasp.
Rebecca's other hand was not idle at this time. It slipped across my stomach, massaging my flesh. And then it moved down my thighs, which trembled at her touch, goosebumps rising. Her hand squeezed the muscles in my thighs for a moment, pulling my legs slightly farther apart.
"Say what you want," Rebecca teased, as she pulled on my nipple. I groaned as my mind focused on Rebecca's warm hand against my thigh. My pussy ached and I wanted to scream with the tension. As best I could, I controlled myself.
"Touch me Rebecca, I need it so bad!" I begged in a whisper.
"I am touching you," Rebecca said innocently. Her fingers moved down further between my legs, the tips gently tickling the spot where my thigh met my body, just inches from my waxed pussy. I groaned louder, by legs shaking.
"You're a sadist!" I panted and Rebecca laughed, but didn't give me any relief. Her hand just slipped from my breasts, rubbing the skin between them before moving to the next breast, lifting it gently and feeling its weight, "fine, touch my pussy! Please, finger my pussy, make me cum! I need to cum so bad it hurts. Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" I said, and I wasn't sure if I was playing at the end or if I really needed it that bad. Regardless, it seemed to work.
"See, was that so hard?" Rebecca asked, but she finally offered relief. I gasped as I felt her fingers move across my labia, getting coated in my juices. Rebecca's fingers rolled against my pussy lips, until her fingers were wet. I started grind my hips, just on instinct. But after a moment, I felt Rebecca's hand slip from between my legs and over my hip. I groaned in disappointment.
Angry and tense, I tried to turn around and look at Rebecca. I sort of looked over my shoulder and saw that she was looking up at me. She smiled, and then her fingers, fresh from between my legs, plunged into her mouth. Rebecca's eyes closed and she moaned. I saw her tongue moving around her delicate fingers. Finally, after a very, very long time, she pulled her fingers back out of her mouth.
"Torture, isn't it?" she asked, and then licked her finger tips, "But you taste lovely, even better than me," Rebecca said. I suddenly had an image of Rebecca on the tour bus, late at night, by herself and playing with her hard little clit, slipping her fingers into her wet pussy, and then tasting herself over and over again. It was a surprisingly dirty and alluring image and I needed her more than ever.
Rebecca had seemed to sense that, and as I daydreamed, she had slipped her hand back over my hip, plunging down between my legs. She was holding me close again, her breasts almost flat against my back. Her fingers found their way back to my wet slit and she once again coated herself in my juices. If anything, I was even wetter than before. Now, instead of bringing her fingers out and licking them (which likely would have killed me), Rebecca's fingers found their way to my clitoris. It was like an electrical shock running through my body, that first touch. I had been needing to be touch for so long, the tension was so great, that even a brush of her fingers was almost too much sensation to bear.
But despite the intensity, it was also beautiful. It was like the last piece of the puzzle had come together. Our bodies were locked together perfectly. Rebecca was kneeling on the couch, her knees together and her feet curled up under her ass. I was also kneeling, but higher up, off my heels, my legs spread and my back arched. My ass was sitting directly on her lap and she was leaning against my back so that there was no daylight between us.
One of Rebecca's hands was buried between my legs, playing with my clitoris and occasionally pressing inside of my pussy. Her other hand freely roamed my body, sometimes playing with my nipples or holding my breasts. Other times she ran her fingers up my ribs or down my thigh. Still other times she reached up, rubbing gently on my throat or running her fingers, stretching to their limit, against my lips. I craned my neck down and would take her sweet fingers into my mouth, sucking on them or flicking them with my tongue. I ran my hands through my hair or simply held them in tense fists.
As time went on, I began to find myself moaning. I had never been noisy...in the bedroom. I guess, maybe I'd never had reason to be noisy. But anywhere that Rebecca's hand moved seemed to be lightly touched with pleasure. And then stayed piqued. As she moved, the feeling sort of grew and grew and grew. I couldn't keep quiet. Instead, I rocked my hips in Rebecca's lap and let out moans, throwing my head back and just letting them flow out of me, heightening the pleasure.
As I writhed in her lap, I felt Rebecca's lips against my spine, soft and wet. And then, above my own noises, I began to hear something else. Just the barest whisper of a noise at first. But it began to grow steadily. And then I could feel it, against my spine. And I realized that Rebecca was humming. Just a sort of languid melody, soft and gentle. And I felt I recognized it. But then I nearly laughed, because I realized that I recognized it twice. Rebecca's hum had slipped into a harmony with my moans. Softer and smoothed out, maybe. But the same notes, she'd turned it into music. And I realize, further, that it was the same song we'd been playing before. In a different way, maybe. But the same sort of feelings were rushing through me as when I had brought Rebecca to orgasm earlier. We had circled back to it, unconsciously.
We moved together now, rising and falling together. Moaning together, sweating together. And still, Rebecca's fingers circled around my clit, stroking it expertly and playing with my sensitive lips. My moaning became ragged now, the song become urgent and desperate. I felt a sudden need.
I slipped down on Rebecca's lap now, putting some distance between my back and Rebecca's breasts (the air actually felt cool). I was now lower, relative to Rebecca. I turned my shoulders and my neck, looking back behind me. I leaned my head back and down as far as I could. Rebecca rose up, our mouths pressing together. I felt the hum die on Rebecca's lips as our tongues clashed. But her fingers continued to play with my pussy. The scent of my body was strong in the room and it filled my nose. But strangely, I wasn't embarrassed (as I may have been before). Because it felt like Rebecca had drawn it out. And my arousal, somehow, aroused me more.
I would not have been able to hold out any longer if I wanted to. And I desperately did not want to. I broke the kiss with Rebecca, throwing my head back and moaning again. I felt my whole body shaking, my knees going weak. I did not feel, at that time, Rebecca's free hand wrap tightly around my waist, but I would later be thankful that she did. I would have fallen forward as the intense pleasure of my orgasm sapped me of any strength. I just felt my mind go blank and my senses take over entirely.
As I regained control of my mind, I adjusted myself and Rebecca did the same. In a moment, we were sitting next to each other on the couch, panting a little bit and looking at each other sheepishly. We'd both cum now and the nerves felts settled. I no longer felt like I was talking to Rebecca from Country Miles. I was sitting, naked, with a beautiful girl I'd slept with. A girl I felt a connection to. It felt natural and good.
"Thanks for not letting me fall over and hit my head," I said laughing a little.
"It wasn't for you," Rebecca explained, "I was thinking about the articles that would be written tomorrow when the violin player from Country Miles killed a hooker in the green room."
"A hooker?" I asked, raising my eyebrows. She shrugged.
"Look Dani, this isn't the New York Times or something, we are trying to harvest clicks. And hooker is better copy than groupie," Rebecca with faux seriousness.
"A groupie? Is that what I am now?" I said, feigning outrage.
"You came to the show dressed like a tart to hook up with the band..."
"A tart? A tart? That was the word you wanted to use? Not even a dated term like slut, but tart? Are you my grandmother?"
"Do you want me to be your grandmother? Is that a thing you're into? I've roleplayed for girls before, but that one might be a bit too much," she said and I couldn't help but laugh. Then I turned quickly and pounced on her. I put my hands on her shoulders and forced her down onto her back on the couch.
"Oh nana, knit me the sweater nana! Knit a dirty sweater and wear nothing else, nana!" I said, moaning loudly. Rebecca began to laugh.
"Oh god, no! Safeword! Safeword! We didn't come up with one, Safeword is the default!" She said, rolling on the couch laughing. I stopped 'roleplaying' and laughed as well, dropping my stomach down between Rebecca's legs and placing my head on her breasts. I could feel her shaking underneath of me as she laughed comfortably, though slowly that faded. And then we were just laying on the couch in silence. I felt Rebecca's hands playing gently with my hair, which felt nice. I could have almost fallen asleep with my face against Rebecca's warm breasts and her soft hands playing in my hair.
But there was something else there to, something I couldn't ignore. Something that would prevent me from sleeping. I was so close to Rebecca's lovely body. And she had been so deeply aroused. And I had been as well. And the delicate, feminine scent of our combined arousal was sort of hanging in the air around us. I breathed it in, felt it waking me in more ways that one. I didn't know if Rebecca felt it, but I began to move my hands around slightly, feeling her ribs and her arms and her hips as best I could.
"I wanted to taste your pussy again," I said, the words coming out before I realized I had intended to say anything. Though, once they were out, they felt right. I meant them. Rebecca sighed, running her fingers in my hair.
"Well that's too bad," she said and my breath caught for a moment. Then she continued, "Because I was going to eat your pussy and I am more famous so I call dibs." She said. And while I giggled a little, I felt a little thrill run through me.



"Well, you know, the other day I was thinking about sex and stuff," I started.
"As one will," she interrupted.
"As one will, and I realized that I had an idea for a new sexual move...a position really, wherein we might both be able to achieve our goals," I said, turning my head and kissing the skin above her neck.
"Well professor, tell me more about your findings," she said.
"I call it the '69'..."
"Like the number, you say?" she asked.
"Precisely, but the best way to understand why is to experience it" I explained.
"Well I am game for anything that doesn't involve Nana," she joked, "Show me how its done."
I stood up from the couch, standing up on the floor in front of it. Rebecca stretched herself out on the couch now, spreading her legs slightly. I walked towards Rebecca's head and sort of threw my knees over it, tossing myself on the couch, straddling Rebecca's head. I leaned forward now and I felt Rebecca's hands snaked around my thighs, holding me in place. I placed my hands next to Rebecca's hips, one hand barely able to stay on the couch.
My face hovered a foot or so above Rebecca's pussy. I hadn't seen it this close before. The vibrant, pink lips contrasted with the white skin of her lips. Her hard little clit was visible at the top and everything was glistening with her juices. I breathed in deeply, and her scent filled my nose. Different from, but somewhat similar too, my own. We...rhymed I guess. It was an intoxicating sight, intoxicating smell.
I couldn't wait any longer. I let my body drop down on top of Rebecca's. I felt my hair drape around her knees, my breasts against her stomach. I felt her breasts against me, felt her fingers sink into my skin as she craned her neck up to reach me. I flattened my hips down as best I could, pushing my own pussy down towards Rebecca's lips.
And then I forgot all about myself. That is not to say that Rebecca didn't begin to lick my pussy or suck on my clit. Because she did. And it wasn't that it didn't feel amazing, because it absolutely did. Instead, it was simply that all of my energy, all of my focus was necessarily on Rebecca's body and my desire to make her feel the same joy she had given me. Not just tonight, but for years.
I made my tongue flat and wet and soft. I started at the top of her slit, her hard clit against it. I dragged my tongue down through Rebecca's slit, feeling and tasting her juices accumulate on my tongue. I moaned loudly. And then I lapped at her again, her flavor just as potent and lovely the second time. I licked slowly, deliberately. I didn't want to rush anything. Eventually, I stopped lapping at her. Instead, I wrapped my lips around Rebecca's clit, feeling its small hardness in my mouth. I flicked it with my tongue, sucked on it to get more of Rebecca's flavor. I teased her relentlessly and then plunged her into pleasure.
The whole time I licked her, our body remained locked together, writhing slightly. I could feel her breasts and her stomach against me, feeling her hair tickling my calves. But more than the feeling of her, I could hear Rebecca. In fact, that was the cue I used to decide how to lick and to pleasure her. I listened closely to her moans of pleasure. And I chased the sounds that exhibited the most desire, the most pent-up tension. I chased them, trying to stoke them higher, push them deeper.
I was aware that I was moaning too, as Rebecca licked me. I don't know that I exactly felt her licking me. I mean, I did...but I knew the pleasure I was feeling more because of the sounds that I made. And this time it was no surprise when I found that Rebecca and I had slipping back into the same harmonious moans that she had been humming earlier. In fact, Rebecca seemed to be somehow converting her moans into hums. It vibrated through my clit and lit up all the nerves in my body. I followed suit, humming the same tune, holding it. Cycling it back through Rebecca's body. A closed, harmonious loop. A perpetual music machine. Or maybe more like feedback, each iteration growing louder and faster as the tension grew and grew and grew.
And then it all crashed. I don't know, maybe there were too many complicated thoughts in my mind. Maybe it was that Rebecca was just...better at this than anyone I'd been with before. But I hadn't noticed that the tension had reached a critical point. I hadn't noticed my muscles tensing, my toes curling, my eyes slamming shut. I hadn't even noticed the Rebecca had tumbled over into her own powerful climax. But I felt when my own orgasm reached a crescendo. I felt the wave of pure pleasure roll, thick and slow from my clitoris out across my legs and to my stomach. I felt the static electric shock of it climbing my nipples and soaking my knees. And it built speed until my brain was subsumed in pure pleasure and my mind stopped functioning. Just the pleasure and the sound of Rebecca's humming deep in my brain, and I couldn't tell the difference between them. I realized that in some way they were two sides of the same coin.
* * * * *
There is not much more to tell about that night. In broad terms, we held each other on the couch until a janitor got tired of waiting. Rebecca invited me back to the bus, but I needed to get home. I had work the next morning. We couldn't see each other again while the band was still in town. We made vague plans to see each other again the next time that the band went on tour. In that moment, standing in the bowels of the arena, I felt like it was true. That we both wanted that. But the next day I felt sort of silly. I didn't have any regrets about how things had turned out. But I knew that Rebecca probably had a girl in every city. It was one wonderful night, and I was alright with that. I still had the music.
But, of course, I could always use more music. And about a year after that night with Rebecca, Country Miles released a new album. It was the first critical failure of their careers. Fans and experts alike called it "uneven" and "muddled." The singles released didn't really go anywhere. I didn't like the singles as much as some of the earlier stuff, but thought it was lovely nonetheless. More importantly, I streamed the entire album the instant that it was available. A real fan likes the deep tracks too.
My interest, however, was piqued more than usual. Because when I looked at the track listing on the album, and the very last song was something called "Dani in the Green Room" and it was credited (unlike all the other songs) exclusively to one person: Rebecca Renner. I usually listen to the album, the first time at least, in the order the band played it in. I figured that they would forgive me this one time, skipping to the end. After all, even before the song played, I knew what the melody would be. I knew what it would sound like sung in harmony. I even knew what it was about. I'd heard it the first time a year earlier.
Country Miles is coming back through town at the end of the month. This time, they are selling backstage passes. I have saved up enough money that I don't need to dress up like a...tart, to get back there. I am going to be Dani in the Green Room again. I feel the music drawing me back. And I have no doubt about how it will turn out.
The End
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"No...No, put the Pac-Man stuff back in the closet," I said to Keith, the class vice president, as he dragged out the big, puffy yellow balls with eyeballs painted on them, "Those aren't a 90s thing, they are an 80s thing," I explained.
"Are you sure?" another member of the Prom Committee asked and I nodded.
"My mom told me. She said that Sonic the Hedgehog would be better if we are doing 90s video games," I said and Keith, groaned and put the Pac-Men away again.
He could be annoyed all he wanted, for all I cared. I was class president and I had pushed through the 90s themed prom over the opposition of some of the other members of the committee. I was going to make sure that we did this absolutely right. It was going to be authentically 90s and capture all the iconic cultural...stuff of the 90s. The music, the fashion, the movies and TV.
We were standing in the high school gym now, the Senior Prom Committee, doing our last-minute preparations before the dance. We had decorated the room with lots of 90s pop culture references, we had bought a bunch of food that had been discontinued in the 90s and then brought back for Millennial nostalgia, and each table had a different classic 90s TV show theme (everyone wanted Friends. I loved the 90s, but I still couldn't understand what everyone else saw in Friends). We had even hired a band that could play classic rock stuff like Nirvana and Pearl Jam.
"Did those little Japanese keychain pets that we ordered come in?" I asked Keith nervously, referring to the strange little digital things that my mom said would be a good prom giveaway. The prom was 48 hours away and that the was the last big thing left. But before Keith had a chance to answer, a loud, clanging voice interrupted us.
"Ms. Parker" the voice said, referring to me, and I knew who it was, cringing. It was our Prom Committee faculty advisor, Mrs. Ratkovicz. Mrs. Rat, everyone called her behind her back. She was the chemistry teacher and no one could figure out why she always volunteered as the "faculty representative" on all of the party committees. Homecoming, Sadie Hawkins, whatever, she always insisted on being involved and she was always absolutely miserable.
In fact, it was worse than just being miserable. It was like Mrs. Rat joined up as the faculty representative for all sorts of school activities because she wanted to destroy them. She had complained to Principal Riley about the creative writing club because the kids were writing about real life stuff like sex and violence. She complained to the school board about the annual Junior summer trip to Europe because the kids would (legally) be able to drink. She'd even threatened to sue the school district because the LGBTQ club got more money than the Fellowship of Christian Athletes club (because it had more members).
I personally didn't have any theory about why she was the way she was. I just knew that all she had to do was raise her eyebrows at Principal Riley and she would get the prom cancelled or changed or whatever. So the goal was to try to be as sweet with her as possible. Don't give even a shadow of an excuse, that was the plan.
"Yes Mrs. Ratkovicz?" I asked amiably, turning around to face her. Mrs. Rat had her hair pulled back in a bun so tight I wondered if her whole face would collapse if she let it down. Her lips were pinched and her eyes were dull.
"I just don't understand this new Prom Court selection process that the Prom Committee selected. It is far too late for nominations to occur and now we are just receiving votes?" Mrs. Rat asked, holding up the ballot box that had been sitting outside the main office. I held back a sigh, I had already explained this to her at least three times.
"We just decided that everyone could just get one vote, drop it in the box, and whoever got the most votes would win. No nominations, just an open vote," I explained.
"Yes, Alicia, you've told me that before" Mrs. Rat snapped back. I knew she was pissed because she called me by my first name instead of 'Ms. Parker.' I was on thin ice.
"Well...I don't..." I said, confused and taken aback.
"What is the purpose behind this asinine rule change? You have dozens of students who have received just a single vote! And your Prom Court members may end up with only a dozen votes!" Mrs. Rat complained, throwing her free arm up as though this was all complete anarchy.
"We just decided not to do the nominations this year, because people have been mean about it in the past. It hurt people's feelings," I explained and Mrs. Rat sort of rolled her eyes, "Sometimes people would nominate people as a joke or someone else would want to be nominated and wouldn't get it and everyone would know. So we thought just leaving it totally secret. We will just announce the top girl as Prom Queen and the top boy as Prom King."
"God forbid anyone have to develop any intestinal fortitude," Mrs. Rat said caustically.
"Well, it is too late to change it now. Maybe you can change it back next year," I said back. I had meant to just have it sound like a suggestion, but it had come out slightly annoyed. I knew it was a mistake as soon as the words came out of my mouth and it just riled Mrs. Rat further.
"And why, for the love of God, did you choose the 1990s as a theme?" she said, looking around at the decorations, "A horrible, horrible time. Rappers and video games and that awful Bill Clinton and his sordid personal life," Mrs. Rat shook her head with visceral disgust. I decided that any response I made would just make things worse. I just sat in silence and shrugged.
That seemed to, weirdly, piss off Mrs. Rat more. Maybe she was just trying to get a rise out of someone and the fact that she couldn't goad me into getting upset set her off to look for someone else. I saw Mrs. Rat's sort of look around at the other half dozen members of the Prom Committee. I saw her smile now, "though, I suppose there was some good things about the 1990s. At least we didn't have the sort of...silly confusion that we have now. Isn't that right Mr. Hood?"
Automatically, we all turned to look at Cam Hood, our stomachs tightening. She was the member of the Prom Committee that I knew the least. I had actually been a bit surprised when she signed up, she hadn't really volunteered for any of the dozens of school programs that needed student participants. Still, she was a nice girl. She was short, with mousy brown hair, big naïve eyes, and a sort of secret grin she gave. She had small breasts, a narrow waist and wide hips. Everyone in school had known Cam was trans. I mean she grew up with us. But it wasn't something that anyone really talked about. No one except Mrs. Rat.
"Mrs. Ratkovicz, I am Ms. Hood. We talked about this before," Cam said in a small voice. I felt her eyes looking towards me, towards the other people in the group. I looked away, back at Mrs. Rat, who gave a little laugh.
"The state supreme court says I can call you by your proper name," she said, obviously enjoying the silence and discomfort that greeted her statement, "Mr. Hood, do you pine for a time when you would not have been confused? When everyone knew that boys were boys and girls were girls? Have you ever seen Silence of the Lambs? Even that reprehensible Jim Carey made a movie dispelling that confusion. Maybe I am warming to the 1990s."
"I..." Cam said, but she didn't say anything further. Even though I didn't turn to look at her, I could feel her looking at the rest of us. Maybe me in particular. Hell, I was the president, right? But I didn't say anything. I felt, in that moment, like it wasn't going to do any good. If I said something, it wasn't going to change Mrs. Rat's mind on anything. It was just going to make her say something else mean to Cam. And she might get pissed and cancel the prom.
There was, of course, another factor that I wouldn't acknowledge to myself at that moment. One that would have felt too selfish to admit: Mrs. Rat was my chemistry teacher. And science was, by far, my weakest subject. I knew, at that moment, that I was sitting with a B- average. But I also knew that the only reason I didn't have a D was because I came in for study hall with Mrs. Rat. She said it was because I showed that I cared about my grade, that she wouldn't give me the D. But I knew, just likely everyone else, if you went to Mrs. Rat after class and kissed her ass she would give you a B-, even if you didn't deserve it. And if you ever angered her or pissed her off, she wouldn't shed a tear in taking it away, even for students who stayed after. Mrs. Rat already seemed annoyed with me. I knew I couldn't afford to lose my grade, not with my chosen college still monitoring my grades. So I waited for everything to be over and I sat in the quiet embarrassment that we all felt.
"Well, back to work girls...and boys," she said, looking at Cam and then walking away. I turned for a moment, to look at Cam. She was looking at her feet. She was clearly humiliated. I didn't want to draw attention to it.
"So...Keith, those Japanese things?" I asked.
"Oh yeah, they're here," he said, and went to grab the boxes.
* * * * *
Two hours later I saw Cam on the sidewalk, heading home (I guessed). It was chilly out and already dark. I was driving home in the car my parents had gotten me for my 18th birthday. I glided over towards the sidewalk and rolled down my window as I came to a stop.
"Hey, Cam, do you need a ride home?" I asked. I hadn't thought about pulling over or why I was doing it. It was like I was on autopilot or something. Cam was hunched over, the backpack weighing her down. She turned and looked into the car.
"Oh...Hi, Alicia. No, thanks. I don't mind walking," she said and gave a polite smile. She turned back so she was facing forward and started to walk. I could feel a tension between us, though I refused to really think about what it meant. I wanted to dissolve the tension, by getting her in the car and just having a nice conversation, like the casual acquaintances we were. I inched the car forward a little more.
"Come on, its cold!" I said with a laugh. Cam sighed.
"Then roll up your window," she suggested, "And drive home." This was more than a little tension.
"No, I meant you, you have to be cold. How far do you live from here?" I asked. Cam stopped again and leaned in towards my window.
"It is over behind the supermarket on Hathaway Street," Cam said, naming a spot at least a mile and a half away, "But you'd have to go past Mrs. Ratkovicz's house. I wouldn't want you to be embarrassed with the pervert in your car." She said sharply and I felt the heat of her anger sort of wash over me in the car. For a moment, I just sputtered.
"Mrs. Rat is just..."
"I don't like name-calling,' Cam said flatly and felt like I just kept making things worse.
"Well Mrs. Ratkovicz..."
"Alicia, really, it is fine," Cam said, her anger leaving her, "You don't owe me anything. I know you just care about the prom. It's fine. I just want to walk home and clear my head." She turned and started walking again and I felt my cheeks red with embarrassment. I wanted to say something. I felt like her sudden forgiveness was worse than her anger, but I couldn't explain why.
"I will see you at prom then," I said softly. Cam didn't respond, but she nodded and kept walking. I rolled up my window and drove home.
* * * * *
"Alicia, your friends are here," my mom called from downstairs. I didn't have a date to prom. Four years ago, when I first started thinking about senior prom, that idea would have made me cry. But now, as a senior, it didn't really bother me all that much. In fact, I hadn't dated anyone all year, not since Colton and I broke up over the summer. And I hadn't really had any desire to date. I was excited to go with all of my friends.
Besides, as I finished the last touches on my outfit, I realized that I looked good. I have long, dirty blonde hair that I usually put in a ponytail but today it glossy and my mom had given me some face-framing style that she said screamed 1990s. I have round, blue eyes, a small nose, and pouty lips. I have big boobs and I tend to wear baggy clothes, so people are always surprised when, like for prom, I wear a strapless dress with a plunging neckline. I also have a thin waist, wide hips, and big thighs. All of that was squeezed into the shimmery red dress that fell to my knees. Even my make up looked good, with my 90s style smokey eye shadow and dark, burgundy lipstick. I looked too good to be locked up with one person.
"Coming mom!" I yelled down and then skipped down the stairs to the prom I'd meticulously planned.
* * * * *
We arrived in the gym a couple hours later. It had taken three jampacked cars to get all my friends to the restaurant. There was a hibachi place downtown that had a massive sign that said "Founded 1991" outside, so we had decided months ago that this was the perfect place to eat. I caught the shrimp tossed by the chef and everything, it was fun! We were loud and silly and we listened to No Doubt in my car as we drove to the school. We even listened to it on my mom's CD, in the CD player that she still had in her old car.
"Good evening, Ms. Parker," Mrs. Rat said, from the table at the front of the gym, when I arrived. I handed her my prom ticket and smiled.
"Hi Mrs. Ratkovicz," I said, "It turned out really nicely, didn't it," I gestured around the gym. The decorations looked incredible and about half the promgoers were there already, dancing to the music piped in over the speakers while the band got set up. Mrs. Rat shrugged.
"All proms are the same," she said dryly. I just smiled and shrugged back, and then walked in. I didn't need the negativity. By some strange coincidence that somehow felt like cosmic justice, as soon as I walked past Mrs. Rat, I saw Cam standing next to the refreshment table.
I caught myself looking at her for a moment. I think part of it was that I had just spoken to Mrs. Rat and then here was Cam, reminding me of my cowardice a few days earlier. I had basically put that out of my mind ever since Cam had decided not to take a ride with me. Not really intentionally. It was just that I dove back into prom preparations and didn't have time to think of it. And now here was Cam, in what should have been my moment of triumph, driving it home again.
But well beyond that, Cam looked beautiful. I had never really looked at her closely before. Like me, she seemed to have a tendency to "dress down." But you can't dress down for prom, and Cam made me do a double take. She had dyed her short, mousy brown hair. Now it was a sort of pale pink color, and styled differently as well, framing her pretty face. She was wearing a strapless black prom dress, a sort of silky fabric that hugged all of her curves (I didn't even really know she had such lovely curves). Her breasts were held high and pushed together, making them look like they were heaving over the top of her dress. The dress was short, and her slender legs looked as smooth as the fabric of the dress.
Part of me wanted to go over to Cam and compliment on how lovely she looked. But, again, I thought back on our last conversation. If I said something now, it would come off like some sort of condescending. Instead, when I caught her eye, I just waved at her and smiled. She waved back, apparently there were no hard feelings. I sighed and made my way into the prom.
From the start, everything went perfectly. About half an hour after I arrived, the place was entirely packed and the band started to play. They had three different singers and all of them could do different 90s sounds. The snacks were good, no one started a fight.
Everything went so well that I actually didn't even have to run anything. The planning had been worth it and all the student-directed things just sort of went like clockwork. Instead of running all over the gym, putting out fires and cleaning messes, I actually got to have fun! I walked around the tables on the outside of the gym and talked to everyone, I sang along with the band for the songs I knew, and I danced with all of my friends. I even danced once with Colton, since we had promised to save a dance for one another after we broke up. The night was flying by and I was loving every minute of it.
"Attention, attention students!" A jarring, if familiar, voice said over the P.A., even as the reverb from the last song was still bouncing off the walls. There was a sudden squeal of feedback and everyone groaned and then looked at the stage. The band had temporarily left the stage and Mrs. Rat was standing in their place. For a moment, I thought there had been some sort of emergency, but I looked down at my phone and we were two hours into prom. Mrs. Rat was right on time.
"Students, ladies and gentlemen...silence!" Mrs. Rat yelled and some nervous giggles greeted her, but the gym was then silent, "the tabulations are now complete on this years homecoming court.
"It's prom you old hag!" someone yelled out from the crowd. A roar of laughter answered this comment and Mrs. Rat's eyes grew narrow. Luckily it did not seem that she had heard exactly what was said and once the crowd grew silent again, she continued.
"This year, for reasons that are not entirely clear to me," she said, dryly, "There were no nominations. As a result, everyone could simply vote for anyone. There was a truly chaotic number of students who received at least one vote. And almost as many that had received two. Beyond that, some of the votes were almost illegible, because each vote was written in..." Mrs. Rat seemed content to complain, in detail, about every aspect of the voting process. I had almost stopped paying attention, taking a sip of my drink.
"As a result, the female student who received the most votes for prom queen received only 14 votes. Nonetheless, under the rules in place, that makes Ms. Alicia Parker this years Prom Queen!" I heard my name but honestly it didn't register. If anything, I thought she was thanking me on behalf of my work on the prom committee.
It was only when I felt my friend Claire's arms wrap around me and heard Keith talking into my ear saying "you won! Oh my god, Alicia, you won!" that I had any inkling of what happened. My fellow student-government nerdy friends had all decided to vote for me. All the prettier, more popular girls had split their votes up. And, just like that, I had snuck in! Never in a million years had I expected it.
I must've looked like such an idiot as I made my way to the stage. I had a big, stupid grin plastered to my face and I sort of floated my way up. Everyone was looking at me and clapping. In fact, I think even the more popular girls were happy that I had won, if only to keep their rivals from winning it. People cheered and rubbed my arm as I walked by. Colton even gave me a thumbs up as I climbed the stage.
"Congratulations, Ms. Parker," Ms. Rat said and she actually smiled at me. It was an unnerving looking smile, even though I could tell she was being sincere. She shook my hand with her hard, bony fingers. She placed a small, plastic crown on my head, then lifted a dozen roses off of the table and handed them to me.
I turned now and looked out at the crowd. I was embarrassed to find tears welling in my eyes and I bit my lip to control myself. My friends, near the back, were whooping and cheering. I had to admit, even more than winning class president, this felt so incredibly good. That was me, as a nerd, agreeing to do a bunch of hard work on behalf of the school. This was just an honor. It didn't mean anything other than I got to look pretty and stand on the stage and hold flowers. And, being nothing but an honor, it was so nice.
"Turning next to our prom king," Mrs. Rat said and I realized that the process wasn't over. I took a step to my right. I looked out over the crowd again, wondering who would win. Whoever it was, I was going to have to dance with him. That idea was both very strange, and vaguely exciting. Maybe I was just a little drunk on the romance of it. But I pictured some handsome boy I didn't even know (in my mind, he was a total stranger. How that would even be possible, I couldn't say), and we would dance and fall in love.



"As with the Prom Queen position, the votes for prom king were counted based on every male student in school, with no nomination process. I warned our Prom Committee that this might cause confusion...nonetheless, the rules are the rules," Mrs. Rat explained. Something about the way that Mrs. Rat said the word "confusion" made my stomach drop down to my knees, and my blood ran cold. I didn't know what it was going to be, I guess I just had a sort of unconscious understanding of what was about to happen.
"As a result, the male student who received the most votes for prom king received only 11 votes," Mrs. Rat looked out over the crowd. Once again she was smiling. But this time there was no good-natured attempt to look pleased. Her smile was icy and rictus. I wasn't breathing. "Let me be the first to congratulate our Prom King, Mr. Cam Hood," Mrs. Rat said.
For a moment, there was absolute silence. Almost as if there had been a spotlight shone from the ceiling, every person in the gym turned and looked at Cam. She was standing almost in the very center of the gym, at half court. Far from the stage, far from the exits. People, almost instinctively, took a step back away from her, leaving her totally isolated. Even from a great distance, I could see Cam frozen. Her eyes were wide, she seemed to be shaking.
There was a laugh. I couldn't tell where it was from. A loud, boys' laugh. A few more titters followed it. Beyond that, the noise in the room rose again. No one spoke above a whisper, but it created a hum in the room, just below the level of the scattered laughter. I turned and looked over my shoulder and saw Mrs. Rat, looking at Cam, that same horrible smile on her face. She raised her eyebrows at Cam and then laughed as well.
I turned quickly back towards the crowd. I saw that Cam had come unfrozen from her spot in the middle of the floor. She was starting to push her way through the crowd, working her way back out towards the exit. Her shoulders were hunched over, her arms were crossed in front of her chest, and her head was down. Even from the distance I could see that she was shaking.
"Mr. Hood, come this way for your Prom King Crown!" Mrs. Rat said behind me. The hum of the room grew louder and there was a few more laughs. Cam walked faster. Once again, I turned back to look at Mrs. Rat. She winked at me.
I would like to say that in that second, I consciously thought about what the right thing to do would be. It would be nice to say that I recognized that Mrs. Rat was being just the absolute worst kind of bully and that I decided that I would stand up to her. But that wouldn't be the truth. I didn't think anything at all. The most I can say for myself is that I guess I have half-decent instincts.
With no time to spare, I moved quickly back towards Mrs. Rat, dropping my roses on the stage as I moved. She wasn't looking at me, she was savoring Cam's humiliation. I reached forward quickly, and grabbed the microphone out of her hand. Once again, the room was filled with a terrible feedback and that made everyone grow silent. Only the sound of Cam high heels clacking on the hardwood was still audible. I cleared my throat into the microphone.
And froze. I didn't have a plan. What I really wanted to do was yell out to Cam. To say that this wasn't something I had planned. That I was sorry and it wasn't my fault. A lot of fucking good that would have done her. Even the thought of it made me laugh at myself. I realized I was laughing aloud. God, Cam was going to think I was laughing at her. Yeah, Alicia, She was going to believe that this was all just a big misunderstanding and if you aren't to blame, that's all that matters.
But that thought was like a lightbulb that went off in my mind. I laughed again, louder and more cheerfully this time, "Oh my goodness Mrs. Rat," I said, forgetting to call her by her actual name, "What a silly mistake you made. I explained the rules to you over and over and over again, but you just don't seem to get it," I said, looking back over my shoulder and her and seeing her icy glare. I turned back to the crowd, Cam was just a dozen steps from the door, "Cam! Wait a second, come on up to the stage," I said, and that was enough to get her to freeze.
"Alicia..." Mrs. Rat said quietly behind me, but I ignored her,
"Like I tried to explain to Mrs. Rat," I said, "Not only did we not have nominations this year, we decided to elect the prom court regardless of gender. The top two vote getters would be the prom court. I received the most vote, and so I am prom queen. But Cam, you've received the second most overall votes. And so you are ALSO the prom queen. Come on up to the stage!" I said, smiling a big, fake smile. Thank goodness I was a politician, right?
For a moment, the gym was quiet again. All eyes were now on me, instead of Cam. So I guessed that was good, at least. The laughter had stopped. It seemed that everyone was just confused. I thanked God that our prom court ballots had just been pieces of paper with two blank lines that were labeled simple "1 and 2." It added plausibility to my lie and gave this a chance.
"Yeah! Alright Queen Cam!" I heard a voice from the back call and then loud clapping. I looked back and saw the Vice President, Keith, using his massive voice above the crowd. The other members of the prom committee, and my other friends (some of them Cam's friends too, I remembered), they sensed what was going on. They started clapping as well. Loudly, demonstratively. They clapped and whooped and chanted, "Queen Cam!"
The rest of the crowd seemed to hesitate for a moment. But a smattering of applause began. It started to build. Soon, it was the same sorts of cheers that the class had been offering to me a few minutes before. No laughter, no little whispers. Cam was looking up at me now, her head tilted slightly to the side. Someone patted her arm and she jumped slightly. But it was clear that it was an encouraging pat. I sort of leaned forward towards her, and gestured quickly for her to come forward. We had a chance to take control of the situation, she just had to do it.
A sort of bewildered smile spread across Cam's face and she laughed. The tears in her eyes now made them twinkle, she looked more beautiful than ever. She turned away from the door. She started walking up towards the stage. The knot loosened in my stomach, but I didn't dare look over my shoulder.
This time, the crowd parted around Cam, giving her space to walk up. She crossed the distance quickly, and climbed up onto the stage. She didn't even glance at Mrs. Rat as she walked up next to me. I turned around and saw the other crown, the homecoming King's crown, on the table. Luckily, it didn't say "King" or anything like that. I grabbed it and placed it on top of Cam's head. She smiled at me and then she reached down and lifted up my roses and handed them to me. I slipped one of them out of the bundle, and handed it to her.
"Ladies and Gentleman, your prom Court, Queen Cam Hood!" I yelled into the microphone, Cam leaned in towards me, her perfume filling my nose.
"And Queen Alicia Parker!" Cam said and the crowd clapped again. As the noise of their applause filled the room, I could sense Mrs. Rat approaching me from behind. Part of me sort of expected her to slip a knife between my ribs. Cam sort of backed away from her, but Mrs. Rat didn't seem to care about Cam anymore. She was staring at me, I could feel her eyes boring into me.
"Alicia," Mrs. Rat hissed into my ear, "It occurs to me that I have over committed to tutoring for the rest of the semester. Please do not bother to stay after class on Monday. Or any day thereafter. Good luck on your report card." And then she backed away. Cam moved closer to me again.
"What the hell was that about?" Cam asked. I shrugged and shook my head.
"Don't worry about it," I said, and then lifted the microphone back to my lips, "Can we get the band back out here, please? We need to have our prom court dance!" I said. A few moments later, the band was back on the stage and Cam and I made our way down onto the basketball court. We handed off our roses to someone, it was sort of a blur. The crowd gave us space as the band started to play "I Do It For You" by Bryan Adams.
Once we were alone on the dance floor, I placed my hands on Cam's hips, feeling her dense flesh through the sheer fabric of her dress. Cam draped her arms over my shoulders with a sigh and I could feel her fingers entwining on the back of my neck. We started to sway a little bit, side-to-side. The crowd leaned in around us, watching. I suddenly felt extremely awkward, the whole situation was sort of surreal. And it certainly didn't make it any less weird that Cam's soft body felt nice against mine.
"I am not much of a dancer," I admitted, giving Cam an awkward sort of smile. She smiled back.
"Thanks, Alicia," she whispered into my ear.
"For being a bad dancer?" I asked, "No need to thank me, I don't even have to try." I laughed a little bit and Cam laughed as well.
"No, you know what I mean," she said, swaying better than I did. I felt her fingers playing softly with my hair that went down the back of my neck, "Mrs. Ratkovicz had that all planned out. It was quick thinking on your part. So thank you." I shrugged a little.
"I was trying to do the decent thing. Especially after the last time. I feel like I owed you at least," I said, unable to meet her eyes.
"True," she said, a bit philosophically, "I doubt you can ever really make it up to me."
"Oh...I..." I said and Cam laughed.
"I was just teasing! You never owed me anything. You owed it to yourself. If you did a good thing it is because you're a decent person and I appreciate it. Never a wrong time to start standing up to people like Mrs. Ratkovicz," Cam said, and she hugged me a little around the shoulders, her body pressing against mine. I felt a strange sensation, from her hug. A little jolt of electricity ran through my body, a shiver or something. It was familiar, but felt different for some reason. It added to the sort of dazed, puzzled sensation I had.
"Jesus, am I wrong or is this an extremely long song?" I asked, looking around and seeing the crowd watching us dance. I felt my cheeks burning hot and turned back to Cam. If I looked at her face, I didn't have to think about the fact that the whole school was watching me dance poorly.
"This is, embarrassingly, like my mom's favorite song," she told me, "Its almost over and then you can go run back to your boyfriend, I promise!"
"I came alone, actually," I said.
"Really? You?" she asked, and then made a sort of surprised case, "What are you doing after prom?"
"I was going to go to After Prom with some people, I guess," I said, referring to a drunk-driving prevention program that the school held at a local mini-golf course. Cam made a face.
"I was going to go there too. It just feels sort of lame, doesn't it," she asked. In fact it did.
"It's the only place you can go after prom if you don't have a date though. For me it is that or home," I explained. Cam nodded, and we kept swaying to the music. She put her head against my shoulder and I breathed in the scent of her hair.
"So really, what did Mrs. Ratkovicz say to you up there? Before we started dancing?," Cam asked.
"Oh, uh..." I didn't have time to make something up.
"Come on, I am sure it was shitty," Cam said and I laughed.
"Well," I said and then I explained to her everything about my grade in chemistry, the college course, the after-school tutoring sessions, and Mrs. Rat's threat. "But seriously, it isn't a big deal," I reassured her once I laid the big deal out. Cam shook her head.
"I am really sorry, Alicia..."
"Why would you apologize? Seriously, it didn't have anything to do with you, not really," I said, and I meant it. Maybe it wouldn't have happened if I hadn't stood up to Mrs. Rat. But like Cam had said, I'd owed it to myself, not to Cam. Cam nodded and pursed her lips.
"Hey," she said suddenly, her voice bright, "I just had an idea! Something we can do instead of going to...after prom," she said the last two words like it was a contagious disease.
"I..." I started.
"Don't decide right now. But at 11, when they kick everyone out, if you want to have some fun, then meet me over by the girls' locker room. If you decide you want to go to after prom for some bizarre, insane reason instead, "she said with a cute smile, "no hard feelings."
"Yeah...uh, okay," I said. And the song, finally, ended. The other student clapped respectfully, and then the normal dance was back on.
* * * * *
An hour later, prom was over and the chaperones were pushing people out the door. I had never seriously considered going to the after prom. Playing mini golf until the sun came up paled in comparison to...literally any idea that Cam had. Besides, I was extremely curious about what she had in mind. And, if I was being honest, I was a little curious about Cam too. She had looked so beautiful...and it felt so nice when her soft body was pressed against mine.
"Hey, let's move quick before Mrs. Ratkovicz or someone sees us," A hurried voice said over my shoulder. Before I had a chance to respond, Cam was taking my hand and dragging me across the gym floor. I almost asked where we were going, but Cam looked back and put her finger to her lip. There were still a handful of students and chaperones, moving towards the door. We moved into the opposite direction, heading towards the back of the gym. We slipped into the auxiliary gym, a smaller practice gym that the volleyball team used when basketball was practicing.
Cam didn't stop, she kept moving to the back of the auxiliary gym and then into a small hallway that ran behind it. We moved quickly through the darkened hallway. When we reached the end of the hallway, we came to a metal, sliding door. Sort of similar to the kind they use outside of stores in the city. The school locked these at night, so people couldn't move through the school after hours.
"What are..."
"Be quiet, I don't know if security is nearby," Cam said, but she smiled excitedly. She walked over to the lock on the door, and produced a key from purse. She quickly unlocked it, quietly sliding it opened. My eyes went wide.
"Where'd you get that?" I asked. Cam grabbed my hand again and soon we were walking through the main hallways of the school.
"When I came into the prom, I saw that Mrs. Ratkovicz bag and her keys were sitting by the front door. She is the faculty advisor, so she has the keys to get around the school. I walked back over there after our dance, and her bag was still there. I knew what the keys looked like, they are smaller than house or car keys. She only had one like that, so I lifted it," she said, and then laughed. I laughed as well, squeezing Cam's hand.
We rushed into the science wing, where all of the labs were located. I knew where we were going and started laughing louder. Cam threw open the door to Mrs. Rat's room and pulled me in. She closed the door behind us. She turned on the overhead lights.
I was breathing heavily, Cam was as well. Her eyes sparkled with excitement and she was biting her lip. I felt a strange sensation in the pit of my stomach. I told myself that it was because it felt so strange to be in the Chemistry Lab this late at night, the school almost entirely empty.
"So what do we do?" Cam asked.
"What do you mean, this was your idea!" I said, taking a seat at my normal lab table, looking down into the little sink.
"My plan was to come here and get some sort of revenge! I can't think of everything!" She said, flopping down into Mrs. Rat's chair.
"I've never actually gotten revenge on anyone for anything. Were you thinking of blowing up the lab?" I asked, looking over at the locked cabinet full of chemicals. Cam's giggled.
"Maybe we take it back a level or two. Nothing that counts as terrorism," Cam joked. I saw her move the mouse on Mrs. Rat's computer, saw her face glow a bit in blue and knew she was on the sign in page.
"Oh shit, I got it!" I said excitedly. I jumped up off of my seat, and flew around Mrs. Rat's desk. I bumped Cam aside and she let out a surprised 'oof.' "Sorry, but genius can't wait!" I said. I clicked on the screen. The username was "RRat61" so we had that already. All we needed was the password. I took a shot in the dark. 'Password.' It bounced back.
"You need numbers for our system, remember?" Cam said and I nodded. I put in 'Password123!' and we were in.
"She is such a dumbass," Cam laughed.
"Turn on the screen over there. Click over the input," I said, pointing to the interactive television screen that hung in the corner, next to the whiteboard. Cam walked across the room and clicked it on. At the same time, I reached over to a light switch near the desk and clicked it on as well. A lamp in the corner turned on. A moment later, the computer's home screen was visible on that screen as well.
"Mrs. Rat always complains that that screen is hooked up to switch she uses to turn on her reading light," I said, pointing to a lamp in the corner, "So if we put something on the screen now, when she turns on the light, it will pop up on that screen!" I walked over and flicked off the switch. It grew dark and the screen went off. I clicked the light back on and the screen fired up with it.
"Oh my God!" Cam said, "But won't it be a screen saver? And won't she see it on her monitor, on her computer?"
"She is ancient, she never uses her computer unless she has to. I will turn the time off the screensaver, it will stay on the whole time. I will shut off her monitor here, she won't see anything. But up on the screen it will still show. When the kids come in and then she turns on the light to read her notes. Boom. So what do we want to put up here? Like...I don't know, just write 'Mrs. Rat is a Bitch!' or something?"
"So the genius kind of comes and goes, huh?" Cam said flatly. Now it was her turn to push me out of the way. She typed in a few things and I looked up at the television screen in the corner. I gasped.
"Oh my god, we can't do this, can we?" I asked. Up on the screen was a gif, running on a loop. But it was about the last thing that I expected. It was a five second clip of a young guy, probably 18 absolutely ramming an old woman, she looked like she was Mrs. Rat's age. He was moving SO fast and the fact that it was on a loop made it look horrific and manic.
"We have to do it!" Cam said, "First of all, it is super gross. Second of all, it is like the worst possible legal thing to see on her screen: an old lady high school teacher who, evidently, likes to watch high school aged dudes fuck old ladies. It is so perfect! And you can't even pretend like she doesn't deserve this." I thought back briefly to the prom and it was hard to argue the point. And weren't seniors supposed to do immature pranks?
"Alright, let's do it," I said. And I quickly turned off the timer on the screensaver, returned to the website with the obscene gif, and then clicked off the lamp/screen. The overhead lights still blazed on. A time bomb had been set. Cam and I looked at each other and then giggled again.
"This was so much better than after prom," Cam said and I nodded.
"I guess we should go," I said. We stood awkwardly for a moment. Cam sort of shrugged and looked at me out of the corner of her eye. For some reason, I couldn't say why, I laughed a little again. The air in the room suddenly felt thick, strange.
"Oh, wait," Cam said, her eyes widening, "I have one more idea!" she said. Cam ran back around behind Mrs. Rat's desk. She hoisted herself up onto the desk, sitting with her back to me. She pulled her dress up slightly. She sort of wiggled slightly and I furrowed my eyebrows, confused. A moment later, she hopped back down, straightening her dress. She turned around, a pair of black panties on her fingers.



"Just a little surprise for Mrs. Rat. Just because I know she'd hate it," Cam laughed, and then opened a bottom drawer and dropped the panties into it, kicking it closed. "Okay. We can go now," Cam said, walking around from behind the desk and standing at the door.
My eyes moved over Cam's body, running up her legs, over her hips, across her breasts, to her beautiful face. A silly thought ran through my mind -- Cam isn't wearing any panties. The fluttering in my stomach was there again. The strange, thick feeling returned to the air as Cam looked at me, expectantly. And suddenly I realized it: it was prom night, we were all alone, and I was deeply attracted to Cam. The feelings weren't actually confusing at all...I just wasn't reading them right. I looked at her another long moment. Cam tilted her head to the side.
"Anything wrong?" she asked as her brow furrowed. Without thinking that I was doing it, I walked towards Cam. My breathing was shallow, my head light.
"What are we rushing for? Neither of us have dates. I'm a queen...you're a queen. Its prom night," I said, suggestively. Cam bit her lip and her eyes flashed at me.
"What did you have in mind?" She asked with exaggerated innocence. I realized she had been feeling the same sensations that I felt. Her hands reached out, her fingers gently touching my hips. My arms fell on her shoulders, reversing our dancing positions.
"First thing? I really want to taste your lips," I said. Cam licked her lips.
"I don't blame you," she said. My eyes closed and I tilted my head to the side, and I squeezed my arms together slightly, gently pulling Cam's head forward. I felt her warm breath against my face. And then her lips were against mine. They felt soft, firm. Just very slightly wet. Her arms wrapped around my waist, pulling me into her. I felt her small breasts press against mine, her thighs warm on mine.
Cam's mouth opened just very slightly. I felt her warm, wet tongue slide out of her mouth, licking against my lips. I moaned in the back of my throat and felt myself melting into Cam's kiss. My muscles loosened and my fingers teased in Cam's hair. Cam's lips closed again, and now it was my turn. I wanted to taste her lips, after all. My mouth opened slightly, and I dragged my tongue across her warm lips. I felt the soft, pouty flesh of her lips as her floral perfume filled my nose. I'd never kissed a girl before, it felt softer, smoother.
Cam's tongue slipped from her mouth, met mine. She tasted sweet, her tongue very wet. My mouth opened wider and Cam's tongue tumbled into my mouth. It was soft, with small bumps all over. Her tongue was wet and her spit coated my mouth, the taste divine. I pushed my tongue forward, into her mouth. I skittered across her smooth teeth, then plunged deeper into her mouth. Our saliva mixed, the flavor sweet, the texture thick and sticky. Cam squeezed tighter around my waist, I moved my hands down to Cam's back, feeling her cool skin under my fingers.
After a few moments, Cam broke our lovely kiss and I moaned a little in disappointment. My eyes fluttered open and Cam was smiling at me. She leaned forward again once and quickly licked my lips, messily. Then she giggled, "We don't have much time. Someone could come by any minute. Did you just want to kiss?" she asked. And honestly, I hadn't thought about what I wanted. But even as we remained pressed together tightly, I knew that wasn't enough. I wanted to be closer to her.
"No...I want...more," I said finally. I didn't really quite know what that meant, but Cam did. She let go of me, pulling back. I instantly missed her warmth. But she grabbed my hand and led me back over towards Mrs. Rat's desk. We were near the corner, away from the computer monitor. She turned me around so that my ass was against the desk.
"Hop up and sit down," she instructed, "I can't lift you." I looked around for a moment, almost confused about what I was supposed to do. Then I put my hands down on the edge of the table and hoisted myself up. I was now sitting on the edge of the desk, my legs dangling off the floor.
Cam dropped down onto her knees on the floor. My legs were together, and my dress was hiked up slightly, about mid-thigh. Cam flicked her eyes up toward me and bit her lip again. She had never looked more beautiful than in that moment. My whole body was aching for her. For her to do what, I couldn't say. Whatever she wanted, I guessed.
"Is this okay?" she asked, dropping her hands onto my knees.
"Stop asking and do it, please!" I begged. Cam smiled and nodded. Gently, she pushed my knees apart, very wide. It was the first time I realized how wet I was, my panties clinging to me tightly.
"Lift your hips a little," Cam asked. It didn't sound like an order, but I jumped to obey. I put my hands on the desk and lifted myself. Cam's hands slipped along the outsides of my thighs, her fingers moving past the hemline of my dress. The deeper she went, the farther it pushed my dress up. It felt good just to have her rubbing my legs. After a few moments, my dressed was bunched up around my waist Cam's fingers had hooked into the waistband of my panties. She pulled them down slowly, letting the fabric run against my smooth skin. I had to close my legs together a bit and Cam leaned back to allow the panties to slip off. She took my shoes off with them. Cam tossed them onto the floor and then pushed my legs back apart, farther than before.
I looked down, my dress was still around my waist, I was naked from the waist down. My shaved pussy felt cold in the still classroom air. I glanced up at Cam and she was staring between my legs, wide-eyed. She noticed I was looking and she smiled sheepishly.
"I want to taste you so bad," she said and it sent a shiver down my spine. Her hands were rubbing on the insides of my thighs now. I could feel the after effect of the sensation on each inch of my skin that she touched. I could feel my pussy dripping down onto Mrs. Rat's desk. If I was in any position to have second thoughts now, I was way past the point of being able to hear them.
"I told you before, don't talk, just do it!" I moaned. I reached forward and put my hand on the back of Cam's head, gently pushing her forward. I didn't have to push hard, it was like she just needed guiding in. Her eyes still looked up at my face, but her head rapidly pressed between my legs. I felt her hair tickling my thighs and then I could feel her warm breath against my wet pussy lips. With my other hand, my fingers grasped at the edge of the table, squeezing with anticipation until my knuckles turned blue.
My second kiss from Cam was somehow better than the first. She had the softest, fullest lips I had ever felt and they just barely tickled against my labia. It was a little butterfly kiss. Just enough to tickle me, to send jolts of electricity running through my body. Cam's big, naïve eyes looked up at me, between my legs, as she softly kissed my skin, I'd never seen a more beautiful face. I ran my hand through her hair, feeling its silky softness.
"Have you ever eaten pussy before?" I asked, surprised a little by how lewd that question sounded, but liking it as well. Cam started to pull back to speak, but I used my hand on the back of her head to hold her in place. I could feel her lips smile, and then she shook her head "no" between my legs. I groaned loudly and felt my toes curl. Her lips had rubbed against me sweetly as she shook her head.
"God, Cam, I am so wet!" I moaned. With my free hand, I reached up and grabbed the neckline of my dress and pulled it down. No straps meant that my dress, hiked up at the bottom and pulled down at the top, was like a messy belt around my waist. My breasts were now exposed, and I reached down, squeezing one of them and pinching my nipple in search of some relief from the tension building inside of me.
"Do you feel that little hard bit at the top, yeah were your nose is pressing now?" I asked, "that's my clit. Oh fuck, Cam, please suck on that!" I moaned. I felt a little silly, telling Cam how to eat my pussy, like I was some sort of expert. Hell, only two guys had ever eaten me out and neither had done a good job, who was I to give advice? But I knew what sounded like it would feel good.
But Cam listened and after a moment, I felt her soft lips wrap delicately around my hard clit. Her tongue poked through her lips, gently. Then it sort of slipped out, fat and soft, against my hard clit. I heard Cam moan a little and I knew that she was really tasting me. It felt good to have someone like the way I tasted, it made me feel sexy and exciting.
Cam's tongue began to swirl gently around my clitoris, her lips sucked on it gently. My hand on the back of her head, pushed harder, like I was trying to get more of her gentle touches. My hand on my breast squeezed my nipple until it almost hurt. I had never felt tension in my body rise this quickly.
For a moment, Cam's head dropped down, moving away from my clit. I groaned, missing the soft sensation of her touches. I felt her tongue trail down through my labia. I felt it press slightly inside of me, and I knew that Cam's tongue was coated in my juices. I doubt I had ever been even close to this wet before, there was almost a puddle on Mrs. Rat's desk.
Cam's tongue dropped further, moving along my perinium and then down to the very of my asshole, just barely reachable on the edge of the desk. Cam tickled my anus briefly with her tongue. No one had ever done that before, and I was shocked by how intense the feeling was, how good it was. But then Cam's tongue worked its way back up to my labia. She pressed her tongue into me deeply again, I could feel its slick warmth inside of me.
"Fuck, Cam, that is so good," I panted. Cam looked up at me, and smiled. She pulled back slightly, her cheeks slick and shiny. There was a line of my juices connecting Cam's lips to my labia. I couldn't believe how dirty it looked...and how sexy it was.
"I love the way you taste," Cam said. She reached a hand up from between my legs as she spoke. Her fingers found my free breast, squeezing and massaging the soft skin. I groaned.
"Then don't stop eating!" I begged, pushing her head again. Cam instantly complied. Soon her lips were, once again, wrapped around my clit.
She seemed to pay attention to every little noise, every little movement in my body. Whenever I reacted, she followed that reaction. Like a little experiment here in the chemistry lab. The results of that experiment were that after just a few minutes, Cam knew what I liked ever better than I did. Her lips sucked softly on my clit, while her tongue swirled around it. Her fingers squeezed my nipple, and her pretty eyes looked up, directly at me.
I couldn't hold out long under this level of attention. I wouldn't have wanted to if I could. I felt the muscles in my legs and arms begin to tighten. I felt my breathing grow ragged and then stop altogether. My eyes slammed shut and I bit my lip so hard I still don't know how I didn't draw blood. I felt low groan rising up from the bottom of my throat. And I was painfully, beautifully aware of Cam's lovely body and beautiful face between my legs.
This was the first time that I realized that the things I had experienced with Colton, or hell even playing by myself, were not orgasms. They were nice little...sensations. I still have those sometimes and I like them a lot. But they were not orgasms. For the first time in my life, I really came. And I can't even describe what it felt like. The most I can say is that it felt like my soul had left my body for a moment, and that I and experienced just a few moments of heaven.
When my mind returned to me, I found that I was sort of shaking a little bit. My body felt wonderfully loose and relaxed. I could still feel my clit or...something pulsing slowly, little bits of pleasure just winding down. I breathed deeply.
"What happened?" a soft voice said. I looked down and saw Cam looking up at me, a little scared and a little excited. I guess I felt the same way.
"I think you made me cum...like really hard," I said and then I couldn't help but smile. Cam smiled too, her face shiny with my juices.
"You looked so hot when you were like...writhing on the desk..." Cam said, her cheeks were flushed and her eyes were sparkling. Instead of responding, I pulled Cam forward as best as I could. She started to move her face back between my legs, but I was WAY too sensitive for that. I pulled her up, and she sensed what I wanted. Her body slipped between my legs, and I wrapped them around her. Our breasts pressed together as we embraced. And then Cam's slick lips found mine.
"Oh god!" I groaned as we kissed again, more passionately than the first time. Cam's tongue, previously on my pussy and my ass, slipped into my mouth. Our tongues rolled together. Cam's hands were soon tangled in my hair, as I wrapped my arms more tightly around her.
"You taste good, don't you," Cam said, and I could taste the salty-sweet flavor of my juices on Cam's tongue. I'd never tasted myself before, but it was lovely and sexy.
"Anything would taste good on your tongue," I said, actually sucking on her tongue and swallowing down her saliva.
As our kissing grew more passionate, I felt Cam's body to grow more insistent. Her tongue pressed more forcefully, and she sort of bent me back over the table. At the same time, her hips seemed to be thrusting into me slightly. I loved the feeling of her small, lithe body pressing against me, so soft and warm.
But, after a moment, I realized that not every part of Cam's body was soft. My panties were gone, my dress was bunched up. Cam had slipped her panties off earlier. Only Cam's slim prom dress stood between our bodies. And I could feel pressing against my pussy through that thin fabric, Cam's sex.
It was an exciting feeling, Cam's hard cock pressing against me. I had seen only two cocks in my life, but they had always been on boys. I hadn't known whether Cam still had one, I didn't really know how any of that stuff worked for trans girls. I didn't care what sort of body Cam had, but now that I knew she had a cock, I wanted it desperately.
"Cam, baby," I groaned, our kiss breaking. Cam continued to grind against my body, seemingly unable to stop, even as she looked up at me, waiting for me to speak, "You are so tense, I am so selfish. I got to cum and I feel so lovely, but I can tell how excited you are," I looked down at her hips, thrusting into me, "Can I repay the favor?" I asked.
I could see a sparkle in Cam's eye. I knew she wanted to make a sort of wry, teasing remark. But I could also feel the excitement and tension in Cam's body. That was too powerful. Instead of joking, she nodded furiously, biting her lip.
"Yes, please, I need you so bad," she moaned. Those kinds of words always have an effect on me, and they were heightened because they came from Cam's sweet lips. I gently pushed Cam back and hopped down off of the desk. There was a puddle on it, Cam's spit and my cum. I felt naught, just looking at it.
"Get undressed," I ordered casually, I was ready to take charge. I also followed my own instructions; I slipped my dress down over my ass and hips, letting it fall on the floor. Now I was totally nude. I could feel Cam's eyes on me. "Come on, you already got a close up view," I teased, "I want to see you," I said. I reached quickly behind her back and unzipped a few inches of the top of her dress.
Cam laughed and stuck out her tongue. But she quickly took advantage of the loosened dress, yanking on the fabric and pulling it down quickly until it, too, was on the floor. Now we were both completely naked. I stopped for a moment, just taking in Cam's body. Her breasts were small, but they stood up high and firm on her chest. She had long, pink nipples that looked hard in the cool air. Her waist was very thin and her hips very, very wide. And in the center of those hips, was Cam's hard penis.
I had seen two penises in real life before this one, plus some in porn. I could honestly say that I had seen larger ones (Cam's penis was probably below average in length and girth, but not strangely so). But I had never seen a cock so pretty. It was smooth and pink, with few veins. Her balls looked large, and hung down slightly, making her shaft look even smaller. She was shaved or waxed entirely bare. Precum dripped from the top and her shaft glistened with it. I couldn't believe how sexy she looked.
"Sorry, Alicia, I know it isn't normal," Cam said after a long moment. I realized I had been admiring her quietly for a few seconds, inadvertently making her self-conscious. Her cheeks were red. Her hand moved, as if to cover her cock. I reached forward, grabbing her wrist.
"Mrs. Rat always talks about confusion" I said softly, "But I am not confused at all. I know exactly what I want to do with your perfect body." Still holding her wrist, I almost dragged Cam across the room. We came to a large island in the center of the room that Mrs. Rat sometimes used to do demonstrations of some kind or another. There was a sink on one side, but most of it was just a large, wooden slab.
"Climb up, lay on your back," I suggested. Cam giggled and placed her hands on the edge of the counter and started to hoist herself up. She let out a little yelp and lost her balance. She started to slip backwards, but I caught her. My fingers sank into the firm, smooth flesh of her ass. I couldn't believe how good it felt to hold her like that, just feeling her ass.
"Thanks," she whispered, "you are strong for someone with such soft hands," she said, and let me enjoy the sensation of squeezing and holding her ass for a moment, before she finished climbing up onto the counter. After a moment, she was laying on her back. Her small breasts had sort of spread out across her chest, her hard nipples pointing to the ceiling. Her cock, still hard, was quivering slightly.
"Jesus you're sexy," I said, before I realized I was talking. Cam giggled.
"So what's the plan, lay me out on the slab and admire my body? Its kind of cold," she said. Shifting slightly.
"Not admire, worship," I insisted, "And I will warm you up." With that, I stepped towards the counter. Cam turned her head to the side, sort of looking at me. I was standing right at her waist, looking down at her body. Her legs were slightly spread, her cock was twitching.
"Please lick it," Cam begged. I didn't say anything in response. Instead, my right hand came down and wrapped around the based of Cam's cock. Her skin was soft, but she felt so hard and firm beneath it. She gasped a little as I squeezed her shaft. My fingers moved down and I gently massaged her heavy, hot balls. I felt my mouth watering.
I bent over at the waist, leaning forward. I kept my thumb and forefinger wrapped around the base of Cam's cock, while I swirled my three other fingers around on her scrotum, massaging her balls. I could see Cam's chest rising shallowly as she breathed. But I could feel her eyes on my face as she watched. My hair tickled against her stomach and chest. I smiled, and then pursed my lips, planting a chaste little kiss on the tip of her penis. I moved back, my lips connected to Cam through precum.
"Oh fuck!" Cam moaned, her hand rose up and rubbed along my thigh. Now I kissed her penis again. But I let my lips split. The bulbous tip of Cam's cock passed across my tongue. I could taste the salty precum cum and moaned a little. I didn't really like the taste of cum, but I desperately wanted to taste Cam.
I kept working my lips down the length of Cam's shaft. I let my tongue dart out slightly ahead of my lips, coating the shaft in saliva. I kept massaging her balls as I worked her cock deeper and deeper into my mouth. After a minute, I felt my chin press into Cam's thigh. I turned my head a little, letting my face rest in into scrotum, my nose was in her belly. I breathed in deeply through my nose, taking Cam's wonderful, feminine scent.



"No one's ever done this for me before," Cam said, sounding almost in awe. I'd never really felt like the experienced partner in a relationship before, and I loved it. I moved my head back and forth, with Cam's cock deep in my throat. I could feel her hard, smooth shaft bouncing against my throat and tongue and heard her moan. After a minute, I pulled my lips back until just the tip remained in my mouth. Her shaft was wet with my saliva. I swirled my tongue around on the tip.
I looked over at Cam's face, her cock still between my lips. Her eyes were watching my lips. Her hands were on her breasts, squeezing her nipples. She looked almost like she was afraid to move or breathe, that it would "ruin" everything somehow. I smiled, and let Cam's cock slip back into my throat. I tried to be sexy and experienced, like girls in the porn. But I wasn't as experienced at sucking cock as I was pretending. I felt the tip of her penis press against the back of my throat and I gagged heavily. My throat closed around the tip of Cam's penis. I pulled my throat back as my mouth filled with thick, viscous spit. Some of it dribbled out onto Cam's lap. I felt a little embarrassed.
"That felt incredible!" Cam said, looking down at me, "And you look so hot, drooling like that," Cam said. Whatever embarrassment I felt faded away. I immediately dropped my lips back down in Cam's shaft. I pressed her penis, again, into the back of my throat. I gagged again, letting my muscles contract around Cam's shaft. More saliva pooled up in my mouth and then dripped out on Cam's smooth stomach. Up and down, again and again, I let Cam's cock push into my throat, gagging myself. The whole time, I swirled my tongue around on her shaft and massaged her balls. She groaned every time my throat constricted around her cock. Soon her stomach was slick with spit.
"Finger me," Alicia said, very softly so that I barely heard it at first, "Fuck, Alicia finger me too! I will cum so hard!" she promised.
For half a moment, I didn't even really understand what she was asking me to do. Her legs spread wider on the table, and her hips rolled back slightly. Her balls slipped down slightly, slapping against her asshole. I suddenly knew what she wanted. And, while this was something completely alien to me, I was instantly excited to try it.
I moved my hand off of Cam's shaft, moving my index finger down in the thick, slick spit that I had been gagging onto Cam's stomach. In a moment, it was dripping wet. I continued to move my mouth up and down on Cam's hard shaft, as I moved my hand down to Cam's balls, across her perinium and then found my fingertip against Cam's anus.
"Oh god!" I heard Cam moan and I felt her asshole sort of pulse underneath of my finger. I giggled a little bit. It felt strange. The flesh was dense, but soft. I moved my finger around on Cam's anus, feeling the little folds of flesh get coated in my spit, "It is so sensitive!" Cam groaned, "Put it in!" she begged.
I put the tip of my index finger right in the center of Cam's anus. I pushed slightly. I felt the flesh spread a little for me, felt Cam's legs trembling. There was some resistance, but at the same time it felt like Cam was trying to suck me in.
I pushed Cam's cock as hard as I could into the back of my throat. I gagged so hard that my eyes began to water and I could barely hold my spit in my mouth. I let Cam's tip drop for my lips. I turned my head to the side, and let the thick spit pour from my lips down onto Cam's balls. It dribbled down from there onto her asshole, onto my finger. I twirled my finger inside of it, getting wetter and wetter, forcing some of the spit into Cam's asshole.
When all the spit was gone, I moved my lips back to Cam's cock, picking it up with my mouth, and starting to suck it again. At the same time, I put more pressure on my finger against Cam's asshole. It was so wet, I felt the first knuckle slip inside of Cam's body. Cam groaned loudly, and she thrust her hips down, trying to drive my finger more deeply inside of her.
Now that the tip of my finger was in, it seemed to go more easily. More and more of my finger slipped inside of Cam's tight little asshole. The sensation was strange. She was very tight, her body squeezed my fingers. But it was pillowy soft, and warmly wet inside of me. I wanted her to squeeze me tight, to hold my finger forever. Before I knew it, my finger was buried entirely inside of Cam's asshole. I wiggled it, gently, and she moaned.
"Another finger! Please, Alicia. One more finger and I am going to cum so hard!" she begged.
She felt so tight, I had no idea how another finger could possibly fit inside of her. Still I slipped my index finger out of Cam's asshole. I sort of twisted it together with my middle finger. Then I gagged myself again on Cam's cock, spitting down onto both fingers, before sucking her cock again.
I pressed again on Cam's tight anus, this time with two fingers. The pressure was still intense, but Cam was, I guess, stretched out a little now. There was a brief moment of resistance, but then I felt the tip of one finger, then the next, press inside of Cam's tight ass. I pushed slowly, gently. But after a few minutes, both of my fingers were entirely buried inside of Cam's ass. I sort of massaged them, gently, inside of her body.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, Alicia that is too good!" am moaned, her body began to writhe on the counter. I kept bobbing my head up and down on Cam's penis, I kept massaging her colon with my fingers. I wasn't even thinking now. I was just following the lead of Cam's body, doing whatever gave her a positive reaction.
It didn't take very long. Cam had been right. One more finger, and she was absolutely ready to cum hard. I could feel her asshole pulsing faster and faster around my fingers. The precum from her cock was so thick that it felt like mouthfuls of it were pouring down my throat. Cam's whole body went rigid, a little girlish moan rose from the back of her throat.
I felt her cock pulse hard against my tongue. Felt it again. It was only then that I realize that hot, thick jets of cum were pouring down my throat. I pulled my head back slightly, letting the tip of Cam's cock rest on my tongue. After a moment, my mouth was full of salty, sweet cum. So much better tasting than any I'd ever tasted before. Cam lay panting on the counter, her whole body heaving. Her asshole was pulsing at the same rate as her cock, squeezing me tight. She was smiling.
Without waiting for Cam to recover, I slipped my lips off of Cam's cock. I moved up quickly, putting my face above Cam's. She grabbed me with both hands, pulling my head towards her. In a moment, we were kissing, her tongue probing into my mouth. I let Cam's cum dribbled from my lips into her mouth, hearing Cam groan as she tasted her own flavor. We passed her cum back and forth between our mouths, out lips kissing passionately, until we had swallowed it all down.
"I have another treat," I said. Once again, I wasn't thinking. But this time, instead of following Cam's lead, I just let my own state of intense arousal guide my actions. There was no plan, I just did whatever felt right in the moment.
I let my two fingers slip out of Cam's tight asshole. She let out a cute little sigh. I brought my hand up quickly to our faces, where we were kissing. Without stopping, I slipped my index finger into Cam's mouth. At the same time, I took my own middle finger into my mouth. I groaned at the earthy, sexy flavor of Cam's body, heard her doing the same. Our mouths and tongues licked desperately at my fingers, sometimes bumping into one another in a lewd kiss. Finally, my fingers glistened with spit and I slipped my hand away. I kissed Cam again, then pulled back to catch my breath. I looked over her body admiring it again.
"Cam," I asked noticing something, "Are you still hard?" I asked, surprised, looking down at her quivering, wet cock. She shrugged a little, smiling nervously.
"This has been like the hottest thing that's ever happened to me...all this weird...sexy stuff. I didn't know you were like this. Or that I was like this," She said. I smiled and shrugged.
"Me neither," I said.
"I don't know if I will ever get soft again, just thinking about this night," Cam said, reaching down for a moment and stroking her cock. My mouth watered, watching her play with herself.
"I am still soaking wet," I said, feeling my juices run down the insides of my legs, I raised my eyebrow, "Want to see if I can wear your cock out?" I asked.
Cam seemed to have been waiting for me to say just that. She sat up quickly, threw her legs over the side of the counter. Without speaking, she moved around behind me. I waited, letting her do whatever she wanted. Cam walked up behind me. I felt her hands on my hips. She pulled me back sharply, and I let out a little yelp. Soon, my body was a couple of feet away from the edge of the counter. Cam put her hand on my back, pushing me down. My hands flew out and I caught them on the counter. Cam hit the insides of my thighs with her knees, spreading them slightly.
"Please give it to me," I begged. Cam giggled but didn't speak. On hand found its way onto my hip, holding me tight. Her other hand, I saw looking over my shoulder, was wrapped around her cock. I grunted a little as I felt the soft tip of Cam's cock press against my pussy. I was absolutely dripping wet at this point. What's more, Cam's cock was still coated in my saliva. Cam's cock slipped easily inside of me.
In fact, we were both sort of surprised by how easily it happened. One moment, the tip of Cam's cock was rubbing against my labia, and the next I was groaning as her balls smacked against my aching clitoris. Despite the ease with which she entered me, I felt filled up by Cam.
"That feels so good!" I groaned. I reached behind myself with one hand and grabbed Cam's. I moved it forward and placed it on my breast, "The other one too," I begged. Cam reached forward, her palms pressed against my nipples, she squeezed them tight.
"I love every inch of you body," Cam gushed.
"Don't admire me, fuck me. Go so fast, put your cum in me, Cam" I moaned loudly. It was like I had flicked a switch inside of Cam. She began to move her hips rapidly. There was no build up. One second, Cam was sitting still, her cock resting deep inside of me. The next, she was thrusting in and out of me so fast I could barely breathe. I felt her moving deeply inside of me, pressing deep inside of me, despite her smaller than average size. My legs began to shake, my knees buckling.
"Holy...Hell," I groaned, Cam's hands squeezing my breasts, "I can't believe...oh god, I am not going to last," I said after only a minute of wild thrusts. Cam's breathing, behind me, was ragged and tired.
"Alicia, I am going to cum," Cam said, not even hearing my similar prediction. Cam's hands squeezed so hard on my breasts I thought I was going to scream. At the same time, my muscles clenched tightly, my eyes slammed shut. Despite myself, I rose up on my tiptoes. My mouth opened to moan, but no sound came out. I felt Cam's penis pulse deep inside of my pussy. I felt her hot, sticky sperm pouring into me.
It tipped me over the edge. I felt a wave of radiant pleasure that seemed to center in my pussy but appear at almost the exact same moment in every inch of my body. I felt Cam's body so close to mine, and yet it felt like it had melted inside of me. And then the wave of pleasure bowled me over, and I felt nothing but pure relaxation.
* * * * *
I don't know on the next Monday morning, when Mrs. Rat went to her classroom, if she noticed a dried, sticky spot on her desk where someone's pussy had dripped messily. I don't know if she noticed a stain on the counter in the middle of her room where spit and cum had pooled. Hell, I don't even know if Mrs. Rat ever pulled open her lower drawer and found a pair of dirty panties.
However, at lunch, my friend Claire came up to me at the table where I was sitting with Cam. She was smiling broadly and looked almost dazed. "Did you hear? About Mrs. Rat?" she asked.
"Hear what?" I asked innocently.
"Porn! She turned on her computer this morning. I didn't hear all the details, but what I heard was that when she turned on her computer, it was like a video of an old lady having sex with a high school guy. I don't know what happened, but she is not in her class right now. She is in the office with Principal Winters and someone from the School District," Claire said excitedly.
"I can't believe it," I said, trying to affect shock. But Claire was already gone, running off to tell someone else. Cam giggled a little as she walked away.
"Whose idea was it to break into her room and try to get her in trouble?" I asked Cam.
"Who had the good idea to use the projection screen?" Cam shot back.
"I guess it was a team effort," I suggested.
"Long live the queens," Cam said. I laughed and leaned over, giving her a kiss on the cheek.
The End
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Freya's long slender fingers slipped through my long, black hair. I felt her palm cup the back of my head as she gently lowered me back onto the bed. I let out a little sigh as I sank into the mattress. I spread my legs slightly, allowing Freya's body to slip between them, her slight weight pushing down on me. I wrapped my legs around Freya's hips, pulling her in towards me. Freya's large, warm breasts landed on top of my smaller, perky ones (though we were both still encased in the dresses we'd worn out for our anniversary dinner).
Freya's long, golden blonde hair tumbled down onto my face as she leaned over me, smiling. Her large, blue eyes sparkled as she bent down towards me. My own brown eyes closed and I tilted my head slightly to the side. Freya's soft, pouty pink lips pressed softly against my own. My lips split apart softly, and I felt Freya's cool, slick tongue pass into my mouth. My own tongue rose to meet her, tasting her mouth and feeling the gentle bumps of her taste buds. I pushed my tongue out and licked her lips and groaned at the flavor of her skin.
One of my hands reached up behind Freya's back, finding her head and pulling her into me, willing her tongue deeper into my mouth. My other hand grasped at the shoulder strap of Freya's dress, pulling it down and exposing one of Freya's soft breasts. My hands squeezed at the firm flesh. I found her nipple with my thumb, pressing it and rolling it gently. Freya gasped into my mouth. Her hand continued to massage the back of my head and neck as she kissed me. Her free hand moved gently up and down my thigh, rubbing my skin and working up under the hem of my dress. Sometimes she even grasped at my ass, squeezing the flesh, shaking it.
Four years in and I was still overwhelmed with desire for Freya. I had never dreamed of being with someone as beautiful, as wonderful as Freya. My body longed for her. I pulled her in deeply with my legs, wanting to feel the distance between us disappear entirely, aching to merge as one. I sucked on her tongue, wanting to pull all of her inside of me. Freya's hips began to rock, gently, pressing her body against mine.
And then I felt it.
Suddenly, all of the heat went out of my body. My heart rate dropped, the electrical feeling in my skin sort of dissipated. I felt my legs slip off of Freya's hips, my hands moved off of her neck and breast. I squirmed a little bit underneath of her, pulling my lips away from her.
"Wait, stop," I said, uncomfortably. For a moment, Freya didn't hear me. She kissed my neck and I shrugged her off. She finally recognized my sudden coldness, "Come on, stop," I said. Now Freya heard me and she moved off of me. She rocked back onto her knees, on the bed, between my leg, her eyes still sparkling, her breast still exposed.
"What, what is it?" Freya asked, concerned, pushing her hair out of her eyes. For a long moment I couldn't respond. I propped myself up on my elbows on the bed, trying to slide myself back away from Freya, "Nicole, what is it?" she asked, sounding annoyed now. I knew then that she had already figured it out.
"I don't want to do...that anymore," I said, knowing that explanation was not going to be sufficient.
"Do what?" Freya asked, even though she knew the answer.
"I don't want...come on Freya, you know," I said, frustrated, and unable to meet Freya's gaze. She sighed loudly, pulled the strap up on her dress, and crossed her arms in front of her breasts.
"Are you seriously stopping, again, because you got an erection?" she asked, her voice sounding incredibly bitter. Even more bitter than I expected. I felt my cheeks flush and I bit my lip. I shrugged. But I was more pre-occupied by the word she used. Erection. Disgusting.
"I mean...you know how it is," I said. I felt our discussion falling into the well-worn grooves of our relationship. I felt like I knew everything we were going to say, but it all had to be said.
"Christ, Nicole, its our anniversary! I feel like I am very, very patient with your...issues in the bedroom. But sometimes... I don't know...Can't I..." Freya shook her head and looked away. God, she was more beautiful now than ever, anger always did something to her face. Freya was short (like me) with a willowy body except for her large (fake) breasts and the anger seemed to make every small inch of her glow. I was a little more curvy, but not to the point of being voluptuous and I have no idea what my anxiety did for my looks, probably nothing good.
"Can't you what? Get what you want? Is that what this is all about, Freya? You get what you want, no matter how uncomfortable I am?" I shot back. I knew I wasn't really being fair. But Freya's anger and frustration always seemed to wind me up, make me push back at her.
"That's not fair and you know it! When was the last time we had sex, Nicole? I think it was four months ago! I want to have sex weekly! I am constantly putting your needs ahead of mine. You're the selfish one!" Freya shot back, her body almost shaking with anger now.
"I will offer what I always offer when we have this...mismatch. I will suck your cock Nicole. I know you love how I do that. I will do it right now. I just don't want to have sex," I said.
"You do want to have sex!" Nicole shot back, "You do, I could feel it in your body. Didn't it feel lovely when we kissed? When our bodies were pressed together? When your legs were pulling me into you?" Freya asked desperately. I could still feel those sensations. My body still pulled towards Freya, I wanted to have her hold me again. But I could feel...it pressing against my dress. I ignored Freya's last statement.
"Look, you said you wanted sex. I offered to suck your dick. You get what you want, I get what I want. Or I can jack you off or whatever. You can put it between my boobs, you like that. Meet me halfway!" I said.
"That's not halfway! Freya shot back, she ran her hand through her long hair in frustration, "I am not just asking for like...cheap sexual gratification. If I want to masturbate, I can do that. I want to have sex with you Nicole."
"So a blowjob isn't sex? A handjob isn't sex? If I went out and gave someone on the street a blowjob, you wouldn't be angry?" I asked bitterly. I lifted a pillow up off of the bed and used it to cover my body, despite the fact that I was still wearing my dress. I felt exposed.
"Don't try to get cute," Freya shot back, "You know what I mean. I want to...and fuck you for making me say this...I want to make love to you Freya. I don't want a... dutiful blowjob of appeasement. I want actual physical intimacy with you," As she spoke, she got up off of the bed and started pacing around the room, something she only did when she was very upset. I felt a rock forming in the pit of my stomach. This was an all-too-familiar fight. But it felt like Freya was getting upset faster. The fact that this was our anniversary seemed to have really ratcheted up her frustration.
"I feel that when we kiss, when we hold each other. I don't need sex to feel physical intimacy," I said, having told myself the same thing a thousand times.
"Well I do, Nicole! And it isn't selfish of me to have needs. I just want you to understand..." Freya said, and I cut her off.
"I need you to understand, because I am tired of saying this over and over and over again: I am not comfortable with my body, Freya. I don't like it. I love you but it doesn't make me feel good for you to touch it. I don't feel closer to you when we have sex, I feel more alienated from my body," I said, feeling stronger now that I was sure I was telling the truth.
"You talk about your body, your body. We both know you aren't talking about 'your body.' You're talking about your penis. You hate having a penis," Freya countered. I looked down at the pillow in my lap. I felt like I could see my...penis through it, mocking.
"Yes, Freya, you win!" I said sarcastically, "Its my penis. I have a penis and I hate it and it is disgusting. And it makes me hate my whole body because it doesn't make sense with a penis on it. Do you feel better now, making me say penis and talk about it?" I said.
"I love your body, Nicole! Every inch of it! You're beautiful," Freya said, and I could hear the pain in her voice as she said it, because of how honest she was being.
"I know that. But you can't make me love my body, no matter how hard you try. I think it is wrong, whether you like it or not," I said.
"We have very similar bodies, Nicole. I have a penis. Am I wrong and disgusting? Do you hate my body?" Freya asked. I felt the wind go out of me. I started shaking my head and stammering.
"That's really not fair Freya! How can you ask me something like that? I just offered..."
"Answer the question!"
"Of course you're beautiful Freya. I love your body. I love your beautiful face and your slender arms and you big breasts and you narrow waist and your wide hips and your hard cock. I love all of it! Your body is not my body, even if they are similar. I love you and I love your body and I want to kiss it and suck on it and love it. It isn't about you, Freya! It's about me and the way I feel about my body, the fact that they are similar is totally irrelevant," I knew that in some ways the way I felt didn't make a lot of sense, but at the same time...it did make sense. I was not Freya. I could love and appreciate her body even if I didn't like mine. It felt like this whole line of argument, which Freya had never raised before, was underhanded and unfair.
"It doesn't feel irrelevant when I am sitting here on our fourth anniversary begging to make love to you," Freya shot back.
"I want to be intimate with you, I really do! That's why I offered to suck your cock or whatever...I just don't want to do anything where we'd have to see my...penis or have it involved or visible. I want to pretend that it isn't there," I said.
"I have offered this before, and I will offer it one last time, Nicole: If you want to have it removed, I will help pay for it. Hell, I am trans too! I know what it means to want to have the body you want. I've had FFS, I have had boob jobs, I had a butt lift for Christ's sake. If I didn't want my penis, I'd have it removed tomorrow. So if you want a different body, let's go get it. I can call Dr. Garth's office in the morning and..."
"I am terrified of surgery, you know that," I cut her off. It was true. I'd had my tonsils out when I was nine. I'd gotten some sort of terrible infection and nearly died. Ever since then I was deathly afraid of going under the knife. I was lucky, I guess, in that I started hormone treatment relatively early. I had feminine features, feminine curves. My body looked exactly the way I wanted it to, no surgery needed...except hormones don't make your dick fall off (they do sometimes make it smaller, which was good. But not good enough).
Freya stopped pacing now. She ran her hands through her hair again. She walked over towards the bedroom window, looked out on the quiet even street below. She sighed once, then looked like she was about to speak. She caught herself and shook her head. I felt the tension ratcheting up in the room. This was not normal. It was like five of our fights had all been amalgamated into one. We were going deeper and angrier than usual. It didn't feel like Freya was going to accept one of my, what did she call it? Appeasing blowjobs and come snuggle with me in bed.
"Freya?" I asked when the quiet had gotten too intense for me. She turned and looked at me. Her eyes were glassy with tears. I felt a cold stab in the pit of my stomach. I felt my hair sort of stand up on end.
"I understand what you're saying," Freya said slowly, "But I don't know if you understand what I am saying, Nicole. You are telling me your needs and you think I am talking about my wants. I am talking about my needs too."
"What does that mean?" I whispered. She sighed and paused again.
"I love you so much Nicole. I don't ever want to be with anyone but you. I feel, sometimes, like you're my soulmate, if that's a real thing."
"Sometimes?" I asked, latching onto the word that seemed to be carrying so much weight.
"Sometimes," Freya said, "I feel like without real sexual intimacy, we are just best friends. Really good friends who love each other. But something...less than what I want."
"What are you saying, Freya?" I asked. I don't know, it was clear what she was saying. Some horrible part of me wanted to make her say it. To hurt her. To hurt me.
"If this is the way things are going to be for the rest of our lives...I don't know if we can spend our lives together," she said. I felt my heart rending in half. I'd never felt anything like it in my life. Freya was the entire world to me. I couldn't imagine a day, let alone a lifetime, without her. It felt like it was happening so fast, even though we'd had this argument a thousand times. It felt like I was dying. I was incredibly sad, the grief was overwhelming. I couldn't engage that part of myself. Only my anger could rise to the top.
"So you are so fucking shallow that you are going to break up with your fucking soulmate because I won't let you play with my penis?" I said caustically. Freya seemed taken aback.
"That's not fair and that is not what I said," Freya responded.
"Now we are being fair?" I said, "Now you want to talk about fair when you are breaking up with me on our anniversary? When you accuse me of thinking that you're ugly? When you want to throw everything away so you can go have sex with some younger, prettier girl?" I asked, each accusation flying further and further from the truth, but feeling better because of it.
"Nicole, I..."
"Fine, if you want to break up, then we can. I don't want to beg someone to be with me. Especially not someone who doesn't deserve me. I am the only one on the lease. You can stay in the guest room until you find an apartment," I said, and I pointed to the bedroom door. Freya looked at me for a long moment, almost dazed. I could see the pain and the anger and even fear in her eyes. I wanted to go to her, to apologize for the mean things I said, to beg her to love me again. But I knew if I did that, if I wrapped myself around her, I'd feel my cock up against her thigh. It would always be between us.
I pointed again at the door, more insistently.
* * * * *
I wended my way through the apartment. It was stacked with half-filled boxes, pieces of bubble wrap, and rolls of tape. It was amazing how much stuff Freya had managed to get over the course of four years. When she'd moved in, it had only taken a suitcase and two banker's boxes. Now, it felt like half the stuff in the apartment was going to be moving out the door with her. She had really settled in here. This was her home. This thought made me sigh.
"Eric is that you?" a voice said, and Freya popped up across the room from behind a stack of boxes. Her long hair was pulled back in a ponytail and covered in a cloth handkerchief. She had on a skintight pair of jeans, and a flannel shirt with the sleeves rolled up and the top three buttons undone. She looked gorgeous. It was the first time I'd seen her in two days. "Oh." She said sheepishly when she saw it wasn't her brother Eric.
"Yeah, hi," I said softly, "Sorry, I planned on getting back later but the power went out at the office. I will get out of your hair," I said.
"Oh, yeah, no problem. Should be all packed up by Friday. Eric is bringing the U-Haul that afternoon," she said.
"No rush, you can take your time," I said, sort of ridiculously.
"Thanks," she said and bent down and started taping a box shut. I stopped for a moment and looked at her. It still didn't feel real. That Freya was really packing up all of her belongings. That she was going to be moving out. That we weren't going to live together forever.
I walked into our bedroom. No, it was my bedroom now, I guess. Freya had started there with her packing. It felt bare and empty now, despite the fact that my items were still there. Freya had left a picture of the two of us on our night stand. I couldn't read what that meant. Should I be happy that she wanted to leave a reminder of us? Or upset that she didn't want one? What difference did it make?
There was nothing to do until dinner except nap, so I decided to do that. I was sleeping a lot lately, feeling depressed. Over the last weekend, I hadn't even left my bedroom on Saturday until nearly five o'clock in the evening, driven out by hunger, only to retreat again until Sunday at noon. I started to get undressed, slipping off my skirt and my blouse, taking off my bra and putting on a slightly oversized t-shirt. I laid down on the bed, sighed again.
I could hear Freya out in the living room, packing quietly. She never said anything, but I could hear bubble wrap and tape and cardboard. I felt like I could see Freya moving. The way her ponytail would flip over her shoulder when she bent over. The way she'd bite her lip as she was considering what to do next. The way she'd wipe her hands after a job well done. I could see her, but I didn't go back out to actually look at her or, god forbid, speak to her.
Ever since that horrible night, our anniversary, we'd been walking on eggshells. It felt like there was a barrier up between us. We couldn't talk anymore. Freya had quietly gone about the process of starting to move out, going to stay with her brother for awhile until she could find an affordable apartment. We hadn't eaten together. We didn't watch television together. Sometimes we said "good morning" and other times we said "good night." We had said all the terrible things we intended to say and now it felt like there was nothing left. Or that there were a thousand things left and we were afraid of all of them.
In idle moments over the last couple weeks, when my mind was wandering uncontrolled, I found that I had been trying to figure out how to take back everything that I had said. I would picture myself going up to Freya, falling on my knees and apologizing for being who I am. So that I could put everything back the way it had been before our anniversary. I wanted to sit on the couch with Freya's arms around me. I wanted to kiss her on the neck. I wanted her to tell me that she loved me.
As I flopped down onto the bed in my depression pajamas, I found myself playing the same game. The imagined reconciliation. But this time, for whatever reason, I moved past the point where I'd begged forgiveness. Skipped the part where Freya told me everything was going to be okay and kissed the tears off of my cheeks. Instead, I found my mind circling back to the perfected past or I guess maybe an imaginary future with Freya.
In fact, my fantasy now was very specific. I thought about the last time that I had been in this bed with Freya. The night of our anniversary. She'd been wrong about some things that night, but of course she was right that I had wanted her so badly that night at first. I wanted her now. She was just on the other side of the door. I could call her right now. Have her come in and do that again. Pick up right where we left off like the fight never happened.



She would come into the room and I would spread my legs. She'd fall down between them, our breasts pressed together. My hungry mouth would find her tongue, suck on it and pulling her saliva into my throat. Her hair would fall all around me, tickling me. I'd lock my ankles behind her back, feel her hard cock pressing against me...
"Damnit," I groaned aloud. It had interrupted me again, this time my fantasy.
My damned penis.
I flopped around uncomfortably on the bed for a moment. Feeling hot and cold at the same time. Still aroused just by the idea of Freya, but unable to enjoy it. I sat for a moment, looked at the door, and sighed again. I decided to have a look at the offending organ.
I pulled my large nightshirt up over my so that it was just beneath my breasts. I was wearing a pair of black, comfortable panties and I could see the tell-tale bulge right between my legs. I sneered at it as I lifted my hips up off of the bed and flipped my thumbs into the waistband. I shimmied them down off of my hips, my penis catching in the fabric for a moment. It slapped down against my belly as I tossed the panties to the side.
I looked down at it. This...thing that had ruined my life.
On its own, it was neither particularly special or offensive. It was around three and a half inches long when hard (I told you those hormones can shrink it a little bit). I was uncircumcised, the skin was the same sort of pale olive color as the rest of my skin. I had large, heavy balls (this was probably my leave favorite thing about it...the way it dangled).
A normal penis, whatever. The only problem was that it didn't belong on my body.
"I fucking hate you," I said, looking down at my penis. It didn't seem to notice. It stayed stubbornly rigid. In fact, it was quivering slightly and there was a small bead of precum dribbling from the tip.
This stupid piece of rigid flesh was the cause of all the problems in my life. From the time I was a little girl, it had always been there, mocking me. I had grown up into the woman I had always dreamed to be, everything except this stupid thing. I loved my face, I loved my breasts, I loved my legs and my hips and my waist. I loved my feet, and my fingers. I knew how rare all of that was for any woman, let alone a trans woman. But I was, really and truly, happy with myself. I looked like I felt, like who I was. Except for this nasty fucking cock.
This gross dick that had torn Freya away from me. She said she didn't care about it one way or the other. And the terrible thing was, I knew she was telling the truth. Hell, I think she liked it. She thought it was cute. But that didn't change the way I felt. It didn't change the fact that it made me feel like not-quite a woman. Some terrible third thing. When I looked at it, it reminded me that I would die without ever becoming who I wanted to be. And now I knew I would die alone.
I kept staring at this stupid penis, thinking my spiraling thoughts. I found myself growing angrier and angrier with each passing second. "You're the fucking reason I can't go out there and apologize right now," I hissed, "If I went out there and I called Freya into bed, she might come you know that?" I felt my hands ball into fists, "And she would kiss me and hold me and she would love me again. And then you would rub against her. And she would feel it and I would feel it and I would be disgusted and my blood would run cold."
My cock looked up at me, totally indifferent to my angry words, still hard. A drip of pre-cum landed on my stomach, below my bellybutton. It felt cold against my hot skin. My knuckles were white and there were tears in my eyes. There was nothing I could do. The whole life I wanted was just outside the door and I couldn't go, because I couldn't get beyond this stupid fucking, disgusting, nasty thing. I radiated hate at my own body, like I could somehow burn my cock up just by looking at it. But still it just sat there.
"Fuck you!" I said more loudly than before. Without thinking, my right fist rose and it came down hard directly between my legs. I guess I was just trying to break the cascading tension, not just from the last ten minutes, but from the last two weeks. My entire lifetime.
"Oh God, I'm stupid!" I groaned as my fist crashed down hard against my balls. I balloon of pain expanded into my stomach. I felt like I was going to throw up. My legs shook and then curled up against my body. After a moment, I found myself in the fetal position, biting my finger so I wouldn't moan. My balls ached in a deep, full-body ache that was unlike any other physical pain I'd ever felt before. It felt like the pain had rolled out over my entire body, like a wave. A reverse orgasm almost.
For a few minutes, I just writhed on the bed, trying to come to terms with the pain I had inflicted on myself. I kept biting my finger, to keep myself from screaming out. The last thing I needed was for Freya to hear me crying or yelling and come in and ask what was wrong. It was the only conscious thing I could focus on as the pain controlled my body and my mind. Eventually, I was able to breathe again, and I gasped in big lungfuls of air.
As the crisis of the pain passed, my mind slowly returned to me. My stomach was still watery and the muscles in my arms and legs still felt weak. I was able to slowly stretch myself out, my body creaky. I looked down at my penis again. My balls ached terribly, in fact it hurt to move, as they moved slightly. The skin was red, a little bit swollen. I smiled a little bit. Good. That is what they deserved. I'd never been so happy to see them attached to me.
Strangely, I noticed that my shaft was still rigid. Despite the pain and the fact that I hadn't even had the bandwidth in my brain to think about sex, my cock was still quivering hard. In fact, if anything, it looked harder. I felt like the hard flesh was trying to burst out of my soft skin. The pain was sort of throbbing through the shaft as well, but strangely...the pain wasn't bad. In fact, as I sort of thought about what I'd just done to myself and the way it made me feel...well the thoughts were confusing. Pain, of course, is bad, but I liked it. I liked it a lot.
It sort of came to me in a revelation, I guess. I had always liked to be spanked while having sex, but I figured that was sort of well within the normal stuff that women like. This was something different than that. This was like...revenge against the body that was always fight me, causing me pain. For once, I had finally turned the table on my penis. I had taken a lifetime of frustration, put it into my fist, and brought it crashing down on my treacherous body. And it felt bad and good at the same time. And for the first time in ages, I felt aroused while being consciously aware of my cock. And not just physically. I was turned on in my mind as well. I was aroused by the pain I had caused myself.
For a long time, I lay in my bed, looking at the ceiling. I felt the pain slowly subsiding. I hardly noticed. My mind was whirring. And my cock was very hard.
* * * * *
"Oh, hi," Freya said nervously, actually taking a step back as she saw me sitting at the kitchen table the next morning. We had an unspoken rule, Freya would eat first and go to work, I would wait in my room until she left and then come out. I had left my room early today, and I was sipping at a cup of tea.
"Morning," I said softly, pouring another cup of tea and sliding it across the kitchen table. Freya stared at the cup for a long moment, like she was considering turning and running out of the room instead. Her pretty eyes flickered up to me for a moment. I think the fact that I was wearing her favorite thing: a skin tight tank top, short shorts, and thigh-high socks. I'd put my long, dark hair in braided pigtails. She sighed and pulled the seat back, sat down, and took a sip of the tea.
"So...what do you want Nicole?" Freya said bluntly as she set her mug back down. No cute games or talking around the subject, Freya was not in the mood.
"You're leaving in two days," I said.
"I am aware Nicole, what specifically do you want?" she asked, looking down at her phone, checking the time. I took a half moment, it was probably all that I had. I had been up most of the night. I guess I could lie and say I was thinking all night. But honestly, it was like I had a fever. Images and ideas flickered through my brain at a dizzying rate. I lay in my bed, sweating and writhing, running my fingers through my hair, pulling it. Biting my fingers and my lips. I felt crazed. And the whole while I was desperately aroused. A sort of animal horniness I'd never felt before. My skin tingled, I could feel every nerve. My nipples ached, my breathing was shallow. And, my cock was hard all night. But for once, it felt like it was part of me. I didn't fight it, I couldn't think to fight it.
When I finally fell asleep around 4 a.m., I felt like had been through an exorcism. And the only thing conscious thought I had truly salvaged from the experience was that telling Freya to leave had been a mistake. And while it might be too late, I had to try to fix it.
"I don't want you to go," I said, "I want you to stay with me forever." I said, being as blunt as Freya was. She pursed her lips.
"Do not do this now, Nicole," she said, pushing her tea away and standing up.
"I am sorry, it was a hotheaded thing to tell you to leave. I wasn't being fair. I understood what you were trying to say and pretended I didn't," I confessed. What, exactly, would I gain by standing on my pride? Freya didn't leave the room, but she remained standing.
"I don't want you to be sorry. It wasn't a silly argument or a misunderstanding. It was a fundamental problem in our relationship. We weren't accidentally talking past each other, we know what the issue is," Freya explained.
"I know that," I conceded, "but I think I know how to fix it." Freya immediately started shaking her head.
"We have had this kind of conversation before. You admit that we haven't been intimate as much as I'd like, you promise that you will try harder, we do for a couple weeks, then we slow down, and before you know it we are right back here." Of course, this was true, I was aware. But now it was my turn to shake my head.
"No, Freya, I am not saying that I am going to like...suck it up and deal with it. I am saying I have a solution" I said forcefully. For a moment, Freya's lips pursed, like she was going to ask me 'what?' but then she instead shrugged and threw up her hands.
"I love you Nicole. I really do. I am always going to love you. But I am exhausted by trying to make this work. Physically," Her eyes softened, "I am really sad right now too, Nicole. I want to believe you, because I love you. But I can't keep doing this." She turned to walk away, to head to work and wait for the U-Haul. For the first time that morning, I felt scared. I always knew this was a possibility, that she would just leave. But in my heart, I thought she would hear me out. I only had one last card to play.
"Okay, I get it. But I do regret the way we left things on our anniversary," I said, standing up from behind the table. Even while I was speaking, I was lifting the hem of my tank top up over my head. I almost never got completely naked (and socks don't count) for sex. And usually, I would only get naked while I was under the covers and it was completely dark. But today I didn't have the luxury of being shy. I ignored my instincts, maybe they were deadened by exhaustion. Whatever it was, I didn't pause, pulling my shorts down as well, tossing them on the floor. I left the thigh-high socks. Nothing else.
My nipples were hard, mostly from the cold, my skin covered in goosebumps. My cock was soft and smaller than usual from nerves. "Let's do this one last time, to say goodbye?" I suggested coyly. Freya's eyes were all over me. Even after all these years, I knew that she was wildly attracted to me. Her mouth was slightly open and it didn't seem like she was breathing.
"I...uh, I don't think that's a good idea," Freya said, sort of flatly. Her eyes said something different.
"Of course it isn't a good idea," I said, laughing a little, "But I think we should do it anyway, don't you?" I said. As I spoke, I walked around the table, trying to be as sultry and sexy as I could be. I bit my lip when I finished talking. But I didn't wait for Freya to respond. Instead, I stood with my back to our heavy kitchen table. I hoisted myself up on it, setting my ass near the edge. I leaned back onto my elbows on the table and at the same time, I bent my knees and spread my legs as far as I could. For the first time, Freya could see that I was plugged. The plug she thought was cutest, with the fake pink crystal shaped like a heart. I was all warmed up for her. My heavy balls flopped down, covering the top of the butt plug. Shockingly, to myself, I didn't care.
"Nicole..." Freya said, shaking her head, but taking a step towards me. I leaned heavily on my left elbow and reached my right hand down between my legs. I grasped the rim of my plug between my fingers, and gently tugged on it. I felt a slight pressure and moaned as my anus stretched around the wide metal plug. After a moment, it slipped free and I sighed. My asshole closed again, and a bit of lube dribbled down to my perinium. I brought my plug up to my mouth and my tongue slithered out. I licked the tip of it, keeping my eyes on Freya. I slipped it slowly into my mouth, moaning a little as I swirled my tongue around on the hot metal. After a moment, I pulled it out, held it between my fingers as I leaned back again.
"What?" I asked. Freya's face was flushed, her whole body looked tense. She looked over her shoulder, across the open-concept apartment to the front door. She looked back at me.
"Fuck it, one me time," She said and I giggled. She frantically began to disrobe, like she was afraid that if she hesitated for even a second, she or I would think better of it. There was a blur of shirt and pants and bra and panties. And then Freya was standing naked and beautiful in front of me. Her large breasts were rising and falling on her chest. Her cock, 6 circumcised inches of it, was completely hard already. Her balls were tight up against her shaft. She had such a pretty package. My mouth watered, just looking at it.
Freya moved lightly across the room, but very fast. In a moment, her body was between my legs. I felt one of her hands on my thigh, the other on my hip. She leaned forward, her body arching over mine. Her breathing was frantic, her body was shaking. A moment before her lips reached mine, I felt her hard penis press into my scrotum. I let the butt plug drop from my fingers.
"Wait, stop," I said in my smallest, most pathetic voice. For a moment, Freya's eyes didn't register anything. My lips actually brushed against hers as I spoke.
"What?" she said, as though dazed. At that moment, the heavy, metal butt plug landed on the kitchen tile. There was a painfully loud "crack" and both Freya and I jumped a little. We froze.
"Please stop, I don't want to do this anymore," I said. Freya's eyes widened in disbelief. Her mouth disappeared into a thin line and all of the skin on her body flushed a dark red. She shook her head.
"Jesus Christ, Nicole, what sort of bullshit games are you playing with me?" She growled. It wasn't just the frustration from this moment (though that was intense). I could feel all of her frustration and confusion and anger with me. I had brought it all up to the surface right now.
Just like I had intended.
Freya began to pull back from between my legs. I felt the tip of her cock pull away from my scrotum. Her arms came off of my body. She was moving quickly in her rage. But I moved quicker. I wrapped my legs around her waist, locking my ankles and holding her in place.
"What the fuck..." Freya started, but I cut her off.
"Use it," I said, my nerves jumping through the roof. My whole body felt cold. But I didn't hesitate. This was what I wanted, I knew that.
"Use what?" Freya asked angrily.
"I know you're angry at me Freya. I know you are frustrated. Take it out on my body," I ordered. Freya stopped pushing back against my legs. Her eyebrows furrowed.
"What?" she asked. I couldn't let her anger dissipate. I needed her to act, quickly.
"My penis is the problem, Freya. We both know it. It gets in between us. It makes me ashamed of myself. It has ruined our relationship. Teach it a lesson. Hurt it like it hurts you," I suggested, the words actually arousing myself as I spoke. Them. I felt my breathing growing shallower, my nipples began to ache.
"Nicole..." Freya started.
"I want this, Freya," I said, "I know you want it too. Spank me as hard as you can. Spank my cock and balls. Make yourself feel better. Let it out!" I moaned. Christ, I almost had an orgasm right there. Freya looked down for a moment at my flaccid little cock. The fire was still in her eyes. She was still angry at me. Her eyes flickered back up to mine.
"Please," I begged, "I promise I won't ask you to stop." I said.
For a moment, I didn't think she was going to do it. There was a long, painful pause. I unloosed my ankles around Freya's waist. She took half a step back.
I didn't even see her hand move. It happened so quickly. More like a flick of the wrist than anything else. But her fingers moved incredibly quickly. They snapped hard against my balls. I let out a little yelp as the sharp pain blossomed into an ache in my stomach. I moaned louder. Freya looked down at her hand, almost like she was surprised she'd done it.
"Nicole, god what did I do? I am sorr..." she started.
"Don't. Don't lose it. Bring it to me, Freya. I want it. I swear to God if you stop now, I won't ever forgive you," I shot out, actually angry. Freya seemed taken aback by my anger, I guess I was surprised by it too. But it jolted her out of her confusion. It let her own anger and frustration charge back into control of her emotions. What right did I have to be angry with her? What the fuck was wrong with me? I could see those thoughts behind Freya's eyes. And she rode them where they would take her.
"Fuck you Nicole and all your stupid bullshit!" Freya spat. And I don't mean that as a euphemism. One the word "bullshit" came out of Freya's mouth, she gathered her saliva in her mouth and spat it hard into my face. It splashed hard into my left eye, I didn't have time to close it and it burned. I wasn't expecting that. I had been focused on my cock, wanting Freya to punish it. But the humiliating spit was like a jolt of lightning to my body. I groaned and my whole body writhed on the table. God, I felt sexy.
"Jesus Nicole, you like that? That's what gets you hard?" Freya said with disgust. I wiped the spit from my eye (and shoveled my fingers into my mouth to taste Freya's sweet, tea-tinged flavor), and looked down. She was right. My balls were aching and red (some from last night, some from now), but my shaft was starting to get chubby, "You filthy pig." Freya said.
"I am Freya, that's what I am. Treat me like the little slutty pig I am," I begged. The words felt almost as good as the pain. And I think, at that moment, Freya understood. At the very least, from that moment on, she didn't second-guess what her anger and frustration told her to do.
Freya put her hand on my shoulder and sort of shoved me back onto the table. I let out a little grunt as my elbows slipped out from under me. Roughly, Freya put her hands on my knees and spread my legs apart as wide as they would go, making the tendons feel stretched and tight.
I felt my lube dripping out of my asshole and expected her to slip her hard cock inside of me. Instead, she walked around to the side of the table, standing sort of even with my waist. She looked down at my penis intensely. Usually, I didn't like for Freya (or anyone for that matter) to touch or even acknowledge my penis. Sometimes, when I felt like I could pretend my cock wasn't there, I let Freya play with my ass. But I would usually put a stop to sex if she even accidentally bumped it. She seemed to want to test if I was really serious, and she focused on my cock. Freya's right hand reached up and wrapped around the base of my now half-hard cock. She squeezed it so tight it felt like her fist was entirely closed. The tip slipped from my foreskin and instantly grew a dark red. I squirmed on the table.



"Does that hurt?" Freya asked, as she started to stroke her hand up and down.
"A little," I admitted. I didn't want to admit how painful it was, I was afraid she might feel guilty and stop. I shouldn't have worried.
"We need more than a little," Freya responded through gritted teeth. She kept stroking her hand up and down on my cock roughly, squeezing it so hard that if felt like the tip of my penis might burst. I was still half-hard, and the top of my cock flipped around lewdly while Freya's hand was at the base of my penis. Usually, the feel of my cock brushing my thigh would make me feel sick. Instead, the pain overwhelmed that. All I could feel was Freya's tight fist...and the pleasure it gave.
Freya brought her left hand down between my spread legs. I didn't really notice, I was busy watching her fingers on my cock. I only knew her left hand was there when the pads of her fingers come down sharply on my scrotum. There was an audible "slap" as she hit me. She didn't drive her fingers hard into me, instead she backed off as soon as she came into contact with my balls. But her fingers moved so swiftly that it felt like a bee sting.
"Oh fuck" I moaned and writhed on the table. My balls and my stomach ached deeply.
"Getting your balls abused makes you harder," Freya said, her lipping curling in disgust. She continued to stroke my penis, and I could feel that it was true. I was getting harder, even as her fingers squeezed me uncomfortably.
"Hit me more, hit me harder, please," I begged, "break my penis" I moaned, even as the pain made me feel nauseated. But nauseated in just the perfect way. I can't explain it any better than that. Freya's palm came down hard, twice in quick succession on my balls. My breath caught in my throat.
"Feel that nasty little dick of yours getting harder when I spank your balls?" Freya asked. I gasped and nodded, unable to speak. She smacked my balls again, harder than before. My legs tried to close, just instinct trying to prevent pain. But Freya spread them back out, "Don't you fucking dare you little whore. You are going to take your punishment" she said and slapped my balls again. But this time, she slapped with her palm. Her fingers grasped around my balls for a moment afterwards, squeezing them as well.
"You're hard from this you stupid cunt," Freya said, squeezing my balls and my shaft at the same time, "I have never felt you this hard before, never seen you this hard before. You are a sick pervert," she said. I nodded again.
"I am a nasty slut," I gasped.
"And I can't believe you're embarrassed by this stupid little cock," Freya said, moving her fingers off of my balls, and wrenching my shaft around roughly, "You're embarrassed because its bit? This is barely a tiny little baby dick. Its pathetic. What a stupid little bitch," Freya said. I felt my cheeks goring redder and redder in embarrassment as she berated me. But I felt my cock aching at the same time.
"I want to be girly," I gasped. Freya scoffed.
"You're a bitch and cunt, isn't that enough? Say it!" she said, her hand still stroking up and down on my cock. At the same time, she brought her fingers on her left hand up to her lips, and licked them. She brought them back between my legs, and slapped my balls again. I grunted. It was another stinging little snap, but the wetness of her fingers made it hurt even more. Now her fingers started to slap my balls regularly, working on the same rhythm as her strokes. But I never got used to pain, even hit hurt just as much as the one before. My head swam and my stomach ached.
"I am a bitch," I gasped.
"And?"
"A cunt," I said, hating the word but loving to say it.
"Pathetic," Freya said, shaking her head, "Even a stray dog fights back when its kicked," she said and smacked my balls harder.
I couldn't last long after that. I still don't really understand how it worked. How the pain and the humiliation bypassed my anxiety. Maybe just abusing my sense of shame overwhelmed it, like there was too much of it and it just short circuited. Or maybe Freya just battered my dignity to the point that it couldn't assert itself. I don't know, all I knew was that I could feel pleasure.
"Oh shit...Oh fuck, Freya, don't stop!" I begged. I felt her right hand squeezing and stroking my cock. Her left had was slapping my balls over and over and over again. The pain and the pleasure seemed to build with each movement of Freya's hands.
"Cum you dumb whore," Freya ordered. Totally obedient, I did as I was ordered. I felt my cock throb inside of Freya's tight grip. My toes curled and my fists clenched. My eyes slammed shut. My mouth opened to moan, but no noises came out. My back arched and my hips thrust up into the air. A kernel of pure pleasure, tiny but intense, formed in my aching cock. I felt it burst out in every direction, racing down my legs and up my chest and overwhelming my brain. But even in the midst of pleasure, I could feel the pain as Freya jerks my cock hard to one side. I felt her hand loosen slightly, and sperm began to spurt from the tip of my penis.
After a few moment, the pleasure began to subside. My back lowered down onto the table, I could feel it slick with sweat. I was panting and it felt like I couldn't pull enough air into my lungs. But I soon realized that Freya's hands were no longer slapping my balls, but she was still holding onto my shaft. I looked down at my penis, saw a single drip of cum dangling on the tip.
But Freya didn't stop. She kept squeezing and stroking on my cock. If anything, she picked up speed, held me closer. I was so incredibly sensitive after my orgasm. It was painful, in a completely different way that before. I cried out and moaned, writhing on the table, trying to push her hands away. But she held me tight, fought off my hands. Finally, I sort of collapsed on the table, accepted the pain. After that, it didn't seem Freya was interested anymore. She moved onto something else.
"Goddamn it Nicole, you know you are a fucking animal," Freya said.
"What?" I asked a little dazed. Freya reached up and grabbed one of my pigtails. She yanked on it hard, pulling me to the side. I screamed in surprised pain. I felt like all the hair was being pulled out of my head and burned all over. I tumbled off of the table and landed, hard, on my knees on the kitchen tiles. I hissed with pain. My softened dick dangled down, red and painful, between my legs. My balls throbbed.
"You are such a pig! Everything you do is so goddamned messy. Even getting your tiny baby dick off makes a giant mess. Look at the fucking floor!" she said. We had large black tiles with gray grout in the kitchen. I could see clearly, from my spot on the floor, I could see my white sperm very clearly contrasted against the dark tile. It was a lot. Usually, when I came there was just a small little blob of it. That was usually enough to make me feel deeply ashamed. This was a whole different level. It was three big strands of it.
"I am sorry, Freya," I asked, looking up from my knees on the floor.
"Clean it up, you slut!" Freya shot back. I began to rise off my rickety knees. Freya kicked me, hard, in the ass, sending me tumbling over. "Did I tell you to get paper towels? Or did I tell you to clean? Get down there and lick it up!" she said.
I couldn't meet her eyes. Instead, I dropped my head down towards the floor. I could smell my sperm, that strange organic bleachy smell that I detested. My lips curled. And Freya was right, I was a messy housekeeper. The floor was dirty too. I hesitated.
"Clean!" Freya yelled, and then she kicked my balls from behind. Not hard, but any amount of kicking is enough. I gasped and my stomach hurt up into my chest. My tongue instantly slipped from my lips and I dropped down, putting my face on the tile. I felt the salty, earthy flavor of my sperm thick on my tongue and I groaned. It was repulsive. I wanted more of it. I licked desperately at the strand of cum, letting it pool on my tongue and then swallowing it down.
"Faster!" Freya ordered, and she kicked me again. I cried out and pitched forward. My face slid onto the floor, and cum got into my hair. I lifted myself up and kept licking, faster now. The dirt and the sperm collecting in my mouth. I licked around frantically, desperate not to be kicked again. The floor was soon glistening with my spit.
"Good enough," Freya said derisively, and then kicked me one more time. This time my knees gave out. I felt to the floor, one hand clutching my aching balls, the other one rubbing my stomach. As I fell, I realized that my cock was hard again, I could feel it pressing into my belly as I curled into a fetal position.
"I am sorry, Freya," I said, I didn't even know what I was apologizing for. It just felt right.
"Shut up and get back up on the table, I want to fuck your ass," she said. It was an order not a suggestion. Slowly, painfully, I pulled myself up until I was standing next to the table. I hoisted myself up and groaned as I did so. I spread my legs like I had before. I looked down as I did so, I could sort of see my balls. They looked red and swollen. Oddly, I found their appearance...sexy. If anything, it made me harder.
Freya wasn't waiting around to admire my body. As soon as I was settled on the table, she walked up and spread my legs again. She stepped between them. Once again, her hard cock pressed into my scrotum. But this time, my tender flesh ached and I squirmed underneath of her. Freya reached down and squeezed my balls, lifting them up. I squealed a little, they were so sensitive now.
Freya pushed my balls aside, exposing my little pink asshole, still wet with lube. She spit quickly into her free hand and then used it to lube up her cock. She kept her hand wrapped around her shaft as she pointed her dick lower, lining it up with my asshole. I felt the slick, warm wet dome of it against my skin.
In the past, I had sometimes allowed Freya to fuck me in the ass. When I was really, really in the mood. I always insisted that she be gentle, slow. I liked to warm up first, stretch out, get ready. It often took us 15 or even 20 minutes to really get going, even when I was lubed and stretched with a plug. But I knew I was going to get gentle attention from Freya today.
"Stop squirming," was all Freya said by way of foreplay. Then I felt her start to press her hips, hard against my ass.
"Oh fuck!" I moaned, as I felt the bulbous tip of her penis pressing hard against my anus. It was too much pressure, on instinct my body clenched. But Freya kept pushing, if anything she pushed harder. I felt my anus stretch, felt Freya's cock bending from the pressure. And then my anus gave way, forced open. And the full tip of Freya's cock entered me, all at once. It pinched and I felt very tight around Freya's cock.
"Open up you fucking whore," Freya said and she jolted her hips into me, hard. I groaned and tried to scoot backwards, as I felt another inch of Freya's throbbing cock slip inside of my asshole. Freya reached down and grabbed my penis, right around the base, and held me still, kept me from pulling away. At the same time, she thrust her hips forward. I hear a smacking sound as her balls pressed hard into my ass. Freya was all the way inside of me.
"It hurts Freya," I gasped, but I didn't say 'stop.' I didn't want to say stop. I just wanted her to know I was in pain. The humiliation of it made me feel sexy.
Freya ignored my pathetic whimpering. Instead, she rocked her hips backwards. I gasped a little as I felt her cock slip back out of my body. I was stretching out a little bit, but it was actually an intense feeling, feeling her retreat out of my sore asshole.
One of Freya's had remained grasping around the base of my penis. But her other hand was free. She reached down, pinched my hard nipples. No, pinching is something playful we would do some times. She squeezed my nipples hard between her thumb and forefinger, so tight that my mouth froze open in a cry of pain. She pulled one nipple out as far as it would go and then released it. Then switched to the other. When was done with that, she slapped my breasts, just as she had slapped my balls, just the fingertips but fast. My nipples, already aching, rose swollen. My skin began to turn a deep, painful red.
All the while, Freya' was thrust her cock deep into my ass again, faster and harder than last time. Once again, the sharpness of her entry made my body react on instinct. I tried to pull away. Freya tugged, hard, on the base of my cock. I slid on the sweat-lubed table. She actually yanked me by my cock until her penis was fully buried in my ass.
"Stop trying to run!" Freya growled at she slapped my face. I hadn't expected that. Her hand moved across my cheek, right next to my lip. There was a loud cracking sound and my head swam. She'd hit my face harder than she'd ever hit my balls. I blinked a few times.
"Sorry Freya," I said in a small voice. But the pain in my face began to slowly mellow into a glowing warmth that wasn't entirely unpleasant. I wanted her to do it again. I started to pull away again. Once again, Freya yanked on my cock, pulling me back. This time her hips bucked into my so hard and deep that it set me sliding back away from her again. Then she dragged me back again.
Soon, Freya settled into a beautiful, terrible rhythm. She would shove her cock into me, pushing me to the far side of the table with the force of her thrust. Then she would drag me back by the cock, tugging at the very root. My balls were firmly squeezed above her hand, looking right and tight inside of my aching scrotum. In and out, in and out, always dragging me by my penis. All my weight, dragged by the root. And the whole time her cock pushed deeper and deeper into my anus, pushing inside of my guts.
"I am going to yank this nasty little thing off," Freya said, pulling my cock slightly to one side.
"Please Freya, rip me apart," I moaned. And Freya slapped me again. It felt better than the first time, it was the back of her hand on the other cheek. Her fingers raised marks on my skin. She started slapping my breasts again as well. One time, she reached back and flicked the tip of my cock as hard as she could with her middle finger, making my stomach lurch.
After an impossibly long time, when my anus felt ragged and my cock felt like it was going to get ripped form the skin, Freya's breathing became labored. I could see her body shaking. Her eyes slammed shut and she let out a groan. She pulled me back by my cock, harder than ever. And then she squeezed the base of my shaft as hard as she could as the orgasm tore through her body. I could feel her penis pulsing deep inside my asshole, feel her cum spraying hot and sticky all over my colon. It was like it was pouring into all the cracks formed inside of me, all the places I hurt, and soothing them or making them worse or something, I don't know. It was everything.
Freya, panting, took a step back and her cock slipped out of my asshole. Freya took a step back, leaning against the fridge while she caught her breath. Blood rushed to my cock. My balls were crimson red and hanging lower than ever. The shaft actually looked bruised. The whole package felt incredibly hot, like it would burn my fingers to touch it. It was beautiful.
"Who said you could have my cum in your asshole?" Freya asked. I was still a little dazed, I looked at Freya for a long moment.
"You put it there," I said simply. Freya shook her head.
"Get it out and put it in your mouth," she said. I couldn't help but feel my lip curl at the idea. The cum that was in my ass...Any day before today I would have refused. In fact, I would have been offended even by the suggestion. But even as the disgust washed over me, another humiliating thought occurred: I wanted to taste it.
I slithered down off the table and quickly dropped down into a low squatting position. My cock was soft and dangled down towards the floor, I felt like my balls were almost on the tile. I stuck my hand down under my body, my palm directly under my anus. I pushed and felt Freya's sperm squirt out into my palm. I pushed harder, making sure that I forced out every drop that I could.
Without speaking, I brought my dirty had up away from my ass and up to my face. I could smell the thick scent of Freya's cum, familiar but dirtier than usual. There was a large blob in the center of my palm, and my fingers were messy too. My stomach growled with hunger for it.
I messily pressed my fingers against my face, putting the big wad of cum directly against my lips. I slurped the sperm into my mouth, feeling its jelly-like consistency on my tongue. It was salty and earthy and delicious, maybe the best thing I'd ever tasted. I swirled it around on my tongue and then swallowed it down. I frantically licked my fingers clean, tasting all of it. I moaned and shivered with pleasure as I tasted it. My cock was already getting hard again, I could hardly believe it.
"Clean this too," Freya said. I looked between my outstretched fingers. Freya was standing with one hand on her hip. The other was pointing to her cock. The cock that had just come out of my ass. My face was still sticky with cum, but I didn't hesitate. I crawled, on my hands and knees, over towards Freya. She had both hands on her hips now, her cock was sticking out proudly from her body, sort of quivering and jumping a little still, pulsing from her orgasm. I rose up on my knees. One of my hands landed on Freya's warm thigh, the other wrapped around the sticky, hot base of her cock.
"Hurry up," Freya said. My eyes flickered up to her, and I saw she was looking down at me with scorn. I could smell her cock and it made my mouth water. God I wanted to taste her so bad, even though I knew it was shameful. I knew that Freya was disgusted by me. And that made me want it more. I opened my mouth and took the tip of Freya's cock in my mouth. I groaned as I tasted cum and myself on it. I rolled my head around on the tip, letting the my tongue glide over it.
"All of it," Freya said. But she didn't wait for me to correct myself. Instead, her hand came down, hard, on the back of my head. I felt her cock slam deep into my mouth and down my throat all at once. Her hard, sticky cock slid over my tongue. Her taste filled my mouth and my nose. The tip of Freya's penis slammed into the back of my throat. I gagged, hard, and my throat squeezed around the tip of Freya's cock. She pushed harder, I gagged again. And again. Thick, viscous saliva well into my mouth and drooled out of my lips. My nose was pressed into Freya's stomach and my chin was resting on her balls. She shook her hips, bouncing her cock off the inside of my throat. I was choking and gagging, doing everything in my power to keep from vomiting.
Finally, Freya stepped back and dragged her hard cock out of my mouth and throat. A giant wad of spit dribbled from my mouth and splatted onto the floor. I coughed and choked. My eyes were watering and I felt lightheaded. But I sat up, as best as I could on my heels, catching my breath. Freya's flavor was still in my mouth and I missed the feeling of her hard cock inside of me.
"Come on," Freya said, getting down onto the floor in front of me and spreading her leg, "Now you're going to fuck me in the ass." My stomach dropped.
"With..." I looked down at my penis. I had never penetrated anyone with my penis before. In fact, the idea of it usually made my skin crawl. I couldn't think of anything less feminine than me penetrating someone. This was true despite the fact that I thought Freya was beautifully feminine, especially when she was penetrating me. Even though I knew that lesbian routinely used toys to penetrate other women. It didn't matter. If my imagination turned to penetration, I generally lost the will to have sex for weeks.



"My ass isn't big enough for your fist, so yeah use your penis," Freya cracked. But while she was speaking, I watched spit on her fingers with one hand, lift her balls with the other, and then smear the spit all over her tight, red asshole. I had kissed and licked and caressed that cute little asshole before, it was familiar. But I was scared now.
"Piggie, let's go, my spit is drying on my ass," Freya said, "Come on you're hard as a rock." I looked down and didn't know what was worse: the humiliating sigh of my hard cock, or the fact that I'd gotten hard again without even realizing it. In my embarrassment, I stumbled forward towards Freya on my knees. She was propped up on her elbows on the floor, her breasts spread out across her chest, and she was looking at me, biting her lip. Her cock was wet and dripping with my spit still. She looked gorgeous.
"I don't really know how to..."
"Are you a fucking idiot, Nicole? You stick your penis inside of my asshole. People figure this out when they're drunk," she said and I felt myself sort of hunch over, embarrassed. But if anything it made my cock harder. I knew better than to ask anything else from Freya.
I moved between Freya's legs, I put one hand on the floor next to her hip to balance myself and the other wrapped around my penis. I felt my heart rate rising even higher, my skin is prickling with nerves. I look down at Freya's cute asshole, and I want to want it. But the idea of penetrating her... it is slipping through my arousal and into my conscious mind. I can actually feel my cock start to soften in my hand.
"Hey!" Freya yells, and I can tell that Freya is reading my thoughts. My eyes flicker up to Freya's face and at that moment a big glob of spit splatters into my face, "Get out of your head. Focus on what you're doing, you dumb bitch," Freya yells. But it is strange, because while Freya's words were angry and the spit in my face (again) was humiliating, it felt like she was caring for me. Understanding me and giving me what I needed.
The spit dribbled down from my eye and over my lip. I slipped my tongue out and tasted it, salty from my skin. I felt my cock begin to plump again in my hand. I moved forward. I felt the tip of my penis press gently against the soft, crinkled skin of Freya's anus. She moaned a little.
"Fuck me," she ordered. I bit my lip. Slowly, I began to press my hips into Freya's body. There was a little pressure, and my penis slipped out and up, pressing into Freya's balls. I readjusted and pushed the tip of my cock back on Freya's anus. I pushed again. This time, the pressure was more, but after a moment, I felt the tip of my penis push through, Freya's anus opened up.
"Oh God!" I moaned, feeling Freya's insides squeeze around the tip of my cock. She was warm and soft and absolutely wonderful. It also felt like she was pulling me in. More and more of my hard cock started slipping inside of Freya. I was fucking her! It was really happening! After a few moments, I felt my balls press against Freya's ass, her penis slapped against my belly. I was all the way inside of her.
"Fuck, Nicole, that's good!" Freya moaned. Her eyes rolled back in her head and her hands went to her breasts, squeezing and pinching at her nipple, "In and out now." She ordered. At first, I did what she said, I pulled my hips back, letting my cock slide a couple inches out of her ass, and then sank back in. It felt so wonderful.
But as I fucked, in and out, I found myself looking down. I saw my penis going in and out, in and out of Freya's body. That was me. That penis was part of me, it was giving me pleasure. I didn't know how I felt about that. It did feel good. But it also felt...dirty and wrong, and not in a fun way. I found my brain clouding. My rhythm dropped off, I felt my cock softening again.
"Out of your head, bitch!" Freya said, angrily. She clearly realized what was happening. But beyond yelling at me, she had moved her hands off of her breasts. She had arched her back, sitting up on her tailbone. And then her hands wrapped around my throat. Hard.
She wasn't gentle, she didn't build up to anything. One moment, I was breathing and overthinking. The next, Freya's hands had cut off all the air to my body and the blood to my brain. I felt a moment of panic, just because I was surprised. Slowly, Freya loosened slightly. I could breathe.
And it worked too. I slipped out of my confusing and contradictory thoughts, and back down into my body. I could feel the pain in my throat, the sticky spit on my face. And I could feel my penis squeezed sweetly in Freya's tight asshole. My hips began to move again, back and forth. Back and forth.
Freya kept her hands on my throat, still tight but allowing me to breath. My face felt hot and I was lightheaded, like I wasn't getting enough blood or air to my brain. But it felt wonderful. Freya soon found that she could control how hard and fast I fucked her, based on how tightly she squeezed my throat. The harder she squeezed, the more relentlessly I thrust at her. It wasn't conscious, I wasn't controlling my body, Freya was.
"Spit in my mouth!" I begged, as my penis rocketed in and out of Freya's bowels. I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out.
"My sexy little piggy!" Freya gasped, but she obliged. She spat towards my mouth and it landed on my tongue. I swallowed her down, my cock throbbed inside of Freya's ass. I had never been so turned on in my life.
With my air and blood supply low and my cock been squeezed so wonderfully, I couldn't last long. It was only a couple of minutes of desperate, ragged-breathed thrusts before I felt my body tingling all over, felt my muscles tensing. But what really pushed me over the edge was that Freya had tumbled over as well. I felt her anus squeezing around my penis. And then I heard her moaned, saw her cock erupt, shooting cum all over her stomach, tits, and face. And then I was cumming too, pumping my sperm deep into Freya's body, another load so big I didn't know where it could come from. Freya squeezed tight around my throat as the orgasm tore through her body.
Eventually, I collapsed forward on top of Freya. My penis, soft now, slipped from her body and I landed between her legs. Freya's arms and legs wrapped around me. I rested my head on Freya's breast, my breathing coming rapidly. I felt Freya's hands playing gently in my hair. For a long while, we just lay there, catching our breath. My mind was blank, I just lay in the aftermath of my mind-blanking pleasure.
"Nicole?" Freya asked after a long while, her voice sounding different than it had a few minutes before.
"Yeah?" I asked, my own voice sounding distant and dreamy.
"I don't know what happened there...I am sorry, I was so...I think that got out of hand..." I could feel her body trembling underneath of me. For the first time, I realized that Freya had been in the throes of something as well, she hadn't been totally in control of herself, just like I had been out of control. I shifted, so that I could look up at her face.
"Please don't apologize," I said, "That was what I wanted! That is what I wanted to show you. I did it! I was able to do it because of what you did for me.
"I don't want to like...beat you until you are afraid not to be with me or something..." Freya said, her voice catching in her throat. I could tell she was feeling guilty. I shook my head vehemently.
"No! That isn't what happened at all! I could have said 'no' at any time. I know you wouldn't have hurt me if I didn't want it. I didn't want to say 'no.' I want you to hit me and spit on me..."
"Jesus, what did I do to you? I felt like it was someone else..." Freya said, but I pushed on to explain my thinking.
"You didn't force me to do anything, Freya. You allowed me to do something! That was the best sex I ever had! It was the first time I have ever had sex where I got to let my whole body and mind just focus on what I was feeling. That's what I was trying to explain. This is different than before when I just...tried to ignore my feelings so I could give you what you wanted. This was fun and sexy for me, Freya. I actually want to do this again! Soon! Wasn't it fun and sexy for you?" Freya looked down at me on her chest, her brow knitted. I could tell she was thinking. She was looking over me, thinking.
"You're serious, aren't you?" she asked.
"Please don't feel bad. Its okay that you liked it Freya, I liked it too. Just say you liked it!" I insisted.
"That was the best sex I've ever had too," Freya admitted, her face getting red, a bit embarrassed to admit it. I squealed and wrapped my arms around Freya's body, squeezing her close. Freya hugged me back, but after a moment, she pushed me back, rolling me off of her, and sitting up. She stood up.
"Wait, where are you going?" I asked, feeling cold as she walked away.
"I have to call my brother," Freya said, "Tell him to cancel the U-Haul. Unless you still want me to leave?" she asked. I smiled and shook my head.
"Call now, then get back over here," I insisted.
The End
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Domesticity
Part 1 of 3
I groaned as my eyes cracked open. Soft light poured through a tiny slit between my curtains that, evidently, I had failed to fully close the night before. My head was pounding, so bad that it actually made me nauseated. My mouth was dry and tasted terrible. Vodka and vomit. A familiar Saturday morning combination, but not one that I particularly enjoyed.
At least, this morning, I was in my own bed. For a moment, I tried to think back to the night before. I remembered getting off of work, not bothering to go home, and heading out to a club with my friends. I had vague memories of our first round of drinks, and then things started to get a bit patchy and hazy. It seemed like my blackouts were starting earlier and earlier, like my brain was protecting me from the stupid shit I did. I had one image of crushing up something someone gave me in the bathroom and snorting it. I hadn't brought it with me.
Fuck, it could have been fentanyl, I could be dead. Well, obviously it wasn't, because I hadn't OD'd. But that was just luck. Such a fucking moron, sometimes... My brain protected me again, shutting down the memories of the previous night. I was sure my friends would tell me whatever horrifying things I did when I was high. They'd think it was funny, I was the crazy one after all. I didn't need to torture myself with half-formed memories, my friends would laugh through my shame with me. I'd laugh along. The drinks I drank, the drugs I did, the ugly, unpleasant people I fucked.
I was absolutely past the point of telling myself this was the last time for something like this. I used to tell myself that every Saturday morning. Or Sunday morning, if it was a two-day bender. But I already knew that after a long week of work and all the other bullshit in my life...my mother...Christ. By Friday, I'd be ready for another night of letting off steam. Or whatever it was I told myself I was doing.
It was only after dwelling on my life for a couple of minutes that I realized that I hadn't awakened naturally. I should have known anyway, the clock said it was 10 a.m., far earlier than I would normally arise on a weekend. I probably only got into bed 4 or 5 hours before. But I eventually became aware of knocking sound. I knew it wasn't the inside of my brain, because it was too gentle. Someone was knocking at my door. I groaned.
It took me a couple of seconds to decide if I was going to get up. Eventually, I slung my legs over the side of the bed. Well, not bed. It was a studio apartment. Over the side of my couch bed. There was no fitted sheet on it, I noticed. Maybe I'd gotten sick on it in the night. Maybe I'd just felt hot. Regardless, the bed was just a mass of blankets and pillows.
As I steadied myself, I realized that I was still wearing the clothes I'd gone out in the previous night. The clothes I'd worn to work. A loose white blouse, tucked into almost-too-short black skirt. I had been wearing stockings, but they were gone. The warm, dark tone of my skin no longer clasped in white. I didn't bother looking around the room for the stockings or anything, they never survived the night.
I slipped my hand in the dense, black curls on my head. My hair fell to my shoulders and I wondered what a horrible mess it must look like. Christ, I abused it. Maybe I should just get a wig like mom...there was the knocking again, and I rose to my feet, feeling wobbly. I shook my head and that made it worse.
"Hold on," I said, trying to sound human. But it didn't work, it came out as a strangled croak. Still the message got through, and the knocking stopped for a moment. I looked around my one-room home. I had too much clothing, too much everything, for this small space. And I was always messy when I was high or drunk or both. There were food crumbs and clothes everywhere. It looked like a particularly disgusting college freshman's dorm room. I hated to let people see the way I lived, but it wasn't like there was anything I could do about it now.
I walked the handful of steps across the room, passing the little galley kitchen on my right, and reached my door. There was no peephole, so I couldn't look out. I slid the chain lock (which, of course, I'd left unlocked the night before) into place and opened the door a crack, looking out into the dimly lit hallway of my apartment.
Standing outside was a beautiful woman I'd never seen before in my life. She looked around my age, early thirties. She was shorter than me (I am 5'8. She was certainly no more than 5'3, probably less). She had very long, ginger-red hair and dazzling, huge hazel eyes. Her body was petite with small breasts, lithe curves, and slim legs. She was bouncing nervously with her arms crossed in front of her chest. She sort of bounced backwards as she saw that I had opened the door.
"Sorry, didn't mean to scare you," I croaked. She smiled a little and shook her head.
"No, you didn't. I was just starting to wonder if anyone was going to answer. I have been knocking for five minutes," the woman said. I didn't respond, just shrugged, "Are you Angela Richardson?" I grew a little bit nervous.
"Yes...why?" I asked. The woman looked around. She leaned closer to the door, whispering.
"Can I come in?" she asked. I shook my head.
"Why?" I asked again. This whole situation was bizarre. I didn't know who this woman was and I certainly didn't want her in my house.
"Do you...do you recognize me?" the woman asked. It was such a strange question. I looked her up and down again, squinting at her. She was definitely beautiful. I would remember someone like her, I figured. But she didn't ring a bell.
"No, should I?" I asked finally.
"I don't know," she said. I could feel her eyes on me. My wide-set, large brown eyes. My wide, but short and rounded nose, my generous lips and (to my mind embarrassingly) large teeth. My slim body with small breasts, a narrow waist, and (again, embarrassingly) wide hips. My long legs with toned thighs. I was recognizable too, "I only sort of recognize you," she said. That statement made me feel very strange, although I certainly couldn't say why. I backed in towards my home slightly, started to pull the door closed.
"This is weird, I need to get some sleep," I said.
"No!" the woman said, reaching her hand towards the gap in the door. I snapped it closed quickly, barely missing her fingers. My heart was thrumming and my headache was, somehow, even worse than before. Jesus, it felt like the set up to a horror movie or something!
"Please, wait!" the woman said, loudly, from behind the door.
"You are freaking me out lady, I will call the cops," I lied. I just wanted her to go. Part of me wondered if I was still high and this was a terrible and unsettling dream.
"Angela..." she said.
"We are not on a first name basis. Keep your voice down or the neighbors will get pissed," I said. I already had enough trouble with them. I was sometimes noisy when I was drunk and...entertaining.
"Ms. Richardson, then," the woman said bitterly, only a little bit softer, "I am pregnant. And I am almost positive that you're the one who did it."
There was a very, very long silence after that. I would like to say that my mind was racing, but that wasn't even really it. My mind was frozen. The words she said were English. I understood them. But, at the same time...they didn't register. It was like they weren't put together right. A Picasso sentence or something. I stood with my mouth hanging open, next to the closed door.
"Angela," her voice came again, eventually.
"That's not possible. I don't know who you are. You don't know who I am. We've never met..." I sputtered.
"Angela, if I didn't know at least a little bit who you were, how would I know you're trans?" the girl asked. I opened the door again, the door shaking a little as the chain held it closed. I swore, closed the door, unlocked it, and opened it wide now.
"Who the hell are you?" I asked. The woman smiled slightly, shrugged.
"I'm Mary Dowd," she said, "And I think that we met three months ago." I thought back three months. Or at least I tried to. But nothing in particular came to mind. I mean there was work all week. Drinking and whatever on the weekends. That would have been...what, February? I couldn't think of anything in February that was out of the ordinary. And even thinking of that, I didn't remember Mary Dowd.
"You're not here to, like, kill me or something are you?" I asked softly. Mary laughed a little, a musical sound. A sexy sound, really. Though that thought barely registered.
"That wasn't the plan, but I guess I'm not much at planning. Let's play it by ear," she said and I couldn't help but laugh a little. I stepped aside and let her come in. We would talk, get to the bottom of whatever confusion she was having about me, and then she could go.
"Nice place," she said flatly, as I closed the door behind her. I snorted. I guided her into the little galley kitchen, but she kept looking out over counter into the messy little room. I knew the place must stink of a night of drinking, but I wasn't really in the mood to be embarrassed about that.
"Can I get you a coffee?" I asked, popping one of my wasteful little plastic things into the coffee maker and pushing the button. Mary shook her head.
"I honestly don't know if I can," she said, and her hand went down to her stomach. My eyes followed her fingers. She was wearing a somewhat tight t-shirt and a pair of jeans. She looked very slim. Was she even pregnant? "I don't think I start showing for a couple weeks," she said, reading my mind.
"Look, congratulations and all that..." I started and she snorted.
"Yeah, thanks," she said.
"But honestly, I don't recognize you at all. I don't know, maybe you slept with a black trans chick, you asked around and got my name or something and it's a misunderstanding. Like no big deal or anything, I mean you're clearly not after me for my money," I said, gesturing to my pigsty, "But it isn't me..." Mary was looking at me more closely. It was brighter in my kitchen than it had been in the hallway, and she was staring at my eyes. She sighed.
"No, its you, I think I recognize you now," she said. She sighed again, "No, I definitely do,"
"You just think that because you've been looking at me for the last ten minutes," I said, "I don't recognize you. And you're cute, I would," I said. She smiled despite herself. The smell of coffee filled the room and the pissing sound of the coffee cup filling up let us lapse into silence for a moment. When it was filled, I lifted up the cup and breathed in the acrid scent.
"It was Valentine's Day, actually," Mary said. And for some reason, there was a cold stab in my stomach. I put down the coffee cup. Why did that strike me as strange?
"That was a Friday, right?" I asked. Mary nodded.
"I'd gotten dumped about three weeks earlier and, despite my best efforts, I hadn't gotten another date," Mary said, "So I went out with some friends for Galentine's drinks. And we just barhopped all the way down through the Northside. Just got wasted. At last call, all my friends were going home. They got an Uber. But some guy at the bar said he was going to an afterhours club. My friends didn't want to go, but I went. I fucking hid from them until they left, so I could go," She said. The afterhours club triggered something in my brain. Not even really a memory. Just a strange tingling in the back of my brain.
"I thought it was just a place that had been after last call. But it was like a swinger's place or...something like that," Mary continued, "I got there and there were people fucking on couches and beds and stuff. The guy I came with, I didn't know him. He was just a guy at the bar. He tried to take me to a couch, but I said I needed to use the bathroom. I mean I think I did have to go to the bathroom. I would have fucked him," Mary said.
"Your hair was a different color," I said, and I hadn't even realized I'd spoken. Mary nodded sadly.
"We all wore cotton-candy pink wigs for our Galentine's day, so we could recognize each other even across a bar," Mary said. And I could just about see her then.
"I went into the bathroom," Mary continued, "I thought it was a big public restroom. But when I went in, it was just like a residential powder room. Toilet, sink. And there was someone in there already. A really sexy woman with curly black hair. And she was sitting on the toilet, with her skirt hiked up and she wasn't wearing panties so I could see she was trans. But she wasn't pissing. She was just sitting, actually on the lid of the toilet. She was snorting something off of her fingernail," Mary said.
"And you said, 'I've never snorted coke off a woman's cock before,'" I said with a sigh. Mary laughed ruefully and nodded again.
"And you said, 'what about Adderall?'" Mary replied. And the fog in my memory lifted.
* * * * *
I was a little surprised when the door to the bathroom opened up. I had been almost positive that I'd locked it. Still, it was a cute girl with cotton candy hair, so I didn't think there was any danger or anything. In fact, it was exciting to have her there. I am pansexual, so anyone beautiful immediately gets my attention. And when she asked about snorting something off my cock, I gestured for her to close the door behind her. And lock it.
She was giggly and wobbly on her feet as she followed my instructions. I knew she was fucked up, but I was at least as fucked up as she was. I'd been drinking for hours before I switched to stimulants. I couldn't have helped her with the lock if I wanted to. Eventually, she managed to turn the bolt and we were locked in together. She turned around, leaning her shoulders back against the door and biting her lip. Mary was dressed for the cold, I guess. But still slutty. Like me she was wearing a short, pleated skirt. She had thigh-high boots and a fluffy, but skintight sweater. I was wearing woolly white stockings along with my own short, leather skirt. But I was less prepared for the cold. I was wearing a white blouse, but it was untucked and unbuttoned. My black pushup bra was exposed.
"Help me get hard," I said. As I spoke, I stood up off of the toilet. I unzipped my skirt and let it fall onto the floor. I'd lost my panties somewhere along the line, so the only thing on me below the waist was my thigh-high stockings. My cock was flaccid between my thighs, but I could already feel my excitement growing.
"Woah," Mary had said, her eyes on my penis, "I can't believe that thing is real!" she said and then started giggling. But she didn't take her eyes off of me.
"Come get a closer look, beautiful," I said. At the same time, I reached into my purse and got my pill crusher back out. I put in two Adderall tablets and started to grind them. While I worked, Mary walked over closer towards me. She dropped down on her knees, looking up with her big, innocent eyes. She wobbled a little on her knees, before settling back, her ass on her heels. She lifted her hand and I groaned as I felt her fingers wrap around my shaft. Her fingers felt cool and soft. She squeezed me slightly.
"What do you think?" I asked.
"It's pretty," she said, and then smiled. I agreed with her though. The hormones had made my cock smaller than it once was, but it was still about four inches flaccid and would get an inch and half longer when hard. And thicker too. I was uncut, but my skin was smooth and not veiny. The tip was a pinkish-purple color. My balls were heavy and hung low. I was completely without body hair, lasered off years ago and kept totally under control. Mary licked her lips and then opened her mouth.
"No!" I said, and she froze, looking nervous, "We don't want it stick, yet," I said. And I was finished crushing the pills. "Just stroke it with your hand, it won't be long," I assured her. Mary gently began to move her hand up and down my shaft. With her other hand she gently caressed my balls, feeling the weight in her palm and giggling and cooing with excitement. I was right, it didn't take long. In less than a minute, I was completely hard, my cock trembling.
"This is so fucking crazy!" Mary said, excitedly.
"I know it, beautiful," I said, laughed. Now that my cock was hard, it was pointing up towards Mary's body. "Hold the tip down, so it is parallel with the floor," I said. I'd never done anything like this either, but I sounded like an old pro. Hell, maybe I had and had just been too fucked up to remember. I just knew at the normal angle, the crushed pill would slide off my cock. Mary pushed on the tip of my cock and the pressure was a bit unpleasant as she got it straight. She slid around on her knees, so that she was to the side of my penis.
"Good girl," I said and stroked her hair. Well, wig. It wiggled on her head. But I barely noticed. Because I was opening my pill crusher and then holding the reservoir down over my cock. I might never have done this before, but I'd made plenty of lines. Despite less-than-ideal conditions, I managed to make a relatively straight, uniform white line on my penis, from the edge of the tip, to the very root against my stomach. I thought about trying to straighten it with a credit card or something, but I figured that would only make it worse.
"There you go!" I said, moving my hands away from my body. Mary looked down at the line on my cock and giggled.
"Its even hotter than before!" she gushed, looking up at me. Then she sort of pulled her wig back over her shoulder, keeping it out of her face. She closed a nostril with her free hand and leaned forward. I could feel the heat of her body as she leaned closer. And then I felt her cool nose against the root of my cock. I could actually feel the air pulling into her nose as she started to snort. Her head moved slowly out towards the tip. I could feel the Adderall disappearing inside of her. Eventually, she reached the tip and pulled her head back. She let go of my penis and gently rubbed her nostril. Her eyes were wide and she shook her head.
"That was the hottest thing ever!" she said. And without speaking, she slid back around so that she was in front of my body again. Her hand wrapped around the base of my cock, I felt her palm on my balls. She looked up at me with her big, hazel eyes, "There is still some on here." She said, and her eyes closed.
I groaned a little as I saw her lean forward. In a moment, her lips were wrapped around the tip of my penis. I felt her tongue poke out, swirling around on the tip. Now she groaned. And then she leaned forward. In one, fluid motion, my cock disappeared inside of her mouth. Not even the slightest hint of choking, the girl had no gag reflex. I felt her nose press into my belly, her tongue undulated underneath of my penis, her mouth was dripping wet. After a few seconds, she pulled her head back, until just the tip of my cock was resting against her lips, the air felt cool on my now-wet cock.
"Tastes bitter," she said, giggling again and then she pulled back and licked her teeth.
"Don't stop," I said and she smiled, taking my shaft in her hand again. And then she was on my cock.
I have gotten many blowjobs in my life. Some, though not many, were probably better than the one Mary gave me that night. But I have never had someone give me a blowjob with such absolute abandon. As soon as I asked her to keep going, her lips were around my tip, a second later, the whole think had disappeared inside of her again. And then it was completely out. She was slamming her head so fast, up and down on my cock that she looked like a blur. I couldn't have fucked her face harder if I wanted to, and I was just standing there.
"Holy fuck!" I groaned. Mary made a little cooing sound in her throat, but she didn't stop. Every second, I could feel the cool air against my penis, and then I felt her chin buried against my shaft. She wasn't choking, but it was clear that her mouth was filling with spit. It dribbled out of her mouth and down onto her sweater. Big ropes of messy spit. Her lips were so tight around my shaft, it was like the tip was pulling the spit out of her mouth. And she didn't slow down. The whole time, her hand massaged my balls.



"Oh fuck, stop, I don't want to cum yet," I begged after just a couple of minutes of this lovely torture, "I want to fuck you," I said.
"Not yet," Mary replied, pulling my cock out of her mouth. Strings of spit hang from her mouth as she let my cock go. She made a nasty little slurping sound and sucked some of the spit back in. But her shirt, and even the floor between her legs was wet. Her mouth was open and she played with her messy spit with her tongue, before she swallowed it down.
"You are so nasty," I said, with admiration in my voice.
"You don't know the half of it," Mary said. I thought that then she was ready to fuck. I slipped my shirt off my shoulders and unhooked my bra. But while I was wobbling on my unsteady feet, I felt Mary's cool hands on my hips. She spun me around, so that I was facing the corner of the large bathroom sink. She pushed me forward and I slipped. I let out a little scream, my hands grabbing the sink to catch myself. Mary's hands dropped down to my right knee. She pulled it up, gently, but firmly. I was so disoriented, I just lifted my leg for her. Mary put my right knee down on the edge of the sink. My left leg remained on the floor, my legs spread slightly. I had to stay on my tip toe to remained balanced. My back was arched slightly and as a result my big, round ass was pointing towards Mary. My cock and balls dangled between my legs. Mary's hands came down on my ass cheeks, squeezing them and shaking them slightly. She slapped them together.
"Oh my god you have such a nice ass," she moaned, "I wish I had a nice, round ass with smooth, pretty skin like this. I am all freckly," she said and then giggled.
"I wouldn't mind..." I started but then I just groaned. Mary had spread my cheeks apart while I was talking and now she buried her face in my ass. I felt her tongue immediately. Pressed firm, and fat, and wet against my anus. I felt her tongue lapping up and down the length of my ass. But when she reached my anus, each time, she seemed to savor it. Her tongue swirled around the folds and crevices of my asshole, and she moaned like the taste of it was divine. And still, she was drooling. I could feel her spit running down my legs, sense it dripping off of me.
It wasn't enough for her to just lap her soft, hot tongue against my asshole. It was like she was starving for me. I felt her lips pressed firmly against my anus. I felt her suck my skin into her mouth. And then I felt her tongue press into me. I groaned and pressed out, letting her tongue push into me. I wanted to feel her tongue in me. In all my experiences, no one had done this to me before. And it was fun, to try something new. To feel her desire for me.
My asshole opened slightly, Mary's thick, pink tongue slipped inside of me. I could feel it wiggling against the smooth, firm flesh inside of my ass. It was a strange feeling, I could feel her wriggling, wet and firm, inside of me. I could feel my asshole, squeezing her tongue. Her spit was leaking out of me. She sort of curled her tongue inside of me, I groaned and squeezed my breasts. I didn't know I could feel like that. I didn't know women...anyone, did things like this. It was so dirty and wonderful.
Mary's tongue slipped out of my ass and I let out a little sigh. I didn't want her to leave. I wanted her to keep her tongue two inches inside of my asshole for the rest of my life. But the feeling of her tongue slipping out wasn't bad, in fact it was lovely in its own way. At the same time, Mary's hand came up and rubbed my thigh. She made a placating sound.
"I just want to make you feel good, baby," she promised. I heard a wet noise, and I looked back over my shoulder. I could see Mary's pretty eyes looking up at me. Her right index finger was buried deep in her mouth, her cheeks sucked in. She slipped her finger out of her mouth, and it was dripping with spit. In a moment, it was pressed against my wet asshole.
"Put it in!" I begged, but she was already putting pressure on her finger, long before she could have possible heard me. My asshole was relaxed, and wet from Mary's spit. The tip of her finger melted inside of me while I groaned. She kept up the pressure, I let out a little squeal as her knuckle entered me. A few moments later, I felt her other knuckles against my round ass. Her finger was buried entirely inside of me. She was stroking my tight, silky insides softly with her finger and groaning.
"You've done this before," I said, smiling at her and moaning over my shoulder. She looked up and smiled.
"Never with a girl as pretty as you," she promised me and, god help me, I believed her.
"I..." I started to talk again. But once more she wasn't wait for me. She continued to stroke my insides with her finger. Sometimes she pulled her finger back out, and then slipped it back in. But that wasn't all she was doing. She dropped her head down, I could feel the hair from her wig caressing my thighs. And then her tongue was on my balls. Her mouth opened, and she took both of my balls inside of her. Her one free hand rose between my legs, I felt her palm press against my urethra, her fingers wrapping around the top of my penis.
I couldn't really think. Even now, I couldn't say how long that lasted. The feeling was so intense. Her finger moved in and out of my anus, sometimes curling inside. Sometimes she pressed very deep, teasing my prostate and I was afraid that I was going to cum. The whole time her lips were wrapped around my balls, they felt hot and tight inside of her mouth. She sucked on them gently, her tongue prodding and poking at them, bouncing them. It seemed like she liked the play and motion of my scrotum, pressing into it. And the whole time, her left hand was stroking back and forth on my cock from underneath. I think, ironically, I would have cum faster if there was less sensation. I just felt...too much.
And it was clear that Mary was enjoying herself as well. She moaned and groaned. I could actually feel it in my balls, the vibrations running through my body. Her head moved side to sides, trying to get every angle on my heavy balls. And each second, her finger moved faster and firmer inside of my asshole. And still the spit was just dripping off of her, slipping down her chin and landing on the floor.
"I need my cock inside of you!" I gasped as I squeezed my breasts, my nipples aching between my fingers. And, as I said it, I realized I wasn't just talking dirty. I was expressing a deep desire. I pushed myself to the side, moving away from the sink. I felt my balls pop out of Mary's mouth, her hand moved off my shaft. And most deliciously of all, her right index finger slipped out of my anus.
I took a couple of wobbling steps forward, and then turn around and looked at Mary. She was still on her knees on the floor, her legs spread wide apart and I could see her red panties as her pleated skirt rode up on her thighs. By now her right index finger was in her mouth and she was sucking on it like it was giving her life. Her eyes were closed and she was moaning.
"Now," I said. And my body now moved on my own. I walked... well, stumbled, over towards Mary. I bent over, my breasts hanging down near her face. I reached forward and grabbed her right elbow, and lifted her up to her feet. She let out a little squeal, and her finger slipped from her mouth. I pulled her up to her feet, and looked for a moment at her face. She was flushed, her skin glowing. Her eyes were big and innocent and naughty at once. Her fingertip, so recently inside my anus, was perched on her pretty pink lips.
I put my hands on Mary's shoulders and quickly spun her around. She let out a little yip again, but she followed my hands. In a moment, her back was to me. I pushed her forward. Her hands came out, and she pressed her palms firmly against the wall, next to the toilet. She leaned into the wall, turning her head to the side, and resting her cheek on the drywall. Her also pressed her tits, still inside the heavy sweater against the wall. But her legs were back, a few feet away from the wall, her legs spread. Her back was arched and her ass was pushed out towards me.
I worked furiously. I flipped her pleated skirt up, exposing her panties and her ass. I slipped my fingers inside the bottom of her panties. I could feel hot wet she was, feel the heat coming off of her cunt. I tugged on her panties, trying to pull them down her legs, off her wide hips. The fabric squished, wet, against my finger. I tugged and they wouldn't come off.
"Rip them off!" Mary begged. Her tongue slipped from her mouth and she lewdly licked the wall, like she was just desperate for any sensory experience.
"Ugh," I grunted, pulling on the panties. I tugged on them hard, making Mary's feel stumble, her hips wobbled side-to-side. I heard the fabric tear slightly, but I couldn't see where they ripped. They certainly didn't come off. "fuck it," I said, I couldn't wait any longer. I looked down at my cock. It was quivering with excitement, precum dripping down onto the floor. I used my finger to pull Mary's panties to the side. I saw her shaved pussy. The skin on her body was so pale, so freckled, it made the pink, tight slit of her pussy stand out even more. It was glistening with her juices and I could smell her filling the room.
"Put it in me!" She begged. But I was already moving. My left hand grasped at her hip, holding her firmly. I spit into my right palm and then coated my cock in saliva. Then I guided the tip against Mary's dripping slit. She was unbelievably tight, but also so very wet that I slipped inside of her easily. I can't describe what she felt like. It was hot and warm and tight and wonderful. I felt like her whole body was wrapped around me.
I had no control over myself. I didn't want control over myself. I pushed my hard cock all the way inside of Mary's body, until I felt her sleek little round ass against my belly. As soon as I was in, I pulled back, until just the very tip remained inside. I took my right hand now, and placed it on Mary's other hip. Both of my hands gripped her tightly, pulling her in towards me. And then I was sort of holding my hips still, using my hands to rock Mary back and forth onto my cock. I could feel her juices coating me, so thick that even when I pulled out of her I felt warm, and tight. But I could also tell when I was inside of her, feeling her squeezing me.
"Cum baby, cum! Oh god, please! If you cum, I will!" Mary moaned, her voice high, honest. I couldn't last very long anyway. The whole event had developed so quickly, developed so lewdly. And what's more, all the things I'd drank and snorted and swallowed were circulating through my body.
"Oh fuck, Mary!" I moaned loudly. And now I began to thrust my hips again. But at the same time, I pulled more fiercely on Mary's hips, moving in a counter-cyclical motion. My cock pounded inside of her, hard. And then I pulled out in an instant, only to slam back again harder than before. I was on my tiptoes and I wasn't breathing. My body felt wobbly and my eyes were slammed shut.
And then there was a release. I didn't even realize was so close, I think. It was like I was racing towards a cliff that I couldn't see in the fog. Until I was tumbling over the edge. Free falling into nothingness. I could hear myself moaning. I could actually feel my cock throbbing inside of Mary's tight pussy, I knew that I was pumping my cum inside of her. But greater than that feeling was the sense of intense warmth that wrapped all around me. That fogged my brain and made me feel like I was a million miles away from myself. It wasn't pleasure, it was so much more than that. So much more intense. I shuddered and moaned and twitched and cried.
My fingers dug into Mary's hips, my thumbs into her ass cheeks. I could feel her shaking as well. I could hear her moaning. I could feel her wet cunt throbbing around my cock. I knew that she was cumming too. And I could finally breathe. I leaned my head down against Mary's shoulder, felt it rising and falling. As I pulled the air desperately into my lungs, just so I could moan again, my cock still throbbing.
And then my memory of that night disappeared entirely. The only thing I could remember, vaguely, was waking up, the next morning. I was on the floor of the bathroom still, wrapped around the toilet. The door was unlocked. Open in fact. I was alone. I still have no memory of going home.
* * * * *
"How much do you remember?" I said, as the memory fitted itself back inside of my conception of myself. I would be lying if I said there were dozens of these lost memories that sometimes came back to me. Things I'd done while drunk or high or both. Most of them were not as...pleasant as the memory that Mary had stirred. Though, I still felt the same vague sense of shame and embarrassment that I always did, anytime I remember any of the things I'd done that were seemingly lost to me. The shame as much for having lost part of my life as there was from any action I took in the past. Mary shrugged.
"Most of it, I think," she said, biting her lip and looking down at her feet.
"We definitely slept together..." I said and Mary laughed a little bit.
"Slept together sounds almost romantic..." she said.
"I didn't say we 'made love' or anything," I responded with a laugh.
"We fucked," Mary asserted with a shrug. I laughed again.
"You're a freak," I agreed, "But you look so innocent."
"So I've been told," Mary said, her eyes flashing up mischievously. I felt a stirring of excitement. The memories of my time with Mary were now fresh. And I didn't often meet partners who were as wild as she was. But I was sober, so I managed to control myself. Maybe the hangover helped as well. There were far more important things at issue now.
"But just because we fucked doesn't mean I am the one who got you pregnant," I said, "In my experience, a girl who will eat one stranger's ass in a swinger's bathroom isn't going to be super picky about other partners."
"It has to be you," Mary said.
"How do you know that? How did you find me?" I asked, the questions bubbling up in my mind.
"The guy from the bar," she said, answering the second question first, "The one who took me to the place where I met you. I ran into him last night at a bar. His name is Jason, he said. I described you and he knew who you were. I haven't been, like, searching for you or anything," Mary said blushing, "but I saw the opportunity and I took it."
"Jason..." I said. I was sure I'd recognize the guy if I saw him. I'd been to all the...interesting places in town, met all the people who frequented them.
"Well you know people like that, how do you know he didn't get you pregnant? Or any of the other people at the bars and places?" I said. Mary shook her head.
"I don't let people cum inside me. Well, not in my pussy. I keep condoms on me. I had condoms in my purse that night," she said, very certainly.
"Yeah, I have rules too. And then I get fucked up and..."
"No, this is a rule I don't break. People cum in my ass. In my mouth. On my body. Not in my pussy. No one goes in without rubber," Mary said. Her lewd words didn't match her innocent face, but she spoke with absolute conviction.
"Well you didn't complain when I did. You never said anything about any rule, maybe with someone else..."
"I didn't think a trans girl could get me pregnant. I didn't think like... your sperm worked," she said, embarrassed, "I thought the hormones killed them or something. So I didn't care. And then I got pregnant and you were literally the only person it could possibly be. I looked online and I guess I was wrong," She said.
"Maybe another..." I started, but I could sense how certain she was, my head was spinning. What had sounded insane when Mary first arrived now sounded plausible. In fact...it sounded like the only reasonable explanation. "Are you going to keep it?" I asked. Once again, Mary's hands went to her stomach. She looked up at me, smiling sheepishly.
"I think I am," Mary said, "I mean...I always thought I was going to do this someday. I figured I would get married and have kids. But my life...it hasn't really worked out like that. And this sort of fell into my...'
"Uterus," I interrupted and Mary laughed her musical laugh.
"Exactly," she said, "And I am afraid that if I abort this baby now...the opportunity won't ever arise again." I looked down at her stomach. What had I ever wanted with my life? It was embarrassing to admit to myself that it wasn't really something I'd thought about. I was focused on life one-week at a time. It was almost admirable that Mary was even capable of that kind of thinking, even if it sounded like she wasn't any better at doing this shit than I was.
"Look," Mary said, and I realized I must've been starring off into the distance for some time. Her head was tilted to the side and she was looking at me intently "I didn't come here to ask for money or anything. I don't want anything from you. I wouldn't have even said anything if I hadn't run into Jason. It's just...I really do think I want to do this. And, if you want to be involved, I wanted to give you the opportunity to. If you don't want to, that's fine. I am not going to bother you or anything," she said, sort of running out of steam as she spoke.
"Okay," I said, my mind mushy. Once again, I lapsed into silence.
"So," Mary said, biting her lip again, "What do you want to do?"
"I don't know," I said.
End Part I
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Power Behind the Throne
The guards didn't move, but their eyes followed me as I skipped my way down the palace's Grand Hall towards my father's private quarters. I knew that they expected me, everyday at 10 a.m., to come breezing past them like a breath of fresh air. Skipping and frolicking like a little girl with an effervescent smile plastered to my face, despite the fact that I am pushing 30.
In all likelihood, the guards liked to watch because, despite being nearly 30, I am a beautiful woman. There is no reason to be coy about that, it is an important factor in what little power I happen to wield. I am, unfortunately, short. Barely five feet tall. As a result, I lean into a sort of girlish prettiness, rather than a regal elegance. I have long, fiery red hair and big, innocent-looking blue eyes. Small nose, pouty lips, clear complexion, all in the best style. I have a youthful build still, with small, perky breasts and a waifish body. Still, my waist is fashionably thin enough that even my slight breasts and slight hips give a hint of an hourglass shape. My legs are very slim, my knees almost knobby, though thankfully covered by my trendy dress.
If fact, I always wear the latest fashions. At this time, the posh female dresser wears sleeveless, strapless gowns with a corset top that squeezes the breasts up towards the throat and cinches in the waist. The ties of the corset are left visible in the back, dangling down over the ass. The bottom of the gown flairs out dramatically. It is diaphanous, giving the slight hint of legs beneath.
Certainly, watching my small breasts heave and seeking that hint of leg, is the reason most of the guards have decided to watch me as I pass. But one never knows, in the palace, who is watching a lady to gratify his cock, and who is watching a lady to gratify a patron. And so I pretend I don't notice those eyes following me down the Grand Hall, and I keep that innocent smile on my face. Just a silly girl, a 29-year old girl, going to visit her father, the King.
The act would continue, even after I reached my father. Daddy, I called him. I would skip into the private Royal rooms immediately following my father's morning meeting with his advisors. Usually, I would walk past those sober, blood-thirsty older men as I made my way to Daddy. Most of them would ignore me entirely. Those that paid attention would look at me with ill-concealed disdain. The ones who hated me most were the ones that could sense that perhaps Daddy's little girl was an act.
One person who never caught on was Daddy, himself. King Edgar IV himself, head of the Aethelred Dynasty and master of all her surveyed. But, of course, Daddy couldn't survey very far. He had been born with blurry vision and it had never been resolved, even with spectacles. He was cross-eyed too. He was short, balding (just a ring of fiery red hair), pudgy. He had a large nose and buck teeth. These features were extremely exaggerated, comically large and out of proportion.
In fairness, Daddy never had a chance. He only had two great-grandparents, instead of the more common eight. This went back to the age of Edgar I, the first king of the Aethelred Dynasty. Good King Edgar, as he was known (at his own insistence) had formed our Kingdom out of several smaller principalities. He had waded through rivers of blood, murdered his enemies in cold blood, the usual stuff. The history is boring; I won't get into it. All that matters is this: the priests (the ones that Edgar I had hand-picked) determined that he was in fact a living God. In his veins was not blood, but instead the light of the Sun. Or maybe the sun was mixed in with the blood, again it's not interesting.
What matters is that in order to preserve the King's precious sun-blood, it was determined that it should not be diluted. King Edgar I could have married any of dozens of eligible princesses from other Kingdoms, or a beautiful Duchess from his own. Hell, he was a God. He could have married a dozen women and no one would have had the power or desire to stop him. But Edgar I believed his own propaganda. As a result, he married his sister Gwendolyn (I am, incidentally, named for Queen Gwendolyn. They call me Gwen). Their son, Edgar II married his sister and so on down until Daddy married his sister, also a Gwendolyn (It was not an imaginative family).
The consequence of this inbreeding was that the blood remained pure, but it seemed to have...thickened over the generations. Edgar I, it was claimed, was a stunning physical specimen and the most shrewdly intelligent man of his age, or any age. Daddy was somewhat below average intelligence, and his body was constantly failing him. His sister, the Queen, had been even worse. She had been unable to stand under her own power and had the mental acuity of a bruised mango. She'd drowned in her bathtub a couple of years ago, after 30 years of marriage to her older brother.
I, fortunately, managed to avoid these pitfalls. Likely that was the result of the fact that I had ten great-great grandparents. That is to say, I was the daughter of the King, but I was most certainly not a princess. My mother was not named Gwendolyn. She a chambermaid, no one cared about her name (except for me, and I will keep it for me). Daddy had loved his sister Queen, but for reasons that should be obvious he was not particularly attracted to her. Despite his physical maladies and mild mental limitations, he had normal...appetites. There were several of us running around the palace. The King's by-blows, we were called behind our backs.
All of the King's illegitimate children were known, of course. But only one of them, me, was recognized as an official Royal Bastard. The others scuttled around the palace with their mothers. Helping them cook or clean or do whatever tasks that were done by servants. Because they weren't recognized.
And that was why I was skipping down the hallway to see Daddy. I had known from childhood that I had no interest in inheriting my mother's position as a chambermaid. And, as a woman in the palace, I knew that my only chance of advancement beyond that was in the hands of the King. He could grant land, titles, rewards at a whim. Edgar I was long gone, but the Kingdom he had established was still wealthy.
Early in life I had made it my business to seek out and delight my father. I would bring him little presents I made, I would ask him questions about himself and hang on the answers. I would cry when he left and rejoice at his return. In short, I kissed his pimply, inbred ass. My father had assumed I was far too young to play games and believed that I was seriously interested in his as a person, rather than as a King.
By the time I was seven, I was Lady Gwen. For my 13th Birthday, I was given an estate in the Backcountry that produced an annual income (without any need for actual management on my part). And at 18 I was made a viscountess, the daughter of a chambermaid was now a short step below a peer of the realm. Hell, at this point my mother had retired to her own estate and had her own chambermaids to clean for her. And a dozen other servants as well.
As I grew older, I came to realize a surprising fact: my father had gone from being delighted by my presence because he believed I cared for him, to being a person whom my father trusted. He was smart enough to realize that the higher barons (the Dukes and Marquesses and Counts) were keen to use him for their own ends. But he could never clearly see how or what to do to get out of the jam. It often left him paralyzed: he didn't know what advice was given to him for the best of the realm and what was an attempt to gain a petty advantage over a rival.
At some point, and it is difficult to pinpoint where, I had evolved into a sort of secret advisor to my father. After his morning meeting, I would skip down to his quarters. We would discuss whatever the noblemen and advisors had suggested, and I would try to guide him. It was never an overt thing, I did not sit down and say "Daddy, what are the problems of the realm?" or anything so explicit. Instead, I would simply let him talk until something came up and then I would give him an innocent suggestion.
"Ah my dear, give me a moment, I need to dash off a letter to the Marcher Lords," he might say.
"What about, Daddy?" I would ask, innocently and flashing my eyelashes.
"Oh its boring stuff," the King would say and I would shrug, "Duke Harald suggests that I recall the royal garrison at Bullroarer Castle in order to save money for the treasury. More money to buy you fine dresses like that one!" he would say with a laugh. I would avoid letting my lip curl up.
"Isn't Duke Harald one of the marcher lords? A very old one? With lots of sons?" I would ask innocently.
"He is indeed," Daddy would respond.
"That's right!" I would say as though just remembering, "he was one of the ones who fought King Edgar III when you were little, isn't he. I wonder why he wouldn't want a royal garrison near his territory? Does he save money if you save money, Daddy?"
"No...No he wouldn't," Daddy would say, suddenly finding it dawn on him that the Duke was trying to roll him. He didn't realize I was advising him, he just thought I was thoughtful and had raised an issue that he himself could solve. The garrison, in that case, had stayed in Bullroarer Castle. The Marcher Lords had not rebelled.
I am certain that Daddy never sensed that I was anything other than a young girl who loved him because he was her father. But, for what it was worth, I always did give him the best possible advice. Not out of any daughterly affection. My position relied entirely on him. Other, hereditary nobles called me a bastard behind my back. I had money and security because Daddy loved me. Anything that could harm Daddy was an existential threat to me. If the Marcher Lords burned up the Backcountry, my estate would be razed, for instance. They might just pluck it for themselves, I had no troops beyond a small royal garrison on loan from Daddy. They'd desert in a moment if given an excuse.
Beyond that, over the years, I had been able to guide the King into rewarding my friends at Court. And, in the rare instance where I developed an enemy (usually the daughters of noblemen who wanted to be the King's mistress and confidant and resented my hold on him), I was able to punish them. The King's ear was a valuable commodity and I kept it firmly secured in my purse.
This day, however, I had a difficult time accessing it. Years ago, I'd been forced to "announce" myself upon arrival at my father's door. But my arrival had become so routine now that the guards simply stepped aside and opened the door for me when I arrived, Daddy would be sitting at his table as his advisors walked past me, out of the room.
But not today.
"Hi Edward, Hi Oswald!" I said to the guards in my cheery voice, "I want to go see Daddy!" The two guards looked at each other but did not respond, "Guys?" I asked. Finally, Edward turned. He opened the door, but only slightly. He spoke inside, very softly so I couldn't hear. For the first time I began to grow worried. This was not normal. Something was wrong.
"Oswald?" I asked, but the other guard didn't react. A moment later, one of the priests (I don't know their name, it is like they are all one person), slipped out the door, closing it softly behind him. He walked between the guards and put his gnarled old hand on my shoulder. I flinched. His long beard wagging side to side sadly.
"My dear Viscountess Gwendolyn," he said, and I was shocked that I had apparently met this man before.
"What?"
"I am afraid that it is my sad duty to inform you that your beloved father, his majesty King Edgar IV, passed away in his sleep, may the Gods take the King into his loving arms," he said, and I could see tears forming in the corners of his cataract eyes as he spoke. For a moment, the words failed to penetrate my mind. Why was this old man breathing onions on me? That was my only thought. Then the old priest spread his arms, as though seeking a hug. He wanted to comfort me.
"Shit," I said sharply. The little girl act melting away quickly. I bit my thumb and looked down, my mind reeling. I had a patent letter from my father confirming my title and my lands. I had gotten him to issue it two years earlier. I needed to secure it immediately. I needed to get a letter to my mother.
"Viscountess..." the priest said. I looked back at him, he was staring at me with furrowed brows.
"Who knows?" I asked sharply. The priest took a half step back away from me.
"Lady, I..." He said and I reached forward and grasped his beard. I yanked on it, hard, pulling him towards me.
"Who the fuck knows that the king is dead?" I said slowly. The old man looked as though he was going to die of fright. At that same moment, the door opened out, hitting the priest in the ass. I let him go and stepped to the side. A steady stream of Dukes, Earls, Counts, Margraves, even a Viscount or two, and others poured from my father's chambers. Damnit. Everyone knew or would know immediately.
The Chamberlain. That was the only thing to do. Get to the Chamberlain and have him authenticate the letters patent. And then I needed to get the hell out of the palace as fast as possible. Everyone would have much, much bigger fish to fry than me. But if there was anyone I had pissed off, it was best to be far away. Use whatever liquid funds to hire some reliable mercenaries. There was no telling what I could lose, now that I was no longer protected by the shadow of the king. Lay low, enjoy my life as a provincial noblewoman. There was no time to consider anything else, Favorites who hesitated fell. And when they fell they were generally caught by a rope around their necks.
I turned and walked (no more skipping for me, ever) at a brisk pace back down the hallway from which I had entered. The Chamberlain's office was in the Tower, outside on the grounds of the palace. I headed in that direction. As I walked, I began planning the letter I needed to write to my mother. Who could I trust to have the letter delivered? And...
At that moment, an arm reached out from behind a pillar and grabbed me, pulling me back into a dark recess in the hallway. A wave of fear washed over me. I thought of screaming but held it back. I might not like who came to my aid, it could be worse. I tore my arm loose.
"Keep your fucking hands off me," I hissed softly, turning on the source of the hand. For a moment I was just surprised. Not some musclebound nobleman in plate armor, as I expected. A scrawny, bookish looking man with spectacles and ink-stained fingers. For a moment I didn't recognize him.
"Viscountess, I am sorry to handle you so roughly. We have met before, I am..."
"You're Sir Godric," I finished for him, "The former Keeper of the Privy Seal," I said. That is, he was a former advisor to my father, who had the right to authenticate correspondence with the royal seal. He was one of the "low" men of aptitude that my father had appointed, seeking greater loyalty and intelligence than noble advisors. Godric had been knighted, lifted up, given estates, and then he had fallen from his position six months ago. Nothing to do with me one way or another. I couldn't even remember what it was about.
"Yes, My lady, precisely. You have heard of your father's...passing?" he asked.
"Sir Godric, I appreciate your desire to share with your condolences, but I simply do not have the times for..."
"My lady, I assure you, I would not bother you, of all people, with condolences," he said. I stopped trying to pull away. I narrowed my vision.
"What does that mean?" I asked.
"Not everyone underestimates you, Viscountess," he said.
"Gwen," I told him. He nodded.
"So Godric, what does that mean? You estimate me properly, so what do you want from me? You are smart enough to recognize that, in light of my father's death, I can no longer provide what meager patronage I used to dispense. I am making for the countryside at the earliest possible date. Do you need a ride to the Backcountry?" I asked and wondered if I had told him too much in that. Likely not, he was harmless.
"The realm is in extreme danger," Godric asserted.
"When isn't it? I am in extreme danger, Godric. And I am getting the Hell out before the shit hits the fan," I said. I turned to walk away, Godric grabbed my arm again.
"Your father was a healthy man, despite his...limitations. You saw him just yesterday, did he seem ill to you?" he asked. And, frankly, this was true. My father had always been healthy as an ox. Even when the Plague came through, he would walk the streets (to rally the people of the Capital) and he would never so much as sneeze. Something nefarious was afoot, apparently. I'd scarcely had time to think about it.
"I don't give a shit," I said bluntly, and it was the truth. Godric seemed taken aback.
"Gwen, your father..."
"Is dead. I liked the old man well enough, I suppose. But if he fell to intrigue, whoever killed him would have no qualms about killing me or my mother. Or taking our land. I am not going to pick at the strands. Live and let live."
"A cold, analytical mind," he said, but it sounded more like praise than a lament. I shrugged.
"A survivor's mind," I said.
"Look, two weeks ago, Count Wulfstan reported a brewing rebellion in the West Country, among the Outlander settlements," Godric explained. Outlanders being foreigners who lived in armed camps right along the borders. Sometimes they raided. Sometimes we hired them as mercenaries. Usually we just traded with them, "He asked to be placed in charge of a Royal army to put it down."
"And father said 'no' and you believe that Count Wulfstan is in cahoots with the 'rebels' in the West Country and he was going to take the Royal army, join the rebels, and march back here where there would be no army to protect the Capital. Then he would get to dictate terms. And because my father thwarted him, he killed my father, yes?" I asked. I had, covertly of course, advised my father not to commission Wulfstan and instead wait to see if the rebellion would actually materialize.
"Yes, though I believe a mere Count would not dare to take such an action. He was acting on someone else's behest, Likely Duke..."
"I don't care," I reiterated, "I had one card to play in politics and its gone. I need to go. Good luck with everything."
"You stopped thinking, which surprises me," Godric said, disappointed. I shrugged again. I had already told him I was working on survival. Thinking wasn't necessary.
"What's the goal in killing your father? It wasn't revenge," Godric said. God, this was taking forever. I needed to go!
"Just tell me the thing you want to tell me, Godric. This isn't logic lessons," I said. He sighed.
"The plan is still afoot. Wulfstan is still going to go to the West Country and he is going to meet up with the Outlanders. More than that, the Outlanders are just the tip of the spear. He is betraying the country to King Enguerrand," Godric said, referring to the King of the neighboring nation of Neurasia. A country that was much, much larger before King Edgar I appropriated their East Country and made it our West Country. King Enguerrand was also a distant cousin. An ancestor had married an extra sister of an Edgar two generations back, so he had royal blood. Impure, but legitimate.
"Well killing my father wouldn't get him a royal commission to take the army," I said.
"No, he will still need that. And he will get it. From your simpleton brother, Gods Save the King," Godric said. And the missing piece of the puzzle had fallen into place. I had entirely forgotten. My half-brother. The new King, Edgar V.



In my defense, it was exceptionally easy to forget about my brother. He had two great-great grandparents. All of the problems that afflicted my father afflicted him as well. He was short. Not even quite my spritely height. He was nearly blind, even with his spectacles. One eye was crossed and the other was foggy. He was bald, despite the fact that he was only 19 years old. He was corpulent, had a comically large nose, and he had buckteeth that, somehow, crossed a bit. He drooled. Unfortunately, he had not inherited the slightly below-average intelligence of our father. He was a mango, like his mother. In my life I'd spoken to him half a dozen times. More like, spoke at him. God's blood was certainly a burden. It moved like cold shit in a clogged ditch.
"Who has my brother's ear?" I asked. I knew that the eldest (and in this case only) son of the King was entitled to his own Court, his own entourage. Someone would benefit from his ascension to the throne. But Godric shrugged.
"He is...not an easy man to understand," he said, "He doesn't discuss or even seem to care about politics. I think he is completely free from influence. I think that Wulfstan, and whoever his pulling his strings, will be moving on him quicky."
"No one has his ear yet, is what you're saying?"
"Yes, people have tried for years without success. But it is more urgent now. And I think..." Godric started.
"I don't care about your plans, hold on," I said, thinking. I didn't care about the West Country or King Enguerrand. I didn't care about anything except for protecting the land that I had been granted and ensuring that my mother's comfortable retirement continued.
"The Chamberlain is really not much help anyway," I said, to myself, "Anything a new regime doesn't like will be countermanded after the coronation. I can only secure my titles and my land by getting to my brother," I started to nod. I had wrapped Daddy around my little finger. I could do the same with my brother. There was no reason to bolt yet, I could keep what I had. And extend it, maybe. If I acted fast, "Where is he now?" I asked Godric. He sighed.
"In his suite, here in the palace. But I think you're thinking of this from too narrow a view. The Kingdom is in danger and you can..."
"And you can get the privy seal back and be a big shot again?" I asked. I knew what he was thinking, "You're view is just as narrow as mine. Don't act like you're holier than God."
"Yes, but..." Godric started.
"I can't do anything about danger to the Kingdom when my position is in danger. I am going to see my brother Godric. I will try to push him in the right direction on this, but that is way down on my priority list. I'll be in touch." I said, and then I hurried in the opposite direction, toward my brother's quarters.
* * * * *
There was already a line of "mourners" outside the doors leading to my brother's chambers. News travels very, very fast. Luckily, I saw some familiar faces at the front of the line.
"Hi Edward, Hi Oswald!" I said. They were the personal guards to the King. And it seemed that, after a moment's hesitation, they'd realized there was a new king and had moved to protect him while I spoke with Godric. (Yes, I realize, as you do, that I couldn't trust these men. If Godric was right, my father was assassinated. Did Edward and Oswald know who did it? Were they involved? Why should I give a shit now? I would figure that out if I found I still had a role to play in politics. If I still needed to bolt, I wouldn't care what happened at the palace or to my brother. So forget it for now).
"Viscountess," Edward says uneasily. He had seen my outburst earlier. What's more, this was a totally new situation, with a new king.
"I need to see my Royal brother," I said sweetly. Edward looked out over the crowd.
"Many people need to see the King. This is not your father, you do not have permission to enter unannounced," he said, uncomfortably.
"I am not asking as a supplicant. I am asking as a family member, my brother's only remaining family member, who is mourning the loss of her father," I said, managing to work up a tear.
"The new King has many bastard brothers and sisters," Oswald said with contempt. So, his true colors showing through. Good. I liked people who don't dissemble well. Easier to read.
"I am the only official Royal Bastard and I am a near peer of the realm, Ozzy," I spat back at him. I turned to Edward, "Imagine if the new king finds that his only surviving family came to console him in this dark hour and you turned her away. So that he could suffer in private. I imagine the King might be upset," I said. I hoped that Edward did not yet know my brother was a simpleton. He again looked out over the crowd. They were all Barons or lesser nobles. Even some commoners. No one truly important enough to offend yet. They were getting their affairs in order, calling retainers to the capital. I didn't have that benefit, or burden.
"Fine," he said, stepping aside and cracking the door, "Go in," he said. And he ushered me into my brother's court.
Or, I guess, what should have been my brother's court. An heir would, generally, have at least 10-15 permanent members of his court to attend on him at all times. Now, as he prepared for his coronation, that number should have swelled to over 50, before settling back to 30 or so as a permanent fixture (though the exact members and numbers would fluctuate over time as lords cycled between court and their own properties or war). But while my brother's hall was easily large enough to accommodate 50 men and their ladies and attendants, the room was dark. It was a long, narrow passageway with columns on either side. The recesses between the columns were empty. The only occupied spot in the hall was at the throne at the far end of the room, where my small, deformed brother sat crosswise in the seat.
"Prince Edgar?" I said, my voice echoing through the hall, sounding tinny and small, "brother?" I said. And then I recalled that, among his other various disabilities, he was hard of hearing. I lifted my skirts and walked rapidly across the room, towards the throne. The quiet, dark room was a bit intimidating, and I crossed as quickly as I dared.
Eventually, I stood in front of my younger, half-brother. He turned, finally noticing me, looking almost scared that I had snuck up on him. His unfocused eyes turned to me. He had not become more attractive in the months since I'd last seen him. His unshaven face was puckered and unpleasant, his body small and crooked.
"I said I wanted to be alone when Papa died," the King said, "I told everyone to go. You go too...who are you?" he asked. I guess I should have expected that. I smiled, placed my hand on his shoulder, though he recoiled.
"Brother, please do not tell me that it has been so very long since we spoke," I said, my voice sad rather than playful. I was in mourning, after all.
"Gwen?" he asked, though that could have just been a good guess, "Papa's bastard?" he asked. I did not take offense. Looking at my tangled brother, who would want to be my father's legitimate child?
"Yes," I said, "I came as soon as I heard the news about...Papa," I used a nickname I had never used before, "I thought that perhaps you could use some company. We need family now, more than ever."
"Papa was my only family," my brother said glumly, his eyes dropping, "Mother died years ago... no brothers...no sisters," he sighed.
"I am your sister," I assured him. But if he believed that, he didn't react in any way. I saw tears in his eyes. For the first time, I felt some unfeigned concern for him. I helped up so that he was sitting in the chair the correct way, and then I climbed into it next to him, and put my arm around his shoulder. I was a skilled courtier by this point in my life, but this was going above and beyond my normal methods of obtaining favor.
"I don't know what I am supposed to do," Edgar said dismally. He put his face in his hands.
"What do you mean? You don't know what you should do next? I assume you will need to get someone to organize our father's funeral. I can help, you! I can speak with the Chamberlain and..." I said, already foreseeing a possible role for myself as an administrator for the king. But he shook his head.
"Not just that, everything. I can't be the king!" he said, completely miserable.
"You are king already, you're already doing it," I informed him, "There is no trick to it, I watched our father... I watched Papa, do it for years. You will have dozens of people to help you, I will help you..." I tried again. But Edgar didn't take the bait. Might now have even realized the worm was dangling in front of his nose.
"Papa said he'd always be here to help me," Edgar said, leaning back in the chair. This was getting me nowhere, I was just driving the King deeper into his despair. He would hardly appreciate me for this. I decided to change my method. I smiled a little, shook him by the shoulder.
"You think only of the responsibilities of rule, because you are good King already," I assured him, "But being king is not just responsibilities. It is fun as well! There will be parties, and pretty ladies, and money, and glory and..." I shut up. He paid no attention to me. I tried one last method: magic.
"It is said that when a King is anointed with Holy Oil and crowned, that he is touched by the great Gods himself, and all his mortal failings (if you truly believe you have them) melt away, and you truly become the King. A fortnight hence, when you receive your coronation..."
"I am delaying the coronation," he told me, very firmly. Which seemed strange. My brows furrowed.
"Why is that, my Lord? Ancient tradition going back to before the founding of our dynasty requires that the new King receive his coronation within 14 days of the...passing of the previous King. It would, perhaps, be thought ill if you were to change that tradition..."
"Its also a tradition that the King's closest, you know, boy relative and heir hands him the ball and stick," Edgar said. I almost snapped back that I had forgotten more about state protocol than he would ever know. Ball and stick for orb and scepter, really. But I was adept at holding my tongue.
"I am sure that Duke Turvold will be here for the funeral..." I said, referring to the King's second cousin. Duke Turvold's grandfather had been the younger brother of Edgar II, my father's grandfather. His name had also been a Turvold (again, not an imaginative family). As he was not an heir, he had married outside of the royal family; which had been good for their genes. Duke Turvold, his descendant, was a powerfully built, cunning man with several grown sons. Some said, though how would they know, that he was the spitting image of Edgar I. Everything about him stood in stark contrast to my brother, quivering at my side. My father had no surviving brothers and neither did my brother. That made Duke next in line to the throne, on a very cadet branch. And so, he had a role in the coronation.
"Cousin Turvy will not be here," my brother informed me, using another new (and more distressing) nickname.
'Why not?" I asked, finding it strange that the Duke would not be present for the funeral and that my brother knew anything about it.
"He came to me last night, before we found out about...Papa. His boy, Turvold, is getting married and he has to go to his estate for the wedding," he said.
"Which estate? He has many," I asked, growing suspicious. I couldn't say why, but there was a nagging something in the back of my mind. For a moment my brother shrugged. "Where?" I asked more firmly. My brother scrutinized a map hanging on the wall for a distressingly long time.
"Oh, uh, Bittmore, in the West Country," he said. I felt all the hair on my body stand on end.
"Who is he marrying in the West Country?" I asked.
"I don't want to talk about it," My brother said sullenly, crossing his arms in front of his chest, pouting. I certainly didn't expect that.
"Why not?" I asked, very gently. My brother sighed, "I can't make it better if you don't tell me," I said, hoping I wasn't pouring it on too heavily. But Edgar looked up, "come on Eddie," I cajoled.
"Because cousin Turvy's son is getting married to Phillipa of Neurasia and I am never, ever, ever going to get married and I am going to die alone," Edgar said.
But for a moment, I had no thought at all about my brother's hurt feelings. Because pieces were falling into place in my mind. Phillipa of Neurasia. The daughter of Enguerrand, King of Neurasia. Marrying in the West Country. It suddenly occurred to me that Count Wulfstan held lands in the West Country, on behalf of...Cousin Turvy.
The whole scope of the conspiracy came into focus then. And it was far more serious than what I had imagined before. Duke Turvold would go to the West Country. His son (and heir) would marry the daughter of the King of Neurasia and cement an alliance. King Enguerrand would, no doubt, bring an army to the wedding. Duke Turvold would raise the "rebels" and his ally, Count Wulfstan, would bring a royal army to join them. The three forces, together, would march on the Capital. They would depose my brother, murder him, and place Duke Turvold, as the legitimate heir on the throne. His son would have royal blood twice over, from Turvold and Enguerrand, maybe enough to satisfy the religious. This, finally, made sense of my father's murder. He would have been harder to depose than his young, invalid son. Hell, they might be able to convince people that my brother died of his deformities. The West Country would go to King Enguerrand as a reward. Or perhaps it would be the dowry of Princess Phillipa.
All of this came to me in a rush. I nearly panicked. It was on the tip of my tongue to simply order my brother to have Duke Turvold arrested immediately, and tell him that I couldn't explain it. But I knew that wouldn't have worked on my father. How would it work on my younger brother, with whom I had never bothered to build a rapport? What's more, it was clear that Duke Turvold had been courting my brother for some time. You don't become "Cousin Turvy" overnight. He had connections that Godric hadn't seen, and I hadn't been looking. He might simply refuse outright. He might arrest me for threatening his heir.
I stopped for a moment, I took a deep breath. I realized I had been silent for a long time, though it did not seem that Edgar had noticed. I decided to pick up the thread where he had left it. I had to try to guide my brother in the same subtle way I had learned to manipulate my father. And instead of for favor, I was playing for my life. It is unlikely that the illegitimate sister of the deposed king (or her mother) would long survive a new regime. There was no sulking to the Backcountry and hiding out. It would do me nothing if my brother confirmed my titles and lands, only to have the taken a month from now and then lose my head. Retirement was no longer an option. From where I sat, there was only one option left.
"Why do you say you'll never get married, brother? You're the most eligible bachelor on Earth!" I said brightly.
"I can't just marry anyone! I am the heir of Good King Edgar! I have the blood of God!" he said, from his puckered little mouth, "I must keep the blood pure. But Papa never had any other children. I don't have a sister to marry," he said.
"You're right, my brother," I said, slapping my forehead in exaggerated frustration, "How could I be so foolish to forget. The blood has slowed to a trickle, there is no one left." I knew that Turvold had a daughter, but chose not to mention it at that time. Better for my brother to forget she existed. She wasn't pure enough anyway. She wasn't a sister.
"It is so frustrating too, because it if was not for those stuffy old rules, you could easily find a beautiful bride to share your bed," I said, with a sigh. My brother looked at me for a long moment.
"Because of all the money and power and stuff that goes with being king," he said, sounding a bit saddened.
"Well yes, that," I said, "But so much more than that! You are young! You are wise! You are handsome! Ladies all over the palace talk of their desires to be with you," I said. I hoped that my brother was a dumb and vain as our father. I could see by the redness of his cheeks and the way his narrow chest puffed up over his swollen belly, that he was.
"Really, who?" he said, looking past me as though searching for a chambermaid to fuck.
"Too many to name, really," I said dryly, "But none of them are appropriate, for the reason you said. Your royal blood." My brother's face grew clouded again.
"Brother, I honestly and truly wish that I could help you," I said, "After all, Papa's blood flows in my veins as well. I am a direct descendent of Edgar I. Perhaps the only woman in the kingdom who can say that," I lied about that last part. There were likely dozens and dozens. "I wish there was something I could do to...create an heir for you. To secure our dynasty's hold on the throne," I said. I emphasized the word 'our' with a very long pause.
"If only, sister," he said. And I took that he called me 'sister' as encouragement that the idea was catching on. I wrapped my arms around my brother's neck, sitting higher than him my breasts pressed against the side of his face.
"Oh Edgar, this remind me of the famous Romance, the tale of Orm and Therra," I said, making up the name of a romance on the spot.
"Which one was that, the one where they killed the dragon?" my brother asked.
"Yes, that's the one! Orm, the King of the Leats, he kills the dragon. But in the meantime, the dragon's mother had attacked Orm's homestead, and killed all of the women including Orm's wife and all of Orm's children. And there is no one left for him to marry! It reminds me of your predicament," I explained.
"Yes, exactly," my brother said miserably,
"Except in the story, Orm outsmarted the dragon's mother! Because she had not killed EVERYONE. She had left a single, lowly washerwoman alive. Therra. She was beautiful, but a slave and she was spared because the dragon's mother did not believe her to be important enough. But Orm, seeing that he had no other way to protect his kin, had declared by law that the washerwoman was free. And legitimate. And he had married her and she gave him 20 sons and 20 daughters who all lived to old age," I wove the tale.
"If only there was a solution like that, to your problem, brother," I said, still pressing his head into my breasts. I could almost feel the wheels in his brain moving. And they were painfully slow. I had thrown a lot at him, and I sat in silence, caressing him while he thought.
"Gwen, you know much about the law, do you not? Papa said you did," Edgar said and the breath caught in my throat. He said my name. He as asking the right questions. We were so close.
"I know some," I said softly.
"Is it not true that the King can...like, make someone not a bastard? Like, if he says it before the Althing?" my brother referred to parliament.
"Only if the father of the bastard recognized the child as an official bastard," I said, holding my breath.
"Father recognized you, didn't he?"
"I am the only child he so-recognized, yes," I said.
"You are beautiful Gwen, and you are my sister. You said yourself you have the blood of the Gods in your veins. And father recognized you. I could erase your stain, and take you as my wife," he said, the idea dawning on his face. I allowed my mouth to drop open.
"Gods, Edgar, of course! Why didn't I think of that? You're so wise!" I said, laying it on thick again but seeing that he soaked it up like a barman's rag. He was less subtle than my father, I wouldn't have to worry so much about being obvious.
"But...but would you have me and...love me as I am?" he said, looking down at his limp and twisted body. For a moment, I saw real vulnerability in my brother. And, of course, I pounced on it. It was for his own good.



"Brother do you remember a few moments ago when I said that the ladies of the palace desire to lay with you?" I said. My brother looked up at me, he nodded, "Would it be...untoward if I admitted to you that I count myself among them?"
"What?" he asked, genuinely confused. I sighed. This was probably the only reason some enterprising chambermaid hadn't already figured out a way to get him in bed. He couldn't take even the broadest of hints.
"I want to fuck you, brother," I said, bluntly. His eyes grew very wide.
"Really?" He asked, his voice very small. And I realized that there was one very, very easy way to finish cementing my control over the new King.
"I am a virgin, brother," I lied, "Promise to me now that today you will declare me to everyone as your betrothed and promise that you will summon the Althing next week and there you will remove my bastardy. If you do that, I will consider us already married before the eyes of the Gods. And I will not consider it a dishonor to sleep with you now, as your wife already," I said.
Edgar looked at me, frozen. His mouth opened and closed. His eyes darted around my body. But he seemed overwhelmed by everything. He was confused too, but seemed to understand the pertinent issue. I just needed to drive it home with no ambiguity. I smiled at him softly, stroked his cheek.
"You don't have to understand everything I just said. Just promise to give me what I ask and I will promise to take care of everything, so you don't have to worry. And then we can fuck" I said, kissing his forehead.
"I promise," he said.
"Good boy," I said and, Gods help me, I bent down towards him and pressed my lips against his. They quivered like fish and felt strangely cold. His misaligned jaw struck my lips strangely. He had been crying and there was snot on the wispy hairs of his upper lip. He opened his mouth and his tongue pressed against my lips. I fought back a grimace, allowed my mouth to open, and his tongue, thick, entered my mouth. It moved around messily, his spit in my mouth. I worked not to gag. Finally, I could take no more, and pulled backward. His tongue slipped from my mouth as I pulled back. His eyes were still closed and his tongue still protruding as I looked on. His eyes open.
"What's wrong," he asked, and it seemed like tears were forming in his stupid eyes. I smiled, a strained, uncomfortable sort of smile.
"Nothing wrong, dearest brother," I assured him. My stomach was turning, know what I was going to do next. But I honestly never felt any second thoughts. This was for my survival. And, less importantly, the survival of my dynasty and country. I would have fucked every living creature in the palace from top to bottom to secure my safety and my mother's safety. But I did make up my mind that I would never kiss him again, safe for on the altar when we wed. "I just can't wait any longer to give you pleasure," I said.
I slithered off of the chair, trying to look sexy. I saw my brother's eyes follow me and knew I was doing a good job. I got onto my knees before the throne, a supplicant if ever there was one. I put my hands on my brother's knees. They were knobby and trembling. I pushed them apart and shuffled gently between them. He had very thin thighs, almost no muscle at all. He walked a shambling excuse for a walk.
"Do you know what I want to do, brother?" I asked. Edgar looked down at me, into the top of my dress, where my small breasts were squeezed up towards my throat. But he didn't react in any way. I do not believe that he was breathing. I sighed, "I am going to suck your cock, Edgar." I said. And he nodded. But still he did not move.
Very well, I would do the work. I reached up towards my brother's waist and he recoiled a moment, before realizing I wasn't attacking him. I had to worm my hands under his prodigious gut, until I could find his belt. It was hard, in that tight place, to unloop the leather, but I managed to do it, and then pulled the belt off of him. His tunic went loose. I reached up to his waist, found the waistband of his hose. I tugged, his large ass slid slightly. I sighed.
"Brother, could you please lift your royal ass from the throne, so I can get these off?" I asked, allowing my exasperation come through. Evidently, he was used to women bossing him around (his maids and servants, no doubt had long since burned through their patience) and he acted with alacrity. This was good information to know. He didn't need to be guided, he needed to be ordered. Soon his ass was off the throne and I rolled his hose down his scrawny legs, I tossed them aside. On his own initiative, Edgar removed his tunic and the woolen shirt beneath it. His absurd body, somehow fat and scrawny at the same time, was exposed. He looked like a toad. His big belly hung over his cock, I couldn't see it.
"Scoot to the edge of the throne, then lean your shoulder's back," I ordered him. He did as he was told. He seemed relieved to be doing what he was told. No thinking. "Good boy," I said and he smiled stupidly. Gods, I should have killed father myself years ago, this was much easier. If more disgusting.
Speaking of disgusting, my brother's pecker was now visible. I had seen dozens in my life at that point. Mostly low born men whose discretion I could count on so long as I gave them some reward. Edgar's was not a normal, run-of-the-mill thing. It was smaller. It was uncut, which was something about having the Blood of the Gods intact or something. And it was shaped like a...triangle. Much wider at the base, coming almost to a point at the end. A cone-cock or something. He was already hard and it was no more than three inches long. His balls were very large, like plums, but they hung very low, giving the cock space I guess. The whole effect was grotesque, for a body part that generally is not lovely to begin with. He had a wild thatch of hair and the smell was unpleasant. I knew he was not clean.
"The Gods test my resolve," I said to myself.
"What?" My brother asked, looking down over his belly.
"You are wonderfully endowed," I said and his brow furrowed, "You have a big cock, brother," I said and he smiled. Best to get this over with. With my right hand, I lifted up my brother's belly. I pushed my head between his wobbly thighs. The smell grew worse. My left hand reached forward. I touched one of his balls, it felt heavy and sticky. He moaned a little. My hand found its way to his shaft. It was stickier somehow. I held it with only two fingers so that it wasn't completely lost in my small palm. I pulled down, allowing the tip of his cock to move out of the long foreskin. It was not a clean penis, the smell was terrible. I gagged.
"Please suck my cock sister," my brother's voice was muffled in his flesh. I wanted to take a deep breath but under the circumstances, I didn't know if it was wise. I steeled myself and leaned forward. I felt the pointed tip of his penis against my lips, like a needle, and opened my mouth. I took the tip into my mouth. The flavor was...I cannot describe it. Fermented and bitter. Like very old sweat. I could hear my brother grunt in pleasure.
I put my own sensations out of my head. They didn't matter. I wasn't here for my pleasure. My pleasure would come later, in other ways. I didn't think of the smell, or the flavor. I ignored his sounds. I pressed my head forward, I sucked with my lips, I swirled my tongue. I took my brother's little cock deeper and deeper into my mouth. I felt his body trembling all around me, he could hardly hold still. I maintained my focus. In a moment, those big balls were against my chin, his whole cock was resting on my tongue.
For a moment, I held him in my mouth, swirling my tongue around on top of him, bathing him in my spit, and then letting the spit dribble out of my mouth, onto the throat. Dirty drool coated my chin. But soon, the cock was relatively clean, the flavor was not nearly as bad. And he was slick. I began to rock my head back and forth. I couldn't move much. His cock was too short. But I bobbed on it as best I could, in and out. I kept my tongue moving, lapping at the underside of his penis.
"Oh Gods, Gwen! Oh Gods!" I could hear my brother moaning, and he was bouncing around on the throne, his balls smack wetly against my chin. He had, thankfully, never experienced anything quite like this before. And I was, I admit, well-experienced and skilled. He couldn't not last long. It had been only a minute or so when I felt my brother's sweaty, pudgy palms against my head, mussing my hair.
"Oh no!" I heard him moan, and then I felt his muscles go rigid. His hips bucked twice. And then I felt the underside of his cock pulse. A large gush of my brother's seed poured into my mouth. It was bitter and thick, chunky in fact. But there was a lot of it. It coated my tongue and pooled in my cheeks. I ignored the flavor and swallowed it down as another and another pulse poured more inside of me. Finally, his cock stopped bucking my mouth. The last bit of seed shot into my mouth. I pulled back, sucked on the tip to make sure I had gotten it all, and then I pulled back.
I moved my head away from my brother's body, shuffling backwards a couple of feet on my knees. I quickly rubbed the spit and...whatever else it was off of my chin, and reached forward to rub my palm on the cushion at the bottom of the throne. My brother sat on the throne, his big belly rising and falling rapidly. He was looking at me intently, his eyes crossed. He smiled stupidly.
"Thank you sister," he said.
"It is a wife's pleasure to please her husband," I lied. I was already plotting a future where I would take charge of my husband-brother's hygiene, so at least it would be less unpleasant when I was required to service the dolt. He smiled stupidly at me.
"I feel a lot better now," he said, and I imagine he did. He yawned, "I think, maybe, I will take a nap." He said. He started to get off of the throne. I felt a wave of panic rush through me. According to the Gods' rules, what my brother and I had done was a sin, but it was not a consummation of anything. If I did not take my brother's virginity now, then someone might convince the credulous fool later that I was not a suitable wife. If I fucked him, he would not be smart enough to dissemble about it. If anything, the Church would insist we married. I stood up quickly, gently pushing my brother back onto his throne.
"No, please," I said. He looked confused, and somehow more tired than before. I smiled. I rubbed his narrow shoulder. "It was such an honor to pleasure you, my King," I said, and then realized that I needed to make sure that the language I used was as simple as possible, there could be no confusion, "But I want you to actually fuck me. I want your cock in my cunny. So that I can feel pleasure too," I said.
My brother smiled sheepishly and shrugged, "I want to do that too, sister," he said and I smiled a winning smile. But then he grimaced, "But... you see..." and he lifted his belly, revealing a flaccid little button of a cock. I fought the urge to make a face at it. "I am soft." He said.
"All around soft," I thought, but I just smiled. He was young. This was not an insurmountable problem. "Let me get you hard again brother, please. I would love to do it!" I said. I jumping up and down, my chest bouncing a little even in the corset top. My brother's eyes grew wide.
"What are you going to do?" he asked, sounding equal parts scared and excited. I smiled and blew him a kiss.
"Don't worry so much. I will always take care of everything, brother," I said, "You just watch." I said. I took another couple of steps away from the throne. My brother sat up straighter, but still looked like a pale toad. I didn't really know what I was going to do. But I had gotten men hard before, and it was always easier when I was wearing less.
I turned so my back was to the king (a faux pas most of the time, but I imagined he wouldn't mind). I grasped at the bow that I had used to tie the corset top of my dress, slowly pulling at them slowly. The bow gently came undone, and it loosened ever so slightly. I turned around and faced my brother now. He was looking with intense, if brainless, interest.
My hands were still behind my back and I was frantically pulling at the laces of the corset. It was designed to be loosened by someone else, an attendant. A lover. It was not designed to be unlaced by a woman trying to fuck her moron brother. It was not ideal for a striptease. But, sometimes the Gods grant striptease-related grace to those in great need. I shifted my hips side to side seductively, while I worked, to disguise my actions. And, thankfully, my corset top loosened. First a little, then a lot. The laces were a mess, I could tell. But I could fix them later. The cups over my breasts loosened, the stiff fabric slackening off of me. Edgar leaned forward to get a better look. Good.
The dress was all one piece, which made it easier to remove, though hardly mysterious. I couldn't peel it off, little by little. I didn't think my fiancé would mind. His eyes were bulging from his head. I slipped my fingers into the top of the corset, where my tits were held in. I pushed it down gently, wiggling my hips. The corset loosened further and the bottom slipped over my hips. My small, perky tits popped out of the top, my small pink areolas growing hard instantly in the cool air.
"Boobies," I heard my brother say under his breath and I smiled at him. I took my breasts in my hand and squeezed them, pinched my nipples a bit. My brother squirmed in his seat. I started to work my dress down again, it was easier now, spreading over my hips and then all the way down, onto the to floor. The diaphanous material for the skirt pooling around the stiff corset. And now I was standing, wearing only a pair of pink panties. Thankfully, they were sexy.
"Do you like my body, brother," I said, running my hands down my sides, leaving my hands on my hips, and pushing my ass to one side. Edgar stared for a long moment. Then quietly nodded. I turned around again, bent over at the waist. My ass wasn't large, but it was firm and round. I thrust it in the direction of my king. I sort of wiggled it a little and affected a girlish giggle. I slipped my fingers into the waistband of the panties, and then shimmied my hips again. I let the panties roll over the bulb of my ass, and then they slid down my legs. Edgar breathed so heavily I could hear it.
Now, I took a deep breath (he was far enough away I couldn't smell him) and turned around. I was totally naked now. My pussy was, fashionably, completely shorn of hair. I was petite, my pussy lips tight and pink, like my nipples. It was always difficult to be exposed to a new...man, or whatever he was. But it was doubly difficult now. Everything was riding on this. If he, for any reason, took it on a whim to dislike me at this moment, I would lose everything. My life. I looked up at him, the look of exposure and delicacy were not feigned.
He looked at me pensively. He didn't speak for a long time. I could not read his features. He wasn't bouncing around anymore. He was just staring, his eyes focusing and un-focusing. I felt cold, I resisted the urge to cross my arms over my breasts.
"Can I suck on your boobies?" he asked, innocently. And I felt a wave of relief. I almost ran over to him.
"They belong to you, my Lord," I promised. And soon I was standing beside the throne. I threw one arm around his head, pulling him to my not-so-ample chest. He turned his head and buried his face in my breasts. I could feel warmth and wetness as he licked at me. My nipple found its way into his mouth and he nibbled it, a little roughly. I winced, but simply stroked his hair in relief.
I let him play with, Gods, my fucking boobies, for several minutes. Long past the time when I would have expected him to lose interest. Most men are not as persistent, even with breasts. I wanted to let him wear himself out. But soon I was nearly shivering and slobbering was rolling down my belly.
"My love, are you prepared to make love again?" I asked sweetly, rubbing his head. He grunted in confusion. I rolled my eyes (his eyes were closed, it didn't matter), "is your cock hard again, my Lord?" I asked. Now he made a sort of affirmative grunt. I pulled my chest back, my nipple stretched as he sucked on it, but it popped out. He let out a little whimper.
"Fuck me, brother," I ordered him. He looked up at me, his eyes like saucers. And he nodded enthusiastically. "Get up from the throne," I said. He nodded again and frantically rose from his chair. His body wobbled lewdly as he moved and I resisted the urge to retch. Soon he was standing, his skin sagging obscenely, in front of the throne. I moved around silkily, and sat down upon it. It was warm and wet but I ignored it.
For a moment, I just looked out, naked, from the throne. I surveyed the room, my lip curled in contempt. The entire experience up to this point had been solely transactional. I was doing what I needed to do to survive. But now, in this seat, I felt sexy. And powerful. I was a little surprised to find that my pussy was growing wet. But Edgar was looking at me, nervous and excited.
I favored my brother with a sly smile and then licked my lips. I spread my legs wide, putting my heels on the arm rests. It was a wide chair and it felt lewd, spread apart like this. My pussy, very wet now, dripped onto the seat, adding my own delicate scent to the disgusting odors my brother imparted. I'd have it fumigated. Now, I point to my brother. I turned my palm up, and hooked my finger at him. "Come." I said. And he ran towards me, his body rolling oddly. I put my hand out to slow him, smiling to let him know it was alright.
"Move here, I will take care of it," I said and he nodded, walking slowly between my lewd legs, his stomach towering over mine. He leaned in as though he was going to kiss me again, and I wanted nothing to do with that. I reached under his belly, grasping his hard penis. He gasped a little.
"Just follow my lead," I instructed. I pulled his cock hard, jerking him towards me. He stumbled forward. I guided the tip of his penis against my dripping slit. Now I wrapped my legs around him, putting my heels against his ass, pushing him in. I knew his cock entered me, because I could hear him gasp and feel him tremble. But I couldn't tell he was inside of me until the widest part near his body entered me and I felt his disgusting balls against my ass.
"I love you, Gwen," He moaned, turning his face towards mine, breathing his breakfast stench in my face. My lip curled and I turned it into a smile
"I love you too, my King," I said. And he closed his eyes. Gods, he wanted that kiss! I threw my arms around his shoulders, pulling him in to hug me. I pushed my head over his shoulder, "Fuck me, my lord. Please, fuck me!" I begged. He forgot about his kiss.
I suppose that humping is some sort of male instinct. I didn't have to tell him what to do. He began to thrust himself roughly inside of me. He began to sweat profusely, his fat belly making my own stomach slick. His thin breastbone crushed my breath. I could hear his ragged breathing in my ear. He never managed to find a rhythm though, his thrust coming faster sometimes, then slower briefly, and fast again. I clung to him, holding my breath, my eyes closed, pretending I was somewhere else.
Finally, he let out a low growling noise in the back of his throat. His body trembled all over. He grew rigid, his cock thrust deeply into me (as deeply as he could). And then I felt it. I felt his cock pulse inside of me. And I felt my brother's seed pour into my body.
And what happened next, is extremely hard to explain. I had been stone cold, not even moving, just letting my brother do what he needed to do. I could barely feel his little cock inside of me. His orgasm disgusted me. But as his seed spurted into me, I suddenly and without warning, tumbled into an orgasm. And not just any orgasm, and an intensely powerful one. All of the muscles in my body locked at once. I trembled all over. My head was thrown back, a loud wail escaped my throat. And a wave of pleasure swept through me. It was like a blanket of soothing fire was dropped at once all over my body. My mind went blank and the pleasure rippled back and forth for longer than I thought possible. I feared I was going to grow insane and deeply wanted to do so, just to live in the pleasure forever.



Eventually, the orgasm faded. I found myself on the throne, panting, shaking my head. My brother was still draped on top of me. He was panting, seemed oblivious to what I had experienced. He was slumped and sweaty. I tapped him on the shoulder. Then again. He did not move. I slapped him, not too hard, on the side of the head. He let out a groan and sat up.
"Sorry my love, an accident," I assured him. He smiled at me with his gruesome jaw and nodded.
"I love you too, Gwen," he said.
"Queen Gwen," I corrected him, and he nodded quickly.
"Shall we go to the bedroom and nap now, my queen?" Edgar asked, rubbing his eyes childishly. I rolled my eyes openly now and shook my head.
"My dear brother, poke you head out the door please. Tell Oswald to go and fetch Sir Godric. Make sure it is Oswald," I said, I didn't trust him. This was an errand and he wouldn't suspect any purpose, "When he is gone, and only after he is gone, then tell Sir Edward that you've issued an arrest warrant for Cousin Turvy and Count Wulfstan. And tell him to triple the guard, tell him Sir Godric will consult with him on reliable men. Have them arrest Oswald when he returns." I didn't know if I could trust Godric, but I would have to for now. Edgar looked at me, confused. Maybe even scared. I patted his clammy shoulder.
"Cousin Turvy..." he began.
"I told you, let me think of things. When you're done, you can go lay down and nap," I said, and he looked relieved. He didn't want this power, and he was happy to have me exercise it for him. He could trust me, I needed him. For now. He wandered over to the door and gave instructions. He walked back.
"Shall we nap now?" he asked, almost begged. I smiled.
"You go my love, I will wait for Sir Godric. He and I will have to draft up some papers. The Althing. My legitimization. We will wake you when you need to sign," I informed him. He nodded, grateful, and then shambled, still naked, into his bedroom.
I slung my legs lengthwise on the throne, my back against one armrest, my legs draped over the other. My brother's seed dribbled out of my cunt onto the throne. My throne. I sighed and stretched my arms. I had a moment to relax while I waited for Sir Godric. I wondered if all the seed had dribbled out of me. Or if even now I was incubating my heir. I sort of hoped my invalid brother was incapable of impregnating me. I would find someone with red hair (for appearance's sake), someone smart and strong. Get a real heir, someone who could be taught to think. I'd kill the man who gave me the seed to keep him from talking. It wouldn't matter, I had Edgar I's blood flowing in my veins, the sun-blood, and purity was overrated.
As for my brother...I was getting ahead of myself. For a moment, I just savored my unexpected and well-earned triumph.
The End
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